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The Claw of the Conciliator

Chapter 1
THE VILLAGE OF SALTUS

Morwennas face floated in the sngle beam of light, lovdly and framed in har dark as my cloak;
blood from her neck pattered to the stones. Her lips moved without speech. Instead | saw framed within
them (as though | were the Increate, peeping through his rent in Eternity to behold the World of Time) the
farm, Stachys her husband tossing in agony upon his bed, litle Chad at the pond, bathing his fevered
face.



Outsde, Eusebia, Morwennas accuser, howled like a witch. | tried to reach the bars to tdl her to
be quiet, and a once became logt in the darkness of the cdll. When | found light at ladt, it was the green
road gretching from the shadow of the Piteous Gate. Blood gushed from Dorcas's cheek, and though so
many screamed and shouted, | could hear it paitering to the ground. Such a mighty structure was the
Wal that it divided the world as the mere line between their covers does two books; before us now
stood such a wood as might have been growing since the founding of Urth, trees as high as diffs
wrapped in pure green. Between them lay the road, grown up in fresh grass, and on it were the bodies of
men and women. A burning cariole tainted the clean ar with smoke.

Hve riders sat destriers whose hooked tushes were encrusted with lazulite. The men wore hemets
and capes of indanthrene blue and carried lances whose heads ran with blue fire; their faces were more
akin then the faces of brothers. On these riders, the tide of travelers broke as a wave on a rock, some
tumning left, some right. Dorcas was torn from my arms, and | drew Terminus ESt to cut down those
between us and found | was about to strike Master Mdrubius, who stood cdmly, my dog Triskele at his
sde, inthe midst of the tumult. Seeing im <o, | knew | dreamed, and from that knew, even while | dept,
that the visons | had had of him before had not been dreams.

| threw the blankets aside. The chiming of the carillon in the Bdl Tower was in my ears. It was time
to rise, time to run to the kitchen pulling on my clothes, time to tir a pot for Brother Cook and sted a
sausage—a sausage burding, savory, and nearly burned—from the grill. Time to wash, time to serve the
journeymen, time to chant lessons to mysdf before Master Plaemon's examination.

| woke in the gpprentices dormitory, but everything was in the wrong place: a blank wal where the
round port should have been, a square window that should have been a bulkhead. The row of hard,
narrow cots was gone, and the caling too low.

Then | was awake. Country smdls—much like the pleasant odors of flower and tree that used to
floa across the ruined curtain wal from the necropolis, but mixed now with the hot reek of a
stable—drifted through the window. The bells began again, ringing in some campanile not far away,
cdling the few who retained their fath to beseech the coming of the New Sun, though it was very early
dill, the old sun had hardly dropped Urth's val from his face, and save for the bdlls the village lay slent.

As Jonas had discovered the night before, our water-ewer hed wine. | used some to rinse my
mouth, and its astringency made it better than water; but | dill wanted water to splash on my face and
smoaoth my hair. Before degping | had folded my cloak, with the Claw at the center, to use for a pillow. |
spread it now, and remembering how Agia had once tried to dip her hand into the sabretache on my belt,
thrugt the Claw into my boot-top.

Jonas dill dept. In my experience, people adeep look younger than they do awake, but Jonas
seemed older—or perhaps only ancient; he had the face, with sraight nose and sraight forehead, thet |
have often noted in old pictures. | buried the smoldering firein its own ashes and left without waking him.
By thetime | had finished refreshing mysdf from the bucket of the inn-yard well, the street before the inn
was no longer dlent, but dive with hooves that splashed through the puddies Ieft by the previous night's
rain, and the dacking of scimitar horns. Each animd was tdler than a man, black or piebad, ralling-eyed
and hdf blinded by the coarse har thet fdl acrossiits face.

Morwennas father, | remembered, had been a drover; it was possible this herd was his, though it
seemed unlikdy. | waited until the last lumbering beast had passed and watched the men ride by. There
were three, dusty and common-looking, flourishing iron-tipped goads longer than themsdlves, and with
them, their hard, watchful, low-bred dogs.

Insgde the inn once more, | ordered breakfast and got bread warm from the oven, newly churned
butter, pickled duck's eggs, and peppered chocolate beaten to a froth. (This last a sure sgn, though | did
not know it then, that | was among people who drew their customs from the north.) Our hairless gnome



of a host, who had no doubt seen mein conversation with the alcade the night before, hovered over my
table wiping his nose on his deeve, inquiring about the qudity of each dish as it was served—though they
were dl, in truth, very good—promising better food at supper, and condemning the cook, who was his
wife. He called me seur, not because he thought as they sometimes had in Nessus that | was an exultant
incognito, but because a torturer here, as the efficient am of the law, was a great person. Like mogt
peons, he could concelve of no more than one socid class higher than his own.

"The bed, it was comfortable? Plenty of quilts? We will bring more” My mouth was full, but |
nodded.

"Then we shdl. Will three be enough? Y ou and the other Seur, are you comfortable together?

| was about to say that | would prefer separate rooms (I thought Jonas no thief, but | was afraid the
Claw might be too much of a temptation for any man, and | was unused, moreover, to degping double)
when it occurred to me that he might have difficulty paying for a private accommodation.

"Youwill be there today, seur? When they break through the wall? A mason could take down the
ashlars, but Barnoch's been heard moving indde and may have srength left. Perhaps he's found a
wespon. Why, he could bite the masons fingers, if nothing s

"Not in an offidd capacity. | may weatchif | can."

"Everyones coming.” The bald man rubbed his hands, which dithered together as if they had been
oiled. "Therés to be afar, you know. The dcadde announced it. He's got a good head for business, our
dcdde has. You take the average man—hed see you herein my parlor and never think of athing. Or a
least, N0 more than to have you put an end to Morwenna. Not oursl He sees things He sees the
posshilities of them. You might say that in the wink of an eye the whole fair sprang up out of his heed,
colored tents and ribbons, roast meat and spun sugar, dl together. Today? Why today well open the
sedled house and pull Barnoch out like a badger. That will warm them up, that will draw them for leagues
around. Then well watch you do for Morwenna and that country fellow. Tomorrow youll begin on
Barnoch—hoat irons you start with usudly, don't you? And everybody will want to be there. The day
after, finish im off and fold the tents. It doesn't do to let them hang about too long after they've spent
their money, or they begin to beg and fight and so on. All well planned, dl wel thought out! There's an
dcdde for you!"

| went out again after breskfast and watched the acalde's enchanted thoughts take shape. Country
fak were sumping into the village with fruits and animas and bolts of home-woven cloth to sdl; among
them were a few autochthons carrying fur pelts and drings of black and green birds killed with the
cerbotana. Now | wished | dill had the mantle Agias brother had sold me, for my fuigin cloak drew
some odd looks. | was about to step ingde once more when | heard the quickstep of marching feet, a
sound familiar to me from the drilling of the garrison in the Citaddl, but which | had not heard snce | had
left it. The cattle | had watched earlier that morning had been going down to the river, there to be herded
into barges for the remainder of thar trip to the abattoirs of Nessus. These soldiers were coming the
other way, up from the water. Whether that was because ther officers fdt the march would toughen
them, or because the boats that had brought them were needed esewhere, or because they were
destined for some area remote from Gyall, | had no way of knowing. | heard the shouted order to Sng as
they came into the thickening crowd, and amog together with it the thwacks of the vingtners rods and
the howls of the unfortunates who had been hit.

The men were kdau, each armed with a ding with a two-cubit handle and each carrying a painted
leather pouch of incendiary bullets. Few looked older than | and most seemed younger, but their gilded
brigandines and the rich belts and scabbards of their long daggers proclamed them members of an dite
corps of the erentarii. Ther song was not of battle or women as mogt soldiers songs are, but a true
dingers song. Insofar as | heard it that day, it ran thus



"When | was alad, my mother said,
'Y ou dry your tears and go to bed;
| know my sonwill travel far,
Born beneath a shooting star.™
"In after years, my father said,
Ashe pulled my hair and knocked my heed,
"They mustn't whimper at ascar,
Who're born beneath a shooting star.™
"A mage | met, and the mage he said,
'l seefor you afuture red,
Fireand riot, raid and war,
O born beneath a shooting star.™
"A shepherd | met, and the shepherd said,
'We shegp must go where we are led,
To Dawn-Gate where the angels are,

Following the shooting gar.™

And s0 on, verse after verse, some cryptic (as it seemed to me), some merely comic, some clearly
assembled purdy for the sake of the rhymes, which were repeated again and again.

"A fine 9ght, aren't they?' It was the innkeeper, hisbad head a my shoulder. " Southerners—notice
how many have ydlow har and dotted hides? They're used to cold down there, and they'll need to be in
the mountains. Still, the Inging dmost makes you want to join 'em. How many, would you say?'

The baggage mules were just coming into view, laden with rations and prodded forward with the
points of swords. "Two thousand. Perhaps twenty-five hundred.”

"Thank you, seur. | like to keep track of them. Y ou wouldn't believe how many I've seen coming up
our road here. But precious few going back. Well, that's what war is, | believe. | dways try to tdl mysdf
they're ill there—I mean, wherever it was they went—but you know and | know there's a lot that have
gone to stay. Still, the anging makes a man want to go with 'em.”

| asked if he had news of the war.

"Oh, yes, seur. I've followed it for years and years now, though the battles they fight never seem to
make much difference, if you understand me. It never seems to get much closer to us, or much farther off
ather. What I've dways supposed was that our Autarch and theirs gppoints a spot to fight in, and when
it's over they both go home. My wife, fodl that sheis, don't believe thereés ared war a dl.”

The crowd had closed behind the last mule driver, and it thickened with every word that passed
between us. Budling men set up sdls and pavilions, narrowing the street and making the press of people
greater ill; brigling masks on tdl poles seemed to have sprouted from the ground like trees.



"Where does your wife think the soldiers are going, then?' | asked the innkeeper.

"Looking for Vodaus, that's what she says. As if the Autarch—whose hands run with gold and
whose enemies kiss his hed—would send his whole army to fetch a bandit!”

| scarcely heard a word beyond Vodaus.

Whatever | possess | would give to become one of you, who complain every day of memories
fading. My own do not. They remain dways, and dways as vivid as a ther firsg impresson, so that once
summoned they carry me off spellbound. | think | turned from the innkeeper and wandered into the
crowd of pushing rugtics and chattering vendors, but | saw neither them nor him. Insteed | fdt the
bone-strewn paths of the necropolis under my feet, and saw through the drifting river fog the dender
figure of Vodaus as he gave his pigtal to his migtress and drew his sword. Now (it is a sad thing to have
become a man) | was struck by the extravagance of the gesture. He who had professed in a hundred
clandestine placards to be fighting for the old ways, for the ancient high avilization Urth has now logt, has
discarded the effectud weapon of that dvilization.

If my memories of the past remain intact, perhaps it is only because the past exigs only in memory.
Vodaus, who wished as | did to summon it again, yet remained a creature of the present. That we are
capable only of being what we are remains our unforgivable sn.

No doubt if I had been one of you whose memories fade, | would have regjected him on that
morming as | elbowed my way through the crowd, and so in some fashion would have escaped this death
inlife that grips me even as | write these words. Or perhaps | would not have escaped at dl. Yes, more
likdy not. And in any case, the old, recalled emotions were too strong. | was trapped in admiration for
what | had once admired, as afly in amber remains the captive of some long-vanished pine.

Chapter 2
THE MAN IN THE DARK

The bandit's house had differed in no way from the common houses of the village It was of broken
mine-stone, Sngle storied, with a flatish, solid-looking roof of dabs of the same materid. The door and
the only window | could see from the street had been closed with rough masonry. A hundred or so
far-goers stood before the house now, talking and pointing; but there was no sound from within, and no
smoke issuing from the chimney.

"Isthis commonly done hereabouts?’ | asked Jonas.
"It's traditiond. Y ou've heard the saying, 'A legend, alie, and a likdihood make a tradition?"

"It s;emsto me it would be easy enough to get out. He could break through a window or the wall
itsdf by night, or dig a passage. Of coursg, if he expected something like this—and if it's common and he
was redlly engaged in spying for Voda us, there's no reason he shouldn't—he could have supplied himsdf
with tools as wel as a quantity of food and drink."

Jonas shook his head. "Before they close the openings, they go through the house and take
evarything they can find in the way of food and tools and lights, besides whatever ese may be of vadue"

A resonant voice said, "Having good sense, as we flaiter oursdves, we do indeed.” It was the
acade, who had come up behind us without either of us noticing his presence in the crowd. We wished
hm a good day, and he returned the courtesy. He was a solid, square-built man whose open face was
marred by something too clever about the eyes. "I thought | recognized you, Master Severian, bright
clothes or no. Are these new? They look it. If they don't give satisfaction, speak out to me about it. We
try to keep the traders honest that come to our fairs. It's only good business. If he doesn't make them



right for you, whoever he is, well duck him in the river, you may be sure. One or two ducked a year
keep the rest from feding too comfortable.”

He paused to step back and examine me more carefully, nodding to himsdf as though greeatly
impressed. "They become you. | mugt say, you've afinefigure. A handsome face too, save perhaps for a
bit too much palor, which our hot northern weather will soon make right. Anyway, they become you and
look to wear well. If youre asked where you had them, you might say Sdtus Fair. Such talk does no
harm.”

| promised | would, though | was far more concerned about the safety of Terminus E<t, which | had
left hidden in our room at the inn, than about my own appearance or the durability of the lay clothes | had
bought from a dopman. "You and your assistant have come to see us draw out the miscreant, | suppose?
WEIl be at him as soon as Mesmin and Sebald bring the post. A battering ram is what we cdled it when
we passed the word of what was intended, but I'm afraid the truth is that it's nothing more than a tree
trunk, and not a big one either—otherwise the village would have had to free too many men to handle it.
Yet it should do the work. | don't suppose you've heard of the case we had here eighteen years gone?'

Jonas and | shook our heads.

The dcdde threw out his chest, as paliticians do whenever they see an opportunity to speak for
more than a couple of sentences. "l recall it wel enough, though | wasn't more than a gripling. A woman.
I've forgotten her name, but we caled her Mother Pyrexia. The stones were put up on her, just like what
you see here, for it'slargdy the same ones doing it, and they did it in the same way. But it was the other
end of summer, just a gpple-picking time, and that | recal very wel because of the people drinking new
cider in the crowd, and mysdf with a fresh apple to eat while | watched."

"Next year when the corn was up, someone wanted to buy the house. Property becomes the
property of the town, you know. That's how we finance the work, the ones that do it take what they can
find for their share, and the town takes the house and ground.”

"To shorten a lengthy tale, we cut a ram and broke through the door in fine fashion, thinking to
sweep up the old woman's bones and turn the place over to the new owner." The dcade paused and
laughed, throwing back his head. There was something ghodlly in that laughter, possibly only because it
blended with the noise of the crowd, and so seemed Slent.

| asked, "Waan't she dead?

"It depends on what you mean by that. I'll say this—a woman sedled in the dark long enough can
become something very strange, just like the strange things you find in rotten wood, back among the big
trees. We're miners, modly, here in Saltus, and used to things found underground, but we took to our
heds and came back with torches. It didn't like the light, or the fire ather.”

Jonas touched me on the shoulder and pointed to a swirl in the crowd. A group of
purposeful-looking men were shouldering their way down the street. None had hemets or body armor,
but severd carried narrow-headed piletes, and the rest had brass-bound staves. | was strongly reminded
of the volunteer guards who had admitted Drotte, Roche, Eata, and me to the necropolis so long ago.
Behind these armed men were four who carried the tree trunk the alcade had mentioned, a rough log
about two spans across and Sx cubits long.

A collective indrawn breath greeted them; it was followed by louder tak and some good-natured
cheering. The dcade Ift usto take charge, directing the men with staves to clear a space about the door
of the sedled house and usng his authority, when Jonas and | pushed forward to get a better view, to
make the crowd give way for us.

| had supposed that when dl the breakersiin were in podtion they would proceed without



ceremony. In that, | had reckoned without the adcade. At the last possble moment he mounted the
doorstep of the sedled house, and waving his hat for silence, addressed the crowd.

"Welcome vigtors and fdlow villagerd In the time it takes to draw breath thrice, you will see us
gmash this barrier and drag out the bandit Barnoch. Whether he be dead, or, as we have good reason to
believe—for he hasn't been in there that long—dive. You know what he has done. He has collaborated
with the traitor Vodaluss cultdlarii, informing them of the arrivals and departures of those who might
become their victimd All of you are thinking now, and rightly!, that such a vile crime deserves no mercy.
Yes, | say! Yes we dl say! Hundreds and maybe thousands lie in unmarked graves because of this
Barnoch. Hundreds and maybe thousands have met a fate far worsel™

"Ye for amoment, before these sones come down, | ask you to reflect. Voddus has lost a spy. He
will be seeking another. On some 4ill night not long, | think, from now, a stranger will come to one of
you. It is certain he will have much talk—"

"Like you!" someone shouted, to generd laughter.

"Better tak than mine—I'm only a rough miner, as many of you know. Much smooth, persuasive
tak, 1 ought to have said, and possibly some money. Before you nod your head a him, | want you to
remember this house of Barnoch's the way it looks now, with those ashlars where the door should be.
Think about your own house with no doors and no windows, but with you ingde it."

"Then think about what you're going to see done to Barnoch when we take him out. Because I'm
tdling you—you strangers particularly—what you're about to see here is only the beginning of what youll
be seeing at our far in Sdtud For the events of the next few days we have employed one of the finest
professonas from Nessus! You will see at least two persons executed here in the formd style, with the
head struck off at a Sngle blow. One's a woman, so well be usng the chair! That's something a lot of
people who boast of their sophitication and the cosmopoalitan tincture of ther educations have never
seen. And you will see this man," pausng, the dcade struck the sunlit door-stones with the flat of his
hand, "this Barnoch, led to Deeth by an expert guide! It may be that he has made some sort of amdl hole
inthe wal by now. Frequently they do, and if so he may be able to hear me™"

He lifted his voice to a shout. "If you can, Barnoch, cut your throat now! Because if you dont,
you're going to wish you had starved long ago!" For a moment there was slence. | was in agony at the
thought that | should soon have to practice the Art on afollower of Vodauss. The dcalde raised his right
am over his head, then brought it down in an emphatic gesture. "All right, lads, at it with awill!"

The four who had brought the ram counted one, two, three to themsalves asif by prearrangement
and ran at the walled-up door, loang some of ther impetuosity when the two in front mounted the step.
Theram struck the stones with aloud thump, but with no other result.

"All right, lads" the dcalde repeated. "Let'stry it again. Show them the kind of men Saltus breeds.”

The four charged a second time. At this attempt, those in front handled the step more illfully; the
stones plugging the doorway seemed to shudder under the impact, and afine dust issued from the mortar.
A volunteer from the crowd, a burly, black-bearded fdlow, joined the origind ramsmen, and dl five
charged; the thump of the ram was not noticesbly louder, but it was accompanied by a cracking like the
bresking of bones. "One more," the dcalde said.

He was right. The next blow sent the stone it struck into the house, leaving a hole the Sze of a man's
head. After that, the ramsmen no longer bothered with a running start; they knocked the remaining stones
out by swinging the ram with their arms until the aperture was large enough for amean to step through.

Someone | had not noticed previoudy had brought torches, and a boy ran to a neighboring house to
kindle them at the kitchen fire. The men with piletes and staves took them from him. Showing more



courage than | would have credited to those clever eyes, the dcade drew a short truncheon from under
his shirt and entered first. We spectators crowded after the armed men, and because Jonas and | had
been in the forefront of the onlookers, we reached the opening dmost a once.

The ar was foul, far worse than | had anticipated. Broken fumniture lay on every side, as though
Barnoch had locked his chests and cupboards when the seders came, and they had smashed them to get
a his household goods. On a crippled table, | saw the guttered wax of a candle that had burned to the
wood. The people behind me were pushing to go in farther; and |, as | discovered somewhat to my
urprise, was pushing back.

There was a commotion at the rear of the house—hurried and confused footsteps—a shout—then a
high, inhuman scream.

"They've got him!" someone behind me cadled, and | heard the news being passed to those outside.

A faitish man who might have been a smdlholder came running out of the dark, a torch in one hand
and a stave in the other. "Out of the way! Get back, dl of you! They're bringing him out!"

| do not know what | expected to see . . . Perhaps afilthy creature with matted hair. What came
ingdead was a ghost. Barnoch had been tdl; he was tdl ill, but stooped and very thin, with skin so pae it
seemed to glow as decayed wood does. He was hairless, bad, and beardless; | learned that afternoon
from his guards that he had formed the habit of plucking his hairs out. Worst of dl were his eyes
protuberant, ssemingly blind, and dark as the black abscess of his mouth. | turned away from him as he
spoke, but | knew the voice was his. "l will be free" it said. "Vodaud Vodauswill come!”

How | wished then that | had never been imprisoned mysdf, for his voice brought back to me dl
those airless days when | waited in the oubliette benesth our Matachin Tower. | too had dreamed of
rescue by Voddus, of a revolution that would sweep away the anima stench and degeneracy of the
present age and restore the high and gleaming culture that was once Urth's,

And | had been saved not by Voddus and his shadowy army, but by the advocacy of Master
Pdaemon—and no doubt of Drotte and Roche and a few other friends—who had persuaded the
brothers that it would be too dangerous to kill me and too disgraceful to bring me before a tribund.

Barnoch would not be saved at dl. I, who should have been his comrade, would brand him, break
him on the whed, and & last sever his head. | tried to tdl mysdf that he had acted, perhaps, only to get
money; but as | did so some metd object, no doubt the sted head of a pilete, struck stone, and | seemed
to hear the ringing of the coin Vodaus had given me, the ringing as | dropped it into the space beneath
the floor-stone of the ruined mausoleum.

Sometimes when dl our attention is thus focused on memory, our eyes, unguided by ourselves, will
diginguish from a mass of detall some dngle object, presenting it with a darity never achieved by
concentration. So it was with me. Out of dl the sruggling tide of faces beyond the doorway, | saw one,
upturned, illuminated by the sun. It was Agias.

Chapter 3
THE SHOWMAN'STENT

The ingant was frozen as though we two, and dl those about us, stood in a painting. Agias uptilted
face, my own wide eyes, so we remaned amid the cloud of country folk with their bright clothes and
bundles. Then | moved, and she was gone. | would have run to her if | could; but | could only push my
way through the onlookers, taking perhaps a hundred poundings of my heart to reach the spot where she
hed stood.



By then she had vanished utterly, and the crowd was swirling and changing like the water under the
bow of a boat. Barnoch had been led forth, screaming at the sun. 1 took a miner by the shoulder and
shouted a question to him, but he had paid no attention to the young woman beside hm and had no
notion of where she might have gone. | followed the throng who followed the prisoner until | was sure she
was not among them, then, knowing nothing better to do, began to search the far, peering into tents and
booths, and making inquiries of the farmwives who had come to sl their fragrant cardamom-bread, and
of the hot-meat vendors. All this as | write it, dowly convoluting a thread of the vermilion ink of the
House Absolute, sounds cadm and even methodica. Nothing could be further from the truth. | was
gasping and swedting as | did these things, shouting questions to which | hardly stayed for an answer.
Like a face seen in dream, Agids floated before my imagination: wide, fla cheeks and softly rounded
chin, freckled, sun-browned skin and long, laughing, mocking eyes. Why she had come, | could not
imagine | only knew she had, and that my glimpse of her had reawakened the anguish of my memory of
her scream.

"Have you seen a woman o tdl, with chestnut hair?' | repeated it again and again, like the dudist
who had cdled out "Cadroe of Seventeen Stones,” urtil the phrase was as meaningless as the song of the
cicada

"Yes. Every country maid who comes here”

"Do you know her name?’

"A woman? Certainly | can get you a woman."

"Where did you lose her?’

"Don't worry, youll soon find her again. The fair's not big enough for anybody to stay logt long.
Didn't the two of you arrange a place to meet? Have some of my tea—you look so tired.”

| fumbled for a coin.
"You don't have to pay, | sdl enough asit is. Well, if you ing<. It's only an aes. Here"

The old woman rummeaged in her apron pocket and produced a flood of little coins, then splashed
the tea, hissing-haot, from her kettle into an earthenware cup and offered me a straw of some dimly slver
metdl. | waved it away.

"It's clean. | rinse everything after each customer.”

"I'm not used to them."

"Watch the rim then—itll be hot. Have you looked by the judging? Ther€ll be alat of people there”
"Where the cattle are? Yes" The tea was maté, spicy and aftrifle bitter.

"Does she know you're looking for her?'

"I don't think so. Even if she saw me, she wouldn't have recognized me. | . . . am not dressed as |
usudly am.”

The old woman snorted and pushed a straggling lock of gray har back under her kerchief. "At
Sdtus Fair? Of course not! Everybody wesars his best to afair, and any gifl with sense would know thét.
How about down by the water where they've got the prisoner chained?

| shook my head. " She seems to have disappeared.”

"But you haven't given up. | can tdl from the way you look at the people going past instead of me.
Wel, good for you. Youll find her yet, though they do say dl manner of drange things have been
happening round and about of late. They caught a green man, do you know that? Got him right over there



where you see the tent. Green men know everything, people say, if you can but make them tak. Then
there's the cathedrd. | suppose you've heard about thet?"

"The cathedra ?'

"I've heard tdl it wasn't what city folk cdl ared one—l know you're from the city by the way you
drink your tea—but it's the only cathedral most of us around Saltus ever saw, and pretty too, with dl the
henging lamps and the windows in the sides made of colored slk. Mysdf, | don't believe—or rather, |
think that if the Pancreator don't care nothing for me, | won't care nathing for him, and why should 17?
Still, it's a shame what they did, if they did what's told againgt them. Set fire to it, you know."

"Are you taking about the Cathedrd of the Pelerines?’

The old woman nodded sagdly. "There, you sad it yoursdf. Y ou're making the same mistake they
did. It wasn't the Cathedrd of the Pelerines, it was the Cathedra of the Claw. Which is to say, it wasn't
theirsto burn.”

To mysdf | muttered, "They rekindled the fire
" beg pardon.” The old woman cocked an ear. "l didn't hear that."
"l said they burned it. They must have st fire to the straw floor.”

"That's what | heard too. They just stood back and watched it burn. It went up to the Infinite
Meadows of the New Sun, you know."

A man on the opposite side of the dleyway began to pound a drum. When he paused | sad, "I
know that certain persons have daimed to have seen it rise into the air.”

"Oh, it rose dl right. When my grandson-in-law heard about it, he was farly struck fla for hdf a
day. Then he pasted up akind of hat out of paper and held it over my stove, and it went up, and then he
thought it was nathing that the cathedral rose, no miracle at al. That shows what it is to be a fool—it
never came to him that the reason things were made so was 0 the cathedrd would rise just like it did.
He can't see the Hand in nature.”

"Hedidn't see it hmsdf?' | asked. "The cathedral, | mean."
She faled to understand. "Oh, he's seen it when they've been through here, at least a dozen times”

The chant of the man with the drum, dmilar to that | had once heard Dr. Tdos use, but more
hoarsdy delivered and bereft of the doctor's mdicious intdligence, cut through our tak. "Knows
evaything! Knows everybody! Green as a gooseberry! See for yoursdf!”

(The inggtent voice of the drum: BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!)
"Do you think the green man would know where Agiais?'

The old woman amiled. "So that's her name, isit? Now I'll know, if anybody should mention her. He
might. Y ou've money, why not try him?'

Why not indeed, | thought.

"Brought from the jun-gles of the North! Never eats A-kin to the bush-es and the grass-es!”
BOOM! BOOM! "The fu-ture and the re-mote past are one to him!" When he saw me gpproaching the
door of histent, the drummer stopped his clamor. "Only an aes to see him. Two to speak with him. Three
to be done with him."

"Alonefor how long?' | asked as | selected three copper aes.
A wry grin crossed the drummer's face. "For as long as you wish." | handed him his money and



stepped insde.

It had been plain he had not thought 1 would want to stay long, and | expected a stench or
something equaly unpleasant. There was nothing beyond a dight odor as of hay curing. In the center of
the tent, in a dust-spangled shaft of sunlight admitted by a vent in the canvas roof, was chained a man the
color of pde jade. He wore akilt of leaves, now fading; besde hm stood a day pot filled to the brim
with clear water.

For a moment we were slent. | stood looking a him. He sat looking a the ground. "That's not
pant,” | sad. "Nor do | think it dye. And you have no more hair than the man | saw dragged from the
sedled house™

He looked up & me, then down again. Even the whites of his eyes held a greenish tint.
| tried to bait him. "If you are truly vegetable, | would think your hair should be grass
"No." He had a soft voice, saved from womanishness only by its depth.

"You are vegetable then? A spesking plant?”

"You are no countryman.”

"I left Nessus afew days ago.”

"With some education."

| thought of Master Pdlaemon, then of Master Marubius and my poor Thecla, and | shrugged. "I
can read and write."

"Yet you know nathing about me. | am not ataking vegetable, as you should be able to see. Even if
aplant were to follow the one evolutionary way, out of some many millions that leads to inteligence, it is
impossible that it should duplicate in wood and legf the form of a human being.”

"The same thing might be said of stones, yet there are statues.” For dl his aspect of despair (and his
was a sadder face by far than my friend Jonas's), something tugged at the corners of hislips.

"That iswdl put. You have no saentific training, but you are better taught then you redize.”

"On the contrary, dl my traning has been scientific—athough it had nothing to do with these
fantagtic speculations. What are you?'

"A great seer. A gredt liar, like every man whose foot isin a trap.”
"If youll tl me what you are, I'll endeavor to hdp you.”

He looked a me, and it was as if some tdl herb had opened eyes and shown a humen face. "I
beieve you," he said. "Why isit that you, of dl the hundreds who come to this tent, know pity?'

"I know nothing of pity, but | have been imbued with a respect for justice, and | amn wel acquainted
with the dcade of thisvillage. A green manisdill a men; and if he is a dave, his master must show how
he came to that state, and how he himsdf came into possession of him.”

The green man said, "I'm afool, | suppose, to put any confidence in you. And yet | do. | an a free
man, come from your own future to explore your age."
"That isimpossble”

"The green color that puzzles your people so much is only what you cdl pond scum. We have
dtered it until it can livein our blood, and by its intervention have a last made our peace in humankind's
long struggle with the sun. In us, the tiny plants live and die, and our bodies feed from them and their



dead and require no other nourishment. All the famines, and dl the labor of growing food, are ended.”
"But you mugt have sun.”
"Yes" the green man said. "And | have not enough here. Day is brighter in my age.”

That ample remark thrilled me in a way that nothing had since | had first glimpsed the unroofed
chapel in the Broken Court of our Citadel. "Then the New Sun comes as prophesied,” | said, "and there
isindeed a second life for Urth—if what you say isthe truth."

The green man threw back his head and laughed. Much later | was to hear the sound the azabo
makes as it ranges the snow-swept tablelands of the high country; its laughter is horrible, but the green
man's was more terrible, and | drew away from him. "Y ou're not a human being,” | said. "Not now, if you
ever were."

He laughed again. "And to think | hoped in you. What a poor creature | am. | thought | had resgned
mysdf to dying here among a people who are no more than waking dust; but at the tiniest gleam, dl my
resgnation fdl from me. | am atrue man, friend. You are not, and in afew months | will be dead.”

| remembered his kin. How often | had seen the frozen stalks of summer flowers dashed by the
wind againg the sides of the mausoleumsin our necropalis. "I understand you. The warm days of sun are
coming, but when they are gone, you will go with them. Grow seed while you can.”

He sobered. "You do not believe me or even underdtand that | am a men like yoursdlf, yet you il
pity me. Perhaps you are right, and for us a new sun has come, and because it has come we have
forgotten it. If | am ever able to return to my own time, | will tel them there of you."

"If you are indeed of the future, why cannot you go forward to your home, and so escape?”’

"Because | am chained, as you see" He hdd out hisleg so that | could examine the shackle about
his ankle. His beryline flesh was swollen about it, as | have seen the bark of a tree swollen that had
grown through an iron ring.

The tent flap opened, and the drummer thrust his head through. "Are you dill here? | have others
outsde" He looked sgnificantly at the green man and withdrew.

"He meansthat | must drive you off, or hewill close the vent through which my sunlight fals | drive
away those who pay to see me by foretdling their futures, and | will foretell yours. You are young now,
and srong. But before this world has wound itsdf ten times more about the sun you shdl be less strong,
and you shdl never regain the strength that is yours now. If you breed sons, you will engender enemies
agang yoursf. [f—"

"Enough!” | said. "What you are tdling me is only the fortune of al men. Answer one question
truthfully for me, and | will go. | am looking for awoman cdled Agia Wherewill | find her?!

For a moment his eyes rolled upward until only a narrow crescent of pale green showed benesth
their lids. A fant tremor seized him; he stood and extended his arms, his fingers splayed like twigs.
Sowly he said, "Above ground.”

The tremor ceased, and he sat again, older-looking and pder than before. "You are only a fraud
then," | toldhimas | turned away. "And | was a Smpleton to believe in you even by <o little”

"No," the green man whispered. "Ligen. In coming here, | have passed through dl your future.
Some parts of it remain with me, no matter how clouded. | told you only the truth—and if you are indeed
afriend of the dcade of this place, | will tdl you something further that you may tdl him, something |
have learned from the questions of those who have come to question me. Armed men are seeking to free
amean cdled Barnoch.”



| took my whetstone from the sabretache a my belt, broke it on the top of the chain-stake, and
gave hdf to him. For a moment he did not comprehend what it was he held. Then | saw the knowledge
growing in him, so that he seemed to unfold in his great joy, as though he were dready basking in the
brighter light of his own day.

Chapter 4
THE BOUQUET

Asl left the showman's tent, | glanced up at the sun. The western horizon had dready dimbed more
then helf up the sky; in awatch or lessit would be time for me to make my appearance. Agia was gone,
and any hope of overtaking her had been logt in the frantic time | had spent dashing from one end of the
far to the other; yet | took comfort from the green man's prophecy, which | took to mean that Agiaand |
should meet again before dther of us died, and from the thought that snce she had come to wetch
Barnoch drawn into the light, so, equaly, might she come to observe the executions of Morwenna and
the cattle thief.

These speculations occupied me at fird as | made my way back to theinn. But before | reached the
room | shared with Jonas, they had been displaced by recollections of Thecla and my devation to
journeyman, both occasioned by the need to change from my new lay clothes into the fuligin of the guild.
So grong isthe power of association thet it could be exercised by that habit while it was dill out of sght
on the pegs in the room, and by Terminus Est while she remained concealed beneath the mattress.

It used to entertain me, while | was il attendant upon Thecla, to find that | could anticipate much of
her conversation, and particularly the first of it, from the nature of the gift | carried when | entered her
cdl. If it were some favorite food thieved from the kitchen, for example, it would dicit a description of a
med a the House Absolute, and the kind of food | brought even governed the nature of the repast
described: flesh, a sporting dinner with the shrieking and trumpeting of game caught dive drifting up from
the abattoir below and much tak of brachets, hawks, and hunting leopards, sweets, a private repast
given by one of the great Chatelaines for afew friends, ddicoudy intimate, and soaked in gossip; fruit, a
twilit garden party in the vast park of the House Absolute, lit by a thousand torches and enlivened by
jugdlers, actors, dancers, and pyrotechnic displays.

She ate sanding as often as Sitting, waking the three strides that took her from one end of her cell to
the other, holding the dish in her left hand while she gestured with her right. “Like this, Severian, they dl
soring into the ringing sky, showering green and magenta sparks, while the maroons boom like thunder!”

But her poor hand could hardly show the rockets rising higher than her towering head, for the cdiling
was not much tdler than she.

"But I'm boring you. A moment ago, when you brought me these peaches, you looked so happy,
and now you won't smile It's just that it does me good, here, to remember those things How I'll enjoy
them when | see them again.”

| was not bored, of course. It was only thet it saddened me to see her, a woman ill young and
endowed with aterrible beauty, so confined . . .

Jonas was uncovering Terminus Est for me when | came into our room. | poured mysdf a cup of
wine. "How do you fed?" he asked.

"Whet of you? It's your fird time, after dl."

He shrugged. "I only have to fetch and carry. Y ou've done it before? | wondered, because you look
S0 young."



"Yes, I've doneit before. Never to awoman.”
"You think she's innocent?'

| was taking off my shirt; when | had my arms freed | mopped my face with it and shook my head.
"I'm sure she's not. | went down and talked to her last night—they have her chained at the edge of the
water, where the midges are bad. | told you about it."

Jonas reached for the wine himsdf, his metd hand dinking when it met the cup. "You told me that
she was beautiful, and thet she had black hair like—"

"Theda But Morwennas is sraight. Theclas curled.”

"Like Thecla, whom you seem to have loved as | love your friend Jolenta. | confess you had a greeat
ded more time to fdl in love than | did. And you told me she said her husband and child had died of
some sickness, probably from bad water. The husband had been quite a bit older than she”

| said, "About your age, | think."

"And there was an older woman there who had wanted him too, and now she was tormenting the
prisoner.”

"Only with words." Among the guild, apprentices done wear shirts. | drew on my trousers and put
my cloak (which was of fuligin, the color darker than black) around my bare shoulders. "Clients who
have been exposed by the authorities like that have usudly been stoned. When we see them they're
bruised, and often they've logt a few teeth. Sometimes they have broken bones. The women have been

raped.”
"You say she's beatiful. Perhaps people think she's innocent. Perhaps they took pity on her.”

| picked up Terminus E<t, drew her, and let the soft sheath fdl away. "The innocent have enemies.
They are araid of her."

We went out together.

When | had entered the inn, | had to push my way through the mob of drinkers. Now it opened
before me. | wore my mask and carried Terminus Est unshesthed across my shoulder. Outside, the
sounds of the fair dilled as we went forward until nothing remained but a whispering, as though we strode
through a wilderness of leaves.

The executions were to take place a the very center of the fedlivities, and a dense crowd had
dready gathered there. A cdoyer in red stood beside the scaffold dutching his little formulary; he was an
old man, as mogt of them are.

The two prisoners waited beside him, surrounded by the men who had taken forth Barnoch. The
acdde wore hisydlow gown of office and hisgold chain. By ancient custom, we must not use the steps
(dthough | have seen Master Gurloes assst his vault to the scaffold with his sword, in the court before
the Bdl Tower). | was, very possbly, the only person present who knew of the tradition; but | did not
break it, and a grest roar, like the voice of some beast, escaped the crowd as | legped up with my cloak
hillowing about me,

"Increete,” read the caloyer, "it is known to us that those who will perish here are no more evil in
your Sght than we. Their hands run with blood. Ours aso.”

| examined the block. Those used outside the immediate supervison of the guild are notorioudy bad:
"Wide as a goal, dense as a foal, and dished, as arule” This one fulfilled the firg two specifications in
the proverbid description only too wel, but by the mercy of Holy Katharine it was actudly dightly
convex, and though the idicticdly hard wood would be sure to dull the mae side of my blade, | wasin



the fortunate position of having before me one subject of either sex, so that | could use a fresh edge on
each.

".. . by thy will they may, in that hour, have so purified ther spirits as to gain thy favor. We who
mugt confront them then, though we il their blood today . . .

| posed, legs wide as | leaned upon my sword as if | were in complete control of the ceremony,
though the truth was that | did not know which of them had drawn the short ribbon.

"You, the hero who will destroy the black worm that devours the sun; you for whom the sky parts
as a curtain; you whose breath shdl wither vast Erebus, Abaia, and Scylla who walow beneath the
wave; you that equdly livein the shel of the smdlest seed in the farthest forest, the seed that hath rolled
into the dark where no man sees.”

The woman Morwenna was coming up the steps, preceded by the dcadde and followed by a men
with an iron spit who used it to prod her. Someone in the crowd shouted an obscene suggestion.

". .. have mercy on those who had no mercy. Have mercy on us, who shdl have none now."
The caoyer was finished, and the acade began. "Mogt hatefully and unnaturdly . . "

His voice was high, quite different both from his norma spesking voice and the rhetorical tone he
hed adopted for the speech outside Barnoch's house. After ligening absently for a few moments (I was
looking for Agiain the crowd), it struck me that he was frightened. He would have to witness everything
thet was done to both prisoners at close range. | smiled, though my mask concedled it.

". .. of respect for your sex. But you shdl be branded on the right cheek and the left, your legs
broken, and your head struck from your body." (I hoped they had had sense enough to remember that a
brazier of coas would be required.)

"Through the power of the high justice laid upon my unworthy arm by the condescension of the
Autarch—whose thoughts are the music of his subjects—I do now declare .. . . | do now declare . . ."

He had forgotten it. | whispered the words. "That your moment has come upon you.”

"I do now declare that your moment has come on you, Morwenna."

"If you have pleas for the Conciliator, speak them in your heart.”

"If you have pleas for the Conciliator, speak them.”

"If you have counsels for the children of women, there will be no voice for them &fter this™

The dcalde's self-possession was returning, and he got it dl: "If you have counsds for the children of
women, there will be no voice for them &fter this"

Clearly but not loudly, Morwenna said, "I know that most of you think me guilty. I am innocent. |
would never do the horrible things you have accused me of." The crowd drew closer to hear her.

"Many of you are my witnesses thet | loved Stachys. | loved the child Stachys gave me™

A patch of color caught my eye, purple-black in the strong spring sunshine. It was such a bouquet of
threnodic roses as a mute might carry a a funerd. The woman who held them was Eusebia, whom | had
met when she tormented Morwenna & the riversde. As | watched her, she inhded therr pefume
rapturoudy, then employed their thorny stems to open a path for hersdf through the crowd, so that she
stood just at the base of the scaffold. "These are for you, Morwenna. Die before they fade.”

I hammered the planks with the blunt tip of my blade for slence. Morwenna said, "The good men
who read the prayers for me, and who has talked to me before | was brought here, prayed tha | would



forgive you if | achieved bliss before you. | have never until now had itin my power to grant a prayer, but
| grant his. | forgive you now."

Eusebia was about to speak again, but | slenced her with a look. The gap-toothed, grinning men
beside her waved, and with something of a start | recognized Hethor.

"Are you ready?' Morwenna asked me.
II| m].'.

Jonas had just set a bucket of glowing charcod on the scaffold. From it thrust what was presumably
the handle of a suitable inscribed iron; but there was no chair. | gave the dcade aglance | intended to be
ggnificant. | might have been looking a a post. At last | said, "Have we a chair, Y our Worship?'

" sent two men to fetch one. And some rope.”
"When?" (The crowd was beginning to stir and murmur.)
"A few moments ago."

The evening before he had assured me that everything would be in readiness, but there was no point
inreminding him of that now. Thereisno one, as | have snce found, so ligble to fluster on the scaffold as
the average rurd officdd. He is torn between an ardent desire to be the center of atention (a pogtion
closed to him at an execution) and the quite judtified fear that he lacks the ability and training that might
enable him to comport himsdf well. The most cowardly dlient, mounting the steps in the full knowledge
that his eyes are to be plucked out, will in nineteen cases from a score conduct himsdf better. Even a sy
cenobite, unused to the sounds of men and diffident to the point of tears, can be better relied on.

Someone cdled, "Get it over with!"

| looked & Morwenna. With her famished face and clear complexion, her pensve smile and large,
dark eyes, she was a prisoner likdy to arouse quite undesirable fedings of sympathy in the crowd.

"We could seat her on the block,” | told the acalde. | could not resst adding, "It's more suited to
thet anyway."

"Therés nothing to tie her with."

| had permitted mysdf a remark too many dready, so | forbore giving my opinion of those who
require ther prisoners bound.

Instead, | lad Terminus Egt flat behind the block, made Morwenna st down, lifted my arms in the
ancent sdute, took the iron inmy right hand, and, gripping her wrists with my left, administered the brand
to ether cheek, then held up the iron ill glowing dmost white. The scream had slenced the crowd for an
indant; now they roared.

The dcade sraightened himsdf and seemed to become a new man. "Let them see her,” he said.

| had been hoping to avoid that, but | helped Morwenna to rise. With her right hand in mine, as
though we were taking part in a country dance, we made a dow, formd drcuit of the platform. Hethor
was beside himsdf with ddight, and though | tried to shut out the sound of his voice, | could hear him
boasting of his acquai ntance with me to the people around him.

Eusebia hdd up her bouquet to Morwenna, cdling, "Here, youll need these soon enough.”

When we had gone once around, | looked at the dcalde, and after the pause necessitated by his
wondering at the occasion for the delay, received the Sgnd to proceed.

Morwenna whispered, "Will it be over soon?"



"Itisdmost over now." | had seated her on the block again, and was picking up my sword. "Close
your eyes. Try to remember that dmogt everyone who has ever lived has died, even the Conciliator, who
will rise as the New Sun.”

Her pae, long-lashed eydidsfdl, and she did not see the upraised sword. The flash of sted silenced
the crowd again, and when the full hush had come, | brought the flat of the blade down upon her thighs
over the smack of it on flesh, the sound of the femurs bresking came as clear as the crack, crack of a
winning boxer's left-hand, right-hand blows. For an indant Morwenna remained poised on the block,
fanted but not fdlen; in that indant | took a backward step and severed her neck with the smooth,
horizontd stroke that is so much more difficult to master than the downward.

To be candid, it was not until | saw the up-jetting fountain of blood and heard the thud of the head
driking the platform that | knew | had carried it off. Without redizing it, | had been as nervous as the
dcdde.

That isthe moment when, again by ancient tradition, the customary dignity of the guild is relaxed. |
wanted to laugh and caper. The dcadde was shaking my shoulder and babbling as | wished to mysdf; |
could not hear what he said—some happy nonsense. | hed up my sword, and taking the head by the hair
hed it up too, and paraded the scaffold. Not a Sngle circuit this time, but again and again, three times,
four times. A breeze had orung up; it dotted my mask and am and bare chest with scarlet. The crowd
was shouting the inevitable jests. "Will you cut my wife's (husband's) har too?"

"Hdf a measure of sausage when you're done with that."
"Can | have her hat?"

| laughed at them dl and was fagning to toss the head to them when someone plucked at my ankle.
It was Eusehia, and | knew before her firg word that she was under that compulsion to speak | had often
observed among the dlients in our tower. Her eyes were sparkling with excitement, and her face was
twisted by her attempt to get my attention, so that she looked smultaneoudy older and younger than she
hed appeared before. | could not make out what she was shouting and bent to listen.

"Innocent! She was innocent!”
Thiswas no time to explain that | had not been Morwennas judge. | only nodded.

"She took Stachys—from me! Now she's dead. Do you understand? She was innocent after dl, but
| an so glad!™

I nodded again and made another circuit of the scaffold, holding up the head.
"I killed her!" Eusebia screamed. "Not you—!"
| cdled down to her: "If you like!"

"Innocent! | knew her—so careful. She would have kept something back—ypoison for hersdf! She
would have died before you got her.”

Hethor grasped her am and pointed to me. "My master! Minel My own!"
"S0 it was somebody dse. Or sckness after dl—

| shouted: "To the Demiurge adone belongs dl judicel™ The crowd was ill noisy, though it had
quieted atrifle by thistime.

"But she stole my Stachys, and now she's gone” Louder than ever: "Oh, wonderful! She's gone”
With that, Eusebia plunged her face into the bouquet as though to fill her lungs to bursting with the roses
doying perfume. | dropped Morwennas head into the basket that awaited it and wiped my sword blade



with the piece of scarlet flannd Jonas handed me. When | noticed Eusebia again she was lifdess,
sprawled among a cirdle of onlookers. At the time | thought little of it, only supposing that her heart had
faledin her excess of joy. Later that afternoon the alcade had her bouquet examined by an apothecary,
who found among the petals a strong but subtle poison he could not identify. Morwenna mug;, | suppose,
have had it in her hand when she mounted the steps, and mugt have cast it into the blossoms when | led
her around the scaffold after the branding.

Allow me to pause here and speak to you as one mind to another, though we are separated,
perhaps, by the abyss of eons. Though what | have dready written—from the locked gate to the far a
Sdtus—embraces most of my adult life, and what remains to be recorded concerns a few months only, |
fed | am lessthan hdf concluded with my narrative. In order that it shdl not fill a library as great as old
Ultan's, | will (I tel you now planly) pass over many things | have recounted the execution of Agias twin
brother Agilus because of its importance to my story, and that of Morwenna because of the unusud
circumgtances surrounding it. | will not recount others unless they hold some specid interest. If you
ddight in another's pain and desath, you will gain little satisfaction from me. Let it be sufficient to say thet |
performed the prescribed operations on the cattle thief, which terminated in his execution; in the future,
when | describe my travels, you are to understand that | practiced the mysery of our guild where it was
profitable to do so, though | do not mention the specific occasions.

Chapter 5
THE BOURNE

That evening, Jonas and | dined donein our room. It isavery pleasant thing, | found, to be popular
with the mob and known to everyone; but it istiring too, and after a time one grows weary of answering
the same smpleminded questions again and again, and of palitey refusing invitations to drink.

There had been adight disagreement with the acalde concerning the compensation | was to receive
for my work, my understanding having been that in addition to the quarter-payment made when | was
engaged, | would receive ful payment for each dient upon death, while the adcade had intended, so he
sad, that full payment should be made only &fter al three were attended to. | would never have agreed to
that, and liked it less than ever in the light of the green man's warning (which out of loydty to Vodaus |
hed kept to mysdlf). But after | had threatened not to appear on the following afternoon | was paid, and

everything peaceably resolved.
Now Jonas and | were settled over a smoking platter and a bottle of wine, the door was shut and
bolted, and the innkeeper had been indructed to deny that | was in his establishment. | would have been

completdy at ease if the wineinmy cup had not recdled to me so vividy the much better wine Jonas had
discovered in our ewer the night before, after | had examined the Claw in secret.

Jonas, observing me, | think, as | stared at the pale red fluid, poured a cup of his own and said,
"You mug remember that you are not responsible for the sentences. If you had not come here, they
would have been punished eventudly anyway, and probably would have suffered worse in less killed
hands."

| asked him what he thought he was taking aboui.
"l can see it troubles you . . . what happened today."
"I thought it went wdl," | said.

"You know what the octopus remarked when he got out of the mermaids kelp bed: 'I'm not
impugning your skill—quite the opposite. But you look asif you could use alittle cheering up.™”



"We're dways a little despondent afterward. That's what Master Pdlaemon dways sad, and I've
found it true inmy own case. He cdled it a purdy mechanicd psychologicd function, and at the time that
seemed to me an oxymoron, but now I'm not sure he wasn't right. Could you see what happened, or did
they keep you too busy?'

"I was stlanding on the steps behind you most of the time.”

"You had a good view then, so you mugt have seen how it was—everything proceeded smoothly
after we decided not to wait for the chair. | exercised my sKills to gpplause, and | was the focus of
admiration. There's a feding of lasstude afterward. Master Palaemon used to tak of crowd meancholy
and court melancholy, and said that some of us have both, some have neither, and some have one but not
the other. Wdl, | have crowd mdanchaly; | don't suppose I'll ever have the chance, in Thrax, of
discovering whether | dso have court melancholy or not.”

"And what isthat?' Jonas was looking down into hiswine cup.

"A torturer, let's say a magter at the Citadel, is occasondly brought into contact with exultants of the
highest degree. Suppose there's some exceedingly senstive prisoner who's thought to possess important
information. An offidid of lofty standing is likely to be delegated to attend such a prisoner's examination.
Very often hewill have had little experience with the more ddlicate operations, so he will ask the master
questions and perhaps confide in him certain fears he has concerning the subject's temperament or hedth.
A torturer under those circumstances feds himsdf to be at the center of things—"

"Then feds let down when it's over with. Yes, | suppose | can seethat.”
"Have you ever seen one of these affairs when it was badly botched?’
"No. Aren't you going to eat any of this meat?'

"Nether have I, but I've heard about them, and that's why | was tense. Times when the dient has
broken away and fled into the crowd. Times when severd strokes were needed to part the neck. Times
when atorturer lost dl confidence and was unable to proceed. When | vaulted onto that scaffold, | hed
no way of knowing that none of those things was going to happen to me. If they had, | might have been
finished for life"

"Sill, it's a terrible way to earn aliving.' That's what the thorn-bush said to the shrike, you know."

"I redly don't—" | broke off because | had seen something move on the farther Sde of the room. At
fird | thought it was arat, and | have a pronounced didike of them; | have seen too many dients bitten in
the oubliette under our tower.

"Whét isit?'

"Something white"" | walked around the table to see. "A sheet of paper. Someone has dipped a
note under our door."

"Another woman wanting to deep with you,” Jonas said, but by that time | had dready picked it up.
It was indeed a woman's ddlicate script, written in grayish ink upon parchment. | hed it close to the
candle to read.

Dearest Severian:

From one of the kind men who are assisting me, | have learned you are in the village of
Saltus, not far away. It seems too good to be true, but now | must discover whether you can
forgive me.

| swear to you that any suffering you have endured for my sake was not by my choice. From
the first, | wanted to tell you everything, but the others would not hear of it. They judged that no



one should know but those who had to know (which meant no one but themselves), and at last
told me outright that if | did not obey them in everything they would forgo the plan and leave me
to die. | knew you would die for me, and so | dared to hope that you would have chosen, if you
could choose, to suffer for me too. Forgive me.

But now | am away and almost free—my own mistress so long as | obey the smple and
humane instructions of good Father Inire. And so | will tell you everything, in the hope that when
you have heard it all you will indeed forgive me. You know of my arrest. You will remember too
how anxious your Master Gurloes was for my comfort, and how frequently he visited my cell to
talk to me, or had me brought to him so that he and the other masters might question me. That
was because my patron, the good Father Inire, had charged him to be strictly attentive to me.

At length, when it became clear that the Autarch would not free me, Father Inire arranged to
do so himself. | do not know what threats were made to Master Gurloes, or what bribes were
offered him. But they were sufficient, and a few days before my death—as you thought, dearest
Severian—he explained to me how the matter was to be arranged. It was not enough, of course,
that | be freed. | must be freed in such a way that no search should be made for me. That meant it
needs appear that | was dead; yet the instructions Master Gurloes had received had charged him
srictly not to let me die.

You will now be able to fathom for yourself how we cut through this tangle of obstructions. It
was arranged that | should be subjected to a device whose action was internal only, and Master
Gurloes first so disarmed it that | should suffer no real harm. When you thought me in agony, |
was to ask you for means of terminating my wretched life. All went as planned. You provided the
knife, and | made a shallow cut on my arm, crouched near the door so some blood would run
beneath it, then smeared my throat and fell across the bed for you to see when you looked into my
prison.

Did you look? | lay as ill as death. My eyes were closed, but | seemed to feel your pain when
you saw me there. | nearly wept, and | recall how frightened | was that you might see the tears
welling up. At last | heard your footsteps, and | bandaged my arm and washed my face and neck.
After a time Master Gurloes came and took me away. Forgive me.

Now | would see you again, and if Father Inire wins a pardon for me as he has solemnly
pledged himself to do, there is no reason why we need ever part again. But come to me at once—l
am awaiting his messenger, and if he arrives | must fly to the House Absolute to cast myself at the
feet of the Autarch, whose name be thrice-blessed balm upon the scorched brows of his daves.
Soeak to no one of this, but go northeast from Saltus until you encounter a brook that winds its
way to Gyoll. Trace it against the current, and you will find it to issue from the mouth of a mine.

Here |l must impart to you a grave secret, which you must by no means reveal to others. This
mine is a treasure house of the Autarch's, and in it he has stored great sums of coined money,
bullion, and gems against a day in which he may be forced from the Phoenix Throne. It is guarded
by certain servitors of Father Inire's, but you need have no fear of them. They have been
instructed to obey me, and | have told them of you, and ordered them to permit you to pass
without challenge. Entering the mine, then, follow the watercourse until you reach the end, where
it issues from a stone. Here | wait, and here | write, in the hope that you will forgive your Thecla.

| cannot describe the surge of joy | fdt as| read and reread this letter. Jonas, who saw my face, at
fird legped from his chair—I think he supposed | was on the point of fainting—then drew away as he
might have from a lunatic. When at last | folded the letter and thrugt it in my sabretache, he asked no
questions (for Jonas was indeed a friend) but showed by hislook that he stood ready to help me.

"I need your animd," | said. "May | take her?'



"Gladly. But—"

| was dready unbalting the door. "You cannot come. If dl goes well, I'l see that she is returned to
you."

Asl| raced down the gair and into the inn yard, the letter spoke in my mind in Theclds very voice;
and by the time | entered the stable | was a lundic indeed. | looked for Jonass merychip, but instead
saw before me a great dedtrier, his back higher than my eyes. | had no notion who might have ridden him
into this peaceful village, and | gave it no thought. Without hestating an indant | sorang onto his back,
drew Terminus E<t, and with a stroke severed the reins that tethered him.

| have never seen a better mount. He was out of the stable in one bound, and in two, lunging into the
village street. For the space of a breath | feared he would trip on some tent rope, but he was sure-footed
as adancer. The dStreet ran east toward theriver; as soon as we were clear of the houses, | urged him to
the left. He legped awadl as a boy might skip across a stick, and | found mysdf galoping full-tilt over a
meadow where bulls lifted their hornsin the green moonlight.

| am no great rider now, and was 4ill less one then. Despite the high saddle, | think | would have
tumbled from the back of an inferior animd before we had covered hdf a league; but my stolen destrier
moved, for dl his speed, as smoothly as a shadow. A shadow indeed we must have appeared, he with
his black hide, | in my fuligin cloak. He had not dacked his pace before we splashed across the brook
mentioned in the letter. | checked him there—partly by grasping his hdter, more by speech, to which he
harkened as a brother might. There was no path on aether sde of the water, and we had not traced it far
before trees rimmed the banks. | guided him into the brook then (though he was loath to go) where we
made our way up foaming races as a man dimbs steps, and swam deep pools.

For more than a watch, we waded this brook through a forest much like the one through which
Jonas and | had passed after being separated from Dorcas, Dr. Taos, and the rest at the Piteous Gate.
Then the banks grew higher and more rugged, the trees smdler, and twisted. There were boulders in the
sream; from their squared edges | knew they were the work of hands, and that we were in the region of
the mines, with the wreck of some gresat city below us. Our way was steeper, and for dl his mettle he
faltered sometimes on diding stones, so that | was forced to dismount and lead him. In this way we
passed through a series of little, dreaming hollows, each dark in the shadows of its high sides, but each
flecked in places with green moonlight, each ringing with the sound of water—but with that sound only,
and otherwise wrapped in slence,

At last we entered a vde amdler and narrower than any of the others; and at the end of it, achan or
30 off where the moonlight spilled upon a sheer devation, | saw a dark opening. The brook had its origin
there, flooding out like sdiva from the lips of a petrified titan. | found a patch of ground beside the water
auffidently leve for my mount to stand and contrived to tie im there, knotting what remained of his reins
around a dwarfish tree.

Once, no doubt, atimber trestle had provided access to the mine, but it had rotted away long ago.
Though the dimb looked impossible in the moonlight, | was able to find a few footholds in the ancient
wadl and scaled it to one sSde of the descending jet.

I had my hands insde the opening when | heard, or thought | heard, some sound from the vae
behind me. | paused, and turned my head to look back. The rush of the water would have drowned any
noise less commanding than a bugle cdl or an exploson, and it had drowned this, yet ill 1 had sensed
something—the note of stone faling upon stone, perhaps, or the splash of something plunging into the
water.

The vde seemed peaceful and slent. Then | saw my destrier shift his stance, his proud head and
forward-cocked ears coming for an indant into the light. | decided that what | had heard was nothing



more than the driking of his steel-shod feet againg the rock as he stamped in discontent a being so
closdy tethered. | drew my body into the mine entrance, and by doing so, as | later learned, saved my
life

A man of any wit, setting out as | had and knowing he must enter such a place, would have brought
alantern and a plentiful supply of candles. | had been so wild at the thought that Thecla dill lived thet |
hed none. Thus| crept forward in the dark, and had not taken a dozen steps before the moonlight of the
vae had vanished behind me. My boots were in the stream, so | walked as | had when | had led the
destrier up it. Terminus Est was dung over my Ieft shoulder, and | had no fear that the tip of her sheath
might be wet by the stream, for the cealing of the tunnd was so low that | walked bent double. So |
proceeded for a long time, fearing dways that | had come wrong, and that Thecla waited for me
elsawhere, and would wait in vain.

Chapter 6
BLUELIGHT

| grew so accustomed to the sound of the icy water that had you asked me | should have sad |
walked in dlence; but it was not so, and when, most suddenly, the congtricted tunnd opened into a large
chamber equdly dark, | knew it a once from the change in the music of the stream. | took another step,
and then another, and raised my head. There was no ragged stone now to drike if | lifted my arms.
Nothing. | grasped Terminus Est by her onyx hilt and waved her blade, ill in the protection of its sheath.
Nothing ill.

Then | did something that you, reading this record, will find foolish indeed, though you mug recal
that | had been told that such guards as might be in the mine had been warned of my ariva and
indructed to do me no harm. | cdled Theclas name.

And the echoes answered: "Theda. . . Theda. .. Theda. . ."
Then dlence again.

| remembered that | was to have followed the water until it welled from a rock, and that | had not
done so. Possibly it trickled through as many gdleries here benegth the hill as it had through ddlls outsde
it. I began to wade again, feding my way at each step for fear | might plunge over my head with the next.
| had not taken five strides when | heard something, far off yet distinct, above the whispering of the now
smoathly flowing water. | had not taken five more when | saw light.

It was not the emerdd reflection of the fabled forests of the moon, nor was it such a light as guards
might carry with them—the scarlet flame of a torch, the golden radiance of a candle, or even the piercing
white beam | had sometimes glimpsed by night when the fliers of the Autarch soared over the Citaddl.

Rather, it was a luminous migt, sometimes seeming of no color, sometimes of an impure yelowish
green. It was impossble to say how far it was, and it seemed to possess no shape. For a time it
shimmered before my sght; and |, dill following the stream, splashed toward it. Then it was joined by
another.

It isdifficult for me to concentrate on the events of the next few minutes. Perhaps everyone holds in
his subconscious certain moments of horror, as our oubliette held, in its lowest inhabited leve, for those
dients whose minds had long ago been destroyed or transformed into consciousness no longer human.
Like them, these memories shriek and lash the wals with their chains, but are sddom brought high
enough to see the light.

What | experienced under the hill remains with me as they remained with us, something | endeavor



to lock within the furthest recesses of my mind but am from time to time made conscious of. (Not long
ago, when the Samru was dill near the mouth of Gyall, | looked over the stern rall by night; there | saw
each dipping of the oars appear as a spot of phosphorescent fire, and for a moment imagined that those
from under the hill had come for me at last. They are mine to command now, but | have smdl comfort in
that.)

Thelight I had seen was joined by a second, as | have described, then the first two by a third, and
the firg three by a fourth, and ill | went on. Soon there were too many of the lights to count; but not
knowing whet they were, | was actudly comforted and encouraged by the sght of them, imegining each
perhaps to be a spark from a torch of some kind not known to me, a torch held by one of the guards
mentioned in the letter. When | had taken a dozen more steps, | saw that these flecks of light were
codescing into a pattern, and that the pattern was a dart or arrowhead pointed toward mysdf. Then |
heard, very fantly, such aroaring as | used to hear from the tower caled the Bear when the beasts were
gven thar food. Even then, | think, | might have escaped if | had turned and fled.

| did not. The roaring grew—not quite any noise of animas, yet not the shouting of the most frenzied
human mob. | saw that the flecks of light were not shapeless, as | had imagined before. Rather, each was
of that figure cdled in art a star, having five unequa points.

It was then, much too late, that | halted.

By this time the uncertain, hudess light these stars shed had increased enough for me to see as
looming shadows the shapes about me. To ether Sde were masses whose angular Sdes suggested that
they were works of men—it seemed | walked in the buried city (here not collapsed under the weight of
the overlaying soil) from which the miners of Sdtus delved ther treasures. Among these masses stood
squat pillars of an ordered irregularity such as | have sometimes noticed in ricks of firewood, from which
every gick protrudes yet goes to make the whole. These glinted softly, throwing back the corpse light of
the moving stars as something less snigter, or at least more beautiful, than they had received.

For amoment | wondered at these pillars; then | looked at the star-shapes again, and for the firs
time saw them. Have you ever toiled by night toward what seemed a cottage window, and found it to be
the baefire of a great fortress? Or dimbing, dipped, and caught yoursdf, and looked below, and seen
thefdl a hundred times greater than you had believed? If you have, you will have some notion of what |
fdt. The stars were not sparks of light, but shapes like men, amdl only because the cavern in which |
stood was more vadt than | had ever conceived that such a place could be. And the men, who seemed
not men, being thicker of shoulder and more twisted than men, were rushing toward me. Theroar | heard
was the sound of their voices.

| turned, and when | found | could not run through the water mounted the bank where the dark
dructures stood. By that time they were dmogt upon me, and some were moving wide to my right and
left and cut me off from the outer world.

They were terrible in a fashion | am not certain | can explan—like apes in tha they had hairy,
crooked bodies, long-armed, short-legged, and thick-necked. Ther teeth were like the fangs of
smilodons, curved and saw-edged, extending a finger's length below their massve jaws. Yet it was not
any of these things, nor the noctilucent light that dung to their fur, that brought the horror | fdt. It was
something in their faces, perhaps in the huge, pae-irised eyes. It told me they were ashuman as |. As the
old are imprisoned in rotting bodies, as women are locked in weak bodies that make them prey for the
filthy desires of thousands, so these men were wrapped in the guise of lurid apes, and knew it. As they
ringed me, | could see that knowledge, and it was the worse because those eyes were the only part of
them that did not glow.

| gulped ar to shout Thecla once more. Then | knew, and closed my lips, and drew Terminus E<.



One, larger or & least bolder than the rest, advanced on me. He carried a short-hafted mace whose
shaft had once been a thighbone. Just out of sword-reach he threatened me with it, roaring and dapping
the metd head of his weapon in along hand.

Something disturbed the water behind me, and | turned in time to see one of the glowing man-apes
fording the stream. He legped backward as | dashed at him, but the square blade-tip caught hm below
the armpit. So fine was that blade, so magnificently tempered and perfectly edged, that it cut its way out
through the breastbone.

Hefdl and the water carried his corpse away, but before the stroke went home | had seen that he
waded in the stream with distaste, and that it had dowed his movements at least as much asit had dowed
mine Turning to keep dl my attackers in view, | backed into it and began dowly to move toward the
point where it ran to the outsde world. | fdt that if 1 could once reach the condtricted tunnd 1 would be
safe but | knew too that they would never permit me to do so.

They gathered more thickly around me urtil there must have been severd hundred. The light they
gave was S0 great then that | could see that the squared masses | had glimpsed earlier were indeed
buildings, apparently of the most ancient construction, built of seamless gray stone and soiled everywhere
by the dung of bats.

The irregular pillars were stacks of ingots in which each layer was lad across the last. From ther
color | judged them to be slver. There were a hundred in each stack, and surdy many hundreds of
stacksin the buried city. All this| saw while taking a hdf-dozen steps. At the seventh they came for me,
twenty at least, and from dl sides. There was no time for clean strokes through the neck | swung my
blade in circles, and its Snging filled that underground world and echoed from the stony wals and ceiling,
audible over the belowing and the screams.

One's sense of time goes mad a such moments. | recdl the rush of the attack and my own frantic
blows, but in retrospect everything seems to have happened in a breath. Two and five and ten were
down, until the water around me was blood-black in the corpse light, choked with dying and dead; but
dill they came. A blow on my shoulder was like the smash of a giant's fis. Terminus Est dipped out of
my hand, and the weight of the bodies bore me down until 1 was grgppling blind under water. My
enemy's fangs dashed my am as two spikes might, but he feared drowning too much, | think, to fight as
he would have otherwise. | thrug fingers into his wide nogtrils and snapped his neck, though it seemed
tougher than a man's.

If I could have hed my breath then until | worked my way to the tunnd, | might have escaped. The
man-gpes seemed to have lost Sght of me, and | drifted underwater some smdl distance downstream. By
then my lungs were burdting; | lifted my face to the surface, and they were upon me,

No doubt there comes a time for every man when by rights he should die. This, | have dways felt,
was mine. | have counted dl the life | have hed snce as pure profit, an undeserved gift. | had no
weapon, and my right arm was numbed and torn. The man-apes were bold now. Tha boldness gave me
a moment more of life, for so many crowded forward to kill me that they obstructed one ancther. |
kicked one in the face. A second grasped my boot; there was a flash of light, and | (moved by what
inginct or ingpiration | do not know) snatched at it. | held the Claw.

Asthough it gathered to itsdf dl the corpse light and dyed it with the color of life it streamed forth a
clear azure that filled the cavern. For one heartbeat the man-agpes hdted as though at the stroke of a
gong, and | lifted the gem overhead; what frenzy of terror | hoped for (if | redlly hoped at dl) 1 cannot

Sy Now.

What happened was quite different. The man-apes neither fled shrieking nor resumed their attack.
Instead they retreated until the nearest were perhaps three strides off, and squatted with their faces



pressed againg the floor of the mine There was Slence again as there had been when | had firgt entered
it, with no sound but the whispering of the stream; but now | could see everything, from the stacks of
tarnished Slver ingots near to which | stood, to the very end where the man-apes had descended a ruined
wall, appearing to my sght then like flecks of paefire

| began to back away. The man-apes looked up at that, and thar faces were the faces of human
beings When | saw them thus, | knew of the eons of druggles in the dark from which ther fangs and
saucer eyes and flgp ears had come to be. We, so the mages say, were apes once, happy apes in forests
swalowed by deserts so long ago they have no names. Old men return to childish ways when a lagt the
years becloud their minds. May it not be that mankind will return (as an old man does) to the decayed
image of what once was, if a last the old sun dies and we are left scuffling over bones in the dark? | saw
our future—one future at least—and | fet more sorrow for those who had triumphed in the dark battles
then for those who had poured out their blood in that endless night.

| took a step backward (as | have said), and then another, and Hill none of the man-apes moved to
stop me. Then | remembered Terminus Est. Were | to have made my escape from the modt frantic battle,
| would have despised mysdf if | had left her behind. To wak out unmolested without her was more than
| could bear. | began to advance again, watching by the light of the Claw for her gleaming blade.

At this the faces of those strange, twisted men seemed to brighten, and | saw by ther looks theat they
hoped | meant to remain with them, so that the Claw and its blue radiance would be theirs aways. How
terrible it s;ems now when | set the words on paper; yet it would naot, | think, have been terrible in fact.
Bedtid though they appeared, | could see adoration on every brute face, so that | thought (as | think
now) that if they are worse in many ways than we are, these people of the hidden cities beneath Urth are
better in others, blessed with an ugly innocence.

From sde to sde | searched, from bank to bank; but | saw nothing, though it seemed to me that the
light shone from the Claw more brightly, and more brightly ill, until & last each tooth of stone that hung
from the celling of that cavernous space cast behind it a sharp-sided shadow of pitch-black. At lagt |
cdled out to the crouching men, "My sword . . . Whereismy sword? Did one of you take her?

| would not have spoken to them if | had not been hdf frantic with the fear of loang her; but it
seemed they understood. They began to mutter among themselves and to me, and to make sgns to
me—without risng—to show they would fight no more, extending their bludgeons and spears of pointed
bone for me to take. Then above the murmuring of the water and the muttering of the man-apes, | heard
anew sound, and at once they fdl dlent. If an ogre were to eat of the very legs of the world, the grinding
of his teeth would make just such anoise. The bed of the stream (where | dill stood) trembled under me,
and the water, which had been so clear, received a fine burden of glt, so that it looked as though a
ribbon of smoke wound through it. From far below | heard a step that might have been the waking of a
tower on the Find Day, when it is said dl the cities of Urth will stride forth to meet the dawn of the New
un.

And then another.

At once the man-apes rose, and crouching low fled toward the farther end of the gdlery, slent now
and swift as so many flitting bats. The light went with them, for it seemed, as | had somehow feared, that
the Claw had flamed for them and not for me.

A third step came from underground, and with it the last gleam winked out; but at that ingtant, in that
find gleam, | saw Terminus Est lying in the deepest water. In the dark | bent, and putting the Claw back
into the top of my boot, took up my sword; and in so doing | discovered that the numbness had Ieft my
am, which now seemed as strong asit had before the fight.

A fourth step sounded and | turned and fled, groping before me with the blade. What creature it



was we had called from the roots of the continent | think | now know. But | did not know then, and | did
not know whether it was the roaring of the man-apes, or the light of the Claw, or some other cause that
had waked it. | only knew that there was something far beneath us before which the man-apes, with dl
the terror of their appearance and their numbers, scattered like sparks before awind.

Chapter 7
THE ASSASSINS

When | recdl my second passage through the tunnd thet led to the outer world, | fed it occupied a
watch or more. My nerves have never, | suppose, been fully sound, tormented as they have aways been
by a rdentless memory. Then they were keyed to the highest pitch, so that to take three strides seemed
to exhaudt alifetime. | was frightened, of course. | have never been cdled a coward snce | was a smdl
boy, and on certain occasions various persons have commented on my courage. | have performed my
duties as a member of the guild without flinching, fought both privatey and in war, climbed crags, and
severd times nearly drowned. But | bdieve there is no other difference between those who are cdled
courageous and those who are branded craven than that the second are fearful before the danger and the
fird after it.

No one can be much frightened, certainly, during a period of great and imminent peril—the mind is
too much concentrated on the thing itself, and on the actions necessary to meet or avoid it. The coward is
a coward, then, because he has brought his fear with him; persons we think cowardly will sometimes
amaze us by ther bravery, if they have had no forewarning of their danger.

Master Gurloes, whom | had supposed to be of the most dauntless courage when | was a boy, was
unquestionably a coward. During the period when Drotte was cagptain of gpprentices, Roche and | used
to dternate, turn and turn about, in serving Master Gurloes and Master Pdaemon; and one night, when
Master Gurloes had retired to his cabin but ingructed me to stay to fill his cup for him, he began to
confidein me.

"Lad, do you know the client 1a? An armiger's daughter and quite good-looking.” As an apprentice |
hed few dedings with clients; | shook my head. "Sheisto be abused.”

| had no ideawhat he meant, 30 | sad, "Yes, Master."

"Tha's the greatest disgrace tha can befdl a woman. Or a man dther. To be abused. By the
torturer." He touched his chest and threw back his head to look & me. He had a remarkably smal head
for so large a man; if he had worn a shirt or jacket (which of course he never did), one would have been
tempted to believe it padded.

"Yes Magter."

"Arent you going to offer to do it for me? A young fdlow like you, full of juice. Don't tdl me you're
not hairy yet."

At lagt | understood what he meant, and | told him that | had not redized it would be permissible,
snce | was dill an gpprentice; but that if he gave the order, | would certainly obey.

"l imagine you would. She's not bad, you know. But tal, and | don't like them tal. There's an
exultant's bastard in that family a generation or so back, you may be sure. Blood will confess itsdf, as
they say, though only we know dl that means. Want to do it?'

He held out his cup and | poured. "If you wish me to, Master." The truth was that | was excited at
the thought. | had never possessed a woman.



"You can't. | mugt. What if | were to be questioned? Then too, | mugt certify it—dgn the papers. A
mester of the guild for twenty years, and I've never fasfied papers. | suppose you think | can't do it.”

The thought had never crossed my mind, just as the opposite thought (that he might ill retain some
potency) had never occurred to me with regard to Master Palaemon, whose white har, stooped
shoulders, and peering lens made him seem like one who had been decrepit dways.

"W, look here)" Master Gurloes said, and heaved himsdf out of his chair. He was one of those
who can wak wdl and speak dearly even when they are very drunk, and he strode over to a cabinet
quite confidently, though | thought for a moment that he was going to drop the blue porcdain jar he took
down.

"Thisisarare and potent drug." He took the lid off and showed me a dark brown powder. "It never
fals Youll have to use it someday, so you ought to know about it. Just take as much as you could get
under your fingernall on the end of a knife, you follow me? If you take too much, you won't be adle to
appear in public for a couple of days.”

| said, "Il remember, Magter."

"Of courseit's a poison. They dl are, and thisis the best—a little more than that would kill you. And
you mugtn't take it again until the moon changes, understand?’

"Perhaps youd better have Brother Corbinian wegh the dose, Magter.” Corbinian was our
apothecary; | was terrified that Master Gurloes might swallow a spoonful before my eyes.

"Me? | don't need it Contemptuoudy, he put the lid on the jar again and banged it down on its
shdf in the cabinet.

"That'swdl, Master."

"Begdes” (he winked a me), "Il have this" From his sabretache he took an iron phalus. It was
about a span and a hdf long and had a leather thong through the end opposite the tip.

It must seemiidiotic to you who read this, but for an ingant | could not imagine what the thing was
for, despite the somewhat exaggerated redism of its desgn. | had a wild notion that the wine had
rendered him childish, as alittle boy is who supposes there is no essentid difference between his wooden
mount and ared animd. | wanted to laugh.

"Abuse,' that's their word. That, you see, is where they've left us an out." He had dapped the iron
phdllus againg his pdm—the same gesture, now that | think of it, that the man-ape who had threstened
me had made with his mace. Then | had understood and had been gripped by revulsion.

But even that revulson was not the emotion | would fed now in the same Stuation. | did not
sympathize with the dient, because | did not think of her a dl; it was only a sort of repugnance for
Master Gurloes, who with dl his bulk and great strength was forced to rdy on the brown powder, and
dill worse, on the iron phdlus | had seen, an object that might have been sawed from a Satue, and
perhaps had been. Yet | saw him on another occasion, when the thing had to be done immediady for
fear the order could not otherwise be carried out before the dient died, act & once, and without powder
or phdlus, and without difficulty.

Master Gurloes was a coward then. Still, perhaps his cowardice was better than the courage |
would have possessed in his position, for courage is not dways a virtue. | had been courageous (as such
things are counted) when | had fought the man-apes, but my courage was no more than a mixture of
foolhardiness, surprise, and desperation; now, in the tunndl, when there was no longer any cause for fear,
| was afraid and nearly dashed my brains out againg the low celing; but | did not pause or even dacken
speed before | saw the opening before me, made vishle by the blessed sheen of moonlight. Then,



indeed, | hdted; and conddering mysdf safe wiped my sword as wel as | might with the ragged edge of
my cloak, and sheathed her.

That done, | dung her over my shoulder and svung mysdf out and down, feding with the toes of my
sodden boots for the ledges that had supported me in the ascent. | had just gained the third when two
quarrds struck the rock near my head. One mugt have wedged its point in some flaw in the ancient work,
for it remained in place, blazing with white fire. | recal how astonished | was, and dso how | hoped, in
the few moments before the next struck nearer ill and nearly blinded me, that the arbalests were not of
the kind that bring a new projectile to the string when cocked, and thus are so swift to shoot again. When
the third exploded againg the stone, |1 knew they were, and dropped before the marksmen who had
missed could fire yet again.

There was, as | ought to have known there would be, a deep pool where the stream fdl from the
mouth of the mine. | got another ducking, but since | was dready wet it did no ham, and in fact
quenched the flecks of fire that had dung to my face and arms.

There could be no question here of cannily remaining below the surface. The water seized me asiif |
were a gtick and flung me to the top where it willed. This by the greatest good luck, was some distance
from the rock-face, and | was able to watch my attackers from behind as | clambered onto the bank.
They and the woman who stood between them were saring at the place where the cascade fell.

As| drew Terminus Et for thefind time that night, | cdled, "Over here, Agia™

| had guessed earlier that it was she, but as she turned (more swiftly than either of the men with her)
| glimpsed her face in the moonlight. It was a terrible face to me (though for al her self-depreciation so
lovdy) because the sght of it meant that Thecla was surdly dead.

The man nearest me was fool enough to try to bring his arbalest to his shoulder before he pulled the
trigger. | ducked and cut his legs from under him, while the other's quarrd whizzed over my head like a
meteor.

By thetime | had straightened up again, the second man had dropped his arbaest and was drawing
his hanger. Agia was quicker, making a cut at my neck with an ethame before his wegpon was free of the
scabbard. | dodged her firg stroke and parried her second, though Terminus Est's blade was not made
for fencing. My own attack made her bound back.

"Get behind him," she cdled to the second arbaegtier. "I can front him."
He did not answer. Instead, his mouth svung open and his point swung wide.

Before | redized that it was not a me that he was looking, something feverishly gleaming bounded
past me. | heard the ugly sound of a bresking skull.

Agiaturned as gracefully as any cat and would have spitted the man-ape, but | struck the poisoned
blade from her hand and sent it skittering into the pool.

She tried to flee then; | caught her by the hair and jerked her off her feet.

The man-ape was mumbling over the body of the arbaestier he had killed—whether he sought to
loot it or was merdy curious about its gppearance | have never known. | set my foot on Agias neck, and
the man-ape straightened and turned to face me, then dropped in the crouching posture | had seen in the
mine and held up his arms. One hand was gone; | recognized the clean cut of Terminus Est. The man-ape
mumbled something | could not understand.

| tried to reply. "Yes, | did that. | am sorry. We are a peace now."
The beseeching look remained, and he spoke again. Blood dill seeped from the stump, though his



kind must possess a mechanism for pinching shut the veins, as thylacodons are said to do; without the
atentions of a surgeon, a man would have bled to desth from that wound.

"l cut it | said. "But it was while we were 4ill fighting, before you people saw the Claw of the
Conciliator." Then it came to me that he must have followed me outside for another glimpse of the gem,
braving the fear engendered by whatever we had waked below the hill. | thrust my hand into the top of
my boot and pulled out the Claw, and the indant | had done so redlized what afool | had been to put the
boot and its precious cargo so close to Agids reach, for her eyes went wide with cupidity a the moment
that the man-ape abased himsdf further and stretched forth his piteous stump.

For a moment we were posed, dl three, and a strange group we must have looked in thet eerie light.
An agtonished voice—Jonass—called "Severian!" from the heights above. Like the trumpet note in a
shadow play that dissolves dl feigning, that shout ended our tableau. | lowered the Claw and concedled it
in my pam. The man-ape bolted for the rock face, and Agia began to sruggle and curse beneath my
foot.

A rap with the flat of my blade quieted her, but | kept my boot on her until Jonas had joined me and
there were two of usto prevent her escape.

"I thought you might need hdp,” he said. "l perceive | was migaken." He was looking at the corpses
of the men who had been with Agia

| said, "Thiswasn't the red fight."

Agiawas gtting up, rubbing her neck and shoulders. "There were four, and we would have had you,
but the bodies of those things, those firefly tiger-men, started pitching out of the hole, and two were afraid

and dipped away."

Jonas scratched his head with his sted hand, a sound like the currying of a charger. "l saw what |
thought | saw, then. | had begun to wonder."

| asked what he thought he had seen.

"A glowing being in a fur robe making an obeisance to you. You were holding up a cup of burning
brandy, | think. Or was it incense? What's this?' He bent and picked up something from the edge of the
bank, where the man-ape had crouched.

"A bludgeon.”

"Yes | seethat.” There was aloop of snew a the end of the bone handle, and Jonas dipped it over
hiswrigt. "Who are these people who tried to kill you?'

"We would have" Agia said, "if it hadn't been for that cloak. We saw him coming out of the hole,
but it covered him when he started to dimb down, and my men couldn't see the target, only the skin of
hisams™"

| explained as briefly as | could how | had become involved with Agia and her twin, and described
the death of Agilus.

"So now she's come to join him." Jonas looked from her to the crimson length of Terminus Est and
gave alittle shrug. "I left my merychip up there, and perhaps | ought to go and look after her. That way |
can sy afterward that | saw nothing. Was this woman the one who sent the letter?’

"I should have known. | had told her about Thecla. You don't know about Thecla, but she did, and
that was what the letter was about. | told her while we were going through the Botanic Gardens in
Nessus. There were mistakes in the letter and things Thecla would never have said, but | didn't stop to
think of them when | read it."



| stepped away and replaced the Claw inmy boot, thrusting it deep. "Maybe you had better attend
to your animd, as you say. My own seems to have broken loose, and we may have to take turns riding
yours™

Jonas nodded and began to dimb back the way he had come. "You were waiting for me, weren't
you?' | asked Agia "l heard something, and the destrier cocked his ears at the sound. That was you.
Why didn't you kill me then?'

"We were up there" She gestured toward the heights. "And | wanted the men 1'd hired to shoot you
when you came wading up the brook. They were stupid and stubborn as men dways are, and said they
wouldn't waste their quarrels—that the creatures indde would kill you. | rolled down a stone, the biggest
| could move, but by then it was too late”

"They had told you about the mine?'

Agiashrugged, and the moonlight turned her bare shoulders to something more precious and more
beautiful than flesh. ™Y ou're going to kill me now, so what does it matter? All the loca people tdl stories
about this place. They say those things come out a night during storms and take animds from the
cowsheds, and sometimes break into the houses for children. There's dso a legend that they guard
treasure ingde, so | put that in the letter too. | thought if you wouldn't come for your Thecla, you might
for that. Can | stand with my back to you, Severian? If it'sdl the same, | don't want to see it coming.”

When she said that, | fdt as though aweight had been lifted from my heart: | had not been certain |
could gtrike her if | had to look into her face. | raised my own iron phalus, and as | did so fdt there was
one more thing | wanted to ask Agig but | could not recal what it might be.

"Strike" she sad. "l am ready.”

| sought good footing, and my fingers found the woman's head a one end of the guard, the head that
marked the femde edge. And alittle later, again, "Strike!" But by that time | had dimbed out of the vale.

Chapter 8
THE CULTELLARII

We returned to theinnin silence, and so dowly that the eastern sky was gray before we reached the
town. Jonas was unsaddling the merychip when | said, "I didn't kill her.”

He nodded without looking a me. "I know."
"Did you watch? You said you wouldnt.”
"I heard her voice when you were practicdly sanding beside me. Will she try agan?'

| waited, thinking, while he carried the little saddle into the tack room. When he came out, | sad,
"Yes, I'm sure she will. | didn't exact a promise from her, if that's what you mean. She wouldn't have kept
onein any case."

"I would have killed her then."
"Yes" | said. "That would have been the right thing to do.”

We walked out of the stable together. There was light enough in the inn yard now for us to see the
wall, and the wide doors that led into the inn.

" don't think it would have been right—I'm only saying that | would have done it. | would have
imagined mysdf stabbed in my deep, dying on a dirty bed somewhere, and | would have swung that



thing. It wouldn't have been right.”

Jonas lifted the mace the man-ape had Ieft behind, and chopped with it in a parody, brutd and
gracdless, of a sword cut. The head caught the light and both of us gasped.

It was of pounded gold.

Nether of usfdt any desire to join the fedtivities the fair dill proffered to those who had caroused dl
night. We retired to the room we shared, and prepared for deep. When Jonas offered to share his gold
with me, | refused. Earlier, | had had money in plenty and the advance on my fee, and he had been living,
as it were, upon my largess. Now | was happy that he would no longer fed himsdf in my debt. | was
ashamed, too, when | saw how completdy he trusted me with his gold, and remembered how carefully |
hed concealed (in fact, dill concealed) the existence of the Claw from him. | fdt bound to tdl him of it;
but 1 did not, and contrived instead to dip my foot from my wet boot in such away that the Claw fdl into
the toe.

| woke about noon, and after sstisfying mysdf that the Claw was dill there, roused Jonas as he had
asked me. "There should be jewelers at the far wholl give me some sort of price for this”" he said. "At
leadt, | can bargain with them. Want to come with me?'

"We should have something to eat, and by the time we're through, I'll be due a the scaffold.”
"Back to work then."
"Yes" | had picked up my cloak. It was sadly torn, and my boots were dull and il dightly damp.

"One of the maids here can saew that for you. It won't be as good as new, but it will be a lot better
then it is now." Jonas swung open the door. "Come dong, if you're hungry. What are you looking so
thoughtful about?"

Intheinn's parlor, with a good med between us, and the innkeeper's wife exercisng her needle on
my cloak in another room, | told him what had happened under the hill, ending with the steps | had heard
far below ground.

"You're a frange man," was dl he said.

"You are stranger than |. Y ou don't want people to know it, but you're aforeigner of some kind."
He amiled. "A cacogen?'

"An outlander.”

Jonas shook his head, then nodded. "Yes, | suppose | am. But you—you have this tdismen thet lets
you command nightmares, and you have discovered a hoard of dlver. Yet you tak about it to me as
someone else might talk about the weather.”

| took ahit of bread. "It isstrange, | agree. But the strangeness resides in the Claw, the thing itsdf,
and not in me. As for talking about it to you, why shouldn't 17 If | were to sted your gold, | could =l it
and spend the money, but | don't think things would go well for someone who stole the Claw. | don't
know why | think that, but | do, and of course Agiagoleit. Asfor the slve—"

"And she put it in your pocket?'

"In the sabretache that hangs from my belt. She thought her brother would kill me, remember. Then
they were going to dam my body—they had planned that aready, so they'd get Terminus Et and my
habit. She would have had my sword and clothes and the gem too, and meanwhile, if it were found, |
would be blamed and not she. | remember . . "

"What?'



"The Pelerines. They stopped us as we were trying to get out. Jonas, do you think it's true that some
people can read the thoughts of others?”

"Of course.”

"Not everyone is s0 sure. Master Gurloes used to speak favorably of the idea, but Master
Pdaemon wouldnt hear of it. Still, | think the chief priestess of the Pelerines could, a least to some
degree. She knew Agia had taken something, and that | had not. She made Agia strip so they could
search her, but they didn't search me. Later they destroyed ther cathedrd, and | think that must have
been because of the loss of the Claw—it was the Cathedral of the Claw, after dl."

Jonas nodded thoughtfully.

"But none of thisiswhat | wanted to ask you about. I'd like your opinion of the footsteps. Everyone
knows about Erebus and Abaa and the other beings in the sea who will come to land someday.
Nevertheless, | think you know more about them than mogt of the rest of us”

Jonas's face, which had been so open before, was closed and guarded now. "And why do you think
thet?'

"Because you've been a salor, and because of the story about the beans—the story you told a the
gate. You mus have seen my brown book when | was reading it upgtairs. It tels dl the secrets of the
world, or at least what various mages have said they were. | havent read it dl or even hdf of it, though
Thecdaand | used to read an entry every few days and spend the time between readings arguing about it.
But I've noticed that dl the explanationsin that book are smple, and ssemingly childish.”

"Likemy dory."

| nodded. "Your story might have come out of the book. When | fird carried it to Thecla, |
supposed it was intended for children, or for adults who enjoyed childish things. But when we had talked
about some of the thoughtsinit, I understood that they had to be expressed in that way or they couldnt
be expressed at dl. If the writer had wanted to describe a new way to make wine or the best way to
make love, he could have used complex and accurate language. But in the book he redlly wrote he had to
say, 'In the beginning was only the hexaemeron,’ or ‘It is not to see the icon standing ill, but to see the
dill sanding.' Thething | heard underground . . . was that one of them?'

" didn't seeit.” Jonas rose. "I'm going out now to sdl the mace, but before | go I'm going to tdl you
what dl housewives sooner or laer tdl their hushands. 'Before you ask more questions, think about
whether you redly want to know the answvers.”

"Orelagt quedtion,” | said, "and then | promise | won't ask you anything more. When we were going
through the W, you said the things we saw in there were soldiers, and you implied they had been
dationed there to resst Abaia and the others. Are the man-apes soldiers of the same kind? And if they
are, what good can human-szed fighters do when our opponents are as large as mountains? And why
didn't the old autarchs use humen soldiers?"

Jonas had wrapped the mace in a rag and stood now dhifting it from one hand to the other. "That's
three questions, and the only one | can answer for certain is the second. I'll guess & the other two, but
I'm going to hold you to your promise; thisis the last time we're going to speak of these things™

"The lagt quedtion fird. The old autarchs, who were not autarchs or caled so, did use human
soldiers. But the warriors they had created by humanizing animas, and perhaps, in secret by bedtidizing
men, were more loyd. They had to be, snce the populace—who hated their rulers—hated these inhumean
servitors more dill. Thus the servitors could be made to endure things that human soldiers would not.
That may have been why they were used in the Wadll. Or there may be some other explanation entirdly.”



Jonas paused and walked to the window, looking not into the street but up at the clouds. "I don't
know whether your man-apes are the same kind of hybrid. The one | saw looked quite human to me
except for his pet, so | would be indined to agree with you that they are human beings who have
undergone some changein their essentid nature as a result of their life in the mines and their contact with
the relics of the city buried there. Urth is very old now. It's very old, and no doubt there have been many
treasures hidden in bygone times Gold and dlver do not dter, but ther guardians can auffer
metamorphoses stranger than those that turn grapes to wine and sand to pearls.”

| said, "But we outside endure the dark each night, and the treasures carried up from the mines are
brought to us. Why haven't we changed too?"

Jonas did not answer, and | remembered my promise to ask him nothing more. Still, when he turned
to face me there was something in his eyes that told me | was being a fool, that we had changed. He
turned away again and stared out and up once more.

"All right," | conceded, "you don't have to answer that. But what about the other question you
pledged yoursdf to answer? How can human soldiers resst the monsters from the sees?!

"You were correct when you said Erebus and Abaia are as great as mountains, and | admit that |
was surprised you knew it. Most people lack the imagination to conceive of anything so large, and think
them no bigger than houses or ships. Thar actud Szeis so greet that while they remain on this world they
can never leave the water—their own weight would crush them. You musint think of them battering a
the Wall with ther figs, or tossng boulders about. But by ther thoughts they enlig servants, and they fling
them againg dl rules that rivd their own.”

Jonas opened the inn's door then and dipped out into the bustle of the street; | remained where |
was, resting an ebow on what had been our breskfast table, and recalled the dream | had experienced
when | had shared Baldanders's bed. The land could not hold us, the monsirous women had said.

Now | am come to a part of my story where | cannot hdp but write of something | have largdy
avoided mentioning before. You that read it cannot but have noticed that | have not scrupled to recount
ingreat detall things that transpired years ago, and to give the very words of those who spoke to me, and
the very words with which | replied; and you mugt have thought this only a conventiond device | had
adopted to make my story flow more smoathly. The truth is that | am one of those who are cursed with
whet is caled perfect recollection. We cannot, as | have sometimes heard fodlishly aleged, remember
everything. | cannot recdl the ordering of the books on the shelves in the library of Master Ultan, for
example. But | can remember more than many would credit: the postion of each object on a table |
walked past when | was a child, and even that | have recadled some scene to mind previoudy, and how
that remembered incident differed from the memory of it | have now.

It was my power of recollection that made me the favorite pupil of Master Pdaemon, and so |
suppose it can be blamed for the exigtence of this narrative, for if he had not favored me, 1 would not
have been sent to Thrax bearing his sword.

Some say this power islinked to weak judgment—of that | am no judge. But it has another danger,
one | have encountered many times. When | cast my mind into the past, as | an doing now and as | did
then when | sought to recall my dream, | remember it so well that | seem to move again in the bygone
day, a day old—new, and unchanged each time | draw it to the surface of my mind, its edolons as red
as 1. | can even now close my eyes and wak into Theclas cdl as | did one winter evening; and soon my
fingerswill fed the heat of her garment while the perfume of her person fillsmy nodtrils like the perfume of
lilies warmed before a fire. | lift her gown from her and embrace that ivory body, feding her nipples
pressed tomy face. . .

You see? It is very easy to waste hours and days in such rememberings, and sometimes | fdl so



deeply into them that | am drugged and drunken. So it was now. The footfdls | had heard in the
man-apes cavern dill echoed inmy mind, and seeking some explanation | returned to my dream, certain
now that | knew from whom it had come, and hoping it had reveded more then its shaper apprehended.

Agan | bestride the mitered, leather-winged steed. Pdlicans fly below us with giffly formd strokes,
and gullswhed and keen.

Agan | fdl, tumbling through the abyss of air, whisling toward the sea, yet suspended, for a time,
between wave and cloud. | arch my body, bring down my head, let my legstrail behind me like a banner,
and so cleave the water and see floating in clear azure the head with hair of snakes and the many-headed
beast, and then the swirling sand-garden far below. The giantesses lift arms like the trunks of sycamores,
each finger tipped with an amaranthine talon. Then very suddenly, | who had been blind before
understood why it was that Abaia had sent me this dream, and had sought to enlig me in the great and
find war of Urth.

But now the tyranny of memory overwhelmed my will. Though | could see the titan oddisgues and
their garden and knew them to be no more than dream-stuff recaled, | could not escape from ther
fascination and the memory of the dream. Hands grasped me like a doll, and as | dandled thus between
the meretrices of Abaia, | was lifted from my broad-armed chair in the inn of Sdtus; yet 4ill, for perhaps
ahundred heartbeats more, | could not rid my mind of the sea and its green-haired women.

"He degps™

"His eyes are open.”

A third voice "Shdl we bring the sword?!
"Bring it—there may be work for it."

The titanesses faded. Men in deerskin and rough wool held me on ether Sde, and one with a
scarred face hdd the point of hisdirk a my throat. The man on my right had picked up Terminus Est with
his free hand; he was the black-bearded volunteer who had helped break open the sealed house.

" Someone's coming.”

The man with the scarred face glided away. | heard the door rattle, and Jonas's exclamdion as he
was drawn indde.

"Thisis your master, int it? Wdl, don't move, my friend, or cry out. Well kill you both."

Chapter 9
THE LIEGE OF LEAVES

They forced us to stand with our faces to the wal while they bound our hands. Our cloaks were
draped over our shoulders afterward to hide the thongs, so that we appeared to wak with our hands
clasped behind us, and we were led out into the inn yard, where a huge bauchither shifted from foot to
foot under a plain howdah of iron and horn. The man who hed my left am reached up and struck the
beast at the hollow of the knee with the sheft of a goad to make him kned, and we were driven onto his
back.

When Jonas and | had come to Sdltus, our path had threaded hills of debris from the mines, hills
composed largdy of broken stone and brick. When | had ridden on the fdse errand of Agids letter, |
had gdloped past more of these, though my route had lain chifly through the forest at its nearest
approach to the village. Now we went among the hegps of talings where there was no path. Here, in
addition to much rubble, the miners had cast dl they had brought forth from the buried past that might



otherwise have defamed their village and occupation.

Eveaything foul lay in tumbled hegps ten times and more the height of the bauchither's lofty
back—obscene statues, canted and crumbling, and human bones to which strips of dry flesh and hanks
of har dill dung. And with them ten thousand men and women; those who, in seeking a private
resurrection, had rendered thar corpses forever imperishable lay here like drunkards after their debauch,
thar crystd sarcophagi broken, their limbs relaxed in grotesque disarray, ther dothing rotted or rotting,
and their eyes blindly fixed upon the sky.

At firg Jonas and | had attempted to question our captors, but they had slenced us with blows.
Now that the bauchither wound his way among this desolation, they seemed easier of mind, and | asked
agan where they were taking us. The man with the scarred face replied, "To the wild, the home of free
men and lovely women.”

| thought of Agia and asked if he served her; he laughed and shook his head. "My master is Voddus
of the Wood."

"Vodaug"

"Ah" be sad. "You know him then." And he nudged the black-bearded man, who rode in the
howdah with us. "Very kindly Vodauswill treat you, no doubt, for offering so blithdy to rack one of his
savants.”

"I know him indeed,” | said, and was about to tdl the scarred man of my connection with Vodaus,
whose life | had preserved in the last year before | became captain of apprentices. But then | came to
doubt if Vodaus would remember it, and only said that if | had known Barnoch to be a servant of
Vodaus, | would on no account have agreed to perform his excrucidion. | lied, of course; for | had
known, and had judtified accepting my fee by the thought that | would be able to spare Barnoch some
uffering. Thelie did me no good; dl three chortled, even the trainer who bestrode the bauchither's neck.
When their merriment had subsided, | said, "Last night | rode out of Sdltus to the northeast. Are we going
that way now?"

"S0 that's where you were. Our master came seeking you, and came back empty-handed.” The
scarred man smiled, and | could see that it was not an unpleasant thought that he returned now successful
where Vodaus himsdf had failed.

Jonas whispered, "We go north, as you can see by the sun.”

"Yes" sad the scarred man, who must have been sharp-eared. "North, but not for long." And then,
to pass the time, he described to me the means by which his master dedlt with captives, most of which
were primitive in the extreme, and more productive of theetricd effects than of true agony.

As if some invisble hand had spread a curtain over us, the shadows of the trees fdl upon the
howdah. The glitter of hillions of shards of glass was left behind with the Saring of the dead eyes, and we
entered into the coolness and green shade of the high forest. Among those mighty trunks even the
bauchither, though he stood three times the height of a man, seemed no more than a little, scurrying
beast; and we who rode his back might have been pygmies from some children's tae, bound for the
anthill stronghold of a pixie monarch.

And it came to me that these trees had been hardly smdler when | was yet unborn, and had stood
as they stood now when | was a child playing among the cypresses and peaceful tombs of our
necropolis, and that they would stand yet, drinking in the last light of the dying sun, even as now, when |
hed been dead as long as those who rested there. | saw how little it weighed on the scde of things
whether | lived or died, though my life was precious to me. And of those two thoughts | forged a mood
by which | stood ready to grasp each smdlest chance to live, yet inwhich | cared not too much whether |



saved mysdf or not. By that mood, as | think, | did live it has been so good a friend to me that | have
endeavored to wear it ever Snce, succeeding not always, but often.

"Severian, are you dl right?'
It was Jonas who spoke. | looked at him, | think, in some wonder. "Yes. Did | seemiill?!
"For a moment.”

"l was only reflecting on the familiarity of this place, seeking to understand it. | think it recals to me
many summer days in our Citadel. These trees are nearly as large as the towers there, and many of the
towers are wrapped in ivy, so tha in quiet summer weather the light between them has this emerdd
qudity. Too, itisquiet here, asthere. . "

"YS?'
"You mugt have ridden many timesin boats, Jonas."
"Occagondly, yes"

"Itissomething | had long wanted to do, and did for the firg time only when Agiaand | were ferried
to the idand where the Botanic Gardens stand, and then later when we crossed the Lake of Birds. The
moation is much like the motion of this beast, and it is as dlent, save for a splashing, sometimes, when the
oar goesinto the water. | fed now that I'm traveling through the Citadd in a flood, solemnly rowed."

At that Jonas looked so grave that | burst out laughing at the Sght of hisface, and stood up, meaning
(I think) to look over the side of the howdah and show by some remark about the forest floor that | was
merely indulging my fancy. | had no sooner stood, however, than the scarred man rose too, and holding
hisdirk’s point within a thumb of my throat told me to St again. To spite him | shook my head.

He flourished his weapon. "Get down or I'll rip your bdly open!”

"And lose the glory of bringing me back? | don't think so. Wait until the others tdl VVoddus that you
hed me, and you stabbed me when my hands were tied.”

Now came the turn of fate. The bearded man who hed Terminus Est tried to draw her, and not
being acquainted with the proper way to bare so long a sword—which is to grip the quillons in one hand
and the throat of the sheath with the other, and by opening the arms to the right and left draw the blade
clear—sought to freeit by pulling up, asif he were jerking a weed from afidd. In this dumsy business he
was taken off guard by one of the bauchither's ralling steps, and lurched againg the man with the scarred
face. The edges of the blade, keen enough to part a hair, cut them both; the man with the scarred face
threw himsdf backward, and Jonas, by hooking one of his feet behind the scarred man's and pressing his
leg with the sole of the other, managed to tumble him over theralling of the howdah.

Meantime, the black-bearded man had dropped Terminus Est and was saring a his wound, which
was very long, though no doubt shdlow. | knew that wegpon as | know my own hand, and it took only a
moment to turn and crouch and grasp the hilt, and then, wedging it between my heds, to cut the thongs
that bound my wrigts. The black-bearded man drew a dagger then and might have killed me had not
Jonas kicked him between the legs.

He bent double, and long before he could straighten himsdlf | was up, with Terminus Est readly.

The contraction of his muscles snapped him erect, as often happens when the subject is not made to
kned; | think the spray of blood was the firg 9gn the trainer had (so swiftly had it dl taken place) that
something was amiss. He looked back at us, and | was able to take him very nestly, swinging the blade
one-handed in the horizontal stroke, as | leaned out of the howdah.

His head had no more than struck the ground when the bauchither stepped between two greset trees



growing so close together that he seemed to squeeze himsdf like a mouse through a crevice in a wall.
Beyond lay a glade more open than anything | had seen in that forest—where grass grew as well as fern,
and spots of sunlight, unshaded with green and rich as orpiment, played over the turf. Here Voddus had
caused to be erected his throne, benegth a canopy woven of flowering vines, and here, as it chanced, he
sat with the Chatelaine Thea beside him just as we entered, judging and rewarding his followers.

Jonas saw nothing of that, being Hill sprawled on the floor of the howdah, where he was cutting his
hands free with the dagger. | made up for him, for | beheld everything as | stood upright, balanced
agang the pitching of the bauchither's back and holding up my sword, red now to the hilt. A hundred
faces turned toward us, with the face of the exultant on the throne among them, and the heart-shaped
face of his consort; and in ther eyes | saw what they must have seen at that moment: the great animd
bestridden by a headless man, its forequarters dyed with his blood; mysdf standing erect upon its back,
with my sword and fuligin cloak.

Had | dipped down and sought to flee, or tried to goad the bauchither to greater speed, | would
have died. Instead, by the virtue of the spirit that had entered me when | saw the long-dead bodies
among the refuse of the mines and the eternd trees, | remained as | was, and the bauchither, with no one
to guide him, trod forward seadily (Vodauss followers dodging aside to make a path for him) until the
dais supporting the throne and canopy were before him. Then he hated, and the dead man pitched
forward and fdl on the dais a Vodaluss feet; and I, leening far out of the howdah, struck the beast
behind one leg and the other with the flat of my blade, and he knelt.

Voddus amiled athin amile that hed many things, but amusement was one of them, and perhaps the
foremodt. "l sent my men to fetch the headsman,” he said. "I perceive they succeeded.”

| sduted with my sword, holding the hilt before my eyes as we were taught to do when an exultant
cane to observe an execution in the Grand Court. "Seur, they have brought you the
anti-headsman—there was a time when your own would have rolled on fresh-turned soil if it had not
been for me"

He looked & me more closdy then, & my face ingead of & my sword and cloak, and after a
moment he said, "Y es, you were the youth. Has it been that long?'

"Jugt long enough, seur.”

"Wewill talk of thisin private, but | have public business to do now. Stand here” He pointed to the
ground at the left of the dais.

| dimbed from the bauchither with Jonas following me, and two grooms led the beast away. There
we waited and heard Vodaus give his orders and trangmit his plans, reward and punish, for perhaps a
watch. All the boasted human panoply of pillars and arches is no more than an imitation in erile stone of
the boles and vaulting branches of the forest, and here it seemed to me that there was scarcdy any
difference between the two except that the one was gray or white, and the other brown and pae green.
Then | believed | understood why dl the soldiers of the Autarch and dl the thronging retainers of the
exultants could not subdue Vodaus—he occupied the mightiest fortress of Urth, greater far than our
Citadd, to which | had likened it.

At length he dismissed the crowd, each man and woman to his or her own place, and came down
from the dais to talk to me, bending over me as | might have bent above a child.

"You served me once," he said. "For that | will spare your life whatever dse befals, though it may
be necessary that you remain my guest for a time. Knowing that your life is no longer in danger, will you
serve me agan?'

The oath to the Autarch | had taken on the occasion of my devation had not the strength to resst



the memory of that misy evening with which | have begun this account of my life Oaths are only mere
weak things of honor compared to the benefits we give to others, which are things of the spirit; let us
once save another, and we are hisfor life. | have often heard it said that gratitude is not to be found. That
isnot true—those who say so have dways looked in the mistaken place. One who truly benefits another
isfor amoment at aleve with the Pancreator, and in gratitude for that devation will serve the other dl his
days, and so | told Voddus.

"Good!" he said, and clapped me on the shoulder. "Come. Not far from here we have a med
prepared. If you and your friend will St with me and eat, | will tdl you what must be done.”

"Seur, | have disgraced my guild once. | only ask that | may not be made to disgrace it again.”
"Nothing you do will be known," Vodaus said. And that satisfied me.

Chapter 10
THEA

With a dozen or so others we I€ft the glade on foot, and hdf a league away found a table set among
the trees. | was placed a Vodduss left hand, and while the others ate, | feigned to and feasted my eyes
on him and his lady, whom | had so often recalled as | lay on my cot among the apprenticesin our tower.

When | had saved him, mentdly at least | had dill been a boy, and to a boy dl grown men appear
lofty unless they are of very low Stature indeed. | saw now that Vodaus was as tdl as Thecla or tdler,
and that Theclas hdf-aster Thea was as tdl as she. Then | knew them to be truly of the exalted blood,
and not armigers merely, such as Seur Racho had been.

It was with Thea that | had firg fdlen in love, worshipping her because she belonged to the man |
hed saved. Thecla | had loved, in the beginning, because she recdled Thea. Now (as autumn dies, and
winter and spring, and summer comes again, the end of the year asiit is its beginning) | loved Thea once
more—bhecause she recalled Thecla

Voddus sad, "You are an admirer of women,” and | lowered my eyes.
"I have been little in polite company, Seur. Please forgive me”

"I share your admiration, so there is nathing to forgive. But you were not, | hope, sudying that
dender throat with the thought of parting it?"

"Never, Seur."

"l am ddighted to hear it" He picked up a platter of thrushes, selected one, and put it upon my
plate. It was asgn of specid favor. "Stll, | own | am atrifle surprised. | would have thought that amanin
your professon would look on us poor humean beings much as a butcher does on cettle.”

"Of that | cannot inform you, Seur. | have not been bred a butcher.”

Vodaus laughed. "A touch! 1 am amost sorry now that you have consented to serve me. If you had
only eected to reman my prisoner, we would have had many ddightful conversations while | used
you—as | had intended to—to cheap for the unfortunate Barnoch's life. Asiit is, you will be away by
morning. Yet | think | have an errand for you that will consort wel with your own indinations™

"If it isyour errand, Seur, it mug.”

"You are wasted on the scaffold.” He amiled. "We will find better work for you before long. But if
you are to serve me well, you must understand something of the pogtion of the pieces on the board, and
the god of the game we play. Cdl the sides white and black, and in honor of your garments—so tha you



gl know where your interests lie—we shdl be black. No doubt you have been told that we blacks are
mere bandits and traitors, but have you any notion of what it is we drive to do?'

"To checkmate the Autarch, seur?"

"That would be wel enough, but it is only a step and not our find god. You have come from the
Citade—I know, you see, something of your journeyings and history—that great fortress of bygone
days, so you must possess some feding for the past. Has it never struck you that mankind was richer by
far, and happier too, a chiliad gone than it is now?"

"Everyone knows," | said, "that we have fdlen far from the brave days of the past.”

"Asit was then, so dhdl it be again. Men of Urth, saling between the stars, legping from gdaxy to
gdaxy, the masters of the daughters of the sun.”

The Chatelaine Thea, who must have been ligening to V oda us though she had showed no sgn of it,
looked across him to me and said in a sweet, cooing voice, "Do you know how our world was renamed,
torturer? The dawnmen went to red Verthandi, who was then named War. And because they thought
that had an ungracious sound that would keep others from fallowing them, they renamed it, cdling it
Present. That was a jest in ther tongue, for the same word meant Now and The Gift. Or so one of our
tutors once explained the matter to my sSster and me, though | do not see how any language could endure
such confusion.”

Vodaus ligened to her as though he were impatient to speak himsdf, yet was too wel mannered to
interrupt her.

"Then others—who would have drawn a people to the innermog habitable world for their own
reasons—took up the game as well, and cdled that world Skuld, the World of the Future. Thus our own
became Urth, the World of the Past."

"You are wrong in thet, | fear,” Vodaus told her. "I have it on good authority that this world of ours
has been cdled by that name from the utmost reaches of antiquity. Still, your error is so charming thet |
would rather have it that you are correct and | mistaken.”

Theagamiled at that, and Vodaus turned again toward me. "Though it does not explain why Urth is
cdled as sheis my dear Chatelaine's tale makes the vitd point wel, which is that in those times mankind
traveled by his own ships from world to world, and mastered each, and built on them the cities of Man.
Those were the great days of our race, when our fathers fathers fathers strove for the magtery of the
univers"

He paused, and because he seemed to expect some comment from me, | said, "Sieur, we are much
diminished in wisdom from that age.”

"Ah, now you drike to the heart. Yet with dl your perspicacity, you migtake it. No, we are not
diminished in wisdom. We are diminished in power. Study has advanced without letup, but even as men
have learned dl that is needful for mastery, the strength of the world has been exhausted. We exigt now,
and precarioudy, upon the ruin of those who preceded us. While some skim the ar in thar fliers, ten
thousand leeguesin a day, we others creep upon the skin of Urth, unable to go from one horizon to the
next before the westernmogt has lifted itsdf to vall the sun. Y ou spoke a moment ago of checkmating that
mewling fool the Autarch. | want you to conceive now of two autarchs—two great powers driving for
mestery. The white seeks to maintain things as they are, the black to set Man's foot on the road to
domination again. | caled it the black by chance, but it would be wdl to remember that it is by night that
we see the stars srongly; they are remote and dl but invisble in the red light of day. Now, of those two
powers, which would you serve?

The wind was dirring in the trees, and it seemed to me that everyone & the table had fdlen slent,



ligening to VVodaus and waiting for my reply. | said, "The black, surely.”

"Good! But as a man of sense you mugt understand that the way to reconquest cannot be easy.
Those who wish no change may St hugging their scruples forever. We mugt do everything. We must dare
everything!"

The others had begun to talk and eat again. | lowered my voice urtil only Vodaus could hear me.

"Seur, there is something | have not told you. | dare not conced it longer for fear you should think me
fathless"

He was a better intriguer than 1, and turned away before he answered, pretending to eat. "What is
it? Out with it."

"Seur," | sad, "l have ardlic, the thing they say isthe Claw of the Conciliator.”

He was hiting the roasted thigh of afowl as | spoke. | saw him pause; his eyes turned to look at me,
though he did not move his head.

"Doyouwigh to seeit, Seur? It isvery beautiful, and | have it in the top of my boot.”
"No," he whispered. "Yes, perhaps, but not here . . . No, better not at dl.”
"Towhom should | giveit, then?'

Vodaus chewed and swallowed. "I had heard from friends | have in Nessus that it was gone. So
you have it. You mugt keep it until you can dispose of it. Do not try to sl it—it would be identified a
once. Hide it somewhere. If you mug,, throw it into a pit."

"But surely, Seur, it is very vaugble™

"It is beyond value, which means it is worthless. You and | are men of sense” Despite his words,
there was atinge of fear in his voice. "But the rabble believe it to be sacred, a performer of dl manner of
wonders. If | were to possess it, they would think me a desecrator and an enemy of the
Theologoumenon. Our masters would think me turned traitor. Y ou mus tdl me—"

Jugt a that moment, a man | had not seen previoudy came running up to the table with a look that
indicated he bore urgent news. Vodaus rose and walked a few paces away with him, looking very much,
| thought, like a handsome schoolmaster with a boy, for the messenger's head was no higher then his
shoulder.

| ate, thinking he would soon return; but after a long questioning of the messenger he walked away
with him, disgppearing among the broad trunks of the trees. One by one the others rose too, until no one
remained but the beautiful Thea, Jonas and me, and one other man.

"You are to join us" Thea sad at last in her cooing voice. "Yet you do not know our ways. Have
you need of money?'

| hesitated, but Jonas said, "That's something that's dways welcome, Chatdaine, like the misfortunes
of an older brother.”

"Shares will be set asde for you, from this day, of dl we take. When you return to us, they will be
given to you. Meanwhile | have a purse for each of you to speed you on your way."

"We are going, then?' | asked.
"Were you not told so? Vodaduswill indruct you at the supper.”

| had supposed the med we were egting would be the find one of the day, and the thought must
have been reflected inmy face.



"Therewill be a supper tonight, when the moon is bright,” Thea said. "Someone will be sent to fetch
you." Then she quoted a scrap of verse

"Dine at dawn to open your eyes,
Dine a noon that you be strong.
Dineat eve, and then talk long,

Dineby night, if you'd bewise. . ."

"But now my servant Chunidd will take you to a place where you can rest for your journey."
The man, who had been dlent until now, stood and said, "Come with me."

| told Thea, "l would speak with you, Chatelaine, when we have more leisure. | know something
that concerns your schoolmate.”

She saw that | was seriousinwhat | said, and | saw that she had seen. Then we followed Chuniad
through the trees for a distance, | suppose, of a leegue or more, and a length reached a grassy bank
besde a stream. "Wait here" he said. "Seep if you can. No one will come until after dark.”

| asked, "Wheat if we were to leave?'

"There are those dl through this wood who know our liege's will concerning you,” he said, and
turning on his hed, walked away.

Then | told Jonas what | had seen beside the opened grave, just as | have written it here.

"l see" he remarked when | was finished, "why you will join this Voddus. But you mud redlize that |
amyour friend, not his. What | desireisto find the woman you cal Jolenta. You want to serve Vodaus,
and to go to Thrax and begin anew lifein exile, and to wipe out the sain you say you have made on the
honor of your guild—though | confess | don't understand how such a thing can be stained—and to find
the womean called Dorcas, and to make peace with the woman called Agia while returning something we
both know of to the women called Pderines”

He was amiling by the time he finished this lig, and | was laughing. "And though you remind me of
the old man's kestrdl, that sat on a perch for twenty years and then flew off in dl directions, | hope you
achieve these things But | trust you redize that it is possble—just bardy possible, perhaps, but
possible—that one or two of them may get in the way of four or five of the others.”

"What you're saying is very true" | admitted. "I'm griving to do dl those things and dthough you
won't credit it, | am giving dl my strength and as much of my aitention as can be of any bendfit to dl of
them. Yet | have to admit things aren't going as well as they might. My divided amhbitions have landed me
in no better place than the shade of this tree, where | an a homeess wanderer. While you, with your
singleminded pursuit of one dl-powerful objective . . . look where you are.”

In such talk we passed the watches of late afternoon. Birds twittered overhead, and it was very
pleasant to have such a friend as Jonas, loyd, reasonable, tactful, and filled with wisdom, humor, and
prudence. At that time | had no hint of his history, but | sensed that he was being less than candid about
his background, and | sought, without venturing direct questions, to draw him out. | learned (or rather, |
thought | did) that his father had been a craftsman; that he had been raised by both parents in what he
cdled the usud way, though it is, in fact, rather rare; and that his home had been a seacoast town in the
south, but that when he had last visted it he had found it so much changed that he had no desire to



reman.

From his appearance, when | had firg encountered him beside the Wall, | had supposed him to be
about ten years my elder. From what he said now (and to a lesser extent from some earlier talks we had
hed) | decided he must be somewnhat older; he seemed to have read a good dedl of the chronicles of the
past, and | was dill too naive and unlettered mysdf, despite the attention Master Pdaemon and Thecdla
hed given my mind, to think that anyone much below middle age could have done so. He had a dightly
cynicd detachment from mankind that suggested he had seen a greet dedl of the world.

We were dill talking when | glimpsed the graceful figure of the Chatelaine Thea moving among the
trees some distance away. | nudged Jonas, and we fdl dlent to watch her. She was coming toward us
without having seen us, so tha she moved in the blind way people do who are merdy fallowing
directions. At times a shaft of sunlight fel upon her face, which, if it chanced to be in profile, suggested
Thedlas so srongly that the sight of it seemed to tear & my chest. She had Theclas wak as well, the
proud phororhacos stalk that should never have been caged.

"It mugt be a truly ancient family,” | whispered to Jonas. "Look at her! Like a dryad. It might be a
willow waking."

"Those ancient families are the newest of dl," he answered. "In ancient times there was nathing like
them.”

| do not believe she was near enough to make out our words, but she seemed to hear his voice, and
looked toward us. We waved and she quickened her pace, not running yet coming very rapidly because
of the length of her stride. We stood, then sat again when she had reached us and seated hersdf upon her
scarf with her face toward the brook.

"You said you had something to tdl me about my sster?* Her voice made her seem less formidable,
and seated she was hardly tdler than we.

"I was her lagt friend,” | said. "She told me they would try to make you persuade Voddus to give
himsdf up to save her. Did you know she was imprisoned?

"Were you her servant?' Thea seemed to weigh me with her eyes. "Yes, | heard they took her to
that horrible place in the dums of Nessus, where | understand she died very quickly.”

| thought of the time | had spent waiting outside Theclas door before the scarlet thread of blood
came trickling from under it, but | nodded. "How was she arrested—do you know?"

Theda had told me the detals, and | recounted them just as | had got them from her, omitting
nathing.

"l see" Thea sad, and was dlent for a moment, Saring at the moving water. "l have missed the
court, of course. Hearing about those people and that business of muffling her with a tapestry—that's so
veary characteristic—calls up the reasons | |eft it.”

"I think she missed it sometimes too,” | said. "At least, she talked of it a great dedl. But she told me
thet if she were ever freed she would not go back. She spoke about the country house from which she
took her title, and told me how she would refurnish it and give dinners there for the leading persons of the
region, and hunt."

Thed's face twigted in a bitter amile. "'l have had enough of hunting now for ten lifetimes. But when
Voddus is Autarch, | will be his consort. Then | shdl wak beside the Wdl of Orchids again, this time
with the daughters of fifty exultants in my train to amuse me with their anging. Enough of thet; it is some
months off at least. For the present | have—what | have.”

She looked somberly a Jonas and me, and rose very gracefully, indicating by a gesture that we



were to remain where we were. "l was happy to hear something now of my haf-sster. That house you
spoke of ismine now, you know, though | can't dam it. To recompense you, | warn you of the supper
we will soon share. Y ou didn't seem receptive of the hints Vodaus flung you. Did you understand them?'
When Jonas said nathing, | shook my head.

"If we, and our dlies and masters who walit in the countries beneeth the tides, are to triumph, we
mug absorb dl that can be learned of the past. Do you know of the andeptic azabo?'

| said, "No, Chatelaine, but | have heard tdes of the animd of that name. It is said it can speak, and
thet it comes by night to a house where a child has died, and criesto be let in"

Thea nodded. "That animd was brought from the stars long ago, as were many other things for the
benefit of Urth. It is a beast having no more intelligence than a dog, and perhaps less. But it is a devourer
of carrion and a clawer at graves, and when it has fed upon humen flesh it knows, at least for a time, the
gpeech and ways of human beings. The andeptic dzabo is prepared from a gland at the base of the
animd's skull. Do you understand me?'

When she had gone, Jonas would not look a me, nor | a his face; we both knew what feast it was
we were to attend that night.

Chapter 11
THECLA

After we had sat, s0 it seemed to me, for a long time (though it was probably no more than a few
moments), | could tolerate what | fdt no longer. | went to the margin of the brook, and kneding there on
the soft earth spewed out the dinner | had eaten with Vodaus, and when there was nothing more to
come forth, | remained where | was, retching and shivering, and rinang my face and mouth, while the
cold, clear water washed away the wine and half-digested meet | had brought up.

When & last | was able to stand, | returned to Jonas and told him, "We must go.”

He looked a me as though he pitied me, and | suppose he did. "Vodduss fighting men are dl
around us"

"You were not sick, | see, the way | was. But you heard who their dlies are. Perhaps Chuniad was
lying"

"I've heard our guards waking among the trees—they're not as dlent as dl that. You have your
sword, Severian, and | have aknife, but VVodaluss men will have bows. | noticed that most of those who
sat with us a table did. We can try to hide behind the trunks like douattes . . ."

| understood what he meant, and said, "Alouaites are shot every day."
"Still, no one hunts them by night. 1t would be dark in awatch or less"
"You will go with meif we wait until then?" | thrust out my hand.

Jonas clasped it. "Severian, my poor friend, you told me of seeing Vodaus—and this Chatelaine
Thea and another man—beside a violated grave. Didn't you know whet it was they planned to do with
what they got there?"

I had known, of course, but it had been a remote and seemingly irrdevant knowledge then. Now |
found | had nothing to say, and indeed dmogt no thoughts at dl outside the hope that night would come
quickly.

The men Voddus sent for us came more quickly dill: four burly fdlows who might have been



pessants and carried berdiches, and a fifth, with something of the armiger about him, who wore an
officer's spadroon. Perhaps these men were in the crowd before the dais who had watched us arrive; a
any rate, they seemed determined to take no risks with us and surrounded us with their weapons a the
ready even while they hailed us as friends and comradesin arms. Jonas put as brave aface onit asa men
could, and chatted with them while they escorted us down the forest paths; | could think of nothing but
the orded ahead, and waked as | might have to the end of the world.

Urth turned her face from the sun's as we traveled. No glimmer of sarlight seemed to penetrate the
thronging leaves, yet our guides knew the way so wel they hardly dowed. With each step | took, |
wanted to ask if we would be forced to join in the med to which we were led, but | knew without asking
that to refuse—or even to seem to wish to refuse—would destroy whatever confidence Vodaus had in

me, endangering my freedom and perhaps nmy life

Our five guards, who had talked only reluctantly at firg in response to Jonass jests and queries,
grew more cheerful as | became more desperate, gossping asif they were on the way to a drinking bout
or a brothel. Yet though | recognized the note of anticipation in their voices, the gibes they made were as
unintdligible to me as the banter of libertines is to a little child: "Going far this time? Going to drown
yoursdf again?' (This from the man at the back of our party, a mere disembodied voice in the dark.)

"By Erebus, I'm going to snk so far you won't see me until winter."

A voice | recognized as beonging to the armiger asked, "Have any of you seen her yet?' The others
had sounded merely boastful, but there was hunger of a kind | had never heard before behind his asmple
words. He might have been some logt traveler asking about his home.

"No, Wddgrave."

(Another voice)) "Alcmund says a good one, not old or too young.”
"Not another tribade, | hope."

"l dont. . ."

The voice broke off, or perhaps | only stopped aitending to what it said. | had seen a gimmer
through the trees.

After afew strides more, | could make out torches, and hear the sound of many voices. Someone
ahead cdled for usto hdt, and the armiger went forward and gave a password softly.

Soon | found mysdf gtting on forest duff, with Jonas on my right and alow chair of carved wood at
my left. The amiger had taken a position on Jonas's right, and the rest of the people present (dmogt as
though they had been waiting for our arrivd) had formed a crcle whose center was a smokey orange
lantern suspended from the boughs of a tree.

No more than a third of those who had been at the audience in the glade were there, but from their
dress and wespons it seemed to me that they were largdly those of highest rank, together, perhaps, with
members of certain favored fighting cadres. There were four or five men to every woman; but the women
seemed as warlike as the men, and if anything more eager for the feast to begin.

We had been waiting for some time when Voddus stepped dramaticdly out of the darkness and
strode across the circle. All present stood, then resumed their segts as he dropped into the carved chair
beside me.

Almog at once, amanin the livery of an upper servant in some great house came forward to stand
inthe center of the circle beneath the orange light. He carried a sdver with alarge and asmdl bottle on it,
and a crystd goblet. A murmuring began—not a thing for words, | thought, but the sound of a hundred
litle noises of satisfaction, of quick breathings and tongues on lips. The man with the sdver stood



moationless until this had run its course, then advanced toward Vodalus with measured steps.

Behind me the cooing voice of Thea said, "The azabo, of which | told you, isin the smdler bottle.
The other holds a compound of herbs that soothe the ssomach. Take one full swalow of the mixture™

Voddus turned to look at her with an expresson of surprise. She entered the circdle, passng
between Jonas and me, and then between Vodalus and the man who bore the salver, and at last took a
place at Vodauss left. Vodaus leaned toward her and would have spoken, but the man with the saver
had begun to mix the contents of the bottles in the goblet, and he seemed to think the moment
ingppropriate.

The sdver was moved in circles to impart a gentle swirling motion to the liquid. "Very good,"
Voddus said. He took the goblet from the salver with both hands and raised it to his lips, then passed it
to me. "Asthe Chatelaine told you, you mug take one full swalow. If you take less, the amount will be
insuffident, and there will be no sharing. If you take more, it will be of no benefit to you, and the drug,
whichisvery precious, will be wasted.”

| drank from the goblet as he had directed. The mixture was as bitter as wormwood and seemed
cold and fetid, recdling a winter day long before when | had been ordered to dean the exterior drain that
carried wastes away from the journeymen's quarters. For a moment | fdt that my gorge would rise as it
hed beside the brook, though in truth nothing remained in my stomach to come up. | choked and
swalowed and passed the goblet to Jonas, then discovered that | was sdivating rapidly.

He had as much difficulty as I, or more, but he managed it a last and passed the goblet to the
Waldgrave who had captained our guards. After that | watched it make its dow way around the circle. It
appeared to hold enough for ten drinkers;, when it was emptied, the manin livery wiped the rim, filled the
goblet again from the bottles on the saver, and started it once more. Gradudly, he seemed to lose the
solid form naturd to a rounded object and become a slhouette only, a mere colored figure sawn from
wood. | was reminded of the marionettes | had seen in my dream on the night | had shared Baldanderss
bed.

The cirdle, too, in which we sat, though | knew it to contain thirty or forty persons, seemed to have
been cut from paper and bent like a toy crown. Vodaus on my left and Jonas a my right were normd;
but the armiger appeared aready hdf pictured, as did Thea.

Asthe manin livery reached her, Vodaus rose, and moving so effortlesdy that he might have been
propelled by the night breeze, floated toward the orange lantern. In the orange light he seemed far away,
yet | could fed his gaze as one feds the heat from the brazier thet readies the irons.

"Thereis an oath to be sworn before the sharing,” he said, and the trees above us nodded solemnly.
"By the second life you are to receive, do you swear you will never betray those gathered here? And that
you will consent to obey, without hesitation or scruple, to desth if need be, Vodadus as your chosen
leader?

| tried to nod with the trees, and when that seemed inaufficient | said, "l consent,” and Jonas, "Yes"

"And that you will obey as you would Vodaus, any person whatsoever whom Vodaus sets over
you?”

"YSI"
IIY$II
"And that you will put this oath above dl other oaths, whether sworn before thistime or after it?"

"Wewill," said Jonas.



"Yes" | sad.

The breeze was gone. It was as if some unquiet spirit had haunted the gethering, then suddenly
vanished. Vodaus was once morein his chair beside me. He leaned toward me. If his voice was durred,
| did not observe it; but something in his eyes told me he was under the influence of the azabo, perhaps
as deeply as | was mysf.

"l am no scholar,” he began, "but | know it has been said that the greatest causes are often joined by
the basest means. Nations are united by trade, the fair ivory and rare woods of dtars and reiquaries by
the boiled offd of ignoble animas, men and women by the organs of dimination. So we are joined—you
and |. So will we both be joined, afew moments hence, to a fdlow morta who will live again—strongly,
for atime—in us, by the efluvia pressed from the sweetbreads of one of thefilthiet beasts. So blossoms
spring from muck.”

| nodded.

"Thiswas taught us by our dlies, those who wait until man is purified again, ready to join with them
inthe conquest of the universe. It was brought by the others for foul purposes they hoped to keep secret.
| mention this to you because you, when you go to the House Absolute, may meet them, whom the
common people cal cacogens and the cultured Extra-solarians or Hierodules. You must be careful in no
way to bring yoursdf to thelr notice, because if they observe you dosdy they will know by certain Sgns
that you have used dzabo."

"The House Absolute?' Though only for an instant, the thought dispersed the migts of the drug.

"Indeed. I've afdlow there to whom | mugt tranamit certain ingructions, and | have learned that the
troupe of players to which you once belonged will be admitted there for athiasus a few days hence. You
will rgoin them and take the opportunity to give what | shdl give you," he fumbled in histunic, "to the one
who shdl say to you, The pdagic argosy sghts land." And should he give you any message in return, you
may entrust it to whoever says to you, ‘I am from the quercine penetrdia™

"Liege" | sad, "my head is svimming." (Then, lying)) "I cannot remember those words—truly, |
have forgotten them dready. Did | hear you say that Dorcas and the others will be in the House
Absolute?’

Vodaus now pressed into my hand a smdl object that was not a knife, yet was shaped something
like one. | stared at it; it was a Sted, such asflint is struck againg to kindle fire. Y ou will remember,”" he
sad. "And you will never forget your oath to me. Many of those you see here came, as they bdieved,
only once."

"But, Seur, the House Absolute . . ."
Thefluting notes of a upanga sounded from the trees behind the farther side of the circle.

"I must go soon to escort the bride, but have no fear. Some time past you encountered a certain
badger of mine—"

"Hildegrin! Sieur, | understand nothing.”

"He uses that name among others, yes. He thought it sufficdently unusud to see a torturer so far from
the Citade—and talking of me—as to make it worthwhile to have you watched, though he had no nation
you had saved me that night. Unfortunately, the watchers logt you a the Wall; since then they have
observed the movements of your traveing companions in the hope you would rgoin them. | supposed
that an exile might choose to side with us and so save my poor Barnoch long enough for us to free him.
Last night | mysdf rode into Sdtus to speak with you, but | had my mount stolen for my pains and
accomplished not a straw. Today, then, it was necessary that we take you by whatever means to prevent



you from exercigng your skills on my servant; but | ill hoped you would make cause with us, and for
that reason indructed the men | sent for you to bring you living to me. That cost me three and gained two.
The question now is whether the two will outweigh the three.”

Vodaus stood then, alittle ungteedily; | thanked Holy Katharine thet | did not have to stand as well,
for | was sure my legs would not hold me. Something dim and white and twice the height of a men was
sling among the trees to the twittering of the upanga Every neck craned to look at it, and Vodaus
drifted to meet it. Thea leaned across his empty chair to speak to me. "Lovey, is she not? They have
accomplished wonders."

It was a woman seated on aslver litter borne on the shoulders of Sx men. For amoment | thought it
was Thecla—it looked so like her in the orange light. Then | redlized that it was rather her image, made,

perhaps, of wax.

"It is sad to be perilous” Thea cooed, "when one has known the shared in life memories hed
together may amaze themind. Yet | who loved her will risk that confusion, and knowing from your ook
when you spoke of her that you would desire it aswell, | said nothing to Voddus.”

He had reached up to touch the figurinés arm as it was borne through the cirdle; with it entered a
sweet and unmigtekable odor. | recalled the agoutis served a our masking banquets, with their fur of
gpiced coconut and their eyes of preserved fruits, and knew that what | saw was just such a re-cregtion
of ahuman being in roasted flesh.

I think | would have gone mad &t that moment if it had not been for the alzabo. It stood between my
perception and redity like a giant of mid, through which everything could be seen but nothing
apprehended. | had another dly aswdl: it was the knowledge growing in me, the certainty that if | were
to consent now and swalow some part of Theclas substance, the traces of her mind that must otherwise
soon fade in decay would enter me and endure, however attenuated, aslong as |.

Consent came. What | was about to do no longer seemed filthy or frightening. Instead | opened
every part of mysdf to Thecla, and decked the essence of my being with welcome. Desire came too,
born of the drug, a hunger no other food could satisfy, and when | looked around the circle | saw that
hunger on every face.

The liveried servant, who | think mugt have been one of Vodauss old household gone into exile
with him, joined the sx who had borne Thecla into the circle and helped lower the litter to the ground.
For the space of a few breaths their backs blocked my view. When they parted, she was gone; nothing
remained but smoking meats laid upon what might have been awhite tablecloth . . .

| ate and waited, begging forgiveness. She deserved the most megnificent sepulcher, priceess
marble of exquigte harmony. In its place she was to be entombed in my torturer's workroom, with the
floor scrubbed and the devices hdf disguised under garlands of flowers. The night ar was coal, but 1 was
swedting. | waited for her to come, feding the drops rall down my bare chest and saring at the ground
because | was afrad | would see her in the faces of the others before | fdt her presence in mysdif.

Just when | despaired—she was there, filling me as a meodly fills a cottage. | was with her, running
beside the Acis when we were a child. | knew the ancient villa moated by a dark lake, the view through
the dusty windows of the belvedere, and the secret space in the odd angle between two rooms where we
sat a noon to read by candlidight. | knew the life of the Autarch's court, where poison waited in a
diamond cup. | learned what it was for one who had never seen a cdl or fdt a whip to be a prisoner of
the torturers, what dying meant, and degth.

| learned that | had been more to her than | had ever guessed, and at lagt fel into a deegp in which
my dreams were dl of her. Not memories merdy—memories | had possessed in plenty before. | held her
poor, cold handsin mine, and | no longer wore the rags of an apprentice, nor the fuigin of a journeyman.



We were one, naked and happy and clean, and we knew that she was no more and that | ill lived, and
we struggled againg neither of those things, but with woven hair read from a single book and talked and
sang of other matters.

CHAPTER 12
THE NOTULES

I came from my dreams of Thecla directly to the morning. At one ingant we walked mutely together
inwhat surdy must have been the paradise the New Sun is said to open to dl who, in ther find moments,
cdl upon him; and though the wise teach that it is closed to those who are their own executioners, yet |
cannot but think that he who forgives so much must sometimes forgive that as wdl. At the next, | was
aware of cold and unwelcome light, and the piping of birds.

| sat up. My cloak was soaked with dew, and dew lay like sweat upon my face. Besde me, Jonas
had just begun to gir. Ten paces off two great destriers—one the color of white wine, one of unspotted
black—champed ther bits and stamped with impatience. Of feast and feasters there was no more Sgn
then of Thecla, whom | have never seen again and now no longer hope to see in this existence. Terminus
Ed lay beside mein the grass, securein her tough, well-oiled sheath. | picked her up and made my way
downhill until | found a stream, where | did what | might to refresh mysdf. When | returned, Jonas was
awake. | directed him to the water, and while he was gone | made my farewdl| to dead Thecla. Yet some
part of her iswith me dill; at times | who remember am not Severian but Thecla, as though my mind were
apicture framed behind glass, and Theda stands before that glass and is reflected in it. Too, ever since
that night, when | think of her without thinking also of a particular time and place, the Thecla who risesin
my imagingtion stands before a mirror in a shimmering gown of fros-white that scarcely covers her
breasts but fdls in ever-changing cascades below her waist. | see her poised for a moment there; both
hands reach up to touch our face.

Then she iswhirled away in aroom whose wdls and caling and floor are dl of mirrors. No doubt it
isher own memoary of her imegein those mirrors that | see, but after a step or two she vanishes into the
dark and | see her no more.

By the time Jonas returned | had mastered my grief and was able to make a show of examining our
mounts. "The black for you," he said, "and the cream for me, obvioudy. Both of them look like they
outvaue either of us, though, as the salor told the surgeon who took off hislegs. Where are we going?'

"To the House Absolute” | saw the incredulity in his face. "Did you overhear me taking with
Voddus lagt night?'

"I caught the name, but not that we were to go there.”

| an no rider, as | have sad before, but | got one foot into the black’s stirrup and swung mysdf up.
The mount | had dolen from Vodadus two nights before had worn a lofty war saddle, fiendishly
uncomfortable but very difficult to fdl out of; this black carried a nearly fla affar of padded vevet tha
was both luxurious and treacherous. | had no sooner got my legs around him than he began to dance with
€8gerness.

It was the worst possible time, perhaps; but it was dso the only time. | asked, "How much do you
remember?’

"About the woman last night? Nothing." Jonas dodged the black, loosed the cream's reins, and
vaulted up. "l didn't eat. Vodaus was watching you, but after they had swallowed the drug, no one was
watching me, and anyway | have learned the art of appearing to eat without actudly doing it."



| looked at him in astonishment.

"I've practiced severd times with you—at breakfast yesterday, for example. | don't have much
appetite, and | find it socdly ussful.” As he urged the cream down a forest path, he cdled over his
shoulder, "Asit happens, | know the route fairly well, at least for most of the way. But would you mind

tdling me why we're going?'

"Dorcas and Jolenta will be there” | said. "And | have to do an errand for our liege, Vodaus"
Because we were dmost cartainly watched, | thought it better not to say tha | had no intention of

performing it.

Here, lest this account of my career run forever, | must pass very quickly over the events of severd
days. Aswe rode, | told Jonas dl that Vodaus had told me, and much more. We hdted at villages and
towns as we found them, and where we hdted | practiced such of my craft as was in demand—not
because the money | earned was drictly necessary to us (for we had the purses the Chatdaine Thea had
given us, much of my fee from Sdltus, and the money Jonas had obtained for the man-ape's gold) but in
order to dlay suspicion.

Our fourth mormning found us dill pressing northward. Gyoll sunned itsdf to our right like a duggish
dragon guarding the forbidden road that returned to grass upon its bank. The day before, we had seen
uhlans on patrol, men mounted much as we were and bearing lances like those that had killed the
travelers a the Piteous Gate.

Jonas, who had beenill at ease Snce we had set out, muttered, "We mugt hurry if we're to be near
the House Absolute tonight. | wish Vodaus had given you the date that celebration begins and some
indication of how long it'sto lagt."

| asked, "Is the House Absolute 4ill far off?"

He pointed out an idein the river. "l think | recall that, and when | was two days from it, some
pilgrims told me the House Absolute was nearby. They warned me of the praetorians, and seemed to
know what they were tdking about.”

Following his example, | had alowed my mount to break into a trot. "'Y ou were waking."

"Riding my merychip—I suppose I'll never see the poor cregture again. She was dower a her best
then these animds a their worgt, I'll grant you. But I'm not certain they're twice as fagt."

| was about to say | did not believe Vodaus would have dispatched us when he did if he had not
thought it possible for us to reach the House Absolute in time, when something that at first seemed a great
bat came skimming within a handbreadth of my head.

If 1 did not know what it was, Jonas did. He shouted words | could not understand and lashed my
dedtrier with the ends of his reins. It bounded forward and nearly threw me, and in an indant we were
gdloping madly. | remember shooting between two trees with not a span to spare on dther sde and
seding the thing silhouetted againg the sky like a fleck of soot. A moment later it was rattling among the
branches behind us.

When we cleared the margin of the wood and entered the dry gully beyond, it was not to be seen;
but as we reached the bottom and began to dimb the farther side, it emerged from the trees, more
ragged than ever.

For the space of a prayer it seemed to have lost Sght of us, soaring a an angle to our own path,
then swooping toward us again in a long, fla glide |1 had Terminus Es clear of her sheath, and |
neck-reined the black between the flying thing and Jonas.

Swift though our destriers were, it came far more swiftly. If | had possessed a pointed blade, 1 think



| could have spitted it as it dove; had | done so | would surely have perished. Asit was, | caught it with a
two-handed stroke. It was like cutting air, and | thought the thing too light and tough for even that bitter
edge. Anindant later it parted like arag; | fdt a brief sensation of warmth, as though the door of an oven
hed been opened, then soundlessy shut. | would have dismounted to examine it, but Jonas shouted and
waved. We had |ft the lofty forest about Sdtus far behind, and were entering a broken country of steep
hills and ragged cedars. A grove of these stood at the top of the dope; we plunged into ther tangled
growth like madmen, flattened againg the necks of our mounts.

Soon the foliage grew so thick they could move no fagter than awak. Almog a once we reached a
sheer rock-face and were forced to hat. When we were no longer smashing through the tangled limbs, |
could hear something €lse behind us—a dry rudtling, as though a wounded bird were fluttering among the
treetops. The medicind fragrance of the cedars oppressed my lungs

"We mug get out,” Jonas panted, "or at least keep moving." The splintered end of a branch had
gouged his cheek; a trickle of blood coursed down it as he spoke. After looking in both directions he
chose the right, toward the river, and lashed his mount to force it into what appeared to be an
impenetrable thicket.

| let im break atral for me, reflecting that if the dark thing caught us | might be able to make some
sort of defense againg it. Soon | saw it through the gray-green foliage, a few moments later there was
another, much like the firgt and only a short distance behind it.

The wood ended, and we were able to flog our mounts to a gdlop again. The fluttering scraps of
night came after us, but though their smdler sze made them appear swifter, they were dower then the
sngle large entity had been.

"We have to find a fire" Jonas shouted above the drumming of the destriers hooves. "Or a hig
animd we can kill. If you dashed the bely of one of these beasts, that would probably do it. But if it
didn't, we couldn't get away."

| nodded to show that | dso opposed killing one of the destriers, though it crossed my mind that my
own might soon drop from exhaugtion. Jonas was having to dlow his to dow now to keep from
digancing me. | asked, "Isit blood they want?"

"No. Heat."

Jonas svung his dedtrier to the right and dapped its flank with his sted hand. It mugt have been a
good blow, for the animd legped ahead as though stung. We jumped a dry watercourse, careened diding
and gumbling down a dusty hillsde, then struck open, ralling ground where the destriers could show their
best speed.

Behind us fluttered the rags of black. They flew at twice the height of atal tree and seemed to be
blown dong by the wind, though the rippling of the grass showed that they faced it.

Ahead, the lay of the ground changed as subtly and yet as aoruptly as doth dters at a seam. A
sinuous ribbon of green lay asflat as if it had been rolled, and | swung the black down it, shouting in his
ears and belaboring him with the flat of my blade. He was drenched with sweat now and streaked with
blood from the broken twigs of the cedars. Behind us | could hear Jonas's shouted warnings, but | gave
them no heed.

We rounded a curve, and through a break in the trees | saw the gleam of the river. Another curve,
with the black beginning to flag again—then, far off, the Sght | had been waiting for. Perhaps | should not
tdl it, but | lifted my sword to Heaven then, to the diminished sun with the worm in his heart; and | cdled,
"Hislife for mine, New Sun, by your anger and my hopel" The uhlan (and there was only one aone) must
aurdy have thought me threstening him, as indeed | was. The blue radiance a the tip of his lance



increased as he spurred toward us.

Winded though he was, the black swerved for me like a hunted hare. A twitch of the reins, and he
was diding and turning, his hooves scarring the green verdure of the road. In no more than a breath, we
hed reversed our track and were pounding back toward the things that pursued us. Whether Jonas
understood my plan then | do not know, but he fdl in with it as though he did, never dackening his own

pace.

One of the fluttering creatures swooped, looking for dl Urth like a hole torn in the universe, for it
was true fuligin, as lightless as my own habit. It was trying for Jonas, | believe, but it came within sword
reach, and | parted it as | had before, and again fdt a gust of warmth. Knowing from where that heet
came, it seemed more evil to me than any vile odor could; the mere sensation on my skin made meiill. |
reined sharply away from the river, fearing a bolt from the uhlan's lance a any moment. We had no more
then left the road when it came, searing the ground and setting a dead tree ablaze.

| pulled my mount's head up, making him rear and roar. For a moment | looked for the three dark
things around the burning tree. They were not there. | glanced toward Jonas then, fearing they had
overtaken him &fter dl and were attacking himin some way | could not comprehend.

They were not there either, but his eyes showed me where they had gone: they flitted about the
uhlan, and he, as | watched, sought to defend himsdf with his lance. Bolt after bolt split the air, so that
there was a continua crashing like thunder. With each bolt the brightness of the sun was washed away,
but the very energies with which he sought to destroy them seemed to give them strength. To my eyes
they no longer flew, but flickered as beams of darkness might, appearing firs in one place then in
another, and dways nearer the uhlan, until in lesstime than | have taken to write of it dl three were at his
face. He tumbled from his saddle, and the lance fdl from his hand and went out.

Chapter 13
THE CLAW OF THE CONCILIATOR

| cdled, "Is he dead?", and saw Jonas nod in reply. | would have ridden away then, but he motioned
for me to join im and dismounted. When we met by the uhlan's body, he said, "We may be able to
destroy those things so they can't be flown againg us again or be used to harm anyone else. They're
sated now, and | think we might handle them. We need something to put them in—something water-tight,
of metd or glass”

| had nothing of that kind and told him so.

"Neither have I." He kndt beside the uhlan and turned out his pockets. Aromatic smoke from the
blazing tree wreathed everything like incense, and | had the sensation of being once morein the Cathedral
of the Pelerines. The litter of twigs and last summer's leaves on which the uhlan lay might have been the
straw-strewn floor; the trunks of the scattered trees, the supporting poles.

"Here" Jonas said, and picked up a brass vasculum. Unscrewing the lid he emptied it of herbs, then
rolled the dead uhlan on his back.

"Where are they?' | asked. "Has the body absorbed them?!

Jonas shook his head, and after a moment began, very carefully and delicately, to draw one of the
dark things from the uhlan's left nodtril. Save for being absolutely opaque, it was like the finest tissue

paper.
| wondered at his caution. "If you tear it, won't it just become two?"'



"Yes but it is sated now. Divided, it would lose energy and might be impossible to handle. A lot of
people have died, by the way, because they found they could cut these creatures, and choose to stand
their ground doing it until they were surrounded by too many to fend off.”

One of the uhlan's eyes was haf-open. | had seen corpses often before, but | could not escape the
eeriefeding that he was in some sense watching me, the man who had killed him to save himsdf. To turn
my mind to other things, | said, "After | cut thefirg one, it seemed to fly more dowly."

Jonas had placed the horror he had drawn out in the vasculum and was extracting a second from the
right nodril; he murmured, "The speed of any flying thing depends on its wing area. If that weren't the
case, the adepts who use these creatures would tear them into scraps before they sent them forth, |

suppose.”
"You sound as though you've encountered them before.”

"We docked once a a port where they're used in ritud murders. | suppose it was inevitable that
someone would bring them home, but these are the fird 1've seen here” He opened the brass lid and lad
the second fuligin thing on the first, which stirred duggishly. "Theyll recombine in there—this is what the
adepts do to get them back together. | doubt if you noticed it, but they were torn somewhat in going
through the wood and healed themsdvesin flight.”

"Theréds one more" | said.

He nodded and used his stedl hand to force open the dead man's mouth; instead of holding teeth
and livid tongue and gums it appeared to be a bottomless guif, and for a moment my stomach churned.
Jonas drew out the third creature, streaked with the dead man's sdiva

"Wouldn't he have had a nodril open, or hismouth, if | hadn't cut the thing a second time?’

"Until they worked their way into hislungs. We're lucky, actudly, to have been able to get to hm so
quickly. Otherwise you would have had to dice the body open to get them out.”

A wigp of smoke cdled to mind the burning cedar. "If it was hesat they wanted . . ."

"They prefer lifes heat, though they can sometimes be distracted by a fire of living vegetable matter.
It's something more than hest, | think, redly. Perhaps some radiant energy characteristic of growing
cdls” Jonas duffed the third creature into the vasculum and snapped it shut. "We caled them notules,
because they usudly came after dark, when they could not be seen, and the firg warning we had was a
bresth of warmth; but | have no idea what the natives cdl them.”

"Whereisthisidand?'
He looked a me curioudy.
"Isit far from the coast? I've dways wanted to see Uroboros, though | suppose it is dangerous.”

"Vay fa," Jonas sad in a fla voice. "Very far indeed. Wait a moment.” | waited, watching, as he
strode to the riverbank. He threw the vasculum hard—it had amost reached midstream when it dropped
into the water.

When he returned | asked, "Couldn't we have used those things ourselves? It doesn't seem likdy
that whoever sent them is going to give up now, and we might have need of them.”

"They would not obey us, and the world is better without them anyway, as the butcher's wife told
him when she cut away his manhood. Now wed best be going. There's somebody coming down the
road."

| looked where Jonas had pointed, and saw two figures on foot. He had caught his destrier by the



hdter asit drank and was ready to dimb into the saddle.

"Wait," | said. "Or go on a chain or two and wait for me there” | was thinking of the man-ape's
bleeding sump, and | seemed to see the dim vative lights of the cathedral hanging, crimson and magenta,
among the trees. | reached into my boot, far down where | had pushed it for safety, and drew out the
Claw. It wasthefirg time | had seen it by full daylight. It caught the sun and flashed like a New Sun itsdlf,
not blue only but with every color from violet to cyan. | lad it on the uhlan's forehead, and for an ingant
tried to will im dive.

"Come on," Jonas called. "What are you doing?"
| did not know how to answer him.

"He's not quite dead,” Jonas cdled. "Get off the road before he finds his lancel™ He lashed his
mount.

Fantly, a voice | seemed to recognize cdled, "Magter!” | turned my head to look down the
grass-grown highway.

"Mager!" One of the travelers waved an arm, and both began to run.

"It's Hethor," | said; but Jonas had gone. | looked back at the uhlan. Both his eyes were open now,
and his chest rose and fel. When | took the Claw from his forehead and thrust it back into my boot-top,
he sat up. | shouted to Hethor and his companion to leave the road, but they did not appear to
understand.

"Who are you?'
"Afriend" | said.

Though the uhlan was feeble, he tried to rise. | gave him my hand and pulled him up. For a moment
he stared a everything—mysdf, the two men running toward him, the river, and the trees. The dedtriers
appeared to frighten him, even his own, which stood patiently awaiting its rider. "What isthis place?’

"Only a gtretch of the old road beside Gyall.”
He shook his head and pressed it with his hands.

Hethor came panting up, like an ill-bred dog that has run when cdled and now expects a petting for
it. His companion, whom he had outreached by a hundred strides or so, wore the gaudy clothes and
greasy look of agamdl trader.

"M-m-magter,” Hethor said, "you can have no idea how much t-t-trouble, how much deadly loss
and difficulty we have had in overtaking you across the mountains, across the wide-blown seas and
c-c-creaking plains of thisfar world. What am |, your s-dave, but an abandoned sh-shell, the sport of a
thousand tides, cast up herein thislondly place because | cannot r-r-rest without you? H-how could you,
the red-clawed magter, know of the endless labor you've cost us?!

"Snce | left you in Sdtus afoot and have been wel mounted these past few days, | should think a
good ded."

"Exadly,” he sad. "Exactly." He looked dgnificantly a his companion as if my remark had
confirmed something he had told him earlier, and sank down to rest upon the ground.

The uhlan said dowly, "'l am Cornet Mineas. Who are you?'

Hethor bobbed his head as though he would have bowed. "M-m-magter is the noble Severian,
servant of the Autarch—whose urine is the wine of his subjects—in the Guild of the Seekers for Truth
and Penitence. H-h-hethor is his humble servant. Beuzec is dso his humble servant. | suppose the man



who rode away ishis servant too."

| gestured for im to be quiet. "We are dl only poor travelers, Cornet. We saw you lying here
sunned and sought to help you. A moment ago, we thought you dead; it must have been a near thing."

"What isthis place?' the uhlan asked again.

Hethor answered eagerly. "The road north of Quiesco. M-mmeaster, we were on a boat, saling the
wide waters of Gyall in the blind night. We di-d-disembarked a Quiesco. On her deck and at her sdls
we worked our p-passage, Beuzec and me. So dowly upriver, while the lucky ones whizzed above on
their way to the H-h-house Absolute, but she m-m-made h-h-headway whether we woke or dept, and
thus we caught up to you."

"The House Absolute?' the uhlan muttered.
| said, "It's not far from here, | think."
"l am to be especidly vigilat."

"I fed sure one of your comrades will be dong soon.” | caught my mount and clambered onto his
lofty back.

"M-m-master, you're not going to I-I-leave us again? Beuzec has seen you perform but twice."

| was about to answer Hethor when | caught sght of a flash of white among the trees across the
highway. Something huge was moving there. At once, the thought that the sender of the notules might
have other weapons at hand filled my mind, and | dug my hedsinto the black’s flanks.

He sprang away. For hdf a league or more we raced dong the narrow drip of ground that
separated the road from the river. When at last | saw Jonas, | galloped across to warn him, and told him
what | had seen.

While | spoke he seemed logt in reflection. When | hed finished, he said, "I know of nathing like the
being you describe, but there may be many importations | know nothing of.”

"But surdy such a thing wouldn't be wandering free like a strayed cow!" Instead of replying, Jonas
pointed toward the ground a few strides ahead. A graveled path hardly more than a cubit wide wound
among the trees. It was bordered with more wild flowers than | have ever seen growing naturdly in
company, and it was of pebbles so uniform in Sze, and of such shining whiteness, that they must surdy
have been carried from some secret and far-off beach.

After riding a bit closer to examineit, | asked Jonas what such a path here could possbly mean.
"Only one thing, surely—that we are aready on the grounds of the House Absolute.”

Quite suddenly, | recaled the spot. "Yes" | said. "Once Josepha and |, with some others, made up
afishing party and came here. We crossed by the twisted oak . . ."

Jonas looked at me as though | were mad, and for a moment | fdt that | was. | had ridden hunting
often before, but this was a charger | sat, and no hunter. My hands raised themsdves like spiders to
pluck out my eyes—and would have done so if the ragged men beside me had not struck them down
with his own hand, which was of stedl. "You are not the Chatdlaine Thedla" he said. "You are Severian,
a journeyman of the torturers, who was unfortunate enough to love her. See yoursdf!" He held up the
ded hand so that | could see a dranger's face, narrow, ugly, and bewildered, reflected in its
work-polished bam.

| remembered our tower then, the curved wdls of smooth, dark metd. "'l am Severian,” | said.

"Thet is correct. The Chatdaine Thedais dead.”



"YS?'

"The uhlan is dive now—you saw him. The Claw gave him life again. | lad it on his forehead, but
perhaps it was just that he saw it with his dead eyes. He sat up. He breathed and spoke to me, Jonas.”

"He was not dead.”
"You saw him," | said again.

"l am much older than you are. Older than you think. If there is one thing | have learned in so many
voyages, it is that the dead do not rise, nor the years turn back. What has been and is gone does not
come agan.”

Theclds face was before me 4ill, but it was blown by a dark wind until it fluttered and went out. |
sad, "If | had only used it, caled on the power of the Claw when we were at the banquet of the dead . .

"The uhlan had nearly suffocated, but was not quite dead. When | got the notules away from him he
was able to breathe, and after a time he regained consciousness. As for your Thecla, no power in the
universe could have restored her to life They must have dug her up while you were gill imprisoned in the
Citadd and stored her in an ice cave. Before we saw her, they had gutted her like a partridge and
roasted her flesh." He gripped my arm. "Severian, don't be afodl!"

At that moment | wanted only to perish. If the notule had reappeared, | would have embraced it.
What did appear, far down the path, was a white shape like that | had seen nearer the river. | tore mysdf
away from Jonas and gdloped toward it.

Chapter 14
THE ANTECHAMBER

There are beings—and artifacts—againgt which we batter our intdligence raw, and in the end make
peace with redlity only by saying, "It was an gpparition, athing of beauty and horror."

Somewhere among the swirling worlds | am so soon to explore, there lives a race like and yet unlike
the humen. They are no tdler than we. Their bodies are like ours save that they are perfect, and that the
standard to which they adhere iswhadlly dien to us. Like usthey have eyes, a nose, amouth; but they use
these features (which are, as | have said, perfect) to express emotions we have never fdt, so that for us
to see ther faces is to look upon some ancient and terrible aphabet of feding, a once supremdy
important and utterly unintdligible.

Such arace exigts, yet | did not encounter it there at the edge of the gardens of the House Absolute.
What | had seen moving among the trees, and what | nov—until | at last saw it dearly—flung mysdf
toward, was rather the giant image of such a being kindled to life. Its flesh was of white stone, and its
eyes had the smoothly rounded blindness (like sections cut from eggshells) we see in our own Statues. It
moved dowly, like one drugged or deeping, yet not ungeadily. It seemed sghtless, yet it gave the
impresson of awareness, however dow.

| have just paused to reread whet | have written of it, and | see that | have faled utterly to convey
the essence of the thing. Its spirit was that of sculpture. If some falen angd had overheard my
conversation with the green man, he might have contrived such an enigma to mock me. In its every
movement it carried the serenity and permanency of art and stone; | fdt that each gesture, each postion
of the head and limbs and torso, might be the last. Or that each might be repeated intermingbly, as the



poses of the gnomens of Vderias many-faceted did were repeated down the curving corridors of the
indants. My initid terror, after the white statue's strangeness had washed away my will toward desth,
was the indinctive one that it would do me hurt.

My second was that it would not attempt to. To be as frightened of something as | was of that Slert,
inhumen figure, and then to discover tha it meant no harm, would have been unbearably humiligting.
Forgetting for a moment the ruin it would bring her blade to dtrike that living stone, | drew Terminus Est
and reined in the black. The breeze itsdf seemed to pause as we stood there, the black hardly quivering,
mysdf with sword upraised, as dill dmost ourselves as statues. The red statue came toward us, its three
or four times life-sze face stlamped with inconceivable emation and its limbs wrapped in terrible and

perfect beautty.

| heard Jonas shout, and the sound of a blow. | had just time to see him on the ground grappling
with menintdl, crested hemets that vanished and reappeared even as | looked a them, when something
whizzed past my ear; another struck my wrist, and | found mysdf sruggling in a web of cords that
condgtricted like little boas. Someone seized my leg and pulled, and | fell.

When | had recovered enough to be aware of what was taking place, | had a wire noose about my
neck, and one of my captors was rummeging through my sabretache. | could see his hands clealy,
dating like brown sparrows. His face was visble too, an impassve mask that might have been
suspended above me on a conjuror's thread. Once or twice, as he moved, the extraordinary armor he
wore gleamed; then | saw it as one sees a cryda beaker immersed in clear water. It was reflective, |
think, burnished beyond any merdly human skill, so that its own materid was invisble and only the greens
and browns of the wood could be seen, twisted by the shapes of cuirass, gorget, and greaves.

Despite my protest that | was a member of the guild, the praetorian took dl the money | had (though
he left me Theclas brown book, my fragment of whetstone, ail and flannd, and the other miscellaneous
objects in my sabretache). Then he illfully drew off the cords that entangled me and thrugt them (as
nearly as | could tdl) into the amhole of his breastplate, though not before | had seen them. They
reminded me of the whip we used to cdl a "cat,” and were a bundle of thongs joined a one end and
weighted at the other; | have learned since that this weapon is called the achico.

My captor now lifted the wire noose until | stood. | was conscious, as | have been on severa smilar
occasons, tha we were in some sense playing a game. We were pretending that | was totdly in his
power, whenin fact | might have refused to rise until he had ether strangled me or cdled over some of
his comrades to carry me. | could have done severa other things as well—seized the wire and tried to
wrest it from him, struck himin the face. | might have escaped, been killed, been rendered unconscious,
or plunged into agony; but | could not actudly be forced to do as| did.

Atleast | knew it was agame, and | amiled as he sheathed Terminus Est and led me to where Jonas
stood.

Jonas sad, "Weve done no harm. Return my friend's sword and give us back our animds, and we
will go."

There was no reply. In slence two praetorians (four fluttering sparrows, as it seemed) caught our
dedtriers and led them away. How like us those animas were, waking patiently they knew not where,
their massive heads following thin strips of leather. Nine-tenths of life, so it ssemsto me, consgts of these
surrenders.

We were made to go with our captors out of the wood and onto a ralling meadow that soon
became alawn. The statue walked after us, and others of hiskind joined him until there were a dozen or
more, dl huge, dl different, and dl beautiful. | asked Jonas who the soldiers were and where they were
taking us, but he did not answer, and | was nearly throttled for my pains.



So far as | could tel, they were armored from head to foot, yet the perfect polish of the metd
imparted to it a seeming softness, an amogt liquid yidding, that was profoundly disturbing to the eye and
that permitted it to fade into sky and grass a a distance of a few paces. When we had waked hdf a
leegue across the sward, we entered a grove of flowering plums, and at once the crested hdms and
flaring pauldrons danced with pink and white,

There we struck a path that curved and curved again. Just as we were on the point of emerging from
the grove we hdted, and Jonas and | were pushed vidlently back. | heard the feet of the stony figures that
followed us grate on the grave as they too stopped short; one of the soldiers warned them off with what
seemed to me awordless cry. | peered through the blossoms aswdl as | could to see whét lay ahead.

Before us was awak much broader than the one we trod. It was, in fact, a garden path grown until
it had become a magnificent processona way. The pavement was of white stone, and marble balustrades
flanked it to ether sde. Down it marched a motley company. Most were on foot, but some rode beasts
of various sorts. One led a shaggy arctother; another perched upon the neck of a ground doth greener
then the lawns. No sooner had this group passed than other groups followed them. While they were dill
too far for me to distinguish ther faces, | noticed one in which the bowed head of a Sngle individua was
lifted above the rest by at least three cubits. A moment later | had recognized another as Dr. Tdos,
grutting dong with his chest thrown out and his head wel back.

My own dear Dorcas followed close behind him, looking more than ever like a forlorn child
wandered from some higher sphere. Huttering with vels and sparkling with bijoux under her parasol,
Jolenta rode a diminutive jennet Sidesaddie; and behind them dl, patiently wheding such properties as he
could not shoulder, lumbered he whom | had identified firdt, the giant, Baldanders. If it was panful for me
to see them pass without being able to cdl out, it must have been torment for Jonas. When Jolenta was
nearly opposite us, she turned her head. To me, a that moment, it seemed she mugt have winded his
desire, as anong the mourtains certain unclean spirits are said to be attracted by the odor of meet that
has been cast upon afire for them. No doubt it was redly only the flowering trees among which we stood
thet caught her atention. | heard the inhaaion of Jonas's bresth; but the firg syllable of her name was cut
short by the thud of the blow that followed, and he pitched at my feet. When | recdl that scene now, the
rattle of hismetd hand on the gravd of the path is as vivid as the perfume of the plum blossoms.

After dl the troupes of performers had gone, two pragtorians picked up poor Jonas and carried
him. They did it as eedly as they might have carried a child; but | at the time attributed that only to ther
grength. We crossed the road down which the performers had come and penetrated a hedge of roses
higher than a man, covered with immense white blossoms and filled with nesting birds. Beyond it lay the
gardens proper. If | should try to describe them, | should seem only to have borrowed the mad,
sammering el oquence of Hethor. Every hill and tree and flower seemed to have been arranged by some
magter inteligence (which | have since learned is that of Father Inire) to form a breathtaking vison. The
observer fedsthat heisat the center, that everything he sees has been directed toward the point at which
he stands, but after he has walked a hundred paces, or a league, he finds himsdf at the center ill; and
every vison seems to convey some incommunicable truth, like one of the unutterable ingghts granted
eremites.

S0 beautiful were these gardens that we had been in them for some time before | redized that no
towers were lifted above them. Only the birds and the clouds, and beyond them the old sun and the pae
gars, rose higher than their treetops, we might have been wandering through some divine wilderness.
Then we reached the crest of awave of land more lovey than any cobat wave of Uroboros's, and with
breathtaking suddenness a pit opened a our feet. | have cdled it a pit, but it was not at dl like the dark
abyss usudly associated with that word. Rather, it was a grotto filled with fountains and night flowers,
and dotted with people more brilliant than any flowers, people who loitered beside its waters and
gossiped among its shades.



At once, as though awal had collgpsed to let light into a tomb, many of the memoaries of the House
Absolute, mine by absorption now from the life of Thecla, coalesced, | understood something that had
been impliat in the doctor's play and in many of the stories Thecla had told me as well, though she had
never mentioned it directly: The whole of this great palace lay underground—or rather, its roofs and walls
were hegped with soil planted and landscaped, so that we had been waking dl this time over the seat of
the Autarch's power, which | had thought gill some distance away.

We did not go down into that grotto, which no doubt opened onto chambers quite unsuited to the
detention of prisoners, or into any of the next score or SO we passed. At last, however, we came upon
one far more grim, though no less beautiful. The stair by which we entered it had been carved to
resemble a naturd formation of dark rock, irregular and sometimes treacherous. Water dripped from
above, and ferns and dark ivy grew in the upper parts of this atifida Cavern, where alittle sunlight ill
found its way. In the lower regions, a thousand steps down, the wdls were studded with blind fung;
some of these were luminous, some strewed the ar with strange, mudy odors; some suggested fantagtic
phdllic fetishes.

In the center of this dark garden, supported by scaffolding and green with verdigris, hung a set of
gongs. It appeared to me that they were intended to be rung by the wind; yet it seemed impossible that
any wind should ever reach them. So | thought, a least, until one of the praetorians opened a heavy door
of bronze and worm-scarred wood in one of the dark stone wadls. Then a draft of cold, dry ar blew
through that doorway and set the gongs to swaying and dashing, so well tuned that their chiming seemed
the purposeful composition of some musician, whose thoughts were now in exile here.

In looking up at the gongs (which the pragtorians did not prevent me from doing) | saw the Statues,
forty at least, who had followed usdl the way across the gardens. They now rimmed the pit, motionless
a lagt, and looked down on us like a frieze of cenotaphs.

| had expected to be the only occupant of a smdl cel, | suppose because | unconscioudy
transferred the practices of our own oubliette to this unknown place. Nothing more different from the
actud arrangement could have been imagined. The entrance opened on no corridor of narrow doors, but
to a spacious and carpeted one with a second entrance opposite. Hadtarii with flaming spears stood as
sentries before this second set of doors. At a word from one of the praetorians, they svung them open;
beyond lay a vast, shadowy, bare room with a very low celing. Severad dozen persons, men and women
and a few children, were scattered in diverse parts of it—most angly, but some in couples or groups.
Families occupied acoves, and in some places screens of rags had been erected to provide privacy.

Into this we were thrust. Or rather, | was thrust and the unfortunate Jonas was thrown. | tried to
catich him as hefdl, and | at least prevented his head from griking the floor; as | did so, | heard the doors
dam shut behind me.

Chapter 15
FOOL'SFIRE

| was ringed by faces. Two women took Jonas from me, and promising to care for him carried him
away. The rest began to ply me with questions. What was my name? What clothes were those | wore?
Where had | come from? Did | know such a one, or such a one, or such aone? Had | ever been to this
town or that? Was | of the House Absolute? Of Nessus? From the east bank of Gyall or the west? What
quarter? Did the Autarch dill live? What of Father Inire? Who was archon in the city? How went the
war? Had | news of so-and-so, a commander? Of so-and-so, a trooper? Of so-and-so, a chiliarch?
Could | dng, recite, play an indrument? As may be imagined, in such a welter of inquiries | was able to
ansver dmogt none. When the firg flurry was spent, an old, gray-bearded man and a woman who



seemed dmogt equaly old slenced the others and drove them away. Their method, which would surey
have succeeded nowhere but here, was to clap each by the shoulder, point to the most remote part of the
room, and say diginctly, "Plenty of time" Gradudly the others fdl slent and walked to what seemed the
limitsof hearing, until at last the low room was as dill as it had been when the doors opened.

"I an Lomer," the old men said. He cleared histhroat noigly. "Thisis Nicarete."
| told im my name, and Jonass.

The old woman must have heard the concern in my voice. "Hewill be safe, rest assured. Those girls
will treat him as well as they can, in the hope tha hell soon be able to tak to them." She laughed, and
something in the way she threw back her well-shaped head told me she had once been beautiful.

I began to question them in my turn, but the old man interrupted me. "Come with us" he said, "to
our corner. Wewill be able to St at ease there, and | can offer you a cup of water."

As s00n as he pronounced the word, | redized that | was terribly thirsty. He led us behind the rag
screen nearest the doors and poured water for me from an earthenware jug into a delicate porcean cup.
There were cushions there, and alittle table not more than a span high.

"Quedtion for question,” he said. "That's the old rule. We have told you our names and you have told
usyours, and so we begin again. Why were you taken?' | explained that | did not know, unless it were
merdy for violaing the grounds.

Lomer nodded. His skin was of that pale color peculiar to those who never see the sun; with his
graggling beard and uneven teeth, he would have been repulsive in any other setting; but he belonged
here as much as the hdf-obliterated tiles of the floor did. "I am here by the mdice of the Chadane
Leocadia. | was seneschd to her rivd the Chatedlaine Nympha, and when she brought me here to the
House Absolute with her in order that we might review the accounts of the estate while she attended the
rites of the philomath Phocas, the Chatelaine Leocadia entrapped me by the ad of Sancha, who—"

The old woman, Nicarete, interrupted him. "Look!" she exdamed. "He knows her." And so | did.
A chamber of pink and ivory had risen in my mind, a room of which two wadls were clear glass
exquidtey framed. Fires burned there on marble hearths, dimmed by the sunbeams sreaming through the
glass but filling the room with a dry heat and the odor of sandalwood. An old woman wrapped in many
shawls sat in a chair that was like a throne; a decanter of cut crystal and severa brown phids stood on an
inlad table at her side.

"An dderly woman with a hooked nose" | said. "The Dowager of Fors."

"You do know her then." Lomer's head nodded dowly, as though it were answering the question put
by its own mouth. "You are the fird in many years."

"Let us say thet | remember her.”

"Yes" The old man nodded. "They say she is dead now. But in my day she was a fine, hedthy
young woman. The Chatelaine Leocadia persuaded her to it, then caused usto be discovered, as Sancha
knew she would. She was but fourteen, and no crime was charged to her. We had done nothing in any
case; she had only begun to undress me"

| said, "You mus have been quite a young man yoursdf.”
He did not answer, so Nicarete replied for him. "He was twenty-eight.”
"Andyou," | asked. "Why are you here?"

"l am avolunteer."



| looked at her in some surprise.

"Someone mugt make amends for the evil of Urth, or the New Sun will never come. And someone
mud cdl attention to this place and the others like it. | am of an armiger family that may yet remember
me, and S0 the guards must be careful of me, and of dl the others while | remain here.”

"Do you mean that you can leave, and will not?"

"No," she said, and shook her head. Her hair was white, but she wore it flowing about her shoulders
as young women do. "I will leave, but only on my own terms, which are that dl those who have been
here s0 long that they have forgotten their crimes be st free as wdl."

I remembered the kitchen knife | had stolen for Thecla, and the ribbon of crimson that had crept
from under the door of her cdl in our oubliette, and | said, "Is it true that prisoners redly forget ther
crimes here?'

Lomer looked up at that. "Unfair! Question for question—that's the rule, the old rule. We dill keep
the old rules here. We're the lagt of the old crop, Nicarete and me, but while we lagt, the old rules 4ill
gtand. Question for question. Have you friends who may drive for your release?’

Dorcas would, surely, if she knew where | was. Dr. Tdos was as unpredictable as the figures seen
in clouds, and for that very reason might seek to have me freed, though he had no red motive for doing
s0. Most importantly, perhaps, | was Vodauss messenger, and Vodaus had at least one agent in the
House Absolute—him to whom | was supposed to ddiver his message. | had tried to cast away the sed
twice while Jonas and | were riding north, but had found thet 1 could not; the azabo, it seemed, had lad
yet another spell upon my mind. Now | was glad of that.

"Have you friends? Relations? If you have, you may be able to do something for the rest of us”

"Friends, possibly,” | said. "They may try to help meif they ever learn what has happened to me. Is
it likey they may succeed?"

In that way we talked for a long time if | were to write it dl here, there would be no end to this
higory. In that room, there is nathing to do but talk and play a few smple games, and the prisoners do
those things until dl the savor has gone out of them, and they are I€ft like grigle a garving man has
chewed dl day. In many respects, these prisoners are better off than the clients beneath our own tower;
by day they have no fear of pain, and none is done. But because mogt of them have been there so long,
and few of our dients had been long confirmed, ours were, for the most part, filled with hope, while those
inthe House Absolute are despairing.

After what mugt have been ten watches or more, the glowing lampsin the caling began to fade, and
| told Lomer and Nicarete | could remain awake no longer. They led me to a spot far from the door,
where it was very dark, and explained that it would be mine until one of the other prisoners died and |
succeeded to a better position.

Asthey I€ft, | heard Nicarete say, "Will they come tonight?' Lomer made some reply, but | could
not say what that reply was, and | was too faigued to ask. My feet told me there was a thin pdlet on the
floor; | sat down and had begun to stretch mysdf full-length when my hand touched aliving body.

Jonass voice said, "You needn't jerk back. It's only me"

"Why didn't you say something? | saw you waking about, but | couldn't break away from the two
old people. Why didn't you come over?'

"I didn't say anything because | was thinking. And | didn't come over because | couldn't break away
from the women who had me, a firg. Afterward, those people couldn't break away from me. Severian, |
mug escape from here”



"Everyone wants to, | suppose,” | told him. "Certainly | do."

"But | mugt." His thin, hard hand—his left hand of flesh—gripped mine. "If | don't, | will kill mysdf
or lose my reason. I've been your friend, haven't 17" His voice dropped to the faintest of whispers. "Will
thetdismanyou carry . . . the bluegem . . . set us free? | know the praetorians didn't find it; | watched
while they searched you."

" don't want to take it out,” | said. "It gleams 0 in the dark.”

"Il turn one of these mats on its Sde and hold it to shield us"" | waited until | could fed the palet in
position, then drew out the Claw. Itslight was so faint | might have shaded it with my hand.

"Isit dying?" Jonas asked.

"No, it's often like this. But when it is active—when it transmuted the water in our carafe and when it
awed the man-apes—it shines brightly. If it can procure our escape at dl, | don't believe it will do so

"We mud take it to the door. It might spring the lock." His voice was shaking.

"Later, when the others are dl adeep. I'll free them if we can get free oursdves, but if the door
doesn't open—and | don't think it will—I don't want them to know | have the Claw. Now tdl me why
you must escape a once.”

"While you were taking to the old people | was being questioned by a whole family," Jonas began.
"There were severd old women, a man of about fifty, another about thirty, three other women, and a
flock of children. They had carried me to ther own little niche in the wdl, you see, and the other
prisoners couldn't come there unless they were invited, which they weren't. | expected that they'd ask me
about friends on the outside, or palitics, or the fighting in the mountains. Instead | seemed to be only a
kind of amusement for them. They wanted to hear about the river, and where | had been, and how many
people dressed the way | did. And the food outsde—there were a great many questions about food,
some of them quiite ludicrous. Had | ever seen butchering? And did the animds plead for their lives? And
wasiit true that the ones who make sugar carried poisoned swords and would fight to defend it?"

"They had never seen bees, and seemed to think they were about the Sze of rabbits.”

"After atime | began to ask questions of my own and found that none of them, not even the oldest
womean, had ever been free. Men and women are put into this room dike, it seems, and in the course of
nature they produce children. And though some are taken away, most reman here throughout therr lives.
They have no possessions and no hope of release. Actudly, they don't know wha freedom is, and
dthough the older man and one girl told me serioudy that they would like to go outside, | don't think they
meant to stay. The old women are seventh-generation prisoners, so they said—but one let it dip that her
mother had been a seventh-generation prisoner aswel.”

"They are remarkable people in some respects. Externdly they have been shaped completely by this
place where they have spent dl their lives. Y et beneath that are . . " Jonas paused, and | could fed the
dlence pressing in dl about us. "Family memories, | suppose you could cdl them. Traditions from the
outsde world that have been handed down to them, generation to generation, from the origind prisoners
from whom they are descended. They don't know what some of the words mean any longer, but they
ding to the traditions, to the stories, because those are dl they have; the stories and their names™ He fdl
dlent. | had thrust the tiny spark of the Claw back into my boot, and we were in perfect darkness. His
labored breathing was like the pumping of the bellows at a forge.

"I asked them the name of the firg prisoner, the most remote from whom they counted their descent.
It was Kimleesoong . . . Have you heard that name?' | told him | had not.



"Or anything like it? Suppose it were three words."

"No, nothing like that," | said. "Mogt of the people | have known have had one-word names like
you, unless a part of the name was a title, or a nickname of some sort that had been attached to it
because there were too many Bolcans or Altos or whatever."

"Y ou told me once that you thought | had an unusua name. Kim Lee Soong would have been avery
common kind of name when | was . . . a boy. A common name in places now sunk beneeth the sea.
Have you ever heard of my ship, Severian? She was the Fortunate Cloud.”

"A gambling ship? No, but—"

My eye was caught by a gleam of greenish light so faint thet even in that darkness it was scarcely
vigble. At once there came amurmur of voices echoing and reechoing throughout the wide low, crooked
room. | heard Jonas scrambling to hisfeet. | did the same, but | was no sooner up than | was blinded by
aflash of blue fire. The pain was as severe as | have ever fdt; it seemed as though my face were being
torn away. | would have fdlenif it had not been for the wal. Somewhere farther off the blue fire flashed
agan, and awomean cried out.

Jonas was curang—at least, the tone of his voice told me he was cursing, though the words came in
tongues unknown to me. | heard his boots on the floor. There was another flash, and | recognized the
lightning—like sparks | had seen the day Master Gurloes, Roche, and | administered the revolutionary to
Thecla. No doubt Jonas screamed as | had, but by that time there was such bedlam | could not
diginguish his voice.

The greenish light grew stronger, and while | watched, dill more than hdf parayzed with pain and

wracked by as much fear as | can recal ever having experienced, it gathered itsdf into a monstrous face
that glared a me with saucer eyes, then quickly faded to mere dark.

All this was more terrifying than my pen could ever convey, though | were to dave over this part of
my account forever. It was the fear of blindness aswdl as of pain, but we were dl, for dl that mattered,
dready blind. There was no light, and we could make none. There was not one of us who could light a
candle or so much as drike fire to tinder. All around that cavernous room, voices screamed, wept, and
prayed. Over thewild din | heard the clear laughter of a young woman; then it was gone.

Chapter 16
JONAS

I hungered then for light as a starving men for mesat, and at last | risked the Claw. Perhaps | should
say that it risked me; it seemed | had no control of the hand that did into my boot-top and grasped it.

At once the pain faded, and there came a rush of azure light. The hubbub redoubled as the other
wretched inhabitants of the place, seeing that radiance, feared some new terror was to be thrust among
them. | pushed the gem down into my boot once more, and when its light was no longer visble began to
grope for Jonas.

He was not unconscious, as | had supposed, but lay writhing, some twenty steps from where we
hed rested. | carried him back (finding him agtonishingly light) and when | had covered us both with my
cloak touched his forehead with the Claw. In a short time he was stting up. | told him to rest, tha
whatever it was that had been in the prison chamber with us was gone.

He stirred and muttered, "We must get power to the compressors before the air goes bad.”
"Itsdl rignt,” | told him. "Everything isdl right, Jonas" | despised mysdf for it, but | was taking to



hm asif he were the youngest of apprentices, just as, years before, Master Marubius had spoken to me.

Something hard and cold touched my wrist, moving as if it were dive. | grasped it, and it was
Jonas's ged hand; after a moment | redized he had been trying to clasp my own hand with it. "l fed
weight!" His voice was growing louder. "It must be only the lights" He turned, and | heard his hand ring
and scrape as it struck the wall. He began taking to himsdf in a nasal, monosyllabic language | did not
understand.

Greatly daring, | drew out the Claw again and touched him with it once more. It was as dull asit had
been when we had firgt examined it that evening, and Jonas became no better; but in time | was adle to
cadm him. At lagt, long after the remainder of the room had grown quiet, we lay down to deep.

When | woke, the dm lamps were burning again, though | somehow fdt that it was yet night
outside, or at least no more than earliest morning.

Jonas lay beside me, ill adleep. There was along tear in histunic, and | saw where the blue fire had
branded him. Recaling the man-ape's severed hand, | made certain no one was obsarving us and began
to trace the burn with the Claw. It sparkled in the light much more brightly than it had the evening before;
and though the black scar did not vanish, it seemed narrower, and the flesh to ether sde less inflamed.
To reach the lower end of the wound, | lifted the cloth a trifle. When | thrugt in my hand, | heard a faint
note; the gem had struck metd. Drawing back the cloth more, | saw that my friend's skin ended as
abruptly as grass does where a large stone lies, giving way to shining slver. My firg thought was that it
was armor; but soon | saw that it was not. Rather, it was metd standing in the place of flesh, just as metd
stood in the place of his right hand. How far it continued | could not see, and | was &fraid to touch his
legs for fear of waking him.

Concedling the Claw again, | rose. And because | wanted to be done and think for a few moments,
| walked away from Jonas and into the center of the room. It had been a strange enough place the day
before, when everyone was awake and active. Now it seemed stranger 4ill, a ragged blot of a room,
frayed with odd corners and crushed under its lowering celing. Hoping that exercise would set my mind
inmation (as it often does), | decided to pace off the room's length and width, treading softly so as not to
wake the deepers.

| had not gone forty paces when | saw an object that seemed completdly out of place in that
collection of ragged people and filthy canvas palets. It was a woman's scarf woven of some rich, smooth
materid the color of a peach. There is no describing the scent of it, which was not that of any fruit or
flower that grows on Urth, but was very lovely.

| was falding this beautiful thing to put in my sabretache when | heard a child's voice say, "It's bad
luck. Terrible luck. Don't you know?'

Looking around, then down, | saw a little gifl with a pae face and sparkling midnight eyes that
seemed too large for it; and | asked, "What's bad luck, Migress?’

"Kegping findings. They come back for them later. Why do you wear those black clothes?!

"They're fuligin, the hue that is darker than black. Hold out your hand and I'll show you. Now, do
you see how it seems to disappear when | trail the edge of my cloak across it?"

Her little head, which smdll though it was seemed much too big for the shoulders below it, nodded
solemnly. "Burying people wear black. Do you bury people? When the navigator was buried there were
black wagons and people in black clothes waking. Have you ever seen a burying like that?"

| crouched to look more eedly into the solemn face. "No one wears fuligin clothes at funerds,
Migress, for fear they might be mistaken for members of my guild, which would be a dander of the
dead—in most cases. Now hereisthe scarf. See how pretty it is? Isit what you cdl afinding?'



She nodded. "The whips leave them, and what you ought to do is push them out through the space
under the doors. Because they'll come and take their things back.” Her eyes were no longer on mine. She
was looking at the scar that ran across my right cheek.

| touched it. "These are the whips? The ones who do this? Who are they? | saw a green face.”
"Sodid I." Her laughter held the notes of little bells. "I thought it was going to eat me"
"You don't sound frightened now."

"Mama says the things you see in the dark don't mean anything—they're different dmost every time.
It's the whips that hurt, and she held me behind her, between her and the wadl. Your friend is waking up.

Why are you looking so funny?'
(I recaled laughing with other people; three were young men, two were women of about my own

age. Guibert handed me a scourge with a heavy handle and a lash of braided copper. Ldlian was
preparing the firebird, which he would twirl on along cord.)

"Severian!" It was Jonas, and | hurried over. "I'm glad you're here" he said when | was squatting
besdehim.”l . . . thought you'd gone away.”

"I could hardly do that, remember?’

"Yes" he sad. "l remember now. Do you know whet this place is cdled, Severian? They told me
yesterday. It's the antechamber. | see you aready knew."

"No."
"You nodded.”

"I recalled the name when you pronounced it, and | knew it was the right one. | . . . Thecla was
here, | think. She never considered it a strange place for a prison, | suppose because it was the only one
she had seen before she was taken to our tower, but | find | do. Individud cdls, or a leest severd
Separate rooms, seem more practical to me. Perhaps I'm only prejudiced.”

Jonas pulled himsdf up until he was stting with his back to the wall. His face had gone pale under
the brown, and it shone with perspiration as he said, "Can't you imagine how this place came to be?
Look around you."

| did s0, seeing no more than | had seen before: the sprawling room with its dim lamps,

"This used to be a suite—severd suites, probably. The wadls have been torn away, and a uniform
floor lad over dl the old ones. I'm sure that's what we used to cdl a drop calling. If you were to lift one
of those panels, you'd see the origind structure above it."

| stood and tried; but though the tips of my fingers brushed the rectangular panes, | was not tdl
enough to exert much force on them. The little girl, who had been watching us from a distance of ten
paces or s0, and ligening, | fed sure, to every word, said, "Hold me up and I'll do it."

Sheran toward us. | lifted her and found that with my hands around her waist | could eesily raise her
over my head. For a few seconds her amdl arms sruggled with the square of celing above her. Then it
went up, showering dust. Beyond it | saw a network of dender metd bars, and through them a vaulted
adling with many moldings and a flaking painting of clouds and birds. The girl's arms weakened, the pand
sunk again, with more dust, and my view was cut off. When she was safdly down, | turned back to
Jonas. "Y ouTe right. There was an old calling above this one, for aroom much smdler than this. How did
you know?"'

"Because | talked to those people. Yesterday." He raised his hands, the hand of sted as wel as the



hand of flesh, and appeared to rub his face with both. "Send thet child away, will you?"

| told thelittle girl to go to her mother, though | suspect she only crossed the room, then made her
way back aong the wal until she was within earshot of us.

"I fed asif | were waking up," Jonas said. "l think | said yesterday that | was afraid | would go mad.
| think perhaps I'm going sane, and thet is as bad or worse" He had been dtting on the canvas pad
where we had dept. Now he dumped againg thewadl just as | have Snce seen a corpse st with its back
toatree.

"l used to read, aboard ship. Once | read a history. | don't suppose you know anything about it. So
many chiliads have elapsed here”

| said, "I suppose not.”

"So different from this, but so much like it too. Queer little customs and usages . . . some that
weren't o little. Strange inditutions. | asked the ship and she gave me another book."

He was dill perspiring, and | thought his mind was wandering. | used the square of flannd | carried
to wipe my sword blade to dry his forehead.

"Hereditary rulers and hereditary subordinates, and dl sorts of strange officids. Lancers with long,
white mudtaches.” For an indant the ghost of his old humorous amile appeared. "The White Knight is
diding down the poker. He balances very badly, as the King's notebook told him."

There was a disturbance at the farther end of the room. Prisoners who had been deeping, or taking
quily in smal groups, were rigng and walking toward it. Jonas seemed to assume that | would go as
wall, and gripped my shoulder with his left hand; it felt as weak as a woman's. "None of it began s0."
There was a sudden intensity in his quavering voice. "Severian, the king was elected a the Marchfidd.
Counts were appointed by the kings. That was what they cdled the dark ages. A baron was only a
freeman of Lombardy."

Thelittlegirl | had lifted to the celling appeared as if from nowhere and cdled to us, "Therée's food.
Aren't you coming?' and | stood up and said, "I'll get us something. It might make you fed better.”

"It became ingrained. It dl endured too long." As| waked toward the crowd, | heard hm say, "The
people didn't know."

Prisoners were waking back with amdl loaves cradled in one am. By the time | reached the
doorway the crowd had thinned, and | was able to see that the doors were open. Beyond it, in the
corridor, an attendant in a miter of starched white gauze watched over a siver cart. The prisoners were
actudly leaving the antechamber to circle around this man. | followed them, feding for a moment that |
hed been st free.

Theilluson was dispelled soon enough. Hadtarii stood &t either end of the corridor to bar it, and two
more crossed their weapons before the door leading to the Wdl of Green Chimes.

Someone touched my am, and | turned to see the white-haired Nicarete. "You mudst get
something,” she said. "If not for yoursef, then for your friend. They never bring enough.”

I nodded, and by reaching over the heads of severd persons | was able to pick up a par of sticky
loaves. "How often do they feed us?'

"Twice aday. You came yesterday just after the second med. Everyone tries not to take too much,
but there is never quite enough.”

"These are padtries,” | said. Thetips of my fingers were coated with sugar icdng flavored with lemon,
mace, and turmeric.



The old woman nodded, "They dways are, though they vary from day to day. That slver biggin
holds coffee, and there are cups on the lower tier of the cart. Most of the people confined here dont like
it and don't drink it. | imagine afew don't even know about it."

All the pastries were gone now, and the lagt of the prisoners, save for Nicarete and me, had drifted
back into the low-celinged room. | took a cup from the lower tier and filled it. The coffee was very
grong and hot and black, and thickly sweetened with what seemed to me thyme honey.

"Aren't you going to drink it?"
"I'm going to carry it back to Jonas. Will they object if | take the cup?’
"I doubt it," Nicarete said, but as she spoke she jerked her head toward the soldiers.

They had advanced their spears to the postion of guard, and the fires at the spearheads burned
more brightly. With her | stepped back into the antechamber, and the doors swung closed behind us.

I reminded Nicarete that she had told me the day before that she was here by her will, and asked if
she knew why the prisoners were fed on pastries and southern coffee.

"You know yoursdf," she said. "I hear it in your voice."
"No. It'sonly that | think Jonas knows."

"Perhgps he does. It is because this prison is not supposed to be a prison at dl. Long ago—I
believe before the reign of Y mar—it was the custom for the Autarch himsdf to judge anyone accused of
acrime committed within the precincts of the House Absolute. Perhaps the autarchs fdt that by hearing
such cases they would be made aware of plots againgt them. Or perhapsit was only that they hoped that
by deding judly with those in thar immediate circle they might shame hatred and disasm jedousy.
Important cases were dedt with quickly, but the offendersin less serious ones were sent here to wait—"

The doors, which had closed such a short time ago, were opening again. A little, ragged,
gap-toothed man was pushed ingde. He fdl sprawling, then picked himsdf up and threw himsdf at my
feet. It was Hethor.

Jud as they had when Jonas and | had come, the prisoners svarmed around him, lifting him up and
shouting questions. Nicarete, soon joined by Lomer, forced them away and asked Hethor to identify
himsdf. He clutched his cap (reminding me of the morning when he had found me camping on the grass
by Ctesiphon's Cross) and said, "I am the dave of my magter, far-traveled, m-m-map-worn Hethor am |,
dust-choked and doubly deserted,” looking a me dl the while with bright, deranged eyes, like one of the
Chatdlaine Ldids hairless rats, rats that ran in circles and bit their own tals when one clapped one's
hands.

| was s0 disgusted by the sght of him, and so concerned about Jonas, that | Ieft at once and went
back to the spot where we had dept. The image of a sheking, gray-fleshed rat was ill vivid as | sat
down; then, as though it had itsdf recdled that it was no more than an image purloined from the dead
recollections of Thecla, it flicked out of existence like Domninas fish.

"Something wrong?' Jonas asked. He appeared to be aftrifle stronger.
"I'm troubled by thoughts.”
"A bad thing for a torturer, but I'm glad of the company.”

| put the sweet loaves in his lap and set the cup by his hand. "City coffee—no pepper init. Is that
the way you like it?'

He nodded, picked up the cup, and sipped. "Arent you having any?'



"I drank mine there. Eat the bread; it's very good.”

He took a hit of one of the loaves. "I have to tak to somebody, o it has to be you even though
youll think I'm a mongter when I'm done. You're a mongter too, do you know thet, friend Severian? A
mongter because you take for your profession what most people only do as a hobby.”

"Youre patched with metd,” | said. "Not just your hand. I've known that for some time, friend
mongter Jonas. Now eat your bread and drink your coffee. | think it will be another eght watches or so
before they feed us again."

"We crashed. It had been s0 long, on Urth, that there was no port when we returned, no dock.
Afterward my hand was gone, and my face. My shipmates repaired me as wdl as they could, but there
were no parts anymore, only biologicd materid.” With the steel hand | had dways thought scarcely more
than a hook, he picked up the hand of muscle and bone as a man might lift a bit of filth to cast it away.

"You're feverish. The whip hurt you, but youll recover and well get out and find Jolenta.”

Jonas nodded. "Do you remember how, when we neared the end of the Piteous Gate, in dl that
confuson, she turned her head so that the sun shone on one cheek?' | told him | did.

"I have never loved before, never in dl the time Snce our crew scattered.”
"If you can't eat anything more, you ought to rest now."

"Severian." He gripped my shoulder as he had before, but this time with his sted hand; it fet as
drong as avise. "You mug talk to me. | cannot bear the confuson of my own thoughts.”

For some time | spoke of whatever came into my head, without receiving any reply. Then |
remembered Thecla, who had often been oppressed in much the same way, and how | had read to her.
Teking out her brown book, | opened it a random.

Chapter 17
THE TALE OF THE STUDENT AND HISSON

Part |
The Redoubt of the Magicians

Once, upon the margin of the unpastured sea, there stood a city of pale towers. In it dwelt the wise.
Now that dty had both lawv and curse. The law was this That for dl who dwelt there, life held but two
paths. they might rise among the wise and walk clad with hoods of myriad colors, or they mugt leave the
aty and go into the friendless world.

Now one there was who had studied long dl the magic known in the city, which was mogt of the
magic known in the world. And he grew near the time a which he must choose his path. In high summer,
when flowers with ydlow and careless heads thrust even from the dark walls overlooking the sea, he
went to one of the wise who had shaded his face with myriad colors for longer than most could
remember, and for long had taught the student whose time was come. And he said to him: "How may
|—even | who know nothing—have a place among the wise of the city? For | wish to study spdls that
are not sacred dl my days, and not go into the friendless world to dig and carry for bread.”

Then the old men laughed and said, "Do you recdl how, when you were hardly more than a boy, |
taught you the art by which we flesh sons from dream suff? How sillful you were in those days,
aurpassing dl the othersl Go now, and flesh such a son, and | will show it to the hooded ones, and you



will be aswe."

But the sudent said: "Another season. Let pass another season, and | will do everything you
advie"

Autumn came, and the sycamores of the city of pale towers, that were sheltered from the sea winds
by its high wall, dropped leaves like the gold manufactured by their owners. And the wild sdt geese
streamed among the pale towers, and after them the ossfrage and the lammergeyer. Then the old men
sent agan for m who had been his student, and sad: "Now, surely, you musgt flesh for yoursdf a
creation of dream as | have ingtructed you. For the others among the hooded ones grow impatient. Save
for us, you are the edest in the city, and it may be that if you do not act now they will turn you out by
winter."

But the student answered: "I must study further, that | may achieve what | seek. Can you not for one
season protect me?' And the old man who had taught him thought of the beauty of the trees that had for
0 many years delighted his eyes like the white limbs of women.

At length the golden autumn wore away, and Winter came gaking into the land from his frozen
capitd, where the sun rolls dong the edge of the world like a trumpery gilded bal and the fires that flow
between the stars and Urth kindle the sky. His touch turned the waves to sted, and the city of the
meagidans welcomed him, hanging banners of ice from its balconies and hegping its roofs with glaces of
snow. The old man summoned his student again, and the student answered as before.

Spring came and with it gladness to dl nature, but at spring the city was hung with black; and hatred,
and the loathing of one's own powers—that egts like aworm a the heart—fell on the magicians. For the
dty had but one law and one curse, and though the law hed sway dl the year, the curse ruled the oring.
In soring, the most beautiful maidens of the city, the daughters of the magicians, were clothed in green;
and while the soft winds of spring teased their golden hair, they walked unshod through the portal of the
aty, and down the narrow path that led to the quay, and boarded the black-sailed ship that waited them.
And because of their golden hair, and their gowns of green faille, and because it seemed to the magicians
thet they were reaped like grain, they were cdled Corn Maidens.

When the man who had long been the student of the old man but was yet unhooded heard the dirges
and laments, and looking from hiswindow saw the maidensfiling by, he set asde dl his books and began
to draw such figures as no man had ever seen, and to write in many languages, as his master had taught
him aforetime.

Part |1
The Fleshing of theHero

Day dfter day he labored. When the fird light came at the window, his pen had been a drudge
dready many hours, and when the moon tangled her crooked back among the pae towers, his lamp
shone bright. At firg it seemed to him that dl the skill his master had taught him of old had deserted him,
for from the firg light to the moonlight he was aone in his chambers save for the moth thet fluttered
sometimes to show theindgniaof Degth at his undaunted candle flame. Then there crept into his dreams,
when sometimes he nodded over the table, another; and he, knowing who tha other was, welcomed him,
though the dreams were flegting and soon forgotten.

He labored on, and that which he strove to create gathered about him as smoke collects about the
new fud thrown upon afire dmogt dead. At times (and particularly when he worked early or late, and
when having at long lagt lad aside dl the implements of his art, he stretched himsdf at length upon the
narrow bed provided for those who had not yet earned the many-colored hood) he heard the step,



awaysin another room, of the man he hoped to cdl into life. In time these manifestations, origindly rare,
and, indeed, at fird limited dmog entirdy to those nights when thunder rumbled among the pae towers,
became common, and there were unmidakable Sgns of the other's presence: a book he had not
unshelved in decades lying beside a chair; windows and doors tha unlocked, as it seemed, of
themsdves, an ancient dfange, for years past an ornament hardly more deadly than a trompe l'ocell
picture, found cleansed of its patina, gleaming and newly sharp.

One golden afternoon, when the wind played the innocent games of childhood with the fresh-fledged
sycamores, there came a knock at the door of his sudy. Not daring to turn or express even the smdlest
part of what he fdt by his voice, or even to desist from his work, he cdled: "Enter."

As doors open a midnight though no living thing stirs, the door began, a thread's width a a time, to
swing back. Yet asit moved it seemed to gether strength, so that when it was open (as he judged by the
sound) enough that a hand might have been thrust into the room, it seemed that the playful breeze had
come in by the window to push life into its wooden heart. And when it was open, as he judged agan,
wider ill, so much so that a diffident heot might have entered with a tray, it seemed a very sea sorm
saized it and flung it back againg the wall. Then he heard strides behind him—quick and resolute—and a
voice respectful and youthful, yet deep with a deanly manhood, addressed him, ssying: "Father, | litile
like to vex you when you are deep in your art. But my heart is sordly troubled and has been so these
severd days, and | beg you by the love you have for me to suffer my intruson and counsd me in my
difficulties"

Then the student dared turn himsdf where he sat, and he saw standing before him a youth haughty of
port, wide of shoulder, and mighty of thew. Command was in his firm mouth, knowing wit in his bright
eyes, and courage indl his face. Upon his brow sat that crown that is invisble to every eye, but can be
seen even by the blind; the crown beyond price that draws brave men to a paadin, and makes weak men
brave. Then the student said: "My son, have no fear of disurbing me, now or ever, for there is nothing
under Heaven that | should rather see than your face. What isit that troubles you?'

"Father,” the young man said, "every night for many nights my deep has been rent with the screams
of women, and often | have seen, like a green serpent cdled by the notes of a pipe, a column of green
dip down the diff below our dity to the quay. And sometimes it is vouchsafed me in my dream to go
near, and then | see that dl who walk in that column are fair women, and that they weep and scream and
dagger as they walk, so that | might think them a fidd of young grain beaten by a moaning wind. What is
the meaning of this dream?”

"My son," said the student, "the time has come when | must tel you whet | have concedled from you
until now, fearing that in the rashness of your youth you might dare too much before the time was ripe.
Know that this city is oppressed by an ogre, who each year demands of it its fairest daughters, even as
you have seen in your dream.”

At this the young man's eyes flashed, and he demanded: "Who is this ogre, and what form has he,
and where does he dwd|?'

"His name no man knows, for no man can approach near enough. His form is that of a naviscaput,
which is to say that to men he appears a ship having upon its deck—which is in truth his shoulders—a
sangle castle, which is his head, and in the castle a Sngle eye. But his body swims in the deep waters with
the skate and the shark, with arms longer than the most lofty masts and legs like pilings that reach even to
the floor of the sea. His harbor is an ide to the west, where a channd with many a twis and bend,
dividing and redividing, reaches far inland. It ison thiside, so my lore teaches me, that the Corn Maidens
are made to dwedl; and there he rides a anchor in the midst of them, turning his eye ever to left and right
to watch themin thelr despair.”



Part 111
The Encounter with the Princess

Then the young men fared forth and gathered to him other young men of the city of the magicians to
be his crew, and from those who wore the colored hoods he obtained a stout ship, and dl that summer
he and the young men he had gathered to him armored her, and mounted on her sdes the mightiest
atillery, and a hundred times practiced the meking of sall, and the reefing of sal, and the firing of the
guns, until she answered as a blooded mare does to the rein. For the pity they fdt for the Corn Maidens,
they chrisiened her Land of Virgins.

At last, when the golden leaves fdl from the sycamores (even as the gold manufactured by magicians
fdls at last from the hands of men), and the gray sdt geese streamed among the pae towers of the aty
with the lammergeyer and the ossifrage screaming after them, the youths set sail. Much befel them on the
whde road to the ide of the ogre that has no place here; but at the end of those adventures the lookouts
saw before them a country of tawny hills dotted with green; and even as they shaded ther eyesto see it,
the green grew greater, and greeter ill. Then the young man whom the student had fleshed from dreams
knew thet it was indeed the ide of the ogre, and tha the Corn Maidens were hastening to the shore for
the 9ght of hissall.

Then were the great guns readied, and the flags of the dty of the magidans, thet are dl of ydlow and
black, were hung in the rigging. Near they came and nearer, until fearing to run aground they put about
and beat dong the coast. The Corn Madens fallowed them, and following attracted more of thar
gsterhood until they covered dl the land like grain indeed. But the young man did not forget what he had
been told: that the ogre lived among the Corn Maidens.

After ahdf day's saling, they rounded a point and saw that the coast fdl away as a deep channd
that did not end, but wound its way among the low hills of the country until it was logt to sght. At the
entrance to this channd stood a caotte of white marble surrounded by gardens, and here the young man
ordered his companions to cast anchor, and went ashore.

He had no more than set foot on the soil of the ide than there came to meet him a womean of greet
beauty, swart of skin, black of har, and luminous of eye. He bowed before her, saying: "Princess or
Queen, | seethat you are not of the Corn Maidens. Their robes are green; yours is sable. Yet were you
to wear a dress of green, | should know you dill, for your eyes sorrow not, and the light thet isin them is
not of Urth."

"You speak truly," the princess said. "For | am Noctua, the daughter of the Night, and the daughter
too of him whom you have come to day.”

"Then we cannot be friends, Noctua," said the young man. "But let us not be enemies”” For though
he did not know why, being of the Suff of dreams he was drawn to her; and she, whose eyes hdd
darlight, to him.

At this the princess spread her hands and declared: "Know that my father took my mother by force,
and here holds me againg my wishes where | would soon go mad were it not that she comes to me a
each day's end. If you do not see sorrow inmy eyes, it is only because it lies upon my heart. That | may
be free, | shdl willingly counsdl you how you may engage my father and triumph.”

All the young men of the ity of the magicians grew quiet and gathered to ligen to her.

"Hrd you must understand that the waterways of thiside turn and turn again, in such away that they
can never be charted. You can by no means use sal as you wander them, but mugt kindle your furnaces
ere you go farther.”

"I have no fear of that," said the young man fleshed from dreams. "Hdf a forest was lad waste to fill



our bins, and those great whedls you see shdl walk these waters with the tread of giants.”

At that the princess trembled and said: "Oh, speak not of giants, for you know not what you say.
Many ships have come as you have, urtil the cozy bottoms of dl these measureless channds are white
with skulls. For it is the cusom of my father to alow them to wander anong the idets and draits until
ther fud is spent—however much it may be—and then, coming upon them by night when he can see
them by the glow of ther dying fires and they not see him, day them.”

Then the heart of the young man fleshed from dreams was troubled, and he sad: "We will seek him
aswe are sworn, but is there no way in which we may escape the fate of those others?'

At this the princess took pity on him, for dl who have the suff of dreams about them seem fair in
some degree a least to the daughters of Night, and he fairest of dl. Thus she sad: "To find my father
before your lagt tick is burned, you need only search out the darkest water, for wherever he passes his
great body raises afoul mud, and by observing it you may discover him. But each day you must begin the
search a dawn, and & noon desist; for otherwise you may come upon him by twilight, and it will go evilly
with you."

"For this counsd | would have given my life" said the young man, and dl his companions who had
come ashore with him raised a cheer. "For now we will surdly overcome the ogre.”

At this the solemn face of the princess became more sober yet, and she sad: "No, not surely, for he
isa dread antagonist in any sea fight. But | know a stratagem that may aid you. You have said that you
came wdl supplied. Have you tar to patch your ship, should she leek?"

"Many barrels," said the young man.

"Then when you fight, see that the wind blows from yoursdf to him. And when the fight is
hottest—which will not be long after you have joined—have your men cast tar into your furnaces. |
cannot promise thet it will give you the victory, but it will aid you gregtly.”

At this dl the young men thanked her most extravagantly, and the Corn Maidens, who had stood
gwly by while the young men fleshed from dreams and the daughter of Night spoke, raised such a cheer
as madens raise, a cheer not strong, but filled with joy.

Then the young men made ready to depart, kindling the firesin the great furnaces amidships until the
white specter was born that drives good ships ahead no matter what wind may blow. And the princess
watched them from the strand and gave them her blessing.

But just as the great whedls began to turn, so dowly at fird that they appeared scarcely to move,
she cdled the young man fleshed from dreams to the raling, saying: "It may be that you shdl find my
father. Should you find him, it may be that you shall defeat him, laying low even such prowess as his. Yet
even S0, you may be sorely vexed to find your way to the sea once more, for the channds of this ide are
most wondroudy wrought. Yet there is a way. From my father's right hand you mug flay the tip of the
fird finger. There you will see a thousand tangled lines. Be not discouraged, but study it dosdy; for it is
the map he followed in webbing the waterways, that he himsdf might dways have it by him."

Part IV
The Battle with the Ogre

Inland they turned their bow, and even as the princess had foretold, the channd they followed soon
divided, and divided again, until there were a thousand forking channds and ten thousand idets. When
the shadow of the mainmagt was no larger than a hat, the young men fleshed from dreams gave orders
thet the anchors be cast, and the fires banked, and there, for a long afternoon, they waited, alling the



guns, and readying the powder, and preparing dl that might be needful in the hardest-fought battle.

At length Night came, and they saw her griding from idet to idet with her bats about her shoulders
and her dire wolves dogging her steps. No more than an easy carronade shot from their anchorage she
seemed, yet they dl observed that she passed not before Hesperus or even Sirius, but they before her.
For amoment only she turned her face toward them, and none could be certain what her look conveyed.
But dl of them wondered if indeed the ogre had taken her without her will as her daughter had said; and
if so, if she had not logt the resentment she might be imagined to have felt.

With the fird light, the trumpet sounded from the quarterdeck and the banked fires were fed new
fud; but as the dawn breeze stood fair for the channd they held, the young men ordered dl plain sal set
before the great wheds were ready to take thar fird step. And when the white specter wakened, the
ship pressed forward at double speed.

For many leagues that channd ran, not straight, but near enough that there was no need to furl the
sls or even put about. A hundred others crossed it, and at each they studied the water; but each was
tranducent as cryda. To tdl the strange sights they beheld on the idets they passed would require a
dozen taes as long as this—women stem—grown like flowers overhung the ship, and in kissng them
sought to smear their faces with the powder from ther cheeks, men to whom wine had brought death
long before lay by springs of wine and drank dill, too stupefied to know ther lives were past; beasts that
would be omens to future times, with twisted limbs and fur of colors never seen, waited the nearer
approach of battles, earthquakes, and the murders of kings.

At lagt the youth who stood fird mate to the young man fleshed from dreams approached him where
he waited near the steersman, saying: "Far we have traveled on this channd adready, and the sun, that had
not shown his face when we bent our sals, gpproaches his zenith. Following it, we have crossed a
thousand others, and none has shone a trace of the ogre. May it not be that it is an unlucky course we
take? Would naot it be wiser to turn aside soon and try another?”

Then the young man answered: "Even now we pass a channd to starboard. Look down, and tdl me
if its waters are more soiled than our own.”

The youth did as he was bid, and sad: "Nay, clearer.”
"Soon now, another opens to port. To what depth can you see?!

The youth waited until the ship stood opposite the channd of which the young man spoke, and then
he answered: "To the utmodt. | see the wreck of a ship of long time past, many a fathom down.”

"And can you see S0 far in this channd we sall now?"

Then the youth looked at the waters they cleaved, and they were become as ink; and the very
gplatters that flew from the laboring whedls might have been rooks and ravens. At once understanding
came to him, and he shouted to dl the others to stand by the guns, for he could not tdl them to make
ready, who had made ready so long before.

Aheed lay an idet higher than most, crowned with tal and somber trees;, and here the channd bent
gently, so that the wind, that had been dead astern, was a the quarter. The steersman shifted his grip on
the whed, and the watch payed out certain sheets and tightened others, and the ship's prow came around
the quick curve of the diff, and there before them lay a long hull of narrow beam, with a sngle castle of
iron amidships and a sngle gun larger than any they carried thrudting from its one embrasure.

Then the young man fleshed from dreams opened hislips to shout to the bow-chaser crews that they
should fire. Before the words could be spoken, the great gun of ther enemy roared, and its sound was
not as thunder or as any other sound familiar to the ears of men; but rather, it seemed that they had stood
inatal tower of stone, and it had fdlen dl around them in a moment. And the ball of that shot struck the



breech of the firg gun of their starboard battery, and driking it broke it to pieces and shattered itdf as
wadll, so that the fragments of the breaking of both scattered through the ship like dark leaves before a
great wind, and many died thereby.

Then the steersman, waiting no order, swung the ship about until her port battery bore, and the guns
fired each by the will of the man that pointed it, as wolves howl a the moon. And their shots flew about
the angle castle of the enemy to ether Sde, and some struck it so that it tolled kndlls for those who had
perished a moment before, and some struck the water before the hull that bore it, and some struck the
deck (which was of iron also) and at that contact fled shrieking into the sky.

Then the Sngle gun of their enemy spoke again.

And s0 it continued, in moments that seemed whole years of time. At last the young man bethought
him of the advice of the princess, the daughter of Night; but though the wind blew strong, it was hardly
more than astern of his ship, and if he were to hift until it blew from him to his enemy (as the princess
hed counsded) for many moments no gun would bear but the bow chasers, and then when a battery
might be brought to bear, it would be the starboard, of which one gun was destroyed and so many men
dead.

But it came to him in that moment that they fought as a hundred others had fought, and that these
hundred others were dl dead, their ships sunk and their bones scattered among the myriad channels that
whorled and tangled the face of the ide of the ogre. Then he gave his order to the steersman; but none
answered, for he was dead, and the whed he had hdd, hedd him. So seeing, the young man fleshed from
dreams took the spokes in his own hands and presented to their enemy the ship's narrow bow. Then it
was seen how the three sgters favor the bold, for the next shot from their enemy, that might have raked
her from gem to stern, went to port by the length of an oar. And the next, to starboard by the width of a
boat.

Now their enemy, who had stood fast before, neither seeking to fly nor to close, swung about.
Seaing that he would escape them if he could, the crew raised a great shout as though aready they had
won the victory. But marvelous to see, the single castle, which dl had until then believed fixed, svung
about the other way, so that its great gun, that was greater than any of their own, sill bore.

A moment later and its bl had struck them amidships, dashing a gun of the starboard battery from
its truck as a drunken man might fling an infant from its cradle and sending it skittering across the deck
and smashing everything in its path. Then the guns of the battery—those that remained—spoke dl in a
chorus of fire and iron. And because the distance was now less than hdf what it had been (or perhaps
only because their enemy, having shown fear, had weskened the fabric of his being), therr shot no longer
struck his castle with an empty danging, but with a cracking as though the bell that will tall the end of the
world were bresking; and ragged flaws sprang to life on the oiled blackness of the iron.

Then the young man shouted into the gosport to those who had remained fathfully in the engine
room feeding the furnaces with tree-wrack, tdling them to cast tar into the flames as the princess had
counsdled them. At firgt he feared that dl there were dead, then that the order was not understood in the
din of battle. But a shadow fdl upon the sun-brightened water that stretched between their enemy and
himsdf, and he looked upward.

In ancient times, so it is said, a tattered child, the daughter of a fisherman, found on the sand a
stoppered flask, and by bresking the sed and drawing forth the cork became queen from ice to ice. Just
0, it seemed, an dementd being, strong with the strength of the forging of creation, debouched from the
tdl smokestacks of thar ship, tumbling over himsdf in dark joy and growing with a rush, as the wind
comes.

And the wind came indeed, and it seized him with its uncounted hands and bore hm as a s0lid mass



down upon ther enemy. Even when nothing more could be seen—neither the long, dark hull with its deck
af iron, nor the sngle guns whose mouth had spoken words to doom them—they wasted no moment, but
fdl to their guns and fired into the blackness. And from time to time they heard the gun of thair enemy
aso firing; but no flash did they see, and where those shots struck they could not say.

It may be they have struck nothing yet, and dill circle round the world seeking ther target.

They fired until the barrels shone like ingots newly come from the crucible. Then the smoke that had
poured forth so long diminished, and those below shouted by the gosport that dl the tar was consumed,
and the young man fleshed from dreams ordered that firing cease, and the men who had worked the guns
fdl upon the deck like so many corpses, too exhausted even to beg water.

The black cloud melted. Not as fog mdts in the sun, but as an army srong to evil dissolves before
repeated charges, giving here, subbornly standing there, dill mustering a wisp of skirmishers when it
seemsdl has given way.

In vain then they searched the new-polished waves for their enemy. Nothing could they see not his
hul, nor his castle, nor his gun, nor any plank or spar. Sowly, so cautioudy it might have been thought
they feared an unseen foe, they advanced to the very spot where he had lan a anchor, noting the
shattered trees and furrowed ground of the idet beyond, where ther shot had spent its energies. When
they were over the point a which that long iron hull had lain, the young man fleshed from dreams ordered
the great whedls reversed, and a last halted, so that they rested as quidtly as their opponent had. Then he
strode to the ral and looked down; but with such an expresson that no one, not even the mog brave,
dared to look at him.

When he lifted his eyes a lagt, his face was set and grim, and with no word to any man he took
himsdf to his cabin and barred the door. Then the youth that was second to him ordered the ship put
about, that they might return to the white calotte of the princess, and he ordered aso that wounds be
bandaged, and pumps set in motion, and such repairs as could be made begun. But the dead he kept
with them, that they might be buried on the high sea.

PartV
The Death of the Student

It may be tha the channd was not so straight as they believed. Or that they had lost their bearings in
the fight, without being aware thereof. Or that the channds twisted (as some dleged) like worms in a
litch, when no eye was upon them. Whatever the truth might be, dl day they steamed—for the wind had
died avay—and by the last light saw only that they cruised among idets unknown.

All night they lay to. When morning came, the youth caled to him such others as he fdt might offer
the mogt vauable counsd; but none of them could suggest anything save cdling upon the young man
fleshed from dreams (which they were loath to do) or pressing onward until they reached open waters or
the cdotte of the princess.

Thet they did dl day, driving to hold a Sraight course, but winding againg their will among the many
turnings of the channels. And when night came again, their position was no better than before.

But on the morning of the third day, the young men fleshed from dreams came out of his cabin and
began to walk up and down the decks as he was wont to do, examining such repairs as they had made to
their damage and asking those wounded who by the pain of their wounds were awake early how they
fared. Then the youth and those who had advised him came to him, and they explained dl that they had
done and asked how they might find the sea again, that they might bury the dead and return to thar
homesin the city of the magicians.



At this he looked up into the very vault of the firmament. And some thought he prayed, and some
that he sought to restrain the anger he fdt againg them, and some only that he hoped to gain ingpiraion
there. But so long did he stare that they waxed afraid, even as they had when he had peered into the
water, and one or two began to creep away. Then he sad to them: "Behold! Do you not see the sea
birds? From every corner of the sky they stream. Follow them.”

Until morning was nearly done, they followed the birds insofar as the winding channds permitted.
And a last they saw them wheding and diving a the water ahead, so their white wings and ebon heads
seemed a cloud low-hung in their course, a cloud fair without but thunderous within. Then the young man
fleshed from dreams told them to load a carronade with powder only, and to fire it; and at the crash of
the gun dl those sea birds rose mewing and crying. And where they had been, the crew saw a great
piece of carrion floating, which seemed to them to have been a beast of the land, for it had, as they
thought, a head and legs four. But it was greater than many eephants.

When they were near, the young men ordered the boat put into the water, and when he dimbed
aboard they saw that he had thrust into his belt a great afange whose blade caught the sun. For atime he
labored over the carrion, and when he returned he carried a chart, the largest any of them had seen,
drawn upon untanned hide.

By dark they reached the calotte of the princess. All waited on board while her mother vidted her;
but when that terrible woman was gone, dl who could wak went ashore, and the Corn Maidens
crowded about them, a hundred to each youth, and the young man fleshed from dreams took the
daughter of Night into his arms and led them dl in dances. None of them ever forgot that night.

The dew found them beneath the trees of the princess garden, half-smothered in flowers. For atime
they dept so, but when afternoon threw backward the shadows of thar masts they were awake. Then
the princess bade farewd| to the ide and swore that though she might vist every country over which her
mother strode, she never would return there; and the Corn Maidens swore likewise. Too many of them
there were, perhaps, for the ship to hold; yet it hed them, so that dl the decks were green with ther
gowns and gold with ther hair. Many adventures they had in making their way back to the city of the
magicians. This tale might tell how they cast thair dead into the sea with prayers, yet afterward saw them
inthe rigging by night; or how certain of the Corn Maidens wed those princes who, having spent years so
long enchanted thet they are loath to leave that life (and have in that time learned much of gramary), build
palaces on lily pads and are ssldom seen by men.

But dl those things have no place here. Be it sufficient to say that as they neared the diff a whose
top stands the dty of the magicians, the student who had fleshed the young man from dreams stood on
the battlements, weatching for them over the sea. And when he beheld ther dark salls, smutted by the
burning tar that had blinded their enemy, he believed them blackened in mourning for the young man, and
he threw himsaf down, and so perished. For no man liveslong when his dreams are dead.

Chapter 18
MIRRORS

As | read this idle tde | looked at Jonas from time to time, but | never saw the least flicker of
expresson on his face, though he did not deep. When it was complete, | said, "I'm not certain |
understand why the student at once assumed his son was dead when he saw the black sails. The ship the
ogre sent had black sails, but it came only once a year, and had dready come.”

"l know," Jonas said. His voice hdd a flatness | had not heard before.

"Do you mean you know the answers to those questions?”'



He did not reply, and for atime we sat in Slence, | with the brown book (so ingstently evocative of
Theda and the evenings we had shared) dill held open by a forefinger, he with his back to the cold wal
of the prison room, and his hands, one of meta, one of flesh, lying to ether sde as though he had
forgotten them.

At last agmdl voice ventured to say, "That must be a redly old story." It was the little gil who had
lifted the celling tile for me.

| was s0 concerned for Jonas that for a moment | was angry a her for interrupting us, but Jonas
muttered, "Yes, itisavery old story, and the hero had told the king, his father, that if he falled he would
return to Athens with black sals”" | am not sure what that remark meant, and it may have been ddirium;
but snce it was dmogt the last thing | heard Jonas say, | fed | should record it here, as | have transcribed
the wonder-tale that prompted it.

For atime both the gifl and | endeavored to persuade him to speak again. He would not, and & last
we desisted. | spent the remainder of the day gtting beside him, and after a watch or so Hethor (whose
grdl store of wit—as | supposed—had soon been exhausted by the prisoners) came to join us. | had a
word with Lomer and Nicarete, and they arranged that his deeping place should be on the opposite Sde
of the room.

Whatever we may say, dl of us suffer from disturbed deep at times Some in truth hardly deep,
though some who deep copioudy swear that they do not. Some are disquieted by incessant dreams, and
afortunate few are vidted often by dreams of ddightful character. Some will say they were a one time
troubled in degping but have "recovered” from it, as though awareness were a disease, as perhapsit is.

My own case is that | usudly deep without memorable dreams (though | sometimes have them, as
the reader who has gone this far with me will know) and seldom wake before morning. But on this night
my deep was o different from its usud nature that | have sometimes wondered if it should be caled
deep a dl. Perhaps it was some other state posing as deep, as dzabos, when they have eaten of men,
pose as men.

If it was the result of natural causes, | attribute it to a combination of unfortunate circumstances. |,
who had dl my life been accustomed to hard work and violent exercise, had for that day been confined
without either. The tde from the brown book had affected my imaginaion—which was dill more
dimulated by the book itsdf and its associations with Thecla, and by the knowledge that | was now
within the walls of the House Absolute itsdf, of which | had heard her speak so often. Possbly most
important, my thoughts were oppressed by worry for Jonas, and by the feding (which had been growing
on me dl day) that this place was the end of my journey; that | would never reach Thrax; that | would
never rgoin poor Dorcas, that | would never restore the Claw, or even rid mysdf of it; that in fact the
Increate, whom the owner of the Claw had served, had decreed that | who had seen so many prisoners
die should end my own life as one.

| dept, if it may be caled deep, only for a moment. | had the sensation of fdling; a spasm, the
indinctive diffening of a victim cast from a high window, wrenched dl my limbs When | sat up, | could
see nothing but darkness. | heard Jonas's breathing, and my fingers told me he was dill stting as | had left
him, his back propped by thewadl. | lay down and dept again.

Or rather, | tried to deep, and passed into that vegue state that is neither degping nor waking. At
other times | have found it pleassant, but it was not so now—I was conscious of the need for deep, and
conscious that | was not deeping. Yet | was not "conscious' in the usud meaning of that term. | heard
fant voices in the inn yard, and fdt, somehow, that soon the bdls of the campanile would chime, and it
would be day. My limbs jerked again, and | sat up. For amoment | imegined | had seen a flash of green
fire, but there was nothing. | had covered mysdf with my cloak; | threw it off, and in the indant it took to
do s0 remembered that | was in the antechamber of the House Absolute, and that | had left the inn of



Sdtusfar behind, though Jonas lay beside me 4ill, on his back, his good hand behind his head. The pde
blur I saw was the white of hisright eye, though the sghing of his breath was that of one who dept. | was
dill too much adeep mysdf to wish to talk, and | had a presentiment that he would not answer me in any
case.

Lying down again, | surrendered mysdf to my irritation a being unable to deep. | thought of the
herd driven through Sdltus and counted them from memory: one hundred and thirty-seven. Then there
were the soldiers who had come snging up from Gyoall. The innkeeper had asked me how many there
were and | had guessed a afigure, but | had never counted them until now. He might, or might not, have
been a spy.

Master Pdaemon, who had taught us so much, had never taught us how to Segp—no apprentice
hed ever needed to learn that after a day of errands and scrubbing and kitchen work. We had rioted
each night for haf a watch in our quarters, then dept like the ditizens of the necropalis until he came to
wake us to polishing floors and emptying dops.

There is a rack of knives over the table where Brother Aybert dices meat. One, two, three, four,
five 9x, saven knives, dl with plainer blades than Master Gurloess. One with a rivet missng from its
handle. One with a handle allittle burned because Brother Aybert had once lad it on the Sove.. . .

| was wide-awake again, or thought | was, and | did not know why. Beside me Drotte dumbered
undisturbed. | closed my eyes once more and tried to deep as he did.

Three hundred and ninety steps from the ground to our dormitory. How many more to the room
where the guns throbbed at the top of the tower? One, two, three, four, five, Sx guns. One, two, three
levds of cdlsin usein the oubliette. One, two, three, four, five, X, seven, eght wings on each leve.
One, two, three, four, five, SX, seven, éght, nine, ten, eeven, tweve, thirteen, fourteen, fifteen, Sxteen,
seventeen cdlsin each wing. One, two, three bars on the little window of my cell's door.

I woke with a start and a sensation of cold, but the sound that had disturbed me was only the
damming of one of the hatches far down the corridor. Beside me, my boy lover, Severian, lay in the easy
deep of youth. | sat up thinking | would light my candle and look for a moment at the fresh coloring of
thet chisded face. Each time he returned to me, he carried a speck of freedom glowing on thet face. Each
time | took it and blew upon it, and hdd it to my breast, and each time it pined and died; yet sometime it
would not, and then insteed of snking deeper under this load of earth and metd, | would rise through
meta and earth to the wind and the sky.

Or so0 | told mysdif. If it was not true, dill the only joy remaining to me was to gether in that speck.

But when | groped for the candle it was gone, and my eyes and my ears and the very skin of my
face told me that my cdl itsdf had vanished with it. There was dim light here—very dim, but not the light
from the candle of the torturer in the corridor, the light that filtered through the three bars of my cdl's
hatch. Faint echoes proclamed that | was in an area larger than a hundred such cdls, my cheeks and
forehead, which had worn themselves away in Sgnaling the nearness of my walls, confirmed it.

| stood and smoothed my gown, and began to wak dmogt as a somnambuligt might . . . One, two,
three, four, five, Sx, seven dtrides, then the odor of close-kept bodies and confined air told me where |
was. It was the antechamber! | fdt a wrench of didocation. Had the Autarch ordered me carried here
while | dept? Would the others spare ther lashes when they saw me? The door! The door!

My confuson was so greet | nearly fdl, borne down by the jumble of my mind. | wrung my hands,
but the hands | wrung were not my own. My right hand fdt a hand too large and too strong, and at the
same ingant my left hand fdt asmilar hand.

Thecla fdl from me like a dream. Or | should say, dwindled to nothing, and in dwindling vanished



within me until | was mysalf again, and nearly adone. Yet | had caught it. The location of the door, the
secret door through which the young exultants came by night with their energized lashes of braided wire,
was dill in my memory. With everything else | have seen or thought. | could escape tomorrow. Or now.

"Please," a voice beside me said, "where did the lady go?'

It was the child again, the little girl with the dark hair and the Saring eyes. | asked her if she had seen
awoman.

Shetook my hand in her own tiny one. "Yes, atdl lady, and I'm scared. There's a horrible thing in
the dark. Did it find her?'

"You're not afrad of horrible things, remember? Y ou laughed at the green face."

"Thisis different, a black thing that snuffles in the dark." There was red terror in her voice, and the
hand that held mine shook.

"Whet did the lady look like?"

"l don't know. | could only see her because she was darker than the shadows, but | could tel she
was alady by the way she walked. When | came to see who it was, there was nobody here but you.”

"l undergtand,” | told her, "though | doubt that you ever will. Now you must return to your mother
and go to deep.”

"It's coming dong the wall,” she said. Then she released my hand and vanished, but | am sure she
did not do as | told her. Instead, she mugt have followed Jonas and me, for | have glimpsed her twice
gnce | returned here to the House Absolute, where no doubt she exists on stolen food. (It is possible she
used to return to the antechamber to eat, but | have ordered tha dl the people confined there are to be
freed, eveniif it is necessary—as | think it will be—to drive mogt of them forth at pike point. | have dso
ordered that Nicarete be brought to me, and when | was writing of our capture, a moment ago, my
chamberlain entered to say she waited my pleasure.)

Jonas lay as | had Ieft him, and again | saw the whites of his eyes in the dark. "You sad it was
necessary to go if you were to remain sane,” | told him. "Come. The sender of the notules, whoever that
may be, has lad his hands upon another weapon. | have found the way out, and we are going now."

He did not move, and at last | had to take him by the am and lift im up. Many of those parts of
hm that were metd mus have been forged from those white dloys that deceive the hand by ther
lightness, for it was like lifting a boy; but the metd parts, and hisflesh as well, had been wetted with some
thin dime. My foot found the samefilthy dampness on the floor nearby and on the wal itsdf. Whatever it
was the child had warned me of had come and gone while | spoke with her, and it had not been for
Jonas that it had searched.

The door by which the tormentors entered was not far from our degping place, in the center of the
rearmost wall of the antechamber. It was unlocked by a word of power, as such ancient things dmost
dways are. | whispered, and we passed through the hidden portal and left it Sanding open, poor Jonas
driding beside me like a thing whally metd.

A narow darway, festooned with the webs of pae spiders and carpeted with dust, led by
circuitous turnings downward. That much | recaled, but beyond the gair | could remember nathing.

Whatever might come, the dtde ar tasted of freedom, so that merdy to breathe it was pleasure.
Worried though | was, | could have laughed doud.

Secret doors opened a many landings, but there seemed a chance and more than a chance that we
might encounter someone as soon as we entered one, and the stair seemed deserted. Before | was seen



by any resident of the House Absolute, | wished to be as far from the antechamber as possible.

We had descended perhaps a hundred steps when we reached a door painted with a crimson
teratoid 9gn that appeared to me to be a glyph from some tongue beyond the shores of Urth. At that
moment | heard a tread upon the stair. There was nether knob nor latch, but | threw mysdf againg the
door, and after an initid resstance it flew open. Jonas followed me; it shut behind us so quickly that it
seemed it should have made a great noise, though there was none.

The chamber beyond the door was dim, but the light grew brighter when he had entered. After | had
mede certain there was no one present but oursalves, | made use of this light to examine him. His face
was dill fixed, asit had been when he sat with the wall of the antechamber at his back, yet it was not the
lifdess thing | had feared. It was the face, dmogt, of a man about to wake, and tears had left moig
furrows down his cheeks.

"Do you know me?' | asked, and he nodded without speaking. "Jonas, | mugt recover Terminus
ES, if I can. I'verun like any coward, but now that I've had a chance to think, | see | must go back for
her. My letter to the archon of Thrax is in her scabbard pocket, and | couldn't bear to part with her
anyway. But if you want to try to escape this place, I'll understand. Y ou're not bound to me™"

He did not appear to have heard. "I know where we are," he said, and raised one arm diffly to point
toward something | had taken to be afolding screen.

| was ddlighted to hear his voice, and largdy in the hope that he would speak again, | asked,
"Where are we, then?'

"On Urth," he answered, and strode across the room to the folded pandls. Thar backs were set
with clustered diamonds, as | now saw, and enameed with such twisted 9gns as had been on the door.
Y e these Sgns were no stranger than the actions of my friend Jonas when he threw the panels open. The
rigidity | had remarked in him only a moment before was gone—yet he had not returned to his old sf.

It was then that | knew. We have dl watched someone who has lost one hand (as he had) and
replaced it with a hook or some other atificid contrivance perform some task that involves both his red
hand and the atifiad one. So it was with Jonas when | watched him pull back the panels;, but the
prosthetic hand was the hand of flesh. When | understood that, | understood what he had said much
edlier: that in the wreck of his ship his face had been destroyed.

| said, "The eyes . . . They could not replace your eyes. Is that right? And so they gave you that
face. Was he killed too?'

He looked about a me in a way that told me he had forgotten | was present. "He was on the
ground," he said. "We killed him by accident, coming in. | needed his eyes and larynx, and | took some
other parts.”

"That was why you were able to tolerate me, a torturer. You are amechine”

"You are no worse than the rest of your kind. Remember that for years before | met you, | had
become one of you. Now | am worse than you. Y ou would not have left me, but | am leaving you. Now
| have the chance, and it is the chance | sought for years as | went up and down the seven continents of
this world seeking the Hierodules and tinkering with dumsy mechaniams.”

| thought of dl that had happened since | had carried the knife to Thecla; and though | did not follow
evaything he had said, | told him, "If it is your only chance, then go, and good luck. If | ever see Jolenta,
| will tell her you once loved her, and nothing more.”

Jonas shook his head. "Don't you understand? | will come back for her when | have been repaired.
When | am sane and whole"



Then he stepped into the cirde of panels, and a brilliant light kindled in the ar above his head.

How foolish to cdl them mirrors. They are to mirrors as the envdoping firmament is to a child's
baloon. They reflect light indeed; but that, | think, isno part of their true function. They reflect redlity, the
metaphysica substance that underlies the materid world.

Jonas closed the circle and moved to its center. For perhaps the time of the briefest prayer,
something of wires and flashing, metdlic dust danced above the tops of the pands before dl was gone
and | was done.

Chapter 19
CLOSETS

| was done, and | had not been truly alone since | had entered his room in the tumbledown dity inn
and seen Baldanders's broad shoulders above the blankets. There had been Dr. Taos, then Agia, then
Dorcas, then Jonas. The disease of memory gained upon me, and | saw the sharp slhouette of Dorcas,
the giant, and the others as | had seen them when Jonas and | were being led through the plum grove.
There had been men with animas as wdl and performers of other kinds, dl of them no doubt going to
that part of the grounds where (as Theda had often told me) the outdoor entertainments were held.

| began to search the room with some vague hope of finding my sword. It was not there, and it
sruck me tha there was probably some repository near the antechamber where the goods of the
prisoners were kept—most likely on the same level. The gair | had come down would only lead me into
the antechamber itsdlf again; the exit from the room of the mirrors took me only to another room, one in
which curious objects were stored. Eventudly | found a door that opened onto a dark and quiet corridor,
carpeted and hung with paintings. | put on my mask and drew my cloak about me, thinking that though
the guards who had saized usin the wood had not seemed to know of the existence of the guild, those |
might encounter in the hdls of the House Absolute itsdf might not be so ignorant.

Inthe event, | was never chalenged. A man in rich and elaborate dothing drew aside, and severd
lovely women stared at me curioudy; | fet Theclas memories dirring a the Sght of their faces. At lagt |
found another stair—not narrow and secretive like the one that had taken Jonas and me to the chamber
of mirrors, but a broad, open flight of wide steps.

| ascended some distance, reconnoitered the corridor there until | was certain | was dill lower than
the antechamber, then began to dimb again when | saw a young womean hurrying down the gair toward
me.

Our eyes met.

In that moment, | fed sure, she was as conscious as | that we had exchanged glances thus before. In
memory | heard her say again, "My dearest sdter,” in that cooing voice, and the heart-shaped face
gorang into place. It was not Thea, the consort of Vodaus, but the woman who looked like her (and no
doubt borrowed her name) whom | had passed on the dar in the House Azure—she descending and |
dimbing, just as we were now. Harlots then, as wdl as entertainers, had been summoned for whatever
fete was being organized.

Almog purely by chance, | discovered the levd of the antechamber. | had no sooner left the Sair
then | redized | was ganding dmost precisely where the hedtarii had stood while Nicarete and | talked
beside the glver cart. This was the point of grestest danger, and | was careful to wak dowly. The wal
on my right held a dozen or more doors, each framed in carved woodwork, and each (as | saw when |
stopped to examine them) spiked to its frame and seded with the varnish of years. On my |eft, the only
door was the great one of worm-gnawed oak through which the soldiers had dragged Jonas and me.



Opposite it was the entrance to the antechamber, and beyond that stretched another row of spiked doors
like the fird, at the end of which was another dair. It appeared tha the antechamber had grown to
occupy dl of thislevd of thiswing of the House Absolute.

If there had been anyone in sght, | would not have dared to pause; but since the corridor was
empty, | ventured to lean for a moment againgt the newd post of the second gtair. While two soldiers had
guarded me, a third had carried Terminus E<t. It was reasonable to suppose that as Jonas and | were
being put through the doorway of the antechamber, this third man would have taken the firs few steps a
least toward wherever it was that such captured wegpons were kept. But | could remember nothing; the
soldier had dropped behind when we descended the steps of the grotto, and | had not seen him again. It
was possible, even, that he had not come in with us.

In desperation, | returned to the worm-gnawed door and opened it. The musty odor of the wdl
entered the corridor a once, and | heard the song of the green gongs begin. Outside, the world was
plunged in night. Save for the corpse candles of the fungi, the rugged walls were invisble, and only a
carcde of stars overhead showed where the wdl dropped into the earth.

| closed the door; no sooner had it grated shut than | heard the sound of footsteps on the stair up
which | mysdf had come. There was no place to hide, and if | had darted for the second gair | would
have had little chance of reaching it before | was seen. Rather than attempt to duck out through the heavy
oak door and close it once more, | decided to reman where | was.

The newcomer was a plump man of fifty or so dressed in livery. Even down the length of the
corridor, | saw hisface pae at the Sght of me. He came hurrying toward me, however, and when he was
dill twenty or thirty paces off he began to bow, saying, "Can | help you, your honor? | am Odilo, the
steward here. You, | can see, are on amisson of some confidenceto . . . Father Inire?’

"Yes" | said. "But firg | mugt require my sword of you."
| had hoped that he had seen Terminus Est and would produce her for me, but he looked blank.

"I was escorted here earlier. At that time | was told that | would have to surrender my sword, but
thet it would be restored to me before Father Inire required meto useit.”

Thelittle man was shaking his head. "I assure you, in my position | would have been informed if any
of the other servants—"

"I was told this by a praetorian,” | said.

"Ah, | ought to have known. They've been everywhere, answvering to no one. We have an escaped
prisoner, your honor, as | suppose you've heard."

"No."

"A man caled Beuzec. They say he's not dangerous, but he and another fdlow were found lurking in
an arbor. This Beuzec made a dash for it before they locked him up, and got away. They say theyll take
him soon; | don't know. I'll tdl you, I've lived in our House Absolute dl my life, and it has some strange
corners—some very strange corners.”

"Possbly my sword isin one of them. Will you look?"

He took a hdf step back, asthough | had raised my hand to him. "Oh, | will, Your Honor, 1 will. |
was only trying to make a bit of conversation. It's probably down here. If youll just fdlow me. . ."

We waked toward the other gair, and | saw that in my hasty search | had overlooked one door, a
narrow one beneeth the gtaircase. It was painted white, so that it was dmog of the same shade as the
sone.



The steward produced a heavy ring of keys and opened this door. The triangular room insde was
much larger than | would have guessed, reaching far back benegath the steps and boadting a sort of loft,
accessble by a shaky ladder, toward the rear. Its lamp was of the same type as those | had noticed in
the antechamber, but dimmer.

"Do you see it?" the steward asked. "Wait, there's a candle about here somewhere, | think. That
one light's not much use, the shelves throw such heavy shadows.”

| was examining the shelves as he spoke. They were piled with dothing, with here and there a pair
of shoes, a pocket fork, a pen case, a pommander bdl. "When | was just a lad mysdf, the kitchen boys
used to pick the lock and come in here to rummeage about. | put a stop to that—got a good lock—but
I'm afraid the best things disappeared long ago.”

"What isthis place?"

"A closet for petitioners, origindly. Coats, hats, and boots—you know. Those places dways fill up
with the things the lucky ones forget to take with them when they go, and then this wing has aways been
Father Inirés, and | suppose there's dways been some that came to see him that never came back out,
aswd| as the ones that come out what never camein.” He paused and glanced around. "'l had to give the
soldiers keys to keep them from kicking down the doors when they were searching for this Beuzec, o |
suppose they might have put your sword in here. If they didnt, they probably took it up to their
guardroom. Thiswouldnt be it, | don't imagine?' From a corner he drew out an ancient spadone.

"Hardly."

"It seems to be the only sword here, I'm afraid. | can give you directions for getting to the
guardroom. Or | can wake up one of the pages to go and ask, if you like"

The ladder to the loft was shaky, but | scrambled up it after borrowing the steward's candle. Though
it seemed exceedingly improbable that the soldier had put Terminus Et there, | wanted a few moments
to think over the courses of action open to me.

As| dimbed | heard a dight noise from above that | supposed was the scurrying of some rodent;
but when | thrust my head and the candle above the leve of the loft's floor, | saw the smdl man who had
been with Hethor on the road kneding in an attitude of intense supplication. That was Beuzec, of course;
| had failed to recdl the name until | saw him.

"Anything up there, your honor?'
"Rags Rats."

"Jud as | thought,” the steward said as | stepped from the last rung. "I should have a look mysdf
sometime, but one isnt anxious to dimb a thing like that & my age. Would you like to go to the
guardroom yoursdf, or shdl | rouse one of the boys?'

"Il go."

He nodded sagacioudy. "That's best, | think. They might not hand it over to a page, or even admit
they had it. You're in the Hypogeum Apotropaic now, as | suppose you know. If you don't want to be
stopped by the patrols, you had better go indoors, so the best plan would be to go up this Sairway we're
ganding under for three flights then left. Follow the gdlery around for about a thousand paces until you
come to the hypethrd. With it dark out you might missit, so keep an eye open for the plants. Turn right in
there and go another two hundred paces. There's dways a sentry & the door."

I thanked him and managed to get ahead of him on the dar by leaving while he was ill fumbling
with the lock, then stepped into a corridor off the firg landing | reached and dlowed him to go past me.
When he was wdl out of the way, | went down again to the corridor of the antechamber.



It seemed to me that if my sword had indeed been carried off to some guardroom, it was very
unlikely thet 1 could recover it save by sedth or violence, and | wished to assure mysdf that it had not
been left in some more accessible place before | attempted either. Then too, it seemed possble tha
Beuzec had seeniit in the course of his cregping and hiding, and | wanted to question him about it. At the
same time, | was very much concerned about the prisoners of the antechamber. By that time (as |
imagined) they would have discovered the door Jonas and | had left open for them, and would be
Sporeading through thiswing of the House Absolute. It could not be long before one was recaptured and a
search began for the others.

When | reached the door of the closet beneath the gtair, | pressed my ear to the panel hoping to
hear Beuzec moving about. There was no sound. | caled him softly by name without diciting a response,
then tried to push the door open with my shoulder. 1t would not budge, and | was afraid to make noise
by running againgt it. At last | managed to wedge the sted Vodaus had given me between the door and
the jamb, and so split out the lock.

Beuzec was gone. After a short search | discovered a hole in the back of the closet that opened into
the hollow center of some wall. From there he must have crept into the closet looking for a place large
enough for him to siretch his limbs, and to there he had fled again. It is said that in the House Absolute
such recesses are inhabited by a species of white wolf that dunk in from the surrounding forests long ago.
Perhaps he fdl prey to these creatures; | have not seen hm since.

That night | did not seek to follow him, but pulled the closat door into place and concealed the
damage to the lock as wel as | could. It was only then that | noticed the symmetry of the corridor: the
entrance to the antechamber in the center, the sedled doors to dther Sde of it, the Staircases a ether
end. If this hypogeum had been set aside for Father Inire (as the teward had said and its name indicated)
its selection might have been due, at least in part, to this mirror-image qudity. If that were so, then there
should certainly be a second closet beneeth the other Sair.

Chapter 20
PICTURES

The question was why Odilo the steward had not taken me there; but | did not pause to think on it
while | sprinted dong the corridor, and when | arrived the answer was plain enough. That door had been
broken long before—not just the socket of the lock, but the entire thing smashed so that only two
discolored fragments of wood dinging to the hinges showed there had ever been a door there. The lamp
within had gone out, leaving the interior to darkness and spiders.

| had actudly turned away from it and taken a step or two before | stopped, under the influence of
that consciousness of error that often comes to us before we understand in the least in what the error
congsts. Jonas and | had been thrugt into the antechamber late in the afternoon. That night the young
exultants had come with their whips. The next mormning Hethor had been taken, and at that time, it
seemed, Beuzec had bolted from the praetorians, who had been given keys by the steward so they might
search the hypogeum for him. When the same steward, Odilo, had met me a few moments before, and |
hed told him that Terminus Est had been taken from me by a pragtorian, he had assumed | had come
during the day, after Beuzec's escape.

In point of fact, | had not; and therefore, the praetorian who had been carrying Terminus Est could
not have put her in the locked closet beneeth the second dair.

| went back to the closat with the broken door again. By the scant light thet filtered in from the
corridor, it was apparent that it had once been lined with shelves like its twin; its interior was bare now,
the shelving having been stripped away to serve some new use, leaving the shdf brackets to thrust



fruittesdy from the walls. | could see no other object of any kind, but | could aso see that no guardsman
who had to stand ingpection would willingy have set foot among its dust and cobwebs. Without
bothering to thrust my own head inade, | reached around the jamb of the broken door, and—with an
indescribable mingling of triumph and familiarity—fdt my hand close upon the beloved hilt.

| was a whole man again. Or rather, more than a man: a journeyman of the guild. There in the
corridor | verified that my letter remained in the pocket of the shesth, then drew the shining blade, wiped
it, oiled it, and wiped it again, tegting its edges with finger and thumb as | waked dong. Now let the
hunter in the dark appear.

My next objective was to rejoin Dorcas, but | knew nothing of the location of Dr. Taoss company
except that they were to perform a athiasus held in a garden—no doubt one of many gardens. If | went
outside now, by night, it would perhaps be as difficult for the praetorians to see mein my fuligin as for me
to see them. But | was unlikdy to find any ad; and when the eastern horizon dropped below the sun, |
would no doubt be apprehended as promptly as Jonas and | had been when we rode onto the grounds.
If | stayed within the House Absolute itsdf, my experience with the steward indicated | might well pass
unchdlenged, and | might even come across someone who would give me information; indeed, | hit upon
the plan of tdling anyone | met that | had been summoned to the celebration mysaf (I supposed it was
not unlikey that an excruciaion would be a part of the fedtivities) and that | had left the degping quarters
assgned to me and logt my way. In that fashion, | might discover where Dorcas and the rest were
staying.

Thinking upon this plan I mounted the stair, and at the second landing turned off down a corridor |
had not seen previoudy. It was far longer and more sumptuoudy furnished than the one before the
antechamber. Dark picturesin gold frames hung on the walls, and urns and busts and objects for which |
knew no names stood on pedestals between them. The doors opening off the corridor were a hundred or
more paces apart, indicating huge rooms beyond; but dl were locked, and when | tried their handles |
found that they were of aform and meta unknown to me, not shaped to be grasped by human fingers.

When | had walked down this corridor for what seemed at least hdf aleague, | saw someone ahead
of me gtting (as | firgt thought) upon ahigh stool. As| drew nearer, | found that what | had taken to be a
gool was a stepladder, and that the old man perched on it was deaning one of the pictures. "Excuse me”
| said.

He turned and peered down a mein puzzlement. "Know your voice, don't 7' Then | knew his, and
hisface as wdl. It was Rudesind the curator, the old man | had met so long before, when Master Gurloes
hed first sent me to fetch books for the Chatelaine Thecla

"While ago you come looking for Ultan. Didn't you find him?*
"Yes | found him," | said. "But it wasn't a short time ago.”

He seemed to grow angry a that. "I didn't mean today! But it wasn't long. Why, | recollect the
landscape | was working on, so it couldn't have been that long."

"Sodol," | told him. "Brown desert reflected in the gold visor of amenin armor.”

He nodded, and his anger seemed to mdt away. Gripping the sdes of the ladder, he began to
descend, his sponge dill in his hand. "Exactly. Exactly the one. Want me to show it to you? It came out
very nice”

"Were not in the same place, Master Rudesind. That was in the Citadd. This is the House
Absolute”

The old man ignored that. "Come out nice . . . It's down here a ways, somewhere. Those old
artigs—you couldn't beat 'em for drawing, though their colors has gone off now. And let me tdl you, |



know art. I've seen armigers, and exultants too, that come and look at them and say this and that, but
they don't know athing. Who's looked at every little bit of these pictures up close?' He thumped his own
bosom with the sponge, then bent close to me, whispering though there was no one but ourselves in the
long corridor. "Now I'll tdl you a secret they don't none of them know—one of theseis me”

To be palite, | said | would like to seeit.

"I'm looking for it, and when | find it I'll tdl you where. They don't know, but that's why | clean them
dl the time. Why, | could have retired. But I'm dill here, and | work longer than any, except maybe
Ultan. He can't see the watchglass” The old man gave along, cracked laugh.

"I wonder if you could hdp me. There are performers here who have been summoned for the
thiasus. Do you know where they're quartered?’

"I've heard tdl of it," he said doubtfully. "The Green Room iswhat they cal it."
"Can you take me there?"

He shook his head. "Theré's no pictures there, so I've never been, though there's a picture of it.
Come and wak aways with me. I'll find the picture and point it out to you."

He pulled the edge of my cloak, and | followed him.
"I'd rather you took me to someone who could guide me there."

"I can do that too. Old Ultan has a map somewhere in his Library. That boy of his will get it for
you."

"Thisisnt the Citade," | reminded him again. "How did you come to be here, anyway? Did they
bring you here to clean these?!

"That's right. That's right." He leaned on my arm. "There's a logicd explanation for everything, and
don't you forget it. That mugt have been the way. Father Inire wanted me to dean his, so here | an." He
paused, consdering. "Wait a hit, I've got it wrong. | had tdent as a boy, that's what I'm supposed to say.
My parents, you know, aways encouraged me, and I'd draw for hours. | recollect one time | spent 4l
one sunny day sketching in chak on the back of our house

A narrower corridor had opened to our left, and he pulled me down it. Though it was less wdl-lit
(nearly dark, infact) and so cramped that one could not stand at anything like the proper distance from
them, it was lined with pictures much larger than those in the main corridor, pictures that stretched from
floor to caling, and that were far wider than my outstretched arms. From what | could see of them, they
appeared very bad—mere daubs. | asked Rudesind who it was who had told him he mugt tdl me about
his childhood.

"Why, Father Inire" he said, cocking his head up to look a me. "Who do you suppose?’ He
dropped his voice. "Senile. That's whet they say. Been vizier to | don't know how many autarchs since
Ymar. Now you be quiet and let metak. I'll find old Ultan for you."

"An artis—a rea one—came by where we lived. My mother, being so proud of me, showed him
some of the things I'd done. It was Fechin, Fechin himsdf, and the portrait he made of me hangs here to
this day, looking out at you with my brown eyes. I'm at a table with some brushes and a tangerine on it.
I'd been promised them when | was through Stting.”

| said, "l don't think | have time to look &t it right now."

"S0 | became an atis mysdf. Pretty soon, | took to deaning and restoring the works of the great
ones. Twice I've cleaned my own picture. It's strange, | tdl you, for me to wash my own little face like
that. | keep wishing somebody would wash mine now, make the dirt of the years come off with his



sponge. But that's not what I'm taking you to see—it's the Green Room you're &fter, ain't it?"
"Yes" | sad eagerly.
"Wdl, welve a picture of it right here. Have alook. Then when you see it, youll know it."

He indicated one of the wide, coarse pantings. It was not of a room at dl, but seemed to show a
garden, a pleasance bordered by high hedges, with alily pond and some willows swept by the wind. A
men in the fantagtic costume of a llanero played a guitar there, as it appeared for no ear but his own.
Behind him, angry clouds raced across a sullen sky.

"After this you can go to the library and see Ultan's map," the old man said. The painting was of that
irritating kind which dissolves into mere blobs of color unlessit can be seen as a whole. | took a step
backward to get a better perspective of it, then another.

With the third step, | redlized | should have made contact with the wall behind me, and that | had
not. | was stlanding instead ingde the picture that had occupied the opposite wall: a dark room of ancient
leather chairs and ebony tables. | turned to look &t it, and when | turned back, the corridor where | had
stood with Rudesind had vanished, and awal covered with old and faded paper stood inits place.

| had drawn Terminus Est without conscioudy willing to do so, but there was no enemy to dtrike.
Jugt as | was on the point of trying the room's sngle door, it opened and a figure in a ydlow robe
entered. Short, white har was brushed back from his rounded brow, and his face might dmog have
served a plump woman of forty; about his neck, a phalus-shaped vid | remembered hung on a dender
chan.

"Ah" he said. "I wondered who had come. Welcome, Degth."

With as much composure as | could muster, | said, "I am the Journeyman Severian—of the guild of
torturers, as you see. My entrance was entirdy involuntary, and to be truthful, 1 would be very grateful to
you if you could explain just how it happened. When | was in the corridor outside, this room appeared to
be no more than a painting. But when | took a step or two back to view the one on the other wal, |
found mysdf in here. By what art was that done?'

"No at," the manin the ydlow robe said. "Conceded doors are scarcdy an origind invention, and
the constructor of this room did no more than devise a means of concealing an open door. The room is
shdlow, as you see; indeed, it is shalower than you percelve even now, unless you're dready aware tha
the angles of the floor and caling converge, and that thewal at the end is not so high as the one through
which you came.”

"I seg" | sad, and in fact | did. As he spoke that crooked room, which my mind, accustomed
aways to ordinary ones, had tricked meinto bdieving of norma shape, became itf, with a danted and
trgpezoidd calling and a trapezoidd floor. The very chairs that faced the wal through which | had come
were things of little depth, so that one could hardly have sat on them; the tables were no wider then
boards.

"The eye is decelved in a picture by such converging lines™ the man in the yelow robe continued.
"So that when it encounters them in redlity, with little actua depth and the additiond atificidity of
monochromatic lighting, it believesit sees another picture—particularly when it has been conditioned by a
long succession of true ones. Y our entrance with that great weapon caused a red wal to rise behind you
to detain you until you had been examined. | need hardly add that the other side of the wal is painted
with the picture you believed you saw."

| was more astounded than ever. "But how could the room know | carried my sword?*

"Thet ismore complex than | can well explain . . . far more so then this poor room. | can only say



that the door is wrapped with metal strands, and that these know when the other metds, their brothers
and sgters, pass their circle”

"Did you do dl this?'

"Oh, no. All these things .. . ." He paused. "And a hundred more like them, make up what we cal the
Second House. They are the work of Father Inire, who was cdled by the firs Autarch to creste a secret
pal ace within the wals of the House Absolute. You or |, my son, would no doubt have built a mere suite
of concedled rooms. He contrived that the hidden house should be everywhere coextensve with the
public one."

"But you aren't he" | said. "Because now | know who you are! Do you recognize me?' | drew off
my mask so he could see my face.

He amiled and said, " ou came but once. The khabit did not please you, then.”

"She pleased me less than the woman she counterfeited—or rather, | loved the other more. Tonight
| have logt afriend, yet it ssems to be atime for meeting old acquaintances. May | ask how you've come
here from your House Azure? Were you summoned for the thiasus? | saw one of your women earlier
tonight.”

He nodded absently. An oddly angled mirror set above atrumean at one Sde of the strange, shdlow
room caught his profile, delicate as a cameo, and | decided he must be an androgyne. Fity welled up in
me, with a sense of helplessness, as | thought of him opening the door to men, night after night, at his
establishment in the Algedonic Quarter. "Yes" he said. "I will remain here for the celebration, then go.”

My mind was full of the picture old Rudesind had shown me in the corridor outside, and | said,
"Then you can show me where the garden is”

| sensed at once that he had been caught off-guard, possibly for the firg time in many years. There
was painin his eyes, and hisleft hand moved (though only dightly) toward the vid at his throat. "So you
have heard of that . . ." he said. "Even supposing that | knew the way, why should | reved it to you?
Many will seek to flee by thet road if the pelagic argosy sghts land.”

Chapter 21
HYDROMANCY

Severa seconds passed before | rightly understood what it was the androgyne had said. Then the
remembered scent of Thecla's roasted flesh rose sickening-sweet in my nodtrils, and | seemed to fed the
unquiet of the leaves. Forgetting in the stress of the moment how futile such precautions must be in that
deception-filled room, | looked about, seeking to assure mysdf that no one could overhear us, then
found that without my having willed it (conscioudy, | had intended to question him before betraying my
connection with VVodaus) my hand had taken the knife-shaped sted from the innermost compartment of
my sabretache.

The androgyne smiled. "I fdt you might be the one. For days now | have been expecting you, and |
have kept the old man outsde and many others under ingructions to bring promising strangers to me."

" was imprisoned in the antechamber,” | said. "And so logt time”

"But you escaped, | see. It isnt likdy you'd be released before my man came to search it. It's well
you did—there isn't much time left . . . the three days of the thiasus, then | must go. Come, and | will
show you the way to the Garden, though | am by no means sure you will be permitted to enter." He
opened the door by which he had come in, and thistime | saw that it was not truly rectangular. The room



beyond was hardly larger than the one we had left; but its angles seemed normd, and it was richly
furnished.

"You came to the correct part of the Secret House a lead,” the androgyne said. "Otherwise we
would have had to wak aweary way. Y our pardon, while | read the message you brought.”

He crossed to what | at fird supposed was a glass-topped table, and put the stedl under it on a
shdlf. At once alight kindled, shining down from the glass, though there was no light above it. The stedl
grew until it seemed a sword, and its driations, in place of mere teeth on which to strike sparks from a
flint, | saw to be lines of flowing script.

"Stand back," the androgyne said. "If you have not read this before, you must not read it now."

| did as he bid, and for some time watched him bending over the little object | had carried away
from Vodauss glade. At last he said, "There is no help for it then . . . we mugt fight on two flanks. But
this is none of your &far. Do you see that cabinet with the eclipse carved in its door? Open it and lift
down the book you find there. Here, you may put it on this stand.”

Although | feared some trap, | opened the door of the cabinet he had indicated. It hed one
mongtrous book—a thing nearly as tdl as | and a good two cubits wide—that stood with its cover of
mottled blue-green leather facing me much as a corpse might had | opened the lid of an upright casket.
Shesthing my sword, | gripped this great volume with both hands and placed it on the stand. The
androgyne asked if | had seen it previoudy, and | told im | had not.

"You looked fearful of it, and tried . . . as it appeared to me—to keep your face from it when you
caried it He threw back the cover as he spoke. The fird page, thus reveded, was written in red in a
character | did not know.

"Thisisawarning to the seekers of the path,” he said. "Shdl | read it to you?'
| blurted, "It seemed to methat | saw a dead man in the legther, and that he was mysdf.”

He closed the cover again and ran his hand over it. "These pavonine dyengs are but the work of
craftamen long gone—the lines and swirls beneath them, only the scars of the suffering animas backs, the
marks of ticks and whips. But if you are fearful, you need not go."

"Openit,” | sad. "Show me the map.”

"Thereis no map. Thisis the thing itsdf," he said, and with that he threw back the cover and the firg
page as wdll.

| was blinded, dmog, as | have been on dark nights by a discharge of lightning. The inner pages
seemed of pure siver, beaten and polished, that caught every wisp of illumination in the room and flung it
back amplified a hundred times. "They're mirrors,” | said, and in saying it redized that they were not, but
those things for which we have no word but mirrors, those things that less then a watch before had
returned Jonas to the stars. "But how can they have power, when they do not face each other?”

The androgyne answered, "Consider how long they faced each other when the book was closed.
Now the fidd will withstand the tension we put on it for some time. Go, if you dare.”

| did not dare. As he spoke, something shaped itsdf in shining ar above the open pages. It was
neither a woman nor a butterfly, but it partook of both, and just as we know when we look at the painted
figure of a mountain in the background of some picture that it isin redity as huge as an idand, so | knew
thet | saw the thing only from far off—its wings beat, | think, againg the proton winds of space, and dl
Urth might have been a mote disturbed by their motion. Then as | had seen it, S0 it saw me, much as the
androgyne a moment before had seen the swirls and loops of writing on the sted through his glass. It
paused and turned to me and opened itswings that | might observe them. They were marked with eyes.



The androgyne closed the book with a crash, like a door dammed shut. "What did you see?' he
asked.

| could think only that | no longer had to look into the pages, and said, "Thank you, Seur. Whoever
you may be, | am your servant from thistime forward.”

He nodded. "Perhaps sometime | may remind you of that. But | will not ask you again what it was
you saw. Here, wipe your forehead. The 9ght has marked you." He handed me a dean doth as he
spoke, and | wiped my brow with it as he told me, because | could fed the moiture running down my
face. When | looked at the cloth, it was crimson with blood.

As though he had read my thoughts, he said, "You are not wounded. The physcians term is
heematidross, | believe. Under the stress of strong emotion, minute veinsin the skin of the afflicted part .
.. of the kin everywhere, sometimes . . . rupture during a profuse sweating. Y ou will have a nasty bruise
there, I'm &fraid.”

"Why did you do that?' | asked. "I thought you were going to show me a map. | only want to find
the Green Room, as old Rudesind out there says it's cdled, where the players are quartered. Did
Vodauss message say you were to kill the bearer?' | was fumbling for my sword as | spoke, but when
my hands gripped the familiar hilt, | found | was too weak to draw the blade.

The androgyne laughed. It was pleasant laughter a fird, wavering somewhere between a woman's
and aboy's, but it trailed off into tittering, as a drunken man's sometimes does. Theclas memories tirred
inme; dmog, they woke. "Was that dl you wished?' he said when he had control of himsdf again. "You
asked me for alight for your candle, and | tried to give you the sun, and now you are burned. The fault
wasmire. . . | sought, perhaps, to postpone my time, yet even so | would not have let you trave so far
hed | not read in the message that you have carried the Claw. And now | am mog truly sorry, but |
cannot hep but laugh. Where will you go, when you have found the Green Room, Severian?'

"Where you send me. As you remind me, | have sworn service to Vodaus." (In fact, | feared him,
and feared that the androgyne would inform himiif | professed disobedience.)

"Butif I have no orders for you? Have you adready disposed of the Claw?'
"l could not," | said.
There was a pause. He did not speak.

"Il goto Thrax," | said. "'l have a letter to the archon there; he's supposed to have work for me. For
the honor of my guild, I would like to go."

"Thet iswel. How grest, in truth, is your love of Voddus?'

Agan | fdt the haft of the ax inmy hand. For you others, as | am told, memory dies, mine scarcely
dims The mig that shrouded the necropolis that night blew against my face again, and everything | had
fdt when | received the coin from Vodaus and watched him walk away to a place where | could not
follow returned to me. "I saved hm once," | said.

The androgyne added. "Then here is what you are to do. You mugt go to Thrax as you planned,
tdling everyone . . . even yoursf . . . that you are going to fill the position that waits you there. The Claw
isperilous. Are you aware of it?'

"Yes. Voddus told me that if it became known we possess it, we might lose the support of the
populace.”

For a moment the androgyne stood Slent again. Then he said, "The Pelerines are in the north. If you
are given the opportunity, you mugt restore the Claw to them.”



"Thet iswhat | had hoped to do.”

"Good. There is something ese you mugt do as well. The Autarch is here, but long before you reach
Thrax he will be in the north too, with the army. If he comes near Thrax, you are able to go to him. In
time you will discover the way in which you must take hislife”

His tone betrayed him as much as Theclds thoughts. | wanted to kned, but he clapped his hands,
and a bent little man dipped slently into the room. He wore a cowled habit like a cenobite's. The Autarch
spoke to him, something | was too distracted to understand.

Indl the world, there can be few sghts more beautiful than thet of the sun a dawn seen through the
thousand sparkling waters of the Vatic Fountain. | am no esthete, but my first Sght of its dance (of which
| had s0 often heard), must have acted as a restorative. | dill recdl it for my pleasure, just as | saw it
when the cowled servitor opened a door for me—after so many leagues of the contrived corridors of the
Second House—and | watched the glver streams trace ideographs across the solar disc.

"Sraight ahead,” the cowled figure murmured. "Follow the path through the Gate of Trees. You will
be safe among the players.” The door shut behind me and became the grassy dope of a hillock.

| sumbled toward the fountain, which refreshed me with windblown spray. | was surrounded by a
pavement of serpenting; for atime | stood there, seeking to read my fortunein the dancing shapes, and a
last | fumbled in my sabretache for an offering. The pragtorians had taken dl my money, but while | fet
among the few possessions | yet carried there (a flannd, the fragment of whetstone, and a flask of ail for
Terminus Est; a comb and the brown book for mysdf) | spied a coin wedged between the green blocks
a my feet. After only a little effort | was able to draw it out—a sSngle asmi, worn so thin that hardly a
trace of the imprint remained. With a whispered wish, | threw it into the very center of the fountain. A jet
caught it there and tossed it skyward, so that it flashed for a moment before it fel. | began to read the
symboals the water made againg the sun.

A sword. That seemed clear enough. | would continue a torturer.

A rose then, and beneath it ariver. | would dimb Gyadll as | had planned, since that was the road to
Thrax.

Now angry waves, becoming soon a long, sullen swell. The sea, perhaps; but one could not reach
the sea, | thought, by dimbing toward the source of theriver. A rod, a chair, a multitude of towers, and |
began to think the oracular powers of the fountain, in which | had never gregtly believed, to be whally
fdse | turned away; but as | turned, | glimpsed a many-pointed star, growing ever larger.

Snce | have returned to the House Absolute, | have twice revisted the Vatic Fountain. Once |
came a the fird light, approaching it through the same door through which | firg glimpsad it. But | have
never again dared to ask it questions.

My servants, who confess one and dl that they have dropped ther orichaks into it when the garden
was clear of guedts, tdl me one and dl that they have received no true prophecy for their money. Yet |
am unsure, recaling the green man, who drove off his visitors with his accounts of their futures. May it not
be that these servants of mine, seeing only a lifetime of trays and brooms and ringing bells, reject it? |
have asked my minigers as well, who doubtless cast in chrisos by the handful, but ther answers are
doubtful and mixed. It was hard indeed to keep my back to the fountain and its lovely, cryptic messages
and wak toward the old sun. Huge as a giant's face and darkly red it showed as the horizon dropped
away. The poplars of the grounds were silhouetted againg it, making methink of the figure of Night atop
the khan on this western bank of Gyoall, which | had so often seen with the sun behind it at the close of
one of our sMimming parties.

Not redizing that | was now deep within the bounds of the House Absolute and wel away from the



patrols about the periphery, | feared | might be stopped a any moment, and perhaps cast back into the
antechamber—whose secret door, | fdt sure, would have been discovered and sedled by now. Nothing
of the kind occurred. So far as | could see, no one dtirred in dl the leegues of hedge and velvet lawn,
flower and trickling water, except mysdf. Lilies far tdler than I, their star-shaped faces spangled with
unshaken dew, overhung the path; its perfect surface showed behind me only the disturbance of my own
feet. Nightingales, some free, some suspended from the branches of trees in golden cages, were Inging
gill.

Once | saw before me, with something of the old feding of horror, one of the walking statues. Like
acolossa man (though it was not aman) too graceful and too dow to be human, it came across a smdl
secretive lawn as if moving to the inaudible notes of some strange processiond. | confess | hung back
untl it had passed, wondering if it could sense me where | stood in the shadow, and if it cared thet |
stood so.

Just when | had despaired of finding the Gate of Trees, | saw it. There was no migiaking it. Even as
lesser gardeners espdier pears againg awal, the greater gardeners of the House Absolute, who have
generations in which to complete thair work, had molded the huge limbs of oaks until every twig
conformed to an inspiration whally architecturd, and |, waking on the rooftops of the grestest palace of
Urth, with not a stone in Sight, saw looming to one side that great, green entranceway built of living wood
asif of masonry. | ran then.

Chapter 22
PERSONIFICATIONS

Through the wide, dripping arch of the Gate of Trees| ran, and out onto a broad expanse of grass,
now spangled with tents. Somewhere a megeathere roared and shook its chain. There seemed to be no
other sound. | halted and listened, and the megathere, no longer disturbed by my footfals, settled back
into the deathlike deep of itskind. | could hear the dew running from the leaves, and the fant, interrupted
twitter of birds.

Something else there was as wdl. A fant whick, whick, quick and irregular, that grew louder as |
lisgened for it. | began to thread a path among the slent tents, following the sound. | must have migudged
it, however, for Dr. Tdos saw me before | saw him.

"My friend! My partner! They are dl adegp—your Dorcas and the rest. All but you and |. Over
herel"

He flourished his cane as he spoke; the whick, whick had been his chopping at the heads of flowers.

"You have rgoined us jugt intime. Jugt in time! We perform tonight, and | would have been forced
to hire one of these fdlows to take your part. I'm delighted to see you! | owe you some money—do you
recal? Not much, and between you and I, | think it false. But it is owed just the same, and | dways pay.”

"I'm afrad | don't recdl,” | said, "soit can't be a great sum. If Dorcas is dl right I'm quite willing to
forget it, provided youll give me something to est and show me where | can deep for a couple of
watches."

The doctor's sharp nose dipped for an ingtant to express regret. "Seegp you may have in plenty until
the others wake you. But I'm afraid we've no food. Badanders, you know, ests like a fire. The Thiasus
Marshd has promised to bring something today for dl of us” He waved his stick vagudy at the irregular
aty of tents. "But I'm afraid that won't be before midmorning at the earliest.”

"It's probably just as wdl. I'm redlly too tired to eat, but if youll show me where | can lie down—"



"What got your head? Never mind—well mask it with greasepaint. This way!" He was dready
trotting before me. | followed him through a maze of tent ropes to a hdiotrope dome. Badanderss
barrow stood at the door, and at lagt | fet certain | had found Dorcas again.

When | woke, it was as though we had never been separated. Dorcass delicate lovdiness was
unchanged; Jolenta's radiance threw it into shadow as dways, yet made me wish, when the three of us
were together, that she would leave so that | might rest my eyes on Dorcas. | took Badanders to one
sde, an hour or so0 after we were dl awake, and asked him why he had left me in the forest beyond the
Piteous Gate.

" was not with you,” he said dowly. "I was with my Dr. Tados."
"And so was |. We might have sought him together and been of help to each other.”

There was along hestation; | seemed to fed the weight of those dull eyes on my face, and thought
inmy ignorance what a terrible thing it would be if Baldanders possessed energy and the will to anger. At
last he said, "Were you with us when we |€ft the city?”

"Of course. Dorcas and Jolenta.and | were dl with you."
Another hestation. "We found you there, then."
"Yes, don't you remember?’

He shook his head dowly, and | noticed that his thetch of coarse black hair was touched with gray.
"I woke one morning and there you were. | was thinking. Y ou left me soon.”

"The circumstances were different then—we had arranged to meet again.” (I fdt a pang of guilt
when | recalled that | had never intended to honor that promise.)

"We have met again,” Baldanders said dully; and then, seeing that the answer falled to satisfy me,
added, "There is nothing here red to me but Dr. Taos."

"Your loydty is very commendable, but you might have remembered that he wanted me with him as
wdl as yoursdf." | found it impossble to be angry with this dim, gentle giant.

"Wewill collect money herein the south, and then we will build again, as we have built before, when
they have forgotten.”

"Thisis the north. But that's right, your house was destroyed, wasnt it?"
"Burned," Baldanders said. | could dmogt see the flames reflected in his eyes.
"l am sorry if you came to harm. For so long | have thought only of the castle and my work."

| left im gtting there and went to ingpect the properties of our theater—not that they seemed in
need of it, or that | could have detected any but the most obvious lacks. A number of showmen were
gathered around Jolenta, and Dr. Tdos drove them away and ordered her to go into the tent. A moment
later, | heard the smack of his cane on flesh; he came out grinning but il angry.

"It isn't her fault," | said. "You know how she looks."

"Too gaudy. Too gaudy by far. Do you know what | like about you, Seur Severian? You prefer
Dorcas. Where is she, by the way? Have you seen her since you came back?"

"I warn you, Doctor. Don't gtrike her.”
"I wouldn't think of it. I'm only afraid she may be log."
His surprised expression convinced me that he was tdling the truth. | told him, "We only got to tak



for amoment. She's gone to fetch water."

"That's courageous of her," he said, and when | looked puzzled he added, "She's afraid of it. Surdy
youve noticed. She's clean, but even when she washes, the water is only thumb-deep; when we cross
bridges, she holds onto Jolenta and trembles.™

Dorcas returned then, and if the doctor said anything more | did not hear it. When she and | had met
that morning, neither of us had been able to do much more than amile, and touch with incredulous hands.
Now she came to me, putting down the palls she carried, and seemed to devour me with her eyes. "l
have missed you s0," she said. "I've been so londy without you.”

| laughed to think of anyone missng me, and hed up the edge of my fuign cloak. "You missed
this?'

"Desth, you mean. Did | miss death? No, | missed you." She took the cloak from my hand and used
it to draw me toward the line of poplars that formed one wall of the Green Room. "There is a bench |

found where there are beds of herbs. Come and St with me. They can spare us for a while after so many
days, and eventudly Jolentawill come out and find the water, which was for her anyway."

As soon as we were away from the budle of the tents, where jugglers tossed ther knives and
acrobats ther children, we were wrapped in the dillness of the gardens. They are perhaps the largest
tract of land anywhere planned and planted for beauty, save for those wildernesses that are the gardens
of the Increate and whose cultivators are invisble to us. Overlgpping hedges formed a narrow door. We
passed into a grove of trees with white, perfumed boughs that reminded me sadly of the flowering plums
through which the praetorians had dragged Jonas and me, though those had seemed planted for
ornament, and these, | thought, for the sake of their fruit. Dorcas had broken a twig bearing hdf a dozen
of the blossoms and thrugt it into her pale golden hair. Beyond the orchard was a garden so old that | fdt
aure it had been forgotten by everyone save the servants who tended it. The stone seat there had been
carved with heads, but they had worn away until they were dmost featurdless. A few beds of smple
flowers remained, and with them fragrant rows of kitchen herbs—rosemary, angelica, mint, basil, and
rue, dl growing in asoil black as chocolate from the labor of countless years.

There was a little siream too, where Dorcas had no doubt drawn her water. Its source may once
have been a fountain—now it was only a species of spring, risng in a shdlow stone bowl to splash over
the lip and eventudly wind its way through little cands lined with rough masonry to water the fruit trees.
We sat in the stone sedt, | leaned my sword againg its arm, and she took my handsin hers.

"l am afraid, Severian,”" she said. "'l have such terrible dreams.”
"Snce I've been gone?'
"All thetime"

"When we dept Sde by sde in the fidd, you told me you had awakened from a good dream. You
sad it was very detailed and seemed red.”

"If it was good, | have forgotten it now."

| had dready noticed that she was careful to keep her eyes away from the water sailling from the
ruined fountain.

"Bvery night, | dream | am walking through streets of shops. | am happy, or at least content. | have
money to spend, and thereisalong lig of things | wish to buy. Again and again | recite the lig to mysdf,
and | try to decidein what parts of the quarter | can get each in the best qudity for the lowest price.”

"But gradudly, as | go from shop to shop, | grow aware that everyone who sees me hates me and
holds mein contempt, and | am aware that it is because they bdieve me to be an undean spirit who has



wrapped itsdf in the woman's body they see. At last | enter atiny shop conducted by an old man and an
old woman. She sits meking lace while he spreads their wares on the counter for me. | hear the sound her
thread makes behind me as it is pulled through the work."

| asked, "What isit you have come to buy?'

"Tiny clothes"" Dorcas hed her smdl, white hands hdf a span apart. "Dall's dothing, perhaps. |
particularly remember little shirts of finewool. At last | choose one and hand the old man money. Bt it is
not money at dl—only alump of filth."

Her shoulders were shaking, and | put my arm about her to comfort her. "I want to scream then that
they are wrong, that | am not the foul specter they take me for. Yet | know that if | do, whatever | may
say will be taken as the find proof that they are right, and the words choke me. The worst part isthat just
then the hissing of the thread stops.” She had taken my free hand again, and now she gripped it as though
to drive her meaening into me. "l know that no one could understand who has not had the same dream,
butitisterrible. Terrible™

"Perhaps now that | am here with you again, these dreams will end.”

"And then | deep, or at least fdl into blackness. If | do not wake then, there is a second dream. |
amin aboat poled across a spectrd lake—"

"There is no mysey in tha, a leas,” | said. "You rode in such a boat with Agia and me. It
belonged to aman named Hildegrin. Surely you must remember thet trip.”

Dorcas shook her head. "It is not that boat but a much smdler one. An old man polesiit, and | lie at
hisfeet. | am awake, but | cannot move. My am trailsin the black water. Just as we are about to touch
shore, | fdl from the boat, but the old man does not see me, and as | sink through the water | know that
he has never known | was there at dl. Soon the light is gone, and | am very cold. Far above me, | hear a
voice | love cdling my name, but | cannot remember whose voiceit is”

"It'smy voice, cdling to wake you."

"Perhgps.” The whip mark Dorcas had carried from the Piteous Gate burned on her cheek like a
brand.

For awhile we sat without spesking. The nightingaes were slent now, but linnets were Snging in dl
the trees, and | saw a parrot, clad in scarlet and green like a little messenger in livery, flash among the
branches.

At lagt Dorcas said, "What a frightful thing water is. | should not have brought you here, but it was
the only place nearby where | could think to go. | wish we had sat on the grass under those trees.”

"Why do you hate it? It seems beautiful to me”

"Because it is here in the sunshine, but by its own nature it runs down and down forever, away from
thelight."

"Butit rises again,” | said. "The rain we see in soring is the same water we saw running the guitters
the year before. Or so Master Mdrubius taught us™

Dorcass amile flashed like a star. "Thet is good to believe, whether it's true or not. Severian, it's Slly
for me to say you're the best person | know, because you're the only good person | know. But | think if |
met a thousand others, you would il be the best. That was what | wanted to talk to you about.”

"If you need my protection, you haveit. Y ou know that."
"Itisnt that at dl," Dorcas said. "In away | want to give you mine. Now that sounds slly, doesn't it?



| have no family, | have no one except you, and yet | think | can protect you."
"You know Jolenta, and Dr. Tdos and Badanders.”

"They are no one. Don't you fed that, Severian? Even | am no one, but they are less than |. The five
of us were in the tent lagt night, and yet you were done. You told me once that you don't have much
imaginaion, but you must have sensed that."

"Isthat what you want to protect me from—oneliness? | would welcome such protection.”

"Then | will give you dl | can, for aslong as | can. But mogt of dl, | want to protect you from the
opinion of the world. Severian, do you remember what | told you of my dream? How dl the people in
the shops, and on the street, believed that | was only some hideous ghost? They may be right.” She was
shaking, and | held her.

"Thet is part of the reason the dream is so painful. The other part comes from knowing that in some
other way they are wrong. The foul specter isin me. It is me. But there are other things in me too, and
they are what | an asmuch asitis”

"You could never be afoul specter, or anything foul.”

"Oh, yes" she sad serioudy, and looked up a me. Her smdl, tilted face was never more beatiful
then it was then in the sunlight, or more pure. "Oh, yes | could, Severian. Just as you can be what they
cdl you. What you sometimes are. Do you remember how we saw the cathedrd legp into the sky and
burn away in an ingant? And how we went waking down a road between trees until we saw a light
ahead, and it was Dr. Tdos and Badanders, ready to put on ther show with Jolenta?"

"You hdd my hand," | said. "And we talked about philosophy. How could | forget?'
"When we came to the light and Dr. Taos saw us—do you remember what he said?’

| cast my mind back to that evening, the end of the day on which | had executed Agilus. In memory
| heard the roar of the crowd, Agids scream, and then the roll of Badanderss drum. "He sad that
everyone had come now, and that you were Innocence, and | was Death.”

Dorcas nodded solemnly. "That's right. But you're not redly Degth, you know, no matter how often
he calls you that. Y ou're no more Degath than a butcher is because he cuts the throats of steersdl day. To
me you'e Life, and youre a young man named Severian, and if you wanted to put on different clothes
and become a carpenter or a fisherman, no one could stop you."

"I have no desire to leave my guild.”

"But you could. Today. That's the thing to remember. People don't want other people to be people.
They throw names over them and lock them in, but | don't want you to let them lock you in. Dr. Tdos is
worse than mogt. In hisown way, he'saliar . . ."

She left the accusation unfinished, and | ventured, "I once heard Baldanders say he sedom lied.”

"Inhisown way, | said. Badanders is nght Dr. Tdos doesn't lie the way other people understand
lying. Cdling you Degth wasn't alie it wasa. . . a.

"Metgphor,” | suggested.
"But it was a dangerous, bad metaphor and it was amed a you like alie”

"Do you think Dr. Taos hates me, then? | would have said he was one of the few people who've
showed me red kindness snce | left the Citadel. Y ou, Jonas—who's gone now—an old woman | met
while | was imprisoned, aman in ayelow robe—who aso cdled me Desgth, by the way—and Dr. Talos.
Itsashort lig, actudly.”



"I don't think he hates in the way we understand it," Dorcas replied softly. "Or for that matter, that
he loves. He wants to manipulate everything he comes upon, to change it with his will. And since tearing
down is easer than building, that's what he does most often.”

"Badanders seems to love him, though,” | said. "I used to have a crippled dog, and I've seen
Badanders look at the doctor the way Triskele used to look a me"

"l undergtand you, but it doesn't strike me that way. Have you ever thought of how you must have
looked, when you looked at your dog? Do you know anything about their past?’

"Only thet they lived together near Lake Diuturna. The people there appear to have et fire to ther
house to drive them away."

"Do you think Dr. Tdos could be Baldanderss son?"

The idea was s0 absurd that | laughed, happy to have the release from tenson. "Jus the same”
Dorcas sad, "that's how they act. Like a dow-thinking, hardworking father with a brilliant, erratic son. At
leest 0 it seems to me™ It was not until we had |eft the bench and were waking back to the Green
Room (which no more resembled the picture Rudesind had shown me than any other garden would have)
that it occurred to me to wonder whether Dr. Taoss cdling Dorcas "Innocence’ had not been a
metgphor of the same kind.

Chapter 23
JOLENTA

The old orchard and the herb garden beyond it had been so slent, so freighted with oblivion, that
they had recdled to me the Atrium of Time, and Vderiawith her exquigite face framed in furs. The Green
Room was pandemonium. Everyone was awake now, and sometimes it seemed that everyone was
shouting. Children climbed the trees to free the caged birds, pursued by their mothers brooms and their
fathers missles. Tents were being struck even while rehearsals continued, so that | saw a seemingly solid
pyramid of striped canvas collgpse like a flag thrown down and revea beyond it the grass-green
megeathere rearing on his hind legs while a dancer pirouetted on his forehead.

Badanders and our tent were gone, but in a moment Dr. Tados came rushing up and hurried us
away down twisted waks, past bdustrades and waefdls and grottoes filled with raw topazes and
flowering moss, to abowl of clipped lavn where the giant |abored to erect our stage under the eyes of a
dozen white deer.

It was to be a much more elaborate stage than the one | had played upon within the Wall of Nessus.
Servants from the House Absolute, it seemed, had brought timbers and nails, tools and paint and cdloth in
quantities much greater than we could possbly make use of. Ther generosity had waked the doctor's
bent toward the grandiose (which never dumbered deeply) and he dternated between assding
Badanders and me with the heavier congtructions and meking frantic additions to the manuscript of his

play.

The giant was our carpenter, and though he moved dowly, he worked so steedily, and with such
great srength—driving a pike as thick as my forefinger with a blow or two and cutting a timber it would
have taken me a watch to saw through with a few strokes of his ax—that he might have been ten daves
talling under the whip.

Dorcas found a tdent for panting thet | at least was surprised by. Together, we erected the black
plates that drink the sun, not only to gather energy for the night's performance, but to power the
projectors now. These contrivances can provide a backdrop of a thousand leagues as eesly as the



interior of a hut, but the illuson is complete only in total darkness. It is best, therefore, to strengthen it
with painted scenes behind, and Dorcas created those with kill, sanding wag-high in mountains as she
thrugt her brushes through the daylight-faded images.

Jolenta and | were of less vaue. | had no painter's hand, and too little underganding of the
necessities of the play even to asss the doctor in aranging our properties. Jolenta, | think, rebelled
physcdly and psychicaly againgt any kind of work, and certainly againg this. Those long legs, so dender
below the knees, so rounded to burgting above them, were inadequate to bear much weight beyond that
of her own body; her jutting breasts were in constant danger of having their nipples crushed between
lumber or smeared with paint. Nor had she any of that spirit that animates the members of a group
forwarding the group's purpose. Dorcas had said that | had been done the night before, and perhaps she
hed been more nearly correct than | supposed, but Jolenta was more solitary ill. Dorcas and | had each
other, Baldanders and the doctor their crooked friendship, and we came together in the performance of
the play. Jolenta had only hersdlf, the incessant performance whose sole god was to garner admiration.

She touched my arm, and without spesking rolled enormous emerald eyes to indicate the edge of
our naturd amphithester, where a grove of chestnuts lifted white candles amnong their pale leaves.

| saw that none of the others were looking at us and nodded. After Dorcas, Jolenta waking beside
me seemed nearly astdl as Thecdla, though she took smdl steps ingtead of Theclas swinging strides. She
was a head tdler than Dorcas at least, her coiffure made her seem taler ill, and she wore boots with
high, riding hedls.

"l want to seeit," she said. "It's the only chance | shdl ever have.”

That was a papable lie, but asthough | believed it | said, "The opportunity is symmetric. Today and
only today the House Absolute has the opportunity to see you."

She nodded; | had enunciated a profound truth. "1 need someone—someone the ones | don't want
to talk to will be afraid of. | mean dl these showmen and mummers. When you were gone, no one but
Dorcas would go with me, and no oneis afraid of her. Could you draw that sword and carry it over your
shoulder?' | did so.

"If I don't amile, make them leave. Understand?"

Grass much longer then that in the naturd amphitheater, but softer than fern, grew among the
chestnuts; the path was of quartz pebbles shot with gold. “If only the Autarch saw me, he would desire
me. Do you think he will come to our play?'

To please her | nodded, but added, "I have heard he has little use for women, however beautiful,
save as advisors, spies, and shidd maids.”

She stopped and turned, amiling. "That's just it. Don't you see? | can make anyone desire me, and
30 he, the One Autarch, whose dreams are our redlity, whose memories are our hisory, will desire me
too, unmanned or not. Y ou have wanted women other than me, haven't you? Wanted them badly?"

| admitted | had.

"And so you think you desire me as you wished for them." She turned and began to wak again,
habbling alittle, as it seemed she dways did, but invigorated for the moment by her own argument. "But |
make every man diffen and every woman itch. Women who have never loved women wish to love
me—did you know that? The same ones come to our performances again and again, and send me their
food and their flowers, scarves, shawls, and embroidered kerchiefs with oh, such ssterly, motherly notes.
They're going to protect me, protect me from my physician, from his giant, from their husbands and sons
and neighbors. And the men! Baldanders has to throw them in the river.”



| asked if she were lame, and as we emerged from the chestnuts, | looked about for some
conveyance for her, but there was nothing.

"My thighs are chafed and it hurts to walk. | have an unguent for them that heps a bit, and a man
bought a jennet for me to ride, but | don't know where it's pastured now. I'm redly only comfortable

when | can keep my legs gpart.”
"I could carry you."

She amiled again, digolaying perfect teeth. "Wed both enjoy that, wouldnt we? But I'm &fraid it
wouldn't look dignified. No, I'll walk—I just hope | don't have to walk far. | won't walk far, in fact, no
meatter what happens. No one seems to be about but the mummers anyway. Perhaps the important
people are degping late to prepare for the night's fedtivities. Il have to deep mysdf, four waiches a
leadt, before | go on."

| heard the sound of water diding over stones, and having no better god to seek made for it. We
passed through a hawthorn hedge whose spotted white blossoms seemed from a distance to present an
insurmountable barrier, and saw ariver hardly wider than a street, on which swans salled like sculptures
of ice. There was a pavilion there, and beside it three boats, each shaped like the wide flower of the
nenuphar. Thar interiors were lined with the thickest slk brocade, and when | stepped into one | found
thet they exuded the odor of spices.

"Wonderful," Jolenta said. "They won't mind if we take one, will they? Or if they do, I'll be brought
before someone important, just asit isin the play, and when he sees me héll never let me leave. Il make
Dr. Tdos stay with me, and you if you want. They'll have some use for you.”

| told her | would have to continue my journey north and lifted her into the boat, putting my am
about awas quite as dender as Dorcass.

She lay down a once upon the cushions, where the uplifted petas gave her perfect complexion
shade. It made me think of Agia, laughing in the sun as we descended the Adamnian Steps and boasting
of the wide-brimmed hat she would wear next year. Agia had no feature that was not inferior to Jolentas,
she had been hardly tdler than Dorcas, with hips over-wide and breasts that would have seemed meager
beside Jolenta's overflowing plenitude; her long, brown eyes and high cheekbones were more expressve
of shrewdness and determination than passon and surrender. Yet Agia had engendered a hedthy rut in
me. Her laughter, when it came, was often tinged with spite; but it was red laughter. She had sweated
with her heet; Jolenta's desire was no more than the desire to be desired, so that | wished, not to comfort
her londiness as | had wished to comfort Vaerias, nor to find expression for an aching love like the love
| had fdt for Thecla, nor to protect her as | wished to protect Dorcas; but to shame and punish her, to
destroy her self-possession, tofill her eyeswith tears and tear her hair as one burns the hair of corpses to
torment the ghogts that have fled them. She had boasted that she made tribadists of women. She came
near to making an dgophilist of me.

"Thisis my last performance, | know. | fed it. The audience is sure to hold someone . . ." She
yawned and stretched. It appeared so certain her graining bodice would be ungble to contain her that |
averted my eyes. When | looked again, she was degping.

A dender oar trailed behind the boat. | took it and found that despite the circularity of the hull above
the water, there was a ked below. In the center of the river the current ran srongly enough that | needed
only to steer our dow progress dong a series of gracefully sweeping meanders. Just as the hooded
servant and | had passed unseen through suites and acoves and arcades when he had escorted me dong
the hidden ways of the Second House, so now the degping Jolenta and | passed without noise or effort,
amaost completely unobserved, through leagues of garden. Couples lay on the soft grass benegth the trees
and in the more refined comfort of summerhouses and seemed to think our craft hardly more than a



decoration sent idly downstream for their delectation, or if they saw my head above the curved petds
assumed us intent upon our own affairs. Lone philosophers meditated on rudtic seats, and parties, not
invariably erotic, proceeded undisturbed in clerestories and arboriums.

Eventudly | came to resent Jolenta's deep. | abandoned the oar and kndt beside her on the
cushions. There was a purity in her degping face, however atificdd, that | had never observed when she
was awake. | kissed her, and her large eyes, hardly open, seemed dmost Agids long eyes, as her
red-gold hair appeared dmaogt brown. | loosened her dothing. She seemed hdf drugged, whether by
some soporific in the hegped cushions or merdy by the fatigue induced by our wak in the open and the
burden of so great a quantity of voluptuous flesh. | freed her breasts, each nearly as large as her own
head, and those wide thighs, which seemed to hold a new-hatched chick between them.

When we returned, everyone knew where we had been, though | doubt that Baldanders cared.
Dorcas wept in private, vanishing for atime only to emerge with inflamed eyes and a heroine's amile. Dr.
Tdos, | think, was smultaneoudy enraged and ddighted. | received the impresson (which | hold to this
day) that he had never enjoyed Jolenta, and that it was only to him, of dl the men of Urth, that she would
have given hersdlf entirdy willingly.

We spent the watches that remained before nightfdl in ligening to Dr. Tados cheffer with various
offidds of the House Absolute, and in rehearsal. Since | have dready said something of what it was to
act in Dr. Tdoss play, | propose to give an gpproximation of the text here—not as it existed on the
fragments of soiled paper we passed from hand to hand that afternoon, which often contained no more
then hints for improvisations, but as it might have been recorded by some diligent clerk in the audience;
and asit was, in fact, recorded by the demonic witness who dwedlls behind my eyes.

But first you must visudize our theater. Urth's laboring margin has dimbed once more above the red
disc; long-winged bats flit overhead, and a green quarter moon hangs low in the eastern sky. Imagine the
dightest of vdleys, a thousand paces or more from lip to lip, set among the gentlest turf-covered ralling
hills There are doors in these hills some no wider than the entrance to an ordinary private room, some as
wide as the doors of a baglica These doors are open, and a mig-tinged light spills from them. FHagged
paths wind down toward the tiny arch of our proscenium; they are dotted with men and women in the
fantastic costumes of a masgue—costumes drawn largdy from remote ages, so thet 1, with no more then
the smattering of history furnished me by Thecla and Master Pdlaemon, scarcely recognize one of them.
Servants move among these masquers carying trays loaded with cups and tumblers, hegped with
ddicious-amdling meets and padtries. Black sests of velvet and ebony, as delicate as crickets, face our
stage, but many in the audience prefer to stand, and throughout our performance the spectators come
and go without interruption, many remaining to hear no more than a dozen lines. Hylas sng in the trees,
the nightingdes trill, and atop the hills the walking statues move dowly through many poses. All the parts
inthe play are taken by Dr. Tdos, Badanders, Dorcas, Jolenta, or me.

Chapter 24
DR. TALOSSPLAY

ESCHATOLOGY AND GENESIS
Being adramatization (as he claimed) of certain parts of thelost Book of the New Sun

Personsin the Play:



Gébrid
The Giant Nod
Meschia, the First Man
Meschiane, the First Woman
Jehi
The Autarch
The Contessa
Her Maid
Two Soldiers
A Statue
A Prophet
The Generdissmo
Two Demons (disguised)
Thelnquisitor
HisFamiliar
Angdic Bengs
TheNew Sun
TheOld Sun
TheMoon

The back of the stage is dark.
GABRIEL appears bathed in golden light and carrying a crystd clarion.

GABRIEL.: Greetings. | have come to set the scene for you—after dl, that is my function. It is the
night of the lagt day, and the night before the fird. The Old Sun has set. He will appear in the sky no
more. Tomorrow the New Sunwill rise, and my sblings and | will greet him. Tonight . . . tonight no one
knows. Everyone deeps.

Footsteps, heavy and dow. Enter NOD.

GABRIEL: Omniscience! Defend your servant!

NOD: Do you serve him? So do we Nephilim. | will not harm you, then, unless he suggestsit.
GABRIEL: You are of his household? How does he communicate with you?

NOD: To tdl the truth, he doesn't. I'm forced to guess a what he wishes me to do.

GABRIEL: | was afrad of thet.

NOD: Have you seen Meschias son?

GABRIEL: Have | seen hm?Why, you great ninny, he isn't even born yet. What do you want with



him?

NOD: He isto come and dwdl with me, in my land east of this garden. | will give hm one of my

daughters to wife.
GABRIEL: You have the wrong creation, my friend—you're fifty million years too late.
NOD: (Nods dowly, not understanding.) If you should see him—

Enter MESCHIA and MESCHIANE, with JAHI following. All are naked, but JAHI wears jewdry.

MESCHIA: What alovdy place! Ddightful! Flowers, fountains, and statues—ian't it wonderful?

MESCHIANE: (Timidly.) | saw a tame tiger with fangs longer than my hand. What shdl we call

hin?
MESCHIA: Whatever he wants. (To GABRIEL:) Who owns this beautiful spot?
GABRIEL: The Autarch.
MESCHIA: And he permits usto live here. That's very gracious of him.
GABRIEL: Not exactly. Theré's someone fallowing you, my friend. Do you know it?
MESCHIA: (Not looking.) There's something behind you too.
GABRIEL: (Hourishing the clarion that is his badge of office)) Yes, Heis behind me!
MESCHIA: Closg, too. If you're going to blow that horn to cal help, you'd better do it now.

GABRIEL: Why, how perceptive of you. But the time is not quite ripe. The golden light fades, and

GABRIEL vanishes from the stage. NOD remains motionless, leaning on his club.

MESCHIANE: Il start a fire, and you had better begin to build us a house. It mud rain often

here—see how green the grassis.
MESCHIA: (Examining NOD.) Why, it's only a statue. No wonder he wasn't afraid of it.
MESCHIANE: It might come to life. | heard something once about raisng sons from stones.
MESCHIA: Once! Why you were only born just now. Yesterday, | think.

MESCHIANE: Yesterday! | don't remember it . . . I'm such a child, Meschia. | don't remember

anything until 1 walked out into the light and saw you talking to a sunbeam.

MESCHIA: That wasn't a sunbeam! It was. . . to tdl the truth, | haven't thought of a name for what

it was yet.
MESCHIANE: | fdl in love with you then. Enter the AUTARCH.
AUTARCH: Who are you?
MESCHIA: Asfar as that goes, who are you?
AUTARCH: The owner of this garden.
MESCHIA bows, and MESCHIANE curtses, though she has no skirt to hold.

MESCHIA: We were speaking to one of your servants only a moment ago. Now that | come to

think of it, | am agtonished a how much he resembled your august Sdif. Savethat hewas. . . ah. ..
AUTARCH: Y ounger?



MESCHIA: In appearance, at least.

AUTARCH: Wel, itisinevitable, | suppose. Not that | am atempting to excuse it now. But | was
young, and though it would be better to confine onesdf to women nearer one's own sation, dill there are
times—as you would understand, young man, if you had ever been in my position—when a little maid or
country girl, who can be wooed with a handful of dlver or a bolt of velvet, and will not demand, at the
mogt inconvenient moment, the death of some rivd or an ambassadorship for her husband . . . Well,
when alittle person like that becomes a most enticing proposition.

While the AUTARCH has been spesking, JAHI has been cregping up behind MESCHIA. Now
ghe lays a hand on his shoulder.

JAHI: Now you see that he, whom you have esteemed your divinity, would countenance and advise
dl | have proposed of you. Before the New Sun rises, let us make a new beginning.

AUTARCH: Here's a lovdy creature. How is it, child, that | see the bright flames of candles
reflected in each eye, while your sster there dill puffs cold tinder?

JAHI: Sheisno dger of mind

AUTARCH: Your adversary then. But come with me. | will give these two my leave to camp here,
and you shdl wear arich gown this night, and your mouth shdl run with wine, and that dender figure shall
be rendered a shade less graceful, perhaps, by larks stuffed with dmonds and candied figs.

JAHI: Go away, old man.
AUTARCH: What! Do you know who | am?

JAHI: | am the only one here who does. You are aghost and less, a column of ashes upheld by the
wind.

AUTARCH: | see, sheismad. What does she want you to do, friend?
MESCHIA: (Rdlieved.) You hold no resentment toward her? That is good of you.

AUTARCH: None a dl! Why, a mad mistress should be a mogt interesting experience—l am
looking forward to it, believe me, and there are few things to look forward to when you've seen and done
dl | have. She doesn't bite, does she? | mean, not hard?

MESCHIANE: She does, and her fangs run with venom.

JAHI springs forward to claw her.

MESCHIANE darts offstage, pursued.

AUTARCH: | dhdl have my piquenares search the garden for them.

MESCHIA: Don't worry, theyll both be back soon. Youll see. Meanwhile | am, actudly, glad to
have a moment adone with you like this. There are some things I've been wanting to ask you.

AUTARCH: | grant no favors after sx—that's a rule I've had to make to keep my sanity. I'm sure
you understand.

MESCHIA: (Somewhat taken aback.) That's good to know. But | wasnt going to ask for
something, redly. Only for information, for divine wisdom.

AUTARCH: In that case, go ahead. But | warn you, you mugt pay a price. | mean to have tha
demented angd for my own tonight.

MESCHIA drops to his knees.



MESCHIA: There is something | have never understood. Why mugt | talk to you when you know
my every thought? My fird question was. Knowing her to be of that brood you have banished, should |
not dill do what she proposes? For she knows | know, and it isin my heart to bdieve that she puts
forward right action in the thought that 1 will sourn it because it comes from her.

AUTARCH: (Adde) Heismad too, | see, and because of my ydlow robes thinks me divine. (To
MESCHIA:) A little adultery never hurt any man. Unless of course it was hiswife's.

MESCHIA: Then mine would hurt her? |—

Enter the CONTESSA and her MAID.

CONTESSA: My Sovereign Lord! What do you do here?

MESCHIA: | am at prayer, daughter. Take off your shoes at leadt, for thisis holy ground.
CONTESSA: Liege, who isthisfool?

AUTARCH: A madman | found wandering with two women as mad as he.
CONTESSA: Then they outnumber us, unless my maid be sane.

MAID: Your Grace—

CONTESSA: Which | doubt. This afternoon she laid out a purple stole with my green capote. | was
to look like a post decked with morning-glories, it would seem.

MESCHIA, who has been growing angrier as she speaks, srikes her, knocking her down. Unseen
behind him, the AUTARCH flees.

MESCHIA: Brat! Don't trifle with holy things when | am near, or dare do anything but what | tdl
you.

MAID: Who are you, Sr?
MESCHIA: | am the parent of the human race, my child. And you are my child, as sheis.
MAID: | hope you will forgive her—and me. We had heard you were dead.

MESCHIA: That requires no gpology. Most are, after dl. But | have come round again, as you see,
to welcome the new dawn.

NOD: (Spesking and moving after hislong silence and immohbility.) We have come too early.
MESCHIA: (Pointing) A giant! A giant!

CONTESSA: Oh! Solange! Kyneburgal

MAID: I'm here, Your Grace. Lybe s here.

NOD: Too early for the New Sun by some time ill.

CONTESSA: (Beginning to weep.) The New Sun iscoming! We shdl mdt like dreams.

MESCHIA: (Seeing that NOD intends no violence)) Bad dreams. Bt it will be the best thing for
you, you understand that, don't you?

CONTESSA: (Recovering a little) What | don't understand is how you, who suddenly seem so
wise, could migtake the Autarch for the Universal Mind.

MESCHIA: | know tha you are my daughters in the old creation. You mugt be, since you are
human women, and | have had nonein this



NOD: His son will take my daughter to wife. It isan honor our family has done little to deserve—we
are only humble people, the children of Gea—but we will be exdted. | will be . . . What will | be,
Meschia? The father-in-law of your son. It may be, if you don't object, that someday my wife and | will
vigt our daughter on the same day you come to see him. Y ou wouldn't refuse us, would you, a place at
the table? We would st on the floor, naturdly.

MESCHIA: Of course not. The dog does that aready—or will, when we see him. (To the
CONTESSA:) Hasit not struck you that | may know more of him you cdl the Universal Mind than your
Autarch does of himsdf? Not only your Universal Mind, but many lesser powers wear our humanity like
a cloak when they will, sometimes only as concerns two or three of us. We who are worn are sedom
aware that, sseming oursalves to oursalves, we are yet Demiurge, Paraclete, or Fiend to another.

CONTESSA: That iswisdom | have gained late, if | mugt fade with the New Sun's rigng. Is it past
midnight?

MAID: Nearly o, Your Grace.

CONTESSA: (Pointing to the audience) All these far folk—what will befdl them?

MESCHIA: What befdls leaves when their year is past, and they are driven by the wind?
CONTESSA: If—

MESCHIA turns to watch the eastern sky, as though for the first Sgn of dawn.

CONTESSA: If—

MESCHIA: If what?

CONTESSA: If my body held a part of yours—drops of liquescent tissue locked inmy lains. . .

MESCHIA: If it did, you might wander Urth for a time longer, a logt thing that could never find its
way home. But | will not bed you. Do you think that you are more than a corpse? You are less.

MAID fants.

CONTESSA: You say you are the father of dl things human. It must be o, for you are degth to
woman.

The stage darkens. When the light returns, MESCHIANE and JAHI are lying together beneath a
rowan tree. Thereisadoor in the hillade behind them. JAHI'S lip is split and puffed, giving her a pouting
look. Blood trickles fromit to her chin.

MESCHIANE: How strong | would be dill to search for him, if only | knew you would not follow
me

JAHI: | move with the strength of the World Below, and will follow you to the second ending of
Urth, if need be. But if you strike me again you will suffer for it.

MESCHIANE lifts her fist, and JAHI cowers back.
MESCHIANE: Y our legs were shaking worse than mine when we decided to rest here.

JAHI: | auffer far more than you. But the drength of the World Beow is to endure past
endurance—even as | am more beautiful than you, | am a more tender creature by far.

MESCHIANE: We've seen that, | think.
JAHI: | warn you again, and there will be no third warning. Strike me at your peril.
MESCHIANE: What will you do? Summon up Erinysto destroy me? | have no fear of that. If you



could, you would have done it long before.
JAHI: Worse. If you strike me again, you will come to enjoy it.
Enter FHRST SOLDIER and SECOND SOLDIER, armed with pikes.
FIRST SOLDIER: Look here!

SECOND SOLDIER: (To the Women:) Down, down! Don't stand, or like a heron I'll skewer you.
Y ou're coming with us.

MESCHIANE: On our hands and knees?
FIRST SOLDIER: None of your insolencel

He prods her with his pike, and as he does there is a groaning dmaost too deep for hearing. The
dage vibrates in sympathy with it, and the ground shakes.

SECOND SOLDIER: What wes that?
FIRST SOLDIER: | don't know.
JAHI: The end of Urth, you fool. Go ahead and spear her. It's the end of you anyway.

SECOND SOLDIER: Little you know! It's the beginning for us. When the order came to search the
garden, specid mention was made of you two, and orders given to bring you back. Ten chrisos youll be
worth, or I'm a cobbler.

He saizes JAHI, and as soon as he does so, MESCHIANE darts off into the darkness.
FIRST SOLDIER runs after her.

SECOND SOLDIER: Bite me, will you!

He strikes JAHI with the shaft of his weapon. They struggle.

JAHI: Fool! She's escaping!

SECOND SOLDIER: That's Ivo's worry. I've got my prisoner, and he let his escape, if he doesn't
catch her. Come on, we're going to see the chiliarch.

JAHI: Will you not love me before we leave this winsome spot?

SECOND SOLDIER: And have my manhood cut off and shoved into my mouth? Not I!
JAHI: They'd haveto find it fird.

SECOND SOLDIER: What's that? (Shakes her.)

JAHI: You take the office of Urth, who will not trouble hersdf for me. But wait—release me only
for amoment and | will show you wonderful things.

SECOND SOLDIER: | can see them now, for which | givedl thanks to the moon.

JAHI: | can make you rich. Ten chrisos will be as nothing to you. But | have no power while you
grasp my body.

SECOND SOLDIER: Your legs are longer than the other woman's, but I've seen that you don't
move 0 reedily on them. Indeed, | think that you can scarcely stand.

JAHI: No morecan I.
SECOND SOLDIER: I'll hold your necklace—the chain looks stout enough. If that's sufficient,



show me what you can do. If it's not, come with me. Youll be no freer while | have you.

JAHI raises both hands, with the little fingers, index fingers, and thumbs extended. For a moment
thereis slence, then a strange, soft musc filled with trillings. Snow fdlsin gentle flakes.

SECOND SOLDIER: Stop that!

He saizes one am and jerksit down. The mudc stops abruptly. A few last snowflakes settle on his
head.

SECOND SOLDIER: That was not gold.
JAHI: Yet you saw.

SECOND SOLDIER: There's an old woman in my home village who can work the westher too.
Shé's not as quick as you, | admit, but then she's alot older, and feeble.

JAHI: Whoever she may be, sheis not a thousandth part asold as .
Enter the STATUE, moving dowly and as though blind.
JAHI: What is thet thing?

SECOND SOLDIER: One of Father Inires little pets. It can't hear you or make a sound. I'm not
even sure it'sdive.

JAHI: Why, neither am |, for dl of that.

Asthe STATUE passes near her, she strokes its cheek with her free hand.

JAHI: Lover . .. lover .. . lover. Have you no greeting for me?

STATUE: E-e-evy!

SECOND SOLDIER: What's this? Stop! Woman, you said you had no power while | held you.
JAHI: Behold my dave. Can you fight him? Go ahead—break your spear on that broad chest.
The STATUE knedls and kisses JAHI'S foot.

SECOND SOLDIER: No, but | can outrun him.

He throws JAHI across his shoulder and runs. The door in the hill opens. He enters, and it dams
shut behind him. The STATUE hammers it with mighty blows, but it does not yidd. Tears stream down
hisface. At last he turns away and begins to dig with his hands.

GABRIEL.: (Offgtage.) Thus stone images keep fath with a departed day, Alone in the desert when
men has fled away.

As the STATUE continues to dig, the stage grows dark. When the lights come up agan, the
AUTARCH is seated on his throne. He is done on stage, but silhouettes projected on screens to ether
sde of mindicate that heis surrounded by his court.

AUTARCH: Here | gt as though the lord of a hundred worlds. Y et not master even of this.
The tramp of marching men is heard offstage. There is a shouted order.
AUTARCH: Genegrdissmo!

Enter a PROPHET. He wears a goat skin and carries a gaff whose head has been cruddy carved
into a strange symbal.



PROPHET: A hundred portents are abroad. At Incusus, a caf was dropped that had no head, but
mouths in its knees. A woman of known propriety has dreamed she is with child by a dog, last night a
shower of stars fdl hissng onto the southern ice, and prophets wak abroad in the land.

AUTARCH: You yoursdf are a prophet.
PROPHET: The Autarch himsdf has seen them!

AUTARCH: My archivig, who is mogt learned in the higtory of this spot, once informed me that
over a hundred prophets have been dain here—stoned, burned, torn by beasts, and drowned. Some
have even been nalled like vermin to our doors. Now | would learn of you something of the coming of the
New Sun, so long prophesied. How isit to come about? What does it mean? Speak, or we shdl give the
old archivig another mark for histaly, and train the pale moonflower to dimb that daff.

PROPHET: | despair of stidying you, but | shdl attempt it.
AUTARCH: Do you not know?

PROPHET: | know. But | know you for a practica man, concerned with the affairs of this universe
aone, who sedom looks higher than the stars.

AUTARCH: For thirty years | have prided mysdf on that.

PROPHET: Yet even you mugt know that cancer eats the heart of the old sun. At its center, matter
fdlsin upon itsdlf, as though there were there a pit without bottom, whose top surrounds it.

AUTARCH: My astronomers have long told me so.

PROPHET: Think on an apple rotten from the bud. Fair gill without, until it collgpses into foulness
alast.

AUTARCH: Every man who finds himsaf ill strong in the latter haf of life has thought on that fruit.

PROPHET: So much then for the old sun. But what of its cancer? What know we of that, save that
it deprives Urth of heat and light, and at last of life?

Sounds of gruggle are heard offstage. Thereis a scream of pain, and a crash as though a large vase
hed been knocked from its pedestdl .

AUTARCH: Wewill learn what that commotion is soon enough, Prophet. Continue.

PROPHET: We know it to be far more, for it is a discontinuity in our universe, a rent in its fabric
bound by no law we know. From it nothing comes—all enters in, nought escapes. Yet from it anything
may appear, for it done of dl the things we know is no dave to its own nature.

Enter NOD, bleeding, prodded by pikes hdd offstage.
AUTARCH: What isthis miscrestion?

PROPHET: The very proof of those portents | spoke to you. In future times, so it has long been
sad, the death of the old sun will destroy Urth. But from its grave will rise mongters, a new people, and
the New Sun. Old Urth will flower then as a butterfly from its dry husk, and the New Urth shdl be cdled
Ushes.

AUTARCH: Ye dl we know will be swept aside? This ancient house in which we stand? Y oursdlf?
Me?

NOD: | have no wisdom. Yet | heard a wise man—soon to be a relative of marriage—say not long
ago that dl thet is for the best. We are but dreams, and dreams possess no life by their own right. See, |
am wounded. (Holds out his hand.) When my wound hedls, it will be gone. Should it with its bloody lips



sy itissorry to hed? | am only trying to explain what another said, but that iswhat | think he meant.
Deep bdlstall offstage.
AUTARCH: What's that? Y ou, Prophet, go and see who's ordered that clamor, and why.
Exit PROPHET.

NOD: | fed sure your bdls have begun the welcome of the New Sun. It is what | came to do
mysdf. It is our custom, when an honored guest arives, to roar and beat our chests, and pound the
ground and the trunks of trees dl about with gladness, and lift the greatest rocks we can, and send them
down the gorgesin honor of him. | will do that this morning, if you will set me free, and | fed sure Urth
hersdf will join me. The very mountainswill legp into the sea when the New Sun rises up today.

AUTARCH: And from where did you come? Tdl me, and I'll release you.
NOD: Why, from my own country, to the east of Paradise.

AUTARCH: And whereisthat?

NOD poaints to the eadt.

AUTARCH: And where is Paradise? In the same direction?

NOD: Why, thisis Paradise—we are in Paradise, or at least under it.
Enter the GENERALISSIMO, who marches to the throne and salutes.

GENERALISSIMO: Autarch, we have searched dl the land above this House Absolute, as you
ordered. The Contessa Carina has been found, and, her injuries not being serious, escorted to her
gpartments. We have dso found the colossus you see before you, the bgjeweled woman you described,
and two merchants.

AUTARCH: What of the other two, the naked man and his wife?

GENERALISSIMO: Thereisno trace of them.

AUTARCH: Repeat your search, and thistime look well.

GENERALISSIMO: (Sautes) Asmy Autarch wills

AUTARCH: And have the jeweled woman sent to me.

NOD begins to wak offstage, but is stopped by pikes. The GENERALISSIMO draws his pistal.
NOD: Am | not free to leave?

GENERALISSIMO: By no meand

NOD: (To AUTARCH.) | told you where my country lies. Just east of here.
GENERALISSIMO: More than your country lies. | know that area well.

AUTARCH: (Fatigued.) He has told the truth as he knows it. Perhaps the only truth there is.
NOD: Then | am free to go.

AUTARCH: | think that he whom you came to welcome will arrive whether you are free or not. Yet
there is a chance—and such creatures as you cannot be alowed to roam abroad in any case. No, you
are not free, nor ever agan will be.

NOD rushes from the stage, pursued by the GENERALISSIMO. Shots, screams, and crashes. The



figures around the AUTARCH fade. In the midst of the uproar, the bdls tall again. NOD reenters with a
laser burn across one cheek. The AUTARCH dstrikes him with his scepter; each blow produces an
exploson and a burgt of sparks. NOD seizesthe AUTARCH and is about to dash him to the stage when
two DEMONS disguised as merchants enter, throw him down, and restore the AUTARCH to his
throne.

AUTARCH: Thank you. You will be richly rewarded. | had given up hope of being rescued by my
guards, and | see | thought rightly. May | ask who you are?

FIRST DEMON: Your guards are dead. That giant has smashed their skulls againgt your walls and
broken their spines upon his knees.

SECOND DEMON: We are two traders merdly. Y our soldiers took us up.

AUTARCH: Would that they were traders, and in their places | had such soldiers as you! And yet,
you arein appearance S0 dight | would think you incapable of even ordinary strength.

FIRST DEMON: (Bowing.) Our strength isinspired by the master we serve.

SECOND DEMON: Y ou will wonder why we—two commonplace traders in daves—should have
been found wandering your grounds by night. The fact is that we came to warn you. Our travels but latdy
took us to the northern jungles, and there, in a temple older than man, a dhrine overgrown with rank
vegetation until it seemed hardly more than a lesfy mound, we spoke to an ancient shaman who foretold
great peil to your ream.

FIRST DEMON: With that intdligence we hastened here to give you the darm before it should be
too late, ariving at the very wince of time.

AUTARCH: What mugt | do?

SECOND DEMON: This world that you and we treasure has now been driven round the sun so
often that the warp and woof of its space grow threadbare and fdl as dust and feeble lint from the loom
of time.

FIRST DEMON: The continents themsdves are old as raddled women, long since stripped of
beauty and fertility. The New Sun comes—

AUTARCH: | know!
FIRST DEMON:—and he will send them crashing into the sea like foundered ships.

SECOND DEMON: And from the sea lift new—glittering with gold, slver, iron, and copper. With
diamonds, rubies, and turquoises, lands walowing in the soil of a million millennia, so long ago washed
down to the sea.

FIRST DEMON: To people these lands, a new race is prepared. The humankind you know will be
shouldered aside even as the grass, that has prospered on the plain so long, yidds to the plow and so
gives way to wheat.

SECOND DEMON: But what if the seed were burned? What then? The tal man and the dight
woman you met not long ago are such seed. Once it was hoped that it might be poisoned in the fied, but
she who was dispatched to accomplish it has lost sght of the seed now among the dead grass and
broken clods, and for a few deights of hand has been handed over to your Inquistor for grict
examingtion. Y et the seed might be burned 4ill.

AUTARCH: The thought you suggest has aready passed through my own mind.
FIRST & SECOND DEMON: (In chorus.) Of course!



AUTARCH: But would the degath of those two truly halt the coming of the New Sun?
FIRST DEMON: No. But would you wish it? The new lands shdl be yours.

The screens grow radiant. Wooded hills and cities of spires appear. The AUTARCH turns to face
them. Thereis a pause. He draws a communicator from his robes.

AUTARCH: May never the New Sun see what we do here . . . Ships Sweep over uswith flame till
dlissere.

As the two DEMONS vanish, NOD dts up. The cities and hills fade, and the screens show the
image of the AUTARCH multiplied many times. The stage goes dark.

When the lights go up again, the INQUISITOR dts a a high desk in the center of the stage. His
FAMILIAR, dressed as a torturer and masked, stands beside the desk. To ether Sde are various
insruments of torment.

INQUISITOR: Bring in the woman said to be awitch, Brother.

FAMILIAR: The Contessa waits outsde, and as she is of exdted blood, and a favorite of our
sovereign's, | beg you see her fird.

Enter the CONTESSA.

CONTESSA: | heard what was said, and as | could not think you would be desaf, Inquigitor, to such
an appedl, | have made bold to comein a once. Do you think me bold for that?

INQUISITOR: You toy with words. But yes, | own | do.

CONTESSA: Then you think wrongly. Eight years since my girlhood have | abode in this House
Absolute. When firg the blood seeped from out my loins and my mother brought me here, she warned
me never to come near these gpartments of yours, where the blood has trickled from so many, caring
nothing for the phases of the fickle moon. And never have | cometill now, and now, trembling.

INQUISITOR: Here the good need have no fear. Yet even so, | think you grown bold by your own
testimony.

CONTESSA: And am | good? Are you? Is he? My confessor would tel you | am not. What does
yourstdl you, or is hein fear? And is your familiar a better man than you?

FAMILIAR: | would not wish to be.

CONTESSA: No, | an not bold—nor safe here, as | know. It is fear that drives me to these gim
chambers. They have told you of the naked man who struck me. Has he been taken?

INQUISITOR: He has not been brought before me.

CONTESSA: Scarcely awatch ago some soldiers found me moaning in the garden, where my maid
sought to comfort me. Because | feared to be outsde by dark, they carried me to my own suite by way
of that gdlery caled the Road of Air. Do you know it?

INQUISITOR: Wdll.

CONTESSA: Then you know too that it is everywhere overhung with windows, so that dl the
chambers and corridors that abut on it may receive the benefit. As we passed by, | saw in one the figure
of amean, tdl and clean-limbed, wide of shoulder and dender of was.

INQUISITOR: There are many such men.
CONTESSA: So | thought. But in a little time, the same figure appeared in another window—and



another. Then | appealed to the soldiers who carried me to fire upon it. They thought me mad and would
not, but the party they sent to take that man returned with empty hands. Still he looked a me through the
windows, and appeared to swvay.

INQUISITOR: And you believe this man you saw to be the man who struck you?

CONTESSA: Worse. | fear it was not he, though it resembled him. Besides, he would be kind to
me, | am sure, if only | treated his madness with respect. No, on this strange night, when we, who are the
winter-killed stalks of man's old sprouting, find oursalves so mixed with next year's seed, | fear that he is
something more we do not know.

INQUISITOR: That may be so, but you will not find him here, nor the man who struck you. (To his
FAMILIAR:) Bring in the witch-woman, Brother.

FAMILIAR: Such are they dl—though some are worse than others.
He exits and returns leeding MESCHIANE by a chain.

INQUISITOR: It isaleged agangt you that you so charmed seven of the soldiers of our sovereign
the Autarch that they betrayed therr oath and turned their wespons upon their comrades and ther
officers. (Herises, and lights a large candle at one sde of his desk.) | now mogt solemnly adjure you to
confess this Sn, and if you have so snned, what power aided you to accomplish it, and the names of
those who taught you to cal upon that power.

MESCHIANE: The soldiers only saw | meant no harm, and were afraid for me. |—
FAMILIAR: Slence!

INQUISITOR: No weght is given to the protestations of the accused unless they are made under
duress. My familiar will prepare you.

FAMILIAR saizes MESCHIANE and straps her into one of the contrivances.

CONTESSA: With o little time left to the world, 1 shdl not waste it in wetching this. Are you a
friend to the naked man of the garden? | am going to seek him, and | will tdl him what has become of
you.

MESCHIANE: Oh, do! | hope that hewill come before it istoo late.

CONTESSA: And | hope he will accept me, in your stead. No doubt both hopes are equdly
forlorn, and we shdl soon be sigtersin despair.

Exit the CONTESSA.

INQUISITOR: | go too, to speak to those that were her rescuers. Prepare the subject, for | shdl
return shortly.

FAMILIAR: Thereis another, Inquisitor. Of smilar crimes, but less, perhaps, in potency.
INQUISITOR: Why did you not tdl me? | might have ingtructed both together. Bring her in.

FAMILIAR exits and returns leeding JAHI. The INQUISITOR searches among the papers on his
desk.

INQUISITOR: It isdleged againg you that you so charmed seven of the soldiers of our sovereign
the Autarch that they betrayed therr oath and turned their wespons upon their comrades and ther
officers. | now most solemnly adjure you to confess this s, and if you have so snned, what power aided
you to accomplish it, and the names of those who taught you to cal upon that power.

JAHI: (Proudly.) | have done dl you accuse me of and more than you know. The power | dare not



name lest this upholstered rat-hole be blasted to bits. Who taught me? Who teaches a child to cal upon
her father?

FAMILIAR: Her mother?

INQUISITOR: | would not know. Prepare her. | shdl return soon.

Exit the INQUISI TOR.

MESCHIANE: They fought for you too? How sad that so many had to diel

FAMILIAR: (Locking JAHI in a contrivance on the other sde of the desk.) He had your paper
agan. I'll point his error out to him diplomaticaly, you may be sure—when he comes back.

JAHI: You charmed the soldiers? Then charm this fool, and free us.
MESCHIANE: | have no chant of power, and | charmed but seven of fifty.
Enter NOD, bound, driven by FIRST SOLDIER with a pike.

FAMILIAR: What's this?

FIRST SOLDIER: Why, such a prisoner as you've never had before. He's killed a hundred men as
we might puppies. Have you shackles big enough for him?

FAMILIAR: I'l haveto link severa pairs together, but I'll contrive something.

NOD: | am no man, but less and more—being born of the clay, of Mother Gea, whose pets are the
beasts. If your dominion is over men, then you must let me go.

JAHI: Were not men either. Let us go too!

FIRST SOLDIER: (Laughing.) We can see you're not. | wasn't in doubt for a moment.
MESCHIANE: She's no woman. Don't let her trick you.

FAMILIAR: (Snapping the last fetter on NOD.) She won't. Bdieve me, thetime of tricks is over.
FIRST SOLDIER: Youll have some fun, won't you, when I'm gone.

He reaches for JAHI, who spitslike a cat.

FIRST SOLDIER: | don't suppose you'd be a good fdlow and turn your back for a moment?

FAMILIAR: (Preparing to torture MESCHIANE.) If | were such a good fdlow as that, 1'd find
mysdf broken on my own whed soon enough. But if you wait here until my master the Inquisitor returns,
you may find yoursdlf lying beside her as you wish.

FIRST SOLDIER hedtates, then redizes what is meant, and hurries out.
NOD: That woman will be the mather of my son-in-law. Do not harm her. (He strains a his chains))

JAHI: (Sifling ayawn.) I've been up dl night, and though the spirit is as willing as ever, this flesh is
reedy for rest. Can't you hurry with her and get to me?

FAMILIAR: (Not looking.) Thereisno rest here.
JAHI: So? W, it's not quite as homdlike as | would expect.
JAHI yawns again, and when she moves a hand to cover her mouth, the shackle fdls away.

MESCHIANE: You have to hold he—don't you understand? The soil has no part in her, so iron
has no power over her.



FAMILIAR: (Stll looking & MESCHIANE, whom heisto flaring.) Sheis held, never fear.
MESCHIANE: Giant! Can you free yoursdf? The world depends onit!
NOD: drans a his bonds, but cannot bresk them.

JAHI: (Waking out of her shackles) Yed It is| who answer, because in the world of redity | am
far larger than any of you. (She walks around the desk and leans over the FAMILIAR'S shoulder.) How
interesting! Crude, but interesting.

The FAMILIAR turns and gapes a her, and she flees, laughing. He runs dumsly after her, and a
moment later returns crestfalen.

FAMILIAR: (Panting.) She's gone.

NOD: Yes. Free.

MESCHIANE: Free to pursue Meschia and ruin everything, as she did before.

FAMILIAR: You don' redlize what this means. My master will return soon, and | am a dead man.
NOD: The world is dead. So she has told you.

MESCHIANE: Torturer, you have one chance yet—listen to me. Y ou must free the giant as wll.
FAMILIAR: And hewill kill me and release you. | will consider it. At least it will be a quick desth.

MESCHIANE: He hates Jehi, and though he isn't clever he knows her ways, and he is very strong.
What's more, | can tdl you an oath that he will never break. Give him the key to his shackles, then stand
by me with your sword at my neck. Make him swear to find Jahi, return her; and bind himsdf again.

The FAMILIAR hestates.

MESCHIANE: Y ou've nothing to lose. Your master doesn't even know he's supposed to be here.
But if she's gone when hereturns. . .

FAMILIAR: I'l do it! (He detaches a key from the ring at his belt.)

NOD: | swear as | hope to be linked by marriage to the family of Man, so that we giants may be
cdled the Sons of the Father, that | will capture the succubus for you, and return her here, and hold her
30 that she shdl not escape again, and bind mysdf as | am bound now.

FAMILIAR: Is that the oath?
MESCHIANE: Yes

The FAMILIAR throws the key to NOD, then draws his sword and holds it ready to drike
MESCHIANE.

FAMILIAR: Can hefind her?
MESCHIANE: He mus find her!

NOD: (Unlocking himsdlf.) | will catch her. That body weakens as she said. She may whip it far, but
she will never learn that whipping will not do everything.

(Exits)
FAMILIAR: | must continue with you. | hope you understand . . .
The FAMILIAR tortures MESCHIANE, who screams.



FAMILIAR: (Sotto voce,) How far sheid | wish that we were met when better things might be.

The stage darkens; JAHI'S running feet are heard. After a time, a fant light shows NOD loping
through the corridors of the House Absolute. Moving images of urns, pictures, and furniture behind him
show his progress. JAHI appears among them, and he exits stage right in pursuit. JAHI enters stage |eft,
with SECOND DEMON wadking in lockstep behind her.

JAHI: Where can he have gone? The gardens are burned black. You have no flesh beyond a
seeming—cannot you make yoursdf an owl and seek him out for me?

SECOND DEMON: (Mocking.) Who-0-0?
JAHI: Meschial Wait until the Father hears how you have treated me, and betrayed dl our efforts.

SECOND DEMON: From you? It was you who left Meschia, lured away by the woman. What will
you say? "The woman tempted me?' We have done with that so long ago that no one remembers it save
you and |, and now you have spoiled the lie by meking it come true.

JAHI: (Turning on him.) Y ou little foul sniveler! You scrabbler at windows!
SECOND DEMON: (Jumping back.) And now you are exiled to the land of Nod, east of Paradise.

NOD'S footfdls are heard offstage. JAHI hides behind a clepsydra, and SECOND DEMON
produces a pike and stands with it in the atitude of a soldier as NOD enters.

NOD: How long have you been standing there?
SECOND DEMON: (Sduting.) Aslong as you want, Seur.
NOD: What newsis there?

SECOND DEMON: All you want, Seur. A giant as high as a stegple has killed the throne-guards,
and the Autarch's missng. Weve searched the gardens so often that if only we'd been carrying dung
ingead of spears, the daisesd be as big as umbrdlas. Ducks clothes is down and hopes is up—so's the
turnips. Tomorrow should be fair, warm, and bright . . . (looks sgnificantly toward the clepsydra) and a
woman with no clothes on has been running through the hdls.

NOD: What is that thing?

SECOND DEMON: A water clock, Seur. See, you, knowing what time it is, can tdl by that how
much water's flowed.

NOD: (Examining the clepsydra) There is nothing like thisin my land. Do these puppets move by
water?

SECOND DEMON: Not the big one, seur.

JAHI bolts offstage, pursued by NOD, but before he is fully out of sght of the audience, she dives
between his legs, reentering. He continues off, giving her time to hide in a chest. Meanwhile, SECOND
DEMON has disappeared.

NOD: (Reentering.) Ho! Stop! (Runs to opposite sde of stage and returns.) My fault! My fault! In
the garden there—she passed close by me once. | could have reached out and crushed her like a cat—a
worm—a mouse—a snake. (Turns on audience.) Dont laugh a me | could kill you dl' The whole
poisoned race of you! Oh, to strew the valeyswith your white bones! But | am done—I am done! And
Meschiane, who trusted in me, is undone!

NOD dtrikes the clepsydra, sending brass pans and water flying across the stage.
NOD: What good is this gift of speech, except that | can curse mysdf. Good mother of dl the



beasts, take it from me. | would be as | was, and shout wordless among the hills Reason shows reason
can only bring pain—how wise to forget and be happy again!

NOD seats himsdf on the chest in which JAHI hides, and buries his face in his hands. As the lights
dim, the chest begins to linter beneath his weight.

When the lights come up again, the scene is once more the INQUISITOR'S chamber.
MESCHIANE ison the rack. The FAMILIAR isturning the whed. She screams.

FAMILIAR: That made you fed better, didn't it? | told you it would. Besides, it lets the neighbors
know were awake in here. You wouldn't beieve it, but this whole wing is ful of empty rooms and
gnecures. Here the magter and | do our business gill. We do it dill, and that's why the Commonweslth
gtands. And we want them to know it.

Enter the AUTARCH. His robes are torn and stained with blood.

AUTARCH: What place isthis? (He dts on the floor, his head in his hands in an attitude reminiscent
o NOD'S))

FAMILIAR: What place? Why, the Chambers of Mercy, you jackass. Can you come here without
knowing where you are?

AUTARCH: | have been so hunted through my house this night that | might be anywhere. Bring me
some wine—or water, if you've no wine here—and bar the door.

FAMILIAR: We have claret, but no wine. And | can hardly bar the door, since | expect my master
back.

AUTARCH: (More forcefully.) Do as || tdl you.
FAMILIAR: (Very softly.) You are drunk, friend. Go out.

AUTARCH: | an— What does it matter? The end is here. | am a man nather worse nor better
then you.

NOD'S heavy tread is heard in the distance.
FAMILIAR: He has failed—I know it!

MESCHIANE: He has succeeded! He would not come back so soon with empty hands. The world
may yet be saved!

AUTARCH: What do you mean?

Enter NOD. The madness he prayed for is upon him, but he drags JAHI behind him.
The FAMILIAR runs forward with shackles.

MESCHIANE: Someone mugt hold her, or she will escape as she did before.

The FAMILIAR drapes chains on NOD and snaps closed the locks, then chains one of NOD'S
ams across his body in such away that he holds JAHI.

NOD tightens the grip.
FAMILIAR: Heskilling her! Let go, you great booby!

The FAMILIAR snatches up the bar with which he has been tightening the rack and belabors NOD
withit. NOD roars, tries to grasp him, and lets the unconscious JAHI dip down. The FAMILIAR seizes
her by the foot and pulls her to where the AUTARCH sits.



FAMILIAR: Here, you, youll do.

He jerks the AUTARCH erect and swiftly imprisons him in such a way that one hand is clamped
about JAHI'S wrigt, then returns to torture MESCHIANE. Unseen behind him, NOD is freeng himsdlf
of hischains,

Chapter 25
THE ATTACK ON THE HIERODULES

Though we were outdoors, where sounds are so eesly logt againg the immensty of the sky, | could
hear the clatter Baldanders made as he feigned to struggle with his bonds. There were conversations in
the audience, and | could hear those as well—one about the play, which discovered in it Sgnificances |
hed never guessed and which Dr. Tdos, | would say, had never intended; and another about some legd
case that a speaker with the drawling intonation of an exultant seemed certain the Autarch was about to
judge wrongly. As | turned the windlass of the rack, Ietting the pawl drop with a satifying clack, | risked
adddong look at those who watched us.

No more than ten chairs were in use, but lofty figures stood a the sdes of the sedting area, and
behind it. There were a few women in court dresses much like the ones | had once seen in the House
Azure, dresses with very low décolletages and full skirts that were often dit, or relieved with pands of
lace. Ther har was amply dressed, but it was set off with flowers, jewds, or brilliantly luminous larvee.

Most of those in our audience seemed men, and more arrived momentarily. Many were as tal as or
tdler than Vodaus. They stood wrapped in their cloaks as though they were chilled by the soft soring air.
Thar faces were shadowed beneath broad-brimmed, low-crowned petasoses.

Badanderss chains fdl with a crash, and Dorcas shrieked to let me know he was free. | turned
toward him, then cowered away, wrenching the nearest flanbeau from its socket to fend him off. It
guttered as the ail in its bowl nearly drowned the flame, sputtering to renewed life when the brimstone
and mingrd sdts Dr. Tdos had gummed around the rim took fire.

The giant was feigning madness, as hisrole required. His coarse hair hung about his eyes; and they,
behind its screen, blazed so wildly | could see them despite it. His mouth hung dack, drooling spittle and
showing his ydlowed teeth. Arms twice the length of my own groped toward me.

What frightened me—and | was frightened, | admit, and wished heartily | had Terminus Eg in my
hands instead of the iron flambeau—was what | can only cdl the expresson beneath the lack of
expression on his face. It was there like the black water we sometimes glimpse moving beneath the ice
when the river freezes. Badanders had found a terrible joy now in being as he was, and when | faced him
| redized for the firg time that he was not so much feigning madness on the stage as feigning sanity and
hisdim humility off it. I wondered then how much he had influenced the writing of the play, though it may
be only that Dr. Tdos had (as he surdly had) understood his patient better than I.

We were not, of course, to terrify the Autarch's courtiers as we had the country people. Badanders
would wrest the flambeau from me, pretend to break my back, and end the scene. He did not. Whether
he was as mad as he pretended or was genuindy enraged a our growing audience, | cannot say. Perhaps
both those explanations are correct.

However tha might be, he jerked the flambeau from me and turned on them, flourishing it so the
burning ail flew about him in a shower of fire. My sword, with which | had threatened Dorcass head a
few moments before, lay near my feet, and | stooped for it indinctively. By thetime | had straightened up



agan, Baldanders was in the midst of the audience. The flambeau had gone out, and he svung it like a
mace.

Someone fired a pistol. The bolt set his costume &fire, but must have missed his body. Severa
exultants had drawn their swords, and someone—I could not see who—possessed that rarest of dl
wegpons, a dream. It moved like tyrian smoke, but very much fagter, and in an ingant it had enveloped
the giant. It seemed then that he stood wrapped in dl that was past and much that had never been: a
gray-haired woman sprouted from his side, a fishing boat hovered just over his head, and a cold wind
whipped the flames that wreathed him.

Y et the visons, which are said to leave soldiers dazed and helpless, a burden to their cause, did not
seem to affect Baldanders. He strode forward 4ill, and the flambeau smashed clear a path for him.

Then, in the moment more that | watched (for |1 soon recovered enough sdf-command to flee that
med fight) | saw severd figures throw aside their capes and—as it appeared—their faces too. Under
those faces, which when they were no longer worn seemed of a tissue as insubgantid as that of the
notules, were such mongtrosities as | had not thought existence could support: a circular mouth rimmed
with needle teeth; eyes that were themsdlves a thousand eyes, clustered like the scales of a pine cone
jaws like tongs. These things have remained in my memory as everything remains, and | have stared again
a themin the dark watches of the night. | am very glad, when at lagt | rouse mysdf to turn my face
toward the stars and moon-drenched clouds instead, that | could see only those nearest our foatlights.

| have dready sad that | fled. But that dight ddlay, during which | picked up Terminus ES and
stood observing Baldanders's mad attack, amost cost me dearly; by the time | turned to take Dorcas to
safety, she was gone.

| ran then not so much from Badanderss fury, or from the cacogens in the audience, or from the
Autarch's praetorians (who | fdt would surdy arrive soon), but in pursuit of Dorcas. Searching for her
and cdling her name as | went, | found nothing but the groves and fountains and abrupt wels of that
endless garden; and at lagt, winded and with aching legs, | dowed to awalk.

It isimpossible for me to set down on paper dl the bitterness | fdt then. To have found Dorcas and
log her so soon seemed more than | could bear. Women bdieve—or a least often pretend to
believe—that dl our tenderness for them springs from desire; that we love them when we have not for a
time enjoyed them, and dismiss them when we are sated, or to express it more precisdy, exhausted.
Thereisno truth in this idea, though it may be made to appear true.

When we are rigid with desire, we are apt to pretend a great tenderness in the hope of satidfying that
desire; but a no other time are we in fact so lidble to treat women brutdly, and so unlikdy to fed any
deep emoation but one. As | wandered through the lighted gardens, | fdt no physcd need for Dorcas
(though | had not enjoyed her snce we had dept in the fortress of the dimarchi, beyond the Sanguinary
Fields) because | had poured out my manhood again and again with Jolentain the nenuphar boat. Yet if |
hed found Dorcas | would have smothered her with kisses; and for Jolenta, whom | had been prone to
didike, I now had conceived a certain affection.

Neither Dorcas nor Jolenta appeared, nor did | see hagtening soldiers or even the revelers we had
come to entertain. The thiasus, it seemed clear, had been confined to some certain part of the grounds;
and | was now far from that part. Even now, | am unsure how far the House Absolute extends. There are
maps, but they are incomplete and contradictory. There are no maps of the Second House, and even
Father Inire tels me that he has long ago forgotten many of its myseries. In wandering its narrow
corridors, |1 have seen no white wolves, but | have found stairs leading to domes beneeth the river, and
hatches opening into what appears to be untouched forest. (Some of these are marked above ground by
ruinous, haf-overgrown marble steles, some are not.) When | have closed such hatches and retreated
regretfully into an atificid ar dill laced with the odors of vegetable growth and decay, | have often



wondered whether some passage or other does not reach the Citadel. Old Ultan hinted once that his
library stacks extended to the House Absolute. What isthat but to say that the House Absolute extended
to hislibrary stacks? There are parts of the Second House that are not unlike the blind corridors in which
| searched for Triskde; perhaps they are the same corridors, though if they are, | ran a greater risk then |
then knew.

Whether these speculations of mine are rooted in fact or not, |1 had no notion of them & the time of
which | write now. In my innocence | supposed that the borders of the House Absolute, which extended
both in space and in time so much further than the uninformed would guess, could be drictly ddimited;
and that | was gpproaching, or would soon approach, or had dready passed them. Thus| walked dl that
night, directing my course northward by the stars. And as | waked, | reviewed my life in just the way |
have so often attempted to prevent mysdf from doing while | waited for deep. Agan Drotte and Roche
and | swam in the dammy cistern beneath the Bdl Keep; again | replaced Josephinas toy imp with the
dolen frog; agan | stretched forth my hand to grasp the haft of the ax that would have dan the great
Vodadus and so saved a Thecla not yet imprisoned; again | saw the ribbon of crimson creep from under
Theclas door, Mdrubius bending over me, Jonas vanishing into the infinity between dimensions. | played
again with pebbles in the courtyard beside the fdlen curtain wal, as Thecla dodged the hooves of my
father's mounted guard.

Long after | had seen the last balustrade, | feared the soldiers of the Autarch; but after some time,
when | had not so much as glimpsed a disant patrol, | grew contemptuous of them, beieving ther
ineffectiveness to be a part of that genera disorganization | had observed in the Commonwedth so often.
With or without my help, Vodalus, | felt, would surely destroy such bunglers indeed, could do so now, if
he would only strike.

And yet the androgyne in the ydlow robe, who had known Vodaluss password and received his
message as if expecting it, was unquestionably the Autarch, the master of those soldiers and in fact of the
entire Commonwedth insofar as it recognized a master. Theda had seen him often; those memories of
Theclds were now my own, and it was he. If Vodaus had won aready, why did he remain in hiding? Or
was Vodaus merdly a creature of the Autarch's? (If so, why did Vodaus refer to the Autarch as though
he were a servitor?) | tried to persuade mysdf that everything that had passed in the chamber of the
picture and the rest of the Second House had been a dream; but | knew it was not so, and the sted was

gone.

Thinking of VVodaus reminded me of the Claw, which the Autarch himsdf had urged me to return to
the order of priestesses caled Pderines. | drew it out. Its light was soft now, nether flashing as it had
been in the mine of the man-gpes nor dull as it had been when Jonas and | had examined it in the
antechamber. Though it lay upon the pdm of my hand, it seemed to me now a great pool of blue water,
purer than the cistern, purer far than Gyall, into which | might dive . . . though in doing so | should in
some incomprehengble fashion be diving up. It was a once comforting and disquieting, and | pushed it
into my boot-top again and walked on.

Dawn found me on a narrow path that straggled through a forest more sumptuous in its decay even
then that outside the Wal of Nessus. The cool fern arches | had seen there were absent here, but
fleshy-fingered vines dung to the greaet mahoganies and rain-trees like hetaerae, tuning their long limbs to
clouds of floating green and lowering rich curtains spangled with flowers. Birds unknown to me caled
overhead, and once a monkey who might, save for his four hands, have been a wizened, red-bearded
men in fur, spied on me from a fork as high as a spire. When | could wak no farther, | found a dry,
well-shaded spot between pillar-thick roots and wrapped mysdf inmy cloak.

Often | have had to hunt down deep as though it were the most dusive of chimeras, hdf legend and
half ar. Now it sorang upon me. | had no sooner closed my eyes than | faced the maddened giant again.
Thistime | hdd Terminus E<t, but she seemed no more than a wand. Instead of the stage, we stood upon



anarrow parapet. To one Sde flamed the torches of an army. On the other a sheer drop terminated in a
oreading lake that at once was and was not the azure pool of the Claw. Badanders lifted his terrible
flambeau, and | had somehow become the childish figure | had seen beneath the sea. The gigantic
women, | fdt, could not be far away. The mace crashed down.

It was broad afternoon, and flame-colored ants were making a caravan across my chest. After two
or three watches spent in waking among the pae leaves of that noble yet doomed forest, | struck a
broader path, and in another watch (when the shadows were lengthening) | hdted, sniffed the air, and
found that the odor | had detected was indeed the reek of smoke. | was wracked with hunger by that
time and | hurried forward.

Chapter 26
PARTING

Where the path crossed another, four people sat on the ground around a tiny fire. | recognized
Jolenta firs—her aura of beauty made the dearing seem a paradise. At dmost the same moment, Dorcas
recognized me and came running to kiss me, and | glimpsed Dr. Taoss fox-like face over Baldanders's
massve shoulder.

The giant, whom | ought to have known at once, was changed dmost out of recognition. His head
was swathed in dirty bandages, and in place of the baggy black coat he had worn, his wide back was
covered with a gicky ointment that resembled day and smdled like stagnant water.

"Wdl met, wdl met” Dr. Tdos cdled. "Weve dl been wondering what became of you."
Badanders indicated with a dight indination of his head that it was actudly Dorcas who had been
wondering, which | think | might have guessed without the hint.

"I ran," | said. "So did Dorcas, | know. I'm surprised the rest of you weren't killed."
"We very nearly were," the doctor admitted, nodding.

Jolenta shrugged, making the smple movement seem an exquidte ceremony. "l ran away too." She
cupped her huge breasts in her hands. "But | don't think I'm well suited to running, do you? Anyway, in
the dark 1 soon bumped againg an exultant who told me | would have to run no farther, that he would
protect me. But then some spahis came—I would like to have their animas harnessed to my carriage
someday, they were very fine—and they had with them a high officdd of the sort that cares nothing for
women. | hoped then that | would be taken to the Autarch whose pores outshine the dars
themsdves—the way it nearly happens in the play. But they made my exultant leave, and ingtead it was
back to the theater where he" she gestured toward Baldanders, "and the doctor were. The doctor was
putting salve on him, and the soldiers were going to kill us, dthough | could see they didn't redly want to
kill me. Then they let us go, and here we are.”

Dr. Tdos added, "We found Dorcas a daybreak. Or rather, she found us, and we have been
traveling dowly toward the mountains ever since. Sowly, because ill though he is, Badanders is the only
one of uswith the strength to carry our baggage, and though we have discarded much of it, there reman
certain items we mugt keep."

| said | was surprised to hear Baldanders was merdy ill, snce | had been certain he was dead.

"Dr. Tdos stopped him," Dorcas said. "Isn't tha right, Doctor? That's how he was captured. It's
surprising that both of them weren't killed.”

"Ye as you see" Dr. Tdos sad, amiling, "we yet wak among the living. And though we are
somewhat the worse for wear, we are rich. Show Severian our money, Baldanders.”



Painfully, the giant shifted his posdition and took out a bulging lesther purse. After looking a the
doctor as though for additiona ingructions, he loosened the drings and poured into his huge hand a
shower of new-minted chrisos. Dr. Talos took one of the coins and held it up so it caught the light. "How
long do you think a man from one of the fishing villages about L ake Diuturna would build wals for thet?"

| said, "At least ayear, | should imegine”

"Two! Every day, winter and summer, rain or shine, provided we dole it out in bits of copper, as we
dhdl. Well have fifty such men to hdp rebuild our home. Wait until you see it next!"

Badanders added in his heavy voice, "If they will work."

The red-haired doctor whirled on him. "Theyll work! I've learned something since lagt time, let me
tdl you!"

| interposed. "I assume that a part of that money is ming and tha a part beongs to these
womern—does it not?"

Dr. Tdosrelaxed. "Oh, yes. | had forgotten. The women have dready had their shares. HAf of this
isyours. After dl, we wouldn't have had it without you." He scooped the coins out of the giant's hand and
began to create two stacks on the ground before him.

| supposed that he meant only that | had contributed to the success of his play, such as it was. But
Dorcas, who mugt have sensed that something more lay behind the credit he had given me, asked, "Why
do you say that, Doctor?"

The fox-face amiled. " Severian has friendsin high places. | own | have thought so for some time—a
torturer wandering the roads like a vagrant was a hit too much even for Badanders to swalow, and |
have, | fear, an excessively narrow throat."

"If | have such friends" | said, "l am unaware of them."

The stacks were level now, and the doctor pushed one toward me and the other back to the giant.
"At firg, when | found you abed with Baldanders, | thought you might have been sent to warn us againgt
performing my play—in some respectsit is, as you may have observed, a least in appearance critica of
the Autarchy.”

"Somewhat," Jolenta ligped sarcadticaly.

"Yet surdy, to send a torturer from the Citadd to frighten a couple of ralling mountebanks would
be an absurd overreaction. Then | redized that we, by the very fact that we were saging the play, served
to conced you. Few would suspect that a servant of the Autarch would associate himsdf with such an
enterprise. | wrote in the Familiar's part so that we should hide you better by giving your habit a reason
for exigence.”

"I know nothing of this" | said.

"Of course. | have no dedire to force you to violate your trust. But as we were setting up our theater
yesterday, a highly placed servant from the House Absolute—an agamite, | think, and they are dways
close to the ear of authority—came asking if our troupe was the one in which you performed, and if you
were with us. Y ou and Jolenta had absented yoursdves, but | answered in the affirmative. He asked then
how greet a share you had of what we made, and when | told him, said that he was ingtructed to pay us
now for the night's performance. Very fortunate that proved since this great ninny went charging out into
our audience.”

It was one of the few times | saw Badanders appear hurt by his physcian's jibes. Though it dearly
cost him pain to do so, he swung his big body about until he faced away from us.



Dorcas had told me that when | had dept in Dr. Taoss tent, | had dept done. Now | sensed that
the giant fdt so; that for him the dearing held only himsdf and certain amal animads, pets of whom he was

tiring.
"He has paid for hisrashness," | said. "He looks badly burned.”

The doctor nodded. "Actudly, Badanders was fortunate. The Hierodules dided down ther beams
and tried to turn him back ingead of killing him. He lives now through their forbearance, and will
regenerae.”

Dorcas murmured, "Hedl, you mean? | trugt so. | fed more pity for imthan | can say.”

"Yoursisatender heart. Too tender, perhaps. But Badanders is dill growing, and growing children
have great recuperative powers.”

"Sill growing?' | asked. "His hair is partly gray."

The doctor laughed. "Then perhaps he is growing grayer. But now, dear friends" he rose and
dusted his trousers, "now we have come, as some poet aptly puts it, to the place where men are pulled
gpart by ther destinations. We had hdted here, Severian, not only because we were fatigued, but
because it is here that the route toward Thrax, where you are going, and that toward Lake Diuturna and
our own country diverge. | was loath to pass this point, the lagt a which | had hopes of seeing you,
without making a far divison of our gans—but that is accomplished now. Should you communicate
agan with your benefactors in the House Absolute, will you own that you have been equitably dedt
with?' The stack of chrisos was dill on the ground before me.

"There is a hundred times more here than | ever expected to recaive" | said. "Yes. Certanly.” |
picked up the coins and put them into my sabretache.

A glance passed between Dorcas and Jolenta, and Dorcas said, "l am going to Thrax with Severian,
if that is where Severian isgoing."

Jolenta held up a hand to the doctor, obvioudy expecting that he would help her to rise.

"Badanders and | will be traveling done" he said, "and we will wak dl night. We will miss dl of
you, but the time of parting is upon us. Dorcas, my child, | an delighted that you will have a protector.”
(Jolental's hand was by thistime on histhigh.) "Come, Badanders, we must be away."

The giant lumbered to his feet, and though he made no moan, | could see how much he suffered. His
bandages were wet with mingled sweat and blood. | knew whét | had to do, and said, "Badanders and |
mus speak privatey for amoment. Could | ask the rest of you to move off a hundred paces or 07"

The women began to do as | had asked, Dorcas waking down one path and Jolenta (whom Dorcas
hed helped up) down ancther; but Dr. Tados remained where he was until | repeated my request that he

go.

"You wish me to leave as wdl? It's quite usdess. Badanders will tdl me anything you tdl him as
soon as we are together again. Jolental Come here, dear.”

"Sheisleaving at my request, just as | asked you to."
"Yes, but she's going the wrong way, and | cannot have it. Jolental™
"Doctor, | only wish to hdp your friend—or your dave, or whatever heis”

Quite unexpectedly, Baldanders's deep voice issued from beneath his swirl of bandages. "I am his
meder.”

"Exactly s0," said the doctor, as taking up the stack of chrisos he had pushed toward Badanders,



he dropped it into the giant's trousers pocket.
Jolenta had hobbled back to us with tears streaking her lovdy face. "Doctor, can't | go with you?"

"Of course not," he said as codlly as if a child had asked for a second dice of cake. Jolenta
collgpsed at hisfedt.

| looked up at the giant. "Badanders, | can help you. A friend of mine was burned as much as you
are not long ago, and | was able to hep him. But | won't do it while Dr. Taos and Jolenta look on. Will
you come with me, only a short way, back down the path toward the House Absolute?’

Sowly, the giant's head siwung from side to side.

"He knows the lenitive you offer,” Dr. Taos said, laughing. "He himsdf has provided it to many, but
he loves life too much."

"Lifeiswhat | offer—not death.”

"Yes?' The doctor raised an eyebrow.

"Whereisyour friend?" The giant had picked up the handles of his barrow.
"Baddanders” | said, "do you know who the Conciliator was?"

"That was long ago," Badanders answered. "It does not matter.” He started down the path Dorcas
hed not taken. Dr. Tdos followed him for afew strides, with Jolenta dinging to his arm, then stopped.

"Severian, you have guarded a good many prisoners, according to what youve told me. If
Badanders were to give you another chrisos, would you hold this creature until we are wel gone?’

| was dill sck with the thought of the giant's pain and my own falure but | managed to say, "As a
member of the guild, | can accept commissons only from the legdly condtituted authorities”

"Wewill kill her then, when we are out of your sght.”

"Thet is a matter between you and her," | said, and started after Dorcas. | had hardly caught up with
her before we heard Jolentas screams. Dorcas hated and grasped my hand more tightly, asking what the
sound was, | told her of the doctor's threat.

"And you let her go?'

"l didn't believe he meant it."

As| sad that, we had turned and were dready retracing our way. We had not gone a dozen drides
before the screams were succeeded by a slence so profound we could hear the rudling of a dying lesf.

We hurried on; but by the time we reached the crossing, | fdt certain we were too late, and so | was, if
the truth be known, only hurrying because | knew Dorcas would be disappointed in meif | did not.

| was wrong in thinking Jolenta dead. As we rounded a turn in the path we saw her running toward
us, her knees together as if her legs were hampered by her generous thighs, her arms crossed over her
breasts to steady them. Her glorious red-gold hair fdl across her eyes, and the thin organza shift she
wore had been dashed to tatters. She fainted when Dorcas embraced her. "Those devils, they've beaten
her," Dorcas said.

"A moment ago we were afraid they would kill her." | looked at the welts on the beautiful woman's
back. "These are the marks of the doctor's cane, | think. She's lucky he didn't set Badanders on her.”

"But what can we do?"

"We can try this" | fished the Claw from my boot-top and showed it to her. "Do you remember the



thing we found in my sabretache? That you said was no true gem? Thisis what it was, and it seems to
help injured people, sometimes. | wanted to use it on Badanders, but he wouldn't let me”

| hed the Claw over Jolenta's head, then ran it dong the bruises on her back, but it flamed no
brighter and she seemed no better. "It isn't working,” | said. "I'll have to carry her.”

"Put her over your shoulder, or youll be holding her just where she's been hurt worgt.”

Dorcas carried Terminus Et, and | did as she suggested, finding Jolenta nearly as heavy as a man.
For a long while we trudged thus benesth the pale green canopy of the leaves before Jolentas eyes
opened. Even then she could hardly walk or stand without help, however, or so much as comb back that
extraordinary har with her fingers to let us better see the tear-stained ovd of her face. "The doctor won't
let me come with him," she said.

Dorcas nodded. "It ssems not." She might have been talking to someone far younger than hersdlf.
" will be destroyed.”

| asked why she said that, but she only shook her head. After atime she said, "May | go with you,
Severian? | don't have any money. Badanders took away what the doctor had given me™" She shot a
sddong glance a Dorcas. " She has money too—more than | got. As much as the doctor gave you."

"He knows that," Dorcas said. "And he knows any money | haveishis, if he wantsit."

I changed the subject. "Perhaps both of you should know that | may not be going to Thrax, or at
leadt, not directly. Not if | can discover the whereabouts of the order of Pelerines.”

Jolenta looked a me asif | were mad. "I've heard they roam the whole world. Besides, they accept
only women."

"l don't want to join them, only to find them. The last news | had was that they were on the way
north. But if | can find out where they are, I'll have to go there—even if it means turning south again.”

"I'm going where you go," Dorcas declared. "Not to Thrax."
"And I'm going nowhere," Jolenta Sighed.

As soon as we no longer had to support Jolenta, Dorcas and | drew somewhat ahead of her. When
we had been waking for some time, | turned to look back at her. She was no longer weeping, but |
hardly recognized the beauty who had once accompanied Dr. Talos. She had held her head proudly, and
even arogantly. Her shoulders had been thrown back and her magnificet eyes had flashed like
emerdds. Now her shoulders drooped with weariness and she looked at the ground.

"What was it you spoke of with the doctor and the giant?" Dorcas asked as we walked.
"I've dready told you," | said.

"Once you cdled out so loudly that 1 could hear what you said. It was ‘Do you know who the
Conciliator was? But | couldn't tdl if you didnt know yoursdf, or were only seeking to discover if they
knew."

"I know very little—nothing, redly. I've seen pictures that are supposed to be of him, but they differ
s0 much they can hardly be of the same man.”

"There are legends”

"Mog of them I've heard sound very foolish. | wish Jonas were here; he would take care of Jolenta,
and he would know about the Conciliator. Jonas was the man we met at the Piteous Gate, the man who
rode the merychip. For atime he was a good friend to me”



"Whereis he now?"

"That's what Dr. Tdos wanted to know. | don't know, and | don't wish to speak of it. Tdl me about
the Conciliator, if you want to tak."

No doubt it was foolish, but as soon as | mentioned that name, | fdt the slence of the forest like a
weight. The 9ghing of a little wind somewhere among the uppermost branches might have been the 9gh
from a sickbed; the pae green of the light-starved leaves suggested the palid faces of starved children.

"No one knows much about him," Dorcas began, "and | probably know less than you do. | don't
even remember now how | learned what | know. Anyway some people say he was hardly more than a
boy. Some say he was not a human being at dl—not a cacogen, but the thought, tangible to us, of some
vad intdligence to whom our actudity is no more red than the paper theaters of thetoy sdlers. The story
goes that he once took a dying woman by the hand and a star by the other, and from that time forward
he had the power to reconcile the universe with humanity, and humeanity with the universe, ending the old
breach. He had away of vanishing, then reappearing when everyone thought he was dead—reappearing
sometimes after he had been buried. He might be encountered as an animd, speaking the human tongue,
and he appeared to some pious woman or other in the form of roses.”

| recaled my masking. "Holy Katharine, | suppose, a her execution.”
"There are darker legends, too."
"Tdl them to me"

"They frightened me" Dorcas said. "Now | don't even remember them. Doesn't that brown book
you carry with you make any mention of him?"

| drew it out and saw that it did, and then, Snce | could not comfortably read while we walked, |
thrugt it back inmy sabretache again, resolving to read that section when we camped, as we would have
to soon.

Chapter 27
TOWARD THRAX

Our path ran through the gtricken forest for as long as the light lasted; a watch after dark we
reached the edge of ariver smdler and swifter than Gyall, where by moonlight we could see broad cane
fidds on the farther sde waving in the night wind. Jolenta had been sobbing with weariness for some
distance, and Dorcas and | agreed to hdt. Since | would never have risked Terminus ESt's honed blade
on the heavy limbs of the forest trees, we would have had little firewood there; such dead branches as we
had come across had been soaked with moisture and were adready spongy with decay. The riverbank
provided an abundance of twisted, westhered sticks, hard and light and dry.

We had broken a good many and laid our fire before | remembered | no longer had my sriker,
having lft it with the Autarch, who mugt aso, | fdt certain, have been the "Highly placed servant” who
hed filled Dr. Taoss hands with chrisos. Dorcas had flint, sted, and tinder among her scant baggage,
however, and we were soon comforted by a roaring blaze. Jolenta was fearful of wild beasts, though |
labored to explain to her how unlikdly it was that the soldiers would permit anything dangerous to livein a
forest that ran up to the gardens of the House Absolute. For her sake we burned three thick brands at
one end only, so that if need arose we could snatch them from the fire and threaten the creatures she
dreaded.

No beasts came, our fire drove off the mosquitoes, and we lay upon our backs and watched the
sparks mount into the air. Far higher, the lights of fliers passed to and fro, filling the sky for a moment or



two with a ghodly fdse dawn as the minigers and generds of the Autarch returned to the House
Absolute or went forth to war. Dorcas and | speculated about what they might think when they looked
down—for only an indant as they were whirled away—and saw our scarlet star; and we decided that
they must wonder about us much as we wondered about them, pondering who we might be, and where
we went, and why. Dorcas sang a song for me, a song about a girl who wanders through a grove in
soring, londly for her friends of the year before, the fdlen leaves.

Jolenta lay between our fire and the water, | suppose because she fdt safer there. Dorcas and |
were on the opposite Sde of the fire, not only because we wanted to be out of her Sght as nearly as
possible, but because Dorcas, as she told me, didiked the sght and sound of the cold, dark stream
dipping by. "Like aworm," she said. "A big ebony snake that is not hungry now, but knows where we
are and will eat us by and by. Aren't you afraid of snakes, Severian?'

Theda had been; | fdt the shade of her fear dir a the question and nodded.

"I've heard that in the hot forests of the north, the Autarch of All Serpents is Uroboros, the brother
of Abaia, and that hunters who discover his burrow bedieve they have found a tunnd under the sea, and
descending it enter his mouth and dl unknowing dimb down his throat, so that they are dead while they
dill believe themsdves living; though there are others who say that Uroboros is only the greet river there
that flows to its own source, or the sea itsdf, that devours its own beginnings”

Dorcas edged closer as she recounted dl this, and | put my arm about her, knowing that she wanted
me to make love to her, though we could not be sure Jolenta was adegp on the other sde of the fire
Indeed, from time to time she gtirred, seeming because of her full hips, narrow waist, and billowing hair,
to undulate like a serpent hersdf. Dorcas lifted her smdl, tragicaly dean face to mine, and | kissed her
and fdt her press hersdf to me, trembling with desire.

"l am so cold," she whispered.

She was naked, though | had not seen her undress. When | put my cloak about her, her skin fet
flushed—as my own was—from the heat of the blaze. Her litle hands dipped under my clothes,
caressing me.

"So0 good,” she said. "So smooth.” And then (though we had coupled before), "Won't | be too
andl?', like a child.

When | woke, the moon (it was dmaost beyond belief that it was the same moon that had guided me
through the gardens of the House Absolute) had nearly been overtaken by the mounting horizon of the
west. Its beryline light streamed down the river, giving to every ripple the black shadow of awave.

| fdt uneasy without knowing why. Jolenta's fears of beasts no longer seemed so fodlish as they had,
and | got up and, after making certain she and Dorcas were unharmed, found more wood for our dying
fire | remembered the notules, which Jonas had told me were often sent forth by night, and the thing in
the antechamber. Night birds sailed overhead—not only owls, such as we had in plenty negting in the
ruined towers of the Citadel, birds marked by their round heads and short, broad, slent wings, but birds
of other kinds with two-forked and three-forked talls, birds that stooped to skim the water and twittered
as they flew. Occasonaly, moths vadtly larger than any | had seen before passed from tree to tree. Thair
figured wings were as long as a man's arms, and they spoke among themselves as men do, but in voices
amog too high for hearing. After | had stirred the fire, made sure of my sword, and looked for a time on
Dorcass innocent face with its great, tender eyelashes closed in deep, | lay down again to watch the
birds voyage among the congtdllations and enter that world of memory that, no matter how sweet or how
bitter it may be, is never whally closed to me.

| sought to recdl that celebration of Holy Katharine's day thet fdl the year after | became captain of
apprentices; but the preparations for the feast were hardly begun before other memories came crowding



unbidden around it. In our kitchen | lifted a cup of stolen wine to my lips—and found it had become a
breast running with warm milk. It was my mother's breast then, and | could hardly contain my eation
(which might have wiped the memory away) a having reached back at last to her, after so many fruitless
attempts. My arms sought to clasp her, and | would, if only | could, have lifted my eyes to look into her
face. My mother certainly, for the children the torturers take know no breasts. The grayness a the edge
of my fied of vison, then, was the metd of her cdl wall. Soon she would be led away to scream in the
Apparatus or gasp in Allowin's Necklace. | sought to hold her back, to mark the moment so | might
return to it when | chose; she faded even as | tried to bind her to me, dissolving as mig does when the
wind rises.

| wasachildagan...agr ... Theda | stood in a magnificent chamber whose windows were
mirrors, mirrors that at once illuminated and reflected. Around me were beautiful women twice my height
or more, in various stages of undress. The ar was thick with scent. | was searching for someone, but as |
looked at the painted faces of the tal women, lovely and indeed perfect, | began to doubt if 1 should
know her. Tears rolled down my cheeks. Three women ran to me and | stared from one to another. As |
did, their eyes narrowed to points of light, and a heart-shaped patch beside the lips of the nearest spread
web-fingered wings.

"Severian."

| st up, uncertain of the point at which memory had become dream. This voice was swest, yet very
deep, and though | was conscious of having heard it before, | could not at once recal where. The moon
was nearly behind the western horizon now, and our fire was dying a second death. Dorcas had thrown
adde her ragged bedding, so that she dept with her sprite's body exposed to the night air. Seeing her
thus, her pae skin rendered more pae dill by the waning moonlight, save where the glow of the embers
flushed it with red, | felt such desire as | had never known—not when | had clasped Agia to me on the
Adamnian Steps, not when | had fird seen Jolenta on Dr. Taoss stage, not even on the innumerable
occasions when | had hastened to Theclain her cdl. Yet it was not Dorcas | desired; | had enjoyed her
only a short time ago, and though | fully believed she loved me, | could not be certain she would have
given hersdf so readily if she had not more than suspected | had entered Jolenta on the afternoon before
the play, and if she had not believed Jolenta to be watching us across the fire. Nor did | desire Jolenta,
who lay upon her Sde and snored. Instead | wanted them both, and Thecla, and the nameess meretrix
who had feigned to be Theda in the House Azure, and her friend who had taken the part of Thea, the
woman | had seen on the dtair in the House Absolute. And Agia, Vaeria, Morwenna, and a thousand
more. | recaled the witches, their madness and their wild dancing in the Old Court on nights of rain; the
cool, virgind beauty of the red-robed Pelerines.

"Severian."

It was no dream. Sleepy birds, perched on branches at the margin of the forest, had tirred at the
sound. | drew Terminus Est and let her blade catch the cold dawn light, so that whoever had spoken
should know me armed. All was quiet again—quieter now than it had ever been by night. | waited,
turning my head dowly in my attempt to locate the one who had cdled my name, though | was conscious
it would have been better if | could have appeared to know the correct direction dready. Dorcas gtirred
and moaned, but neither she nor Jolenta woke; there was no other sound but the crackling of the fire, the
dawn wind among the leaves, and the lgpping water.

"Where are you?' | whispered, but there was no reply. A fish jJumped with a Slver splash, and dl
was dlent again.

"Severian."

However deep, it was a woman's voice, throbbing with passion, mois with need; | remembered
Agiaand did not sheethe my sword.



"The sandbar . . "

Though | feared it was merdly a trick to make me turn my back on the trees, | let my eyes search
the river until 1 saw it, about two hundred paces from our fire.

"Come to me"

It was no trick, or at least not the trick | had at firs feared. It was from downstream that the voice
spoke.

"Come. Please. | cannot hear you where you stand.”

| said, "I did not speak,” but there was no reply. | waited, rductant to leave Dorcas and Jolenta
aone.

"Please. When the sun reaches this water, | mugt go. There may be no other chance.”

Thelittle river was wider at the sandbar than below or above it, and | could wak upon the ydlow
sand itsdf, dry-shod, nearly to the center. To my left the greenish water gradudly narrowed and
deepened. To my right lay a deep pool perhaps twenty paces wide, from which water flowed swiftly yet
smooathly. | stood on the sand with Terminus Et gripped in both hands, her square point buried between
my feet. "I'm here" | said. "Where are you? Can you hear me now?" As though the river itsdf were
replying, three fish legped at once, then legped again, making a series of soft explosons on the surface. A
moccasin, his brown back marked with linked rings of gold and black, glided up amog a my boot toes,
turned asif to menace the jumping fish and hissed, then entered the ford on the upper sde of the bar and
swvam away in long undulations. Through the body, he had been as thick as my forearm.

"Do not fear. Look. See me. Know that | will not harm you."

Green though the water had been, it grew greener dill. A thousand jade tentacles writhed there,
never breaking the surface. As| watched, too fascinated to be afraid, a disc of white three paces across
appeared among them, risng dowly toward the surface.

It was not urtil it was within afew spans of the ripples that | understood what it was—and then only
because it opened eyes. A face looked through the water a me, the face of a woman who might have
dandled Baldanders like atoy. Her eyes were scarlet, and her mouth was bordered by ful lips so darkly
crimson | had not at firgt thought them lips at dl. Behind them stood an army of pointed teeth; the green
tendrils that framed her face were her floding hair.

" have come for you, Severian,” she said. "No, you are not dreaming.”

Chapter 28
THE ODALISQUE OF ABAIA

| said, "Once before | dreamed of you." Dimly, | could see her naked body in the water, immense
and gleaming.

"We watched the giant, and so found you. Alas, we logt sght of you too soon, when you and he
separated. You believed then that you were hated, and did not know how much you were loved. The
seas of the whole world shook with our mourning for you, and the waves wept sdt tears and threw



themselves despairing upon the rocks."
"And what isit you want of me?'
"Only your love. Only your love."

Her right hand came to the surface as she spoke, and floated there like a raft of five white logs.
Here, truly, was the hand of the ogre, whose fingertip held the map of his domain.

"Am | not fair? Where have you beheld skin clearer than mine, or redder lips?'

"You are breathtaking,” | said truthfully. "But may | ask why you were observing Baldanders when |
met hm? And why you were not observing me, though it seems you wished to?"

"We watch the giant because he grows. In tha he is like us, and like our father-husband, Abaia
Eventudly he must come to the water, when the land can bear him no longer. But you may come now, if
you will. Y ou will bresthe—by our gift—as easly as you breathe the thin, weak wind here, and whenever
you wish you shdl return to the land and take up your crown. This river Cephissus flows to Gyall, and
Gydl to the pesceful sea. There you may ride dolphin-back through current-swept fidds of cora and
pearl. My sgers and | will show you the forgotten cities built of old, where a hundred trapped
generations of your kin bred and died when they had been forgotten by you above."

"I have no crown to take up,” | said. "You mistake me for someone dse”
"All of uswill be yours there, in the red and white parks where the lionfish school.”

As the undine spoke, she dowly lifted her chin, dlowing her head to fdl back urtil the whole plane
of face lay a an equa depth, and only just submerged. Her white throat followed, and crimson-tipped
breasts broke the surface, so that little lapping waves caressed their sides. A thousand bubbles sparkled
inthe water. In the space of afew breaths she lay at full length upon the current, forty cubits at least from
aabaster feet to twining hair.

No one who reads this, perhaps, will understand how | could be drawn to so mongtrous a thing; yet
| wanted to believe her, to go with her, as a drowning man wants to gasp air. If | had fully credited her
promises, | would have plunged into the pool at that moment, forgetting everything else.

"You have a crown, though you know not of it yet. Do you think that we, who swim in so many
waters—even between the stars—are confined to a sngle ingant? We have seen what you will become,
and what you have been. Only yesterday you lay in the hollow of my pdm, and | lifted you above the
clotted weed lest you die in Gyall, saving you for this moment.”

"Give me the power to breathe water," | said, "and let me test it on the other side of the sandbar. If |
find you have told the truth, 1 will go with you." | watched those huge lips part. | cannot say how loudly
she spokeintheriver that | should hear her where | stood in air; but again fish leaped at her words.

"It is not so eesly done as that. You must come with me, trugting, though it is only a moment.
Come"

She extended her hand toward me, and at the same moment | heard Dorcas's agonized voice crying
for help.

| turned to run to her. Yet if the undine had waited, | think | might have turned back. She did not.
Theriver itsdf seemed to heave from its bed with a roar like bresking surf. It was as though a lake had
been flung a my head, and it struck me like a stone and tumbled me in its wash like a stick. A moment
later, when it receded, | found mysdf far up the bank, soaked and bruised and swordless. Ffty paces
away the undings white body rose hdf out of the river. Without the support of the water her flesh sagged
on bones that seemed ready to snap under its weight, and her hair hung lank to the soaking sand. Even as



| watched, water mingled with blood ran from her nodtrils

| fled, and by thetime | reached Dorcas at our fire, the undine was gone save for a swirl of St that
darkened the river below the sandbar.

Dorcass face was nearly as white. "What was that?' she whispered. "Where were you?'
"You saw her then. | was afrad . . "
"How horrible" Dorcas had thrown hersdlf into my arms, pressing her body to mine. "Horrible™

"That wasn't why you called, though, was it? Y ou couldn't have seen her from here until she rose out
of the pool.”

Dorcas pointed mutely toward the farther side of the fire, and | saw the ground was soaked with
blood where Jolenta lay.

There were two narrow cuts in her left wrigt, each about the length of my thumb; and though |
touched them with the Claw, it seemed the blood that welled from them would not clot. When we had
soaked severd bandages torn from Dorcas's scant store of dothing, | boiled thread and needle in a little
pan she had and sewed the edges of the wounds shut. Through dl this Jolenta seemed less than hdf
conscious, from time to time her eyes opened, but they closed agan dmost immediatdy, and there was
no recognition in them. She spoke only once, saying, "Now you see that he, whom you have esteemed
your divinity, would countenance and advise dl | have proposed to you. Before the New Sun rises, let us
make a new beginning.” At thetime, | did not recognize it as one of her lines. When her wound no longer
bled, and we had shifted her to dean ground and washed her, | went back to the place where | had
found mysdf when the water receded, and after some searching discovered Terminus Est with only her
pommd and two fingers width of hilt protruding from the wet sand.

| cleaned and ailed the blade, and Dorcas and | discussed what we should do. | told her of my
dream, the night before | met Baldanders and Dr. Tdos, and then about hearing the unding's voice while
she and Jolenta dept, and what she had said.

"Is she dill there, do you think? Y ou were down there when you found your sword. Could you have
seen her through the water if she were near the bottom?”

| shook my head. "I don't believe she is. She injured hersdf in some way when she tried to leave the
river to stop me, and from the pallor of her skin, | doubt she would stay long in any water shalower than
Gyoall's under the sun of a clear day. But no, if she had been there | don't think | would have seen
her—the water was too roiled.”

Dorcas, who had never looked more charming than at this moment, Stting on the ground with her
chin propped on one knee, was slent for a time, and seemed to watch the eastern clouds, dyed cerise
and flame by the eternd mydterious hope of dawn. At length she said, "She mugt have wanted you very
bedly.”

"To have come up out of the water like that? | think she must have been on land before she had
become so large, and she forgot for amoment at least that she could no longer do it."

"But before that she swam up filthy Gyall, and then up this narrow little river. She must have been
hoping to saize you when we crossed, but she found she could not get above the sandbar, and so she
cdled you down. Altogether, it can't have been a pleasant trip for someone accustomed to svimming
between the stars.”

"You bdieve her, then?'
"When | was with Dr. Tdos and you were gone, he and Jolenta used to tdl me wha a



smple-minded person | was for bdieving people we met on the road, and things that Baldanders said,
and thingsthey said themsdves, too. Just the same, | think that even the people who are cdled liars tdl
the truth much more often than they lie. It's so much easier! If that story about saving you wasn't true,
why tdl it? It could only frighten you when you thought back on it. And if she doesn't svim between stars
what a usdess thing to say. Something's bothering you, though. | can seeit. What isit?"

| did not want to describe my meeting with the Autarch in detail, so | said, "Not long ago | saw a
picture—in a book—of a being who lives in the gulf. She was winged. Not like birds wings, but
enormous continuous planes of thin, pigmented materid. Wings that could beat againg the garlight.”

Dorcas looked interested. "Isit in your brown book?*
"No, another book. | don't haveit here”

"Jud the same, it reminds me that we were going to see what your brown book has to say about the
Condiliator. Do you 4ill have it?'

| did, and | drew it out. It was damp from my wetting, so | opened it and laid it where the sun would
drikeits leaves, and the breezes that had sprung up as Urth's face looked on his again would play over
them. After that, the pages turned gently as we talked, so that pictures of men and women and mongters
took my eye between our words, and thus engraved themsdves on my mind, so that they are there yet.
Occasondly too, phrases, and even short passages, glowed and faded as the light caught, then released,
the sheen of the metdlic ink: "soulless warrior!™ "ludd ydlow," "by noyade." Later: "These times are the
ancdent times, when the world isancient.”” And: "Hdl has no limits, nor is circumscribed; for where we are
isHdl, and where Hdl is, there we mugt be."

"You don't want to read it now?" Dorcas asked.
"No. | want to hear what happened to Jolenta."

"l don't know. | was degping and dreaming of . . . the kind of thing | dways do. And | went into a
toy shop. There were shelves dong the wall with dolls on them, and a well in the center of the floor with
dolls gtting on the coping. | remember thinking that my baby was too young for dalls, but they were so
pretty, and | had not had one since | was a little girl, so | would buy one and keep it for the baby, and
meanwhile | could take it out sometimes and look at it, and perhaps make it stand before the mirror in my
room. | pointed to the most beautiful one, which was one of those on the coping, and when the shopman
picked it up for me | saw it was Jolenta, and it dipped from his hands. | saw it fdling down very far,
toward the black water. Then | woke up. Naturdly | looked to seeif shewasdl right . . ."

"And you found her bleeding?'

Dorcas nodded, her pae golden hair glinting in the light. "So | cdled for you—twice—and then |
saw you down by the sandbar, and that thing came out of the water after you."

"Therés no reason for you to look so pae” | told her. "Jolenta was bitten by an animd, that's clear.
I've no idea of what kind, but judging from the bite it was a fairly smdl one, and no more to be feared
then any other little animd with sharp teeth and a bad disposition.”

"Severian, | remember being told that there were blood bats farther north. When | was just a child,
someone used to frighten me by tdling me about them. And then when | was older, once a common bat
got into the house. Somebody killed it, and | asked my father if it were a blood bat, and if there were
redly any such things. He said there were, but they lived in the north, in the seaming forests at the center
of the world. They bit degping people and grazing animas by night, and their spittle was poisoned so that
the wounds of their teeth bled on."

Dorcas paused, looking up into the trees. "My father said that the city had been creeping northward



aong the river for dl of history, having begun as an autochthon village where Gyall joins the sea, and how
terrible it would be when it entered the region where the blood bats fly and they could roost in the
derdict buildings. It mugt be terrible dready for the people of the House Absolute. We cannot have
waked so very far from there.”

"The Autarch has my sympathy,” | said. "But | don't think | have ever heard you tak so much about
your past life before. Do you remember your father now, and the house where the bat was killed?'

She stood; though she tried to look brave, | could see that she was trembling. "l remember more
each morning, after my dreams. But, Severian, we mugt go now. Jolenta will be weak. She mus have
food, and clean water to drink. We can't stay here”

| was ravenoudy hungry mysdf. | put the brown book back into my sabretache and sheathed
Terminus EYt's freshly oiled blade. Dorcas packed her little bundle of belongings.

Then we st out, fording the river wel above the sandbar. Jolenta was unable to wak aone; we had
to support her on either sde. Her face was drawn, and though she had regained consciousness when we
lifted her, she seldom spoke. When she did it was only a word or two. For the firs time, | noticed how
thin her lips were, and now the lower lip had logt its firmness and hung away from her teeth, showing the
livid gums. It seemed to me that her entire body, yesterday so opulent, had softened like wax, so tha
indead of appearing (as she once had) awoman to Dorcas's child, she seemed a flower too long blown,
the very end of summer to Dorcas's soring.

As we waked thus dong a narrow, dusty track with sugarcane adready higher than my head to
ather sde, | found mysdf thinking over and over of how | had desired her in the short time | had known
her. Memory, S0 perfect and vivid as to be more compelling than any opiate, showed me the woman as |
hed believed | had seen her first, when Dorcas and | had come around a grove of trees by night to find
Dr. Taoss stage geaming with lights in a pasture. How strange it had seemed to see her by daylight as
perfect as she had appeared in the flatering glow of the flambeaux the night before, when we set off
northward on the most glorious morning | can remember.

Love and desire are said to be no more than cousins, and | had found it so until | walked with
Jolentas flaccid arm about my neck. But it is not redly true. Rather, the love of women was the dark sde
of afeminineided | had nourished for mysdf on dreams of Vderia and Thecla and Agia, of Dorcas and
Jolenta and VVodduss leman of the heart-shaped face and cooing voice, the woman | now knew to be
Theclas hdf-dster Thea. So that as we trudged between the walls of cane, when desire had fled and |
could only look at Jolenta with pity, | found that though | had believed | cared only for her importunate,
rose-flushed flesh and the awkward grace of her movements, | loved her.

Chapter 29
THE HERDSMEN

For mogt of the morning we walked through the cane, medting no one. Jolenta grew neither stronger
nor weaker, so far as | could judge; but it seemed to me that hunger, and the fatigue of supporting her,
and the pitiless glare of the sun were tdling upon me, for twice or thrice, when | glimpsed her from the
corner of an eye, if seemed tha | was not seaing Jolenta at dl, but someone else, a woman | recalled but
could not identify. If | turned my head to look at her, this impresson (which was dways very dight)
vanished atogether.

So we walked, talking little. It was the only time since | had received her from Master Palaemon
that Terminus Est seemed burdensome to me. My shoulder grew raw under the badric.

| cut cane for us, and we chewed it for the sweet juice. Jolenta was aways thirsy, and snce she



could not walk unless we aided her, and could not hold her stak of cane when we did, we were forced
to stop often. It was strange to see those long legs, so beautifully molded, with their dender ankles and
ripe thighs, 0 usdless.

In a day we reached the end of the cane and emerged onto the edge of the true pampa, the sea of
grass. Here there were dill afew trees, though they were so widdy scattered that each was in 9ght of no
more than two or three others. To each of these trees the body of some beast of prey was lashed with
rawhide, its forepaws outspread like arms. They were mogily the spotted tigers common in that part of
the country; but | saw atroxes too, with har like man's, and sword-toothed smilodons. Most were hardly
more than bones, but some lived and made those sounds that, as the people believe, serve to frighten
other tigers, atroxes, and smilodons which, if they were not so frightened, would prey upon the cattle.

These cattle represented a far greater danger to us than the cats did. The herd bulls will charge
anything that comes near them, and we were forced to give each herd we came across as much room as
would prevent their short-sighted eyes from seeing us, and to move downwind of each. On these
occasions, | was forced to let Dorcas prop Jolentas weight as best she could, so | could wak ahead of
them and somewhat nearer the animas Once | had to legp asde and drike off the head of a bull as it
charged. We huilt afire of dry grass and roasted some of the mest.

Thenext time | recdled the Claw, and the way in which it had ended the attack of the man-apes. |
drew it out, and the fierce black bull trotted to me and nuzzled my hand. We put Jolenta on his back with
Dorcas to hold her on, and | walked beside his head, holding the gem where he could see its blue light. A
living smilodon was bound to the next tree we reached, which was nearly the last we saw, and | was
afrad he would frighten the bull. Yet when we passed him | seemed to fed his eyes upon my back,
ydlow eyes as large as pigeon's eggs. My own tongue was swollen with histhirgt. | gave Dorcas the gem
to hold and went back and cut him down, thinking al the while that he would surdy attack me. He fdl to
the ground too weak to stand, and I, who had no water to give him, could only walk away.

A little after noon, | noticed a carrion bird drding high above us. It is said they smdl death, and |
remembered that once or twice when the journeymen were very busy in the examination room, it was
necessary for us apprentices to turn out to throw stones at those who settled on the ruined curtain wall,
lest they give the Citadd a reputation more evil than it already possessed. The thought that Jolenta might
die was repugnant to me, and | would have given much for a bow, so that | might perhaps pick the bird
out of the air; but | had nothing of the kind, and could only wish.

After an interminable time, thisfirgt bird was joined by two much smdler ones, and from ther bright
head color, occasondly visble even from so far below, | knew them to be Cathartidae. Thus the firg,
whose wings had three times the spread of theirs, was a mountain teratornis, the breed that is sad to
attack climbers, raking their faces with poisoned tadons and griking them with the elbows of its great
pinions until they fdl to their deaths. From time to time the other two approached it too closdly, and it
turned upon them. When that occurred we sometimes heard a ghill cry come drifting down from the
ramparts of ther castle of ar. Once, in a macabre mood, | gestured for the birds to join us. All three
dove, and | brandished my sword at them and gestured no more. When the western horizon had climbed
nearly to the sun, we reached a low house, scarcely more than a hut, built of turf. A wiry man in lesther
leggings sat on a bench before it, drinking maté and pretending to watch the colorsin the clouds. In truth,
he must have seen us long before we saw him, for he was amdl and brown and blended wel with his
amdl, brown home, while we had been silhouetted againg the sky.

| thrust away the Claw when | saw this herdsman, though | was not certain what the bull would do
when it was no longer in hissight. In the event he did nothing, plodding ahead with the two women on his
back as before. When we reached the sod house | lifted them down, and he raised his muzze and sniffed
the wind, then looked a me from one eye. | waved toward the undulating grass, both to show him | had
no more need of im and to let him see that my hand was empty. He wheded and trotted away.



The herdsman took his pewter straw from between hislips. "That was an ox," he said.

| nodded. "We needed him to carry this poor woman, who isill, and so we borrowed him. Is he
yours? We hoped you wouldn't mind, and after dl, we did him no harm.”

"No, no." The herdaman made a vagudy deprecating gesture. "'l only asked because when | firg
saw you | thought he was a trier. My eyes are not as good as they once were" He told us how good
they once were, which was very good indeed. "But as you say, it was an ox."

Thistime Dorcas and | nodded together.

"You see what it isto become old. | would have licked the blade of this knife" he dapped the metd
hilt that protruded above his broad belt, "and pointed it to the sun to swear that | saw something between
the ox's legs. But if | were not such a fool | would know that no one can ride the bulls of the pampas.
The red panther does it, but then he holds on with his claws, and sometimes he dies even so. No doulbt it
was an udder the ox inherited from his mother. | knew her, and she had one”

| said | was adty man, and very ignorant of everything that concerned cattle.

"Ah," he said, and sucked his maté. "I am aman more ignorant than you. Everyone around here but
meis one ignorant eclectic. Y ou know these people they cdl eclectics? They don't know anything—how
can aman learn with neighbors like that?'

Dorcas sad, "Please, won't you let us take this woman indde where she can lie down? | am afrad
she's dying."

"I told you | don't know nothing. Y ou should ask this man here—he can lead an ox—I dmog sad a
bull—like a dog."

"But he can't hdp her! Only you can.”

The herdsman cocked an eye & me, and | understood that he had established to his own satisfaction
that it was |, and not Dorcas, who had tamed the bull. "I'm very sorry for your friend,” he said, "who |
can see mugt have been alovely woman once. But even though I've been sitting here cracking jokes with
you, | have afriend of my own, and right now he'slying indde. Y ou're afraid your friend is dying. | know
mineis, and I'd like to let im go with no one to bother him."

"We understand, but we won't disturb him. We may even be able to hdp him."

The herdsman looked from Dorcas to me and back again. "You are strange people—what do |
know? No more than one of those ignorant eclectics. Come in, then. But be quiet, and remember you're
my guests”

He rose and opened the door, which was so low | had to stoop to get through it. A sngle room
condtituted the house, and it was dark and smdled of smoke. A man much younger and, | thought, much
tdler than our host lay on a pdlet before the fire. He had the same brown skin, but there was no blood
beneath the pigment; his cheeks and forehead might have been smeared with dirt. There was no bedding
beyond that on which the sck man lay, but we spread Dorcas's ragged blanket on the earthen floor and
lad Jolenta on it. For a moment her eyes opened. There was no consciousness in them, and their
once-clear green had faded like shoddy cloth left in the sun.

Our host shook his head and whispered, "She won't last longer than that ignorant eclectic Manahen.
Maybe not as long."

"She needs water," Dorcas told him.
"In back, in the catch barrdl. I'l get it."



When | heard the door shut behind him, | drew out the Claw. This time it flashed with such searing,
cyaneous flame that | feared it would penetrate the wals. The young man who lay on the pdlet breathed
deeply, then released his breath with asgh. | put the Claw away again a once.

"It hasn't helped her,” Dorcas said.
"Perhaps the water will. She's lost a great dedl of blood.”

Dorcas reached down to smooth Jolenta's hair. It must have been fdling out, as the har of old
women and of people who suffer high fevers often does, so much dung to Dorcass damp pdm that |
could see it planly despite the dimness of the light. "I think she's dways been ill," Dorcas whispered.
"Ever dnce I've known her. Dr. Taos gave her something that made her better for atime, but now he has
driven her away—she used to be very demanding, and he has had his revenge.”

"l can't beieve he meant it to be as severe as this”

"Neither can |, redly. Severian, ligen; he and Badanders will surdy stop to perform and spy out the
land. We might be able to find them.”

"To py?' | must have looked as surprised as| fdt.

"At leadt, it dways seemed to me that they wandered as much to discover what passed in the world
as to get money, and once Dr. Tados as much as admitted that to me, though | never learned just what
they were looking for."

The herdsman came in with a gourd of water. | lifted Jolenta to a Stting postion, and Dorcas hdd it
to her lips. It soilled and soaked Jolentds tattered shift, but some of it went down her throat as well, and
when the gourd was empty and the herdsman filled it again, she was able to swalow. | asked himif he
knew where Lake Diuturna lay.

"I am only an ignorant man," he said. "I have never ridden so far. | have been told that way,"
pointing, “to the north and the west. Do you wish to go there?"

| nodded.

"You mugt pass through a bad place, then. Perhaps through many bad places, but surely through the
sone town."

"Thereisadity near here, then?'

"Thereisacity, yes, but no people. The ignorant eclectics who live near there believe that no matter
which way a man goes, the stone town moves itsdf to wait in his path." The herdsman laughed softly,
then sobered. "That is not so. But the stone town bends the way a man's mount walks, so he finds it
before him when he thinks he will go around it. Y ou understand? | think you do not.”

| remembered the Botanic Gardens and nodded. "'l understand. Go on."

"But if you are going north and west, you must pass through the stone town anyway. It will not even
have to bend the way you walk. Some find nathing there but the fadlen wadls. | have heard that some find
treasures. Some come back with fresh stories and some do not come back. Neither of these women are
virging | think."

Dorcas gasped. | shook my head.

"That iswdll. It isthey who most often do not return. Try to pass through by day, with the sun over
the right shoulder by morming and later in the Ieft eye. If night comes, do not stop or turn to one side.
Keep the stars of the Ihuaivulu before you when they first grow bright.”

| nodded and was about to ask for further information when the sck man opened his eyes and sat



up. His blanket fal away and | saw there was a bloodstained bandage over his chest. He started, stared
a me, and shouted something. Ingantly, | fet the cold blade of the herdsman's knife a my throat. "He
won't harm you," he told the sck man. He used the same diaect, but because he spoke more dowly |
was able to understand him. "I don't believe he knows who you are.”

"I tdl you, Father, it is the new lictor of Thrax. They have sent for one, and the davigers say he's
coming. Kill him! Hell kill al of them who haven't died dready.”

| was astounded to hear hm mention Thrax, which was dill so far away, and wanted to question im
about it. | believe | could have talked to him and his father and made some sort of peace, but Dorcas
struck the older man on the ear with the gourd—a futile, woman's blow that did nothing more than smash
the gourd and cause little pain. He dashed at her with his crooked, two-edged knife, but | caught his arm
and broke it, then broke the knife too under the hed of my boot. His son, Manahen, tried to rise; but if
the Claw had restored hislifeit had, at least, not made him strong, and Dorcas pushed him down on his

palet again.

"We will garve" the herdsman said. His brown face was twisted by the effort he made not to cry
out.

"You cared for your son,” | told him. "Soon he will be wel enough to care for you. What was it he
did?'

Nether man would tdll.

| set the bone and splinted it, and Dorcas and | ate and dept outside that night after tdling father and
son that we would kill them if we so much as heard the door open, or if ay harm was done Jolenta. In
the morning, while they were dill adeep, | touched the herdsman's broken arm with the Claw. There was
a dedtrier picketed not far from the house, and riding him | was able to catch another for Dorcas and
Jolenta. As| led it back, | noticed the sod walls had turned green overnight.

Chapter 30
THE BADGER AGAIN

Despite what the herdsman had told me, | hoped for some place like Sdtus, where we might find
pure water and a few aes would buy us food and rest. What we found insteed was scarcely the remnant
of atown. Coarse grass grew between the enduring stones that had been its pavements, so that from a
distance it seemed hardly different from the surrounding pampa. Falen columns lay among this grass like
the trunks of trees in a forest devastated by some frenzied sorm; a few others dill stood, broken and
achingly white benegth the sun. Lizards with bright, black eyes and serrated backs lay frozen in the light.
The buildings were mere hillocks from which more grass sprouted in soil caught from the wind.

There was no reason | could see to turn from our course, and so we continued northwest, urging
our destriers forward. For the firg time | became conscious of the mountains ahead. Framed in a ruined
arch, they were no more than a fant line of blue on the horizon; yet they were a presence, as the mad
clients on the third leve of our oubliette were a presence though they were never taken up a sngle step,
or even out of ther cdls. Lake Diuturna lay somewhere in those mountains. So did Thrax; the Pelerines,
S0 far as | had been able to discover, wandered somewhere among ther peaks and chasms, nurang the
wounded of the endless war againg the Ascians. That too lay in the mountains. There hundreds of
thousands perished for the sake of a pass.

But now we had come to a town where no voice sounded but the raven's. Although we had carried
water in skin bags from the herdsman's house, it was nearly gone. Jolenta was weaker, and Dorcas and |
agreed that if we did not find more by nightfal, it was likdy she would die. Just as Urth began to rall



across the sun, we came upon a broken sacrificid table whose basin 4ill caught rain. The water was
gagnant and dinking, but in our desperation we dlowed Jolenta to drink a few swalows, which she
immediatdy vomited. Urth's turning reveded the moon, now wdl past the full, so that we gained her
weak greenish gleam as we |logt the sunlight.

To have come upon a smple campfire would have seemed a miracle. What we actudly saw was
dranger but less gartling. Dorcas pointed to the left. | looked, and a moment later beheld, as | thought, a
meteor. "It's afdling star,” | said. "Did you see one before? They come in showers sometimes.”

"No! That's a building—can't you seeit? Look for the dark place againg the sky. It must have a fla
roof, and someone's up there with flint and sted.”

| was about to tdl her that she imagined too much, when a dull red glow no bigger, it seemed, than
the head of a pin, appeared where the sparks had fdlen. Two breaths more, and there was a tiny tongue
aof flame.

It was not far, but the dark and the broken stones we rode over made it seem 0, and by the time
we reached the building the fire was bright enough for us to see that three figures crouched about it. "We
need your help,” | cdled. "Thiswoman is dying."”

All three raised their heads, and a crone's screech asked, "Who speaks? | hear a man's voice, but |
see no man. Who are you?'

"Here" | cdled, and threw back my fuligin cloak and hood. "On your left. I've dark clothes, that's
al"

"Soyoudo. .. s0youdo. Who's dying? Not little pae har . . . big red-gold. Weve wine here and
afire, but no other physic. Go around, that's where the gair is”

I led our animas around the corner of the building as she had indicated. The stone wals cut off the
low moon and left usin blind darkness, but | stumbled on rough steps that must have been made by piling
stones from fdlen structures againg the side of the building. After hobbling the two destriers, | carried
Jolenta up, Dorcas going before us to fed the way and warn me of danger.

The roof, when we reached it, was not fla; and the pitch was great enough for me to fear fdling a
evay step. Its hard, uneven surface seemed to be of tiles—once one loosened, and | heard it grating and
clattering againd the others urtil it fdl over the edge and smashed on the uneven dabs below.

When | was an gpprentice and too young to be entrusted with any but the most dementary tasks, |
was given a letter to take to the witches tower, across the Old Court from our own. (I learned much
later that there was a good reason for sdecting only boys wel beow the age of puberty to carry the
messages our proximity to the witches required.) Now, when | know of the horror our own tower
ingpired not only in the people of the quarter but to an equa or greater degree in the other residents of
the Citadd itsdlf, | find a flavor of quaint naiveté in the recollection of my own fear; yet to the smdl and
unatitractive boy | was, it was very red. | had heard terrible stories from the older apprentices, and | had
seen that boys unquestionably braver than | were afraid. In that most gaunt of dl the Citadd's myriad
towers, srangdy colored lights burned by night. The screams we heard through the ports of our
dormitory came not from some underground examinaion room like our own, but from the highest levels,
and we knew that it was the witches themsalves who screamed thus and not their dlients, for in the sense
we used that word, they had none. Nor were those screams the howlings of lunacy and the shrieks of
agony, as ours were.

I had been made to wash my hands so they would not soil the envelope, and | was very conscious
of their dampness and their redness as | picked my way among the puddies of freezing water that dotted
the courtyard. My mind conjured up a witch who should be immensdy dignified and humiliaing, who



would not shrink from punishing mein some particularly repulsive way for daring to carry aletter to her in
red hands and would send me back with a scornful report to Master Marubius as well.

I mugt have been very smdl indeed: | had to jump to reach the knocker. The smack of the witches
deeply worn doorstep againg the thin soles of my shoes remains with me ill.

"Yes?' The face tha looked into mine was hardly higher than my own. It was one of
those—outstanding of its kind among dl the hundreds of thousands of faces | have seen—that are at
once suggedtive of beauty and disease. The witch to whom it belonged seemed old to me and must
actudly have been about twenty or a little less, but she was not tdl, and she carried hersdf in the
bent-backed posture of extreme age. Her face was s0 lovely and so bloodless that it might have been a
mask carved inivory by some master sculptor.

Mutdy, | hed up my letter.

"Come with me" she said. Those were the words | had feared, and now that they had actudly been
given voice, they seemed as inevitable as the procession of the seasons.

| entered a tower very different from our own. Ours was oppressively solid, of plates of metd so
closdy fitted that they had, ages ago, diffused into one another to become one mass, and the lower floors
of our tower were warm and dripping. Nothing seemed solid in the witches tower, and few things were.
Much later, Master Pdaemon explained to me that it was far older than most other parts of the Citadd,
and had been built when the design of towers was 4ill little more than the imitation in inenimate materias
of human physiology, so that skeletons of sted were used to support a faboric of flimser substances. With
the passing of the centuries, that skeleton had largely corroded away—until at last the structure it had
once diffened was hdd up only by the piecemed repairs of past generations. Oversized rooms were
separated by wals not much thicker than draperies; no floor was levd, and no dar sraight; each banister
and ralling | touched seemed ready to come off in my hand. Gnogtic designs in white, green, and purple
hed been chalked on the walls, but there was little furniture, and the air seemed colder than that outside.

After dimbing severd dairs and a ladder lashed together from the unpeded sgplings of some
fragrant tree, | was ushered into the presence of an old woman who sat in the only char | had yet seen
there, saring through a glass tabletop at what appeared to be an atificid landscape inhabited by hairless,
crippled animas. | gave her my letter and was led away; but for a moment she had glanced a me, and
her face, like the face of the young-old woman who had brought me to her, has of course remaned
graven in my mind.

I mention dl this now because it seemed to me, as | lad Jolenta on the tiles beside the fire, that the
women who crouched over it were the same. It was impossible; the old woman to whom | had handed
my letter was dmogt certainly dead, and the young one (if she were dill living) would be changed beyond
recognition, as | was mysdf. Yet the faces that turned toward me were the faces | recalled. Perhaps
there are but two witches in the world, who are born into it again and again.

"What is the matter with her?' the younger woman asked, and Dorcas and | explained aswel as we
could.

Long before we finished, the older one had Jolentals head in her lap and was forcing wine from a
day bottle into her throat. "It would harm her if it were strong to harm,” she said. "But this is three parts
pure water. Since you do not wish to see her die, you are fortunate, possibly, to have come across us so.
Whether sheis dso fortunate, | cannot say.”

| thanked her, and inquired where the third person who had been at ther fire had gone.
The old woman sighed, and stared at me for a moment before returning her atention to Jolenta.

"There were only the two of us™ the younger woman said. "You saw threg?'



"Veay dearly, inthefirdight. Y our grandmother—if thet is who she is—looked up and spoke to me.
Y ou and whoever was with you lifted your heads, then bowed them again.”

"Sheis the Cumaean.”

| had heard the word before, but for a moment | could not remember where, and the younger
woman's face, immobile as an oread's in a picture, gave me no clue.

"The seeress," Dorcas supplied. "And who are you?'

"Her acolyte, My nameis Merryn. It is Sgnificant, possibly, that you, who are three, saw three of us
a the fire, while we who are two at fird saw but two of you." She looked to the Cumaean as if for
confirmation, and then, asif she had received it, back to us, though | saw no glance pass between them.

"I'm quite sure | saw athird person who was larger then ether of you," | said.

"This is a drange evening, and there are those who ride the night ar who sometimes choose to
borrow a human seeming. The question iswhy such a power would wish to show itsdf to you."

The effect of her dark eyes and serene face was so grest that | think | might have believed her if it
hed not been for Dorcas, who suggested with an dmost imperceptible movement of her head that the
third member of the group about the fire might have escaped our observation by crossng the roof and
hiding on the farther side of the ridge.

"She may live" the Cumaean said without lifting her gaze from Jolentas face. "Though she does not
wighit."

"It's a good thing for her that the two of you had so muchwine” | said.

The old woman did not rise to the bait, saying only, "Yes, it is. For you and possibly even for her.”

Merryn picked up a gtick and stirred the fire. "There is no death.”

| laughed a little, mostly, | think, because | was no longer quite so worried about Jolenta. "Those of
my trade think otherwise"

"Those of your trade are mistaken."

Jolenta murmured, "Doctor?" It was the firg time she had spoken since morning.

"You do not need a physcian now,” Merryn said. "Someone better is here.”

The Cumaean muttered, "She seeks her lover.”

"Who is not this man in fuligin then, Mother? | thought he seemed too common for her.”
"Heis but a torturer. She seeks a worse man."

Merryn nodded to hersdf, then said to us, "You will not wish to move her farther tonight, but we
mug ask that you do. Y ou will find a hundred better camping places on the other side of the ruins, and it
would be dangerous for you to stay here.”

"A danger of death?' | asked. "But you tdl me thereis none—so if | believe you, why should | fear?
Andif | cannot believe you, why should | believe you now?' Nevertheless, | rose to go.

The Cumaean looked up. "She's right,” she croaked. "Though she does not know it, and only
speaks by rote like a garling in a cage. Degth is nothing, and for that reason you mus fear it. What is
more to be feared?'

| laughed again. "I can't argue with someone as wise as you. And because you gave us what help
you could, we will go now because you wishit."



The Cumaean permitted me to take Jolenta from her, but said, "I do not wish it. My acolyte ill
believes the universe hers to command, a board where she can move counters to form whatever patterns
aut her. The Magi see fit to number me among themsdves when they write thair short roll, and | should
lose my place on it if | did not know that people like oursdves are only little fish, who mugt svim with
unseen tidesif we are not to exhaust oursalves without finding sustenance. Now you must wrap this poor
creature in your cloak and lay her by my fire. When this place passes out of the shadow of Urth, | will
look to her wound again.”

| remained sanding, holding Jolenta, uncertain whether we should go or stay. The Cumaean's
intentions seemed friendly enough, but her metaphor had carried an unplessant reminder of the undine
and as | studied her face | had come to doubt that she was an old woman at dl, and to recdl only too
dearly the hideous faces of the cacogens who had removed their masks when Baldanders had rushed

among them.
"You shame me, Mother," Merryn said. "Shdl | cdl to him?!
"He has heard us. He will come without your cdl.”
Shewasright. | aready detected the scrape of boots on the tiles of the other Sde of the roof.

"You are darmed. Would it not be better to put down the woman as | instructed you, so you might
take up your sword to defend your paramour? But there will be no need.”

By the time she had finished speaking, | could see a tdl hat and a big head and broad shoulders
slhouetted againg the night sky. | laid Jolenta near Dorcas and drew Terminus E<t.

"No need of that," a deep voice said. "No need at dl, young fdlow. I'd have come out sooner to
renew our acquaintance, but 1 didn't know the Chatelaine here wanted it. My master—and yours—sends
hisgregtings™ It was Hildegrin.

Chapter 31
THE CLEANSING
"You may tdl your master | ddlivered hismessage,” | said.

Hildegrin amiled. "And have you a message to return, amiger? Remember, I'm from the quercine
penetrdia”

"No," | said. "None."

Dorcas looked up. "I do. A person | met in the gardens of the House Absolute told me | would

encounter someone who identified himsdf thus, and that | was to say to him, "When the leaves are grown,
the wood is to march north.™

Hildegrin lad afinger beside his nose. "All the wood? Is that what he sad?!
"He gave me the words | have dready recited to you, and nothing more.”
"Dorcas" | asked, "why didn't you tdl me this?"

"I've hardly had an opportunity to talk to you adone since we met at the crossing of the paths. And
besides, | could see it was a dangerous thing to know. | couldn't see any reason to put that danger on
you. It was the man who gave Dr. Tdos dl that money who told me. But he didn't give Dr. Tdos the
message—I know because | lisgened when they talked. He only said that he was your friend, and told
me"



"And told you to tdl me"
Dorcas shook her head.

Hildegrin's thick-throated, chuckle might dmost have come from underground. "Well, it don't hardly
matter now, does it? It's been ddivered, and for mysdf | don't mind telin' you | wouldn't have minded if
it had waited alittle longer. But we're dl friends here, except maybe for the sick girl, and | don't think she
can hear what's said, or understand what we're takin' about if she could. What did you say her name
was? | couldn't hear you too clear when | was over there on the other sde”

"That was because | didnt say it a dl," | told him. "But her name is Jolenta™ As | pronounced
Jolenta, | looked at her and seeing her in the firdight redized she was Jolenta no longe—noathing of the
beautiful woman Jonas had loved remained in that haggard face.

"And a bat bite did it? They've grown uncommon strong laidy then. 1've been bit a couple of times
mysaf." | looked a Hildegrin sharply, and he added, "Oh yes, I've seen her before, young Seur, as wdl
as yoursdf and little Dorcas. You didn't think | let you and that other gd leave, the Botanic Gardens
aone, did you? Not with you talkin' of goin' north and fightin' a officer of the Septentrions. | saw you fight
and saw you take that fellow's head off—I helped to catch him, by the bye, because | thought he might
be from the House Absolute for true—and | wasin the back of the people that watched you on the stage
that night. | didn't lose you till the affar at the gate the next day. | seen you and | seen her, though there's
not much left of her now except the hair, and | think even that's changed.”

Merryn asked the Cumaean, "Shdl | tdl them, Mother?"
The old woman nodded. "If you can, child.”

"She has been imbued with a glamour that rendered her beautiful. It is fading fast now because of
the blood she logt and because she has had a great ded of exercise. By morning only traces will remain.”

Dorcas drew back, "Magic, you mean?'
"Thereis no magic. There is only knowledge, more or less hidden.”
Hildegrin was garing at Jolenta with a thoughtful expression.

"I didn't know looks could be changed so much. That might be useful, that might. Can your mistress
doit?

"She could do much more than this, if she willed it."

Dorcas whispered, "But how was this done?”

"There have been substances drawn from the glands of beasts added to her blood, to change the
pattern in which her flesh was deposited. Those gave her a dender was, breasts like meons, and so on.
They may have been used to add cdf to her legs as wdl. Cleaning and the gpplication of hedthening
broths to the skin freshened her face. Her teeth were cleaned too, and some were ground down and
gven fase crowns—one has fdlen away now, if youll look. Her hair was dyed, and thickened by sewing
threads of colored slk into her scalp. No doubt much body hair was killed as wdl, and that at least will
remain so. Most important, she was promised beauty while entranced. Such promises are believed with
fath greater than any child's, and her belief compelled yours™"

"Can nothing be done for her?' Dorcas asked.

"Not by me, and it is not a task of the kind the Cumaean undertakes, save in great need.”
"But she will live?'

"Asthe Mother told you—though she will not wishit."



Hildegrin cleared his throat and spat over the Sde of the roof. "That's settled then. We've done what
we can for her, and it'sdl we can do. So what | say islet's get on with what we come for. Like you said,
Cumaean, it's good these others showed up. | got the message | was supposed to, and they're friends of
the Liege of Leaves, jud like me. The amiger here can hep me fetch up this Apu-Punchau, and what
with my two fdlows bein' killed on the road, Il be glad to have him. So what's to keep us from goin'
ahead?'

"Nothing," the Cumaean murmured. "The star isin the ascendant.”
Dorcas said, "If we're going to assst you with something, shouldn't we know whét it is?'

"Bringin’ back the past,” Hildegrin told her grandly. "Divin' back into the time of old Urth's greatness.
There was somebody who used to livein this here place were gttin' on that knew things that could make
adifference. | intend to have him up. It1l be the high point, if | may say it, of a career that's dready
consdered pretty spectacular in knowin' circles.

| asked, "You're going to open the tomb? Surdly, even with azabo—"

The Cumaean reached out to smooth Jolenta's forehead. "We may cdl it a tomb, but it was not his.
His house, rather.”

"You see what with me workin' so near,” Hildegrin explained, "I've been in the way to do this
Chatdlaine a favor now and again. More than one, if | may say it, and more than two. Findly | figured the
time had come for me to collect. | mentioned my little plan to the Master of the Wood, you may be sure.
And here we are.”

| said, "I had been given to understand that the Cumaean served Father Inire”

"She pays her debts," Hildegrin announced smugly. "Qudlity dways does. And you don't have to be
awise woman to know it might be wise to have a few friends on the other Side, just in case that's the Sde
that wins™

Dorcas asked the Cumaean, "Who was this Apu-Punchau and why is his palace dill ganding when
the rest of the town is only tumbled stones?!

When the old woman did not reply, Merryn said, "Less than a legend, for not even scholars now
remember his story. The Mother has told us that his name means the Head of Day. In the earliest eons he
appeared among the people here and taught them many wonderful secrets. Often he vanished, but aways
he returned. At lagt he did not return, and invaders lad waste to his cities. Now he shdl return for the last
time"

"Indeed. Without magic?'

The Cumaean looked up a Dorcas with eyes that seemed as bright as the tars. "Words are
symbols. Merryn chooses to ddimit magic as that which does not exist . . . and o it does not exigt. If you
choose to cdl what we are about to do here magic then magic lives while we do it. In ancient days, in a
land far off, there stood two empires, divided by mountains. One dressed its soldiers in yellow, the other
ingreen. For a hundred generations they struggled. | see that the man with you knows the tae.”

"And after a hundred generations” | said, "an eremite came among them and counsded the emperor
of the ydlow army to dress hismenin green, and the master of the green amy that he should clothe it in
ydlow. But the battle continued as before. In my sabretache, | have a book caled The Wonders of Urth
and Sky, and the story istold there."

"That isthe wisest of dl the books of men,” the Cumaean said. "Though there are few who can gan
any benefit from reading it. Child, explain to this man, who will be a sage in time, what we do tonight.”



The young witch nodded. "All time exigs. That is the truth beyond the legends the epopts tdl. If the
future did not exist now, how could we journey toward it? If the past does not exig ill, how could we
leave it behind us? In degp the mind is encircled by itstime, which is why we so often hear the voices of
the dead there, and receive intdligence of things to come. Those who, like the Mother, have learned to
enter the same state while waking live surrounded by their own lives, even as the Abraxas perceives dl of
time as an eternd indtant.”

There had been little wind that night, but 1 noticed now that such wind as there had been had died
utterly. A dillness hung in the air, S0 that despite the softness of Dorcas's voice her words seemed to ring.
"Isthat what this woman you cdl the Cumaean will do, then? Enter that state, and speaking with the
voice of the dead tdl this man whatever it is he wishes to know?"

"She cannot. Sheisvery old, but this dity was devastated whole ages before she came to be. Only
her own time rings her, for that isdl her mind comprehends by direct knowledge. To restore the city, we
mugt make use of amind that existed when it was whole"

"And is there anyone in the world that old?"

The Cumaean shook her head. "In the world? No. Yet such a mind exiss. Look where | point,
child, just above the clouds. The red star thereis cdled the Fish's Mouth, and on its one surviving world
there dwdls an ancient and acute mind. Merryn, take my hand, and you, Badger, take the other.
Torturer, take the right hand of your sck friend, and Hildegrin's. Your paramour mug take the sick
woman's other hand, and Merryn's.. . . Now we are linked, men to one side, women to the other.”

"And wed best do somethin' quick,” Hildegrin grumbled. "Theres a sorm comin', | would say."

"We ghdll, as quickly as may be. Now | mug use dl minds, and the sck woman's will be of little
help. Y ou will fed me guiding your thought. Do as | bid you." Rdeasng Merryn's hand for a moment, the
old womean (if she were in truth a woman a dl) reached into her bodice and drew out a rod whose tips
vanished into the night asiif they were at the borders of my fidd of vison, though it was hardly longer then
a dagger. She opened her mouth; | thought she meant to hold the rod between her teeth, but she
swalowed it. A moment later | could detect its glowing image, muted and tinged with crimson below the
sgging skin of her throat.

"Close eyes, dl of you . . . Thereisawoman here | do not know, a high woman chained . . . never
mind, Torturer, | know her now. Do not shrink from my hand . . . None of you shrink frommy hand . . ."

In the stupor that had followed Vodauss banquet, | had known what it was to share my mind with
another. This was different. The Cumaean did not appear as | had seen her, or as a young verson of
hersdf, or (asit seemed to me) as anything. Rather, | found my thought surrounded by hers, as afishin a
bowl floats in a bubble of invigble water. Thecla was there with me, but | could not see her whole; it was
as if she were stlanding behind me and | saw her hand over my shoulder a one moment, and fdt her
breath on my cheek at the next. Then she was gone and everything with her. | fdt my thought hurled off
into the night, lost among the ruins.

When | recovered, | was lying on the tiles near the fire. My mouth was wet with the foam of my
spittle mixed with my own blood, for | had bitten my lips and tongue. My legs were too weak to stand,
but | raised mysdf to a stting posture again.

At firg | thought the others were gone. The roof was solid under me, but they had become, to my
Sght, as vaporous as ghosts. A phantom Hildegrin sprawled on my right—I thrust my hand into his chest
and fdt his heart beat againg it like a moth that struggled to escape. Jolenta was dimmest of dl, hardly
present. More had been done to her than Merryn had guessed; | saw wires and bands of metd beneath
her flesh, though even they were dim. | looked to mysdf then, at my legs and feet, and found | could see
the Claw burning like a blue flame through the lesther of my boot. | grasped it, but there was no strength



inmy fingers, | could not take it forth.

Dorcas lay asif in deep. There was no foam flecking her lips, and she was more solid in appearance
then Hildegrin. Merryn had collapsed into a black-clad dall, so thin and dim that dender Dorcas seemed
robust beside her. Now that intdligence no longer animated that ivory mask, | saw that it was no more
than parchment over bone.

As| had suspected, the Cumaean was not a woman &t dl; yet neither was she one of the horrors |
had beheld in the gardens of the House Absolute. Something deekly reptilian coiled about the glowing
rod. | looked for the head but found none, though each of the patternings on the reptile's back was a
face, and the eyes of each face seemed logt in rapture.

Dorcas woke while | looked from one to another. "What has happened to us?' she said. Hildegrin
was dirring.

"I think we are seeing oursaves from a perspective longer than a angle ingant's™
Her mouth opened, but there was no cry.

Although the threatening clouds had brought no wind, dust was swirling through the streets below
us | do not know how to describe it except by saying that it seemed as if an uncountable host of minute
insects a hundredth the sze of midges had been concealed in the crevices of the rough pavement, and
now were drawn by the moonlight to their nuptia flight. There was no sound, and no regulaity in ther
moations, but after atime the undifferentiated mass formed swarms that swept to and fro, growing dways
larger and more dense, and at last sank again to the broken stones.

It seemed then that the insects no longer flew, but crawled over one another, each trying to reach
the center of the swarm. "They are dive” | said.

But Dorcas whispered, "L ook, they are dead.”

She was correct. The swarms that had seethed with life a moment before now showed bleached
ribs, the dust motes, linking themsalves just as scholars piece together shards of ancient glass to recreate
for us a colored window shattered thousands of years before, formed skulls that gleamed green in the
moonlight. Beast-aelurodons, lumbering spelaeae, and dinking shapes to which | could put no name, dl
fanter than we who watched from the rooftop—moved among the dead. One by one they rose, and the
beasts vanished. Feebly at fird, they began to rebuild their town; stones were lifted again, and timbers
molded of ashes were lad into sockets in the restored wals. The people, who had seemed hardly more
than ambulant corpses when they rose, gathered strength from their work and became a bandy-legged
race who walked like salors and rolled cyclopean stones with the might of their wide shoulders. Then the
town was complete, and we waited to see what would happen next.

Drums broke the dillness of the night; by their tone | knew that when they had lagt beat a forest had
stood about the town, for they reverberated as sounds only reverberate among the boles of greet trees.
A dhaman with a shaven head paraded the street, naked and painted with pictographs in a script | hed
never seen, SO expressive that the mere shapes of the words seemed to shout their meanings.

Dancers followed him, a hundred or more capering in lockstep, snglefile, the hands of each on the
head of the dancer before him. Ther faces were upturned, making me wonder (as | wonder 4ill) if they
did not dance in imitation of the hundred-eyed serpent we cdled the Cumaean. Sowly they coiled and
twined, up and down the street, around the shaman and back again urtil at last they reached the entrance
to the house from which we watched them. With a crash like thunder, the stone dab of the door fell.
There was an odor as of myrrh and roses.

A man came forth to greet the dancers. If he had possessed a hundred arms, or had worn his head
beneath his hands, | could not have been more astonished, for his was a face | had known snce



childhood, the face of the funerd bronze in the mausoleum where | played as a boy. There were massve
gold bracelets on his arms, bracelets set with jacinths and opals, carneians and flashing emeralds. With
measured strides he advanced until he stood in the center of the procession, with the dancers swaying
about him. Then he turned toward us and lifted his arms. He was looking at us, and | knew that he, done
of dl the hundreds there, truly saw us.

| had been so entranced by the spectacle below me that | had not noticed when Hildegrin Ieft the
roof. Now he darted—if so large a man can be sad to dat—into the crowd and lad hold of
Apu-Punchau.

What followed | hardly know how to describe. In away it was like the little drama in the house of
ydlow wood in the Botanic Gardens; yet it was far stranger, if only because | had known then that the
woman and her brother, and the savage, were chant-caught. And now it seemed amog thet it was
Hildegrin, Dorcas, and | who were wrapped in magic. The dancers, | am sure, could not see Hildegrin;
but they were somehow aware of him, and cried out againg him, and dashed the ar with stone-toothed
cudgds.

Apu-Punchau, | fdt certain, did see him, just as he had seen us on the rooftop and as I1sangoma had
seen Agiaand me. Yet | do not believe he saw Hildegrin as | saw him, and it may be that what he saw
seemed as srange to him as the Cumaean had to me. Hildegrin hed him, but he could not subdue him.
Apu-Punchau struggled, but he could not break free. Hildegrin looked up to me and shouted for help.

| do not know why | responded. Certainly | no longer conscioudy desired to serve Voddus and his
purposes. Perhaps it was the lingering effect of the dzabo, or only the memory of Hildegrin's rowing
Dorcas and me across the Lake of Birds.

| tried to push the bandy-legged men away, but one of ther random blows caught the side of my
head and knocked me to my knees. When | rose again, | seemed to have logt sght of Apu-Punchau
among the legping, shrieking dancers. Instead there were two Hildegrins, one who grappled with me, one
who fought something invisble Wildly, | threw off the first and tried to come to the aid of the second.

"Severian!"

Rain beating upon my upturned face awakened me—big drops of cold rain tha sung like hall.
Thunder rolled across the pampas. For a moment | thought | had gone blind; then a flash of lightning
showed me wind-lashed grass and tumbled stones.

"Severian!"

It was Dorcas. | started to rise, and my hand touched cloth as wel as mud. | seized it and pulled it
free—along, narrow grip of sk tipped with tassels.

"Severian!" There was terror in the cry.

"Herd" | cdled. "I'm down herel” Another flash showed me the building and Dorcass frantic figure
slhouetted on the roof | circled the blind wals and found the steps. Our mounts were gone. On the roof,
s0 were the witches, Dorcas, done, bent over the body of Jolenta. By lightning, | saw the dead face of
the waitress who had served Dr. Tdos, Badanders, and mein the café in Nessus. It had been washed
clean of beauty. In the find reckoning there is only love, only that divinity. That we are capable only of
baing what we are remains our unforgivable Sn.

Here | pause again, having taken you, reader, from town to town—from the little mining village of
Sdtus to the desolate stone town whose very name had long ago been lost among the whirling years.
Sdtus was for me the gateway to the world beyond the City Imperishable. So too, the stone town was a
gaeway, a gateway to the mountains | had glimpsad through its ruined arches. For along way theresfter,
| was to journey among their gorges and fastnesses, their blind eyes and brooding faces.



Here | pause. If you wish to walk no farther with me, reader, | do not blame you. It is no easy road.

APPENDIXES
Social Relationshipsin the Commonwealth

One of the trandator's mogt difficult tasks is the accurate expresson of matter concerned with caste
and pogtion in terms intdligible to his own society. In the case of The Book of the New Sun, the lack of
supportive materid renders it doubly difficult, and nothing more than a sketch is presented here.

So far as can be determined from the manuscripts, the society of the Commonwedlth appears to
congst of seven basic groups. Of these, one a least seems completdy closed. A man or woman must be
born an exultant, and if so born, remains an exultant throughout life Although there may wel be
gradations within this class, the manuscripts indicate none. 1ts women are caled "Chatdaine and its men
by various titles. Outside the cty | have chosen to cdl Nessus, it carries on the adminidration of
day-to-day afars. Its hereditary assumption of power is deeply a variance with the spirit of the
Commonwedth, and sufficiently accounts for the tenson evident between the exultants and the autarchy;
yet it is difficult to see how locd governance might be better aranged under the prevaling
conditions—demaocracy would inevitably degenerate into mere haggling, and an gppointive bureaucracy
isimpossible without a sufficient pool of educated but rdatively unmoneyed executives to fill its offices. In
any case, the wisdom of the autarchs no doubt includes the principle that an entire sympathy with the
ruling class is the most deadly disease of the state. In the manuscripts, Thecla, Thea, and Vodaus are
unquestionably exultants.

The armigers seem much like exultants, though on a lesser scadle. Thar name indicates a fighting
class, but they do not appear to have monopolized the mgor roles in the army; no doubt their postion
could be likened to that of the samura who served the daimyos of feudd Japan. Lomer, Nicarete,
Racho, and Vderiaare amigers.

The optimates appear to be more or less wedthy traders. Of dl the seven, they make the fewest
appearances in the manuscripts, though there are some hints that Dorcas origindly belonged to this class.

Asin every society, the commondity conditute the vast bulk of the population. Generdly content
with ther lot, ignorant because ther nation is too poor to educate them, they resent the exultants
arrogance and gtand in awe of the Autarch, who is, however, in the find anadysis ther own apotheosis.
Jolenta, Hildegrin, and the villagers of Sdtus dl beong to this class, as do countless other characters in
the manuscripts.

Surrounding the Autarch—who appears to distrust the exultants, and no doubt with good
reason—are the servants of the throne. They are his administrators and advisors, both in military and avil
life They appear to be drawn from the commondity, and it is noteworthy that they treasure such
education as they have obtained. (For contrast, see Theclas contemptuous regjection of it.) Severian
himsdf and the other inhabitants of the Citadel, with the exception of Ultan, might be said to belong to
this class.

Therdigious are dmog as enigmdic as the god they serve, a god that appears fundamentaly solar,
but not Apollonian. (Because the Conciliator is given a Claw, one is tempted to make the easy
associdion of the eagle of Jove with the sun; it is perhaps too pat.) Like the Roman Catholic clergy of
our own day, they appear to be members of various orders, but unlike them they seem subject to no
uniting authority. At times there is something suggestive of Hinduism about them, despite ther obvious
monotheism.

The Pderines, who play alarger part in the manuscripts than any other holy community, are dearly a



ssterhood of priestesses, accompanied (as such aroving group would have to be in ther place and time)
by armed mde servants. Ladly, the cacogens represent, in a way we can hardly more than sense, that
foreign dement that by its very foreignnessis most universd, exising in nearly every society of which we
have knowledge. Their common name seems to indicate thet they are feared, or a least hated, by the
commondlity. Their presence a the Autarch's festival would seem to show that they are accepted (though
perhaps under duress) at court. Although the populace of Severian's time appears to condder them a
homogeneous group, it appears likdy that they are in fact diverse. In the manuscripts, the Cumaean and
Father Inire represent this dement.

The honarific | have trandated as Seur would seem to belong only to the highest classes, but to be
widdy misapplied at the lower levels of society. Goodman properly indicates a householder.

Money, Measures, and Time

| have found it impossible to derive precise esimates of the vaues of the coins mentioned in the
origind of The Book of the New Sun. In the absence of certainty, | have used chrisos to designate any
piece of gold stamped with the profile of an autarch; athough these no doubt differ somewnhat in weight

and purity, it appears they are of roughly equa vaue.
The even more various Slver coins of the period | have lumped together as aami.

The large brass coins (which appear from the manuscripts to furnish the principd medium of
exchange among the common people) | have caled orichaks. The myriad amdl brass, bronze, and
copper tokens (not struck by the centra government, but by the local archons at need, and intended only
for provindd circulation) | have caled aes. A dngle aes buys an egg; an orichak, a day's work from a
common laborer; an asami, awell-made coat suitable for an optimate a chrisos, a good mount.

It is important to remember that measures of length or distance are not, drictly spesking,
commensurable. In this book, league designates a distance of about three miles it is the correct measure
for distances between cities, and within large cities such as Nessus.

The span is the distance between the extended thumb and forefinger—about eight inches. A chain is
the length of a measuring chain of 100 links, in which each link measures a pan; it isthus roughly 70 feet.

Andl represents the trditiond length of the military arrow; five spans, or about 40 inches.

The pace, as used here, indicates a Sngle step, or about two and a hdf feet. The dride is a double
step.

The most common measure of dl, the distance from a man's elbow to the tip of his longest finger
(about 18 inches), | have given as a cubit. (It will be observed tha throughout my trandation | have
preferred modern words that will be understandable to every reader in attempting to reproduce—in the
Roman dphabet—the origind terms))

Words indicative of duration sedom occur in the manuscripts, one sometimes intuits that the writer's
sense of the passage of time, and that of the society to which he belongs, has been dulled by dedings
with inteligences who have been subjected to or have surmounted, the Eindeinian time paradox. Where
they occur, a chiliad designates a period of 1,000 years. An ageis the intervd between the exhaugtion of
some minerd or other resource in its naturdly occurring form (for example, sulfur) and the next. The
month is the (then) lunar one of 28 days, and the week is thus precisdy equd to our own week: a quarter
of the lunar month, or seven days. A watch is the duty period of a sentry: one-tenth of the night, or
goproximately one hour and 15 minutes



