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PRI NCI PAL CHARACTERS

_The Bl acks: _
King Little Bl ack
The Queen, his wife
Bl ack Harrah, the Queen's | over
Young Harrah, his son
A bastard son of Farin the Black

_The Reds: _
Red Senlin
Red Senlin's Son (later King)
Sennred, Red Senlin's younger son
Redhand
A d Redhand, his father
Younger Redhand, his brother
Caredd, his wife
Mot her Car edd
Fauconred

_The Just: _
Nyamgé, whose nanme is called Nod
The Neit her - nor
Adar

_The G ays: _
Mari adn, the Arbiter
Lear ned Redhand, Redhand's brother and | ater Arbiter

_Endwi ves_, Ser and Norm

_And a nanel ess one from El sewhere called variously_
Vi sitor
Secretary
Recor der

_In nenoriam_
J.B.C

Canst thou draw out Leviathan with an hook?
O his tongue with a cord which thou | ettest down?



W Il he nake a covenant with thee?

And wilt thou take himfor a servant for ever?
Lay thine hand upon him

Renenber the battle, do no nore.

Job

THE DEEP

ONE

VI SI TOR

[1]

After the skirnmish, two Endwi ves found himlying in the darkness next to
the great silver egg. It took themonly a nmonent to di scover that he was
neither male nor female; sonewhat |onger to deci de whether he was alive or
dead. Alive, said one; the other wasn't sure for how | ong; anyway, they took
himup on their rude stretcher and wal ked with himnearly a nmle to where a
station of theirs had been set up a week before when the fighting had started;
there they laid himout.

They had thought to patch hi mup however they could in the usual way,
but when they began working they found that he was nissing nore than sex.
Parts of him seened nmade of sonething other than flesh, and fromthe wound at

the back of his head the blood that flowed seenmed viscous, like oil. Wen the
ol der of the two caught a bit of it on a glass, and held it close to the
| anpl i ght, she gasped: it was alive -- it flowed in tiny swirls ever, like oi

in alcohol, but finer, blue within crimson. She showed her sister. They sat
down then, unsure, looking at the figure on the pallet; ghastly pale he was in
the lanplight and all hairless. They weren't afraid; they had seen too nuch
horror to fear anything. But they were unsure.

Al'l night they watched him by | anplight. Toward dawn he began to nove
slightly, make sounds. Then spasms, violent, though he seemed in no pain -- it
was as though puppet strings pulled him They cushioned his white damaged
head; one held his thrashing arns while the other prepared a cal ning drug.



When she had it ready, though, they paused, |ooking at each other, not know ng
what effect this nost trusted of all their secrets m ght have. Finally, one
shrugging and the other with lips pursed, they forced sonme between his

tightcl osed teeth.

VWll, he was a man to this extent; in mnutes he lay quiet, breathing
regul arly. They inspected, gingerly and alnost with repul sion, the wound in
his head; it had already begun to pucker closed, and bled no nore. They
decided there was little they could do but wait. They stood over him a nonent;
then the ol der signaled, and they stepped out of the sod hut that was their
station into the grow ng dawn.

The great gray heath they wal ked on was called the Drunskin. Their
f oot steps made no sound on it, but when the herds of horses pastured there
rode hard, or their armed nasters rode themhard, the air filled with a [ong
hum i ke some distant thunder, a humthat could be heard Inward all the way to
the gentle folded farm and called the Downs, all the way Qutward to the bl eak
stone piles along the Drunsedge, outposts like AOd Watcher that they could see
when the road reached the top of a rise, a dimscar on the flat horizon far
away.

They heard, dimy, that thunder as they stood at the top of the rise,
their brown skirts plucked at by wi nd. They | ooked down into the gray grass
bottomthat |ast night's struggle had covered, a w de depression in the
Drunski n that everywhere was pocketed with such hiding-places. This pocket
hel d now four dead nmen or wonen; the burying spades of the Endwi ves, |eft |ast
ni ght; and an egg nade of some dull silver, as high as a man, seemingly solid.

"What," said the younger then, "if no one knows of him but us?"

"W nust tell his conrades, whichever they be, that we have him It's
the WVay. W nust tell the conrades of any survivor that he lives. And only his
conr ades. "

"And how are we to know which -- if either -- were his conrades? | don't
think either were."

The ol d one thought.

"Maybe," said the younger, "we should tell both."

"One side would probably gain an advantage, and the ot her probably not.
The Protector Redhand m ght arrest him and the Just be disadvantaged. The
Just might kill him and the Protector be disadvantaged. Wrse: there m ght be
a battle waged over him that we would be the cause of."

"Wl .o

"I't's happened. That Endw ves not taking care which side mght be
advant aged have caused death. It's happened. To our shane."

The other was silent. She | ooked up to where the Mrning Star shone
steadily. The home of the borning, as the Evening Star was of the dead.

"Perhaps he won't |ast the day," she said.

They called himthe Visitor. H s strange wound heal ed qui ckly, but the
two sisters decided that his brain rmust have been danaged. He spoke rarely,
and when he did, in strange nonsense syllables. He listened carefully to
everything said to him but understood nothing. He seemed neither surprised
nor inpatient nor grateful about his circunstances; he ate when he was given
food and sl ept when they slept.

The week had been quiet. After the battle into which the Visitor had
i ntruded, the Just returned to the Nowhere they coul d di sappear to, and the
Protector's men returned to the farns and the horse-gatherings, to other
battles in the Protector's nane. None had passed for several days except
peatcutters fromthe Downs.

TOnard the close of a clear, cold day, the elder Endwi fe, Ser, nade her
slow circular way hone across the Drunskin. In her w de basket were ten or so
boxes and jars, and ever she knelt where her roving eye saw in the tangle of
gray grass an herb or sprout of sonething useful. She'd pluck it, crush and
sniff it, choose with pursed lips a jar for it. Wien it had grown too dark to
see them any nore, she was near home; yellow | anplight poured fromthe open
door. She straightened her stiff back and saw the stars and pl anets al ready



ashi ne; whispered a prayer and covered her jars fromthe Evening Star, just in
case.

When she stepped through the door, she stopped there in the mdst of a
"wWell . . ." Fell silent, pulled the door shut and crept to a chair.

The Visitor was tal king.

The younger Endwife, Norin, sat rapt before him didn't turn when her
sister entered. The Visitor, notionless on the bed, drew out words with
effort, as though he must choose each one. But he was tal king.

"I remenber,"” he was saying, "the sky. That -- egg, you call it. | was
placed. In it. And. Separated. From ny home. Then, descending. In the egg. To
here.”

"Your home," said Norin. "That star."

"You say a star," the Visitor said blankly. "I think, it can't have been
a star. | don't know how, | knowit, but, | do."

"But it circled the world. In the evening it rose fromthe Deep. And
went overhead. In the norning it passed again into the Deep."

"Yes."
"For how | ong?"
"l don't know. | was nmade there."

"There were others there. Your parents."

"No. Only ne. It was a place not rmuch larger than the egg."

He sat expressionless on the edge of the bed, his long pale hands on his
knees. He | ooked like a statue. Normturned to her sister, her eyes shining.

"I's he mad now?" said Ser. Her sister's face darkened.

"I . . . don't know. Only, just today he |l earned to speak. This norning
when you |l eft he began. He learned 'cup' and 'drink,' |ike a baby, and now
see! I n one day, he's speaking so! He | earned so fast "

"Or renmenbered," Ser said, arising slowy with her eyes on the Visitor
She bent over himand | ooked at his white face; his eyes were bl ack holes. She
intended to be stern, to shock hiny it sonetines worked. Her hand noved to the
shade of the lanp, turned it so the lanplight fell full on him

"You were born inside a star in the sky?" she asked sharply.

"I wasn't born," said the Visitor evenly. "I was nade."

Ser's old hand shook on the | anpshade, for the lanmplight fell on eyes
that had neither iris nor pupil, but were a soft, blank violet, infinitely
deep and without reflection

"How . . . Wo are you?"

The Visitor opened his thin |ips to speak, but was silent. Ser |owered
t he | anpshade.

Then Ser sat down beside her sister, and they listened to the Visitor
attenpt to understand hinmself out loud to them here and there helping with a
guessed word or fact.

"When the egg opened," said the Visitor, "and | cane out into the
dar kness, | knew. 1 can renenber knowi ng. Who | am what had nade ne, for what
purpose. | cane out . . . bearing all this, like. . . likea . . ." --
pointing to Ser's basket.

"Agift," said Norm

"A bundle," said Ser.

"But then, alnobst as soon as | arose, there were nen, above ne, dark
silent; | don't think they saw nme; something long and thin strapped to each
back . . ."

"Yes," said Norm "The Just."

"And before |I could speak to them others cane, with, with

"Horses," said Ser. "Yes. Protector Redhand's men."

"I ran up the -- the bank, just as these two collided. There were cries,
| cried out, to nake them see ne. There was a noise that filled up the air."

"A Qun," said Norm

The Visitor fell silent then. The Endw ves waited. The | anp buzzed
quietly.

"The next thing | renenmber,’

he said at last, "is that cup, and drinking



fromit today."

Ser's lips were pursed. She would still prefer to think himmd; but the
bl ank eyes, now vel vet bl ack, the viscous, living blood, the sexl essness
perhaps it was she who was mad. "How," she began, "did you learn to speak so
well, so fast?"

He shook his head slowy. "It seens . . . easy, | don't know . . It
must be -- part of what | was made to do. Yes. It is. | was nmade so, so that |
coul d speak to you."

"'You,'" said Ser doubtfully. "And who is 'you' ?"

"You," said the Visitor. "All of you."

"There is no "all' of us," Normsaid. "There are the Fol k, but they
aren't all of us. Because there are also the Just, with their Guns . . ."

"Warriors for the Folk," said Ser. "So they claim They make war on the
Protectors, who own the land, to take it fromthemand return it to the Folk.
Secret war, assassination. They are known only to each other. And yet nost
Fol k stand aside fromthe Just; and in hundreds of years of this nothing has
changed, not truly. But the war goes on. You tried to speak to both of them
Just and the Protector's nen, together; so you see."

"Even the Protectors,” Norin said. "They own the land, they are the
chief men . "

"They, then," said the Visitor

"But they are divided into factions, intrigues, alliances. As bitter
toward each other as they are toward the Just."

"The Reds and the Bl acks," said Norm

"dd quarrels." Ser sighed. "W Endw ves cone after battles, not before
them We help the hurt to live, and bury the dead."

"More often bury than help," said her sister

"We are pledged neither to aid nor hurt in any quarrel. And . . . |
suppose it can't be explained to you, but . . . the world is so divided that
i f anyone knew of you but us, you would be used for a counter in their ganme. A
deadly gane. And the death that cane in the next noves -- if death cane --
woul d be on our hands."

From his snmooth face they couldn't tell if he had grasped any of this.
"The Folk," he said at |ast.

Ser pursed her lips. He wouldn't leave it. "They aren't nuch used to
bei ng spoken to," she said drily. "Except by the Gays."

"Grays?"

"A brotherhood; |awers and scholars; arbiters, priests, keepers of
wisdom. . ." He had turned to her. "And what," she asked softly, "will you
tell them then?"

She saw, not by any change in his face, but by the flexing of his long
fingers, that he was in sone torment of ignorance.

"l don't renenber," he said at |ast.

"Vl

H s pal e hands ceased working and lay quiet on his sharp knees. His face
grew, if possible, still nmore rempote; he | ooked ahead at nothing, as though
waiting for sonme internal advice. Then he said, with neither patience nor
hope: "Perhaps, if | wait, sonething will return to me. Sone direction, sone
other part of the way | am made, that will let ne know the next thing to do."

Sonmewhere far off there grew a soft hum indeterm nate, conming from
nowhere, grow ng |louder that way, then |louder this way. Riders on the
Drunski n; the heath was speaking. Ser rose heavily, her eyes on the door, and
nmoved to turn down the |anp.

"Perhaps it will,"” she said. "Until it does, you will stay here. Inside
And be silent."

The drumbeat grew steadily nmore distinct; the universal humresol ved
itself into individual horses riding hard. Then cries, just outside. And Ser
couldn't bar the door, because an Endwi fe's door is never barred.

Then there stood in the doorway a thick barrel of a man, bull-necked,
shorn of all but a fuzz of steely hair. Dressed in leather, all colored red.



Behind himtwo others in red carried between thema third, head bent back
open mout h noaning, red jacket brighter red with bl ood.

The barrel -man began to speak, but stopped when he saw soneone sitting
on the bed, pale and unnoving, regarding himw th dark, cal meyes.

The Def ender Fauconred disliked pens. He disliked paper and ink. On
storny days (which were growi ng nore frequent as the year turned) or in the
evenings after the horsegathering, he liked to stretch out on the pallet in
his tent with a nug of blem and-warmwater and stare at the pictures the
living charcoal nade in the brazier

But once a week, every week, he nust push his barrel shape into a canp
chair and trimthe |lanmp; sharpen two or three pens; |lay out paper and mx ink
sit, sighing, humm ng, running thick fingers over his stubble of steel-gray
hair; and finally begin.

"The Defender Fauconred to the Great Protector Redhand, greetings etc."
That part was easy.

"We are this day within sight of Add Watcher, on a line between it and
the Little Lake, as far fromthe | ake as you can see a white horse on a clear
day." He stopped, dipped his pen. "The herd numbers now one hundred five. O
these, fortyseven are stallions. OF the yearlings, the Protector will remenber
there were forty-nine in the spring. W have found thirty. O all the horses,
one is crippled, two have the bloat, and we have found three dead, one the old
painted stallion the Protector nentioned.

"The Horse-master says the herd should number in all one hundred forty,
counting in all dead & wounded & sick. He says the rains will be heavy in a
week or two weeks. | think one. Unless other word comes fromthe Protector, we
wi || be herding homeward i n about ten days and reach the Downs before
Bar nol sweek. | will then cone to the Hub with the Guard, bringing such horses
as the Horse-master chooses, to the nunber twenty or as convenient."

Chewi ng on the end of the pen, Fauconred assenbl ed the other news in his
head, sighed, bent again over the paper.

"Also, the roan mare with the white eye the Protector mentioned has been
found, and is in health.

"Al so, we discovered one lying in anbush, with a Gun. Wen we questi oned
hi m he answered nothi ng, but | ooked al ways proud. He is hanged, and his Gun
br oken.

"Also, a man of my guard has been shot with a Gun, and though he will
live, we are nore alert.

"Also . . ."

Al so. The Defender put down his splayed pen and | ooked to where the
Visitor stood outside the tent, unmoving, patient, a dark shape in the brown
Endwi fe' s cl oak agai nst the grow ng thundercl ouds.

Al so. How coul d he be explained to the Protector? Fauconred drew out a
fresh sheet, picked up a new pen. "Protector, | have found one sheltered by
t he Endwi ves, one neither male nor ferale, having no hair, who says he is not
of the world but was made in the sky." He read it over, biting his lip. "I
swear on ny oaths to you and ours that it is true." The harder he swore, the
nore fantastical it sounded. "Perhaps," he began, and struck it out. It was
not his place to perhaps about it. "He asks perm ssion to conme to the
Protector. | know nothing to do but bring himto you." _Defender_, the old
Endwi fe had said to him _|I charge you as you shall ever need ne or mine, |et
no harmcone to him. He noved the pen above the paper in an agony of doubt.
"I have prom sed himmy protection. | hope . " Struck out. "I know the
Protector will honor ny promse." And he signed it: "The Drunskin, Bannsweek,
by my hand, the Defender Fauconred, your servant."

He folded the letters separately, the ordinary and the preposterous,
took wax, lit it in the lanp, and with his chin in his hand | et the wax cl ot
in bright crinson drops |ike blood on the fold of each. He pressed his ring,



whi ch showed a hand lifting a cup, into the glittering clots and watched t hem
dry hard and perfect. He shook his head, and with a grunt pulled hinself from
his chair.

The Visitor still stood notionless, |ooking out over the gray evening
heat h. The wi nd had increased, and plucked at the brown cl oak that the younger
Endwi fe had wapped himin; that was his disguise, for now, and Fauconred felt
his sexl essness strongly seeing himin it.

"The herdsmen have returned,"” the Visitor said.

"Yes," said Fauconred.

They sat their ponies gracefully, wapped to their eyes in dark w ndings
that fluttered around themlike bannerets. They noved the quick herd before
themw th flicks of long slimlashes and cries that, w nd-borne, came up
strangely enlarged to where Fauconred and the Visitor stood. Beyond, Ad
Wat cher was lost in thick stormclouds that were noving over fast. The storm
was the color of old iron, and trailed a skirt of rain; it was lit within by
dull yellow lightnings. The roans and whites and pai nteds thundered before it,
eyes pani cky; the Drumskin's thunder as they ran was answered by the storms
drunms, nocked by the chuckle of Fauconred's tent-cloths rippling.

"Beyond," said the Visitor, lifting his gentle voice agai nst the noise.
"Farther than O d Watcher. Wat's there?"

"The Qutlands," said Fauconred. "Swanps, marshes, desolation.”

"And beyond t hat ?"

"Beyond that? Not hing."

"How, not hi ng?"

"The world has to end eventually," said Fauconred. "And so it does. They
say there's an edge, a lip. As on a tray, you know. And then nothing."

"There can't be nothing," said the Visitor sinply.

"Well, it's not the world," said Fauconred. He held out a lined palm
"The world is like this. Beyond the world is |ike beyond ny hand. Nothing."

The Visitor shook his head. Fauconred, with an inpatient sigh, waved and
shouted to a knot of red-jacketed horsenmen bel ow. One detached hinsel f from
the group and started up the long rise. Fauconred turned and ducked back
inside his tent.

He returned with the two letters under his arm peering into a tiny
goat ski n-bound book, licking a thick thunmb to turn its fine figured pages. He
found his place, and turned the book into the last light to read. The Visitor
bent close to himto hear over the wind and the hooves. Carefully Fauconred
made out words:

"The world is founded on a pillar which is founded on the Deep

"OF the world, it is a great circle; its center is the |ake island
called the Hub and its margins are waste and desol ate.

"OF the pillar, it is of adamant. Its width is nearly the width of the
worl d, and no man knows its length for it is founded on the Deep. The pillar
supports the world like the armand hand of an infinite Servant holding a
platter up."

He turned the page and with a finger held down its snapping corner. "The
sky is the Deep above," he went on, "and as the Deep is heavy, so the sky is
light. Each day the sun rises fromthe Deep, passes overhead, and falls again
within the Deep; each night it passes under the Deep and hastens to the place
where it arose. Between the world and the sun travel seven Wanderers, which
i kewi se ari se and descend into the Deep, but with an irregular notion

He cl osed the book. Up the rise cane the red-jacketed man he had
sumoned. The rider pulled up, his horse snorted, and Fauconred took the
bridle.

"It's possible,” said the Visitor

"Possi bl e?" Fauconred shouted. "Possible?" He handed up the two letters
to the beardl ess redjacket. "To the Protector Redhand, at his father's house,
inthe Cty."

The wi nd had begun to scream "Tell the Protector," Fauconred shout ed
over the wind' s voice. The boy | eaned down to him "Tell the Protector | bring



hima. . . avisitor."

[2]

There are seven windows in the Queen's bedroomin the Citadel that is
the center of the City that is on the |ake island called the Hub in the mddle
of the world.

Two of the seven windows face the tower stones and are dark; two
overl ook inner courtyards; tw face the conplex | anes that w nd between the
hi gh, bl ank-faced nmansi ons of the Protectorate; and the seventh, facing the
steep Street of Birdsellers and, beyond, a crack in the ring of nountains
across the lake, is always filled at night with stars. Wen wi nd speaks in the
nmount ai ns, it whispers in this window, and nmakes the fine brown bed hangi ngs
dance.

Because the Queen likes light to make love by, there is atiny lanp lit
wi thin the bed hangings. Black Harrah, the Queen's |lover of old, dislikes the
light; it nakes himthink as nuch of discovery as of |love. But then, one is
not the Queen's lover solely at one's own pl easure.

If there were now a di scoverer near, say on the bal cony over the double
door, or in the curtained corridor that |eads to the servants' stairs, he
woul d see the great bed, Iit darkly fromw thin. He woul d see the great, thick
body of the Queen struggling inpatiently against Black Harrah's old | ean one,
and hear their cries rise and subside. He might, well-hidden, stay to watch
t hem cease, separate, |lie sommol ent; mght hear shameful things spoken, and
later, if he has waited, hear them consider their realms affairs, these two,
the Queen and her nman, the Great Protector Black Harrah

"No, no," Black Harrah answers to some question

"I fear," says the Queen.

"There are ascendancies,"’
oaths sworn. Fixed as stars."

"New stars are born. The G ays have found one."

"Please. One thing at a tine."

"I fear Red Senlin."

"He is no new star. If ever a man were bound by oaths.

"He hates ne."

says Bl ack Harrah sleepily. "Binding rules,

"Yes," Harrah says.

"He woul d be King."

"No. "

“If he . . ."

“I will kill him"

"I'f he kills you . "

"My son will kill him If his Sons kill my son, my son's sons will kill

hi s. Enough?"

Sil ence. The watcher (for indeed he is there, on the bal cony over the
hal f - open doubl e door, huddled into a black, watching pile, notionless) nods
his head in tiny approving nods, well-pleased.

The Queen starts up, clutching the bedcl ot hes around her

"What is it?" Black Harrah asks.

"A noi se."

"Wher e?"



"There. On the stair. Footsteps.”

"No. "

"Yes!"

Feet grow |l oud w thout. Shouts of the Queen's guards, commands, clash of
arms. Feet run. Suddenly, swinging |like a nonkey fromthe bal cony, grasping

handhol ds and dropping to the floor, the watcher, a tiny man all in black
Crying shrilly, he forces the great door shut and casts the bolt just as arned
red- coat ed men approach wi thout. The clash of the bolt is still echoing when

arnmed fists pound fromthe other side:

"Open! In the name of the Great Protector Red Seulin!"

The watcher now clings to the bolt as though his little arns could aid
it and screans: "Leave! Go away! | order you!"

"W seek the traitor Black Harrah, for inprisonnent in the King's name .

"Fool! Go! It is | who command you, |, your King, and as you truly owe
nme, |eavel"

The noi se without ceases for a nonent. The King Little Black turns to
the bed. Black Harrah is gone. The King's w fe stands upright on the bed, huge
and naked.

"Flyl!" the King screanms. She stands unnoving, staring; then with a boom
the door is hamrered on with breaking tools. The Queen turns, takes up a
cl oak, and runs away down the servants' corridor, her scream ng maidservants
after her. The door behind the King begins to crack

Because the island City lies within a great deep cup, whose sides are
nmount ai ns, dawn cones |l ate there and evening early. And even when the high
spires of the Ctadel, which is at the top of the high-piled Cty, are touched
with light ifitering through the blue-green forests, and then the High Cty
around it and then the ol d-fashi oned mansions nostly shuttered are touched,
and then the old inns and markets, and the narrow streets of the craftsnen,
and then the winding water-stairs, piles, piers, ranmparts, esplanades and

wharfs -- even then the still [ake, which has no name, is black. Mst rises
fromits depths like chill breath, obscuring the flat surface so that it seens
no | ake but a hole pierced through the fabric of the world, and the shadowy,
broad-nosed craft that ride its margins -- and the City itself -- seem

suspended above the Deep

But when the first |ight does strike the Citadel, the whole world knows
it's high norning; and though the watermen can still see only stars, they are
about their business. The Protectorate has ever feared a great bridge over the
| ake that couldn't be cut down at need, and so the four bridges that hang |ike
swayi ng ribbons fromthe H gh Gty gates are usel ess for anything but wal kers
or single riders. The waternmen's business is therefore |arge, and necessary;
they are a close clan, paid |ike servants yet not servants, ow ng none,
singing their endl ess, tunel ess songs, exchanging their jokes that no one el se
| aughs at.

It was the waternen in their oiled goatskins who first saw that Red
Senlin had returned fromthe Qutlands, because it was they who carried himand
his armed riders and his fierce Qutland captains into the Gty. The waternen
didn't care if Red Senlin wanted to be King; it's well-known that the
wat ermen, "neither Folk nor not," care only for the fee.

Fauconred had put the Visitor on early watch, to nmake sone use of him

but when the first chill beans silvered the Drumfog he woke, shivered with
premonition, and went to find the Visitor
He was still watching. |npervious apparently to |oneliness, weariness,

cold, he still |ooked out over the quadrant assigned to him



"Quit now," Fauconred said to him hoarsely, taking his el bow. "Your
watch is long over." The man (if man he was) turned fromhis watch and went
wi th Fauconred, wi thout question or conplaint.

"But -- what," he asked when they sat by Fauconred's fire, "was | to
wat ch for?"

"Well, the Just," Fauconred said. "They can be anywhere." He | eaned
toward the Visitor, as though he m ght even here be overheard, and the Visitor
bent close to hear. "They draw | ots by some neans, anong thenselves. So |
hear. And each of themthen has a Protector, or Defender, that he is pl edged
to nurder. Secretly, if possible. And so you see, since it's by lot, and
not hi ng personal, you'll never know the man. You can cone face to face with
him he seens a cottager or . . or anyone. You talk. The place is lonely.
Suddenly, there is the @un."

The Visitor considered this, touching the place on his head where he had
been hurt. "Then how could | watch for one?" he asked.

Fauconred, confused, tossed sticks angrily into the fire, but nade no
ot her answer. Day brightened. Ahead |ay the Downs at | ast

It was a waterside inn.

"Secretly," the cloaked man said. "And quickly."
"You are . "
"A . . . nerchant. Yes. What does it matter?" H's old, |ean hand drew a

bag fromw thin a shapel ess, hooded traveler's cloak. It made a solid sound on
the inn table.

The girl he spoke to was a waterman's daughter. Her |ong neck was bare;
her blond, alnobst white hair cut off short Iike a boy's. She turned, |ooked
out a tiny window that pierced the gray slatting of the inn wall. Above the
nmount ai ns the sky had grown pal e; below, far below, the |ake was dark

"The bridges?" she asked.

"Closed. Red Senlin has returned."

"Yes."
"Hi s mob has cl osed the bridges."
"Then it must be illegal to ferry."

The other, after a nmonment, added a second bag to the table. The girl
regarded neither. "Get nme," the traveler said, "three days' food. A sword. And
get your father to take me to the nmountain road before daybreak. I'Il double
that."

The girl sat staring a nmonent, and then rose quickly, picking up the two
bags. "I'Il take you," she said, and turned away into the darkness of the inn
The travel er watched her go; then sat turning this way and that, |ooking ever
out the tiny window at the pre-dawn sky. Around hima dark crowd of waternen
sat; he heard bits of nmuttered conversation

"There were oaths sworn."

Soneone spat disgustedly.

"He's rightful King."

"Yes. Mich as any."

"Bl ack Harrah will hang him™

"Or maybe just hang."

Laughter. Then: "Were i s Redhand?"

"Redhand. Redhand knows."

"Yes. Mich as any."

Suddenly the girl was before him Her |ong neck rose columlike out of a
thi ck cl oak she had wrapped over her oiled goatskins -- and over a bundle
whi ch she hel d before her.

"The sword?" he whi spered.

"Cone, " she said.

There was a dank, endless stairway within the warren of the inn that
gave out finally onto an esplanade still hooded in dark and fog. He foll owed



her close, starting at noi ses and shapes.

"The sword,"” he whispered at her ghostly back. "Now. "

"Here, the water-stairs. Down."

She turned sharply around the vast foot of a pillar that supported
wat erfront | odges above, and started down the ringing stone stairway faster
than he could follow. In a moment she was gone; he stunbled quickly after her
al one now, as though there were no other thing in the world than this descent,
no ot her guide but the sound of her footsteps ahead.

Then her footsteps ceased. He stopped. There was a | appi ng of water
sonewher e

"Stop," he said.

"l have," she answered.

"Wher e?"

"Here."

The | ast step gave out on a gravelly bit of shingle, barely wal king
space. He could see nothing ahead at first; took three timd steps and saw
her, a tall blank ghost, indistinct, just ahead.

"Ch. There."

"Yes."

He crept forward. Her figure grew clearer: the pal eness of her white
head, the dark cloak, in her hand the

In her hand the Qun.

"Bl ack Harrah," she said

"No, " he said.

"Justice," she said.

The @un she held in both hands was half as long as an arm and its great
bore was like a nouth; it clicked when she fired it, hissed white snoke, and
expl oded like all rage and hatred. The stone ball shattered Bl ack Harrah
without a cry he fell, thrown against the stairs, wapped in a shower of his
own bl ood.

H gh above, on the opposite side of the City, by the gate called Goforth
fromwhich a | ong tongue of bridge came out, a young man comuanded ot her nen
for the first time; a dark, small man destined by birth so to command; who
felt sure now, as dawn began to sil houette the nmpuntai ns agai nst the sky, that
he was in fact fitted for the work, and whose hand began to ease at last his
nervous grip on his sword handl e. He sighed deeply. There would be no Bl ack
reprisals. H s men began to slouch against the ancient bridge pilings. One
| aughed. Day had cone, and they were all alive.

The young man's name was Sennred; he was the younger of the two sons of
Red Senlin, he who had cone out of exile in the Qutlands to reclaimhis
rightful place at the King's side by whatever means necessary.

That the Great Protector Red Senlin had been unjustly kept away from
King Little Black's side by Black Harrah; that he came now to hel p the King
throw of f Black Harrah's tyranny; that his whole desire was to cl eanse
odi ousness and scandal fromthe Ctadel (and if that meant Bl ack Harrah's
arrest, so be it) -- all this the young Sennred had by heart and woul d have
argued fiercely to any who suspected his father's notives; but at the sane
time, as many can who are young and quick and | oyal, Sennred could hold a very
di fferent view of things

A half century alnpst to the day before this pregnant dawn, a crine had
torn the ancient and closely woven fabric of this world: a Great Protector
hal f - brot her of King Ban, had seized fromKing Ban's heir the iron crown. King
Ban's heir was the son of King Red. The Geat Protector's name was Bl ack. To
the famly Red and all its branches, allies, dependents, it nmattered nothing
that King Red's son was a foul cripple, a tyrannous boy in love with bl ood; he
was Ban's heir. To the famly Black and its equally extensive connections what
mattered was that the crown had fitted Black's head, that the great |ega



fraternity, the Grays, had confirned him and his son, and his son's son
There had been uprisings, rebellions; lately there had been a brief battle at
Senl i nsdown, and King Little Black, childless, had accepted Red Senlin as his
heir. So there had been no war -- not quite; only, the world had divided
itself further into factions, the factions had eaten up the unaligned, had
grown paid armes each to protect itself fromthe other; the factions now
wai t ed, poi sed.

Red Senlin was King Red's true heir. He had | earned that as a boy. He
had never for a noment forgotten it.

And hi s younger son Sennred knew in his heart who was truly the King,
and why Red Senlin had come back fromthe Qutl ands.

Around him above him the great City houses of the Protectorate had
begun to awaken, such as were used; many were enpty. There was, he knew, one
sleeping arny in the Cty |large enough to deci de, before noon, whether or not
the world woul d change today; it was housed in and around that dark pile where
now |l anmplight glimered in tiny windows -- the Harbor, the house of the famly
Redhand.

The Redhands woul d be waking to a new world, Sennred thought; and his
hand ti ghtened again on his sword handl e.

At the head table in the great hall snmoky with torches and loud with the
noi se of half a hundred Redhand dependents breaking their fast, dd Redhand
sat with his three sons.

There was Redhand, the eldest, his big warrior's hands tearing bread he
didn't eat, a black beard around his nouth.

There was the Gay brother, Learned, beside him The gray that Learned
Redhand wore was dark, darker than the robes of Grays far ol der than hinself,
dark and convol uted as a thundercl oud, and not lightened by a bit of red
ri bbon pinned within its folds.

There was, lastly, Younger. Younger was huddl ed down in his chair,
turning an enpty cup, |ooking as though someone had struck himand he didn't
know how to repay it.

When t he red-jacketed nessenger approached themthey all | ooked up
expectantly; but it was only letters fromthe Drum from Fauconred; Redhand
tucked them away unread . . . "The Queen," he said to Learned, "has fled,

Qutward. No one knows how she escaped, or where Black Harrah is."

"Red Senlin let themslip."

"He woul d. Gracel ess as a dog anong birds." Redhand's voice was a deep,
gritty grow, a flaw left by the same sword that had drawn a purple line up
his throat to his ear; he wore the beard to hide it

"Where is Young Harrah?" Learned asked. The friendship between Bl ack
Harrah's son and Red Senlin's was well known; they did little to hide it,

t hough their fathers raged at it.

"Not inmprisoned. At Red Senlin's Son's request -- or demand. He will fly
too; he nust to live. Join his father

"WIl Red Senlin be King now?" Younger asked. "Does he wish it?"

"He could bring war with his w shing," Learned said. "He would."

"Perhaps," Redhand said, "he can be di ssuaded."

"We can try," Learned said. "The reasons . "

Trenbling with suppressed rage, his father cut across him "You talk as
t hough he were a naughty child. He is your uncle, and twi ce your age."

"He nust listen, anyway," said Younger. "Because he can't do it w thout
us. He knows that."

" Must listen_," Od Redhand said bitterly. "He will abide by your
wi shes." Hi s hands were tight fists on the table.

"He will," Redhand sai d.

"And if he won't," O d Redhand shouted, rising out of his seat, "what
then? WIl you cut off his head?"



"Stop," Learned said. "The guests

"He is here because of you," O d Redhand shouted at his el dest son
"You, the G eat Protector Redhand. Because of you and your army he thinks he
can do this thing."

"He is rightful King," said Younger softly, drawing in spilled drink on
the table.

"Little Black is King," said his brother Redhand.

" My_ King," said his father, "shortly to be nurdered, no doubt, whomI
fought in the Qutlands for, and against the Just, and whom Red Senlin fought
for and in the old days . "

"The ol d days," cane his eldest's gritty voice, cold with disgust. "If
time turned around, you could all be young again. But against the advice of
the old, it keeps its course." He rose, took up his gloves. "And maybe it
means to see Red Senlin King. If by nmy strength, then by my strength. You are
gone foolish if you stand in our way."

H s father rose too, and was about to speak, shout, curse; Redhand stood
hard, ready to receive: and then there was a noi se at the back of the hail;
nmessengers, belted and arnmed, were making their way to the head table. Their
news, rippling through the assenbly as though froma cast stone, reached the
head tabl e before its bearers:

The Great Protector Black Harrah is dead. The richest man in the world,
the Queen's lover, the King's King, has been shot with a Gun on the margi n of
t he unpl unbed | ake.

The way from Redhand's house to the Citadel lay along the Street of
Birdsellers, up the steep way through the Gem Market, al ong Beil maker's
Street; throngs of City people, |ashed by runor, called out to Redhand, and he
waved but made no replies; his brother Younger and a crowd of his redjackets
made a way for themthrough the frightened popul ace. "Redhand!" they called to
him "Redhand . . . !"

They said of the family Redhand that they had not wal ked far fromthe
cottage door, which in an age-long schene of things was true. O d Redhand's
great - grandfather was the first Defender; he had been born nmerely a tenant of
a Red |l ord whose |line was extingui shed by war and the assassi nations of the
Just . . . It had al ways been so; there was no Protector, however great, who
somewhere within the creases of history had not a farmer or a soldier or even
a thief tucked.

Why one would wish to plot and strive to rise fromthe quiet pool of the
Folk to be skinmed fromthe top by war, feud, and assassinati on was a question
all the poets asked and none answered. The Protectorate was a selfish
martyrdom it had never a place enpty. The laws and records of inheritance
filled musty floors of the G tadel. Inheritance was the chief business of al
courts of the Grays. Inheritance was the slow turning of this still world, and
the charting of its ascendancies and declinations took up far nore of the
worl d's paper and ink than the erratic notions of its seven noons.

At Kingsgate, nen Redhand recogni zed as old soldiers of Red Senlin's,
wearing ill-fitting King' s-nen's coats, barred their passage. Redhand sumoned
an unshaven one with a pot in his hand. Wen the man cane cl ose, frankly
conr adel y, but shaking his head, Redhand | eaned over and took his collar in a
strangling grip.

"CGoat," he grow ed, "get your rmummers out of my way or I'Ill ride them
down. "

He woul d al nbst have preferred them not to nove.

Their hooves cl attered down Kingsgate Alley between the walls of
bl ank-faced, doorless mansions, pierced only far above by round w ndows.
Sonmewher e above them a shutter clashed shut, echoing off the cool, shadowed
stone wail s.

Down at the puddly end of the alley was a tiny doorway called



Defensi ble, a jackhole nerely in the great curving wall of a rotunda: one of
only three ways into the vastness of the Ctadel

The rotunda that Defensible et theminto one by one was uni nagi nably
ol d, crudely but grandly bal coni ed, bal ustraded, arched and pierced. They said
that this rotunda nmust be all that the Ctadel was, once; that it was built up
on ol der, smaller places that had left traces in its walls and doors. They
said that the center of its figured stone floor was the exact center of the
worl d; they said that the thousand interlaced pictures that covered the floor,
once they were thensel ves uncovered of centuries of dirt, and expl ai ned, would

explain all explanations . . . Two bone-white Gray scholars | ooked up fromthe
space of floor they were nethodically cleaning to watch the spurred nen go
t hr ough.

"Where will he be?" Younger asked.

"The King's chanbers."

"The King. Has he . . ."

"He'll do nothing. Not yet."

"What will you tell hin®"

Redhand tore off his bonnet and shook his thick hair. He pulled off his
gl oves and sl apped theminto the bonnet, gave themto Younger

The doors of the Painted Chanber were surrounded by | oafing guards who
stood to sone kind of attention when Redhand approached. Ignoring them he
hunched hi s shoul ders as though di sposi ng burdens on his back, |eft Younger
and the redjackets at the door and went in, unannounced.

Red Senlin was there, and his two sons. The el dest was called sinply Red
Senlin's Son; it was he who was intimate with Young Harrah. The ot her Redhand
had not seen at court; his nanme was Sennred. At Redhand's entrance the three
nmoved around the small room as though they were counters in sonme gane.

The Pai nted Chanber had been an attenpt of the ancients at gentility, no
doubt once very fine; but its pictured battles had |ong since paled to ghostly
wars in a mst, where they had not been swallowed up in gray clouds of mnildew
And the odd convention of having everyone, even the stricken bleeding pink
guts, smle with teeth nade it even nore weird, renote, ungentle.

Wth a short nod to the sons, Redhand extended his hand to his uncle.
"Wl come horne. "

The Geat Protector Red Senlin was in this year fortyeight years old. A
battle in the Qutlands, where he had been King's Lieutenant, had left him
one-eyed; a scarf in the Qutland fashion covered the dead one; the living was
cold gray. His dress was the sinplest, stout country |eathers |ong out of
fashion and ridicul ous on any but the very high

Redhand' s father dressed so. Before him Redhand wore his City finery
sel f-consci ously.

Red Senlin took his hand. "Black Harrah is dead."

"Yes."

"Shot by the Just."

"Yes?"

Red Senlin withdrew his hand. Redhand knew his tone was provoking, and
surely no Protector, even against his greatest enenmy, would have a hated Gun
used -- and no one of Red Senlin's generation would have a man slain secretly.
"By a @un, nephew," he said shortly.

"These are unlovely times." Behind him Senlin's younger son, Sennred,
stirred angrily. Redhand paid a smle to the dark, close-faced boy. So
different fromhis tall, handsone ol der brother, whom nothing seenmed to of fend
-- not even the attentions of Black Harrah's son

Red Senlin nounted the single step to the painted chair and sat. "Bl ack
Harrah's estates are vast. Half the Black Downs owes him H s treason forfeits

much of them"

"H's son

One gray eye turned to the blond boy | eaning with seening disinterest at
the mantel. And back to Redhand.

"Has fled, presumably to join his father's whore and other traitors.



Understand nme. The King will be at liberty to di spose of mnuch."

It was an old practice, nuch hated by the | esser | andowners and | ong
consi dered di shonorabl e: seize the property of one's fallen enemes to pay the
friends who struck them Redhand, after the battle at Senlinsdown, had cone
into valuabl e | ands that had been Farmthe Bl ack's. He chose not to visit
them had made a present of themto Farin's wife and children. But he had kept
the title "Geat" that the holdings carried. And certain incomes . . . It
angered Redhand now nore than anything, nmore than not being consulted at
first, more than his father's nmaundering about the old days, nore than the
conprom se to his oaths to the Blacks, to be so offered a price to nmake his
uncl e King.

"The Harrahs and their Black kin will not take it well, your parceling
out of their property.”

"Let themtake it as they nust."

"You nmake a war between Red and Bl ack. And whoever dies in that war, on
either side, will be kin to you."

"Life," said Sennred coolly, "is not so dear as our right."

"Your -- right." Sonmehow Sennred remi nded hi mof his brother Younger
t hat same quick anger, that | ook as of some secret hurt.

"Must | rehearse all of that again, nephew?' Red Senlin snapped. "Bl ack
took the crown by force fromKing Red's son . "

"As you nean to do?"

"My father's father was nearest brother to King Red' s son

"And Bl ack was hal f-brother to King Ban hinsel f."

"But it was ny father's father who in the course of things should have
been King!"

"But instead swore oaths to Bl ack."

"Forced oaths, that . . ."

"That he swore. That ny grandfather's father swore too. That you and
in turn have sworn to Black's son's son."

"Can be set aside. Your brother Learned could sway the Grays to affirm
me in this."”

"And forfeit all credence with the world by such deceit?"

"Deceit? | ameven now Little Black's heir, in default of heirs of his
flesh!™”

"You know the Queen is with child."

"By Black Harrah!"

"That matters nothing to the Blacks. They will swear oaths to Little
Bl ack's child with one hand on her great belly."

"Cousin." Red Senlin's Son spoke quietly fromwhere he | ounged at the
mantel. "I think | have heard all this argued before, between my father and
yours. The part you take your father took often.”

Redhand felt his face grow hot suddenly.

"I don't know," the Son went on lazily. "It all seenms of another day to

ne.

"It neans nothing to nme either, Defender," Redhand said fiercely. "But
there are others . "

"It seens to me there are prizes to be won," said the Son, cutting
across Redhand nore sharply now "It seenms to me that Little Black is a cold
pie left over fromour ancestors' feasts. My oath to himmakes himtaste no
better to ne."

"He i s weak-m nded," Redhand grow ed, not sure whether he was accusing
or excusing.

"Yes," said Red Senlin's Son. "W are fallen on evil days. The King goes
mad, and old oaths no longer bind." He sniled a sweet smile of conmplicity at
Redhand, who | ooked away. "W are protected only by our strength." He took
Redhand's armin a sudden strong grip. "W will be King. Tell us now whet her
you support us in this or not."

Redhand regarded the blue, uncaring eyes. Red Senlin m ght be grown
evil, dishonorable, gone sour in repetition of old |longings; mght, in a



passion of vanity, betray old alliances. He might, in his passion, be slain.

M ght well. But this blue boy was a new thing in the world; he would never

| ose, because he cared for nothing. And suddenly a dark wave rose under
Redhand' s heart: he didn't want to be an old man yet, sitting by the fire with
his father, shaking his head over the conming of evil days w thout honor: he
want ed suddenly very much to win while he could.

"Since oaths are thrown away," he said, releasing hinmself fromthe Son's
grip and stepping back to face the three of them "why, then | won't swear,
and | ask no swearing fromyou. Until | see no further hope in you, | am
yours." Red Senlin struck the throne armtriunphantly. "But this | do swear,"
he went on, raising his armagainst them his voice gravelly wi th nenace. "I
am no dog of yours. And if you kick me, I will bite you to the bone."

Later, when Sennred went unasked with the Redhands to the door
Def ensi bl e, Redhand coul d al most feel his dark mstrustful eyes.

"I'f we nust do this thing," he said at |ast when they stood in the
anci ent rotunda, "we nust at |east pretend to be friends."

"I don't pretend well."

"Then you nust learn." He gestured to the beetling arcades above them
"I'f you would live here long."

When they had gone, Sennred watched the two Gray scholars working in the
I ong, long shafts of dusty afternoon sun at their patch of floor, dusting with
delicate brushes, scraping with fine tools, copying with col ored inks what
t hey uncover ed.

"A pattern.”

"Part of a pattern.”

Crowned men with red tears running fromtheir eyes held hands as
children's cutouts do, but each twisted in a different attitude, of joy or
pain he couldn't tell, for of course they all smled with teeth. Behind and
around them gripping themlike |overs, were black figures, obscure, denobns or
ghosts. Each crown had burning within it a fire, and the grinning black things
tore tongue and organs fromthis king and with themfed the fire burning in
the crown of that one, tore that one's body to feed the fire burning in this
one's crown, and so on around, denon and king, like a tortured circle dance.

[3]

"If Barnol wets the Drumwith rain," sang Caredd, the Protector
Redhand' s wife, "then Caernon brings the Downs the same; if Caernon wets the
Downs with rain, the Hub will not be dry till Fain; if Barnol |eaves the Drum
dry still, then . . . then . . . | forget what then."

"Each week has a nane,"” the Visitor said.

"Each week," she said.

Barnol had wet the Drumw th rain, and now, two weeks after, Caernon
brought the same to Redsdown. Beyond the w de, open door of the barn, the
hills, like folded hands, bare and wooded, marked with fence and harrow cut,
were curtained in silvery downpour. It whispered at the door, it ticked on the
sl oping roof; entered at chinks and hol es, and tocked drop by drop into
filling rain barrels. Safe fromit in the wide, dimbarn, Caredd searched for
eggs in the hay that filled an ol d broken haywain. The Visitor followed, as he
had al nost continually since Fauconred had brought himthere: always polite,
even shy, but follow ng anyway everywhere he was all owed, attending to her as



a novice would to an ancient G ay.
"Why those nanmes?" he asked. "Wiat do the nanmes nean?"

"I don't know." It was the answer she gave nost often to his questions,
but never inpatiently. Where Fauconred woul d have thrown up his hands in
red-faced exasperation, she nmerely answered, once again, "I don't know. "

Caredd was nore than ten years younger than her Protector husband, and
seem ngly as easy and fair as he was dark and troubl ed. Redsdown, his
property, was her home, had been her father's and his father's father's -- he
a mnor Defender who had married in turn one nei ghbor's w dow and the other's
only daughter, and becane thereby Protector of w de and | ovely hol di ngs.
Caredd, riding as soon as she could walk, knew all its npssy woodl ands and
| akel ets, stony uplands and wi de grainfields, and | oved them as she | oved
not hi ng el se. She had been few ot her places, surely, but surely had seen
nothing to conpare; and she who | oved the gray vacanci es of the gl um
fortress-house caught chills in the gray vacanci es of her husband' s town
mansi on.

For sure she | oved Redhand too, in her fashion. Loved himin part
because he had given her her home as a wedding gift when it seenmed nearly
| ost. Her father and brother had been anbushed on a forest road by the Just,
robbed and nurdered; her weak-mi nded nother had flirted with one mal content
Red |l ord after another until she had been nearly tried for treason, and her
estates -- bel oved Redsdown -- had been declared forfeit to the King: thus to
Bl ack Harrah, in fact.

And then Redhand had conme. Grave, dour alnost, unfailingly polite, he
had wooed the disoriented, frightened tonboy with rich gifts and inpatient,
one-si ded interviews, explaining his power at court, her nother's jeopardy --

till, in a stroke of grownup wi sdom she had seen that her advantage -- thus
her heart -- lay with him
So there had been held in the ranmbling castle a grand Redhand weddi ng.
O that day she renenbered disjunct nonments only, like tatters of a

vivid dream renmenbered waiting in the tiny dark vestibule before the great
hail for their cue to enter, pressed tight against him surrounded
protectively by his nother, his brothers, his sweating father, how she had
felt at once safe and frightened, inplicated yet renote; how Mt her Redhand

| aughed, horns called fromw thin, butlers whispered urgently fromthe narrow
door, and howwith a full rustle of many gowns the bright knot of them had
unwound into the thronged hall hung with new red banners and filled with the
resi nous hum of many instrunents.

She remenbered how the guests had dusted themwi th salt and wound paper
thorns around their wists, and |aughed though it neant suffering would cone
and nust be endured; and how the country peopl e gave them candi ed eggs for
their pillow And she renmenbered when | ater they had taken down her hair and
t aken away her cloudlike gown and she had stood shyly naked before hi mbeneath
a shadow of pale |lace .

He had stayed | ong enough to nmeet and confuse the names and faces of his
new tenants, Fol k she knew as dearer than relatives; and he had ridden off, to
court, to battle, to his other growing properties. Except for a fidgety week
or two in sumrer, a politic ball at Yearend, he cane to Redsdown little.
Sonetimes she felt it mght be the better way. Sonetines.

She | eft one speckled egg from her basketful in a dark corner for the
barn el f she knew lived there. She plucked a bit of straw from her
aut um-auburn hair and let the Visitor take her basket. Stone steps worn to
snoot h curves took them out an arched side door into a breezeway that led to
the kitchen; the | eaves of its black vines were already gone purple with
autumm, and the rain swept across its flagged path in gusts, sticking Caredd' s
billowing trousers to her flank. The Visitor tried clunmsily to cover her with

the old cloak he still wore, but she shook himoff, ran tiptoe | aughing
t hrough the puddl es and up the kitchen stairs, brushing the clean rain from
her cheeks, laughing at the Visitor making his careful, intent way toward her

There were great roons at Redsdown, chill halls lined with stiff-backed



benches, tree-pillared places with fireplaces | arge as cottages, formal roons
hung with rugs and snelling of mldew But when there was no one to entertain,
not hi ng to uphol d, Caredd and the rest stayed in the |ong, snokebl ackened
kitchen with the Fol k. There, there were four fireplaces hung with spits,
hooks and potchains, w th hi ghbacked settles near and chi mey corners al ways
warn there were thick tables worn so the snoboth grain stood out, piled high
with autum roots to be strung or netted and hung fromthe bl ack beans above.
The rain tapped and cried at the deep small w ndows but couldn't come in.

Two anci ent wi dows sat maeking thread in a corner, one of them neanwhile
rocki ng ever with her naked foot a bagcradl e hung there in the warnth. "If
Barnol wets the Drumwith rain," they sang, "then Caernon brings the Downs the
same . . ."

"Rain indeed," said the Defender Fauconred fromwthin his settle. He
di pped a wooden ladle into a kettle steam ng on the hob and refreshed his cup
"And when will it stop, |adies?"

"Coul d be tonight, Defender," said one, turning her distaff.

"Coul d be tonorrow," said the other, turning hers.

"Could turn to snow. "

"Coul d continue wet."

Fauconred grunted and filled the cup of Mther Caredd, who took it with
a slow, abstracted graciousness, set it on the settle-arm and began to put up
her cloudy white hair with many bone pins. It seenmed that Mdther Caredd's hair
al ways needed putting up; Caredd rarely saw her but she was piling up
endl essly, patiently, its never-cut |ength.

"Now you see, Visitor," she said absently, "those are rainysounding
nanes for weeks, is all; Barnol and Caernon, Haspen and Shen. . . like Doth is
dry and Finn is cold.

"I wondered about their origin," the Visitor said. He sat next to
Caredd, | ooking fromone speaker to the next as though in a school room
teacher or pupil or both. Mther Caredd had no nore | esson to say, and
shrugged and smiled. The unhappy end of her playing at politics had |left her
vaguer even than she had al ways been, but al so sonehow cal mer, nore | ovely,
and gently accepting; where the Visitor disturbed and perpl exed Fauconred, and
fasci nated Caredd, Mther Caredd just snmiled at him as though his dropping
from heaven were the nost natural of things.

"For any real answers," Caredd said, "you'll have to go to the Gays, in
the end. For all old know edge."
"They know?"

"They say they know. Help ne here." She was trying with her |ong patient
fingers to restring an old carved instrumnent.

"They say," Mther Caredd went on as though to herself, "that all the
Just have nanmes for their nanes. Is that so? Naming their nanes, and why .
Their Guns have names too, all of them don't they? | wonder if the Guns
nanmes have nanes, and so on and on . "

"I don't know, Mdther," Caredd said | aughing. "Could they renenber al
t hat ?"

"I couldn't. But I wouldn't want to, would |?"

Caredd | oved her nmother fiercely, and though she all owed herself to
snmle at her rambling chatter, she let none nock her, and woul d die to keep
her from being hurt again.

"The Just," the Visitor said, nodding; these he knew, but after a noment
asked: "Wo are they? How would | know t henf"

"Murderers," Caredd answered sinply. "These keys are warped."

"Bandits, as | told you," Fauconred said, frowning into his cup. "The
nmen, w thout [aw or honor; the wonen, whores."

"Madmen, " said Mother Caredd.

"Why Just, then?" the Visitor asked Caredd.

"A name fromlonger ago than anyone renenbers. Perhaps the nane had a
meaning. It's said they' re dreanmers." She plucked a danmpened note. "N ghtmare
dreaners. "



"d d nanes persist," Fauconred said. "Like Protector, Defender
Protectors and Defenders of the Folk, anciently."
"Protectors of the Fol k agai nst "

Fauconred knitted his gray brows. "Wy, against the Just, | suppose.”

Caredd strummed a tunel ess tune and put down the ancient instrunent. The
two wi dows went on spinning their eternal thread. "If it snows on Yearend
Day," they sang, "then snow and rain will fall till Fain/Brings the New Year

round again .

By evening, the rain had blown away toward the City, leaving only a rent
sash of clouds for the sun to color as it set. To watch, Caredd had clinbed a
hundred stairs to the |Iong, fanged battlenment that guarded Redsdown's Qutward
side, and then up between two broken castellations to where she knew of a
flat, private place to sit. On the tower behind her, two forked banners,
sunset-red, snapped tirelessly in rhythmw th her own heavy cl oak's bl ow ng.
She pulled it tighter around her, drew her knees up, wondered what Redhand was
about tonight . . . There was a polite, introductory sort of noise on the
battl ement bel ow. Caredd smled down at the tireless Visitor

"Even here?" she asked. "Those steps are long."

"I"'msorry," said the Visitor. "I'll go back."

"No. Stay. Better to talk to you than . . . Stay."

"I was wondering," he began, and Caredd | aughed. He put his head down
and went on carefully. "Wndering why no one of the Folk will talk with ne."

He had gone about the farnms with Caredd, watching her stop everywhere to hug
and tal k and fondl e babies, be cooed over herself by old ones who treated her
as somet hi ng between a cherished pet and a princess. But their happy chatter
had ceased before him turned to a cool reserve; he had never had any yield
hi m anyt hing but a nod and a wary, alnost frightened snile

"They think you are a creature of the Grays," Caredd said sinply.

"A. . . creature?"

"OF old, the Grays coul d make combatants agai nst the Seven Possessors.
Creatures not anything but one of the Seven Strengths. The Fol k have a
t housand stories about such things, battles of the Seven Possessors agai nst
the Seven Strengths. Mral stories, you know, Gay know edge or teaching made
into a story about a battle. The Folk take themfor real, the Sevens, rea
enough to see with eyes and touch."

"But the Gay in the village -- he's just as afraid of ne."

Caredd | aughed again. "Ad Driggory? He's afraid that you m ght have
been sent to do battle against his own Possessor, the one named Blem" The
Visitor | ooked puzzled. "Drunkenness. A good old nman Driggory is, but a sinple
country clerk; he'd hardly know what the great Grays are capable of. Because
it's fromhim you see, and all his cousins, the village clerks and little
Grays, that the Folk have learned their tales of the Sevens, fromlong ago."

The Visitor shook his head. "I wanted to talk with them How can
explain | amno creature of the G ays?"

Caredd | ooked down at the strange personage bel ow her, who | ooked up
with his infinite blank eyes. Indeed, if there were G ay champions of the
Right, they might look like this: or then Denons too. "Wose creature are
you?" she asked.

The Deep had drunk the sun once nore, and though the clouds Qutward
weren't yet drained of all color, the sky above had been swept clean of cloud,
and on that blue-black ceiling already burned three of the Wanderers, pink
gold and red, all decrescent. "I can't renenber,"” the Visitor said, as though
for the first tine.

"Perhaps," said Caredd, "you are no Strength, but Possessed; and the
Possessor has eaten your nmenory and made your hair fail out. The Possessor
Bl em can do that; they show it in the pageants at Yearend." She was a
wi nd- bl own sil houette in the crack of battlenment, and the Visitor couldn't see
her little nocking snile.

"And if | anP" said the Visitor. "I don't think I am but if I anP"

"I'f you are," Caredd said thoughtfully. "Well. |I wouldn't know what



then, and neither would Driggory. You' d have to go to Inviolable and ask."

"I nvi ol abl e?"

"The Grays' house in the nmountains. O" -- a sudden thought that made
her snmle again -- "wait till Fauconred takes you to ny husband. Hi s brother
is a great Gray, oh very high." She could see Learned's unstirrable face when
this creature asked wi sdom of him

The Visitor turned his bald face to the deep sky he knew had made him
Had made himfor -- sonmewhere within himsone forned thing tried to coal esce:
a reason, a direction, the proper question, the nane uncoded. He stood
stock-still and watched it light up fitfully the structured regularity of his
manufacture . . . and then dissolve as quickly into bl ank unknow ng agai n.

"Very well," he said, when he was sure it was gone. "I'll wait, then. A
little longer."

Lear ned Redhand was not particularly |earned, though he was for sure
Redhand. Hi s fanily nane had hardly hindered his quick rise through nmany
degrees to the gray he wore, dark as rainclouds about to break; but still, it
was due as nuch to his own efforts, to his subtlety if not depth of mnd, to
hi s unfl appabl e grace of manner. Despite a certain cynicismin him a smling
di sregard for the dogmas of his Order that unsettled people, he had deep
affection for the el aborate systens, framed in ritual as though in antique,
| ustrous wood, that had taken the Grays countless centuries to create. But he
had little interest in mastering those systens in all their conplexity; was
content to float on the deep stream of G ay know edge, trailing one finger
buoyed by the immunity a Gray's unarmed strength gave himin the violent world
of the court.

He did |l ove without reservation, though, the house Inviolable, where he
had first put on white |linen, where he had grown up in the Grays and gai ned
what ever wi sdom he possessed. He | oved the fang of nountain Inviolable had
hel d since before any but they could remenber, that |ooked down on the far-off
City and Qutward to the Downs, surrounded by the sounds and silence of sweet
rocky woods. And he | oved above all the ancient garden closed within its
wal I s. Tended and nursed over centuries, its shadowed groves, vined walls, and
sudden fountains had becone a systemof private places, singular yet unified,
i ke states of m nd.

The year was late nowin the garden, that was its mood. The dark groves
were nostly unl eaved, and the intersecting paths were deep-strewn with bl ack
and brown. The air was clear and wi ndy; the wi nd gathered | eaves and the
voi ces of distant boys at play blew rippling waves through the coppery ivy,
white-fl ecked the many fountains w th foam

How cold it must be now on the Drum Learned Redhand thought, when even
the fountains are blown black and gray . . . It had been some years now since
he had had need to cone back to Inviolable, and as he waited now in the garden
for the interview he had asked for, he felt hinmself given over to an
unaccust omed sweet nostalgia, a nultiple sense of self and season, conposed

like a conpl ex harnony out of the afternoon, the garden, the fountains -- and
hinsel f, a boy, a man, in this same season but other years, with other selves
in the same skin. It nade himfeel unreal, rich yet illusory.

The narrow, flinty archway that led into Inviolable fromthe garden
hi gh as ten nmen, had neither door nor gate, only a great black drape of sone
ancient, everlasting stuff, so heavy that the restless air could barely lift
it; it rose a bit and fell with a | ow sol enmm snap of one edge, filled again
with breath and exhaled slowy. Learned watched go in and out of this door
young schol ars and country clerks in bone-white robes; snoky-gray |awers and
iron-gray |esser judges foll owed by white-robed boys carrying witing cases;

t hunder-gray court mnisters and chanberlains with their lay petitioners
And then he stood as one cane out, dimnutive and snaller still with age, in
gray indistinguishable fromblack and little different froman old w dow s



bl ack cowl , unacconpani ed save for a thick cane. They stood aside on the steps
for this shabby one, who nodded smling side to side. Learned Redhand rose,

but was waved away when he offered hel p; he made a graceful obeisance instead.
The old, old Arbiter of all right and wong, the grayest of all Gays, sat
down on Learned's bench with care.

"It's not too cold, here in the garden?" Learned Redhand i nquired.

"No, Learned, if you be brief." There was little about the Arbiter
Mari adn that reveal ed gender, except the voice; all else had grown sexl ess
with great age, but the voice sonehow was still the young Downs farmgirl she
had been sixty years ago. "But before we speak, you rnust renove that." Her
i ndex, slimas bone, pointed to the bit of red ribbon Learned Redhand wore.

He knew better than to fence with the Arbiter. As though it were his own
i dea, he detached it and pocketed it even as he spoke: "I come to ask you to
clarify for ne a bit of ancient history," he said.

"You were ever nice in talk, Redhand," Mariadn said. "Be plainer. Your
faction -- I"'msorry, your famly's faction -- w shes the oath sworn to the
Bl acks set aside.”

"The Protectorate wish it."

"Yes?"

"It's complex," Learned said thoughtfully, as though considering the
merits of the argunent. "By all the old |aws of inheritance, it seens Red
Senlin's grandfather should have been King. In acknow edgrment of those cl ains,
he was nanmed heir to Little Black. Now the Black faction seens ready to
di scredit the claimon the grounds that the Queen is with child, though none
bel i eves the King capable of such a thing after ten barren years of marriage.
The Reds seemready to force Red Senlin's claim and crown himnow in
repaynent for the Bl acks' reneging.”

"As a matter of principle, | suppose,” said the Arbiter coolly. "Just to
set the record straight.”

Learned Redhand sniled. "Arbiter, there is doubtless nuch to be won.
Little Black's reign has been I ong and di shonorable. The Red Protectorate
suffered nuch fromBlack Harrah's ministry; | think they surely wi sh revenge.
No. Not a matter of principle. The reverse."

"And they cone then beforehand to have their hands washed at our
fountain. Wiy should we be nuddied by their revenge?"

Learned paused, looking into a pale, slate-colored agate he wore on one
finger. The expert at circum ocution nust first have his matter clear to
hinsel f: but when it was clear, he found no pretty way to say it. "Arbiter
Red Senlin neans to be King. Many of the great support himin this. Even to
war with the Queen. They wi sh their enterprise sanctioned by the Gays."

"And if we cannot sanction it? They nust not ask for arbitration,
Learned, unless they nmean to abide by it."

"That's the hardest thing." He turned and turned the stone on his
forefinger. "I needn't preach to you that the strong chain of oaths seens
barely a thread in these bad tinmes. But | feel sure that if the G ays decide
against Red Senlin, the Reds . . . will |ose adherents, yes. WII [|ose
credence in the eyes of the Folk. WII give pretexts even to the Just, who
grow strong lately. But will proceed, anyway."

Too old in judgnment to be indignant, Mariadn considered, her eyes
closed. "And will perhaps then be beaten by the Queen, and all hanged, and
their sin made plain."

"Perhaps. But | think not. Black Harrah is dead. And the Great Protector
Redhand and all his adherents are with Red Senlin."

"Di ndred possesses them" the Arbiter said quietly. "Pride is their
master, and what Strength can be call ed agai nst hinP"

"Arbiter," said Learned Redhand nmore urgently, "the question of

succession is surely doubtful. It could be settled reasonably two ways; surely
there is nmuch in lawto be said for the Senlin claim But consider further the
Order we owe. | think Red Senlin, wthout our help, has even chances of doing

this thing. Wth a G ay word behind him the thing is nearly certain. If he



has our judgment and wins, we are the stronger for it. If w thout our
judgrment, then our judgment will have little power hence."

"The power of our judgnment is in its Ri ghteousness.™

"Yes. OF old. And we must take care for that power. It is threatened.
The Just speak Leviathan's name in the villages this year again. If the
Protectorate act in disregard of us, then . . . then oaths far ol der than the
Protectorate's to Little Black's kin are weakened, and begin to pass away."

The Arbiter Mariadn covered her old eyes with the Iong fingers of one
hand. Only her finely lined mouth was visible; her voice held Learned Redhand
like the gentlest of vices. "Learned. | amold. | see fewvisitors. Perhaps |
can't any longer grasp the world's complexities: no, not these new heresies,
hate and fear them so | amnot qualified to speak. | nust |ean on you, on
your worldliness, which I partly fear too . . . Only swear to ne now, Learned,
on all the ancient holy things there are, that what you advi se you advi se out
of love and care for our Order. For our Order only."

"l do so swear," Learned said w thout hesitation. Mariadn breathed a
little sigh, rose and took up her cane. She started slowy back toward the
bl ack- hung doorway into Inviolable.

"So," she said, not |ooking back. "It shall be as you advise, if | can
sway others. And perhaps, after all, it's . . . only alittle sin. Perhaps."

Learned Redhand sat a long time after she had gone, in the gathering
eveni ng, watching black |eaves fall and float in the restless pooi of the
fountain. He should be in his carriage, taking news of his success to the
Harbor: but it was success he suddenly felt little desire to announce.

Strange, he thought; she and he had tal ked so much of the new,
oat h- breaki ng way of the world, and yet when he swore to her, she accepted it
unhesitatingly. It was inconceivable to her that he, a Gay, in no matter how
di sastrous a day, could swear falsely.

Per haps i ndeed he hadn't. Wthout the Grays, Learned Redhand woul d be
someone el se's younger brother, nothing nore; the Gays' strength and health
were his. In any case, soon or late, there would be a testing of that oath, a
reckoni ng. He wondered how he woul d bear

He rose to go. The autumm evening had grown dense; the great age of the
garden seened to hi msuddenly pal pabl e, and deeply nel ancholy.

Haspensweek Eve, and suddenly cold even in the City in its cup of
nmount ai ns. That night they nmoved King Little Black fromthe Ctadel to an old
Bl ack mansion, |long shuttered, that sat inaccessible on a finger of rock
called the Sping just outside the Hgh Gty gates.

For it had been decided, in a Wole-neeting of the Protectorate, that
Red Senlin was Little Black's heir, and Viceroy too in tines of the King's
madness. The Bl ack | ords, of course, had stayed away fromthe meeting; so had
many others. And even the Reds and Fol k onmbudsnmen who had cone, nostly
dependents of Senlin's and Redhand's, were so glumand silent that Red Senlin
had ended his brief screaming insults and argunments, his shouts echoing in the
near-enpty rotunda. No matter. It had been deci ded.

The smal | caval cade, shielded by armed nen, noved through the shadowed
dark of the thousand-faced street. It had been decided that the King was
i ndeed in his madness now, and for sure |ooked at |east sickly and weak. He
huddl ed on his nag, folded up in an old black cloak, and | ooked apprehensively
fromthe silent crowd to the gl eam of axes and spears, the snoky, flaring
torches of his escort.

The Viceroy Red Senlin rode with his golden Son. It had been deci ded
that the Son and his younger brother, dark Sennred, with a nunber of
adherents, should ride toward Senlinsdown and rally there all the Protector's
friends. Young Harrah, the Viceroy had | earned, had gone off in quite another
direction, toward the Bl ack Downs and the Queen

Redhand rode on the King's right side; on his left rode Redhand's



father, A d Redhand. Around A d Redhand's neck hung an ancient chain, giltwork
once, now worn again to the naked iron, that had ever been the sign of the

chi efest of the vast Redhand clan. Fromthis old chain hung now sonethi ng new
the great carved beryl that is the Cty's seal, borne by the King's
lieutenant, Master of the Gty -- until recently, Black Harrah

It had been decided that the fam |y Redhand should inherit that rich
honor .

It had been nore than deference in Redhand that had insisted that not he
but his father be given the City seal. Redhand knew that war with the Queen
woul d cone quick as anger, and he had hoped that the City seal would keep his
father safe in the Gty while he and Red Senlin acted out the treasonous show
they had trunped up together against the old man's wi shes. But it hadn't
wor ked. It had been instead decided -- by Od Redhand, decided with all his
remai ning strength and will -- that in case of sudden need the seal would
devol ve upon his son, and he, A d Redhand, would take command of the Redhand
arms. He wasn't too old to fight for his friend

Redhand tried to keep his eyes on the street, on the King, on the faces
of the crowd -- but they were drawn by his father's face. It was a face marked
like a cliffside by wind and tinme, harder than his steel, and not softened by
the hal o of sparse hair he wore in the old fashion cropped close around his
ears. His eyes, unlike his son's, were drawn to nothing, but |ooked ahead,
farther than the end of the street or the end of the world.

When t hey passed through Farinsgate and out onto the Heights outside the
City walls, the cromd becane thinner. It wasn't a tine for High City people to
be outside their gates. The great mansions of this side, Farm s House,

Bl ackhar bor, were dark; only one house was lit, there, at the causeway's end,
on the rock Sping, lit by the torches and watchfires of those assigned to
guard close forever the little King.

Suddenly A d Redhand stopped his horse. Soneone was pushing his way into
t he ranks ahead; the Viceroy Red Senlin | eaned out to hear his news. A nurnur
went up fromthe arned nmen. Soneone whispered to the King, and a pale snile
grew on his face. Younger worked his horse to Redhand's side and told himthe
news.

The Queen had gathered an arny on the Drunskin. She had turned | nward,
had ceased to flee since none pursued, and unless a |large force net her soon
there was nothing to prevent her laying siege to the City itself. It hadn't
happened in time out of mind. The Queen, seemingly, intended it.

A d Redhand. with only half a glance at his son, spurred forward to
where Red Senlin sunmmoned him

It meant battle, and there was nuch to deci de.

[4]

Al'l day since before chill dawn the red-jacketed riders with their
striped packs had cone down the water-stairs toward the |ake, guiding their
mounts al ong the horse ranps. Shouted orders carried far in the still, cold

air; captains perspired despite the frost steaming fromtheir bell ow ng
nmout hs. Great straining pulleys | owered painted wagons toward the ferries;
horses reared and | aughed; harried ostlers attenpted to count off fromlists,
scream ng at the waternen, whomno fee could hurry.

The girl had pulled and haul ed since norning, somehow intensely el ated



by the first wi ney wong-way breezes of the year; now the hard sunlight cast
unaccustomed glitter on the stirred waters and heated her shorn bl ond head.
She | aughed out loud to see themstruggle with their war there on the bank
Her |augh was lost in the uproar; whips snapped, and the oxen on the far bank
lowed in misery as they began to turn the creaki ng wi nches once agai n.
Soldiers sitting atop piled bundl es above her called down pl easant
obscenities as she pushed to the forward end of the | aden barge. She clinbed
up a crate that had Redhand's open-palmsign on it in new red paint, and,
shi el ding her eyes, |ooked up to where the four tongues of bridges canme out of
the High City's gate-nouths. She thought probably there, at the gate called
CGoforth, the generals would conme out -- yes, there, for now, as she |ooked,
their banners all burst forth fromthe Citadel onto the bridge-stairs, as
t hough a giant had bl own out fromthe gate a handful of petals. She couldn't
see faces, but for sure they nmust be there, for there was Redhand's open pal m
and the dried-blood red of Senlin marked with ancient words; the soldiers and
the City cheered them and she cheered too, |aughing at the thought that the
bri dge m ght break under their great weight of pride and drop them | eaving
their banners only, light as w nd.

Sonet hi ng col der than his cold arnmor took hold on Redhand's heart, there
where he stood anong the gay flags with his brother Younger. Through CGoforth
his father, A d Redhand, with harsh pulls at the reins, forced his warhorse
Dark Ni ght. Through the cloud of banners before the gate, through the ribboned
throng of riders, hearing no salutations, up to where his sons stood.

"I's our House all here?" he said, and then said again, over the
great-throated war viols' endl ess chants.

"Yes," Redhand answered him "Father . . ."

"Then give me the baton."

So many things, hurtful or too grownup for the child, had Redhand ever
given up to his father: but never with such bl ack presage, too cold for anger
as now when he lifted the slimgeneral's stick to his father's outstretched
hand.

"You can still stay,"” he growl ed. Both their hands held the baton. "Stay
and see to the Gty . "

"You see to it," his father said. "Gve it to nme."

Redhand rel eased it; Odd Redhand tucked it into his sash and | eaned out
toward Younger, whose | ook clung desperately to his father's face. O d Redhand
pul | ed Younger to himwi th a mailed hand, kissed him He kissed hi magain,
sl apped his cheek lightly without word or smle. Turned away and tore fromhis
ol d neck the Redhand chain with the Gty seal hung fromit.

"Senlin!" he called out in a voice not his own. Red Senlin stood in his
stirrups and waved to him "Wuld you be _King? " Red Senlin drew his sword,
poi nted Qutward. O d Redhand turned to Redhand his son. He tossed himthe
chain. "Take care," he said. "Watch well."

Too proud to dismount to cross the bridge, the two generals wal ked their
heavy steeds with infinite care over the swaying bridge. Redhand watched their
exertions till he could bear no nmore, and ran, his heart full, up the stairs,

t hrough Goforth, into the silent Cty that the chain he held made hi m master
of .

That evening the first Iight snow was dusting Redsdown, blown in from
the Drum From a wi ndow in the high headl and tower that marked Redsdown's
edge, Caredd and her nother watched the Protectors' horses, and Fauconred and
his redjackets, and the horse-gatherers, and the Visitor too, gather on the
rutted road toward the mountains and the faroff Cty. They were dimin the
gusts of fine blown snow, there was the Visitor in his brown Endw fe's cl oak



The horsegatherers flicked their | ashes, and the conmpany unwound, their sharp
hooves | oud on the newfrozen ground.

"See how he drives them" Modther Caredd said.

"Fauconred?" Caredd asked.

"Yes, he is driven too."

"Who drives them Mother?"

"Why, Rizna, Daughter," said her nother. "Surely you see himthere, so

tall, with his black eye sockets, and the sickle hung on his neck . . . See
how he makes them step al ong!"
"Mother . . ."

"Li ke some great raggedy shepherd driving silly sheep. \Wat great steps
he takes!"

"Mt her, there's no such thing there." Yet she | ooked hard, hol ding her
throat where the bl ood beat.

"Why does he drive them where, for what? See them | ook back, and then
ride on for fear "

"There's nothing there, Mther! Stop!" She strained to see the caravan,
strung out along the road; they were shadows al ready, and then di sappeared in
a mst of blown snow. Mbdther Caredd began to put up her hair with nany bone
pi ns .

If snow fell heavy in the nountains as they went up the high road

Ctyward, they would be delayed till Iong after Yearend, holed up in sone
bl eak | odge or pilgrimhouse of the Grays, and Fauconred didn't want that at
all. He had hurried as fast as he could through the black, |eafless forest,

had nen ride ahead and behind to watch for the Just: these nountains were
their castles and cities, they knew the rocky highlands and had a nane for
every thick ravine, could appear and di sappear in themlike the dream faces
Fauconred saw in the knotted treeboles. He harried his riders till he was
hoarse with it, and woul d have pushed them on through the nights, if he hadn't
feared breaking some valued leg or his own neck in the dark even nore than he
feared the sounds and sil ence beyond the vague, snoky hole his canpfires nade.
He told himself, he told his nmen, that what made himafraid was anbush,
the @Guns of the Just. But the horsegatherers, Drunskin nmen, had their own
tales of these mountain forests, and told them endl essly around the fire:
stories of the Hollowed. "My grandfather's half-brother was taking horses to
the City once, on this sane road, and saw a thing, about dawn, running al ong

beside the road, in the trees, making no sound, a thing -- a thing as fearful
as if you saw a great hooded cl oak stand up and walk with no one init, ny
grandfather's half-brother said . . ." The Hollowed, they said, were the

bodi es of the Possessors, abandoned by the Possessors thenmselves to their own
mal i gnant dead wanderings when the Strengths had driven the Possessors from

t he honepl aces of nmen into the Deep. Here the bodi es wandered, Hol | owed,
unable to rest, enpty cups still holding the dregs of poison, drinking up what
soul s they could seize on to sustain them insect, animal, man.

Most days now they could see, far and dim higher than any reachi ng
crag, Inviolable in its high seat, placid and strong; even thought they heard,
one cold still day, its lowbells ring. But then they turned a twisting nmle
down the valley, between two high naked rocks nmen called the Knees, and the
weat her grew enough warmer to raise thick, bitter fogs; Inviolable was |ost.
By dawn on Lowday, the day before Yearend, the day of the Possessors' Eve,
they were deep in the river Wanderer's rocky hone.

Sonmewher e bel ow their narrow way, Wanderer chased herself noisily
t hrough her halls, echoing in flunes and gorges, spitting at cave-nouths; but
they could see nothing of her, for her breath was white and dense al nbst as
haysnmoke, and cold as Finn

Fauconred woul dn't stop. It was baffling and frightening to try to pass
this way in a fog, and hurry too, with the river's roar filling up your head;
but it was worse to stop, so that the horses, stuck on a | edge, night panic
and leap. It took all his strength and lungs to force them further down, to
where at | ast the high wall beside them broke and a pass | ed down away,



hi gh- si ded, obscure, but a pass: the Throat they called it, and it spoke with
Wanderer's great voice even as it swallowed them The Throat took away their
own voi ces too, when they were inside it, anplified themin a weird way, so
that every man who spoke | ooked behind himwith a start for the source of his
own wor ds.

It was the Visitor, whose ears had proved sharp as a dog's, who first
heard the ot her horsenen in the pass.

"It's only the Throat," Fauconred said, "our own hooves echoing."

"No. Make them stop, and listen. Down there, coming up."

Fauconred tried to read an imagining fear in the Visitor's face. but
there was only attention. The fear was his own. He shouted a halt, and the
horse-gat herers sang out to still the herd. Then they waited for their own
echoes to cease.

It was there, the noise of soneone sonewhere. The Visitor said ahead,
Fauconred sai d behind, the horse-gatherers and guard stared wildly here and
there, their panic spreading to the horses and confusing every ear. M st drawn
into the Throat went by in ragged cloaks to hide and then reveal themto each
other. And then they saw, far down the Throat, gray shapes moving at a nmad
pace toward them gesticulating, pale as snoke.

A rasp of steel unsheathing. Fauconred knew that if they were nen, they
nmust be charged, hard, for he could not be forced back through the Throat and
live. If they were not men . . . He shouted his redjackets forward and charged
hard, hoping they dared foll ow.

The pale riders drew cl oser, coal escing out of fog and thunder of
hooves. For sure they were nmen, yes, living men -- were -- were a war party,
arms drawn, were a Red party -- Redhand! "Redhand!" he shouted, and tw sted
his mount hard. They nearly collided. Fauconred just nanaged to keep his
riders fromtangling with his master's. He turned to | augh with Redhand out of
relief, and | ooked into his face, a gray, frightening mask, eyes w de and mad.
"Redhand . . ." He seenmed a nan, yet as Fauconred watched himstare around him
unseei ng, drawn sword clutched tight, he felt a chill of fear: Hollowed .
some dream shape they could take

The form Redhand spoke. "Turn your nmen." The harsh voice was an
exhaust ed croak, expressionless. "Make for the Qutward road."

Fauconred saw the iron chain of the Redhands hung on his neck. "What's

happened?"

"War with the Queen."

"Red Senlin . . ."

"Slain. Slain before Forgetful . . . Wy don't you turn?" he asked
wi t hout inflection. Soneone cane up suddenly beside Fauconred, and Redhand
flung out his sword armwith a cry: "W is it . . . what '

"The one | sent to tell you of. The . . . Visitor."

"Keep himfor right's sake fromme! . . ." The Visitor drew back, but
Redhand' s wi de eyes still fixed him Fauconred thought to speak, did not.

There was a nonent of freak silence in the Throat, and Redhand burst into
strange, racking sobs.

He hadn't slept in days, had pressed every nman he could into service,
had flung them through the forest wi thout nercy, once turning rebellious
| aggards at swordpoint . . . Fauconred, taking command reluctantly, coaxed
them all back through the Throat the way Redhand had cone, had canp nade and a
preci ous cask broached, that cal ned anger and fear both: and while Bl em had
his say, Drink-up, Sleep-fast, No-tonorrow, Fauconred drew fromhis master the
tale, in words drunk with weariness and grief.

The Queen had |l ed the Red arny a qui ckwi ng chase across the plains
toward the barren Drunsedge, Red Senlin desperately trying to cut her off from
the Inward roads and her Qutward strength both, until, weary with chase and no
battl e, he had made for Forgetful, watch castle of the Edge, where the



garrison owed him They had reached it Finnsweek Eve. They struck a truce with
the Queen to last over Yearend. And then sone of Red Senlin's men had been out
foragi ng and been attacked by a marauding party of the eneny. A d Redhand and
Red Senlin had issued fromthe castle to help -- and been boxed by the mass of
the Queen's arny, who had thus drawn them out.

Red Senlin was anong the first killed. O d Redhand had been killed or
captured, none knew, none could tell him.

For two days Redhand had stayed in the Harbor in an agony of fear. And
t hen anot her messenger arrived, a boy gaunt with cold and hunger, the red palm
sign on his shoul der.

A d Redhand had been captured in the battle and inprisoned in
Forgetful's belly where the day before he had been guest. Next day in the
first light the boy watched themtake himout into the courtyard, where snow
fell; and a bastard son of Farmthe Bl ack chopped off his head with a sword.

The boy had fled then. He knew only that Young Harrah woul d be nmaster at
Forgetful, and that the Queen cane Inward, behind him wth her arny.

"They will be at the margin of the Downs tonorrow, " Redhand said. "Red
Senlin's Son is marching from Senlinsdown to stop her; we nust go on, we mnust
march before night . . ." He tried to rise, but Fauconred restrained him
gently.

"Sleep," he said. "Sleep anwhile."

Redhand sl ept .

They made a crown for Red Senlin of paper, and put it on his head; put
the head on a pole and carried it before themas they streamed I nward across
the Drum O d Redhand they left in the courtyard of Forgetful where Young
Harrah, its master now, could bury himor not, as he chose; but Red Senlin
went before the Queen's arny.

The i mense, dull arnor the Queen had had made for herself, w de-w nged
and endl essly riveted, crossed with chains and bristling with points, would
have seened comical if it hadn't first seemed so cruel. It took a great
| aborer of a staffion to bear both it and the Queen; her captain had paid high
for it after she had ridden to death the strong black she had fled on. Beneath
her visor, above the heavy veil she wore against the cold, her eyes,
| anpbl ack-soft and dark, made it seemthat sonewhere ami d the massive flesh
and unyi el ding arnmor a beautiful woman was held captive. It had been, at
tinmes, a useful illusion

It had been Bl ack Harrah who, ten years before, partly as a useful
di pl omacy, partly as a tool for his own use, and partly as a joke on the tiny
weak- headed Ki ng, had brought back fromthe fastness of the Qutlands the
hul ki ng, bl ackeyed girl, chieftain's daughter in a thousand brass spangl es.

Her bride-price, her own vast weight in precious netals, had made her father a
rich man indeed.

And now Bl ack Harrah is dead, slain she is sure by the Reds; and she,
from ceasel ess chase and fight, has nmiscarried his child in anguish: though
none yet knows it. So at sunset near the Little Lake, those dark eyes | ook out
on a thin line of Red horse and foot, Redhand's, Red Senlin's Son's; she
thinks of themslain, and her arned feet in their blood.

Her enemies had cone together at the crossroads beyond Senlinsdown. They
made a crown for Red Senlin's Son, a circle of gold riveted to his hel net, and
Redhand put it on his head, and their two armes nade a cheer nuffled in
DrumM nd and col d; and they mounted again and rode for the Little Lake. At
sunset they flew down the Harran road through the still, white Downs,
Redhand' s fast horsenmen the vanguard, and Red Senlin's younger son Sennred
fierce with grief. Lights were being lit in the last few cottages snowed in
am d the folded | and; sheep stanped and steaned, and ran huddl ed quick to bier
as they passed.

They came down between the milestones onto the frozen Drum again as the



sun began to nove into the snoky Deep ahead; the Queen, expecting them has
drawn up in the crisp snow before the Little Lake, and set her trophy there.
When his sons see it, it is a week frozen, the flesh picked at by wind, the
jaw fall en away.

They | ook toward each other there, and the scouts and captai ns point out
whi ch is which. The Queen on her stallion. Kyr, her cold Qutland chief. Red
Senlin's Son, tallest of his arny. There, by the Dog banner, Sennred small and
bent. Redhand -- yes, she knows Redhand. Red Senlin's Son | ooks for somneone,
some banner, doesn't find it. They look a long tine. The |ast sun nmakes them
pieces in a game: the Queen's a black silhouette arny, the King Red Senlin's
Son's touched with crinmson. They turn away.

The gane is set. The first noves cone at dawn.

How t he word noved, that brought to a wind-licked flat above the battle
plain so many of the brown sisterhood, the Endw ves, none knows but they. But
they have cone; in the norning they are there, they have wal ked through the
ni ght or driven their two-wheeled carts or long tent-wagons; and they have
cone in nunbers. For as long as any alive renenbers, war with the Just has
been harry and feint, chase and evade, search and skirm sh, and tangle only at
the last bitter nmonment. Now t he Endwi ves | ook down through the m sty dawn at
two armes, Protectors and Defenders and all their banners, hundreds to a
side, flanked by snowbound caval ry, pushing through the drifts toward each
ot her as though to all enbrace.

"Who is that so huge on a cart horse, sister?"

"The Queen. Her eneny's head is her standard. See how she cones to the
front "

Redhand woul d not have the Visitor near him Fauconred, know ng not hing
better to do, has sent himto the Endwi ves to help. He stands with t hem
wat chi ng, 1i stening.

"I't"ll snow again soon. It's darker now than at dawn."

"The wind blows toward the Queen."

"Whose is the Dog banner? They fall back fromhim"

"Sennred, the new King's stoop-shoul dered brother . Ay, the nurder they
make. "

Towar d noon the snow does begin; the wind is Qutward, blow ng toward the
Queen, who nust fall back. The shifting line of their enbrace wavers, noves
toward the | ake, then away, then closer; then the Queen's ranks part, here,
there, and many are forced into the black water. If she had hoped fear of that
frozen | ake woul d keep her army from breaki ng, she was wong; it |ooks a crue
ganble to the sisters; but then the wind and snow darken the field, put out
the sun, and the Endw ves listen, silent, to screans, cries, and the clash of
nmetal so continuous as to be a steady whisper, drowned out when the wind cries
or the Drum speaks with horse-sortie.

"Feed the fires, sisters. Keep torches dry. They make a | ong night for
us here.”

"Fall back!" And they do fall back, released fromthe mael stromby his
harsh croak, echoed by his captains; only Senn red and his wing hesitate,
Sennred still eager. But they fall back

"Regroup!" They force their panting nmounts into a senbl ance of order
behind him the tw sting hooves throwi ng up great clots of nuddy snow. His
red- pal m banner is obscure in the snowy dark; but they see his snow washed
sword. His armfeels like an armof stone: that nunb, that obdurate. "Now on
Strike! Fall on themthere!" and the force, in a churning, swirling storm of
mud and wet, beat the Drum

He is outpaced by Sennred, is cut off by a flanking novenent of
near - spent horse, the stone armflails with a stone will of its own; he can
hear nothing but a great roar and the scream ng of his own breath. Then the
Bl ack horses part, shattered, and fall away. The tirel ess snowstorm parts



also, and the field grows for a nmonent ghastly bright, and he sees, am d the
br oken, fleeing Black cavalry, the Queen, shuffling away on her big horse,
slimsword in her great mail ed hand.

He shouts forward whoever is around hiny the sight of her |ashes through
him an icy restorative. Horror and hate, he would smash her |ike a great bug
if he could. He flings fromhis path with a kind of joy sone househol d peopl e
of hers, sees her glance back at himand his nmen, sees her urge the horse into
a massive trot: does not see, in his single purpose, her man Kyr and his
Qut |l and spear racing for him Someone shouts behind him he wheels, suddenly
breathl ess with the shock of collision; his horse screans under him for the
stone armwith its own eye has seen and struck, throwi ng the spear's point
into his horse's breast. She leaps, turns in air spurting blood, catapulting
Kyr away by the spear driven in her, falls, is overrun by Kyr's maddened
horse, whose hooves tranple her scream ng head, tranple her master, Redhand.
He is kicked free, falls face down. H's flung sword, plunged in nud, waves,
trembles, is still. Redhand is still.

Bl ood frozen quickly stays as bright as when shed

The Endwi ves, intent as carrion birds, nove anmong the fallen, choosing
wor k, turning over the dead to find the |iving caught beneath.

The Visitor's manufacture keeps him from weariness, but not from horror
He hears its cries in his ears, he stunbles over it half buried in bl oody
snow. His eyes growwide with it.

Hs difficulty is intelling the living fromthe dead. Sone still mnoving
he sees the sisters exam ne and | eave; others who are unnoving they mnister
to. This one: face down, armtw sted grotesquely; well . . . the Visitor turns

himgently with nore than man's strength, holds his torch near to see. "You're
dead." A guess. The eyes | ook up at hi munseeing. "Are you dead?" He w pes
pi nk snow fromthe face: it is the man Redhand, who begins to breathe
stertorously, and bl ows a bl ood-bubble fromhis gray lips. The Visitor
considers this sufficient and lifts himeasily in his arms, turning this way
and that to decide what next. Redhand's breath grows | ess | abored; he clings
to the Visitor alnost like a child in nurse's arms, his nunmb fingers clutching
the brown cl oak. Fauconred's tent: he sees its Cup banner far off as soneone
passes it with a torch. Even when it di sappears into darkness agai n, he noves
unerringly toward it, through that trampled, screami ng field: and each
separate cry is separately engraved on a deathl ess, forgetless nenory.

Fauconred starts to see him Hi s day has been full of terrible things,
but sonmehow, now, the Visitor's face seens nost terrible: what had seened
changel ess and bl ank has altered, the eyes are wi de and deep-shadowed, the
nmout h thin and down-drawn.

"It's he, Redhand." The snooth, cool voice has not changed. "Help ne.
Tell me if he's dead. Tell ne . . . He nustn't be dead. He nustn't be. He nust
live."

SECRETARY



[1]

_An inmage of Caernon: a man, crowned with | eaves, holding in one hand a
bunch of twi gs, and seated on a stone. _

He found that though he came no closer to any Reason or Direction in his
bei ng, his understanding of his faculties grew, chiefly through the amazenent
of others. Fauconred had first noticed his hearing, in the Throat; his
strength in lifting and carryi ng wounded Redhand had amazed t he Endw ves. Now
Learned Redhand had observed himlearn to read the nodern and anci ent
| anguages in nere weeks -- and renmenber everything he |l earned in them

_An inmage of Shen: a woman, weeping, seated in a cart drawn by dogs,
wearing a crown. _

The Visitor neasured his growh in nore subtle things: when he saw t he
King Red Senlin's Son, his head | ow, sword across his lap, attention
el sewhere, he felt still the strength in him no less than on the field. It
gave himan odd thrill of continuity, a pleasurable sense of understandi ng:
the King on the battlefield or here at his ease is one King. Wen the Visitor
tried to describe the experience to Learned Redhand, the Gay failed to grasp
what was marvelous in it. He found it nmuch nore conpelling that the Visitor
could cause a stone thrown into the air to float slowy to his own hand rat her
than fall on its natural course. The Visitor in turn was enbarrassed not to be
able to understand the Gray's expl anation of why what he had done was
i mpossi bl e.

_An inmage of Doth: a man carrying a lamp or pot of fire, old and ragged,
| eaning on a staff._

Lear ned Redhand' s head was begi nning to ache. Perhaps he really hadn't
done it at all . . . This Visitor and the nystery of himgrew quickly nore
exacerbating than intriguing, like an answerless riddle. Even in the bright
wi nter light of the Harbor solarium the Visitor made a kind of darkness, as
t hough the thick anmbiguity of the far past, leaking Iike a gas fromthe
ancient witings he pored over, clouded him

"These images," the Visitor said, marking his place with a careful
finger before |ooking up, "they're all of men or wonmen. Wiy is that?"

"Well," Learned began, "the process of synbol-making . "

"I nean, for the nanes of weeks, it would seemone at |east woul d be,
oh, a sheaf of wheat, a horse, a cloud . "

"The ancient mnd . "

"Is it possible that these names were once truly the nanes of real nen
and wonen?"

"Well . . . what nen and wonen?" The Gay idea of the past, fornul ated
like their sinple, stern noral fables out of |ong experience with the rule of
men's mnds, was sinply that before a certain tine there were no acts, mnen
were too unfornmed or mndless to have perforned any that could be
menorial i zed, and that therefore, having left no nmonunents, the distant past
was utterly unknowabl e. Tinme began, the G ays said, when nen invented it, and
left records to mark it by; before then, it didn't exist. To attenpt to probe
t hat darkness, especially through pre-Gay manuscripts that clainmed to
articulate beginnings by unintelligible "first imges" and "nottoes" and
"shadows of first things," was fruitless certainly, and probably heretical
"No," he went on, "aids to menory | think nerely, however foolishly
el aborate. "

The Visitor |ooked at Learned' s snooth, gracious face a nonent, and
returned to his reading.



_An inmage of Barnol carries this nmotto: Spread sails to catch the Light
of Suns.

_An inmage of Athenol carries this notto: Leviathan. _

"Leviathan," the Visitor said softly.

"An imagi nary god or nmonster," said Learned. To the rational Gay nind
the two were one.

Suddenly a servant stood in the solariumarchway. The hail floors had
been hushed with straw since Redhand had been brought hone near dead; the
servants noved |ike ghosts. "The Protector," he whispered, indicating the
Visitor, "wishes to see you."

_Leviathan_ .

The Visitor rose, nodded to Learned, went out behind the man and down
twi sting, straw carpeted corridors.

Leviathan. It was as though the nanme had taken his hand in a darkness
where he had thought hinself al one. Taken his hand, and then slipped away.
Gently, blindly he probed his darkness, seeking for its fearful touch again.

Redhand had grown ol der. He sat propped on pillows within a curtained
bed; ol d knowi ng servants nmade infusions and conpresses, and the nedicina
odor filled the high room A large fire gave fierce heat, roaring steadily in
t he di m hush. Redhand's dark-circled eyes found the Visitor and guided himto
the bed; he patted the rich coverlet and the Visitor sat.

"Do you have a nane?" The Visitor could see in Redhand' s face the
unreasoni ng fear he had first seen in the forest; he could see too the broken
body he had saved. Both were Redhand.

"They say -- Visitor," he answered.

"That's . . ."

"It's sufficient.”

"Fauconred has told ne . . . incredible things. Wich he apparently
believes." H's eyes hadn't left the Visitor. "I don't."

There was a gesture the Visitor had seen, had practiced privately when
he had | earned its vague but useful meaning. He nade it now a quick lift of
shoul ders and eyebrows, and return to passivity.

"You saved ny life."

"I want to. . . reward you, or . . . |Is there anything you need?"
Everyt hi ng. Coul d he understand that?
"There is a new King in the world. | have nade him Perhaps . . . it was
wong in me. Surely | have lost by it." _Take care_, his father had said.
Watch well . "But there it is. | amnade great nowin the world, and . "

He noved his knitting body carefully on the pillows. "Learned tells nme you
| earn quickly."

"He tells nme so too."

"Hm Well. Learn, then. As long as you like. Anything you require
nmy house, servants are at your disposal." He tried to smile. "I will draw on
your learning, if | may."

A silence, filled with the fire's voice. Already, it seened to the
Visitor, Redhand's thoughts were el sewhere. It was odd: he felt he had cone a
great distance, from sonewhere no man had been, and carried, though he could
not speak it, wi sdomthey could never here learn but fromhim Yet they

drifted off always into their own concerns . . . "You were at Redsdown,”
Redhand said. "You saw ny |lady there. She was wel | ? Hospitabl e?" He | ooked
away. "Did she. . . speak of ne?"

"Oten."

"She wote nme of you. This . . . airy talk."

The Visitor said nothing.
"I must regard you as a nman."
"It's all I wish."



Redhand' s eyes returned to him it seened they were again the eyes that
had | ooked on himin horror in the Throat: alert with fear, yet dreamn ng
"Who are you?" he asked.

For get f ul

The Protectorate had built Forgetful, as they had O d Watcher far away
on the sunrise edge of the Drum in the days after they had despaired of
conquering the fierce, elusive tribes of the Qutlands; built it to ensure
that, if they could not conquer, at |east they would not be conquered. The
huge piles, strongly garrisoned, had nade a senbl ance of dipl omacy possible
with the Qutland chieftains; they had eventually accepted a king' s |ieutenant
as their nomnal ruler and only occasionally tried to murder him Red Senlin
had been one such; and before him Black Harrah. The post at the nonent
remai ned unbest owed; but probably, Young Harrah thought, it will go to Younger
Redhand for his infinite damed patience

In Shensweek Young Harrah sat within the sweating, undressed stones of
Forgetful, wapped in a fur robe; completely safe, of course, but trapped in
fact: it canme to the same thing. Wth a lot of Qutlanders for conpany, wth
spring com ng but no hel p.

"Capitul ate," he said.

"I don't see it," said the fat-cheeked captain he had taught to play \Var
in Heaven -- or at |east nove the pieces. The Qutlander's thick fingers toyed
with two sky-blue stones, nmoved them hesitantly anmid the constellations
pi ctured on the board. "Maybe you should capitulate.™

"Mve." Red Senlin's Son played at King in the Gty; the fat Queen, his
father's whore, l|icked her wounds sonewhere in the Qutland bogs, whispering
wi th the braid-beards who adored her; and Redhand's mastiff brother hung on
here for life and would not be shaken. It had been for a while anusing to
wat ch them out there, to make themendure a little privation before they took
their ugly and useless prize, this castle. The gane was no | onger anusing. The
Son played at King in the City . . . there was the ganme. The Qutl ander picked
up the seven-stone, bit his lower lip, and set it down in the sane place.
Young Harrah si ghed.

"Now, now," said the Qutlander. "Now, now. " At |length he saw the trap
and finessed gleefully. Young Harrah tapped his foot, his nind el sewhere, and
threw a red stone across the sky wi thout deliberating.

It was, of course, a struggle to the death. The Queen believed Bl ack
Harrah slain by the Reds. For sure she had slain Red Senlin the new King's
father and A d Redhand too. There could be no forgiveness for that. They nust,

he must, struggle with the King Red Senlin's Son till R zna called a halt.
Yes. And he could think of none el se he would rather struggle with than the
King's blond linbs. . . Wth one long-toed foot he overturned the War in

Heaven in a clatter of stones. The CQutlander |ooked up. Young Harrah tossed
his fine head and said, "Surrender."

Al ong the wi nd-scoured Drunsedge, sterile |land where the broken
nmount ai ns began a long slide toward the low Qutlands, it was winter still. The
snow was a bitter denon that filled the wagon ruts, nmade in nud and frozen
now, and bl ew out again |ike sand. C oak-mnmuffled guards paced w th pikes,
horsenen grimy exercised their nounts on the beaten ground. The w nd snapped
t he pennons on their staffs, snatched the barks of the canp dogs fromtheir
nmout hs; and carried fromForgetful's walls suddenly the war viol's surrender
song, and blew it around the canp with strange alteration

Young Harrah | ed the norose Qutl anders down the steep gash in the rocks
that was Forgetful's front way. He rode with his head high, listening to the
di stant cheers of his victors. At a turning he could see Younger Redhand and



four or five others comng up toward him He di srounted and wal ked to where
Younger awaited him He was amused to see that there had been time during the
siege for Younger to grow a young man's nustache. The cheering troops were
stilled by a notion of Younger's hand, and Young Harrah handed his sword up to
hi m

"WIl | see the King?" he asked.

"Forgi veness," said the King. "d enency."

The High City had been shaken out like a dusty rug till it was clean of
t he gl oom and shadows of Little Black's reign. Geat houses |ong shuttered
were opened and aired, streets were w dened and new paved with bright stone.
The City crafts, long in decline, suddenly had to seek apprentices to satisfy
the needs of the great -- for once nore there were great in the Cty, their
carriages flewto the Citadel, they were received by the King, they had
audi ences with Redhand; they were in need of all things fashionable, these
Downsnmen were, and their sommolent City houses were roused by a parade of
tradesnen knocking at their thick doors. The cry of all stewards was for
candl es, good wax candl es, but there were none: there were rushlights and
tall ows, torches and | anps and fl anmbeaux -- the candles had all been taken to
the Citadel to spangle the Ball

"No seizures, no treason trials,"” said the King. "Not now "

"I'f not now," said Learned Redhand, "then never. You can't try old
crimes years later."

"I meant," said the King, turning a nonent fromhis mrror, "no treason
trials for these crines. Later "

The Ball is to be nmasked, a custom of ancient springs revived. The King
wi Il appear as the Stag Taken in a G ove -- an inmage he discovered in an old
Pai nt ed Chanber, could not have concei ved hinsel f, there having been no stags
in the forests for uncounted years -- and as he was undressed and prepared he
entertai ned Redhand and his Gray brother, and Redhand's Secretary. Learned
woul d not go costumed, a Gray may not; but he carried a | ong-nosed vi zard.
Redhand wore domino only, blood-red. The King failed to understand why Redhand

had to have a secretary with himat a ball, but insisted that if he nust be
here he nmust be masked. So the Secretary consented to donmino -- even enjoyed
its blank privacy.

"The Protectorate," Redhand said, "will praise you for it."

"I knowit."

"They are dimnished in this war."

"I will rebuild them"

"CGreat | andowners have been slain . "

"I will make new Strictly," bowing to Learned, "according to the | aws

of inheritance.
do you suppose, Protector,"’
t hi ng?"

"What thing?"

"Pull down a king. Make a new king."

"Strength."

"Ri ght eousness, " Learned said graciously.

"Strength nore nearly," said the King. "But private strength. The
strength of great men whose allegiance to the old King lay only in an oath."

"Only?" said Learned

He raised his arns for his dresser to renove his shirt. "Wy
' he said idly, "that we have been able to do this

The King smiled. "I nean that this that we have done could be done
again." He watched in the mrror with dreany interest as his dresser renoved
skirt and leggings. "I would prevent that."

"By . . ."

"By nmaking a new kind of Protectorate. One whose loyalty lies here, in
the Citadel. That | ooks for strength less to sone di stant Downs and dependents
than directly" -- turning to themnaked -- "to the King' s person.”



Redhand, folded in his dom no, was unreadabl e.

The King's dresser, with a whisper of fine fabric, clothed the King in
green, gorgeously pictured.

"The Grove," said the King. The room s candl es played upon the stuff,
maki ng gold lights glitter in its |eaves |like noon sun. The King took fromhis
dresser's hands a great head, contrived with golden horns that were as well a
crown, and hung with ribbons.

"The Stag," he said. "The rose ribbons are its bl ood, these blue here
its tears.” He fitted the Stag's head to his own bl ond one, and was hel ped on
with tall shoes that made dai nty hooves beneath the G ove robe.

Despite hinmsel f, Redhand was nmoved by this splendor. Only --

"Where," he asked, "is the Hunter?"

There is a Rose with a Wormin its Breast, who [aughs with a ghastly
Sui cide; there is a Cheese full of Holes who pretends fear of the Plate and
Knife; there are two Houses Afire who are cool to one another; there is a
Starry Night, there is a sheaf of wheat, a horse, a cloud.

There is a thing not man and not worman, nmade in a star: but he is
di sgui sed as Secretary to the Great Protector Redhand, and the Secretary is
wr apped then in red domino |ike his nmaster

Where is the Hunter? He is all in green |leather, belted and buckl ed, he
has bow and ancient darts.

When the Stag sees him he leaps to run, striding on his tiny hooves
through the startled crowd. The nusic stunbles; the Chest of Treasure stops
dancing with the Broken Jug, who turns to the Muntain; he jostles the Head
wi thout a Body so that his cup of drink is spilled.

Beneath a great circle of candles that overhang a dais, the Stag is
brought to bay. He trenbles; the candles as he trenbles cast glitter through
his moving Grove. The Hunter draws a dart and ai ns.

"What mumery is this?" Redhand asks, setting down his cup

"WIl he shoot the King?" asks his Secretary.

Redhand | aughs shortly and pushes through the nurnuring crowd of
fantasies to where he can see.

"Strike now," says the Stag in a great voice. "I will no nore fly thee;
surely this day is made for thee, and thy hail shall rejoice in thy fortune."
The Hunter hesitates. "My armrefuses ny command, my fingers rebe

agai nst nmy hand's wi sh."

"See," the Stag cries out, "thy spade has struck a red spring; the well
is thine to make; make it quick."

The Secretary whispers in Redhand's ear: "The words. They are a song in
t he Thousand and Seven Songs."

"Yes?"

"Yes. It's a. . . love song."

"Why dost thou weep?" the Hunter asks, lowering his bow "Have we not
chased fair all the day |ong, and hast thou not eluded ne tine and agai n, when
| thought all lost and m ght have departed, and is this now not well done,
that | have brought thee by ny strength to this?"

"It is well done."

"Weep not . "

"I must."

"l cannot strike."

"\Where are your black Hounds then, that have drawn so much red bl ood
from nme?"

"'Black Hounds' is wong," the Secretary whispers to Redhand. "There
were no Hounds. In the song he does. . . strike."

"Wat ch, " says Redhand. "I begin to understand this."

At the Hunter's signal, there leap forth seven bl ack Hounds, who rush
the Stag to worry him Fromhis Grove as the Stag cries out (or fromthe arras



behi nd him conme forth seven red Wunds. The Starry Ni ght beside Redhand cries
out. The Hounds fall back then, covering their eyes.

"They are amazed," the Hunter cries. "They will do no further harm
seeing you in this distress."

"Conmand them "

"I cannot! My tongue rebels against ny thought to say it!" Suddenly, as
t hough in great agony, he rushes to the dais and falls before the Stag, making
obei sance. "Nobl e, noble beast! Each wound you take is as a wound to me. Each

Hound t hat savages you" -- sumopning themw th his hand so they make obei sance
too -- "seens to nake ne bleed. Forgive me this and all outrages! | will do no
nmurder on thee nor ever seek again to draw thy red bl ood!" He breaks across
his knee his fragile play-bow. "And these mute" -- indicating his cowering
Hounds -- "I ask in their names the forgiveness of the nmute bl ood they have
shed. "

"Rise, brave Hunter!" cries the Stag joyfully. "War brown not green
for with these words nmy wounds begin to heal " He makes a subtle cue, and
the music strikes up; each of the Hounds enbraces a Wwund. "I do forgive you!
You and all these brave, nmore than brave in this asking. Come!" He bends,
takes up the Hunter; the nusic peals merrily. He draws off the Hunter's mask
of green |eather.

Young Harrah, flushed with his acting, turns smling to the astoni shed
conpany.

They are silent. The music trenbles in a void.

Redhand, stepping forward, throw ng back his dom no to reveal hinself,
begins to applaud. H's applause rings hollowy for a nonment, a |ong noment,
and then the Starry N ght begins to clap; then the Cheese and the Suicide, the
House Afire and the Chest of Treasure. The Stag, i mensely pleased, draws
Young Harrah and Redhand together to enbrace. The fantasts push forward
appl audi ng to congratul ate.

Redhand takes Young Harrah's arm "Unfortunate," he says, "that the
Queen who was so eager in this sane chase is not here to be forgiven." Young
Harrah | ooks at him the smle wavering. "You found my brother well?"

"He found nme, Protector."

"I's he in health? | ask only because his health is not good, and the
wi nds of the Edge . . ."

"Protector," says Young Harrah with the faintest edge, "your brother
cane to me as conqueror, not acquaintance. | did not inquire after his
wel fare.'

"Well. Well. Nowif |I read this showrightly, we are here both made
brothers of the Stag. | would have you be that to ne, neither conquered nor
acquai nt ance. "

He is granted a half-snile by the Hunter, who turns to take others

hands.

"These ot hers,’
see their faces?"

Dumbshow. each of the seven Hounds renoves his hairy head, each of the
Wunds puts back his red-ribboned cl oak

"As | thought," Redhand says to his Secretary. "Young Bl ack defenders
are the Hounds, younger sons of slain fathers, those who m ght have been
mar ked for seizure. The innocent Whunds -- is that what they were? -- the
King's brother Sennred, sons of intransigent fathers, small |andowners, those

' Redhand says to the Stag. "I think I know them WII we

The | ast Hound has shown hinself. A thick, brutish head, nore houndlike
than his mask. It is a face Redhand vaguely knows: a certain bastard son of
Farin the Bl ack.

The Stag has begun to speak again, of |ove, reconciliation, a new bright
order of things. Redhand turns away, pushing aside the nurnuring guests, and
| eaves the fl oor.



"Sweet, cone to bed."

None sees but the eyeless Stag's head, thrown upon a chair.

"I will not be nocked." Young Harrah drinks off the |last of a cup, naked
by the curtained bed.

"No one nmocks you.'
arustle. "Cone to bed."

"Redhand. "

"Redhand," the King says. "Redhand is a man of mne. He will | ove you
for ny sake."

"He woul d be your master."

"l have no nmaster."

The roomis snmoky with incense; the bed hangi ngs Harrah draws aside are
fine as snoke. "None?"

"None other." He noves inpatiently within the bed. "Love. Master nme." He
reaches out and draws Harrah down anmid the clothes. "Master nme. Master ne .

The King puts off the G ove robe, lets it fall with

[2]

It was as if, that spring, all eyes and ears turned Inward to the Cty
on the Hub within its ring of nountains.

The King's appetite for shows, triunphs, displays grew |arger
unappeased by the ragtail pageant carts that on glum street corners gave shows
everyone knew by heart, he comm ssioned his own, drawn out of ancient stories
by eager young nen, stories full of new wit and unheard-of spectacle.
Qui l dsmen of the Gty put their tools to strange uses buil ding the machinery

for abductions, enthronenments, clockwork miracles -- and the cleverest of them
were paid well, in bright coinage the King had struck showi ng not a crude
denom nation but his own profile -- too lovely alnmost to spend.

He was, though, his own nobst striking show Wth his crowd of young
Def enders, all handsonme, all proud, with a canopy over himand men-at-arms
before himw th fantastical pikes and banners, he rode through the City
weekly, visiting the guildhalls and artisans' shops, view ng construction of
arches and the preparation of plays, of _The Sword Called Precious Strength_
or _The Grievances Brought to King Ban_; always on his right hand Young
Harrah, on his left Redhand, Master of the GCty, with his shadow Secretary al
in red dom no; and behind, close behind, his brother Sennred.

The King's brother Sennred was as small and dark as the King was tal
and fair; some said another man than Red Senlin nust have been Sennred's
father, that when Senlin was King's Lieutenant in the Qutlands, some other

but none said it to his face.

Sennred's right shoul der was higher than his left, and they called him
stooped for it; but it was only constant practice with the sword that nade it
so: practice that had nmade hima match for any man living, though not, he
t hought, therefore worthy of his brother's |ove.

The banner carried before Sennred in these ponps was the Dog; he had
chosen it hinself; he had nmade hinself watchdog to his brother, and when the
counsel ors departed, and the bodyguards slept, and the King was drunk and went
abroad | ooking for his lover at dead of night, there was still one who
wat ched, nute as a hound.



Who wat ched now, hal f-hearing the banter between Young Harrah and the
Ki ng, and Redhand gl um and unfashi onabl e besi de them

Redhand. Sennred had once m strusted Redhand, had thought that when
danger cane Redhand would turn on the Senlin clan. Then their fathers had died
toget her at Forgetful, and Sennred had fought beside Redhand at the Little
Lake: and he had yielded up to Redhand a share of his dark love. It hurt him
now to see his brother turn from Redhand; hurt himnore to see he turned to
Young Harr ah.

That Sennred | onged to shed Young Harrah's bl ood, wound himin secret
pl aces, none knew, for none asked Sennred's opinions. It was as well.

They wound down Belinaker's Street slowy, noving through throngs of
peopl e eager to touch the King (few had ever so nuch as | ooked up fromtheir
work to see Little Black pass); eager too for the new coins he di spensed.

It was as well. For Sennred knew where the King's |ove lay, and he would
die rather than harmit. But Redhand . . . Now the tolling and tinkling
drowned out the laughter of the King with Young Harrah; Sennred saw themturn
| aughi ng to Redhand, who turned away. Sennred pushed forward, waving aside the
pi keren, and took Redhand's armin the strong grip of his sword hand.

"There is another joke," he said to Redhand beneath the bells' voices.
"They ask at court who holds the King's scepter now." He stared up at Redhand
unsmling. "Do you understand? Who holds the King's scepter now "

Angry, red-faced, Redhand pulled hinself from Sennred's grip and forced
his way out of the procession, through the curious crowd, out and away down
the Street of Goldsmiths, his Secretary near behind him

A great yell ow Wanderer canme full that night and shone in the streets of
the City, on closed carriages, on |late carousers in runpled costunery; calm
female, it stroked the narrow streets and hi gh houses with pale light. It
shone on two wal kers, one in donmino, turning their red to neutral dark

Since being made King's Master of the City, Redhand had often wal ked
away sl eepless nights along its arching streets; had learned it like a
footpad, knewits narrow places, its silences, its late taverns and late
wal kers -- waternen and whores, watchmen and those they watched for, |overs
al one together: found a confort in it he never found in the silences of his
Redsdown parks. No Master of the City knew the City as Redhand did; Bl ack
Harrah, when he went fromthe Citadel to his estates, went in closed carriage.

They | ooked down, Redhand and his Secretary, onto the soundl ess | ake
froman anci ent arched bri dge.

_If you kick ne I will bite you to the bone. _

In the row of shacks along the water's edge one light was lit. Fromthat
doorway a slim tall figure came carrying a bundle, put it in a small boat and
pushed off onto the | ake, where the Wanderer's |ight trenbled.

"The King," the Secretary began, "and Young Harrah

"They must know," Redhand growl ed. "They must know I will kill himif I

can.

That Wanderer had set; another, palely blue, had risen when she reached
the far margin of the | ake. She nudged her boat in anong the small craft
sl eeping there, and, stepping fromdeck to deck as though on stepping stones,
cane out on the wharf. Sonmeone called out, and she answered in a waterman's
singsong call; the sonmeone needed to know no nore, and was silent. She waited
a long nonent in the shadow of a winch piling, listening for other sounds than
the | ake's; heard none, and went quickly up the water-stairs to where they
joined the highway into the nmountains. There she did not approach the
guar dhouse for pernmission to enter the road, but, with a silence |earned
el sewhere than on the water, dropped into the brushy woods that ran along it.



The guardhouse torches that |it the road's wi de nmouth were far behind
when she again stopped for a long nmoment, listening for other sounds than the
forest's. Again she heard none, pulled herself up by the tangle of brush at
the road' s edge and stepped out onto the snmooth bl ue hi ghway, el ated, walking
with long strides at deep m dnight.

Her name was Nyamgé, and the nane of her nane was Nod. Her Qun's nane was
Suddenly. She carried Suddenly in a pouch of oiled goatskin at her side, the
kind waternen carry their belongings in, for she was a waterman's daughter
that is, Nyamgé was. Nod was Just. Suddenly had said so.

Wet winds had bridged the days where Fain nmet Shen, and then had turned
warm and dry; now beneath her feet the pavingstones were green with noss, and
by the roadside tiny star-shaped flowers had sprung up. The hood of her
no-color traveler's cloak, that covered goatskins, Gun, and all, was thrown
back, and the nightwind tickled her shorn blond head; it seenmed to speak a
word in the budding forest, a word she could al nost hear: _awake , yet not
that either. It bore her up; alnmst without knowing it, in answer to the
hushi ng wi nd, she began to sing.

The tunes were tunes the Fol k had al ways sung, so nmuch alike that one
slid into another at a change without her choos ing. The words, though, were
the Just's: mournful and hopeful, silly and sad. She sang of old, old things,
of gods | ong asleep, of the Fifty-two, unborn, sky sailors; she sang, skipping
a few steps, rhym ng puns that nocked the King and all his lords, nmade them
dance a foolish dance before they fell down dead, as fall they all nust one by
one: for she sang too of her Gun and its hunger. She sang of the Deep and its
bei ngs, of Leviathan curled around the pillar of the world, dream ng al
things that were, old and nmenori ous when even the Grays were young. She sang,
tears starting in her eyes, of being young, and brave, and soon to die.

| lay on the hillside
| dreanmed of Adar.
"King Red lies at Drunriven

But he'll rise up no nore.
This one | call Shouter of Curses,
This is the flint, this the ball | will feed him

To spit in King Red's eye."

I woke on the hillside

The brothers and sisters were gathered.

"King Red lies at Drunriven

A stone ball in his forehead.

But the one called Shouter of Curses is broken

And Adar's flesh stills the hounds that mourn King Red."

Adar, the grass grows still on the hillside
The long, forgetful grass that covered us:
Why, why will you not come to where | lie waiting?

The paved hi ghway soon gave way to dirt rutted with spring rain, and the

dirt often to a lane, marked only by stern stone bridges the ancients had
built to arch the deepest ravines. These she kept count of, and at the fifth,
as the sun and a thin mst were rising together, she stopped; she | ooked
qui ckly behind her and then went into the ravine beneath the bridge. A path,
t hat m ght have been nmade by rain but hadn't been, |ed steadily downward, deep
beneath the aged trees whose tops filled up the ravine. As she went, what
seened i npassabl e from above becane nore and nore an easy glen in the gl oom
bel ow. She ate bread and cheese as she wal ked, listening to the birds awake;
and before the mist had entirely burned away, she stood before the Door in the
For est.

Had there ever truly been one called Adar?



She knew of some who had nanmed their nanes for him Yet for sure King
Red had died in his sleep at a great age, inprisoned in the Ctadel

Once, so long ago no one now knew his or the King' s name, one of the
Just had killed a king.

And now, she thought, the kings kill each other. May they, she prayed,
go on doing so until the last of their line stands al one, deserted, with his
prize that crown, al one before the Just; and nay a Gun then speak intimately
with him and the Folk be at |ast nmade free.

In her lifetime, in her youth? How many of the Just had wondered that,
since how | ong ago

To any not allowed to pass through it, any not Just, the Door in the
Forest woul d not have seenmed a door. It was only a narrow way between the
entangl ed roots of two elder trees, with inpassable deadfalls on either side;
yet she was careful to make all the proper signs to the Door's guardi ans she
could not see but knew were watching there.

Beyond the Door was much the same as before it; here too was dimglen
and the birds awaking. Yet she felt she had left all her fears at that Door
and had cone at |ast hone. Wen the path at |ast came out of the grove and
opened out into a wi de neadow, she could see far down the whole |l ength of the
val | ey; beyond this meadow anot her neadow and anot her went on |ike pools of
grass in the forest, down to where the stony sides of the valley seened to
close a farther Door. Then sheer nountains rose up; far, far away was a pale
glitter: sunlight striking the white stones of Inviolable. She could see it,
but it couldn't see her: a thrill of private pleasure.

Here, at the edge of the nmeadow, new noss spangled with flowers nade a
bed, and she lay gratefully, suddenly exhausted; the Gun in its pouch she laid
besi de her, and her pack under her head, and slept.

She woke because she felt a presence. She had forgotten where she was,
or when she had cone there, or what time of day it now was: but she knew
someone was near, and watching. She sat up with a start, and seened at the
same time to coal esce here: | ate afternoon, beyond the Door, and a boy, Just,
bef ore her, smiling.

A mirror imge of her alnost, he had her blond short hair, her pale
eyes, her long linbs, and she smled his snile. H s homespun was faded to a
blue Iike his eyes -- as though it were part of him it was creased for good,
like his hands, snooth and useful as his naked feet. Across his back, as |ong
al nost as he, hung a black figured Gun.

From a pouch he drew a handful of gray withering | eaves. "I gathered
t hese for you."

"How di d you know I was here?"

He smiled. "I found you hours ago. Gathered these. |'ve been watching
you sl eep.”

As he said it, she seened to renmenber dreaming of him "Wat is your
name cal |l ed?"

"My nane is called Adar."

"My name is called Nod." Not her name, but what her name was called. Wy
did it seemto reveal her nore to say it than to say her nane?

Adar had found a flat stone and laid the gray leaves on it; with flint
and steel he started the little pile snoldering. Hungrily Nod bent over it,
beckoni ng the snoke into her face with her hands and breathing it in. Adar did
t he sane when Nod noved away satisfied; they bent over it in turns till it was
all pale ash. And sat then together, |ooking out over the valley.

Though wool |y cl ouds rose over and crossed the valley, to themnow it

seened that the valley turned beneath still clouds, sharp and clear as though
pai nted for some vast pageant. So the wi nd too, which nmoved the clouds, seened
to be rather the valley's passage through still air: they at its center

wat ched the world turn beneath the sky.

Then the turning valley entered new country: the clouds it noved under
were denser, gray as lanb's wool, and the valley noved faster through cool
wet air that stirred their hair and opened their nostrils. The valley groaned



in its quickened passage, ground rocks perhaps that sparked pal e |ightnings:
then its forward edge passed through a curtain of rain, and the fat drops
filled up the air, startling themand dispelling their dream They noved
cl ose, back into the dense grove that was suddenly noisy with rain; found
t hensel ves tasting each other's rain-wet flesh

H s hunger surprised her; she herself felt cool, poised, as she liked to
feel before doing a dangerous thing, though often didn't; she relished the
feeling now, hel ping his hel pl ess-eager hands undo her. She |let himfeast on
her, let herself by degrees expand with heat out of her reserve until she mnust
cry out: letting herself cry out felt like falling backwards when sonet hi ng
soft is sure to break the fall. Her cry stilled him his hands grew | ess sure;
so she began to take him noving the snooth honespun fromhis snooth flesh

Thunder beat on them The grove grew wild and dark with storm

It had al ways fascinated her, blind, eager, so hel pl ess and vul nerabl e
and then too inperious, not to be denied. She felt once again poised, but now
on some hi gher peak, ready to |leap yet delaying. He made some notion toward
her, it didn't matter, this one held her with its blind eye: when she took it,
it leapt in her hand as though startl ed.

Around her as she woke the grove let drops fall fromleaf to shuddering
| eaf. Qutside, the clouds were dark rags agai nst pale night sky where only the
brightest stars could be seen. Around the neadow sat nany, in dark groups of
two or three, the long black of their Guns sharp in the weird light. Mre cane
fromthe forest and the valley bel ow, noiselessly, calling out in the voices
of night things to announce thensel ves. Adar was gone.

It was this she had cone for

At the meadow s center, a pavilion, a gesture toward a pavilion -- two
slim stakes, a gauzy banner, a rug thrown over the wet grass. On the rug
Soneone to whom singly, each in the nmeadow canme. Nod waited, watching, til
she felt sone invisible nmotion in the whole of themthat brought her to her
feet, noved her in her turn to the pavilion

Slim soft, white as Death, nmaned with white hair, the Neither-nor
perched upon the rug like an ungainly bright bird; laid out on the painted
board before It were the painted cards of an obl ong deck

The Neither-nor, neither man nor woman, arbiter of the Just, keeper of
the Fifty-nine Cards and of all secrets. It -- not-he-not-she -- resolved in
Its long, fragile body the contradictions that the rulers of this world (and
their Gray mnions especially) would keep at war: ruler and rul ed; good and
evil; chance and certainty; man and woman.

Since the Just had been, such a one had guided thenm since the first
appeared, ages ago, to free nen fromtyranny. That first Neither-nor had
appeared out of nowhere, pure enmanation of the Deep or the heavens, bearing in
one hand the Cards, in the other a Gun -- sexless, without orifice or
pendants; birthless, w thout onphal os; deathless, who had only Departed and
| eft not hi ng behi nd.

Thi s Neither-nor, successor to the first, holy body of Chal ah, Two Hands
of Truth, threw down Its paint pot and bit of mirror in disgust. In this
light, Its eyes could not be nade to | ook the sane. . . . Its anger passed
di spersed by a notion of the Two Hands. Nod canme close to sit before It; It
turned Its fabulous head to | ook at her; within the softness of Its face Its
eyes were still fierce and mal e sonehow. For this Neither-nor was not clean of
sex, not truly neither. but only both, vestigially. It had been taken, soon
after birth, by the Just, raised up to be successor to the old Neither-nor
who would die. So this one would die, too: was only human, however odd. But
there was this Providence, and always (the Just believed) had been: the
Nei t her-nor was Just, nost Just of themall; w se; chose well fromthe Cards
whom t he Guns woul d speak to; watched their secrets well, and would die to
keep them secret. It was enough. The Neither-nor received their |ove, and gave



themlts love freely, even as It dealt Death.

"Child." Wth a jingle of bracelets It reached out a Hand to stroke
Nod's shorn head. "Many have told me of Black Harrah." Its fluid fingers
turned and turned the Cards. "Do you know. | have a stone, a leaf, a bit of
earth fromthe places where six of your brothers and sisters lie, six who drew
Bl ack Harrah from nmy cards?" Nod coul d say nothing. The Neither-nor regarded
her, a tiny smle on Its mauve lips. "Do you come again then so soon to draw
anot her ?"

"What el se could | do, Blessed?" It was not bragging; in the w ney,
wi nd- bl own night, chill after rain, here before fate, Nod felt transparent;
her words to the Neither-nor seenmed so truthful as not to be hers at all. The
Nei t her-nor |l owered its head, nmade a tiny notion, turned a first card. Nod
began to speak, telling what her |ife had been, plainly; what she had seen
who of the great she had been near. Once the Neithernor stopped her, said over
what Nod had said: "In Redhand's train, dressed in red donino . . ."

"A naked face, his eyes not like men's eyes. In the battle with the
Queen, it was he who saved Redhand when he fell . . ."

She watched as the Neither-nor turned down a card: it was an inmage of
Finn, with a death's head and a fire lit in his belly. It had this notto:
_Found by the lost_. "Strange," the Neither-nor whispered. "But no, not him.

Go on. Is there Young Harrah in it?"

No, Nod thought. Not both father and son. Let the cards say not so
She went on slowy, watching the silent fall of the cards.

"They call thenselves Brothers of the Stag." She swall owed. "They are
both Red and Bl ack, and say they have put aside their quarrel to all serve the
King. Young Harrah is their chief "

The Neither-nor turned down a card. "Not Young Harrah, then. Here is
Chal ah. "

The deck the Neither-nor read fromcontained fifty-two cards, each a
week, and seven trunps. These trunps were they whomthe Gays called the
Possessors, whomthe Seven Strengths did endless war with in the world and in
men's hearts. The Just knew ot herw se, that there were but Seven and Seven
al one, and contained the contradiction that for their own ends the Gays had
turned into open war so long ago. At the turn of each trunp, the Neither-nor
naned it; for it was these Seven who ruled Tine, which is the Fifty-two.

Chal ah, who is Love and its redenption, is also Lust and its baseness.

Di ndred, who is Pride, Gory, thus Geatness in the world' s eyes, is
al so blind Rage, thence treachery and ingl oriousness.

Blem who is Joy and good times, Fellowship and all its conforts, is too
Drunkenness, Incontinence and all disconforts.

Dir, who is Wt, is the sane Dir who is Foolishness.

Tintinnar is the nmagnanimty of Walth, the care for nmoney, thus
neanness and Poverty.

Thrawn is Strength and Ability, exertion, exhaustion, and lastly
Weakness and Sl ot h.

These six, when they fall upon a name, shelter the one naned, or throw
obstacles in the path of the Just were they to pursue him thus Chal ah, for a
reason the Neither-nor could not tell, protected Young Harrah. Nod went on
her heart beginning to tap at her ribs.

"Redhand stays apart fromthem though he wears the badge too. He
gathers strength. His brother Learned is a dark Gray. Hi s brother Younger
hol ds the castle Forgetful. His father is slain, all his father's honors and
| ands are his. He is greater than the King . "

Li ps pursed, the Neither-nor turned down the last trunp.

Rizna is Death. Death and Life, who carries the sickle and the seedbag,
and ever reaps what he continually sows.

"You are brave," It says in Its sweet, reedy voice.
" No"
"I npl acabl e. "

She cannot answer.



"Just."

"Yes."

"I think you are." It slides Rizna reversed toward Nod. "Are you
afrai d?"

"Yes." Till Death -- his or hers -- they have been wedded here.

Tears have suddenly begun to course down the Neithernor's white cheeks.
It is an ancient being; so nmany fates has It read, so many It has sent to
deat h; weeps now because It can see not hing.

"Redhand, " Nod says, trying to take him by the name. "Redhand."

The Arbiter Mariadn is dying.
The old, old grayest of all Gays lies propped on pillows wthin her
chaste apartnent. Its casenent w ndows have been opened to the garden, though

the doctors think it ill-advised, and a breeze lifts the edges of many papers
on tables.

Her face is snmooth, ashen, calm Before sunset, before norning surely,
her heart will stop. She knows it.

Through all this week they have come, the great Grays and the | esser
fromevery quarter, fromthe court, the law offices, the country seats,
foregathering here like a sunmer storm For a time she could feel their

presence in Inviolable, in the chanbers outside her still room they have
nostly faded now. Her world has grown very small; it includes the w ndow, the
bed, the servant ancienter even than herself, her dissolving body and its
letting go -- little else now

The servant's face, a noon, orbits slowy toward her

_Has he cone yet?_ she thinks she asks. Wen the servant makes no reply,
she says again, with pain this tine, "Has he cone yet?"

"He is just here.”

She nods, satisfied. The world has grown very small, but she has
renmenbered this one thing, a thing expressed in none of the wills and
i nstruments she has already forgotten. She would have it over; does not w sh
it, an oath in an autumm garden, a thing still left to do, to intrude on her
di ssolution, a process that has broken open all her ancient |ocked chests,
torn down her interior walls, let past light in to shine on present darkness:
the light of a farmon the Downs, in the spring, in seedtimnme, warm ng young
linmbs and brown earth .

He has been there sonme tine when she agai n opens her eyes.

"Learned. "

"Arbiter."

"They will not deny ne . She stops, her lips quivering. She nust
not ramble. There nust be strength for this. There is: she draws on it, and
the world grows snaller. She calls her servant. "Call them now. You know the
ones. Those only."

She takes his warm hand in her cold. "Learned, |ean close Learned, ny
successor will be nanmed by the Councils. Hush, hush . . ." He had begun sone
conforting words. There is no time for that; her time spills as froma broken
clock. "Help me now. For our Order's sake. You nust; you have no choice, no
reason to deny me that can stand. Lift me up. They've cone.”

A cloud of smoke at the bed's end coal esces into faces, forns. Many she
has known since they were boys and girls; it seens they have changed not at
all. She nust be firmwth them "I would have Redhand succeed ne." She cannot
tell if they are |ooking at her, at Redhand, at each other. It is too |ong ago
to remenber which is which, who woul d accede, who woul d be swayed by which
other. It doesn't matter. "There is no tinme or strength left me to argue it.
Take himat ny word or do not. But let not one of you desire my place. Shun
it. I place on Redhand only | abor and suffering. Renmenber that. If you wll
not have hi mwhom | name, |et whonmever you nane have your pity and your |ove."

Al'l done; and the last of her strength | eaks away. She finds it hard to



listen to the words spoken to her, Arbiter, Arbiter; she has forgotten why
this man shoul d not be excluded fromher world Iike all else, except that his
hand is warm and his voi ce pl easant though sensel ess.

Done. Sunset has cone suddenly, the roomis dark. Her little world with
a grateful sigh shuts up small, smaller than a fist; it draws to a fine point
and i s gone.

And yet, and yet -- strange: even when she is cool on the white-clothed
bed, still the sunlight enters soundlessly in at the casements, the wind stil
lifts the corners of nmany papers on tables. In the garden trees still drop
bl ossoms on the paths that go their ways; Learned Redhand at the casenent can
see them and can feel on his face the hot, startling tears, the first he has
shed since he put on G ay.

[3]

To ny best-1oved Caredd, at Redsdown:

He who bears this is known to you, and can tell you much that is too
I ong for this.

You must know that the Arbiter Mariadn is dead. It was her wish, and the
Grays in Council acceded to it, that my brother Learned be successor to her.
This is great news and cause for celebration -- no other in our fanmly has
risen so high in this. The cerenpnies & all else attendant on this have been
secret in part & | have heard of themoniy through Learned's hints, but it is
all very solemm and grand.

So this must be celebrated! You wite me that the lanbs are fallen & the
rabbits everywhere bold; well, then, there will be a feast at Redsdown, such
as this soft age has not seen, that your father's father m ght have been
satisfied to sit at. | leave it to your good judgnent, & know that all you do
wi Il honor us.

If it cannot be Rokesweek Eve, wite quickly and give it to Hamto
carry. | will say Rokesweek Eve if | hear nothing.

My duty etc. to our nother there, and kiss ny girl for me. | mean to set
out this week eve.

By he who bears it, at the Harbor, Devonsweek

Beneath his signature, in his own tiny, long-tailed hand:

Caredd, there are those here who say they are not enenies to ne and whom
| do not fear but mistrust. They are partly the King's creations; they are
little men of no consequence, for all they wear the King' s badges and style
t hensel ves Brothers of the Stag. If such a feast as | nean coul d show such
ones what it is to be Protector of men and | ands, such would not be from ny
purpose. | know you know my mind; you ever have. R

She fol ded the crackling paper and smled at its bearer. "Wl cone to
Redsdown, " she said. "Wl cone back."

"It's good to be back." This the Secretary knew to be the right
response, but in fact it seemed to himodd in the extreme to have returned
here: it was the first place on his journey he had returned to, and he
hal f - expected that from here he would return to the horse-gathering, the
Endwi ves' cottage, the egg . . . "And good to see you." It was: her



aut um- brown eyes and careful hands, her auburn hair stirred in himthe
devotion he had felt that autum. He watched her, feeling hinmself suddenly to

be One, as he had felt the King and Redhand to be One . . . no. Not wholly
like.

She took his armand I ed himup through the garden he had found her in,
the garden mad with spring and sun, toward the [ ow dark of the hall. "You are
Secretary to ny husband now. "

"Yes."

"No | onger Possessed, or sone creature?"
He coul dn't answer.

"You'll keep your secret, then."

"l don't know howto tell it."

"You must have nmany new ones now, City secrets, policy . . ." She
sumoned up vague and dangerous know edge wi th her hand.

"I ama Secretary," he answered. "It's not . . . what was intended, |
don't think. If | could, I would forget -- all else. It's sufficient."

"Learned . "

"Taught me rmuch. To read. To learn old know edge." Like a shudder, he
felt it come and pass again: _Leviathan_. "Yet never who or what | am |
intend now to serve Redhand."

She | ooked at him his blank face still showed no trace of a nman behind
it, the eyes were still pools of unknowabl e dark

"And serve you too," he said. "If I amallowed."

She smiled. "You have grown gracious in the GCty. Yes. Serve ne. Tell ne
of these Brothers of the Stag and if there is danger to Redhand. Help nme in
this feast." Her smile faded. "Watch Redhand. You saved himin battle. You
have strengths that frighten ne. Watch Redhand, ever."

He would. If it were not the Task he had been nade to do, not the
Direction he had been nade to take, it came tromher. It would do.

Late, late, Redhand cane to her. Below, the guests who had arrived with
himat sunset went on with their play, though nowit was near sun again. Al
ni ght since his arrival, he had been with her only as master of Redsdown with
its mstress; she had watched hi m shepherding his Gty friends and these
Brothers of the Stag fromdrink to supper to drink again with a set and icy
sm | e she had not known before. She had watched him and Learned, for whom
after all tonorrow s feast was nade, left out of jokes or nade the butt of
them-- so it seened to her, though they both sniled, and Redhand poured cup
after cup of drink, not drinking hinmself, as though he were afraid of Blems
i ndi scretion .

And then late, late, after she had been driven to bed by the malice and
gueerness she felt in the King and his young nen, Young Harrah especially,
Redhand cane to her.

Pl unged hinmsel f within her warm coverlets, silent, hasty, so needful it
was hard for her to keep up with him yet so fierce thit he carried her along
as in a storm

Later, a chill sunmer rain began

It seenmed to Redhand that it always rained when he canme to Redsdown.

Al ways. Passion spent, he felt that fact weigh on himw th an awful injustice,
filling himw th black self-pity, till he nust get up fromthe bed and pull on
his shirt, light a light and go to the gray windowto watch it fall.

In a while, awakened by his absence, she called to himin a small voice.

"It was the rain," he said.

She stirred within the bedcl ot hes. "What do they intend?"

"They?"

"Bel ow. The King."

He said nothing, not know ng hinself.

"Harnf To us?"



"And if they did?"

Rain fell with a constant sound. The darkness spoke to himagain: "The
King," she said. "Young Harrah is. . . They have sone plan."

"They come at ny invitation. To a feast. They have no plan."” It put him
in mnd of them hinting snugly at what they did not dare execute, at revenge
they were too weak to take, power they could not seize. Not from Redhand. His
head drew down to his w de shoul ders, bull-like, as he thought of them "Let
hi m suck the King. Let them make their jokes, who holds the King' s scepter
They are insects at a candle flame . "

She knew then, as she held still to hear his gritty voice, that she had
been right, that the King intended if not her husband' s death then his ruin;
and that Redhand did not know it.

The feast day brightened; the rain began to bl ow away toward the City.

"Shall we go in, then?"

Fires had been lit in the apartments and anteroonms of Redsdown, despite
the new summer; the old house's chill was not to be bani shed by a few weeks'
sun. Learned Redhand stood before one, his hand with its dark agate ring on
the carved mantel. In his other hand he toyed with a bit of flane-red ribbon

"He comes," Fauconred said, "to a feast, with an armed guard | arger than
his host's househol d."

"A king's prerogative," Redhand sai d.

"Do you suppose,” Learned said, "he has cone to steal our jewels? Ravish
our pages?"

Fauconred ran his fingers through his burr of gray hair. "I do not
suppose, Learned." He turned to Redhand. "If | may, | will take my feast with
t he guard."

Redhand shrugged. "Now let us go in. Caredd . . ." He took her arm

Learned turned fromthe fire, discarding into it the bit of ribbon which
was consuned before it nmet the flane, so fine a stuff it was.

W de doors were thrown open, and they entered the hall, and al
assenbled rose with a murmur for the grayest ot all G ays.

The Il ast juggler dropped his last ball and was not invited to pick it up
again. The rnusicians, prettily arranged around the entrance arch on a
scaffolding or trellis of beans, flowerand banner-decked, fell silent; the
nmusi cnast er gl anced at the steward, who glanced at Redhand, but received no
cue.

There was the King left, and Young Harrah at his left side, and a few of
the Brothers of the Stag. There was Redhand on the King's right side; there
were some few others at the great tables piled high with ravished roasts and
pastries; some of themwere asleep, face down on the wi ne- and grease-stained
t abl ecl ot hs.

"Splendid," the King said. "So . . . antique."

Al one at one long table fromwhich the Arbiter and Caredd and the rest
of Redhand's house had departed, the Secretary to Redhand sat, peeling a fruit
he did not intend to eat.

"More of this?" Redhand asked, notioning a cupbearer. The King notioned
hi m anay.

Also sitting alone, the King' s brother Sennred watched the high table,
keepi ng one hand on his sword. (Wapons, the feast steward had said, were not

all owed within the banquet hail. Sennred had not replied, and the steward had
not repeated hinself. Sennred's sword slept with him For sure it would feast
with him)

"This," said the King, "is a man's place. Here, on land that is his,

wi th his dependents around him A good farmer, a good nei ghbor." Young Harrah



gi ggled. "Your father and his nust have sat here

"The land is nmine by marriage," Redhand grow ed.

"Ch. | renmenber. The Red nadwonan.'

Redhand sai d not hi ng.

"I wonder," the King said, "what it is you find in the Gty one half so
precious as this you | eave behind."

Redhand felt a sudden chill of prenonition. Al this was another of
their jokes, it had a cruel point to cut himw th he hadn't seen yet. He saw,
t hough, that Young Harrah had stopped toying with the remmants of his feast.

"My duty,” he said carefully, "requires me in the City." The King was
not looking at him "I have the City's gem given ne by your father."

The King reached out and with his long, careless fingers lifted the
heavy jewel that hung from Redhand's chain. "WII you give it to me, then?" He
asked it coyly, teasingly, as one would a token froma | over.

"It is not mne to give."

"Isit, then," the King asked, "mne to give?"

"It is."

"And mne to take? It seems to ne," he said, not waiting for reply,
"that one with so many dependents, |lands, a wife and daughter, mght find this
stone a heavy wei ght to bear."

Seeing at last what they intended, a weird cal m subsunmed Redhand's
fears; he felt suddenly no further obligation to fence with them Only |et
them not nock himfurther. "You' ve come for this."

"W will not |eave without it." Young Harrah's voice was a |ight,
nmel odi c one; its tone never varied, no matter what he said with it. "I have
seen enough of country pleasures for one year; the sooner gone the better."

"You see," the King said, "perhaps soneone without these other
responsi bilities, someone

"Attached only to the King," Young Harrah said smling. "Someone

"Stop this." Redhand stood, tore the jewel fromthe chain and flung it
down along the table. "I bought it with my father's bl ood. Can you return ne
that price?" He kicked back his chair the better to see Young Harrah where he
sat; the chair's fall resounded in the high hall.

"You," he said. "Can you?"

Young Harrah regarded him "Return you your father's death? | w sh |
could. It's not pleasant to remenber.”

"Not -- pleasant." There was a sudden nmad edge in Redhand' s voice that
made his Secretary stand.

"Your father," Harrah said coolly, "did not die well."

From the tabl e Redhand snatched up a | ong bone-handl ed carving knife;
the King stood to bl ock his way, and Redhand threw hi m asi de, reached Harrah
and pulled himto his feet; slapped Harrah's face once, again.

Sennred was up, sword drawn. The King took Redhand's shoul der, Redhand
pul | ed away and threw over the |long table before them dragged Harrah through
t he wreckage of dishes and cups to the center of the floor

"Did not die well! Did -- not -- die well!" Redhand bel | owed.

The Brothers of the Stag rushed forward shouting, and the King too,
crying out, "Sennred!"

Redhand froma table took up another knife and thrust it into Young
Harrah's hands. "Now fight ne! Fight nme, _woman!_" Again he sl apped Young
Harrah, and bl ood sprang from Harrah's nose.

Sennred reached themfirst, and turned to face the King and his
Brot hers, the quick sword against them "Stand aside," he said quietly. "It is
not your quarrel. Stand all aside." And they nust.

Harrah held the knife before him a quarry's fear in his pretty eyes,
and backed away, stunbling on spilled cups and rubbi sh; Redhand, heedl ess,
moved on him slashing with the unw el dy weapon, shouting at Harrah to fight.
For a nonent, desperate, Harrah stood, resisted; Redhand took a cut on the
cheek, and at the sane nonment drove his bl ade deeply into Harrah's neck

Harrah screamed, fell; his blood | eapt, spattering Redhand. He twi sted



once, tried to rise, plucking at the blade in his throat; and then lay still,
eyes wi de.

There was a nonent when no one noved, no one spoke.

Then someone struck Sennred from behind as he | ooked down, stunned, at
Young Harrah; he fell sprawling across the floor, and the guests made for
their host.

"Redhand! " The Secretary stood beneath the scaffol ding at the archway.
"Here!" He threw his arns around one of the thick beans that supported the
structure and began pulling. It groaned, bolts popped, the nusicians |eapt and
scranbl ed. Redhand ran through, with Farin's bastard son cl ose behind. The
Secretary strained, crying out with effort; the scaffol ding swayed, splintered
and col | apsed before the archway, bl ocking pursuit.

Down the narrow corridors of Redsdown, doors slamred around Redhand,
runni ng feet pursued him nore doors opened and shut behind him He didn't
turn to look; he followed the fleet shape of his Secretary where it led, till
at the top of a stair he stopped, gasping. Running feet cane on behind, he
could not tell how close. The Secretary ran down and flung open the door at
the bottom of the stair, and |l ateafternoon |light poured through it. "Here."

There were horses, saddled, waiting in the kitchen court beyond the
door. For a monment Redhand stood, unable to run, fromhis home, fromhis act.

"They are in the Long Hall of the old wing," the Secretary said in his

passi onl ess voice. "The servants will not hold themlong."
"No. "
"Do you know a place to run?"
"Yes."
Still he stood; the Secretary at last came to him took himlike a

child, pushed hi mdown and out the door and away.

There was a twilight gloomin the stables. Farmls son stunbl ed, cursing,
calling for groonms, a light, his horse.

A lantern flickered into |life at the dark back of the stables.

"Groom Bring that |ight here! Have they come here?"

"They?"

"Your master. That other. Who is it there? Can you get ne ny horse? Your
mast er, boy, has done a nurder and fled."

The [ antern noved forward. "Wo are you?"

Farm touched his sword. "A King's man. Farnmi s son. Stand where | can see
you . . . Your master has slain a man and run, | think toward the Drunskin.
WIl you get nmy horse and help ne, or o

"Yes." The lantern brightened, was hung on a peg. A person, slimin a
cl oak of no color, stood inits yellowlight. "Let me ride with you.

He cane here, he did come here, and | saw the way he went."

"Quick, then."

They worked fast, saddling Farmis black and a nag the other found. From
the castl e above themthey heard shouts, cries, alarns. Redhand's househol d
struggled with the King' s guard.

"The lantern,"” Farmis son said, reaching for it.

"Leave it," said the other. "He will see it better than we will see him
by it."

In the stabl eyard some of the King's nmen fought with Redhand's
redj ackets, vying for the horses who ki cked and showed teeth, maddened with
excitement and the snell of blood. Sone redjackets nmoved to stop Farm s son
he sl ashed at them spurring his horse cruelly, and forced a way to the
stabl egate | eading Qutward. Fromthere, they could see a troop of men, torches
lit, riding Qutward in another direction: King's horsenmen. "There," said
Farms son. "W'll join them™

"No. They're taking the wong way. It was this way he ran.”

"But . . ."



"This way."

The nag began to canter, then broke into a swaying gallop; the cloak's
hood was bl own back, revealing short-cropped blond hair. Farm | ooking after
the others, stood indecisive.

"Come on, then! Wuld you have hin®"

Farm turned his horse and caught up

"Who was it nurdered?”

"Young Harrah. There was not a finer, a sweeter gentleman .

In the grow ng darkness he could not see her snmile

For a week she had conceal ed herself at Redsdown, in the woods at first,
then on the grounds, finally within the house itself, stealing food, hiding,
| osing herself in the vast conpound, not know ng even if Redhand were there.
She had seen himcone then with the King and the others, seen the feast
prepared. It had ended thus. He was al one out there somewhere; al one, unarned
it mght be.

"Stop," Farin's bastard said. "W go a quickwi ng chase here."

She had not thought this one would be fool enough to follow her so far

A soft and wi ndy night had conme full. They stood on a knoll that
over | ooked grassl ands, Redhand's grasslands that |led Qutward toward the Drum
They lay vast and featurel ess, whispering vague nothi ngs nade of grass and
wi nd and new i nsects.

"Where are the others?" Farin said, standing in his stirrups. "I can't
see their lights."

"No." She woul d need a better horse than this nag she rode; she woul d
need ot her weapons, for silent work mght need to be done. She must be quick
she nust be the first to find Redhand.

"By now sone of his people will have found him"
"Yes?"

"I'f we come upon them they'll make a stand."
"Yes."

"We' || turn back then."

She di snount ed.

"Are you mad? W're alone here." She heard the jingle of his harness as
he turned his horse, indecisive. "WI| you search on foot? I'll return."

"Di snount, Farm"

"Stay, then!" she heard hi mshout at her turned back. "Join him if that
was your plan! O have you led nme away from him know ngly?"

"Come, Farm Dismount." Still her back was to him

"You . . ." She heard himdraw a sword, heard the horse turn on her. He
meant to cut her down.

She turned. Suddenly.

It woul d have been easier if he had di smounted. She had but one chance,
and nust not hurt the horse.

Ni ght wi nd sent |ong shivers of light through the sea of grass. The | and
seened flat, but everywhere was pocked w th depressions, bows, ditches. A man
could be sought in themfor days; there were narrow, deep places where two nen
and their horses could hide, and | ook out, and see pursuers a |ong way off.

Far off, a sharp sound broke the night, echoed, was gone. Redhand and
his Secretary | ooked out, could see nothing but starlight noving through the
grass. No further sound cane to their hiding-place but the blowing of their
spent horses. There was no pursuit.

Redhand knew many such places in the wi de angle of grass and Drunskin
that was in his Protection; had to know them because the Just did, and from
themat any tine outlaws m ght attack

Qutlaws. Murderers of the Protectorate, hidden in holes.

He | aughed, rolled on his back. Sonmehow Redhand felt cleansed, free
Young Harrah | ay at Redsdown: of all the nurder he had done, and it was much,



he knew that that one face at |east would not return to |l ook at himin dreans.

Above himthe floor of heaven was strewn with changel ess stars. The
Wanderers, gracious, benevol ent, nade procession through them

"You were born there," Redhand said to his Secretary. It was a night to
entertain such thoughts.

"Not born," the Secretary said. "Made."

"I'n a star?"

"No. Inan . . . engine, set in heaven, set to circle like the
Wanderers. | think."

Redhand pillowed his head on his hands. On so clear a night the stars
seened to proceed, if you stared at them ever so slowy closer. Yet never
came near.

"What did it look Iike fromthere? Could you see the City?"

"No." The Secretary turned fromhis watching to | ook upward with

Redhand. "There were no wi ndows, or | was blind, | forget . . ." Then the
stars seened to make a sudden, harnoni ous sound together, loud, yet far
distant . . . He sat bolt upright.

"What is it? Do you hear pursuit?"

"No. "

"Then what . . ."

"I did see it. | renmenbered, suddenly. Once. Many tinmes, maybe, but it
seenms once. | sawit."

" And?"

So clear it was to himsuddenly, as though it were his original thought,
the ground of his being: "The world," he said, "is founded on a pillar, which

is founded on the Deep."

"Yes," Redhand said. "So it is."

The Secretary watched the precious nmenmory unfold within hinm it seened
to make a sound, harnonious, |oud yet far distant

A chaos of dull darkness, unrelieved except by storns of blackness
within it. Then a sense of thinning toward the top of view, and clarity. And
then a few stars rose fromthe darkness, sparkling on a clearer black of
infinite dark sky.

"You arose fromthe Deep at norning," Redhand said.

Then there canme far off a light, brighter than any star, rising up out
of the dark and chaos, which seened now to fl ow beneath him

"Yes," Redhand said. "The sun, rising too out of the Deep."

The sun. It noved, rose up fromthe Deep blinding bright, cast lights
down to the Deep bel ow him "Yes," Redhand sai d.

And there came the world. Merely a bright line at first, on the darkness
of the horizon where the Deep met the black sky; then widening to an ellipse.

The world, flat and round and glittering, like a coin flung on the face of the
Deep. It cane closer, or he grew closer to it -- the sun crossing above it
cast changing light upon it, and he watched it change, like a jewel, blue to

white to green to veined and shadowed like nmarble. Only it, in all the Deep
that surrounded it, all the infinity of dense darkness, only it glowed: a
circle of Sonmething in a sea of nothing.

And when he drew cl ose enough he could see that the disc of the world
rested on a fat stalk which held it up out of the nothingness, a pillar which
for an instant he could see went down, down, endlessly down into the Deep, how
far . . . but then the world was full beneath him cloudy, mlky green and
blue, like a dish the armand hand of an infinite Servant held up

"Yes," Redhand said. "Just so."

The stars went by above, went their inconprehensible ways.

"Only," Redhand said, "you saw nothing of the Deep's beings."

"Bei ngs?"
"Beneath the world. Ch, one's tail they say, the Just say, reaches
around the pillar that holds up the world, and so he clings on, like ivy."

"l saw no such one."
"H's nanme," Redhand said, "is Leviathan." H s horse made a sound, and



opened its nostrils to the night wind. Redhand turned to | ook across the
Downs.

And how, the Secretary thought, amlIto conme to himthen, beneath the
wor | d? And why has he sumoned ne?

"Ri ders," Redhand whi spered.

They were a snmudge only agai nst the sky that |ightened toward dawn; it
could not be seen how many of themthere were, but they nmoved slowy,
searching; now two or three separated, went off, returned. Al ways they grew
cl oser.

Redhand' s horse stanped, jingling its trappings. They watched,
notionl ess, ready to ride and fl ee, hopel ess though that seemed. One rider,
nearer to themthan the rest, stopped, facing them For a |ong noment he
stood; then they could see his heels kick, and the horse anbled toward t hem
Stopped. And then faster, nore deliberately, cane for them

Suddenly the Secretary was on his feet, running toward the rider, his
dom no picked up by wind, red as a beacon. The rider pushed into a canter

"Stop!" Redhand cried

"Fauconred!" the Secretary call ed.

"Redhand! " call ed Fauconred. He disnmounted at a run and barreled into
the Secretary, then cane sliding hallooing down the slope of Redhand's

hi di ng- pl ace.

"Fauconred! "

"We've found you first, then! | think the King's men have given up. Are
you unhurt?"

"The others. . ." They were gathering now, and he could see the red

| eat hers of Fauconred's nen, and the nen on farm horses with rakes, the boys
with scythes, the kitchen folk with cutlery. At Fauconred's ordering, they
arranged thensel ves into a rude troop

"Caredd . . ." Redhand said.

"They thought to take some action," Fauconred said.

"They dared not," one fromthe House said. "Not with the Arbiter there."

"She is in his protection.”

"The King rages mad with this," said another

"There are many of our people slain," Fauconred said. "The King' s nen
hol d the house and grounds. He'll be following, with an arny. Already nmen have
gone to raise his friends near here."

Redhand | ooked far away down the dawn, but he could see nothing of his
hone; only sone few stragglers hurrying across the Downs to join them

"Now, " Fauconred said.

"Now. " Redhand nmounted. "Qutward."

"Qut war d?"

"To Forgetful."

They followed him his outlaw arny; soldiers, cooks, farmnboys.

And one who just then joined them a boyish figure in a cloak of no
color, riding a fine black horse.

[4]

There was a single windowin the roomthey had prisoned Caredd the
Protector Redhand's wi fe and Sennred the King's brother in. It was a blue hole
pierced in the sheer outside wall. The bricks of the wall were roughly masoned



and a skillful man mght crawl down, with a rope, a rope made of bedcl othes .
Sennred | eaned far out and | ooked down, felt a weird fear grip his knees
and pull himback. He hated high places, and hated his fear of them

Below, in the dawn |ight of the courtyard of Redsdown, a knot of
frightened servants was herded fromthe house by soldiers. Faintly he could
hear pleas, orders. He turned fromthe w ndow.

Caredd had ceased weepi ng.

She sat on the bed, eyes on the floor, hands resting in her |ap

"Lady," he said.

"Have they brought hi mback?" she asked, tonelessly.

"No," he said. "No, they have not."

He did not like to inmpose by sitting with her on the bed; he felt too
inplicated in her grief. So he had stood rmuch of the night, trying in a
hel pl ess way to help, attenpting |lame answers to her unanswerabl e questions.
Al most, at tinmes, for her sake, he wi shed he had prevented what had happened
in the banquet hall.

"WIl they burn the house?" she asked.

"Never," he said, with al nost too great conviction. "Never while the
Arbiter isinit."”

"And if he | eaves?"

"He will not. Not till your safety is promsed him"

They were silent awhile. The bl ue wi ndow brightened inperceptibly.

"What will they do to you?" she asked.

"I amthe King's brother. WIIl you sleep, lady? No harmw |l cone to
you. "

She had hardly | ooked at him hadn't spoken except to question him he
could not tell if she hated him For Young Harrah he had spared no thoughts.
For hinmself he cared little. The thought that Redhand' s |ady suffered, because

of him . . her quiet weeping, night-long, had been as knives to him

"I think," she said quietly, "you nust have done as you did
partly, at least . . . for his sake.™

"I did," he said earnestly. "I did as | thought he w shed ne to, then."
Was it so? "Perhaps |I did wong."

She | ooked up at himwhere he stood by the window. "I hope they will not
harm you. "

Per haps the night's exhaustion, he didn't know, but suddenly he felt a
rush of hot tears to his own eyes. He turned again to the w ndow.

A troop of King's men were riding slowy up the road fromthe Downs. One
man held the reins of a horse who pl odded on, head down; over its back was
flung a burden . . . "No!" he cried out, and then bit his lip in regret. But
she had heard, and ran to the w ndow beside him

"They have brought hi mhone," she whi spered.

"Brought someone hone."

"He was unarned. There was no way he coul d have

"Lady, he was resourceful. And brave."

" Was_. Oh, gods . . ."

"I's that his horse?"

"Hi s? No, not any | know

"Where is his Secretary? Fl ed?"

"He woul d not have."

"He is not there."

She had taken Sennred's hand, perhaps not knowing it; gripped it tight.
"They nmust let me see him"

"They . . ."

"No! I will not! I couldn't . . ."

The troop entered the courtyard. What was now clearly a body swayed
will-less on the nag's back. Caredd stared w deeyed, nouth down-drawn. A boot

dropped fromone lifeless foot, a green and cuffed boot, a fashionable
tassel ed boot. Caredd cried out: "That isn't his!"
"Not his boot ?"



She | aughed, or sobbed. "Never. Never would he wear such a thing."

Sennred | eaned far out the window, calling and gesticulating. "Wwo is
it? W is the dead man?"

A sol dier |ooked up. "It is Farm s bastard son."

"Who?" Caredd asked.

"Farin's bastard," Sennred exulted.

"Shot with a @Qun," the soldier called.

"A @Gun! Were is Redhand?"

"Fled. Fled Qutward with his people."

"Fauconred!" Caredd said. She began to slunp forward. Sennred caught her
around the wai st and hel ped her to the bed.

"A @Qun," he marveled. "The lout! Strikes out to find a nurderer, and
finds one. O all nights in the year, flushes out such gane! The idiot! I
shoul d have realized it fromthe first! He had a habit of drooling; he is well

out of his miserable life . . . and tripping on his boots . "
"Hi s green boots," Caredd said. "Wth the ridiculous cuffs."
"And tassels."

She | aughed. She |aughed with relief, with amazenment, with grief, a |long
and rich and | ovely | augh, w thout any edge of hysteria or exhaustion; her
whol e body | aughed, and her |aughter poured over Sennred |ike cool water.

The bar on their door slid back with a grating sound.

There was the Arbiter, and ten or twelve guards, and two of the King's
young favorites.

"Sennred," the Arbiter said. "They will take you to the City."

"I will speak to the King."

"The King will not see you," said one of the young Defenders.
"I will go nowhere without a word with the King."
"Sennred," Learned said, "I have taken a liberty. | have prom sed t hem

your good conduct in exchange for the Lady Caredd's safety.”
"And the house's safety,"” Sennred said. It had been nostly what she
tal ked of through the night.

"He wi |l guarantee nothing beyond

"Listen to me," Sennred said to the King's nmen. "Listen to me and tel
the King. | amhis heir. He will have no other. If ever | amKing and | find
that any part of this house, or any hair of this lady's head has been harned,
I will spend ny life and ny crowmn and all its powers to avenge it. Avenge it

nost terribly."

He | ooked once at Caredd, sitting shyly on the bed; he heard an echo of
her | aughter.

"And now. W& will go to the City."

It was Rennsweek of the vine flowers, strange brief instant when all the
worl d was sumrer, even the dun country far CQutward.

The broken rock walls of the Edge were bearded with yell ow green; the
ravi nes and crevasses, just for this one nonent, ran with water; tiny
sun-col ored flowers nodded in the dry wi nds that woul d soon desiccate them
The few who lived this far Qutward, solitary people, gemhunters, ore
snelters, people dun-colored as the earth, sniled their one smle of the year
this week, it seenmed.

The watch-castl e Forgetful seened to grow out of the dull earth, nade as
it was of the same stone, undressed, undecorated, rectangul ar indeed, but
hardly nore so than the split and shattered cliffs of the Edge it guarded. It
had few wi ndows, fewer doors; blind and nute. Only now, in this week, the
endl ess scroliwork of vines which | ashed Forgetful to the earth fl owered
bright orange briefly, so orange that anciently the flower's and the color's
nane were one word; and bees were drawn up fromthe Qutland valleys to feed on
the nectar that dripped fromthe fat bl ossons as from nouths. And Forgetful in
this one week seened rightly nanmed: Forgetful old tyrant with vine |l eaves in



his hair, drunk on honey wi ne and Forgetful of a life of sin.

A tent and cave village squatted at the fortress's feet, serving the
soldiers with all that soldiers have al ways been served with; a few of its |ow
buil dings, in parody of their master, were covered too with vine flowers. Two
soldiers, on this day in Rennsweek, clinbed up the stone way that |ed back to
Forgetful fromthe village.

"I's he as bad, then?" the ostler asked.

"Wirse than he was," the quartermaster said.

"Didn't the Endwi fe say spring would bring himround, and

"She said it was a nel ancholy."

"A soldier's nal ady."

"And if it weren't that, would she know?"

They paused for breath. The perfune of the vine flowers was thick
Forgetful notioned to them alnost gaily, with its fingers of vine |eaves.

"He has ordered,"” the quartermaster said, "nore stone on the . . . in
the courtyard. And belts and spikes."

"To hold down the stones," the ostler said.

"Hasn't slept these three days."

"Dreans while he's awake, then."”

The quartermaster shuddered. "I wouldn't have his dreans,’
for the wealth of Tintinnar."

Far above their heads, the war viols called alarmfromthe battl ements.
The two scranbl ed up the rock walls to where they could see. Inward, |nward,
the song called, and they | ooked | nward.

It could be no arny; it had no wagons, no advance guard, no banners. It
trailed out over the boulder-strewn plain in twos and threes; yet the ones in
front wore red, and now as they | ooked a small detachment broke off and rode
hard for Forgetful, unfurling as they rode a banner with a red open pal mon
it.

he said. "Not

"Redhand. "

"Come to pay his brother a visit."

"What are those weapons? A hoe?"

"A rake. Perhaps . "

"What ?" the quartermaster said.

The ostler slid down fromthe rock. "Perhaps he's gone nad too. It
shoul d be a nerry neeting."

In Forgetful's courtyard goats bl eated, cookfires showed pale in the
sun, curious soldiers |ounged at doorways and | ooked down from parapets at the
Arnmy and Househol d of the Great Protector Redhand.

In Forgetful's courtyard, in the mdst of this, there was a pile of
stones half as high as a nan. Over and through sone of the stones ran |eather
straps and straw ropes, which were tied tight to stakes. The thing seened
wei rdly purposeful, devised by a logic alien to the rest of the courtyard, the
cooks, the goats, the soldiers, yet the center of all, like the altar of an
i gnorant, powerful cult.

Redhand' s horse turned and turned in the wi de sun-struck yard. They had
opened the gates for him but none had greeted him His little crowd | ooked
around thensel ves, silent, waiting for an order

"You." Redhand called a grizzled man who stared openly at him "Cal
your captain."”

"I ndi sposed. "

"How, i ndi sposed?"

The soldier only stared at Redhand, grinning with sunlight, or at a
private joke; chewing on a sliver of bone. Then he turned and went to clinb
worn stairs toward the slit of a doorway. Even as he approached it a man cane
fromthe darkness within, arned, hel neted

"Younger!" Redhand di smounted, went to neet his brother. Younger cane
toward himdown the stairs, unsmling; his eyes had the blank, inward | ook of
a child just wakened froma nightmare. Wthout a word he enbraced his brother
clung to himtightly. In the grip of his enbrace, Redhand felt fear



He pull ed hinmsel f away, experinented with a friendly smle, a slap on
t he shoul der, a laugh of greeting. Younger reacted to the slap as though
stung, and the laugh died in Redhand's throat.

He turned to Fauconred. "Can you . . ." He waited for Fauconred to pul
hi s gaze from Younger's face. "Can you find |odging, stabling? You'll get no
hel p, | think." Fauconred nodded, glanced once at Younger, and began to shout

orders to the nmen behind him

Redhand put an armtentatively, gently around Younger's shoul ders.
"Brother," he said. "Brother." Younger nade no response, only sheltered
hinsel f, as he ever had in his great griefs, within the circle of Redhand's
arm "Cone inside."

He wal ked with Younger toward the door he had come out of. Al around
themthe garrison and its hangers-on | ooked on, sonme grinning, sone fearful
H s brother had been baited, Redhand knew. It had been so before; and al ways
Redhand had hit out at them beaten at their grinning, stupid faces, so nmuch
nore nmad-seeming than his brother's. And he woul d again, he vowed, nenorizing
t he nockers, unappeased by his know edge that they knew no better

At the cairn, Younger stopped, staring, all his senses focused there as

a rabbit's on a fox in hiding. "In winter," he began, in a thin, dreaning
Voi ce.

"Yes."

"I'n winter the ground was frozen."

"And. "

"He lay still. Now . . ."

" He?"

"Father. \Where they buried him The ground was frozen hard, and he
couldn't get out. Now he would push through. He nmust not, though; no, though
he pleads with ne." He started suddenly, staring at the pile, and it was as
t hough Redhand coul d feel a surge of fear through the armhe held his brother
Wit h.

"It was Harrah's son,"

" Harr ah?"

"Harrah's son who saw himslain. Harrah's son who threw himin a shall ow
hole, far too shallow, so shallow the birds would come and peck and scratch
the ground. Harrah's son, that Father would get out to go find, but nust not,
must not "

"Harrah's son," Redhand said slowy, "is dead. | have killed him"

Younger turned to himslowy. He took Redhand's armin a mad, stee
grip. "Dead." Tears of exhausted anguish rose in his eyes. "Then why do the
stones move al ways? _Wiy does he squirn? Wy will he not lie still?"_

In Rennsweek when he was ten years old it had begun this way: when the
vine flowers bloomed on the walls of A d Redhand's house, Younger had poured a
child' s pailful of dirt on his father's sl eeping face, because, he said, tears
in his eyes, anyone could see the man was dead

Ni ght al ong the Edge was cold even in Rennsweek. A fire had been lit; it
was the huge roomis only light. It lit Younger, who stared into it, lit lights
within his eyes, though to Redhand it seemed he | ooked through his brother's
eyes, and the lights he saw were flanmes wthin.

"There was a duel ," Redhand said. "A kind of duel, with carving knives,
in the banquet hail at Redsdown. | killed him Then | fled."

| mpossible to judge if Younger heard or understood. He only | ooked into
the fire, flames gesturing within his eyes.

"Now | need you, Younger."

Always it had been that the faction that conmmanded a garrison of the
Edge could forge it into a weapon for its use. After the battle at Senlinsdown
in the old days, Black Harrah returned from Forgetful w thout orders to do so,
with an unruly army and a new big wife for the King, and the Reds who had
t hought the King to be in their pockets backed away.

"The King Red Senlin's Son," Redhand said, "was Young Harrah's |over. He
will send an arny to invest Forgetful, once he deduces | amhere, | would

Younger said.



prevent that."

Yes, and Red Senlin too, Redhand thought. _He had gone away to the Edge
to be vice-regent then, and in his time _he_ had returned w th bought Cutland
chiefs and an army of Edgeoutcast soldiers. And Bl ack Harrah had turned and
fled . . . Suddenly Redhand felt caught up in the turnings of an old tale, a
tale for children, endlessly repetitious. Well, what other chance had he but
to repeat what his fathers and their fathers had done? He woul d not wait here
to be ferreted like a rabbit.

"I want to march first, Younger. | want you with me. Help ne now, as
ever | have done for you."

Younger said nothing, did not turn fromthe fire.

There was this flawin it then. The old tale stopped here, the teller
faltered at this turning.

That rmob in the courtyard was no arny. Fauconred had had to cut off sone
bandit's ear in order to find | odging for Redhand' s household. He could flog
theminto order, a kind of order, with Iike nmeans if he had weeks in which to
do it. He did not have weeks.

"If flesh were stone," said Younger. "If all flesh were stone

No. He couldn't anyway face the King and the Folk with such a band.
Qutl anders, and nmen |like these, had no strictures such as the Protectorate had
concerning the Folk; they would take what they could. He nmust draw the country
Def enders to his banners, keep the City open to him It could not be done wth
mar auder s.

And they would not flock with any will to hinself. He had no true
friends; his strength lay in pacts, alliances, sealed with | argesse. Red
Senlin's Son had seen that, and vitiated it with his Cty courtiers and his
own | ar gesse

There nust be another banner to ride Inward with than his own.

"Her spies," Younger said smiling. "The nmessages they take her. Songs,
lies, jokes. What harmis there in that?"

Wth an instant, horrid clarity Redhand remenbered the | ast tine he had
seen her: at the Little Lake, in the bloody snow, shuffling away on her big
horse, riding Qutward, |ooking back for fear

No!

She must have had the child. Black Harrah's, doubtless. As he had said
to Red Senlin (so long ago it seened), that didn't matter. Al the Qutl ands
and half the world would kneel to kiss Little Black's heir.

No!

A joining of Red and Black. An end to the world' s anguish. Despite his
prom ses, the King had seized | ands, divided them anong his friends, who
played in the City while farnms rotted. The Downs would be his. And the Gty --
wel . He had been master of the CGty. He had friends. It woul d do.

No! No!

"What harmis there in it?" Younger said again, his voice beginning to

quaver .

Redhand took hold of his revulsion and with an effort wung its neck
stilling its protest. "No harm brother," he said. "Can you find one of these
spi es? Do you know t henf"

"I know them OCh, | know themall."

"Send for one. Have him brought here. | . . . have a little joke nyself

to tell the Queen.™

Younger returned to staring into the fire. "Only . . ."

"“Only?"

"W will go Inward. But." He turned to Redhand. "Father _rnust not
cone! " He beat his pal magainst the chair armw th each word. "They said he
suffered froma soldier's nmelancholy. They said, the Endw ves said, that
spring would bring himround, and they woul d nurse himback to health. But
those were lies."



As in one of the new pageants the King had caused to be shown in the
City, the madman in the courtyard of Forgetful had an audi ence, an audi ence
t hough of only one; and unlike those pageants' actors, he was unaware of being
wat ched, for the drama unfolding within himtook all his attention

On the bel vedere above, his brother, his audience, was attentive, though
feeling he had | ost the thread, the point, the plot; he shivered in the warm
wi nd, dislocated, lost, feeling that at any nonent sonme unexpected shock m ght
happen. He | eaned agai nst the belvedere, tense with expectation, bored with
awf ul expectation

Now unli ke those City pageants, this audi ence had an audi ence hi nsel f.

Agai n, an audi ence of one.

Only she knew the plot. This scene had been laid out in cards the
troubl ed man she watched had never seen; it was a scene in a story begun she
knew not how many mllennia before she lived, whose end m ght cone as |ong
after her death; she only knew her part, and prayed now to many gods that she
mght play it right.

From a pouch beneath her cloak of no col or she drew the Gun naned
Suddenly. She was behind a thick pillar of duncol ored stone. There were stairs
at her back. Beyond, Qutward, yellow clouds encircled the setting sun |like
courtiers around a dying Red king, and as the sun set, the war viols of
Forgetful would start, calling the garrison to nmeat and neeting. She hoped the
noi se woul d cover Suddenly's voice. Afterwards, she would go quickly down
those stairs, down to the stables, to Farin's black horse she had cone to
| ove, wi thout, she hoped, arousing nmore suspicion than she had al ready. And
after that -- well: she didn't know. Nightfall. A curtain on this scene. She
scarcely cared, if this was all played right.

She didn't know either that she, who watched the madnman's audi ence, had
hersel f an audi ence. Pageants upon pageants: she was observed.

He had come up the narrow stair to find his master. Had seen her at the
top of the stair, dim a blue shadow in the evening |ight. Wen she drew the
thing fromwi thin her clothes, he at first did not recognize it; stood
unnovi ng while a chain of associations took place within him

So for a noment they all stood notionless; he on the stair, she with the
@un, he on the bel vedere, he below biting his nails, and al so he headl ess
within the inconstant earth.

Then the one on the stair ran up

She didn't know who or what had seized her, only that its strength was
terrible. A hand was cl anped over her face, she could not cry out or breathe;
an armencircled her, tight as iron bands, pressing the Gun against her so
that if she fired she shot herself. She was picked up like a bundl e of no
wei ght, and before she was trundl ed away fast down the stair she saw that the

man on the belvedere still |ooked down; he had not seen or heard.
They went quickly down. At a dimturning they paused; her captor seened
unsure; they turned down a tunnel-like hall, but stopped when the sound of nen

cane fromfar off; turned back, slipped within a niche forned by the neeting
of vast pillars, and waited.

She was beginning to faint; she could not breathe, and where the arm
hel d her the pain had faded to a tingling nunbness. Sheets of blank bl ackness
cane and went before her eyes. She tasted bl ood; the pressure of his hand had
cut her nouth on her teeth.

When those coming up the hall had passed wi thout seeing them she was
rushed out and down again. She saw evening light spilling froma door at the
tunnel's end, and then it was extingui shed, and she knew nothing for a tine.

The thud of a door closing woke her. She woke gul ping air, looking into
a bald, blank face hooded in red, oddly calm Its thin |lips nmoved, and the
words cane as froma distance. "You won't cry out, struggle.”

"No. "

"I'f they found you. If | gave you to them they would hang you."

"Yes. | won't." He was not "they," then?



H s face withdrew. Her thudding heart slowed its gallop, and
i nvoluntarily she sighed a | ong, shuddering sigh

The roomwas tiny, higher alnpbst than wi de; above her head a small
wi ndow showed a square of summrer evening; there was no other light. A wooden
door, small and thick. A plain wooden pallet she lay on. A wooden chair he sat
in; in one hand he held Suddenly by its barrel, l|oosely, as though it were a
spoon.

"You are Just,’'

"I'f you drop that,'
soon enough you have ne."

He lifted the Gun, exanmined it without curiosity. "Does it have a nane?"

he sai d.
' she said, her voice still hoarse, "they will know

"Why do you keep ne?" she said. "I know you. | know you are a thing of
his." She hoped to probe him see if there was sone disloyalty, sone grudge
she could play on. . . his face, though, remai ned expressionless, the sane

mask she had seen al ways beside Redhand in the Gty that spring. Wi was he,
t hen?

"I was told they have nanes."

"They do."

"l have an interest in nanes."

As though they had gathered here for some scholarly chat. She al nost
smled. "And so what is yours?"

"I amcalled Secretary now "

"That's no nane."

"No. | have no other."

She could not read him There was nothing to grasp. Hi s voice, cool and
liquid, the strange nakedness of his face. His hideous strength. For the first
time since he had seized her, she felt fear; yet could not inagine howto
plead with him beg him felt that he knew nothing of mercy. A cold sweat
sprang out on her forehead.

"I will say a name," he said, "if | can, and you will tell me if you
know it."

What name? Sonme ot her she had sl ain? Sone brother or sister? She would
tell him nothing .

"Here is the nane." It seened to take all his strength to say it.
"Levi at han. "

She only | ooked at himin disbelief.

"Levi athan,"” he said again. "Do you know t hat nane?"

Eveni ng had deepened. The red cl oak he wore was dark now as dried bl ood;
hi s pal e head shone like wax. And as it grew darker in the room his eyes
seened to glow brighter, as precious stones do.

"Yes." In a whisper.

"Where he lives," the dark formsaid. "Were he lives, who he is, howto
come to him"

He coul d not nean this; he nust be nad.

And yet. "Yes." Again a whisper; he |l eaned forward to hear. "Yes, |
know. "

Slow y, as though not meaning to, he | evel ed Suddenly at her. "Do you
pull this? The lever here? And it will kill you?"

She pressed hersel f against the stone wall behind her, but could not
press through it.

"Listen to nme," he said, the voice calm liquid. "I will give you this
choice. Take me to this one you know of, wherever, however far Qutward. | will
gi ve you back this. If you refuse, tell me now, and I will kill you with it."

There was an old story she knew. a brother was surrounded by King' s nen,
who closed in upon himwi th torches and dogs; he was utterly lost, yet had to
escape. He did this, they say: he took a step Qutward, a step Inward, and a
step away, out and gone. The King's nen when they closed the circle found only
t hensel ves; they never found him nor did the Just ever see him again.

She took the step. "Yet 1'll take you. If we leave tonight It take you
to see him | swear It, face to face."



THREE

RECCRDER

[1]

How many skills he had | earned since that distant norning on the Drum
when with the young Endwi fe he had | earned to say Cup and Drink! If there were
wonder in himhe would have wondered at it.

Wth Redhand he had | earned secrecy, the gaining of ends unknown to
ot hers by neans devised to seemother than they were. It was not a node that
suited him he had this failing, a curiosity about others that nade it hard
for himto keep hinself secret. Yet he had this virtue: it all meant little to
him but the | earning, and he never betrayed hinself by eagerness or need.

Never till now

For this mssion was his only. No one had assigned it to him as Caredd
had t he watching of her husband, or Redhand the keeping close of his
alliances. This he had found within hinmself, this was the engine of his being,
and he had used force and cunning and even the betrayal of his trust to
Redhand to acconplish it.

And he feared for its success.

There were winds blowing in himthen, awful wi nds he could hardly bear
this, he thought, is what they all feel, this singularity, this burden of
unknown quest, that drives all else out, obscures other |oyalties, causes
their eyes and thoughts to drift away in conversation, their attention to
wander: a m ssion, whose shape they cannot perceive, whose end they fear for
an end that may be a neans, they don't know, or a lie, and yet they have no
ot her.

He thought that in this he had becone as fully a man as any of them It
gave himjoy, and fear; a fierce resolution, and a strange vacillation he had
known not hi ng of before.

He had stolen. Food fromthe kitchens, noney fromthe purse he carried
for Redhand, good boots and a |anp and a shelter fromthe quarternaster, a
I ong knife and a short one. He woul d have stol en horses, but she said they
woul d be useless till far beyond.

He had left the ravished purse and its papers for Redhand, without
expl anation -- had thought to |l eave a note saying he was returning to the
stars, but did not -- and had crept away then with the girl, at mdnight. Away
fromhis naster and the trusts given him Away fromthe intrigues he had had
some part in directing. Away from Younger's very instructive madness. Away
fromForgetful's Qutward wall, carrying the girl Nod on his back and her QGun
in his belt, down the blind nighttime cliffs of the Edge, ever down, till dawn



cane and the girl slept and predatory birds circled the | edge they lay on
startled perhaps to see w ngl ess ones there.

Fromthere on the | edge at norning he | ooked over the CQutlands, snoky
with m st and obscured by coils of cloud. The paths of meandering rivers were
a denser white than the greenshadowed | and, which stretched flat and foggy to
a great distance; far off the msts seened to thicken into sky and gray rains
could be seen nmoving like pale curtains in a wind. Except where low hills
hunped their backs above the mst, it was all shrouded. He woke her, they ate,
and continued down.

He imagined this to be like his progress was fromsky to earth, though
he coul d remenber nothing of that. As they went downward the air seened to
thi cken, the sun's clarity was di nred, the snooth-faced rocks becane slippery
wi th noss and the stone ground began to crunble into earth, sandy at first and
cut with flood beds, and then darker and bound by vegetation

By evening on the second day they were within the Qutlands, up to their
knees in its boggy grasp

Late in the night Nod awoke, forgetting where she was, how she had cone
to be there. She sat upright in the utter darkness, hearing ani nal noi ses she
did not recognize. Sonething very close to her grunted, and she inhal ed
sharply, still half asleep. Then the lanp cane bright with a buzzing sound,
and his fanmliar naked face, calmand inquisitive, was | ooking at her.

"Do we go on now?" he asked.

She blinked at him "Do you never sleep?”

There was a hal o of noisture around the lamp's glow, and clunsy insects
knocked against it.

"How far is it?"

"Many days. Weeks." How woul d she know? How far is it to heaven, how
long is death? There were a thousand spirits Nod believed in, prayed to,
feared. Yet if soneone had said to her, Let's go find the bogey who lives in
the [ ake or the dryad of the high woods, she would have |aughed. Al that |ay
in sone other direction, on a path you could put no foot on, somewhere at
right angles to all else. If they wanted you, they would find you.

And perhaps then Levi athan wanted this one. Perhaps he wal ked t hat path,
perhaps he was at right angles to all else.

"It will be dawn soon,"” he said.

Yes. That was it; and in spite of what they had agreed, _he_led _her _:
to the edge of the world, to | ook over the edge, and call into the Deep

Through the nmorning, mist in wan rags |ike unhappy ghosts rose up from
the Qutlands, drawn into the sun, but still lay thick along the river they

followed. Gray trees with pendul ous branches waded up to their knobby knees in
the sl ow water.

"W nust go up," she said. "W have to have dry ground, though we | ose
the way Qutward." That she knew, that the rivers flowed Qutward here as they
flowed I nward on the other side of the Edge. But they would have to find
anot her marker, or spend a lifetime in nmud here.

They had begun to deci de which way was up when the Secretary stopped
still, listening. She stopped too, could hear nothing, and then sorted from
the forest's nmurnmur the knock of wood on wood, the soft slosh of water around
a prow. A sound she knew wel |

The Cutl anders she had known were dour nerchants she had ferried to the
City, resplendent for the occasion but awed too: she had felt superior to them
in her Gty know edge. Here it was otherwi se, and she sank behi nd the knees of
a great tree. The Secretary foll owed; she was, after all, the guide.

The boat sounds grew cl oser, though they could see nothing through the
shroud of mist; and then there cane, wal king on the water it seenmed, a tall
tall figure, hideously purple of face with staring eyes . . . It took thema
nmonent to see it was the boat's carved prow.

Dark men with long, delicate poles sounded the river channel, and called
softly back to those who rowed. Deep-bellied, slow, with tiny banners linp in
the windless air, it passed so close they could hear the oarsmen grunt, and



its wake |l apped their feet. Yards of it went by, each oarhole painted as a
face with the oar its tongue, and each face | ooked at them unseei ng.

In the stern, stranger than all the painted faces, there was a wonan
under a pavilion, a vast woman, a woman deepbellied as the ship. She |ay
cushioned in her fat, head resting on an armlike a thigh, fast asleep. At her
feet, in diverse attitudes, Qutlanders, chiefs with brass spangles braided in
their beards, slept too; one held to his softly heaving chest a grotesque
battl e- ax.

The boat passed with a soft sound, rolled slightly with the channel
whi ch nade the Queen list too, and was lost in the mst.

O her boats cane after, not so grand but stuffed full of armed nen,
spi ky and cl anki ng with weapons. One by one they appeared and glided by. Deep
wi thin one boat, someone chuckl ed.

"I's the child strong?" Redhand asked. "Healthy? Is it male or female?"

The Queen said nothing, only continued with her refreshnent. Before her
was a plate like a tray, tunbled up in Qutland fashion with cakes, fruits,
cheese, and fat sausages.

"I would see the child," Redhand said.

"There are other things," the Queen said, "that must cone first."

She was waited on by a | ean, fish-eyed man, her conpani on and general, a
man named Kyr: Redhand and he had exchanged nanes, |ooked |ong in each other's
faces, both trying to remenber sonething, but neither knew that it was Kyr who
had nearly killed Redhand at the Little Lake. Kyr passed to his mistress a
napki n; she took it, her eyes on her food.

So they waited -- Redhand; Fauconred, who | ooked red-faced and furious
as though he had been sl apped; and Younger Redhand.

It had been an awful week. Redhand, wth Fauconred's hel p, had | ocked
his screaming brother in a tower room at dead of night so no one saw. Then he
had ordered the cairn in the courtyard di smantl ed.

He dug out of the garrison an unshaven, w spy nan who said he was G ay,
made hi m presentable, and then, with himpresiding, had O d Redhand exhuned
fromthe courtyard. He forced hinmself to | ook on, his jaw aching with nights
of sl eepl ess resolve; he made the garrison | ook on too, and they did, silent
and cowed before his ferocity and his father's nortality.

He had found a quiet chanber within Forgetful, that once may have been a
chapel, with a faint painting on one wall he could not read, of a smling,
wi nged child perhaps; it would do. He had the great stones of the floor torn
up, and a place made; fromthe dark wood of old chests a carpenter of his
househol d had made a box.

"Wne," the Queen said. "No water."

When the last of the floor stones had been nortared back into place, and
the sane carpenter had tried an inscription on them two or three ancient
letters only that would stand for the rest, Redhand went to the tower and
rel eased Younger. Hesitant, his cheeks dirty with dried tears, Younger all owed
hinself to be taken and shown the enpty place in the courtyard, and the quiet
roomand its secure stones. _Now_, Redhand had said, gripping his brother's
shoul ders, _now you have no nore excuse to be mad. Please. Please_ . . . They
had enbraced, and stood for a while together, and Redhand from exhausti on and
confused | ove had wept too

Whatever it was, the true burial, or Redhand's strength in doing this,
or only that the vine flowers fell in that week: the horrid surgery worked.
Younger slept for a day, worn out by his adventure, and woke calm well enough
to sit with his brother and Fauconred now, somewhat stunned, with the | ook of
one returned froma | ong and frightening journey.

Kyr poured water froma ewer over the Queen's fingers, and only when she
had dried themdid she | ook up, with her marvel ous eyes, at her new allies.
"Have this cleared," she said, gesturing with a ringed hand at her pillaged



feast, "and we will talk."

There had been little time for Redhand to worry over his Secretary and
his weird di sappearance, though now he felt in need of him The nman, if nan he
had been, was so fey that in a sense Redhand felt he had not ever been truly
there: this though he had saved Redhand's life, twice. Well, there was no help
for it. Redhand felt less that he had lost a friend or even an aide than that
he had m splaced a charm |ucky but possibly dangerous too.

"Now, |ady," Redhand said.

"W have conditions,"” she said. "W have drawn them up, you and whoever
else will sign them™

"Conditions."

"Certain incomes | demand. Honors restored. There is a house near
Fari nsdown | wish for ny sunmers." She took a paper fromKyr. "There are nanes
here of those | want punished."

" Puni shed?"

"Much wong was done nme." As though it were a norsel, her fat hands
unrol | ed the paper lovingly. "Red Senlin's Son, | have him here, and he nust
die."

"So nmust we all." Sonething like a smle had begun to cross Redhand's
features. "Wio el se have you?"

She |l et the paper curl itself again, her dark eyes suspicious. "There
are others.”

"Hal f the Red Protectorate?"

"I will have revenge."
Redhand began to | augh, a hoarse, queer |augh that he owed to his old
wound, and over his laughter the Queen's voice rose: "I will have revenge!

They murdered Bl ack Harrah, they inprisoned ny husband, they took nmy crown,
they killed ny child!"

Redhand st opped | aughing. "Your child."

The Queen stared at himdefiantly.

"Where is the child?" he asked.

She rose slowy, raised her head, proud. "There is no child," she said
quietly. "Red Senlin nurdered him"

"Murdered a _child? "

"His relentl essness. His constant harassnent. | miscarried on the Drum"

Redhand too rose, and cane toward the Queen, so nal evol ent that Kyr
stepped close. "You have no child," Redhand said. "Then tell me, Lady, what
you do here with your conditions, and your demands, and your revenges. Do you
t hi nk we owe you now, any of us, anyone in the world? For your beauty only,
did you think?"

She did not shrink, only batted her black | ashes.

"These," he said, flicking her papers, hoarse with rage, "these will be
our reason then to cross the Drunf? Answer ne, Lady. To kill the King, and any
el se who m ght have nocked you once or done you wrong?"

"No, Redhand."

"What reason, then?"

"To free ny husband fromthe house they have prisoned himin. Free
Littl e Black, and make hi m King again."

Redhand turned away, flung himself in his chair. But he said nothing.

"Send to the Black Protectorate,” the Queen said. "Send word that you
mean to do this. He has always been their King. They will rise."

Redhand gl ared at nothing, his jaw tight.

"It is your only hope, Redhand."

"The old man may be dead, or mad," Fauconred said.

"He is not dead. | have spies near him And he is no nore mad than he
ever was."

"When the King learns of it," Redhand grow ed, "he will kill Little
Bl ack. It surprises ne he has not yet."

The Queen sat heavily. "He will not learn of it. Send word to Bl acks
only, I will say who, they will not reveal it. To your Red friends say only



you want their help. Put it about that the child lives."

Redhand sl owly shook his head.

"The notion brought ne you," the Queen said lightly. "And before Red
Senlin's Son | earns that you mean anything but to save yourself, Little Black
will be with us. | have people, Redhand, in the Cty, who have planned his
escape, are ready to pluck Little Black fromthat awful place at nmy word."

"I have no faith in this," Redhand sai d.

"Nor |," said Fauconred.

The Queen's eyes |lit fiercely. "Then you tell ne, exiles, outlaws, what
ot her chance you have. What other hope."

There was a long silence. Far away, fromthe courtyard, they could hear
a fragment of an Qutland song. Redhand, sunk in thought, |ooked less like a
man wei ghi ng chances than one condemmed reconciling hinmself. At |ast he said,

alnmost to hinself: "We will go Inward, then."
The Queen | eaned forward to hear him "I nward?"
"Send word to your people. Free the King, if you can.”
She | eapt up, flinging up her arms, and began a vast dance. "I nward!

I nward! Inward!" She |lunged at the table, reaching for her papers. "The
conditions . "

"No. "

"You nmust sign them™

"No. No nore. Leave that."

She turned on themin fury. "You will sign them O | return!”
"Yes!" Redhand hissed. "Yes, go back to your bogs and lord it over your
vill ages, weep storns over your wongs. | will have no vengeance done. None."

He rai sed his armagainst her. "Pray to all your gods you are only not hanged
for this. Make no other conditions."

"My incomes," she said, subdued. "Wat is due ne."

" If_ this succeeds,"” Redhand said, "you will be treated as befits the
King's loved wife. But all direction, now and hereafter, will be nine."

"You woul d be King yourself."

"I would be safe. And live in a world that does not hate ne. You find
that hard to grasp.”

She rolled up her papers. "Well. For now W wll talk further of this."

"W will not." He turned to | eave her; Fauconred and Younger stood to
fol | ow.

"Redhand," she said. "There is one further thing." Regal, on feet
strangely small, she nmade progress toward them as though under sail. "You mnust
kneel to ne."

"Kneel I'" Fauconred sai d.

"You nust kneel, out there, before themall, or I swear | will return.”

"Never, he never will," Younger whispered.

She only regarded them waiting for her due. "Kneel to ne, kneel and
ki ss ny hand, swear to be ny defender."

Fauconred, and Younger with his little-boy | ook, waited. Redhand, with a
gesture as though he were w ping sonme cloud frombefore his eyes, only nodded.

It all took so long, he thought. So terribly long. Life is brief, they
said. But his stretched out, tedious, difficult, each nonent a | abor of
unutterable length. He wi shed suddenly it m ght be over soon

O all hard things Sennred had ever borne, inprisonment seened the
hardest. Adversity had never hurt him not deeply; he seemed sonetines to
thrive on it. The nockery of children at his m sshapenness had made hi m not
hard but resilient; death and war had made himthe nore fiercely protective of
what he | oved; the intrigues of his brother's brilliant court had made hi m not
quick and brittle as it had the Son, but slow |ong-sighted, tenacious. Though
he was young, younger by years than the young King, Sennred had nothing |eft
i n himinpetuous, half-made, |oud.



What marked himas young was his |ove. He gave it, or withheld it,
conpletely and at once. He had given it to his brother, and to Redhand. And
then lastly to a young wife with autumm eyes and auburn hair, a free gift,
wi t hout conditions, a gift she knew nothing of yet.

And what galled himin inprisonment, made hi mrage, was to be separated
fromthose he | oved, deprived of his watching over them he could not conceive
they could get on without hiny it blinded himwi th anxiety that they were in
danger, threatened, taking steps he could not see.

Where they had put himhe could hardly see if it was night or day.

As though it were a nmaze made for the exercise of some small pet, nost
of the great house he had been shut in had been sealed off; the rest,
wi ndowl ess, doorless, he had his way in. It had been a Bl ack mansion in sone
ancient reign; there were high halls where ghostly furniture still held
conference, noldering bedroons, corridors carved and pillared where his
footsteps multiplied and seened to wal k toward hi m down ot her carved
corridors. For days on end he went about it with candl es cadged from his
guards, exploring, |ooking he was not sure for what: a way out, an
architectural pun sonewhere that woul d doubl e out suddenly and show hi m sky,
bl ue and daylit.

H s conpani ons were a wonman who brought food, deaf and evil-snelling --
he thought sonetinmes her odor had got into his food, and he couldn't eat --
and his guards, whom he would nmeet in unexpected places and times. He seened
rarely to see the same guard twice, and could not tell if there were
mul titudes of guards or if they were only relieved often. Anyway they were al
huge, | eather-bound, dull and seemingly well-paid; all he could get fromthem
were candl es, and infrequently a jug of blem after which he would go around
the great roons breaking things and listening to the echoes.

And there was the ghost.

He had at first been a glinpse only, a shadow at the far edge of vision
and Sennred never saw nore of himthan a flick of robe di sappearing around a
corner. But the ghost seened to delight in following him and they began a
gane together through the dayl ess gl oom of the house; Sennred supposed the
ghost suffered as nuch from strangul ati ng boredom as he did.

Nat ural enough that such a place woul d have a ghost, though Sennred
suspected that this one was at least a little alive. Nor had it taken him ]l ong
to deduce whose ghost it night be. He woul d have asked the guards, but he was
afraid they woul d make new arrangenents, and his only relief fromthe torment
of inprisonment was his plan to catch this other one.

Hs trap was | aid.

He had found a | ow corridor, scullery or sonething, with doors at each
end of its lefthand wall. He | earned that these were both doors of a long
closet that ran behind the wall the length of the corridor. He | earned he
could go in the far door, double back through the closet, taking care not to
stunble on the filthy detritus there, and cone out the other door, just behind
anyone who had followed himinto the corridor

Once he had discovered this, he had only to wait till his ghost was
brave enough to follow himthere. As near as he could neasure tine, it was a
week till he stood listening at his trapdoor for soft, tentative footsteps

When he judged they had just passed him he leapt out with a yell
filthy with cobwebs, and grappled wi th his ghost.

He had a first wild notion that it was truly a ghost, a greasy rag
covering only a bundl e of bones; but then he turned it to face him and | ooked
into the face he had expected, wildeyed, the nouth open wi de in a soundl ess
scream

"Your Mpjesty," Sennred said.

"Spare ne!" said the King Little Black in a tiny voice. "Spare nme for
right's sake!™

"And what will you give ne?"

"What you nost want," said the ghost.



"Freedom" Sennred said. "Freedomfromthis place. Wth the power of
your crown, old man, grant me that."

He was old, and lived by lizard hunting. Perhaps the bl oodstai ned boat
was all his living; the Secretary, anyway, didn't think of that, though he did
perceive the old man's terror when they appeared before himas though risen
out of the rmud. The coins they gave hi mmnmust have been nearly useless to him
it didn't matter; they had been ready after days of nud to wrest the boat from
himif need be, and the old one knew that.

The Secretary turned back once to |l ook at himas the girl poled off. He
stood unblinking, winkled as a reptile, his old claw clutching the gold

Nod had | ong ago given up any idea of overpowering her captor, seizing
the Gun fromhim murdering himby stealth. Even to slip away, |eaving the
@un, though it would have been like losing a |inb, even that she had
abandoned; he slept only when she slept, and her slightest stirring woke him

So she went Qutward, days into weeks, in a weird dream the half dream
t he sl eeper seenms to know he dreans, and struggles restlessly to wake from
Yet she could not wake. Waking, she poled the boat. Sleeping, she dream of
it.

It seened they noved through the interior of some vast organism It was
dar k al ways, except at hi gh noon when a strange diffracted sunlight made
everything glisten. The trees hung down ganglia of thick noss into the brown
river slowwth silt; the river branched everywhere into arteries clogged with
odorous fungi and phosphorescent decay. At night they lay in their shelter
listening to the thing gurgling and stirring.

They came once upon a place where a fresh spring had cone forth in the
scum and decay, like a singer at a funeral. The spring had swept clean a
little | agoon, and even bared a few rocks of all but a sliny coat of algae.

She swam dappl ed by sun through the clotted | eaves.

He had some notion, abstract only, of nen's bodies and their heats and
functions, and had stored up court gossip and jokes to be explicated later. He
wat ched her, faintly curious. She was nade not unlike hinself.

She wriggled up onto the rocks, |aughing, brushing the water from her
face, pale and glistening as a fish

She saw hi mwat ching. "Turn away," she said sternly, and he did.

When at last the forest began to thin, and the tree trunks stood up
topless and rotted like old teeth, and the rivers nerged into a shallow acrid
| ake that seened to have drowned the world, they had | ost track of what week
it was.

"Why are there no people?" H's voice was loud in the utter silence.
"Shoul dn't there be vill ages, towns?"

"l don't know "

"There are Cutl anders?"

"Yes."

"Wher e?"

"El sewhere. "

"Do you know where we are?"

"No. "

There was no |line between water and sky; it was all one gray. The hooded
sun burned dimy Inward, and a light like it burned within the | ake.

There were no trees here; perhaps the shelf of the world bel ow had grown
too thin to contain their roots. There were only bunches of brown weed that
stood up | eafless and sharp, with a silver circle of wake around each stem
Only by these weeds could they tell their little boat noved at all.

They could see far off to their right a noving srmudge of pink on the



water. It rose up, settled again. Then a | ong boat gray as the | ake crept from
the weeds out there, and gray nen with nets attached to | ong poles began to
snare the pink birdlets that had floated away fromthe fl ock. Wen one was
snared it cried out, and the pink clot rose, and then settled agai n nearby.

"Quickwings too stupid to fly all away," Nod said. It was the first tine
she had spoken that day, except to answer him

"You will speak to them Ask them. "

"No. "

"Ask them. . ."

"I will not, not, not!" She | ooked around her, |ooking for escape, but
there was only gray water, gray sky, indifferent, featureless. She sat down
suddenly in the bows and began to weep.

He only stared at her, |ong hands on his knees, nystified.

Far of f where the nets noved quick as birds in the gloom nmen turned and
pointed at their boat.

The birdmen had made thensel ves an island on that placeless |ake; it was
a raft, anchored to the bottom an acre of |ashed beans, platfornms, rotten
wood. All night the quickw ngs they had caught that day fluttered within [ ong
cages of wicker and string; all night the | ake oozed up through the ancient
beams of the raft. So old and big it was, their raft grewlittle groves of
nmushroons, and fish lived out their lives amd the sheltering fronds that grew
fromits bottom It was to this island they brought Nod and the Secretary, not
quite prisoners, yet not quite guests either

Al'l night the one-eyed birdnman sat next to Nod, talking in a | anguage
she didn't understand. He would slip off into the dark and return with sone
token, a stone, a rag of figured, nmoldered cloth, a lizard' s tooth.

She told herself he wasn't there. She sat with her knees up, trying to
clean fromher feet the inexplicable sores that had begun to appear there.

She gl anced up now and again; far off, in the nmuddy light of a lantern
the Secretary sat talking with sone of them They gestured, stood, pointed,
sat again. He listened, unnmoving. She had the idea he understood no nore of
their talk than she did.

When the one-eyed birdman, with a sudden gesture, slipped his noist
hands beneath her clothes, she rose, furious, and made her way over
i nconmpr ehensi bl e bundl es and sliny decks to where the Secretary sat, |ooking
Qut war d.

"Protect me," she whispered fiercely, "or give me back nmy Gun."

Dawn was a gray stain everywhere and nowhere

"Do you hear? | am hel pless here. | hate it. Are you a man?"

"There." He pointed Qutward. A |light that night have been nmarshli ght
i fickered far away and di sappeared. "There. The last house in the world, they
said; and the one who lives there has spoken to Leviathan."

[2]

The tower of Inviolable may be the highest place in the world. No one
has measured, but no one knows a higher place.
There are many roonms in the tower, scholars' roonms, put there less for



the sublinmty of the height than in the Order's belief that nen who spend
their lives between pages should at least clinb stairs for their health.
Because Inviol abl e has no need for defense, the tower is pierced with broad
wi ndows, and the wi ndows | ook everywhere, down the forests to the lake in the
center of the world, a blue snmudge of mist on sumrer nornings, Qutward over
t he Downs where the river Wanderer branches into a hundred water fingers, to
the Drum and farther still. But when the scholars put down their pens and | ook
up, their gaze is inward; the vistas they see are in time not space.

One | ooks out, though, a slight and softly handsome man in bl ack
| ooki ng for something he probably could not anyway perceive at this height,
this distance . . . There is, far off, a tower of dark cloud, a |ast sunmer
stormwal king Inward across the Drumto thresh the harvest lands with hail
Learned Redhand can hear the nutter of its thunder. The stormrai ses w nds
around the world; even here in the forests, wind turns | eaves to show their
pal e undersi des as though flinging handfuls of silver coins through the trees.

It will be here soon enough. Yes: the Black Protectorate raises an arnmy on the
Bl ack Downs, Redhand's dependents unfurl, however reluctantly, their old
battl e banners: the stormw |l cone soon | nward.

Was it this that old Mariadn died to avoid, this the burden she ordered
the Grays never to envy hinf Did she lay it on himonly because he deserved to
suffer it, or because she saw something in himthat mght mtigate it, sone
strength to make a shelter fromthis storn? If she did, he cannot find it in
hi nmsel f.

In anot her tower bells ring, |owvoiced and sweet, reverberating through
I nviolable, saying _day's end, day's end_. Around Learned, books close with
the sound of many tiny doors to secret places, and there is the sound of
speaki ng for speaking' s sake, now that silence has been lifted. They pass
behi nd Learned on their way downward, greeting himdiffidently, expecting no
reply, Arbiter, Arbiter, good evening, good day, Arbiter, our thoughts are
with you . . . Against the sound of their many feet descending the stairs, he
hears the sound of soneone ascendi ng; as those goi ng down grow distant, one
cones closer. He is alone nowin the tower; the square of sunlight printed on
the wall behind himis dinmng, and the w ndow before himrattles as the w nds
begin to enwrap Inviolable.

The unquestioning affection, the sincere hopes of his scholars, he knows
to be less for himthan for the black he wears; though, perhaps, by the end of
his lifelong Arbitration, he may earn it for hinself. O they may call him as
they do some others of ancient tines, a white Arbiter, foolish, useless to the
wor | d.

O worse, a Red.

No. Not ever that.

A bone-white Gray at |ast achieves the roomLearned sits in and conmes to

him hesitant, unwilling to break Learned's neditation
"Yes? Conme in. What is it?"
"There is a rider below, Arbiter, all in red |eather."
"I have expected him | suppose.”

"He says he comes from your brother the Protector. He brings you this."

It is a small piece of scarlet ribbon tied in a conplex knot.

"Tell himto wait," Learned says, turning the ribbon in his fingers,
"and see ny carriage is made ready to travel."

Later that night, in a secret place in the forest far bel ow I nviol abl e,
white hands laid out cards on a board within a painted tent. The Neither-nor
shivered, and the lanp flame too, when w nd di scovered the tent's hiding-place
and nade the tent-cloths whisper; but it was only in part the wind that nmade
the Neither-nor shiver

For the seventh tinme It had turned down the card that bore an i mage of
Finn: a death's head, with a fire burning in his belly, and this notto: _Found



by the lost_.

The Neither-nor had chosen the card Roke to be the girl whose nane was
cal  ed Nod; and Roke should fall in some relation to the card Caernon, who was
Redhand; should fall with the trunp R zna between, It had hoped. But Caernobn
hid within the pack, and Finn fell. Cdd.

Where was Nod?

Dead . . . no; the cards did not seemto say so. Gone, |ost. Anyway, her
task remmi ned undone, that was clear. Redhand hid. The Neither-nor snapped the
Roke card's edge agai nst the board.

The wind, with a sudden gust |ike a hand, picked up the tent's door
flap. Qutside, clouds raced across the Wanderers, or the Wanderers raced, it
could not be said which; the forest, opulent in the wi ndy darkness, gestured
toward the Neithernor's door

Soneone was coming up the secret way toward the Neithernor's tent.

Wth a sudden rush of feeling, the Neither-nor thought it to be Nod. But
i n another monent the figure became a man, a boy really, who did | ook Iike the
girl Nod. Hi s name was called Adar, the Neither-nor remenbered: a nane chosen
for great things.

As the Neither-nor had partly suspected, Adar had conme to ask after the
girl.

"No word, no word."

"The cards . "

"Silent, confused it may be."

They sat together as though afloat; the tent-cloths filled like sails,
and the forest creaked and knocked and whi spered continuously. The Neither-nor
began to lay out cards, aimessly, hardly watching, while the boy talked.

"The King has begun a tonmb in the City. A hundred artisans are at work
onit. He plays with this while the Queen gathers strength.”

Dot h, Haspen, Shen. Barnol, Ban, the trunp Tintinnar, Roke and Fi nn
agai n.

"I have wat ched near Fennsdown. They will not nove wi thout the King.
Redhand . . ."

The Neither-nor's pack rel eased the card Caernon.

"Redhand." The Neither-nor knew the next card. Adar fell silent.

What ever had becone of Nod, whatever the chill card Finn spoke of, at |east
now It knew the next step

"Redhand, " said Adar, and the Neither-nor laid R zna reversed before
him Rizna with sickle and seedbag, who constantly reaps what he forever sows.

"It will stormsoon,” the Neither-nor said. "Sit with me awhile before
you go . "

Al'l through that night, and through the next day and the next night, the
Arbiter's closed black carriage rolled over the world, following the man in
red | eather.

Once out of the forest, they flew over the streets of Downs vill ages
rai n-washed and deserted nearly; along streets cobbled and dirt, past
shuttered walls where | oud placards of the Just were pasted, that Fol k woul d
not or dared not renove; and on then, past the last cottage lanplit in the
dark and storny afternoon, on Qutward.

Inside, the Arbiter, in a wide hat against the dripping froma leak in
the roof, his hands on a stick between his knees, listened to the rattle of
the fittings and the knocki ng of the wi nd against his door. Of and on, he
turned over in his mnd an old heretical paradox: if a man has two parents,
four grandparents, eight great-grandparents, and so on endl essly back to the
begi nning of tinme, then how could it be that the world began with only
fifty-two?

The carriage rolled; eight, sixteen, thirty-two, sixty-four, a hundred
and twenty-eight, two hundred and fifty-six . . . In thirty generations or so



t he nunber woul d be al nbst beyond counting. And yet the world began wth
fifty-two .

The road went plainly on, wet and silvery between endl ess | ow retaining
wal s of piled fieldstone where rabbits lived. The few Folk left trying to
gather in sodden hay in the rain turned to | ook as he passed.

H gh in a headl and tower that | ooked out over Redsdown, in a room she
never |left any nore, Mdther Caredd sat by the w ndow putting up her fine white
hair wi th many bone pins. Far below her, on the Qutward road, a carriage
appeared as if conjured. It topped a rise and seened to float down into a
sl ough on the rainwi ngs it cast up, and di sappeared, only to appear, smaller
further on. She watched it go; it seemed to have some urgent appointnent with
the bl ack clouds far Qutward that the road between stone walls ran toward.

"Hurry," said Mther Caredd, and her servant |ooked up. "Hurry, hurry."

By nightfall of the next day, the man in red had brought the carriage
within a vast circle of watchfires on the Drum past sentries Red, Black and
Qutl ander, into the Queen's encampnent. It |ooked as though half the world had
gone to war.

"And Caredd?" Redhand asked.

"Well. Untroubled. The house is guarded, but she is left in peace. Only
she is not allowed to wite, not even to ne."

It was odd to think of, but Learned had never been within one of his
brother's war tents, though his brother had lived as nuch in tents as he had
in houses. It was |arge, shadowy, hung with tapestries. Rugs covered the
Drungrass underfoot; a charcoal brazier glowed on a tripod. There were chairs,
chests, a bed, all cleverly contrived to be folded and carried on wagons. The
furni shi ngs seemed anci ent, much used, battered like old soldiers. . . How
long and well, Learned thought, we prepare for war, how thoughtfully and
lovingly is it fitted out.

"Have you seen the Queen?" Redhand asked.

"No. "

"You will wish to."

"No. "

Redhand | ooked up fromthe papers he studied, pushed themaside. H's
readi ng | anp shone on arnor, carefully polished, that stood up on a stand
beside himlike a second Redhand. "Learned." He smiled, his old, genuine
smle. "I amgrateful. It can't have been a pleasant ride."

"There was time to think."

Redhand got up, and Learned seemed to see for a nmoment another man, old,
weary, to whom even the business of standing and sitting is too rmuch |abor. He
poured steamng drink for the Arbiter froma pitcher by the brazier. "For the
chill of the Drum

"I woul d have come to you," he went on, "but | am an outlaw now, my nane
is posted in the towns like a horse thief's. You understand.™

"Yes."

"What we wish of you," he said, turning his mug in his hands, "is
simpl e, and doubtl ess you have suspected it. W wish only that you retract the
decision of the old Arbiter in favor of the Senlin clains, and restore all to
Little Black."

"Only."

"Say she was ol d, incapable. You know the words."

Lear ned wi shed suddenly he need not tell his brother what he nust; he
wi shed only to listen to that harsh voice, quick with authority. He savored
the sound of it, carefully, as though he m ght never hear it nmore. "Do you
renmenber," he said, "when first | went away, first put on Gay?"

Redhand snil ed shortly. There was much to do

"That Yearend when | cane hone, in ny new white, so smug; | would take
no orders fromyou, or turn the spit anynore when you said to."



"1 remenber."

"I was hateful. | bowed to Father, but only in a conditional sort of
way. They had told ne, you see, that ny family had ne no nore, nor would I
ever have any other: the Grays were all, and | owed themall."

"There was sonet hing about a horse.”

"My painted. You said if | was Gay now, | had no nore claimon any
Redhand horse."

"We fought."

"Fought! You beat ne pitilessly. | was never a fighter."

"Do you forgive me?" Redhand said | aughi ng.

"More inportant, brother, dear bully, you nust forgive ne, now, in
advance. "

Redhand put down his cup

"I cannot do what you ask," Learned said softly. Terrible to see him so,
stunned, hel pless, in the power of a younger brother who had ever foll owed
him "Redhand, all ny powers, resources are yours."

"Al'l but this judgnent."

"That is not mine to give. It belongs to R ghteousness."

"Pious." He spat out the word. "Pious. Wen it was all lies, Learned,
your judgment, and nade at ny bidding, at your House's bidding
"I know that. Don't go on. | cannot do this."

Redhand sat again. "WIIl you condemm ne?"

"The old judgnent stands."

"Call me traitor?"

"Are you not?"

They sat without |ooking at each other; the hostile silence was pal pabl e
bet ween them OQutside, nmuffled druns narked the watch. Redhand poured scented
wat er on his hands, w ped his face and beard, and sat then with his hands over
hi s face.

"Redhand, if you leave this thing." It was hard to say. "Leave that
tripes and her malcontents to their war, then. you will be under ny
protection. Wien the Queen is beaten, the King may forgive you. Return you
Redsdown . . ."

Redhand | ooked up, but not at Learned, at nothing. "And what will | do
at Redsdown? Pray?" Wth his knuckles he struck a gong that hung behind him
The sour sound hung in the tent. "That painted you spoke of. It died only | ast
autumm, after a long life. He was a proud one, and fathered many."

"Yes."

"When we fought, it was because | was afraid you woul d have hi m gel ded,
and nade a Gray's paifrey. You understand.”

Two arned nen showed thenselves at the tent's door

"Do you still play War in Heaven?" Redhand asked hi s brother

"Rarely."
"Well. | have crossed the Iine, Learned. Al ny stones are on the board.
If I nmust break rules I will break them | am gone out to nmake a king again,

and | suppose | can nake an arbiter too." He notioned the arned men in. "Take
the Arbiter," he said, "to some secure place, and keep himcl ose.”

"Redhand, don't do this."

"He shall have all conforts, but let himnot escape."

The two men took Learned, tentatively, with respect. He stood, took up
his wi de hat against the rain outside. "You will have war."

"To the death, mine or his." It scarcely seened to matter to hi mwhich
"I't would help ne to have this judgnment. When you wi sh to render it, only tel
me, and we will send you home." The guards began to | ead Learned away. "Wit."

The light of the brazier lit two dull fires beneath Redhand' s thick
brow. He sat huddled in his canmp chair, as though he, not Learned, were the
prisoner. "A point of law," he said. "I would make a will. How can | nake it
so that Caredd will have all, and in safety?"

"I"ll consider it," Learned said. "There are ways."

"Thank you."



"And | have a problemfor you."

"Yes?"

"If a man has two parents, and four grandparents, eight
great-grandparents, and so on back to the beginning of time, howis it then
that the world began with fifty-two?"

"Did the world?"

"So it is said."

Redhand regarded him chewing on his thunbnail. "Do you know the
answer ?"

"Partly. W three, you and Younger and I, are part of it."

"Well." He put his hand on the papers before him "I have other problens
here.”

"Perhaps," Learned said. "Perhaps, Redhand, and perhaps not."

"They will make nme King again."

Oh, he was agile; he flew up back stairways Sennred had not known about,
in the dark, as if by sone other sense overstepping the rotten stairs. He
clinmbed to porticos |like a busy spider. Sennred for all his young strength
could hardly follow him No wonder he had el uded Sennred for weeks; no wonder
he coul d comruni cate with spies the King' s nen knew not hing of.

Upward they went, clinbing the great house as though within a chi mey.

At a crack, a window inconpletely sealed, a fugitive ray shone in ful
of golden notes. The King Little Black stopped, and for the twentieth tine
drew out the paper, nuch folded, soft as shed skin. He read or spoke by rote
the contents quickly: "Fear not, Sir, your deliverance is near. Redhand and
the Queen's arny is thousands now and the Son is on the march, and when you
are with themtheir hearts will be high and you shall succeed in this. Be
where we agreed before, on any night after you have this, we will watch every
night. Sir, be quick if you can; we are in great danger here." He fol ded the
note. "You see, you see?"

"Yes. Let's go on."

"You shall be rewarded,"” the King went on in his tiny voice. "I know the
| oyal, and you shall have reward. You shall be nmy minister. You shall see that
their heads fall, yes, severed, every one." He paused to pry up a board that

seal ed the way, that Sennred woul d have thought inmovabl e; when they had
squeezed through, he pulled it carefully back into place. "Redhand, he shal
have his neck cut quite through, yes, and Red Senlin too."

He seemed to confuse the war that had unseated himwith this one, to
want to slay his new allies and resurrect old enemes. It had al ways been
t hought that the executions during his reign had been all Black Harrah's
doi ng, because the King had never shown hinself. _If only Little Black knew_,
the I oyal used to say. But Sennred had for days been listening to his grisly
tastes. He thought for sure the King had found in those days some secret niche
to watch all from

By the sudden echo of their footsteps in the dark, Sennred could tel
that the back stairs had debouched into a wi de high place, bare-floored, enpty
of furniture.

Beneath the snell of nust and disuse in the room there was another
odor, intensely famliar to Sennred.

"Stop. Wait awhile."

"Hurry, hurry!"

That snell . . . Yes! He was sure now, and he stunbled with his arns
outstretched to find the wall, and the racks on the wall he knew nust be
there. . . He stepped into some pieces of arnor that rang |ike bells, and the

Ki ng gave a frightened squeak

But Sennred had found what he wanted.

How many hours he had spent in such a room a roomsnelling of |eather
and steel polish, sweat and noldering straw targets, [oud with weapons; how



much of his life's little happi ness he had got there! He gripped the sword's
handl e gratefully; it was like slipping into warm cl othes after having been
| ong naked.

"Lead on, Mjesty," he said. "Your mnister comes close after.™

There was a suffocating hour when they had to crawl up between two cl ose
wal I s of crumbling brick, by el bow and knee and will. The King went scrabbling
first, and Sennred pushed himfrom bel ow, his nose full of the snell of the
old man's rusty clothes, hating himfiercely; and then there was a hole in the
fl oor above them and they crawled out into a tower roomw ndowed and full of
breeze.

Air. Light. Stars. Sennred stood panting, wiping the filthy sweat from
hi s face.

They were near the very top of the house, up anpbng its steep-pitched
roof s and chi nmmey stacks and fantastic cupolas. Below themthe high-piled Gty
was already starred with lanplight; all around, the lake lay like a hole
pierced in the Deep

The house stood outside the High City walls, on a finger of rock called
Spi ng that was connected to the High City by a causeway; down there,
wat chfires burned, guards stood, they knew. On this side, though, the walls of
t he house went down and nmet the sheer walls of the rock Sping which went down,
down to the | ake and down then to the bottom of the world presunably.

"They will show a lantern," Little Black said. "Down there, where Sping
neets the house. There are no guards there; they don't know there is a way
there down the rock to the lake." He giggled. "They will know, one day, when
they are all flung down Sping one by one. One by one."

"Alantern. And how will we get down to themthen?"

"Crawl down, crawl down, swift as anything." He peered out over the
wi ndow | edge into the gloom "There are ways. There are handhol ds."

"And once down . "

"They have a boat, conceal ed at the bottomon the | ake. Over there there
is a path up the nountain that neets the H gh Road." He patted his hands
toget her, gleeful. "And then free! Freel"

Sennred | eaned out with the King. "Show nme. Point it all out, how you
will clinb down."

The King's crooked finger traced the way down, along gutters, down
roofs, clinging to gargoyles, wal king | edges. Wth the horrid fear already
biting into his knees, Sennred menorized it.

"There!" Little Black cried. "There they are!"

Down where the walls of the house nmet the walls of the rock Sping, a
yel l ow |i ght wi nked once, again.

_Now , shouted all prudence in Sennred's nmind, _do it now, here, there
will be no other chance_. . . . He gripped the sword, staring at the King's
back; the King's matted white hair stirred in the evening w nd.

He could not do it; could not raise the sword, could not thrust it
within the black cloak. The King turned and grinned wildly at him and then
sl i pped over the wi ndow | edge.

There was nothing for Sennred to do but follow He didn't even know the
way back into his prison.

A tiled roof went steeply down fromthe tower room down to a gutter
green with verdigris; the King et hinmself slip down the tiles, like a child
at play, and caught hinmself on the gutter. Sennred, going slower, had a harder
time; his caution caught himup on the tiles and nearly flung himinto the
night. He lay crouched at the gutter, panting, collecting hinself. There is no
way, he thought, to do this but fearlessly, | will fall otherwise . . . He
tried to find in hinmself the fearl essness that the King (whispering urgently
to himfromaround the roof's turning) had as a gift of his foolishness.

It was easier for a while around the roof's turning; they wal ked through
a chute formed by two roofs' neeting, crept around clustered chi meys standing
eerie and unconcerned in the moonlight, and stood then | ooking over a cornice.
Here the wall went down sheer; there was only a | adder of stones outcropping



for sone obscure nmason's reason, that could be descended. Wth a little grunt
of triunph, the King started down. Sennred could only foll ow because he was
sure that he would fall, that caution was usel ess

He stepped off the | ast stone onto a | edge, al nbst surprised.

They were in a valley between two wi ngs of the house. A narrow chasm
separated the | edge they stood on froma symetrical |edge on the wall
opposite; it must be junped; they could not continue down on this side or they
m ght be seen. The chasm was dark; how far down it went could not be seen, to
the bottom of the house or further

Qutward, between the two wings of the house, was a narrow banner of
ni ght sky, still faintly green at the horizon but already starred. They could
| ook down that way to the | ake and the way that they had been prom sed was
there; and even as they | ooked down, the yellow |ight w nked again.

Across the chasm a lizard, a stonecutter's fancy, clung to the wall
above the | edge.

"Leap, | eap,

the King said. "Take hold of that thing when your foot

strikes the I edge, and hold yourself to the wall." He prodded Sennred, who
stood transfixed, |ooking down. "No!" the King said. "Look only at that, at
that" -- waggling his finger at the nonster

Sennred | eapt.

Hi s hand took hold of the lizard's foot as his foot took hold of the
| edge; a weird sound cane fromhis throat and he clung there a nmonment, stone
hinself, till the King's urgings made himlet go and edge away.

The King poised hinself a nmonent; his hair stirred in the air that sped
t hrough that narrow place; his hands noved like claws. Then he | eapt too.

H s hand took hold of the lizard' s head, and gently, as though made of
rotten wood, the head canme away.

The King, |ooking faintly surprised, drifted backwards off the |edge,
one hand spooning the air, the other holding the lizard s head as though it
were a gift.

Sennred | eaned over with a cry, alnost falling hinmself, and snatched at
the King's black cloak. It came away in his hand, rolling the King out as from
a bag.

He fell soundlessly. It was Sennred who screaned, not knowi ng he did so,
wat ching the King, storing up in a noment a lifetime of vertiginous dreans.

He stood a long tinme on the | edge, holding the cloak, staring down. Did
the King live, clutching some | edge? He called out, his voice a croak. No
sound answered. Then, down at the base of the house, the signal |ight w nked
agai n. \Woever was down there had seen not hi ng, heard not hing.

Wul d they expect sone password, some sign?

No. All they looked for was a little man, dressed in black, alone and
unar nmed.

He | ooked at the greasy rag in his hands, and at the way he must go
down, and a dark wave of fear and di sgust washed over him

[3]

Wienever Caredd the Protector Redhand's wife reined in her horse, the
riders in King's livery reined in theirs not far off. The two had sone
difficulty in keeping with her as closely as their orders required, and out of
pity for them she paused often to let them catch up



It was that nunmi nous harvest day when the world, dying, seenms never nore
alive. Achill wind pressed against her, flushing her cheek |ike an autumm
fruit. Dark, changeful clouds, pierced by sunrays that noved like | anp beans
over the colored Downs, hurried el sewhere overhead; when they were gone they
left the sky hard, blue, filled up with clean wind to its height.

She rode everywhere over Redsdown fromwhite mi sty norning to afternoon
overseeing the sl ow wagons that toiled toward the barns under their great
wei ght of harvest; planning the horse-gathering with the horsenaster as
cheerfully as though no war were bei ng waged; stopping everywhere to talk to
the children who scared the birds fromthe grain and the ol d ones who sat in
the year's last sun in their cottage doorways. She was Redsdown's mnistress,
servant, its reins were in her hands, and yet when she reined in a short way
fromwhere the road ran Qutward screened by dusty trees, she had a mad i nmpul se
to fly to it, outrun her pursuers, make for her husband' s tent.

As she stood there, she could hear, conming closer, the sound of wagons
and many nen. She turned her horse and rode for higher, nearer ground; those
two foll owed.

It was an army that nmoved Qutward, raising dust. Through the screen of
trees along the road, she could see the long |ances that stood up, bannered
and glinting, and the tops of heavy war wagons, and the heads of a glum
endl ess |line of footsoldiers. Boys |like her own Redsdown boys, like the two
who wat ched her. She stood in her stirrups and waved to her guards to cone
cl ose. They were hesitant and, when they did canter up, deferential. They were
both very young.

"Whose arny is that?"

"The King Red Senlin's Son's, Lady."

"Where do they go?"

"To puni sh the outl aw Redhand. "

"The Protector Redhand," the other said quickly. "And the Queen."

Her horse turned inpatiently beneath her, and she steadied himwth a
gl oved hand. In the mdst of the line of march she could see a canopy, in the
King's colors, noving like a pretty boat along the stream of nen.

"Who is that carried in alitter?"

"The King, Lady."

"Taken sick," the other said.

"Wl he die?"

"W will all die, Lady."

She thought suddenly of dark Sennred in the tower room _Wen | am King_

Around themin the yell ow pasture wind threshed the ripened weeds,
broadcast seed. Insects |eaped at the horse's feet, murmnuring. The sky had
turned a | apidary green on the horizon, marbled faintly with wi sps of cloud.
Till it was nearly dark, the colums and wagons and nounted nen and pennons
went by.

She did not wish the King' s death.

She shuddered, violently, with not wishing it. And turned her eager
hor se honewar d.

Homewar d.

The | ast house in the world was a squat tower of wood and stone on the
| ake's Qutward shore. Patches of weed grew close around it as though for
shelter, but there was no other life; beyond, the beach, undifferentiated, a
rusted color, went on as far as could be seen

There was no sign of the last man who lived there.

Fromthe tower, a long tongue of pier stuck out over the water. Staying
as far fromthe tower as they could, the birdnmen piled up on the pier's end,
silently and hurriedly, a large supply of food in oiled skins, and many
bundl es of sticks wapped up too. They put off the girl and the Secretary and



then rowed as fast as they could away.

Nod and the Secretary stood on the pier, waiting.

"The sticks are for a beacon," the Secretary said. He pointed to the
cl osed door at the pier's end that led into the tower. "He lights it. To warn
t he birdmen when they conme too near the shore.”

"Why do they need such a warni ng?"

"It angers _him, they said. This one who lives here is called Sop to
H s Anger."

"How | ong has he been here?"

"Since Ad Fan died, they said. If he lives to be as old as A d Fan

they said, he will have to light the beacon only sixty sumrers nore."
"Horrible."
"He will go nmad soon. The madness will give himstrength to live. They

said it was his gift."

There was a curious wind here, blowing Inward, that they did not
renenber feeling on the lake. It was steady, insistent, like the gentle
pressure of fingers pushing themaway. It played within the tower, a
penetrating, changel ess note.

The door at the end of the pier began to open, squeaking, resisting, as
t hough | ong unused.

The last man in the world was not a nman; he was a boy, skinny as death
and as holl oweyed, with lank black hair down his back and a stain of beard on
his white cheeks. He stared at them hesitant, seeming to want to flee, or
speak, or smile, or scream but he said nothing; only his haunted eyes spoke;
they were a beacon, but what they warned of could not be told

On top of the tower the ashes of the previous night's beacon were stil
war m

Since all around themwas flat, the tower seened a gi ddy hei ght. Nothing
anywhere stood up. Inward there was the | ake and the sky like it; horizonless,
enpty, bleeding inperceptibly into night. Qutward the featurel ess beach went
on toward the Deep; out there was an occasional vortex of dust. The sun
setting, seened huge, a distended ball, vaporous and red.

Nod felt poised between nothings, the world divided into two bl ank
hal ves by the shoreline: the gray, nisty half of the | ake, and the
rust-col ored half of desert and dust. The sun frightened her. Al npst without
nmeani ng to, she slipped her arminto the Secretary's, stood half-sheltered
behind him like a child.

"He'll give us food for a week, ten days. Fuel for the lanp," the
Secretary said.
Why a week? Nod thought. How does he know the world will end in a week?

The last man in the world nodded, in assent or at sonething he saw
Qutward. The wind lifted his |lank black hair, threw strands around his face
that now and again he raised a hand to brush away slowy, abstractedly.

"I see his eye out there, sonetinmes,” he said, in a voice thin and sweet
as a quickwing's. "I see his eye, like a little moon. | hear him"

"What does he say?" the Secretary asked.

"He says _Silence_," said the | ast nman.

_There is an edge, a lip_, Fauconred had said to himon that day in the
begi nning of his |life when they had stood together watching the
horse-gat hering; _an edge, as on a tray; and then nothing_.

For days the horizon seened to draw cl oser, not as though they
approached a ridge of nmountains but as though the world steadily,
i nperceptibly foreshortened. When the sun set they could see a dark line at
the horizon, a band of shadow that thickened each eveni ng.

Beneath their feet, what had been in the first days recogni zably sand
changed character, becane harder, |ess various; the occasional rain-cut
ravi ne, even pebbles and earthly detritus, became scarcer. Wat they wal ked on



was hard, infinitely wearying, like an endless flat deck; it seenmed faintly,
regularly striated, the striations |eading Qutward.

Sonehow, inpossibly, it seemed they cane closer to the sun

Each evening it set in a blank, cloudless sky; vast and shapel ess,
al nost seenming to nmake a sound as it squatted on the horizon, it threw their
shadows out behind themas far as they had conme. It |lit nothing; there was
nothing to reflect it. The earth's faint striations deepened. Like stones
across a gane board, they rolled toward their Player.

Then on a night the setting sun lit Something.

At the top of the band of shadow that was the world' s edge Sonet hing
caught the sun's fire for a noment, lit up with its light, a spark only, and
it faded quickly. If there had been anything, anything else to see in all that
vast ness, he would not have noticed its brief |ight.

"Look," he said, and she stopped. She would not raise her eyes; she
could no | onger bear the setting sun. Wen she did | ook up, the sign was gone.
He could only tell her it had been there; she only | ooked fromhimto the
f ast - dar keni ng edge whose shadow swept toward theny expressionless, faceless
alnost, like a brutalized child.

How was it, that as far Qutward as she had gone, just so far w thin had
she gone al so? Wth every step a | ayer of her seened to conme away; sonething
she had been as sure of as her nanme becanme tenuous, then untenable, and was
shed like skin. She had not known how many of these | ayers she owned, how many
she had to | ose. Wen she felt she had been bared utterly, was naked as a
needl e of all notions, suppositions, wants, needs, she found there was nore
that the silence and enptiness could strip her of.

She had never hated him Watever in her could have hated hi mhad been
rubbed off, far away, on the cliffs of the Edge naybe. Now he was the only
other in the world, and she found that the needl e of being left her by
solitude needed himutterly, beyond speaking, for they had spoken little
lately; only there had conme a day she could not go on unless he held her hand,
and a night when she woul d not stop weeping unl ess he held her, held her
tight.

So they had gone on, hand in hand.

They raised the shelter, there where he had seen the sign, though it was
neither hot nor cold there. Partly they sought protection fromthe w nd, which
was not strong, only insistent and unceasing, |ike hopel essness; nostly,

t hough, when it was pitched, they had a place am d pl acel essness.

They had not inmagined, on the soundl ess | ake, to what an unbearabl e
pi tch soundl essness coul d be tuned.

"What do you | ove?" she sobbed, muffled in his red robe late at night,
curled within his arns. "What do you | ove? Tell nme. \Wat nmeans nore than | ove
to you? What mekes you | augh? What would you die for?" Her tears wet his
chest, tears warmer than his flesh. He couldn't answer; he only rocked her in
rhythmwith her fast-beating heart, till she was quieter

"What will you do," she asked then, "when you find hinP"

"Ask hi mwhy he has summoned ne."

"And what will he answer?"

_Silence_.

When the sun next day was overhead and they had no shadow, they came on
the first step.

The step was |l ow, cut sharp as though with tools, and it was w de,
seened to go on around the world, and it was so deep they could not see if it
led to another. They stopped a nmonment, because it was a nmarker, and there had
been no other all day. She tightened her grip on his hand and they stepped
upward. Far, far behind a bird screamed, so startling they both junped as
t hough their stepping up had caused it; they |ooked back but could see no
bi rd.

The next step when they came to it was perceptibly higher; beyond,
closer, they could see the next, higher still.

Through the afternoon they clinbed toward the top of the edge of the



worl d, which | ay above and ahead seeming sharp and flat as a blade. The steps
grew shal |l ower and higher in a geonetric progression, each seemng to double
the last, until toward sunset the steps they clinbed were higher than they
were deep, and the edge of the world was perpendi cul ar above them They were
inits shadow.

Along the stair that circled the world there were huge flaws in its
perfection: it seened to slow the heart to imagi ne the shudderings of earth
needed to crack and split that geonetry, reduce its plated, flaw ess surface
to glittering rubble. At an ungraspabl e distance away a pitted stone, a noon
per haps, something vast, had inbedded itself in the stair, blasting its levels
for great distances. It was terrifying in its congruity, the unfathonable
stair, the unfathomabl e stone.

It was they who were incongruous.

He was above her on the clinb; sat on the stair holding his hand down to
her to pull her up with him Both wore the rags of the clothes they had | eft
Forgetful in, his red dom no, her hooded cl oak, clinbing steps never neant for
anything like them flesh in that desert.

The | ast step was a | edge barely wi de enough to stand on and a sheer
wal |l taller by far than he. He inched along it sidew se, she bel ow himon the
next stair, until they were nearer the catastrophic damage. There they
struggl ed up through a broken place, their hands and knees bl eeding fromthe
mal evol ent surfaces, until he dragged hi nsel f groani ng over the | ast | edge and
cane out onto the last place in the world. He turned, trenbling, and drew her
up with him

It was nothing but the top of the last step. It was wi de, but they could
see the edge of it, jagged, nore broken than the stair. And beyond t hat
not hi ng, nothing, nothing at all. A veil of cloud extended Qutward fromthe
edge like a |l edge of false earth, and the sun stained it brown and orange; but
t hrough the veil they could see that the Nothing went down, down, thickening
i nto darkness.

There were two things there with themat the edge. There was the wind,
stronger, filled with a presence they could not face into, though they had
sought it so long. And there was, not far from where they cane up, an egg of
some soft silver, as high as a man, seanless, fired with sunset |ight.

He had never been sure, not for a nonent, that he had been right, that
he had saved from his danaged know edge the right clues, the right voice. Not
till now.

He went to it, touched the hand that was a reflection of his own hand in
the glassy surface. Turned to | ook back to Nod: she crouched on the shelf of
the world, touching its surface with her hands, as though afraid she m ght
fall off.

"That," she said, and another woul d not have heard her tiny voice.

"A. . . Vehicle." He went to sit with her.
They wat ched the sunset fire fade fromit in silence.
"What will you do?" she said at I|ast.

"Eat," he said, and took fromhis pack a little of the food that the
Last Man had given them broke it and gave her sone.

The egg turned ghostly blue in the evening, then dark, seened to
di sappear. She threaded her thin armin his which was cold as steel, col der
t han ever.

"I'f you must return alone," he said.

"No. "

"I'f you nust

"No.

He said nothing further. It grew cold and she began to shiver, but
stopped then as through an effort of wll.

In the night, it was al nost possible to believe they were not where they
were. The stars, cold, distant, seened famliar and near

She felt himsuddenly tense beside her, could al nost feel the workings
of his senses.



_Yes_," he said, and the wi nd snatched away his word

The wi nd rose.

He went to the egg, touched the stars that seened to cover its surface.
The wi nd rose.

The wind rose, invaded him filled himas though he were holl ow, made
hi m deaf then blind, then utterly insensate: calmin silence. The Blindness
conpressed itself into a voice, or the netaphor of a voice, speaking to senses
he had not known he had; |ovely, w se, murmurous with sleep

_You have cone | ate, Recorder_.

H s being strove to speak, but he could find no voice.

_CGo, then_, said his Blindness. _Go to him he awaits you_.

_Leviathan_, he tried to say, _Leviathan_.

Bl i ndness trenbl ed, as though unsure, and withdrew in a roar of silence.
The last place in the world congeal ed before the Recorder's eyes, like the
fal se place of a dreamthough he had never dreant, and he saw Nod on her
knees, mouth open, an idiot's face.

He cried out, not knowi ng what he said, desperate that Blindness m ght
not return. He pressed his naked cheek against the cold egg and waited. \Wited

Bl i ndness, angry, inchoate, whipped through him
_Wiy are you not gone?_

Now he found the voice to speak to that Voice: | know no way to go, he
said. Do | trouble you?
Yes. _

Only tell ne then what | must do.

_How am 1 to know if you do not?_ it asked.

You don't know?

_Not what task he m ght have set you other than to Record, for which you
were made, and coul d not but do.

It wasn't you . . . ?

| ?

You who made ne, you who summoned ne.

_Summoned, perhaps. CGuided, as a beacon. But not made. No. Wat would I
want with your Recording? | have forgotten nore than he has ever created. It

is nmy skill._

Wio is he, then? |Is he Leviathan?

| am Leviathan; so nmen call ne. Heis. . . other than nme. A brother. _

Wiere is he? How am | to cone to hinf

_Where now? | cannot tell. Your Vehicle will find him A journey of a
t housand years. Mre. Less. . . Only go. Open that Vehicle. You have the key,
not I.

| have no key, said the Recorder to his Blindness, feeling wthered by
an awful inpatience pressing himto go; | have no key, Leviathan, | am
damaged, | have forgotten everything; help ne. Help ne.

_Hel p. I cannot _
Begi n at the begi nning, the Recorder said; and, as he had to the two

Endwi ves on the Drum perhaps sonething will return to me, sonme part of the
way | am made, that will tell ne what to do.
_Beginnings_, said Blindness. _You don't know what you ask. | have

forgotten begi nnings of worlds that were dead before this one was born. _
The Recorder heard no nore then; but he waited, for he seened to fee

deep stirrings, a Thought drawn up painfully from sone ancient gulf. _|I have
forgotten_, Blindness began again at last, _forgotten howit was | came here
But it was | who dropped the pillar into the placeless deeps . . . | who

set this roof, to protect me fromthe heaven stones. _

You made the world.

_My house this world; my roof, holding place, shelter. Beneath it |
lived, down deep where it is hot and dense and changel ess. | was al one. Then
he brought them _

Men.



It was mne before they canme. it will be mne when they are gone. _

How did he bring then?

_Sail ed. _

How, sailed

_He has sails, and I do not. W are not alike. He is busy and
wi de-ranging; | amsleepy and stationary. He has sails: sails |ike wowven air,
that fine; large as the world. Many of them They are his speed. _

Spread sails to catch the Light of Suns

_Yes, he did so. Bringing them _

From wher e?

_El sewhere. What could it matter? A journey of a thousand years. Less.
More.

How di d they survive?

_He did not bring living men; no, they are too fragile for that; he
brought instead a sliver of each, a grain, a seed, fromwhich he could grow a
whol e man when he chose. These seeds or what you will could make the journey,
t hough the men coul d not

There were fifty-two.

_Perhaps. And all their grasses, the green things proper to them and
their beasts too, one of each -- no, two, one of each sex. And he set out each
inturn to grow on nmy naked roof: increase and multiply. And set out the nen
| ast, new grown. _

And then.

_And | ooked on it all, and saw that it was good. _

The Recorder was desperate to pause, to assenble all this, to let it
conbine within himand formsonme answer; but Leviathan trenbled at his
hesitation. Wait, he said then; | have understood nothing; tell me who | am
what is to become of me; why he nmade ne.

_He does not trust ne._

Not trust you .

| owed hima service, fromanother time. He put themin nmy charge. |
have watched as well as | could, between sl eepings. Wen he has not trusted
me, he has had you. _

Me?

_You and others like you; recorders, adjusters. He has not forgotten. It
is his chief est toy, this world; no, not chief est, not any |onger. But he
has not forgotten. And when he wi shes to have senses here, he casts a recorder
anong men. A thing, his invention, his finger._

Why ?

It must be kept in balance. That is the play, the whole jest. It is a
smal |l world, Recorder; my back only; it nmust be pruned, regulated. So there
have been adjusters: warnakers, peacenakers, idiots, cardplayers. His
invention is endless.

The Just.

_The Just. A fine adjustnent. The smaller wheel that justifies the
| arge. He fashioned a Notion for them you see; and when they gathered round
it, he put the pruning knife into their hands. The Gun | mean. And so the
thing is kept in balance . .

The Recorder's utter attention had shifted, mnutely: Nod

_Who is there with you?_

She brought rme.

_Brought you?_

| didn't know the Task, or howto come to you to ask what it was. She

led me.

It doesn't matter. She cannot hear. Deaf. Deaf, blind, dunb: as they
all are.

As | am

_Well. You are a thing of his. He will know if there is any use left in
you. _

I think . . . I will not go to him



_Recorder. _

Why? Wiy did men agree to such a thing?

_They asked it. _

They coul d not have.

_That is the tale, Recorder. He cane to themon his endl ess, busy way;
he found themon the [ ast undesol ated shelf of sonme wetched ruined stone.
They worshi ped hinm that has al ways been his pleasure. He granted their
desire. _

What was their desire?

_An end to Change. What other desire is there? "Take us away," they
prayed, "to a new world, like the one our ancienten' ancestors lived in, a
small world where the sun rises and hastens to the place where he arose, where
we can live forever and where nothing runs away." So | remenber himtelling it

And he brought them here. Here.

_They didn't know thensel ves. They nmade a bad bargain. W kept our
part. _

D d you?

_They wanted eternal |ife; he gave them perpetual notion. It comes to
the sane thing, for such a race. _

Why? What did he gain?

I don't remenber. Sone satisfaction. It had nothing to do with ne. For
t he armusenent of it only, perhaps, probably .

Does he know how nmen suffer?

_Do they suffer?_

| think, the Recorder said, | think | do not choose to return to him

_You think. You do not choose. Recorder! He has expended energy on your
creation. He will not see it wasted. He wastes nothing. Every part of you is
m nutely inscribed; he will disentangle you utterly, |leach fromyour every
thread what it is dyed with. He | ooks forward to it._

I think I

_Recorder! | awoke fromsleep to wel come you, awoke from depths and
| engt hs of sleep you cannot inagine. Speaking to your ignorance is anguish. o
to him If you can speak, then, ask himto illuninate you; if you can speak
perhaps he will answer you . _

Unabl e to bear nore, the Recorder sought within himfor some barrier to
hide fromthat |ovely Voice behind, some refusal, some power . . . He found
it. It would rise within himif he could find the strength to sunmon it: he
found strength: it rose, blocking the blind nadness.

As though far off, but com ng closer, the last place in the world began
to appear to him And the nature of the wall he had found becane cl ear

He was scream ng

Al his nultiple strengths drewto his throat, drewin to be pressed
into sound, a long, breathless, continual sound that grew | ouder as it rose
hi gher until it ceased to be sound. The sound searched him cleansed him
heal ed him broke into places within himsealed since the Gun, and |l et out al
hi s wounded know edge.

Wth horror he renenmbered all. Who he was. What had nade him And why:
he knew the whole Plot he had been nmade for, the reason for his hideous
strength, the bl ood-hero he was to have been, the | ong war that woul d never
happen now .

And with the great know edges cane a small one: he knew why it was he
screamed, for at a certain pitch and | oudness the egg before hi mopened
soundl essly.

H s scream had opened his Vehicle. It was the key.

He ceased; the sound lingered, ran away, died; he stood with his w de
chest throbbing, done.

It was near dawn. Inward the stars faded in an enpurpled sky. Nod |ay
before him prostrate, hands agai nst her ears, her face pressed against the
ground. Wen the sound was gone she |lifted her head, her tear-streaked face,



| ooked at him couldn't | ook away.

The wind had risen, pitiless, like no wind of the world. It tore at his
ragged robe, urging himto discard it. He kicked off his cracked boots. He
drew out the @un, dropped it; undid his belt and let the garment go. It
stepped away on the wind for a monent as though possessed, and then coll apsed.

The wi nd could not touch himthen. H s skin shone, inpervious, seaned
with bright silver threads, knotted with weird nmuscle. Hairless, sexless,
bi rthl ess, deat hl ess.

"Nei ther-nor," Nod breathed, seeing himthus. "Neither-nor."

There was a part of hinself, he knew now, that he had invented; had had
to i nvent because of the damage done him There was a Truth that his invention
had al |l owed himto discover, that he was not neant or nade to discover. That
i nvented part wanted himto take up the girl, hold her as he seened to
renmenber he once had, speak confort to her. That invented part, which his

Maker could not have foreseen, wanted . . . it wanted.
He lifted Nod to her knees.
"Well, | will speak to him" he said, his hoarse voice nearly w nd-1|ost.

"I prom se. Speak to him ask him.

"No!" she said. "Stay!"

He turned fromher; that invented part was fading, disengaging; it was
unnecessary now t hat he was whol e again. Yet he woul d save one question. One
guestion, over the whole length of his huge journey. He went to the open
Vehicle, found a way to fit himself within it.

"No! you said no_ . . ."

The wi nd turned around, sucked suddenly into the Deep. It screaned as it
ran down, bellowed, sobbed, shrieked. The | edge of earth trenbled. As silently
as it had opened, the Vehicle closed, closing the Recorder within it.

Nod, sobbing, unable to stand, searched for Suddenly on hands and knees;
the wind, tortured, turned again and fled upward. The Vehicle began slowy to
spin on its axis.

The Vehicle rose into the air, spinning faster

And Levi athan arose fromthe Deep to bid his brother's thing farewell.

Mad, Nod ran toward the edge, toward the hugeness that rose fromthe
Deep, scream ng, screaning obscenities, pleading, reviling. As it rose it
eclipsed each wavering star beyond; when it was so high it blotted out all the
sky above her and | ooked, she thought, down toward her with an eye |arger than
night, she fired Suddenly toward the eye, trying to fling all of herself along
the barrel with the Iittle bail against that hateful ness.

For she had heard. Heard it all, all. She fell with the shock of the
expl osion; fell where his garment had come to rest on the | edge of earth; she
clutched its worn stuff and knew nothing for a tine.

But she had heard, and had recorded.

[4]

They woul d say of the King Red Senlin's Son in later tinmes that he was
the tallest, the handsonest nman of his age; that anyone who ever saw himin
arnor never forgot the splendor

They woul d date an age's beginning fromhis reign, and cherish the
glories of his new City, the wit of his poets, the |Ioveliness of his artisans'
wor k. They woul d forget his arrogance, his indul gence, his spendthrift |uxury,



and why should they not? They woul d renmenber only that he was handsone, and
that his |ove was great, and that his reign was brief.

The tale told children would relate how with his architects he had
worked in rain and by torchlight on the great Harran Stone and caught a fata
chill. It would not nention the traitor god Blem or the | eaves called Sleep
that he inhaled, or the violence of his lovers against him It nade no
di fference. Beneath the Stone he slept awhile and was no nore; nor Harrah
ei ther. The Stone renained.

They woke himfroma thick, feverish sleep, nen masked in arnor, whom he
at first did not recognize

"They are a mle out on the Drum" said one, his voice nuffled by steel

"Fifty watchfires. Stronger than we thought."

The King stared at them sitting on the edge of his bed. "Redhand."

They | ooked one to anot her

"This is all his work," the King said dully. "Hs crine."

They said nothing for a moment. Then: "The Queen is there too," one
sai d.

He only | ooked at them There were waves of famliar, enervating pain in
him and his |inbs were cold. What had they said? "Bring me the draw ngs."

"WIl you ride out?" one of themsaid. "See themthere, see your arny?"

"I't would do them good to see you arned," the other said.

"Bring ne the drawi ngs," the King said. "Were is ny brother?"

They surrendered then; one of them brought to hima w de, shall ow wooden
case stained with ink. The other stood at the tent door a nonent, slapping one
heavy gl ove into the other gloved hand, then turned and | eft.

The King funbled with the I ock, got it open; he turned up the lanmp and
spread out the drawi ngs of the Harran Stone.

It was all there, fromthe first crude imaginings in snudged charcoal to
the final details of every carved figure crosshatched in pale brown ink. He
woul d never cease wondering at its calm perfect volunes, its changeful
expression of grief, strength, pride, quiet, solitude. How had they achieved
it, through what magic? Behind it some of the draw ngs showed the old rotunda,
a deadwei ght, gross, pig-eyed, with the chaotic towers of a thousand reigns
bristling on its backside.

That nust conme down. He would see to it

Down in the heart of that poised monunment, down where every |line drew
the eye and every finger pointed, |lay the Stone that covered Bl ack Harrah. And
here were drawn the carvings that covered that stone.

But how, the King thought for the thousandth time, how will he breathe
there, beneath the stone? He felt his own breath constricted. "Redhand," he
said again. He turned to the arned presence he felt hovering behind him
"Bring ne ny arnor "

He was alone in the tent.

He turned back slowy to the draw ngs, the thought of Redhand al ready
| eaki ng away fromhim He turned the crackling, yellow sheets.

Down in the corner of a drawi ng that showed a nechanismfor lifting
stones, the architect had made another little sketch, a strange thing,
somet hing that had nothing to do with stones, it seened. There was a
dimnutive figure, a man, strapped into a device of gears and pedals.

Radi ati ng out fromthe center of the device, of struts and fabric, were the
wi ngs of a bird. A bird the size of a man.

For a long time the King stared at it. It would disappear in a cloud of
pai n and then appear again, still inits inmpossible flight.

How |l arge is the world? the King thought, tracing the manwings with a
trenbling finger. How high up is the sky?

From the wi ndows of his |ocked carriage the Arbiter could | ook out
either side at the army that toiled Inward, gathering strength, through days



t hat darkened toward w nter

It was not |ike one beast, as he had often thought an arny woul d be,
marching in time and with fierce purpose. No, nmen only; sonme hung back
contingents were |lost, there were deserters and quarrels daily -- especially
in this arny of new, uneasy allies. The whol e parade was slung over a mle of
Drunskin in an order that perhaps the captains understood, though he doubted
it.

On a windy, cloud-striated day his carriage was stopped | onger than
usual in a stretch of country nore desol ate than usual. Perhaps anot her
carriage had | ost a wheel ahead; perhaps his brother and the Queen had had a
failing-out

Toward eveni ng, a cheerl ess Barnol sweek eveni ng, Fauconred came to his
tent, unlocked its [ocks with sone enbarrassnent.

"How i s your war?" Learned asked.

"Not | ong now, Learned," Fauconred said gruffly. "W take up our
positions here."

“"And . . ."

"Wait for the King. It will not be long."

"Uncle," Learned said (and Fauconred | owered his eyes, though Redhand

children had always called himthat), "Uncle, will you give this to Redhand?"
It was a fol ded paper, sealed with his ring.

"Is this . . ." Fauconred began, turning it in his hands.

"No. Only a task | could do, a will. Wtness himsigning it, and have it

sent to Inviolable with this message." He gave Fauconred anot her paper
Fauconred | ooked doubtful, and Learned took his old hand. "I won't betray you.
| can't help, but I won't betray."

Fauconred | ooked at himfor a nonent as though seeki ng sonething, sone
word that would extricate themall fromthis; not finding it, he tapped the
papers agai nst his hand and turned away.

Learned watched himgo, solid as a keg, and wondered if he would, in his
| eat her heart, rather win or | ose agai nst the King.

On Barnol sweek Eve the King Red Senlin's Son's battle came out of the
Downs.

Lear ned Redhand, allowed to walk a ridge above the Queen's armnmy within
sight of a guard, watched as through the day they arranged thenselves there, a
t housand strong, perhaps nore. Tents were raised and banners rai sed above
them some the sane banners that flew above the tents of Redhand' s arny.
Fam | i es had been divided; the warriors of the King's father stood against the
Ki ng; the sons of those who had fought Red Senlin stood beside him

He did not see the Son. He saw a royal tent pitched and no one enter it;
no banner was raised above it. When it was pitched, Redhand and the Queen cane
out to see, but no one cane forth, and they retired to their separate tents.
Lear ned wondered why they did not mass their armnmy suddenly, and |ike sone
swi ft dagger stab into the King's arny while it was in chaos. It was what he
woul d have done. They intended to wait, apparently, |ike boxers, like the
pl ayers of a game, wait for their opponents to settle themnmselves and the
contest to begin. Gdd .

At evening, fromhis vantage, he saw sonething that no one el se seened
to notice. Of beyond the King's left wi ng, taking advantage of any cover, any
patch of desiccated bush or rain-cut ravine, a young nman made his way across
the di stance of gray heath that separated the two arnies. Learned watched him
| osing sight of himoff and on, and | ooking away too so that no one would see
what he | ooked at: he did not know this one's business, and |ike an Endwife
wanted not to. He had nade his last moves in this quarrel; in the silence of
his confinenment he had made his farewells to his brothers, had done what he
had never truly done: divested hinself of his fanmly. Like a trapped ani nal,
he had escaped by gnawi ng away a part of hinmself. He had nothing further to
do; but he watched this creeping one till clouded darkness cut himoff, and
wondered: what if all the noise and clanor and great nunbers were so much
show, and this one held the gane, and, |like the single shot of a Gun, could



resolve it?

When Redhand | ater found this boy hidden in the shadows of his tent,
dar k- hooded, his face sneared with ashes, he nmade a notion to call guards; but
the boy laid a finger on his lips, and gave Redhand a fol ded paper

_There is a peat-cutter's house, the paper said, less than five mles
fromus, along the edge of the Downs, on this side of a bog called Dreaded, by
where the Harran Road cones out. On the night after you have this, cone there.
Cone al one, or send only one other ahead to assure yourself there is no

danger. Tell no one, nost especially the Queen. | will be there, alone. |

swear by our friendship no harmw |l conme to you; | trust our friendship none

will come to ne. Redhand, there is nuch you should know that you do not._
_Sennred_

"This is lies," Redhand said, folding it carefully.
The boy sai d not hi ng.
"Sennred is prisoner in the City.
"I don't know his face," the boy said. "Only that he who gave that to ne
was a little man, dark, and one of his shoul ders was higher than the other
And he said he was Sennred."
"Did he tell you," Redhand said, "that you will be hanged, and cut
apart, and your body strewn before your arny, to answer this?"
The boy sai d not hi ng.
"Why you? How were you chosen? Are you a man of Sennred's that he chose

you?"

"I'm. . . no one. They asked for a volunteer. | chose nyself."

"\Whose househol d are you?"

"l come from Fennsdown."

Redhand read the letter again and fed it thoughtfully to the brazier
"How wi | | you return? Have you thought of that?"

"I will not. Only allow me to escape, and | will go Qutward. There are
no sentries there."

"And what will he tell me in this house?"

"I can't read," the boy said. "I don't know what's witten there."

An ash of the letter rose fromthe brazier and settled again like a
bird. "Step back," Redhand said, striking the gong beside him "back behind
the curtains there."

A red-jacketed man entered as the boy hid hinself.

"Co to the Defender Fauconred," Redhand said. "Send himto ne." The
guard turned to go. "Listen. Speak only to Fauconred. Tell himto come when
t he watch changes. Tell no one else."

When they were al one again, the boy cane from behind the curtain. He had
pul | ed back his hood to show short, blond hair and fair skin above the ashes
snmeared on his face.

"The watch will be changing," Redhand said. "Go now. "

Unhooded, the boy rem nded hi m of sonmeone; he could not renenber who,
nor in what scene in his life; perhaps in a dreamonly. "You're brave," he
said. "WII they reward you?"

Sonmewhere the war viols sounded. The boy hooded hinself, turned into the
shadows, lifted the edge of Redhand's tent and was gone.

In arnmor but without weapons, wrapped to their eyes in dark cloaks that
bl ew as their horses' manes and tails blew, Fauconred and Redhand | ooked down
at evening froma swell of Drumskin onto a thick-set peat-cutter's hovel. Dul
light spilled fromits single wwndowinto the little yard; its gate swung in



t he w nd.

Fauconred pulled the cloak fromaround his nouth. "I'Il go down."
Redhand | ooked behind himthe way they had come; no one had foll owed.
"Wait here," Fauconred said. "Wait till | signal." He spurred his horse

into a gentle trot and rode carefully down on the hut. At the yard he
di smounted, led his horse around the turn of the wall out of sight.

Redhand' s horse stanped, and the clash of his trappings was loud in the
still ness.

The great gray heath, patent though glum by day, had grown noody and
secretive as evening canme on. There were glinmers and ripples of |ight
somewhere at the edge of vision, that were not there when Redhand turned to
| ook at them evening light only, perhaps, changeful in the w nd-conbed grass

There were pockets of dark that bred fogs |ike dimslow beasts; there
was the bog, Dreaded, prostrate beyond the little house; out there rotting
things Iit hooded candl es that noved |i ke conspirators, nmoved on him.

No. He was alone, utterly alone. For a nmonent he could even believe he
was the only man alive anywhere.

Fauconred finished his inspection, came around the house and waved to
hi m As Redhand approached him a cl oaked ghost in the last |light wary by the
| ow door, he thought: what if he . . . in league with them. . . H's hair
stood on end. The idiot notion passed alnost as it was born, but Redhand felt
hinself trenbling faintly as he di snount ed.

"No one," Fauconred said. "No one here but the Folk."

"Wat ch, " Redhand said; he gave his reins to Fauconred and stooped to
enter the little round doorway.

Two wonen cow ed in shawls sat by a peat fire; they | ooked up when he
entered, their faces mnted into bright coins by the firelight. "Protector,"
sai d one, and they | ooked away. There was a novenent in the house's only ot her
room Redhand turned, the wi de boards of the floor cried out faintly; he could
see soneone, sick or asleep, in a loft in that room

"Do you have a | anp?" he asked.

"There's the fire," the younger wonan said. And the other quoted:
"There's no lanp the foolish can see better by."

He sat then, in an old reed chair that groaned fanmiliarly. Everything
here spoke; the wind, twisted by a crack at the window, cried out in alittle
voi ce, the sleeping one stirred, sighed, the wonmen sang: If Barnol wets the
Drumwith rain, then Caernmon brings the Downs the same; if Caernon wets the
Downs with rain, the Hub will not be dry till Fain brings the New Year round
agai n; new year old year still the sane.

At first Redhand started at every noise; but then the fire began to nelt
the chill of the Drumfromhim and | oosen too sonething tight that had held
him He sighed, inhaling the dark odor of the cottage.

There was a sentinent, anong court poets, that this little life, cottage
life, was the only true and happy one; filled up with small cares but w thout
real burdens, and rich with the immortality of changel essness. Redhand had
never felt so, had never envied the poor, surely not the peat-cutters and
cottagers. No, there were no young people here, and Redhand knew why -- they
had escaped, probably to take up sonme untenanted farm gl ad enough to get a
pi ece of land, a share of the world, and to see their children then buy or
i nherit nore, becone owners, and their grandchildren perhaps Defenders, and so
on and on till the descendants of these wonen singing the seasons entered the
topnost spiral of the world and were flung Qutward into pride, and war, and
the Quns.

Two parents, Learned had said, four grandparents, eight
great - grandparents, sixteen great-great-grandparents, thirty-two, sixty-four

one hundred and twenty-eight. . . W three, he had said, are part of it.
Redhand, Learned, Younger
Brothers. Well, that was easy, then; not every man needed all those

ancestors, he shared themw th others. Was that the solution? It wasn't
sufficient; still the number of ancestors must be multiplied as you stepped



back t hrough the generations, how many thousands of them each doubling the
last, till the vast popul ati on needed to begin the world spilled over its
edges into the Deep. It was mad

It canme to himas a sounding clarity, a benign understanding that made
the close cottage order itself before his eyes and snile

Al those mllions were dead; and when the Fifty-two began the world,
the mllions weren't yet born

Yes, their shades crowded the edges of the world; yes, there were
uncount abl e nunmbers of them But they weren't alive, had never been alive al
at once; they were sinply all the people that had ever been, added up as
though a farnmer were to reckon his harvest by counting all the grain from al
the seed he had ever sowed. Absurd that he could have been tricked into
thinking that they needed all to live at once. Gatefully, the world cl osed up
within himto a little place, a place of few, a handful at a time, who nust
give way to those who would come after

Gve way . . .

The structure of the burning peat was |like a thousand tiny cities in
flames. It held him he watched ranmparts crunble, towers fall, maddened
popul aces. Hung above the fire was a fat black kettle he hadn't noticed
before. It had begun to boil; thick coils of steamrose fromit. Now and
agai n, the younger of the wonen took fromw thin her clothes a handful of
somet hi ng, seeds or spices, and threw themin. The pot boiled nore furiously
each tine she did so, frothing to its edges. The old one was anxious, cried
out each tinme the pot began to overflow

"Protector," she said, "help us here, or the pot will overflow"

"Why does she do that?" Redhand asked. "Let it subside."

"I must, | rnust,"” the younger said, and threw in nore; a trickle of the
froth this time ran over the kettle's edge and sizzled with an acrid odor. The
ol d one gasped as though in pain. "Protector," she said, "renenber your vows.
Hel p the Fol k."

He got up, not certain what he nust do. Wthin the kettle a mass of
stuff seethed and roiled; the younger worman flung in her seed, the stuff rose
as though in helpless rage. Calmy then, with their eyes on him he bent his
head to the kettle to drink the boiling excess.

He started awake.

There was a horse in the courtyard. A man was di snounting. Fauconred
t hrew open the door. "Sennred," he said. "Alone."

There was no kettle. . . The two wonen hurried away timdly into the
ot her room when Sennred cane in. Hi s face, never youthful, |ooked old in the
firelight. "I would have cone sooner," he said, "only I wanted not to be

followed." He held out his hand to Redhand, who hesitated, still addled with
his dream He got up slowy and took Sennred's hand.

"Does the King," he said, "know of this neeting?"

Al most i nperceptibly, Sennred shook his head.

"Has he forgiven you?"

"l hope he has."
"He rel eased you from prison."
"I broke fromprison." He undid the cloak he wore, let it fall. He

touched Redhand, gently, to pass by him and sat heavily in the single chair.
"I broke fromprison with Little Black."

"Wth hin?"

"He showed nme the way out. We becane . . . great friends in prison." A
faint smle faded quickly; he cradled his pale forehead in his hand and went
on, not | ooking at Redhand. "W clinbed to the roof of our prison. And then
down. At a certain point . . . at a certain point, Black fell "

"Lies." Wth a sudden fierce anger, Redhand saw the story. "Lies."

"I grasped his cloak as he fell," Sennred went on, in the same tone, as
t hough he hadn't been interrupted. "But the cloak woul dn't hold. He fell. |
saw it."

"Who wote this tale?" Redhand growl ed. "One of the King's urnings? And



did you practice it then?"

"Redhand . . ."
"No, Sennred. It's a poor trick." But his neck thrilled; Sennred' s | ook
was steady, with an eerie tenderness; he didn't go on -- it seened

i nconsequential to hi mwhether Redhand believed himor not. "Wy," Redhand
said, and swallowed, "why is the King not here then? Wiy is this done in
secret? Shout it out to ny army, to the Queen

"No. The Bl acks would think their King was murdered

"Was he not?"

"They would fight. Redhand. Listen to me now. | want to begin with no
war. This was never mnmy quarrel. The King said to ne: _burn Redhand's house,
his fields; let nothing live_. | won't. It hurts me, Redhand, not to do what

he asked. But | can't."

"What are you sayi ng?"

"I"m asking you to desert the Queen. Take your armnmy away. Decanp, by
night. There will be no reprisals. |I swear it."

A weird apprehension rose in Redhand's throat |ike spittle. "And who are
you?" he said, alnost whispered. "Who are you, Sennred, to swear such a
t hi ng?"

"Heir. Heir to it all: Black and Red. There's no other. Redhand, the

King is dead."
Wth a sudden whirr all his tense suspicions, doubts, plans took flight,
left himfor a monment blindly enpty. Way had he not realized. . . ? Wth

si ckening certainty, he knew he was about to weep.

G ve way, give way . . .

Toward dawn, Sennred rode away. Fauconred handed hi mup, and he and
Redhand watched till he was gone.

"Go on, then," Redhand said. "W shouldn't return together."

"No." The old man nmounted with clunsy grace and pulled his cloak around
The sun won't shine today."

"No. Fog, | think. A Drunskin fog."

"It will be easier then."

"Yes. Go now. "

Fauconred stood his horse a nmonent; a cock crowed. He thought he knew
what it was his cousin felt, but knew nothing to say to it. He saluted, and
spurred his heavy horse.

Redhand stood a long tinme in the little yard, watching the air thicken
around him It was utterly still. A red dawn Inward was being extingui shed as
fast as it grew, Dreaded was thick with fog.

What if he was w ong?

Al'l those boys and nen, their loins rich with descendants, woul d escape
death tomorrow. Perhaps it was wong that they should live, perhaps their
children's children, that night not be, would boil over the edges of the
little world . . . He shrugged it all away. The truth he had glinpsed had
grown tenuous and thin; he vowed not to touch it again. He was not one for
noti ons; he was only grateful for what he felt now calm peaceful alnost, for
the first tine in nmany weeks.

Behind him sudden in the stillness, the shutters of the cottage banged
shut. He turned, saw a frightened face | ook out before the | ast one cl osed.
When he turned back, someone was coming toward him out of the fog, from
Dr eaded.

As the figure condensed out of the whiteness, he sawwith a rush of joy
that it was his lost Secretary, of whom he had not thought in weeks. But then
no, the figure came closer, changed; it wasn't him

It was the bl ond boy who had brought him Sennred' s nessage.

Redhand stepped toward him was about to speak to him tell himwhat had
cone of his mssion. Then he saw the Gun in the boy's hands.

They stood for a nonment not far apart.

The boy's only thought was a hope that the old Gun not nmisfire in the
wet. Redhand felt only a faint resentment that the boy had told him he

hi m



couldn't read.

The shot nade Fauconred's horse start, and Fauconred cry out. It echoed
long, rolling through the | ow country, alnost reaching the place of two arm es
before the fog drowned it at |ast.

There were two Endwi ves, a young girl named Norm an old worman naned
Ser, who had cone several niles through the fog with a hospital wagon, not
sure of the way, getting down now and again to | ead the horses, who were
afraid to go on; sure then that they had lost the way in the fog. Toward
ni ght, though, which was a thickening of the fog only, they came to high
ground. There were lights, watchfires, dull gobbets of flanme in the wetness:
their sisters.

Through the night, others arrived, fog-delayed; they prepared
t hensel ves, listening to the faint sounds of a nmultitude on the plain bel ow
them noving, stirring -- arming thenselves, probably. They talked little,
sayi ng only what was necessary to their craft; hoping, w thout speaking it,
that the fog would hold, and there would be no battle.

Bef ore dawn, a wind cane up. They could feel it cold on their Qutward
cheeks; it began to tear at the fog. Their watchfires brightened; as day cane
on, their wagons assenbl ed there began to appear to them gradually clearer
as though they awoke from a drug.

When the sun rose the fog was in flight. Long bars of sunlight fel
across the plain where the battle was to be.

But there was no battle there.

There was one arny of nen, vast, chaotic, the |argest army anyone had
ever seen. There was a royal tent in its center, and a Dog banner above it;
and there was a flag near it that bore a red palm It was quiet; no war viols
pl ayed; the Endwi ves thought they could hear faint |aughter

Qopposite, where the other arny should have been, there were a hundred
guttering canpfires. There were sone tents of black, half disnmantled
Sol diers, too, scattered contingents late in realizing what had happened in
the night, but not many; the many were away over the Drum a |ong raggedy
crowmd, no arny, going Qutward, not having planned on it, quickly.

By noon there was no one at all facing the world' s largest arny. Al who
had not joined it had fled it.

Only a single closed carriage remained. Beside it, a man in a w de bl ack
hat stood with his hands behind his back, the freshening breeze teasing the
hem of his black coat. The carriage's dappl ed gel ding quietly cropped the
sparkling, sunlit grass.

EPI LOGUE

Wien the snows cane, the Neither-nor hibernated.

Deep in a rug-hung cave, in a bed piled with covers, pillows, furs, It
dozed t hrough week on week of stormthat stifled Its forest, |ocked the Door

I n Rat hsweek, pale and weak as an invalid, the Neither-nor crept out
frombed, to the cave-nouth, to |l ook out. The forest glinted, dripped,
sparkled with nelting snow, the rock walls of the glen were ruined ice pal aces
where they were not nude and bl ack



It was a day, by Its reckoning, sacred to Rizna, a day when Birth stirs
faintly below the frost, deep in the wonb of Death. Not a day to | ook out,
al one, on a winter forest, spy on its nakedness. But the Neither-nor was not
afraid of powers; It owned too nany for that; and when the figure in red
appeared far off, like blood on the snow, the Neither-nor awaited it calmy,
shivering only in the cold.

But when it cane close, stunbling, knee-deep in snow, near enough to be
recogni zed, the Neither-nor gasped. "I thought you were dead."

The girl's eyes stared, but didn't seemto see. Except for the shivers
that racked her awful thinness, and the raggedy red cl oak, real enough, the
Nei t her-nor m ght have still thought her dead.

On feet bound in rags, Nod struggled toward It. Overcome with pity, the
Nei t her-nor began to make Its way toward her, but Nod held up an arny she
woul d cone al one.

When she stood before the Neither-nor she drew out suddenly, and with
all the little strength left her, struck the Gun against the rock wall,
cracking its stock. "No," the Neither-nor said, taking Nod's shoulders in the
Two Hands. "You haven't failed. You haven't. The task is done. Redhand is
dead. "

She stood, the broken Gun in her hands, a negation frozen on her dirty
face, and the Neither-nor released her, frightened, of what It could not tell
And Nod began to speak .

He had not his brother's enthusiasmfor works and words, but he had
| oved his brother, deeply, and in his kingship the works would go forward. In
that winter the Harran Stone was conpleted; there his brother lay, with
Harrah, their flawed | ove made so perfect in their tonb that even in the
dar kest of wi nter days, shut up in the Ctadel, Sennred had not sensed his
brot her's ghost was restless.

He had turned an old prison into a theater. A scheme for naking books
wi thout witing themout by hand, that Sennred little understood or cared
about, he had fostered anyway.

He | ooked after these things, and his peace, patiently through the
wi nter of his nourning. And hers.

It had been easy to confirmher in sole possession, in perpetuity, of
Redsdown; he had with pleasure expunged every lien, attachnment, attainder on
the old fortress and its green hills. To console her further was inpossible,
he knew, with grownup wi sdom he had let tinme do that.

When spring, though, w th agonizing del ays began to creep forth, he sent
gifts, letters inpeccably proper, so tight-reined she |laughed to read them

And on a day when even in the cold old Citadel perfuney breaths of a
shouting spring day outside wandered | ost, he prepared to go hinself.

There were seven wi ndows in the chanber he sat in. Against six of them
the towers of the castle and the City heights held up hands to bl ock the
light. The seventh, though, |ooked out across the |ake and the nmountains; its
broad sill was warm where he |aid his hand.

Qut there, in those greeni ng nountains, sonewhere, the Wrman in Red held
her councils.

She was not Just, they said, though like them she spoke of the old gods
-- but when she spoke she cursed them What el se she spoke of the King
couldn't tell; his informants were contradictory, their abstracts bizarre. O
t he wonman herself they said only that she wore always a ragged red domi no, and
that she was a waterman's daughter with cropped blond hair. The G ays thought
her dangerous; the old ones' eyes narrowed as they gl ossed for himone or
anot her fragnent of her thought. The King said nothing.

Peopl e were stirred, in notion, that was certain. He gathered she spoke
to all classes -- Just, Defenders, Folk. Sone he sent to hear her strange tale
listened -- and didn't return



A spring madness. Well, he knew about that . . . alnobst, it seenmed, he
m ght have brought it forth himself, out of the indecipherable |ongings that
swept himon these nornings: he felt hinmself nmelt, crunble within as
winter-rotten earthworks before new rivulets. Often he didn't know whether to
 augh or cry.

Down on the floor of the old Rotunda as the King and his retinue went
t hrough, the patient Grays were still at their cleaning work. They had
acconpl i shed much since Sennred had first noticed them that day Red Senlin
had come to the City to be King. The tortured circle dance of kings he had
seen them uncover then had proved to be not a circle but part of a spiral
part of a Hi story they thought, emanating froma beginning in the center to an
end -- where?

_You nust learn to pretend_, dead Redhand had said when they stood here
together, _if you would live here long_. Well, he was |earning; would | earn so
wel I, would live here so long that he could perhaps begin to | ead that spiral
out of its terrible dance, lead it . . . where?

In the center of the floor, the G ays had begun to uncover bizarre
images -- a thing with vast sails; stars, or suns; creatures of the Deep

Didn't the Woman in Red talk too of suns, and sails, and the Deep? She
had for sure tal ked of bringing her news to the King. Did he dare stop, on his
way Qutward, to speak to her, listen to her? They had all advi sed hi m agai nst
it. A spring nadness, they said, people in notion

He stepped carefully past the grinning kings to the door Defensible,
newly wi dened that winter. His |aughing servant held a brand-new traveling
cloak for him

And what if it was not madness at all, not epheneral ? What if Time had
i ndeed burst out of his old accustoned round, gone adventuring on some new
pat h? Would he know? And would it matter if he did?

He took the cloak fromhis servant. He would see Caredd soon, and that
did matter, very much



