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And if the assumption of responshility for one's own discourse leads to the concluson that dl
conclusions are genuindy provisond and therefore inconcdusive, that dl origins are smilaly unorigind,
that respongbility itsaf must cohabit with frivolity, this need not be a cause for gloom ... Derrida, then, is
asking us to change certain habits of mind: the authority of the text is provisond, the origin is a trace,
contradicting logic, we mugt learn to use and erase our language a the same time ... If one is dways
bound by on€e's perspective, one can a least ddiberatdy reverse perspectives as often as possble, in the
process undoing opposed perspectives, showing that the two terms of an oppostion are merdy
accomplices of each other ... : the notion that the setting up of unitary opposites is an indrument and a
consequence of “meking equa,” and the dissolving of opposites is the philosopher’s gesture againgt that



will to power which would mydify her very sdif.
—Gayari Chakravorty Spivak, Trandator’s Introduction, Of Grammatol ogy

|. The Tale Of Gorgik

Because we mugt ded with ihe unknown, whose nature is by definition speculative and outsde the
flowing chain of language, whatever we make of it will be no more than probakility and no less tifan error.
The awareness of possble error in speculaion and of a continued speculation regardiess of error is an
event in the hisory of modern rationdism whose importance, | think, cannot be overemphasized ...
Nevertheless, the subject of how and when we become certain that what we are doing is quite possibly
wrong but at least a beginning hasto be studied initsfull historica and intellectud richness.

—Edward Said, Beginnings, Intention and Method

His mother from time to time damed eastern connections with one of the great families of
fisherwomen in the Ulvayn Idands. she had the eyes, but not the hair. His father was a sallor who, after a
hipinjury at sea, had fixed hmsdf to the port of Kolhari, where he worked as a waterfront dispatcher for
awedthier importer. So Gorgik grew up in the greatest of Never-yon ports, his youth dong the docks
subgtantidly rougher than his parents would have liked, and peppered with more trouble than they
thought they could bear—though not so rough or troubled as some of his friends : he was neither killed
by accidenta deviltry nor arrested.

Childhood in Kolhari? Somehow, soldiers and salors from the breadth of Neveryon ambled and
shouted dl through it, up and down the Old Pave; merchants and merchants wives drolled on Black
Avenue, 0 caled for its topping that, on hot days, softened under the sandds; travelers and tradesmen
met to chat in front of dockside inns—the Sump, the Kraken, the Dive; and among them &l dipped the
mde and femde daves, those of aristocratic masters dressed more degantly than many merchants while
others were so ragged and dirty their sex was indisinguishable, yet dl with the hinged iron collars above
fine or frayed shirt-necks or boney shoulders, loose or tight around gringy or flesy necks, and
sometimes even hidden under jeweled neckpieces of damasked cloth set with beryls and tourmdines.
Frequently this double memory returned to Gorgik: leaving a room where a lot of coins, some stacked,
some scattered, lay on sheets of written-over parchment, to enter the storage room at the back of the
warehouse his father worked in—but instead of bolts of hide and baes of hemp, he saw some two dozen
daves, crossegged on the gritty flooring, a few leaning againg the earthen wall, three adeep in the corner
and one meking water a-straddle the trough that grooved the room’'s center. All were aullen, slert,
naked—save the iron around thelr necks. As he waked through, none even looked a him. An hour, or
two hours, or four hours later, he walked into that storage room again: empty. About the floor lay two
dozen callars, hinged open. From each a chain coiled the pitted grit to hang from a plank set inthewdl to
which the last, oversized links were pegged. The ar was cool and fetid. In another room coins clinked.
Had he been 9x? Or seven? Or five ... ? On the streets behind the dockside warehouses women made
jewelry and men made baskets, for coppers boys sold baked potatoes that in winter were crunchy and
cold on the outside with just a trace of warmth in the center and, in summer, hot on the firg bite but with
a hard wet knot in the middle, and mothers harangued ther girls from rafia-curtained windows. “Get in
the house, get in the house, get in the house thisingtant! There' s work to do!”

With soring came the red and unmentionable ships from the south. And the bals (Most things
dubbed unmentionable have usudly been mentioned quite fully in certain back dleys, at certain low dives,
besde certain cisterns, by low men—and women—who do not shun low language. There have dways
been some phenomena, however, which are so baffling that neither high language nor low seems able to
ded with them. The primitive response to such phenomenais terror and the sophigticated one, ignord.
These ships produced ther share of both, sold their cargo, and were not talked of.) The balls were smdll
enough for abig man to hide oneinhisfig and made of some barely pliable blackish maiter that juvenile
dissection reveded hid a knuckle-sized bubble. With the bdls came the rhyme that you bounced to on



the stone flags around the neighborhood cigtern:

/ went out to Bab& rtfs Pit
At the crescent moon’s first dawning.
But the Thanes of Garth had covered it,

And no one found a place to sit \

And Belham's key no longer fit,
And all the soldiers fought a bit,
And neither general cared a whit
If any man of hiswas hit ...

The rhyme went on as long as you could keep the little bal going, usudly with a few repetitions, as
many improvisations, and when you wanted to stop, you concluded:

... And the eagle sighed and the serpent cried
For all my lady’s warning!

On warning! you dammed the bdl hard as you could into the cistern’s sdt-stained wadl. The black
bl soared in sunlight. The boys and girls ran, pranced, squinted  Whoever caught it got next bounce.

Sometimesit was “... for dl the Mad Witch’'s warning ... ,” which didn’t fit the rhythm; sometimes it
was “... for dl Mad Olin's warning ... ,” which did, but no one was sure what that meant. And anyone
with an amphibrachic name was dways in for ribbing. For one thing was certain: whoever'd done the
warning had meant no good by it.

A number of balls went into cisterns. A number of others Smply went wherever logt toys go. By
autumn they were gone. (He was sad for that, too, because by many days practice on the abandoned
cigern down a the dley-end behind the warehouse, he had gotten so he could bounce the bal higher
then any but the children half again his age.) The rhyme lingered in the heaped-over corners of memory’s
store, turned up, at longer and longer intervas, perhaps a moment before deep on a winter evening, in a
run dong the walled bank of the Big Khora on some next-summer’s afternoon.

A runinthe streets of Kolhari? Those streets were loud with the profanity of a dozen languages. At
the edges of the Spur, Gorgik learned that voldreg meant “ excrement-caked privates of afemde camd,”
which seemed to be the most common epithet in the glottal-rich speech of the dark-robed northern men,
but if you used the word ini, which meant “a white gilley-flower,” with these same men, you could get a
smack for it. In the Alley of Gulls, inhabited mogtly by southern folk, he heard the women, as they lugged
their daubed baskets of water, dripping over the triangular flags, talk of nivu this and nivu thet, in ther
shilant, ligoing way, usudly with a laugh. But when he asked Miese, the southern barbarian gil who
carried vegetables and fish to the back door of the Kraken, what it meant, she told him, laughing, that it
was not a word a man would want to know.

“Then it mugt have something to do with what happens to women every month, yes?” he'd asked
with dl the city-bred candor and sophigtication of his (by now) fourteen years.

Miese tugged her basket higher on her hip: “I should think a man would want to know about that!”
She stepped up the gairs to shoulder through the leather curtain that, when the boards were removed for
the day, became the Kraken's back door. “No, it has nothing to do with a woman's monthly blood. You
dty people have the strangest ideas.” And she was gone indde.

He never did learn the meaning.

The lower end of New Pave (so cdled now for a hundred years) was one with the dockside. Along
the upper end, mae and femde progtitutes loitered, or drank in the streets, or solicited, many from exatic
places and many spawned by old Kolhari hersdf, aft with different dresses and persondities, dl with
gories agonishingly dike. Kolhari port was home to any and every adventurer. Adolescence spent



roaming its boisterous backstreets, its budling avenues, with its congant parade of strangers, taught
Gorgik the double lesson thet is, findly, dl cvilization can know:

The breadth of the world is vasty and wide, nevertheess movement from place to place in it is
possible; the ways of humanity are various and complex, but nevertheless negotiable.

Hve weeks after Gorgik turned sixteen, the Child Empress Ynelgo, whose coming was just and
generous, seized power. On that blugtery afternoon in the month of the Rat, soldiers shouted from every
street corner that the city’s name was, now, in fact Kolhari, as every beggar woman and ship’'s boy and
tavern maid and grain vendor on the waterfront had called it time out of memory. (It was no longer
Nevery6na—which iswhat the lagt, dragon-bred residents of the High Court of Eagles had officdly but
indffectudly renamed it some twenty years back.) That night severd wedthy importers were
assassnated, ther homes sacked, the employees murdered—among them Gorgik's father. The
employees families were taken as daves.

While in another room his mother’s sobbing turned suddenly into a scream, then abruptly ceased,
Gorgik was dragged naked into the freezing street. He spent his next five years in a Nev&ryon obsidian
mine, a hundred milesinland &t the foot of the Faltha Mountains.

Gorgik wastdl, strong, big-boned, good-natured, and clever. Cleverness and good nature had kept
him from death and arrest on the docks. In the mines, dong with the fact that he had been taught enough
rudiments of writing to put down names and record workloads, they eventudly secured the dave a
work-gang foremanship: which meant that, with only a little stedling, he could get enough food so that
ingdead of the wirey muscles that tightened dong the boney frames of most miners, his ams and thighs
and neck and chest swelled, high-veined and heavy, on his dready heavy bones. At twenty-one he was a
towering, black-haired gorilla of a youth, eyes permanently reddened from rockdust, a scar from a
pickax flung in a barracks brawl sailling over one brown cheekbone, his hands were huge and
rough-palmed, hisfoot soles like cracked leather—he did not look a day more than fifteen years above
hisactud age.

2

The caravan of the Handmaid and Vizerine Myrgot, of the tan skin and tawvny eyes, returning from
the mountain Hold of fabled Ellamon to the High Court of Eagles a Kolhari, made camp hdf a mile from
the mines, beneath the Falthas' ragged and piney escarpments. In her youth, Myrgot had been cdled “an
interesting-looking girl”; today she was known as a bottomless wel of cunning and vice,

It was spring and the Vizerine was bored.

She had volunteered for the Ellamon misson because life at the High Court, under the Child Empress
Y nelgo, whose reign was peaceful and productive, had of late been dso damnably dull. The journey itsdf
hed refreshed her. But within Ellamon’s fabled wals, when one had spent the obligatory afternoon in the
mountain sun, squinting up to watch the swoopings and turnings of the great, winged creatures (about
which had gathered dl the fables), she found hersdlf, in the midst of her politicking with the mountain
lards and burghers, having to suffer the atentions of provincid bores—who were worse, she decided
after aweek, than their cosmopolitan counterparts.

But the misson was done. She sghed.

Myrgot stood in her tent door; she looked up at the black Fathas dawing through evening clouds,
and wondered if she might see any of the dark and iab\ed creatures arch the sunset. But no, for when dl
the fables were over, the beasts were pretty wel restricted to a few hundred yards of soaring and a a
loss for launching anywhere other than ther craggy perches. She watched the women in red scarves go
off among other tents. She cdled, “Jahor ... 7

The eunuch steward with the large nose stepped from behind her, turbaned and breeched in blue
wool.

“l have dismissed my maids for the night, Jahor. The mines are not far from here ...” The Vizerine,
known for her high-handed manners and low-minded pleasures, put her forearm across her breasts and
kneaded her bare, boney ebow. “Go to the mines Jahor. Bring me back the fouledt, filthies,



wretchedest pit dave from the deepest and darkest hole. | wish to dake my passion in some vile, low
way.” Her tongue, only a pink bud, moved dong the tight line of her lips.

Jahor touched the back of hisfig to his forehead, nodded, bowed, backed away the three required
steps, turned, and departed.

An hour later, the Vizerine was looking out through the seam in the canvas at the tent’s corner.

The boy whom Jahor guided before him into the clearing limped a few steps forward, then turned his
face up in the light drizzle which had begun minutes ago, opening and dosing his mouth as if around a
recently forgotten word. The pit dave's name was Noyeed. He was fourteen. He had logt an eye three
weeks back: the wound had never been dressed and had not hedled. He had a fever. He was shivering.
Bleading gums had left his mouth scabby. Dirt had made his flesh scaey. He had been at the mines one
month and was not expected to last another. Seaing this as a reasonable excuse, seven miners two nights
back had abused the boy crudly and repeatedly—hence his limp.

Jahor let im stand there, mouthing tiny drops that glittered on his crusted lips, and went into the tent.
“Madame, |—"

The Vizerine turned in the tent corner. “I have changed my mind.” She frowned beneath the black
har (dyed now) braided in many loops across her forehead. From a tiny taboret, she picked up a
thin-necked, copper cruet and reached up between the brass chains to pour out hdf a cup more ail. The
lamp flared. She replaced the cruet on the low table. “Oh, Jahor, there mugst be someone there ... you
know what | like. Redlly, our tastes are not that different. Try again. Bring someone dse”

Jahor touched the back of hisfig to his forehead, nodded his blue-bound head, and withdrew.

After returning Noyeed to his barracks, Jahor had no trouble with his next sdection. When he had
fird come raitling the barred door of the overseer's cabin, he had been tedily sent in among the
dat-wdled barracks, with a deepy guard for guide, to seek out one of the gang foremen. In the foul
desping quarters, the gresat, burly dave whom Jahor had shaken awake fird cursed the steward like a
dog; then, when he heard the Vizering's request, laughed. The tdl felow had gotten up, taken Jahor to
another even fouler barracks, found Noyeed for him, and dl in dl seemed a congenid sort. With his
scarred and puggish face and dirt-gtiffened har he was no one's handsome. But he was animaly strong,
of a piece, and had enough pit dirt ground into him to satify anyone's naustalgie de la boue, thought
Jahor as the foreman lumbered off back to his own degping shack.

When, for the second time that night, the guard unlocked the double caich at each sde the plank
across the barrack entrance, Jahor pushed ingde, stepping from the rain and across the sl to flooring as
muddy within as without. The guard stepped in behind, halding up the spitting pine torch: smoke licked
the damp beams, varmin scurried in the light or dropped down, dlittering, to the dirt. Jahor picked his
way across muddy straw, went to the fird hegp curled away from him in thatch and shadow. He
stopped, pulled aside frayed canvas.

The great head rolled up; red eyes blinked over a heavy hary am. “Oh ...” the dave grunted. “You
agan?’

“Comewith me” Jahor said. “ She wants youivow.”

The reddened eyes narrowed; the dave pushed up on one grest arm. His face crinkled around its
car.

With his free hand he rubbed his massve neck, the skin stretched between thick thumb and horny
forefinger cracked and gray. “ She wants me to ... 7 Agan he frowned. Suddenly he went scrabbling in
the straw beside him and a moment later turned back with the meta collar, hinged open, a semicircle of it
in each huge hand. Once he shook his head, asif to rid it of deep. Straw fdl from his hair, did across his
bunched shoulders. Then he bent forward, raised the collar, and clacked it closed; matted hair caught in
the clagp at the back of his neck. Digging with one thick finger, he pulled it loose. “There ...” He rose
from his pdlet to stand among the deeping daves, looking twice his Sze in the barracks shadow. His eyes
caught the big-nosed eunuch’s. He grinned, rubbed the metd ring with three fingers. “Now they’ll let me
back in. Come on, then.”

So Gorgik came, with Jahor, to the Vizering s tent.

And passed the night with Myrgot—who was forty-five and, in the narrowly redtricted area she



dlowed for persond life rather a romantic. The most passonate, not to say the most perverse,
lovemaking (we are not speaking of foreplay), though it run the night’'s course, ssldom takes more than
twenty minutes from the hour. As boredom was Myrgot's problem and lugt only its emblem, here and
there through the morning hours the pit dave found himsdf disposed in conversation with the Vizerine,
Snce thereis very little entertainment for pit daves in an obsdian mine except conversation and tdl-tde
tdling, when Gorgik began to see her true dilemma, he obliged her with stories of his life before, and at,
the mines—a few of which taes were lies appropriated from other daves, a few of which were
embroideries on his own childhood experiences. But since entertainment was the desired effect, and
temporariness seemed the evening's hdlmark, there was no reason to shun prevarication. Five times
during the night, he made jokes the Vizerine thought wickedly funny. Three times he made observations
on the working of the human heart she thought profound. For the rest, he was deferentia, anecdota, as
honest about his fedings as someone might be who sees no hope in his Stuaion. Gorgik’s man interest in
the encounter was the story it would make at the next night's supper of grud and cold pig fat, though that
interet was somewhat tempered by the prospect of the ten-hour workday with no deep to come.
Without illuson that more gain than the tale would accrue, lying on his back on sweaty slk his own body
hed soiled, and staring up at the dead lamps swaying under the striped canvas, sometimes dozing in the
midgt of his own ponderings while the Vizerine beside hm gave her own opinions on this, that, or the
other, he only hoped there would be no higher price.

When the dits between the tent lacings turned luminous, the Vizerine suddenly sat up in a rudtle of
slks and a whisper of furs whose splendor had by now become part of the gligter of Gorgik’ s fatigue; she
cdled sharply for Jahor, then bade Gorgik rise and stand outside.

Outsde, Gorgik stood, tired, lightheaded, and naked in the moist grass, dready worn here and there
to the earth with the previous goings and comings of the caravan personnd; he looked &t the tents, at the
black mountains beyond them, at the cloudless sky dready coppered one side dong the pinetops: | could
run, he thought; and if | ran, yes, | would sumble into davers hands within the day; and I'm too tired
anyway. But | could run. 1,..

Insde, Myrgot, with sweeaty Slk bunched in her fists beneath her chin, head bent and rocking dowly,
considered. “You know, Jahor,” she said, her voice quigt, because it was morning and if you have lived
mog of your lifein a castle with many other people you are quiet in the morning; “that man is wasted in
the mines” The voice had been roughened by excess. “I say man; he looks like a man; but he's redly just
a boy—oh, | don't mean he's a genius or anything. But he can speak two languages passably, and can
practicdly read in one of them. For him to be sunk in an obgidian pit is ridiculoust And do you know ...
I’'m the only woman he's ever had?’

Outsde, Gorgik, dill sanding, his eyes hdf closed, was dill thinking: Yes, perhaps | could ... when
Jahor came for him.

“Come with me”

“Back to the pit?’ Gorgik snorted something that generd good nature made come out hdf alaugh.

“No,” Jahor said briskly and quietly in away that made the dave frown. “To my tent.”

Gorgik stayed in the large-nosed eunuch’s tent dl morning, on sheets and coverlets not so fine as the
Vizeine's but fine enough; and the tent’s furnishings—little chairs, low tables, shelves, compartmented
chests, and numberless bronze and ceramic figurines set dl over—were far more opulent than Myrgot's
augtere gppointments. With forty minutes this hour and forty minutes that, Jahor found the dave gruff,
friendly—and about as pleasant as an exhausted miner can be a four, five, or 9x in the mormning. He
corroborated the Vizering s assessment—and Jahor had done things very much like this many, many
times. At one point the eunuch rose from the bed, bound himsdf about with blue wool, turned to excuse
himsdf a moment—unnecessarily, because Gorgik had fdlen immediaidy to degp—and went back to
the Vizerine' s tent.

Exactly what trangpired there, Gorgik never learned. One subject, from time to timein the discusson,
however, would no doubt have surprised, if not shocked, him. When the Vizerine had been much
younger, she hersdlf had been taken a dave for three weeks and forced to perform services arduous and
demeaning for a provincid potentate—who bore such a resemblance to her present cook at Court that it



dl but kept her out of the kitchen. She had only been a dave for three weeks, an amy had come,
fire-arrows had lanced through the narrow stone windows, and the potentate’s ill-shaven head was
hacked off and tossed in the firdight from spear to spear by severd incredibly dirty, incredibly tattooed
soldiers so vicious and ghill that she findly decided (from what they later did to two women of the
potentate's entourage in front of everyone) they were insane. The soldiers chief, however, was In
dliance with her uncle, and she had been returned to him comparatively unharmed. Siill, the whole
experience had been enough to make her decide that the inditution of davery was totaly disasteful and
0 was the inditution of war—that, indeed, the only excuse for the latter was the termination of the
former. Such experiences, among an aristocracy deposed by the dragon for twenty years and only
recently returned to power, were actudly rather common, even if the ideas taken from them were not.
The present government did not as an officd policy oppose davery, but it did not go out of its way to
support it ether; and the Child Empress hersdf, whose reign was proud and prudent, had set a tradition
inwhich no daves were used at court.

From dreams of hunger and painsin hisgut and groin, where a one-eyed boy with clotted mouth and
scadey hands tried to tdl him something he could not understand, but which seemed desperately important
thet he know, Gorgik woke with the sun in his face; the tent was being taken down from over him. A
blue-turbaned head blocked the light. “Oh, you are awake ... ! Then you'd better come with me” With
the noise of the decamping caravan around them Jahor took Gorgik to see the Vizering bluntly she
informed him, while ox drivers, yellow-turbaned secretaries, red-scarved maids, and harnessed porters
camein and out of the tent, lifting, carrying, unlacing throughout the interview, that she was taking him to
Kolhari under her protection. He had been purchased from the mines—take off that collar and put it
somewhere. At least by day. She would trust im never to speak to her unless she spoke to him fird: he
was to undergtand that if she suspected her decison were a mistake, she could and would make his life
far more miserable than it had ever been in the mines. Gorgik was at firg not so much astonished as
uncomprehending; then, when astonishment, with comprehension, formed, he began to babble his
inarticulate thanks—till, of a sudden, he became confused again and didbdieving and so, as suddenly,
stopped. (Myr-got merely assumed he had redized that even gratitude is best displayed in moderation,
which she took as another Sgn of hishigh character and her right choice.) Then men were taking the tent
down from around them too. With narrowed eyes, Gorgik looked at the thin woman, in the green dhift
and sudden sun, gtting a a table from which women in red scarves were dready removing caskets,
things rolled and tied in ribbons, ingruments of glass and bronze. Was she suddenly smdler? The thin
braids, looped bright black about her head, looked atificid, dmogt like awig (he knew they weren't).
Her dress seemed made for a woman fleshier, broader. She looked a him, the skin near her eyes
wrinkled in the bright morning, her neck alittle loose, the veins on the back of her hands as high from age
as those on his from labor. What he did redize, as she blinked in the ful sunlight, was that he must
suddenly look as different to her as she now looked to him.

Jahor touched Gorgik’s arm, led him away.

Gorgik had a least ascertained that his new and precarious postion meant keeping Slent. The
caravan master put him to work grooming oxen by day, which he liked. For the next two weeks he spent
hisnightsin the Vizering s tent. And dreams of the mutilated child only woke him with blocked throat and
wide eyes perhaps hdf a dozen times. And Noyeed was probably dead by now anyway, as Gorgik had
watched dozens of other daves die in those suddenly fading years. Once Myrgot was assured that,
during the day, Gorgik could keep himsdf to himsdf, she became quite lavish with gifts of dothing,
jewds, and trinkets. (Though she hersdf never wore ornaments when traveling, she carried trunks of such
things in her tran) Jaho—in whose tent from time to time Gorgik spent a moring or
afternoon—advised him of the Vizering's moods, of when he should come to her amdling of oxen and
wearing the grimy leather-belted rag—with his dave collar—that was dl he had taken from the mines. Or
when, as happened more and more frequently over the second week, he should do better to arive
freshly washed, his beard shaved, disporting her various gifts more important, he was advised when he
should be prepared to make love, and when he should be ready smply to tel tdes or, as it soon came,
just to ligen. And Gorgik began to learn that most vauable of 1essons without which no socid progress is



possble If you are to stay in the good graces of the powerful, you had best, however unobtrusvely,
please the servants of the powerful.

One morning the talk through the whole caravan was. “Kolhari by noon!”

By nine a dlver thread, winding off between fidds and cypress glades, had widened into a
reed-bordered river down below the bank of the caravan road. The Kohra, one groom told him; which
made Gorgik start. He had known the Big Kohra and the Kohra Spur as two walled and garbage-clotted
cands, moving duggihly into the harbor from benesth a big and a little rock-walled bridge at the lower
end of New Pave. The hovels and filthy dleysin the city between (also cdled the Spur) were home to
thieves, pickpockets, murderers, and worse, he' d been told.

Here, on this stretch of the river, were great, high houses, of three and even four stories, widdy
spaced and frequently gated. Where were they now? Why, this was Kolhari—at least the precinct. They
were passing through the suburb of Nevery& na (which so recently had named the entire port) where the
oldest and richest of the city’s aristocracy dwdt ... not far in that direction was the suburb of Sellese,
where the rich merchants and importers had their homes: though with less land and no prospect on the
river, many of the actua houses there were far more eegant. This last was in conversation with a stocky
woman—one of the red-scarved maids—who frequently took off her sandas, hiked up her skirts, and
walked among the ox drivers, joking with them in the roughest language. In the midst of her description,
Gorgik was surprised by a sudden and gartling memory: playing at the edge of a statue-ringed rock-pool
inthe garden of his father's employer on some unigue trip to Sdllese as a child. With the memory came
the redization that he had not the faintest idea how to get from these wedthy environs to the waterfront
neighborhood that was his Kolhari. Minutes later, as the logicd solution (follow the Khora) came, the
caravan began to swing off the river road.

Firg in an overheard conversation among the caravan master and some grooms, then in another
between the chief porter and the matron of attendant women, Gorgik heard: “... the High Court ... ”

“...theCourt ... ,” and “... the High Court of Eagles ... ,” and one sweaty-armed black driver, whose
beast was hdted on the road with a cartwhed run into a ditch, wrestled and cursed his heavy-lidded
charge as Gorgik passed: “By the Child Empress, whose reign is good and gracious, I'll break your
flearbitten neck! So close to home, and you run off the path!”

An hour on the new road, which wound back and forth between the glades of cypress, and Gorgik
was not sureif the Kohra was to hisright or left.

But ahead was a wadl, with guard houses left and right of a gate over which a chipped and
rough-carved eagle spread her man-length wings. Soldiers pulled back the massve planks (with their
dozen barred insets), then stood back, joking with one another, as the carts rolled through.

Was that great building beside the |ake the High Court?

No, merdy one of the out buildings. Look there, above that hedge of trees ... ?

“There ... ?

He hadn’'t seen it because it was too big. And when he did, risng and rigng above the evergreens,
for hdf a dozen seconds he tried to shake loose from his mind the idea that he was looking a some
naturd object, like the Fathas themsdves—oh, yes, cut into here, leveled off there. But building upon
building, wing upon wing, more like a city than a angle edifice—that greet pile (he kept trying to separate
it into different buildings but it dl seemed, despite its many levels, and its outcroppings, and its
abutments, one) could not have been built ... ?

He kept wishing the caravan would hat so he could look &t it dl. But the road was carpeted with
needles now, and evergreens swatted half-bare branches across the towers, the clouds, the sky. Then,
for afew moments, a gray wdl was coming toward him, was towering over him, was about to fdl on him
in some infinitdly delayed topple—

Jahor was cdling.

Gorgik looked down from the parapet.

The eunuch motioned him to follow the dozen women who had separated from the caravan—among
them the Vizaine atiny door swalowed them one and another into the building. Gorgik had to duck.

As conversation babbled adong the echoing corridor, past more soldiers standing in their separate



niches (“... homeat lagt ...

“... what an exhauding trip ... ,”

“... here a homein Kol-har ... )"

“... when one returns home to the High Court ... )/

“...only inKaolhari ...”), Gorgik redized that, somehow, dl dong he had been expecting to come to
his childhood home; and that, rather than coming home at dl, he had no idea where he was.

Gorgik spent five months at the High Court of the Child Empress Y nelgo—the Vizerine put min a
amdl, low-callinged room, with a dit window (just behind her own suite); the stones of the floor and wadls
were out of line and missng mortar, as though pressure from the rock above, below, and around it had
compacted the little chamber out of shape. By the end of the fird month, both the Vizerine (and her
steward) had dl but logt interest in him. But severd times before her interest waned, she had presented
him at various private suppers (of seven to fourteen guests) in the severd dining rooms of her suite, dl
with beamed calings and tapestried walls, some with wide windows opening out on sections of roof,
some windowless with whole walls of numberless lamps and ingenious flues to suck ofl the fumes. Here
he met some of her court friends, a number of whom found him interesting, and three of whom actudly
befriended him. At one such supper he talked too much; a two more he was too dlent. At the other six,
however, he acquitted himsdf well, for saven to fourteen is the number a mine dave usudly dines with,
and he was comfortable with the basic structures of communication by which such a group (whether
seated on logs and rocks, or cushions and couches) comports itsdf a meds, if not with the forms of
politeness this particular group’s expresson of those structures had settled on. But those could be
learned. He learned them.

Gorgik had immediatdy seen there was no way to compete with the aristocrats in sophidtication: he
intuited that they would only be offended or, worse, bored if he tried. What interested them in him was
his difference from them. And to their credit (or the credit of the Vizerine's wise sdlection of supper
guests) for the sake of thisinterest (and affection for the Vizerine) they made alowances (in ways he was
only to gppreciate years later) when he drank too much, or expressed like or didike for one of thar
number not present a little too fredy, or when his language became too hot on whatever topic was
about—mogt of the time to accuse them of nonsense or of playing with him, coupled with good-natured
but firm threats of what he would do to them were they on his territory rather than he on thers. Ther
language, polished and mdlifluous flowed, between bouts of laughter in which his indeicacies were
generoudy absorbed and forgiven (if not forgotten), over subjects ranging from the scandalous to the
scabrous: when Gorgik could follow it, it often made his mouth drop, or at least his teeth open behind his
lips His language, blunt and blistered with scatalogs that frequently upped the odd aristocratic eyebrow,
adhered findly to a very narrow range: the fights, feuds, and scrabblings for tiny honors, petty dignities,
and miniscule assertions of rights among daves and thieves, dock-beggars and progtitutes, salors and
barmaids and more daves—people, in short, with no power beyond their voices, fingers, or fest—a
subject rendered acceptable to the fine folk of the court only by his basic anecdotd tdent and the topic's
novdty in a setting where boredom was the greatest afliction.

Gorgik did not find the socid drictures on his reations with the Vizerine demeaning. The Vizerine
worked—the sort of work only those in art or government can redly know, where the hours were
sdldom defined and the red tasks were s8dom put in Smple terms (while fase tasks always were).
Conferences and consultations made up her day. At least two medls out of every three were spent with
some ambassador, governor, or petitioner, if not at some—affair of state. To do her credit, in that fird
month, we can thus account for dl twenty-two evening meas Myrgot did not share with her dave.

Had her dave, indeed, spent his past five years as, say, a free, clever, and curious apprentice to a
wel-off potter down in the port, he might have harbored some image of a totdly leisured and totdly
cgpricious aristocracy, for which there were cartainly enough emblems around him now, but which
emblems, had he proceeded on them, as certainly would have gotten him into trouble. Gorgik, however,
hed passed so much of hislife at drudgeries he knew would, foreman or no, probably kill him in another
decade and cartainly in two, he was too dazzled by his own, unexpected freedom from such drudgeries
to question how others drudged. To pass the Vizering s open door and see Myrgot a her desk, head



bent over a map, a pair of compasses in one hand and a Sraight edge in the other (which to that clever,
curious, and ambitious apprentice would have sgned work), and then to pass the same door later and
see her danding beside her desk, looking vacantly toward some cloud passing by the high, beveled
window (which, to the same apprentice, would have Sgned a leisure that could reasonably be intruded
upon, thus making her order never to intrude appear, for alover a any rate, patently unreasonable), were
states he amply did not didinguish: their textures were both so rich, so complex, and so unusud to him
that he read no gructure of meaning in ether, much less did he read the meaning of those Structures
somehow as opposition. In obeying the Vizering's redriction, and not intruding on ether Stuation, his
reasons were closer to some\tow% aesthetic than practica. Gorgik was acting on that digposition for
which the apprentice would have de—

spised him as the dave he was. he knew his place. Yet that apprentice’s vauaion would have been
too coarse, for the truth is that in such society, Gorgik—no more than a potter’ s boy—had no place ... if
we use “to have’ other than in that mythica (and mystifying) sense in which both a dave has ameaster and
good people have certain rights, but rather in the sense of possession that implies some way (either
through power or convention) of enforcing that possession, if not to the necessary extent, at least to a
visble one. Had Gorgik suddenly developed a dispostion to intrude, from some rage grown either in
whim or reason, he would have intruded on ether Stuaion—a digpogtion that his aristocratic supper
companions would have found more sympathetic than the gpprentice’ s presumptions, assumptions, and
diginctionsdl to no use. Our potter’s boy would no doubt have gotten himsdf turned out of the castle,
thrown into one of the High Court’s lower dungeons, or killed—for these were brutd and barbaric times,
and the Vizerine was frequently known to be both violent and vicious. Had Gorgik intruded, yes, the
aristocrats would have been in far greater sympathy with him—as they had him turned out, thrown in a
dungeon, or killed. No doubt this means the diginction is of little use. But we are trying to map the
borders of the digpostion that was, indeed, the case. Gorgik, who had survived on the water-front and
survived in the mine, survived a the High Court of Eagles. To do it, he had to learn a great dedl.

Not alowed to approach the Vizerine and condrained to wait till she approached him, he learned,
among the firg lessons, that there was hardly one person a court who was not, practicdly spesking, in a
dmilar position with at least one other person—if not whole groups. Thus the Suzeraine of Vanar (who
shared Jahor’s tastes and gave Gorgik severd large rocks with gems embedded in them that lay in the
corners of hisroom, gathering dust) and the Baron Inige (who did not, but who once took him hunting in
the royd preserves and taked endlesdy about flowers throughout the breadth of the Neveryon—and
from whom Gorgik now learned that an ini, which brought back a raft of memories from his dockside
adolescence, was deadly poison) would never attend the same function, though both must dways be
invited. The Thane of Sdllese could be invited to the same gathering as Lord Ekoris unless the Countess
Ealla was to be present—however, in such cases Curly (the Baron Inige's nickname) would be
excused. No one known as a friend of Lord Aldamir (who had not been & Court now for seven years,
though everyone seemed to remember him with fondness) should be seated next to, or across from, any
relaive, unto the second cousins, of the Baronine Jeu-Fors ... Ah, but with perhaps hdf a dozen
inggently minor exceptions, commented the young Princess Grutn, putting one am back over the
tasseled cushion and moving nuts about on her palm with her heavily ringed thumb.

But they were not minor at all, laughed Curly, stting forward on his couch, joining his hands with a
amile as excited asif he had just discovered a new toadstool.

But they were minor, indsted the Princess, Ietting the nuts fal back to the siver tray and picking up
her chased-silver goblet to brood moodily on its wine Why, severd people had commented to her only
within the last month that perhaps the Baron had regrettably lost Sght of just how minor those exceptions
were.

“Sometimes | wonder if the main sgn of the power of our mogt charming cousin, whose reign is
courteous and courageous, is that for her sake, dl these amenities, both minor and mgor, are forgotten
for a gathering she will attend!” Inige laughed.

And Gorgik, dtting on the floor, picked his teeth with a slver knife whose blade was shorter than his
little finger and listened—not with the avidity of a socid adventurer storing informetion for future dedings



with the great, but with the relaxed atention of an aesthete hearing for the fird time a difficult poem,
which he dready knows from the artist’ s ptetioxrs work will require many exposures before its meaning
truly clears.

Our young potter’s boy would have brought with him to these same suppers a ready-made image of
the pyramid of power, and no doubt in the light of these arcane informations tried to map the whole
volume of that pyramid onto a sngle line, with every thane and duchess in place, each above this one and
below that one, the whole forming a cord that could be negotiated knot by knot, a path that presumably
ended a some one—perhaps the Child Empress Ynelgo hersdlf. Gorgik, because he brought to the
supper rooms no such preconceptions, soon learned, between evenings with the Vizering, dawn rides
with the Baron, afternoon gatherings in the Old Hall, arranged by the young earls Jue-Grutn (not to be
confused with the two older men who bore the same title, the bearded one of which was said to be ether
insane, a sorcerer, or both), or smply from gatherings overseen and overheard in his wanderings through
the chains of rooms which formed the Middle Style of the castle, that the hierarchy of prestige branched;
thet the branches interwove; and that the interweavings in several places formed perfectly closed, if
inexplicable, loops; as wdl, he observed that the presence of this earl or that thane (not to mention this
seward or that attendant maid) could throw a whole subsection of the sysem into a different linking
atogether.

Jahor, especidly during the firg weeks, took many waks with Gorgik through the castle: the eunuch
seward was hugdy rich in information about the architecture itsdf; the building Hill mydtified the
ex-miner. The oldest wings, like the Old Hall, were vast, cavernous spaces, with open roofs and water
conduits grooved into the floor: dozens of smdl, lightless cdlls opened off them, the upper ones reached
by wooden ladders, stone steps, or sometimes mere mounds of earth heaped againg the wall. Y ears ago,
Jahor explained, these dugty, dank cavelets, smdler even than Gorgik’s present room, had actudly been
the dwelling places of great kings, queens, and courtiers. From time to time they had housed officers of
the army—and, during the severd occupations, common soldiers. Thet little door up there, sealed over
with stone and no steps to it? Why, that was where Mad Queen Olin had been wdled up after she had
presided a a banquet in this very hdl, at which she served her own twin sons, their flesh roasted, their
organs pickled. Hafway through the med, a sorm had burst over the castle, and rain had poured through
the broad roof-opening, while lightning fluttered and flickered its pale whips, but Olin forbade her guests
to rise from the table before the feast was consumed. It's dill debatable, quipped the eunuch, whether
they entombed her because of the supper or the soaking. (Olin, thought Gorgik. Olin'swarning ... ? But
Jahor was both taking and waking on.) Today, except for the Old Hal that was kept in some use, these
ancient echoing wells were deserted, the cdls were empty, or a best used to store objects that had
grown usdless, if not meaningless, with rugt, dust, and time. About fifty or a hundred years ago, some
paticulaly clever artisan—the same who laid out the New Pave down in the port, Jahor explained,
waking Gorgik’s wandering attention again—had come up with the idea of the corridor (as wdl as the
coin-press). At least hdf the castle had been built since then (and most of Neveryon's money minted); for
a least hef the castle had its meeting rooms and storerooms, its kitchens and its living quarters, lad out
dong corridors. There were Sx whole many-storied wings of them. In the third floor of one of the
newest, the Vizerine had her suite; in the second and third floor of one of the oldest, most business of
gate was carried on around the throne room of the Child Empress. For the rest, the castle was built in
that strange and disconcerting method known as the Middle Style, in which rooms, on two sides, three
sdes, four sdes, and sometimes with steps going up or down, opened onto other rooms, which opened
onto others—big rooms, little rooms, some empty, some lavishly appointed, many without windows,
some incredibly musty; and frequently two or three perfectly dark ones, that had to be traversed with
torch and taper, lying between two that werein current, active use, dl lie a vast and hopeless hive.

Did Jahor actudly know hisway around the entire edifice?

No one knew his way around the entire court. Indeed, though his mistress went occasondly, Jahor
hed never been anywhere near the Empress's site or the throne room. He knew the location of the wing
only by report.

What about the Child Empress hersdf? Did she know dl of it?



Oh, especidly not the Child Empress hersdlf, Jahor explained, an irony which our potter’s boy might
have questioned, but which was just another strangeness to the ex-pit dave.

But it was after this conversation that Jahor’s company too began to fal off.

Gorgik's arigtocratic friends had a particularly upsetting habit: one day they would be perfectly
friendly, if not downright intimate the next afternoon, if they were waking with some companion
unknown to Gor-gik, they would pass himin some rocky corridor and not even deign recognition—even
if he amiled, raised his hand, or started to speak. Such snubs and dights would have provoked our
potter, however doicdly he forebore, to who-knowswhat find outburs, ultimate inddicacy, or
denouncement of the whole, undemocratic sham. But though Gorgik saw quite wel he was the butt of
such behavior more than they, he saw too that they treated him thus not because he was different so
much as because that was the way they treated each other. The socid hierarchy and patterns of
deference to be learned here were as complex as those that had to be mastered—even by a
foreman—on moving into a new dave barracks in the mine (Poor potter! With dl his smpligic
assumptions about the lives of aristocrats, he would have had just as many about the lives of daves))
Indeed, among daves Gorgik knew what generated such complexity: Servitude itsdf. The only question
he could not answer here wasr What were dl these degant lords and ladies daves to? In this, of course,
the potter would have had the advantage of knowledge. The answer was Smple Power, pure, raw, and
obsessive. But in hisignorance, young Gorgik was again closer to the lords and ladies around him than an
equaly young potter’s boy would have been. For it is precisdly at its center that one loses the clear vison
of what surrounds, what controls and contours every utterance, decides and develops every action, as
the bird has no clear concept of ar, though it supports her every turn, or the fish no true vison of water,
though it blur dl she sees. A goodly, if not frightening, number of these same lords and ladies dwdling at
the court had as little idea of what shaped their every willed decison, conventiond observance, and
sheer, unthinking hebit as did Gorgik—wheresas the potter’ s boy Gorgik might have been, had the play of
power five years before gone differently in these same hdls and hives, would not even have had to ask.

For dl the temperamental amilarities we have drawn, Gorgik was not (nor should we be) under any
illuson thet ether the lords, or thar servants, accepted him as one of their own. But he had conversation;
he had companionship—for some periods extremey warm companionship—from women and men who
vaued him for much the same reason as the Vizerine had. He was fed; he was given frequent gifts From
time to time people in rooms he was not in and never visted suggested to one another that they look out
for the gruff younggter in the little room on the third floor, see that he was fed, or that he was not I€ft too
much done. (And catanly a few times when such conversations might have helped, they never
occurred.) But Gorgik, stripped to nothing but his history, began to learn that even such a history—on the
docks and in the mines—as it set him apart in experience from these others, was in some smdl way the
equivaent of an aristocracy in itsdf: those who met him here a Court dther did not bother him about it,
or they respected it and made alowances for his eccentricities because of it—which is, after dl, dl their
own arigtocratic privileges gained them from one another,

Once he went five days in the castle without eating. When Gorgik did not have an invitation to some

Countess's or Prince' s dinner or luncheon, he went to the Vizering's kitchen to eat—Jahor had |eft
danding indructions there that he was to be fed. But the Vizering, with most of her suite, was away on
another misson. And since the Vizering€ s cooks had gone with the caravan, her kitchen had been shut
down.

One evening the little Princess Elyne took both Gorgik’s great hands in her amdl, brown ones and
excdlamed, as the other guests departed around them, “But | have had to cancd the little get-together that
I’d asked you to tomorrow. It istoo terrible! But | mugt go vist my uncle, the Count, who will not be put
off another—" Here she stopped, pulled one of her hands away and put it over her mouth. “But | am too
terrible. For I'm lying dreadfully, and you probably know it! Tomorrow | must go home to my own
horrid old castle, and | loathe it, loathe it there! Ah, you did know it, but you're too polite to say
anything.” Gorgik, who'd known no such thing, laughed. “So,” went on the little Princess, “that is why |
mus cancel the party. You see, | have reasons. You do underdand ... 7° Gorgik, who was vagudy
drunk, laughed again, shook his head, raised his hand when the Princess began to make more excuses,



and, dill laughing, turned, and found hisway back to his room.

The next day, as had happened before, no other invitations came; and because the Vizering s kitchen
was closed, he did not eat. The next day there were dill no invitations. He scoured as much of the castle
as he dared for Curly; and became suddenly aware how little of the castle he fdt comfortable wandering
in. Thethird day? Well, the firg two days of a fast are the mog difficult, though Gorgik had no thoughts
of fasting. He was not above begging, but he could not see how to beg here from someone he hadn’t
been introduced to. Steal? Y es, there were other suites, other kitchens. (Ah, it was now the fourth day;
and other than alittle lightheaded, his actud appetite seemed to have died somewhere ingde him.) Stedl
food ... ? He sat on the edge of his raised pdlet, his figs a great, horny knot of interlocked knuckle and
thickened nall, pendant between his knees. How many times had these lords and ladies praised his
graightforwardness, his honesty? He had been stripped to nothing but his history, and now that higtory
induded their evauations of him. Though, both on the docks and in the mines no month had gone by
sance age 9x when he had not pilfered something, he' d stolen nothing here, and somehow he knew that to
sea—here—meant losng part of this new higory: and, in this mildy euphoric state, that new higory
seemed much too valuable—because it was associated with red learning (rather than with ill-gpplied
judgments, which iswhat it would have meant for our young potter; and our young potter, though he had
never solen more than the odd cup from his master’ s shdf of seconds, would certainly have stolen now).

Gorgik had no idea how long it took to starve to death. But he had seen ill-fed men, worked fourteen
hours a day, thrown into solitary confinement without food for three days, only to die within a week after
their release. (And had once, in his fird Sx months a the mines, been so confined himsdf; and hed
aurvived.) That a wel-fed woman or men of totd leisure (and leisure is dl Gorgik had known now for
close to hdf a year) might go more than a month with asonishing ease on nothing but water never
occurred to him. On the fifth day he was dill lightheaded, not hungry, and extremdy worried over the
posshility that this sensation itsdf was the beginning of starvation.

In his sandals with the brass buckles, and a red smock which hung to midthigh (it should have been
worn with an ornamenta collar he did not bother to put on, and should have been belted with a woven
sach of scarlet and gold, wrapped three times around the waist with the tassal's hanging to the floor, but
absently he had wrapped round it the old leather strap he'd used to girdle his loin-rag in the mines), he
Ieft his room on the evening of the fifth day and again began to wander the castle. This time, perhaps
because of the lightheadedness, he entered a hdlway he had never entered before, and immediatdy
found imsdf in a circular one sarwdl; on a whim, he went up instead of down; after two circuits the
darwel opened on another halway—no, it was a roofed colonnade: through the arches, the further
crenelaions and parapets of the castle interrupted a night misted by moonlight while the moon itsdlf was
somewhere out of Sght.

At the colonnade' s end, another stairwell took him back down among cool rocks. About to leave the
darwdl at one exit because there was afant glimmer of lamps somewhere off in the distance, he redized
that what he' d taken for abuzzing in his own ears was redly—blurred by echoing stones—conversation
and music from further below. Wondering if perhaps some catered gathering large enough to absorb him
were going on, with one hand on the wal, he descended the spird of stone.

In the vedtibule at the bottom hung a bronze lamp. But the vedtibule s hangings were so drear the tiny
chamber 4ill looked black. The atention of the guard in the archway was dl on the sumptuous bright
crowds within. When, after hdf a dozen heartbeats hestation, Gorgik waked out into the crowded hal,
he was not detained.

Were there a hundred people in this brilliant room? Passng among them, he saw the Baron Curly;
and the Countess Esaullg and over there the dderly Princess Grutn was tadking with a dour, older
gentleman (the Earl of Jue-Grutn); and that was the Suzeraine of Vanar! On the great table running the
whole sde of the room sat tdl decanters of wine, wide bowls of fruit, platters of jelied wekin, circular
loaves of hard bread and rounds of soft cheese. Gorgik knew that if he gorged himsdf he would be ill;
and that, even if he ate prudently, within an hour of hisfird bite, his bowels would void themsdves of five
days bile—in short, knew what a man who had lived near hunger for five years needed to know of
hunger to survive. Nevertheless, he made dow circuit after dow circuit of the hdl; each time he passed



the table, he took a fruit or a piece of bread. On the seventh round, because the food whipped up an
adonishing thirdt, he poured himsdf a goblet of wine three dps and it went to his head like a torrent
reversng itsdf to crash back up the rocks. He wondered if he would be sick. The musc was reeds and
drums. Hie musicians, in great headdresses of gilded feathers and little else, wandered through the crowd,
somehow managing to keep ther indstent rhythms and reedy whines together. 1t was on the ninth round,
with the goblet Hill in his hand and his ssomach like a smdll, swollen bag swinging back and forth uneeslly
ingde him, that athin girl with a brown, wide face and a deeveless white shift, high on her neck and down
to the floor, said, “Sir, you are not dressed for this party!” Which was true,

Her rough hair was braided around her head, so tight you could see her scalp between the soirdling
tiers.

Gorgik smiled and dropped his head just a little, because tha was usudly the way to tak to
arigocrats. “I’'m not redly a guest. | an a most presumptuous interloper here—a hungry man.” While he
kept his amile, his ssomach suddenly cramped, then, very dowly, unknotted.

The girl’s deeves, high off her bare, brown shoulders, were circled with tiny diamonds. Around her
forehead ran the thinnest of Slver wires, set every inch with amdl, bright stones. “Y ou are from the mines,
aren't you—the Vizering s favorite and the pet of Lord Aldamir'scircle”

“l have never met Lord Aldamir,” Gorgik said. “Though everyone | have met here a the Court
speaks of hm with regard.”

To which the girl looked absolutely blank for another moment; then she laughed, a high and childish
laugh that had in it a hygteric edge he had not heard before in any of his courtier acquaintance's
merriment. “The Empress Ynego would certanly not have you put out just because your clothes are
poor—though, redly, if you were going to come, you might have shown some consderation.”

“The Empress sreignis just and generous,” Gorgik said, because that's what people dways said at
any mention of the Empress. “Thiswill probably sound strange to such a well-bred little dip of thing like
yoursdf, but do you know thet for the last five days | have not—" Someone touched hisarm.,

He glanced back to see Curly beside him.

“Your Highness” said the Baron, “have you been introduced to Gorgik yet? May | have the honor of
presenting him to you? Gorgik, | present you to Her Mgjesty, the Child Empress Ynelgo.”

Gorgik just remembered to press the back of his fig to his forehead. “Your Highness, | didn’'t know

“Curly,” the Child Empress said, “redly, we ve dready met. But then, | can’t redly cdl you Curly in
front of him, now, can |7’

“You might as wdl, Y our Highness. He does.”

“Ah, | see. Of course. I've heard a great ded about Gorgik dready. Is it presumptuous to assume
that you—" Her large eyes, close to the surface of her dark brown face (like so many of the Neveryon
arigocrats), came to Gorgik's—*have heard a great ded about me?” And then she laughed again,
emerging from it with: “Curly ... 1’ with a sharpness that surprised the Baron as well.

“Your Highness” The Baron touched hisfid to his forehead, and to Gorgik’s distress, backed away.

The Empress looked again at Gorgik with an expresson intense enough to make him gdart back
himsdf. She sad: “Let me tdl you what the most beautiful and distressing section of Neveryon's empire
is, Gorgik. It is the province of Garth—especialy the forests around the Vygernangx Monastery. | was
kept there as a child, before | was made Empress. They say the elder gods dwel somewhere in the ruins
on which it is built—and they are much older than the monastery.” She began to tak of Neveryon's
craftamenlike gods and generd religion, a conversation which need not be recounted, both because
Gorgik did not understand the fine points of such theologica didinctions, and dso because the true
reigion, or metaphysics, of a cultureis another surround, both of that culture's daves and of its lords to
specify it, even here, as different from our own would be to suggest, however much we tried to avoid it,
thet it occupied a different relation to its culture than ours does to ours—if only by those specified
differences. (We are never out of metgphysics, even when we think we are critiquing someone els€'s.)
Thereforeit is a topic about which, by and large, we may be slent. After a while of such tak, she sad:
“The lands there in the Garth are lush and lovely. | long to vist them again. But even today, there is more



trouble from that little spit of land than any corner of the empire.”

“I will remember what you have told me, Y our Highness” Gorgik said, because he could think of no
other rgoinder.

“It would be very wdl if you did.” The Child Empress blinked. Suddenly she looked Ieft, then right,
bit her lip in a most unimperid way, and walked quickly across the room. Threads of Slver in the white
shift glimmered.

“Ian't the Empress chaming,” Curly said, a Gor-gik’s shoulder once more; with his hand on
Gorgik's am, he was leading the way.

“Eh ... yes. She ... the Empressis charming,” Gorgik said, because he had learned in the last months
that when something must be said to fill the silence, but no one knows what, repetition of something said
before will usudly at least effect a delay.

“The Empress is perfectly charming,” Curly went on as they walked. “The Empress is more charming
then I’ve ever seen her before. Redly, she isthe most charming person in the entire court ...”

Somewhere in the middle of this, Gorgik redized the Baron had no more idea what to say then
Gorgik. They reached the door. The Baron lowered his voice and his largish larynx rose behind his
embroidered collar. “You have received the Empress's favor. Anything ese the evening might offer you
would undoubtedly be an antidimax. Gorgik, you would be wise to retire from the party ...” Then, in an
even lower voice “When | tdl you, look to your Ieft: you will see a gentlemanin red look away from you
just as you look a him ... All right: Now.”

Gorgik looked: across the hdl, taking to a glittering group, an older man with a brown, boney face,
grizzied white har, a red cloak, and a heavy copper chestpiece over his tunic, turned back to his
conversation with two bejeweled women.

“Do you know who thet is?’

Gorgik shook his head.

“Thet is Krodar. Please. Look away from him now. | should not need to tdll you that Neveryonis his

Empire; his soldiers put the Empress on the throne; his forces have kept her there. More to the point, his
forces threw down the previous and unmentionable residents of the High Court of Eagles. The Power of
the Child Empress Ynelgo is Krodar’s power. While the Child Empress favored you with a moment’s
conversation, Krodar cast in your direction a frown which few in this company faled to notice” The
Baron sghed. “ So you see, your position here has completely changed.”

“But how—? Of course | sl leave, but ...” Feding a sudden ominousness, Gorgik frowned,
lightheaded and bewildered. “I mean, | don’t want anything from the Empress.”

“Thereis no onein this room who does not want something from the Empress—including mysdf. For
that reason done, no one here would believe you—induding mysdf.”

“But—"

“You came to court with the favor of the Vizerine. Everyone knows—or thinks they know—that
such favor from Myrgot is only favor of the flesh, which they can gossp about, find amnusng, and
therefore tolerate. Most do not redlize that Myrgot decides when to let such news of her favor enter the
arcuit of gossip—and that, in your case, such decison was made after your flesh ceased to interest her;
and in such ways the rumor can be, and has been, put to use” The Baron's larynx bounded in his neck.
“But no one ever knows precisdy what the Empress's favor means. No one is ever quite sure what use
dther she or you will make of it. Therefore, it is much more dangerous to have. And there is Krodar's
disavor to consder. For Krodar is the Empress's minise—her chief steward if you will. Can you
imagine how difficult your life would have been here a court if you had, say, the Vizering s favor but
Jahor’' s enmity?’

Gorgik nodded, now lightheaded and ill. “Should | go to Krodar then and show him he has nothing to
fear from—"

“Krodar holds dl the power of this Empire in his hands. He is not ‘&frad’ of anyone. My friend—’
the Baron put his pale hand up on Gorgik’s thick shoulder and leaned close—*when you entered this
game, you entered on the next to the highest levd possible and under the tutdage of one of its best
players. You know that the Vizerineis not at court and is not expected till tomorrow. Remember: so do



the people who planned this party. There are many individud men and women in this very room, wearing
enough jewery tonight to buy a year’s produce of the mine you once worked in, who have sruggled hdf
their lives or more to arive a alevd in the play far below the one you began at. You were dlowed to
day on that levd because you had nothing and convinced those of us who met you that you wanted
nothing. Indeed, for us, you were ardief from such murderous games”

“l was a miner, working Sxteen hours a day in a pit that would have killed me in ten years; | am now
... favored at the High Court of Eagles. What else could | want?’

“But you see, you have just moved from the next-to-highest levd of play to the very highest. You
come into a party to which you—and your protectoress—were specificaly not invited, dressed like a
barbarian; and in five minutes you won a word from the Empress hersdlf. Do you know that with fifteen
minutes proper conversaion with the proper people who are here tonight you could parley that into a
governorship of a farly vauable, if outlying, province—more, if you were illful. | do not intend to
introduce you to those people, because just as eadly you could win your death from someone both
desperate for, and deserving of, the same position who merdly lacked that al-important credentid: a
word from Her Mg—

esty. The Empress knows dl this; so does Krodar—that indeed may be why he frowned.”

“But you spoke with—"

“Friend, | may speak with the Empress any time | wish. She is my second cousin once removed.
When she was nine and | was twenty-three, we spent eght months together in the same dungeon cell,
while our execution was put off day by day by day—but that was when she was 4ill a princess. The
Empress may not speak to me any time she wishes, or she risks endangering the subtle balance of power
between my forces a Yenlah and hers at Egelt’ on—should the wrong thane or princding misconstrue
her friendliness as a sgn of military weakness and move his forces accordingly. My approaches to her,
you see, are only considered nepotistic favning. Hers to me are considered something else again. Gorgik,
you have amused me. Y ou have even tolerated my enthusiasm for botany. | don’'t want to hear that your
corpse was pulled out of a sewage trough, or worse, was found floating somewhere in the Korha down
inthe port. And the excuse for such an outrage need eesly be no more than Krodar’s frovn—if not the
Empress's amile”

Gorgik stepped back, because his gut suddenly knotted. He began to swesat. But the Baron's thin
fingers dug his shoulder, pulling him forward:

“Do you understand? Do you understand that, minutes ago, you had nothing anyone here could have
wanted? Do you understand that now you have what a third of us in this room have at least once
committed murder for and the other two thirds done far worse to obtain: an unsolicited word from the
Empress”

Gorgik swayed. “Curly, I'm sick. | want aloaf of bread and a bottle of wine ...”

The Baron frowned. He looked around. They were standing by the table end. “There is a decanter;
thereisaloaf. And thereisthe door.” The Baron shrugged. “ Take the first two and use the third.”

Gorgik took a breath which made the doth of histunic dide on hiswet back. With alurching mo—

tion, he picked up aloaf in one hand and a decanter in the other and lumbered through the arch.

A young duchess, who had been ganding only a few feet away, turned to Inige “Do you know, if
I'm not mistaken, | believe | just saw your indegantly dressed companion who, only a moment ago, was
conferring with Her Highness, do the strangest thing—"

“And do you know,” said the Baron, taking her arm, “that two months by, when | was in the Zenari
provinces, | saw the mogt remarkable species of schist moss with a most uncharacteristic blossom. Let
metdl you ...” and he led her across the room.

Gorgik lurched through the drear vestibule, once more unhindered by the guard; once he stopped to
grasp the hangings, which released dust dragons to coil down about the decanter hooked to his thumb
and his dribbling arm; he plunged into the stairwell.

He climbed.

Each time he came around the narrow circle, a sharp breeze caught him on the right sde. Suddenly
he stopped, dropped his head, and, Hill holding the decanter by his thumb, leaned his forearm high on the



wal (the decanter clicked the stone) and vomited. And vomited again. And once again. Then, while his
bdly clamped once more, suddenly and surprisngly, his gut gave up its runny freght, which did down
both legs to puddle around his heds. Splattered and befouled, his inner thighs wet, his chin dripping, he
began to shiver; the breeze scoured hisright flank. Bread and bottle awvay from his sides, he climbed,
pausng now and again to scrape off his sandd soles on the bowed steps edges, his skin crinkling with
gooseflesh, teeth dlattering.

The wide brass basin clattered and dinked inits ring. He finished washing himsdf, let the rag drop on
the basin edge (weighted on one Sde, it ceased its tinny rocking), turned on the wet stones, stepped to
hispdlet, and stretched naked. The fur thTOw dampened benegth his hair, his cheek, his heavy legs, his
shoulders. Each knob of bone on each other knob fdt awash at his body’s joints. Bely and gut were 4ill
liquefactious. Any movement might restart the shivering and the teeth chattering for ten, twenty seconds, a
minute, or more. He turned on his back.

And shivered awhile

From time to time he reached from the bed to tear off a amdl piece from the loaf on the floor,
sometimes dipping its edge in the chased slver beaker of wine that, with every third dip, he threstened to
overturn on the flags While he lay, ligening to the night-hawks cooing beyond the hangings at his narrow
window, he thought: about where he' d fird learned what happened to the body during days without food.
After the fight that had gained him his scar, he'd been put in the solitary cdll, foodless, for three days.
Afterward, an old dave whose name, for the life of him, he could not remember, had taken him back to
the barracks, told him the symptoms to expect, and snored by his side for the firg night. Only a rich man
who had no experience of the prison a dl could have serioudy considered his current Stuation at the
paace its equa. Sill, minutes a atime, Gorgik could entertain the notion that the only difference between
then and now was that—now—he was alittle sicker, alittle londlier, and was in a Stuation where he had
been forced, for reasons that baffled him, to pretend to be wel and happy. Also, for five years he had
done ten to eighteen hours a day hard labor; for dmog five months now he had done nathing. In some
ways his present illness merdy seemed an extension of afeding he'd had frequently of late that his entire
body was in a Sngular state of confuson about how to react to anything and that this confuson had
nothing to do with his mind. And yet his mind found the Situation confusing enough. For a while Gorgik
thought about his parents. His father was dead—he’ d watched the murder happen. His mother was ...
dead. He had heard enough to know any other assumption was as improbable as his ariva here at the
High Court. These crimes had been committed at the ascent of the Child Empress, and her entourage,
induding the Vizering, Curly, the princesses Elyne and Grutn, and Jahor; that was why he, Gorgik, had
been taken a dave. Perhaps, here a court, he had even met the person who had given some order that,
in the carrying out, had caused Gorgik’s own life to veer as sharply from waterfront dock rat as it had
recently veered away from pit dave.

Gorgik—he had not shivered for the last few minutes now—amiled wryly in the dark. Curly? The
Vizerine? Krodar? The Child Empress hersdf? It was not a new thought; had he been insengtive enough
never to have entertained it before, it might have infused him, in his weakness, with some new sense now
of power or purpose; he might even have experienced in his sckness an urge to revenge. But months ago
he had, for good or bad, dismissed it as a usdess one. Now, when it might, in its awkward way, have
been some hitter solace, he found he could not keep it in the foreground of consciousness; it Smply
fragmented, the fragments dissolving into myriad flickers. But he was, for dl his unfocused thought,
learning—4ill learning. He was learning that power—the great power that shattered lives and twisted the
course of nations—was like a fog over a meadow a evening. From any distance, it seemed to have a
shape, a substance, a color, an edge, yet as you approached it, it seemed to recede before you. Findly,
when common sense said you were at its very center, it dill seemed just as far away, only by thistime it
was on dl sides, obscuring any vison of the world beyond it. He lay on damp fur and remembered
walking through such a foggy fidd in a line with other daves, chains heavy from his neck before and
behind. Wet grass had whipped hislegs, twigs and pebbles had hit through the mud caking his feet; then
the vison flickered, fragmented, drifted. Lord Aldamir ... ? Surfacing among dl the names and titles with
which hislast months had been filled, this one now: Was this phenomenon he had noted the reason why



such men, who were truly concerned with the workings of pow—

er, chose to stay away from its center, so that they might never lose Sght of power’s contours? Then
that thought fragmented in a sudden bouit of chills.

Toward dawn, footsteps in the corridor outside woke him; there, people were grunting with heavy
trunks. People were passing, were taking less quietly than they might. He lay, feding much better then
when he had drifted Xo deep, ligening to the return of the Vizering's suite. To date Gorgik had not
violated the Vizering's dricture on their intercourse. But shortly he rose, dressed, and went to Jahor's
rooms to request an audience. Why? the eunuch asked, looking stern.

Gorgik told him, and told him aso his plan.

The large-nosed eunuch nodded. Y es, that was probably very wise. But why didn’'t Gorgik go fird to
the Vizerine s kitchen and take a reasonable breakfast?

Gorgik was gstting on the corner of a large wood table, egting a bowl of grud from the fat cook,
whose hairy bely pushed over the top of his stained gpron (already sweat-blotched at the thighs from
goking the week-cold hearth), and joking with the deepy kitchen girl, when Jahor stepped through the
door: “The Vizerine will see you now.”

“S0,” sad Myrgot, one ebow on the parchment strewn desk, ninning a thumb, on which she had
dready replaced the heavy rings of court, over her forehead—a gesture Gorgik knew meant she was
tired, “you had aword last night with our most grave and gracious Empress.”

Which took Gorgik aback; he had not even mentioned that to Jahor. “Curly left a message that
greeted me at the door,” the Vizerine explained. “Tdl me what she said: everything. If you can remember
it word for word, so much the better.”

“She said she had heard of me. And that she would not have me put out of the party because my
clothes were poor—"

Myrgot grunted. “Well, it's true. | have not been as munificent with you of late as | might have
been—"

“My Lady, | make no accusation. | only tdl you what she—"

The Vizerine reached across the desk, took Gor-gik’s great wrigt. “I know you don’'t.” She stood,
dill halding his arm, and came around to the sde, where, as he had done in the kitchen a little while
before, she sat down on the desk’s corner. “Though any Sx of my former lovers—not to mention the
present one—would have meant it as an accusation in the same Stuation. No, the accusation comes from
our just and generous ruler hersdf.” She patted his hand, then dropped it. “Go on.”

“She nodded Curly—the Baron Inige, | mean—away. She spoke of rdigion. Then she said that the
mog beautiful and distressng section of Neveryon's empire is the province of Garth, especidly the
forests around some monastery—"

“The Vygernangx.”

“Yes. She sad she was kept there as agifl before she was Empress. Curly told me later about when
the two of them werein prison—"

“l know dl about that time. | wasin a cdl only two away from theirs. Go on with what she said.”

“She said that the elder gods dwell there, and that they are even older than the monagtery. She said
that the lands were lush and lovely and that she longed to revist them. But that even today there was
more trouble from that little bit of land than from any other place in the Empire”

“And while she spoke with you thus, Krodar cast you a dark look ... 7’ The Vizerine dropped both
hands to the desk. She sighed. “ Do you know the Garth Peninsula?

Gorgik shook his head.

“A brutish, undvilized place—though the scenery is pretty enough. Every other old hove one comes
across houses awitch or awizard; not to mention the occasionad mead priest. And then, afew miles to the
south, it is no longer forest but jungle and there are nothing but barbarian tribes. And the amount of
worry it causesis absolutdly staggering!” She Sghed again. “Of course you know, Gorgik, that the Em—

press associates you with me. So any word spoken to you—or even a look cast your way—may be
read in some way as a message intended for Myrgot.”

“Then | hope | have not brought Myrgot an unhappy one.”



“It'snot agood one.” The Vizerine Sghed, leaned back a little on the desk, placing one fingertip on
the shde of parchment. “For the Empress to declare the elder gods are older than the monagtery is to
concede me atheologica point that | support and that, till now, she has opposed; over this point, many
people have died. For her to say she wishes to go there is tantamount to declaring war on Lord Aldamir,
inwhose cirdle you and | both move, and who keeps his center of power there. For her to choose you to
deliver thismessage is ... But | shouldn’t trouble you with the details of that meaning.”

“Yes, My Lady. Thereisno need. My Lady—?’

The Vizerine raised her eyebrow.

“| asked to come and speak to you. Because | cannot stay here at Court any longer. What can | do
to serve you in the outsde world? Can | be a messenger for you? Can | work some hit of your land?
Within the castle here there is nothing for me.”

The Vizerine was slent long enough for Gorgik to suspect she disapproved of his request. “Of course
you're right,” she sad at last, so that he was surprised and relieved. “No, you can't day on here.
Especidly after lagt night. | suppose | could dways return you to the mine ... no, thet is a tasteless joke.
Forgive me”

“Thereis nathing to forgive, my lady,” though Gorgik’s heart had suddenly started. While it Sowed,
he ventured: “Any post you can.put me to, | would most happily fill.”

After another few moments, the Vizerine sad: “Go now. | will send for you in an hour. By then we
gl have decided what to do with you.”

“You know, Jahor—" The Vizerine stood by the window, looking between the bars a the rain, a
further battlements beyond the vels of water, the dripping mansards and streaming crendlaions. “—he
redly is an exceptiond man. After five months, he wishes to leave the castle. Think of many many of the
fines sons and daughters of provincid noblemen who, once presented here, become parasites and
hangers-on for five years or more—before they findly reach such a propitious decison as he has” Ran
gathered on the bars and dripped, wetting inches of the beveled .

Jahor sat in the Vizering's great, curved-back charr, rather dump-shouldered, and for dl his greater
bulk, filling it noticeably less wel than she. “He was wasted in the mines, My Lady. He is wasted &t the
cadtle. Only consider, My Lady, what is such a men fit for? Firdt, childhood as a portside ragamuffin,
then his youth as a mine dave, followed by a few months skulking in the shadows at the Court of
Eagles—where, apparently, he dill was not able to keep completely out of gght. Thet is an eratic
education to say the leadt. | can think of no place where he could put it to use. Return him to the mines
now, My Lady. Not as adave, if that troubles you. Make him a free overseer. That is ill more than he
might ever have hoped for Sx months ago.” The bars dripped. Myrgot pondered.

Jahor picked up a carefully crafted astrolabe from the desk, ran along forenall over its caibrations,
then rubbed his thumb across the curlicues of the rhet. The Vizerine said: “No. | do not think that | will
do that, Jahor. It is too close to davery.” She turned from the window and thought about her cook. “I
ghdl do something ese with him.”

“ 1 would put him back in the mines without his freedom,” Jahor said sullenly. “But then, My Lady is
amog as generous as the Empress hersdf. And asjugt.”

The Vizerine raised an eyebrow a what she considered an ill-put compliment. But then, of course,
Jahor did not know the Empress's most recent mes—

sage that Gorgik had so dutifully deivered. “No. |

have another ideafor him__”

“To the mineswith him, My Lady, and you will save yoursdf much trouble, if not grief.”

Had Gorgik known of the argument that was progressing in the Vizerin€ s chamber, he would most
probably have misassgned the positions of the respective advocates—perhaps the strongest 9gn of his
unfitness for court life

Though it does not explain the actua assgnment of the postions themsdlves, there was a Smple
reason for the tones of voice in which the respective postions were argued: For the lagt three weeks the
Vizering s lover had been a lithe, seventeen-year-old with bitten nals and mad blue eyes, who would,
someday, inherit the title of Suzeraine of Strethi—though the land his parents owned, near the marshy



Avila, was little more than a szeable faam. And the youth, for dl his coming title, was—in his manners
and bearing—little more than a fanner’s son. His passon was for horses, which he rode superbly.
Indeed, he had careered, naked, on a black mount, about the Vizering s caravan for an hour one moonlit
night when, two months before, she had been to vigt the Avila province to meet with its reigning families
anent taxes. She had sent Jahor to ascertain how she might meet this fiery youth. A guest of his parents
one evening, she discovered that they were quite anxious for him to go to court and that for one so young
he had an impressve lig of illegitimate children throughout the surrounding neighborhoods and was
something of a bane to hiskin. She had agreed to take him with her; and had kept her agreement. But the
relaionship was of the volatile and explosive sort that made her, from time to time, look back with
fondness on the weeks with Gorgik. Four times now the suzeraine-apparent had run up atrocious debts
gambling with the servants, twice he had tried to blackmail her, and had been unfaithful to her with a
least three paace serving women, and what's more they were not of Lord Aldamir’s circle. The night
before the Vizerine had de—

parted on this her most recent misson—to get away from the child? but no—they had gotten into an
incredible argument over a white gold chain which had ended with his declaring he would never let her
withered lips and wrinkled paws defile his strong, lithe body again. But just last night, however, hours
before her return, he had ridden out to meet her caravan, charged into her tent, and declared he could
nat live without her caress another moment. In short, that amdl sector of Myrgot’s life she set aside for
persond involvement was currently full to overflowing. (Jahor, currently, had no lover at dl, nor was he
overfond of the Vizering s)

The Vizering, in deference to the vaguest of promises to his parents, had been desultorily atempting
to secure a amdl commission for the blond youth with some garrison in a safer part of the Empire. She
knew he was too young for such a post, and of an impossible temperament to fufill it, even were he hdf a
dozen years older; aso, there was redly no way, in those days, to ascertain if any part of the Empire
would remain safe. In any open combat, the little fool—for he was a fool, she did not kidude hersdf to
that—would probably be killed, and more than likdy get any man under him killed as wel—if his men
did not turn and kill him first. (She had known such things to happen.) This young, unlettered nobleman
was the sort who, for dl his good looks, fiery temperament, and coming inheritance, one ether loved or
despised. And she had discovered, upon meking inquiries into the gambling affair, much to her surprise,
thet no one in court other than hersalf seemed to love imin the least. Well, she dill did not want him to
leave the court ... not just now. She had only put any effort toward obtaining his commisson at those
moments when she had been most aware that soon she must want him as far away as possible.

The commisson had arrived while she had been away; it was on her desk now.

No, after hismarvelous ride lagt night to meet her, she did not want him to leave ... just yet. But she
was experienced enough to know the wishes that he would, with such as he, must come again. As would
other commissons.

“Gorgik,” she said, when Jahor had led himin and retired, “1 am going to put you for 9x weeks with
Master Narbu: he trains dl of Curly’s persond guards and has indructed many of the finest generds of
this Empirein the arts of war. Mot of the young men there will be two or three years younger than you,
but that may eedily, a your age, be as much an advantage as a hinderance. At the end of that time, you
will be put in charge of asmdl garrison near the edge of the K'haki desert—north of the Fatha's. At the
termination of your commission you will have the freedom in fact that, as of this morning, you now have
on paper. | hope you will disinguish yoursdf in the name of the Empress, who is wise and wondrous.”
She amiled. “Will you agree that this now terminates any and dl of our mutud obligeations?’

“You are very generous, My Lady,” Gorgik said, dmog as flabbergasted as when he'd discovered
himsdf purchased from the mines.

“Our Empress is just and generous,” the Vizer-ine said, dmogt as if correcting him. “I am merdy
soft-hearted.” Her hand had strayed to the astrolabe. Suddenly she picked up the verdigrised disk,
turned it over, frowned at it. “Here, take this. Go on. Take it, keep it; and take with it one find piece of
advice. It's heartfdt advice, my young friend. | want you aways to remember the Empress's words to
you lagt night. Do you promise? Good—and as you vaue your freedom and your life, never set foot on



the Garth peninsula. And if the Vygernangx Monastery ever thrusts so much as the tiny tip of one tower
over the tree-tops within the circle of your vison, you will turn yoursdf directly around and ride, run,
crawl away asfast and as far as you can go. Now take it—take it, go on. And go.”

With the Vizering's verdigrised astrolabe in his hand, Gorgik touched his forehead and backed,
frowning, from the chamber.

“My Lady, his education is dready erratic enough. By meking him an officer, you do not bring it to
hed. 1t will only give him presumptions, which will bring him grief and you embarrassment.”

“Perhaps, Jahor. Then again, perhaps not. We shdl see”

Outside the window, the rains, which, after having let up for the space of an hour's sunlight, blew
vidently again, douding the far towers and splattering dl the way in to the edge of the stone slI, running
down the inner wdl to the floor.

“My Lady, wasn't there an astrolabe here on your desk earlier thismorning ... 7’

“Was there now ... ? Ah yes. My pesky, little blue-eyed devil was in here only moments ago, picking
a it. No doubt he pocketed it on hisway down to the stables. Redlly, Jahor, | must do something about
that gold-haired, Uttle tyrant. He has become the bane of my lifdl”

Sx weeks islong enough for amean to learn to enjoy himsdf on a horsg; it is not long enough to learn
toride.

Sx weeks is long enough for a man to learn the rules and forms of fencing; it is not long enough to
become a swordsman.

Master Narbu, born a dave himsdf to a high household in the eastern hills of the Fathas not far
from fabled Ellamon, had as a child shown some animd grace that his baronid owner thought best turned
to wegpon widding—from a sort of retrograde, baronid caprice. Naturdly daves were not encouraged
to excd in ams. Narbu had taken the opportunity to practice—from a retrograde despair at
servitude—congtantly, continuoudy, dawn, noon, night, and any spare moment between. At firs the hope
hed been, naturdly and secretly and obvioudy to any but such a capricious master, for escape. Skill had
become craft and craft had become art; and developing dong was an impassioned love for weaponry
itsdf. The Baron digplayed the young dave's ill to friends mock contests were arranged; then red
contests—with other daves, with freemen. Lords of the reddm proud of ther own sills chalenged him;
two lords of the redlm died. And Narbu found himsdf in this paradoxica pogtion: his license to snk
sword blade into an aristocratic gut was only vouchsafed by the protection of an aristocrat. During
severd provincid skirmishes, Narbu fought vaiantly beside his master. In severa others, his master
rented him out as a mercenary—by now his reputation (though he was not out of his twenties) was such
that he was being urged, pressed, forced to learn the larger organizationd skills and Strategies that make
war possible. One cannot truly trace the course of alifein a thousand pages. Let us have the reticence
here not to atempt it in a thousand words. Twenty years later, during one of the many battles that
resulted in the ascension of the present Child Empress Ynelgo to the Throne of Eagles, Narbu (now
forty-four) and his master had been lucky enough to be on the winning sde—though his master was
killed. But Narbu had diginguished himsdf. As a reward—for the Empress was brave and
benevolent—Narbu was given his freedom and offered a postion as indructor of the Empress's own
guard, a job which involved training the sons of favored aristocrats in the finer (and grosser) points of
battle. (Two of Narbu's earliest ingtructors had been daughters of the mysterious Western Crevasse, and
much of his early finesse had been gained from these masked women with their strange and strangdly
gniger blades. Twice he had fought with such women; and once againg them. But they did not usudly
venture in large groups too far from their own lands. Still, he had dways suspected that Neveryon, with
itsgrictly mae armies, was overcompensating for something.) In his pogtion as royd master a arms, he
found himsdf developing a rich and ritud tirade againgt his new pupils They were soft, or when they
were hard they had no discipline, or, when they had discipling, had no heart. What training they’ d gotten
mud dl

The Tale of Gorgik Al be undone before they could redly begin; aristocrats could never make good
soldiers anyway; wha was needed was good, common stock. Though master Narbu was common
stock, had fought common stock, and been taught by common stock, Gorgik was the firg men of



common stock Master Narbu, in Sx years, had ever been pad to teach. And the good master now
discovered that, as a teacher, somehow he had never developed a language to indtruct any other than
aristocrats—however badly trained, undisciplined, or heartless they were. As well, he found himsdf
actudly resenting this great-muscled, affable, quiet, giant of ayouth. First, Gorgik’s physique was not the
sort (as Narbu was quick to point out to him) that naturdly lent itsdf to horsemanship or any but gross
combative skills. Besides, the rumor had gone the rounds that the youth had been put under Narbu's
tutdlage not even because of his exceptiond srength, but because he was some high Court lady’s
catamite. But one morning, Master Narbu woke, frowned a some sound outside, and sat up on his
palet: through the bars on his window, he looked out across the yard where the traning dummies and
exercise forms stood in moonlight—it was over an hour to sunup. On the porch of the student barracks,
benegth the frayed thatch, a grest form, naked and crossed with shadow from the nearest porch poles,
moved and turned and moved.

The new pupil was practicing. Firs he would try a few swings with the light wooden sword to
develop form, moving dowly, returning to starting position, hefting the blade again. And going through the
swing, parry, recovery ... alittle too self-conscioudy; and the arm not fully extended at the peak of the
swing, the blade alittle too high .... Narbu frowned. The new student put down the wooden blade against
the barrack wal, picked up the trebleweight iron blade used to improve drength: swing, parry,
recovery; agan, swing, parry—the student hated, stepped back, began again. Good. He' d remembered
the extenson this time. Better, Narbu reflected. Better ... but not excelent. Of course, for the weighted
blade, it was better than most of the youths—with those great sacks of muscle about his bones, redly not
S0 surprisng ... No, he didn't let the blade sag. But what was he doing up this early anyway ... ?

Then Narbu saw something.

Narbu squinted allittle to make sure he saw it.

What he saw was something he could not have named himsdlf, either to baron or commoner. Indeed,
we may have trouble describing it: He saw a concentration in this extremdy strong, naked, young man's
practicing that, by so many little twists and sets of the body, flicks of the eye, bearings of the aams and
hips, 9gned its origins in ingpiration. He saw something that much resembled not a younger Narbu, but
something that had been part of the younger Narbu and which, when he recognized it now, he redized
was dl-important. The others, Narbu thought (and his lips, set about with gray stubble, shaped the
words), were too pampered, too soft ... how many hours before sunrise? Not those others, no, not on
your ... that one, yes, was good common stock.

Narbu lay back down.

No, this common, one-time mercenary dave dill did not know how to speak to a common, one-time
pit dave as a teacher; and no, 9x weeks were not enough. But now, in the practice sessons, and
sometimes in the rest periods during and after them, Narbu began to say things to the tal, scar-faced
youth: “In rocky terrain, look for a rider who holds one rein up near his beast’s ear, with his thumb
tucked wdl down; héll be a Narnisman and the one to show you how to coax most from your mount in
the mountains. Stick by him and waich him fagt ....” And: “The best men with throwing wesgpons I've
ever seen are the desert Adami: shy men, with little brass wires sewn up around the backs of ther ears.
You'll be lucky if you have a few in your garrison. Get one of them to practice with you, and you might
learn something ....” Or: “When you requisition cart oxen in the Avila swamplands, if you get them from
the Men of the Hide Shidds, you mugt get one of them to drive, for it will be a good beast, but nervous.
If you get a beast from the Men of the PAm Fiber Shidds, then anyone in your garrison can drive
it—they train them differently, but just how | am not sure” Narbu said these things and many others. His
saws cut through to where and how and wha one might need to learn beyond those 9x weeks. They
came out in no organized manner. But there were many of them. Gorgik remembered many; and he
forgot many. Some of those he forgot would have saved him much time and trouble in the coming years.
Some that he remembered he never got an opportunity to use. But even more than the practice and the
ingruction (and because Gorgik practiced mog, at the end of the 9x weeks he was easlly the best in his
class), this was the education he took with him. And Myrgot was away from the castle when his
commission began ..
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There was an oxcart ride dong a narrow road with mountains looking over the trees to the left; with
gx other young officers, he forded an icy stream, up to his waig in foam; a horse ride over bare rocks,
around steep dopes of date ... ahead were the little tongues of army campfires, dick on the blue, with the
desert below, white as milk in quarterlight.

Gorgik took over his garrison with an advantage over mogt: five years experience in the mines as a
foreman over fifty daves.

His garrison contained only twenty-nine.

Nor were they despairing, unskilled, and purchased for life. Though, over the next few years, from
time to time Gorgik wondered just how much difference that made in the dally texture of ther fives, for
guards

lives were rough in those days. Over those same years, Gorgik became a good officer. He gained the
affection of hismen, mainly by keeping them divein an epoch in which one of the horrors of war was that
evay time more than ten garrisons were brought together, twenty percent were logt through
communicable diseases having nothing to do with baitle (and much of the knowledge for this could be
traced back to some of Master Narbu’s more eccentric saw concerning various herbs, moldy fruit rinds,
and moss—and not a few of Baron Curly’s observations on botany that Gorgik found himsdf now and
agan recdling to greeat effect). As regards the army itsdf, Gorgik was a man recently enough blessed with
an unexpected hope of life that dl the human energy expended to create an inditution soldy bent on
gmashing that hope seemed arbitrary and absurd enough to marshd dl his inteligence toward surviving it.
He saw baitle as atest to be endured, with true freedom as prize. He had experienced leading of a sort
before, and he led wel. But the persondities of his men—both ther blusering camaraderie (which
seemed a pade and farcicd shadow of the bruta and destructive mayhem that, from time to time, had
broken out in the dave quarters a the mines, dways leaving three or four dead), and the congtant
resgnaion to danger and death (that any sane dave would have been trying his utmost to avoid) both
confused him (and confuson he had traditiondly dedt with by slence) and depressed him (and
depression, frankly, he had never redly had time to ded with, nor did he redly here, so that its effects,
findly, were bascdly just more anecdotes for later years on the supidity of the military mind).

He knew dl his men, and had a far easer rdaionship with them than most officers of that day. But
only avery few did he ever consder friends, and then not for long. A frequent occurrence: some young
recruit would take the easiness of some late-night campfire talk, or the reveations that occurred on a
foggy morming hike, as a 9gn of lading intimacy, only to find himsdf reprimanded (and, in three cases
over the two years, struck to the ground for the presumption: for these were barbaric and brutd times), in
amanner that recalled nothing so much (at least to Gorgik, eterndly frustrated by having to give out these
reprimands) as the snubs he had received in the hdls of the High Court of Eagles the mornings after some
paticularly revelatory exchange with some count or princess.

Couldn’t these imbeciles learn?

He had.

The ones who stayed in his garrison did. And respected him for the lesson—loved him, some of them
would even have said in the drunken evenings that, during some rare, lax period, now at a village tavern,
now a a mountain campsite where wine had been impounded from a passng caravan, dill punctuated a
guard'slife. Gorgik laughed at this. His own dlent appraisal of the Stuation had been, from the beginning:
| may die; they may die; but if there is any way their desth can delay mine, let theirs come down.

Y et within this grictly sdfish ethical matrix, he was able to digolay enough lineaments both of reason
and bravery to satisfy those above himin rank and those below—ill, from time to time, especidly in the
face of rank cowardness (which he dways tried to construe—and usudly succeeded—as rank supidity)
in others, he could convince himsdf there might be something to the whole idea. “Might”—for survivd’'s
sake he never dlowed it to go any further.

He survived.



But such surviva was alondy business. After sx months, out of loneliness, he hired a scribe to help
him compose a long letter to the Vizeine indegant, rambling, uncomfortable with its own discourse,
wisdy it touched neither on his affection for her nor his debt to her, but rather turned about what he had
learned, had seen, had fdt: the oddly depressed atmosphere of the marketplace in the town they had
passed through the day before; the hectic nature of the smuggling in that small port where, for two weeks
now, they had been garrisoned; the anxious gossip of the soldiers and progtitutes about the proposed
public building scheduled to replace a section of dumlike hutsin a dity to the north; the brazen look to the
sky from a southern mountain path that he and his men had wandered on for two hours in the evening
before stopping to camp.

At the High Court the Vizerine read his letter—severd times, and with a fondness that, now dl
pretence a the erotic was gone, grew, rather than diminished, in directions it would have been harder for
grosser souls to fallow, much less appreciate. His letter contained this paragraph:

“Rumors came down among the lieutenants last week that dl the garrisons heregbout were to be
gone south for the Garth in amonth. 1 drank wine with the Mgjor, diced him for his bone-handled knives
and won. Two garisons were to go the Able-ani, in the swamps east of the Fatha—a thankless
position, putting down smal squabbles for ungrateful lords, he assured me, more dangerous and less
interesting then the south. | gave him back his knives. He scratched his gray beard in which one or two
rough red hairs dill twist, and gave me his promise of the Fatha post, thinking me mead.”

The Vizerine read it, a dawn, sanding by the barred windows (dripping with light rain as they had
dripped on the morning of her last interview with Gorgik, haf a year before), remembered him, looked
back toward her desk where once a bronze astrolabe had lan among the parchment. A lamp flame
wavered, threatened to go out, and steadied. She amiled.

Toward the end of Gorgik’s three years (the occasiond, unmistakably royd messenger and scribe
who came to his tent to deliver Myrgot’s brief and very formd acknowledgments and take back other
messages from him did not hurt his reputation among his troops), when his garrison was moving back and
forth a biweekly intervas, from the desert skirmishes near the Venarra canyon to the comparatively cam
hold of Fabled Ellamon highin the Faltha range (where, like dl tourists, Gorgik and his men went out to
ob—

serve, from the white lime dopes, across the crags to the far corrals of the fabled, flying beasts that
scarred the evening sky with ther exercises), he discovered that some of his men had been smuggling
purses of sdt from the desert to the mountains. He made no greet issue of it; but he cdled in the man
whom he suspected to be second in charge of the smuggling operation and told him he wished a
share—a modest share—of the profits. With that share, he purchased three extra carts, and four oxen to
pull them; and with a daring that astonished his men (for the Empress's royd inspectors were neither easy
nor forgiving) on his last trek back, a week before his discharge, he brought three whole cartfuls of
contraband sdt, which he got through by turning off the main road, whereupon they were shortly met by
what was obvioudy aragged, private guard at the edge of private lands.

“Common soldiers may not trespass on the Hold of the Princess Elyne—!”

“Conduct me to her Highnessl” Gorgik announced, holding his hand up to hdt his men.

After dark, he returned to them (with amemory of high firesin the dank, roofless hdl; and the happy
princess with her heavy, jeweled robes and her hair greasy and her fingers thin [and grubbier than hig),
taking his hard, cracked handsin hers and saying: “Oh, but you see what I’ ve come home to? A bunch of
hereditary heathens who think | am a goddess, and cannot make proper conversaion for five minutes
No, no, tdl me again of the Vizering's lagt letter. | don't care if you've told me twice before. Tell me
again, for it's been over ayear snce I’ ve heard anything a dl from Court. And | long for their company,
| long for it. All my stay there taught me was to be disstisfied with this ancient, moldy pile. No, St there,
on that bench, and | will St beside you. And have them bring us more mead and bread and meat. And
you shdl smply tel me again, friend Gorgik ...”) with leave for his men and his carts to pass through the
lands, and thus he avoided the Empress' s customs inspectors.

A month after he left the army, some friendlier men of an intricatdly tattooed and scarred desert tribe
gave him some intricately worked copper vases. Provincid burghers in Arganini bought them from him



for a price five times what he recalled, from his youth in the ports, such work was worth in cvilized lands.
From the mountain women of Ka hesh (wdl below Ellamon) he purchased a load of the brown berry
leaves which, when smoked, put one in a state more relaxed than wine—he was now amogt a year
beyond his rel ease from the army—and transported it dl the way to the Port of Serness, where, in smdl
quantities, he sold it to sailors on outgoing merchant ships. While he was there, a man who he had paid to
help him told him of a warehouse whaose back window was |oose in which were stored grest numbers of
... But we could fill pages; let us compress both time and the word.

The basic education of Gorgik had been laid. All that followed—the months he reentered a private
service as a mercenary officer again, then as a gamekeeper to a provincid count’s lands, then as paid
dave-overseer to the same count’s tree-cutters, then as bargeman on the river that ran through tha
count’s land, again as a smugdler in Vindet, the port at the estuary of that river, then as a mercenary
agan, then as a private caravan guard—dl| of these merdly developed moatifs we have dready sounded.
Gorgik, at thirty-sx, was tal and great-muscled, with rough, thinning hair and a face (with its great scar)
that looked no more than haf a dozen years older then it had a twenty-one, a man comfortable with
horses and sword, a home with daves, thieves, soldiers, progtitutes, merchants, counts, and princesses,
aman who was—in hisway and for his epoch—the optimum product of his avilization. The dave mine,
the court, the army, the great ports and mountain holds, desert, fidd, and forest: each of his civilization's
inditutions had contributed to creeting this scar-faced giant, who wore thick fursin cold weether and in
the heat went naked (save for a layered disk of metd, with arcane etchings and cut-outs upon it—an
adtrolabe—chained around his veined and heavy neck, whatever the month), an easy man in company
yet able to hold his sllence. For the divilization in which he lived he was a divilized man.

1. The Tale Of Old Venn

The chain of decongtructions cannot, of course, be contained here: for if the image functions as a
vident displacement from the origin, life, or meaning to which it apparently refers, there is a second
fundamentd question raised more or less expliatly in each of these essays. What about my text as the
imege of the image: what about the possibility of reading ... ?

—Carol Jacobs, The Dissimulating Harmony

The Ulvayn idands lay well east of port Kolhari; known on the Neveryon shore for the fisherwomen
who occasondly appeared a the manland docks, these idands had—had anyone bothered to
count—probably four fishermen to every fisherwoman. Alas, its particular fame on the Neveryon coast
was more a projection of the over-masculinization of that culture (empress and dl) than a true reflection
of the idand culture so famed.

Nevertheess Norema s mother had been for atime firdmate on a fishingboat (captained by an older
cousin, arough-skinned and wrinkled woman after whom Norema had been named—for fishing tended
to runin families); the child spent her firs two years more or less bound to her mother’s back, as Quema
swayed on the boat’s pitched and pitching deck. Snar, her father, was a boat builder; and after the
second girl was born, Quema left the fishingboat to work in Snar’'s idand boat yard. The second girl
died, but Quema stayed on at the yard, where the boat skeletons rose, more and more of them each
year, ther high ribs, ydlow for the first week, gray thereafter. She sorted bundles of pitch-backed bark,
went into the village to harangue the amith to finish a shipment of brads made from a combingtion of
metas and magic that her husband (with Venn's help) had discovered did not rust; she girred a great
cauldrons of glue, while her daughter tagged dong and stared, or ran off and giggled. And she fdt
unhgppy with life and proud of her husband and girl and wished she were back at sea

Ancther daughter came, who lived. Both Snar and Quema spent more time directing other workers
who labored in the yard; and Norema ran after her younger sster now, more than her mother did.

Snar was atdl, sullen man with a rough beard and tool-scarred hands, who loved his family and his
work with breath-stopping intendty—and was frequently and frankly impossible with anyone he did not



think of as a friend; indeed, he made a rather bad sdesman in a prospering business that soon had to dedl
with many more people from other idands and even Neveryon hersdf, rather than just the smdl circdle
who had bought his boats or brought him boats to repair in the early years. Quema, on the other hand,
hed the persondity cdled in the inns and drinking places dong the idand’s docks (and in that language
the term gpplied equdly to men and women) a good sailor, which meant someone who could live esslly
in close quarters with others under swaying conditions. So Quema actudly did much of the sdling and
bargaining over materias from ther suppliers and over finished boats with ther customers, and she
frequently took the girls to other idands, rimmed with blue and Slver sand, when she went out on
business.

Coming back from such a trip, & night, with moonlight on the deck of the boat they'd built
themsdlves (at any rate, twelve-year-old Norema had carried bark and driven dowels and caulked seams
and mixed glue; and three-year-old Jori had once stepped in a bowl of that same glue), the three sat on
the deck with the fire box glowing through its grillwork, fish grilling on its tines, and the rocks of the
Lesser Ul-vayns thruging high and sheer at the sea's edge like the broken flanks of some shattered,
petrified beast. Quema sat across from the fire box; the flattened copper circdes she wore in her ears ran
with light (her hair, in that moonlight, had logt the last of its reds to some color like the gray shrubs that
grew on theidand hills); the rings and her hair quavered in the gusts. And she told her daughters stories
about sea mongers and sunken cities and water witches and wind wizards, sometimes she told of saling
lore and fishing routes, and sometimes just the lazy, late-night woman-talk of people and places mother
and daughters could discuss here in a detal so much more exact, indghtful, and intense
because—here—moonlight and the dark mirror drding them put the subjects a a distance that had
precisaly the proper illumination and foca length for such marine investigation. (Venn had a curved mirror
that she had once shown to Norema; and had made up a term in that language which might as wel be
trandated “focd length.”) Sometimes they just sat and didn't talk at dl, their backs wedged againg the
ral of the boat, feding the sed s shilances under them and the rocking night over them and the probing
chills around them (usudly, by now, Jori was adeep, curled agang her mother’s leggings). Norema
stared across the seven feet of damp, varnished decking to where her mother sat, ams across her knees,
looking as contented as Norema ever saw her; and Norema sometimes wondered, too, if her mother
headn’'t been somewhat cheated by her father's near fandtical absorption in his craft and trade. For wasn't
it here that an eminently sea-worthy and seasoned woman redly belonged, under the wind and the moon,
with her own good boat rocking on the bdly of the Great Mother, like a woman hdf dreaming on her
back with her own sea-daughter a-straddle her?

And they would sail; and sail; and sometimes Norema would deep; and when she would wake up, it
was dways curious which would come fird: the flares set out on the docks of the idand's harbor, or the
red dawn—the old scar of the horizon broke open and bleeding again, cut by the sun like a copper coin
with its rim knife-sharpened.

Then Quema was hauling dock rope through the wooden clegts, one bare foot on the deck, one on
the deck rall, the ligaments dong her brown ankle shifting as the boat shifted; Norema pulled cloth bags
from under the leanto that served them as cabin; and Jori strolled up the dock, humming. It was day.

Venn?

Norema firgd knew her as a woman who had been a close friend of her parents. Later, through
anecdotes (and both Quema and Snar were dill fond of the ederly woman), Norema redized that the
closeness with each parent dated from different times. As a child, her father had built boats with Venn,
and together they had invented dl sorts of tools and tackling devices thet her father dill used; even before
then Venn had figured out, by hersdlf, a system for tdling where you were by the stars. That was even
before her father was born. From time to time, rumor had it, Venn disappeared. One such disappearance
was a trip to Nev&ryon, where she met (the adults 4ill talked of it) with an aged and great inventor of
that country who himsdf had actudly invented the lock and key; he'd dso taken her navigaion system
and used it for a series of metd disks—rhet, scaes, and map, which, today, salors and travelers caled
an astrolabe. The great man, it was said, from time to time even came to the idand to meet with her, for
he knew a wise woman when he met one. It was after returning from one such disappearance that Venn



and her mother had shared a hut (long since torn down) out of which Quema had gone every morning to
work on the fishing boat with Old Norema and from which Venn went, gpparently, to sudy the woods
and the waterfdls that plummeted from the high rocks.

Her mother had married her father; and somehow contact with the woman who was eighteen years
older than both of them faltered and dl but ceased. Y et both swore that Venn was the wisest woman on
theidand.

Norema suspected Venn was perfectly crazy.

Nevertheless, Norema was sent, with the daughters and sons of most of the other families in the
harbor village—some thirty-five in dl—to be with Venn every morning. Some of the young men and
women of the village when they’d been children had built a shdter, under Venn's ingruction, with
ingenious traps in its roof o you could dimb up on top and look down from the hill across the huts to the
harbor; and Norema and the children who sat with Venn under the thatched awvning every morning made
a cage for amdl animds they caught; and they learned the marks Venn could make on pieces of dried
vegetable fiber (that you could unrall from the reeds that grew in the swamps across the hill): some marks
were for animds, some for fish, some for numbers, and some for ideas, and some were for words
(Norema’s own contribution to the system, with which Venn was appropriately impressed)—there was a
great spate of secret-message sending that autumn. Marks in red day meant one thing. The same mark in
black charcod meant something else. You could use Venn's sysem, or make up a new one with your
friends. They nearly used up dl the reeds, and Venn made them plant many more and go hunting for
seadlings to be carefully nursed in especidly nice mud. The whole enterprise came to a stop when
someone got the idea of assagning specid marks for everyone's name, so you could tdl a a glance
(rather then having to figure it out from what it was about) just whom the message came from. Venn
goparently intercepted one of these; someone apparently deciphered it for her.

“We mug stop this” she told them, holding her walking stick tight with both hands up near the head,
while an autumn rain fdl from the edge of the thatch to make a curtain at her back, fraying the great oak
tree, sheeting the broken dope that rose beside it, dulling the foot path that cut across the grass beneath
it. “Or we mugt curtall it severely. | did not invent this system. | only learned it—when | wasin Neveryon.
And | modified it, even as you have done. And do you know whét it was invented for, and 4ill is largdly
used for there? The control of daves. If you can write down a woman's or a man's name, you can write
down dl sorts of things next to that name, about the amount of work they do, the time it takes for them
to do it, about their methods, their atti—

tudes, and you can compare dl this very carefully with what you have written about others. If you do
this, you can maneuver your own dedings with them in ways that will soon control them; and very soon
you will have the control over your fellows that is davery. Civilized people are very careful aout who
they let write down their names, and who they do not. Since we, here, do not aspire to avilization, it is
perhaps best we hdt the entire process.” Venn separated her hands on the gnarled stick. And Nore-ma
thought about her father’s ship yard, where there was an old man who came to work some days and not
others and about whom her father dways complained: If | wrote down his name, Norema thought, and
made one mark for every day he came to work and another for every day he faled to come, if after a
month | showed it to my father, and said, yes, here, my father’s grumbling would turn to open anger, and
he would tdl him to go away, not to come back, that he was not worth the time, the food, the shelter,
and the man would go away and perhaps die .... And Norema fdt strange and powerful and frightened.

But Venn had started to tdl them a story. Venn's stories were very much like her mother’s; indeed,
some were the same. Norema loved her mother; but Venn told tales better. Most were scarey. Sitting
under the thatch, on the ground, shoulder to shoulder with the others, with Venn seated on the heavy log
across the end, the sunlight now burding through the rain, a dlitter in the grass, on the tree trunks,
runnding down the date scarp, here in the little space of shadow (“We are dtting in the shadow of
knowledge; knowledge iswritten dl around us, in the trees and on the rocks, as dearly as my marks on
reed paper,” Venn often told them) Norema would suddenly fed her shoulders and the back of her neck
prickle at tdes of some lone man's gpproach to some ancient pile of rough-cut masonry, a some intrepid
twin ssters’ boat foundering closer and closer to the weedy rocks.



Venn taught them the stories (as she must once have taught her mother, Norema surmised): the chil—

dren would tdl them back, and Venn would get angry if they got the names of various giants, queens,
and the distances between imaginary idands wrong, or misdescribed various landscapes a various times
of year; other thingsin the tales she urged them to elaborate on and invent for themsaves—the kinds of
beasts found guarding some treasure that stood behind two tal white stones, one of which, on the last
day of summer, cast a shadow, an hour after sunrise, three times the length of the other (“thet,” said
Venn, “you'd best not forget.”), or the family names of the hero’s and heroine€'s maternd unde who
provided atrain of twenty-three servants (“That you must remember.”), each of which tried to betray
them in any way the children could think of.

For a while, Venn spent much time with a particular hdf a dozen youngsters, going for waks with
them after the others were dismissed, exploring the edges of the forest, or the sea, sometimes summoning
them up to her smdl, wonder-filled shack at dawn, sometimes turning up at any one of theirs down in the
village a sunset. The group incdluded Norema, and for a while Norema thought (as did the rest) Venn
favored them because they were cleverer. Later, she redized that, though none of them were backward,
they were just more adutdy sociable than most adolescents—more tolerant of a crippled, old woman's
oddities. Though Venn commanded an amost awed respect from the village adults, her friends were
more or less the children. And this particular group was findly not dl that clever, or wonderful, or
talented. They were just her friends.

One afternoon, Norema and two others of the favored few rambled with the old woman aongside
the Neum Stream. For a while, above the sound of Venn's stick shushing through the leaves, Norema
had been taking on about the trids of working in her parents boat yard—indeed, had been taking on
for quite some time, and had just begun to wonder if for the last few minutes Venn had redly heard. (Ddl
was arguing softly and intently with Enin, who wasn't ligening.) Venn stopped at a wide rock tabling into
the water.

Gnats thrashed in the sun beyond.

Venn, tapping her stick—rather nervoudy—said, suddenly and hoarsdly: 1 know something. | know
how to tdl you about it, but | don't know how to tdl you what it is. | can show you what it does, but |
cannot show you the ‘what’ itsdf. Come here, children. Out in the sun.”

Ddl stopped tdking; Enin started ligening.

And Norema fdt embarrassed a her own praitling and smiled dertly to show she didn't.

Venn, her gtick leaning in the crook of her arm, reached around in her many-pocketed, orange robe.
The shoulders were threadbare. The hem was stained with lesf dirt. “Come here” She beckoned
Norema onto the stone with a sharp, brown chin. “What isthis?’

A piece of reed paper? Venn's brown fingers pecked in it and prodded it open. She held it up. The
red marks across the paper, I€ft to right, were Venn's specid dgns for: a three-horned beetle, three
horned lizards, and two crested parrots. Red meant she had observed them before noon.

“You saw a three-horned beetle, three horned lizards, and two crested parrots in the
morning—probably you were at the estuary, on the far bank; because the parrots never come over on
this sde. And it was probably yesterday morning, because it was raining the night before lagt and the
lizards usudly come out in the mornings after ran.”

“That's avery good reading.” Venn amiled. “Now, Enin. Come out here, on the rock, and stand just
s0.” The tdl, short-haired boy stepped out, blinking. The mirror he wore strapped across his ssomach
flashed light down on Venn's stained hem. (All the boys, for the last month, had taken to weering the
mirrored somach plates.) “Norema,” Venn said. “Come here and look &t this now.”

Norema stepped up beside her old teacher.

“Here)” Venn said. “Here, girl. Hold the paper up beside your face, crouch down, and look at it in
Enin'sbdly.”

Norema took the paper and held it open beside her face; she had to stoop to a haf-squat to see.

“Now what isit?’

In the shiny, irregular shaped plate, topped by Enin's fird chest hair and below which ran his shdl
belt, she saw her concentrating face and, beside it, in her fingers ... “Of course, it's backward,” Norema



sad. When they painted the prow designs on her father’s boats, frequently for the more delicate work
that could not be done with the cut-out sencils, the painters checked ther outlines in mirrors. The
reversd of the image made irregularities more apparent. “It goes wrong way forward.”

“Read it,” Venn said.

“Um ... crested parrots two, horned lizards ... four ... eh ... no, three ... a green ... fish!” Norema
laughed. “But that's because the 9gn for green fish is just the 9gn for horned beetle written reversed.
That'swhy | hesitated over the others ... | think.” She gtarted to stand.

“No,” Venn sad. “Keep looking. Dell, now you come stand here.”

Ddl, who was short and wore his hair in three long braids, stepped up beside Norema on the rock.

“No,” Venn said. “You stand over here behind Norema. Yes, that's right. Here ... Now, Norema,
turn around and look at Dell’s mirror, until you can seeinit the reflection in Enin's”

Norema, in her uncomfortable sgquat, turned to face the other boy’s stomach, with the bright plate
thonged across it. “Wait amoment. No, there ... Gome on, Dell, move your hand ...” She squat-wa ked
to the right, leaned to the left. “Enin, you move around that—no, the other way. No, not so much! There

“Read what you see,” Venn said.

“Butl ...” Norema, of course, had expected to see the message put back left to right, its Sgnsin the
proper order. But what, in the frame within a frame, she looked a was the back of her own head.

And on the paper, hed up beside it, written in black charcod:

“The great dtar clears the horizon two cups of water after the eighth hour.” Norema stood up,
laughed, and turned the paper over. Wha she had read in the second mirror had been written on the
paper’s back. “I didn’t even know that was there,” she said.

“Which isthe paint,” Venn said.

Then, of course, there was much ungirapping and restrapping of mirror thongs and repogtioning on
the rocks, so that Enin and Dél could see the phenomenon of the changing words. When they had, and
everyone had on their own clothes again, Venn said: “And of course | haven't told you what | am trying
to tdl you about. No, not & dl. | have just given you an example of it.” As they waked from the rock,
Venn best in fdlen leaves with her gtick. “Let me give you another.” She frowned at the ground, and for a
few steps, her stick was dill. “Years ago, when | was about your age, girl—oh, maybe a year or two
older—I had afight with a sea mongter. To thisday | have no idea what kind of mongter it was. | mean
I’d never heard of it or seen one likeit before; nor have | since. It was a moonlit night. | was seventeen,
aone on my boat. It rose up between the rocks by which | was saling from some uninhabited idand's
deserted harbor and flung an arm across the boat, teking away the railing and rocking that side of the
deck below water. It had as many eyes as arms, and on staks just as long and as strong; and when one
gak wrapped around my leg, | hacked it off with my fishing knife. The beast did back into the sea and
the boat foundered away from it. Hie five fegt of it just lay there on the deck, wriggling and twiging and
coiling and uncailing—f or an hour.

“l wanted to cut it up and see how its musdes worked once it calmed itsdf, but | just wasn't up to
caching it and tying it down. And when | came down from tying up part of the rigging that had been
tor it had wriggled between the ral break and fdlen into the cdm.” Venn stepped gingerly and
undeadily among the large rocks and amdl branches fdlen by the stream. “All through the experience,
however, from the moment it hove up between the rocks, till ... wdl, redly, dawn next morning, when |
was miles away, | did not know if | would live or die ... for dl | knew, it was following dong after me to
rise again. Even through al my curiogity about the tentacle, | lived those hours like someone who might
be obliterated from the surface of the sea as a patch of foam is dispersed by a passng dolphin’s fluke.
Does such fear make everything brighter, more intense, more vivid? | suppose so. It dso makes
everything exhausting—an exhaugtion which, when | had got my boat back to the port here, ached to be
filled with ... words.” Venn waked a few more dlent steps. “So | told about it—at the inn (that used to
gtand where the current one does before that building was blown down in the hurricane two summers
before you were born, girl) over a bowl of hot fish broth. | was dill getting gooseflesh. | told it to hdf a
dozen, who, as | darted to tak, gathered a dozen more around them, dl ther eyes wide and dl their



mouths gaping, and dl their heads shaking, amazed. | told them how, as my boat passed among these
certain rocks, a creature, dl wrigging ams and eyes, rose up and flung itsdf toward me. | told of my
broken ral and my flooded deck and my terror and my curiosity. But as | told them, as | watched them, |
redized: While for me, the vaue of the experience | had lived through was that, for its duration, | had not
known from moment to moment if | would live or die, for them, the value of the tdling was that, indeed, |
had lived through it, that | had survived it, that here | was, safe and dive, confirmed as much by my solid
presence as my duttering voice and hdf incoherent account, running on and on about an experience
during which / just happened not to have known the outcome.” Venn laughed. “And what did | do with
my sudden redization? | went on taking, and they went on ligening. The more | tried to remember the
details, remember the moonlight adither on freckled scaes, remember the fetid amdl of cut muscle,
remember thetrail of bubbled mucus gligening, the sea water dripping from the splintered rail-end, gray
outsde with weethering, white splinters within, each detail recounted to convince them of what | had
lived through—an experience in which my survivd as a fact of it was outsde any possble
consderation—the more evidence they had, by my onrush of living talk, that | had lived through it, the
more certain they were tha | had survived something, though the ‘what’ of it, just because of tha
certainty, was quite beyond them.

“The innkeeper’ s wife gave me blankets and | dept under the Sairs that night with a bag of cedar
chipsfor apillow. And what did | think of, on and off between edgy dozings, till the window above me
began to go blue? Ancther time | would have sad | thought about what had happened to me. But it
waan't that. | thought about what | said had happened to me. And dowly, remembering dl my liseners
reactions, | began to pick pieces from my own ramblings that they had seemed to recognize as true or
accurate. And | began to put them in order so that these reactions would build as my reactions to the
remembered experience had built. I mortared my descriptions together with explanations and directions
for the experience of my ligeners. And in the morning, when another group of wide-eyed men and
women, who had heard of my adventures from those | had told the previous night, came and asked me
what had happened, | told them ... wdl, | told them essentidly the story | told you. No Stuttering, now;
no suddenly remembered details. For now it was a story, like any other tde | have ever amusaed or
frightened you with. And | was now much happier with the reaction of my listeners, for now that it was a
sory, the tdling grew and directed their responses with a certain precision that at leest followed the same
form as my own experience on tha two-days-previous tarifying night. But | will tdl you here: For dl her
fleshy scdes and eyes and dime, for dl | use the same words to tdl you of her as | firg used to babble of
her in fear, but ordered and recalled in calmness, she is an entirdly different mongter.” Venn narrowed her
eyesin away tha was asmile “Do you understand?’

Norema frowned. “I ... | think so.”

“What happened to you,” Ddl sad, “was like the Sgns on the paper.”

“And what you told the firg night,” said Enin, “was like what we saw in the firg mirror, with its
meaning dl backward.”

“And what you told again the next morning,” Norema said, feding rather like it was expected of her
and terribly uncomfortable with the expectation, “was like what we saw in the second mirror. Something
dse entirdy, with its own meaning.”

“As much as mirrors and mongters can be dike” mused Venn, whose sudden distraction seemed
one with Norema s discomfort. “Which brings me, girl, to what you were saying about your father.”

Norema blinked; she' d thought the subject abandoned.

“What came to mind when you were taking about your father, and working in your father's boat
yard, was ... wel, another example, and perhaps the least illudrative: when we were young—Ah, | used
to make plans for beautiful, marvelous, impossible boats. Y our father would build models of them, when
we were children. And once he told me that many of the things he learned from making those modes
were very important to the success of the red boats he builds today. My plans, his models, and his later
boats, you see, are merdy another example of what | am talking about. And then, you see, something
ese came to mind—which may findly tdl you something about your father’'s business as wdl as what |
am trying to tell you. For it is yet another example: | was thinking about the Rulvyn tribes, back in the



idand's hills. They are a very shy, very proud people, and they dmost never come down to the shore
villages. The men hunt geese and wild goats, the women provide the bulk of the food by growing turnips
and other roots, fruits, and afew leaf vegetables—and when one considers the amount of hours actudly
soent a the various tasks—if one marked down names and made marks for the hours each actudly
spends working (for | did that once when | was there), the women do far and above more work than the
men toward keeping the tribe dive. But because they do not come much to the sea and they have no fish,
mest is an important food to them. Because it is an important food, the hunting men are looked upon as
rather pregigious creatures. Groups of women share a sngle hunter, who goes out with a group of
hunters and brings back meet for the women. The women make pots and baskets and clothes and
jewdry, which they trade with each other; they build the houses, grow and cook the food;
indeed—except for very circumscribed, prestige decisions—the women control the tribe. Or at least they
used to. You dl have heard the taes of those who have recently gone up into the hills to spend time
among the Rulvyn; our shore people come back and shake their heads, ook dour, and say things are not
wdl with the mountain folk. When | was lagt there, not three years ago, | walked and looked and listened
and made my sgns on reed paper in order to mark and remember what | heard and saw. Up till a few
years ago, the Rulvyn were tribes who lived entirdly by their women exchanging goods and work with
other women for whatever goods and work they needed. Even if meat were part of the exchange, the
men would bring it to the women who would then do the actud bartering. From time to time men would
exchange weapons, but this was dill part of a prestigious ritud, not the bass of daly life The Rulvyn
were smple, proud, insula—like an idand within our idand.

“But our people, here at the shore, with our bigger and bigger boats, for three generations now have
been usng the coins that come from Neveryon to make our exchanges with. And as more and more of us
went back into the hills to trade with the Rulvyn, the Rulvyn began to acquire money; and findly began to
use money among themsdves in order to make their exchanges. Now one of the prestige tasks of the
men is to make trades with strangers to the tribe—whereas the women do dl the trading and exchanging
within the tribe. Three generations ago, such trading with outsiders might occur once a year, or even once
infive. And it was a sumptuous triba event. But now, perhaps once a month someone from the village
travels up into the hills and once a year at least asmdl party of Rulvyn men, in their colorful shoulder furs
and chin feathers, come down to the port; you have dl gathered a the edge of net houses to peek a
them dralling the docks. Because money was exotic as wel as part of the prestige process of trading
with foreigners, money went primarily to the men of the society; and indeed both the men and women of
the tribe a fird agreed that money ought to be the providence of men, just as hunting was. And the
Rulvyn began to use money among themsdves.

“Now money, when it moves into a new tribe, very quickly creates an image of the food, craft, and
work there: it gathers around them, molds to them, stays away from the places where none are to be
found, and clots near the positions where much wedlth occurs. Y et, like amirror image, it is reversed just
as aurely as the writing on a piece of paper is reversed when you read its reflection on a boy’s bdly. For
both in time and space, where money is, food, work, and craft are not: where money is, food, work, and
craft either will shortly be, or in the recent past were. But the actud place where the coin dts, fills a place
where wedth may just have passed from, or may soon pass into, but where it cannot be now—Dby the
whole purpose of money as an exchange object. When money came among the Rulvyn, something very
srange happened: Before money came, a woman with strength, skills, or goods could exchange them
directly with another woman for whatever she needed. She who did the most work and did it the best
was the most powerful woman. Now, the same woman had to go to someone with money, frequently a
mean, exchange her goods for money, and then exchange the money for what she needed. But if there was
no money avalable, dl her srength and il and goods gave her no power a dl—and she might as wel
not have had them. Among the Rulvyn before money, a strong woman married a pregtigious hunter; then
another strong woman would join them in marriage—frequently her friend—and the family would grow.
Now that money has come, a prestigious hunter must first amass money—for what woman would marry
aman in such a sysem who did not have money—and then go looking for good, strong workers to
mary ... for that is the only way he can amass more money. The women are unhappy, for now the men



make them work, pit them againg each other, blatantly and subtly chide them with the work of ther
co-wives. In the Rulvyn before money, the prestige granted the hunter was a compensation for hislack of
socid power. Now that money has come, prestige has become a Sgn of socid power, as surdy as the
double stroke | made on a day jar means that it contains forked ginger roots. And are the men happy?
The Rulvyn men are strong, beautiful, proud, and their concerns were the concerns of hunters, the
concerns of prestige. But since they have taken over the handling of money—uwith greet diligence and
responghility, | might add, for they are proud men—now, even though the women ill do dl the work,
the men are suddenly respongble for the livelihood of dl ther wives—rather than severd wives sharing
the responghhiility for the care and feeding of a Sngle hunter. The smple job of supplying their wives with
atriweekly piece of presigious food has become much more complex. And another sad truth is Smply
that the temperament needed to be a good handler of money is frequently the very opposite of the
temperament needed to be a good hunter. When | went up into the hills last to talk to my Rulvyn friends,
| found that Snce money has come, the young women are afrad of the men. The women want good
hunters, but because they understand red power, they know that they must have good money magters.

“In the Rulvyn before money, there were dways many more unmarried maes than unmarried
femaes. Frequently the unmarried men were the not-so-skilled hunters. Outside every Rulvyn tribal
ground, thereisa Men's Housg, rather like the thatched-over place we meet to tak every morning. The
unmarried men can go there, meet there, stay there for days a a time if they like. Many of these men
were connected by friendship or family ties to some large family group, with which they ate, dept,
sometimes even formed informd sexud ties with one of the wives. But such men tended to become far
closer with each other—if only because they did not have even the socid use the fine hunters had.
Because they had the Men's House to go to, they began to figure out money-gathering schemes there,
and there plan the business ideas, and arranged their plans among themsdves and one another. Very
soon, these were the men who could afford to get maried, who could take women for
themsdves—while the fine hunters could not. Groups of women found themsdves married to and
working for these new husbands who basicdly preferred to spend their time with one another, rather than
living as the gngle, vdued mde in a commund woman's work group. The dgn of the family was no
longer a fine, proud hunter content to be made much of by the women who condtituted the family itsef.
Now the center of the family itsdf was amean, harrassed and harried by the worries of uncomfortable and
competing working women, women who were now the Sgns of his power, a man who would prefer to
spend histime with other men in the same Situation who could at least be sympathetic to his problems.

“In the Rulvyn before money, large, old families with many wives and a sngle hunte—sometimes
even two or three—were the glories of the tribe. Now that money has come, even the men who are
involved in businesses together cannot afford families of more than three of four women. Women are
afrad to join families too large, just as the men are afrad of enlarging them. The fed and flow of life
among the Rulvyn is very different from what it was before.

“When lagt | was there, a woman dill married a man with the same rituds and prayers, feast-foods,
and flowers, but the ook in her eyes has changed. So has the ook in his. There are dill menin the Men's
House gossiping or polishing their spears heads, but what they gossip about is not the same. Hunters ill
rise before dawn and stand in front of their huts to chant a ritud supplication, but the tone they chant in
has a very different timbre. And the women, at their turnip gardens and their basket making and the child
chaang and their pot painting and ther pig feeding, dill pause and lean together and talk. But what they
tak of isdifferent, and the tones are hriller, their whispers quieter, and their faces show a different sort
of drain; and the children, running and laughing or crying between their legs, seem to point this change in
ther mothers, rather than seem to express the tribe's ful and complex life” They waked a few more
steps, Venn's stick threshing, Venn's face furrowed. “You know, | firgt began to redize how powerful
thisthing isthat | am tdling you about—which, you mugt redlize, is not money any more than it is mirrors
or boat modds or mongters, or even the tdling of tales—when an old and very intdligent friend of mine
came to see me. We became friends along time ago, once when | wasin Nev&ryon. Thisfriend has only
twice visted me here on my home idand; and that was thetime | took my last vigt, with my friend, up to
vigt the Rulvyn. Now Neveryon is where money comes from, and indeed they have used it there for at



least four generations now—far longer than we. In Nev&ryon, dl things, they say, can be bought with it,
and—so | findly discovered through my friend—everyone thinksin the colorings and shadings it seems to
cast, even when that is not their true colors. When we went up into the hills we visted two Rulvyn
tribes—one that had been usng money for awhile now, and another, much further back, that had not yet
redly adapted the custom of coin. We vidted families in both, played with children in both, were given a
great dinner in both, watched a wedding in one and a funerd in the other. And do you know ... ? My
friend could not see the difference. At least not the differences | saw. Even when | explained them, tried
to point out the specific changes, my friend Smply put a hand on my shoulder and said, ‘Venn, if you've
got a big, strong, lazy hunting man, with five or x wives who do dl the child rearing and the food
gathering and the gardening and the housekeeping and the water carrying, of course he's explaiting them,
| don't care whether theré's money around or not! As far as a new kind of man getting married, or
families not being quite so large, you are just obsarving the socid turnover that mugt occur in even the
mos fixed socid sysemif it isindeed to remain stable and not Imply collapse. The shrinking family sze
ismuch more likdy from ether a desire to imitate their more prospering cousins living monogamoudy
down & the harbor, or areflection of poor ranfdls and reduced turnip yidds. No, my dear girl—' and
why my friend cdls me that | shdl never know, since | am three years the elder—'you are as much an
inventor of fancies as you are an observer of facts—though without a few fancies, I know, the facts never
redly make sense. Still, the only difference J can see between your two Rulvyn tribes is that the one
which uses money seems allittle more active, alittle more anxious. And that, Venn, is the way of money.
All you are seeing is your own nogagia for your girlhood trips up here into the hills which were no doubt
colored with the pleasantries of youth and idedism, which is—won’t you admit it>—findly just a form of
ignorance”” Venn made a snhorting sound and struck at a low branch. “Nogagia When | was
twenty-two | lived with the Rulvyn for nearly three years. | married into the family of a woman named li,
alarge, heavy woman with smdl, green eyes, whom | thought was the wittiest person | had ever met.
There were two younger wives in the family also, Ydit and Acia, who thought the world of me because
I”’d shown them how to make irrigation ditches through ther turnip gardens. There was a crevass which
we dl had to dimb down and dimb up again every time we wanted to get across to the triba mesting
ground. | designed a bridge and we huilt it out of great stones we four levered down from the hills and
with trees we cut down and tugged out of the forest—it’s dill gdanding. And three years ago, when my
friend saw it—oh, what excdlamations about the marvelous cleverness of native knowledge, once thet tall,
proud people put down their spears and cleaned off their hunting paint! No, | gave my Never—

yon friend no enlightenment—thet, indeed, it was a much better example of what that tdl, proud
people could do once they put down their babies and their water baskets and their turnip rakes. Nor did
| mention the desgn was mire ... Living there, those three years, was a wonderful experience for me. |
made some of the best friends of my life Yet, when | had spent three years there, | had quite decided
that | must get out by any effort. Spending practicaly every minute of your day on pure survivd is an
absolutely invaving and absolutdy boring life Our hunter was a great-shouldered, beetle-browed
creature with a chest like a shaggy red rug, named Arkvid. Oh, | remember when they married me to
him—flowers in his hair, feethers and daubs of ydlow day in ming and, Oh! the feast we had, of wild
turtle meat and suffed goose, dl of which the poor man had had to hunt down the previous day because
turtle meat gpoils so fadt in that heat; and then, he had been up with ritua chantings and what have you,
purifying himsdf on the steps of the Men's House hdf the night—but pride wouldn't let im show for a
moment how exhausted he was. And it was his third marriage that year, poor thing. When | decided to
leave, three years later, li and Ydit and Acia argued with me for days. They liked me and they needed
me, and in the savage mind that’s an unbeatable combination. And certainly | loved them ... After li had
exhausted dl her wit and good humor to make me stay, Y dit took me for a long, sad walk in the woods
to see how the new arrangement of fire bricks | had suggested for her mother’s kiln was working o,
and recounted in a perfectly heart-wrenching way everything we had ever done together, said together,
and how much it had meant to her, while her little two-year-old Kdl gdloped about us, begting in the
leaves with her stick and bringing back the names of every plant and flower and saying it dutifully three
times—wha a marvelous child. By hersdf, she might have made me stay. And then, when we got back



from Ydit's mother’s, Acia had raked my turnip garden for me and, as | stood there, quite astonished,
she stepped up to me and slently handed me a dlay bowl she had painted hersdf with green birds and
green flowers—about a month before, | had invented green paint and now the whole tribe was usng it on
everything. When | told them | ill had to leave, they got Arkvid to cometo me.

“We were in the house, | recdl; and it was evening. He came in wearing dl his ceremonid hunting
gear—only used for holiday and show—his fur shoulder pieces, his feathered chin strap, his bark penis
sheeth (green), feathers stuck dl behind the thongs binding his rult to his belly, and a flint-headed spear
over his shoulder, hung with shdlls and colored stones. He walked dowly and regdly around the floor
mat, displaying himsdf to me—he redly was magnificent! Then he stood up before me, opened his
feather-rimmed sack, and presented me with a turtle—the shdl had dready been cracked and the
carcass bound back together with bark-twine.

“He asked me most humbly would | put a little turtle mesat in with the turnips and the millet and the
mushrooms and the pam hearts and the dyll nuts that | had been grinding, cutting, shdlling, mashing,
gewing, and what-have-you dl day. And when | took off the twine, and opened the shdll, | found that he
hed gutted it and cleaned it dready and packed the carefully diced meet with pungent leaves for flavor.
Meanwhile li and Ydit and Acia were, one by one, finding things to do outsde the hut—though one
could hear them hovering beyond the walls.

“Arkvid was not what you would cal an aticulate man. But he was a good hunter, and he had a
certain ... one can only cdl it an &finity, with trees, turtles, rivers, geese, gazelles, and rocks. | don't think
he thought like them, actudly. But | think he felt like them—if you know what | mean? And in the same
way, | think he had a perfectly nonverba understanding of women. While | was taking out the spiced
turtle meat and aranging it on the hot stones dong the sde of the fire, he did the most naturd and
wonderful and unpremeditated thing in the world: he began to play with my baby. There on the floor mat
the two of them were poking at each other and laughing a each other and prodding each other. Now his
spear rolled off, rattling its sring of shells againg the wall. There went his chin feathers; his penis sheeth
was somewhere back under the edge of the degping platform; and the next thing you know, the two of
them were naked as eggs, and giggling al over the cabin floor. And as babies will, mine findly curled up
in the crook of Arkvid's knee and went to deep. And Arkvid lay ill on the floor, watching me, and
breething as hard from his bout of baby wredtling asif he had just placed firg in one of the hunting games
the men staged for our entertainment once a month on the morning after the moon pared itsdf down to
the amdlest whittling. Then he asked me to come to him ... oh, it was marvelous, and marvdoudy sad;
and in a life where there was <0 little time for emotions, such things become so intense. After we made
love, he put his great, shaggy head on my somach and cried softly and implored me to stay. | cried too,
droking the back of his neck which was my favorite spot on him, where the red har made little soft
curls—and left next morning a dawn.” Venn was slent the next few steps. “My little baby son, just a
year-and-a-half old ... | left him with the Rulvyn. It has dways struck me as strange the rapidity with
which we absorb the vaues of people we share food with. If my child had been a daughter, | might have
stayed. Or brought her back here to the shore with me. The Rulvyn vaue daughters much more than
sons—Oh, to a stranger like my friend, it seems just the opposite: that they make much more fuss over
sons. They pamper them, show them off, dress them up in ridiculous and unwearable little hunting
costumes and scold them unmerdifully should any of it get broken or soiled—al of which seems eminently
unfar to the child and which, frankly, I smply could not be bothered with, though the others thought |
was the stranger for it. They let thelittle girls run around and do more or less as they want. But while al
this showing off and pampering is going on, the demands made on the mde children—to be good and
independent at the same time, to be well behaved and brave at once, dl a dozen times an hour, isdl so
contradictory that you findly begin to understand why the men turn out the way they do: high on
emotions, defenses, pride; low on logic, domestic—sometimes caled ‘common’—and aesthetic sense.
No one pays anything other than expec-tationd atention to the boys until they’'re a least 9x or seven;
and nobody teaches them athing. Girl children, on the other hand, get taught, talked to, treated more or
less like red people from the time they dtart to act like red people—which, as | recdl, is a about 9x
weeks, when babies smile for the firg time. Sometimes they’re dedlt with more harshly, true; but they’re



loved the more deeply for it.” Venn sghed. “Yes, a daughter ... and it would have dl gone differently. |
didn't see my son for Sxteen years ... arad, | suspect, that if | went back he might hate me. That was
when | went away from the idands, findly, to Neveryon, and the mountains and deserts beyond her.”
Venn hit the leaves again, laughing. “And when | findly did come back, here to my idand and up into the
hills? He was a handsome young man, asonishingly like his father. A great, srong boy, a good hunter,
quick to laugh, quick to cry, and with a river of sweetness running throughout his persondity one kept
threstening to fdl down into and drown in.” Another Sgh broke through, though the amile stayed. “Alas,
he's not what you'd cal bright. Not like a daughter would have been, raised in that family. He was
desperately pleased to see me, and everyone in the village knew that his mother was the foreign lady who
hed built the bridge. Oh, he was proud of that! Ydit's Kdl was a wonderful young woman—I told you |
hed invented green pant? Kel took me and showed me dl the pigments she had recently made
hersdf—reds, browns, purples—and as soon as she got me done, she seized my am and asked me
whether | thought it would be a good idea for her to move down from the hills to the harbor here at the
idand's edge, for with her gray eyes and her black braids and freckles, she was curious about the world
... amarvelous young woman! She findly did come here for awhile, took a husband from another idand,
left im two years later, and came back , .. and that was dl twenty years ago, before money redly came
to the Rulvyn.” The gtick shushed again in waking rhythms. “And how many years later is it, and my
Neveryon friend is saying dl my observations are nostdgia? | know what I'm nogdgic about! And |
know what changes in the Rulvyn society money has brought. If you don't look closdly at what's in the
mirror, you might not even notice it's any different from the thing in front of it. And now, of course,
you' re wondering what dl this has to do with your father’s boat yard, ‘ey, girl?” Venn's amile turned on
Norema. “Because it does.” Venn's hand came up to take Norema s shoulder. “We here on the idand's
shore haven't dways had money either. 1t came from Nev&ryon with the trade our parents established.
And you can be sure that snce it came, the vaues we live with now are a reversal of those we had
before, even if the forms that express those vaues are not terribly far from what they were. We at the
shore have dways lived by the sea, so our society was never organized like the Rulvyn. More than
likdly—on the shore—socid power was aways more equdly divided between men and women. On the
shore, women tend only to have one hushand, and husbands tend only to have one wife. If you reverse a
dgn dready symmetricd, you do not distort its value—at least quite so much. Yet | think we dl retain
some suspicion of a time when things carried about with them and bore their own powers—baskets,
heaps of fruit, piles of clams, the amdl of cooking ed, a goose egg, a pot, or even a cast of a fishing line
or a chop with a stone axe at a tree. Though if growing old has taught me anything, it is that knowledge
begins precisdly as we begin to suspect such suspicions. Your parents pay me to tak to you every
morning; | am happy they do. But they pay the same money to Blen's and Holi’s father and uncle who
are S0 skilled with stone they can build a stone wdl in aday: and the same money goes to Crey, who is a
hulking hafwit, but islucky enough to have a back and arm strong enough to dig shit-ditches. The same
money goes to your mother for agtring of her seatrout as goes to your father for a boat to go catch sea
trout of one's own from. So much time and thought goes into trying to figure out what the comparative
worth of dl these skills and labors are. But the problem begins with trying to reduce them dl to the same
measure of coin in the firg place: skilled time, unskilled time, the talk of a clever woman, nature's gifts of
fish and fruit, the invention of a craftsman, the strength of alaboring woman—one smply cannot measure
weight, coldness, the passage of time, and the brightness of firedl on the same scde”

“Theimageinthe mirror,” Ddl said, “it looks red, and deep, and as full of space as the red. But it's
fla—redly. There' s nothing behind the mirror—but my belly.” He pulled one of his three braids over his
shoulder, and let hisfig hang oniit. “And if you tried to store a basket of oystersin it, you'd certainly spill
shdls”

“You mean,” said Enin, “that money, like a mirror, flattens everything out, even though it looks, at
fird, like a perfect copy, moving when things move, holding shape when they're ill.”

“| certainly mean something like that. Y our father’s a craftsman, Norema. To be a craftsman is to be
alittle dazzled by the magic of things—wood, rock, clay, metd, flesh, bone, musde and it is dso to be a
little awed by the change each can work on the other under the twin lamps of gpplication and dedication.



But at the same time, he can sense the flatness in the mirror of money that daims to give him for dl his
work a perfect and accurate copy. Y et money is a fathful mirror—for the more he works, the more he
ispaid; the better he works, the better heis paid ... except that more and better, in the mirror, flaiten to
the same thing. But | suspect this may be why he tries to bury himsdf in his work, not so much to make
the money that dlows him to go on working, more and better both, but to get away from it: only it
surrounds him on dl sides, and the only way to escape from such a Stuation is inward. So he retreats
from everything, even you, and your sster, and your mother.” Venn sighed, and dropped her hand from
the girl’s shoulder.

“So therefore,” Ddl said, coming to beside Norema,

“you should try and learn the dedication and gpplication from him and forgive the coldness.”

“And you should learn the old vaues from him,” Enin said, stepping up between her and Venn on her
other sde, “and understand and forgive him for being befuddled by the new ones,”

Both boys looked at Venn for gpprovad.

“There are certain thoughts,” Venn said, dryly, “which, reflected by language in the mirror of speech,
flatten out entirely, lose dl depth, and though they may have begun as rich and complex fedings, become,
when flattened by speech, the most shdlow and pompous sdf-righteousness. Tdl me, why do all the
boys on this idand have such shdlow, pompous, sef-satisfied little souls—for, though | love him like a
brother, Norema, your father suffers from that quite as much as he does from the Stuation we have been
discussng. Yes, | suppose it does make one nogagic for the Slent, inland hunters. There at least one can

imagine the depths ... for a year or two.”

“Venn? Norema fdt rdief enough from the uncomfortable things she'd fdt a Venn's turning her
atention to the boys to ask for that attention back: “From what you say, in a society like ours, or the
Rulvyn, money is only the firg mirror, or the firg tdling of the sea monger tde. What is the second
mirror, or the second teling, the one that doesn’t reverse, but changesit dl into something else?’

“Ahl” Venn dropped the tip of her stick in more leaves. “Now that is something to speculate on.”
She laughed her old woman's laugh. “Who knows what that would be now ... ? A method of exchange
that would be a reflection of money and a modd of money without being money. Wdl, perhaps you
could get everybody to count what money each had, give each a sheet of reed paper and a piece of
charcod, then take dl the money itsdf and collect it in a central money house, where it could be used for
works the village redlly needs, and for dedlings with foreign traders, and each person would conduct her
or his business with the other members of the tribe on paper, subtracting Sx coins from this one's paper
and adding it on that one's sheet, and the like ...” Venn fdl to musng.

“l see how that would cut out the middle person,” Ddl said. He was a boy forever fascinated by the
impaossible, and would no doubt be suggesting such a scheme to the class within the week, asif the idea
were completely his. “But the reflection of the reflection is not supposed to reverse the values back; it's
supposed to change them into something completely new!”

“But | can see how it would do that,” said Enin. He was dways teking cever ideas and running them
into the ground. “People would have to trust each other even more than they did just trading goods. And
that trust would probably be a new vaue in our tribe. And suppose you wanted to get together a
business. You could go to alot of people and get each one to pledge just alittle bit of their money on
paper, and then go right off and act just as though you had it. It's like Venn said: money dways is where
goods and work aren’t. Well, thisway, it's not that you have your goods and work in the same place as
the money, but you have a kind of money that can be in alot of places a once, doing lots of different
things That's got to make everything completdy different. I mean, who knows how far the differences
would go. Anything you could figure out how to make, if you could just tdl people about it, you could
probably get enough of this new kind of money to make it. Instead of boats that sailed from idand to
idand, you could make boats—"

“—that flew from land to land,” suggested Ddl, “by digging with their wings and tunnding under the
floor of the sea. Instead of a woman having a turnip garden of her own, you could have one big turnip
garden—"'

“—that floated on the ocean and was worked by specidly trained fish that had been raised for the



purpose,” chimed in Enin, “trained the way one trains dogs or parrots.”

The two boys laughed.

Then Enin shouted and started running.

The stream had fanned; the firg dock stood above its quivering reflection, and there was Dél’s
cousn’'s boat pullinginto it.

Ddl was off after.

Then the two boys were out on the boards and hdloing Fevin (who was hairy-shouldered, and with a
touch of red in his beard that spoke of Rulvyn forebears), who haloed back. The boat’s prow cut into a
gplash of sun that left a black pearl pulsng in Norema's eyes. Thelight had been a reflection from one or
the other boy’s mirror.

“The things that would come ....”

Norema |looked at the old woman beside her.

Leaves about them rustled, chattered, tilled.

“... burrowing boats and floating turnip gardens—no, the things that would come would be far
dranger then that, I'm sure. Far stranger. Perhaps your father does wdl to stay away from whatever he
avoids by doing whatever he does”

Norema laughed.

The boys were on the boat, rushing back and forth to ad Fevin with his unloading. Norema watched
and wondered why she had not run out with them. She had yesterday; she probably would tomorrow.
When her father’s business was dow, sometimes Fevin worked for her mother when they would take a
boat out to fish some of the nearer beds. Other times if irregularly, the young man worked in her father’s
yards—indeed, Snar had often said he would like to have him as a permanent woodcrafter; but Fevin
liked to get out on the water. Norema had gone out with him on his boat a dozen times, as had mogt of
the children in the village.

The boat-rim rocked above a reflected, rocking rim. The boys bdlies flashed; here and there water
flared.

Vemn started walking again.

Norema came with her.

The water widened, ceased as estuary and became sea.

More docks now; and they were out of the trees and onto the waterfront. As they walked through
tal masts shadows, raddled across the smdl stones, Norema asked: “Venn, would another example of
thisidea you're taking about be men and women? | mean, suppose somewhere there was a plan—like a
desgn for a boat—of the ided human beng: and this ided human being was the true origind of
everybody? Suppose men were made firg, in the imege of this origind. But because they were only an
image, they reversed dl its vaues—I mean men are petty, greedy, and they fight with each other. So then
women were made, after men; and so they were an image of an image, and took on an entirely new
pattern of vaues, they—"

“Who?’ Venn asked.

“They ... the women.”

Venn leaned nearer to her. “*We," girl. Not ‘they’'—we are the women.”

“Wdl,” Norema said. “Of course. | meant ‘we.’” Anyway. Of course it's possible the women ... eh,
we were made first. And we reversed the vaues of the origind ided plan. And men, after us, embody the
completely different vaues.” She frowned, because this lagt idea fdt didinctly uncomfortable.

Venn dowed her steps, her gaff grinding among smal stones more and more dowly. At lagt she
stopped. “ That is the mogt horrendous notion I've ever heard.” Then she began to wak agan, so
quickly Norema had to ignore her own surprise to caich up—fortunate, because it did not give the
surprise time to become hurt. “What I’ ve observed—the pattern behind what I've observed—explains
why what happens happens the way it does. It makes the whole process easer to see. Your ideais a
possible explanation not of observations but of a set of speculations, which, if you accepted them dong
with the explanation, would then only make you start seeing things and hdf-things where no things are.
Suppose people with green eyes were the image of your ided human plan, which completely reversed the



plan’s vaue. And people with gray eyes were an image of the image, with a completdy different vaue.
Or people who liked to hunt, as opposed to people who liked to fish. Or people who were fa as
opposed to people who were thin. Just consider how monstrous—" Venn stopped talking, kept waking.
Then she stopped waking, sighed, and sad: “And of course that is the problem with dl truly powerful
idess. And what we have been taking of is certainly that. What it produces is illuminated by it. But
goplied where it does not pertain, it produces ditortions as terifying as the idea was powerful. And it
doesn't help that we cannot express the idea itsdf, but only give examples—situations which can evoke
the ideain some strong way. Look, gifl: Where is your ‘ided’ plan? Hoating in the clouds somewhere? /
gart with a red thing, like barter, words written on reed paper, an experience a sea, and discuss wha
happens to ther vaue when series of reflections occur. You gart with a vaue—an ided humen
being—that is the result of so many red people and imagined people's red and imagined actions, and
then try to say the people are a result of this vaue ... | mean ... wdl: let me tdl you another tde of my
time with the Rulvyn. Oh yes, let metdl you this tae”

2

Thereisno point in referring back to dl of this unless it permits us to shed some light on what Freud
mud leave out.

—Jacques Lacan

Desre and the Interpretation of Desire in Hamlet

“l was in the house cooking, with the children, ft was raining—a light, warm rain. li, Ydit, and Acia
were outsde tying down hides over some of the farm equip—

ment. Arkvid was insgde, Stting on the bench and carving a rult. Two-year-old Kel was teaching my
boy, who had just begun to wak at his firg year, where to urinate. With one hand she would grasp her
genitdls and say proudly, ‘Gorgi!” and then she would pat the boy’ s genitds and say, with an explanatory
inflection, *Gorgi!” and he would do the same, and laugh. There was a larine trough, that ran under the
wadl and out of the house, in the corner; Kel stood in front of it with her legs pressed together and peed
at the plank on the back. She had just learned, as every litile gil does, that the more you open your legs,
the lower the angle of the water. At the same time, she was trying to demonstrate to my boy that he, less
economicaly constructed than she, had best use his hands to guide himsdf, otherwise things tended to
flgp and splatter, and that he did not am naturdly draight forward as she did. He, of course, wanted to
do it like his big sgter. But if you're a boy, Smply standing with your legs together is no guarantee that
your urine will spurt draight out. And the idea of usng your hand to guide, rather than just to make
yoursdf fed good, had not penetrated his one-and-a-half-year-old mind. At any rate, beng a
two-and-a-half-year-old of high origindity and wide interest, Kel suddenly turned around, saw her father
on the bench, dashed across the floor mat, flung hersalf between his knees, and, holding onto his thigh
with one arm, seized his penis, lifted it up, and crowed, with a look of perfect ddight, ‘Gorgi!” And of
course the boy was there, right behind her, reaching over her shoulder to hold it too. Now Arkvid was a
patient man. He glanced down, surprised, over his carving; then his surprise became a laugh. *If you two
keep that up, he announced to them, *you'U haveit asbig asitis when | get up in the morning.” Which
made me laugh, over where | was girring a stew pot & the fire. Kdl, however, had made her point; she
released her father’s penis and now came over to where | was—Arkvid went back to picking his knife
point at the rult—and put her arms around my knee and, as | had just started to put my gpron on, sad,

‘Bye-’bye, gorgi,” which, that week, was what she had been saying when she saw any Rulvyn adult
cover their genitas with an gpron, penis sheeth, or what have you. And of course, there was the boy,
right at her shoulder, gazing at me, equaly rapt.

“*Hey, you,” Arkvid cdled to the boy, as he had judt finished his carving. I've something here for
you, son.*

“‘Bye-"bye, gorgi.” My son waved a my vagina and turned to his father.

“*Here now, boy. Thisis your rult” And Arkvid took the leather thongs that threaded through the
caving to tieit around the boy’ s bely—just the way our boys have taken to wearing their mirrors ... | am



aureitisredly just aform of the same custom, though what drew it down from the hills to the shore I'm
aure | don't know. But you must know about the rults—you’ ve seen the Rulvyn men wearing theirs when
they come to our village here. It is a specid, wooden carving that Rulvyn fathers make and give to their
infant sons. They are considered very strong hunting magic. Girls do not get them. Indeed, girls are not
even supposed to touch them; and the part of the carving the boy wears againg his flesh girls are not
even supposed to see. Now the Rulvyn, besides being a proud people, are dso afarly sengble one. And
except in very old, grict, formd families don’t try to run the privileges of the rult into the ground.
Mothers can loosen their sons’ rults, in order to wash beneath them, but the firgt thing you try to teach a
boy is to wash under his own rult. And unless it's absolutely necessary, you don't refer to it in
public—though the Rulvyn language abounds in euphemisms for the rult, especidly among the men; and
dl of these euphemisms are considered more or less impolite. Naturaly, as with any such taboo, within
the home such drictures are relaxed in the face of practicd condderations. Also, our family considered
itdf particularly forward thinking—indeed, | could never have married into them had they been in the
least conservative. At any rate, there was Arkvid, tying the carving to the boy’s ssomach. Suddenly Kell
ran over to him to see what he was doing. Arkvid shifted his knee to shield her view. ‘No, no/ he said, in
apefectly affectionate way, ‘thisis none of your &fair, litle girl.’

“She tried to step around his knee to see.

““No,” he repeated, more firmly, and turned the boy away from her eyes.

“And Kéll, like any two-year-old denied access to a nut, or a stick, or. a rock, or a shdl, began to
cy and pull at his knee.

“‘Come on,” Arkvid said, a hit tedtily. ‘“Now | shouldn't even be doing this with you in the house,
but—here ... hey, Venn. Come take her away, will you. She keeps trying to touch his and here he
laughed and used one of the more childish euphemiams for that most sacred object.

“l came over and lifted her. She rose with an ear-piprcing squed and for the next two hours there
was a battle—renewed every thirty seconds to five minutes—to touch, tug, or examine the carving now
tied to her brother’ s ssomach, with Arkvid patiently getting between them when | began to lose patience,
and sometimes saying, ‘1 mean, | suppose there's nathing redly wrong with it, but suppose she were to
do it outside” Somewhere near the end of this Kdl made the connection that the carving tied to her
father’s somach, which she had till now never paid much attention to, was the same species of object
now on her brother's, and for minutes stood, her eyes going back and forth between them, looking
perfectly forlorn. Findly she resolved the whole thing by taking a smdl, day pot top, holding it to her
somach, and walking back and forth with it, giving both her father and me surly-eyed little glances, and
of course she would have nothing to do with her brother, who, having gotten over the thrill of having
something his sster didn’t, now wanted someone to play with. Arkvid stood by the door, tugging on his
penis, which Rulvyn men tend to do when nervous, and findly said to me ‘I just hope you women can
break her of that, and not let it turn into a habit.° He Sighed. To a Rulvyn of ether sex, agifl wearing a rult
is a perfectly incongruous image. And a girl pretending to wear one borders on the obscene. And as
every Rulvyn knows, though most of them seldom talk about it, the giving of the rult from father to son
can sometimes occasion months of such hodility inlittle girls, what with kegping the girls from touching it
and not letting them examine it and generdly inculcating the respect necessary for it to retain its magic.
Indeed, discussions of the various ways the rult should be given in a family with girls—informaly as an
ordinary part of an ordinary day, as Arkvid had done, or foomdly before the whole dan with the little
grls hdd safe in thar mothers arms, or whether the father should take the boy off and make the
exchange in private out in the forest—form a mgor subject of conversation on the porch of the Men's
House or across the borders between turnip yards. Kdl got by, | remember, with only a couple of
weeks annoyance over the whole business before she found other things to absorb her. But it was a few
nights later, when we were dl getting ready to celebrate a naven on the completion of the house of a new
young family across the road that Arkvid, after we had fed him, lingered squeiting by the hearth till we
head set up plates for our own med. ‘I have been thinking, he said as Ydit passed turnips to li, and |
took barley from Ada's bowl, ‘and | have an idea,” inthat pontificad way Rulvyn men take on when they
are taking to dl their wives together. * An idea about why women's ways are so different from men's’



“*Areyou dill hungry? li asked him. *You can take some nuts and butter wrapped in a fava lesf to
the Men's House and eet it while you dress for tonight.’

“*Now that's exactly what | mean, Arkvid said. ‘Here | have a perfectly fascinating idea, and dl
you want to talk about is appeasing hunger, building houses, and tilling the soil,” which are considered the
classcd concerns of Rulvyn women. ‘Listen to me. | have discovered why women behave so differently
from men. It has to do with rults” Now there's a very drange thing. If a grown boy or a man were to
vigt a friend or rdaive s home without his rult, everyone would fed extremedy uncomfortable. At the
same time, ratts are not a subject you talk about—especidly at dinner. But Arkvid was our husband and
hunter. ‘Thisismy idea: The little girl sees that her brother and her father have rults; Arkvid explained in
aclear, precise voice which let us know he had been thinking about this a long time, *and she is jedlous
and envious of the rult—as she does not possess one. It is right that she should be jedlous, for the rult is
gtrong, full of powerful magic, and aman would be hardpressed to kill a wild goat, or a mountain cat, or
a rock turtle without one—that is certainly clear. Now even though in a week or a year the little girl
seems to forget this jedlousy, my idea is that she does not. My idea is that the little girl will put this
jedousy down in the dark places below memory where things eat and gnaw at one dl through a life, in
Slence, without ever saying their names. My idea is that the reason women like to have babiesisthat they
think of the new child as a little rult growing indde them, and if the child is a mae, they are particularly
happy because they know that soon the little boy will be given arult by his father and, in effect, while the
boy is dill a baby, they will now have one. My idea is that those women who fal to pay the proper
respect to their hunters for bringing mest to add to their yams and mullet and turnips and apricots and
padm hearts are aImply suffering from the jedlousy over the rult, even stronger than mog, though they do
not redize it. Arkvid folded his arms and looked extremdy pleased with himsdlf.

“After awhile, Ydit ventured, in the mogt respectful form of address, ‘My mogt prestigious hunter,
Spesking as a woman who was once alittle girl in these tribes, your idea does not quite correspond to my
experience of things

““Wdl, remember now,” Arkvid said quickly, ‘thisis dl happening deep down in the dark places of
the mind, below memory. So you wouldn't necessarily fed this jealousy. But you can’'t deny—I meen
everyone knows about it, though one doesn’t usudly discuss it, I'll admit—theat little girls are jealous of
the strength and the magic in thair father’s and brother’ s rults. We have dl seen it, eveninthis hut’

“Adalooked asif she was going to sy something, so | waited. When she didn't, | suddenly fdlt dl
uncomfortable.

“*Arkvid, | said, ‘that’s the mogt ridiculous idea I've ever heard. | mean, if you carried on about
your ... wel, your gorgi,” which he was tugging at again, ‘the way you carry on about your rult, you'd
have the little girls jedlous of that inaminute’

“*Now that istruly ridiculous; Arkvid said. ‘Why would alittle girl be jedlous of a little boy’s gorgi
when she has a perfectly good gorgi of her own, and more compactly built a that? In fact, I'm sure that
what you' re expressng now, whether you are aware of it or not, is just this deep-down rult-jedousy |eft
over from your own babyhood.” And he let go of his penis, looked very proud, and folded his ams once
more.

“*Arkvid,’” | said, ‘until two years ago, when | came up here into the hills | had never even seen a
rult.”

““‘Wdl, you mug have heard of them. Besides, I'm not so much talking about the rult itsdf, but the
power, srength, and magic that the rult embodies. The rult is not just a piece of wood, you know. It's the
whole concept of didtinction, of difference itsdf. Come on now, Venn, for he was dways a little
placating toward my foregn ways, ‘even if my idea isn't exactly right—though I’'m sure it is—you mugt
admit it has, as an idea, great beauty.’”

“When I'd been working on the bridge, the Rulvyn had dl been impressed with some of the
principles of the lever and lifts | had showed them, and they found them to be, as indeed they are,
beautiful. From then on there had been a mad spate of ‘beautiful’ ideas about practicaly everything that,
das, applied—practicaly—to nothing.

“‘Beddes’ Arkvid added, no doubt thinking along the lines | had been, ‘here, in this tribe, little girls



just aren’'t jedlous of little boys gorgis, nor are little boys jedlous of little girls, for that matter—curiosity
is not jedlousy. But girls are jedous of rults—and that's just a iact, whether the idea is beautiful or not/
For, if only upon my own family, | had been impressing ever since the importance of facts.

“*Arkvid, sad li, who knew how to humor hunters, ‘you are a strong, handsome man, with four
wives who have between them the best-irrigated, if not the largest, turnip gardens in the village. Your
daughters will grow up strong and clever and your sons, handsome and brave. Your caich this week
could probably have fed twice the number of wives you have. And Acia here has roasted a haunch of the
goat you caught the day before yesterday to take to the naven tonight, and you should get many admiring
glances for that. Why do you bother your handsome head with these things that should only be the
concern of women anyway. Now give us a 9mile and take yoursdf off to the Men's House and dress
yoursdlf for the naven tonight in honor of our neighbors new dwelling.

“Arkvid stood up, stalked to the door, then turned. And gave a sudden, great, and generous laugh,
which was wha Rulvyn men used to do when they were crossed by women—though since the coming of
money, that laugh isno longer so generous, but is shot through with contempt. And he left, dill laughing,
for the Men's House.

“*Now you musin't mind him,;” Ydit said, asli and Acia turned to me. ‘The fact that he even tries to
have such ideas is a compliment to you. For didn't you fird tdl us about the great, dark places below
memory where stories and numbers come from? (Where do you get your crazy ideas, one of them had
asked me not a week ago. What was | supposed to say? Wdll, then, they wanted to know why didn’t
everybody come up with stories and numbers? For the Rulvyn are persstent. Wdll, | explained, in some
people the things in the deep, dark places are so deep and so dark that they cannot say ther names. |
don't know ... it had a sort of beauty when | said it.) “You let yoursdf get too upset about the babbling of
hunters,” Y dit went on. ‘Y ou dways have, too.” And she looked a me wryly and passed me one of the
day bowls Acid s mother had made, full of tamerind juice whose amber was 4ill a-quiver from where i
hed just sipped. | took it. | Sipped. | sad:

“‘But don't you see, Ydit. Thisrult-jedlousy of

Arkvid'sisdl out of his own overvauaion of the rult, and nothing more. Let me describe exactly
what happened while you were out afew days back.” When | had, they dl laughed.

“ Though, even so,’ li sad through her laughter, *you must admit that a raised knee to shidd a
neughty child's prying eyes or smply to turn a boy a modest-so-much for the same effect is not alot in
theline of overvauation. There are some men, of this tribe too, who carry on about their rults as if they
were indeed their gorgis—and what's more as if their gorgi had just been kicked there by a mountain
goat!’

“*And to give our prestigious husband credit, there are women who sometimes act with their hunter
as if they would like to snatch their rults away. After dl,;” Acia went on, wiping her mouth of barley
flakes, ‘would you redly want to go to bed with your husband without one? One could do it, probably:
but you must admit it would be bizarre!” And they dl laughed.

“*Serioudy, Ydit said; she was toying with a fruit rind. *You and li are not being honest with our
mogt prestigious hushand's newest wife” She looked down at the bowls among us, dropped the rind on
apile of rinds. ‘ There are more things than you suggest behind hisidea. And you know it

“The others were suddenly very quiet. | looked a Y dit, who—suddenly and gartlingly, looked up at
me. ‘Many, many years before you came, Venn, a terrible thing happened in the tribe. And while we
laugh and joke here, we are dl thinking about it. And | am sure Arkvid was thinking about it when he got
Ins idea. What happened, dl those years ago, is that the Great Hunter Mdlik went mad. But it was a
dow, evil madness. Firgt he brought home no mest, but ate dl his catch, raw, done in the woods. Then
he befouled with urine and feces the rest and left it to rot in the forest. He refused to deep with any of his
ax wives, and findly he took to bringing home sand in his feathered hunting sack, and scattering it on his
wives® turnip gardens. Severa nights he left his house and tore up the turnip fidds of the women who
lived in the thatched house next door so that his wives were obliged to replant them; and, in generd, he
made hiswives lives miserable. There are many stories of the awful things that occurred within that sad,
unfortunate home. Once, in arage, he beat his oldest son to death, and another time he broke his littlest



daughter’s wrig with a turnip rake. He disgraced his wives in every way; he even waked around the
village with his rult dl undone, hanging down with its inner carving showing like a careless, baby boy
whose mother has neglected to retie the thongs after washing—and when there was a naven, he refused
to dress himsdf in the Men's House, but would run off ingtead into the woods and spend four or five
days in the forest, from which he would return hdf starved and ranting like some old holy woman, only
without any holy words. And within the house he made his wives' lives an endless and terrible dream by
mockings and by violences of the sort that the sane can hardly imagine. Severd times he put poisonous
herbs into the cooking pots and sat laughing and Snging while his wives and children lay sick and vomiting
in their front yard. This is when he did not take to threatening and besating them dl outright—I have
spoken of the murder of his son ... ? One night, after what particular outrage no one can be sure, his
wives, driven hdf to madness themsalves no doubt, with the help of Malik’s mother and an aunt, killed
himwhen he lay deeping. They cut off his hands and his gorgi and his feet; these they buried at the four
corners and the center of the oldest wife s turnip garden. Thenthey ... Her eyes moved away from mine
‘They took hisrult, broke it, dipped the pieces in blood and hung them by the thongs from the doorposts.
Then they dit the throats of their children; and then their own throats. All were found dead the next
moming. You can't imegine what it was like, Venn, for twelve-year-old Arkvid to come upon that
obscene, bloody carving dangling from the door of his mother’s brother’s home; and then to wak in
upon the carnage—' and she stopped for the look that crossed my face; for once more | had been
brought up by how amdl a tribe my beloved Rulvyn were, how quickly they grew up, how young they
married, how soon they died—with everyone related to everyone in a least three directions, and where
‘many, many years ago’ can be three as eadly as thirty, and where a seventeen-year-old wife, with a
child at her feet, tdling you of something that happened in her great grandmother’s time might just mean
gx years ago when her fifty-year-old great grandmother was, indeed, dive. For as wdl as faming and
cooking and baby-caring with Ydit and Acia and li, somehow | had managed to learn how Acia had got
log in the forest for three days when she was seven, and how she had dept next to a suckling mother
goa; and how li had solen a big jar of honey when she was ten and was beaten for it till she couldn’t
wak for three days, or how Acia used to run off a night as a girl and St by the stream for hours in the
moonlight—and myriad other things that made up who these women were—in the same way | suppose |
tended to forget that one's prestigious hunter ever had a childhood, or that anything had ever happened in
it worth remembering. ‘Y ou see, something is going on down in the places below memory you so essly
gpeak of.” Ydit looked a me again. ‘ The rult has dways been too much here associated with degth: for it
is what empowers the hunter to kill his goats and his geese and his turtles. And on that day, hanging
bloody and broken from that profaned doorpost, it was a sgn of the deeth for dl who lay indgde’ She
took my wrig in her hand and dropped her head to the sde. ‘So if our most prestigious hunter has
devised a way to make the rult a 9gn of life—if he wants to see the child growing in my womb as me
growing a little rult, then | think there is a beauty, a necessary beauty there’ Her amile formed and
became that strangdly private and a once public amile that | dways envied in the Rulvyn women and
have dways missed so in the women of the shore; ‘| have the best-irrigated turnip fidds in the village. So
| can certainly dlow our hunter hislittle idea’

““Yes' | said. And | took the wrist of her hand with my other hand and hed it tightly; for | fdt she
was stronger than 1, | did. And | wanted to hold on to someone srong when | sad this ‘There is a
beauty there. And Arkvid is a good hunter, as wdl as a very nice man; | am truly fond of him. But his
idea is dill wrong. The story of Mdlik is a terrible story, but it says, sadly, far more about the
overvauaion | spoke of than about women's jedousy of rults. You are the wives of our most prestigious
hunter and | love you more than sisters. Y et ignorance is ignorance, no metter where you find it—even in
our most prestigious hunter himsdf. And | would betray the love | bear you, as wel as dishonor his own
prestige, if | said otherwise” And while | held her wrigt and she hdd mine, | was actudly afraid that she
would pull her hand away and strike me, for the Rulvyn women were proud, powerful, and honorable
women, and it was a point of honor with them that no one dishonor their hunter.

“But li sad: ‘We are dl betraying the spirit of the evening” And she laughed and pushed away the
tam-erind bowl. ‘At least we are if we go on talking about such weighty matters as Mdlik and rults and



right. Women, there' s a naven tonight! And we shdl never be dressed for it by the horn's fifth bleat if we
do not hurry up.’

“All right,” | said; and Acialet go of my wridt. | let go of hers. We put away the dishes and pots and
the padm fronds, and dl was back to a normd that can only be achieved in a place where work is so
steady and constant. Nevertheless, | think they had dl begun to sense that | was growing disstisfied with
life there” Venn sghed. “Y es, ignorance isignorance—and there is as much here a the shore as there is
among the Rulvyn in the hills But our life is easer here, and | can spend my mornings with you children,
dispelling whét little part of that ignorance | can, and your parents will keep me dive with their gifts while
| do—whereas with the Rulvyn there was only turnips, bridges, paints, pots, and babies. So | would
rather live here. Butin a sense, Norema, Arkvid's idea was very like yours. | don't mean just thet | fed
they are both wrong; rather, they are dike in the way in which they both grive toward rightness and the
way in which they manage to take what is red and what might be right, put them in each other’s places,
then draw lines between that Smply cross no space.” Venn mulled for afew more steps. “1 wonder if the
Rulvyn men 4ill have idess like that now that money has come and power has shifted. Today, if a woman
crosses a man, it is the woman who must laugh. But they do it with little chuckles, embarrassed snickers,
and pleading amiles. They cannot do it openly and generoudy. They no longer haveit in them.” Again she
was Slent.

“Venn,” Norema asked, “wha’s a naven? Venn raised an eyebrow. “Ah, yes. The naven.” She
amiled. “It is a celebration ceremony performed when amost any act of socid importance is done in the
village when a gil harvests her firg turnip crop, when a boy kills his firg wild goose, when a house is
built, when a yelow deer is Sghted wandering through the village, or when a honey tree is found in the
forest. Then the men go to the Men's House and take two long, fat calabash melons, tuck ther gorgis up
behind them, and tie the meons between their legs long way, with tufts of dry grass dl around them, so
that it looks as if they have great, outszed, women's gorgis, and they put on women's aprons and
headdresses and take up old, broken turnip rakes—meanwhile the women, in their homes, tie a long
brown gourd, with two big, hary, dyll-nut husks behind them, up between ther legs, so tha it hangs
down, and tuck dried grass dl around them; and they put a man's old, split penis sheath around the
gourd, and they paint themsdves with hunting paint, and put on chin feathers, and they take old, broken
and cracked spears, and mangy shoulder furs and put them on; and the older women—though the
younger ones may not—tie an old piece of burnt wood to their bellies like a rult. At the sound of five
bleats on the sacred gourd—and sometimes it's only blown two or three times, and everybody starts to
the door and, when it stops short of five dl laugh and go back in agan—at the sound of five blesats,
everybody rushes outsde into the square to dance as bard as they can. Undes get down on dl fours and
rub their heads on their niece’ s knee. People take lesfy switches and beat up as much dugt into the air as
possible. Fires are set blazing and drums are pounded and rattles shaken. There are lots of comic songs
and skits performed in which wives refuse to cook for their husbands, who then starve to death, and in
which husbands are unfathful to their wives, who then run about the village pretending to be mountain
wolves. The whole thing dimaxes in a village feast. And through it dl the children, who have woken up
with the noise by now, run around pointing and squediing a their mothers and fathers and aunts and
undeswho are dl cavorting in each other’ s clothes as though it was the funniet thing in the world.” And
from the particular look on Venn's face, though there was no laughter init, Nore-ma thought that it might
indeed be.

Norema sad: “It' s like a reflection—"

“—of areflection,” Venn said. “It doesn't reverse vaues. It makes new vaues that the whole tribe
bendfits from. Now there's a custom | wish would work its way down to the shore. Here, girl—" Venn
once more took Norema's shoulder. “I want you to think about what | said before, about reflections, and
what you said about men and women, until you see how they aren’t the same. | want you to think about
my idea until you see what's wrong with yours—and indeed you may find out in the process things wrong
with mine as wdll. If, when you finish, you can tdl me about them, | will be very grateful. Will you do this
for me?’ The horny hand tightened. “Will you?’

Norema, who loved wonders (and who had been given meny by this woman) said, “Yes | ... dl



right. I'll try ...” And wondered how one even began such atask. And in the midst of wondering, redized
that Venn, whom she redly wanted to talk to some more, was wandering avay across the docks.

On aboat an old sailor with a bald, freckled scalp, was laughing and tdling a very involved story to a
younger man who was scrubbing doggedly a a deck raling, not ligening. Was this, she wondered, an
image of Venn and hersdf? On the dock, crumpled agang the piling, was Mad Marga, in a man's
ragged jerkin, snoring through loose lips. Sores speckled her large, loose ams, her scay ankles. Hip
flesh pushed through a tear in her rags. Food or something had dried on her chin. Was Marga, wondered
Norema, in some way an image of Norema's own strong, inquiring mind? Or of the naven? Or of Al
women; or of dl women and men? And how to find out?

Along the dock sounded the chang-chang-chang of one of the new metd hammers recently from
Neveryon that her mother thought soill of and her father found “interesting.” What was the rdaion of the
wooden mdlet and dowels with which Big Inek fixed down deckboards in her parents boat yards and
this new, metal-headed engine and the iron spikes it could hold wood together with—as long as you did
not use them near water.

And more important, how to tdl? And what relation would whatever method she devised to tdl bear
to the method through which Venn had arrived & her inexpressible principle?

In the boat yards that afternoon, Norema wandered about amlesdy for an hour; then, when Inek
made a comment, prepared a cauldron of glue inefficently for another hour, so that a least it looked as if
she were doing something. Thinking: the value of red work and the vaue of work-just-for-show: couldn’t
those be the fird two terms in an example of Venn's principle? And wha would the third term be ... ?
But she ds0 began to think of things to do, ways to examine.

That evening she took out a sheaf of reed paper on which were the carefully drawn plans for a boat
that dready stood hdf finished in the yard, its ribs risng naked and supported by cut treetrunks, which,
over the years of therr use, had lost much of their bark but ill dangled some, like sea weed. She stood
with her weight mostly on one foot and studied the plans. She dimbed up through the thick struts, bearing
cuts of the amoothing blades like inverted fish scales up ther curves, and she studied the boat—not so
much to see how one followed the other, but to see what each, as two things that did so follow, was in
itdf, how each was different

Soon she got another piece of reed paper and one of the styluses (which you hung around your neck
on aleather thong, and a horn with an inch of berry juice in the bottom that you dipped your stylus into)
and began making notes, sketches, more plans.

Next morning she was at the yard early, had gotten out pant jars, artist’'s mirrors, stencils, trimming
patterns, and examined them under the porch roof which, as the sun warmed the storage hut, began to
buzz with insects that lived in the thatching. Then she left the yard and waked toward the forest. She
looked at flowers and seeds. She looked at dead leaves and live ones, holding them close to examine
how the pale vens branched through the flat, tough green or the frall, brittle brown, and squinted up at
the dark, brown branches, an expanding net in the flakes of green that massed about them. In the midst
of dl this, various idedike images, modd, example, expression, representation, symbol, and reflection
began to separate themsalves for her. Her thoughts went back to what Venn had said, as Norema
walked back to the boat yard. Ingde the gate, she told a quickly made-up story to little Jori, who stared
a her through the tale with wide, incredulous eyes, pawing at the sawdust with her bare toes, and twiding
a apiece of ving her pae har matted for dl the world like a dutch of pine splinters. Then Norema
asked Jori to tdl the story to Big Inek. Then she got Big Inek to tdl it back to her. He grunted between
sentences each time his mdlet fdl on the thumb-thick dowel which sank more each stroke, its head
solintering alittle more each hit: a which point she remembered the old and the young sailor she had seen
on the docks with Venn, and redlized, not as two connected idess, but as a Sngle idea for which there
were no words to express it as a unity: while any Stuaion could be used as an image of any other, no
thing could be an image of another—especidly two things as complicated as two people. And to use
them as such was to abuse them and delude onesdf—that it was the coherence and ability of things
(especidly people) to be their unique and individud selves that dlowed the mdleghility and richness of
images to occur at al.



Such was her concentration on Venn's idea that the only thing she took away from Venn's morming
class next day was a patch of sunlight through a holein the trap above in the thatch, faling to shape itsdf
to the brown shoulder of the gil who sat in front of her, and the rustle of Venn's gtick in the straw with
which the class floor was covered.

Meds a home, where she pondered dl Venn had said of the matrix of money and materid in which
her parents business was fixed and which bounded her parents so diverse persondities, sometimes
approached disagter: her father frowned across the wooden table with its dlay and brass sdttings. The
woman who helped her mother with the house and the cooking, clicked her teeth and said Norema must
not have put her head on when she' d gotten up that morning. Jori laughed. And Quema asked—so many
times that her father told her to sop—if there were anything the matter. Through it dl, their words were
images; of illogic and incomprehension; her soup was the sea and her bread was the idand afloat in it.
The amdl of apples in batter recdled the orchards where she had picked them last week, or run with
others to stedl them lagt year. Every sensation led to the memory of myriad others. Any pattern perceived
could be set beside any other, the rdation between the patterns becoming a pattern of its own, itsdf to be
Set beside another and related ...

She went to the waterfront and looked a nets and trees. She looked a women and men with rough
hands and rags tied around ther heads, working on their boat rigs. She looked at fish scales and bird
feathers and a a broken length of boat ribbing, just washed ashore, whose smoothing-blaide cuts were
invigble on the grainy gray. She looked at three women and a man carrying baskets of fish, roped around
their shoulders, up the sand, which dung to ther feet high as their ankles, an image of glittering shoes. The
baskets were woven from tree branches. She drew on her paper the curve of sand around the water, and
besde t, the curve of water up to the sand. Behind a beached sneggle of wood, she heard a sound like a
baby, and looked behind it to find Marga, adeep and crying to hersdlf. Later she heard agull shriek like a
mad woman, walling. And a day later, when she was coming down a narrow dley toward the docks,
from the window beside her she heard a baby—for the world like a mewing gull.

In a blade of sunlight a-dant the dust between the shadows of two stone huts, she stopped. While
ghe ligened, she remembered, for the fird time in a while, the actud walk with Venn down the stream
when the idea she had been examining these last days had been firg presented to her. She recdled her
absurd attempt to construct an example—an image that, because it was constructed of things it Smply
did not fit, reversed the idea into an idea slly by itsdf, ridiculous in application—a ridiculousness that
could easily, she saw, have strayed into the pernicious, the odious, or the destructive, depending how
widdy one had indsted on gpplying it. There was Venn's idea (the baby had stopped crying); there was
her image of it, formed of dl possible misundersanding; and there ...

Something happened: it happened insde her head; it happened to her mind, and its effect spread her
body like a chill, or a warmth, and was reder than ether. She gasped and blinked, looking a the sun,
dust, shadow, tried to apprehend what had just changed, and fdt a stray thread on her deeve tickle her
amin the breeze, aleather crease across her instep from her soft lesther shoe, the ar passing in through
the rims of her nodtrils breething, the moidture at the corners of her eyes.

It's a new thought, she thought. But immediatdy knew that was only because she had been thinking
inwords so inggently for the past few days that words came eedly to ding about everything in her head;
she quickly shook them away to look at the idea more clearly. It was at least as inexpressble as Venn's
s0 highly inexpressible idea, which, image before image ago, had been its content. She opened her
mouth, feding her tongue's weight on the floor of her mouth, the spots of dryness spreading it, and tasting
the air's differences, that marked not the air's but the tongue's itsdf. Words fdl away, leaving only the
relaions they had set up between the sensud and the sensory, which was not words but which had been
organized—without any of it ever leaving its place on the reed paper of her perception—by words: that
organization was the way in which the stretch of sand between the house walls beside her and the Stretch
of sky between the house roofs above her could reflect one another; the thrum of a wasp worrying at its
gray, flaking home under the thaiched eaves up there could recdl the thrum of water worrying the
root-tangled spit at the beach’s far end, leaving the sand, leaves, wings, waves, wasps ...

What a glorious and usdess thing to know, she thought, yet recognizing that every joy she had ever



fdt before had merdly been some fragment of the pattern sensed dim and distant, which now, in plurdity,
was too great for laughter—it hardly dlowed for breath, much less awe! What she had sensed, she
redlized as the words she could not hold away any longer findly moved in, was that the world in which
images occurred was opague, complete, and closed, though what gave it its weight and meaning was that
this was not true of the space of examples, samples, symbols, modes, expressons, reasons,
representations and the rest—yet that everything and anything could be an image of everything and
anything—the true of the fase, the imaginary of the red, the ussful of the usdess, the hdpful of the
hurtful—was what gave such strength to the particular types of images that went by dl those other names;
that it was the organized coherence of them dl which made diginguishing them possible.

But of course that was not what she had known ... only an expression of it, one sort of image. And
yes, she thought, remembering Venn again, to express it was to reverse much of its vaue. To express it
wasto cdl it containable: and it was its uncontainableness she had known.

Some flash caught her eye; she turned and saw Fevin coming down the side street. Ralls of net hung
over his shoulder; net dragged behind him in the dust. Her sister Jori and two little boys were trying to
step on it. The flash had come from a mirror tied to one boy’ s—no, not to alittle boy, she redized:; it was
Nari, her sgter’s friend. Norema thought of rults and Rul~ vyn, mirrors and models, and smiled.

Fevin halled her: “Have you heard what happened to old Venn?’

Norema looked perplexed. “What?’ |

“While she was off last night, on one of her exploring trips, she fdl down from a tree and—"

Norema's eyes widened.

“—and sprained her hip. She just got home this morning; some youngsters found her hobbling
through the swamp.”

“Isshedl right?” Norema demanded.

“As right as one can be a seventy with a sprained hip—when you were dready crippled at
thirty-five”

Norema turned and dashed up the street while Fevin suddenly belowed: “Hey, you little ones. Cut
that out! You tear my nets and I'll tear off your toes!”

Norema ran through sun, over shdls, under shadow. On wooden, lesf-littered Stairs, she tugged at
therall, taking three steps at a time, while the breeze dipped branches amog to her head and, from the
bare earth banked on the other sde, roots wriggled free and stuck there, under thin dust. She leaped
rocks she had helped postion in the stream for stepping, jumped to the bank (which broke open under
her feet between grass blades) and, with grass flaling her calves, reached the rut that wound the high
rock on her |eft (the great oak on her right) to the thatched school shelter.

In front of the shack, she demanded of Ddl, who had one hand on the corner post, squinting after
some bird who best away between the leaves, “Is shedl right?’

“Uh-hm,” Ddl said, not looking down. “But she'd like to see you.”

Norema dashed to the door, pushed insde. Thatch that has been rained on and sun-dried and rained
on and sun-dried enough ceases to have much smdl of its own, but it begins to do something to the other
andls around it, underlining some, muting others, adding to others an accent missing in stone or wooden
dwelings On the shelves dong one wall: rocks, amdl skeletons, butterflies, rolls of reed paper tied with
rubbed vine. On the other wdl: a cooking firé s mudded stones, with a series of wooden baffles for the
smoke that Venn had been experimenting with a year ago but had never gotten to the efficiency of your
average kitchen hearth. A hdf charred potato lay on the ashes againg the stone.

The bed had been pulled over to the table (instead of pulling the table to the bed, which was typicaly
Venn). Three scrolled, metd lamps hung from the celling. Chains for a fourth angled near them. On the
table among sheets of reed paper, were brass rules, compasses, cdipers, astrolabes, and a paint-box
finer than the ones her father kept his blueprints in. Venn sat on the bed, her naked back ful of sharp
bones and amdl musdes—dill the hard back of a sea woman, aturnip hoer, a bridge builder. The skin a
the crease of her armpits was wrinkled, that across her bony shoulders thin. Norema said: “I heard about
... Venn turned dowly (painfully?) on the raddled furs. And grinned. “1 was wondering if you' d come to
seeme”



Then the young woman and the old womean laughed, at their different pitches in the close room, but
with a shared, indgent relief.

“The boys have been hanging around being helpful dl morning. The trouble is | don't like boys—I
suppose that's why | spend so much energy being pleasant and patient with them. Then patience wears
through, and | get sngppish and send them off. Where were you, girl? Have you ever noticed about the
men on this coast? It s the strangest thing: they will cook for one another at the drop of a lesf—on fishing
trips, out overnight in the hills or visting one another in some bachelor hut full of litter and squalor. But
the only time it would even enter their heads to cook for a woman—even if she's crippled and in bed
with a sprained hip—is if they want to bed her. And I, fortunately, am past that. Come around here,
woman. Under the shdf thereis a basket: mogt of the thingsin it would make a nice sdlad—and | assume
you're clever enough to recognize the things that wouldn’t. (If you're dubious, just ask.) You'll find a
knife under there; and abowl. That'sright. I'd do it mysdf, but my better judgment tells me not to even
try to walk for a least three days. Did | ever tdl you about my Neveryon friend—who once went with
me up to vigt the Rulvyn? Yes, of course, | was tdling you only a week or so ago. Well, you know we
haven't seen each other for years. My friend is from an old and complicated Nev&ryon family, hdf of
which, so | have been told, are dways in dungeons somewhere and the other hdf of which are dways
fighting to avoid dungeons—with perhaps dill another hdf fighting to keep them there. Well, only a night
ago, my friend came to see me. All the way from Neveryon. And in a beautiful boat, the richest I've ever
Seen, with its rowing daves dressed finer than the members of our best families | tdl you. And we
talked—oh, how we talked! Till the sun rose and | had heard of the most amazing and dire marves, dl of
which my friend asked my opinion on—=as if | were some Rulvyn holy woman, fresh from a spate of
meditation in the mountaind Hal And when the firg waterfront sounds drifted up from the blue between
the trees, my friend left.” Venn dghed. “Wha a marvelous boat! And | shdl probably never see my
friend or the boat again. But that's the way of the world. Ah, of course I'm sure you would rather hear
about what happened to me lagt night. Has it ever occurred to you—and it did to me, last night, when |
got to overhear two hill women who passed under me in the swamp where | was rdaxing in a
rough-barked treer paddling aong on ther raft, they each spoke dightly different didects, and were
having trouble understanding each other, | redized—but at any rate, it occurred to me that language
aways has the choice of deveoping two ways. Congder: you're inventing language and you come on an
object for thefird time, so you name it ‘tree”’” Then you go on and you find another object.

You have the choice of cdling it a tree-only-with-specia-properties, such as squat, hard, gray,
leafless, and branchless, for instance—or you can name it a completely different object, say: ‘rock.> And
then the next object you encounter you may decide is a ‘big rock,” or a ‘boulder,* or a ‘bush* or ‘a
amdl, squat tree,* and so on. Now two languages will not only have different words for the same things
but they will end up having divided those same things up into categories and properties dong completely
different lines. And that divison, as much or more than the different words themsdves, will naturdly mold
dl the thinking of the people who use that language. We say ‘vagina® and ‘penis for a man's and
woman's genitds, while the Rulvyn say ‘gorgi* for both, for which ‘mde* and ‘femdée are just two
different properties that a gorgi can exhibit, and beieve me it makes dl the difference Still, the initid
divison, as one goes about on the firg, new, bright trip through a world without names is, for dl practica
purposes, arbitrary. (That was when | fdl out of the tree and sprained my cursed hip! That sdad looks
good, woman. There are two bowls.) Now congder, for ingance, even the word for word ...”

Two years later, Venn died.

She had apparently gone up through the trap of the teaching station to lay under the winter stars, with
afew indruments, a few sheets of reed paper, and there, probably just after dawn—for her body was
not yet siff—with what thoughts a-dash through her mind like the shooting stars of which she had logged
seven, she died: and Norema and Jori and the others, with oddly dry throats, blinking a lot, and opening
and dosng their hands, stood in the grass, looking up, while Fevin, a the roofs edge, lowered (with a
rope around the chest and under the arms) the thin woman with the stained hem and flgpping, bony
ankles.

Three months after that, the red ship came.
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“Have you seen it?” Jori demanded, burdting into the kitchen from the back garden. “It's so big!” and
ran through the kitchen, banging her hip againg the plank table hard enough to make the bowls and the
pans clatter. Quema scowled a a pot of something bubbling on the firehook. Norema put the shdl,
whose pae, inner lip she had been polishing with a piece of worn, wild kid's skin, on the table, and
wondered if she should go to the docks or not.

She didn’'t—that afternoon.

And the stories began to come back:

The boat had stayed a the waterfront dock not more than an hour; only three women had come
down the plank to squint around—their hair was dusty, braided, brown. Then they had gone back up.
The boat had weighed anchor again and was now up in the middle of the sounds, the reflection of its high,
scarlet, scroll-worked rim wrinkling over and running on the water.

All its crew were women or girls, came back the story now. They had sent out a smdl kiff for the
port: the women had gone to the inn and sat and told stories and drank: tdl ones, short ones, brown
ones, black ones, fat ones, blond ones—every kind of woman you could think of! (Norema began to
look askance at Enin who was recounting this. A small skiff? How many women were iniit dl together?
Twenty! Thirty! exdamed Enin, then frowned: Well, maybe x ... or seven. Norema shook her head.)

All the crew were women or girls except the captain, came back next morning’s revison. He was a
gredt, tdl, black man with brass rings in his ears, a leopard skin over one shoulder, wooden-soled
sandds with fur straps, broad bands of tooled leather around his thick caves and forearms, Sx smdl
knives in finger-long scabbards on the heavy chain around his short kilt, and a cdoth made dl of
interlocked metd rings that jingled when he ambled the dock.

Norema s father stood by the yard's plank fence (it was shaggy with bark) and listened to Big Inek
recount this, and frowned, ralling an avl handle between his thumb and forefinger.

Norema watched her father frown and watched her mother, with an am full of boards, pause behind
him, hear a0, frown harder, and walk on.

Jori, behind one of the net houses, told her that evening, in a dather of blue shadows with the water
down between the dock-boards flashing copper, about Morin (the gil who had once sat in front of
Noremawith sunlight on her shoulder benesth Venn's thatched teaching porch). Morin was a tdl, bony
girl, dow to understand, quick to laugh, who worked a boat that had been her uncl€' s but was now good
as her own—or s0 she said. She had come to Venn's classes infrequently, and only this, redly, because
for awhile Venn had taken a specid interest in her that seemed to have more to do with her tdents as a
fisherman then her wit: her likes ran toward late evenings in the tavern where she hung on the edge of
boisterous geatherings, with bright eyes, drinking nothing herself for hours, saying little for the same—ill dl
a once she would get up and leave: two—and three-day trips donein her boat, fishing only to eat, which
trips would end with her sudden return to dock, loud and boisterous as if drunk hersdlf, generdly curang
out the village for the backwater sumphole that it was, and treeting this group or that group to a round of
drinks at the tavern, trying for dl the world to start a boisterous evening, upon which, if it got going, she
would fdl slent and watch, again, bright eyed, and only water in her mug. At any rate, Jori went on,
Morin's didike for village life was well known. So no one could have been too surprised when she fdl in
to talking with a bunch of the ship’s sallors, or that they offered her ajob; or that she had accepted.

Wil

Her father and her uncle, whom she lived with, had a fit! They forbade her to go. When she refused
to stay, they beat her up and locked her in the house and now refused to let her out until the boat |eft the
shore. And that’s not dl, Jori went on, for that afternoon, three older girls had come back from snvimming
(with Imek’ s little daughter tagging dong), and had met the Captain and two of the sailors, one of whom
was a fat, ydlow-haired woman, who, a the inn the night before, had drunk amazing amounts and
dapped her scarred, fleshy hands on the counter and told shrill stories that had kept everyone laughing
for hours, the Captain and the two salors had taken the girls out to the boat! An hour later, when one of



the sallors rowed the girls back, parents and rdaives had gathered on the shore to snaich up ther
offgaring. The sallor had not docked because she had seen the angry group, and had made the children
snvimin the lagt few feet—at which point someone had jumped in and tried to upset her kiff and gotten
his knuckles pounded with an carhandle for his pains. The sailor had rowed back to the ship.

And no more sallors had come in from the boat that evening to explore the waterfront or eet in the
inn. But the boat dill sat on its maroon reflection in the sounds—waiting, apparently, for a party of
women to return from the Rulvyn, where they had gone to trade.

Norema and Jori walked back on the irregularly cobbled lane that sded the backs of the poorer
houses; nets and laundry and ropes and bird cages hung in the trees between black, daub-and-wattle
huts. The thick, sandy grass that would grow anywhere save on the sdt beach had pushed aside stones
Norema had watched men and women st in place when she was younger than Jori.

Asthey reached the shaggy bark fence that was the back of her father's yard, the gate ahead swung
forward on its wide, leather hinges and hdf a dozen men tromped out, leaving her father looking after
them, one hand on the log bolt he had just pushed back to let them leave. His cheeks were wrinkled in
concentration above his beard. He rubbed the curly red hair on his jaw with two sap-stained fingers

“Father, what did they want?" Jori demanded with more boldness than Norema dared (it Sgnified
lessred curiogty, at least that’s what the older girl had aways thought).

Thewrinkles fell. But he dill stared after the men. “ Father ...!I” Jori ingsted.

“Nothing. Nothing you need worry yoursdlf about.” Behind him, across the yard, between the high
and hdf-hulled ribs, a horizontd thread of light blistered with Slver, and was the sea.

“Doesit have to do with the red ship?’ Ther father frowned down at the two girls. “They asked me
for my word that | would sl the ship no supplies nor offer them any services should any of its wicked
women or its accursed captain sneak in to shore after sunset.”

“Whet did you say?’ Jori demanded. “Wdl, | couldn't very wdl refuse” Her father’s amile spoke
vagudy of indulgence. “Big Inek’s daughter is one of the girls they took out to their boat; and he works
for me”

“What did they do to her?” Jori demanded on. “Nothing.” But the vague smile became a vague
frown. “Or s0 | hear—and we should dl be thankful for it. It's not what they did do, but what they could
do.”

Norema asked, “What could they do, Father?’

“Look, I'm not going to stand herein the road and be interrogated by my own children about things |
have no wish to discuss.” The frown hardened. “If gilswant to talk about such unpleasant things—and |
can't see ay reason for it, mysdf—they must do so with their mothers. Not me. Now run home and
stop dawdling here on the road. Go on now, run.”

And Norema, who was diginctly too old to go dashing home before an irrationd father, fdt
uncomfortable and embarrassed—and walked quickly after Jori, who was indeed now sprinting down
the dusty highway.

Childhood is that time in which we never question the fact that every adult act is not only an
autonomous occurrence in the universe, but that it is aso filled, packed, overflowing with meaning,
whether that meaning works for ill or good, whether theill or good is or is not comprehended.

Adulthood is thet time in which we see that dl human actions follow forms, whether wel or badly,
and it is the perseverance of the formsthat is, whether for better or worse, their meaning.

Various cultures make the trangtion at various ages, which trangtion period lasts for varying lengths
of time, one accomplishing it in a week with careful dances, ancient prayers, and isolate and specified
rituals, another, letting it take its own course, offering no help for it, and dlowing it to run on frequently
for years. But at the center of the changeover there is a period—whether it be a moment’s vison or a
yearlong suspicion—where the mauring youth sees dl adult behavior as merely foomd and totally
meaningless

Noremawas at such a point that afternoon. “Tak to your mother, indeed,” she thought, and started
off to do so. (It was because she was a that point that she chose to tak to her mother about it in the
particular way she did.)



Tadeem was going out the door when Norema barged in. Her mother, done now in the kitchen, was
pulling a the ropes tha came through the wooden collar in the sandy wal beside the fire. Somewhere,
baffles creaked and scraped.

Norema went to the table, and with her fingernall pried at a dark line on the plank that she thougjit
might be a loose splinter. “Mother?’ 1t wasn't. *Y ou know the red ship anchored up in the sounds?’

Her mother tugged; baffles clashed.

“What would you do—" She ran her nal again dong what she now knew was just a particularly
deep gran—"if | sad | had shipped aboard as asalor?’

“What?" Clashing ceased. “No—you're not that thick-skulled. But why would you even want to
uggest such an awful thing?’

“Why isit avful? What have they done, and why is everyone so upset about them?”

Her mother stood up. “Upset? A boatload of women, hdf of them girls hardly older than you, with a
srange man for captain, combing the port for more girls to take off from our idand—and you ask why
people are upset?”’

“Yes” Norema sad. “I want to know why.”

Her mother raised her eyes, then turned back to the baffles. “... this fireplace. Redly!” Béffles
clashed again.

“Two summers ago—" Norema leaned againg the thick table plank—*Fevin was the only man
working on Beaio's boat. | went out with them for three days and you didn’'t complain.”

“Fevin was not a foreign, black captain combing our port for women to snaich away forever.
Norema, suppose this cgptain sdls these women for daves. And who knows what he does with those
grisa night, when the day’ s watch is ended.”

“It couldn’t be too unpleasant,” Norema said. “There re more of them than there are of him.”

Her mother’s hump] mixed contempt with frugtration. “You just don't understand anything, do you?
We try to bring up our children so that they are protected from the world's evils, only to find we've
rased a pack of innocents who seem to be about to sumble into them at every turn just from sheer
Supidity! Girl, when you look at that scarlet hulk, floating out there in the sounds, can't you just feel how
srange, unnaturd, and dangerous it is?’

“Oh, Mother!” Norema said. “Redly!”

Then, because she saw her mother sart to tug a the beffle ropes agan—which, by now, were
perfectly wel set—she redized just how upset her mother was. So she sat down at the table and hulled
the speckled nutsin the clay bowl that Jori had collected the previous afternoon.

Then she went back to the waterfront.

Wandering between the docks and the storage sheds, the net houses and the amdl boats pulled up
and upturned on the roped logs, she fdt the oddest qudity to the lazy, evening dockside. Was it, she
wondered, the red boat which, from here, was not even visble?

Stralling the violet evening, she suddenly redized that the Strange arr in the little waterfront streets was
amply emptiness. The sallors from the strange boat were, of course, no longer frequenting the inns and
docks. And the locd waterfronters, though not exactly scared off by the prospect of these same sailors,
were dill kesping away.

It was too amusing!

She turned toward the door around the sde of the inn, when Enin came charging down the steps,
saw her, stopped, and whispered (though there was no one ese in the gravel-covered dley): “Did you
hear, they’re going to do it tonight!”

Norema frowned.

“The ship! The red ship! They’re going to burn it"” He turned, running, and she saw part of her
reflection whiz across his somach mirror. “Burn it to the water line” he shouted back toward her—she
turned to watch him—and ran down the Street.

On the deserted gravel, before the sandy docks, where masts bent together and swayed apart,
Norema fdt a sudden chill dong her left Sde, under her shift; it was horror—not the complete and ifling
horror that encases the body in a paralyss of inaction, but a smple and dight horror whose only physica



dgn was atingling, dl on one sde, that someone ese could have as eesly put to the breeze that had
cooled the dock some few degrees over the previous minutes.

Certain gorytdling conventions would have us here, to point and persondize Norema's response to
Enin's news, go back and insart some fictive encounter between the girl and one or more of the sailor
women: a unny afternoon on the docks, Norema sharing a watermeon and inner secrets with a
coarse-haired, wide-eyed twenty-year-old; Norema and a fourteen-year-old whose dirty blond har was
bound with beaded thongs, stting knee to knee on a weathered log, taking of journeys taken and
journeys desired; or a dawn encounter a a beached dinghy between Norema and some heavy-armed
redhead fdling to dlent communion at some task of mending, bailing, or caulking. Certainly the addition
of such a scene, somewhere previous to thisin our text, would make what happens next conform more
closdy to the generd run of taes. The only trouble with such Active encounters is, fir, they frequently
do not occur, and second, frequently when they do, rather than leading to the action fiction uses them to
impd, they make us fed that, somehow, we have dready acted, dready done our part to deploy a few
good fedings—especidly when the action required goes againg the generd will.

Norema, as we have seen, was a young woman who knew the passions of andyss today we say
such people are more likdy to place their energies behind an abstract cause than to work at untangling
the everyday snarl of things And though it would not have been dl that difficult to say the same in
Norema s time, she was, nevertheless, not that different from you and me.

On the sireet, before the inn, Norema resolved to do something about the burning—or &t least see
what the burners were doing and do something about it if there was anything to be done.

She turned away and walked from the inn, soreading her toes wide in her loose, soft shoes, each
sep. A momentary memory of a morning wak with Venn, with the shadows of the madts across the
grave ... Those shadows now lay out on the water, shattered by little waves. and the memory shattered
before feet scrabbling on the docks.

A man halooed.

A younger man hallooed back.

Ahead, two boys jumped off the deck of a boat, ran to the dock’s foot, and peered across the
street. From around the corner came a dozen men, Big Inek and Fevin among them.

Norema hooked two fingers on the cord around the high, canvas-covered bade beside her, moved
hafway behind it, then moved out again so she could see the ropes tossed back to the dock, see the one
magt among the others, swaying and swaying, sak out on the blue-black water.

Between two houses, Norema could see sunset’s copper smear. Above, the sky was the darkening
indigo the calmest ocean can never quite reflect. Children’s voices snarled in the street.

Norema looked down. Three grubby children had run out between the huts

“Let’'splay red ship!”

“I'll be the captain!”

“You can't be the captain. You're agirl!”

“Are we going to sneak up on it and burn it?’

“Yeeh!”

“All right. Y ou be the captain. Well sneak up and we'll burn you!”

“No, come on. You can't do that, either. Didn’t you see? Only men go out to do that.”

“Then you go on and play by yoursdf, then. I’'m not going to play with you!”

“No, comeon ...”

“Yeah, come on. You have to play.”

“You have to have girlsto play red ship.”

“That’'swhat the gameisdl about.”

“Come on, now. You play.”

The mast moved beyond the dutch of masts. A sal, jerking and flapping, rose, filled, and pulled
around toward the sound.

The two boys were running up the dock.

Thelittle girl ran behind. “Hey, wait for mel All right, | saidVYL play ...



Norema stepped from behind the bale, frowning, uncomfortable, sure she had just seen something
vay important and totdly unable to say why—a Stuation which, for someone like Norema, was
discomfort

The children were gone.

The boat was away.

The docks were empty.

She grolled to the center of the grave and started forward.

The urge to move nearer to the buildings dong the street—or to keep closer to the baes and
upturned dinghies dong the dock—was dmost overpowering.

Ambling down the center, she amiled a the discomfort and thought: The threet of the red ship ...

And watched, while she walked, the threstened streets.

Hdf the tangled roots had pulled from the bank. The lesfless tree leaned over the tweve-foot
semicdirde of sand. Norema and Venn had sat there for an hour once and argued whether the little beach,
like agiant copper coin tilted haf into the water, was growing or shrinking ... how many years ago now?
And the beach was the same. Norema sat wedged between the two well-anchored trees, looking out
through the branches of the leaning third.

The ship, a-top its reflection, made her think of leaves, stacked one on the other, a breeze making the
whole leaf column shiver, dance, but never quite topple.

The ship, dark now on dark water, held it down.

She had been gtting there dmost two hours. The sky was blue-black; a few stars scattered the east.
Onetwig of the dant tree lay like a shatter-line across the distant hull (Venn had once taken her to see a
puddle of lava high in the mountains broken by cooling—Venn's theory—or the mountan goats®
hooves—Ddl’'s—some daggy scar from the fires bumning benesth the sed's floor, whose
eruptions—Venn's theory again—had thrown up dl the idands around.) Fire ...

It spurted up the stern. Then it rushed across the waterline. What had happened was that men from
theidand's boat (hidden on the opposite bank) had svum up with bladders of all and smeared the base
of the ship (with light ail to the haght of an am), then ringed the ship with a lace {not a Ingle wide
ribbon) of heavy ail out to fifteen feet from the hull. (Where had she learned to fire a free-anchored ship?
From Venn's old tale of the Three Besetles and the White Bird; which was probably where the men had
learned it, too ...) Then you took the cover off a floating tinder-dish in which a lighted rag, rolled in sand
and soaked in ail, would smolder for an hour—light the ship at the downwind end, and the lace at the
upwind end, then svim away for dl you' re worth.

Bark bit her hand. Her jaw began to throb. She pushed back againg the trunk as lesf after leaf down
the column caught, dl the way to the base of sand below her.

A dory ... she thought. The Three Beetles and the White Bird was a tae she had hugged her knees
a, leaned forward to hear of its hUI-skirmishes and sea-chases, its burnings and battles, its brave feats
and betrayds. Reflected there on the flickering waters, it dl seemed somehow reversed to ... not
something horrible. The reason she held the branch so tightly, pressed hersdlf back againg the tree, was
not from any active fear, but rather from a sort of terrible expectation of emation, waiting for the sound
(amidst the faint crackling she could just make out) of screams, waiting to see figures legping or faling
into the ring of flaming waters. All she actudly fdt (she loosed her hand from the branch beside her) was
numb anticipation.

There are people in there, she thought, dmogt to see the result of such thought, dying. Nothing.
There are women dying in there, she tried again (and could hear Venn making the correction): il it
was judt a curious phrase. Suddenly she raised her chin alittle, closed her eyes, and thistime tried moving
her lips to the words: “ There are women in there dying and our men are killing them ...” and fdt a tickling
of terror; because for amoment she was wetching two boys and alittle girl playing on the docks. And dl
the waters before her and the forest behind her was a-glitter and a-glim-mer with threst.

She opened her eyes because something moved in the water ... twenty feet away? Fifteen? (In the
bay’s center, firefdl back to the water’s surface, with things floating in it aflame.) Severd largish pieces
of flotsam were drifting inland.



The one jugt in front of the beach gtaled on submerged sands. charred and wet, it was some kind of
carton, which, as she watched it, suddenly came apart. For a moment, the dozens of things floating out of
it actualy seemed dive. Taking up the same current, they continued, tiny and dark, into the shore.

After awhile she got up and waked down to the sands wet edge, stooped, and picked up ... a bdl
of some sort, perhaps as big as her father’s curled-up forefinger. Wet, black, it wasn't exactly soft.
Many, many of them, she saw, were bobbing in the dark water.

Squeezing it, frowning & it (the boat was craggy, dark, blotched with fading embers), she turned
back and walked back up into the woods.

She walked away on her soft-soled shoes in the loud underbrush, pondering an unresolvable
troubling—till findly, after dimbing into the window of her room, and lying on her bed, looking at the
shadows on her bare, narrow walls—she dept. The rubber ball was under her pillow.
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Shortly after that began a period of some five years, which, were one to have asked her after it was
over, she would have no doubt said was the most important of her life Certainly it obliterated the clear
memory of much of what we have recounted. We, however, shdl dl but omit it—at least we ddll
condense it mightily: four weeks after the burning she met an affable red-haired man from another idand
who worked (indeed who was the leader of) a twelve-boat fishing cooperative of ten men and two
women. Three months after meeting him she married him and moved to his idand. Their first child was a
son; then, in what seemed to her much less than eghteen months, she had two daughters. Through those
years there were moments which, when they occurred, she thought to remember for the rest of her life (in
much the same way that the firdight on the night beach she had thought to drop from her memory
forever): gtting on the deck with her husband and her children a dawn the way she had sat with her
mother and her sster; moonlit evenings on Willow Scarp—her favorite spot on her new idand—looking
out over the nets of foam that rippled round the rocky point; the afternoons when her husband would be
working on his nets, perched on one of the pilings that stuck up about the rush-matted docks, and she
would come up dlently behind him and look up to see his sunburned back, the curls of coppery har
dawing at the tranducent shell that was his ear. She had aready begun to do some of the things with her
own children that Venn, years ago, had done with her and the children of her idand; and was both
amused and a little proud that she quickly developed, on her new idand, the reputation for being both
odd and wise—a reputation which she could never quite understand why her husband so disapproved of.

In thefifth year of her marriage came the plague.

It killed her son, five years old now, and had she not been so involved in nurang the idand' s ill with
one of Venn's herba remedies that at least lessened the painsif it did not curb the disease, she would
have taken one of the overturned dinghies and put to seaiin it until land was out of sght, then sunk it and
hersdf with a knife jammed through the sapped-over rushes.

The plague killed seven fishersin her husband' s fleet.

Then, a the height of the sickness, when the wailing of the children and the coughing of the aged
hacked at the wdls of her hut from the huts both sdes of hers, her husband came in early one
afternoon—the time he would have normdly returned from a morning with his fishing fleet, though he had
told her earlier he was not taking his boat to water that day. For five minutes he paced around the house,
picking at the loose staves of a hdf finished basket, rubbing his big toe in the dirt by the dde of the
hearthflags: suddenly he turned to her and announced to her he was taking a second wife.

She was astonished, and she protested—more from that smple agtonishment than from any red
desire to actudly rebut him. He argued, and while he argued, memories of Venn's account of the Rulvyn
returned to her—the second wife was gpparently the daughter of a wedlthy fisherman who had recently
moved to ther idand, a very beautiful seventeen-year-old girl who had developed a reputetion in the
village as a gpoiled and impossible person. Somewhere in the midst of her arguing, it suddenly struck her
what she mugt do.

So she agreed.



Her husband looked at her with utmost surprise, seemed about to say severd things, then turned and
staked out of the hut.

Two hours later he returned—she was squetting by the cradle of her younger daughter whose
bresthing was becoming strangely rough over the last hour and was trying to ignore the three-year-old
who was asking, “But why can the fishes swim, Mommy? Why can fishes svim? What do they do under
the water when they’re not svimming? Mommy, you're not ligening to me. Why do they—"

Her husband grabbed her up by the shoulder, whirled her aroimd, and shoved her back againg the
support pole so that the thatch shook between the caling sticks across the hut's whole roof. The
three-year-old’ s chatter cut off with an astonished slence into which her husband began to pour the most
incredible vituperation:

Did she know that she was a vile woman and a horrible mother? That she had ruined his business,
soul, and reputation? That she was in every way a plague to him and dl who came near her far worse
than the one that wracked the idand? That she had murdered his son and was no doubt poisoning his
daughters againg him even now? And how dare she (the while, he was driking her in the chest with the
fla of fira one hand then the other) think she were fit to share the same hut with the beautiful and
sengtive and compassionate woman he was now determined to leave her for? Even her suggesting they
might dl share one house was such an obscenity that—

Suddenly he backed away, and pushed through the door’ s vine hangings. Seven hours later Norema,
her eyes closed, her ams locked across her bely, a ghill and strangled sound seeping from her pursed
lips (somehow she had managed to get the three-year-old to an older cousn’'s when the infant's
blood-laced, greenish phlegm and raw choking had assured her exactly what it was), sat on the floor of
her hut with her baby girl dead and giff on the dirt a her knees.

Two weeks later some boats came to take her to Neveryon's Kolhari, with the fifty others, who,
from the idand village whose population had been close to eéght hundred, were the only ones left. (“In the
name of the Child Empress Ynelgo, whose reign is kind and compassionate, dl those who can pass
before our three physicians and show no gtain of plague may have free passage to Her chief port city in
Nev&ryon, there to begin anew life for Her honor and glory.” The captain was a smdl, hary man with a
verdigrised hdmet, a fur jerkin, bloodshot eyes, and tarry hands, with a dumb goodwill that in him had
now become a sort of fury about every detall of the evacuation, as his ship plied from dricken idand to
gricken idand.) Once more she looked for some gresat feding when she saw that two among the dozen
who had been turned away from the boat by the physicians, with their poking at groins and armpits and
their pulling back of eydids and garing down into ears and throats, were her husband and his new
womean. No, it had never been anger she' d fet—hurt, once, but grief had obliterated that. (Her remaning
daughter had been taken away to a neighboring idand a week before on the very day her phlegm had
gone green—Norema did not know if her child was dive or dead .... No, she knew.) Rather, it was the
exhausted sympathy for the misfortunes of someone who, a long time ago, had been a difficult friend.
And 0, as she came into Kolhari port, numbed by an experience of rgjection and degth, she kept tdling
hersdf that whomever she might now become, it was this experience that would be responsible for
anything bad or good that ever befdl her again; yet while she was trying to rehearse dl the avfulness of
the past months, sort it dl out in memory as the portscape drew nearer and nearer through the dawn,
fragments of it were congtantly dipping from memory, and her imagination kept retreating through the
years to afternoon walks with Venn, to the night on the tiny beach with flames out on the waters,

II1. The Tale Of Small Sarg

And If, Tomorrow, All The Hisory On Which It Is Based Is Found To Be Defective, The Clay
Tablets Wrongly Interpreted, Or The Whole Formed Out Of A Mistaken Identification Of Severd
Periods And Places, Our Reading Of It Will Not Be Affected In The Slightest, For The Stranger, The
City, The Sghts, Smdls And Sounds, Formed By The Poet Out Of History And Human Activity, Are
Red Now At Ancther Levd Of Being.

—Nod Stock, Reading The Cantos



In That Brutd And Barbaric Time He Was A Red Barbarian Prince—Which Meant That His
Mother’s Brother Wore Women's Jewdry And Was Consulted About Animds And Sickness. It Meant
At Fourteen His Feet Were Rough From Scurrying Up Rough-Barked PAms, And His PAms Were
Hard From Rulling Off The Little Nodules Of Sap From The Places Where New Shoots Had Broken
Away. Every Three Or Four Years The Strangers Came To Trade For Them Colored Stones And A
Few Metd Cutting Tools, As A Prince, He Was Expected To Have Collected The Most. It Meant His
Har Was Matted And That Hunger Was A Permanent Condition Rdieved Every Two Or Three Days
When Someone Brought In A Piece Of Arduoudy Tracked And Killed Game, Or A New Fruit Tree
Was (So Rady) Found; For His Tribe Did Not Have Even The Most Primitive Of Agriculturd
Knowledge.

Everyone Said Fruit And Game Were Getting Scarcer.

To Be A Barbarian Prince Meant That When His Mother Yeled And Shrieked And Threatened
Degth Or Tribd Expulson, People Did What She Said With Digpatch—Which Included Stoning Crazy
Nargit To Death. Crazy Nargit, Within The Space Of A Moon’'s Coming And Going, Had Gotten Into
An Argument With A Woman Cdled Blin And Killed Her. Everyone Said That Blin Had Been In The
Wrong, But Still. Then Nargit Got Into Another Fight With Arini And Broke The Young Hunter’s

Leg So That Arini Would Be Unable To Walk For A Year And Would Limp For The Rest Of His
Life Also, Crazy Nargit Had Killed A Black, Femde Rat (Which Was Sacred) And For Two Days
Wandered Around The Village Holding It By The Tal And Snging An Obscene Song About A Tree
Soirit And A Moth. The Rat, Smdl Sarg's Mother Insisted, Made It Obvious That Nargit Wished For
Desth.

His Uncle, Shaking His Blue-Stone Strings Of Women's Ear-Bangles, Had Suggested Smply
Driving Nargit From The Tribe.

Sarg’'s Mother Said Her Brother Was Almost As Crazy As Nargit; The Tribe Wasn't Strong Enough
To Keep Nargit Out If He Redly Wanted To Come In And Just Kill People, Which Is What, From
Time To Time, With Clenched Teeth And Swesting Forehead, Shivering Like A Man Just Pulled Out Of
The Stream After Bang Tied There All Night (Which Severd Times They Had Had To Do With Nargit
When He Was Much Y ounger), Nargit Hissed And Hissed And Hissed Was Exactly What He Wanted
Above All Things To Do. Nargit, His Mother Explained, Was Bound To Get Worse.

So They Did It.

Stoning Someone To Death, He Discovered, Takes A Long Time. For The First Hour Of It, Nargit
Merdy Clung To A Tree And Sang Another Obscene Song. After Two More Hours, Because Sarg
Was A Barbarian Prince (And Because He Was Feding Rather 111), He Went And Found A Large Rock
And Came Back To The Tree At The Foot Of Which Nargit Was Now Curled Up, Bloody And
Gasping—Two Smdl Stones Hit Sarg's Shoulder And He Barked Back For The Others To Cease.
Then He Smashed Nargit's Skull. To Be A Barbarian Prince Meant That, If He Wanted To, He Could
Put On Women's Jewelry And Go Off In The Woods For Long Fagting Periods And Come Back And
Be Consulted Himsdf. But He Preferred Men's Jewdry; There Was More Of It, It Was More Colorful,
And (Because He Was A Prince) He Had A Better Coallection Of It Than Most. His Older Sister, Who
Had Vey Red, Curly Har, And Whose Reign, Therefore, As Barbarian Queen Was Expected To Be
Quite Spectacular, Was Already Prao-Ticing The Imperid Ways Of His Mother.

Smdl Sarg Was Left Pretty Much Alone.

The Stretch Of Woods That Went From Just Beyond The Fork Of The Little River And The Big
Stream (Where Many Weasdls Lived) Up To The First Fissure In The Rocky Shelves (Two Days Walk
All Told) He Knew To Practicdly Every Tree, To Every Man-Path And Deer-Path, Almost Every Rock
And Nearly Every Pebble Indeed, Most Of The Animds That Lived There He Could Identify
Individudly As Wdl As He Could Recognize All The Human Members Of The Seven Clans, Which,
Together, Formed His Principdity. Outside That Boundary, There Was Nothing: And Nothing Was Part



Of Darkness, Nigjit, Seep, And Degath, All Of Which Were Mysterious And Powerful And Rightly The
Providence Of Terro—All Outsde His Principdity Was Unknown, Ignored, And Monstrous. The
Seven Clans Conssted Of The Rabhit Clan, The Dog Clan, The Green Bird Clan, And The Crow
Clan—This Lagt Of Which Was His.

It Was Only After The Strangers Came And Took Him Away That It Occurred To Him There
Redly Were Just Four To The Seven Clans, And That Therefore His Tribe Had Probably Once Been
Much Larger. Suddenly Smdl Sarg Began To Conceptuaize Something That Fitted Very Closdly To A
Paticular 1dea Of Hisory—Which, Because We Have Never Truy Been Without It, Is Ultimatdy
Incomprehensible To The Likes Of You And Me—Only One Of The Many Ideas He Had Been
Learning In The Rough, Brutd, And Inhuman Place They Cdled Civilization. Once That Had Happened,
Of Course, He Could Never Be A True Barbarian Again.

2

Benesth The Thaiched Canopy Tha Covered Hdf The Square, The Market Of Ellamon Was
Closng Down For The Evening. Light Santed Across Dust Scaed Like

Some Regptile, With Myriad Lapping Footprints; A Spilled Tomato Basket, A Pile Of Hay, Trampled
Vegetable Leaves ... A Man With A Wicker Hamper Roped Around His Shoulders Stopped Shouting,
Took A Deep Breath, And Turned To Amble Away From Under The Canopy, Off Down An Alley. A
Womean With A Broom Traled A Swirling Pattern As She Backed Across The Dugt, Erasng Her Own
Bare Footprints Among A Dozen Others. Another Man Pulled A Toppling, Overturning An Evergrowing
Fle Of Garbage Across The Ground With A Rake.

In One Corner, By A Supporting Post, A Fat Man Stopped Wiping Sweat From His Bad Head To
Brush At A Bushy Mustache In Which, Despite His Puttings And Pluckings, Were Still Some Bread
Flakes, And A Bit Of Apple Skin; Also Something Stuck The Corner Hairs Together At The Left. His
Furry Bely Lapped A Broad Bdt Set With Studs. A Ring With A Key A Double Forefinger’s Length
Hung At The Hip Of His Red, Ragged Skirt.

Besde Him On The Ground, Chained In Iron Collars, Sat: An Old Man, Knees, Elbows, And
Vertebrae Irregular Knobs In Parchment Skin Otherwise As Wrinkled As Many Times Crushed And
Straightened Vdum; A Woman Who Might Have Just Seen Twenty, In Gray Rags, A Strip Of Cloth
Tied Around Her Head, With An Ugly Scab Showing From Under The Bandage. Her Short Hair Above
And Beow The Dirty Cloth Was Y elow-White As Goafs Butter, Her Eyes Were Narrow And Blue.
She Sat And Held Her Cracked Feet And Rocked A Little. The Third Was A Boy, His Skin Burned To
A Gold Darker Thaen His Matted Hair; There Was A Bruise On His Arm And Another On His Boney
Hip. He Squatted, Holding His Chain In One Hand, Intently Rubbing The Links In His Rough Fingers
With A Ledf.

AN A Shadow Moved Across The Dugt To Fal Over The Single Heavy Plank To Which All Their
Chains Were Peg-L ocked.

The Saver And The Woman Looked Up. The Old Man, One Shoulder Againgt The Support Pole,
Sept.

The Boy Rubbed.

The Man Whose Shadow It Was Was Very Tdl; On The Blocky Muscles Of Arm, Chest, And Shin
The Vens Sat High In Thin, Sunbrowned Skin. He Was Thick Legged,

His Face Bore A Six-Inch Scar; His Genitds Were Pouched In A Lesther Web Through Which
Pushed Hair And Scrotal Flesh. Rings Of Brass Clinked Each Step About One Wide Ankle; His Bare
Feet Were Broad, Flat, And Cracked On Their Hard Edges. A Fur Bag Hung On His Hip From A Thin
Chain That Santed HisWaist; A Fur Knife-Sheeth Hung From A Second Chain That Santed The Other
Way. Around His Upper Arm, Chased With Strange Designs, Was A Brass Bracdet So Tight It Bit Into
The Muscle. From His Neck, On A Thong, Hung A Bronze Disk, Blurred With Verdigris. His Dusty
Har Had Been Braided To One Side With Another Leather Strip, But, With The Business Of The Day,
Brad And Leather Had Come Hdf Unraveled. The Leather Dangled Over The Multiple Heads Of His



Ridged And Rigid Shoulder. He Stopped Before The Plank, Looked Down At The Chained Three, And
Ground One Foreknuckle Around In His Right Nogtril. (Black On One Thumbnal Told Of A Recent
Injury; The Nails Were Thick, Broad Through Heredity, Short From Labor, And Scimitared At Cuticle
And Crown With Labor's More Iner-Radicable Grime) His PAms Were Almost As Cracked And
Horny As His Soles. He Shuffled Hugdy, Then Spat.

Dug Drew In To His Mucus, Graying The Edge.

“So. ThisIs The Lousy Lot Left From The Morning?’ The Man's Voice Was Naturdly Hoarse; Bits
Of A Grin Scattered Among Generd Facid Signs Of Contempt.

“The Girl Is Sound And Cooks In The Western Style, Though She's Strong Enough For Labor—Or
Would Be With Some Fattening. And She's Comely.” The Saver Spread One Hand On His Bdly, As If
To Keep It From Tearing Away With Its Own Doughy Weght; He Squinted. “You Were Here This
Morning, And | Was Spesking To You About A Price ... 7’

“l Was Here,” The Man Said, “Passing In The Crowd. We Didn't Speak.”

“Ah, Jugt Looking Then. Take The Girl. She's Pretty; She Knows How To Keep Hersdf Clean.
She's Of A Good Temper—”

“You'reA Liar,” TheTdl Man Said.

The Saver Went On As Though He Had Not Been Interrupted: “But You Are Interested In Buying
... 27In ThisHigh And Loathsome Hold, They Seem To Think Saves Are

Too Good For Them. Believe Mg, It's Not As If They Were Concerned With The Fates Of The
Wretches For Sdle. | Want You To Know | Take Care Of My Wares. | Feed Them Once A Day And
Put Them Through A Bathhouse, Where-Ever We Happen To Be, Once Every New Moon. That's
More Than | Can Say For Some. No—" He Wiped Again At His Trickling Forehead With A Fleshy
Thumb. “No, They Think Here That Such Luxuries As | Have Out Are Namby-Pamby And Not Suited
For The Austere Mountain Life”

A Child With A Near-Bad Head, Breasts Smdl As Two Handfuls Of Sand, And Rags Wrapped
Around Her Middle, Ran Up Clutching Something In Leaves. “A Dragon’'s Eggl” She Panted And,
Blinking, Opened Her Hands. “A Dragon’s Egg, Fertile And Ready To Hatch, From The Corrd Of The
Hying Beasts Not Two Miles Above In The Rocks. Only A Bit Of Silver. Only A—’

“Go On With You,” Said The Saver. “What Do You Think, I've Never Been In The High Hold Of
Fabled EuaMon Before? Lagt Time | Was Here, Someone Tried To Sdl Me A Whole Trayful Of
These Things, Swore | Could Raise The Beadts Into A Prime Fock And Make My Fortune” He
Humphed, Making To Push The Child, Who Merdy Turned To The Tal Man.

“A Dragon'sEgg .., 7’

“A Dragon’'s Egg Would Be A Good Bargain At Only A Bit Of Slver.” The Man Prodded The
Leathery Thing In The Leaves With A Rough Forefinger. “But This—I Spent A Week Here, Once,
Ficking These Off The Trees That Grow Down Near The Fdtha Fdls. Lay Them In The Sun For A
Week, Turning Them Every Day, And You Have Something That Looks A Pretty Passable Verson Of
One Of The Winged Wonder’s Spores.”

“Is That How They Do 1t?" The Saver Flapped Both Hands On His Stomach.

“—Only You Forgot To Pull The Stem Off ThisOne,” The Tdl Man Said. “Now Go Away.”

The Girl, Still Blinking, Ran Off A Few Steps, Looked Back—Not At The Two Men Standing, But
At The Tow-Headed Woman, Whose Hair Was Short As (If Lighter Than) Her Own, Who Was Stll
Sitting, Who Was Still Rocking, Who Was Whispering Something To Herself Now.

“So, You Know The Lay Of The Rocks ‘Round Ellamon.” The Saver Moved His Hands Up And
Down Over His Stomach, Moving His Stomach Up And Down. “What's Y our Name?’

“Gorgik—Unless | Have Need For Ancther. When | Do, | Take Another For A While. But I've
Stopped In Many Mountain Holds Over The Years, Fabled Or Unfabled, To Spend A Day, Or A
Week, Or A Month. That Makes Ellamon No Different For Me From Any Hundred Other Towns On
The Desart, Among The Peaks, Or In The Jungles” Gorgik Indined His Scarred Face Toward The
Saves, Gesturing With His Blunt, Stubbled Chin. “Where Are They From?’

“The Old Man? Who Knows. He's The One | Couldn't SAl In The Last Lot—A Bunch Of House



Saves, And Him All The Time Adegp Anyway. The Boy’s New-Captured From Some Rad In The
South. A Barbarian From The Jungles Just Below The Vygernangx ...” One Hand Left The Saver’s Gut
To Prod At Gorgik’s Chest—"“Where Y our Astrolabe Comes From.”

Gorgik Raised A Bushy Eyebrow.

“The Stars, Set So On The Rhet, Must Be From A Southern Léatitude. And The Design Around The
Edge—It's The Same As One The Boy Had On A Band Around His Ankle Before We Took It Off Him
And Sold It.”

“What's He Doing?’ Gorgik Frowned. “Trying To Wear His Chains Through By Rubbing Them
With A Lesf?’

The Saver Frowned Too. “I've Kicked Him A Couple Of Times But He Won't Stop. And He
Cetanly Won't Rub It Through In His Lifetime!”

With His Knee, Gorgik Nudged The Boy’s Shoulder. “What Are Y ou Doing?’

The Boy Did Not Even Look Up, But Kept On Rubbing The Leaf Againg The Link.

“He's Smpleminded?” Gorgik Asked.

“Now The Woman,” Said The Saver, Not Answering, “Is From A Little Farming Province In The
West. Apparently She Was Once Captured By Raiders From The Desert. | Guess She Escaped, Made
It All The Way To The Port Of Kolhari, Where She Was Working As A Progtitute On The Waterfronts;
But Without Guild Protection. Got Taken By Jdavers Again. Thus It Goes. She's A Fine Piece,

The Pick Of The Lot As Far As| Can See. But No One Wants To Buy Her.”

The Woman's Eyes Suddenly Widened. She Turned Her Head Just A Little, And A Faint Shivering
Took Her. She Spoke Suddenly, In A Sharp And Sill Voice, That Seemed Addressed Not To Gorgik
But To Some One Who Might Have Stood Six Inches Behind Him And Seven Inches To The Side
“Buy Me, Lord! You Will Take Me, Please, Away From Him! We Go To The Desert Tribes And I'll
Be Sold There Agan. Do You Know What They Do To Women Slaves In The Desert? | Was There
Before. | Don't Want To Go Back. Please, Take Me, Lord. Please—"

Gorgik Asked: “How Much For The Boy?’

The Woman Stopped, Her Mouth Siill Open Around A Word. Her Eyes Narrowed, She Shivered
Agan, And Her Eyes Moved On To Stare Somewhere Else. (The Girl With The False Egg, Who Had
Been Standing Fifteen Feet Off, Turned Now And Ran.) Once More The Woman Began To Rock.

“For Him? Twenty Bits Of Silver And Y our Agtrolabe There—I Like The Qudity Of Its Work.”

“Ten Bits Of Siver And | Keep My Adtrolabe. You Want To Get Rid Of Them Before You Have
To Waste More On Their Food—And Bathhouses. The Empress's Save-Tax Fdls Due Within The
Next Full Moon On All Who Would Take Saves Across Province Lines. If You're Going With These
To The Desert—"

“Twenty-Five And You Can Have The Lot Of Them. The Boy’s The Best Of The Three, Certainly.
In Kolhari | Could Get Twenty-Five For Him Alone”

“This Isn't Kolhari. This Is A Mountainhold Where They Pay Mountain Prices. And | Don't Need
Three Saves. I'll Give You Twelve For The Boy Just To Shut You Up.”

“Thirteen And Your Adtrolabe There. You See | Couldn't Take The Thirteen By Itsdf Because
Certain Gods That | Respect Consider That A Highly Dangerous Number—”

“I'll Keep My Astrolabe And Give You Fourteen, Which Is Twice Seven—Which Certain Other
Gods Regard As Highly Propitious. Now Stop This Back-Country Squabbling And ...”

But The Slaver Was Already Squaiting By The Heavy Plank, Twising One Of His Thick Keys In
The Peg Lock While Sweat Beaded The Creases On His Neck. “Wdl, Get It Out. Get Your Money
Out. Let's See It

Gorgik Fingered Apart His Fur Sack And Shook Out A PAmful Of Coins, Pushing Off Some With
His Thumb To Clink Back In. “Therés Your Money.” He Poured The PAmful Into The Saver's
Cupped Hands, Then Took The Proffered Key And Bent To Grab Up The Loosened Chain. “The Iron
Coin Is Desart Money And Worth Two And A Haf Siver Bits To The Empress's Tax Collectors.”
Gorgik Tugged The Boy Up By The Shoulder, Wound The Chain High On The Boy’'s Arm, Pulled It
Tight Across The Narrow, Boney Back, And Wound It High On The Other Arm: Pigeoning The



Shoulders Made Running At Any Speed Impossible.

“I Know The Desart Money.” The Saver Fingered Through, Trandaing The Vaious Coinage Into
Imperids And Adding Them With Silent Tongue And Moving Lips. “And You Know Too, Apparently,
The Way They Bind Saves In The Mines Down At The Fdtha's Feet.” (Gorgik Finished Tying The
Boy’'s Wrigt; The Boy Was Sill Looking Down At Where His Leaf Had Fdlen.) “Were You Once An
Overseer There? Or A Gang Foreman?’

“You Have Your Money,” Gorgik Said. “Let Me Be On My Way. You Be On Yours” Gorgik
Pushed The Boy Forward And Pulled The End Of The Chain Tight. “Go On, And Keep Out To The
Vey End.” The Boy Started Waking. Gorgik Followed. “If You Run,” Gorgik Said, Matter Of Factly,
“In A Single Tug | Can Break Both Your Arms. And If | Have To Do That, Then I'll Break Your Legs
Too And Leave You In A Ditch Somewhere. Because You'll Be No Use To Me At All.”

From Behind, The Slaver Cdled: “Are You Sure | Can’t Buy Your Astrolabe? Two Siver Bitd It's
A Nice Piece, And | Have A Yearning For It!”

Gorgik Waked On.

As They Passed From Under The Scraggly Market Awning, The Boy Twisted Back To Look At
Gorgik With A Serious Frown.

He Wasn't A Good-Looking Boy, Gorgik Reflected. His Shoulders Were Burned Brown As River
Mud. His Hair,

Bleached In Bronze Streaks, Was Matted Low On His Forehead. His Green Eyes Were Bright,
Smdl, And Set Too Close. His Chin Was Wide And Weak, His Nose Was Broad And Hat—In Short,
He Looked Like Any Other Dirty And Unmannered Barbarian (They Had Lived In Their Own, Hlthy
Neighborhoods Along Alley Of Gulls At The North Side Of The Spur Whenever Any Of Them Had
Ended Up In Kolhari). The Boy Said: “Y ou Should Have Take The Woman. You Get Her Work In The
Day, Her Body At Night.”

Gorgik Tugged The Chain. “You Think I'll Get Any Less From You?’

3

Gorgik Ate Heartily From A Heavily Laden Table. He Joined In An Army Song And Beat A Mug
Of Mead On The Boards In Unison With The Mugs Of The Soldiers, Haf His Spilled The Horny Knot
Of His Fig. With The Fifteen-Year-Old Barmad On His Knee, He Told A Story To Three Soldiers
That Made The Girl Shriek And The Soldiers Roar. A Vey Drunk Man Chdlenged Him To Dice;
Gorgik Lost Three Rounds And Suspected That The Dice Were Loaded By An Old And Fdlible
Sysem; His Next Bet, Which He Won, Confirmed It. But The Man's Drunkenness Seemed Red, For
Gorgik Had Been Watching Him Drink. In A Long, Long Swalow, Gorgik Fnished His Mug And
Staggered Away From The Table Looking Far Drunker Than He Was. Two Women Who Had Come
To The Mountains From The Plains And, Having Eaten Behind A Screen, Had Come Out To Watch
The Game, Laughed Silly. The Soldiers Laughed Gruffly. And, At Least, The Bamad Was Gone.
One Of The Soldiers Wanted The Older Of The Women To Gamble With The Drunken Dice Man.

Gorgik Found The Inn Owner’s Wife In The Kitchen. Outside, A Few Moments Later, Furs Riled
High As His Chin, Furs Svinging Againg His Ankles (As It Was Too Warm For Furs Inade The House,
She Hadn't Even Charged Him), Gorgik Edged Between The Ox-Rail And The Cisern Wal And Out
Of The Light On The Packed Dirt Be* Hind The Pantry Window.

The Inn, Frequent In Provincid Middle-Class Cities, Had Once Been A Great House; The House
Had Been Closed Up, Ruined, Parts Of It Pulled Down, Parts Of It Rebuilt. For More Than A Century
Only A Third Of It Had Stood At Any One Time, Seldom For Twenty Years Had It Been The Same
Third.

Gorgik Carried The Furs Across What Might Have Once Been A Great Hdl, Or Perhaps An Open
Court. He Stepped Over Stones That Had, Centuries Or Decades Ago, Been A Wadl. He Waked By A
Wl Sll Standing, And Up A Stand Of Rocks. Earlier, When He Had Asked The Innkeeper’s Wife
Where To House His Save, She Had Told Him To Put The Boy In One Of The “Outrooms.”



Out Of The Three, One Had Been Filled With Benches, Branches, Broken Three-Legged Pots No
One Had Gotten ‘Round To Mending, And A Cart With A Shattered Axle; The Other Two Were Fairly
Empty, But One Had An Unpleasant Smell. The “Outrooms’ Had Probably Once Been Quite As
“Indde’ The House As The Pantry In Which The Heavy, Spotty-Cheeked Woman Had Paused, On Her
Way From Kitchen To Common Room, With A Basket Of Roots On Her Hip, To Ingruct Gorgik The
Way Here To Them. The Rooms Sat Alone On A Rag Of Granite That Crumbled Away Behind The Inn
Itsdf, A Single Wdl From One Winding Down (Here And There Fdlen Down), To Join With The Wall
Of The Standing Wing.

ThisWas Gorgik’s Third Trip To The Outrooms.

The Firg Trip, Just Before Sunset, Had Been To Chan Up His Young Barbarian To The Post That
Supported What Was Still Left Of The Room's Sagging Calling (The Straw Was Sticking Out Of The
Cracked Daub): More Than Haf The Celling Was Down And Most Of Two Walls Had Falen, So That
The Room Was Missing One Corner.

The Second Trip, Before His Own Dinner, Had Been To Bring The Barbarian His Supper—A Pan
Of The Same

Roots The Woman Had Been Carrying, Skinned And Boiled With A Little Olive Oil. In Taste,
Texture, And Color They Were Between Sweet Potatoes And Turnips. Also, In The Pan, Were Pieces
Of Fried Fat That, If Still Hot And Served With SAt And Mustard, Were Farly Tadty. It Was Standard
Fare For A Laboring Slave, And Subgantialy Better Than The Boy Would Have Gotten With His
Saver. Gorgik Had Paid The Extravagant Price For Sdat, And, In The Smokey Kitchen, Stolen A
Handful Of Ground Mustard And Ancther Of Chopped Green Pepper From Two Crocks On The
Table, Scattered Them About The Pan, Then, Brushing His Hands Againg His Leg, Ducked Under The
Sant Beam Of The Kitchen's Transom, With A Ydlow Mustard Flower On His Thigh.

The Third Trip—This One—Was To Bring Out The Blankets—Not That It Was Paticularly Chill
Tonight. As He Reached The Room, A Black Cloud Dropped Its Slvered Edge From The Moon (One
Of The Rugs, Up Under His Chin, Tickling The Side Of His Nose In The Pulang Breeze, Was White);
As The Leaf-Rush Up About The Thick Trunks Stilled, Gorgik Heard The Sound That Had Begun
Before The End Of His Firg Vidt, Had Continued All Through His Second, And Was Whispering On
Into This His Third.

Gorgik Stepped Over The Broken Wall.

The Boy, Squatting Away From Him, So That Only One Knee Was In Direct Moonlight, Rubbed
And Rubbed His Chain With A Lesf.

The Food In The Pan Was Gone.

Gorgik Dropped Two Of The Furs On The Rock Foor, And Began To Spread The Third, Black
Ore.

The Boy Kept Rubhing.

“l Bought You—" Gorgik Kicked A Corner Straight—"“Because | Thought You Were Smple.
You're Not. You're Crazy. Stop That. And Tdl Me Why You're Doing It.” He Shook Out The
Second, White Fur, Dropped It To Lap The Black, And Hung Out The Brown On Top Of Both.

The Barbarian Stopped, Then Squat-Walked Around And Squinted At His Owner, Dropping Both
Forearms Over His Knees, The Chan Hung Down From His Neck (A Length Sagged Between His
Two Fists) To Cail On The Ground Before Snaking Away To Its Pole Back In

The Dark. The Boy Sad: “I Am Dead, Yes? So | Do My Degath Task.”

“You're Crazy Is Wha You Are. Tha Scraping And Rubbing, It Gets On My Nerves.” Gorgik
Stepped Onto The Blanket Edge And Sat Down. “Come Over Here”

The Boy, Without Risng, Squat-Waked Onto The White Fur. (Behind Him, The Chain Lifted An
Inch From The Ground, Swung.) “I Am Not Crazy. | Am Dead. Nargit Was Crazy, But Not ...” The
Boy Lowered His Eyes, Moving His Heavy Upper Lip Around Over His Teeth—One Of Which, Gorgik
Had Noticed By Now, Lapped The Tooth Besde, Giving All His Barbaric Expressions Still Another
Imperfection. “Crazy Nargit Is Dead Too ... Now. Because | Kill Him ... | Wonder If | Would Meset
Him Here”



Gorgik Frowned, Waited.

The Mark Of The Truly Civilized Is Their (Truly Béffling To The Likes Of You And Me) Peatience
With What Truly Baffles.

The Boy Sad: “I Have As Many Lifetimes As There Are Leaves On A Catalpa Tree Three Times
The Height Of A Man In Which To Go At My Task. So | Must Get Back To Work.” He Brought Lesf
And Link Together; Then He Dropped His Eyes Again. “But Already | Am Very Tired Of It

Gorgik Pursed His Lips. “You Look Very Much Alive To Me” He Grunted. “Had | Thought You
Were Dead, | Never Would Have Purchased You. A Dead Save Is Not Much Use”

“Oh, I Am Already Dead, All Right!” The Boy Looked Up. “I Figure It Out, At The Beginning. It Is
Almog Exactly Like The Tdes Of My Uncle. | Am Chain In A Place Where There Is No Night And
There Is No Day; And If | Rub A Single Lesf Againg My Chain For A Length Of Time Equd To As
Many Lifetimes As There Are Leaves On A Catalpa Tree Three Times The Height Of A Man, My
Chan Will Wear Away, | Shdl Be Free, And | Can Go To The Fork In The River Where There Will
Always Be Full Fruit Trees And Easy Game ... But You Know?' The Barbarian Cocked His Head.
“When They Took Me From The Forest, They Chan Me Right Away. And Right Away | Begin My
Task. But After A Week, A Whole Week Into

This Deeth Of Mine, When They Gave Me To The Man From Which You Took Me, They Took
Away My Old Chain And Gave Me A New One. And It Wasn't Fair. Because | Had Already Work At
My Task For A Week. Work Hard. And Do It Fathfully Every Waking Hour. A Week, | Know, Is Not
So Much Out Of A Length Of Time Equa To As Many Lifeimes As There Are Leaves On A Catdpa
Tree Three Times The Haght Of A Man. Still, | Had Work Hard. | Had Do My Task. And It Make Me
Vey Discouraged. So Discouraged | Almogt Cry.”

“Let Me Tdl You Something About Beng A Save” Gorgik Said, Quietly. “Even If You Work At
Your Task A Length Of Time Equa To The Number Of Lifetimes As There Are Leaves In An Entire
Catalpa Forest, As Soon As Your Master Sees That You Are One Ledf’s Thickness Nearer Freedom,
He Will Promptly Put You In Another Chain.” There Was A Length Of Slence. Then Gorgik Sad: “If |
Take That Chain Off, Will You Run?’

The Boy Frowned. “1 Do Not Even Know Which Way | Should Go To Find The Fork In The River
From Here. And | Am Very Tired.”

“How Long Have Y ou Been Captured Now?

The Barbarian Shrugged. “A Moon, A Moon-And-A-Hdf ... But It Fed Like A Man’s Lifdime”

Gorgik Fingered For The Pouch Dangling Beside His Buttock, Took Out The Key, Went Forward
On His Knees, And Reached For The Boy’s Neck. The Boy Raised His Chin Sharply. The Key Went
Into The Lock; The Chain Fell—Soft On Fur, A-Clink On Rock.

Gorgik Went Back To Sitting, Ralling The Key Between His Fingers.

The Boy Reached Up And Fdt His Neck. “Will You Take The Callar Off Too?’

“No,” Gorgik Said. “1 Won't Take The Callar Off.”

Save And Owner Squatted And Sat At Opposite Edges Of The Blanket, One Frowning, Fingering
His Collar, The Other Watching, Turning The Key.

Then The Moonlight In The Boy’s Matted Har Darkened.

Both Looked Up.

“What Are Those?' The Barbarian Asked.

“The Giant Hying Lizards Which These Mountains Are

Fabled For. They Raise Them In The Corras Further Up Among The Rocks.” Gorgik Suddenly Lay
Back On The Fur. “They Are The Specid Wards Of The Child Empress, Groomed And Trained With
Specid Riders. There—" Gorgik Pointed Up Through The Broken Roof. “ Another One. And Ancther.”

The Boy Went Forward On All Fours And Craned His Head Up To See. “I Saw Some Out Ealier.
But Not As Many As Now.” Now The Barbarian Sat, Crossing His Legs. One Knee Bumped Gorgik’s.

Dark Wings Interrupted The Moonlight; And More Wings, And More. Then The Wings Were
Away.

“Strange To See So Many Out,” Gorgik Said. “When | Was Last Through Ellamon, | Only Saw



One My Whole Stay—And That Might Have Been A Mountain Vulture, Off Between The Crags.”

“No Vulture Has A Tall—Or A Neck—Like That.”

Grunting His Agreement, Gorgik Stretched On The Rug. His Ankle Hit The Food Pan; It Scraped
Over Rock. He Drew His Foot Back From Stone To Fur. “There, The Whole Flock Is Coming Back
Agan. Move Over Here, And You Can See”

“Why Are They All Over—No, They're Tuming.” The Barbarian Moved Nearer Gorgik And
Leaned Back On His Elbows. “They Have Riders? What Must It Be To Hy So High, Even Above The
Mountains?’

Gorgik Grunted Again. He Put One Hand Under His Head And Stretched Out The Other—Just As
The Barbarian Lay Down. The Metd Collar Hit Gorgik’'s Horny Pdm; The Matted Head Started To
Lift, But Gorgik’s Horny Fingers Locked The Nape. The Barbarian Looked Over.

Gorgik, Eyes On The Careening Shapes Aloft, Said: “Do You Know What We Are Going To Do
Together Here?’

Suddenly The Barbarian’s Frown Changed Again. “We Are?’ He Pushed Himsdf Up On An Elbow
And Looked At The Scarred, Stubbled Face, The Rough, Dark Hair. “But That's Slly. You're A Man.
That I1s What Boys Do, Away From The Village Huts, Off In The Forest. You Become A Man, You
Take A Woman And You Do It In Your House With Her. You Don't Do It With Boys In The Woods
Any More”

Gorgik Gave A Snort That May Have Had Laughter In It. “I'm Glad You Have Done It Before,
Then. It Is Better That Way.” He Glanced At The Barbarian. “Yes ... 7’

The Barbarian, Still Frowning, Put His Head Back Down On The Fur. Gorgik’ s Fingers Rel axed.

Suddenly The Save Sat Up And Looked Down At His Owner. “All Right. We Do It. But You Take
ThisOff Me*’ He Hooked A Finger Under The Callar. “You Take This Off ... Please. Because ...” He
Shook His Head. “Be Cause, If | Wear This | Don't Know If I Can Do Anything.”

“No,” Gorgik Said. “You Keep It On.” Looking Up At The Barbarian, He Snorted Again. “You See
... If One Of Us Does Not Wear It, / Will Not Be Able To Do Anything.” At The Barbarian's Puzzled
Look, Gorgik Raised One Bushy Eyebrow And Gave A Smdl Nod. “And Right Now, / Do Not Fed
Like Wearing It ... At Least Tonight. Some Other Night | Will Take It Oflf You And Put 1t On Mysdf.
Then We Will Do It That Way. But Not Now.” Gorgik's Eyes Had Agan Gone To The Sky; What
Darkened The Moon Now Were Cloud Wisps. He Looked Back At The Boy. “Does It Seem So
Strange To You, Barbarian? You Mugt Understand; It Is Just Part Of The Price One Pays For
Civilizaion. Fire, Savery, Cloth, Coin, And Stone—These Are The Bass Of Civilized Life. Sometimes
It Happens That One Or Another Of Them Gets Hopeesdy Involved In The Most Basic Appetites Of A
Woman Or A Man. There Are People | Have Met In My Travels Who Cannot Eat Food Unless It Has
Been Held Long Over Fire; And There Are Others, Like Me, Who Cannot Love Without Some Mark
Of Possession. Both, No Doubt, Seem Equdly Strange And Incomprehensble To You, ‘Ey,
Barbarian?’

The Boy, His Expresson Changed Yet Again, Lowered Himsdf To His Elbow. “You People, Here
In The Land Of Degth, You Redly Are Crazy, Yes?” He Put His Head Down On The Crook Of
Gorgik's Arm. Gorgik’'s Hand Came Up To Close On The Barbarian’s Shoulder. The Barbarian Sad:
“Every Timel Think I Am Wearing One Chain, | Only Find That Y ou Have Changed It For Another.”
Gorgik’s Fingers On The Barbarian’ s Shoulders Tightened.

4

Smdl Sarg Woke Smdling Beasts Too Near. But His Next Breath Told Him The Beasts Were Long
Dead. He Turned His Face On The Fur, Relaxed His Fingers Around The Rug's Edge (Fur One Side,
Leether The Other). Beside Him, Gorgik’s Great Shoulder Jerked In Darkness And The Rough Voice
Mumbled: “... Get Away From Me ... Get Away You Little One-Eyed Devil ...” Gorgik Flopped Over
On His Back, One Hand Hinging Up Above His Head. His Eyes Were Closed, His Mouth Opened. His
Breathing, Irregular For Three, Then Four, Then Fve Breaths, Returned To Its Normd, Soundless



Rhythm. Stubbled Overlip And Wet Underlip Moved About Some Find, Silent Word: Through None Of
It, Sarg Saw, Had Sleep Been Broken.

The Boy Pushed Up On His Elbow To Regard The Man. The Chain Was Coiled Away On The
Rock. The Collar, Wide Open, Lay Hdf On Brown Fur Near Gorgik’s Cracked And Horny Foot.

Getting To His Knees, Sarg Reached Down And Picked It Up. He Drew His Legs Beneath Him On
The Rug, And Held The Half-Circdes In Each Figt, Working The Whigpering Hinge. He Looked Back At
His Owner. On That Tree-Trunk Of A Neck, The Colla—Closed—Would Cut Into The Windpipe
And PUl In The Hanking Ligaments. On Sarg It Had Hung Loosdly, Rubbing The Knobs Of His
Collarbone.

“Why Would You Wear This?” The Barbarian Asked The Segping Man. “It Does Not Fit You. It
Does Not Ft Me”

Gorgik Rolled Back On His Side; And For A Moment The Barbarian Wondered If The Man Were
Redly Seeping.

A Sound That Might Have Been A Leaf Agang A Leaf Came From Somewhere. The Barbarian
Noted It, Because That Too Had Always Been His Way. With A Disgusted Grimace, He Put Down The
Collar, Rose To His Feet In A Moation, Stepped To The Rock, Grabbed The Broken Wall, Leaped
(Outsde That Sound Again) And Came Down Facing A Moon, Shattered By A Lace Of Leaves And
Four Times As Large As Any Moon Should Be, As It Fdl Toward The Obscured Horizon.

He Looked Around At The Fdlen Rocks, At The Trees, At The Walls Of The Inn, And The Fakes
Of Light, Laid Out Over It All. Then, Because Not Only Was He A Barbarian But A Barbarian Prince
As Wdl—Which Meant That A Number Of His Naturaly Barbaric Tdents Had Been Refined By
Training Even Beyond The Impressive Level Of Your Ordinary Forest Dweller—He Said To The Little
Girl Hiding Behind The Bushes In Back Of The Falen Wl (She Would Have Been Completdly Invisble
To TheLikes Of You And Me): “So, You Have Got Rid Of Your False Dragon's Egg Now.” For He
Could Detect Such Things On The Night Breath Of The Forest. “Why Are You Crouching Back There
And Watching Us?’

What Had Been The Sound Of A Leaf Againg A Leaf Became The Sound Of A Foot Moving On
Leaves. The Girl Pushed Back The Brush, Stood Up, Climbed Up On The Wal, And Jumped Down.
She Was All Over A Dapple Of Moohlight, Short Hair, Bare Breasts, And Bony Knees. From Her
Bregthing, That For The Barbarian Played Through The Sound Of Leaves, Sarg Could Tdl She Was
Frightened.

The Boy Fdt Very Superior To The Girl And Rather Proud Of His Tdent For Detecting The
Unseesble. To Show His Pride, He Squatted Down, Without Lifting His Heds From The Rock, And
Folded His Arms On His Knees. He Smiled.

The Girl Said: “You're Not A Save Now.”

The Barbarian, Who Had Thought Very Little To Date About What A Save Exactly Was (And
Therefore Had Thought Even Less About What 1t Was Not To Be One) Cocked His Head, Frowned,
And Grunted Questioning".

“You No Longer Wear The Collar. So You Are Not A

Save Any More.” Then She Took A Breath. “The Woman Is.”

“Wha Woman?' The Barbarian Asked.

“The Woman You Were Bound With Down At The Market Today. And The Old Man. | Went
Down Earlier Tonight To The Campsite Where The Saver Kept His Cart. Then | Came Here Where
Your New Master Had Taken Y ou. The Womean Siill Wears Her Collar.”

“And Who Did You Fndly Sl Your Egg To?' The Boy Asked.

“l Threw It Away—" The Girl, In A Welter Of Moon-Dapplings, Squatted Too, Folded Her Arms
On Her Own Knees. (The Barbarian Heard The Change In Her Breething That Told Him That She Was
Both Lying And No Longer Afraid.) She Said: “Did You See The Dragons, Earlier Tonight, Hying
Agang The Moon? | Climbed Up The Rocks To The Corrds, To Waich The Riders Go Through Ther
Full-Moon Maneuvers. You Know The Fabled Hying Dragons Are Cousins To The Tiny Night-Lizards
That Scurry About The Rocks On Spring Evenings. Thereé's A Trainer There Who Showed Me How



The Great Hying Beasts And The Little Night Crawlers Have The Same Pattern Of Scales In Black And
Green On The Undersides Of Ther Hind Claws.”

“And Who Is This Trainer? Is He Some Aged Loca Who Has Trained The Great Dragons And
Their Riders To Darken The Moon In Your Parents Time And Your Parents Parents 7’

“Oh, No.” She Took A Little Breath. “She Comes From Far Away, In The Western Crevasse. She
Has A Two-Pronged Sword And She Is Not A Very Old Woman—She Has No More Years Than
Your Magter. But She Wears A Mask And Is The Only Dragon Trainer Who Will Take Time Off To
Tdk To Me Or The Other Children Who Creep Up To The Corrals. The Other Trainers Chase Us
Away. For The Other Trainers, Yes, Are Locd Women Who Have Trained Dragons And Ther Riders
All Thar Lives. But She Has Only Worked Here Since Last Winter. The Other Trainers Only Tak
Among Themsdves Or To The Riders—Usudly To Curse Them.”

The Barbarian Cocked His Head The Other Way. “So

Here In This Mountain Hold, The Training Of Dragons Is A Woman's Rite?’

“The Riders Are All Girls,” The Girl Explained. “That’'s Because If The Dragons Are To Hy, The
Riders Must Be Smdl And Light ... But The Girls Who Are Impressed To Be Riders Are All Bad
Girls—Ones Who Are Caught Stedling, Or Fghting, Or Those Who Have Babies Out Of Wedlock And
Kill Them Or Sdl Them; Or Those Who Are Disrespectful To Ther Fathers. To Groom And Ride The
Dragons Is Dangerous Work. The Riders Ride Bareback, With Only A Hdter; And If A Dragon Turns
Sharply In The Sky, Or Mounts A Glide-Current Too Suddenly, A Girl Can Be Thrown And Fal Down
To The Rocks A Thousand Feet Bdow. And Since The Dragons Can Only Glide A Few Hundred
Yards, If They Come Down In Rough And Unclimbable Terrain, And The Dragons Cannot Take Off
Agan, Then Dragon And Rider Are Left To Die There. They Say No Girl Has Ever Escaped ... Though
Sometimes | Think They Say That Only To Frighten The Riders From Trying.”

“And Would You Ride Dragons?’ The Barbarian Asked.

“I Am Not A Bad Girl,” The Little Girl Said. “When | Go Home, If My Aunt Discovers | Have Been
Out, She Will Beat Me. And She Will Cdl Me The Curse Left On Her From Her Sister’'s Womb.”

The Barbarian Snorted. “If | Were To Return To My Home Now, Contaminated By This Degth |
Am Living, My Uncle Would No Doubt Best Me Too—To Drive Away The Demons | Would Bring
Back With Me. Though No One Would Cdl Me A Curse”

The Girl Snorted Now (Hearing It, The Barbarian Redlized Whom He Had Been Imitating When
He'd Fird Made The Sound. Are These The Ways That Civilization Passed On? He Wondered); The
Girl Apparently Did Not Think Much Of, Or Possbly Understand, Such Demons. She Said: “I Would
Like To Ride A Dragon. | Would Like To Mount The Great Humped And Scaly Back, And Grip The
Hdter Close In To My Sides. I'd Obey All The Trainers Ingructions And Not Be Lazy Or Foolish Like
The Riders Who Endanger Ther Lives In Their Uncaring Mischief And Devilment ... Do You Know
That The Riders Killed A Man Two Months Ago? He Was A Stranger

Who Had Heard Of The Fabled Band Of Little Girls Kept Up In The Rocks And Stole Up To See
Them. The Girls Caught Him, Tied Him To A Tree Upside Down By One Ankle, Then Cut Him To
Pieces. And The Trainers Just Looked The Other Way. Because Even Though They Are Only The
Lowest Mountain Girls, From Bad Families Every One, All Of Them Criminds And Thieves, They Are
Wards Of The Child Empress, Whose Reign Is Marvelous And Miraculous. Oh, They Are Horribly Bad
Girld And | Am Not. You Cannot Fly, And | Cannot Hy. Because You Are Not A Girl—And | Am
Not Bad.”

“But You Still Try To Sdl Strangers False Dragon Eggs ...” Said The Boy With Gravity.

“The Woman Is Sill A Save” Said The Girl, With Equa Gravity—Though To The Barbarian The
Connection Seemed Rather Unclear. “And You Are A Slave No Longer. | Snuck Down To The Camp
And Watched The Saver Feed The Woman And The Old Ma—Only A Handful Of Ydlow Mush,
Not Even On A Plate But Just Dumped On The Board Where They Were Chained. Then, When The
Moon Was High, He Roused Them And Drove Them Before Him Into The Night. They Will Journey
Through The Darkness, Toward The Desert. He Wants To Reach The Desart Soon And Sdl The
Womean Before The Empress's Save Tax Fals Due. If The Old Man Cannot Travel Fast Enough, He



Will Break Both His Legs And Heave Him Over The Side Of The Road. | Heard Him Say It To A Sdt
Smuggler Who Had Made Camp On The Other Side Of The Same Clearing.” Then She Added: “It Was
The SAt Smuggler To Whom | Sold My Egg. So | Had To Hide Wel So They Would Not See Me ...
They Will Do Terrible Things To The Woman In The Desert. You May Have Once Been A Save. But
You Are Not A Save Any More.”

The Barbarian Was Puzzied By The Girl’s Urgency, Which, From Her Bregthing, Was Moving
Agan Toward Fear. Because He Was A Barbarian, The Boy Sought An Explandtion In Rdigion: “Wel,
Perhaps If She Had Done Her Task As Fathfully As | Had Done Mine, Instead Of Caling To Passersby
To Buy Her, Walling And Rocking Like A Mad Woman, And Getting Hersdf Beaten For Her Troubles,
Her Scar Showing Her To Have A Nasty Temper Anyway, She Too Might Have Gotten A Kind Master
Who

Would Have Taken Off Her Collar And Her Chain For The Night.”

The Girl Suddenly Rose: “You Are A Fool, You Dirty Barbarian Savel” Then She Was Only A
Moon-Hlicker, A Leafy Crash Of Feet.

The Barbarian, Who Redly Knew Very Little About Savery, But Knew Nevertheless That The
Moon Was Powerful Magic, Whether The Branches Of Mountain Catalpas Or The Wings Of Soaring
Dragons Shattered Its Light, Shivered Sightly. He Rose, Turned, And Climbed Back Over The
Outroom’s Wall.

Seated Again On The Blanket, He Looked At Sleeping Gorgik For A While The Broad Back Was
Toward Him. The Tight Bronze Band High On The Arm Caught The Moon’s Faint Breeth In Its Chased
Edge. After A While, The Boy Agan Picked Up The Hinged Callar.

He Started To Put It Around His Own Neck, Then Returned It To His Lap, Frowning. He Looked
Agan At His Segping Owner. The Barbarian Moved Up The Blanket. “If | Try To Close It, He Will
Wake Up ... Though If I Only Place It Around His Neck” Again On His Knees, He Laid The Callar On
The Thick Neck—And Was Settling Back Down When The Great Chest Heaved, Heaved Agan;
Gorgik Ralled Over. His Eyes Opened In His Scarred, Seep-Laden Face. Gorgik Shoved Himsdf Up
On One Elbow; His Free Hand Swept Across His Chest To His Chin. The Collar Hew (Landing, Smdl
Sarg Could Not Help Noting Despite His Startlement, Near The Foot Of The Blanket Only Inches
Away From Where He Had First Picked It Up By Gorgik's Foot); For A Drawn-Out Bresth, Owner
And Property Looked At Each Other, At The Callar, And At Each Other Again.

True Wakefulness Came To Gorgik’s Eyes, The Eyes Narrowed. A Certain Handsomeness That,
By Day, Overrode The Scar, The Heavy Features, The Reddened Eyes, And The Unshaven Jaw, Had
Vanished In The Shadow. Though It Did Not Upset Sarg The Way It Might Have Someone Less
Barbaric, The Boy Saw A Combinaion Of Strength, Violence, And Ugliness In Gorgik’s Face Which,
Till Now, Had Not Struck Him.

“What Islt ... 7" Gorgik Asked. “What Is It, Barbarian?’

“That,” The Boy Said, Who Only In The Ingant That He Actudly Spoke Saw What He Now
Pointed To. “The Man Who Sold Me To You Said That Come From The South—From The Part Of
The Country Which Is My Home. Do You Know My Home Country ... | Mean, Have You Ever Go
There?

Gorgik Dropped His Chin To Stare Down At The Astrolabe Hanging Againg His Hairy Chest He
Snorted. “I Don't Know Y our Home, Boy; And | Don't Want To Know It. Now Lie Down And Go To
Seep, Or The Collar Goes Back On. We Have To Move Ealy Tomorrow When We Quit This
Mountain Sumphole For Kolhari.” Gorgik Lay Down Agan And Twisted Around On The Blanket,
Pulling A Corner Over His Shoulder That Immediatdly Fell Off, Kicking At A Fur Fold That Seemed To
Have Worked Its Way Permanently Beneath His Shin. His Eyes Were Closed.

The Barbarian Lay Beside Him, Very Still. After A Few Minutes Gorgik’s Heavy, Braceleted Arm
Fdl Over Smdl Sarg's Shoulder. The Barbarian, Feding More Or Less Awake Yet Drifting Off To
Seep Far More Often Than He Redized, And Gorgik, Wide Awake But Lying Perfectly Still With His
Eyes Closed And Hoping To Be Thought Sleeping, Lay Together Till Sunrise, For By Now It Was Only
An Hour Or Two Till Morning.



V. The Tale Of Potters And Dragons

The judtification of such abbreviation of method is that the sequence of images coincides and
concentrates into one intense impression of barbaric dvilization. The reader has to dlow the imagesto fdl
into his memory successvely without questioning the reasonableness of each a the moment; so that, at
the end, atota effect is produced.

—T. S. Hliot, Preface to * Anabase

“... entirdy a good idea, my boy.” The old man with the clay-ey hands sat back on the split-log
bench to rest his knuckles, rouged with terracotta, on rough knees. “Think of the people it connects! It
makes dl of us one, as if we were fingars a-jut off a angle pdm: mysdf, a common pot soinner, a
drudger forty years in this poor waterfront shop in this poor port city; a noble gentleman like Lord
Aldamir, once an intimate, you may be sure, of the Child Empress hersdf (whose reign—" The knuckles
came up from knee to forehead, and the wrinkled eyes dropped to the shards about the floo—"is fine
and fecund); and even that taciturn giant of a messenger who approached me with that digant lord's
ingenuous plan; and the children who will buy the little treasures, bounce them, prattle over them, trade
and treasure them. It is as though we are dl rendered heart, bone, liver, and lights of a sngle creature.
Money—" and his eyes rose as high at the name of the exchange commodity as they had dropped low at
the mention of the Empress—"“is what dlowsit dl to be. Yes, though others argue, I'm convinced it's an
entirdy good thing. Ah, my boy, | can remember back when it was dl trade. A pot went out; eggs came
in. Another pot: barley thistime. Another pot: goat’s milk. But suppose | wanted cheese when there was
only butter available? Suppose someone with butter needed grain but had more than enough pots? Oh,
those were perilous times—and perilousin ways that money, which can be saved, stored, spent wisdy or
fodlishly, and doesn’'t go bad like eggs or butter, has abolished. But that was fifty years ago and need not
worry ayoung heed like yours ... All of us, alord, alord's man, an enterprisng and successful artisan
with awill to expand his business, and the little children whose joyous laughter guilds the city from the
dleys of the Spur to the gardens of Sdllese—the web of money makes usdl one!”

“And the one who sdls these little rubber badls you would import from Lord Aldamir in the Garth
Peninaula, here to Kolhari.” The young man smiled.

“Well, of course, that's where you come in, Bayle. | am a common potter and you are a common
potter’s boy: but though | am as near Sxty as you are near twenty, believe me, it isonly a beginning for us
both. And | shdl need you to do a great ded more than smply sdll. We are il a little busness and mugt
do everything ourselves youand | ...”

Bayle grinned at the thought of incorporation into this creature whose blood was coin.

“Yes” sad old Zwon, for perhaps the seventh time that morning, “as far as | can see, money is an
entirely good ideal As fine an idea as writing and public drainage systems, I'll be bound. As fine as
fibrous rope and woven fabric—indeed, as the stone chisd and the potter's whed itsdf. And |
remember, boy, when every sngle one of those marvels—save the potter’s whed—entered my life, or
my father’'s life, or my grandfather’s. You st there, and they surround you. You don't know what the
world was like without them. Levers and fulcrums, levers and fulcrums—that's dl there was and they
raised stone wals and made cities look like cities. But for the common woman or common man going
about a common day’ s business, give me a piece of rope or aclay drainpipe any day. Well—** Zwon's
hands made claws over his knees—"“it will mean a bit of travel for you, Bayle. For Lord Aldamix wants
someone whom | trust to vist himin the south and survey the actud orchards—I wonder how exten—

sve those orchards mug be if he intends to harvest so many of the little toys—to oversee the
shipment persondly. Now that, my boy, is the true aristocratic Syle filtering down to us urban scufflers.
Wel—" Between the old knees, clay-ey claws meshed—"you better get down to the docks, Bayle. You
have your bedroll packed, your letter of introduction to his Lordship. The boat sals this afternoon, but |



want you to be at least an hour early, Snce we have yet to invent an accurate timetable for shipping traffic
inand out of Kolhari harbor. Go on, now, boy!”

Bayle, the potter’s boy, with dl the ddight proper to an eighteen-year-old launched on a journey
invalving adventure and respongbility, stood up 4ill grinning (was he nervous? Y esl), hoisted his bundle
by its woven strap and heaved it over his shoulder. “Zwon, I’'ll make you proud! | will! Thank you!”

“Ah” said Zwon, “these are brutd and barbaric times, and you are journeying into the bruta and
barbaric south. You may wel have to do any number of things on this trip that are not so prideful—I’ll
mark that clearly on the clay,” which was an adage long used by Kolhari potters. “What / want you to do
isany and dl of those things that will make merich!”

Bayle was a drong, stocky lad, with an inch of ydlow beard—mostly benegth his chin (no red
mustache), with broad shoulders from cutting firewood to fit the open pine fires for the rough rhaku wear,
and the dm and hickory kilns for the figured, three-legged pots and glazed animds, his forearms were
heavy from holding day to shape on the turning whed. A comfortably thick body made him look like a
young bear—a thickness that twenty years hence would be fat, but for now smply made him look
affable. He stood in the middle of the shadowed shop and laughed his mogt affable laugh, for he was a
well-liked youth and knew it. (And to do wel when you are well-liked is usudly easy.) Laughing, he
turned on soft sandals, their broad straps laced to his knees. He strode over shards to the door, ducked
hiscurly head at the dant lintd. He did not need to; but a year ago an extreordinarily tal and handsome
black had worked for a month in the shop, who had needed to duck in order to enter and leave: and
Bayle, impressed with the black’s carriage, had taken up the gesture, though the top of his own curly
head—and Bayle's father, a faa man with remnants of the same bronze curls, had been bad at
twenty-five—barely brushed the wide-grained plank. With a thumb under his belt, Bayle adjusted the
cloth, bound once between hislegs and twice around his hips, and stepped to the pitted street.

Hdf a dozen potter’s shops squeezed between fish ddls, wine sdlers, cheap taverns and cramped
dwelings—a third the shops that had been there fifty years ago, which had given the waterfront end of
the dley its name Potters Lane. An irony: three blocks over, port Kolhari supported some seventeen
more potters in a street named, incongruoudy enough, Netmenders Row.

Lugging hisrall on his back, grown quickly sweaty benegth it, Bayle went down the curving dley, its
right sde ablaze with white sun (bright, warn-wood buildings), the left aswim in blue shadows
(garbage-clotted puddles il drying about the uneven road). Ships usudly departed in the morning or the
evening—now it was no more than three hours after noon. Thelittle street emptied him out on Old Pave,
five times as wide, a third as crowded: oxcarts trundled, merchants strolled by with heads hooded or
parasols raised againg the heat. Bayl€' s bundle did on his back with his griding; the strap was wet on his
dribbling shoulder. Ffty yards ahead, the cobbled road shivered before the docks and warehouses,
amos deserted now at the hottest part of the day.

There was his ship!

And the tavern across from it, with scattered oyster shdls before it, had colored suffs hung out on
the poles set in the ground for avnings. Three salors and a porter sat on their stools, leaning together
over the split-log benches, laughing quietly and continuoudy at some endless round-robin account.

Bayle waked in under the avning, set his bxmad\e on broken shells and sat a an empty table, only
vagudy aware of the voices of two women that came from the curtained acove in the back: he did not
pay atention to any of their quiet conversation, that had begun before he'd come in, that continued
through his three mugs of cool cider, that was dill going on after he got up to wander over to the boat to
take alook at his berth.

“Come now, dear girl: don’t mind the heat. There’ s your ship. Who knows how many hours before it
puts out for the Garth. And atavern, right across from it! Let’s set out under one of those avnings in the
front and drink a toast to your coming adventure and my coming wedth. Who'd have thought, when |
struck up a conversation with you in the public garden only a day after you'd arrived in Kolhari, that, a
year later, you'd be my mogt trusted secretary and my missonary to the south to petition Lord Aldamir!
Oh, it's an enterprise we are wdl bound up in, and rest assured the result will be wedth for us both.
Mark it, Norema—for it is inked like writing on vdlum that has soaked clear through and will not come



off for dl your scraping with a writing knife—" which was an old adage among Kolhari
merchants—"“money draws to money. And we start from a very good podition. Ah, ten years ago, when
| took over my dear, dead brother’ s foundering business—nothing but a mass of papers, names of ships,
ligs of cgptains and sailors, and the key to severd warehouses in which | found the mogt terrifying
things—I'm sure | fdt dl the fears that a childiess woman of forty-five, with only the memory of a
husband gone out my life before | was thirty, could possibly fed in those hectic and heartless times. But
now that | am fifty-five and have made a go of it for a decade, | have learned some of that fear is actudly
what men cdl the thrill of adventure; and | have come to enjoy it, in reasonable doses. Besides, what's in
my warehouses no longer frightens me. Oh, yes, Norema, let us St here out in the sunlight and drink
something heady and hearty!”

“Madame Keyne,” said the seriouslooking young woman with the short red hair, “they have a
curtained women's dcove indde ... 7’

“Would you be more comfortable ingde?’” the older woman asked in aswirl of digphanous blues and
greens, bracelets and finger chains and anklets and ear bangles a-clatter—for veils and bangles were the
rich and conservative attire in that time and place for a rich and conservative matron. “But then—" blues
and greens settled—*you redly were asking on my behdf, weren't you?’ She dghed, and her hands
disappeared in the folds of her dress. “Here | am—here we are—on the threshold of an adventure,
nauticd for you and economic for us both: | certainly don’'t wish to be bothered now by obstreperous
men, neither the wel-off who, if we sat out under the awnings, will think their atentions flatter us, nor the
not so wel-off whose attentions would annoy us though they have no other am than to make us put up a
pleased amile before that annoyance, nor the completely destitute—the mad or crippled ones who live in
such pathetic incompetence they cannot tdl us from their mothers and expect any woman to hand out
food and sympathy and money from sheer conditutional materndism.”

Norema smiled. “But you would be unhappy in the shadowed and curtained women's acove, where
we could escape such annoyances—"

“—because | wish to gt out inthe ar and light. Which is precisaly where we would not escape them.
Wil, itisno surprise to you, having worked for me a year. | do not like woman's place in this society,
and that place is nothing so smple as a curtained acove in the back corner of a waterfront tavern, or a
gplit-log table in the front of one: that place, you know, is neither my waled garden in Sdllese that makes
the world bearable for me, nor my warehouses at the back of the Spur, which makes the bearable
possible. And while we stand here brooding over why we can be happy nether in the sun nor in the
shadow, give a thought too to the brilliant notions on art, economics, or philosophy we are not now
having because we are concerned instead with thisl” She beat her hand through her skirts: the blues and
greens flew up from layers of indigo and chartreuse. “Come, Norema, let us go back into our acove and
enjoy apitcher of cider!” The older woman started in among the tables and benches, a faint amile on her
face—because she thought the younger woman behind was no doubt amiling too at what that young
woman would certanly take to be excessve. The young woman followed, with a perfectly serious
express on—because, dthough she ft an dmost obsessve compulsion to be honest with her employer,
which compulsion grew from the twin motivations that, fird, very few other people were, and, second,
she had an astute awareness of her employer’s rather asonishing business acumen in a world where
business was an enterprise not more than five generations old, Norema fdt an awe before this woman
that had, months ago, decided her that the lightest of Madame Keyne's pronouncements were worthy of
the heaviest congderation—a decison she'd dready had many reasons to approve in hersdf.

“Norema,” Madame Keyne said, when they had seated themsdlves behind the frayed drapery of a
particularly gum red and black weave (and before they had let themselves become too annoyed that,
after having been seated for five whole minutes, the waiter, who was joking with three men in the front,
hed not yet served them), “something intrigues me—if you'll dlow me to harp on a subject. Now you hall
from the Ulvayns. There, so the stories that come to Kolhari would have it, we hear of nothing except the
women who captain those fishing boats like men. We doubtless idedize your freedom, here in the midst
of avilization's repressive toils. Neverthdess, | know that were we dtting outsde, and some man did
come to importune us, you would not be that bothered ... 7’



“Nor,” sad Norema, “am | paticularly annoyed by stting here in our dcove” Then she pulled her
hands back into her lap and her serious expression for a moment became a frown. “1 would be annoyed
by the bothersome men; and | could ignore the Smply trivid ones—which | suspect would be most of
those that actudly approached us, Madame Keyne.”

“But for you to ignore, for you to not be bothered, there must be one of two explanations. And, my
dear, | am not sure which of them applies. Either you are so content, so superior to me as a woman, O
aure of yoursef—thanks to your far better upbringing in a far better land than this—tha you truly are
above such annoyances, such bothers: which means that art, economics, philosophy, and adventure are
not in the least closed to you, but are things you can explore from behind the drapes of our acove just as
eedly as you might explore them out in the sun and air. But the other explanation is this to avoid being
bothered, to avoid being annoyed, you have shut down one whole section of your mind, that most
sengtive section, the section that responds to even the faintest ugliness precisaly because it is what dso
responds to the faintest nuance of sensble or logicd beauty—you mugt shut it down tight, board it up,
and hide the key. And, Norema, if thisis what we must do to oursalves to ‘enjoy’ our sedt in the sun,
then we gt in the shadow not as explorers after art or adventure, but as sdf-maimed cripples. For those
store-chambers of the mind are not opened up and shut down so easlly as dl that—that is one of the
things| have learned in fifty-five years.” The waiter pushed back the drape, took Madame Keyne's curt
order for cider with an expressionless nod and a haf-hearted swipe of his cloth over the varnished grain,
that was certainly (if only because it was less used) cleaner dready then any of the tables out in the
common room. “I do not know which gpplies to you—to us. | don't think any woman can be sure” (The
walter left.) “That'swhy | choose to worry and gnaw the question like a cantankerous bitch who will not
gve up what may wel be a very worn-out bit of rug—neverthdess, it suits me to worry it. Even if it
doesn't it you.”

Norema let hersdf ponder. “Wdl, Madame, evenif I'm not out for art or economics, this journey to
the south to negotiate for you with Lord Aldimir is certainly an adventure.”

Madame Keyne laughed—a throaty sound that made Norema suspect, more than anything ese, that
this childless, widowed woman, whose life seemed so circumscribed by the exacting business of the
waterfront and the equaly exacting socid pleasures of Sdlese’s monied residents, had truly
lived—though, equdly true, neither Sellese nor the waterfront seemed, separately, a life that could have
totaly satisfied Norema, though both had fascinated her now for a year.

“l remember when | was a girl, the little balls would wend their way, somehow, every summer, into
Kolhari—in my family, we actudly caled it Neverydna, back then. (My dear, there are days when I'm
asurprised I'm dill divel) Rich children in the fountained gardens of Sdllese (and | remember, my dear,
when the firg fountain was invented: dl of a sudden there it was—in the back yard of an obnoxious little
neighbor whose parents were ever so much more wedthy than mine were; then, the next thing you know,
everybody had to have one, or two, or a dozen, and the young barbarian who had invented them grew
very wedthy and, later | heard, went quite mad and drank himsdf to death in some other city, or so the
rumor came back), urchins by the fetid cisterns of the Spur, it made no difference: We dl bounced our
bdls and shouted our rhyme—how did it go?

/ went down to Babhra’'s pit, for all my Lady’s warning ...

“At any rate, the summer sde of those little balsin the ports dong the Neveryon coast are as much a
part of our life as the rule of the Child Empress hersdf, whose regn is marvelous and miraculous”

“I'm just surprised—" Some memory deviled the edge of Norema's pendve expression—"that
nobody ever decided to import them before. | mean in large quantities. Or, ese, how did they get here?’

“Wdl, there must be afirg time for everything. And stranger things than that are happening in our
time Money—" and here the red ceramic pitcher arrived in the waiter’ s hand, dong with two mugs on a
wet tray, dl cooled in the tavern’s ice pit from the great blocks hauled down from the Fathas in winter
and stored beneath mounds of sawdust through the hot months—*I have my serious doubts, Norema,
about whether money is a good thing. | heard the other day, from a woman who, though she is not a
court, is a confidante of Lord Ekoris (who is) that a man approached Her Highness not a month back
with a scheme for meking money of veum. The Empress would hold in store dl the gold and slver and



tin from which we now make coins; the velum, on which patterns would be embossed in rare inks and of
acleverness so surprisng in their design that they could not be imitated by unauthorized means, would be
issued to stand for specific amounts of meta, and would be used in place of coins ...” Madame Keyne
shook her head, though she noted that expression on her young secretary’s face which had dways made
her fed that somewhere in Norema's past the most ingenious of Madame Keyne's mercantile ideas had
been encountered in some other form and that complex comparisons were being made. (But then,
Madame Keyne would remind hersdf, we dvilized peoples are dways romanticizing the barbaric, and
dhe is redly little different from a sendtive, extremdy clever, and eager-to-learn barbarian.) “The
Empress, apparently, discouraged him, quipping that such a plan would be for her unborn
granddaughter’ s reign. Nevertheless, | ill wonder. Each of us, with money, gets further and further away
from those moments where the hand pulls the beet root from the soil, shakes the fish from the net into the
basket—not to mention the way it separates us from one another, so that when enough money comes
between people, they lie gpart like parts of a chicken hacked up for sewing ... More cider? This barre
mug be from Baron Inige's apple orchards. That fine, cool tartness—| would know it anywhere, my
dear. He has away of making his apples sweet, that he used to tdl my father about when we would vist
himin the north, invalving cow dung and minerals mined in the southern mountains, thet, redly, verged on
sorcery ...”

Bayle stepped around barrels and over coiled rope. The dender woman with the short red hair,
drangdy costumed (from her brasslinked bet, to her openwork boots, and pants. Of soft
lesther—Bayle had never seen anyone in pants before), rubbed her bare breast absently with a rough
hand. (She was probably a little secretary somewhere: secretarying in those days meant modly the
whitening of reed and animd parchments with pumice, the mdting of hot wax for wax pads, the
sharpening of gyluses and the mashing and bailing of berries for juice and the crushing of stones for
pigments—it was hard on the hands.) “Those boxes,” she said, frowning. “The porters were supposed to
have taken those boxes onto the ship this morning. Now the Captain says we're leaving in ten minutes.
And | jugt see them here now. If they don’t go with me, Madame Keyne will have afit!”

“Wdl, then,” said Bayle, who had just taken his own bundle aboard and had wandered back down
on the dock for alast look at the shore, “I'll carry this one on for you.” As he squatted to hoist up the
little crate to his shoulder, someone ese sad:

“—and I'll take these two. There, woman, grab up the fourth and we'll have them dl aboard before
they get ther salstied.”

Bayle looked up at the saillor—? No, it was a woman, though those brown arms were knotted as any
woodcutting man's. There were metd and colored stones in the woman's lank black hair. A shaggy
scabbard was belted about the dark cloth she wore around her loins. She hoisted up one crate by its
binding rope, and—at the redhead’s confirming nod—swung up the duffle sack on her shoulder. Her
hands were broad and worn as any farmwoman's (a very different kind of wear from a secretary’s), and
her bare feet were hard around the rims. She had the lithe, hard back of an active woman not quite thirty.
Hdfway up the gangplank, when she glanced behind to see if Bayle and the redhead were following her
(her skin was red-brown as the darkest terracotta before drying), he saw the black rag mask tied across
her face: through frayed holes her eyes were blue as some manganese glaze.

“All passengers go below to ther cabing” the mate repeated for something like the fifth time,
between orders bawled to the sallors rushing about the deck. “Please, dl passengers to thar cabins.
Now couldn’'t you have brought those things on an hour ago when there was less confusion-r Smply
hed the porter bring them on with the regular stores this morning? Never mind. Just get that suff stowed
fagt. Once we're off, you can come up any time you want. But for now, would you please .. *

2

“Cider on shore, wine on the water. 190t that what they say?’ asked the redhead, turning from the
cabin table. “No, please stay—the both of you—and have a cup with me. My name is Norema and I'm
secretary to Madame Keyne, of Kolhari port, and bound southward on this ship.” From the duffle sack



she'd dready unstrapped, she took out a wax-stoppered wine jar and st it besde some rough-ware
cups (low-fired with softwoods, thought Bayle) on the table againg the wall. As she began to pick a the
wax with a amd| knife, Bayle sat down on the box he'd carried in and noted again how sumptuous this
so-fashionably garbed secretary’ s cabin was. (His berth, the chegpest on the ship, was a storage locker
inthe forepeak, in which he could just St up; indeed, he had visted it twice during the afternoon, the firg
timeto see it, the second time to see if, with its smel of old tar, its shavingsin the corner, its chips of resin
loosening between the boards, it was as grim as his firg look had told him—may the Great Craftsman
help him if he were ever ill init from heaving seasl) The dark woman with the rag mask and the light eyes
climbed afew steps up aladder to some storage cabinet highin the wal, turned, and sat. She looked like
some black cousn to the worst waterfront ruffian in the Spur. Her amile like her eyes, was
preternaturaly bright as she looked down at the cozly appointed cabin. (Bayle wondered where she
dept, or if she were even a passenger.) “My name is Raven,” the masked woman suddenly announced
(amogt in answer to Bayl€ s thought). “1 hall from the Western Crevasse. And | have been travding three
yearsin your srange and terrible landd” From her perch, she barked a sharp, dill laugh. * Strange and
terrible, yes. | am on amisson for the royd family, and—alas—I can tdl you no more about it.” And she
leaned, most unceremonioudy, down between her boney knees and took the cup Norema had just filled.

This Raven, thought Bayle, has neither the air of a Kolhari woman, who expects to be served before
men, nor the ar of a provindd woman who expects to be served after. He looked at the redhead.

Norema, pouring two more cups, had the quiet smile of someone who has just been told a rather
obscure joke and is not sure whether she truly understands it. (An idand woman, Bayle thought: that hair
and those eyes ... the moment he placed her foreignness, he dso fdt a sudden liking for her, despite her
odd dress.)

“Of course there are those,” said Raven, Stting up and directing her glazed grin (a crescent of amadl,
dained teeth) at the cup she turned in her fingers, “who would say | have said too much aready. Wdl,”
and her bright eyes came up again, “1 can speak three languages passably, two badly, and can write
numbers and do the cdculations that the Mentats invented in the Western Hills for building houses. Him,”
which was addressed directly down to Bayle, “who is he and what does he do?’

Bayle took the cup Norema offered, amiled up at Raven and decided he did not like her. “I'm Bayle,
the Potter—or a any rate, | am a potter’s assgtant, and | go to the south on a journey for my master’s
profit.”

Norema, her back to the table, lifted her hip to it and sSipped a her own cup. (Bayle looked into his
red-black disk to see the wax chips bump the brim.) What had been the gentlest ralling beneath them
became a deep-breasted lurch. The timbre of voices from the deck above filled, deepened—

“We ve launched.” Raven drained hdf her cup.

—and quieted, after count-ten. “Perhaps” sad Bayle, when, through the porta, something
unrecognizeble passed in the distance (a far building? a further mountain?), “we can go up now? It
sounds quieter; we won't bein the way.”

“Vey wdl, pretty man. Let’s go up with him,” which was Raven, of course. She stood and stalked
down the ladder on her broad, cracked feet.

Emerging on deck, Raven before him, Norema behind, Bayle (dill holding his cup benesth his chin)
saw that the confusion of departure had only abated, not stopped. Should he suggest to the women that
they return below? And how to do it tactfully? But Norema and Raven were both dready out among the
budling sailors (most of the men naked, dl of them sweseting) with what Bayle took to be ther respective
modes of femde obliviousness: the redhead seemed certain she couldn’'t possibly be in the way (Bayle
flinched when she sidestepped a sailor handling a barrel across the deck by its rim, and was surprised a
moment later when she stooped down to pick up afour-legged metd box lying on the deck and setitin a
broad capstan rail in which there were, gpparently, four little cutouts for its legs to st in: “Thank you,
maam,” caled a naked sailor dimbing down a rat line, who now started up again as though his job had
been done). The black-haired woman with the dull stonesin her hair, the rag mask, and her bright amile,
turned here and there about the deck, looking for the world asif she were trying to decide which task to
lend a hand with (which reminded Bayle, more than anything, of the wedthy provincas who had



wandered into Zwon's shops three days before and, in ther enthusaam for the wares, had actudly
volunteered to return and stoke the kilns later that afternoon, much to Baylés and Zwon's
embarrassment).

The fird mate waked up, a wingug on his shoulder: “The Captain wishes me to greet dl our
passengers and offer them a glass of our best, burnt brandy—ah, there you are. Oh, but you've aready
got your glasses ... 7 (Rushing up behind the mate, in a Stained gpron of woven grass, a wall-eyed sallor
with atray of cups stopped, looking confused.) “But there ... has someone poured you a drink dreedy?”’
(Raven, Bayle saw, was grinning at the sailor with the tray; but, thanks to that wall-eye, one couldn’t be
sure what he was looking at.) “Well, perhaps ...”

Raven solved the dilemma by downing her wine, dashing the dregs over the rall, and proffering her
cup. “Now we gl have atasty drink ...!”

Bayle and Norema followed suit; and somehow, as the mate poured, it emerged that dl three of them
were debarking a the Vygernangx at Garth. The mate had dready excused hmsdf to see after some
activity involving three sailors and the try-net at the stern, when Norema said, a little drunkenly, with a
pleased and embarrassed amile, “I am going to the south with an import petition for Lord Aldamir.”

“Areyou now?" asked Bayle, one hand on the rall, a second helping of brandy swaying in his cup, a
amile on his face and a queasy fed in his gut. “I too have business with that southern Lord.” And while
Norema raised a questioning eyebrow, Raven laughed like a barking banshee, dutching her brandy in
one hand, holding her neck in the other, and bending back and forth. As the deck tilted and reversed its
tilts, the horizon tilted opposite; the roofs of Kolhari receded north.

“There” Norema rose from her knees among the sailors sguatting around the grilling box (for that
was what Norema had set upright on the capstan ral earlier). “See if the heat doesn't spread more
evenly and your fish cook through faster and more regularly, now it's stoked dl proper.”

“Ay, that's the way they do it out among the Ul-vayns,” one sallor assured others, who nodded
among themsalves. Cod's glowed through the wires, black between bronzing fish. On the night deck,
save for a lantern hung back at the ladder to the upper deck, there was only the grilling box’s red glow
and dalight. Bayle stood againgt a dorry post, beside a hdf dozen squaiting men who were patiently
gilling their sea trout and flounders, Sx a atime.

Bayle's queasiness had not turned to full seasickness, but naither had it ceased. When the firsd mate
hed again brought them a message from the Captain—he’ d asked to be excused from the cusomary firg
dinner out with his passengers and might they make do with ther own stores for the evening—Bayle had
fdt rdief more than anything. Minutes ago, at a sudden toss of the deck, he'd dropped the (empty) wine
cup he'd been halding dl this time (sailors had laughed) and was ill getting his self-composure back
together: the pieces of it had shattered across the deck with the ceramic shards.

Agand the post, uneasy and discomforted, he watched Raven amble beneath the lantern, her arms
crossed under her smdl, flat-hanging breasts with their black-brown nipples, her ominous mask and
awkward amile

Movement in the shadow behind her—two crouching sailors, the one pushing at the other, reached
toward the woman's hip: Raven suddenly whirled to snatch away the handle of the sword one of the
sdlors had haf drawn from her shaggy scabbard. Her laugh crossed the deck for dl the night like a sedl’s
bark. She held the blade up out of the sailor’s reach. The two men cowered back, the one whispering to
the other: “ See, there! | told you, | told you! Look at it! | told you so ... "

“Wetch out, men! You are not so pretty that you can handle awoman's blade!” But as Raven turned
the blade by the lantern (Bayle squinted because two threads of light lanced from the gnarly hilt), she was
gdill grinning. “Ah, you men would take everything awvay from a woman—I’ve been in your strange and
terrible land long enough to know that. But you won't have this. See it, and know that it will never be
yourd” She laughed. (It wasn't one blade on the hilt, Bayle redlized, but two, running parald, perhaps an
inch gpart: as she brandished It, the lantern flashed between and either sde) Other sallors had turned,
the answering laughter near Bayle had an expectant edge.

“Will you tdl the story, Western Woman?’ one salor caled.

“Can shetdl the story?” asked another.



And ancther: “ She is a daughter of the Western Crevasse. She knows the story ...”

Bayle frowned. Raven laughed again: she seemed familiar with dl this, though it baffled Bayle.

“Ah,” caled Raven, diding her double blade back into its hairy scabbard, “it is not your sword, and it
isnot your story.”

“Woman, won't you tdl us the tale—of how your western god made the world and the trees and the
flowers and men and women,” asalor cgjoled.

“But you have your own craft gods in this strange and terrible country, no? Why should you want
mine, unless you wished to sted her from me as you would steal my double-bladed sword?” (To Bayle,
Raven seemed to rdish the attention.) “I am an adventurer, not a storyteller.”

“Tdl it! Tdl it! Goon ...” they cried.

“Alsn,” sad Raven, tumning now to lean againg the capstan rall, “it is not a man's sory. It is for
women.”

Which made Bayle, aswdl as some of the other sailors, glance a Norema. She stood quietly at the
edge of the squatting men, her handsin the dits at the hips of her strange leg-coverings—interna storage
pouches, gpparently, which Bayle found himsdf inggtently thinking of as little extra wombs that Norema,
for some reason, had decided to carry about, an amusing thought that had added to hisliking of her at the
sametime as his didike of the Western Raven had grown.

“If you, Idand Woman, would hear atae of my god, then | will tdl it,” the masked woman said. “But
for them, thereisno need.” Red fire-spotsin Raven's blue eyes glittered from frayed cloth.

Norema glanced at Bayle with an embarrassed amile, a the sailors. “Well, if the others want—"

“Ah, no.” Raven raised her hand. With her dark har and her black rag mask, she was practicdly a
head shorter than Norema—a fact which had somehow escaped Bayle till now. “It is not for them to
decide”

Norema suddenly took her hands from her pockets and folded them behind her. “Very wdl, then.
Tdl methe ory.”

And the salors, with much shoulder nudging, fdl so slent the only sound was the bubbling of fish
grease on hot wires.

“Very wel, | will.” Raven gave her raucous laugh. “But know that they will try to take it away from
us, as men take everything from women in this strange and terrible land—for isn't that why it is so strange
and terrible? At any rate. Listen to me, heathen woman. In the beginning was the act—"

One sdlor coughed. Another shushed him.

“—and the act was within the womb of god. But there was neither flesh nor fiber, naither soil nor
stone, neither clear ar nor cloudy mists, neither rivers nor rain, to make the act manifest. So god reached
into her womb with her own hand and delivered hersdf of the act, which, outsde god's being, became a
hendful of fire. And god scattered fire across the night, meking stars and—from the bulk of it—the sun
itsdf. Then she breathed the winds from her nodtrils and voided her bowels and bladder to make the
bitter soil and the salt seas. And she vomited her bile, green and brown, out upon the water and the land,
and the shapes in which it fel became modds for the animas and trees and fish and flying and crawling
insects and birds and worms and mollusks thet live about the earth and water and air. And god modeled
the animasdl from the flesh of her body. And the fingers of god became the ten, great femde daities of
meatter and process; and the toes of god became the ten, minor mae daities of emotion and illuson—"

“But that’'s much later!” cdled a saillor who had unsheethed her sword. “You haven't told how your
god made women and men.”

Raven looked & Norema, who, after a moment, smiled and said: “Well, tdl me how god ftiade men
and women.”

“Vey wdl.” Raven's smile suggested she was playing a game. Yet Bayle dready sensed stakes far
beyond what such atade might win in ether laughter or awe. “When god had made her a world of sweet
winds and fierce storms, gentle showers and lashing rains, fierce animds and songful birds, she said to her
two companions—the great worm and the great eagle—let me make a woman of my own shape, to
praise me, to adore me, to hear my words, and to ascertain by ingpection and reflection the wonder of
the act. And the worm raised her green head and hissed, ‘Yes, god, that is good. And | will give her left



hand and her right hand and her Ieft foot and her right foot dominion over my home, the earth.” And the
eagle beat her red wings and screeched: *Yes, god, that is good. And | will give her eft eye and her right
eye and her left ear and her right ear and her left nodril and her right nogtril dominion over the sghts and
sounds and scents that drift through my home, the ar” And so god took of her own flesh and made
Jevim, the firg woman. And god loved Jevim and suckled her at both breasts—and when Jevim suckled
a god's right breast, the milk dropped from god's left with love, and that milk became a cirde of light
that today we cdl the moon. And Jevim was beloved of both the worm and the eagle. And as Jevim
grew in beauty and strength, god gave Jevim the world for her pleasure, and commanded dl the animds
to obey her and the weether to warm her, and for this Jevim praised and adored god, and heard god's
words, and by ingpection and reflection discerned the wonder of the act; and Jevim prospered; and the
daughters of Jevim prospered; and the tribes of Jevim filled the world and praised the wonder of god and
the act. And there was s0il and rock, fiber and flesh, rain and river, clear winds and cloudy mids to
manifest the act; and dl this Jevim praised and god was happy.

“Now Jevim asked god, ‘God, will you make me a companion, that we may praise you in harmony
and antiphony. For have you not told me, and have | not ascertained, both by ingpection and reflection,
thet the nature of the act is diversty and difference? And god was pleased and sad: ‘Go in your
londliness to deep on nettles spread on burning sand. And when you wake, you will have a companion.’
And because Jevim loved god, she could deep as easly on hot sand and sharp nettles as she could on
0ft grass under sweet winds. And while Jevim dept, god meade Eith. And god loved Eifh, and suckled
her a both breasts, and when Eifh suckled a god's left breast, the milk flowed from god's right breast
with love, and that milk became the midy river of light that crosses the night and which, today, we cal the
milky way. And the daughters of Eifh prospered; and the tribes of Efh spread. And when Eifh, like
Jevim, had been blessed by both the eagle and the worm, god lay Eifh down to degp on the sand and
nettles next to Jevim. And when Jevim woke, she saw Eith, and said of her: *God, you have given me a
companion. Praise be to you,” and then Jevim said to Eifh: * Come, my companion, let us Sng and praise
god together.’

“But Eifh was of a different mind than Jevim, and she raised up on her elbows and looked around,
frowning, and said: ‘Why have we waked on sand and nettles rather than on soft grass and under sweet
winds?

“And Jevim, who had never heard the act discerned by this particular distinction before, sad: * Sand
and nettles, grass and breeze, it isdl one of the garden of god. We mug dng the praise of god.’—which
is of course, not the way to praise the act at dl—for the act is dways manifes in difference, diversty,
and digtinction. But Jevim could not see, yet, that this was merdy the didtinction between hersdf and her
companion: for the act mus be praised with and by distinction.

“One day, Eifh was waking from the mountain to the woods, and as she crossed a large orchard of
many fruit trees that lay between them, she came across the worm and the eagle. And Eith said: ‘1 wish to
ang the wonder of the act. You are god's privileged beasts. Tdl me where | can find the pure and
unpolluted essence of the act?

“The worm raised her head and hissed: ‘“When god reached her hand into her own womb and
delivered hersdf of the act, it became ahandful of fire that she scattered across the night, which became
the stats.*

“The eagle stretched her wings and screeched: *When god reached her hand into her own womb and
de—

livered hersdf of the act, it became a handful of fire, the bulk of which became the sun.

“Vey wdl, sad Efh, ‘I sdl prase only the sun and the stars, the one and the many, the
meanifesaions of the act in its purest form. Come, worm; come, eagle! Let us do as we were set here to
do, and praise god and the act, as ingpection and reflection have shown it to be manifested in its purest
form. And we shdl praise no other, impure thing, no obstreperous plurdity, no fase unity. And Eif'h,
with the eagle and the worm, dl day praised the unity of the sun and dl night praised the plurdity of the
dars.

“One day Jevim came by and asked: ‘My companion, what do you do here day and night with the



worm and the eagle?

“And Eif h answered: ‘I am udng the worm and the eagle to my purpose, to prase the purest
manifestation of the act, as | have discerned it through inspection and reflection, as | was put here to do.
And you mugt aso.’

“And because Jevim wished to do her duty, there in the orchard between the mountain and the
woods, she joined with Eif'h and the eagle and the worm. Now the orchard about them bore a great
variety of fruit: pomegranates, peaches, apples, and mangoes. And Jevim said to Eif’h, ‘I will praise the
variety of god's works by tagting of each fruit.” And she picked an gpple and tasted it.

“But Eif'h sad: ‘Ea not of the apple nor the pomegranate nor the mango nor the peach. Rather,
worship the act only inits purest manifestation.’

“And so, for a day and a night, Jevim and Eif’ h, with the worm and the eagle, praised only the sun
and the stars. And the beaver and the otter and the lion and the fox came by the orchard; and the fish and
the crab and the snal and the dolphin swam through the river that flowed by the orchard; and the
sparrow and the moth and the dragonfly and the bat flew through the air above the orchard. And Eif'h
sd: “We shdl nather ingpect, nor reflect on, the variety of the sky or the earth or the water. For we are
here to praise, with the eagle and the worm, the act only inits purest form: the one that is the sun, and the
many tha isthe Sars.’

“And the animds and insects crawled or flitted avay into the woods and the mountains, and the fish
and svimming beasts dithered away in the water; and the birds and butterflies flew off through the air.
And the fruit rotted on the trees and fell, uneaten, to the ground.

“Then god came unto this desolate fidd that had once been a rich and lovely orchard. And she sad:
‘Where are Jevim and Eifh, whom | placed in my world to adore me and to praise the act?

“And Jevim and Eifh stood and said: ‘We are here, god. We are praisng the act in its purest form,
the one and the many, the sun’sfire and the stars' light.

“And god sad: ‘1 hear no harmony, only a sngle meody, sung by two voices, the one prideful in its
pretention, the other shameful in its knowledge of an. Know that | am angry. And | shdl punish you, for
you have not praised me in the diversty of my works. Eifh, I shal punish you, unless any of my other
creatures can speak for you and say that, during this day and night, you have praised me with and within
diversty.

“And there was no answer among the beasts, birds, fish, and insects. And god sad: ‘Eagle, you are a
privileged beast. Can you not say anything for Eifh?

“And the Eagle bowed her head and sad: ‘1 can not say anything for Eifh.

“So god pulled two trees from the ground, one of lithe, live green wood and one of hard, near-dry
wood, and she struck Eifh across the loins and across the breasts; and across the face. And she beat
Bfh with the trunks of those two trees. And Eifh screamed and cowered and clutched a hersdf and
cdled for mercy; but god beat her bloody about the face and breasts and loins. And where god beat her
on the face, coarse hairs sprouted; and where god beat her on her throat, her voice roughened and went
deep; and where god beat her about the breadts, the very flesh and otgam were torn away so that she
could no longer suckle her daughters, and where god beat her about the groin, her womb was broken
and collapsed on itAf, and rags of flesh fdl, dangling, from her loins so that when they hedled, her
womb was forever sealed and usdless, and the rags of flesh hanging between her legs were forever sore
and sendtive, so that Eifh was forever touching and minigering to them, where upon they would lesk tharr
infectious pus.

“Then god sad: ‘Eifh, | have beaten you until you are no longer a woman. For you can no longer
bear, nor any longer suckle. You have praised neither me nor the act well. And so Eith bowed her hairy
face and covered her poor, ropey genitds, and was cdled no longer woman, but ‘man, which means
broken woman. And she was cdled no longer she, but ‘he, as a mark of her pretention, ignorance, and
shame.

“Then god said: *Jevim, | must punish you.’

“And Jevim stood with her head bowed before her god, for she too knew shame in that she had not
praised the difference and the diversity of god by which the act is manifed.



“And god said, ‘Jevim, | shdl punish you, unless any of my other creatures can speak for you and
say that, during this day and night, you have praised me with and within diversity.’

“And there was no answer among the beasts, birds, fish, and insects. And so god raised her two
trees and struck Jevin across the groin: and she drew blood, as the daughters of Jevim had bled, every
month, ever snce. But here Jevim fdl to her knees and cried out: * God, your blows are just and right, but
will you not ask your privileged beastsif they can speak for me, as you asked them for Eifh?

“And god hated her blows and said: ‘Worm, you are a privileged beast. Can you say anything for
Jevim?

“And the worm raised her head and hissed: ‘ Only that when Jevim fird joined with Eifh, she tasted an
goplein order to praise you in your diversity.’

“And god' s anger againg Jevim abated. And she said: * Go, Jevim, and Eifh, which, in my language,
means both ‘Jevim’'s companion’ and ‘ Jevim’'s shame — go woman and ‘man, and roam the earth, the
hills the forests, and the seas. Go in shame for your mis—

prison. Cherish one another and console one ancther and make one tribes and praise me as | am to
be praised, both as the one and as the many. But know you both that to praise the sun as the purest
manifestation of the act—either as the one or the many—is to praise cold ashes for the heat given by a
roaring firein winter, for such is the sun to the act within the womb of god. And know you both that to
prase the stars as the purest manifestation of the act—either as the one or the many—is to praise the
dried pits of cherriesin autumn for the sweetness, richness, and hedthfulness of the apple, the pear, and
the peach in spring, for such are the stars to the act within the womb of god. Know you both that the act
ismore than and other than any of these. Praise the sun’s warmth on the water in summer and the cold
frogt on the stones in winter and the difference between them, and you will praise the act, for the act may
only be praised through difference. Praise the dry seeds of the pomegranate and the stars scattered on
the night and the difference between them, and you will praise the act, for the act may only be praised
through diversty. Praise the dark hard rock and the soft red fruit and the difference between them, and
you will praise the act, for the act may only be praised through distinctiory

“And Jevim went out into the world, a contrite and wiser woman, to adore her god and praise the act
as she had been bid. And Ef h went after her, a contrite and wiser ‘man, to assst her in adoration and
praise. And they cherished and consoled one another and made one tribe. And again the daughters of
Javim and Eif’h prospered and praised among the works of god in her diversty. And thet is the tde of
our world’s making.” Raven folded her arms.

In the dlence, one salor snatched two fish from the grill. Glancng about, another placed down two
more.

“So, now, Heathen Woman—" Raven laughed—"1 have told you the tde of how god made the
world, and its works, and women and ‘men.”

“It's certainly a good story,” Norema said.

Bayle, watching them, had fdt atightening in his bely that had begun at the flaying of Eif'h; the tale's
sense of attack had centered in a knot of muscle just behind his testicles.

“But mark my word, woman,” Raven went on, “the men in this strange and terrible land will try to
take even thistale and turn it to their own, distorted purposes, be it Ef h's name or Jevim's apple, or the
privileged beasts themsaves—even as Eif’h once turned the eagle and the worm to her purpose. For
truly, ‘men are the same dl over, whether in your land or mine, however different the customs of each.”
She looked around. “Wadl, the rest of you ‘men, the pretty ones and the not so pretty, have you
overheard the tae you wished to hear? Come, which one of you will serve me some fish, for we are dl
daughters of Jevim and Eif’h, are we not?’

One salor laughed; then another. (Bayle thought it an uncomfortable and embarrassed laugh.)
Someone handed a roasted fish up to Raven; moments later, other fish went to Norema and Bayle; and
the sailor’ s attention had moved to some other sailor’s tae.

At one point, Bayle, sanding at Norema's shoulder, greasy fingers picking & a comb of fishbones,
sd: “What a strange tale that woman told. It made me very uncomfortable.”

Norema turned to him sharply, “It was awful!” she whispered. “It made my flesh cranl.” Her face, in



the quarter-light from the lantern, became for a moment shockingly ugly.

In his surprise, Bayle redized his own discomfort was now al mentd: somehow the tenseness the tde
hed produced in hm had settled his whole insdes, and dl the ghodts of indpient seasickness, plaguing
him since they had launched, had mysterioudy, if not meagicaly, vanished—as though the tade had been a
heding spell!

The soring night turned chill, and naked sailors sat or drolled the deck as though there had been no
drop in temperature. And however avful Norema thought Raven's tade, Bayle, as he joked and grew
more easy with the sailors, saw she certainly spent more time taking with the Western woman than with
him. “But what must a story like that do to your men?’ Bayle overheard Norema ask. “Making god a
woman, making men into broken women, it ssems asif it tries to cut them down a every turn.”

“But there are no men in the story,” Raven said. “Except Eif'h. And besides, it is only a story. | like
it—it is a good gory for me. As for ‘men—wel, it explains to ‘men why they are weak and ignorant,
ingtead of setting up for them—as so many of the tales do in this Strange and terrible land—impossible
gods that no man could rise to and which mugt make dl your ‘men fed guilty when they fail. Beieve me,
our ‘men are much happier with our stories than your ‘men are with yours. But then, our way is the
natural way ordained by god hersdlf, whereas | have no idea whose set of socid accidents and economic
anomdlies have contoured the ways of your odd and awkward land.”

“l can't believe that your men are happier,” Norema said.

“Butit'strue,” sad Raven. “The story of Eif his very heding and hedthful and reassuring for men. It
teaches them their place in society and why they have it. 1t helps soothe the wounds god has inflicted
them with.” And Bayle, uneadly, remembered his own srangdy dleviated seasickness and went off to
wander among the other sailors. Their comments and jokes about the Western woman's odd cosmogeny
were, anyway, not the sort you'd want women present for. Late in the darkness (it was perhaps eght
o' clock), when dl were exhausted, Bayle found the masked woman standing beside him. She put her
hand on his shoulder and (surprising him) whispered: “So, not only are we dl going to Garth, but we are
dl going to see Lord Aldamir. My idand friend., there—" She nodded toward Norema—"“has a last
figured out that you and she are in competition.” Raven laughed, again and too loudly. “Wdl I'm glad I'm
not. Do you want my cabin for the night, pretty man? I’'m going to deep on deck in a blanket. Oh, don't
worry, | shdl not set on you in the night and besmirch your honor. But yo\x have a berth on this ship with
a space only hdf again the dze of some eastern coffin and no doubt less than hdf as comfortable,
whereas | have the roya favor of Krodar, of whom you have probably never heard, and | would spend
my night in the clear ar. Come, I'll show you ...”

The lantern high in the companionway stained the boards an aily gold. “There” said the masked
woman (whose breath, next to him, ameled of fish and fennd stalks—which the salors had passed
around to chew); she pushed open a door.

The dozen day lamps suspended from the caling beams by myriad brass chains glimmered through a
cabin hdf again the 9ze of Norema's. Mumbling thanks, the potter’s boy stepped within: and, when the
door had been closed behind him for three minutes, went running out to retrieve his bundle from the
fore-peak locker. He returned with the strap in his hand and the bundle banging from ankle to ankle.
Ingde again, he found two of the beds too soft (this cabin had three beds!), the other too lumpy; findly
he unrolled his blankets and dept on the floor, wedged into the comer, as he would have were he
degping in the storage loft at Old Zwon's; as he would have were he degping in the forepeak locker; as
he would have were he degping in the room with his brothers and ssters a& home. Somehow, though, he
was aware tha this floor, that to be wedged into this comer, was luxury—which made him as
uncomfortable, in itsway, as the masked woman's tae.

3

Three days later, ganding a the ral in indigo dawn, Bayle watched the fira mate wak away. The
mate had just ddivered a message from the Captain, gpologizing that he would not see them before they
docked, less than an hour hence. Bayle turned to watch the drifting mists dong the shore and thought: In



three days we have eaten with this Captain four times, talked with him about navigetion, his three families,
his collection of miniature clay idols, and have dl decided he is a deep and impressive, if somewhat
absentminded, man. Y et, save | take this same ship returning, | may never see him again. Strange are the
ways of travel.

Beyond migts, trees fdl away with coming light. On the hills cuprous ribbons dashed the dopes;
rocky scarps rose toward jungle. The boat’s shadow shook on the water. Bayle had just made out
where, in that dm green, his own shadow was (head, bunched shoulders, am jackknifed on the rall),
when another shadow joined his

“Wdl,” said Raven, “your little competitor—" for in three days it had findly come out in ways
restrained and avilized, which, while they had taken much energy and concern from both boy and
womean, would aso not make fit subject for a tde of dvilization's economic origins, that Bayle and
Norema were truly economic antagonigts. “Sheis very worried about your fedings for her,” Raven went
on, for Bayle's fedings were dearly a combination of sexud attraction and socid resentment over a
business stuation in which he thought right was on his Sde. After dl, his master was a poor potter whom
Lord Aldamir had petitioned for a franchise. Norema's migtress was a rich merchant who had chosen,
just now, to petition Lord Aldamir for the same franchise.

“Ah-hal” Bayle laughed. “ She probably lugts after me and feds quilty a the same time that she mugt
dill fight with me over money,” for these were barbaric times and certain distinctions between sdf and
other had not yet become common.

Raven's masked amile, as she turned to watch the shore, suggested a more barbaric interpretation.
Behind them, a sall collgpsed; ropes ran on squeding pulleys, another sal clapped full. The boat turned,
gently and inexorably, around aland spit which reved ed—after Sx breaths—the dock.

Dawn activity in this southern port was minimd. As the hull heaved againgt sagging pilings, Bayle saw
that what life there was on the boards centered in one corner. (“All right, men, caich those ropes,”
shouted the fird mate, sanding a the far rall besde a salor playing out a hawser.) On dock the few
dockworkers scurried away from a short woman wearing a green shift and a complex headdress of thin,
black braids. The heavy man beside her, from the saichdls around his shoulders, was agpparently her
servant.

Brown men hauled in ropes. A hump-back with a gaff hooked in some hempen loop on the hull and
was nearly tugged off his feet till three men joined him and together they hauled the boat back in.

Bayle glanced around at the deck to see Norema walking up among sailors. Somewhere, wooden
wheds on alog crane lifted a gangplank then lowered it; the wooden lip caught behind the deckgate. The
boat listed, rose.

“My cartons,” Norema said, sepping over Bayle's bag (it was wedged againg the lower-rall). “I
suppose they’ll get them dl off.”

Raven grinned below her mask.

The woman on the dock folded her hands and looked long and serioudy the length of the railing till
she gpparently saw the passenger trio: her hands came apart, and she lifted her chin, smiling.

Bayle, bewildered but amiling back, waved, as the woman, followed by her turbaned servant, strode
to the gangplank’ s foot, from where she beckoned them down.

Norema (falowing a sailor whom the mate had peremptorily ordered to take her crates) and Bayle
(wondering whether Raven might not choose that moment to prick him jokingly from behind with her
two-pronged blade) came down the limber plank.

“Wdl,” said the woman, her hands folded again on the lgp of her dress, “you must be the party Lord
Aldamir is expecting. So pleased. His Lordship detailed me to come dong, meet you and make excuses
for his absence. But, then, | know you'll understand.” Her hand went out to Norema, who tentatively
extended her own to tekeit.

“Actudly,” Norema said, with a composure Bayle by now knew masked rank embarrassment, “I
don't think his Lordship was expecting me ...” She glanced a Bayle, even moved back a little for him
(and Bayle fdt a sudden surge of embarrassment a the prospect of stepping forward). “It's Bayle, |
think. Bayl€' s the one who has corresponded with Lord Aldamir.”



Bayle quickly dropped his bag and wiped his hand againgt his hip (breakfast had been fruit and fish,
eaten with the sallors and no utensils he had not yet thought to wash). “Yes” he said, shaking the old
woman's hand. “Lord Aldamir sent us a message when | was back in ...” He stepped from the plank’s
end.

From somewhere behind and further up than he would have expected, came Raven's bark: “His
Lordship is certainly not expecting mel”

“But I'm sure he id” indgted the woman. “Lord Aldamir expects everyone. Now there, my dear.”
She released Bayle's hand to take Norema's again and pat it. “You mus be the secretary of my old
girlhood friend from Sdllese, Madame Keyne. Am | right?’

“Why, yes ... 7 Norema actudly stammered.

“And Krodar had aprized me of your coming ...” The woman bowed a little toward the masked
Raven, who sauntered down the ribbed boards. (This rather astonished Bayle, who had, by now,
decided the woman was noble, whereas Raven 4ill seemed some barbaric, or near barbaric, ruffian.)
“I'm Myrgot,” the woman added maiter of fectly like someone either used to being known about before
being met, or who smply did not care whether she was known or not. “Allow me to make up for his
Lordship’s inconveniencing you by seeing you to the Vygernangx monastery.” To her servant: “Jahor?’
who turned and shouted an order off the dock. A large wagon, pulled by three oxen, ralled out on the
dock’s cresking boards. The driver, brown, barefoot, and bandanaed about the neck, leaped from the
seat and started hoisting up Norema's crates and carrier bags. Bayle stepped back as his own strapped
ral was heaved up; then the driver was then off haranguing sailors (obvioudy a practiced hand a
recaving tourists) to make sure the ladies' and gentleman’ s luggage was dl accounted for.

It wes.

Jahor reached into the cart, pulled out a ladder that hooked over the sideboard. Myrgot smiled about
her, then mounted; she offered Norema her am when she dimbed up next. Raven, with the strangest
amile below her mask (thought Bayle), stepped back for Bayle to dimb in, just as Bayle had stepped
back for Norema. Then Bayle, boxes, Raven, and Jahor were dl in place. The cart trundled up the dock
road (dawn light as they rounded a turn laid bronze pams on Myrgot's, Norema's, Raven's, then the
driver's shoulders) between the men, women, and children coming down to load from, or Smply to gawk
at, the boat.

“Certainly this has got to be—" said Myrgot (the cart bounced), folding her hands and looking
beyond the rim—+the most beautiful countrysideinal Nev&r-yon.”

“It certainly—" Norema began (the cart hit another pothole)—*is very lovdy.”

Raven spread her ams out behind her, gripping the plank left and right, grinning with her tiny teeth.
“How long will it take usto get to his Lordship’s castle?’

“But there.” Myrgot's face creased with an ederly grin. “1 have not even told you of the greatest
inconvenience his Lordship will subject you to. For you see, Lord Aldamir is not here—in Garth. At his
cadtle. Today. Something has come up. He's had to go south—quite suddenly. Just three days ago he left
with a very impressive retinue from his court, leaving only guards, servants—a skeletd g&ff ... redly, you
know these ancient piles, hdf fortress, hadf dungeon, with their open roofs and fetid cdls. Most of them
are not fit to livein anyway.” She looked around brightly. “Thisiswhy Lord Aldamir has requested thet |
house you in the Vygernangx Monastery—which, believe me, is a lot more comfortable. And he begs
you not to take offense because he does not have you chambered in his home.”

“Whenwill Lord Aldamir be back?’ Norema asked.

And Bayle rdlaxed judt a little because she had asked before he had.

“My dear, we don’t know. His departure was very sudden. It was an emergency of some kind. And
one just doesn't question amean like that.”

“When did he leave?’ Bayle asked.

“Oh, just before | got here. That's been, now—Iet me see: wdll, | said before—at least three days.”

From her sde of the cart, Raven suddenly barked above the cresking axle “You mean I've come dl
thisway to kill aman, and you tdl me he's gone?”’

“I'm afrad—" the cart jounced agan—"I do, my dear.” Myrgot’s face held as tenacioudy to its fant



amile as Raven's hdd to its gross one; Norema's look went srangdly blank. Bayle fdt his features
tugged-around on the bone, seeking for the proper expresson of surprise.

Myrgot folded her hands in the lap of her hift as if nothing of any seriousness had been said. “His
Lordship hopes the three of you will be comfortable with the priests. They are a provincid lot—I know
them of old. But they are dways anxious to hear the taes from digant travelers. | know you don't fed as
if you are, but dl three of you are digant travelers now, strange and exatic to the likes of the locals. And
the priests have their share of ancient stories—if you are interested in ancient stories.”

Bayle was daing a a patch of straw where a length of Myrgot's hem lay: bent straws and straw
ends made tents and puckers in the suff; one, leaning, shook a filament of shadow over the cloth as the
cat shook—he watched it dl as if this play of detall might obliterate what seemed like the dl too
miserable form of the journey so far.

Myrgot was saying: “The vdley you can see to your left is known as the Pit, where Generd Babara
made his famous stand a hundred and twenty years ago, a the behest of a dream in which his aunt,
Queen Alin

—y great, great grandaunt, by the bye—warned him to be on the lookout for a green bird flying
between two branches of a sacred pecan tree ..” * * *

Carved in the lentd stones, one section on each am-long block, a dragon spread wings and beak.
From the tiny doorway beneath, a robed figure bustled forward; the design on his hem and deeves (the
clath blotched with food stains) Bayle remembered once having seen on some southern pottery that had
briefly come through old Zwon'’s shop.

“Wel, Feyer Senth,” said Myrgot (Bayle recdled that Feyer was a southern form of address that
meant both “maternd unde’ and “priest”), “1 have done as Lord Aldamir wished. Here are your guests.”

“Ddightful'” announced the little priest, who had large, freckled hands, and a boney, freckled face.
“Ddightful' Now for news Gossip! Tdes of travel! Romancel” (Another and another priest emerged
from the door. The youngest was probably Bayl€'s junior by five years, the oldest, who, with the
youngest, hung back near the shrubs, could have been old Zwon'’s father.) “We will have tdl tdes and
reigious chatter, and—who knows—perhaps some deep and lagting ingght into the workings of the
soul.” He lowered his freckled eyelids, narrowing the yelow pupils. “It happens here, you know. Come,
let us help you down.”

Bayle climbed out to the pine-needled ground as priests hurried up to take down Norema's bags and
crates. At Feyer Senth’'s orders, they carried and scurried in and out of the low stone walls, dl hung
about with ivy hanks. Bayl€' s bedroll got handed down; and Raven, for dl her sumptuous cabin back on
the ship, seemed to have no baggage save the sword and purse a her hip. The priests clustered about
Bayle now, to hdp the women down. Norema, helped by three eager feyers, dimbed out—more
hindered, redly, than aided. Raven, seeing, vaulted off on her own.

Myrgot made smdl, dismissve gestures, feyers fdl back. (Bayle's own discomfort grew; he tried to
hdlp the priests, who kept snatching boxes and bags out of his hands with solicitous grins and hurrying
off. Should he offer to hdp Myrgot?) “There” the noble woman said from her seet in the wagon. “That's
evaything. | have done as Lord Aldamir wished and will be on my way.”

“But Vizerine Myrgot,” cgoled Feyer Senth, “won't you stay for the evening and enjoy our
hospitdity?’

Myrgot's face lined with unexpected intengty. She said: “1 have spent too much time as your guest
dready ... dirty litle priet!” this lagt asif noticdng an offensve smear on a child's face. With a wave of
her hand, servant and driver were in their place and the cart trundled away.

Feyer Senth laughed. “Wonderful woman! What a wonderful woman! Completdy open and
forthright! A fine qudlity in a noble lady! A fine qudity ... indeed!” He turned among feyers and guesis.
“And she is among the noblest. But come int Comein, dl of you. And let us make you a home here for
the length of your stay.”

Hooking big, freckled fingers over Bayl€ s and Norema' s shoulders, Feyer Senth guided them to the
dark door and through it, the last priest preceding them with the last of Norema's boxes. Shadow and
the dank smdl of monastery wadls closed over. Bayle heard the gill laugh bark ahead in the



passageway: Raven had dready gone into the lowering pile.

Bayle found his expected confuson, as wel as his own naturd friendliness, both in a kind of
suspenson (and he was a young man who, when he became confused, tended to become over-friendly);
but the chapels, storage cells, common rooms, and what have you that Feyer Senth busly pointed out as
they waked did not so much confuse him as amply dip off across his memory without ever ganing
traction. While the little priest babbled and pointed, Bayle wondered what his red-headed competitor
was thinking. Then the wall flares' aily light fdl before awing of dawn, patterned with |eaf-shadow.

They came out on a stone porch—perhaps it was a porch. At any rate, one wal was down—rather
raggedly, asif it had been knocked in, or perhaps out, with violence and, over years, vague efforts made
to sraighten the debris and change the chamber into a patio.

Feyer Senth turned, chuckling. “We can St here and rdax a while. That, incidentaly—you can just
seeitif you squint, out there between those two hills—is Lord Aldimir's castle. The Dragon Castle, we
cdl it here”

“Where?" asked Raven, coming back across the moss-webbed flags

Feyer Senth took the masked woman's shoulder (he and Raven were the same heght, which
surprised Bayle because he ill thought of the Western Woman as tal while the priest was indeed quite
short) and pointed up between the spatilly forested hills “You should be able to get a glimpse right
through there. Sometimes, though, the dm leaves are so thick this time of year you can't make out a
thing. Here, 9t down. We |l have some wine, some food.”

Wooden legs scraped stone as one priest pulled a bench out from the wall. Another stepped up
between Norema and Bayle with a basket of glossy-rinded fruits

Two priests were dready Stting on the floor, backs to the wall and arms around their shins.

“St down! Please st down.”

The seat edge bumped the backs of Bayle's knees as another priest smiled suddenly over his
shoulder.

“Please, gt and be comfortable, here where we can look through the forests of Garth, out at the
lovdly Vygernangx morning.”

“Feyer Senth!”

They looked a Raven—indeed, hdf the feyers stopped bustling.

“Feyer Senth, | will decline your hospitdity.” The masked woman stood with one foot on the ragged
wadl edging the porch. “My god is not your god. My habits are not your habits. | have a misson to
complete now which cannot be completed. | mugt return to my employer and so inform him.” The glazed
amile took on the brilliance of ice smashed in the sun. Raven dimbed up, jumped, and, to the sound of
thrashing leaves, moved away.

Norema, dtting on one of the proffered chairs, looked at Bayle.

Feyer Senth laughed. “ Such afascinating girl, too. It's sad she didn’'t choose to stay. But here, have
somewine. Lord Aldamir wishes us to do wel by dl his vistors. His family is illustrious and his history,
which does honor to dl Nev&ryon, isintimatedy connected with these border territories. You, of course,
would be too young to remember, but it was a branch of Lord Aldamir's family who sat on the High
Throne of Eagles, in the ity then cdled Neveryona, before the current Child Empress—whose reign has,
a times, been both wrathful and rapacious, though | gather one would never dare say such a thing were
we fifty miles closer to Kolhari. The Aldamirs have supported the Empress since her coming to power.
But we here have aways known—known since the time of Babara' s invasons of the Garth—that such a
relation between the dragon and the eagle would never be truly easy. Wel, his Lordship is of course
concerned with mantaning the freest commerce back and forth with that dty (cdled, under his
unfortunate cousin’s reign, Never-ydna). That is no doubt why he has caled you down to negatiate with
him for the franchise of children’s rubber bals, and no doubt that dso explains why he is so anxious that
we entertain you as grandly as we can here during his unexpected absence. You have no idea how
mortified he was that he had to leave. His messenger came down from the castle to me in person and
conveyed his Lordship’'s most sincere regrets and gpologies” and, without punctuation, turned to
Nore-ma “the presence of that Western Woman must have made you fed terribly upset. | mean, for a



womean used to the place of women in this society.” Recdling her expostulation when he had asked for
her reaction to Raven'’s cregtion tale, Bayle expected some amilar restrained outburst now. But Norema
returned that Slent, serious look across the rim of her wine cup (and what cups they were! Metd
cregtions of leaves and flowersin which were set ceramic plates so thin the light passed through, stained
crimson with the wing What sort of potters threw cups like this here in the south, wondered Bayle, as
the glitter from his own deviled his vison from below), which said that though she of course would not
sy it, shefdt no such thing. What Bayle found himsdf thinking, as conversation, wine, and food drifted
on thelr various ways through the morning (and what food they ate! Crisp, roasted birds stuffed with fruit
and nutd Pedries filled with spicy mesatsd Puddings that combined terrifying bitternesses and
sweetnesses!), was just how present Raven, now she was gone, seemed. The conversation somehow
managed to return to her at least once every hour. In between, it was dmog as if she were lurking just
outside, or spying from the dark niches behind them, or hiding in some chapel near them, observing and
overhearing every inane and innocuous word or gesture made or uttered.

“So, you have made up your mind, my dear?’ Feyer Senth’s voice was nearly lost among the
crickets.

“Lord Aldamir has gone to the south. No one knows when héll return. But you suspect it may be
quite a while. It is dlly to come dl this way and give up just like thet. | can hire people to carry my
packages and guide me after him. | shdl leave in the morning. After dl, | have money.”

“But you must remember,” Feyer Senth said, “as one goes further and further south, money means
something very different from what it does in the city once caled Neveryona.”

“You have money.” Bayle, alittle drunkenly, swirled winein the bottom of his goblet. “And | do not.
At least not very much money. So tomorrow morning | shdl get a ship back to Kolhari—" For an hour,
falowing Norema, he too had been saying ‘the city once caled Neveryona,” as the priests did; but as the
sky had gone sddmon outside the porch, then indigo, and the wax had been pried from the mouth of yet
another jug, he had gone back to the ‘Kolhari’ he had used dl hislife

“If I find his Lordship, | shdl tdl hm you answered his messenger!” Norema said with an intengty
that probably came from the wine they had been drinking dl day on the porch, or in the chapels near it,
or about the grounds just in front of it. “I will! I promise you, Bayle!”

Bayle said nothing—though he smiled—and swirled his dregs. His fedings had dternated between a
vay red dedre to accompany this cty merchant's bold litile red-haired secretary and a very red
apprehenson: he was only eghteen, this was the fird time he had been away from the dity; things had not
gone according to plan: best return and leave heroics to a later year.

“I have money,” Norema repeated. “Now if | only knew where, to the south, Lord Aldamir had
gone. But you say | should not have any trouble findinghim ... 7’

Bayle stood up; the flares, in metd holders bolted to the stone, wavered and flapped uncertain light
about the porch. “1 mugt go to bed,” he said thickly. “ Good night, and thank you for a wonderful day ...”
Two feyers, who ether had not drunk such amounts as he, or who were used to imbibing such amounts,
were indantly at his side, leading him toward his cdl somewhere off in the wobbling dark.

“| too should retire” Norema rose. She was by no means as drunk as the boy. Slill, the last hour s
drinking with only the smokey flares to keep away night bugs, had left her quite tired. And her thoughts
and fedings over the day of priestly entertainment had been much closer to what yours and mine would
have been: between palite interest and polite boredom she too had wondered what part the ritud redities
of actua rdigion played in the lives of these rather indolent feyers. The decison to continue her journey
hed been sudden, and the thought she had given to it Shce was the sort one lavishes on an onerous but
inescapable obligation. Now she wanted to retire early enough for the coming travall of tomorrow’s
tasks: the callecting of guides, barers, tents, and provisons by the waterfront at dawn—a service she had
performed severd times for Madame Keyne before at Kolhari and whose difficulties she therefore knew.
“No, | can find my own way,” she said, teking the flare from the priest who started forward to guide her.

Some “Good-night’s’ chorused beyond the flare s glow. An arch, and she entered it. Smoke trickled
from the brand to lick back on the caling, dready ribboned with soot from how many years deepy
travelers lighting their way to bed. A stone doorway inches lower then the top of her head, and she



ducked through.

The cdl seemed much higher than she remembered; but it was the right one there, in brand light,
were her boxes and sacks. Through a window high in one corner she could see brand-lit leaves and
beyond them faint stars. A bed; a metd wal-holder for the flare; a three-legged amphora of water, a
ganding basin for washing.

She put the brand inits holder.

When—after washing, after plunging the brand in the washed-in water, after dripping water on the
tops of her bare feet in the dark while she tried to get the extinguished brand back in its brace, after
turning once and then turning again on the fragrant bed—s eep came, she was not sure.

She woke at a drangled gasp, not hers, something fdl down to hit the bed’s edge, thudded to the
floor. Blinking, she pushed hersdf up, started to swing her feet to the stone—

“Don't, or your toes will be awash in blood,” followed by a barking laugh above her—but a soft
bark.

Norema looked down: someone lay with arms and legs at awkward angles, while wetness crawled
out across the flags. She looked up: blocking moonlight, Raven squatted *in the window. She put one leg
inand let it hang.

With a shudder, Norema curled her feet up under her—and Raven dropped down onto the bed's
foot.

“What's happened ... ?” Norema whispered hoarse—

ly.

“Wdl, Heathen Woman,” Raven whispered back, squatting on the rumpled blanket and folding her
ams,

“someone was going to kill you. So | killed her—or him, as the case may be” She bent forward,
rolled the body back—*“Him ... but | should have expected that by now in your strange and terrible
land—" and pulled something from the flank. An arm flopped on the floor; blood welled. Raven turned
her two pronged sword, examining it, wiped it on the bed, examined it again.

“Kill me?” Norema demanded, trying to match Raven’s whisper. “Why on earth ... 7’

“Mog probably—" Raven, dill stting, managed to get the sword, after severd plunges, into its
shaggy sheath—" because you were going to go on looking for Lord Aldamir and they don’t want you to
find him—or rather they don’'t want you to find out Something about him once you start looking.”

In the slvered dark, Norema sguinted: “But how did you know | was going to go on? You'd dready
left before—"

Raven laughed again. “ After | left, | doubled back. Oh, | stayed around, lurking outside, spying from
dark niches, even got in and hid in one of the chapds. | mus have heard everything the bunch of you said
this afternoon.”

“You did?

“And you know what they did, these wine-bibing feyers? Sent a little herd of men out after me, very
much of the cut of this one here. With orders to do mein”

“What did you do?’

“Pretty much what | did to this one. Snuck up behind, got one, then another. Quick and glent.”
Raven put her feet on what was presumably drier stone and stood.

“Bayle” Norema said suddenly. “What about Bayle?’

“Wel, | couldn’'t keep guard on both your cells a once. When this one here dimbed up into your
window with a knife in her—in his teeth and a garrote cord knotted around hiswrig, 1 was up behind
and—" Raven made the jabbing motion Norema supposed would snk a sword in a kidney. “Fdl in
down across your bed and onto the floor there. Are you ready to get out of here?’

Norema looked for a place to stand, saw it, stood on it. “Don’'t you think we should check to see if
Bayle sdive or dead?’

“Now why should these priests want to kill some poor, pudgy daughter of Eif’h? He was going home
in the morning, and unless | miss my guess, if you'd volunteered to do the same, no one would have
wanted to kill you ether. But then, you had money. Look, if he's dive, there's nothing we have to do



about it. If he's dead, there' s nothing we can do. Get into your pants.”

“I dill don’t—>»

“Come, Eastern Heethen.” Raven turned, stepped back on the bed, legped for the window, and
scrabbled up the wal; a moment later she was again perched in the moonlight. Turning, she reached
down her hand. “Come on.”

Somehow, pants and sandals were gotten into.

Norema had to jump three times before Raven’s rough hand grappled hers. With her toes in the
wadl’s deep mortices she scrambled up to crowd beside the amdl masked woman on the sll. “Where are
we going? Norema asked of the frayed black rag, inches from her face and punctured by eyes dill
indigo in the moon.

“Tovidt Lord Aldamir’'s grest rubber orchards. And his magnificent castle,” and she was off the gl
onto a branch, dimbing down. Norema was after her—it was longer down to the ground then it had been
up from the bed. As Norema's sandds hit the pine needles—Raven had dready taken severd loping
steps down the dope—there was a crashing in the brush beside them, and a creature jumped out, to land
ina crouch, knuckles on the ground: “Raven, the coast is clear!”

“Ha, hal” said Raven. “But we're not going to the coast. It'sinland for usright now, back toward the
cadle”

Norema took her hand from her mouth and asked, with thudding heart: “Who's she?’

Raven sad: “It is very hard in this strange and terrible land to be a true daughter of Jevim and not
pick up little girls—like honey picks up flies—who desperately want to help.” She reached down and
touded the curly hair of the crouching younggter. “Some of them are pretty plucky too. This one is even
usful.”

Thegirl, who was dearly loca, grubby, and about twelve, stood up and sad: “Who's she? The lady
we're sving?’

“Lo” sad Raven, “she is dready saved, Juni. Nore-ma, that’s Juni. And she's smat,” though
Norema was not sure which of them the last sentence referred to. “Hurry up, both of you.”

They followed the masked woman down the tangled dope, minutes a a time scrambling by
vine-laced trees that, for dl the moon, were lightless.

The two women and the girl, now grunting, now whispering for one or the other to step this way
rather than that, leaves a-whisper about them, amal branches a-crackle under foot, made their way, now
down, now up.

“What's that? Norema asked, as they reached fdlen stones, those stones 4ill standing covered with
ivy.

A wing of moonlight flapped on Raven's face. (A branch among blowy leaves above them bent and
bent again, reveding that grin below the mask.) Raven chuckled.

Juni sad: “Thisis the wal around the Dragon Castl€' s parks and orchards.”

“Lord Aldamir’s castle?” Norema asked.

Juni blinked.

Raven nodded. “Let us examine them.” She siwung her leg over the lowest rock.

Jduni vaulted over, then turned back to give Norema a hand. Norema grabbed among the leaves
dther gde of the fissure—one hand closed on stone, the other, just on leaves—and pulled hersdf
through.

They stood at the edge of a brambley fidd in moonlight. There were only one, two—no, three trees.
One leaned dmog to the ground, hdf its branches bare as pikes.

On the other sde of the fidd, looking like a amdl mountain, parts of which had been quaried
verticd, other parts of which doped irregularly, was a castle.

Norema sad: “This orchard—or park—doesn’t seem to be in use right now.”

Juni looked a Raven and sad: “Y ou're right. She doesn’t know.”

Raven sad: “All the grounds within the wals look like this. Or worse.”

“Then perhaps the orchards that give the sap that makes the bdls are outsde the waled grounds—’
She frowned. “Raven, are you trying to tdl me there aren’t any orchards?’



“Come. Let’s go across into the castle”

Norema frowned agan: “Won't some of the guards or servants ... 7’

Raven sad: “They didn't when | was here earlier today.”

Jn sad: “There are no guards. Or servants,” then looked quickly back and forth between the two
women.

“Come” Raven said again and started through the brush.

Once Norema nearly tripped over some fdlen piece of datuary, then again over a plow-head on
cracked shafts. A ditch wormed through the meadow with Slver trickling its bottom. Norema, Juni, then
Raven legped it, Norema s sandals and Raven and Juni’s bare feet Snking in the soft black bank.

A baustrade rose, deaving the moon.

“That door’s open.” Juni pointed.

“How do you know?’” Norema squinted at shadowed stone.

Jn sad: “My coudin says it's been open since before | was born. | live with my cousn up on the
hill,” said this ragged little thing who had to be at least twelve. Again they were both off after Raven.

It was attached only by the top hinge and leaned askew, its gray planks scratched and carved at. The
steps behind it were a-crunch with leaves; and the crunches echoed ahead of them up the stone corridor.

“Won't somebody ... hear us?” Norema asked once more, with failing conviction.

Neither Raven nor Juni answered. Norema hurried up behind them. They ducked through another
arch: more moonlight, leaves, stone. They stood in some roofless hdl, its pavings webbed with grass.
Here and there the flooring was pushed aside by some growing bush. Broad steps near them went up to
what may once have been—yes, that was cartanly some ivy-grown dragon, carved and coiled about
some giant sedt.

“Now,” said Raven, “doesn’t this look exactly like what you'd expect of the castle of a great
southern lord who had just taken atrip south only three days ago on an unexpected misson?’

“No one has stayed in this castle for yeard” Norema said.

“My cousin stayed here once. For anight. With two of his friends—five years ago. They dared each
other to deep here. Only just before sunrise, they got scared and dl ran away, back to ther homes. That
was when they were as old as | am now. But nobody livesin Lord Aldamir's castle”

“You mean there is no Lord Aldamir?” Norema asked. “But what's happened to hm? And how did
he send Bayl€' s master a message to come?’

Raven's laughter cackled in the hdl. “The balance between the various arigtocratic factions in your
drange and terrible country isfar too complex for the likes of me or you ever to unravd. Clearly it suits
someone to have various factions in Kolhari—probably factions beneath the Eagle—think that there is
dill some heat l€ft to the dragon in the south. Perhaps they pay our little feyers there to dispatch the
occasonad messenger to Nevkryon with an invitation to join in some profitable scheme with the great
southern Lord. A nave child like Bayle journeys down to the Garth, and here is told that his Lordship
was unexpectedly called away; and the youngster returns by the next boat with tales of the absent Lord's
might, given over to him throughout a day of entertainment by a host of drunken, garrulous priests.”

“But they didn’t expect me” said Norema.

“Nor me” said Raven. “Unless, as the lady said, Lord Aldamir expects everyone.”

“Now Baylewill carry thetde of Lord Aldamir back to Kolhari—"

“—where no doubt,” said Raven, “rumor will wind its way, up from the ports to the High Court of
Eagles itdf, that various business operations have been briefly delayed between Lord Aldamir and a
waterfront potter. And for business relations to be delayed, there must be businessmen to begin with. The
one thing that the rumor will not make them doubt is Lord Aldamir’s existence.”

“But what do we do with this information now we have it?” Norema asked. “Wouldn't it be
dangerous to carry it back to Kolhari?’

“Qurs is a vary srange kind of information.” Raven went over to the wall, folded her arms, and
leaned there. “It isfar easier to argue that something nobody believes in actudly exids than it is to argue
that something everybody believes in is unred. And the generd consensus in Neveryon is that there is a
Lord Aldamir. / would not want to be the one to have to return to Krodar and tel him that the man he



sent me to assassinate is a figment of hisimagination. And if you tel your mistress that, you just see what
happens. fird, she will say you had the wrong castle, then the wrong seaport, or even the wrong boat. I'd
say, rather, tick to the tale we were told to tell—that Lord Aldamir was suddenly called away and we
could gain no audience. Now come and let us wander these deserted hdls, these abandoned dairs, these
cramped and damp cdls and high chambers where history has left off happening. | want to explore this
absent aristocrat from every sde—in case | ever do meat him and need to jab a blade into his absent
gut” Raven uncrossed her arms and started off across the littered floor.

Jun and Norema looked a each other. The litile girl darted forward after the masked assassin.
Norema, chills prickling thigh and shoulder, followed.

For the next severd hours they wandered into this room and that one, nearly Slent the time. In one
cdl Juni accidentally kicked up an old tinder box; in another, Norema recognized an all jar, Hill sedled
with wax. So they made brands and carried them, flickering and smoking, through the darker chains of
chambers.

In akitchen midden they saw old pots and knives. Minutes later, Raven, sanding in the small kitchen
garden (afew vegetables were dill recognizable in the moonlight despite the weeds), announced she was
hungry, pulled out her sword, and turned to hack the head from a rather large hare that had leaped onto
the sfone wdl to watch them.

“Juni,” Norema said, astonishing hersdf with the authority she mustered, “run back insde and get that
pan | was just examining. Here, no, give me your torch,” and, with two torches in one hand, she bent to
yank up some tubers whose taste she knew. “Those rocks will make a fireplace—and Juni, bring back a
ja for water. I'm sure that stream down thereisfresh ...”

Raven sat down on aflat rock to watch, her hands on her knees, while Norema, in a panic of relief,
now that she had something to take charge of, to organize, to do, began concocting an ersatz med of
rabbit, parsnips, and kale.

“Throw methe guts,” Raven said suddenly, while Norema, with a knife whose handle was as ornate
as the feyer’ s cups that afternoon, was busy sawing joints.

Jduni, returning with the water jar on her hip, asked: “Can you read the future in the guts of hares?”’
Water doshed from the brim, wetting the girl’s thin, knobby wrigt in moonlight.

Raven sad: “1 am going to make alength of cord. There's no need in letting such things waste in this
drange and terrible land,” and she fdl to work over the bloody offd, milking out chyme, plucking away
vein-webbed peritoneium, and dretching out the wet integtind tract, thinner and thinne—which made
Norema busy hersdf the more intently with the stew.

Juni, after watching Raven and ignoring Norema for fifteen minutes, said: “You have hands like a

Raven's bloody knuckles dipped one on another as she stretched and flexed and stretched. “No. In
this strange and terrible land, most men have hands like women.” A masked monkey, she squatted,
pulling and pulling, the thinned gut growing in a cail on the stone between her feet.

In Norema s pan, ail sputtered and frothed as hand-fuls of cubed mesat went in; bubbles sped to the
copper rim and burst. Norema put in a handful each of white and green vegetables that had been cut up
on the flat rock by the fire, which left a large spot of darker gray than the rock around, irregular as a
mapped idand.

Grayed in moonlight, with a few orange tongues chettering over the pan’'s edge, the food went
golden.

Raven laid one stained hand on her cabled thigh; with the other she picked up the coil to examineit.

Jn sad: “My mother, when she was dive, said girl children were a curse and a burden to a poor
widow.” Then she asked; “Did your mother weep and curse at your birth because she wanted a boy?’

The dark lips and chin—dl that was visble under the fraying rag—turned to the girl, looking far more
serious than eyes adone. The nodril edges, with threads hanging beside them, flared; the lips pulled back
from gtained teeth, and laughter suddenly barked. “My mother, when | was born and she saw | was a
woman-child, got up dill dangling the bloody rope between her legs—which could not have been easy,
as | am supposed to have come out sideways—took up her ceremonia plow blade (and those things are



heavy) and beat twelve times on the bronze gong that hangs on the wal. (We only bedt it onceif it's a
boy.) Then she went back to her pdlet, cooing and cuddling and proud as atiger. Outside in the hdl, her
men ceased ther chanting and gave a yowl of joy, and for the next three days waked around dicking
their long nalls on every pot and pan in the place. They'd yowl for a boy, too. But they wouldn’t dick
ther naild”

“Then why,” asked Juni, asif it followed logicdly, “do you wear that mask?’

“Oh.” Raven turned the cail of gring in her hands, then put it down. “1 suppose because | grew up
short and scrawny, like the smdlest and thinnest of my mother’s men. Ah, yes. | remember that man, too.
He was a shy, tiny, beautiful man. He tried to teach me to be an acrobat. AlImos succeeded, too. Oh, |
loved him, and he was dways kind to me. Sdeways ... that's probably why I’ve never wanted a baby.
It'sahard way to do it and they say such things are passed down among women.”

“They are not,” said Norema, dirring fagter. “Don't fill the child's head with nonsense” Then she
asked Juni: “Did your mother weep and curse over you?’

“l don’t have amoather,” Juni said patly. “I told you, | live with my cousin. But she has two girls of her
own. That'swhat she says,” and then back to Raven: “How do you keep from having children?’

Raven laughed. “When do you pass your blood? At the ful moon, like me?’ She glanced up
(Norema naticed the ivory orb was gibbous): “Well, then, you count off from the eeventh to the sixteenth
day after that: and during those five days you refrain from tackling little boys in the fidds and bringing
them down in the furrows. Besides, despite what we are dways saying in the women's barracks, little
boys actudly appreciate being left done from time to time”

“What about,” said Norema, prying up something from the bottom of the pan that had started to
dick, “the big boys here who tackle you?’

“Wl, yes, this part of the world has some very strange meninit who do thingslike that. | suppose a
quick—" and here Raven rose in a angle moation and brought her knee sharply up. “If you do that to
them, right to the tender scars of Eif’h, they’ll think twice, believe me, before tackling again. Redly, this
drange and terrible land is quite unbdievable to me” Once more she sat.

“Why do women pass blood?’ the little girl asked.

Norema pushed the pan to a dightly cooler spot and wondered if they would get a recounting of
Jevin's perils. But Raven said:

“The three or four days you pass blood are to get rid of the nonsense one picks up in the five days of
heavy respongbility between moons.”

Norema, a the fire, laughed. “There are times, Raven, you make me wonder if the women in this
country don’t have an awful lot of nonsense to get rid of

“We dways used to say, inthe barracks,” said Raven, a perfectly incomprehensible leer benegth her
mask: “Save that blood for the boys. They can only take it in. They can never give it out. And that's why
‘men have so much more nonsense about them than women.”

Which made Norema open her mouth, nearly drop her knife into her stew, then close it again. “And
do you have to repeat your ... barrack-room tak in front of a child! Redly ...” She took a breath; and
then found hersdf amiling behind and through the frown. “I've noticed something about you, Raven.
Whenever you tak and there aren’t men around, you get down to the body very quickly. | think that's
because you are a barbarian.”

“But you are the barbarian. Besides, in your country here, barbarians come from even further south
then we are. At any rate, there is no dvilization where the men cannot grow their nails. | am the avilized
one.” And brought her hand up to her mouth to bite at one of hers.

“l don't ...” duni paused, blinked—"... pass blood ... yet.”

Raven (and Norema at the fire) grinned. Raven lifted her bloody fingers from her thigh and laid two
agang the girl’s cheek. “Wdl, you will.”

Norema sad from the fire “If you were from my part of the world, when you were old enough to
bear children, your parents would go down to the beach and have a big party. You'd get presents,
people would make speeches, and then you' d have to take abig shdl Ml of water and throw it over your
head—then you and dl the other children who had reached their mgority, boys and girls for we give



parties for both, would run and hide and the younger children would dl have to go and find them.”

“Humph,” said Raven or something like it. “Both? | bet, knowing your part of the world, the boy’s
presents were bigger.”

Which was true. Norema pushed the pot back to the hotter part of the fire.

“Wha do they do where you come from?’ Juni asked. “I mean, when agirl firg passes blood.”

Raven sad: “Y our mother’s men cut thelr nails and put them in a specia bag that you have sawn with
specidly painted pieces of bark; you take the bag and a new sword deep in the jungle under the half
moon. Y ou bury the bag. You 9ng certain songs, and you egt certain plants that can only be picked with
the left hand. And you kill something.”

“Isthat dl?’ Juni asked.

“No,” said Raven.

“Then what?’

“You go to deep on the forest floor with your face looking into the dead eyes of your kill, and in the
moming you go back and tdl your mother’s oldest sister what it was you dreamed. She arranges stones
and bones and dried flowers into an appropriate pattern and together you work out your future life by
seeing what the dream and the stones say about each other. Then thereisa party.” And with great grin of
her smdl teeth, Raven stood up and walked through the weeds to the stream where she squatted to wash
her hands.

Juni watched a moment and then came over to the fire by Norema. “My aunt says that a woman can
only wait for amean to take her—and no one will ever take me, because | amn an orphan. She says that if
agirl goes out from under her father’s roof for more than a week, you can just bet daverswill take her.”

“Wdl, I have been out from under my father's roof quite & bit more than a week. Severd years
more. And certainly one must look out for onesdf. But | think that’s just more nonsense to get rid of ”

Jduni looked suddenly to her right. A flash had deviled the edge of vison. Raven walking back from
the stream, had removed her sword from its hairy sheath and was examining it again. Juni said: “Why is
your sword like that? It's Solit in two and it looks funny.”

“Doesit now?" asked the masked woman as she turned the blade around: moonlight ran down one
sde, firdight did up the other. “Usudly, in this strange and terrible land, dl you see are Sngle blades. But
that’s a puny, man's weapon. This—look, I'll show you.” Raven squatted beside the girl. “It's sharp on
the outsde here and sharp on the outsde there. That means it can cut ether left or right.” The blade
swvung one way, then the other. “And it dso has this dit down the cente—just like the line between the
folds of your vagina. And the ingde edges are just as sharp as the outside edges, dl the way down and
around the fork. So, if something gets between them that you don't like, you can—" Here Raven jammed
the blade straight up in the moonlight—"cut it off!”

At the fire Norema again fdt chills about her. She started to open her mouth, then clamped it very
tight. As she looked about the clearing, she had the didtinct feding that something insde her, even as she
dirred the stew, had gotten up, turned completdy around, and then settled back down indde so that she
did not quite fed she was the same person.

“I've seen daves—women, and men—brought up from the jungles in the south. | think if 1 were
taken by daversI’'d—"

Norema, a the fire, thought: This little gil and | were born hundreds of miles apart and | can
complete her sentence just as eadly asif she were my little sgter: / think Yd kill myself. Norema ran the
knife through the bubbling juicesin the copper pan. “If | were taken by davers” Norema said, “I think |
would kill them. Now why don’t you both come around here and eat your supper.”

“A very good thought thet is” said Raven.

“Go get those knives where | found this one, Juni, if you want something to eat with. Oh, you aready
have one. And Raven, while we eat, while we dl eat, why don’t you tdl us the story of how your god
mede the world and men and—women and men. | think | want to hear it again. And I'm sure Juni would
likeit.”

“Isit an exdting Sory?’ Juni asked, squatting down by the fire. “That amdls very good.”

“Ligten, little Heathen Woman, and decide your—



«df,” sad Raven, reaching with her sword point into the stew to spear the amdlest piece of rabbit
and raigng it, dill bubbling, through firdight, toward her amdl, stained teeth. “In the beginning was the act
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Blue and the chime of metd jewdry filled the sun-shot door. Blue and green swished in by the jambs.
Madame Keyne ducked her head benegath the danted lintd. “ Anyone in? Say, isanyonein. | want to buy
apot.”
“A moment! A moment, gracious lady! Just amoment!” Old Zwon, who was dapping a flank of day
agang a date dab again and agan to get the bubbles out so that, when molded and fired, it would not
explode in the kiln, took a dripping rag from the jar on the ground and laid it over the moist chunk, then
stepped around the bench, wiping his stone-colored fingers on his smirched tunic. “Now, what kind of
pot would you like? If you'll step through here, | have on display some of my fine—"

“l want a pot thet you do not have. | ... excuse me, but this wdl, dm and amdly shop. It's such a
fine day outside, sunny and mild. And it won't be for long. Let’s step into the sun and talk.”

“Madame, for asngle pot—?

“l want asngle kind of pot. It you can makeit for me, | will want you to make a hundred of them.”

“A hundred pots? By dl means, madame, let us step outside into the sun where we can take a
bresth of ar. Please, thisway,” and Old Zwon moved to the Sde of the door to follow the blue vels and
jindling bangles outside.

“... for dl my lady’s warning!” shouted a child, somewhere off in the sun, while a bal popped
agang a salt-stained wall; children ran drieking down an dley.

“Now, my good friend,” and Madame Keyne took the potter’s wrinkled am with a naturd
friendliness that, while warming, was just as disconcerting as her former disparagement of his close little
place of busness. “You know that for generations now, the people of Kolhari and the surrounding
suburbs have cooked ther meds in three-legged pots. You can put coas under them, move the heat
about with a stick, move them about the heat—"

“Ah, yed My mother made a boiled cherry pudding in those pots that | never remember without
doang my eyes and tasting in the corner of my mouth for some remnant of—"

“So did mine But that's—"

“Three-legged pots? Gracious lady, | can supply you with twenty-five of them right this day from my
store. And decorated with the finest glazes in designs appropriate for common use or more refined—"

“l don’t want three-legged pots.” Madame Keyne pressed her beringed and bony hand to the back
of Old Zwon'’s clay-ey knuckles. “You see | have recently waked through the Spur and seen the wives
of the barbarians, newly moved to our city, cooking on their open firesin their little street camps, at the
doors of their shacks. A dozen of ther husbands work for me as the cheapest of loaders in my
warehouses—when they deign to work at dl. And | have seen pots overturned by careless-handed
barbarian girls and women, by screaming barbarian children running a their games, by drunken barbarian
men staggering in the street. And once, shame to say, when | was pursuing a lout who had stolen some
coins from my warehouse, in arage | knocked his woman's supper pot out on the ground when the mean
dared lie to me—but such are the shames that come with power. The point is, | have heard women curse
the three-legged pot as an invention of a mdicous god, made by no true craftsman—for these women
were not brought up to use them and have not been ingtructed in their workings since child—

hood as our women have. No, they are not easy with them in the least.”

“Brutish women, mogt of them,” Old Zwon agreed. “No grace about them at dl. Undvilized and
nasty-tongued to boot—those you can understand for the accent. Redlly, | don't know which are worse,
the men or the—"

“l want you to make me a /owr-legged pot. And when you have made it, | shdl examine it and see if
it suits the conditions | think it shdl likdy have to endure. And if it endures them, | shdl have you make
me ningty-nine others likeit.”



“A lawr-legged pot?’ Old Zwon's bushy eyebrows lowered in the sun to drop ragged shadows
across his high, thin cheekbones. “Who ever heard of a four-legged pot?’

“A four-legged pot will be sturdier, potter, lesslikdy to tip over. You do not have to be so careful in
the cooking. Bedieve me, it fills a need and will sdl—firg to the barbarians. And who knows, the
adventurous among our own women will find a spot for it in their kitchens”

“1 went out to Bafeara's Pit

“At the crescent moon’s firg dawning—{bounce!]—

“But the Thanes of Garth had co—Oh!”

“You missed! You missed! My turn! Y ou missed!”

“Now with a three-legged pot,” Old Zwon continued, as children’s running shadows mingled with the
two gralling oldsters' on the bright film of a puddle, then pulled away to merge with the whole shadowed
sde of the street, “you don’'t have to worry about getting leg-lengths exact: any three legs will dways dl
touch the ground. With a four-legged pot, however, if one leg is shorter than the others ... of course,
there are ways to get around that with molds, especidly if you're meking a hundred. Still—"

“You will be making a hundred and no doubt another hundred. And you will be making money!
These women need four-legged pots, believe me. And \1 v*\I\ only be a matter of months, if not weeks,
before our own women have taken them over. We need them as well. Or are you one of these men who
has no sense of women's condition in our society?’

“Ah, yes. Money, madame. Well, | can catanly do what you ask, gracious lady. But, frankly
gpesking, | don’'t know that | am so wel disposed toward money-making schemes this autumn as | was
a the beginning of spring. Or, indeed, how wdl set up | am to undertake the meking of a hundred pots.
You do not know the sad tae of my assstant, madame—he was a fine young man, of whom | was as
fond asif he were my own son.”

“What has he got to do with the pots you make forme?’

“Oh, he was a fine young man, madame. Friendly, hard-working, eager to do well—responsible as
they come. | took him from his family into my shop here and | would even say | loved him as much as
they. More than they, perhaps. For he was a good boy, madame. A truly fine boy.”

“Pots are what we're discussing, potter. Pots and money.”

“And money is precisdly what | am discussng, madame. At the beginning of this past soring, a
messenger came from a southern lord, for whom | had done work—oh, years ago, from before the reign
of our gracious Child Empress (whose reign is righteous and rich)—and he requested | send him
someone | could trust in order that we might set up a franchise, from his orchards, to import—"

“For all my tody’s warning—Oh, look! It's goneinto the cistern! We've logt another onel” Juvenile
exclamations and groans chorused from the dley’s end.

“—those pesky little bals, made from the southern saps, that, even now as we move into autumn are
disappearing from our streets and avenues. Madame, | sent my assgtant, on a boat, to the south—with
very litle money, madame; certanly not what anyone would cdl a great ded. And certanly—I
thought—nowhere near enough to tempt such a good-hearted and responsible lad to the sort of act for
which you had to discipline your barbarian worker. But madame, he was tempted. He was to be away
for aweek. And | have not seen him now for three months. And that, madame, is money for you!” The
old man gave a hitter chuckle. “Oh, firg | feared that something had happened. | sent a message, findly,
to the south, asking my Lord Aldamir if my boy Bayle had ever reached him; | was blunt. | told himin my
message | was afraid the youth had absconded with my meager funds. | sent it by the captain of the very
boat on which the boy had traveled south. | received a very kind and considerate answer from some
priests at a monastery where, apparently, Bayle had briefly stopped off. It was written degantly and
fedingly, in three languages—in case my reading skills were better in one than another, though | had to
comb the waterfront bars for two nights before | found a progtitute who could read the third ... only to
find what | had suspected dl dong: it said the same as the firg two. They said, in three languages, that my
worg fears were redized; that, indeed, a Kolhari youth named Bayle had stayed with them a ther
monagtery, the Vygernangx, for a day on his way to Lord Aldamir's castle, and that during his stay he
talked of nothing but running away with his master’ s funds, of how easy it would be, there in the barbaric



south, with no supervison and no condraints. And then, they said, the next morning he was gone from his
room, they knew not where. But they sent a man to the cadtle to see if he had arrived. He had not.
Peasants, they said, had seen him walking dong a southern road, early that morning.- Old Zwon's hand
moved and knotted and released under the woman's. “Madame, | have come serioudy to question the
whole concept of money, and the sysem of profit and wages by which it works. After al, under the old
system, when we paid in kind, if you took a poor gpprentice into your house and rewarded him with a
med from your table, a bed in your store, the shdlter of your own roof, and the tutdlage of your craft,
then your apprentice was essantidly asrich as you were, having his share of dl that supplied the quality of
your life. But if you take the same poor apprentice and pay him with money—pay him with the pittance
of money one pays an goprentice—al you do is emphasize his poverty by your riches. How can one
expect even a good boy to remain honest under such abuse and insult? *

But Madame Keyne's brow knit, and her hand left Old Zwon's to tickle her bony chin. “Feyers of
the Vygernangx monagtery in the Garth peninsula, you say?’

“The very ones, madame.”

“Because | too have received a missve from them recently, old man. About a secretary of mine who
a0 stopped there—also on amisson to Lord Aldamir. Also—may | tdl you?—she was inquiring about
those ... but the what and why of my petition is not important. Suffice it to say that | too had sent her to
petition his Lordship for an import franchise—"

“Had you, now?’

“l had. | dispatched my secretary—Iike you, at the beginning of spring—to the south. Like you, |
waited for word, expecting it within the week. When, after three weeks, my fears began to grow, | can
honestly say it was not toward absconsion that my thoughts turned. Though | had sent her with a goodly
aum and gifts and presents to boot, | suppose | just assumed that | had provided for her so wel that for
her to escape that provison would be for her to doom hersdf—especidly in the south—to a condition
that no one could reasonably desire. You mug understand that my secretary was a woman—I| fdt then
and dill fed—of privileged intdligence and uncommon senghility. My thoughts ran rather to brigands or
disease—for the south can be as pedtilentia as the dleys of the Spur. | too dispatched a message to that
southern lord, outlining my fears. And by return boat | received a message—written only in one language,
but perhaps they perceived that, as a merchant, | would have greater access to a trandator than you
would should their language prove to be not my mos facile—from one Feyer Senth of the Vygernangx. It
sad that things had gone exactly as | feared; upon Norema's debarking from the boat a Garth, she was
Set upon by bandits. These evil men, senang the weakness of a woman, had endeavored to rob her of dl
her posses—

gons, but at last they were repelled by the good and loyd workmen on the dock. Norema sustained
only awound on her leg. She was taken to the monastery of these most hospitable southern feyers—no
doubt the very ones that housed your knavish lout—where her wound became septic, her condition
feverish. Three days later, they said, she was dead/’ Madame Keyne shook her head. “Those kind
priests, by the same boat, returned me dl the crates and bags which Norema had taken with her—by
their account, everything save the clothes in which her body was buried. Even the bag of coins | had sent
with her came back to me gpparently untouched. Ah, I cannot tdl you how | have smarted since over my
supidity for sending such afine and fearless woman into such barbarous dangers.”

Zwon's head, before Madame Keyne's had illed, began to shake in sympathy. “Truly the south is a
drange and terrible land, where every evil we here in cvilized Kolhari can imagine of it comes reflected
back to uswith an accuracy as perfect as the image in the belly-mirrors that the young men of the Ulveyn
from time to time wear on our docks ... Yes, it mugt be a terrible place. No wonder its natives would
rather starve herein our dums than brave its uncivilized horrors of bodily disease and mora degeneracy
... though of course they end up bringing both with them to sicken our dvilized streets. Madame—?" for
here an oblique thought dearly startled the old man and from his fegture's agitation he was clealy
druggling to give it voice “But tdl me ... how ... what was the mission, the god, the object of your
secretary’ s vist? To Lord Aldamir, | mean?’

“But does it matter?” Madame Keyne's hand agan clove to the back of the potter's. “I have



practicaly forgotten. What must be foremost in our mind is that we shdl be henceforth joined in a
money-making scheme dl in the glorious and innocent here and now—noat in the errors of a disastrous
past. Money, old potter, money—beieve me, / am convinced thet it is the greatest invention in the history
of mankind and, for al your doubts, an entirdy good thing. Get yoursdf another assstant. Get two. Get
ten. Bdieve me, there will be work enough for them. Certainly there are youths a-plenty idling away ther
time on New Pave that would be well-served by honest work. Why need we dwel on the schemes of
the past that, with dl their pain, have come to nothing, when glory lies in the schemes of the present?
Four-legged pots, well-formed and chesply made, that is where | want you to put dl your thoughts and
energies, old man!”

Away in another dley, children’s shouts pummeed and tumbled in the autumn sun, though they were
too far off to disinguish any one word amidst their childish gainings.

V. The Tale Of Dragons And Dreamers

But there is a negative work to be carried out firs: we must rid ourselves of a whole mass of notions,
each of which, inits own way, diverdfies the theme of continuity. They may not have a very rigorous
conceptud structure, but they have a very precise function. Take the notion of tradition: it is intended to
give aspecid tempord status to a group of phenomenathat are both successive and identica (or at least
gamilar); it makes it possible to rethink the disperson of higory in the form of the same; it dlows a
reduction of the difference proper to every beginning, in order to pursue without discontinuity the endless
search for origin ...

—Michd Foucault, The Archeology of Knowledge

Wide wings dragged on stone, scales a polychrome glister with seven greens. The bony gum yawned
above theiron ral. The left eye, fist-9zed and packed with stained fails did not blink its transverse lid. A
gench of hdides, abilious hiss.

“But why have you penned it up in here?’

“Do you think the creature unhappy, my Vizerine? lll-fed, perhaps? Poorly exercised—Iless wdl
cared for than it would be a Ellamon?

“How could anyone know?” But Myrgot's chin was down, her lower lip out, and her thin hands
joined tightly before the lap of her shift.

“I know you, my dear. You hold it against me that | should want some of the ‘fable’ that has accrued
to these beasts to redound on me. But you know; | went to great expense (and | don't just mean the
bribes, the gifts, the money) to bring it here ... Do you know what a dragon is? For me? Let me tdl you,
dear Myrgot: it is an expresson of some naturd senghility that cannot be explained by pragmatics, that
cannot survive unless someone is hugdy generous before it. These beasts are a sport. If Olin—yes, Mad
Qlin, and it may have been the highest manifetation of her madness—had not decided, on a tour through
the mountain holds, the creatures were beautiful, we wouldn't have them today. You know the story?
She came upon a bunch of brigands daughtering a nest of them and sent her troops to daughter the
brigands. Everyone in the mountains had seen the wings, but no one was sure the creatures could actudly
fly till two years after Olin put them under her protection, and the grooms devised their specid training
programs that alowed the beasts to soar. And ther flights, though lovely, are short and rare. The
crestures are not survival oriented—unless you want to see them as part of a surviva rdaionship with the
vidous little harridans who are condemned to be ther riders another of your crazed great aunt’s more
inane ingtitutions. Look at that skylight. The moon outside illumines it now. But the expense | have gone
to in order to arive at those precise green panes! Full sunlight causes the creature's eyes to enflame,
putting it in great discomfort. They can only fly a few hundred yards or so, perhaps a mile with the most
propitious drafts, and unless they land on the most propitious ledge, they cannot take off again. Since
they cannot devate from flat land, once set down in an ordinary forest, say, they are doomed. In the wild,
many live ther entire lives without flying, which, given how eedly their wing membrane' s tear through or



become injured, is understandable. They are egg-laying creatures who know nathing of physica intimecy.
Indeed, they are much more tractable when kept from ther felows. This one is bigger, stronger, and
generdly hedthier than any you'll find in the Fdthas—in or out of the Ellamon coras. Ligen to her
trumpet her joy over her present state!”

Obligingly, the lizard turned on her splay claws, dragging the chain from her iron collar, threw back
her bony head benesath the tower's many lamps, and hissed—not a trumpet, the Vizerine reflected,
whatever young Strethi might think. “My dear, why don’t you just turn it loose?’

“Why don't you just have me turn loose the poor wretch chained in the dungeon?’ At the Vizering's
bitter glance, the Suzeraine chuckled. “No, dear Myr-got. True, | could haul on those chains there, which
would pull back the wood and copper partitions you see on the other sde of the pen. My beast could
then waddle to the ledge and soar out from our tower here, onto the night. (Note the scenes of hunting |
have had the finest craftsmen beat into the metd work. Mysdf, | think they’'re sunning.) But such a
cresture as thisin a landscape like the one about here could take only a sngle flight—for, redly, without
arider they're amply too stupid to turn around and come back to where they took off. And | am not a
twelve year old girl; what's more, | couldn't bear to have one about the castle who could ride the
cresture aoft when | am too old and too heavy.” (The dragon was 4ill hissng)) “No, | could only
conceive of turning it loose if my whole world were destroyed and—indeed—my next act would be to
cast mysdf down from that same ledge to the stones!”

“My Suzeraine, | much preferred you as a wild-haired, horse-proud seventeen-year-old. You were
beautiful and heartless ... in some ways rather a bore. But you have grown up into another over-refined
soul of the sort our aristocracy is so good at producing and which produces <o little itsdf save ways to
spend unconscionable amounts on castles, clothes, and complex towers to keep comfortable impossble
beasts. You remind me of a cousn of mine—the Baron Inige? Yet what | loved about you, when you
were a whally ungracious provincid her whom | had just brought to court, was Smply that that was
what | could never imagine you.”

“Oh, | remember what you loved about me! And | remember your cousin too—though it's been
years snce I’ ve seen him. Among those pompous and salf-important dukes and earls, though | doubt he
liked me any better than the rest did, | recdl a few times when he went out of his way to be kind ... I'm
aure | didn't deserveit. How is Curly?’

“Killed hmsaf three years ago.” The Vizerine shook her head. “ His passion, you may recal, was
flowers—which I'm afraid totaly took over in the last years. As | understand the story—for | wasn't
there when it happened—he' d been putting together another collection of particularly rare weeds. One
he was after apparently turned out to be the wrong color, or couldn’t be found, or didn't exist. The next
day his servants discovered him in the arboretum, his mouth crammed with the white blossoms of some
deadly mountain flower.” Myrgot shuddered. “Which I've aways suspected is where such passions as
his—and yours—are too likdly to lead, given the flow of our lives, the tenor of our times”

The Suzeraine laughed, adjusting the collar of his rich robe with his forefinger. (The Vizerine noted
that the blue eyes were much paer in the prematurdly lined face than she remembered; and the boyish
nail-biting had passed on, in the man, to such grotesgue extents that each of his bony fingers now ended
in a perfect pitted wound.) Two daves at the door, ther own collars covered with heavily jeweed
neckpieces, stepped forward to help him, as they had long since been indructed, when the Suzerane's
hand fdl again into the robe’ s folds, the adjustment completed. The daves stepped back. The Suzeraine,
oblivious, and the Vizerine, feigning obliviousness and wondering if the Suzeraine's obliviousness were
fegned or red, grolled through the low stone arch between them to the uneven steps drding down the
tower.

“Wdl,” said the blond lord, stepping back to let his lover of twenty years ago precede, “now we
return to the less pleasant aspect of your stay here. Y ou know, | sometimes find mysdf dreading any vist
from the aristocracy. Just last week two common women stopped a my castle—one was a redhaired
idand woman, the other a amdl creature in a mask who hailed from the Western Crevasse. They were
traveling together, seeking adventure and fortune. The Western Woman had once for a time worked in
the Fathas, traning the winged beasts and the little girls who ride them. The conversation was choice!



The idand woman could tdl incredible tales, and was even udng skins and inks to mark down her
adventures. And the masked on€' s observations were very sharp. It was a fine evening we passed. | fed
them and housed them. They entertained me munificently. | gave them useful gifts, saw them depart, and
would be delighted to see ether return. Now, were the starsin a different configuration, I'm sure that the
poor wretch that we' ve got strapped in the dungeon and his little friend who escaped might have come
wondering by in the same wize. But no, we have to bind one to the plank in the cdlar and stake a guard
out for the other ... You redly wish me to keep up the pretence to that poor mulethet it is Krodar, rather
then you, who directs his interrogation?

“You object?” Myrgot's hand, out to touch the damp stones at the dtair’'s turning, came back to
brush at the black braids that looped her forehead. “Once or twice | have seen you enjoy such an
inquistion session with an avidity that verged on the unsettling.”

“Inquigtion? But thisis merdy questioning. The pain—at your own orders, my dear—is being kept to
aminmum.” (Strethi’ s laugh echoed down over Myrgot's shoulder, recdling for her the enthusasm of the
boy she could no longer find when she gazed full & the man.) “I have neither objection nor approbation,
my Vizerine. We have him; we do with him as wewill ... Now, | can’'t help seeing how you gaze about a
my walls, Myrgot! | mugt tel you, ten years ago when | had this castle built over the ruins of my parents*
farm, | redly thought the smple fact that dl my hals had rooves would bring the aristocracy of Nevferyon
flocking to my court. Do you know, you are my only regular vistor—at least the only one who comes out
of anything other than forma necessity. And | do believe you would come to see me evenif | lived in the
same droughty farmhouse | did when you firg met me. Amezing what well do out of friendship ... The
other one, Myrgot; | wonder what happened to our prisoner’s little friend. They both fought like devils.
Too bad the boy got away.”

“We have the one | want,” Myrgot said. “ At any rate, you have your reasons—your passion, for
politics and intrigue. That's what comes of living mogt of your lifein Kolhari. Herein Avila, it s—wdl, it's
not that different for me. You have your criticiam of my passons—and | have mine of yours. Certainly |
should like to be much more sraight forward with the dog: make my demand and chop his head off if he
didn't meet it. This endless play is not redly my syle. Yet | am perfectly happy to assst you in your
desires. And however disparaging you are of my little pet, whose wdfare ismy life, | am sure there will
come atime when one or another of your messengers will arrive at my walls bearing some ornate lizard
haness of exquiste workmanship you have ether discovered in some old storeroom or—who
knows—have had specialy commissioned for me by the latest and finet artist. When it happens, | shall
be immensdy pleased.”

And as the steps took them around and down the damp tower, the Suzeraine of Strethi dipped up
besde the Vizerine to take her aging am.

2

And agan Smdl Sarg ran.

He struck back low twigs, side-stepped a wet branch clawed with moonlight, and leaped a boggy
puddie. With one hand he shoved away a curtan of leaves, Slatering himsdf face to foot with
night-dew, to reved the moonlight castle. (How many other castles had he so revealed ...) Branches
chattered to behind him.

Panting, he ducked behind a boulder. His muddy hand pawed beneath the curls like scrap brass a
his neck. The hinged iron was there; and locked tight—a droplet trickled under the metd. He swatted at
hiship to find his sword: the hilt was dill tacky under his pam where he had not had time to dean it. The
gaze with which he took in the pile of stone was not a hdt in his headlong dash so much as a continuation
of it, the energy propdling arms and legs momentarily diverted into eyes, ears, and dl insde and behind
them; then it was back on his feet; his feet pounded the shdey dope so that each foatfdl, even on his
caloused soles, was a congdlation of amdl pains; it was back in hisarms, his arms pumped by his flanks
50 that hisfigs, brushing his sides as he jogged, heated his knuckles by friction.

A baludtrade rose, blotting stars.



There would be the unlocked door (as he ran, he clawed over memories of the saven castles he had
dready run up to; seven sde doors, dl unlocked ... ); and the young barbarian, muddy to the knees and
elbows, his hair a head and chest and groin matted with leaf-bits and worse, naked save the sword
thonged about his hips and the dave collar locked about his neck, dashed across moonlit subble and
gravd into a tower’ s shadow, toward the door ... and dowed, pulling in cool breaths of autumn ar that
grew hat insgde him and ran from his nogtrils; more ar ran in.

“Hdt!” from the brand that flared high in the doorframe.

Sarg, in one of those swipes a his hip, had moved the scabbard around behind his buttock; it was
possible, if the guard had not redlly been looking a Sarg's dash through the moonlight, for the boy to
have seemed smply a naked dave. Sarg's hand was ready to grab a the hilt.

“Who's there?’

Smdl Sarg raised his chin, so that the iron would show. “I've come back,” and thought of seven
cadtles. “I got logt from the others, this morning. When they were out.”

“Come now, say your name and rank.”

“It's only Smdl Sarg, master—one of the daves in the Suzeraine's labor pen. | was logt this
morning—"

“Likdy story!”

“—and I've jugt found my way back.” With his chin high, Sarg waked dowly and thought: 1 am
running, | am running ...

“See here, boy—" The brand came forward, fifteen feet, ten, five, three ...

| am running. And Smdl Sarg, looking like afilthy fidd dave with some thong a his wais, jerked his
sword up from the scabbard (which bounced on his buttock) and with a grunt sank it into the abdomen
of the guard a-glow beneath the high-hdd flare. The guard’s mouth opened. The flare fdl, rolled in the
mud o that it burned now only on one side. Smdl Sarg leaned on the hilt, twisting—somewhere insde
the guard the blade sheered upward, parting digphragm, bdly, lungs The guard closed his eyes, drooled
blood, and toppled. Smdl Sarg dmog fdl on him—ill the blade sucked free. And Sarg was running
again, blade out for the second guard (in four castles before there had been a second guard), who was, it
seemed as Sarg swung around the stone newd and into the sairwel where his own breath was a roaring
echo, not there.

He hurried up and turned into a Side corridor that would take him down to the labor pen. (Seven
castles, now. Were dl of them designed by one architect?) He ran through the low hdl, guided by that
glowing spot in his mind where memory was flush with desire; around alittle curve, down the steps—

“What the—?’

—and jabbed his sword into the shoulder of the guard who'd started forward (dready hearing the
murmur behind the wooden dats), yanking it free of flesh, the motion carrying it up and across the throat
of the second guard (here there was dways a second guard) who had turned, surprised; the second
guard released his sword (it had only been hdf drawn), which fdl back into its scabbard. Smdl Sarg
hacked at the fird again (who was screaming): the men fel, and Smdl Sarg leaped over him, while the
men gurgled and flopped. But Sarg was pulling at the boards, cutting at the rope. Behind the boards and
under the screams, like murmuring flies, hands and faces rustled about one another. (Seven times now
they had seemed like murmuring flies) And rope was aways harder hacking than flesh. The wood, in at
least two other castles, had smply splintered under his hands (under his hands, wood splintered) so that,
later, he had wondered if the daughter and the terror was redly necessary.

Rope fdl away.

Sarg yanked again.

The splintered gate scraped out on stone.

“You're freel” Sarg hissed into the mumbling; mumblings silenced a the word. “Go on, get out of
here now!” (How many faces above ther collars were clearly barbarian like his own? Memory of other
labor pens, rather than what shifted and murmured before him, told hm most were.) He turned and
legped bodies, took stairs at double sep—while memory told him that only a handful would flee a once;
another handful would take three, four, or five minutes to talk themsdves into flesing; and another would



amply st, terrified in the foul straw, and would be stting there when the Sege was over.

He dashed up dairs in the dark. (Dark qairs fdl down beneath dashing feet ...) He flung himsdf
agang the wooden door with the strip of light beneeth and above it. (In two other castles the door had
been locked); it fdl open. (In one castle the kitchen midden had been deserted, the fire dead.) He
staggered in, blinking in firdight.

The big man in the stained apron stood up from over the cauldron, turned, frowning. Two women
carying pots stopped and stared. In the bunk beds dong the midden’'s far wal, a red-headed kitchen
boy raised himsdf up on one arm, blinking. Small Sarg tried to see only the collars around each neck. But
what he saw as wdl (he had seen it before ...) was that even here, in a lord’s kitchen, where davery was
dready involved with the acquigtion of the most rudimentary crafts and skills, most of the faces were
darker, the hair was coarser, and only the shorter of the women was dearly a barbarian like himsdif.

“You are free ... !” Smdl Sarg said, drawing himsdf up, dirty, blood splattered. He took a gulping
breath. “The guards are gone below. The labor pens have dready been turned loose. You are free ... I”

The big cook sad: “What ... 7 and a amile, with worry flickering through, dowly overtook his face.
(Thisone' s mother, thought Smdl Sarg, was a barbarian: he had no doubt been gotten on her by some
free northern dog.) “What are you taking about, boy? Better put that shoat-sticker down or you'll get
yoursdf in trouble.”

Smdl Sarg stepped forward, hands out from his sides. He glanced left at his sword. Blood tralled a
line of drops on the stone below it.

Ancther dave with a big pot of peeled turnips in his hands strode into the room through the far
archway, started for the fire rumbling behind the pot hooks, grilling spits, and chained pulleys. He glanced
a Sarg, looked about at the others, stopped.

“Put it down now,” the big cook repeated, coaxingly. (The dave who'd just come in, wet from
perspiration, with a puzzled look started to put his turnip pot down on the stones—then gulped and
hefted it back againg his chest.) “Come on—"

“Wha do you think, I'm some berserk madman, a dave gone off my head with the pressure of the
iron a my neck? With his free hand, he thumbed toward his collar. “I’ve fought my way in here, freed
the laborers below you; you have only to go now yoursdves. You're free, do you understand?’

“Now wait, boy,” sad the cook, his amile wary. “Freedom is not so Smple athing as that. Even if
you're tdling the truth, just what do you propose we're free to do? Where do you expect usto go? If we
leave here, what do you expect will happen to us? WE Il be taken by davers before dawvn tomorrow,
more than likely. Do you want us to get logt in the svamps to the south? Or would you rather we starve
to death in the mountains to the north? Put down your sword—just for a minute—and be reasonable.”

The barbarian woman said, with her eyes wide and no barbarian accent at dl: “Are you wdl, boy?
Are you hungry? We can give you food: you can lie down and deep awhileif you—"

“l don’t want deep. | don't want food. | want you to understand that you're free and | want you to
move. Foals, fools, don’t you know that to say davesisto stay fools?’

“Now that sword, boy—" The big dave moved. Smdl Sarg raised his blade.

Thebig dave stopped. “L ook, youth. Use your head. We can't jus—"

Footsteps, amor rattled in another room—clearly guards sounds. (How many times now—four out
of the seven?—had he heard those sounds?) What happened (again) was.

“Here, boy—!” from the woman who had till now not spoken. She shifted her bowl under one am
and pointed toward the bunks.

Smdl Sarg sprinted toward them, sprang—into the one below the kitchen boy’s. As he sprang, his
sword point caught the wooden support beam, jarred his am ful hard; the sword fdl danking to the
gone floor. As Sarg turned to see it, the kitchen boy in the bunk above flung down a blanket. Sarg
collgpsed in the straw, kicked rough cloth (it was diff at one end as though something had spilled on it
and dried) down over his leg, and pulled it up over his head & the same time. Just before the blanket
edge cut away the firdit chamber, Sarg saw the big dave pull off his stained gpron (undernesth the men
was naked as Sarg) to fling it across the floor to where it settled, like a sained sall, over Sarg's fdlen
weapon. (And the other dave had somehow managed to set his turnip pot down directly over those



blood drops.) Under the blanket dark, he heard the guard rush in.

“All right, you! A hoard of bandits—probably escaped daves—have stormed the lower floors.
They've dready taken the labor pen—turned loose every cursed dog in them.” (Smdl Sarg shivered and
grinned: how many times now, three, or seven, or seventeen, had he watched daves suddenly think with
one mind, move together like the leaves on a branch before a angle breezel) More footsteps. Beneath
the blanket, Smdl Sarg envisoned a second guard running in to collide with the first, shouting (over the
fird’s shoulder?): “Any of you kitchen scum caught ading and abetting these invading lizards will be hung
up by the hed's and whipped till the flesh fdls from your backs—and you know we mean it. There mugt
be fifty of them or more to have gotten in like that! And don’t think they won't daughter you as soon as
they would ug”

The pair of footsteps retreated; there was slence for a drawn breath.

Then bare feet were rushing quickly toward his bunk.

Smdl Sarg pushed back the blanket. The big dave was just snatching up his apron. The woman
picked up the sword and thrust it at Sarg.

“All right,” said the big dave, “we re running.”

“Take your sword,” the woman said. “And good luck to you, boy.”

They ran—the redheaded kitchen boy dropped down before Smdl Sarg's bunk and took off around
the kitchen table after them. Sarg vaulted now, and landed (running), his feet continuing the dash that had
brought him into the castle. The daves crowded out the wooden door through which Smdl Sarg had
entered. Smdl Sarg ran out through the arch by which the guards had most probably left.

Three guards stood in the anteroom, conferring. One looked around and said, “Hey, what are—"

A second one who turned and just happened to be a little nearer took Smdl Sarg's sword in his
bdly; it tore loose out his Sde, so that the guard, surprised, fdl in the pile of his splatting innards. Sarg
druck another’s bare thigh—cutting deep)—and then the arm of dill another (his blade grated bone).
The other ran, traling a bass howl: “They’ve come! They're coming in here, now! Help! They're
bresking in—" breaking to tenor in some other corridor.

Smdl Sarg ran, and awoman, sarting into the hallway from the right, saw him and darted back. But
there was a garwel to hisleft; he ran up it. He ran, up the deanly hewn stone, thinking of a tower with
soird steps, that went on and on and on, opening on some high, moonlit parapet. After one turn, the
dairs stopped. Light glimmered from dozens of lamps, some on ornate stands, some hanging from
intricate chains

A thick, patterned carpet cushioned the one muddy foot he had put across the sll. Sarg crouched,
his sword out from his hip, and brought his other foot away from the cool stone behind.

The man at the great table looked up, frowned—a dave, but his collar was covered by a wide
neckpiece of heavy white cloth sewn about with chunks of tourmdine and jade. He was very thin, very
lined, and bad. (In how many cagtles had Sarg seen daves who wore their collars covered s0? Six,
now? All seven?) “What are you doing here, boy ... 7’ The dave pushed his char back, the metd bdls
on the forelegs furrowing the rug.

Smdl Sarg sad: “You're free”

Ancther dave in a dmilar collar-cover turned on the ladder where she was replacing piles of
parchment on a high shdf suffed with manuscripts. She took a step down the ladder, hated. Another
youth (same covered collar), with double pointers againg a great globe in the corner, looked perfectly
terrified—and was probably the younger brother of the kitchen boy, from his bright hair. (See only the
callars, Smdl Sarg thought. But with the jeweled and damasked neckpieces, it was hard, very hard.) The
bad dave a the table, with the look of a tired man, sad: “You don't belong here, you know. And you
arein great danger.” The dave, awrinkled forty, had the fdlen pectoras of the quickly aging.

“You're fredd” Smdl Sarg croaked.

“And you are a very nave and presumptuous little barbarian. How many times have | had this
conversation—four? Five? At least Sx? You are here to free us of the iron collars” The man dug a
forefinger beneath the slk and stones to drag up, on his bony neck, the iron band beneath. “Just so you'll
see it's there. Did you know that our collars are much heavier than yours?” He released the iron; the



same brown forefinger hooked up the jeweed neckpiece—amost a bib—which sagged and wrinkled
up, once pulled from its carefully arranged position. “These add far more weight to the neck than the
crcedf iron they cover.” (Smal Sarg thought: Though | stand here, ill as stone, | am running, running
...) “We make this cagtle function, boy—at a levd of eficency that, believe me, is fdt in the labor pens
as much as in the audience chambers where our lord and owner enter—

tainsfdlow nobles. Y ou think you are rampaging through the castle, effecting your own eleemosynary
manumissons. What you are doing is killing free men and making the lives of daves more miserable than,
of necessity, they dready are. If davery is a disease and a rash on the flesh of Nev&ryon—" (I am
running, like an eagle caught up in the wind, like a snake diding down a gravd dope ...) “—your own
actions turn an ugly eruption into afata infection. You free the labor pens into a world where, a least in
the cities and the larger towns, a wage-earning populace, many of them, is worse off than here. And an
urban merchant class can only absorb a fraction of the kills of the middle levd daves you turn loose from
the middens and amithies. The Child Empress hersalf has many times declared that she is opposed to the
inditution of bondage, and the naturd drift of our nation is away from dave labor anyway—so that dl
your efforts do is cause redtrictions to become tighter in those areas where the inditution would naturaly
die out of its own accord in a decade or s0. Have you considered: your efforts may even be prolonging
the inditution you would abolish.” (Running, Smdl Sarg thought, rushing, fleaing, dashing ...) “But the
ampletruth is that the particular skills we—the ones who must cover our collarsin jewds—magter to run
such a complex house as an aristocrat’s cadtle are just not needed by the growing urban class. Come
around here, boy, and look for yoursdf.” The bald dave pushed his chair back even further and gestured
for Smdl Sarg to approach. “Yes. Come, see”

Smdl Sarg stepped, dowly and carefully, across the carpet. (I am running, he thought; flesh tingled at
the backs of his knees, the amdl of his back. Every muscle, inits attenuated motion, was geared to some
coherent end that, in the pursuit of it, had become dmost invisble within its own glare and nimbus) Sarg
walked around the table' s edge.

From a series of holesin the downward lip hung anumber of heavy cords, each with ametd loop a
the end. (Smdl Sarg thought: In one castle they had smple handles of wood tied to them; in another the
handles were cast from bright metd set with red and green gems, more ornate than the jeweed collars of
the daves who worked them.) “From this room,” explaned the dave, “we can control the entire
casle—redly, it represents far more control, even, then that of the Suzeraine who owns dl you see,
induding us. If | pulled this cord here, abdl would ring in the linen room and summon the dave working
there; if | pulled it twice, that dave would come with linen for his lordship’'s chamber, which we would
then ingpect before sending it on to be spread. Three rings, and the dave would come bearing the sheets
and hangings for the guests chambers. Four rings, and we would recelve the sheets for our own
use—and they are every hit as elegant, believe me, as the ones for hislordship. One tug on this cord here
and wine and food would be brought for his lordship ... a least if the kitchen gt&ff is dill functioning.
Three rings, and a feast can be brought for us, here in these very rooms, that would riva any indulged by
his Lordship. A bright lad like you, I'm sure, could learn the grings to pull very eesily. Here, watch out
for your blade and come stand beside me. That's right. Now give that cord there a quick, firm tug and
just see what happens. No, don't be afraid. Just reach out and pull it. Once, mind you—not twice or
three times. That means something else entirely. Go ahead ...”

Sarg moved his hand out dowly, looking at his muddy, bloody fingers. (Smdl Sarg thought: Though it
meay be a different cord in each cadlle, it is always asngle tug! My hand, with each ary inch, feds like it
isrunning, running to hook thering ...)

“... with only a little traning,” went on the bald dave, amiling, “a smart and ambitious boy like you
could eesly become one of us. From here, you would wield more power within these walls than the
Suzeraine himsdf. And such power as thet is not to be—"

Then Smdl Sarg whirled (no, he had never released his sword) to shove his sted into the loose belly.
The man hdf-stood, with open mouth, then fdl back, gargling. Blood spurted, hit the table, ran down the
cords. “You fodl , .. I” the bad man managed, trying now to grasp one handle.

Smdl Sarg, with his dirty hand, knocked the bald man's clean one away. The chair overturned and



the bald man curled and uncurled on the darkening carpet. There was blood on his collar piece now.

“You think | am such afoal that | don’t know you can cdl guards in here as eadlly as food-bearers
and house-cleaners?’ Smdl Sarg looked at the woman on the ladder, the boy at the globe. “I do not like
tokill daves. But | do not like people who plot to kill me—especidly such a foolish plot. Now: are the
rest of you such fools that you cannot understand what it meanswhen | say, ‘You're free 7’

Parchments dipped from the shef, unralling on the floor, as the woman scurried down the ladder.
The boy fled across the room, leaving a dowly turning globe. Then both were into the arched gairwell
from which Smdl Sarg had come. Sarg hopped over the fdlen dave and ran into the doorway through
which (in two other castles) guards, at the (Sngle) tug of a cord, had once come swvarming: a short hdl,
more steps, another chamber. Long and short swords hung on the wooden wall. Leather shidds with
colored fringes leaned againg the stone one. A hedmet lay on the floor in the corner near a stack of
grieves. But there were no guards. (Till now, in the second castle only, there had been no guards.) | am
free, thought Smdl Sarg, once again | am free, running, running through stone arches, down tapestried
dairs, across dripping hdls, up narrow corridors, a-dash through time and possibility. (Somewhere in the
cadtle people were screaming.) Now | am free to free my master!

Somewhere, doors clashed. Other doors, nearer, clashed. Then the chamber doors swung back in
firdight. The Suzeraine strode through, tugging them to behind him. “Very wedl—" (Clash!)—*we can get
onwith our little sesson.” He reached up to adjust his collar and two daves in jeweled collar pieces by
the door (they were oiled, pale, strong men with little wires sewn around the backs of their ears; besides
the collar pieces they wore only leether clouts) stepped forward to take his cloak. “Has he been given
any food or drink?’

The torturer snored on the bench, knees wide, one hand hanging, calloused knuckles the color of
stone, one on his knee, the smeered red here and there dried to brown; his head lolled on the wall.

“| asked: Has he had anything to—Bah!” Thisto the dave folding his cloak by the door: “That man is
fine for dripping the flesh from the backs of your disobedient brothers. But for anything more subtle ...
wdl, well let hm deep.” The Suzeraine, who now wore only a leather kilt and very thick-soled sandds
(the floor of this chamber sometimes became very messy), waked to the dant board from which hung
chains and ropes and againg which leaned pokers and pincers. On a table beside the plank were severd
basns—in one lay a rag which had dready turned the water pink. Within the furnace, which took up
most of onewadl (aragged canvas curtain hung beside it) alog broke; on the opposite wdl the shadow of
the grate momentarily darkened and flickered. “How are you feding?’ the Suzeraine asked perfunctorily.
“A little better? That's good. Perhaps you enjoy the return of even that bit of good feding enough to
answer my questions accurately and properly. | can't redly impress upon you enough how concerned my
madter isfor the answers. Heisavery hard taskman, you know—that is, if you know him at dl. Krodar
wants—but then, we need not sully such an august name with the fetid vapors of this place. The gtink of
the iron that binds you to that board—I remember a poor, guilty soul lying on the plank as you lie now,
demanding of me ‘Don’t you even wash the bits of flesh from the lagt victim off the chains and manacles
before you bind up the new one?” The Suzeraine chuckled. “*Why should 17 was my answer. True, it
makes the place reek. But that stench is a very good reminder—don’t you fed it?2—of the mortdity that
is after dl, our only redl playing piece in this game of time and pain.” The Suzeraine looked up from the
bloody basin: a heavy arm, a blocky bicep, corded with high veins, banned at the joint with thin ligament;
ajaw inwhich amusde quivered under asnarl of patchy beard, here gray, there black, a another place
ripped from reddened skin, at gill another cut by an old scar; a massve thigh down which swest trickled,
upsdtting a dozen other droplets caught in that thigh's coarse hairs, till here a link, there a cord, and
esawhere arope, dammed it. Sweat crawled under, or overflowed the dams. “Tdl me, Gorgik, have you
ever been employed by a certain southern lord, a Lord Aldamir, whose hold is in the Garth Peninsula,
only a stone's throw from the Vygernangx Monastery, to act as a messenger between his Lordship and
certain weavers, jewders, potters, and iron mongersin port Kolhari?

“l have ... have never ...” The chest tried to rise under a metd band that would have cramped the
breath of a amdler man than Gorgik. “... never set foot within the precinct of Garth. Never, | tdl you ... |
havetoldyou ”



“And yet—" The Suzeraine, pulling the wet rag from its bowl where it dripped a cherry smeer on the
table, and turned to the furnace. He wound the rag about one hand, picked up one of the irons gticking
from the furnace rack, and drew it out to examine itstip: an ashen rose. “—for reasons you dill have not
explaned to my satisfaction, you wear, on a chain around your neck—" The rose, dready dimmer,
lowered over Gorgik’s chest; the chest har had been snged in places, adding to the room’'s stink.
“—tha.” The rose clicked the metd disk that lay on Gorgik's sternum. “These navigationd scales, the
map etched there, the grid of stars that turns over it and the designs etched around it dl speak of its origin
in—"

The chest suddenly heaved; Gorgik gave up some sound thet tore in the cartilages of his throat.

“Is that getting warm?’ The Suzeraine lifted the poker tip. An off-center scorch-mark marred the
adtrolabe’ s verdigris. 1 was saying: the workmanship is clearly from the south. If you haven't spent time
there, why ese would you be wearing it?” Then the Suzeraine pressed the poker tip to Gorgik’s thigh;
Gorgik screamed. The Suzeraine, after a second or two, removed the poker from the bligering mark
(amidgt the cluster of marks, bubbled, yellow, some crusted over by now). “Let me repeat something to
you, Gorgik, about the rules of the game we're playing: the game of time and pain. | sad this to you
before we began. | say it to you again, but the context of severa hour's experience may reweight its
meaning for you—and before | repedt it, let metdl you that | shdl, as | told you before, eventudly repeat
it yet again: When the pains are amdl, in this game, then we make the time very, very long. Little pains,
gpaced out over the seconds, the minutes—no more than a minute between each—for days on end.
Days and days. You have no idea how much | enjoy the prospect. The timing, the ingenuity, the slent
comparisons between your responses and the responses of the many, many others | have had the
pleasure to work with—that is dl my satisfaction. Remember this on the smplest and most basic levd,
theinfliction of these little torments gives me far more pleasure than would your reveding the infprmation
thet isther occasion. So if you want to get back at me, to thwart me in some way, to cut short my redl
pleasureindl of this, perhaps you had best—"

“l told you! I"'ve answered your questiond! I’ ve answered them and answered them truthfully! | have
never set foot on the Garth! The astrolabe was a gift to me when | was practicdly a child. | cannot even
recdl the circumstances under which | received it. Some noble man or woman presented it to me on a
whim a some castle or other that | stayed at.” (The Suzeraine replaced the poker on the furnace rack
and turned to a case, hanging on the stone wall, of smal polished knives)) “1 am aman who has stayed in
may castles, many hoves, | have dept under bridges in the cities, in fine inns and old dleys. | have
rested for the night in fidds and forests. And | do not mark my history the way you do, cataloguing the
gftsand graces | have been lucky enough to—" Gorgik drew a sharp breath.

“The flesh between the fingers—terribly sengtive” The Suzeraine lifted the tiny knife, where a blood
drop crawled dong the cutting edge. “Asisthe skin be—

tween the toes, on even the most caloused feet. I've known men—not to mention women—who
remained staunch under hot pokers and burning pincers who, as soon as | started to make the few,
gndlest cuts in the flesh between the fingers and toes (redly, no more than a dozen or so) became
agonishingly cooperative. I'm quite serious.” He put down the blade on the table edge, picked up the
towd from the basn and sgueezed; reddened water rilled between his fingers into the bowl. The
Suzeraine swabbed at the narrow tongue of blood that moved down the plank below Gorgik’'s massve
(twitching alittle now) hand. “The thing wrong with having you danted like this, head up and feet down, is
thet even the most conscientious of us finds himsdf concentrating more on your face, chest, and somach
than, say, on your feet, ankles, and knees. Some exquisite fedings may be produced in the knee: atiny
nal, asmdl mdlet ... Firg | shdl make afew more cuts. Then | shdl wake our friend snoring againg the
wadl. (You scream and he dill degps! Isn't it amazing? But then, he's had so much of thid) We dhdl
reverse the direction of the dant—head down, feet up—s0 that we can spread our efforts out more
evenly over the arena of your flesh.” In another basin, of ydlow liquid, another doth was submerged. The
Suzeraine pulled the cloth out and spread it, dripping. “A little vineger ...”

Gorgik’s head twisted in the damp across his forehead that had dready rubbed to blood at both
temples as the Suzeraine laid the dloth across his face.



“A little sdt. (Mysdlf, I've dways fdt that four or five amdl pains, each of which done would be no
more than a nuisance, when gpplied dl together can be far more effective than a angle great one.)” The
Suzeraine took up the sponge from the coarse crysta's heaped in a third basin (crystals dung, glittering, to
the brain-shape) and pressed it againgt Gorgik’s scorched and fresh-blistered thigh. “Now the knife again

Somewhere, doors clashed.

Gorgik coughed hoarsdy and repeatedly under the cloth. Frayed threads dribbled vinegar down his
chest.

The cough broke into another scream, as another bloody tongue licked over thefird.

Other doors, nearer, clashed.

One of the daves with the wire sawn in his ears turned to look over his shoulder.

The Suzeraine paused in sponging off the knife.

On his bench, without ceasing his snore, the torturer knuckled dumgly & his nose.

The chamber door swung back, grating. Smdl Sarg ran in, legped on the wooden top of a cage
bolted to the wall (that could only have hed a human being squeezed in a very unnaturd position), and
shouted: “All who are daves here are now freel”

The Suzeraine turned around with an odd expression. He said: “Oh, not again! Redly, thisis the last
time” He stepped from the table, his shadow momentarily fdling across the vinegar rag twigting on
Gorgik’s face. He moved the canvas hanging aside (furnace light lit faint stairs risng), stepped behind it;
the ragged canvas swung to—there was a smdl, find clash of bolt and hasp.

Smdl Sarg was about to legp after him, but the torturer suddenly opened his bloodshot eyes, the
forehead below his bald skull wrinkled; he lumbered up, roaring.

“Areyou free or dave?’ Smdl Sarg shrieked, sword out.

The torturer wore awide legther neck collar, set about with studs of rough metd, a Sgn (Smdl Sarg
thought; and he had thought it before) that, if any 9gn could or should indicate a state somewhere
between davery and freedom, would beit. “Tdl me” Smdl Sarg shrieked again, as the man, eyes bright
with gpprehension, body duggish with deep, lurched forward, “are you dave or free?” (In three castles
the studded leather had hidden the bare neck of a free man; in two, the iron collar.) When the torturer
seized the edge of the plank where Gorgik was bound—only to steady himsdlf, and yet ..—Sarg leaped,
bringing his sword down. Studded leather cuffing the torturer’ s forearm deflected the blade; but the same
deepy lurch threw the hulking barbarian (for despite his shaved head, the torturer’s heavy features and
gold skin spoke as pure a southern origin as Sarg’'s own) to the right; the blade, amed only to wound a
shoulder, plunged into flesh at the bronze haired solar plexus.

The man's flesy arms locked around the boy’s hard shoulders, joining them in an embrace
lubricated with blood. The torturer’s face, an inch before Sarg's, seemed to explode in rage, pain, and
agtonishment Then the head fdl back, eyes opened, mouth gaping. (The torturer’s teeth and bresth were
bad, very bad: this was the firg time Smdl Sarg had ever actudly killed a torturer.) The grip relaxed
around Sarg’ s back; the man fdl; Sarg staggered, his sword ill gripped in one hand, wiping & the blood
that spurted high as his chin with the other. “You're free ... I” Sarg cdled over his shoulder; the sword
came loose from the corpse.

The door daves, however, were gone. (In two cagtles, they had gone seeking their own escape; in
one, they had come back with guards ...) Smdl Sarg turned toward the danted plank, pulled the rag
away from Gorgik’s rough beard, flung it to the floor. “Madgter ...!I”

“So, you are ... here—again—to ... freeme”

“I have followed your orders, Magter; | have freed every dave | encountered on my way ..
Suddenly Smdll Sarg turned back to the corpse. On the torturer’s hand-wide belt, among the gnarled
studs, was a hook and from the hook hung a dutch of amdl insruments. Smdl Sarg searched for the key
among them, came up with it. It was Smply a metd bar with a handle on one end and a fla Sde at the
other. Sarg ducked behind the board and began twisting the key in locks. On the upper side of the plank,
chainsfdl awvay and clamps bounced loose. Planks squeaked benegth flexing muscles.

Sarg came up as the last leg damp swung away from Gorgik’s ankle (leaving it red indentations) and



the man’s great foot hit the floor. Gorgik stood, kneed-ing one shoulder; he pushed again and again at
his flank with the hed of one hand. A grin broke his beard. “It's good to see you, boy. For a while |
didn't know if I would or not. The tak was dl of amdl pains and long times.”

“What did they want from you—this time?’ Sarg took the key and reached around behind his own
neck, fitted the key in the lock, turned it (for these were barbaric times, the mountain man, named
Bd-ham, who had invented the lock and key, had only made one, and no one had yet thought to vary
them: different keys for different locks was a refinement not to come for a thousand years), unhinged his
callar, and stood, halding it in his soiled hands.

“This time it was some nonsense about working as a messenger in the south—your part of the
country.” Gorgik took the collar, raised it to his own neck, closed it with a dink. “When you're under the
hands of a torturer, with adl the names and days and questions, you lose your grip on your own memory.
Eveything he says sounds vagudly familiar, as if something like it might have once occurred. And even
the things you once were sure of lose their patina of redlity.” A bit of Gorgik’s hair had caught in the lock.
With a finger, he yanked it loose—at a lull in the furnace's crackling, you could hear har tear. “Why
should | ever go to the Garth? IVe avoided it so long | can no longer remember my reasons.” Gorgik
lifted the bronze disk from his chest and frowned at it. “Because of this he assumed | must have been
there. Some noble gave this to me, how many years ago now? | don’t even recdl if it was a man or a
woman, or what the occason was.” He snorted and let the disk fdl. “For amoment | thought they’d mdt
it into my chest with their cursed pokers.” Gorgik looked around, stepped across gory stone. “Well, little
master, you' ve proved yoursdf once more; and yet once more | supposeit'stimeto go.” He picked up a
broad sword leaning againg the wall among a pile of weapons, frowned at the edge, scraped at it with
the blunt of his thumb, “Thiswill do.”

Sarg, stepping over the torturer’s body, suddenly bent, hooked afinger under the studded collar, and
pulled it down. “Jugt checking on this one, hey, Gorgik? The neck, benegth the legther, was iron bound.

“Checking what, little master?” Gorgik looked up from his blade.

“Nothing. Come on, Gorgik.”

The big man's step held the ghost of a limp; Smdl Sarg noted it and beat the worry from his mind.
The walk would grow steadier and steadier. (It had before.)) “Now we mug fight our way out of here
and flee this ccumbling pile”

“I'm ready for it, little master.”

“Gorgik?’

“Yes, maser?’

“The one who got away ... 7’

“The one who was torturing me with his supid questions?” Gorgik stepped to the furnace' s edge,
pulled aside the hanging. The door behind it, when he jiggled its rope handle, was immobile and looked
to be of plank too thick to batter in. He let the curtain fal again. And the other doors, anyway, stood
open.
“Who was he, Gorgik?’

The bearded man made a snorting sound. “We have our campaign, master—to free daves and end
the inditution's inequities. The lords of Neveryon have their campaign, their intrigues, their schemes and
whims What you and | know, or should know by now, is how little our and ther campaigns actudly
touch ... though in place after place they come close enough so that no man or woman can dip between
without encounter, if not injury.”

“l do not undergtand ... 7’

Gorgik laughed, loud as the fire. “That’s because | am the dave that | am and you are the master you
are” And he was beside Sarg and past him; Smdl Sarg, behind him, ran.

3

The women shrieked—mogt of them. Gorgik, below swinging lamps, turned with raised sword to see
one of the glent ones crouching againg the wal beside a stool—an old woman, most certainly used to



the jeweded collar cover, though hers had come off somewhere. There was only iron a her neck now.
Her har was in thin black braids, dealy dyed, and looping her brown forehead. Her eyes caught
Gorgik's and perched on his gaze like some terrified creature’s, guarding infinite secrets. For a moment
he fdt an urge, though it did not quite rise clear enough to take words, to question them. Then, in the
confusion, alamp chain broke; burning ail spilled. Guards and daves and servants ran through a growing
wdter of flane The woman was gone. And Gorgik turned, flaling, taking with him only her imege.
Somehow the cadtle had (again) been unable to concelve of its own fdl at the hands of a naked man—or
boy—and had, between chaos and rumor, collapsed into mayhem before the ten, the fifty, the
hundred-fifty brigands who had stormed her. Slaves with weapons, guards with pot-tops and fam
implements, paid servants carrying myserious packages ether for safety or looting, dashed there and
here, dl seeming aslikely to be taken for foe as friend. Gorgik shouldered againgt one door; it splintered,
swvung out, and he was through—smoke trickled after him. He ducked across littered stone, falowing his
shadow flickering with back light, darted through another door that was open

Siver splattered his eyes. He was outside; moonlight splintered through the low leaves of the catalpa
above him. He turned, both to see where he'd been and if he were followed, when a figure dready clear
inthe moon, hissed, “Gorgik!” above the screaming indde.

“Hey, little masgter!” Gorgik laughed and jogged across the rock.

Smdl Sarg saized Gorgik’s arm. “Come on, Gorgik! Let's get out of here. We ve done what we
can, haven't we?’

Gorgik nodded and, together, they turned to plunge into the svampy forests of Strethi.

Making their way benegath branches and over mud, with slver spills shafting the mists, Smdl Sarg and
Gorgik came, in the humid autumn night, to a stream, a dearing, a scarp—where two women sat a the
white ashes of a recent fire, taking softly. And because these were primitive times when certain
conversationa formdities had not yet grown up to contour discourse among strangers, certain subjects
that more dvilized times might have banished from the evening were here brought quickly to the fore.

“l see abruised and tired dave of middle age,” said the woman who wore a mask and who had given
her name as Raven. With ankles crossed before the moonlit ash, she sat with her arms folded on her
rased knees. “From that, one assumes that the youngster is the owner.”

“But the boy,” added the redhead kneding beside her, who had given her name as Norema, “is a
barbarian, and in this time and place it is the southern barbarians who, when they come this far north,
usudly end up daves. The older, for dl his bruises, has the bearing of a Kolhari man, whom you'd
expect to be the owner.”

Gorgik, stting with one am over one knee, sad: “We are both free men. For the boy the collar is
symbolic—of our mutud affection, our mutud protection. For mysdf, it is sexua—a necessary part in the
pattern that dlows both action and orgasm to manifest themselves within the Sngle circle of desire. For
neither of usisits meaning socid, save that it shocks, offends, or deceives.”

Smdl Sarg, aso crosdegged but with his shoulders hunched, his elbows pressed to his sdes, and his
figs on the ground, added, “My magter and | are free”

The masked Raven gave a dill bark that it took seconds to recognize as laughter: “You both daim
to be free, yet one of you bears the title ‘master’ and wears a dave collar at the same time? Surdy you
are two jegters, for | have seen nothing like thisin the length and breadth of this strange and terrible land.”

“We are lovers” sad Gorgik, “and for one of us the symboalic diginction between dave and master is
necessary to desire’s consummation.”

“We are avengers who fight the inditution of davery wherever we find it,” sad Smdl Sarg, “in
whatever way we can, and for both of us it is symbolic of our time in servitude and our bond to dl men
and women dill so bound.”

“If we have not pledged oursalves to death before capture, it is only because we both know that a
living dave can rebel and a dead dave cannot,” said Gorgik.

“We have seged more than saven castles now, rdleasing the workers locked in the laboring pens, the
kitchen and house daves, and the adminidrative daves dike. As well, we have set upon those men who
roam through the land capturing and sdling men and women as if they were property. Between castles



and countless brigands, we have freed many who had only to find a key for ther collars. And in these
srange and barbaric times, any key will do.”

The redheaded Norema said: “You love as master and dave and you fight the inditution of davery?
The contradiction seems as sad to me as it seemed amusing to my friend.”

“As one word uttered in three different Stuaions may mean three entirdy different things, so the
collar worn in three different Stuations may meen three different things They are not the same sex,
affection, and society,” said Gorgik. “Sex and society relate like an object and its image in a reflecting
glass One reverses the other—are you familiar with the phenomenon, for these are primitive times, and
mirrors are rare—"

ic] gm familiar with it,” said Norema and gave him along, considered |ook.

Raven sad: “We are two women who have befriended each other in this strange and terrible land,
and we have no love for davers. We've killed three now in the two years weve traveled
together—davers who've thought to take us as property. It is easy, redly, here where the men expect
the women to scream and kick and bite and dap, but not to plan and place bladesin their gut.”

Norema said: “Once we passed a gang of davers with a herd of ten women in collars and chains,
camped for the night. We descended on them—from their shouts they seemed to think they’d been set
on by a hundred fighting men.”

Sarg and Gorgik laughed; Norema and Raven laughed—all recognizing a phenomenon.

“You know,” mused Norema, when the laughter was done, “the only thing that dlows you and
oursalves to pursue our liberations with any success is that the offidd policy of Neveryon goes againgt
davery under the edict of the Child Empress.”

“Whosereign,” said Gorgik, absently, “isjust and generous.”

“Whose reign,” grunted the masked woman, “is a sun-dried dragon turd.”

“Whose reign—" Gorgik smiled—"is currently insufferable, if not insecure.”

Norema said: “To mouth those conservative formulas and actively oppose davery seems to me the
same sort of contradiction as the one you fird presented us with.” She took a reflective breath. “A day
ago we stopped near here a the castle of the Suzeraine of Strethi. He was amused by us and entertained
us mogt pleasantly. But we could not help notice that his whole castle was run by daves, men and
women. But we amiled, and ate dave-prepared food—and were entertaining back.”

Gorgik sad: “It was the Suzeraine' s cadtle that we last Seged.”

Smdl Sarg sad: “And the kitchen daves, who probably prepared your med, are now free”

The two women, masked and unmasked, amiled a each other, amiles within which were inscribed
both satisfaction and embarrassment.

“How do you accomplish these Seges?’ Raven asked.

“One of the other of us, in the guise of a free man without collar, approaches a castle where we have
heard there are many daves and ddivers an ultimatum.” Gorgik grinned. “Free your daves or ...

“Or what?’ asked Raven.

“To find an answer to that question, they usudly cast the one of us who came into the torture
chamber. At which point the other of us, decked in the collar—it practicaly guarantees one entrance if
one knows which doors to come in by—lays sege to the hold.”

“Only,” Smdl Sarg said, “this time it didn’'t work like that. We were together, planning our initid
drategy, when suddenly the Suzeraine's guards attacked us. They seemed to know who Gorgik was.
They cdled him by name and dmost captured us both.”

“Did they, now?" asked Norema.

“They seemed dready to have their questions for me. At firg | thought they knew what we had been
doing. But these are strange and barbaric times; and information travels dowly here”

“What did they question you about?’ Raven wanted to know.

“Strange and barbaric things” sad Gorgik. “Whether | had worked as a messenger for some
southern lord, carrying tales of children’s bouncing balls and other trivid imports. Many of ther questions
centered about ..."” He looked down, fingering the metd disk hanging againg his chest. As he gazed, you
could see, from histenang cheek muscle, a thought assail him.



Smdl Sarg watched Gorgik. “What isit ... 7’

Sowly Gorgik’s brutish features formed a frown. “When we were fighting our way out of the castle,
there was awoman ... adave. I'm sure she was adave. She wore the collar ... But she reminded me of
another woman, a noble woman, awoman | knew a long time ago ...” Suddenly he smiled. “Though she
too wore the callar from time to time, much for the same reasons as |.”

The matted haired barbarian, the western woman in her mask, the idand woman with her cropped
har sat about the slvered ash and watched the big man turn the disk. “When | was in the torture
chamber, my thoughts were fixed on my own campaign for liberation and not on what to me seemed the
idictic fixations of my oppressor. Thus dl ther questions and comments are obscure to me now. By the
same token, the man | am today obscures my memories of the youthful dave released from the bondage
of the mines by this noble woman's whim. Y et, prompted by that face this evening, vague memories of
then and now emerge and confuse themsdlves without daifying. They turn about this instrument, for
measuring time and space ... they have to do with the name Kro-dar ...”

The redhead said: “I have heard that name, Krodar ...

Within the frayed eyeholes, the night-blue eyes narrowed; Raven glanced at her companion.

Gorgik sad: “There was something about a monagtery in the south, caled something like the
Vyger-nangx ... 7’

The masked woman sad: “Yes, | know of the Vy-gernangx ...”

The redhead glanced back a her friend with a look set between complete blankness and deep
know-ingness.

Gorgik sad: “And there was something about the bdls, the toys we played with as children ... or
perhaps the rhyme we played to ... 7’

Smdl Sarg sad: “When | was a child in the jungles of the south, we would harvest the little modules
of sap that seeped from the scars in certain broadleafed padms and save them up for the traders who
would come every spring for them ..*

Both women looked at each other now, then a the men, and remained Slent.

“Itisas though—" Gorgik held up the verdigrised disk with its barbarous chasings—"dl these things
would come together in alogicd pattern, immensdy complex and greetly beautiful, tieing together dave
and empress, commoner and lord—even gods and demons—to show how dl are related in a negotiable
pattern, like some sailors knot, not yet pulled taut, but laid out on the dock in loose loops, so that Smply
to see it in such form were to comprehend it even when yanked tight. And yet ...” He turned the
adrolabe over. “... they will not clear in my mind to any such pattern!”

Raven sad: “The lords of this strange and terrible land indeed live lives within such complex and
murderous knots. We have dl seen them whether one has Seged a castle or been seduced by the
hospitaity of one; we have dl had a finger through at least a loop in such a knot. You've taked of
mirrors, pretty man, and of ther strange reversa effect. I’'ve wondered if our ignorance it smply a
reversed image of ther knowledge.”

“And I've wondered—" Gorgik said, “dave, free-commoner, lord—if each isn't somehow a
reflection of the other; or areflection of areflection.”

“They are not,” said Norema with intense conviction. “ That is the most horrendous notion I've ever
heard.” But her beating lids, her astonished expression as she looked about in the moonlight, might have
suggested to a sophisticated enough observer a conversation somewhere in her past of which this was the
reflection.

Gorgik observed her, and waited.

After awhile Norema picked up a stick, poked in the ashes with it: asngle cod turned up ruby in the
dlver scatter and blinked.

After a few moments, Norema said: “Those bdls ... that the children play with in summer on the
dreets of Kolhari ... Mysdf, I've dways wondered where they came from—I mean | know about the
orchards in the south. But | mean how do they get to the dty every year.”

“You don't know that?’ Raven turned, quite astonished, to her redheaded companion. “You mean to
tdl me, idand woman, that you and | have traveled together for over a year and a hdf, seeking fortune



and adventure, and you have never asked methis nor have | ever told you?’

Norema shook her head.

Again Raven loosed her barking laughter. “Redly, what is most strange and terrible about this strange
and terrible land is how two women can be blood friends, chattering away for days at each other, saving
one another’s lives hdf a dozen times running and yet somehow never redly tak! Let me tdl you: the
Wegtern Crevasse, from which | hall, has, running dong its bottom, a river that leads to the Eastern
Ocean. My people live the whole length of the river, and those living a the estuary are fine, seefaring
women. It is our boats, crewed by these saling women of the Western Crevasse, who each year have
sdled to the south in our red ships and brought back these toys to Kolhari, as indeed they aso trade
them up and down theriver.” A amdl laugh now, a sort of gtifled snorting. “1 was twenty and had dready
left my home before | came to one of your ports and the idea struck me that a man could actudly do the
work required on a boat.”

“Aye” sad Gorgik, “I saw those boats in my youth—but we were dways scared to talk with anyone
working on them. The captain was dways aman; and we assumed, | suppose, that he must be a very evil
person to have so many women within his power. Some proud, swaggering felow—as frequently a
foreigner as one of your own men—"

“Yes” sad Norema. “I remember such a boat. The crew was dl women and the captain was a
great, black-skinned fdlow who terrified everyonein my idand village—"

“The captain aman?’ The masked woman frowned beneath her mask’s ragged hem. “I know there
are boats from your Ulvayn idands on which men and women work together. But a man for a cgptain on
aboat of my people ... ? 1t is o unlikdly that |1 am quite prepared to dismissit as an outright imposs—"
She stopped; then she barked, “Of course. The man on the boat! Oh, yes, my slly heathen woman, of
course thereisaman on the boat. There s dways aman on the boat. But he's certainly not the Captain.
Bdieve me, my friend, even though | have seen men fulfil it, Captain is a woman's job: and in our land it
isusudly the eldest sailor on the boat who takes the job done by your captain.”

“If it wasn't the captain, then,” asked Norema, “who was he?’

“How can | explanittoyou ... 7 Raven said. “Thereis dways a man in a group of laboring women
in my country. But he is more like a taisman, or a good-luck piece the women take with them, than a
working salor—much less an officer. He is a figure of prestige, yes, which explains his fancy dress; but
heis not afigure of power. Indeed, do you know the wooden women who are so frequently carved on
the prow of your man-sailored ships? Well he fulfils a part among our sailors much as that wooden
woman does among yours. | suppose to you it seems strange. But in our land, a Sngle woman lives with
aharem of men; and in our land, any group of women at work aways keeps a sngle man. Perhaps it is
amply another of your reflections? But you, in your strange and terrible land, can see nothing but men a
the heads of things. The captain indeed! A pampered pet who does his exercises every morning on the
deck, who preens and is praised and shown off a every port—that is what men are for. And, beieve
me, they love it, no matter what they say. But a man ... a man with power and authority and the right to
make decisons? You mug excuse me, for though | have been in your strange and terrible land for years
and know such things exig here, |1 dill cannot think of such things among my own people without
laughing” And here she gave her awkward laugh, while with her pam she beat her bony knee.
“Serioudy,” she said when her laugh was done, “such a pattern for work seems so naturd to me that |
cannot redly believe you've never encountered anything like it before—" she was taking to Norema
now—"even here”

Norema amiled, alittle strangdly. “Yes, | ... | have heard of something like it before.”

Gorgik agan examined the redhead’s face, as if he might discern, inscribed by eye-curve and
cheek-bone and forehead-line and lip-shape what among her memories reflected this discussion.

Something covered the moon.

Firs masked Raven, then the other three, looked up. Wide wings labored off the light.

“What is such a mountain beast doing in such aflat and svampy land?” asked Smdl Sarg.

“It mugt be the Suzeraine's pet,” Norema said. “But why should he have let it go?’

“S0,” said Raven, “once again tonight we are presented with a mysterious Sgn and no way to know



whether it completes a pattern or destroys one.” The laugh this time was something that only went on
behind her closed lips. “They cannot fly very far. There is no ledge for her to perch on. And once she
lands, in this swampy morass, she won't be able to regain flight. Her wings will tear in the brambles and
she will never fly again.”
But dmog asif presenting the image of some ironic answer, the wings flapped againgt a sudden, high,
unfet breeze, and the beast, here shorn of dl fables, rose and rose—for a while—under the night.
—New York Oct ‘76—July ‘78

Appendix. Some Informal Remarks Toward The Modular
Calculus, Part Three

When, in the saring of 1947, Muhammed the Walf flung his stone into the cave near Ain Feshkla,
bresking open the jar containing the firgt of the Dead Sea Scralls, or, indeed, when, eghty years before,
the Turkish archeologis Rassam and the Englishmen Lay-ard and Smith shoveled through into the
Temple Library a Nineveh, gving the world the Gilgamesh epic, both provided steps in a daificaion
thet had been progressing apace even among the discoveries made as Schliemann’'s workers sunk ther
pickaxes a Hissarlik.

The fragment known as the Culhar* (or sometimes the Kolhare) Text—and more recently as the
Misso-longhi Codex (from the Greek town where the volumes, now on store in the basement of the
Isanbul Archeological Museum, were purchased in the ningteenth century, and which contain what is
now considered to be one of the two oldest versons of the text known) not only has a strange history,
but a srangdly disseminated history. The most recent stage of that dissemination has joined it with an
abstruse mathematica theory and the creative mind of a fascinating young scholar.

The Culhar’ Text itsdf, a narrative fragment of gpproximately nine hundred words, has been known
and noted in many languages for centuries, among them

Sanskrit, Aramaic, Persan, Arabic, and Proto-Latin. From time to time, daims of grest antiquity
have been made for it—4,500 B.C., or even 5,000 B.C., which would put it practicaly ingde the muzzy
boundaries of the nedlithic revolution. But such dams at least until recently, have been dismissed by
serious scholars as fanaful.

Sill, the fact that versions of the text have been found in so many languages suggedts thet at one time
it was consgdered a text of great importance in the ancient world. But the reasons why the text was
considered so important have only recently come to light.

The only ancient people who did not, gpparently, know of the Culhar’ fragment were, oddly, the
Attic Greeks—though their ignorance of it no doubt goes a long way to explain the length of time it has
taken for modern speculation to reach any productive level.

In 1896, four years after Haupt published the second of his two-volume edition of the then extant
cuneiform tablets, by chance a scholar of ancient Perdgan, vigting Peter Jensen in Germany when the
latter was engaged in his German trandations which were to appear in 1900 and 1901, recognized one of
the fragmentary tablets that had been dearly excluded from the Gilgamesh tale as a Babylonian verson of
the Culhar’, which till then had more or less generdly been thought to have originated in ancient Persia
may years laer.

The egtablishment of the Culhar’ Text's compodtion a a date notably before Homer was a highly
gonificant discovery. Indeed, had the Nineveh tablets been found to contain, say, a Babylonian
trandation of one of the Homeric hymns, scholarly circles would no doubt have been thrown into a
turmail that would dill be reflected today in every introduction to the Uliad or the Odyssey and every
popularized account of modern archeologica investigations. As it was, however, the notice taken of that
discovery seems to have been restricted to mentions only by three German orientdists. And two of those
mentions were in footnotes. Still, a least one of the footnotes made the point thet a question—which



goparently had lagt vexed a whole monastery full of ninth-century Rumanian monks-had once again come
to the fore: In just what language did the Culhar’ fragment originate?

Schliemann’s successor at Hiss&rlik, Carl William Blegan, discovered a Greek verson of the text in
the fourth down of the nine cities built one a-top the other a the Ste of Troy. Did even older versons
exig in levd Vila, the levd now believed to be higoricd Ulium? If so, it was gpparently not among the
booty Agamemnon brought back to the Argalis.

We have mentioned the Dead Sea Scralls dready: what was found in ‘47, among the sewn-together
parchments in their wrappings of linen and pitch among the jars and copper scrolls from the caves on the
Dead Sea Shore, was one parchment fragment, clearly not among the mgor scrolls and not clearly
related to the Essene protocols as were the interesting mgority of the others, containing an ancient
Hebrew text that seemed to be nothing less than a fragmentary vocabulary in which hieroglyphiclike
markings were equated with ancient Hebrew words and phrases. It was initidly assumed, by Khun,
Baker and others, that this was a lexicon to fadlitate the sudy of some lost Egyptian text. But ether
because of the palitica Stuation exising between Egypt and Israel, or because the Hebrew words were
not part of the vocabulary associated with the Exodus, interet was more or less deferred in this
particular parchment. (Edmund Wilson in his book on the Dead Sea Scrolls does not even mention its
exigence)) And the judgment that the language was actudly Egyptian was, itsdf, disputed on so many
counts that the question findly vanished with the excitement over the contents of other texts from other
jars, other gtes.

At any rate, it was not until 1971 that a young American scholar, K. Ledie Steiner, who had been
given an informa account of this parchment by afriend a the Universty of Td Aviv, redized that most of
the Hebrew words seemed to be trandations of words that appeared in that at-one-time most ubiquitous
of ancient texts: the Culhar’ fragment.
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K. Ledie Steiner was born in Cuba in 1945. Her mother was a black American from Alabama; her
father was an Audrian Jew. From 1951 on, Steiner grew up in Ann Arbor, where both her parents
taught at the Univergty of Michigan, and where Steiner now holds joint tenure in the German,
Comparative Literature, and Mahematics departments.

Steiner’s mathematica work has mosily been done in an obscure spin-off of a branch of category
theory cdled “naming, liging, and counting theory.” By the time she was twenty-two, her work had
edtablished her as one of America's three leading experts in the fidd. This was the work that she was
shortly to bring to bear on the problem of this ancient text in such a novel and ingenius way. When she
was twenty-four, Steiner published a book cdled The Edge of Language with Bowling Green
Univergty Press—not, as one might imagine from our account so far, a tregtise on ancient scripts, but
rather a sudy of linguidic patterns common to comic books, pornography, contemporary poetry, and
science fiction,* one of the decade’s more daunting volumes in the fidd of popular and cross-cultura
dudies. Steiner’s linguidic/archeologicd  interests, nevertheless, have been a consuming amateur
hobby—the tradition, apparently, with so many who have made the greatest contributions to the fidd,
from Heinrich Schliemann himsdlf to Michad Ventris, both of whom were basicdly brilliant amateurs.

Steiner’s recognition of the scroll as a lexicon meant to fadlitate the sudy of the Culhar* Text in
ome

* Steiner has written numerous personable and ingghtful reviews of science fiction noves that have
appeared in severa Midwestern science fiction “fanzines” many of whose readers are probably unaware
of her scholarly accomplishments.
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long-lost language would be notable enough. But Steiner dso went on to establish that the language
was not Egyptian, a least not any variety we possess. Eighteen months of followup seemed to suggedt,
from the appearance of the logt script, that, if anything, it was a variety of writing related to the cuneiform
ideograms of the Mesopotamian and Indus Vdley regions Her subsequent efforts to locate exactly



which form of cuneiform it might be (during which she hersdf distinguished three didtinct forms among the
numerous untrand atable tablets that ill exist) will no doubt someday make a fascinating book. Suffice it
to say, however, tha in 1977, one Yavus Ahmed Bey, a 24-year-old research assstant in the Istanbul
Archeo-logical Museum, directed Steiner to a codex of untrandated (and presumably untrandatable)
texts on storein the library archives.

The codex, a set of loose parchments and vela, had been purchased in Missolonghi in the late
summer of 1824, a city and a year that readers of Romantic poetry will immediatdly associate with the
desth of Byron—though from al accounts, the sale of the codex, some four months &fter the poet’ s desth
inthe war-ravaged town, had nothing to do with Byron per se. Indeed the 36-year-old poet, who, by the
crud April of his demise, had become obese, drunken, and drug besotted, has the dubious diginction of
more than likey knowing nothing at dl of the vauable collection of texts that shared the village with im in
abasement storage chest a kilometer and a hdf up the road. The private collector who bought the codex
immediady spirited it avay to Ankara

Shortly after World War |, the codex came to the Istanbul museum, where gpparently it remained, dl
but unexamined by any save the odd research assgant. It took Steiner only an afternoon’s search
through the contents of the codex to locate the short, five-page text, dearly in the same script as the
parchment unearthed thirty years before by a Bedouin youth. Between the Ancient Hebrew lexicon and
what is known of other trandations of the Culhar’ fragment, it was comparativey ample to establish that
here was, in—

deed, a parchment copy of gill another verson of the Culha’, this time in an unknown
cuneform-gyle language. But the sgnificant point here was a note, in yet another language, written a the
end of this parchment; we must point out again thet this codex was purchased in 1824 and dl but ignored
till 1977. But since the late 1950's, practicaly any amateur concerned with ancient scripts would have
recognized the script of the appended noter it was the ancient Greek syllabary writing from Crete,
deciphered by the young engineer Michad Ventrisin 1954, known as Linear-B.

The parchment itsdf, from the evidence of other markings, most probably dates from the third
century A.D., but it is dso most probably a copy made from a much older source* very possbly by
someone who did not know the meaning of the letters put down. Indeed, it is the only fragment of
Linear-B ever to be found outsde of Crete. And it is a language that, as far as we know, no one has
known how to read for something in the neighborhood of five to sx thousand years. The Linear-B
fragment, which was soon trandated, reads.

Above these words are written the oldest writing known to wise men by a human hand. It is said that
they were written in the language of the country called by our grandparents Transpot6.

Here, in this fragment, we mog certainly have the explanation for why the Culha’ was so
widespread during ancient times and the nature of its importance: gpparently, over a good ded of Europe
and Asa Minor, during ancient times, the Culhar’ Text was thought to be the origin of writing, or the
archetrace. Where Transpote might be is a complete mygery ill, though from internd evidence one
would assume it was on a coast somewhere, of a body of water large enough to have idands more than a
day’s sal from land. In Greek, “Transpote’ would seem to be pos—

* Other parchmentsin the codex, written in the sameink and presumed to come from the same time,
are transcriptions of block-letter Greek inscriptions, that sculptura language written on stone in upper
case |etters without word-breaks, dating from pre-classic times.

sbly a play on the words “across never.” The Homeric meaning includes the possibility of “across
when” or “adigant once.” Thereisaso, of course, amore prosaic reading possible, that reads “pote—"
as some sort of gpocopation of “potamos’ meaning river, o tha the trandation may Smply be “across
the river.” Other trandations possble are “far never” and “far when"—none of which, aas, heps us
locate the actud country.

But if the Linear-B fragment is authentic, then it establishes with high probability the nedlithic origins
of the Culhar’ text—and probably the language transcribed in the Missolonghi Codex—since Linear-B
was in use only in the very early stages of the higtory of the nedlithic palaces a Cnossos, Phaistos, and
Mdlid.
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But to explain the nature of Steiner’s mgor contribution, we mus leave the Culhar’ fragment itsdf for
apage or so and speak about the origins of writing; and about Steiner’ s mathematica work.

The currently ragning archeologica theory holds that writing as we know it began not as marks made
on paper or skins, or even impressions made on soft dlay with pointed sticks, but rather as a set of day
tokens in the shapes of spheres, hdf spheres, cones, tetrahedrons, and—at a later date—doublecones
(or biconoids), as well as other shapes, some with holes or lines inscribed on them, some without. For
some five thousand years at least (c. 7,000 B.C. to c. 2,000 B.C.) these tokens in various parts of the
Middle East formed a system of account keeping, the various tokens representing animds, foods, jars,
and the numbers of them corresponding to given amounts of these goods. The tokens have been found in
numerous archeolog—

icd gtes from numerous periods. Until recently ar-cheologists tended to assume they were beads,
gaming pieces, children’'stoys, or even rdigious objects. The congstency in the shapes from dte to Site,
however, has only recently been noted. And it was practicdly at the same time as Steiner was making her
discoveriesin Istanbul that Denise Schmandt-Besserat redlized that a number of the cungform sgnsin the
day tablets associated with Uruk and Nineveh were smply two* dimensond representations of these
three-dimendona shapes, complete with their added incisons, holes, and decorations.

Thus “the violence of the letter” (a phrase given currency by Jacques Derrida in his book on the
metaphor of “speech vs. writing” in Western thought, Of Grammatology [Paris 1967]) may very wel
have begun, to use Schmandt-Bessarat’s words, with the clay “... rolled between the pams of the hand
or the lumps pinched between the fingertips ... incised and punched.” Indeed, Derrida's “double writing,”
or “writing within writing,” seems to be intriguingly dramatized by the most recent archeologica findings.

In Mesopotamian contractud Stuations, so runs the theory, these day tokens were used to make up
various hills of lading, with given numbers of tokens standing for corresponding amounts of grain, fabric,
or animas. The tokens were then sedled in day “bullag” which served as envelopes for tranamitting the
contracts. The envelopes presumably had to arrive unbroken. In order to fadlitaie the dedings, so tha
one would know, as it were, what the contract was about (in the sense of around ...?), the tokens were
firg pressed into the curved outer surface of the dill-pliable day bulla, before they were put ingde and
the bulla was sealed. Thus the surface of the bulla was inscribed with a list of the tokens it contained. In a
legd debate, the bulla could be broken open before judges and the true “word” within revealed.

The writing that we know as writing, in Babylonia a any rate, came about from Stuations in which
such double writing-withinrwriting was not considered necessary. Curved day tablets (and the reason for
those curves has been hugdy wondered at. Storage is the usud explanation. Schmandt-Besserat's
theory: they aped the curve of the bullarum surfaces, from which they were derived) were inscribed with
pictures of the impressons formely made by the tokens. These pictures of the token impressons
developed into the more than 1,500 ideograms that compose the range of cuneiform writing.

Bear inmind the list of tokens impressed on the bulla surface; and we are ready for a brief rundown
of Steiner’s mogt exciting contribution, in many peopl€e's opinion, to the matter. Steiner hersdf has written
ina popular aticle: “Brigfly, what | was able to do was smply to bring my mathematical work in Naming,
Liging, and Counting Theory to bear on my ar-cheologica hobby. N/L/C theory deds with various kinds
of order, the digtinctions between them, and dso with ways of combining them. In a‘naming’ (that is, a
collection of designated, i.e., named, objects), bascdly dl you can do—assuming that’s the only kind of
order you possess—is be sure that one object is not any of the others. When you have this much order,
there are certain things you can do and certain things you can’'t do. Now let's go on and suppose you
have a‘lig’ of objects. In a‘lig,” you not only know each object’s name, but you know its reaion to
two other objects, the one ‘above it in the lig and the one ‘below’ it in the lig. Again, with this much
order, and no more, you can do certain things and cannot do certain others. Andina‘count,” you have a
collection of objects correlated with what is known as a ‘proper lig. (Sometimes it’s caled a ‘full lig.)
A ‘count* dlows you to specify many, many complicated relationships between one object and the



others—adll this, of course, is detailed in rigorous terms when you work with the theory.” For the last
dozen years or S0 N/L/C theoreticians have been interested in what used to be cdled “third levd order.”
More recently, thisleve of order has been nicknamed “language” because it shares a surprisng number
of properties with language as we know iL

“Language’ is defined by something cdled a “non-commutetive subgtitution matrix.” As Steiner
explans it, a noncommutative subgtitution metrix is “... a collection of rules that alows unidirectiona
subdtitutions of listable subsets of a collection of names. For example, suppose we have the collection of
names A, B, C, D, and E. Such a matrix of rules might begin by saying: Wherever we find AB, we can
subgtitute CDE (though it does not necessarily work the other way around). Whenever we find DE, we
can subgtitute ACD. Whenever we find any term following ECB we can subgtitute AC for that term. And
S0 forth.* Steiner goes on to explain that these rules will sometimes make complete loops of subgtitution.
Such aloop is cdled, by N/L/C theoreticians, a“ discourse.”

“When we have enough discursive (i.e., looping) and nondiscursve sets of rules, the whole following
afarly complicated set of criteria, then we have what's known as a proper noncommutative subgtitution
matrix, or afull grammar, or a‘language.’ Or, if you will, an example of third levd order.”

N/L/C theory got its Start as an attempt to generate the rules for each higher leve of order by
combining the rules for the lower levesin various recursive ways. Its firg big problem was the discovery
that whileit isfarly easy to generate the rules for a“language’ by combining the rules for a “naming” and
a“lig,” it is impossble to generate the rules for a “count” just from a “naming” and a “lig,” without
generaing a proper “language’ firs—which is why a “language” and not a “count,” is the third levd of
order. A “count,” which is what most of mathematics up through cdculus is based on in one form or
another, is redly a degenerate form of language. “*Counting,” as it were, presupposes ‘language, and
not the other way around.” Not only is most mathematics based on the rules governing the “count,” so is
most extant hard computer circuitry. Trying to develop a red language from these “count” rules is rather
difficult; wheress if one starts only with the rules governing a “naming” and a “lig” to get draight to the
more complicated third-levd order known as “language” then the “language’ can include its own
degenerate form of the “count.”

Tordate dl this to the archeology of ancient languages, we mugt go back to the fact that we asked
you not to forget. Ingde the bulla we have a collection of tokens, or a“naming.” On the outsde of the
bulla, we have the impressons of the tokens, or a“lig.”

How does this rdate to the Culha’ Text? Soon after Steiner made her discovery in the Istanbul
Museum, a bulla was discovered by Pierre Amiet & the great Susa excavation at Ellimite, containing a
collection of tokens that, at least in x-ray, may wel represent a goodly portion of the words of the
ubiquitous Culhar* fragment; the bulla probably dates, by dl consensus, from c. 7,000 B.C. Is this,
perhaps, the oldest verson of the Culhar’? What basicdly leaves us unsure is smply that the surface of
this bulla is blank. Either it was not a contract (and thus never inscribed); or it was eroded by time and
the dements.

What Steiner has done is assume that the Misso-longhi Codex isthe “lig” that should be inscribed on
the bulla surface. She then takes her subgtitution patterns from the numerous versions in other languages.
There is a high correlation between the contained tokens and the inscriptions on the parchment
discovered in Istanbul.

Usng some of the more arcane subdtitution theory of N/L/C, coupled with what is known of other
trandations, Steiner has been able to offer a number of highly probable (and in some cases highly
imaginetive) revisons of exiding trandations based on the theoretical mechanics of various discursive
loopings.

Steiner hersdf points out that an argument can be made that the tokens insde the Susa bulla may just
happen to indude many of the words in the Culhar’ smply by chance. And even if it is ndt chance, says
Stener, “... the assgnments are highly problematic a a number of points, they may just be dead wrong.
Sill, the results are intriguing, and the process itsdf isfun.”
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Whatever other daims can be made for the Culhar\ it is dmost certainly among our oldest narrative
texts. It dearly predates Homer and mogst probably Gilgamesh—conceivably by as much as four
thousand years.

The classic text in Western society comes with a history of anterior recitation which, after a timeess
period, passed from tdler to tdler, is a last committed to a writing that both privileges it and
contaminates it. Thisis, if only by tradition, both the text of Homer and the text of the Eddas. And we
treat the text of Gilgamesh in the same way, though there is no positive evidence it did not begin as a
written composition.

The Culhar* dearly and dmost inarguably begins as a written text—or at least the product of a mind
cearly familiar with the redity of writing.

The opening metaphor, of the towers of the sunken buildings inscribing ther tde on the undersurface
of the sea so that it may be read by passng salors looking over the ral of their boats, is truly an
agtonishing moment in the history of Western imagination. One of Steiner’s mogt interesting emendations,
though it is the one least supported by the mathematics, is that the image itsdf is a metaphor for what
might be trandated: “... the irregular roofing stones of the sunken buildings mold the waves from below
into tokens [of the sunken buildings existence] so that passing sallors looking over their boat rails can
read ther presence (and presumably steer clear of them).” In some forms of the token-writing, Steiner
aso points out, the token for “bulla’ and the token for “sed’ are close enough to cause confuson. Steiner
suggests this might be another pun.

But if this reference to token-writing is correct, it poses what may be a problem laer on in the
Culhar': at dmog the exact center of the fragment there is a reference Steiner hersdf admits trandates as
“an old woman on the idand, putting colored ‘memory marks on unrolled reeds’ These, incidentdly, are
among the tokens “reed,”

“old woman,”

“idand’ that show up mos dealy ingde the bulla, though of course we have no way to be
sure—from the bulla—what their order is supposed to be. Were there a one time two forms of writing?
Or perhaps, as Steiner suggests, there actudly was “... a ‘naturd’ writing, that came as an amdgam of
vegetable and minerd pigments and vegetable or animd parchments, anterior to this Meso-potamian
ceramic violence-within-a-violence, awriting in which the Culhar’ begins, awriting later surpressed dong
with *... the three-legged pots and the weak flights of the storied serpents [dragons?] ..." that the Culhar*
mentions both towards its beginning and its end.”

Here are some further examples of traditiond versons of the Culhar’ with Steiner’s mathematicaly
ingpired emendations:

“l walk with a woman who carries two thin knives” reads the second sentence of most versons of
thetext in a least hdf the languagesit has shown up in. Previous commentators have taken thisto refer to
some kind of priestess or rdigious ritud. Steiner reads this (at one of the two places where her reading
makes the text more, ingtead of less, confusng): “1 trave (or journey) with a hero (femining) carying a
double blade (or twin-blades).” One has to admit that, weapon-wise, thisis a bit odd.

The emotiond center of the Culhar’, for most modern readers at any rate, is the narrator’s confesson
that he (Steiner, for reasons that mug findly be attributed to a quaintly feminig aberration, indds on
referring to the narrator as she) is exiled from the city of Culhar’, the dty that names the text, and is
doomed to spend his (her?) life traveing from the “large old roofless greathouses’ to the “large new
roofed great-houses’ and “begging gifts from hereditary nobles.”

Steiner’s comment about the sex of the narrator isilluminating about her mathematics, however: “The
highest probability my equations yidd for my suggested trandations is fifty percent—which, as anyone
who has worked in the fidd of ancient trandation knows, is a lot higher than many versons tha are
passed off as gospel (with both a samdl, and capitd, *g'). Since the sex of the narrator of a sexualy
ungpecified text is dways afifty-fifty posshbility, | amply take my choice, which is congstent with the rest



of my work.”

A phrase that has puzzZled commentators for a long time reads, in some versons. “the love of the
gmd| outlander for the big dave from Culhare” Although here Steiner’s equations did not settle anything,
they generated a lig of equdly weighted posshbilities (Stein-er prefers the word “ barbarian” to
“outlander,” and argues for it well):

1) “the love of the smdll barbarian dave for the tal man from Culhare’

2) “the love of the tdl dave from Culhare for the smdl barbarian”

3) “the amdl love of the barbarian and the tal men for davery”

“It is even possble” writes Steiner, “that the phrase is a complex pun in which dl these meanings
could be read fromit.” Just how this might actudly function in the narrative of which the Culhar’ fragment
isa part, however, she doesn't say.

Here are some other emendations that Steiner’s matrix equations have yielded vis-a-vis some of the
more treditional versons that have come from other trandations:

“For a long time they starved in the gresthouse after the women had eaten their sons” runs the
consensus verson from Sanskrit to Arabic.

Steiner’s emendation: “He starved in the greathouse many years after she had eaten her own twin
sons” Moreover, says Steiner, the antecedent of He isnone other than our tdl friend from Culhare.

At leadt five traditiond versons have some form of the sentence: “The merchant trades four-legged
pots for three-legged pots,” which isusudly taken to be a proverb that, because we are not sure exactly
what the pots were used for, we do not quite understand.

Sener: “The merchant [femde] ceases to ded in three-legged pots and now deds in four-legged
pots.”

The traditiond trandation: “Dragons fly in the northern mountains of EI’ Hamon. The Dragon Lord
rules over the south, and the southern priests, and the children’s high bouncing bals”

Seiner: “Dragons fly in the northern mountains at Ellamon. But the Dragon Lord vanishesin the south
among the southern priests and the children’s high bouncing bals” Though precisdy what the Dragon
Lord is doing with the children’s bouncing bals is a question that has puzzled everyone from those
Rumanian monks to Steiner hersdf; it isfindly anybody’ s guess.

Steiner’s trandation of the dosng of the Culhar* pretty wel agrees with mogt traditiond versons,
though some of her “fifty percent possibility” aternates are a bit disconcerting, if not disngenuous

“... the polished metd mirror [or “stomach” suggests Steiner without comment; or “genitas’] destroys
[or “digtorts,” or “reverses’] dl | see before me and behind me”

Whatever one may say, most of Steiner’s suggestions make the text a lot more coherent then it
appears in most versons. Problems remain, however, such as the vanishing Dragon Lord or the twin
blades. Some of Steiner’s suggestions (for ingtance, that the “child ruler Ine’ko” referred to in the text is
redly a girl) should probably be taken with the same grain of sdt with which we take her suggedtion that
the author is a woman. One recdls the eccentric theories of Samud Butler and Robert Graves on the
feminine authorship of the Odyssey; and one smiles with the same intrigued indulgence.

But whichever of Steiner’s readings one accepts or regects, it is impossble not to find one's
imaginaion plunging into the images thrown up by this arche-ologicd oddity, this writing on and around
and within writing, and not come up with myriad narrative pos—

ghilities that might meet, or even cross, in this ancient fragment. If some writer were to actudly put
down these gtories, just what sort of reflection might they congtitute, ether of the modern world or of our
own past higory?

Could one perhaps consder such an imaginative expanson dmply another trandation, another
reading of the text, another layer of the paimpsest?

It is difficult here not to recdl Levi-Straus's suggestion that dl versons of a myth must be studied
together in order to complete the picture—ancient versons and modern dike—and that Freud's
“Oedipus Complex” is smply the most modern verson of the Oedipus myth and should be taken as part
of it. Yet by the same token (as it were) one mug yet again recdl Derrida’'s Of Grammatology, whose
fird hdf is such a crushing critique of Levi-Straus's nodagia for “primitive presence’ in matters



anthropologicd. The question mudt findly be: Are Steiner’s eguations the expressions of a conservative
collective speech, which would certainly seem to be the case with any probability work concerning myth
or language; or, are they the expresson of aradica individudigtic author-» ity—which seems, a any rate,
to be the collective view of mathematicd creetivity, if not authorship/authority itsdf.

But the recdl of Of Grammatology is itsdf appropriately double. Let us consder Derrida's
reminder thet the basic structure of written dgnification is not, as it is in speech, the Sgnifier of the
sgnified, but rather the Sgnifier of the Sgnfier, amode of a modd, an image of an image, the trace of an
endledy deferred sgnification.

Jugt what would the vaue of such an imagindive narraive experiment, as we spoke of, be? Exactly
what sort of imaginaive act would condtitute, as it were, the mirror of Steiner’s own? Our answer must
be deferred, however, snce such atale, or set of taes, written in reflection of the extant versons of the
Cul-har’ Text has not been written. And the Culhar’ Text itsdf seems to play through the spectrum of
Eastern and Western languages as trandations of trandations, some older, some newer, but findly with
no locable origin.

—S. L. Kermit January, 1981



