"The dchemig, like the amith, and like the potter before him, isa’'master of fire. ' It iswith firethat he
controls the passage of matter from one siate to another. Thefirst potter who, with the aid of live embers,
was successful in hardening those shapes which he had given to his clay, must have felt the intoxication of
the demiurge: he had discovered atransmuting agent. That which took natura heat- from the sun or the
bowels of the earth-so long to ripen, was transformed by fire a a speed hitherto undreamed of. This
demiurgic enthusiasm springs from that obscure presentiment that the great secret lay in discovering how
to 'perform’ faster than Nature, in other words (Sinceit is dways necessary to talk in terms of the spiritual
experience of primitive man) how, without peril, to interfere in the processes of the cosmic forces. Fire
turned out to be the means by which man could ‘execute faster, but it could aso do something other than
what dready existed in Nature. It was therefore the manifestation of amagico-religious power which
could modify the world and which, consequently, did not belong to thisworld. Thisiswhy most primitive
cultureslook upon the specidist in the sacred-the shaman, the medicine man, the magician-as a'master of
fire ™

Mircea Eliade, The Forge and the Crucible

Chapter One

In those days Ashlu was aland of mountains and deserts. A single grest river, the Nacre, flowed from
Lake Nal inthe Lattan foothillsto the Sea of Marshes. Men lived in the foothills and on thefertile plains
surrounding them; men swarmed in the Nacre's broad valley and fertile delta; al €lse was desert of sdlt
and sand, or so the men of Chal believed.

Chd, City of the Eighty-four Sils-the eighty-four priesthoods-was nineteen days by barge or coracle from
the plains, but Kyborash, the colony Cha had planted on the ruins of conquered Drea-'Et, was dmost
on the edge of the plains, and it wasto the Fair at Kyborash that the Nomads came to trade horses and
rare dyestuffs. It wasto Kyborash aswell, where the clays, glazes, and woods for charcodswere all far
finer than those to be found e sewhere in the Chaldan Empire, that the Ri Sil-the Potters Sil-had come,
forsaking itsformer homein thecity of Chal itsdlf.

Ri Td wasaMaster Potter of the Ri Sil. He was astout, strong, open-faced man with yellow-brown skin
and coarse brown hair. AsaMaster Potter, he would never have left Kyborash had he not married
Kuan, the second daughter of TasNo Sil, the High Smith, but by smith law awoman who married
outcaste had to spend thefirst year of her marriageinritua exile from the city of her birth. A Magter
Potter had been needed to supervise the Sil's affairsin Chal, and Kuan was beauttiful, tall and full-bodied
yet supple, with the fire-red hair and black eyes of the smiths; besides, the Sil Smith had offered Ri Td a
truly magnificent brideprice for what was, after dl, only the outcaste marriage of asecond daughter, so Ri
Td had accepted exilewillingly.



Inthis, Sartor had smiled upon them. Some seven months after their arrival in Cha, Kuan blessed Ri Td
with ason, but the boy's eyes were ydlow, and had their child been born anywhere but in Chal itsdlf, the
Warriors of the Hand and V oice who had come to record its birth would have taken it from them to be
killed. Only the Kings of Chal had yellow eyes, and King Asp made sure that no child bearing the
outward signs of roya birth grew to chdlenge hisrule. But the Warrior of the V oice who examined the
boy was an old man who had served in the Palace for more than twenty-four years; he had known Asp's
father aswell as Asp himsdlf, and it was clear to him asit could never have been to some Warrior of the
Voice who had only seen King Asp rarely and from adistance, if at dl, that the strange sun-fire yellow of
the boy's eyes could never be mistaken for the roya amber of atrue King's eyes. So, in hismercy, he
granted Ri Td and Kuan their son'slife.

When he learned that his son wasto live, Ri Ta contrived to extend hisresdencein Chal another year.
The clay for the boy's thirteen baptisms had to come from the same earth, and it would have been folly
unthinkable to subject an unnamed child to the rigors of the journey to Kyborash. Though Cha was only
nine days downriver from Kyborash, the Nacre's powerful currents rendered traffic back up theriver
impossible, and the return trip took forty-three days by oxcart.

Thefirgt night of each full moon Ri Td painted his son with wet clay and chanted ritual words over him.
From each baptism the potter saved the clay with which he had anointed the boy's forehead. ThisRi Ta
placed in acool, secret place, and there it was seen by no one but himself.

Onthefirgt night of thefirgt full moon following the boy's one-year day, Ri Td took the clay from its
place of concealment and, covering it with the skin of afreshly killed male goat to keep the moonlight
from defiling it, carried it into the room where he did whét little working of the clay hisadminigrative
dutiesdlowed him.

Theroom wasin utter darkness, seded from dl light for two days, and no one but Ri Tal had been
alowed to enter it. During that time he had consecrated the room and all it contained to Sartor many
times; now, in the darkness, Ri Td drew blood from hisright arm with aknife of chipped stone. This
blood he consecrated and kneaded into the clay; then, working by touch aone, he molded the clay
around the stone blade and began the fashioning of the dolthe figurine in which his son's soul wasto be
embodied. It was a strange dolthe, its

shape revedled to him in adream imperfectly grasped; yet as he worked the clay he felt itsreca citrance
leaveit and he knew that Sartor was working through him.

He wrapped the finished dolthe in damp cloths to keep the soul from drying too quickly and cracking,
then sealed the room behind him with his cylinder sedl.

He did not return again until the moon was full. He uncovered the window-a narrow dit, set highinthe
wall-then removed the cloths and for the first time saw the shape his hands had molded.

The dolthe was strange, far stranger than he had redlized, athing of curves and angles, hollows and
protuberances, yet it was beautiful and he could fed its power. His son's soul was well embodied.

He thanked Sartor, then sedled the room again and began gathering the woods with which to make the
charcod he would need to fire thefigurine. It was no ordinary soul, and no ordinary mixture of grasses,
dung and oakwood would do. Ri Td carefully collected acaciawood and the roots of the hill-loving sari
grasses, with these he mixed chips of gummy sarbatu wood stored under hides since the previous
summer. Thekiln had aready been exorcised and consecrated to Sartor and to the nameless Earth
Mother. Ri Td placed thewood in it and, covering the kiln with alayer of earth, kindled the wood by
dow degrees until he had the charcoa he desired.

Thistoo he consecrated. Then hefired his son's soul. Had the dolthe cracked in the firing his son would
have been condemned to life as a potter-pariah, unable to work anything beyond baseware,

but Ri Tal wasaMagter Potter and not given to carel essness. Sartor favored him: the dolthe did not
crack.

Taking thefired soul from thekiln, he realized that part of it had the shape of the great scarlet-winged
moth found nowhere but in Kyborash.

Hisusenamewill be Moth, Ri Td thought, well pleased. He painted the soul with glazes of hisown



discovery and fired it again. When he removed it from the kiln it was banded orange and purple, whilea
sngle knife-edged projection jutting from its Sde gleamed ametdlic copper.

Histruename will be Sartor-ban-i-Tresh, Sartor of the Setting Sun, Ri Ta thought, and again he was
pleased: it was aname of good omen, for in Ashlu the setting sun was reckoned the beginning of the new
day.

Ri Ta dictated aletter asking Ri Cer Sil's permission to return home, then arranged for the inscribed clay
tablet's shipment to Kyborash.

While he awaited the Ri Sil'sreply he fashioned Moth the glazed clay toysthat only a potter's son might
own, thetiny bowls and balls and manikins, the ceramic flutes that only potters were permitted to play,
thetiny oxcart with itsfour whedl s attached with leather thongs.

When Ri Larshu, hisreplacement, findly arrived on the barge from Kyborash two monthslater, Ri Td
spent seven impatient daysingructing the man in the current state of affairsin Chd, in the subtleties of the
ceramic trade with the cities of the DdltaLeague, and in the various offerings to be given Sartor in each of
Cha's many temples. Then he loaded hiswife, child, and belongings aboard an oxcart, making sure
Moth's dolthe was well hidden where it would be safe from harm, and set out for Kyborash. The journey
was arduous, but no more so than was to be expected. Since al the peoples between Chal and
Kyborash were subject to King Asp-and since the oxcart obvioudy contained little to attract
brigands-they made the voyage without incident.

Ri Ta had never enjoyed hislife asan administrator. He was anxious to return to Kyborash and to
working the Earth Mother's clays.

In later years Moth remembered nothing of Chal, nor of the journey. His earliest memory was of playing
inthedirt infront of hisfather's housein Kyborash.

He was a strong, even-tempered boy, with hair dappled the red of the metal smiths and the black of his
potter father. One eyebrow was red, the other black, while his skin was a deep brown. He spent the
years before hisinitiation like any other master artisan's child, playing with his friends whenever he could
sted time away from helping with the womanswork or weeding the vegetable gardens and the barley
fidd.

Chapter Two

Moth's teeth were chattering. It was just after dawn on the morning of his seventh birthday, and he and
his cousin Tramu were huddled together with two dozen other children looking at the body of adead
lion. Thelion lay at thefar end of one of the Temple barley fields, dmost in theirrigation ditch; two
black-fletched arrows protruded from its body and athird stuck out of its neck. The children had
congregated slently, asif by inginct. None of them had thought to inform an adullt.

The King! Moth thought, for lions were sacred and only King Asp was permitted to hunt them. Perhaps
if 1 wait I'll seetheKing!

"What if it'sjust playing dead?' Rafti asked, breaking the sllence. She was eight, the same age as Tramu,
and her hair was asred as his, but shewas ill achild. Girls stayed children until they married. "Lionsdo
that,” she continued. "My father told me."

"It'sdead,” Tramu said. "Look at the arrows sticking out of it."

"Maybeit's just wounded and pretending to be dead until we get closeto it," Rafti said, excited by the
idea

"No." Moth pointed at the carcass. "See? There are fliesonitseyes.”

"So?" Rafti demanded. "A lion pretended to be dead so it could kill King Vitrus. Father told me.”
"Nobody careswhat your father says," Dileasaid. She was aweaver's daughter, and though younger
than Moth was dready ahead taller than he was. "Everybody knowsthat story."

"Besides, that wasfor King Vitrus. For aKing," Golgin said. He was round and fat, with protruding eyes
and an incongruously long head. Moth hated him: hewas a bully like hisfather, Snae Tka, the tax



collector.

Thelast time Golgin's father had come to collect the summertax, hed thrown down the jar of barley he
was rummeaging through, bresking it and spilling the precious grain, then grabbed Moth by the nose. His
eyes saring from sunken sockets like the eyes of an ancient ferret-fierce, bright, hating-the tax collector
had twisted the boy's nose and demanded the secret of Ri Td's hidden wedlth. Moth had known nothing,
sad nothing, though he had been unable to keep himself from crying.

"Y ou don't have anything to worry about, Rafti," Golgin continued. "No lion's going to put up with fliesin
itseyesfor anybody lessthan aKing. Oh, for a beautiful princess, maybe-but not for a second-rate
slveramith'sugly little daughter.”

Rafti glared at Golgin and Moth thought she was going to spit on him, but an ingtant later she'd turned
from the Snag's son to glare at him. It's not my fault, he wanted to say. Don't ook at me like that, look at
Galgin.

Hesad nothing.

"It'sdead,” Tramu said. "Let'sgo get agood look at it." He began walking across the field, the other
children following hesitantly. Moth could see the black blood matting the honey-colored fur and silver
mane. It wasabig, biglion.

He ignored the commotion behind him until he fet hismother'sal-too-familiar grip on hiswrist.

"Moth!" Sheyanked at him. "Y our father's furious. How could you have forgotten-oh!" She'd noticed the
lion, stood staring openmouthed &t it, her face gone old and grim.

Then: "Comedong!"

"But, Mother, alion, the King-the King, Mother!"

"Areyou going to let adead animal keep you from being sedled to the clay? What kind of son would
your father think I'd borne him?"

"A good son, Mother."

She garted firmly off aong the path leading to the West Gate, her long muscular legs moving
determinedly beneath her dress of scarlet linen. Moth looked wistfully back, but the children crowding
around thelion hid it from hisview.

Hefollowed her, hurrying to keep up, through the city, down long dirty streets winding between
close-packed buildings of sun-dried and kiln-dried bricks, out another gate. It was ill very early and the
day was not yet hot.

"But, Mother!" he cried, unable to restrain himself further. "But, Mother, the King!™

"Bequiet, son. Were you told that the King was coming? No, if he came he camein secret, by night
perhaps, and most likely hell leave the sameway. Y ou won't get to see him thistime.”

"Why did heleavethelion there, Mother? It was such afinelion.”

"Lionsare the King's business, not yours. Today isthe most important day of your life; you should be
thinking of the clay, and nothing but the clay. Not about lions."

"Yes, Mother. Isit the most important day for dl my life, or just for dl my life until now?'

"For dl of your life

They reached their house. It was a big house -only Ri Cer Sil, of all the potters, had abigger house.
Moth followed his mother in through the narrow doordlit. They passed through the anteroom and into the
centra courtyard, then on into aroom whose second doordit on the far side, dways hidden by acurtain
of densdly woven gray wool, gave entrance to the potting compound behind the house. Neither Moth nor
his mother had ever seen the compound.

But the familiar curtain was gone, replaced by agaudy scarlet one from which hung dozens of tassdls,
each ending in a ceramic disk. Some of the disks were unglazed red, buff, tan, or white pottery; others
were glazed; still others had been painted. It was hard to make out the painted designsin the dim light of
the room.

From the compound came the sound of aceramic flute.

"May you return to me dive and a potter,” Moth's mother whispered to him. Shekissed him, then
blindfolded him with astrip of black linen

wound seven times around his head.



"Mother?" Moth asked, suddenly afraid. There was no reply. He waited a moment, summoning up his
courage, then pushed hisway blindly past the hanging into the compound.

| must be brave, hetold himsdif.

Oncein the compound he stopped. "Father?' he asked. There was no answer. The music of the flute had
ceased. He could fedl the sun hot on his head, but he could see nothing. "Father?" he repested.

Strong hands gripped hiswrists, held them firm. "What is your name?' demanded avoice-hisfather'syet
not hisfather's. The voice sounded harsh, crud; it frightened him. He began to cry.

"Y our name!" The voice not hisfather's was heavy with scorn.

"Moth, " he ventured.

"No! That isonly what people cal you in the world outsde. Here you can have no name but your
truename. Tel meyour name!"

"l don't know, " Moth said, trying to stop crying.

"Y ou are here today to learn your truename, if you have one. The name of your soul-in-clay. Without this
name you are nothing, no one; you are only a hated outcast, accursed of Sartor. Do you understand what
| amteling you?'

"y es "

"Do you want this name, this precious name?"

"Yes, " Moth sobbed.

The hands released hiswrists. " Open your hands!" the fierce voice commanded. Something was pressed
into hisright hand.

"Do you know what thisis?' the voice not hisfather's demanded.

Moth shook his head.

"Answer!"

"No."

"Fed it with your other hand. Do you know what it isnow?'

"A toy cart.”

"Whosetoy cart?'

"Mine?'

"Y es. Do the other children envy you your toy cart?'

"y es"

"Kned." Moth kndt. "Place your cart in front of you on the ground. Open your hand again." Something
cold and hard was pressed into Moth's hand. "Grip it tight. Do you know what it is?"

"A gone?!

"Yes. A stone born of the womb of the Earth Mother. Now, repest after me: 'l take this stone-"
Moth repeated, "I take this stone-

"-from the Earth Mother-

"-and with it | destroy-

"-this, my favorite toy-

"-of my childhood-"

"-that | may dieto childhood-"" the voice intoned.

Die? But- Fdteringly: "-that | may dieto childhood-

"-and be reborn-

"-achild of theclay.”

"Good. Raise the stone over your head and call on Sartor for strength.”

"Sartor," Moth whispered.

"Louder!"

"Sartor!" Moth cried.

"Take the stone and smash your toy. Destroy it utterly, that you may destroy your childhood. ™
Moth hit the toy cart. He groped for the fragments, hit them again and again and again, until hisarm
ached and the cart had been broken into pieces smdler than thefingernail on the little finger of hisleft



hand.

At last the voice sad, "Enough!™ and the stone was taken from his hand.

"Repest after me: 'l dieto childhood. ™

"| dieto childhood. "

A hand grasped his|left shoulder. He could smell hot breath on the back of his neck. Something sharp
was pressed againgt histhroat. He gasped.

"Do not move. "

Moth struggled vainly to still histrembling.

"Do you fed degth at your throat?" the voice not hisfather's demanded.

"Yes, " hewhispered.

"Know that thisis akrisse, aknife-of-the-earth, and that it will drink your blood whether you be reborn
or not. If you are truly dead to childhood, the knife will cut the dead child from your throat and free you
of it; but if you arein truth still achild, the knifewill cut you into little pieces, for it isaknife that hates
childhood.

"Closeyour eyed”

Moth's eyes were dready closed but he tried to squeeze them more tightly shut. The hand released its
hold on his shoulder, lifted the blindfold from hisface, gragped his chin and pulled his head back.

"Open your eyes and stare into the Sun!™ Moth opened his eyes and stared, trying not to flinch asthe
knife sawed back and forth across histhroat. The Sun seared his soul, burning out his childhood; he
could fed the child within him choking asit struggled to escape histhroat, and then the knife cut into him
and his childhood bubbled out of him, and he wept with relief.

"The child isdead. Y ou are Sartor-ban-i-Tresh and you are reborn achild of the clay." The voice was
gtill not thet of the father he had known, but it was no longer menacing.

"My truenameis Sartor-ban-i-Tresh and | am achild of the clay." He was gasping for bregth.

"Now bend forward, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh, that your face may rest against the Earth Mother, so She may
drink of your throat's blood, for thisis not only your birthday but your betrotha, man to earth, potter to
clay, and your bride must drink of your life. Take your hand, knead the blood-damp earth with your
fingers. Now take asingle pinch of the earth you have watered and swalow it, saying, 'l,
Sartor-ban-i-Tresh, accept the Earth Mother as my bride.™

", Sartor-ban-i-Tresh, accept the Earth Mother asmy bride.” The earth tasted warm, sdlty, gritty.
"Close your eyes. Stand. Now walk forward.”

Moth hesitantly pushed first hisright, then his|eft foot forward, paused, took another step-

"Stop." The voice was behind him now. " Open your eyes, looking neither right nor eft.”

He, opened hiseyes, blinked. He was facing the outer wall. There was anichein thewal level with his
waist, and in this recess saven bowls rested, each containing a different wet, glistening substance. A large
openmouthed water jug rested on the ground just right of the niche.

"These are the seven clays. Remember them: the white, the tan, the gray, the red, the brown, the yellow,
and the brownblack. Repesat after me: 'O Sartor, | ask Y our permission that | may touch these Y our
clays™

"O Sartor, | ask Your permission that | may touch these Y our clays," Moth repeated.

"Now, take up the brownblack, holding itswet, cool body in your hands. Knead it, squeeze it, strokeit,
mold it-but gently, very gently: you are introducing yourself to the brownblack and you must take care
not to frighten it. Y et you are also the betrothed of the Earth Mother and the clays must learn to obey you
as children obey their fathers.

"Replace the brownblack and wash your hands, for certain of these clays do not like each other's touch.
Now, take up the yellow-the False Emperor, asit iscalled, for its color does not endure the flames. . . ."
When Moth had familiarized himsdlf with each clay in turn, he was again blindfolded. The voice -and by
now it had become the voice of hisfather, joyous only, no longer menacing or awesome -said,
"Remember, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh, that your truenameis your ultimate secret, to be revedled only to others
of our Sl and not to be spoken at al unlessyou arein a potting compound or in search of clay. At al
other timesand to al other people -to your mother, your cousin, even your wife when you take one-you



must remain Moth. Do you understand?”
llYall

Moth was led forward and shoved through the doordlit. His mother removed the blindfold and wept for
joy. He had not seen the compound-only the niche and the blazing sun-and he had not yet set eyes upon
the figure who must have been, yet had been somehow more than, hisfather.

Hedid not tell his mother that the child for whose return she rejoiced was dead.

Heféel adeep early, only to be awakened in the middle of the night by the sound of his mother whispering
to hisfather, "Td, they found adead lion today. "

"They foundit, Kuan?'

"Y es. There were three arrows sticking out of it. Ta, those were not King Asp'sarrows. ™
"Youresure?!

"I've seen the arrows my father makes for him. They have reed shafts and are fletched with yellow
feathers. The arrowsin the lion were blackwood fletched with black. "

"Whose, then? Some warrior's?

"No warrior of Chal or the Empire. They were Nomad arrows. "

"Youresure?!

"Yes. Turshi, perhaps. | helped Father fletch some arrows for a Turshi once, and they were amost
exactly thesame. "

Therewasalong silence. Then she waslying to me, Moth thought. It was the firgt time he knew of that
his mother had ever lied to him.

"Do you think therewill beawar?' Ri Td asked.

"I don't know, husband. Why ask me?"

"Kuan, | stay in my compound, | work with my pots-1 know nothing of these things. | do not want to
know. But sometimes... "

"'Sometimes one needs to know. "

"Yes. Kuan, your father might know. "

"Hewouldn' tell me anything. He takes his respongbilities as the King's Weagponsmith even more
serioudy than you do yours as a potter. But Tas Et has aso been doing some work for the Palace.
Maybe he'stold Pyota something. "

"Ask her. I'll bury the spare grain. Far away from the house, where Snae Tkawon't think to look for it. "
"Couldn't you just put it ingde the compound?'

"No. It'sagaing Sl law. "

"Stll-"

"No."

Moth fell adeep wondering what awar would be like, and why his mother had lied to him about it. But
the next morning al Kyborash was talking about the King's secret vigit.

Soon dl the other children had forgotten thelion.

Chapter Three

Moth's eighth birthday was only six days away, but despite the obvious momentousness of the occasion
Kuan refused to relieve him of hisusua duties. He had no choice but to spend the morning helping her
weed the gardens where garlic, onions and leeks, mint and saffron, coriander, rue, thyme, gourds, and
multicolored melons grew in their separate patches.

His back ached from working hunched over. The date palms and apricot trees provided some shade, but
not enough, and it was a hot, hot day, so he was only too happy when Kuan sent him to work in the
family barley fied. There, naked except for a necklace of azure-glazed cylindrica beads, ablade of
chipped flint in his hand, he waded knee-deep through the muddy water of the irrigation ditches, cutting
back the bright blue reeds that threatened to choke the channels. It was aday like any other.



But the next day the Sil Astrologer proclaimed the beginning of the Spring Inundation, and Kuan let Moth
join hisfriends on the bank of the river-though she did not neglect to inform him that he would haveto
work twice as hard later to make up for the work he was missing.

Moth made hisway to the river and climbed the high bank of piled earth that kept the river from washing
out and drowning the city.

"Already up three bodylengths, " Y eshun said. Moth looked down &t the swollen, slt-laden waters. He
could actudly seethe weter level dowly creeping higher.

"Maybe the banks won't be high enough thisyear, " Rafti suggested. "Maybe well have aflood. "

"I'd liketo seeaflood, " Shuner, Y eshun's brother, said.

"That'sstupid, " Golgin sad. "Theriver could still rise another eight or nine bodylengths without
overflowing. "

"What if it risestwelve?" Rafti asked. "Or thirty-ax?"

"There hasn't been aflood for... for | don't know how long, " Golgin said.

"You don't?' Multas asked. Her father was aWarrior of the Voice.

"No."

"It wasin King Chargon'stime, " Multas said. "But that was just alittle flood. "

"Maybethistimeitll beabigflood, " Moth said.

"Therewon't be any flood, " Golgin indsted.

"Probably not, " Multas agreed.

"Would you like to hear about King Beduis and the great flood that drowned the world?* Alrabanas
asked. Hisfather was one of the city's most renowned sellers of songs.

"Yes, " Moth said.

"I'veheardit, " Golgin said.

"S0?' Tramu demanded. "Wedl have, but I'd liketo heer it again. "

"So long asyou promisenot totry tosing it, " Rafti finished.

They dl listened as Alrabanastold of the gods anger againgt al mankind and of how King Beduis had
sacrificed his son to Sartor so that Sartor would chain the gods flood demon, Bvaicara, between the
Nacre's banks.

"Y ou'll make an excellent sdler of songs, " Y e-shun told Alrabanas, and Moth nodded.

"If you ever learnto sing, " Rafti said, but when Alrabanassface fdl she quickly added, "since you
aready tdll them sowell, " and he looked happy again.

But theriver stayed within itsbanks. So Kel Vaq Sil, the High Astrologer, dug the first channdl in each
bank; others soon followed his example, and the waters flowed out to drown the fields and cover them
with new, rich soil.

Then the breaches were closed and the waters subsided, leaving the fields glistening expanses of rich
ydlow mud. But the heartiest weeds till poked up through the thin layer of new soil while other weeds
waited unharmed just benegth the surface, so shod oxen were | et |oose to trample the ground, slamping
out the weeds and leveling the surface.

While thiswas going on in the Templefidds, Moth was working with hisfamily in their own smdll field.
The Siltemple had awarded Ri Ta acertain amount of barley seed, and the Potters Sil had granted him a
certain amount more; in preparation for the sowing, Ri Ta guided their ox through the fidld while Moth
and Kuan followed in hiswake bresking up clods of earth with handleless stone pickaxes. Then the three
together further smoothed the earth with a heavy wooden drag.

But before Ri Td had achanceto till hisfield he was caled away, leaving the task to hiswife and son
while he, like every man of Kyborash not of the Higher Mysteries, spent three dayslaboring in the
Templefidds

While he was gone Moth wore his beads and was head of the household. The previous year held told his
mother that, snce he was the head of the family, it would be demeaning for him to share in work fit only
for women and children, and for three days he had done nothing. Kuan plowed the field with the shukil
and bardin plows, harrowed and raked it three times, attached the seeding-funne to the bardin plow and



sowed the barley seed, then went over the ground alast time with a pickaxe to pulverize the clodsthe
plowing and seeding had turned up. The memory of hisfather's return, however, was enough to keep
Moth from repesting the experience thisyear.

While Moth and Kuan worked down by the river, on the opposite shore Ri Tal was working naked
alongside coppersmiths and weavers, barbers and traders, stone carvers, field daves, chisel workers,
entrail readers, leather workers, and potterpariahs, for in the Templefields dl distinction of rank was set
aside and dl men worked for the Warriors of the Hand and VVoice.

But at the end of thethird day Ri Ta returned home to reclaim the beads his son had worn in his
absence. Kuan applied a poultice of river mud, beer, ground turtle shells, and tanglethorn sap to

the whip marks on her husband's back, and while he lay on his bdly letting the remedy soothe him she
prepared aspeciad dinner-spiced fish, melons, fig and clam pastries, and palm wine instead of the
customary flatbread, onions, and barley beer.

"Ea wdl, " Ri Td told Moth. "Y ou will haveto fast tomorrow. "

"Becauseit'smy birthday?" Moth asked. But hisfather just smiled.

After they finished eating Ri Ta took Moth into the potting compound and daubed him with the seven
clays, then taught him the ritud s for propitiating the clay spirits.

Moth was not alowed to deep that night. His father watched over him as again and again he prostrated
himself and prayed, " Sartor, All-Highest, Bountiful Creator of All the Godsand Men, I,
Sartor-ban-i-Tresh, beg of You Your aid. Lend me Y our strength, O Greatest of the Gods. Lend me

Y our wisdom, O Creator of All Things. "

It was not along prayer, but asthe night wore on Moth found it increasingly difficult to keep the words
graight. The moon was not quite full; in the haf-light he could see hisfather's stern face watching him as
he sumbled through the litany.

Three times he began to doze, only to be dapped awake.

The night was amost gone before Ri Tal said, "Enough. " He handed Moth a necklace from which hung
seven crude disks of unglazed but fired clay. Moth put it around his neck. His father motioned him to
follow, and led the way out of the compound, through the house, and into the Street.

Dawn found them far from Kyborash. They worked their way upriver, paralding the Nacre but avoiding
as best they could the marshy lowlands adjacent to it. Sometimes they followed paths, sometimesthey
made their way through brush or forded streams. Once they had to detour around asmall lake.

The valley grew narrower, the ground steeper. In late midmorning they came to a place where the valley
walls closed in on them, forming anarrow gorge through which the Nacre rushed and foamed. Moth had
never seen anything likeit.

There was a guardhouse there, manned by the first human beings Moth had seen since leaving Kyborash.
He recognized none of the warriors.

Ri Td spoke to a black-bearded man wearing a copper breastplate and a conical helmet. A coin
changed hands and they were dlowed to pass.

Moth followed hisfather up the narrow, dliff-hugging trail. The rock beneath hisfeet was sometimes
damp, even green with dime; he had only to look down to see the waters fighting with the rocks below.
At intervastiny streamfalls on their way down to the river crossed the path. Thefirst threeMoth and Ri
Td encountered were smal enough for Moth to leap without trouble and Ri Ta ignored them completely.
He stopped at the fourth.

"WEell climb here, " he said, pointing to afaint trail that descended from the heights parale to the stream.
It wasthefirgt time he'd spoken directly to Moth since they'd left the compound.

Ri Td began to climb, Moth following. The going grew rapidly steeper and Moth found himself
scrambling for finger- and toeholds on dmost vertica dliffsdes. Hewas afraid to look down. Hisfather
sent acongant rain of pebbles and dirt showering down on him from above; to hisright the stream fell
through countlesstiny cascades that spattered him with cold spray and turned the dust on hisfaceto
mud. The mud ran into hiseyes, blinding him and forcing him to let go with one hand for a breathless
ingtant to wipeit away.

Ri Ta maintained a steady pace upward. Moth followed as best he could, but he lagged farther and



farther behind.

At last he came out of aparticularly difficult climb-the cascade to hisright faling free for morethan a
dozen bodylengths before it crashed onto the rocks below; hisfather so far above him that he was
invisble-to find himself on the edge of abroad, grassy fidd.

He scrambled up onto it, stood looking around, panting and smiling, then let out asigh. Hewason a
plateau, a giant ledge large enough to hold half of Kyborash. The hard part was over.

Grass and tiny red conica wildflowers were everywhere; the stream they had been following was flanked
by shrubs and small bushes. Moth's eyes followed the stream back to adistant wall of black rock that
stretched upward to the clouds.

Moth and Ri Td sat and rested awhile, then followed the stream inward. The ground was nearly levd, the
going easy despite the bushes. The air smelled good. Moth felt happy.

"Spring isthe best timeto find fresh clay, " Ri Td said. "The stream spiritsreved ittous. "

The stream forked. They followed the right fork until Ri Ta stopped and pointed to one of the banks.
"There. Seethat reddish, crumbly-looking soil? That's clay. The stream used to flow there™ -he pointed
again-"but when it changed its banksiit cut away the soil sheltering the clay. The same thing happens
every sring. "

"What do we do now, Father?' Moth asked.

"Do you remember therituas?'

"l think s0. "

"Don' 'think so0. " Areyou certain?'

Moth ran over the words and gesturesagainin hismind. "Yes. "

"Good. Repest the prayer to Sartor seven times, then give thanksto the spirit of the stream for revealing
theclay. "

Moth repested the prayer seven times without stumbling over any of the words, then knelt by the stream
and crossed hisarms on his breast, |eft over right. "Hear me, Undith, Stream-spirit, " he intoned, then
hesitated a moment before continuing, "1, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh, thank you in the name of Sartor
All-Highest for revedling to methisclay. Accept of me my liféswater as proof of my gratitude. "
Opening his handsin the Gesture of Submission, he spat into the stream.

"Now ask the spirit of the clay for permissontodig. "

Moth prostrated himself seven times. " Spirit of the Clay, Lithmar, Child of the Earth Mother, 1,
Sartor-ban-i-Tresh, beg you in the name of Sartor All-Highest to bestow upon me a portion of your
body. | pledgethat | will leave enough of your substance with which to regenerate yoursdlf anew in the
Earth Mother'swomb. | pledge thisto you in the name of the Earth Mother, my betrothed, and in the
name of Sartor All-Highest. "

Ri Td took two tightly woven cloth sacks, ashalow white bowl, and atrowd of fire-hardened
blackwood from his belt pouch.

"Remove the top layer of soil to adepth of two handswidths over an areaan asmdength in diameter, " he
sad. "Then dig asmal amount of clay from the center of the areayou have excavated and placeit in the
bowl. Take care that none of the clay fdlsfrom the trowel onto the ground. "

When Moth wasfinished Ri Ta took water from the stream in his cupped hands, thanking the
stream-spirit as he did so, and moistened the blob of reddish clay.

"Wemus dlow it to dry, " hetold Moth, and sat staring patiently at the red mud until it was dry again.
"Do you seethat, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh?"' he asked, indicating athin white scum that had formed on the
blob of clay. Moth nodded. "That means the spirits have declared that this clay is not for our use. We
must return it to the soil, and ask the spirit's pardon. "

They went back the way they had come until they reached the place where the stream forked. Thistime
they took the other fork.

"Isthat clay?' Moth asked dmost immediately, pointing.

"Yes. Very good. ™

No scum formed when they wetted the clay. "The spirits have granted ustheir permission to usethisclay,
" Ri Td sad, "but it till may not be to our purposes. Watch what | do. ™



He dug asmdl mass of clay from the excavated areaand, moistening it again with water from the stream,
kneaded it until it was al of auniform consstency. Then he made from it arope of clay asthick ashis
little finger and three times the length of Moth's thumb. Placing the clay in the bowl, he bent it into aring,
cdling on Sartor in alow voice while he worked.

"It did not crack, " hetold Moth presently. "Clay that cracksis not to be taken. But thisis excellent; we
will bring some of it back with us. "

He turned back to the bed of clay and prosirated himself seven times, praising the pirit's generosity, then
used the blackwood trowel to dig more clay from the bed, taking care that each spadeful went directly
into one of the cloth sacks.

"Y ou must never remove more clay from the ground than you can carry, " hetold Moth. "And oncethe
bag has been lifted free of the ground, you must make sure it does not touch the earth again until you are
within a potting compound. "

"Why?"

"The Earth Mother haslost Her child; the spirit its mother. If you reunite them, even for an ingtant, they
will have to undergo the pain of separation al over again, and they will be angry with you. Do you
understand?"

"Yes." Ri Tal handed Moth one of the sacks. It was very light.

"Thisistoo little, Father, " he said. "I'm strong; | can carry alot more. ™

"Straight down the sde of adiff?"

"Yes "

"Good. You will have achanceto proveit when

we go after the mountain clays. But not today. Y ou may have your grandfather's shoulders, but we're il
along way from Kyborash, and your sack will fed much heavier before we get there. ™

When thewadlls of Kyborash finaly cameinto view, Moth said triumphantly, "I could have carried more.
A lot more. "

"Of courseyou could, " Ri Td said. "But there was no need, and only afool would risk the Earth
Mother's wrath without cause. Besides, you'retired enough asit is, aren't you?'

Moth had to admit that he was somewhat tired.

"Wdll, you're not done yet. We have to prepare the clay when we get back to the compound. "

After welcoming the spirit of the clay to the compound's sacred precincts, Ri Tal taught Moth how to
tread the clay and mix sand and wood ashesinto it so asto give it the proper pladticity. But Ri Td
chanted the ritud s for each stage of the process himsdlf, for which Moth was grateful: he wastoo tired to
learn any more prayers or rites.

When the clay wasready, Ri Ta had Moth bury it in ashalow pit and cover it with athin layer of soil.
And from that day on, whenever Ri Tad went in search of clay, Moth accompanied him.

Chapter Four

"Isanyone home?'

"Comein, Tramu!" Kuan caled, looking up from her cheese-making. Moth'sten-year-old cousinranin,
cameto ahdt, and sood impatiently shifting hisweight from one foot to the other. A year older than
Moth, he was a handswidth taler aswell, with the flame-red hair, black eyes, and broad shoulders of
Tas Et, hisfather. Hewasthe only child of Kuan's sster, Pyota.

"Sartor guide you, aunt. Wheré's Moth? Can | have some cheese?

"No. It'snot dry yet. Moth'swith hisfather. "

"Doing what?"

"Something for the Festiva. Shouldn't you be helping Tas Et?"

"No, heswith Grandfather. That'swhy I'm here-Grandfather said to tell you weredl invited to his house



for dinner tomorrow night. "

"When?'

"Judt after sunset.

"Run back and tell him well bethere. ™
"IsMoth going to be busy al day?'

"All day. "

"I've never seen a Seven-Y ear Festival. "

"They've never had one here before. ™

"I want to seethe King. Do you think I'll get to see him, aunt?”

"l hope so. Now-"

"IsMoth going to be busy al day tomorrow, too?*

"Yes. Now, go tell your grandfather we're coming. ™

"Y es, aunt. Sartor guide you. "

"And you, nephew. " But Tramu was dready gone.

The next evening Moth and his parents rubbed their hair glossy with scented sesame oil and Kuan plaited
Ri Tal's beard into two long braids. Both Moth and Ri Td woretheir finest siltunics of scarlet wool over
linen undertunics, but Ri Tal had draped a short cloak of coarse white wool over his, and in hisright hand
he carried the ornately carved staff of aMaster Potter. Kuan had emphasized her eyes with malachite
and wore a necklace of blue faience, white quartz, and silver beads; her long dress of red linen left her
right breast bare, proclaiming her initiation into the Women's Mystery.

Moth was very proud of theway they al looked, though embarrassed that he had as yet no staff of his
own.

Outside, Ri Td handed Moth the lamp and fastened the door to the doorpost with a cord, then dabbed a
little clay on the knot and rolled it with his sedl to invoke the law's protection for hishome and property.
TasNo Sil's house was within the city'swalls. All the lesser gates were closed a daysixth before sunset,
s0 they had to make their way to the South Gate. There they were forced to wait while the gate guard, a
surly-faced Warrior of the Hand wearing a beautifully worked copper breastplate over afaded blue
dltunic, argued fees with adave trader just arrived from Laacioon with twenty-four male daves.

When Ri Td'sturn came he gave thewarrior his cylinder sedl. Thewarrior scowled, pressed it into a
table of damp clay, then compared the mark it made with those on another tablet. Finding the
corresponding mark, herolled Ri Ta's cylinder in the impression to make sure the match wastrue.

"Two aubers, " he sad.

"That'stoo much, " Ri Td sad. "One. "

"Two thistime, onethe next. " The guard had a strange accent, at the same time growling and gliding.
"How do | know you'll be here?

"Youdont."

Ri Ta handed the guard the stamped |ead coins with poor grace. The warrior peered at them, thrust one
back.

"Give me another. Thisone'sgot clipped edges. "

Ri Ta found another coin, handed it over. The guard studied it, nodded, and finaly opened the gate.
Thewall wasfive bodylengths thick, the gate passage narrow. Six archers watched them from above as
they entered. Ri Tal and hisfamily waited until the guard had secured the outer gate behind them, then
followed him to the inner gate. When that, too, had been secured behind them, they made their way
through the twisting streetsto Tas No Sil'shouse.

"Two auberd” Ri Tal said as soon asthey were out of earshot. " Scandaous!”

TasNo Sl waswedlthy. His house was two stories high and rich with the scent of spices; even thelamp
outside his door burned perfumed sesame ail. Carya, aformer dave whom the High Smith had taken to
wife in the second-class marriage after hisfirst wife's death, met them at the door and conducted them
through the anteroom into the courtyard, where the Sil Smith and Tramu'sfamily awaited them.
Everyone kissed everyone else. Pyota wore a scent that Moth didiked and her husband's beard always



made him sneeze, but Tas No Sil had arich old man'ssmell that he liked.

TasNo S| waved them to cushions. A sdller of songs-not Alrabanassfather, to Moth's
disappointment-entered and sang to them while Carya served them. The food was excellent; there were
both lamb and fish, and they had molded cheeses and honeyed sweets for dessert.

It wasimpalite, to leave anything on your tray. Moth demonstrated impeccable manners.

"The gate guard demanded two aubers, " Ri Ta was saying as Carya handed Moth agoblet of yellow
palm wine. " Two thistime, onethe next' -asif | couldn't tell from his accent that he was just here from
Bigandzin for the Fegtiva!"

"Y ou didn't recognize him?' Tas Et asked.

"No." Ri Ta shook his head.

"He was wearing one of your breastplates, though, " Kuan told Tas Et. Ri Tal looked surprised.

"It had a serpent coiled around an axe on the chest.

"Was he atal man, with asneer on hisface dl thetime?' Tas Et asked.

"You know him, then?' Ri Td said.

"Yes. Syrr Avyyrno. | had the misfortune to arm him. | hope you did nothing to offend him overmuch?’
"No.... | told him two aubers was too much, but | ended up paying him. He wouldn't take one of my
coins, though-said it was debased and made me give him another. ™

"The man'sworse than vicious, he'sstupid, " Tas Et said. "Hisfather probably fought against King Vitrus.
He may cal himsdf aWarrior of the Hand of Sartor now, but-"

"But he doesn't understand that that meansheisa priest aswell asawarrior, and that every man initiated
intoaSil isasmuch apriest asheis, and S0 just as worthy of respect, " Moth's grandfather finished for
him. "1, too, know the man. And |, for one, would be happier if the Warriors of the Voice did not choose
such menfor the Syrr SiI. ™

"Or a least kept them in their haf-barbarian little citiesingtead of bringing them here, " Pyota said.

"Still, the Syrr SiI honors them by bringing them to the Festiva, " TasNo Sil said. " So perhaps even Syrr
Avyyrno will leave here amore willing servant of Sartor than he was before. Y et... But no matter. Moth,
Tramu, can you both be trusted to keep a secret?"

"Yes, " Moth said.

"Of course, " Tramu said.

"Will you swear on your honor as Sil-initiated men that nothing told you here tonight will be repeated?!
They nodded.

"Then repeat after me: 'l swear on my truename, with Sartor and my Sil in witness, that | will keep secret
those thingstold me here tonight. ™

Moth and Tramu repeated the oath.

"Good. We were speaking of honor, and both my sons-in-law are to be honored this Festival. Ri Td?"
Moth's father looked both shy and proud. "Ri Cer Sil has given me permission to tell you that he has
chosen me to make the King's coffin. Three days from now | go to the Fair to obtain what | need. "

It was the ultimate honor a potter could be granted. Did that mean that Ri Tal was going to be the next S
Potter? Moth opened his mouth to ask, but before he could say anything Tramu asked, "What kinds of
things?'

"Jawels, feathers, some sky metd if thereisany to be had. Thingslikethat. "

"Can | go with you? Please, uncle?’ Tramu asked.

"The Nomads are too dangerous-" Ri Ta began.

"My grandsonisasmith, " TasNo Sil interrupted, "and no longer a child. Besides, the danger isdight.
Fair law will protect them. "

"Can | go, too?' Moth asked.

"l haven't said Tramu could go yet. " Ri Td looked a Kuan.

"Letthemgo, " Kuan sad.

Ri Td sghed. "All right. Since you're dl in agreement. But only if both of you promise to do exactly what



| tdl you. "

"And promise not to do anything he doesn't specifically tell you you can do, " Kuan added.

"Yes. " Ri Td looked solemnly at them. "The Fair hasits own laws and dangers; if you violate Fair law
there will be nothing any of us can do to help you. "

"Can | go, Father?' Tramu asked.

"Shouldn't you have asked me before you asked your uncle?’ Tas Et's voice was severe but he was
amiling.

"Yes, Father. I'm sorry, Father. Can | go anyway? Please? | promise I'll ask you first next time. "

"All right, snce Ri Tal hasdready agreed. " Helooked a Ri Ta and said solemnly, "It isagreat honor,
brother, and | am sureit isonly thefirst of many more. | amn glad for you. "

Moth's head was spinning with excitement. He took another sip of wine and held his goblet out to Carya.
"And now I, too, have an announcement, " TasNo Sil said. "Thisyear | have asked Tas Et to forge the
Dying and Reborn Sword for the King in my stead. "

"A truly great honor indeed, brother, " Ri Td told TasEt. "Y ou must be proud. "

"l am very proud, brother. "

"Asheshould be, and as| am of him. " TasNo Sil turned to TasEt. "Y ou bear agreat responsibility
now, sor-in-law. Yet itisonly right that | relinquish my part in the renewd of dl thingsto you, not merely
because you are my son-in-law, though you are afine son-in-law, and not merely because | love you,
though | do, but because save myself thereis no smith of the Empireto equa you, and | am old whileyou
areyet young. My days are passing; yours have just begun. "

"I would not care to match my strength against yours, Father, " Tas Et said.

"No?Y ou are being too kind to an old man. Though for al that I might surprise you. I might indeed. " He
paused.

"You dl know, " he said suddenly, "how it saddened me that Ligue bore me no sons, and despite the love
| bore her | reproached her for it often. Y et were she dive today"-he spat on the earthen floor, that the
Earth Mother would convey the water of hislifeto hiswife where she lay buried beneath the house-"|
would forgive her gladly, for the sons my daughters have brought me are as pleasing to me as any who
might have sprung frommy loins.

"And my grandsons-Moth, Tramu, if only Ligue could have lived to see you! Tramu, you dready have
the strength of aman of the forge, and your cleverness never ceases to amaze me. And you, Moth-you
too are clever beyond your years, and your father tells me that Sartor has destined you to become a
potter like no other. "

Moth stared at hisfather, surprised. He wished he'd drunk lesswine.

But TasNo Sil was not finished. "The two of you are fill young, but | am no dotard. Indeed, my hedthis
excdlent. | will liveto see you both men of renown. "

"But the young are often carel ess, no matter how great the futures for which they may be detined, ™
Pyota said. "Remember your oaths: no one must learn where the sword is being forged until after the
Fedivd."

"Why?' Moth asked.

"InChd, " TasNo Sil explained, "the S| has a specid forge, well hidden and even better guarded, where
the sword can be readied in perfect safety. But here in Kyborash we have no such place, and no timeto
prepare one. "

"My forgeis beyond the city walls, where the sword will be harder to protect unlesswe keep it a secret,
" TasEt sad.

"Why not use Father'sforge?' Kuan suggested. " The sword would be safe there.

"My hammer would not be happy away from my forge, " Tas Et said, and Moth redlized that he was
being alowed to hear things usualy not spoken of before anyone not a smith. It made him fed warm and
trusted.

Neither Moth nor Tramu dept well the night before the Fair, though Tramu had spent the day in his
father'sforge and Moth had worked hard in the barley fidd. The night was endless, Moth lay on his pallet
waiting for adawn that he knew was only moments away but that never came, until suddenly Tramu was



shaking him awake. "Get up! Do you want to missthe Fair?' Dawn had not yet broken. A talow lamp
flickered ydlow in the center of the room. Moth dressed hurriedly in hisfinest clothes. Tramu was
aready dressed: hissltunic wasred and gold, and asilver soul with the sun disk onit in red copper hung
from histwin amulet chains. Ri Td picked up thelamp. They dl followed him

outsde. The sky was dark, moonless, but the sounds of a crowd reached them even before the narrow
Sreet they werefollowing twisted onelast time and debouched into the Avenue of King Delanipd the
Conqueror, the broad thoroughfare the Chadans had built to link the inner city they had congtructed in
the ruined heart of falen Drea-'Est with the world outside the city walls. Long before they reached the
gate they could hear onagers and oxen complaining, the many-tongued babble of the crowd, and the
shouts of men trying to make themselves heard over the confusion.

It was not yet fully light, but Ri Tal extinguished the lamp. On thefar Sde of the Great Square Moth could
make out oxcarts and pack onagers and afew, very few, four-wheeled horse-drawn Chal dan battle
chariots. Theinfant sun'swesk rays glinted off the burnished metal shields on the chariots sides.

The square swvarmed with men. Slaves staggered by carrying loads heavier than themsdlves, one had
collapsed under his burden and was being kicked by his master, a Chaldan freeman hardly better dressed
than the dave himsdf. Therewere tradersfrom dl the cities of the Empirein green siltunics, carrying their
jackdaw-headed staffs, some accompanied by scribesin gray wool with the yellow eye of the King
emblazoned on their chests. There were merchants from the cities of the Delta L eague, some sent by their
home cities, others representing powerful individuals or guilds; and Deltan artisans with their heads
wound about with the lengths of multicolored cloth whose designs proclaimed their various crafts. And
thereweretdl meninflowing

white robes who kept the lower halves of their faces hidden behind bright silk and who had something
strange about their eyes, they sat doof above the crowd in their ornate oxcarts and spoke to no one.
"Our dhrinegsintheWarriors Wall, " Ri Td told Tramu. "Yoursisover in the King'sWall, isn't it?"
Tramu nodded.

"WEell meet you by the cage. Try not to take any more time than your ritesrequire. "

"Of course not, uncle. " Tramu darted away.

After prodtrating themselves thirty-six timesto the image of Sartor-of-the-Potters Moth and hisfather left
the Ri Shrine, Ri Td giving the Warrior of the V oice who wasin charge the proper coin on the way out.
They made their way through the crowd to the cage. For once it was empty, but Moth could seethe
madmen it usudly imprisoned huddled together nearby. Naked, branded, and fettered, some drooling,
others gibbering or whining or clutching fearfully at themselves, they were given wide breadth by
everyone but their keeper as they waited to set off for the Fair. For reasons known only to themselves
the Nomads sometimes paid high pricesfor such men and women, and the citieswere only too glad to be
rid of them.

The crowd sound lapped at Moth like agreasy sea, abruptly terrifying. He sensed dead truths, putrefying
fasehoods, dl around him; he was awash in greedy speculations and seductions, anecdotesin which the
speakers boasted of how they had successfully cheated, humiliated, threstened, or besten someone. A
mar-

No! Therewas only the murmur of voices, none clear. Y et the greasy swell reached out to caress him,
drown him in the ugly herd-noise, make him apart of it.

Histhoughts frightened him. Everything'sdl right, he told himsdf, edging away from the cage, closer to
hisfather. Father's right here and Tramu will be back in amoment. Everything isjust asit should be. |
was just thinking abit strangely -maybe I'm not redlly awake yet; everybody knows how strange dreams
are.

| was dreaming, but | have to wake up now.

He stared around, at the crowd and then up at the godhouse of enameled blue brick atop the ziggurat
that linked the Siltemple and the King's Palace.

But he couldn't make himself forget the madmen. Any one of them could have been the uncle he had
never met, whom he would never even have known had exigted if Tramu hadn't told him. Ri Sul, his
father's younger brother, stoned to death under the careful supervision of Lapp Wur, the city's exorcist.



He could picture it, the man he somehow knew looked more like him than like hisfather huddled with his
bound handsin front of hisface, the stonesflying as Lapp Wur kept up his steady stream of talk, likea
merchant trying to sell overripe melons: "Careful, my lady, don't misshim. That's right- Take careful am.
Y ou only get one chance at him today, and he's clever, hell try to dodge you- Y ou see? But perhaps
you'd careto try your luck tomorrow. And you, sir! Would you care to try? Hit him and you injure the
demon within, perhaps even kill it. Demons dways fear aman who'skilled one of their kind. If wekill
enough of them herein

Kyborash, maybe the rest will leave usin peace. No? But, Sir-!"

Ri Td was saring at the cage, hisface set and hard. That'swhy Father's here, Moth suddenly realized.
To remind himself to be careful with us, that he could lose uslike helogt his brother.

"Look at al thewarriord" Tramu said, startling Moth. "I've never seen thismany dl together. ™

Moth felt grateful to have something € se with which to occupy his thoughts. And, indeed, there were
aready agreat number of warriorsin the square, and more emerging from the Palace of Warriorsal the
time. Mogt were peltasts, lightly armed fighting men carrying bows and spears, daggers and dings; their
shidldswere flimsy wicker affairs and they wore heavy leather helmets and clothing. Among the peltasts
there were anumber of heavily armed warriors, each followed by his shield bearers. Each heavily armed
warrior carried along sword (the Chaldans wore theirs hanging from the waist while the Deltan warriors
had theirs dung across their backs), and each had a dagger aswell asa sword. Their polished silver,
copper, and gold breastplates shone in the stark morning light; their eyes were impassive benegath their
conicd hedmets, their laughter was overloud; and when Ri Ta stumbled against a heavily armed Chaldan
warrior, the man hit him an open-handed blow that sent him sprawling into aWarrior of the Voice.

"My humble gpologies, sirs" Ri Td began, only to stop short. The heavily armed warrior was Syrr
Avyyrno."Sir, I'm sorry, I-"

"Forget it, potter. Y ou're not worth wasting my timeon. "

Syrr Avyyrno turned to his shield bearer, ahandsome, sirong-looking man of about fifteen who was
carrying ashield of copper over wood. "Next time some mud-handed fool getsin my way, just take care
of him for me. It give you something to do. "

"Sure, " the shield bearer said, grinning. Moth glanced a Tramu, saw the shame, the contempt, the sense
of betraya on hisface ashelooked up a Ri Tal.

Tas Et would never have let anyone humiliate him like that. But Tas Et was awegponamith, the King's
Weaponsmith. Ri Ta was only apotter. It wasn't hisfault he couldn't do anything.

"It was an accident, | assure you, Reverence, " Ri Td wastelling the Warrior of the Voice. "1 meant no
disrespect-"

"Bequiet, " the old Syrr said, not unkindly, and Moth was thankful when Ri Ta fell silent. "Y ou did me
no harm. But you do not have the mark of the Fair onyou. "

"We haveonly just arrived, Reverence. | an Ri Ta, Master Potter. "

Ri Ta leaned close, whispered something into the old warrior's ear.

"Very good, " the old Syrr said, seeming impressed, and Moth felt alittle better. The warrior took Ri
Td'scylinder sedl in his hand and ingpected it, nodded, and handed it back. "But who are these?' He
looked down a Moth and Tramu, and though he was smiling, Moth was afraid held say they had to stay
behind.

"My son and nephew. They've both been initiated. I'll keep a close watch on them. ™

"Seethat you do. " The Warrior of the Voice took three small clay amulets from abasket he carried. The
amulets were stamped with cuneiform characters and strung on leather thongs. " Put these around your
necks, " he said. "They will provethat you are at the Fair lawfully, though you won't be protected by Fair
law until you've been accepted by the Judge. Until then, stay with your fellows. "

"Thank you, Reverence, " Ri Td said. The Warrior of the Voice turned away.

"Why do we need to be protected?’ Tramu asked. "We won't see any Nomads until we get there, will
we?'



"Possibly not, but the Deltans we're traveling with hate us more than any Nomad ever could. ™

"Why?' Tramu asked. "Because King Asp keeps conquering more of thelr cities?”

"Yes, " Ri Td sad. "But they haveto go dl the way back through the Empire on their way down to the
Ddta, so | don't think you'l redly have anything to worry about from them. ™

They made their way through the crowd to the oxcarts on the far sde of the square without finding the
man Ri Ta waslooking for. He plunged back into the crowd, but though he moved with the confidence
of aman whose god isin sight, Moth soon redlized they were just drifting amlesdy through the
crowd-drifting energetically enough, to be sure, but randomly.

Maybe that warrior was right to think Father isafool, he thought, ashamed again, and angry at himself
for being ashamed of hisfather when he should have been proud of him.

Atlast Ri Ta called out, "Sklar Tonl" He was answered by a short, stcout man in adirty green siltunic
who wore hishair fantagticaly long, his single gray-brown braid faling dmost to hiswais.

"It helps mewith the Nomads, " he told Moth when he noticed him staring at the braid. " Among them,
only daves cut their hair. It makes me fed abit foolish here among civilized men, though. " He beamed at
Moth and Tramu.

Sklar Ton's oxcart was smal but filled to overflowing with trade goods, and there were four heavily laden
pack onagerstied to the back. When at |ast the caravan started moving it moved dowly, to
accommodate those traveling on foot. Moth, Tramu, and Ri Ta had no trouble keeping abreast of the
trader's cart.

Chapter Five

The procession made its way aong the Avenue of King Delanipa the Conqueror and out the West Gate,
then acrossthe Warriors Bridge and onto the little-used East Road. They moved dowly, the men and
animals ahead kicking up so much dust that Moth often found it hard to bresthe. The day was getting
hotter and he was beginning to swest in his heavy, unaccustomed forma clothes. He did not likethis
journey, so different from the trips he had taken with his father; he was bored and unhappy despite the
promise of the Fair.

Whenever Ri Td took him in search of clay, they never strayed far from water and dwaystried to walk
asglently aspossble, just asthey never took more clay than they needed. For they cameto beg gifts of
the Earth Mother and it would not have been right, as Ri Tal had explained, to disturb the music the
winds and the birds, the trees and the cicadas and the frogs made in honor of Her-no, not even to startle
the black wattle lizard into silling his desolate croaking, for hideous though his song was to human ears,
thelizard wasSnging

to the Earth Mother and She accepted his song and found it beautiful because he sang it to Her.

But now there was nothing but the sound of shuffling men and animals, the hot sun growing hotter, and
the dust that clogged Moth's eyes and nogtrils. Warriors and merchants were continualy passing them on
errandsto the front or back of the caravan, but they had al begun to ook the same to Moth, and he had
logt interest in them.

"Youll see, " Tramu said. "The Nomads|ook different. "

"Different in what way?' Moth asked. "Anyway, how would you know?"

"He'sright, though, " Sklar Ton said, glancing down at them from his seet on the oxcart. "They don't look
at al like us. They wear leather clothes and tattoo themselves dl over their bodies and faces. If you look
closdly at their hands, you'll seethat they're missing joints on their fingers. That's because they sacrifice
their fingersto their godsfor luck in the hunt and in battle. Some of their hunters keep just enough fingers
to pull their bows, though the warriors need more fingersto grip their axes.

"But they're dtill alot more like usthan those are-" He pointed to an oxcart up ahead, in which Moth
could see four of the white-robed figures he'd noticed earlier. Y ou see those? They're Roya Eunuchs. ™
"What's a eunuch?' Tramu asked.

"Neither aman nor awoman, " Ri Ta said. Moth hadn't redized held been listening. "Nosex at dl. "



"Right, " Sklar Ton said. "They're taken away from their parents and castrated when they're babies-and
their parents are the kings and queens of some of the greatest cities of the Delta. They're strange, very
dtrange, and-wait, thereés one turning thisway. Look &t hiseyes.... "

Moth felt a shock asthe grest, round, pink eyesin the dark face met his, studying him for an instant
before they flicked away, indifferent.

"Y ou see those pink eyes?' Sklar Ton continued. "And that pretty piece of slk over the bottom of its
face? That'sto hide its mouth. They're toothless, people say, though I've never met aman who could
swear to having seen one unmasked-and there are rumors about that, too. They say that if you see one of
the Pink-Eyed-that's what most people cal them, though their real nameisthe Roya Eunuchs-anyway,
they say that if you see one of them with its face uncovered, you're dead. Whether by magic or smple
murder isapoint I've heard debated, though everyone agreesthat you'll be dead in any case. "

Moth, staring at the white-robed figure, felt atrace of uneasiness, nothing more.

Riding four to acart, their dim bodies concedled by flowing robes, their toothless mouths hidden behind
bright silk masks, the twelve Roya Eunuchs (who termed themsalves smply Taryaa, the Chosen, after
the fashion of their kind) studied the men of the caravan with the detached fascination they dways
accorded breeders. Though none of the twelve was above sixteen years of age, the other travelerstook
them for adults-and rightly so, for though these individua eunuchswould most likely be culled and killed
during the two life-stages

separating them from their full maturity, yet they were dl among the few of their kind whose perfection of
Loiia, Undeviating Skillful Accord, had enabled them to survive the choices of the previous life-stages.
And such perfection of Loiiarequired competence beyond any known to dl but afew of the cleverest
individuas not of their kind, an ability to adapt any Situation in which one of the Chosen found itself
toward the skillful atainment of the absolutely inflexible goa's devised in the forgotten past by individuas
the only records of whose existence were written in the eunuchs minds and flesh.

In the cart ahead of Sklar Ton's, the Nameless One (for who could choose a name before knowing,
before becoming, the salf to be named?) had glanced at the three walking in the dust and had known:
That the man was a potter. Even without the scarlet siltunic and ceramic beads, the Nameless One would
have recognized him for what he was. his pots had shaped him even as he shaped them. And his staff
betrayed him aMagter.

That the younger boy was his son, though the mismatched eyebrows, dappled hair, and broad shoulders
shouted his smith's blood. His eyes were yelow, but not the royd amber: they indicated nothing beyond
mixed blood.

That the larger boy was a pure-blooded smith's son. His hair, his sature, the cast of hisfeatures, the
arrogance with which he waked, al proclaimed hisidentity, and the copper sun on his neck-soul
revealed that hisfather was aweaponsmith.

That the boys were related, probably cousins.

The shapes of their ears and skulls, certain proportions, amilaritiesin facia expression, posture, and
ways of moving, dl betrayed shared ancestry.

So the man was aMaster Potter connected by blood with the most honored of the artisans Sils. Which
confirmed what his presencein the Fair caravan in the company of a Sklar had dready indicated: he was
no ordinary potter, hereon notrivid misson.

With the Seven-Y ear Festival s0 close, that mission was obvious: he was ether the King's Coffin-maker,
or sent by the Ri Sil to buy what the coffinmaker would need.

"There aretwo children here, " the Nameless Onetold the three other Taryaariding with it, gesturing
back a Moth and Tramu. Its stance, the rhythm and cadence of its speech, the almost imperceptible
movements of its eyes, proclaimed that its thoughts and intentions were in accord with That Which Must
Be.

It grasped their concord asthey grasped itsintent.

Children were unguarded, curious. Much could be learned from a child.

Donewith achild.



Chapter Six

Hey, Sklar Ton, you heard about the omens?' apeltast with aleaf-shaped scar on hisleft cheek yelled
up a the trader.

"Not yet. Anything specid ?'

"Specid? No, | wouldn't say specid. | sort of like theword grim. Yes, I'd say the omens are pretty grim.

"Y ou wouldn't care to be more specific? That is, if you really know something. "

"Ligten. The Sil Astrologer warned King Asp that today was impossible for the Fair-at leadt, that's the
word that's been going around-but those damn swamplanders said they couldn't start any other time
because of their big thing in Dastar, you know, the Masquerade Carnival. | can seetheir point-me, I'd
give amogt anything to be there, five days with nothing to do but et free food and drink good wine, and
you can have any woman you want, doesn't matter whether they're married or not. "

"I've been to Dagtar, " Sklar Ton said. "What about the omens?!

"Syrr Gratni was doing the sacrificing-you know him?”

"No."

"Heknowswhat he'sdoing. Anyway, thefirst goat's liver was missing alobe. He couldn't understand
what that meant, so he tried sacrificing asecond one. But there was something wrong with that one'sliver
too, | don't remember what-"

"Y ou're sure he knows what he's doing?’

"Of course I'm sure!™

"Goon."

"Syrr Gratni was upset. He told me thiswasthefirgt timein twenty-four yearsthat he hadn't been ableto
interpret agoat'sliver. "

"So you don't know what the omens meant?"

"Not those omens, no. But we were al alittle worried by then, so we hired an entrail reader to sacrifice
anox."

"Expendve.”

"Vay."

"What did you learn?"

"The entrail reader said the guts were very peculiar and that he didn't completely understand them-"
"Did you get your money back?"

"No. Wetried, but he said that he/d learned more than enough for what we'd paid him. ™

"Wdl?'

"He said that something terrible is going to happen because of something that will happen at the Fair. Not
at the Fair, but because of the Fair. So if | wereyou, | wouldn't cheat anybody too badly thistime. ™
"I've never cheated anybody, " Sklar Ton said.

"Hah."

"Well-should aforeigner wish to cheat himself, | see no harm in accommodating his foolishness, true, but
the blameison hishead, not mine. "

The peltast shook his head. "Watch yourself, trader. "

"You, too, " Sklar Ton said. The petast shambled on past them.

"That'sa prophecy?' Sklar Ton asked Ri Td. "Y ou get this many people together, three groups of
enemies, and somebody's going to get hurt. Y ou don't need ox guts to know that much. "

"Stll..." Ri Ta looked worried.

"How much farther, Master Trader?" Tramu asked.

"Not far. Areyou tired?'

"You look tired, cousin, " Moth said solicitoudy, delighted to discover that hislong tripswith hisfather
had given him akind of endurance that his otherwise sironger cousin lacked.



"Hejust wantsto seethe Fair, " Sklar Ton said. "Don't worry, Tramu. It'll be worth waiting for. ™

"I dont likeit," Ri Td said after they'd walked a bit farther.

"Don' likewhat, Father?' Moth asked. Something in Ri Td's voice put him on edge.

"The omens. And thefact that Kel Vag Sil warned the King againgt holding the Fair today. "
"Agtrologers!" Sklar Ton said. "/ say we're lucky to have a King who knows better than to let some
adrologer tdll him what to do. "

"But the heavensreved Sartor'swill, " Ri Ta objected.

"Perhaps, but-" Thetrader caught himsdlf, thought for amoment. "Look, Ri Tal, | know you'rean
intelligent man-but you've spent your whole life shut up in a potting compound and you've never had
much chance to seetheworld. Am | right?

"Not at dl! | spent two years handling the SiI'saffarsin Chd. "

"Don't get offended. Please. | don't mean to sound like | think you're some sort of child; | know you're
remarkably well informed for an artisan, but even o... "

Hefdl sllent again. Moth's eye was caught by ashield bearer hurrying toward the front of the caravan
with a copper-plated shield. It might have been the boy Syrr Avyyrno had told to take care of people
likeRi Td for him.

"Ligten, Ri Ta, when aman from, say, Dagtar -asqudid, unfriendly city if there ever was one, despite
their famousfive days of fun-when aman from Dastar comesto Chal to buy your pots- No, let's go back
even further. Remember, this man hasto get the permission of aWarrior of the VVoice before he can even
talk to you, and remember aso that, like every other man of Dagtar, he worships Triple-headed Eido,
and thinks Sartor isademon.

"Now, assume this Eido worshiper istalking with that Warrior of the VVoice. Does he scorn Sartor? Does
he denounce King Asp asthe crazed follower of aminor demon? Of course not! Rather, he requeststo
be alowed to make asmal offering to Sartor. And if he'sat al clever, he keeps up that pretence with
you and with every other Chaldan he meets. ™

The shield bearer was arguing with a Deltan peltast much taller than himself, but aWarrior of the Voice
separated them before they could get into the fight Moth was hoping for.

"| don't see what this hasto do with astrology, " Ri Td protested.

"Just this. Our astrologers say they see the patterns of destiny written in the stars-and what could that
destiny be but the unfolding of Sartor's designs? A foreigner questioning our astrologers hererisks
offending those charged with seeing Sartor's will obeyed. So the man from Dastar with whom you, Ri
Td. tak in Cha will never tell you what he redlly thinks of our astrologers.

"But were you to talk to him in his native city, he might tell you. And I, who have long been fascinated
with prophecy in dl itsforms, have learned what | could of the astrological lore of the Delta, where the
science of the sarsisfar older than ours, and very, very different. ™

"Y our point?"

"That not only do the two sciences contradict each other, but both are shams. Oh, there are honest
adtrologers, to be sure, but they are themselves deluded, and the rest areliars and cheats. King A
ignores his astrologer; you'd be wise to do the same. ™

Ri Tal rubbed dust from hiseyes. "If you set so little store by prophecy, why were you so interested in
what your peltast friend had to say?"

"Of course | believein prophecy!" Sklar Ton declared, offended. ""Do you take me for the kind of fool
who refusesto believein anything until he can hold it in his hands-and then doubts its memory if someone
takesit away? Not aday passes without proving that divination with livers and entrails revea s great
truths, what sane man could doubt this? But astrology? Best waste your time elsewhere. ™

"A man may fail to understand the meaning of aliver, or misconstrue that meaning, may henot?' Ri Ta
asked.

"Tobesure. "

"And isnot the reading of entrails &till more difficult, and misinterpretetion sill more likely?"

"Thet, too, isself-evident. "

"And might not aman, failing to interpret such omens correctly, believe that he had, in fact, been shown



no true omen whenin redity thefalurewasin himsdf?'

"Granted. "

"Then," Ri Td cried triumphantly, startling Moth, "in reading the meaning of the vast and living heavens, is
it not still more likely that aman may err? Y et that does not prove that there is no truth there to be read!™
"Y et neither doesit provethat thereis any truth there. Infact, | think you argue now against yoursdlf-for
the heavens are so vast that any messagesthey reveal would be beyond mortal comprehension.

"But consder the grandeur of the heavend” Ri Td said. "Think what truths await usthere, truths so vast,
so magnificent, that were man to comprehend them he would become agod! Y et you turn your back on
the heavensfor the noisome guts of an animal soon to putrefy; you do thiswhen every night the stars
whedl aboveyou.... | do not understand you, trader. "

"Nor | you. Truths that no man can comprehend are not meant for me. | would rather study guts and
learn whether or not my daughter will marry well. But this argument gets us nowhere. And besides, were
amos to the Fair. "

"The Fair?' Moth asked. "I mean-you're sure?"

"Y es, though there won't be any Fair until we get there. Y ou see that flat area up ahead?

Tramu nodded, but no matter how much Moth craned his neck he couldn't see over the peoplein front of
him. He suspected that neither could Tramu.

"That'sit," Sklar Ton said. "Close enough to Kyborash so we have a chance to get back to the city if the
Nomadstry anything, far enough away so they can get away if wetry anything. "

"Careful around the Nomads, " Ri Td cautioned Moth. "Don't let one of them get your amulet off you
or-"

"Or | might end up asadavel" Moth finished. "I know, Father!"

"Y our father'sright to warn you, " Sklar Ton said. "Nomads don't consider themsalves bound by Fair law
in the same way we do. The oath they take isto do nothing to disgrace their people. If they can get away
with something-such as steding the two of you-they won't fed they've disgraced their people. Just the
opposite. "

"And I'd hate to haveto tell Tas Et and Pyotathat you'd been stolen, " Ri Ta told Tramu.

"Don't worry, uncle, " Tramu said. "I'll be careful. " Moth envied him his assurance, at the sametime
wishing hisfather would quit tresting the two of them like children.

"It'snot going to be dl that dangerous, " Sklar Ton said. " The Nomads have to pay the same penalties
wedo if they're caught bresking Fair law. And getting caught is so humiliating for them that they normaly
commit suicide-though the usud pendty for breaking Fair law is degth anyway. So unlessthey're certain
they can get away with something, they act asthough they respect the law. "

The caravan swung left to avoid amarshy hollow overgrown with red swampthorn and Moth wasfinaly
able to see the Fairground. The Nomads were lined up at the far end of ahuge, gently doping meadow;
behind them the forest began, deep and dark and richly green. And-

"They're on top of their horses! They're sitting on them!" Moth said, amazed. Ri Tal and Sklar Ton burst
into laughter.

After aningtant during which he, too, stared, Tramu asked, ™Y ou mean you didn't know that they, uh, sat
on top of their horses? | thought everybody knew thet. "

But Sklar Ton and Ri Td laughed a himin turn, and when Moth joined in Tramu's face grew red. But his
anger soon gave way to embarrassment, and in amoment he, too, was laughing.

"Why don't our warriors sit on top of their horses?" he asked.

"We don't have enough horses, " Ri Td sad.

"Our warriors don't know how to get on ahorse and stay on it anyway, " Sklar Ton added. "They don't
liketo be reminded of that fact, either, which iswhy it's better not to mention anything about

thisback inthecity. "

"Why don't the Nomads ride on their horses when they comeinto Kyborash?* Moth asked Sklar Ton.
"Mother said some of them came once. "

"They probably know it's more diplomeatic not to humiliate our warriors by doing something they can't do,



" thetrader said after amoment's thought. "But I'm not redlly sure. ™

"Maybe they don't want usto learn how, " Tramu said excitedly.

"But they let us seethem riding on top of their horseshere, " Ri Td pointed out. "So that can't beit. "
The city men's procession was spreading out now, men and animal s taking up places facing the Nomads
across the meadow. When they had positioned themsalvesin astraight line, aWarrior of the Voice
robed in white and yellow waked toward the Nomad line.

A single Nomad rode forward to meet him.

"That's Casnut, son of Tlantut, one of their Great Shamans, " Sklar Ton whispered. "1 was hoping it
would be him. He's Tlantlu, | think, and the best judge they have. It'sthe Nomads turn: hell be Judge of
the Fair today. Y ou'll haveto give him your oathsthat you'll abide by the laws of the Fair and submit to
whatever punishment he decreesif you disobey thelaw. "

"But heésaNomead!" Tramu said.

"So much the better, " Sklar Ton said firmly. Moth looked at him in surprise. "Casnut's code of honor is
different from ours, but he'satotally -and | mean totally-honorable man. If you met him away from the
Fair hewould probably knife you and stedl everything you had, because he'd see nothing wrong with
that; but here he's Judge, and helll uphold the honor of the oaths sworn herewith hislife, if need be. Hed
sentence dl his sonsto death by tortureif hishonor asthe Judge required it. "

"| thought you said they didn't think there was anything wrong with bresking the law, " Tramu said.

"Not with breaking the law, no, but violating their oathsis a different matter. "

While Sklar Ton taked Moth studied the shaman. Casnut was the strangest-looking human being he had
ever seen. Hewas exceedingly tall and muscular, but lean to the point of gauntness. His tremendous
beard was divided into three braids, the central braid hanging dmost to hiswaist while the other two
were looped back over his shoulders and interwoven with the hair from his head to form asingle thick
braid that fell far below hiswaist -and hair and beard were straw yellow shot with silver, while hisskin
wasagray so dark it was amost black.

"Hisskin..." Moth murmured. "He's"

"Nomads get that way when they'reold, " Sklar Ton said.

Over breeches and an open vest of red-brown leather, the shaman wore a caftan of black goatskin with
the hair still onit. Thiswas open at the neck and had agreat number of shiny ribbons attached to it that
had been made to look like snakes. Some of the snakes had eyes and open jaws, others had two or even
three heads.

A confusion of metd objects hung from the caftan. There were two convex disksthat looked alittle like
turtle shells, asmall golden bow and seven tiny golden arrows, rows of gleaming copper mirrors, and the
golden skeleton of ahawk almogt aforearm in length and very cunningly contrived; and al these things
jangled and clanged whenever the shaman moved or the wind stirred. The sound was somehow more
than just dead metd striking dead metal: Moth could hear in it the hunting scream of agreat hawk, the
shrieking of asoul in torment, the sighing of awind filling earth and sky-and yet it was ill just the bardly
audibletinkling of afew metd trinkets.

From the shaman's cap hung seven more copper mirrors, and the cap itself was made from the skin of a
brown owl with itsfeathers, head, outstretched wings, and tail dl ill intact. In hisleft hand Casnut held a
smdl black drum, and on this he sometimes beet out quick, irregular rhythmsin accompaniment to his
words.

Casnut and the Warrior of the Voicefinished their parley and gestured their retinuesforward. Three
Chaldan daves hurried to the Warrior of the VVoice carrying a bulky wooden throneinlaid with slver and
copper, while asingle Nomad, moving with measured dignity, brought the shaman alarge, plain wicker
stool, which he set beside the throne. Five Chaldan Warriors of the Hand armed with swords and
carrying meta-plated shields ranged themsealvesin asemicircle behind the Warrior of the Voicesthrone;
five Nomad warriors, their clean-shaven faces disfigured by puckered ceremonia scars and faded
tattoos, took up positions behind the stool. One of them laid ared blanket onit.

"It looks like they're equal, doesn't it?" Sklar Ton asked Ri Td. "But don't let that fool you. The Warrior



of the Voiceisjust hereto lend Casnut his authority. Next year it'll be our turn, and Casnut will be
lending aWarrior of the VVoice hisauthority.

"Moth, Tramu, if he asks whether you are men or children, tell him you are men. Men are bound by their
oaths where children are not, and no one not oath-bound is given the freedom of the Fair. ™

"Wearen't children, " Tramu said. "Weve beeninitiated. "

"Even so, remember, " Sklar Ton said.

One by one the Nomads came before the shaman. Each led a single horse which he surrendered to the
Judge, who hdld its reinswhile questioning the man.

"Don't they bow?" Moth asked.

"No, " Ri Td answered. "The horseistheimportant thing for them. "

As each Nomad finished swearing his oath, the Judge returned his horse to him. Nomads who had taken
their oaths were beginning to unroll blankets on which to display goods, set up tents, and bring forward
horses and other animalsto be traded.

"There aren't any Nomad firedancersthisyear, " Sklar Ton said. "A pity; you boys would have enjoyed
watching them. Women aren't allowed here on their own, but entertainers are sometimes admitted under
the Judge's protection. ™

When dl the Nomads had sworn, it was the city men's turn. Sometimes asindividuas, but more oftenin
groups, they performed twenty full prostrations apiece before the seated Nomad, smearing their facesin
the dirt asthey stretched out their hands to the Judge, imploring hismercy.

"That's not right, " Moth said, outraged. "Why do we have to do that when the Nomads don't?!

"Do you have ahorse to surrender?' Sklar Ton asked.

"No."

"Then keep quiet. ™

"Areyou men?' Casnut demanded of the group before him.

"Wearemen, " they replied.

"Thisisthe law of the Fair: neither to do violence to any person who bears the amulet of the Fair and has
sworn the Fair oath, nor to obtain goods or daves from any person here who bears the amulet of the Fair
and has sworn the Fair oath, unless that person consentsto part with those goods or daves for amutualy
agreed-upon price. Do you swear this on your sacred honor, on the name of your family, upon that god
whom you hold most sacred?!

"Wedo. "

"The peace of the Fair be with you, " the shaman and the Warrior of the V oice intoned together.

"He doesn't sound like aNomad, " Moth whispered to Tramu.

"What's a Nomad supposed to sound like?' Tramu whispered back. "Did you think they just grunted at
each other, the way we did when we played at being Nomads?"

And Moth had to admit to himself that he'd expected just that, grunting savages-shrewd, perhaps, there
wasn't anything in Moth'sidea of Nomads that said they couldn't be shrewd-but this man spoke like a
Warrior of theVoicel

Moth paid little heed to the Chaldans and Del-tans; dl his attention was on the shaman, on the perfect
economy and grace of hismovements, so out of keeping with his costume and its barbaric confusion of
ornaments, on the stern, merciless face with the laughing eyes; on the blue-green tattoos that marked his
forehead and cheeks yet somehow did not disfigure him.

Like amottletree, Moth thought. The bark's al blotchy, but it's beautiful anyway.

"Areyou men?'

"No."

The Royd Eunuchs! He had forgotten them. Their backs were to him; their voices sounded strange, soft,
high, yet without definition.

"But neither are we children, or women. We beg leave to take the oath of the Fair. "

Therewasalong silence. Then the shaman said, "Even if you are indeed neither children nor women, yet
you are not men. WWomen have no honor, and neither do children, so why should you, you who are a
third thing not aman?’



Moth was not sure which of the figures spoke. "Men possess honor because men-men such as yoursdlf,
Great Shaman; men such as your warriors, though your honor is greater than theirs;, and men such as
these merchants, though their honor islessthan that of your warriors-al have the power and

respong bility to choose for themselvesto do that which isright. Women and children do not have that
right; their choices are made for them by their fathers or brothers or husbands, and that is another part of
aman's honor: aman accepts responsbility for othersaswell asfor himself.

"Y et though we are not men, we are free to choose that which isright, with no obligation to parents or
husbands. Though we are not men, we are responsible not only for ourselves but for countless others, for
we aretherulers of our cities. And so we fulfill the second requirement of honor, since we accept
responsbility for the well-being of our subjects. Thuswe must be considered as capable of honor as any
The shaman nodded, ignoring his Co-Jdudge's frown. "It isfairly argued. Though | do not know whether
you do, in fact, possess honor, | cannot state that you do not-and that isas much as | could say about
many of the other city men who have sworn Fair oath to me today. But what of your family name? How
can you swear upon that, you who will have no descendants?”'

"Do not the Tlantlu have the custom of adoption?”

"They do. ™

"Soitiswith us Weareafamily-afamily in which every child is adopted. "

"If | grant that, do you have agod or gods whom you hold most sacred, and in whose name you can
swear the oath?"

"Wedo, though it is not athing about which we are free to spesk to those not of our kind. "

The shaman beat out along, complex rhythm on his drum. His movements disturbed the ornaments
hanging from his costume.

Hefroze suddenly, asif listening to the jangling ornaments. Then he smiled, and hissmilewaslikethe
laughter in his eyes, joyous and fierce.

"The spirits have tested you. Y ou may swear the oath. But | warn you-should | find that even one of you
isan oath-bresker, | will judge you al creatures without honor and sentence you to deeth. "

"Wewill take oath under thoseterms, and gladly. "

When Moth'sturn to swear came he wasterrified. What if the shaman took onelook at him and said,
"You look likeachild to me. Youll haveto prove youre aman™? And of course Moth would never be
able to do so, because even though he wasn't redlly a child anymore, that was a secret that not even his
mother knew, and there was no way to proveit without telling the shaman things he was forbidden to tell.
But when he ssammered out the correct response, Casnut showed him the same fierce smile he had
shown the eunuchs, and then it was over and Moth had been admitted to the Fair.

Chapter Seven

The Fair covered the meadow. Mogt of the Chal-dans and Deltans had set up booths or tents, while the
Nomads had spread out blankets on which to display their wares. The Nomads, warriors all, needed no
oneto protect them, but the merchants and traders from the cities were less sl f-assured, and small
groups of Chadan Warriors of the Hand and their Deltan counterparts circulated everywhere, eyeing the
Nomads and each other with suspicious eyes, avoiding the Chosen as everyone not of their own retinues
avoided them. Y et despite the universa mistrugt, it was ill aday for drinking and festivity, aday that
might make your fortuneif you were amerchant from the marsh city of Lus-tan, aday when aNomad
might trade a sickly mare that would never be a proper warrior's mount to some ignorant Chaldan who
would give him in return aknife such as he could obtain in no other way, aday when awarrior of Cha
might trade apair of slver ear ornaments given him by hisfifth daughter's husband for powdered
beastflower worth twelve times as much.

"Do you seethose two?' Sklar Ton asked, amused. He gestured toward the spot where the men dedling



in drugs and medicines were setting up amarket of their own in the traditiona place, directly under the
Judge's eyes. A Deltan whose black hair was as long as any Nomad's was arguing with a Nomad who
had only afew long blond wisps on his otherwise bald head, though in every other way he looked like a
young man.

"What about them?' Ri Ta asked.

"That Ddtan istrying to sdll him something to cure hisbadness. He's claming that it will give him back his
hair inthree days. "

"S0?' Ri Td asked.

"The Fair ends at sunset, even if the Peace of the Fair extendstill tomorrow morning. That meansthe
Nomad will be two days north of here and the Deltan two days south before the Nomad has a chance to
seeif it redly works. "

"Andif it doesnt?" Tramu asked.

"Then hisonly hopeisthat both he and the man who sold it to him will be at the next Fair, so he can bring
acomplaint before the Judge. " Sklar Ton shrugged. "The man'safoal. "

"Then why would anybody buy anything like that here?' Tramu asked. "If you can't tdll if it'sany good or
"The Judges can recognize the commoner medic-ina's and poisons. Snd, red ivorywort, powdered
spiderwasp-or strangle-gpples, for that matter. Thingslikethat. "

Tramu nodded, recognizing the names.

"But what's more important isthat thisis the only place any of us can obtain certain medicines, such as
beastflower, which enables aman to share the soul of abeast for atime and-perhaps-gain some of its
courage for himself. Or blueleaf, which produces agiddy intoxication that renders a man too weak to
move hislimbs, and grayleaf, which imparts the strength to overcome al obstacles for aday and anight.
And then there is the opener of the way, which some men claim alows them to converse with spirits,
ghogts, and gods; and the death-dream bud, which killswith delightful dreams. They dl comefrom the
same plant originaly, somewhere in the far north, or so people say, though | don't know anyonewho's
actually seen the plant. In any case, we can only get them from the Nomads here a the Fair. ™

"Isthat what you come here for?' Moth asked.

"I'm here to help your father. But that'swhat I'll be trading for until he needsme. "

Ri Ta nodded. "I'll return for you as soon as| find what | need. Come on Moth, Tramu. ™

They followed Ri Ta from booth to booth across the littered ground, trying to Stare at the Nomads
without being too obvious about it or getting too close to any of them. They managed not to step on
anything important, though they got yelled at twice for trampling the corner of someone's blanket.

Some of the Nomads were sdlling raw bone, snew, hides of various kinds, antlers, and mesat, aswell as
the things they fashioned from such materials: bone ornaments, fetishes, needles, beads, and knife
handles; bone arrowheads with thin barbs that would bregk off in awound; bowstrings of sinew; leather
garments and footwear. Then there were the horses-Moth was afraid to get too close to them; they were
big and didn't seem gentle and stupid like oxen-and the black and white animals that took the place of
goats and sheep for the Nomads, big things like deer but amost as broad-shouldered as oxen, with
strange antlers that weren't sharp and pointed like adeer's, but were more like ducks feet that had been
warped and twisted into odd shapes.

There were rare spices, ails, perfumes, and foodstuffs, amultitude of strange odors mingling intheair.
Therewere gtrips of cloth, not particularly well woven, but spectacularly dyed-which wasal that was
important, since the Nomads were selling dyes, not cloth. The manufacturers of the brilliant purple,
crimson, and yellow dyeswere closely guarded secrets, and the dyes fetched fantastic prices, especialy
from the Ddtans, though Ri Ta pointed out Dileds father earnesily haggling with aNomead displaying
rips of vivid crimson cloth. And there were flint weapons and tools: arrowheads, knives, scrapers,
axe-heads, even plowshares. The poorer people of the Empire were as unable to afford metal asthe
Nomads themsealves, and aflint plowshare would outlast one of ordinary copper anyway.

The Nameless One watched the potter as he stepped up to adisplay of carved lapis and pretended to
glanceat it idly-yet another of his clumsy attemptsto dissmulate the extent of hisinterest in just those



jewes and precious substances that would interest the King's Coffinmaker.

The Taryaa had cometo the Fair to discover how they could use the Nomads against King Asp. Not for
adozen generations had a conqueror so threatened their hold on the citiesthey ruled, and when Asp had
executed the Taryaawho held power in Lashll, he had done so in defiance of a secret compact that had
bound the Kings of Chal when Asp's own ancestors were still starving goatherds.

It was not to be tolerated. The Taryaawould not tolerate it.

But they had not survived the Sorcerers War and the millennia of sand and sdlt that had followed by
inviting confrontation. They dedt in indirection and diverson, sowing plagues, pitting enemy rulers against
one another, encouraging nations and fomenting rebellions, and they had endured while those who
had opposed them were dust.

It would beided if the Nomads declared war against Chal independently, almost as good if they could
be persuaded to dly with certain Deltan cities against the Empire. At the very least, the Chosen knew that
they could convince some of the Nomads to serve the League as mercenaries. As such they would be
invauable, for none of the civilized peoples could match the speed and striking range of their
horse-mounted warriors, Chal-dan and Deltan chariots alike were good only to speed warriorsto the
scene of battle,

But though the Taryaalaid plansthat would not bear fruit for millenniaas ameatter of course, though their
awareness encompassed not only the great flood due now in three years but that far greater flood duein
thirteen generations, yet they were ever dert to the possibilities of the spontaneous, to those chances that
must be seized at once or lost forever.

And if the potter wastruly the King'sCoffinmaker and not just his agent, perhaps away could be found
to use him to disrupt the Seven-Y ear Festival and destroy King Agp'slegitimacy, even kill him....

The Seven-Y ear Festival. The Chaldan year was three hundred and sixty-four days long, made up of
thirteen twenty-eight-day months. But when in spring the old year ended, it was followed, not by the first
day of the new year, but by a day that was part of no month, no year, aday the Chaldans believed to be
bounded on al sdes by timewhileitsdf outsde of time, aday when dl things were asthey had been on
that first day, at the very moment of creation, when al was new and vitad, when there was nothing but
newness-or S0, the Nameless One knew, the Warriors of the VVoice declared to their people. And should
the day seem no different from any other, why, the Warriors of the V oice explained, that was because
those unable to perceive the difference had had their senses so befouled by immersion in theillusions of
time that they were unable to perceive the ultimate redlity of the Timeless Ingtant.

Sinceit was hardly to be expected that those of the lesser Silswould be able to free themselves of their
illusions, the Warriors of the V oice proclaimed Festivals whose rites enabled the participants to
comprehend some semblance of the revitdizing renewd. Six out of every seven years, thetimeess
days-which were dl redly the same day-that followed year-end were dedicated to the celebration of the
renewal of the vegeta world (the once proud plant withering, then dry and dead; yet from the seed it has
left behind-a seed as hard and dry and dead as what remains of the plant itself-anew plant will arise, a
tiny green shoot struggling up through the close-packed earth, bursting free of the graveground's weight,
reaching up toward the sun until the plant that had once withered and died stands swaying again in the
breeze, green testimony to death'simpermanence); but every seventh year the Festival was something
more, for it was no mere plant that died and was resurrected, but the King of Chal himsdf. Whilethe
King lay dead in hiscoffin dl Chd lay dead aswell, and though aman might think himsdlf dive, though he
might cry, "I'm divel I'm divel" yet would he be deluded, for dl life, said the Warriors of the VVoice, was
only thefire of Sartor's divine being burning within the flesh that the ignorant confused with their true
sves.

Though that sacred flame was of Sartor aone, only through His anointed King might it enter the world,
for dl liferadiated from the King like the rays of the sun. And yet that sun was not the King, but Sartor.
When the time has come for the King to die he takes the sword which has been crafted to this purpose
aone, and with his hands he breaks it. The Nameless One had never seen a Seven-Y ear Festival, but a
Taryaa had once witnessed a Festiva, two hundred and sixty years before, and what it had seen was
remembered by dl of itskind:



The King takes the sword from the smith who has fashioned it for him, asword finely made, intricately
inlaid but no toy, asword to serve aman well in battle and made of that magically tough copper known
to the smiths of Cha alone. He bends the sword, flexesit, and then, straining, swesting, grunting, he
breaksit-not easily but with supreme difficulty, bending it forward, placing his booted foot over its center
and grasping it by hilt and tip, lifting, gasping, putting hiswholelifeinto bresking the blade-for that iswhat
happens: he snapsthe blade, but the effort isfatd; he has poured hiswholelifeintoit, and heis dead.
TheKingisplaced in his coffin, the lid secured, and the coffin lowered into the ground. Seven shovdfuls
of earth are hegped upon it while thewomen wail.

The King's eldest son gives the smith who had forged it the broken blade, begs the smith to tell him that
the bladeis not truly broken, that the King's death isillusion only. The King cannot be dead!

And while he pleads the women arewailing.

The blade is broken, the King is dead, the smith replies. The sword cannot be mended. And yet... He
pauses, and a hush comes over the crowd. And yet, the sword can be returned to that prima state
beforeit was a sword, when it was neither whole nor broken; and from that primal substance anew
sword can be forged.

And when this has been done, new life will awvaken in the King.

Hedies and yet he returns, the Nameless One thought, gesturing for one of itswarriors. The ultimate
obscenity.

"I'vefound dmost everything | need, " Ri Td said presently. "Let'sfind Sklar Ton. " "But there's so much
left to seel™ Tramu said.

"True, and I'm sorry. Perhaps we can look around some more this evening, after | finish. But now that
weve seen everything-"

"Not everything!" Moth protested. "Not nearly everything!”

"Everything | waslooking for, " hisfather said, frowning. "Act like the men you're supposed to be. We
have things of vita importanceto do here. "

"But you don't need usto do them!™ Tramu said. "We can look at other things while you're busy. "
Glancing at Moth: "Well stick closeto the Warriors of the Hand and Voice dl the time, and we won't do
anything dangerous, | promise!™

"Sodol," Moth said.

"No. 1 promised to keep you safe, and | intend to do so. "

"We're no longer children, Father, " Moth said with as much dignity as he could muster. "Well be very
careful, | promise. Please?’

"No. "

But Tramu persisted long after Moth had given up, and Ri Td finally amazed Moth by granting them his
permission, though he made them listen to dl hiswarningsal over again.

When he was gone, Moth looked at Tramu.

"You just haveto last longer than they can, " hiscousin said smugly.

"Doesit work with your father?!

"Sometimes, but he'sgood at it himsalf. Come on, let'sgo look at the real Nomad stuff. | can seedl the
pretty jewels| want a home. "

A daysixth later found them at the ivory-carvers booth. It was larger than mogt, al of red silk, and filled
with figurines and jewdry carved from a glossy white substance like bone, but far lovelier. Some of the
carvings depicted animals unlike any Moth had ever seen; others portrayed strange man-beast
combinations that he supposed were either gods or demons; still otherswere just lovely. Moth was
watching a gaunt, fastidious-looking, stooped young man, his head wrapped in cresm-yellow silk, who
was paingtakingly carving the figure of ayoung girl from ablock of ivory, when someone behind them
cdled, "Hey, you two!"

Moth looked up. A Deltan was watching them. He was only three or four years older than they were, the
drip of brightly patterned cloth wrapped around his head proclaiming him an artisan like the
ivory-carvers, though his bearing and voice were asinsolent as Syrr Avyyrno's shield bearer's.



"What do you want?" Tramu demanded, matching the Deltan's tone.

"I don't want anything. It's your father who wantsyou. "

Moth wasingtantly suspicious. "Why?'

"How should | know?'

"I mean, why did he send you?'

"He'sbusy. Looking & apiece of sky metd he'strying to talk my father into selling him. ™

"Sky metal?" Tramu asked skepticaly, though Moth could see that the Deltan had caught hisinterest.
"Where would somebody like you get sky metal ?'

The Deltan sneered. "It fell out of the sky. Where did you think sky metal comes from, anyway?"
"Whereishe?' Tramu asked.

"We have our tent set up over there'-he pointed-"at the edge of the meadow, behind that stand of trees. "
"How do we know you're tdling the truth?' Moth said.

"About whet?'

"About my father being there. "

The Ddtan shrugged, disgusted. "All they asked meto do wastell you where heis. If you don't want to
believe me, that's up to you. " He started to turn away.

"Whered you say it was?" Tramu asked.

The Dédltan pointed again. "There. Just beyond those trees. "

Heturned and walked away.

"l don't know, " Moth said. "It's so far away from everything el se-"

"Comeon!" Tramu said. "It's not like he was aNomad, or anything. He wasn't even awarrior. "

"BEven 0"

"Anyway, heisn't much older than we are. " He paused, stared challengingly at Moth. ™Y ou're not afraid,
areyou?'

Moth remembered hisfather groveling before Syrr Avyyrno that morning, the contempt he had surprised
on Tramu's face. And they were under the protection of the Peace of the Fair.

"No. | guessnot. "

"Thenlet'sgo.”

Just past the trees, someone struck Moth on the head from behind, knocking him to hisknees. He
looked up, dazed, to see the Deltan who'd given them the message standing over him, grinning. He had a
short, heavy wooden club in his hand, and the long blond braid-the Nomad braid-that the cloth wrapped
around his head had concealed was now flopping free. Two other Nomads were standing over Tramu's
falen body. Moth tried to get to hisfeet, but the false Deltan hit him with the club again, and hefell.
Helay there, unable to move or open his eyes, vaguely aware that someone was tying his hands behind
his back, thrusting awad of dry leavesinto his mouth and gagging him.

He passed out, only to be brought half-awake again by the sound of someone shouting. He managed to
force his eyes open again in time to see a spear skewer the false Deltan's chest, and then his captor
collgpsed onto him and he lost consciousnessfor good.

Chapter Eight

Warm. He was warm, drifting.

A woman was singing astrange lilting song in alanguage he had never heard before. Within her voice he
floated safe, protected from the pain, from-

Memory grabbed, cold metal twisting in his gut: the Nomad. He'd been kidnapped-and then somebody

had killed the Nomad. Rescued him.

He opened his eyesto blinding whiteness. The light was like aknife twisting in hishead, behind his eyes.
Hetried to St up, fell back, too sick and wesk to do anything but lie there with his eyes squeezed tightly
hut.

"Youreawake, | see." Hefroze. It wasthe voice of the woman who'd been singing. Shewas



somewhere behind him. "Don't be afraid. Y ou'll be home again soon enough.
Home? He forced his eyes open again, squinted, tried to make them focus. The brightnesswas just
sunlight shining through white silk. Hewasin alarge, airy tent, lying on ahegp of slken cushions.

Beside him, Tramu lay deeping with his mouth open.

He managed to sit up, twisted around so he could see the woman.

"How do you fedl? Better?' The voice wasthat of awoman, but the white robes, the mouth mask of
scarlet slk, the smooth brown skin and unnaturdly large, bulging pink eyesdl told him that he faced a
Royd Eunuch.

Anenemy.

"How do you fed?" the eunuch repeated in itswoman's voice. It was kneding by asmall fire, heating
water in an unglazed clay pot.

"| fed-dl right, Y our Highness, " Moth said. Hewas very afraid. "Just alittle weak. "

"No dizziness? No bad taste in your mouth?' The voice, strangdly, reminded him of his mother's.

He started to shake his head, felt the world spin, sdivapool at the back of histhroat. "A little... Y our
Highness. And thelight hurts my eyes. "

"Ah. " The eunuch took the pot from the fire, poured the water from it into two cups. "Then drink some
of this. It will makeyou fed better. "

Moth accepted the cup, looked at it doubtfully. A thick reddish twig was dowly staining the water
brown.

"Thereisno need to fear me, child. Y ou are here, in my tent, because | rescued you from the Nomads
who kidnapped you, but | am no Nomad. Y ou are till at the Fair, and you will be free to return to your
family soon. ™

"Then-why am | here?' Hetook a cautious sip, felt better immediately, and took another sip.

"What do you want from me?'

"I need your help. You seg, it isvery important that | learn how the two of you came to be kidnapped by
Nomads disguised as my people. "

"| don't understand. "

"To rescue you we had to kill the three Nomads who had captured you. And we will haveto justify
killing them to the Judge of the Fair, or hewill have dl of my kind here put to deeth for violating Fair law.
Now do you understand why | must find out more about what happened?”

Moth nodded, terrified again. It wantsto find out what I'm going to tell the Judge beforeit lets me see
him, he redlized, remembering how the shaman had said that if one of the eunuchs should proveitsdf to
be without honor, they would dl bekilled. If it thinks 1'm going to say the wrong thing, it will have me
killed before | can tell the Judge anything.

"Y ou owe me a certain debt of gratitude for saving you from lives of davery, " the eunuch continued. "We
will seethe Judge of the Fair after you and your brother have answered my questions, and then you will
befreetogo.”

"I'll tell you whatever you need to know, Sr. "

The eunuch's face above the mask crinkled in what was evidently asmile. Y ou need not fear me. If you
would prefer, | can send for your father and have him here by your side while | question you, though |
would rather question you and your brother alone. ™

"My cousin, gr, " Moth said.

"Y ou and your cousin done, then. Because, you see, | need to know everything that happened, and if
ether of you did anything that was... not reglly wrong, perhaps, but still abit foolish or against your
father'swishes"

"There wasn't anything like that, sir, " Moth said quickly. He hesitated a moment, then added, "Maybe
we were ahit foolish, though. "

"Of course. And out of that debt of gratitude you owe me, perhaps you will tell me about these things you
did that were alittle more foolish than they ought to have been. Thereis no need for your father to know



of them; you can send for him when we havefinished. "

"Thank you, Y our Highness, but-well, can you send for himiif it getstoo late?!

"Certainly. But you need not call me'Y our Highness-that isatitlefor aking or aqueen, and | am neither.
Speak to me as you would to an aunt; if | had aname you could call me by it, but sncel have
none'-soft, trilling laughter-"then cal me nothing at al. But you, child, you must have aname?!

"Moth, son of Ri Td the potter, Sr. "

"No titles, Moth, son of Ri Tal. And would you cal your aunt 'sir?* The voice was clear and quick like
running water, soft and smooth. Almost awoman's, but more assured than any woman's voice Moth had
ever heard. And yet it till somehow reminded him of his mother'svoice.

"May ... ask you another question?' he ventured. Theinfusion seemed to have cleared his head; hewas
beginning to fed alittle better.

"Of course. Ask me whatever you like. "

"Will Tramu"-he gestured toward his deeping cousin-"be dl right soon?"

"Yes. He must have swallowed more of the blueleaf they gagged him with than you did, so it will take
him longer to rid himsdf of it. "

"That waswhat they put in our mouths?

"Y es, mixed with ordinary leaves. To keep you from waking up before they got you safely away from
here. But it will not harm himin any way. "

"| think | remember now, Sir, but-may | ask you another question? Y ou said you rescued us?”

The eunuch's laughter was another brief snatch of birdsong.

"My people rescued you. One of our artisans saw aman he didn't know, but who was dressed asa
Deltan, telling you to go to one of our tents where he knew that we didn't have any tents. "
"Theivory-carver?' Moth asked.

"yes "

"I didn't think he even noticed us. " He paused, took another sip of the infusion, glanced up at the eunuch
and was caught by itsmild pink gaze.

Like arabbit, he realized. It has eyeslike arabbit.

Somehow that only madeit al the more frightening.

"What do you want meto tell you?' If hetold the eunuch what it wanted the Judge to hear, it would let
him go. Only he had no way of knowing what it wanted him to say.

"Tell me everything that happened. But relax, Moth, son of Ri Tal. Relax. Whatever was planned here
was no fault of yours. Y ou bear no blame for what happened. "

"Wdll, we werelooking at the ivory-carvers booth and-"

He broke off as the eunuch held up ahand.

"No, Moth, | want you to tel me everything, starting with when you first reached the Fair. They must
have decided to capture you sometime earlier. ™

Moth nodded, and hdtingly told the eunuch everything that had happened since he had first sghted the
meadow, leaving out only the reasons that had brought Ri Td to the Fair.

"Andthat'sdl, gr," hesadfindly.

"Tell me more about what the Nomad said to you. Hetold you that your father waslooking at a piece of
ky metd?'

Moth watched himsdlf weighing and testing the question to seeif it was safeto answer. "Yes. That'swhy
Tramu was S0 excited. Hisfather isasmith. "

"Of course, " the eunuch said, asif that explained everything, and Moth finaly relaxed.

"That'sdl | know, " Moth said. "But-can | ask you another question?’

"Yes, Moth. "

"Then-why did they want us?"

"Because the two of you are young. Perhaps they thought they could trick you more eesily. "

They did, Moth thought. "But why-what good would we be to them? Why would they al risk their lives
just for thetwo of us?'

"All three of them were young-none of them had earned any ceremonia scars or tattoos yet. Capturing



the two of you here, in defiance of Fair law, would have been away of proving their bravery and earning
their manhood scars. "

"Y ou mean, likeasort of initiation?"

"Exactly. And the fact that you and your cousin have no specia value as daveswould prove that they had
doneit not out of greed, but for the exploit done. "

The eunuch laughed, another snatch of birdsong, sweet but strange. Moth found himself focusing on the
inhumanity of that laughter. The eunuch was different, incomprehensible, not to be trusted.

"Can we send for my father now, Sr?" he asked.

"Soon, Moth. As soon as your cousin awakens and I've heard his story. Is he sensible, your cousin?’
"Tramu?' Moth asked. The eunuch would be able to check everything Moth told it against what Tramu
said when he woke up. | wasright not to try lying to it, heredized, and was surprised at therelief hefelt.
"Isyour cousin sengble?" the eunuch repeated.

"Very sensble. Just alittle too brave sometimes. "

"That isnot necessarily bad, " the eunuch said. ™Y ou said hisfather isa smith?"

"Yes. That'swhy hishair'ssored. "

"All smiths are passionate. But your hair isred aswell as black. Was your mother a smith's daughter?”
"Yes. " Hebegan to fed more comfortable: family was asafetopic.

"Among us, you know, smiths have black or brown hair like everyone else. But they are asrash asyour
redheaded smiths. "

"Tramu issometimesalittlerash, " Moth admitted.

"Likedl smiths. "

"Maybe| should try to wake him. It must be getting late. "

"Hell fed much better if we alow him to deep abit longer. And it'snot redly that late. But how shdl
we-Ah!" the smooth brown skin around the soft pink eyes crinkled with what M oth suddenly recognized
as amusement. "Have you ever seen the Ddlta?" the eunuch asked.

"No. | wasbornin Chd, but al | can remember is Kyborash. "

"Would you like meto tell you stories about the Deltawhile we wait for your cousin to awvaken?”

"Mease, dr!" Moth said. "I'd love that!" There was no danger in listening to stories-and besides, hewas
being treated like a prince or some great warrior's son, not like the son of amere potter. "Please!” he
repeated.

"Certainly. " The Roya Eunuch sested itsalf on acushion near Moth. Its eyes are softer-looking than resl
peoplée's, Moth decided.

"I will tell you something of Bierecia, where| was born. Though it isnot strangeto me, it will beto you,
for thereisnothing likeitinal Chal.

"Biereciaisarich city, for its people done know the secrets of capturing the great marsh clam we cdl the
Olein-Te, with itstusks of the purest, smoothest white. Thereis no finer materia, none worth asixtieth as
much for the carving of beautiful things. Y ou will see none of it here, for it istoo preciousto leavethe
Deta

"Long ago Bierecia conssted of fourteen separate idands, and my people traveled between them in
boats. But asthe centuries passed they first linked theidands with bridges, then extended the idands
themsalves with stone taken from the mainland, until, some nine thousand years ago, thirteen of them had
become one gredt city.

"Only the fourteenth idand, Gwar-chi, remains separate. Its shores are cliffs of black rock, unassailable
except by means of agreat stairway of white marble, and on its summit, looking out over dl Biereciaand
down on the Sea of Marshes and out to the great Ocean glinting blue-green and silver in the sun, stands
the Royd Pdlace.

"l was born there, the son of King Astorang-aroakaniva and his Queen, the Lady Lamprias-tifal. | was
very young when | was sdlected to become what | am, but though the Taryaa (for that iswhat we call
ourselves) took me from my family and... made mewhat | am, | was required to return to my father's
palacefor two weeks of every year. Y et though there is glamour enough in the life of aKing Who Reigns



But Does Not Rule, it isall empty pretense to one who haslived thelife of a Taryaa. And benesth the
glamour there was dwaysthe stink of rotting fish, my younger sster, Hastuf-isa, chattering nonsense, and
my father pouting and sickly, flying into petty ragesthat only my mother and the servitorslistened to.... "
For some time Moth had been staring open-mouthed at the eunuch, totally amazed that he, a potter's
son, was being told such things. He shut his mouth, moistened dry lips: it was not safe to know the
secrets of the great unless you yoursdlf were grest.

Again thetrilling laugh, but the amusement Moth was learning to read in the exposed parts of the strange
face robbed the moment of its menace.

"Have no fear, Moth, son to Ri Td the Potter: | will tell you nothing to make you fear that | need to
slenceyou. The Taryaado not rule through awe or fear; our power isinherent in what we are. | know
what must remain silent, and that | will never reved; asfor therest, | am free to shareit with whomever |
wish, and they may think of it what they will. "

Moth shook his head, uncomprehending.

"But | have dready told you of mysdf, of my kind. Tell me more about yourself. "

"About mysdf?'

"Thelife of apotter of Kyborash is as strange to me asthelife of aKing of Biereciaisto you. Tell me of
yoursdf, Maoth. "

"But- I've only just been initiated. And | couldn't tell you about what we do in the potting compound
anyway. I'm sorry, | don't know what to tell you. "

"Tdl mewhat brought you to the Fair, then. "

The King's coffin. The one thing held kept from the eunuch. But he was sworn on his true name not to
mentionit.

"Tramu and | wanted to see it. We'd never seen one before, and Tas Et-"

"And who is Tas Et?" the eunuch asked, and Moth couldn't keep himsdlf from giving alittle Sgh of relief.
"Tramu'sfather. "

"A amith, then. Isheagood samith?'

"He'savery good smith. TasNo Sil sayshéll bethe Sil Smith someday, and-" Moth caught himself,
furioudy reviewed hiswords.

The eunuch saw his sudden tension, drew tentative conclusions even as Moth relaxed again.

"I cameto the Fair to buy horses, " the eunuch told Moth. "But things did not go as | had hoped, and |
will return to my city with only afew, and those not of the finest quality. "

"I'm sorry, " Moth said.

"Itisof littleimportance. But you, what brought your father here? The Fair isa strange place for apotter.
Unlessyour father isthe Sil Potter, of course. ™

Pride struggled with discretion. And even if the eunuch was lying to him, trying to trick him, he still might
be sAfer if it redlized how important hisfather was. "He's not the Ri Sil, not yet anyway, but he's here on
S| business, " Moth said, congratulating himsdf on having conveyed his father'simportance without
revealing any secrets. "He used to direct al the Si'saffairsin Chd, " he added. "That'swhy | was born
there. "

"| can seethat your father isno ordinary potter. "

"No, " Moth agreed, flattered.

"May | venture aguess? Isyour father going to be making something for the Seven-Y ear Festival?' The
eunuch held up aquick hand. "No, don't say anything. Anyone redlizing thet there was a Master Potter of
Kyborash here this year would have guessed the same thing, but let my find guessremain my secret. Tell
menothing. "

Moth felt relief surge over him: the eunuch had known Ri Td's secret dl dong. It must have known what
he was doing every time he avoided saying anything about why hisfather was here, and it had been telling
him the truth when it said that al it wanted was to find out what had redlly happened with the Nomads.
And none of that had been anything it would have to silence Moth for. HeEd been right not to try lying to
it.

Hewas safe.



"Thank you, " he said, meaning it.

"For what? For respecting a secret? But that islittle more than common courtesy. "

From the way the dark skin crinkled above the scarlet mouth mask. Moth could tell that the other was
amiling a him again. Hetried to imagine what the eunuch's mouth looked like. Wasit redly toothless?
What if he-Moth felt greetly daring for even thinking of the question-what if he asked about it?

But Sklar Ton's words came back to him, sobering him. Even in Kyborash men who tried to penetrate
the Women's Mystery died, and why should thisruler of strange cities guard its secrets any lessjedoudy
than Moth's own mother did hers?

It probably looksjust like an old woman, but without the wrinkles, Moth told himself firmly.

"Would you like to hear more about my people?’ the eunuch asked.

Moth smiled and nodded, then listened entranced as the eunuch began telling him of the campaign the
men of Lustan had undertaken againgt the pirate city of pu-Assan.

Chapter Nine

The eunuch was concluding the tale when Moth findly heard Tramu moan.

"Keep dill, " the eunuch warned him. "I must Sng him into agood awakening. "

Tramu was shaking, snarling wordlesdy with teeth clenched, sweat beading his agonized face. His body
had gonerigid, every muscle straining againgt every other.

He looks like he's dying, Moth thought.

The eunuch crossed its hands on its breast and began again the soft swirling song that had eased Moth
into wakefulness. The liquid voice soothed Moth anew, and within moments Tramu's forehead began to
smooth, his hands to unclench.

The scarlet Sk fluttered as the eunuch sang. Moth felt free and light, like aleaf on the wind; with every
liquid cadence his companion's voice grew clearer, more beautiful, more meaningful....

And Tramu was relaxing, dmost smiling. His eydids fluttered; he groaned, levered himsdf up on one
elbow, and squinted at Moth and the eunuch.

"Hello, Tramu, " the eunuch said, holding out a.cup of the brown infusion. "Drink this. It will make you
fed much better. "

Tramu just stared at the cup in the eunuch's outstretched hand.

"Don't worry, Tramu, " Moth said. "It redly will make you fed much better. We're safe. They rescued us
from the Nomadd"

"What Nomads?' Tramu took the cup and scowled at it, but did not drink.

"Y ou remember, " Moth said. "The Nomads who kidnapped us. "

"No."

"Some Nomadstried to kidnap you, but my people rescued you, " the eunuch explained. "I'll have you
back to your uncle soon. "

"Why not now?" Tramu'svoice was shrill.

"Therésnothing to be afraid of here, cousin, " Moth said as soothingly as he could, remembering how
afraid hed fet when held first awakened. " And you should have seen what you looked like just now
before the Roya Eunuch sang you back to hedlth. Y ou looked like you were dying. Y ou should be
grateful. "

"Grateful?' A musclein Tramu's cheek began to twitch.

"Y ou have my word as a Taryaa that as soon as you tell me what happened to you, you may reoin Ri
Td, " theeunuch said.

"What is he talking about?' Tramu asked Moth.

"Cam down, cousin. He just needs usto tell him everything that happened so he can tell the Judge about
it, " Moth said. "About the Nomad who told us about the sky metal, and how they tried to kidnap us. "

"Hewasn't aNomad, " Tramu said belligerently, durring hiswords dightly. "HewasaDdtan. "



What was wrong with Tramu? Didn't he redlize how dangerous it wasto say that?

"No, he wasn't aDdltan, that'sjust what he was dressed like. But | saw him later, when he hit me, and-"
The eunuch held up its hand and Moth fell slent. "Let him remember for himsdlf, Moth. That way he may
recall something that you yoursdlf missed. "

Tramu ignored the eunuch. "Heredly wasaNomad? Y ou're sure?

Moth glanced at the eunuch, who nodded, before answering. "Yes. I'm sure, Tramu. He had long yellow
hair under that cloth he had wrapped around his head. In abraid, the way Nomads wear their hair. He
couldn't have been from the Delta. "

Tramu shook his head, looking confused and logt. "I don't remember. My head hurts.

"Youll fed better if you drink your tea, cousin. "

"They gave you blueledf after they hit you, " the eunuch explained patiently. "That'swhy you're feding so
confused. Theinfusion will make you fed better. "

"l don't know what you're talking about!"

The eunuch looked a Moth. "Perhaps you had better tell him everything from the beginning, after al, and
seeif it hdpshismemory. "

So Moth repeated what had happened from the time the false Deltan had told them Ri T waswaiting
for them to seeing the man die.

"Very good, Moth, " the eunuch said as Tramu glared at hiscousin. "'l am known to be an excdllent judge
of aman'struthfulness: you have given methetruth asyou know it. "

The eunuch was watching Tramu's eyes, saw the fear there. Thereis something he's afraid of betraying to
me, it redized.

"Don't you remember anything?' Moth demanded.

Tramu started to say something, then shook his head. " Just what you said, about him telling usto go see
your father. "

"Y ou may recal more when the blueleaf wears off completdly, " the eunuch told him. " And remember,
smith's son, you owe me no little debt of gratitude. When you've told me everything you can, well get
your uncle and take our story to the Judge. But you have nothing to fear. | promise you that. "

"All right, but you better make your promise good-"

Tramu's ill drugged! That's crazy; you can't threaten someone like aeunuch! Moth thought, even asthe
eunuch said patiently, "Remember, the Judge has sworn to have uskilled if weviolate Far law. My life
and that of my fellows depends on seeing that you are returned safely.

Tramu nodded, satisfied. "Good. Because my father's very important, and King Asp will help him get me
back. "

"Y our cousin told me how important your father isnow, " the Name ess One said, emphasizing the word
now and watching Tramu very carefully.

Tramu baled hisfiss and sared at Moth. "What exactly did you tell him, cousin?' he demanded.
"Nothing secret. Just who we were, and that your father's Tas Et and our grandfather's Tas No Sil. That's
al."

"Y our cousinisright to be suspicious, " the eunuch said, while deciding what use to make of the
information it had just gained. "Too much misguided trust has aready gotten the two of you kidnapped
once today, and my people and yours are not aways the best of friends. "

He's not angry a Tramu, Moth redized, relieved.

Tramu was drinking hisfourth cup of the brown infuson, Moth his seventh, when one of the Nameless
Ones Ddtan warriorsfinaly entered with Ri Ta and Sklar Ton.

Moth and Tramu told them what had happened. Ri Td listened impassively until they had finished, then
suddenly hit Moth so hard he knocked him down. He started yelling at both of them for their supidity,
then abruptly remembered where hewas and fell sllent.

Moth picked himself up, afraid of what hisfather was going to do next-but after amoment Ri Td just
grinned a him, relieved.

"Werel rich, or powerful, | would gladly do whatever wasin my power to thank you, " Ri Tal said when
the eunuch had told him of its part in the events. "But | am only a potter-"



"A Madter Potter of Kyborash, are you not?' the eunuch asked.

"Yes, " Ri Td admitted, pleased but alittle wary.

"Then thereisindeed something you can do for me. | have agreat need for the services of aMaster
Potter of Kyborash. But firgt, Tramu, your nephew-hisfather is Tas Et, the amith?"

"Yes, " Ri Td sad. "My wifeis second daughter to Tas No Sil; his eldest daughter, Pyota, married Tas
Et.

"AndisTas Et agood smith?"

"An extraordinary smith, as TasNo Sl himsdf admits. "

"Excdlent. | have some businessto attend to in Kyborash. | will call upon you at your homein three
days. If you could seethat Tas Et isaso present, | would be most grateful, and the two of you might well
learn something to your advantage. "

"Never will my home have been so honored, " Ri Ta assured him, and Moth felt so proud that he
couldn't kegp himsdf from grinning idiotically.

Walking back to Kyborash the next morning, Moth thought about how strangeit had al been, how
utterly unlike anything he had ever imagined could happen to him. He had seen the Fair and the Nomads
atop their horses, seen the shaman Casnut and even talked with him; he had been kidnapped by a
Nomad warrior and rescued by a Deltan eunuch, and yet here he was walking back to Kyborash and
everything was just asit had been before.

Except, heredized, except that I've met one of the rulers of the Deltaand he treated me like afriend.

Chapter Ten

The Royal Eunuch had cometo spesk to Ri Tal and Tas Et. The eunuch's burly driver sat on hiscart in
front of the house chewing areed; two other Deltan warriors, tall men in undecorated copper armor with
swords dung across their backs, stood outside the doordit conversing in low tones and eyeing everyone
who passed the house. And they, in turn, were being covertly watched by al of Moth's neighbors.

But Moth too was outside the house, banished to the garden. It was not fair, not fair at dl; if it hadn't
been for him Ri Ta would never have met the eunuch, but Moth had till been sent outside when dl he
wanted to do was stand in the dim interior of the anteroom and listen to the conversation he knew was
going onin the sunlit centra courtyard. He wouldn't interfere, wouldn't make any noise or be any trouble
to anyone.

He thought of excuse after excuse to return to the house, questions he urgently needed to ask Kuan,
things he was sure she would be grateful to know. But though he made up hismind to try to goinsde
again and again, hisresolve dwaysfaled when it came time to passthe guards, dthough hetold himsdif
that they'd seen their master greet him as afriend, dthough he was sure they knew he was alawful
member of Ri Ta's household and entitled to enter his own house whenever he wanted to. Time and
again he returned to the garden without having attempted to get in.

It was not just that he was afraid of what hisfather might do to him, or even that he was afraid of the
guards. What he redlly feared was the shame of having the watching neighbors see him denied entry to his
own house, after held told them all about how well the Roya Eunuch had treated him, and how the
Pink-Eyed had been fascinated by every detail of Moth'sdaily life, even curious about the kinds of
houses he and his cousin lived in and what sort of food they ate.

It was |ate afternoon and Moth was standing not far from the house, trying to work up the courage to get
closer ill, when he heard his uncle yell something insde. The warriorstensed, and the onein the cart
picked up his sword while one of the guards yelled aquick question in through the doordlit, but they
relaxed as soon asthey heard their master's reply.

A moment later Tas Et emerged, brushed past the guards, and stalked past Moth, pausing only long
enough totel him, "I love your father like a brother, nephew, but hesafool!”

Moth turned to watch him as he made hisway with quick, angry strides down the street toward the inner
city. The two guards aso watched him go; one said something to the other, and they both laughed. Moth



felt confused and angry and ashamed.

Sometime later the Roya Eunuch emerged from the house. It paused amoment to say good-byeto
Moth, then climbed onto its cart with its warriors and departed. M oth watched the cart until it was out of
sight, then darted into the house. But hisfather had retired to the potting compound with orders that he
was not to be disturbed, and when Moth tried to ask his mother if she'd overheard anything, he was sent
back to the garden.

"Do you know why the Roya Eunuch came hereto see Tas Et and mysdf?' Moth'sfather findly asked
at dinner.

"No. Mother wouldn't tell me. ™

"That's asit should be. But what he wanted was to persuade Tas Et and mysdlf to undertake acertain
kind of manufacture for him for which he would have paid us exceedingly well. It ssemsthat the gods of
hiscity-"

"Swilth, Lord of Fishes, and Pith-Mia-Sim of the Winds and Agoen, Lord of the Sky, and-"

"And dl their other gods. Don't interrupt. The gods of his city have conceived adesirefor offerings made
from neither clay nor metal aone, but rather from the two together. And since the gods of Biereciadesire
these objectsto be crafted as exquisitely as possible, he came here to ask usto make them for him. "
"Areyou going to makethem?"

"No, though | would like to. But | am sedled to the clay alone, as Tas Et is sedled to the forge and the
forge done; neither of us may undertake such aproject. "

"I heard uncleydling, " Moth said. "And he told me that he loved you but that you wereafool. "

Ri Ta sghed. "He hasasmith'stemper, but you must not hold it againgt him. He was angry because the
eunuch suggested that you and Tramu, both being young enough to be sedled to your Silswithout yet
having been sealed to them to the exclusion of al else, could become pottersmiths, RiTases, and learn to
make such things. "

"l would likethat, " Moth said.

"Sowould |, but the ideamade Tas Et furious. He said that he was amaker of swords, of strong, shining
weapons, not of clay pots that shatter when you blow too hard upon them, and that neither he nor Tramu
would ever have anything to do with the Pink-Eyed's offer.

"He had reason, | suppose, for though the Ri Sil isthe elder, the Tas Sil isthe more highly honored. Y et
But no matter. Tas Et refused. Still, if away could be found to do thisthing, to make of you aRiTas,
would you consent to be sealed to Sartor's Forge Aspect aswell asto the clay?”

"Yes, " Moth said immediately, not needing to consider.

"It could bring you great wedlth, son, and perhapsin time honor beyond anything | can hopeto achieve.
Perhaps you could become, not the Sil Potter, but thefirst Sl RiTas. "

"Yes, " Moth said. "'l would like that very much, Father. "

"But the way would be difficult, son. Y ou would have to bear within you two of Sartor's Aspects, and if
you proved too week to hold them in balance within you they might well tear you gpart. They might kill
you. Y ou might end up inthe cage. "

"l am strong, Father. | know | am strong enough. "

"Thisisadifferent kind of strength. If you take thisroad, your way will befar, far harder than mine ever
was. Y et who isto say what heights you might reach-and if not you yoursdf, then your sons or your sons
ons?'

"I will try it, Father, " Moth said. "l will doit. "

"Y ou go too fast and not fast enough dl a once, son. Y ou cannot smply try it, like afruit you can bite
into and then tossaway if it haswormsin it. Once sealed to aMystery you are sealed to it for life, for
better or for worse. "

"Would I have to work in the garden and barley field like a potter?

"No. Probably not. But you would have to work very, very hard in the forge and the potting compound. *
"l would enter into it, Father. "

"You are sure?'



"yes "
"Good. Yet it may well never cometo pass. Y ou will need the permission of both Ri Cer Sil and TasNo
Sil-and of the Warriors of theVoiceaswell. I'll ask Ri Cer Sil tomorrow. "

"I'm sure hell agree, " Kuan said. "He has dways been afriend to you. "

"A friend, yes, but thisisamatter of Sl law. Still, I hope hewill grant ushis permisson. ™

The next day Moth wasworking in the barley field by the river when Tramu stopped to talk to him.
"Father said that the un-man from the Déeltatried to talk him into making me a potter, " Tramu said.
"Thereis nothing wrong with working with the clay, " Moth said.

"To be sure, to be sure-nothing wrong for you, but for me, for asmith! | wasborn to be asmith; | have
been raised for the forge-and then to suggest | put it al asde and begin playing with mud-"
"Thereisnothing wrong with the clay!"

"Nothing, | meant no offense, cousin. After dl, wetoo delve the earth in search of the Earth Mother's
children, but, well-look at you now! Y ou and your father both work in the fidlds al year. No smith hasto
do that. Our craft is so valuable, so demanding, that the Warriors of the Voice supply uswith everything
we need. "

"Father said that if | becomeaRiTas| won't ever haveto work inthefieldsagain. "

"But dtill, cousin, you would have to spend some of each day working with the clay-and during that time
you would not be doing the work of the forge. Smithcraft is not something that can be donealittleat a
time, like weaving-it demands your whole heart and soul. That's why somebody like Tas Gly will never
be a good smith despite his nimble hands. And it is better to be asmith than a potter. ™

"No, " Moth said.

"For meit isbetter. And, cousin, would you not truly rather be asmith?'

"No!"

"Truly, cousn?'

"Truly. "

"Then why do you want to beaRiTas?'

"Ri Cer Sil hasgiven hispermisson, " Ri Td said that evening. "And TasNo S| hassaid that it may be
possble. But Moth has so little chance- TasNo Sil said that Moth may undergo the initiations for silver
and gold, but only if the smith initiating him will bequeeth him hisown tools. TasNo Sil said that no one
whose father was not a amith, not even his own grandson, could learn the secrets of the forge without
being helped by the spirits of another smith'stools. But what smith would give histoolsto aboy with one
black eyebrow?"

"Father will leave histoolsto Tas Et, " Kuan said.

"Obvioudy. "

"Perhaps we could arrange amarriage.

"No." Ri Td hit hislip. "In Kyborash today there are only thirteen marriageable smiths daughters, but
there are seventeen smiths with sons. Moth will never marry asmith's daughter. "

"Perhaps asmith with neither sons nor daughters-"

"Thereisnone. "

"Then onefrom ancther city?'

"Moth cannot leave Kyborash if heisto learn from meto be a potter aswell asa smith, and he cannot
day hereif heisto learn smithcraft from asmith in another city. ™

"If he could be asmith, any kind of smith, even ajeweler-1"

"If. I know how much it would mean to you, Kuan. But | see no hopefor it. None at dl. "

"Then| can't beasmith, Father?"

"I'm sorry, son. | had hoped- No. Y ou'll be a potter like me-but afar, far greater potter than | am. Y our
doltheisthat of agreat man. | thought | had learned its secret when the Pink-Eyed made its offer, but-
No metter. "

Moth bit back tears. Only children cried, and he was no longer achild.

The next day Moth was working in the vegetable patch, weeding the herbs and spices and killing the



insectsthat fed on them, when he saw Tramu talking to atall, redheaded boy wearing asmith's soul on
the double chain around his neck. They were coming toward him. Moth looked away, hoping that neither
of them had seen the envy twisting

hisface. He yanked savagely at aweed. The weed resisted.

He pulled harder. Suddenly it dipped free of the

earth and hefell over backward. Picking himsdlf up off the ground, he tensedhimsdlf to ignore the laughter
he expected to hear.

But Tramu and hisfriend had been looking in another direction. They hadn't even noticed he was there.
He went back to hisweeding.

Chapter Eleven

While he waited for Sklar Ton to emerge from the Siltemple, Moth watched the daves and artisans
preparing the Great Square for the Festival. HEd been watching the Temple gate for at least aday-sixth,
but he had no objection to waiting. The longer it took to get hisfather's message to Sklar Ton, the longer
until his mother got the chance to put him to work.

Tramu doesn't have to work in the fields, he thought. It's not fair.

For long weeks men had been |aboring on the brick platform upon which the Festiva dramawould be
enacted. The platform stood two body-lengths high and was thirty-six bodylengths long and twenty-four
wide; from the center of the square where Moth was standing it blocked the view of the Palace of
Warriors and hid the part of the Warriors Wall containing his Sil's shrine,

Behind him he heard the whining yet melodious voice of Lapp Wur, the exorcist: he was standing too
closeto the cage. He moved a dozen steps closer to the platform. Any farther, and he would have been
unable to get agood look at the people coming out of the Siltemple.

Ontheright end of the platform, aWarrior of the VVoice and an astrologer in ablack siltunic decorated
with dirty white moons were supervising the women of the Queen'sretinue in the construction of the
Pdace of Reeds. The women wore dresses of yellow linen; the Palace was being woven of the
butter-yellow reeds that grew nowhere but in the Palace Lake at Chal. Each corner of the square building
was oriented to one of the Four Quarters of the world: when King Asp took up residenceiniit, it would
become the Ommaret, the till midpoint at the center of the world around which al eserevolves.

Rising from the left end of the platform was the red and yelow enameled step-pyramid with the blue
godhouse &t its top. Between the miniature ziggurat and the Palace of Reeds, daves and free artisans
were erecting screens, dark-grained Deltan wood inlaid with copper for the swordsmith to stand behind,
painted and lacquered wood to hide the other dignitaries.

A dave bent dmost double beneath aload of bricks jostled Moth, knocking him sprawling in the dust.
He picked himsdlf up angrily, turned back to see the dave dready climbing the platform with hisload and
Tramu rounding the cage, coming in Moth'sdirection. With him wasagirl with thick, curly red hair and a
slver bracelet on her left wrist that proclaimed sheld begun her Temple training for the women's
mysteries.

"Moth!" Tramu shouted.

"Hello, Tramu." Moth recognized the girl.

"Hdllo, Rafti. Sartor guide you. "

"And you, Moth. " She smiled, baring perfect teeth. She was much prettier than held remembered.
"Moth, there was something | wanted to talk to Tramu about right now, and-"

"What?' Tramu demanded.

"I'd rather not talk about it with Moth here. "

"Why not? Hesmy cousin. "

"Y es, but you know there are things we can't talk about except with other smiths. ™

"Hah. Y ou're not asmith, Rafti, you're asmith's daughter. And | can't think of anything you'd need to tell



me right now that | wouldn't want my cousin to hear. "

"Mother saysthe amith-bred should stay fathful to their own. ™

"To your father, she means? Tas Gly's aterrible goldsmith, Rafti. Maybe even the worst ever. | prefer
Moth. "

"Better my father than a potter, evenif heisn't the best goldsmith in Kyborash!" Moth redlized she was
closetotears.

"l cantak to Tramu later, " he said, but they both ignored him.

"Y ou mesan, better than Ri Ta my uncle, or Moth my cousin?' Tramu asked.

"Yesl Look at your cousin, al covered with dirt like afield dave!™

"Somebody pushed me!™ Moth said, beginning to get angry.

"The Tas SlI'sdifferent, Tramu. Y ou know that!"

"Different, yes, but not like you're making it sound. Clay comes from the Earth Mother just like metd,
Rafti. The Ri and Tasare brother Sils. Even your father should have taught you that. "

"He taught me to know my own kind, which is more than your family did for you! Y our hair'sred, Tramu,
but your cousin'sis speckled like adryfrog, and you don't seem to be able to see the difference. "

"At least my father's agood potter, " Moth said.

"| seethedifference, al right, but | don't pretend it means something it doesn't, " Tramu said.
"Grandfather picked Ri Td for his daughter's husband. He could have had your father if he wanted him.
Hedidn't want him, and | don't think he made amistake. "

"Youredill anfully young, Tramu-"

"Three months older than you. "

"Then don't you think it's about time you started to grow up?' Rafti spun on her hed and strode away .
Moth followed her progress through the confusion of the market for awhile, then turned back to his
cousin.

"Thank you, Tramu. " Hetried to make the words sound formal and dignified, in keeping with the
gratitude hefdt.

"Beautiful, isn't she?' Tramu asked. "And clever. | like her-or | used to, anyway. It's a pity about her
mother, though. "

"What are you talking about?"

"Marriage. "

"Huh?' Thinking: It'snot fair, just because hisfather'sasmith he getsto-

It wasnt fair.

"Don't look so shocked, cousin. Her mother's put her up to marrying me, and that's why she's acting so

srange. "

"Youresure?!

"Of course. She never redly said S0, of course, just hints about it dl the time, but I've been hearing about
it for awhile. Father gets angry every time her mother triesto snesk the ideainto a conversation, but
Mother thinksit'sfunny. "

"Y ou're not getting married, then?"

"Not to Rafti. Maybe to somebody dse. "

"Who?'

"l don't know yet. "

"Aren't you gill abit young?"

"Older than you, cousin. | visited the hierodules yesterday . "

Moth knew better than to believe him. He just looked skeptical.

"You'retoo young. "

"Father took me. Smith custom's different, Moth. That'swhy Rafti's mother is so interested al of a
sudden. "

"Stll-"

"Of course I'm too young to get married, but I'll be eeven next month, don't forget. And when Father...



you know... "

Moth nodded.

"Well, then Mother'll be ableto get me any bride she wants. So Rafti's mother's trying to get mefirst. "
"She knows about it?"

"Of course not. Shejust knows I'm the best husband she could find for Rafti. Not that Mother would let
me marry the daughter of such a paw-handed goldsmith even if | wanted to. Even Father'd rather have
me marry agood potter's daughter, and you know he takes the idea that we're a people apart very
serioudy. And he'sright, you know, cousin, not like Rafti made it sound, but-"

"But different. | know. "

"Anyway, her mother's supid. Her father, too. I'm surprised they ever let him become a goldsmith, even
after eighteen years as a slveramith. Stupid, the both of them. ™

"Not Rafti, though. "

"No. Youlike her, cousn?'

"Not anymore. But she'sdtill, | don't know... "

"Sure. It's because she's a smith's daughter. "

"l wouldn't want Tas Gly for afather. "

"That's not what | meant. It doesn't have anything to do with Tas Gly himsdlf. But you'll never seea
smith'swife cregping around hiding behind her husband like most men'swives. "

"Mother's not like that, " Moth agreed.

"No, sheisn't. But it'sgood that you don't like Rafti. Shelll probably end up like her mother. ™

"Ugh. Hey, tdll meif you see Sklar Ton coming out of the Sitemple, will you?1've got amessage for him
from Father. "

"Sure. "

They watched the men and women on the platform for awhile; then Moth glanced around, making sure
no one was within hearing distance, and asked in alow voice, "How's it coming?'

"It'samost finished. Father let me spell one of his blowpipers on part of the scabbard. It's beautiful. ™
"The scabbard?"

"Yes "

"Have you seen"-looking around again, hisvoice falling to awhisper-"the blade yet?"

"Not yet. | was going to sneak into the forge and look at it-"

"What about the guards?’ Moth interrupted.

"There aren't any. They'd be too hard to keep secret. That'swhy we're getting atwo-story house inside
thewalswhenthisisdl over."

"Luck."

"Yes. Anyway, right now Father and hisblow-pipersal deep intheforge, but | could sneak past them.
And | was going to, but Father told meif he caught metrying it hed cut off two of my toes himself, and if
| got away with it without getting caught, | might kill King Asp. So | decided not to do it after al. How's
the coffin coming?"

"Not so loud!"

"Sorry. "

"It'sfour daysfinished. "

"Youveseenit?'

"I helped makeit. Parts of it, anyway. "

"But you've seen thewhole thing?'

"Yes. It'swonderful!"

"What'sit look like?"

"Sort of like aboat long enough for two men to stretch out in. And it'sgot alid that Father sculpted to
look just likeKing Asp. ™

"Y ou're sure about that?'

"Yes. All those jewels and those amber eyes-"



"Y ou've seen the King many times, no doubt. "

"To be surejust not yet, unfortunately. But if King Asp doesn't look like Father made him ook, then he
doesn't look like aKing should. I mean, of course he looks like aKing should, but-"

v

"But if he doesn't ook like Father made him look, then he doesn't look the best way for aKing to look. "
"Maybeyou'l change your mind when you seehim. ™

"Maybe you'll change yours when you see the coffin. If you can get close enough to the platform to seeit
adl."

"I'll get close enough. Hey, isn't that Sklar Ton?"

"Yes. Seeyou later. "

"Sartor'sluck, cousin. You better hurry. "

The trader was amost out of the square before Moth caught up with him and gave him Ri Tal's message.
"Tdl him not toworry, " Sklar Ton said, and continued on hisway.

Moth made hisway through the market and out the gate, then set off down the Street of the Thieving
Warrior toward home. Rounding a corner onto the Street of the Save of DredE<, he saw Y eshun and
Shuner, Ri Cer SiI'stwin sons. They were too much older than Moth to be close friends, but he liked
them both.

"Yeshun!" he cdled, hurrying. " Shuner! Wait for me!™

"I'vegot ariddlefor you, Moth, " Shuner said when Moth caught up with them. "What has-"

"Don't beafool, Shuner, " Yeshun interrupted. To Moth he said, "l just asked him that riddle, and now
he'strying to get you to answer it for him. ™

"l was going to ask him adifferent riddle, " Shuner protested.

"No, you weren't. Look, you've got to keep exercising your witsif you ever want to earn your Ri. You
can't keep on pretending it doesn't matter. "

"I'm better on thewhed thanyou are. ™

"Much better. But you're going to be a potter, not afield dave, it just isn't good enough to be clever with
your hands. Y ou're going to be a priest, Shuner, like Father-making pots that ook good isn't enough. If
you don't understand the Mysteries, your potswill be dead. Sure, you can position the clay right on the
whed, but can you position it right in your soul, where Sartor shapesit?’

"Maybe I'd better leave the two of you aone, " Moth said.

"Don't worry, " Yeshun said. "We won't talk about any Mysteries you aren't ready for yet. But, Shuner,
you've got to practice your riddles: you've got to develop your witsif you want to master the Higher
Mysteries. Even King Asp doesriddles. Doesn't he, Moth?"

"So everybody says. "

"Here, Moth, " Shuner said, taking a half-eaten piece of flatbread out of hisbelt pouch. "Y ou want some?
We've both had al we can eat. "

"No, thanks. I'mfadting. "

"It'sabout time for your first clayquest, isn't it?" Y eshun asked.

"I'm leaving tomorrow. I've been fagting for three days. "

"Still hungry?'

"Starving, " Moth admitted.

"Youll bedl right by tonight. Not that you stop wanting to est. "

"Y ou don't have very long for your quest, do you?' Shuner asked. "Because of the Festival. "

"Sx days."

"That should belong enough, " Y eshun said. "1 dways get week after five days of fasting. "

"l don't," Shuner said.

"You're better at it than | am. Y ou're better at dmost everything than | am, damn it, but you just let your
head deep. "

"Maybe I'm not very clever. "

"Y ou are when you want to be. "



"That'smy dtreet, " Moth said. "I'll seeyou later. Luck. "

"Luck. Sartor grant you good clay, " Yeshun said.

"Sartor'sluck, " Shuner added.

Moth passed through the house and out into the potting compound without speaking to his mother. When
night fell he took the necklace of clay beads from around his neck and buried it, thanking the Earth
Mother for the years he had been allowed to wear it. Henceforth he would wear a necklace made from
clay he himsdlf had found, or none at dl.

He daubed his body with the seven clays and prostrated himself once to each of the Four Quarters, then
took the birdstone hisfather had given him, an intricately carved piece of basalt about the sze of his
thumb attached to adender linen cord, and twirled it until it sang.

Above him the stars shone clear and cold, Sartor's Nighteyes, watching him as he began the Ritua of
Prayer and Propitiation.

Chapter Twelve

Moth set out at firgt light, the dawn only apae glow in the east, the moon till bright overhead. Naked
except for arope belt from which hung the pouch containing the birdstone and his saucer and trowel and
cloth bag, his skin freshly daubed with the seven clays (the still-wet clays cold againgt his skin, the
early-morning wind chill and biting), he paused in the street outside his house only long enough to thank
the house-guardian for having sheltered him, then made hisway out of the city and upriver.

Every sixty paces he prostrated himsdlf to the Four Quarters, listened to the birdstone's song, and
implored Sartor's aid. Every three hundred and sixty paces he repeated the full Ritua of Prayer and
Propitiation, muttering the words under his breath to keep them secret from anyone who might chance
acrosshim.

When he encountered other human beings, he averted his eyes. He spoke to no one and no one spoke to
him.

Early in the afternoon he reached the guardhouse blocking the path above the Nacre's narrow gorge. His
appearance proclamed hisidentity and mission; he made the four prostrations and passed by
unchalenged.

Below him the Nacre foamed, roaring with a thousand drunken voices, drowning out the bird-stone's
song. The narrow path hugged the wall of the gorge. Sometimes the going was so difficult that he was
forced to make his prostrations hunched up like aleafworm; once he dmost fell. Smdl streamsand fdls
blocked hisway: he forded them, legping the smallest despite the danger of dipping on the wet rock and
faling to theriver below.

Hewas far beyond the path he had taken thefirst time held accompanied his father in search of clay
before he began to hear the birdstone's song through the river-roar.

When darkness came, he curled up and dept naked and unprotected on the chill ssone. Awakening, he
could only remember that his dreams had been joyous.

Dawn was breaking. He stood up, stretched, and did the full Ritual of Prayer and Propitiation before
continuing on.

The rock was chill, black, devoid of vegetation: the Earth M other's naked bones.

The sun rose, reached its zenith, and had begun to descend before Moth passed beyond the limit of his
previous explorations. Now, whenever he came across a stream or fdl, he stopped and swung the
birdstone, listening and looking in the cam silence that followed for asign that thiswas the stream that
would lead him to the clay he sought.

But something-the voice of afdl, arock the shape of ahuman skull, something wrong with the way the
sunlight played upon the water-warned him away from every stresm he found, and the fear began to
grow in him that he would find no stream he could follow and would be forced to return claylessto
Kyborash, there to live without beads or honor until ayear had passed and he could again attempt
clayquest.



Night fell. He curled up, dept.

Early in the morning of the fourth day-the last day before he had to turn and make hisway back to
Kyborash-the path led him down out of the gorge into abroad valley where the Nacresroar wasonly a
gentle mutter. The Sight of trees and bushes, the warm smell of grass, cheered him; his hunger waslong
gone, and hislight-headedness he attributed to the excitement knotting his ssomach muscles. It was hard
to keep himsdlf from running and lesping.

The path had led him away from the Nacre and up into the hills when he found the stream. He sivung the
birdstone, listened to its song, then turned his attention to the stream, found welcome in every ripple.
Thetight knot in hisbelly dissolved. Hefdt joyous, giddy, yet still very aware of the fact thet if he had to
follow this stream any great distance there would be no timeto try another.

But he thrust his doubts aside and did afull Ritud, then prostrated himsdlf sixty timesto the stream and
asked its spirit, its Undlith, for permissonto follow it.

The sense of welcome emanating from the waters continued unchanged, and he knew the Undith had
granted him its permission.

He turned his back on the path and began following the stream up toward the snow-peaked mountains.
The stream had changed its course too recently for tanglethorn to have choked the old streambed, and
the foothills were not yet too steep for rapid progress, so the going was easy.

Later, when the foothills had become mountains and the sun was faling toward the western horizon, the
ar growing cool, Moth scrambled up aparticularly steep gradeto find himself on awide, flat ledge.

He turned back, looked down at the ledges and grades below him. Like aziggurat, he thought. Sartor's
Ziggurat.

Hefollowed the stream inward until he came to a deep, turbulent pool fed by two separate waterfalls
cascading from the lip of what looked like the same ledge, about five bodylengths over his head.

Above him he pictured ledge after ledge, the mountain stretching ever higher, the ledges growing
narrower, until findly, at thetop, Sartor sat in state in the blue godhouse of the sky.

Maybe | won' find any clay, he thought. I'll just keep climbing higher and higher, al the way up through
the snow to Him-

Thefdlswere about ten bodylengths apart. Moth soun the birdstone, examined the fdlsin the sllence
following the song. They weretoo different in ways he could fed but not name to be twin forksof asingle
gream, or overflowsfrom asingle pool: he was certain that each fall wasfed by adifferent stream.

He could follow only one. He prostrated himsdlf to each fall and asked its Undlith for guidance, but
received no enlightenment. Neither fal welcomed him; neither rgjected him.

He spun the stone again, watched and listened, spun it again. And again.

He had to decide soon: the day was almost gone. He spun the stone again. Again and again.

A flight of red-winged birds overhead, veering off to the right. An omen?

He had no choice but to take it as an omen. He put the birdstone back in his belt pouch, began to climb
the rock face. It was damp but rough, providing plenty of finger- and toeholds. He had a bad moment
when achunk of rock came away in his hand, but his fingers found another projection before he could
fdl, and within ingtants he was up over the top.

He had been right: the falswere fed by different streams. And the other stream emerged from aholein
therock only sx or seven bodylengths from the edge of the ledge upon which he was standing.
Helooked back, down, seeing the Nacre far below. A sudden certainty stole over him. The certainty
made it easier to continue, helped him fight his growing exhaustion and consciousness of the possibility of
failure, heped himignore the dight dizziness that he only now redlized had been growing within him since
he'd begun his ascent.

The late afternoon sun painted the rocks with deep, rich colors. He continued on, up.

A littlelater, climbing a shallow grade where the stream meandered through numerous quick bends, he
found abed of yellow clay exposed.

Y ellow-the False Emperor. A doubtful omen. But not one that he could regject.



Heknelt and crossed hisarms on his breast. He could fed the silence al around him as he said, " Sartor
All-Highest, Merciful Patron, |, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh, Y our faithful worshiper, obeyer of Y our King of
Cha, Asp Son of Vitrus, initiated priest of Your Ri Sil, do beg of You Your aidin this, my first clayquest.
Lend me Y our Strength, O Greatest of Gods. Lend me Y our Wisdom, O Cresator of All Things. Smile
upon me and intercede for me with these, the Spirits of Stream and Earth. ™

He repeated the prayer seven times, then prostrated himsdlf to the stream and said, "Hear me, Undlith,
Stream-spirit. |, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh, twice-born child of the Earth Mother, thank you in the name of
Sartor All-Highest for reveding this clay to me. Accept of me my liféswater, that | offer you assign of
my gratitude, and intercede for me with the Spirit of the Clay if | meet with your favor. "

Extending hisleft hand in the Gesture of Submission, he pursed hislips, leaned forward, and spat into the
sream.

Ashis spittle struck the water, panic seized him. The sky was crushing him benegth itsinfinite weight; the
earth ggped open beneath hisfeet; the stream was dithering from its bed to suffocate himin its shining
cails.

He leapt to hisfeet, spun around, and ran.

Sixty strides, and the sky returned to the heavens. The sun glistened innocently off the clear waters of the
stream. The earth was s0lid benegath his feet. Hisfear was gone, fading from hismemory.

The stream-spirit was willing, he thought, but the clay was not. Or-perhaps the Undith wanted meto
know that it did not rgject me, but that it wishesmeto find finer clays.

Progtrating himsdlf to the Four Quarters, he prayed, " Sartor All-Highest, grant me Y our guidance. Earth
Mother, intercede with Y our Children for me. " And once again his certainty bubbled within him.

The way grew ever steeper, the mesas and ledges smaller and separated by longer and longer stretches
of sheer dliff, yet hefdt little fatigue as he scrambled for finger- and toeholds on the vertica dliff-faces.
Time seemed to have stopped: the sun should have set daysixths ago, yet il it hung, red and unmoving,
above the western horizon.

It was il hanging there when he climbed through the oray of aminiature waterfdl and redlized that he
had come upon amesa at least aslarge as the one his father had shown him on that first trip, years ago.
The stream was gentler here, clear over smooth pebbles; on either side of it grew long gray-green
grasses.

He soon found abed of clay. The clay was reddish, mixed with sand; the stream-spirit accepted hislife's
water and did not drive him away, but when he moistened the clay and alowed it to dry, achalky white
scum formed. Though the clay had shown itself unsuitable, he thanked the spirit of the clay before
continuing on.

Within moments he had come across another bed of clay, and this clay was neither red nor yellow, nor
tan nor brown nor gray nor brownblack: it was no proper river clay at dl, but the white clay found only in
rare hollows high in the hills, and Moth knew that its presence there by the stream-bed was amiracle.
He thanked Sartor, then dug some of the white clay from the ground with his blackwood trowel. Certain
ashewasthat its presence was proof of miraculous intervention, he was almost tempted to fill his sack
without testing the clay; but in the end reason prevailed: the tests existed not only to seeiif the clay was
suitablefor hisuse, but to determineif the spirit of the clay found him acceptable, and he would certainly
offend the spirit by neglecting theritud.

He moistened the clay and allowed it to dry on his saucer. No scum seemed to form, but when it was
thoroughly dry he examined it very carefully to make sure the clay's whiteness had not camouflaged any
scum. It had not: the clay was clean.

He kneaded some of the clay massinto arope, then bent the ropeinto aring. He felt acertain tension as
he worked, for the white clays required ddlicate handling and rarely forgave a potter hiserrors, and he
had little experience with them. But the ring did not crack.

He had found the clay from which he would make his darsath, his soul-shadow. And it was afiner clay
than he had ever imagined could be his.

The sun was setting at last, and he fdt dl the exhaustion that he had somehow been spared earlier come
flooding over him. He dept.



Before dawn the next morning hefilled his cloth bag with nine trowe fuls of the creamy clay, onefor each
year he had borne aname, and, taking the utmost care not to drop it, returned it to hisbelt pouch. Its
weight felt good at his Side, a constant reminder of the miraculous gift he had been granted.

He found himsdf running, leaping down the gentler dopes, jumping a bodylength or even two at atime
through the predawn darkness, clambering blind down cliff-faces with the reckless speed of a
suction-footed lizard.

He had not yet paused to deep again when, on the morning of the sixth day, he was stopped by three
Warriors of the Voice. They questioned him but let him pass.

The closer he got to the city, the more warriors he encountered, but no one el se stopped him for
questioning. Twice he passed oxcarts |oaded with purple-leaved ang branches. The branches would be
used to feed thefiresin the trench separating Kyborash from the profane world during the Festival.

He arrived home late in the afternoon. The Festival wasto start a dusk, but, like the women and the
other men not yet fully initiated, he would take no part in it until morning.

"Y ou have returned with very fine clay indeed, " Ri Tal said after ingpecting Moth's sack. "Prepare and
bury it, then prostrate yoursdlf three hundred and sixty timesto each of the Four Quarters, thanking
Sartor with aprayer of your own invention each time. When you have finished you may egt-but
remember, take no more than nine mouthfuls of barley mush and drink no water. For every extra
mouthful you will spend ayear hungry; for every sp of water you will endure ayear of drought. Do you
understand?"

Moth nodded.

"Good. Slegp tonight with your head resting over your buried clay. Sartor will send you adream, and that
dream will reved to you the shaping of your soul-shadow. "

"What if | don't dream, Father?'

"Sartor will send you adream. Y ou may not remember it immediately when you awaken, but intime it
will returnto you. "

"But what if | dream more than one dream?"

"Then you must choose the true dream. And you must be careful not to let a pleasant but false dream
sway you from one fearful but true. Do not let the vison of asmple form, easy to grasp and within your
power to shape, tempt you from your true darsath, though of it you see only atiny part, and that beyond
your power to shape.

"From the clay you have found you will shape only the shadow of the shadow of your true soul, and it
need be no more like your true soul than an infant islike the man he will become. Y et asthat infant has
within him the deeping redity of hisfuture sdf, so must this darsath reflect your true soul.

"Hurry now. Y ou must tread the sand and ashesinto your clay and bury it quickly, for your weakness will
soon be upon you, and you must eat before dusk. ™

After Moth's mother had spooned the nine bites of mush into his mouth, she anointed him with scented
sesame oil and kissed him. He kissed her back, then eft her for the potting compound. With every
mouthful he had swallowed, more strength had drained from him, and it was amost more than he could
do to push aside the hanging veiling the doordlit and stagger out to where heéld buried his clay.

Not even the knowledge that the Seven-Y ear Festival had begun was enough to keep him awake.

Chapter Thirteen

"Sowly, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh. " Hisfather's voice. "Awaken dowly, gently, awvaken and hold onto your
dream. Say nothing, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh: awaken and remember and say nothing. "

Moth yawned and opened hiseyes. It was ill dark. All he wanted to do was go back to deep.
"Hold onto your dream, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh!™

What? Oh. Something about...

... Baalkunti, the primeva idand, risng from the waters of cregtion, anidand of clay.... But Baakunti



continued to extend itsalf upward out of the waters until Moth could seethat it wasredlly ahead, ahead
of clay on along neck... risng higher and higher, the neck growing longer and longer... grass sprouting
from the top of the head, but not green grass, no, red and black grass-

That's me, Moth redlized. That's my head.

-but blades of ydlow grass were sprouting among the blades of red and black, and al the grasswas
lengthening, growing longer and longer until it hid the head completely, until it fell to the Ocean itsdlf.

Suddenly there were birds. Birds beyond counting, the infinite sky black with their numbers, but far
away, dl the birdsflying so high that they were just clouds of tiny, darting specks, like swarming
midges....

One speck growing larger, black, taking on form, abird diving down straight into his eyes-

And the clay head opened like ashy-lily unfolding to greet the dawn, became the world. He saw
Kyborash-

And attacking it, a horde of Nomads on horseback, their leader aman of clay. In hisleft hand he held the
reinsof his horse, and where hisright hand should have been there grew ablade of gleaming metd.

The man of clay was Moth.

Hewas older, aman, not aboy, and hisface resembled that of Ri Td, yet harder somehow, and cruder.
He was dressed as the shaman Moth had seen at the Fair had been, in a caftan of black goat hide and
breeches of red leather. From the caftan hung mirrors of copper and the golden skeletons of many
hawks; hislong hair was braided into separate strands of black and red and tied back from hisface with
alive serpent the color of amber. The snake hissed and coiled and dripped ydlow venom from itsfangs,
and the shaman's eyes, his eyes, his sun-yelow eyes, burned with hatred-

Yet dl thiswasat the sametimeasmdl cylinder of red-, black-, and yelow-glazed clay with wings of
red copper.

"Isit clear, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh? Don't try to understand it now. Just hold it clear in your mind.

Study it so you will never forget it.... Do you haveit?’

"It hasme, "' Moth whispered.

"Good. Y ou must never forget it. But the Festiva is beginning. Go indde and dress yoursdlf. ™

When Moth made no move to comply, he asked, "Is your dream clear in your mind? Do you need more
time?'

"No. " Moth shook his head.

"Then hurry!™

Moth stumbled to hisfeet, groped hisway through the doordit. The room waslit by only atiny oil lamp
that gave off more smoke than light. Moth struggled into his gray linen undertunic and belted the siltunic of
scarlet wool over it, dipped hisfeet into hisworn sandas. Ri Ta thrust agtaff into hishand. Inthe dim
light Moth was unable to seeit clearly, but he knew that a design appropriate to his new station in life had
been carved into it.

"Hurry!" Ri Td sad. "It'samost dawn. "

Kuan was waiting in the courtyard. She combed Moth's hair back, then together the three left the house
and made their way to the walled inner city. They were stopped severa times by warriors guarding the
sacred precincts, but once they crossed the plankslaid down over the smoldering wood in the Firetrench
they were free of harassment, for within the circle of fire Kyborash had returned to the time beforetime
began, before there were warriors and laws, before the creation of the universe. Before thefirst King
regnedin Chdl.

And yet, Moth thought, nothing's different. Everything looks just the same, and | still fed likel dways
have.

"Tel mewhat happened last night, Fether, " he said.
"When night fell, King Asp paid homage to Sartor in the square's eighty-one shrines, " Ri Td said asthey
walked. "Then he worshiped at the shrine insde the Palace of Warriors, and at the shrinein hisown



Palace.

"After Sartor had accepted his homage in each of the lesser shrines, King Asp ascended the ziggurat in
the Sitempleto light atorch from the sacred flame. From the Square, we could al see him climbing the
steps, though no lamp waslit and there was only adiver of moon. It was asif he himsdf were aflame,
though he shed no light. | do not know how to explainit.

"As he climbed the steps he became harder and harder to see, until, just before he passed within the
godhouse, Sartor's Nighteyes shone clearly through him. When he emerged again he held in hishand a
torch burning with the Flame of Cresation. He held it high for dl to see, then ran down the steps and out
through the Temple and into the square.

"There were too many men separating us for meto see hisface, but people said it was dight with ajoy
greater than other men could bear, and | mysalf heard him laughing as he ran. Men would throw
themselvesinto his path, to be burned by the sacred flame, and he laughed and made his way to the gate.
"There he gave the torch to Prince LasTvil, The Prince took the torch and ran from the inner city the
length of the Avenue of King Delanipa the Conqueror, out through the West Gate, and on until he
reached the Firetrench, and into the trench he threw historch. "

Kuan took up the story. "The flames legpt up and the Festival began. | was outside the Firetrench with
the other women, and | saw the flames come swimming like quick-darting fish through the wood. The ang
branches flared yellow and we sang songs of praise to the King. Could you hear us, Moth?”

"| was adeep, Mother. "

They cut through an dley and entered the Street of the Fal se-hearted Hierophant. A little farther and they
|eft the narrow, twisting streets laid out when the city was till DreaEst for the broad, straight Avenue of
King Delanipa the Conqueror. Dawn was breaking. Moth could make out other families on their way
toward the city's heart. There were hushed conversations al around them, the sound of sandaled feet
dapping the paving stones. They were close enough to the inner city now to hear the crowd in the Great
Square murmuring to itsdf with the voice of athousand tiny waterfdls.

Ri Ta quickened his step. Moth began to fall behind.

"Sow down, Father, " he pleaded. "Please. | can't walk that fast. "

"If you can't walk, you'll haveto run. ™

Kuan caught her husband's arm. "Please go dower, Td. WEell be there soon enough, and he'stired from
al hisfagting. | can't keep up with you either. "

"WEell belate," Ri Ta predicted gloomily as he dowed his pace. "All the potterpariahs and lead-smiths
and daveswill get therefirst. They'll get to see everything while we stand by the Wall of Merchantsand
crane our necks. "

Ri Ta wasright: they had no hope of getting anywhere near the platform. The square swarmed with
people of dl stations-Warriors of the Hand in blue, smithsin red and gold, pottersin scarlet, scribesin
gray, astrologersin moon-crescented black, sdllers of songsin brown edged with pink, entrail readersin
gray splashed with red, daves, confectioners, boatmen, brewers, basket makers, sculptors, and chisel
workers, men of every Sil, each dressed in the colors of his station and accompanied by wife and
children whose dressreflected his, yet al crowded together without regard for rank, field davesin ragged
gray linen kilts pressed up againgt weaversin gaudy wool. The smell of oil and sweat hung heavy inthe
ar.

Itsal my fault, Moth thought. If I'd walked faster, weld have been intime.

"I'm sorry, Father, " he said.

"Don't worry, son, " Ri Ta said, smiling and putting hisarm around Moth. "We didn't have a chance
anyway. | had to let you deep late after your clayquest or you'd never have madeit hereat all. ™

More people kept arriving. Moth was surrounded by strange accents and unfamiliar dialects. Asthe
unending stream of latecomers flowed in through the gate, Moth and his parents were pressed back and
to theright, until they found themsalvesin front of the gate to the King's Pdace.

But the King had spent the night in the square hut of yellow reeds on the platform, and Moth's family was



about asfar from the platform asit was possible to be and till remain in the Great Square.

"The Palace of Reedsis not the cradle woven for King Asp by his mother's servants, but it is no different
from that cradle, " ahook-nosed man in scribe's gray was explaining to a boy whose nose declared him
his son. "When King Asp comesforth into the light of day he will have become aman and- Look!"
Thefirgt ray of the morning sun had struck the platform.

"TheKing!" aWarrior of the Voice cried. The crowd began to shout, "KING ASP! KING ASP! KING
ASP"

And the King emerged from the Palace of Reeds.

Hewastdl, very tal, yet not so tall as Moth had expected him to be, and though his shoulders were
strong he was no smith: the coffin Ri Td had fashioned for him was overlarge. He wore along yellow
tunic embroidered in purple and blue over an undergarment of cloth of gold, and in hisleft hand he
carried ascepter of gleaming red copper. Hislong brown hair was parted in the middle and fell in
luxuriant oiled curls past his shoulders. His skin was a deep brown, darker even than hishair, and his
eyeswere huge and yellow like the eyes of agreat hunting cat. On this day he wore no crown, but green
pearls gleamed in hislong beard and he wore disks of red copper in his ears. He was barefoot.

He gazed out at the crowd and cried, "1 am aKing!" in avoice louder and deeper than any herald's. "l
amalord, | am great, | an mighty! | have arisen from the dead, | am awarrior, | an aprince, and | am
glorious, for | am Asp son of Vitrus son of Hanrab! Suppliant of Sartor of the Many Aspectsam |, a
servant unyie ding, subduing the lands of Hisfoes. | am aKing mighty in battle, adestroyer of citiesand
forests, victorious over enemies, King of the Four Quarters, Prince of amultitude of lands and of dl
Kings! | am Asp, King of Chal and of al other cities, Asp to whom enemies prostrate themselves, Asp
theruler of al men, Asp the proclaimer of Sartor!"

He hasthe voice of aKing! Moth thought.

The King stepped forward. A dave dressed as a Lashllite warrior emerged from behind the screen and
put sandals of copper upon hisfest.

"I am Asp, King of Kings, conqueror of the Lashllites! Their warriors| dew and heaped their bodies
before the gate of their city! Their King | dew and dl his priests; their temple | razed, taking grest wedth
of gold and silver; their gods | overthrew, destroying their images; and upon the site of their temple |
raised atower to Sartor ten timesthe height of aman, of brick plated with gold! And at the base of that
tower | placed an image of Sartor dl of gold and copper and twice the height of a man!”

The King took a second step forward. Queen Sisha and her son, Prince LasTVvil, stepped from behind a
screen of golden feathers. The Queen prostrated hersalf to her husband and kissed his feet; the Prince
knelt and presented his father with a copper-bladed sword.

"I am Asp, King of dl Chd, King of dl lands! The peoples of Latunsa and Gwetand rose againgt mein
rebellion; | prepared an expedition againgt them and with vigorous assault | besieged and took their cities;
three thousand of their warriors| destroyed; | filled the streets of their citieswith corpses; their houses|
burned; many warriors| took dive for daves and their spoilsin abundance | carried off; their cities|
overthrew, razed, and burned!”

The King began to walk dowly forward ("One step for every year of hislife, " Moth heard the scribe
whisper), and with every step he took he recounted more victories. When he halted again, the Master of
Warriors, atal man dressed dl in blue, emerged from behind ascreen. He prostrated himsdlf before the
King, then rose and stood proudly behind him.

"l am King Asp, King of Kings, Sil Warrior of the Hand and Voice, the greatest warrior of al timeshby
the sufferance of Sartor! To my Master of Warriors| give thissword, for he has served mewell in battle,
as my sword has served me well!" the King cried, and the Master of Warriors stepped forward to
receive hissword.

The King took another step, and the Sil Masters of al but one of the eighty-two lesser Sils stepped from
behind their screensto progtrate themselves before their King. One by one they crawled forward to kiss
hisfeet and pledge him their fealty. Moth could see their lips moving, but their voices were inaudible,

To each S| Master King Asp gave agreen pearl from his beard.

"I an A, the Sl of Sildl" he cried. His voice was as mighty as before, but he paused now and again as



if to catch hisbreath. "I am the most glorious of rulers, the most favored of Sartor, and | am the most
generous of men! To these, the Sil Masters of the Lesser Priesthoods, | show my generosity with gifts of
pearls as precious ascities!"

The Sl Masters prostrated themselves, and the King took afina step forward. From behind a screen of
bleached werewood emerged the Voice of Sartor, his head concealed in awhite hood, while from
behind a screen of precious metas stepped Tas Et. Tas Et wasdressed dl in metd, in cunningly wrought
mail that flashed red and silver and gold in the sun, and no part of hisbody or face could be seen. In his
right hand the smith held agreat sword sheathed in a scabbard of gold inlaid with copper. Moving dowly,
the smith kndlt before the King and held out the sword to him, but even as the King reached for it the
Voice of Sartor stepped forward and snatched it from the smith's grasp.

"Sartor grantsKing Asp hislifel" the Voice cried, and histones were amost as mighty asthe King's. The
King took the sword from the V oice's hands.

"l am Asp!" hecried. "I have arisen from the dead, | an awarrior, | am aprince, and | am great and
glorious, for I am Asp, King of Kings! | am Asp, and this sword"-he drew the copper blade fromits
scabbard-"is none other than mysdlf. | nameit Asp son of Vitrus son of Hanrab, the proclaimer of Sartor,
the worshiper of Sartor, the exalter of Sartor, a servant unyielding, King of al Cha!"

And the SII Magters crept forward on their knees and kissed the blade.

Then the Voice of Sartor cried, "Listen, for | spesk the words of Sartor All-Highest. Know you, King of
Chal, that you have sinned against your master! For seven years have you been the mightiest of men, but
though you are the greatest warrior the world has ever known, though the noblest of men have been as
dirt benesth your feet, yet asthey areto you, so are you to Sartor! Seven years have you been the
husbandman of the All-Highest, nothing more; and though you have served Him as no other man could
have served Him, though you be still the greatest and most glorious of men, though you tread the empires
of Ashlu beneath your feet, yet are you but aman and your serviceis not sufficient. Y ou have failed your
god!”

"I have conquered many lands for Sartor!" the King cried. "1 have built many temples, raised many
towers, caused to be made many images. | have spread the fear of the All-Highest throughout the Four
Quarterd!”

"All thisyou have done, and more. Y et you have failed Sartor, you have sinned againgt Him, and for this
you must die!"

"What sn have | committed?'

"Y ou have been aman only, and not agod. "

"SI Tas, " the King pleaded, turning to Tas Et, "will you not die for me, that | may live and Sartor may be
appeased?”

"I will diefor my King!" Tas Et cried, and hisvoice was not at dl the voice of the uncle Moth knew. "L et
Sartor take my lifeingtead, for King Aspisagreat King, the Sl of Sils, and the best of men!™

But the King shook his head and cried, "No! Y ou have given methisbladethat ismy life, O Magter
Smith, and | cannot return adegth for alife, for | am ajust King and the most generous of men! Yet |
fear death, for | am only aman, and al men fear dying! Isthere no one e se here who will die for me?’

"I will diefor you, Father!" Prince LasT Vil cried in avoice thin and high, though he was dready aman.
"Alas, my son, " theKing said, "to give you life and then take it back-what kind of man would | be then?
And how, were | not the best of men, could | be the most glorious of Kings?*

"Yet | beg you, Father, let Sartor take my life instead of yours!™

"And should | diein battle, who then would ruleal Cha?No, LasTvil son of Asp son of Vitrus, thetime
has not yet come for you to give your lifeto Sartor!"

The King turned to the Lesser Sil Masters. "And you, my Sil Magters, is there one among you who will
diein my stead?’

And they cried out that they would diefor him.

"Yet | cannot take dl of your lives, for | am ajust and a generous King, and how should | choose among



you? No, thereisno one among you | can permit to die for me. | must die, and no man may make my
passing any eesier. "

The King laid down his scepter. He threw off his embroidered tunic. He kicked off his copper sandls,
and with hisleft hand he tore his undergarment of cloth of gold from his body, so that he stood naked in
front of hispeople.

He brandished the gleaming sword. "1 am Asp son of Vitrus son of Hanrab, and | must die to appease
the just anger of Sartor All-Highest!" he cried in aragged voice, and many of the people crowding the
square cried out and rent their garments.

"No!" aman with the clear voice of asdler of songs cried from the crowd. "King Asp isagood King, a
just King! He cannot die!”

The hooded Voice of Sartor stepped forward and held up his hand. The crowd fdll silent.

"Die hemust!" the hooded warrior cried. "So it has been ordained, and so it must be. Yet"-the Voice
turned to the King-"you die not alone, O King, for Sartor iswith you! Die you mugt, die you shdl: your
desth approaches you on fiery wings and you may not deny it! Yet it isthewill of Sartor that before
death claims you, you may ask asingle gift of any of your subjects, and the power of Sartor shdl cometo
you through that gift! Choose, O King, and choose quickly, for your time draws near!"

"A dead man needslittle that the living may grant him!" the King cried. "Y et | would ask my Master of
Warriorsto give me something of his, that | might die”-hisvoice failed him; he paused, gasping for breath,
then finished-"that | might dieasawarrior!"

The Magter of Warriors sheathed the sword the King had given him. He stripped the gloves from his
hands. Stepping forward, hefitted aglove over the King'sleft hand. The King held his hand aoft and the
amber beading the dark legther glowed in the bright morning sun. Then the King grasped the sword
named Asp in hisgloved hand and dlowed the Master of Warriorsto fit the other glove to his right hand.
Gripping the pomme in both hands, Asp held the red blade overhead. The sun caught it ashecried, "To
Y ou, Sartor, Magter, to You and Y ou alone | surrender my lifel™

And taking the sword in his gloved hands, his naked brown body gleaming with sweet, hiswhite teeth
flashing as he grimaced in the agony of his exertion, the King bent the sword named Asp over hisknee,
forcing it dowly out of shape, bending it back until it was straight again, then farther back, until it was
again bowed asfar out of shape as he could bend it. Again and again he bent the blade, his powerful
muscles like dow-swimming meta fish beneath his sweet-shiny brown skin as he strained without
ceasing.

Until, suddenly, it was over, and the King held the two fragments of hislife aoft, and died.

TheVoice of Sartor stepped forward, knelt by the King's body. "King Asp isdead!" he cried, risng to
hisfeet. "The life Sartor gave His husbandman, He has demanded from him. "

The Sil Magters surged forward to confront the white-robed figure.

"| gpeak for the Lesser Sildl" the Sil Astrologer cried in amusicd voice. He turned to the massed people
inthe square. "King Asp was more than aman! He was not as you or |; he cannot be dead!”
"Hewasaman, " the Voicereplied. "A great man, amighty man, the most glorious of men-but he was
only aman, and dl men die! Examine hisbody for yoursdvesif you do not believe me!”

One by onethe Sl Masters stepped forward to knedl by their fallen King and examine him. The S
Asdtrologer was the last. He rose dowly to hisfeet and turned to face the crowd.

"King Aspisdead” he cried. "Heis dead and hislimbs grow iff, hisbody grows cold! This| have seen
with my own eyes, felt with my own hands.

TheKing isdead and Chal is dead and we-we are no more what we were! We are nothing, no one,
creatures without names, without-" And the Sil Agtrologer broke down and wept, and the people in the
squaredid likewise.

"Wait!" the Master of Warriors cried, and the weeping ceased. "The Smith has not yet spoken!™

Tas Et moved dowly acrossthe platform to the falen King. He bent with agonizing downessto examine,
not the naked body, but the broken sword. He rose, holding the two pieces of the sword he had forged.



"The blade named Asp son of Vitrus son of Hanrab istruly broken. The King isdead, " he said, and
though hisvoice did not seem loud. Moth could hear him clearly.

"Heisdead!" the smith cried. "L et him be placed in his coffin!" And fourteen princes from fourteen cities
King Asp had conquered came forward bearing the King's coffin.

The princes|ifted the King's body and with due reverence placed it within the boat-shaped coffin. They
sedled thelid in place.

"Heisdead and in his coffin. Let him beburied, " Tas Et said, and ahole was made in the brick platform
and the boat bearing the King's coffin was laid within it. Seven times seven shovefuls of earth were
heaped upon its carven lid.

"Heisdead, " Tas Et repeated. "Heisdead, and yet-" The crowd was silent, waiting. "And yet-" He
paused again, then cried, "And yet he may live again, if it bethewill of Sartor All-Highest!"

The smith held the broken sword above his head. "Thisis the sword named Asp son of Vitrus son of
Hanrab. Should it be the will of Sartor, it may be returned to the time before it was a sword, to that state
inwhichit isneither whole nor broken, and if it then beforged anew the King shall live again!™

Moth wept and cried out with joy.

"l am no longer the Voice of Sartor, " the Voice of Sartor cried, "for the King is dead and thereisno
Chal. Yet ill do | know somewhat of the will of Sartor, and if those who were Chd bewilling, thenitis
thewill of Sartor dso that King Asp be restored to life. Isthis your will, you who were his people?
"Yes!" Moth screamed, and hisvoice waslost in the roar of the crowd's assent.

"So shall it be!" the hooded warrior cried, and Tas Et took the broken blade and made hisway to the
back of the platform, where he waslost to view.

The silence grew and grew, and there was something strange to it, something that frightened Moth. It
went on and on. Moth was afraid it would never end. It was heavy, sullen, fierce; it bore him down
beneath itsweight, and he knew that it would crush him if he did not cry out loud, and yet he could not.
And then suddenly it was gone, and there were voices al around him.

"What happens now?" he asked. "What happens next?"

"Anything!" afidld dave standing behind Ri Ta said before the potter could answer. "Anything at al!"
And the davelet out agreat whoop of joy and ran up to adavemaster in ablack and white siltunic and
knocked him to the ground.

"Anything, " Ri Ta said dowly. Hisvoice was strange, far away. "Thereisno law in Cha now, no Chdl,
nothing! The void has taken us back, and we no longer know who we were or what we were. | may be
your father, | remember | was, once; or | may be your grandson or your mother's mother or nobody at
al-

"Fether!”

"No," Ri Td said reflectively. "No, I'm not your father. " Hisvoice quickened. "I'm a purple ming bird,
and dl thewomen in blue are my wived"

Helet out ashrill, trilling cry. "Y ou're amoth, aren't you? Be careful, moth. Ming birds eat moths. But I'm
not hungry, not quite yet, little moth.... "

Heturned and disappeared suddenly into the crowd.

"Mother?' But Kuan too was gone.

All around him people were singing and dancing and speaking in strange tongues. Men were crouching
low to the ground, their hands covering their eyes. Fights were breaking out al over the Great Square,
and men and women were coupling without regard for rank or station.

Chapter Fourteen

The people in the Great Square had gone mad. They gibbered, drooled, fought, and coupled like
animds, old men laughed and played silly children's games. A Warrior of the V oice gave his costume of
yedllow and white wool to awoman, who began giving ordersto aweaver, who ran over to afield dave
and traded his many-colored siltunic for the dave's gray kilt, then returned and knelt before the woman



and tried to dig through the hard clay brick of the square.

But it was more than madness-or more than other people's madness, Moth redlized as he pushed hisway
through the crowd toward one of the lesser gates. For over there he saw aman Sitting calmly on empty
air, there another with great blue bubbles where his eyes should have been, there another who winked in
and out of existence, over there aman with three shadows, one red, one blue, and one purple, and there-
Madness. He had to get away or held end up in the cage. If he could make hisway out over the
Firetrench to his uncle's house where they were reforging the Blade That Had Been Broken-

A hand caught hisarm-Sklar Ton, looking cheerful, unmussed, and, above al, normal. Moth's panic
vanished as suddenly asit had begun, and agreat cam came over him.

"Ah, young man, | see you're confused. Y ou see madness about you, and more than madness, impossible
things, so that you fear that you yoursaf may have gone mad. Isthis not so?

"Yes" Moth admitted.

"Y ou must understand-and | say thiswith al the goodwill in the world-that you are mad. And, of course,
soam |, and so are dl these other good people around us. We are mad because we fail to apprehend the
redity of our Stuation."

"Goon," Moth said, fascinated. It was asif each word Sklar Ton spoke revealed anew truth, something
never beforeimagined, only to have that truth superseded before he could grasp it by the next word
Sklar Ton spoke.

"The death of King Asp hasreturned usto astate of primordial chaos, and in this primordia State,
nothing has yet been given aname. And thus, being unnamed, everything you see and hear and fed
around you iswithout existence."

Moth nodded.

"So, sincewe and our surroundings are asyet al unrea-why, it is possible that we may become or
experience anything whatsoever, sncethereisno limit to the unreal.”

"And so you think us mad?"

"By no means. Our madnessisthat, instead of accepting the unredlity of everything we see and are, we
cling to names that we have not yet been given and that have no existence. Y ou, | suppose, think yourself
ayoung man named Moth, the son of Ri Tal the potter?’

"Yes "

"Therein liesyour error, for by assigning names and hence granting existence to things that are not redl,
you prove yoursdf mad! Asareweadl, in thistime and place, if you grant methe use of such terms. ™

He paused, looking suddenly confused. Moth felt an urge to help him, and with the urge to help came the
necessary words, an upwelling of meaning and understanding.

"I believe you have missed avitd point, " he said.

"y e

"Since nothing has aname, it isimpossible for usto divide the world into those things that are named and
S0 exist, and those things that are not named and so do not exist. Thus, since nothing may be said either
to exist or not to exist, any name may be appropriate to anything, and it is not madness to grant any name
we desireto oursaves or to anything upon which our fancy lights. "

"Y ou convinceme. "

"Thank you, " Moth said.

"Y ou would then congder it permissible for meto cal myself Sklar Ton and to cdl you Moth?”

"Quite permissible. But not-necessary. "

"An excellent point! Yet | choose to remain Sklar Ton. But not Sklar Ton the trader. Rather, Sklar Ton
the prophet!"

"A splendid choice. If you would careto exerciseyour gift.... "

"Nothing could please me more. "

Sklar Ton closed hiseyes. His green siltunic flickered blue, then faded to black. He held his hands
together in front of him, pamsup.
Flames began to dancein his cupped hands. His eyelids|ifted to reveal pools of light-devouring night.



The color drained from his skin, as though sucked into the void that stared out at Moth from behind the
prophet'sface.

"Y our birth was an abomination. Y our every bregth is blagphemy. Every ingtant that you remain dive
bringsusadl closer to annihilation. But though you glory in desolation, though your only food be hatred
and the powers of death come at your command, yet you too shall be overthrown and destroyed, and al
your triumphs shal come to naught, even asthe evil now growing within you shal be destroyed-"

The prophet clapped his burning handsto his eyes. When hetook his hands away the flameswerein his
eyes, mad flames, and his powerful hands were clenching and unclenching convulsively. Then the hands
came up again, sill twisting convulsively, asthey legpt for Moth'sthroat.

Moth brokefree, tried to push him away. Sklar Ton's hands were ripping a hissltunic.

Tas Et'shouse. | haveto get to-

But he was dready there, on the Street outside his uncle's house.

Inside the house, someone was screaming.

Chapter Fifteen

There was something he had to do. He could fed the need, the urgency, yet it was somehow sundered
from him, abstract and meaningless.

His body was running with sweat. Wasthat it? The breeze brought the rich odor of mud to his nostrils,
tempting him to rip off his clothes and throw himself into the green water of the cana whaose reflection he
could see between two houses. He could breathe through a hollow reed, never have to come up for air,
never haveto face the sun again.

Was that what he needed to do? He considered it, decided that it would perhaps be better just to Sit
down camly in the shade of thewall behind him while he thought things through.

Hetook off his sandas and wriggled histoesin. the dust, ignoring the voices from the house. The dust
was cool between histoes; each toe was like alittle swimming fish.

| an Moth, heredized suddenly. "Moth!™ he cried doud, ddighted with the sound of his name. Not the
furry cresture with acylindrica body, fan-shaped antennae, and great scarlet wingsthat lost their
brillianceif you so much as brushed against them with your finger, but Moth, the son of Ri Td. Of course.
And yet, for afew ingtants, hadn't he been... someone €l se?

No. Not someone ese. Not exactly. Histhoughts fdlt like things seen underwater, murky and blurred, yet
vibrant. But even though he had remained Moth, the son of Ri Tal, Master Potter of Kyborash, he had
been, somehow, adifferent Moth...

Screams, shouts, acry of pain; the sounds of astruggle threatened to disrupt his concentration. He
listened for an ingtant, but no one caled his name. He returned to histhoughts.

... aMoth who had been neither altogether himsalf nor altogether someone else, since both Moths had
continued to bear the name of Moth, the son of Ri Tal, Master Potter of Kyborash....

A Nomad stuck his head out of the doordlit of the house acrossthe street. He wastall, gaunt, hisgraying
face scarred and tattooed, hishair ablond so pale it was amost white. In hisright hand he held a sword,
and hisleather breeches and vest were smeared with fresh blood.

... yet al the same, this other Moth-no, because he was not an other, hewas...

The Nomad stared a Moth for along instant, then glanced up and down the street. There was no one
el se to be seen. He stepped out of the doorway, yelled something back over his shoulder. Two more
Nomads burst from the house, swords in their hands. The taller was wounded and held his bloodstained
left arm closeto hisside. The other was

carrying aleather sack.

He threw the sack to the man with the pale hair, who caught it and dung it over his shoulder. The
wounded man gestured at M oth and asked the pal e-haired man something. Moth listened attentively, but
no one spoke his name.

The man who had been carrying the sack said something to thetall man, and al three Nomads looked



away from Moth. The pae-haired man shouted something in a deep, ragged voice.

Tas Et'shouse! The house from which the Nomads had just emerged was Tas Et's house, and thiswas
important. Since his uncle's house was outside of Kyborash'swalls, he must have |eft the zone delimited
by the Firetrench; he was back in the world of time and names. He existed, and his name was Math.
Moth? But that was only his usename. Didn't he also have another name, atruename? His heart raced
with excitement as his truename suddenly came to him, complete and whole: Sartor-ban-i-Tresh. How
could he have forgotten it?

A fourth Nomad, riding agrest dappled gray horse and leading three other horses by their reins,
appeared around the corner of Tas Et's house.

Even as the man with the pale hair tossed the sack to the fourth Nomad, the full sgnification of Moth's
truename finally burst on him and he was himself again. But it wastoo late-the other three Nomads had
mounted, were galloping away.

"Nomadd" he cried. The dust the horses had raised was dready beginning to settle. "Nomads! Help!"
From Tas Et's house he heard an answering shout.

He scrambled up and ran across the street and into the darkness inside the house, tripped over abody.
Hefdl sorawling, lay for afrozen ingtant with his cheek wet with haf-congeded blood, staring into the
dead eyes of ablond Nomad.

A fly waswalking dowly acrossthe Nomad's|eft eyeball. The eye wasblue.

"Untieme, infant!" someone yelled from behind him. "'If you vaue your life, untie mel™

Moth pushed himself away from the corpse and turned, rubbed at the blood on his cheek, staring.
"Hurry!" The man's pale blue tunic was stained red from his many wounds; hislips were wet with blood
foam. Moth recognized him immediately: the Master of Warriors.

"Come herel" the Master screamed at him.

There were dead men dl around, some of them Nomads, the others Chaldan warriors. The Master of
Warriors was propped up against the bodies of two of hisdain comrades. Hislegs weretied, and the
rope with which his hands had been |ashed together had been looped around his neck in such away that
he had no choice but to stare at his hands.

Blood was il welling duggishly from where histhumbs had been.

Moth pushed himsdlf up off the corpse, sumbled over to the Master of Warriors. Hisfingers fumbled at
the knots.

"Master. " His voice seemed to be coming from somewhere far away. "l can't-"

"My dagger. At my sSde. "

"It'snot there. "

"Oneof theirs, then-" Gesturing with his head. "Over therel” His voice was raw and ragged.

"My uncle-"

"A knife! Get aknifel”

The second Nomad had a knife half-hidden under his body. It was dippery with blood. Moth pulled it
free and wiped it on the dead man's clothes, then sawed at the ropes around the Master of Warriors
wrids.

"Fagter!" The Master's voice was afading whisper. Moth sawed harder. "Did you see them? The
Nomads?'

"Yes. " Hehad onewrist free. "They rode away on their horses. ™

"Were any of my warriorsthere?'

"No, Magter. " Moth freed the other hand. The warrior extended one of the fingers of hisright hand and
forced himsdlf to touch the sump where hisleft thumb had been without flinching. Moth could seethe
scream trying to force its way past his clenched jaw.

"Why did they cut off your thumbs, Master?* Moth asked.

"Why?You ask mewhy?' Hiseyes never left hismutilated hands. "They |eft me hereto tell children how
they defeated me and stole my King'slife from me. How they left melessthan aman, " he whispered,



and closed hiseyes.

"What do you want meto do, Master?' The Master of Warriors said nothing. "What do you want meto
do?' Mothyeled at him.

Hisright eye opened, closed again. "Too late. Get... " He was unconscious.

“I'll find somebody!" Moth said. "I'll-"

A wordless, bubbling scream suddenly came from behind the red and gold hanging hiding the entrance to
the forge. Then another, shriller shriek of agony that seemed as though it could never have been torn from
ahuman throat.

"Uncle?' Moth shouted. "Tramu?' But there was only the agonized shrieking and wailing.

The Master stirred without regaining consciousness.

"Uncle, isthat you?' Moth cried. There was no answer. "l can't go in there!™ Moth shouted. "I'm just a
potter's son! Uncle? I'll get asmith. Just wait, I'll find someone! | promise!”

The shrieking followed him out into the street.

"Help me!" he cried asheran. " Somebody help me!™

No one answered him.

He darted into a house, looking for somebody, anybody. It was deserted.

In the next house he found three dead Chaldan warriors.

Heran blindly then, afraid to enter any other houses. Hislungs were on fire; he no longer knew what he
was shouting. Heran.

A hand caught him by the arm. "What'swrong, little Ri?"

A warrior in Chadan blue, the sun gleaming off his breastplate and hemet.

"Youredive, " Moth croaked, overcome by the wonder of it.

"And why shouldn't | be?"

"Tas Et'shouse!" Moth gasped. "All dead. My uncle-he was forging the blade, and the Nomads
-Nomads on horses-

"You can't get into the forge!" he yelled after the running warrior. ™Y ou need asmith!”

Heleaned againgt thewall and tried to catch his breath. His mouth was thick with saliva. He spat, wiped
hislipswith hisleft hand, started back to Tas Et's house.

By the time he got there, dead warriors and Nomads were being dragged from the surrounding houses.
Three Warriors of the V oice were standing with drawn swordsin front of the doordit. They refused to let
him enter.

"But hesmy unclel”

"It doesn't make any difference, " the warrior on the left said. "Nobody getsin but King Tvil. "

King Tvil. Prince LasTvil had become King Tvil. The naturd order was restored.

It did not seem very important.

"Then can | tak to my cousin, Reverence? My cousin Tramu? Ishein there?'

"Y ou can't talk to anybody, " the warrior in the middle said. He looked younger than the others and till
carried himsdf like aWarrior of the Hand. " The Nomads cut their tongues out. So go away. " Then he
added, more kindly, "Go home and tdll the rest of your family, boy. They should know. "

"Maybe he knows something, though, " the oldest warrior said. "What's your name?”

"Moth, son of Ri Td the Master Potter, Reverence, " Moth said.

"Go home, Maoth. Well find you again if we have any questions. ™

He was almost home before the tears came. He tried to wipe them away, but could not make them stop,
30 he continued walking.

The house was 4till sealed. He would have to look for his parentswithin the city walls.

Thefire still smoldered in some stretches of the Firetrench but most of the flames were out. Moth jumped
the trench and entered the inner city.

Some of the people he saw on the street were till in various states of confusion and undress, but most
were again garbed as befitted their stations. Warriorsin groups of three were everywhere.



Moth's tears and red face branded him as one of those still manifesting the Festival confusion; people
avoided him, pretended not to see him.

Once he saw Sklar Ton, but the trader glowered at him with such hatred that Moth turned and ran the
other way.

Hefindly found Ri Ta and Kuan in the Street of the Thieving Warrior. His mother's dresswas ripped
and Ri Td had logt his staff; the two shuffled arthriticaly forward, their eyes downcast.

"Mother!" Moth cried. "Father!" Heran to them.

They threw their ams around him and kissed him.

"Wewere afraid you'd been killed, " Kuan said, dmost sobbing. "We heard that Nomads stole the
sword and killed Tas Et-"

"They dmost killed metoo, " Moth said. "I saw them stedling it, and the warriors said they cut out Tas
Et'stongue and Tramu'stoo-"

"They aren't dead?' Ri Td asked.

"No, but the warriors guarding their house wouldn't let mein. "

"Tdl mewhat happened. "

Ri Td hestated for amoment after Moth finished telling him what held seen, then said, "The Pdlace
Guard took King Asp's body away to be buried in Chal. They took the coffin | made for him out of the
ground, and six of them carried it to an oxcart and they took it away. "

"They're not going to bury you with him, arethey, Father?' Moth asked.

Ri Ta smiled grimly. "There's no place in the Roya Realm for potters, son. Just warriors and their
families ™

"What's going to happen to them, Father? To Tramu and Pyotaand Tas Et?"

Ri Td started to speak, closed his mouth again.

"Aren't you pleased to know that your father's coffin will rest forever in the Great Necropolis at Chal ?!
Kuan asked hurriedly.

"Mother-" Moth began. Hisfather cuffed him. "But what about Tramu? he wailed.

"l don't know, " Ri Td said harshly. "Don't ask me any questions about them. Not now, not ever. "
When they arrived home Ri Tal forbade him to leave the house.

At sunset the following day, Moth later learned, Tas Et wasimpaled on a stake in the Great Square, and
next to him was the thumbless Master of Warriors. Pyota, Tramu, and Tas Et's four blow-pipers
watched the two men's agonies from the cage in the center of the square.

One of the blowpipers died from his wounds, and another went mad. He was taken from the cage and
stoned to desth.

After sx dayswithout food or water, Pyota, Tramu, and the surviving blowpipers were sold a apublic
auction. The Tas Sil of Nanlasur, a Chadan city where lead was mined, bought them for mine daves.

Ri Td forbade Moth ever to speak of them to him again, and before dlowing him to leave the house
made him swear an oath never to go to Nanlasur.

Ri Ta had told his son nothing of Tas Et's agonies on the stake, but the other young potters and smiths
soon filled in the gapsin his knowledge. The King, they said, had watched the victims agonies dl night by
torchlight while hismusicians played for him. The smith was strong, and the Painmaster, TepesBan Sil, a
clever man-or so the King was reported to have remarked. He was aso said to have added that it was a
pity his servant's cleverness did not extend to furnishing a tonguel ess man with amore articul ate voice.
Tas Et had been impaled a sunset. He lived till shortly after dawn.

"The Nomadsdid thisto our family, " Ri Td told Moth the day hefindly alowed him to leave the house.
"They tried to stedl you; they murdered your uncle. Hate them with al your soul. ™

And Moth hated the Nomads. But no Nomad had impa ed his uncle, no Nomad had sold his aunt and
cousin into davery, and he hated King Tvil far more than he hated the Nomads.

He was not stupid; he told no one that he dreamed of someday seeing King Tvil's son forced to watch his
father writhing on a sharpened stake, as Tvil had forced Tramu to watch Tas Et.

Such dreams were madness for a potter's son. But though he shared his secret thoughts with no one,



neither did hetry to forget them.

And when TasNo, hisgrandfather (TasNo Sil no longer; that name had been lost to him when hewas
gripped of his position as High Smith), asked Ri Td if Moth might be alowed to learn smithcraft, so that
he who now had no one to whom he might leave histoolswhen he died could ensure thet they lived after
him, Moth did not object.

Ri Td wanted Moth to make pretty pots and ceramic Statuettes with metal decorationsto be traded to
the men of the Delta

Moth wanted to make weapons.

Chapter Sixteen

When the setting sun touched the mountains on the western horizon, Moth would be twelve. And before
it set again he would be either aman of two souls and two names, sedled to both potting compound and
forge, betrothed to Rafti-or he would be dead. Not everyone survived the manhood rituas, and he had
to undergo initiation in two Sils before the day was over.

Sartor, be merciful! he prayed. He remembered the day he had found the white clay: amiracle. Surely
Sartor would not have wasted amiracle on someone doomed to diein ordedl.

In the two years since King Asp's desth, King Tvil had made peace with the Delta, the better to pursue
hiswar with the Nomads. Taxes had been raised again and again, and Ri Ta had been forced to sdll his
own waresin the market to meet them.

But though the war had ended when alone Nomad had come riding into Kyborash to throw the broken
pieces of Asp'sdead lifein the dust before the entrance to the Palace of the King, the taxes continued
unabated. And Ri Td told his son that their only hope of meeting Snae Tka's demands was the profit he
hoped to derive from the new manufactures Moth was to make for the Roya Eunuch.

So Moth'slife had been devoted dmost entirely to the pursuit of histwo crafts. He had no time for
amusement, little time to devote to those friends who had not turned from him after the events of the
Fedtival. And whatever vision had cometo Sklar Ton while he had been Sklar Ton the prophet, he il
hated Moth for it.

When his grandfather had taken him into the forge to learn the smithsecrets, the old man had forged for
him adlver soul, athick ova pendant with atiny golden sun-flamein its center. Moth woreit on asliver
chain around his neck, where it dangled beside the clay tdlisman he wore on alesther thong. And with the
new talisman had come anew name, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar, Sartor in the Fire Burning Low, aname that
Tas No said had come to Moth because of the manner in which he had been singled out to become a
amith.

It seemed to Moth that histwo souls bore a kinship to each other, for al that one had a name of
beginning and the other aname of ending. But of this he said nothing to his grandfather, and he revedled
his new nameto no oneese.

Moth's father had taught Sartor-ban-i-Tresh to make useware, first shaping a base, then piling the coils
upon it until he had avase or bowl; he had taught him to make akiln, and the ways of burning wood to
obtain the right charcoas. Sartor-ban-i-Tresh learned to fire that which he shaped, and when hefindly
fired the coil-built and hand-molded soul talisman he had made for himself (struggling each morning to
meake the clay reproduce dream forms from the previous night, Ri Tal looking at his attempts and shaking
his head or, morerarely, smiling, but in any case ordering Moth to destroy them, until, at last, the day
came when the form was acceptable), the talisman did not crack.

That day Ri Td took the dolthe he had made for his son so many years previoudy in Chd, and he
journeyed far from Kyborash to bury it in a place where no man would ever find it.

"Y our true soul liesburied far from here, sealed within astout glazed jar, " Ri Td told his son the day
after Sartor-ban-i-Tresh had removed the fired talisman from the kiln he had made. "But though you will
never seeyour true soul with the eyes of your body, yet it is not different from the darsath that you now
wear around your neck. The hidden soul will change every time you makefor yourself anew darsath to



wear; yet it is shaper aswell as shaped, and it will guide you as your hands give form to thevisible
talisman. But never forget that the visible soul you wear around your neck is shaper aswell as shaped,
and beware of damaging your true soul, for should your darsath crack three successive timesin thefiring,
your true soul, your precious dolthe, will be wounded beyond hope of hedling. "

But Moth had two souls. Though he spent his morningsin the potting compound, his afternoons were
spent learning the ways of the smiths from Tas No. Sartor-ban-ea-Sar |earned to make a blowpipe from
areed with aclay tuyere a the end to direct the stream of air; he learned the rituas for working the clay
from which the smiths made their tuyeres and molds.

Y et their rituals were not those of the potters, and Moth was Ri aswell as Tas. when heworked clay in
the smithy he had to perform the rituals of both Sils. Tas No gave him asmadl part of the forgeto be his
aone, and there he performed the potter'sritualsin the proper secrecy.

Firg hewas taught to tend the forgefire. He was careful, knowing thet hislifewasforfet if helet thefire
die beforeitstime. Then helearned to make the small sacrifices needed to ready the forge for the
workings that he was being taught: the proper method of crushing the barley and millet, the wordsto be
said and the gestures to be made as he threw the insects (one of them aways the great scarlet moth that
was his namesake) into the flames.

He begged Tas No to teach him the anima sacrifices necessary for the forging of weapons, but though
his grandfather had grown hesitant and timid, amost doddering-his age fdlen upon him al a once, likea
collapsing wall-yet hewasfirm in hisrefusal. Sartor-ban-ea-Sar would learn only that which he needed
to know in order to make things of beauty.

"But your hammer and hisfamily, " Moth pleaded. " Surdly your toolswill be unhappy if they never again
have a chance to undertake the great workings-"

"No. " Moth opened his mouth to protest but Tas No cut him off with a sharp, angry gesture. And when
hewas & last sure that Moth was going to remain slent, he finaly began teaching him the secret ritesfor
meaking and extinguishing the forge-fire.

Only afew weeks ago Tas No had forged anew soul for him, taking the meta of the old soul and melting
itinafirethat Sartor-ban-ea-Sar done had made and tended. With the forging of his new soul, Moth felt
anew the antagonism that was building between Sartor-ban-i-Tresh and Sartor-ban-ea-Sar.
Sartor-ban-i-Tresh had become smple, patient, loving; he enjoyed |ooking out over the barley fields,
enjoyed feding the cool canal water on his skin as he waded in theirrigation cands, enjoyed the sight of
the setting sun. He was happy and content: he knew who he was and what he was, and he had no longing
for anything ese.

Sartor-ban-ea-Sar was different. He loved and pitied old Tas No, hefelt a certain affection mingled with
contempt for his parents, and he never ceased to think of Tramu, but for the rest of the world he had only
suspicion and hatred.

Sartor-ban-i-Tresh wanted to delight. Sartor-ban-ea-Sar wanted to destroy. There had been atime
when the two souls had been one, and Moth still could not dwaystell them apart, yet they were ditinct
now, and grew more different with each passing day.

Sometimes Moth fdt that neither soul was his, that he was athird being, nameless and done, and that the
two soulsfought for dominion of what should have been, not theirs, but his.

While Moth's two souls had been separating and growing apart from each other, Rafti had reached the
age of twelve and completed the initiation into the Women's Mystery she had begun two years before,
when, with the other girls her age, she had begun her training in the Siltemple. For sx months she had
been aveiled hierodule in the Siltemple, her companionship at the disposa of anyone who could pay the
Temple's price. When she was returned to her family her mother, Kytra, had attempted to raise the
money for agood brideprice by salling her services, for Tas Gly, her father, was a poor smith and the
family was without money. Y et though Rafti was a handsome girl blossoming into beauty, none of those
who had known her a the Temple seemed to remember her with longing, and she brought her family little
money. So Tas Gly decided that she must be married quickly, lest her beauty fade before it could find her
ahusband.

But though there were more smiths sonsin Kyborash than there were smiths daughters for them to



marry, the sons one and al refused Tas Gly's daughter, preferring to find their bridesin other cities. At
last she was | eft with no one, for without a dowry she could not hope to find ahusband outside
Kyborash. So though Moth was no true smith-or so, Tas Ayri, who had been Moth's friend while Tramu
gtill lived the life of ayoung smith, jeered-yet for dl his dappled hair and black eyebrow hewas
somewhat of asmith, and Rafti had no choice but to marry asmith.

So the marriage had been arranged, though Rafti was ayear older than Moth, though Tas Gly hated Tas
No for theinsult he fancied the old man had done hisfamily by spurning Rafti as Tramu's bride, though
Rafti and Moth bore each other no love and

Moth knew that Rafti would be as happy to learn of his death in the manhood rites as she would beto
learn that he had survived them to marry her.

It was spring; the potting compound was cool. Nine days yet remained before the beginning of the Spring
I nundation, when Moth would join the other men for the three days Iabor in the Temple barley fie dsthat
al men owed Sartor. Those three days every year of plowing and sowing, of dragging the wooden
harrow with its stone teeth over the land and breaking up clods of earth with sone hammers, would be
the only field work Moth would ever do again. No smith worked hisland; that was |eft for hiswife and
children, and for hisdaves, if he wasrich enough to own any.

Three daysayear: the only fiedld work he would ever do again-if he survived to do it thisfirgt time.

TheRi camefor him promptly a dusk. In the fading light he could seethat al save hisfather had hidden
their faces behind half-masks of fired clay; they wore scarlet robes thickly daubed with mud, and they
were singing the Ri Chant, that others might know them for what they were and avert their eyes.

They took Moth and tied his hands and feet. They rolled up smal aromatic leaves and shoved them into
his nodgtrils, that he might not know by smell where they were taking him. They put damp soil in hisears,
that he might not hear their words; they put alump of fire-hardened clay in hismouth and tied hisjaw
shut. Ri Td placed ahalf-mask of fired clay without eyeholes over the upper part of Moth'sface, blinding
him.

They lifted him to their shoulders and carried him from the compound.

Theleavesin hisnogtrilsfelt cold; their fumes chilled him. He was dizzy, confused, terrified. He could do
nothing. Though his ears had been plugged he could hear the Ri singing.

At last they lowered him to the ground. Rough fingers dug the earth from hisears: he could hear again.
"Many years ago the mother's child within you died and you became a child of the clay. Isthisnot true?
Ansver!"

But the clay in hismouth made speech impossible.

"He does not answer, " the speaker stated, and Moth recognized hisvoice: Ri Cer Sil. "Isthis because he
isno true child of the clay?’

"Heisatrue child of the clay. He hasaname. " Hisfather'svoice.

"Y ou swear thisto be true?"

"l swear it by my name, and with Sartor as my witness. "

"Then heisatrue child of the clay. Why, then, does he not answer?'

"Perhaps heis disobedient, " another voice suggested, and Moth tensed, recognizing Ri Shar, the potter
who had argued most adamantly againgt alowing him to become aman of two Sils.

"Perhaps, " Ri Cer Sil said. "If that be true, then he must die. ™

| can't answer with thisthing in my mouth! Moth wanted to shout.

"Y et perhaps he is unwilling to speak for good reasons of hisown, " suggested avoice that Moth
recognized as Y eshun's.

"Perhaps. Yet if that be so, ill must he dig, for what are his reasonsto us?'

The clay in hismouth sucked the lifewater from his mouth and throat, choking him. He struggled against
the ropes that bound him, tried to force hisjaws apart and spit the clay from his mouth. The lump was
expanding, choking him.

"Perhaps the Earth Mother prevents him from spesking. " Ri Ta'svoice.



"Perhaps. If that be true, then may helive. "

"Y et how shall welearn why he does not answer us?' Y eshun asked.

"Wemust ask the Earth Mother. " They sang along chant without words, suddenly fell silent.

"She does not answer. " Moth did not recognize the voice.

"If Shergectshim, hemust die. " Ri Shar'svoice. "If he be not Her son, if he be son to ahuman mother,
then hemug die. "

"Y et She does not answer. "

"Wemust test him. " Ri Cer Si'svoice.

"yes "

"Yes." A new voice. "Let the Earth Mother take him. "

"She must egt him; he must enter Her womb. ™

"Yes "

"If he be true son to Her, he will be born anew. "

"Yet first Shemust eat him. " Moth could no longer recognize any of the voices.

"But what of Her jaws? Her terrible, grinding jaws?" cried a voice that might have been hisfather's.

"If Shetearshim to pieceswith Her jaws, hewill not live. "

"No. Yet Shemust eat himif heisto be born again. "

"Hemust be esten. ™

Silence. Moth struggled against his bonds.

"Seehim druggle. "

"He cannot escape Her. "

"Cdl Her, that Shemay eat him. "

"Shecomes.”

Moth heard the noise then, alow whistling, growing louder and deeper, beginning to roar....

The clay muffled his scream. Around him he could hear the men burgting into song.

"Sheisherd"

" She opens Her mouth!™

"Do you see Her teeth, Her teeth of black stone, fierce and sharp?”

"Shewill est him!"

"No! Do not let Her not eat him!™

"She must eat him. Lower himinto Her mouth. ™

"See Her teeth. How they grind, how they grind! Shewill eat him!"

Moth was lifted by many hands. He dangled face down.

"Her teeth! Her teeth!" They were lowering him. He could smell the damp earth coming closer, fed Her
teeth going round and round his body. The earth smell was al around him. Blood trickled down his body
onto hisface. And gtill they lowered him.

Hetried to cry out, tried to swear to Her that he was Her son, Her husband, that he had no other mother
or wife but Her, but no sound escaped hislips.

"She eatshim!" camethe cry, and hewasfalling.

He was wedged into the damp earth, and a voice was speaking to him.

"Listen to me, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh, " the voice said. "Listen to me, for | am your mother, the Earth
Mother, the bride of Sartor. Listen to me, for though | have eaten you, yet may you live.

"With my sharp teeth | have severed the ropes that bound you. Y ou arein my throat; you must make
your way downward into my womb. Listen to me, and know that if you heed me you need never die. Do
not try to speak-l know that you cannot speak, for wasit not | who arranged it so?-but make your way
down through my throat, down through my body and into my womb. "

The damp hard earth was dll around him. He could not move his shoulders. He began wriggling his head,
kicking with hislegs, trying to force himsdlf down Her throat.

"Quickly, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh, or | will squeeze you with the great muscles of my throat and you will be
edten. "



Was the clay around him moister? It was colder, he was sure it was colder, and it was getting
dipperier.... Hewriggled like afish trying to swim down through the river ooze, and his shoulders broke
free. Hefdl, landed on damp clay. He reached out, felt smooth stonewallstight al around him.

"Y ou arein my womb, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh, " the voice whispered to him. "Listen, and | will reved to you
the meaning of al things. | will tell you how the world was created.

"At first there was nothing but the waters, vast, formless, without beginning or end. But on thefirst day
the sun arose from the waters, and the sun was Sartor. Sartor looked out upon the waters and found
them beauttiful.

"But soon Sartor decided that the waters were too empty. So He created me, and | was Baakunti, the
firgt land. Badkunti, the primd hill.

"Sartor admired Baakunti for atime, but soon He decided | wastoo bare, so He created grasses and
flowering plants and naro pdms with which to clothe me.

"Sartor admired the beauty of His creation for atime, but then He decided that the world would be more
pleasing to Him ill if it contained yet more kinds of life, so He took from me moist clay, and fromthis
clay He fashioned thefirgt fish to swim in the waters around the world. But then it seemed to Him that the
land had too littlelife, so one by one He created the land animas, ddlighting in forming each and every
onefrom my clay. And when He had filled the land and waters with life, He redlized that the sky too was
void of pleasing creatures, so He created the birds.

"But Sartor grew bored with knowing al that was to happen, so He fashioned |esser godsto create new
thingsfor Him, that He might be surprised and delighted by their creations. And for atime dl wasasHe
wished.

"But the gods came to Him, and said, Y ou have made the birds to share the sky with us, and thisis not
right. So Sartor gave the birds legs upon which to stand and commanded them to aight each and every
onefor part of the day or night, and the gods were satisfied for awhile.

"But soon the gods came to Sartor and said, 'We have no temples. ' So Sartor created great templesfor
them, and they were happy for awhile. But after atime the gods came to Sartor and said, 'We have no
worshipers. Our temples are empty and no one brings us offerings. ' So Sartor created mankind to
worship the gods.

"And the gods came again to Sartor, but He held up His hand that they might not speak. 'l will create
nothing more for you, ' Hetold them, 'for | tire of creation. Should you desire anything, you must make it
for yoursaves or command mankind to make it for you, for | have created men to be creators of small
things, as you are the creators of grester thingsand | am the creator of All. " And Sartor became hot and
fiery and withdrew to a place where none of the gods dared approach Him. And He would spesk no
more to them, but only to me, Baalkunti, First-Born of His creations. And for thisthe gods hate Sartor.
"The gods are lazy and when they must labor they grow angry and punish mankind, but they ddight in
beauty. Thisiswhy the potters of other lands shape clay to create pottery, that they may delight their
gods, so that the gods may be astonished and withhold their wrath.

"But know, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh, that |, Baalkunti, the Earth Mother, First-Born of Sartor, Older Than the
Gods, took pity on the potters of Chal, for they knew not Sartor but only the gods. To them and to them
aonel revesaled the true secret of Sartor's nature, that they might becomethe Ri Sil.

"Itisright and just that your pots be sold to those who know not Sartor, to be given to their gods, for the
gods arered and Sartor created men to delight and astonish them. But know you a so that you exist to
delight and astonish Sartor All-Highest, and that those pots which you creste from me, from Baakunti,
the Earth Mother, whose secret name only the Ri potters of Chal know-those pots that you create for
Sartor will hold within them your life, and should He accept them of you, then for aslong asit pleases
Him for your potsto endure, for that long shal your soul survive. And if your pots please Sartor for al
eternity, then lifeimmorta shall be yours. And this |, Baalkunti, First-Born of Sartor, promise you.

"But now the time has come for you to be reborn of me as aman. Reach up with your hands, find the
passage from the darkness of my womb up into the outer world. Follow the passage up and out of the
earth, and you shall bereborn. "

Moth struggled up and out, until his head was free of the earth his mother, and strong hands seized him



and pulled him free. He felt agreat contentment, like awarm, sweet pool within him.

"Heisborn!" the Ri Sil cried. "L et ustake hismask from hiseyes, let him take the clay from hismouth, let
him be clothed as aman should be clothed, and let him be given his staff, for on thisday he hasbecome a
man and aRi!"

Asthe sun rose, the Sil Potter explained to Moth the true meaning of the potter'swhed, of the circle that
has no beginning and iswithout end, the circle that isimmortdity and the union of male and female, that
whichis perfect and without a second.

The sun broke free of the eastern horizon, and Sartor-ban-i-Tresh, Sartor of the Setting Sun, was aman.
The potters crowded around him, kissing him on the cheeks and congratulating him. Y eshun, himsdlf Ri

Y eshun for more than ayear now, kept dapping him on the back, and even Ri Shar gpologized to him
and said that he accepted the Earth Mother's judgment.

But with the sunrise came the men of the Tas Sil for Moth, that Sartor-ban-ea-Sar might prove himself or
diein the attempt.

And Moth knew that if Sartor-ban-ea-Sar died before Sartor All-Highest accepted of
Sartor-ban-i-Tresh a pot, then Sartor-ban-i-Tresh died a so.

Chapter Seventeen

They were dl around him, faces hidden by masks of silver, gold, copper. He could fed the furnace heat
on his naked back; they had taken his soul silver from around his neck, placed it in acrucible above the
flames

He could fed the meta swesating. Soon it would be soft asflesh, soon weak aswater....

"Ligten, " the masked smithswhispered. "Listen and learn how al things began. Soon you will bein the
flames: ligen and survive. ™

"Before the world was made, there were only Kiwan and Nestir, donein the abyss of night, " asmith
masked in copper said, and Moth recognized Tas No's voice. "There was neither birth nor death, nor
hunger nor satisfaction, and there was nothing to do, so Kiwan and Nestir fought. Each time They fought
They made new lawsto govern how They were to fight, and each abided by the laws.

"Once when They werefighting, Nestir decided that Kiwan had broken the law. This had never
happened before, and Nestir did not know what to do, but finaly She decided, 'If Kiwan can break our
laws, then so can |, ' and She gave birth to Sartor, to help Her battle against Kiwan. Thisis how birth
cameinto the universe.

"Sartor and Nestir fought against Kiwan, and Kiwan was destroyed. Thisishow degth first cameinto
being. Sartor tore out Kiwan's heart and ate it. Thisfilled Him with a great strength and agreat fury, and
He aethe rest of Her body. Then Heturned on Nestir, His mother, and killed Her as He had killed
Kiwan. But though Nestir was dead, Her tears continued to flow. We know them asrain, and when they
fal to earth they become the Nacreswaters.

"After Sartor killed Neetir, He looked around Him for someone €l se He could fight and kill, but the
universe was empty of al but Neetir's dead body. And looking a Her body, Hisfury left Him asHe
redlized how beautiful Neetir and Kiwan had been, and how even in death Neetir was till beautiful.
Sartor determined to fill the emptiness of the abyss around Him with Her beauty.

"From Nestir's bones and flesh, Sartor created the heavens and hells, and filled them with gods and
demons. He made them beautiful, in memory of that beauty which had been Netir's and Kiwan's, and
He made them terrible, for such was His nature. What Sartor loved more than al else waskilling and
bloodshed, so He made the gods and demonsto fight among themsalves and to fight against Him, for
they were stupid and did not know that Sartor had created them and was stronger than them all.

"From Nestir's face He plucked one of Her great yellow eyes, and blew upon it so that it grew fiery and
hot and became the sun, to light the abyssfor Him.

"For ages uncountable Sartor |abored to create new heavens and hells, new gods and new demons, from
Nestir's body. When He grew thirsty from Hislabors, He would create bowls in which to catch Nestir's



faling tears, so that He could drink them and quench Histhirg. ™

TasNofdl slent, and aburly smith masked in gold took up the narrative. "In thewhole universethereis
nothing so precious as Nestir's tears, and Sartor wished none of them to escape Him. " The smith'svoice
was high, quavering, the voice of an old man trying to entertain an infant, though he was dtill in the full
flower of hismanhood.

"One day Sartor noticed that there was a place in the universe where it often rained, and that thisrain just
fel and fell forever, and was drunk by nobody.

"Thisisnot right, * Sartor said to Himsalf, and He determined to make agreat bowl in which to catch the
ranasit fel, so that Hemight drink it Himsdlf.

"Now, thiswas not anew ideafor Sartor. The universeisfull of the bowls He has made. We call them
gars, and they are so far away from usthat they seem tiny, and al we can see of them isthelight
glistening off the watersthey contain.

"Sartor took the winds where He wished to create His great bowl, and plaited them together. From them
He made a basket, and in this basket He constructed His bowl.

"Then Sartor reached out with His seven long, long arms, and with each arm He grasped adtar.

Each star He grasped was agreat bowl filled with the water of Neetir'stears. He began to dance, and as
He danced He spun the bowls around Him in acircle. When He let go of the bowls they continued to
circlearound Him, for such was Hiswill.

"Now, moving water always deposits clay. Y ou do not need to be told this, | am sure: you have seen
how the Spring Inundation leaves fresh soil behind on thefields. Not dl soil isgood clay, but the clay
deposited in the seven bowlswasthe very best clay indl theuniverse. ™

A smith masked in silver took up the narrative.

"When the clay was ready, Sartor fashioned it into a perfect bowl, wide and round with aflat bottom and
high sides. Then He took the sun from the pouch in which He kept it and used it to fire the bowl.

"When the bowl wasfired, Sartor spat upon it inside and out, that it might be glazed and better hold
water. But though it was a perfectly formed bowl, Sartor was not yet satisfied with it. He took the earth
from beneath Hisfingernails-and He has seven fingernails on every finger, and seven fingers on every
hand, and He has seven hands. These earthswere of dl different colors, red and white and green and
blue and brown and gray and silver and gold and many other colors besides, and from them He made
beautiful paints. Then, using Histongue as a paintbrush, He painted the inside of the bowl with magica
birds and animals and plants and fishes and men.

"Sartor ordered the sun to circle the bowl, to melt the glaze and fix the designs He had made to the bowl.
But Hiswork had made Him thirsty-in dl the universe thereisno one with athirst like Sartor's-and He
knew that it would not rain where He was for another five months. The stars He had set spinning were
gtill too muddy to drink from, so He went off to another part of the universe whererain wasfaling, and
He could quench Histhirgt.

"The sun circled the bowl, and for atime it was content. But soon it redlized that the designs Sartor had
painted on the bowl were the most beautiful thingsit had ever seen. The sun stared and stared at the
bowl. It was so fascinated that it forgot Sartor's orders and came closer and closer to the bowl, for the
figures Sartor had painted were so smal that the sun could not see them well from far away.

"The sun came so close that its heat melted the bowl's clay sides and cracked the bottom. All the glaze
melted and ran out through the cracks. The men and animals and fishes and birds and plants that Sartor
had painted on the bowl aso melted.

"When the sun realized what it had done, it retreated high into the sky. The bowl cooled again, and dl of
the molten figuresgrew hard. "

A smith in amask of copper continued.

"One of thefigureswas a giant man with an anvil for one fist and ahammer for the other. Hewasal of
copper, and his body was covered with stubby branches and small knobs, while his eyeswere green
malachite. Thiswas Raburr. He felt cold, and that was how he knew hewas dive.

"'l am Raburr and | am dive, ' he said. He stood up and looked around him. The great bowl was



cracked everywhere, and there were great gaping holesin it through which he could see the distant stars.
"Thiswill not do, ' Raburr thought to himself, and the great anvil that was hisfist grew fiery red with his
anger. 'Sartor wants this bowl to catch therain, but it has holesin it and dl the water will escape. | am
Raburr; | will patch the holes so the bowl will hold water for Sartor.

"He cadled out to dl the birds and plants and men and animas and fishes, 'We must mend the world!
Come and listen to me. | am Raburr; | know what we must do. '

"When the birds and plants and men and animals and fishes heard Raburr's voice they al said to
themsdlves, 'We can hear, so we must be dive. Wewill listen to Raburr. ' And they gathered around him.
" 'Wemust dl help to save theworld for Sartor, * Raburr said. ‘I know what we must do. The plants can
help by growing roots and holding the soil together.

" "Thiswewill do, and gladly, ' al the plants said.

"'"The birds can help by weaving the winds together so that they become gentle and do not carry off the
soil, ' Raburr said.

""Wewill do this, and gladly, ' dl the birds said.

"Then Raburr said, 'l will take the fish and animals and men and hammer them into plugswith which tofill
the holes and cracksin theworld. '

"Wewill not do this, ' the fish said. 'We are beautiful aswe are, and wewill not change. ' But the men
and animas sad, 'Wewill do this, and gladly, for the love of Sartor. '

"So Raburr began hammering. But the first men and animals he tried to hammer into shape cracked and
broke. That iswhy there are no three-headed men and animals.

"When Raburr saw what he had done, he grew angry and the mighty anvil of hisfist grew hot. Now, it
happened that there were at this time the broken pieces of the body of the last three-headed animal upon
the anvil, and as Raburr's anger waxed hot the broken pieces grew soft. And Raburr, seeing this,
wondered at it. 'Perhaps, * he thought, 'l can hammer the pieces of this body into shape now that it is soft.
" And hetried it, and made of the body of the last three-headed animd a perfect plug with which to mend
one of the holesin the world.

"So Raburr began hammering al the two-headed men and animalsinto the right shapesto plug the holes
in the great bowl. Whenever hisanger cooled, he had only to think of the waters escaping from Sartor's
bowl to grow angry again.

"Now, when the sun had retreated into the sky it had turned its face away from the world, for it did not
want to look upon the destruction it had caused. But the sun heard Raburr hammering and turned itsface
again to theworld.

" 'Stop, Raburr!" the sun cried. 'Sartor created al of you aike to be beautiful, and to ddlight His eyes; yet
you, who are only one of His cregtions, are destroying the rest. Y ou do greet evil, Raburr!’

"Raburr knew that the sun spoke truth. 'But what must | do? he asked. ‘| must patch the earth so that it
will hold therains. "

"The sun replied, 'From each man and animal take the heart. The rest of the body you may usetofill the
holesin the world, but the heart you must hammer into the shape of the creature you took it from. 1 will
send down my fires to the animals and men that you shape, so they will be dive, and not atogether hard
and rigid, but likein part to molten metal. That way you will not be destroying Sartor's creations. '
"Raburr thought on this, and he knew it was good. He did as the sun had commanded him. Thisiswhy
men and animals are warm, and fish are not.

"But when Raburr had hammered dl the men and animasinto shape therewas fill one great holeleft. So
he cdled the birds one by one from the sky, and with each of them he did as he had done with the men
and animals. From their hearts he made little birds, and into these little birds the sun breathed the fires that
made them warm and dive.

"But when Raburr had hammered al the birdsinto shape and placed them all in the ground, there was il
asmadl gap |eft to befilled.

"'If I do not fill thishole, dl the water will drain out and be log, * he said to himself. 'l am big enough to
fill thishole, but who isthere to hammer meinto shape?

"Figh, " he cried, ‘will you hammer meinto shape, that | may patch this bowl! for Sartor?



"Wewill nat, ' thefish replied.

"Raburr caled on thelittle men, and on thelittle birds, and on the little anima's, but they were too busy
with their own affairsand did not heed him.

" 'Pants, ' he cried, 'can you hammer meinto shape, that | may patch this bowl for Sartor?

""We would, and gladly, ' the plants replied, 'but we are rooted and cannot move to cometo your aid. '
"'Sun, ' Raburr cried, ‘can you hammer me into shape, that | may patch this bowl for Sartor?

" | cannot hammer you into shape, * said the sun, 'for | have no arms. Only Sartor can help you. | will call
Him. Hammer your ears shut and put clay on them whilel cal for Him. ™

Another smith took up the story.

"The sun roared out Sartor's name. The sun'sroar was o mighty that the birds and animas and men
weretoo smdl to hear it, but the fish were dtill great and the sun'sroar deafened them for dl time. Thisis
why fish have no ears.

"Sartor heard the sun's roar and came striding across the heavens.

" 'What have you done to my beautiful bowl, O faithless Sun? Sartor demanded.

" 'Forgive me, ' the sun begged. ‘It was fascination with the beauty of your creations that made me forget
myself and approach the bowl so that | might better observe them. '

"' will forgiveyou, O Sun, * Sartor said, ‘for my creation was indeed too beautiful for one such asyou to
ress.’

" 'O Sartor, ' Raburr cried, 'for love of You | have attempted to patch Y our great bowl, but thereisno
one save Y ou who may hammer me into shape so that | may plug the last hole and finish my work. '
"Then Sartor looked again at the world, and He saw that its sides had melted down and that it would
never again hold water. But He looked aso at the work Raburr had done for love of Him, and He was
pleased.

"I will grant you your wish, ' He told Raburr, and He took from him his heart. Sartor hammered the rest
of Raburr's copper body into shape, and with it Hefilled the last gap in the world. From Raburr's heart
Sartor made atiny Raburr, and into the tiny Raburr He bresthed life and heat.

"Y ou shal be agmith, and so shdl al your descendants, ' Sartor told the tiny Raburr. 'For the labors you
have done from love of Me you shal be honored evermore, but because you destroyed dl the
two-headed and three-headed men and animals, dl smiths shall forever be a people apart, both more and
less than other men. What say you to this?

"And Raburr said it wasjudt.

"Sartor called the fish to him and addressed them thus: 'O Fish, | love you for your beauty, and yet | am
angry with you. Y ou wished to retain the forms | gave you, and for that you bear no blame. But neither is
it just that you be greater than the men and birds and animas who sacrificed their formsfor love of Me.
Henceforth you shdl be no larger than any other creatures. Since you refused to use your armsto help
Raburr, you shdl be without arms. Nor shall you have legs, for a creature with legs but without arms
would be an abomination. What say you to this, O Fish?

"And thefish said it wasjugt, though in truth they were angry with Sartor's judgment, for they had not the
courage to defy Him. Sartor took from the fish their hearts and from these hearts He fashioned tiny
armless, leglessfish. But though He breethed lifeinto the tiny fish, He gave them no warmth.

"Then Sartor took the bodies of the fish and from them He hammered out asilver water bowl, and this
He called the moon. He placed the moon in the sky to catch therain, so that He might drink when He
wasthirgy.

"Y et Hefeared that the sun would become fascinated and destroy His new water bowl asit had
destroyed the first bowl. So He took the sun in one hand and the moon in another, and He set them to
gpinning around the earth, so that when the moon wasin the sky the sun was below the earth. But the sun
begged to be alowed to look upon the moon's beauty, and Sartor took pity on it and told it that
sometimes He would alow the moon to share the day sky with the sun. And the sun was glad, and
thanked Sartor.



"When Sartor drinks from His silver bowl, Hisgreat black lips hide it from us; thisiswhy we cannot
aways see the whole moon at night. Sometimes when Histhirst is great Hislips cover the whole moon,
and we cannot seeit at dll.

"Because Sartor's slver bowl isso much smaller than theworld, it isnot large enough to catch al therain
that fals, so some of thisrain reachesthe earth, where it flowsinto the River Nacre and bringslife and
nourishment to the plants and fishes and birds and animals and men. "

The story was over. The smiths stood frozen, silent, reverent, but Moth wanted to scream at them, "Is
that al? Isthat al you haveto tell me?" Sartor-ban-ea-Sar hungered for tales of weaponsforged for
killing, but this-this was another pretty story, sufficient, perhaps, to satisfy the curiosity of asmple potter
like Sartor-ban-i-Tresh, but with nothing to offer Sartor-ban-ea-Sar.

They're hiding the true smithsecrets from me, heredlized. I'll never learn to forge weapons, dl they're
going to teach meishow to make pots out of meta instead of clay.

"Thelittle Ri looksangry!" asmith masked in gold said, and Moth heard laughter ripple through the Sil.
"Good!" said asmith masked in red copper. "Good, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar! Fedl angry, be angry, for the
anger you fed isRaburr'slife flame burning within you. Feding that anger, you touch your smithsoul, and
asthe sun breathed life into Raburr, so you must learn to breathe your smithsoul into the flames of the
furnace, that they may live and that their life may bethat of Raburr. ™

And, gill laughing, they taught him to use hisanger asaroad to the firesthat burned hot and till within
him.

| waswrong, Moth redlized. Thisisit; they're teaching methe real smithsecrets. All that other wasjust to
make me ready.

"You are not yet aman, " they warned him when the instruction was over. Y ou have learned to bresthe
Raburr's flaming soul into the furnace flames, but you must aso have the strength of soul to protect the
Raburr flame from the spirits of the fish. Thefish still hate Raburr for the punishment Sartor visited upon
them, and they will fight you for possession of your forgefire. And though the fishflames glow asthough
they held the sun'struefires, yet they are cold, and dl that comes from afurnace in which the fishflames
burnisaccursed. "

"Ligten, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar, " asmith said. "Y our soul silver liesmelting in aclay cruciblein that furnace,
and until now we have kept it from harm. But the time has come for you to show your smith's strength.
From the melted slver anew soul must be fashioned. The fashioning is beyond you, and we will doiit for
you-but firgt you yourself must take the silver from the furnace without tongs or forceps. If Raburr is
gtrong in you, you will defeet the fishflames, and take your soul slver from the furnace without being
burned. If you are too weak to protect the furnace from them, you will be burned and we will kill you-but
if the soul you breathe into the flames be truly Raburr's, you need have no fear.

Thisisred, hethought. | can die here.

"Will you do this?' they demanded together.

"I will. "

"Begin." A conical copper vessd full of some dark, noisome liquid was thrust into his hands.

"Drink this. Now. "

"What isit?"

"FHre."

It burned his mouth and throat with the fires of spices and thefire of flames; it had agreasy texture and
the taste of putrescent flesh.

"Drinkitdl."

He wanted to gag. Tears were streaming from his eyes, but he conquered his body's aversion, finished
theliquid.

"Sit cross-legged there, in front of the furnace. No, closer. Still closer-good. There, where you cannot tell
the heat from the furnace from the hest risng within your body.... "

Moth stared at the three blowpipers, the dender reeds entering their silver masks giving them the look of
grotesque birds.

"Closeyour eyes. " He closed hiseyes. "Now, look within yoursdlf, find the artery of fire, thehassa.... "



It was there, athread-thin cand filled with ascending flame. It wove back and forth within him like a
swaying serpent, and with every breath he took the flameslegpt high.... And now it began to grow, the
flamesthrusting ever morefiercely... the flame cand swelling... asthick now ashislittlefinger... now
swollento the sze of anarm ... the flames growing fiercer...

The artery of flamefillshisbody.

Within the envelope of hisskin heisatorch, al dazzling flame and currents of blast air.

He has no body. He can hear the other flames al around him, making noises like children cracking beans
between their teeth.... Heisinside the furnace, asingle grass blade of flame in an orange-red meadow,
fedling the three streams of cold air fanning his being into paradoxicd brilliance.... Above him he can see
theclay cruciblein which hissoul slver liesmeting... he can fed the restless agitation of the melting metd,
the firm support of the clay.

Hissoul slver isdmaost molten. Soon he will remove it from the furnace. He fed's only confidence-

And suddenly the fishflames are pressing inward, trying to root themselvesin the charcod floor above
which he dances. He pushes them back with the strength of hiswill, kegpstheir false fires from touching
hissoul slver, but he knowsthat if he returnsto hisbody and sets hiswill to protecting it from the furnace
flames, the fish spiritswill slamp his soul Slver with their chill desth before he can pluck it from the
furnace.

Raburr! hecriesin avoice dl hisses and crackles and sighs. Raburr, noble ancestor!

Hedirects his anger inward, through the channd of his anger to the blaze within his soul, through the
white heat at the core of his sdlf, out and back again, questing-

Raburr, Firgt Smith, aid mein my time of troublée!

And hefedsit, asense of presence gpproaching from far away, suddenly taking root within him, making
of thefires of hissoul ahabitation for itsdlf.

| command you by your secret name. Raburr, ancestor, | compel you to reved yoursdlf to mel!
Thereisno answer.

Raburr, by your name | command you to answer me!

Then he fedls the presence within him reaching out, merging with the flames of the furnace.

| am not Raburr.

Hefedsnofear, only rage that he should be thusinvaded.

Who areyou? Answer me! | compd you in the name of Sartor, in the name of-

Those names are usdless againgt me. They mean nothing to me. But | will give you aname by which you
may compel me, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar. | will give you this nameif you will forge an oath upon your anvil
that you will perform for me one service.

Andif | refuse?

Thenyouwill die. Yet | mean you no harm.

Andwhy, spirit, should | trust you?

Because only through me can you reach Raburr, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar. Because | know your truename:
your soul ismine, to do with as| choose, and yet 1 havelet you live. Isthat not reason enough to trust
me?

What service do you ask of me?

| would forge of you awegpon against one who isyour enemy aswell asmine.

And that isal you want of me?

Isit not enough?

Moth has no choice: | swear to do you this one service, spirit-but only if you sweer firg that al you have
told meistrue and that you mean me no harm, and swear this upon your truename.

Agreed. | swear to you, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar, that | mean you no harm, and this | swear upon my anvil that
isbroken, this| swear upon my truename, which is Sartor-ban-u-Quarr, whom you knew as Tas Et.
TasEt isdead.

Y et | am he, though even now Tepes Ban thrusts the stake through me, though Tvil watcheslaughing as
my life's blood gushesfrom me, and | call down upon him my smith's death curse.



Tas Et dies, the flameswhisper, and yet | am he. Do you not know my voice, nephew? Am | not Tas Et,
your uncle?

Y ou have hisvoice.

Y ou do not yet believe? Then look upon me now in my death agony and see me!

The naked man twists weakly on the stake that protrudes from his shoulder. His ears and nose are gone,
hacked off; pink foam drips from his mouth.

His eyes are open, staring from the flames at Moth.

The blood-foamed lips move: Do you want to join me on the stake, nephew? Fed my agony for your
own? Isthat what it will take to make you bdieve?

Enough, uncle! | believe!

Then swear, nephew. Swear that | may make of you the weapon of my revenge.

|, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar, swear upon my anvil that Sartor-ban-u-Quarr may make of me aweapon for his
revenge. May the stone crack, may my hammer shatter if | am not true to my oath.

Thevisonfades.

| have sworn to obey you, uncle. But you have chosen a poor instrument for your vengeance.

The flames hiss orange, yellow, crimson. And outside, the pale fishflames, cold aswinter stars, pressing
inward. He does not have the strength to fight them any longer.

Help me, uncle. | compel you by your name, and by the oath you swore. Help me survive the fish-flames.
The secret is hatred, nephew. Draw upon the fires of my hatred, use them to destroy the fishflames, for
they are not true flames and they can be destroyed by fire. Through me you draw upon the fires of
Raburr's anger. Take of me the burning-

And Moth looks at the pal e fishflames through the eyes of hisuncle's hatred, and wherever hisgazefdls
the fishflames burn with a great roar and are consumed.

When there are no more fishflames to menace the furnace he lets himsdlf return to his body-

Tofind himsdf being held down by two slver-masked smiths while his body spasmed and convulsed
againg the ground and againgt their restraining arms. His swest, rank and strange-smelling like that of an
animd, had turned the dust and diirt in which held been ralling into greasy mud, coating him, likeadip of
liquid clay on apot. His mouth was sour with the taste of blood.

He spasmed onelast time and was till, lying aching and exhausted on the yellow earth. The two
slver-masked smiths cautioudy loosed their holds on him. Just as cautioudly he sat up, spat black blood,
and got to hisfeset.

Tas Et? he asked within him, and saw again the bloodstained mask of his uncle'sface. He shuddered.
He did not want the weight of his uncl€e's vengeance.

"Thefire, " acopper mask said. "Take your soul slver fromthefire. " And Moth made of hisanger a
glove of flame hotter than the furnace fires and took the silver from the crucible without harm.

But when he handed it to the waiting smith it was aready hard, aready formed: acurving tooth of ablade
sharp enough to sever thewings of afly inflight. It had aholein the blunt end through which hisamulet
chains could go.

Behind their masks the smiths made small anxious, excited noises. Feet shuffled; someone coughed. Y et
none of them spoke until the soul dangled from the double chain around his neck.

Then they taught him to use the handlel ess stone hammer and the other tools of the hammer'sfamily -the
forceps, tongs, and stone anvil, the files made from the specia copper taken from asecret mine.

Andindl histools Moth could sense Tas Et's spirit, and to each of them he pledged anew his hatred.
"Hewill be agreat Weaponsmith. " Tas Et's voice, booming in the silence; but though al the smiths heard
it, none of them recognized it. They sighed, and TasNo said, "If it beright, | will teach him to forge
wegpons. "

Moth took his soul slver from the flames early in the afternoon. By nightfal, Moth, named
Sartor-ban-i-Tresh of the Ri Sil and Sartor-ban-ea-Sar of the Tas Sil, was betrothed to Rafti, her family
hisfamily, though after the customs of the smiths the marriage would not be consummeated for another



two years.

And when they had exchanged marriage tokens and the time had come for Rafti to give him the chaste,
ceremonia kisswith which their pledge was to be sedled, she whispered, "I'm pleased that you survived,
husband. "

That night, lying on his pallet in the darkness of his parents house, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh wondered about
his coming lifewith Rafti; but within Sartor-ban-ea-Sar there was only the fearsome weight of his oath,
the terrifying prospect of life as his uncle's avenger.

Chapter Eighteen

"Look!" Moth's gaze followed his mother's pointing finger. Someonein copper armor was coming out of
the King's Gate.

"Isthat-?7" Kuan asked.

"Not thistime, " Tas Gly said, his voice overin-dulgent, condescending. Moth detested him ashe, in turn,
despised Moth.

"It's nobody important, " the goldsmith added. "' Just another warrior. " Tas Gly was smdl for asmith,
shorter than Ri Td; hisface was narrow, ferret-deek, and overly clever; his every gesture conveyed a
sense of abnorma tensons only precarioudy held in check.

My futurefather, Moth thought, as the goldsmith moistened hislipswith little darting movements of his
tongue.

"And whoever hewas, " TasGly told Kuan, "he'sgone back inside. "

"You'reright," Kuan said. "Sorry. | guessI'm alittle overexcited. "

"Well, what's wrong with that. Mother?* Moth demanded in what he hoped was alight tone, his gaze
fixed on Tas Gly'sface. The goldsmith wouldn't meet his eyes, which pleased him. "It isn't every day you
get to see the King and Prince SarVes. ™

"Of course not, " Tas Gly said. He grimaced, sucked at his lips, wiped them dry with the back of hisright
hand. "It'sjust that, well, Moth, it sometimes makes me nervous the way your mother always legps ahead
of things"

"My wife hasvery quick wits," Ri Td sad.

"She'safinewoman, " Tas Gly affirmed. ™Y ou should be proud of her. "

"l am," Ri Td sad. "Very proud. "

"But | do get alittle overexcited sometimes, " Kuan said.

There was amomentary lull in the conversation. Voices crowded in on Moth from al sdes, fruit sdlers,
sweetmeat vendors, people like himsdf standing idly in the Great Square while they waited for King Tvil's
€eldest son to begin hiscircuit of the shrines-

No, he thought. Not people like me. Thereisn't anyone elselike me.

"You're not looking well, Moth, " Kytra said. Shewas alarge, bulky woman with a predatory nose and
teeth too large for her mouth. "Do you fed al right?”

"I'mfine. " Hisfather looked sharply a him. Moth nodded dightly, and Ri Ta gestured covertly to Tas
No. The two men moved closer to Moth.

"Areyou sure? Y ou look alittleill to me. One of my uncleswas an exorcis; | know about these things.
Y ou've got to sart taking care of yoursdf now, if only for our sakes. We're your family too, now. "

"l guessI'mjugt alittle overexcited mysdif, futuremother. " Hetried to force asmile, felt the tremors
begin.

Not now! he pleaded. Please, uncle, not now!

Hefdt it coming over him, sruggled againgt it. TasNo and Ri Td moved in to hold him tightly,
supporting him and keeping him from faling, while Kuan moved smoothly forward to concedl what was
happening from Refti's parents.

"Try to keep it from showing in your face, " Tas No whispered.



"Y ou must tell me how you achieve that phenomena cam, Kytra, " Moth's mother said. "I've dways
admired that in you, your cam. "

"It'snothing you can learn, " Tas Gly replied for hiswife. "Kytrasjust got it and we dont, that's all. She's
aways been cdm. Haven't you, dear?"

"When | wanted to be, " Kytrasaid. "But | waswild when | felt likeit. Wilder than Rafti. "

"There's nothing wrong with Refti, " Tas Gly said.

"And there's nothing wrong with being alittlewild, " Kytrasaid. "That'sdl sheis, alittlewild, just as|
was, and | settled down quickly enough when | got married. " She reached out and squeezed her
husband's narrow hand. To Kuan she said, "Rafti will settle down soon enough. Y our son won't have any
problemswith her. "

"I'm not worried, " Kuan said.

They weredl so far away... receding, diminishing....

"I wish you wouldn't say things like that about Rafti, " Tas Gly said.

"I'm sure she meant no harm, " Kuan said. "I like Rafti. It'sa pity she can't be here with us now. "

They wereal so far away now, but not far enough away that he couldn't hear his mother forcing herself
into asickening parody of friendliness. It disgusted him.

I'm sorry, Mother, he thought.

"A pity for her, maybe, but agood thing for your son, " the goldsmith said. "Hell be thankful enough for
al thetime she's spent as a hierodule when the time comes to consummete their marriage.

"I'm sureyou'reright, " Kuan said. "lsn't that-?"

"TheKing!" Kytrasaid, sanding straighten "And the Princeisright behind him!"

Their srong hands held him. He could fed some of therigidity leave his body.

Tas Et? he asked.

Yes.

Months had passed since the firgt time Kuan had asked him about hisfits.

"I've been having them since | wasinitiated asasmith, " hetold her. Hisfather looked grim but
compassionate. For amoment Moth was overwhelmed by the need to tell them everything. I've got a
ghost in me, he wanted to shout, Tas Et's ghost, and whenever he haunts me| go into afit.

He was no longer achild; he bit down on histongue, said nothing.

"Why?"' Kuan asked. "'Is Sartor punishing you for something?"

"No. I'mdl right, Mother. | just can't talk about this. "

"Smithsecrets?' Ri Td asked.

"Yes." Hewasgrateful for the excuse.

"Y ou can't tell us anything about your fits without betraying something you swore to keep secret?* Kuan
demanded.

"No."

"And the times you run away from us and hide in thetrees or in the barley field, thetimesyou cry and
laugh for daysixths at atime-you can't tell us about those, either?”

"Kuan, he can't tell you anything. Or Sartor would punish him. But-I think | know what the troubleis.
And | wouldn't be breaking any oaths by telling you. Son, may 17

Moth nodded.

"It's because he suddenly has two souls where before he had only one. Remember how we used to fight
thefirst few years we were married? It was hard for me to get used to having a smith's daughter asa
wife, even harder for you to learn to live with a potter for ahusband. Well, Moth has both a potter and a
smith insde him now, and it will probably take along timefor thetwo of themto learnto live in peace
with each other, just asit took usalong time. "

"But what if his souls never stop fighting? | don't want to see himin the cage, like-" She broke off. "1 just
don't want to seehimin the cage. "

Ri Td took along timeto answer. "They'll haveto learn to livetogether, " he said findly. "But until they



do, we have to keep people from learning about hisfits. | don't want him in the cage any more than you
do."

"Of coursenot, " Kuan said. "Moth, isit- Y ou know, when women arefirt initiated the spirits of foreign
women sometimes vist them and demand a party, with singing and dancing and fine clothes. And they
keep coming back again and again until the women join the Women's Mysery. "

"What areyou trying to suggest?’ Ri Td asked. "Thereisno mystery for thetwo-souled. "

"What can we do, then? Just wait, and hope it passes? What if hisfits never cease?'

"They will. "

"But if they don't?'

"Would you fed better if | asked your father's advice?"

"Much better. "

"I'll take Moth to see him now. I'd meant to talk to him soon anyway. "

Tas No greeted them at the doordlit, ushered them inside. Carya brought beer.

"Y ou know about Moth'sfits?' Ri Ta asked when Caryaleft.

"Yes "

"Kuan and | are both scared somebody will see him and report him. ™

"Youreright to be frightened, " Tas No admitted. "So am . But | don't know what to do. "

"I told Kuan | thought hisfitswould go away if we could keep them secret for awhile-"

"Perhaps. But what if someone learns of them first?"

"| can tay out of sight until the fitsstop, " Moth offered. "Not go out of the house, stay in the forge or the
potting compound. "

"You can't spend al your time hiding, " TasNo said. "What about Tas Gly and Kytra? What about
Rafti?"

"Rafti wouldn't betray me, " Moth said.

"Kuan trusts Rafti too, " Ri Td said. "And evenif Tas Gly and hiswife didike us, they-"

"No. "

"No?'

"They don't didikeme, Ri Td. They hate me. First of al, because when | wasthe Tas Sil | madeit clear
that | would never let Tas Gly so much as attempt to become a coppersmith, much less a Wegponsmith.
And then, because Tas Gly is sure | was the one who told Tas Et that Rafti wasn't good enough for
Tramu. | didn't haveto tdll Tas Et anything-he was smart enough to redlize for himself that no daughter of
Tas Gly could ever have been right for Tramu-but Tas Gly would love to revenge himsalf on mefor al
the ways he thinks| humiliated him. Hed be perfectly willing to sacrifice you and Kuan and Mothin the
atempt. "

"So? Evenif youreright, | fill don't think it makes any difference. Moth's the only husband he's ever
going to find for Rafti, and he knowsit. He's poor, and he's too greedy to risk having to support an
unmarried daughter for the rest of hislife just for some petty vengeance. "

"Y ou underestimate him. "

"I don't want to see my son in the cage any more than you do- Less. | remember Sul. But I'm sure we
can trust Tas Gly's greed where we could never trust his honor. "

"l hopeyou'reright, " TasNo said. "But | wish we could have found Moth another bride. "

"l like Rafti, " Moth said.

"Areyou surewe can't?' Ri Ta asked Tas No, ignoring Moth. "Perhapswe could still find someoneelse.
If not here, then in some other city. Maybe someone with mixed blood like Moth--"

"Impossble, " TasNo said. "Moth hasto marry afull-blooded smith's daughter, or the Tas Sil would
refuseto let him learn the smithsecrets. | wouldn't let him mysdif, in their place-it'snot aquestion of likes
and didikes, it'saquestion of right and wrong. And | tried other cities. She was the only smith's daughter
| found whaose family would consent to amarriage with your son. "

" gtill wish we could have found somebody dse, " Ri Td said. "Or at least somebody with different
parents. Moth and Kuan both seem to like Rafti. "

"I'm not scared of TasGly, " Moth said. "He's happy to have me around so he can gloat about Tramu



and Tas Et. But there are alot of other people who do worry me. Sklar Ton, for one. He's aways spying
on me, ever Sncethe Festiva. "

"Spyingondl of us, " TasNo said. "He gtill blames usfor what happened then, and he's not alone. |
haven't had very many friends since the Festival. Until your two souls reconcile themselves to each other,
your father and | will haveto protect you. "

"Thank you, Grandfather, " Moth said. There was no way he could tell them that it was Tas Et's ghost
struggling with his soulsthat caused hisfits. That Tas Et wouldn't leave him until King Tvil and hishouse
were destroyed. Or until Moth had destroyed himself in the attempt.

What do you want from me? Moth asked the ghost. Thefit was over; Tas Et had again taken up
resdencein hisbody. Y ou can't do anything to him here; he's surrounded by warriors.

| just want to watch him. | just want to watch him through your eyes and hate him while die.
"Futurefather, " Moth said loudly, letting TasNo and Ri Tal know that he was once again in control of
himsdlf, "futurefather, have you heard about the vase Father has been commissioned to make for King
Tvil'snew necropolis?'

"No, " TasGly sad. "Tell meabout it. "

Moth'sfather let go of hisson'sarm, moved forward. "The King was so pleased with the coffin | made
for hisfather that he's asked me to make him avase for his water-of-life. "

Moth watched the King in his heavy copper armor leading his son from shrine to shrine. The boy couldn't
have been more than six years old; he moved with straining stiffness, as though barely ableto sustain the
weight of hisgolden armor.

"Such apretty prince, " Kytrasaid. "But helooks so little- How isaboy like that going to kill alion?”
Thewholething'safraud, Moth thought. Somebody will kill the lion for him, then helll pretend to have
killed it himsdlf.

The King and his son worshiped briefly at each of the shrines along the King's Wall, then made their way
down the Warriors Wall.

Moth lost sight of them just before the King led his son through the Warriors Gate to worship at the
shrinein the Warriors Palace. The cage blocked hisview.

Chapter Nineteen

The vase swelled upward fromitsflat base, flaring into roundness, then tapering to rise into along dender
neck. Moth had thrown it before daybreak, squatting over the hole in the ground containing hiswhed,
one hand darting out to keep the whedl spinning, then back to the clay as hisfingers pulled and stretched
the revolving massinto shape.

He'd trimmed the excess clay from the neck, smoothed the lip with a piece of soft leather. Placing the
vase where thefirgt rays of the sun would warm it, held kept careful watch over it throughout the
morning, turning it again and again to keep the sun from drying any one part of it too quickly.

It wasasmall vase, deceptively smple, yet Sartor-ban-i-Tresh had been well pleased with it. It needed
only to befired and glazed-a single color, he'd decided, perhaps a deep red-to be perfect.

But hisfather had ordered him to ring the dender neck with incised grooves so that when the vase had
been fired and glazed, Moth could wind it with the colorful threads his mother spun from the fibers of the
gtinging nettle, the ends of the threadsto be fixed in place with smal wooden pins. Thisin mimicry of the
amith'strueinlay work, of hisslver and gold wires hammered into union with the metal surfacesthey
adorned.

Sartor-ban-i-Tresh was a potter. He loved the seven clays, loved the forms they assumed when he
shaped them; often hefelt himsalf no more than amidwife helping the Earth Mother's children from Her
dark womb into the world of light and air. And no matter how pretty brightly colored threads might seem,
he knew they could only hinder his efforts to make manifest the true spirit of the clay, the sacred beauty
which only a potter's hands and fires could reveal to mankind.



Sartor-ban-i-Tresh was shamed and angered by Ri Td's attemptsto steal smiths techniquesfor hisown
work. Y et his pity ran deeper than hisanger; he knew that Ri Ta was degrading his craft out of
misguided lovefor it, that hisfather was sincerein attempting to regain for his Sil that prestige which
Sartor-ban-i-Tresh knew was|ost forever.

But where the potter within Moth pitied hisfather, the smith was less charitable; Sartor-ban-ea-Sar found
Ri Td'sattempts a imitating meta-working techniques mere contemptible opportunism.

It waswell past midday. Moth had long since | eft the potting compound for the forge. Leaving hisfather's
house, he had sensed Sartor-ban-ea-Sar awakening. In the compound hisRi soul alone had animated his
body; in theforge his Tas soul would reign aone and unchalenged; but as he walked the winding streets
histwin souls fought for dominion.

Hewalked in silence, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh and Sartor-ban-ea-Sar cooperating to keep their struggle for
mastery hidden.

Surely well have timeto stop and tell Rafti, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh pleaded. Shelll be glad to know that the
Roya Eunuch accepted all the pots | madefor it.

Sartor-ban-ea-Sar ignored the potter. Moth continued on.

When Moth emerged from the compound, Sartor-ban-i-Tresh had been strong, confident. Stolid, pure,
and patient, the potter was at first undisturbed by Sartor-ban-ea-Sar's feeble malice and petty assaullts;
but as Moth approached the forge the potter found himself beset with doubts, his confidence and strength
dipping away from him, while the smith's offensive grew ever quicker and subtler, ever more effective
againg the dower-witted potter, until Sartor-ban-i-Tresh longed for the oblivion he would find in the
forge.

Moth was making silver wire. He had hammered the metd into asheet of thin foil, then cut it into strips;
now he was hammering the stripsinto shapein aV-shaped stone mold.

He heard the dow, heavy footsteps, felt his stomach knot. He looked up. Tas No was standing there
scowling a him.

He put down the hammer. "What'swrong, Grandfather?*

"Doesthework | give you displease you? Are you bored, grandson?’

"No, Grandfather, not a dl. | don't understand. Have | done something to anger you?"

"On the day you pulled your soul silver from theflames| heard avoice. "

"l too heard it. " Hetried to keep his excitement out of hisvoice.

"The voice said you were destined to become agreat Wesponsmith. And your soul silver took the shape
of ablade. "

"Then"

"A Wesponsmith is not just aMaster Smith, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar, not just an artisan like your father, no
matter how supremely skilled he may be. We are a Sil within the Sil: the Ras Syrr, the Warriors of
Sartor's Thirgt. For just as Sartor delightsin beauty, so He delightsin war, in killing and bloodshed. The
joy awarrior fedswhen hefals upon an enemy and destroys him is Sartor exulting within him, and the
bladesthat we forge for Hiswarriors are the tongues with which Sartor Himself tastes that enemy's blood
and degth.

"Y et thereisan aspect of thiskilling for Sartor's delight that means, not deeth, but life for the Ras Syrr. A
warrior dies and isgone, never to return. But a Weaponsmith who forges a blade that delights Sartor is
granted life eternd in arealm of undying fire. A life sharp and shining asany sword. "

Moth waited for the old man to continue, finally asked, "And how does one forge such a blade,
Grandfather?"

"If agmith forges his own degath into his blades, the warriors wielding them will achieve heroic feats of
arms and Sartor will be ddighted. "

Tas No paused again, studying Moth'sface. "Y ou have it in you to become a great Weaponsmith,
Sartor-ban-ea-Sar. | have watched you in the forge. The hammer and anvil love and obey you; they
whisper their secretsto you. | would not see them reduced to the manufacture of trinkets and pretty
rivetsfor clay pots. "



"Then make of me aWegponsmith, Grandfather!”

"I cannot. You are till Ri, still a potter's son. And no potter can work copper, not brittle copper, not
ordinary copper, not the secret copper. No potter can become a Ras Syrr and forge his death into a
blade. "

"Y et the voice said | wasto become a Weaponsmith. "

"True. Wereyou not Ri-"

"But | have been sedled to the clay, Grandfather! How can | not be Ri? Tell me how!"

" Sartor-ban-ea-Sar, have you been sedled to the clay?' Tas No turned back to Moth and stared into his
eyes, hisface closed, hidden.

Helooks so tired, Moth thought. He said, "No, but-but I have two souls, Grandfather. My other soul is
sededtotheclay. ™

"A pity. Solong asyou remain Ri, you can never become aWegponsmith. And | would be steding from
your father hisonly son if you were to renounce the clay in favor of theforge. "

"If ... renounce the clay, | won't be able to make the-things the Roya Eunuchs want. And then Father
won't be able to meet Snae Tka's demands.... "

"True, grandson. All true. ™

"If I renouncethe clay, the Ri Sil will hate mefor it, hate him for having put me on the path toward it-"
"Yes. And | loveyour father asyou love him, grandson. | would not see him harmed. ™

"Y et-1 want to become a Weaponsmith, Grandfather. | must. ™

"I cannot make of you a Wesgponsmith, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar. Not while your other soul remains sealed to
theclay.

"Butif I-"

"Ask me nothing unless you are sure you want to know the answer!"

"I | could free my other soul from the clay, Grandfather?"

"Free your other soul from the Ri without bringing dishonor upon yourself or our Sil, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar,
and | will make of you aWegponamith. "

"How can1?'

"That you must discover for yoursdlf. Perhapsit cannot be done; perhapsit would require the death of
your potter's soul. But, grandson, before you think any further"on this, consder your father: Ri Td, my
daughter's hushand, a man with only you for ason. Consider your father. "

"Perhaps| could find away to help him with histaxes-"

"He would not accept your help. "

"Why?"

"Becauseif you renounce the Ri SiI, you renounce him. Destroy your potter's name and you destroy his
only son. | am prepared to brave his anger, to live with his hatred for therest of my life; | am asmith, and
the voices of the forge have told me what | must do. But you, you to whom the choiceis still open-are
you ready to give up your family, to renounce your father, to never again know the love of your mother?”

"Grandfether, |-"

"No! Thisdecisonisyours, not mine; | want no part of it. | have said what | had no choice but to say,
yetitisvileto me. Wewill speak no more of thisuntil you are ready to learn wegponcraft-or ready to
renounceit forever. Do you understand me?'

IIYSl n

"Remember, do nothing to dishonor yourself, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar. Do nothing to bring dishonor upon me.

The old man turned away, took afew dow steps, turned back. "And remember too, grandson, that |
love your father. | would see him happy if | could. "

On the gtreet, histwo souls contending within him.

"RiTesMoth!"

Tramu'svoice! He spun around, feding thejoy risng within him, uniting potter and smith- But therewas
only Yeshun, Ri Y eshun now, hurrying toward him.



"Did you hear about it yet?'

"About what?' Moth said dully.

"The Prince. Prince SarVeas. "

"No."

"He'sdead. A lion-"

"A lion killed the Prince?'

"That'swhet |'ve been trying to tell you!"

Tas Et'seation blazing like the sun within him, turning his musclesto water, blotting out histhoughts. He
fdt thefear beginning, fdt it cutting the puppet strings that united him to his body.

"Sartor'sluck, Yeshun!" He had to get away, find aplace to hide while he till could. Heran, teeth
clenched, ducked through an aleyway onto another street. No time to get back to his parents house. He
had to hide. He had to-

There. That house. Hisonly hope.

In through the doordlit. To hisright the sound of achild crying, amother soothing it with arhyme. He
darted | €ft.

An empty room, dark, cool. Then the spasmstook him and he fell.

Chapter Twenty

It was dark. Tas Et was gone. Thedirt floor was cool against his cheek. He tensed flaccid muscles,
listened: nothing. He pushed himself up to asitting position, discovered ablanket covering him.
Hefroze, listening, his eyes darting back and forth in the darkness. Making aslittle noise as possible, he
got to hisfeet, started to dip out of the house, then hesitated, returned and folded the blanket.

Once outside, he looked quickly back, trying to fix the house in his memory, then made hisway to his
father's house.

Ri Td waswaiting for him.

"Father, 1-"

"l know. "

"Who-?"

"It's not important. A woman once friend to my brother. "

"My-secret is safe?’

"For the moment. Her husbhand will keep silence -thistime. But if you keep on-"

"I know. Did-did your friend say what | did?'

"Y ou don't remember?"

"No."

"Shetold Kuan she found you lying on her floor. She thought you were adeep at firdt, but when shetried
to wake you, you were dl rigid, like a piece of wood. "

"My eyes. Did she say if my eyeswere open?”

"No. Moth-"

"I know. If | don't stop my fitsI'll end up in the cage. Like your brother. "
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"But | can't stop! | can't do anything about them!™

"l don't think you'vetried. "

"What do you mean, Father?"

"How have you tried to bring your two souls to peace with each other?

"l can't talk about it. "

"True. Then listen to me. Y ou have two souls, your dolthe and your soul-in-silver, and your two souls are
aways struggling for mastery. It'slike amarriage-like my marriage with Kuan. Harmony comes only after
the birth of achild. "



"A child?'

"Yes. You areRi, and you are Tas; both dolthe and soul-in-silver dangle from your neck. But you are
aso RiTas, and you wear no talisman to embody your RiTasssoul. ™

"Then | have three souls, not two?"

"Inaway. And thisviolence within you will cease when the third soul has aname and atalisman of its
own. You must nameit, you must deviseits proper embodiment, for thereis no one else who can do this
foryou."

"l haveto go outside, " Moth said. "Far from the compound and the forge, where no one can seeme. |
need to think about what you've said. "

"Make sure no one seesyou. "

“Twill. "

He wandered down to theriver, turned left, and made his way toward the barley field his mother now
worked without his help. There was a half-moon and the sky was clear, so he could seeto walk.

He sat down in the center of thefield, where thetal grain would hide him. The barley was beginning to
bend under its own weight. Hismother waslate in harvesting it.

He could put it off no longer. TasEt! he cried within himsdf. And Tas Et cameto him.

Firg there wasthefear. Only flight could save him, but he was trgpped in an unmoving skin of ice, his
muscles as helpless asworms struggling to escape ajar.

Then the vision: hisuncle twisting on the bloodstained stake, the pain-mad eyes staring himin the face.
And he was caught up in the spasm, convulsing, choking on blood from his bitten tongue as his body tried
to thrust thevison fromiit, tried to shield itself from the agonies.

Findly it was over and hisuncle was only apresencein hismind. He spat blood.

Uncle, each time you come | risk discovery and the cage. | cannot fulfill my oath to you in the cage.

| dieon Tvil's stake, nephew: you have not provided me with proper embodiment. | am aWeaponsmith,
acoppersmith: no soul of slver will contain me.

Then Father was right?'Y ou need athird talisman to house you?

Y es. But not like your father wants. | am a smith calling down his desth-curse: only aweagpon will do.

| can make you ablade of gold or silver-

A lady's blade, perhaps, studded with jewels? No. Only a blade forged from the secret copper can
contain me. Nothing ese,

Then-

Y ou must cut your tiesto the Ri. Or face the cage.

What right do you have to make me do this?

Right?1 cannot die until my vengeance is complete. And you have sworn an oath upon your anvil to aid
me. You are usglessto mein the cage.

What of my father? My father, whom you loved as abrother? If | renounce the clay, | take from him his
only son, | take from him his honor, and reduce him to poverty. Can you who loved him do thisto him?
| dowhat | must. Look:

And Moth waslooking out of hisuncles eyes, down at Tramu crouching frightened and trembling in the
cage, Pyotalying by hisside. Pyota's eyes were closed and she seemed to be deeping, but Tramu was
garing up into Moth's eyes.

| have cdled down my curse on Tvil, nephew. | cannot find rest until my vengeance is complete.

What if | fail you?

Then | must find another instrument.

| am Ri aswdl as Tas; | am seded to the clay. How can | renounce it?

Y ou cannot. Y ou can only profaneit so that it casts you out. Y ou can only kill that in youwhichisRi.

| cannot.

Y ou must kill every claychild that comes from your hands. Kill the claychildren with ametd blade, a
blade you have consecrated to the Earth Mother, so that She will know that it isnot Her that you are



reecting.

But to kill Her children-

With ablade of consecrated metd. Only with ablade of consecrated metal. Makeit of gold if you can,
slver if you must. Every clay vessel to come from your hands must be pierced and killed whileit is il
Soft.

Father needs me.

He cannot have you. Y our oath comesfirgt.

| cannot.

It will be better if your father does not learn what you are doing until it is over. Patch the holes you make
with fresh clay: your vessaswill not revive, but he will not know the difference. Y ou must take care,
though, not to profane his potting compound while you profane yoursdf. The Earth Mother would not
forgiveyou that.

But to kill Her children, like amidwife daughtering infants-

Sheisthe Mother of All Weapons, potter's son. She ests the bodies of men dain and buried. She
understands death and dying.

But they aremine aswell asHers. | cannot kill them without killing part of mysdif.

Mysdlf. I'm Moth, he realized. Not just Sartor-ban-ea-Sar or Sartor-ban-i-Tresh. Moth. My father's
son, my grandfather's grandson. Me.

| can't kill mysdf, uncle. | can't. You must.

"Have you found what you needed to find?' Ri Td asked Moth when he returned home.
"No... " He paused, swalowed. Histongue hurt. "Not yet, Father. "

"You can't wait any longer, son. | don't want to loseyou like | lost my brother. ™
"Thecage.”

"Yes "

"Ri7"

"Moth! Comein. Areyou on the way to your grandfather's?’

"Yes. 1 haveto help him with something for the new Necropolis. But | can stay alittlewhileto talk to
you. Areyour parents around?’

"Mother'sin back. Would you like some barley beer to warm you for the forge?"

"Yes. Thank you. Y our father's not here?"

"He'sworking in Tas Okar'sforge, " Rafti said.

"It'sdl right, the two of us hereaone? | know smith custom is different, but-"

"Vey different, yes. "

"Good. | wanted to seeyou, talk to you, but | couldn't bear listening to him gloating about my uncle
today.... " Moth shook his head. "I'm sorry, Rafti. | shouldn't insult your father. "
"Hesmy father. "

"l know. "

"But... Moth?!

"y e

"| think about Tramu sometimes. I'm sorry. ™

"Réfti... " He reached out to touch her hand. She pulled away.

"Father'sright to be angry, after the way they sneered a him, and then let the Nomads stedl the sword
fromthemand dl. But I'm not angry. "

"I'm glad you're not angry. | miss Tramu. ™

"I don't. I'm glad I'll never see him again; it'sjust that... Moth?"

"What?"

"Do you ever think about your aunt? All she did was marry the man your grandfather told her to marry,
and now she'satongueless dave. Maybe she'sdead. "

"Youreafraidthat I-"



"| like you well enough, morethan | thought | would, " Rafti said quickly. "I liketalking to you. But youll
never be the smith Tramu would have been. "

"No."

"And look what happened to him. "

Moth was suddenly afraid for her. If | fail whiletrying to avenge Tas Et, he thought, or eveniif |
succeed-what will they do to her?

"Grandfather, |-l want to... but | can't, I-" "Have you doneal that needsto be done,
Sartor-ban-ea-Sar?'

"Not yet, Grandfather. | need help, I-" "No! | told you never to speak to me of thisagain

until you wereready, did | not?' "Y es, Grandfather. " "Then be silent! Y our decision isyour own; your
problemsare none of my affar. " "But-"

"Silencel" Tas No spat upon the ground. "Y ou are unfit to work in my forge today, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar.
Leave me. Now. If tomorrow you can act as asmith should act, then return. If you cannot, then do not
returnat al. " "'l will return tomorrow, Grandfather. " Tas No turned away, but not quickly enough to
keep Moth from seeing the tears glistening on hisdark cheeks.

A daysixth remained until sunset. Moth did not have the courage to return home. He could not face his
fether.

Whom he loved. Whom he had no choice but to betray.

Habit guided his footsteps to the Great Square. He found himself standing before the Potters Shrine.
Perhapsif he...

No. He dared not enter.

He hated himsdlf for hisweskness.

Asheturned away from the Warriors Wall, he saw Sklar Ton glaring at him from across the square.
He knows about Tas Et, Moth thought. But he said I'd fail. So there'sno reason to try. | can just-

He had given Tas Et his cath. And he could not deny the necessities of his own hatred.

TheWarrior of the Voice guarding the Tas Shrine told him that the only coin he had wasinsufficient, and
would not let him enter.

Hewandered away.

"RiTad Moth!"

"Hello, Elgar. " A weaver's son, dightly younger than Moth, with the features of conquered DreaESt:
wide-spaced black eyes, huge pendulous ears, an amost lipless mouth.

"Did you hear about the Necropolis King Tvil's building for his son?!

"A little, " Moth said.

"It'sgoing to beright near here, up inthehills. ™

"l know. "

"Did they ask your father to make something for it?"

"y es "

"They asked my father too. What's your father making? Isit going to be a coffin like he made for King
A9p?

"No. The coffinisgoing to be gold and copper. Father's making vases. For the Prince's wife's

"For their water-of-life?'

"No. King Tvil had him do that for hisfather's necropalis, but Father isjust making vasesfor the
handmaidensthistime. "

"That doesn't sound like very much, for aman likehim. ™

"There are going to be seven times seven handmaidens. "

"I'd forgotten. Have they chosen them yet?'

"They haven't even found abride for the Prince. Look, Elgar, I'minahurry. I'vegot to go. "

"They didn't ask you to make anything?'

"No. Luck, Elgar. "



"Luck, Moth. "
Vases. Pretty, uselessvases.

Chapter Twenty-One

"Grandfather, " he had said, "there is something | must do aonein your forge. " And without questioning
him, Tas No had gone.

Moth had not eaten for two days and histhroat was dry, dust-tickled. It was forbidden to drink water on
aday of beginning.

Tas Et had specified the sacrifice: aground-dwelling shrew, brown like the earth. Moth killed it on the
anvil with thetriangular sacrificia blade of chipped flint. Thetiny animd's blood went to the Earth
Mother; its body he burned in the furnace.

From amixture of beeswax and resin he shaped a dender three-sided blade the length of his hand. He
kneaded powdered charcod and clay together to form the cylindrical core around which he would mold
the hilt, then coated it with the wax and resin mixture and joined it to the blade.

Tas Et guided the hand holding the knife as Moth carved the wax blade into itsfind form. More and
more Moth found himsdf surrendering control, |etting his uncl€'s ghost take over.

He added short branches of beeswax to the form and coated the whole with a paste containing finely
powdered charcod. Then he carefully pressed moist clay againgt and around it, so that only the branches
protruded.

Some days later, when the mold was dry, he again asked to be |eft donein theforge. Thistime the
sacrifice Tas Et had demanded he make was adirt adder, asmall, mildly poisonous, amber-colored
snake with ablunt horned nose and eyes of the clearest gold. Though Moth had captured it without being
bitten, it dipped from his grasp as he was taking it out of its basket and sank its stubby fangsinto hisleft
thumb. He sacrificed it immediately on the anvil, but by the time the furnace fires had consumed its body
hiswhole hand was swollen and painful.

He allowed the sacrificid fireto die, then made afresh fire of sari-grass charcod in the furnace and
melted gold inaclay crucible. His grandfather had given him the gold without asking the use to which he
was going to put it.

Removing the crucible from the flames with apair of tongs, he poured the molten metal into the clay
mold. The wax melted, ran out the sprues; the gold took its place.

When the metd was hard, he broke the mold and removed the golden knife. The branches had to be cut
off and the surface smoothed with afile, but even clumsy as he was with hiswounded hand, that work
was over dl too quickly.

He plunged the blade into a bath of urine and plant juices, purifying the golden surface. He was finished.
He had aswallen, discolored hand he could not take to aphysician for treatment, that he would not be
ableto use normaly for twelve days. He had adagger whose only purpose wasto kill that part of himsalf
that made him hisfather's son.

| prefer to die, smith. | have no desire to take part in your vengeance. | do not wish to see dl those | love
punished for your hatred.

We swore an oath to Tas Et, potter.

Y ou swore an oath, smith.

My oath isyour oath. We are RiTas. Together, not different.

Then kill me, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar. If | do not die, we both die. And you cannot carry out your oath from
the cage.

Y ou are me, potter. They cannot make mekill mysdlf. I'll find away to save you.

Thereisnoway. Kill me.

| cannot. In the potting compound, you wake and | deep. Y ou must kill yourself.

Sartor-ban-i-Tresh had hidden the blade in his father's potting compound. The ceremonies with which he
had introduced the blade into the compound without profaning the enclosure had been both difficult and



painful, but Sartor-ban-i-Tresh had performed them successfully: Ri Td continued to make living vases
without redlizing that anything had changed.

The presence of the blade had given Sartor-ban-ea-Sar lifein the potter's compound. But he refused to
act.

And Sartor-ban-i-Tresh could not bring himself to use the blade.

Summoning up his courage. Moth entered the Potters Shrine. He handed the hooded Warrior of the
Voice an auber and prostrated himsdlf three hundred and sixty times before the unfired clay image of
Sartor.

Sartor, he pleaded, All-Highest, Merciful Patron, grant me guidance. Help me, tel me what to do.

But no voice spoke from the air, no decison crystdlized. Theidol's red-brown features remained closed
tohim.

Heleft the shrinein disgust. There was nothing for him there.

Theimagein the Shrine of the Smithswas all of copper, save only the eyes of gleaming gold. Sartor had
twelve arms, but only two hands. In one hand He held a beautiful bowl of embossed silver, in the other a
golden fan. His other ten arms ended in gleaming blades.

Moth paid the hooded Warrior of the VVoice four aubers and knelt before the image. Again he asked
guidance, and again his prayer went unanswered.

The days passed, became weeks, months. A bride was chosen for Prince SarV as, to accompany him to
Sartor's Royal Ream, wherethe Kings of Chd enjoyed eternd youth. Moth saw her being driven
through the streetsin afour-wheded chariot; she was plump, dressed in shimmery Deltan fabrics, with
exquisitely fine features and great round amber eyes. Her name was Daersa. She was the Prince's cousin,
and she wasten yearsold.

Moth thought she looked very proud and very brave.

Ri Td invited Tas No to dinner. From the beginning the med went awkwardly, with short stretches of
frantic conversation punctuated with long silences. Carya, usudly quiet, spoke agreat dedl; her
conversation was harmless but painfully stupid, and Moth could not help but think how poor a subgtitute
she would make for his own mother.

Ri Td told Tas No that he thought Moth would have to make himsdf athird soul talisman. TasNo
looked away from him and agreed that it might be agood idea. The old smith drank too much, and Moth
and Caryahad to help him home.

Ri Ta finished thelast of the forty-nine vasesfor Princess Dagrsas handmaidens.

Not al the maidens had yet been chosen. Though rewards were being offered, and thetitle "King's
Friend"-which carried with it the right to wear acopper dagger even if the man receiving the title was not
awarrior-was to be bestowed on every man whose daughter was accepted by the Princess, yet more
than twenty of the vases Ri Ta had made remained unclamed.

"Why?' Ri Ta demanded of Tas No. Moth, Kuan, and Ri Tal were Stting with the old smith in the latter's
courtyard. "A glorious degath, their families enriched and ennobled, eternd life-what more could they
ak?'

"Had | died likethat, | would never have known you, Td, " Kuan said. "'l would never have had a son,
nor been ableto comfort my father inhisage. "

"I'm not yet that old. " Tas No's voice was weary. He used to be so strong, Moth thought. But now

... It'sKing Tvil'sfault. The King and the Nomads.

"A few minutes of discomfort, then eternd life, " Ri Ta was saying. "Surely that'slittle enough priceto
"Would you want to be there yoursdf?' Tas No asked. "Knedling there in the pit while they piled dirt
over you?'

"I?No. | have my pots, my Sil, my potter's chance a immortaity. But for awoman-what could her short
life haveto offer her that could compare with eternd lifein Sartor's Roya Relm?'



"Perhaps that would be true of a potter's daughter, " Tas No said.

"But you had two daughters once, didn't you, Grandfather?' Moth demanded. "Y ou had a daughter who
married, married well; and yet they killed her husband and tore out her tongue and made her adave. A
lifewdl worth theliving, agreat causefor rgoicing. "

"I have one daughter, " TasNo said dowly, not meeting Moth's eyes. "And she comforts mein my old
age. | anglad | did not have to grow old without her. "

Chapter Twenty-Two

Sartor-ban-i-Tresh picked himsdf up off the ground of the potting compound.

The blade, Tas Et whispered. Use the blade.

| can't. Not yet.

You must.

"Sartor-ban-i-Tresh. " Hisfather's voice.

Moth turned, said, "Father?"

"Every day | watch your fits get worse. Y ou st silent and trembling for hours, you flee in terror with no
onein pursuit, and when thefits hit you- If you could see the hatred on your face, your body tearing itsalf
"I know what | must look like. " His voice was harsher than held intended.

"| fear for you, son. Y esterday | went to the shrinein the Warriors Wall and implored Sartor to reved a
way of helping you. "

"And?' Sartor-ban-ea-Sar's impatience.

"Nothing wasreveded to me. "

I'll find away, potter.

Thereisno way, smith.

"You can't help me, Father. Don't eventry. Only

| can do what needsto be done. "

"Thendoit. Beforel loseyou as | lost my brother. ™

The blade, Tas Et inssted.

No.

"Kuan! What'swrong? Y ou lookill. ™

"I'mnot sck. But Td, | saw two Nomadstoday. Here-in Kyborash!™

Hetook her hand. "But the warriors-"

"Td, they weretalking to aWarrior of the Voice. All three of them laughing together. ™

"They're Kuqui, Father, " Moth said. "Here to sall usapiece of sky metal. "

"What do they want for their metal?* Ri Ta asked.

"I don't know, " Moth said. "But Grandfather says Tas An Sil'sfool enough to give them whatever they
"Do you know, Kuan?'

"No. But they shouldn't be here. ™

Moth's family was egating dinner with Rafti and her parentsin the central courtyard of Tas Gly's house
when thefit took him. It was sudden, totally unexpected: he was chewing a piece of smoked fish when
Tas Et's desth agonies exploded in hismind, and then he was twisting on the stake, looking out on the
Great Square, down on hiswife and son where they crouched in the cage.

Why? he demanded. Why, uncle?

To teach you hatred.

Hatred of you?

Hatred is hatred.



He cameout of it abruptly. Hewaslying on hisside, hisright leg curled under him, the smell of hisurine
shapintheair. Rafti was holding his hand. He kept himself from moving, listened.

"You haveno choice, " Ri Td was saying. "Where dsewill you find Rafti ahushand?’

"Better no hushand at al than ahusband in the cagel™ Rafti's mother.

"There are no other young smithsin Kyborash, " Ri Td sad.

"Do you think | need you, any of you?' Tas Gly demanded. "Y our family- First we're not good
enough-not good enough for atongueless dave! And now you're trying to force your demon-struck son
onud"

Moth squeezed Rafti's hand, felt her return the pressure. He got to hisfeet, turned to face Tas Gly,
"Itisasgcknessfor which | know the cure, futurefather, " he said, knowing dready the futility of his
words. "The scknesswill passfrom me, and soon. "

"Areyou al right, son?" Kuan demanded.

"Wes "

"l am not your father, " TasGly sad. "'l will never beyour father. "

"When his sickness passes-" Rafti began.

"No, " TasGly said again. He smiled.

"What of your daughter?' Kuan demanded.

"What of my honor? A madman for a son-in-law -what renown your drooling son would bring me! There
goes Tas Gly, ' they'd say, 'you know, the one with the son-in-law who soils himsdlf. * No! Never!"
"You'renot arichman-" Ri Td sad.

"Perhaps not-but | am a proud man. Too proud to give my daughter to your demon-possessed son! First
your brother, now your son, it must be something in your blood, potter, somefilthy taint. Do you think |
want grandchildren like that? Do you think 1'd sal my honor for that?"

"What of me, Father?' Rafti asked, her voice a sudden softness after his.

"My daughter's beautiful, isn't she?' Tas Gly asked, turning to Kytra. "Asyou were a her age. "

"She made you little enough money asahiero-dule, " Kuan said.

"True-but her beauty will suffice to make her avalued ornament to Prince SarVass court. "

"Father!" Rafti sared at him, suddenly gone pae.

"No, " Moth said. "You can't. "

"Can't 1? Thedecisonismine, "Tas Gly said. He turned to Rafti. ™Y ou are my daughter. Y ou will obey
meinthis, asindl ese. | would rather see you dead than have you bring dishonor upon your family. "
"Mother-?" Rafti asked. But Kytra only clenched her jaw, shook her head.

"The honor of my family demandsit, " Tas Gly said. "My family, not yours. We may not be
wegponsmiths, we may not eat at the King's tables, but we don't end up spitted like mest, either.
"Andyou, " he added, smiling at Moth, "I'll seeyouinthecage. "

"Sheisamith-born, " Kuan said. " She should not be forced to forsake her proper eternity, not even for
the Royd Ream. " "How can we make him stop?* Moth demanded.

"We can't. Thereis nothing we can do. Were Father ill Sil Smith, perhaps. But heisonly Tas No now,
and TasAn Sil will do nothing. Rafti is Tas Gly's unwed daughter; he done may decide her fate. But what
he doesisevil. "

"That'sdl you can do? Any of you? Just say it'sevil?

"Both Sil law and thelaws of Chd give himtheright, " said Kuan.

"Thenthey'reevil. "

"No, but- No. Thelaw ishard, but only men are evil. " She reached out and took Moth'shand. "l liked
Rafti. 1 would have been happy to have her for adaughter-in-law. I'm sorry. ™

Sartor-ban-i-Tresh took the golden blade and stabbed the soft clay bowl. The blade did in between his
ribs, pierced his heart, ripped through hislungs: suicide.

The leather-hard vase, the figurine he had only begun to shape... again and again he killed himself.

| can't-

And Sartor-ban-ea-Sar helped him.



The golden dagger drank; Sartor-ban-i-Tresh died. And with the potter's passing, the one who survived
fdtdl joy, dl charity, dl hope of warmth drain from him.

Sartor-ban-ea-Sar hid the blade beneath his siltunic, feding its warmth againgt hisside.

Ri Td saw him as heleft the compound. " Son-"

"No longer, " Sartor-ban-ea-Sar said. Histears were drying; he felt hollow, numb. An empty husk.

Ri Ta'sfacewent rigid. "I don't understand. "

Moth held out the triangular blade so hisfather could see the damp clay on it. "Sartor-ban-i-Tresh is
dead. Y ou murdered him with your ambitionsfor him. "

Ri Td looked at the dagger. "Y ou could have had honor and eternd life. ™

"No. | would have died in the cage. Asyour brother died. "

Be kind to him, the dagger whispered. He loved me whilel lived. Hetried to do his best for me. For us,
amith.

Moth reached up and took the darsath from hisneck, held it out to Ri Tdl. "Here. Hisbody: all that
remains of your son. | know you meant him no harm; you did not know the path you chose for him would
kill him.

"Here. Takeit. Bury himif youlike. "

Ri Ta took the darsath. Moth turned and walked away.

Thank you, smith, the dagger whispered.

"Make me a Weaponamith, Grandfather. Tas Gly has called for the exorcist, and my fitswill not stop until
| house my soul in copper. "

"Y ou have done what had to be done?’

"Yes "

"And you have brought no dishonor upon yoursdf or upon the Tas Sil?*

"No."

"Then | can make of you aWegponamith. Though you will find it more burden than joy. "

"TasGly-"

"Y our initiation as a Weagponsmith has begun, grandson, and he cannot have you tested until it isover. ™
He handed Moth a stone knife, asmall copper bowl. "1 will need enough of your blood to fill that bowl.
Then | want you to leave the city for the rest of the day, to give metimeto notify the Sil. "

Moth nodded. He scored adeep, ragged line up the inside of his|eft forearm with the stone knife, caught
the blood in the bowl.

"There was no need to cut yourself so deeply, grandson. ™

"It doesn't hurt. "

"It should. " Tas No coated the wounded arm with a poultice of river mud and snarl grass, bound it tightly
with scarlet linen.

"Return a sunset, " he told Moth when he had finished. "1 will meet you outside the West Gate. "

Prince SarVVas's Necropolis was being constructed less than a half day'swalk from Kyborash. A great
pit had been dug and chambers of fire-hardened brick constructed to house the Prince and hisretinue, his
bride and her attendants. Warriors of the VVoice were chanting as daves levered dabs of stone down to
cover therooms; other daves were hegping soil over the roofed chambers.

Moth watched them work, his wounded arm throbbing with apain that might have been someone d<e's.
By the time he had to return to Kyborash, only two 9 oping ramps remained unburied.

The night that caught him just outside the city's gates was cold, painfully clear. And when he pressed the
copper initiation mask TasNo gave him to hisface, the chill metd stole the life-warmth from his soul.

Chapter Twenty-Three

That night the dream began:
Neither sun nor moon to light the landscape, only the stars glinting cold and hard overhead, blind, frozen



eyes, daring down a himin mindless hatred, their light illuminating nothing. Y et he can sees

A limitless plain, covered with grass whose dry, brittle blades he crushes underfoot as, turning dowly
around, helooksout in al directionsfrom his high place. A plain stretching on and on without end,
bounded by no horizon, everywhere the same.

Except here where he stands, ahigh place, grass-covered like the plain, neither hill nor mountain.
Perhaps heismoving. A cool, dry breeze blowsin hisface from whatever direction he choosesto
regard, ruffling hishair, sroking hisbare skin. Asif he were rushing over the grassy seain aninvisble
coracle that takesits direction from his gaze.

But he has no object for his gaze, no destination. Thereisnothing but the plain. His momentary exultation
fades: his gaze controls nothing.

Heisonly compelled to look into the wind, unable to look away from it. And asthe wind shifts back and
forth, heiscompelled to turn withiit.

The gtars are building acity on the plain. Fingers of cold light reach out from them, and where the light
brushes the plain a paving stone, a section of wall, aman's leg appear.

Thewind shifts. Moth turns away from the city, gazes out over limitless grasdand.

Thewind shifts, and he can seethe city again, but it isfar, far away. No, it iscoming closer, heisrushing
toward it-

Thewind shifts, and thereisonly the plain.

Shifts

Shiftsagain, and he is approaching the city, coming &t it from anew angle. Heisvery closeto the city
now, looking down uponit.

Herecognizesit at last. Kyborash.

Above the city, Sartor's Eighty-four Aspects hang like clouds of bruised shadow.

Thewind dies. Fingers of light reach down from the sky through the Eighty-four Aspects, lending them
definition asthey fill inthefind details of the city: the blue godhouse atop the ziggurat, abeggar crouching
in the shadow of awall, two men fishing from asmall boat, a bird nesting in an gpricot tree.

Moth ismoving effortlesdy forward, gliding down from his high place like water over acascade.

He entersthe city.

When he comesto the first house, he pauses, |ooks back over his shoulder. Behind him the plain
dretches away to infinity, dry, brown, thirsty. Thereisno sign of the high place.

Hewaksthe streets of Kyborash, invisible. People pass him, taking no notice of him yet never colliding
with him. He can see them speaking to one another, yet he hears nothing, recognizes no one.

When helooks closely at them, he seesfilaments of cold light chaining them to the Sars.
Sometimelater hefinds himself pausing by awell where awoman isfilling awidemouthed jug with
water. He glances down &t hisreflection in the well.

Luminous filamentslink hisarms, body, legs, head to the stars. He, too, isamarionette....

Awakening, he found Tas No standing over him, his old-man's face creased with worry. The smith was
holding alamp in hisleft hand; something about the reek of the cheap lamp oil wasinfinitely reassuring.
"What'swrong?'Y ou were moaning, crying out for help. | shook you, but you wouldn't wake up. "

"A dream. " Moth rubbed his eyes, asked, "Could you understand me? What | was saying?"

"Y ou were trying to escape from something, but you couldn't bregk free. | was afraid for you. "
"Afradthat | was having another fit?"

"Yes. Or that your illnesswas showing anew face. "

"It was adream, Grandfather. Only abad dream. Not afit. "

"You're sure?'

"Yes "

Tas No relaxed, tension draining from him like water from abroken vase. "Good. But even so, some
dreams are important. "

"Not thisone. Did Carya... 7'

"Shelll give Kuan the coins at the meeting of the Women's Mystery tonight. Kuan is sure she can
convince Ri Td that shed been saving the money for an emergency. "



"Shewon't be ableto tell himthat again. " It was an exercisein duty: he had taken from Ri Td and Kuan
the son whose work would have given them the means to meet Snae Tka's demands, so it washis
responsibility to seethat the tax collector was paid. And with Tas No's help, he had made anumber of
gold and slver bowlsto sl for them.

But though his dead soul thanked him, there was no joy for him in what he was doing.

"Sartor guard your deep, grandson. "

"And yours, Grandfather. "

Moth waited until he heard Tas No snoring again, then got to his feet, dressed hurriedly, and stole from
theforge, out through the house and into the street.

Where perhaps Lapp Wur, the exorcist, waited for him. He had put on his copper initiatory mask before
leaving the house, but it was a dubious protection now that he had |eft the routine prescribed for him by
ritud.

But he had to do it, despite the danger. Because the ghost of his potter's soul had recognized the plain
from another dream. It had been the night of hisreturn from hisfirst clayques, the night when Sartor was
to send him the dream that would determine the shaping of his dolthe, the night before the Seven-Y ear
Fedtivd; and in his dream, aman of clay with ablade of fire-red copper where hisright hand should have
been had led a horde of Nomads to attack Kyborash.

And that man had been Moth.

Something about the water of thewell, the thirsty plain, drew him through the empty streets. Therewasa
bright quarter-moon, and he could hear theriver gurgling off to hisright. It felt good to trandate his
tengon into movement.

He paused a moment by the well, indecisive, then summoned his courage and bent over it, stared down
intoit. Thelight wastoo dim for him to see hisreflection.

He straightened, looked around. There was no one to see him, but even so he was afraid.

He had to take therisk. Tas Et! he demanded. Uncle! My dream-what doesit mean?

Then the fear took him, and the shaking. He saw the stake, felt Tepes Ban dowly stripping the skin from
his feet while the musicians played and the King watched and laughed.

Enough, uncle! The pain faded, leaving only presence. My dream, uncle-what does it mean?

It means nothing. Forget it.

The presence faded, was gone.

It means something, the ghost in the dagger whispered. Tas Et was never a potter-he can only understand
what a smith understands. This dream was sent to Sartor-ban-i-Tresh by Sartor All-Highest.

Y ou're dead; your dreams mean nothing to me. | am asmith.

Y et you dream my dreams for me now, smith.

Unsatisfied, afraid for some reason to return to his grandfather's house and the safety of the forge, Moth
wandered the city. Dawn found him gtting in Ri Td'sbarley field. He stood up reluctantly, stretched
himsalf-he was exhausted-and made hisway as quickly as he could back to his grandfather's.

TasNo waswaiting for him. "If your dream means nothing, why did you risk your life, grandson? Are
you an utter fool, to so gamble with everything we have worked for? To throw away what we have
bought at such adear price?

"The dream meant nothing, Grandfather. But | need the blade to house my soul, | need it soon. "
"Weleave tonight for the mines. Until then, fast and deep, grandson. "

Seeping, he dreamed. The same dream, but thistime the vison was clear: he saw the chains of cold light
binding the people of Kyborash not only to the stars but to one another, and to the very stones of the
city.

And when he saw hisreflected image in the well, there were a dozen chains of frozen fire binding him to
the ky.

He awoke sweating, though it waslate in the year and he had dept in the shade of awall.

In the morning heredized that hisleft arm had hedled completdy, with only afaint trace of a scar to show
where he had cut himself.



Tel mewhat the dream means, potter. Why it healed me,

| cannot. | know only that it isimportant. Sleep again; perhaps you will learn more.

And so he had willed himsdlf adleep, though he feared the dream. And there were more chains, chains
not only to the stars but to al those around him, chaining him to the city's stones and bricks, to every
man, bird, animal, and tree, and they were al chained as he wasto the stars.

Where the stars luminous chains crossed one another, light pooled in radiant plexuses, and in each plexus
one of Sartor's Eighty-four Aspectswas limned in terrifying brilliance,

Awakening at dusk, Moth looked up at the sky. At the cold, hateful stars glaring down at him.

Sartor's Nighteyes, watching him.

And gill Tas Et told him the dream meant nothing.

Chapter Twenty-Four

Moth donned hismask, |eft theforge. As he was|eaving the house, Carya blocked hisway.
"Whenthisisal over, " shesad, spesking asif to hersdlf done, "I'll tell him that Rafti doesn't hate him for
what happened. "

"Silence!" TasNo raised hishand, then lowered it dowly; al contact with awoman during the Tasrituas
was forbidden. He gestured, and she moved aside.

They |eft the house. The peoplein the streets saw their masks, moved aside to let them pass. No one
spoke to them: it was forbidden. The day was cold. Moth grasped his new staff lightly in hisleft hand.
"He used to be apotter like us, Shuner. " A voice behind him: Y eshun. Ritua forbade Moth to take
natice, turn around.

"Lethimbe. "

"I'm not speaking to anyone else, just to you, brother. Y ou know, when he took up the Tas | was glad,
because | thought he was bringing new honor to our Sil. | was glad to know him then. "

"Besdlent! HEs done you no harm. "

"But then he threw us dl asde so he could be a Tas and have alovely smith's daughter for awife. Left his
father without the money to pay Snae Tka's taxes, without ason to support himin hisold age. We
weren't good enough for him, but it seems he wasn't good enough for them, either. Why elsewould Tas
Gly-"

The sound of ablow, abody striking the ground. Shuner'svoice: "Let him be, or I'll break your arm. He's
doneusno ham. "

Outsde the gate they left theroad, traveling paralld to it but not on it. As soon asthey were far enough
from the road to ensure their privacy, Tas No began to lecture, only the taut control in his voice betraying
histenson.

"The best charcod is made from the acaciatree. Theroot of the sari grassisaso good, asisolive wood,
but avoid the sarbatu tree, the duck oak, straw, chaff, and reeds, for they all produce inferior charcoals.
The"

"I know about charcods, Grandfather!"

"Do you, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar? Do you?' And Tas No continued lecturing as they made their way up
through the foothills. Moth tried to listen -something his grandfather told him might turn out to be the
secret of surviving the coming ordeal -but his mind kept drifting back to Rafti.

"Do you ever think about your aunt?' she'd asked him. But now it was Rafti who was going to bekilled
because sheld been given in marriage to the wrong man.

Therewas achill hollownessinsde him that even anger could do nothing to warm, an emptinesswhere
the person he had known as Moth had been.

Only the golden dagger hidden benesth his siltunic waswarm.



They hiked dl night and halfway through the day. The sun was bright overhead, but it was almost winter
and they were high in the mountains; the air bit, the wind stung.

"We used to use only the blue and green ores, " Tas No was saying. "Then asmith reasoned that since
certain yellow, gray, and black stoneswere found alittle degper in the mines from which we took the
blue and green ores, perhaps they too could be made to yield copper.

"But when the smiths of that time tried heating the dull-colored stones, they got from them only aglassy
black substance. And though they didn't know what it was, they knew it wasn't copper. " He paused for
bresth.

Moth said, "Tell me about the ordedl, Grandfather. "

"When the time comesfor your orded, I'll tell you astory. Y ou will haveto prove that you understand it.

"That'sdl?'

"All I cantell you. Now, when Tas Tyrr-he wasn't yet Tas Tyrr Sil, that came later-had adream in which
Sartor reveded that if he kept the black substance moist for awhile he could get it to ripen like cheese,
he"

"What if | turn back now, refuse to go on with this?' Moth demanded, struck by a sudden vision of
himsdlf seding Rafti away from her father, fleeing somewhere with her-

No. There was nowhere to go.

"Y ou cannot. The Sil Council has meant you for aWegponsmith from the moment you drew your soul
slver from the flames. you aready know secrets only those to beinitiated as Ras Syrr are dlowed to
know. "

"From the moment | drew my soul slver from the furnace?’

"yes "

"You never toldme. "

"No. Thedecisonwas Tas An Sil's, not mine. | tried to respect your father'swishes. "

"Y et thetraining you gave me-"

"Wasto make of you aWeaponsmith. Yes. But you could have remained RiTas as your father desired
had you so chosen. "

"Y ou knew | would not. Could not. "

"Yes. | knew. "

He had been betrayed. He could fed anger growing, cold and far away, more like something he was
observing than something he wasfedling.

Control your anger, the dagger whispered. If you had not tried to deny what could not be denied, Rafti
might not haveto die.

"So when Tas Tyrr soaked it in water, it turned abeautiful green, like malachite, " Tas No continued.
"And when hetried to smdt it, he found he could smdlt it just like the old ores. Which was agood thing,
asthey were growing scarce. "

"And that's why the secret copper's different? Becauseit's made from this black stuff?”

"No. Youll learn the true reason after your ordedl. "

"If | surviveit.™

"Silence your fears. Y ou cal down bad luck upon yoursdf. "

Tell me about the ordedl, uncle, Moth demanded, fedling the spirit's presence. Tell me, uncle.

No. It isforbidden.

By whom, uncle? Y ou're dead; the laws no longer bind you.

Though | die here on the stake, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar, | am a smith; the laws still bind me asthey bind you.
"Tell me about a smith's death-curse, Grandfather, " Moth said.

"It isforbidden to talk about it outside the Harg. "

"TheHarg?'

"Wherewere going. "

"They're not like other mines, then?'



"No."
"What are the mines like where-"

"Bequiet! Your questionswill be answered in the Harg, not before. ™

Tell me about the Harg, uncle, Moth ordered the spirit.

It isforbidden.

Isthe Harg like the mineswhere Tramu isadave?

Tramu is here, watching me as| twist on this stake.

What are the mineslike, uncle? The mines of Nanlasur?

Why are you interested in the mines of Nanlasur? They produce only lead. Nothing fit for the making of
Wegpons.

Tel me about the mines of Nanlasur, uncle.

Only the worst offenders againgt the Tas are sent there, nephew. Only those fit for nothing but to be
worked to degth to repay the Tasfor their offenses.

Tramu'sthere, uncle. Pyotasthere. , | seethem before mein the cage. Their tongues have been torn out,
but | can seethelovein their eyes asthey watch me-

He'strapped in his own death curse, Moth realized. Frozeniniit, like an insect inice. Isthat what the
chainsarethat | seewhen | dream, being trapped in his dead vengeance?

Y ou, potter! Areyou frozen?

No. TasEtistrapped in hisdying. | an dead, and free.

Evening found them on amountain dope, il far short of their god.

"I'm sorry, " TasNo said. "My old legs can no longer carry me asfar and asfast as once they could. "
"Then they must have carried you far and fast indeed, " Moth said, for once out of sight of Kyborash his
grandfather had seemed to regain alittle of hisformer vigor and had surprised Moth with his strength and
endurance.

They found asmal hollow in the black granite of the mountainside where they could rest undisturbed by
thewinds. Tas No sprinkled the hollow with the ash from a sacrifice he had performed in preparation for
the journey. Then they made rough beds from what leaves and grasses they could find nearby and,
wrapping their woolen clothes more tightly around themselves, lay down to deep.

Riding the wave, prisoner of his gaze. Entering Kyborash....

And now the chains pull him unresisting to the square where Rafti lies bound to an dtar of sarlight. No,
he wants to scream, no, as Tas Gly legps and cavorts with the copper dagger in hishand. No! Don't let
him, stop him!

Hiseyes are directed down to his own hands. He sees the luminous chainslinking the goldsmith to him:
he isthe puppeteer, Tas Gly the puppet. Relief washes over him: he can make Tas Gly stop before the
jewder kills Rafti.

But he cannot stop the play of hisfingers as he makes Tas Gly yank up the arm holding the knife, for his
own fingersin turn are dancing to the commands of the chainsthat link him to the Sars-

And heisahawk. Hisfeathers black and shiny, hisivory beak hooked and crud, he has been flying
for-how long? A long time, that much he knows, but the beginning of the journey islost. He had been a
man. Heisahawk. But the transformation, the change...

He remembers Rafti's degth, but it islike something he has been told about, not something he himsdlf has
seen. Something that happened long ago.

Heflies above an unfamiliar landscape, following agray hawk, and he has been following the gray hawk
since-when? He had been aman, he remembered-No. He had been aman, he remembers saring into
the well, seeing the chains that made him- No!

Heredizesthat there has never been atime when he has not flown behind the gray hawk.

When the gray hawk banks right, Moth banks right; when it dips low to the ground or goesinto arapid
ascent, Moth is powerless but to do the same.

He sees the ground above which he soars as a featureless brown plain, but with some other sense heis
aware of more complex landscapes. Sometimes he knows himsdlf to be gliding low over denseforest, at
other times beating hisway over desert, then flying over vast oceans, and beyond them once again over



the forest. Sometimes his gray guide dipslow, flying acircuitous path that Moth knows to be taking them
between trees he can sense and not see-

And then, suddenly, inexplicably, amountain spearsthe sky.

Moth awokein terror.

He unclenched hisfists. He was iff, very cold. Helevered himself up onto hiselbows, got painfully to his
feet. His hands were cramped; he rubbed them together, trying to get the stiffness out.

The sky was il black. He began to pace, trying to warm himself.

Potter!

| do not know. But there was a mountain, and we are in mountain country now.

"Rafti-" Too late heredlized he had said it aloud.

Shedtill lives. | will know when the time comes for her to go beneath the ground.

The dream, potter. In the dream, I-I did not hold the knife, but | was the one who-

Y es. She dies because of your arrogance, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar. Because of your cowardice. If you'd
helped me die when | should have, she would not have had to die.

Sheisn't dead yet.

No. But when she does die, shelll die because you killed her.

Y ou did not have the courage to kill yourself either, potter.

No. Theguilt ismineaswel asyours. But only you surviveto bear it, to expiateit.

How?

Ask your dream, smith. | can tell you that much and no more. Ask your dream.

Thedagger. If hethrew it from him here, in the mountains, where he would never haveto seeit again, he
could rid himsdf of his ghost's accusations, demands. But he could not do without the warmth, the
paradoxicd life he felt only in his dead soul's presence. It was asif he were the dead one, warming
himsdlf with the voice of theliving.

Tas Et, he demanded. The dream-do you still say it means nothing?

Thistime he was spared the agony, the degth scene, felt only the harsh, cruel presence.

It has no meaning. Ignoreit.

No longer hisuncle. No longer aperson. Only frozen vengeance.

Moth continued pacing. A careless step did odged a pebble that did, bounced off aboulder before he
could catch it, and struck Tas No on the forehead.

The old man's hand went to his head. "Moth?’

"It'sdl right, Grandfather. | kicked arock loose. Nothing to worry about. Go back to deep. "

"No. | fed good herein the mountains, even with you throwing rocks at me. I've dept enough.

It took Tas No awhileto comefully avake, but after forcing himsalf through a series of stretches and
twigts, he took some dry bread from his belt pouch and shared it with Moth.

They resumed their ascent. Clouds were drifting leisurely in from the north, massing overhead, beginning
to hide the sky.

Chapter Twenty-Five

The day had grown only dightly warmer when the narrow, switchbacking path down which Tas No had
been leading Moth looped back on itsalf and began to climb.

Moth was swesting. Hislegs ached and he was short of breath, yet Tas No seemed, if anything, lesstired
than when they'd started out.

Theway led between upthrust walls of close-grained black rock. The walls grew higher, pressng in ever
closer, squeezing out the day. It was dark in the shadows, cold.

Tas No motioned for Moth to stop. "Here. Y our orded. Sit and close your eyes. "

Moth sat on the chill stone, closed hiseyes.

"I have astory to tdll you. Y ou must understand it to survive. It isavery long, very important story, but



today | am going to tell you only the parts you need to know to survive the ordedl.

"In the days before the Children of Raburr became the Tas Sil, we were atribe gpart. Only we, of al the
peoplesin Ashlu, were not subject to the King of Chal, for Sartor had set the smiths apart and we, in our
pride, took that to mean that we and we alone need not obey Chd's King.

"Thetde of our rebdlion islong, but you need not hear it now. It isenough to say that in our rashness
and pride we denied Sartor and His husbandman, who in those days was King Ivrat. Our people
boasted many Masters of Fire, then as now, and they chdlenged the King, saying, 'What right do you
haveto claim dominion over us? What right do you have to claim that only through you is Sartor'swill
made manifest? Watch, foolish King! Watch, and see what we can do!"

"And asKing Ivrat cowered in the safety of his paace, the greatest of the Children of Raburr pulled stars
from the sky. Some made their arms very long so that they could tear the stars from the vault of heaven.
Others sang such beautiful songsthat the stars cameto listen, and others pretended to be made of such
good mest that the stars were overcome by their hunger and came down to feast. And there were other
way's, as many ways as there were Masters of Fire.

"With the light from these stars, the Children of Raburr blinded the lesser kings of Ashlu to the will of
Sartor, so that they rebelled against the King of Chal, and forgot they had ever been subject to him. And
our people were very proud of themselves.

"But then Sartor appeared to the greatest among the Children of Raburr and spoke to him from his
forgefire, saying, 'Foolish smith, you have denied My power, and done that which should never have
been done. For thisyou and all your people shall be punished.

"But the greatest of dl the Children of Raburr

-aman famousin al Ashlu then, though his name has not survived-answered Sartor boldly, saying, 'We
have challenged your King and won. Why should we fear you?

"And Sartor told him, Y ou have only done that which it was My will that you should do, nothing more. |,
Sartor, wished the lesser kingsto rebd against My King so that there would be more fighting and more
bloodshed to quench My greet thirst. ' For though Sartor loves beauty, He ddightsin war and bloodshed
aboved| ds

"But the greatest of the Children of Raburr denied Sartor yet again, and called Him afase god.

"Then Sartor made to him this chalenge: 'If, great smith, you have truly made the lesser kingsto rebel
againg My King of Chd, then the power must be yoursto bring them back to him. Do so, and | will
admit Mysdlf defeated.

" 'Why should | undo what | have done? the gresatest of the smiths demanded.

" 'Because | say that you cannot, * Sartor told him.

"So dl the sixty times sixty Masters of Fire of the Children of Raburr stood in aline and tried to take the
gtarswith which they had blinded the lesser kings and return them to the sky. Some sat and sang, some
swalowed arrows and made them come out of their bellies. Some swallowed feathers and turtles, and
some swallowed whole trees. But they could not take the stars from the eyes of the lesser kings.

"Then Sartor told the Children of Raburr, 'Y ou have rebdlled against Me, though you are nothing in My
eyes, and for that shall | punish you. No more shall you be masters of your own fate; no longer shal you
be great and free.

""Henceforth shall you be subject to the King of Chd, to live and die at his command, and dl your
mastery of lire shdl be usad only in the making of weapons with which hiswarriorswill day those whom
you, in your pride, thought to raise up againgt him. '

"Of the sixty times sixty Masters of Fire, Sartor killed al but only twelve. And these twelve he sent to beg
the pardon of the King of Chal. King Ivrat granted them his pardon, for he knew that such was Sartor's
will, and he made them to be the Tas Sil.

"Y ou have heard what you need to know, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar. Think on it while you count to sixty twelve
times, then open your eyes and follow the path | will have taken. Y ou will not see me again until you have
survived thefirgt ordedl.

"Sartor's luck be with you, grandson. "

Soft footsteps, then silence. Moth was done.



He examined the story while he counted, pulling it gpart like ariddie for hidden meanings, but could come
to only one conclusion: the tade was awarn-ingnot to try to defy the King. A warning that was
meaningless unless, somehow, they knew about Tas Et's ghost.

Arethey warning me againgt your vengeance? he asked Tas Et. But the spirit kept sillence.

Perhapsthey knew away to release him from his oath. Y et he knew himsalf empty, the hollow shdll of a
man, with only hisuncle's hatred to fill him; take that away, and he would have nothing left.

Hefinished counting, opened his eyes. Tas No was gone, as Moth had been sure he would be.

He got to hisfeet, began picking hisway forward through the shadows. The path was beginning to twigt,
loop, cail back upon itsdlf; in places the rock underfoot was as dick asfaience. He kept one hand against
the stone of the wall to keep his balance and maintain his sense of direction.

Theair was growing warm. A raw, dry stench, faint at first but growing stronger with every step he took,
hung intheair.

The stone was dmost hot to the touch. Therewas no light. He did hisfeet cautioudy forward, unwilling
to risk more normal strides.

And then hisright foot was out over emptiness. He drew it back, retreated a pace, knelt and explored
the floor of the passage with his hand:

Broad steps leading down into the hot, egg-smelling darkness. He crept down them, his hand aways
againg thewall, testing each step before resting hisweight onit.

Sixty steps.

Six times Sxty steps.

Sixty times sixty steps down into the hot darkness: agreat chamber carved from the black rock of the
mountain, adoorway cut initsfar wall.

Between the foot of the staircase and the doorway was ariver of burning rock.

Theriver wastoo wideto legp. A bare-chested smith was standing in midstream, seemingly no more
troubled by the lavaflowing around his belly than he would have been by the waters of the ditcheswhere
Moth had once pulled reeds.

"Theorded isthis, " he caled to Moth. ™Y ou must cross. ™

Chapter Twenty-Six

Thelavaflowed like sullen mud from acleft in theright wall out into astraight-sided channdl and across
the chamber, only to disappear into another cleft in the opposite wall. The walls were smooth, shiny
black; the molten rock gurgled, stank, lit the rocks adull orange.

Moth's skin was dry, beginning to crack. Hefdt dizzy. But the smith standing in midstream was not even
Sweeting.

Perhgpsdl | haveto doiswhat | did when | took my soul silver from the furnace. Cal upon my hassa.
That'swhy heisn't swesting.

But it was too easy, and it had nothing to do with the tale Tas No had told him. It would prove nothing.
The smith was grinning at some secret joke. Looking at him, Moth knew there had to be some obvious
trick to the crossing: he would not have been smiling like that if held expected Moth to fail and die.
Perhapsthis ordeal was only amatter of form, like hisinitiation into the Ri. Tas No had not seemed
overly worried. Y et something about that felt wrong....

He backed away, retrested up afew stairs. The heat diminished alittle. He sat cross-legged on ahot
dair, arranging his siltunic beneath him for protection. Closing his eyes, he turned his attention inward and
found his hassa, the thread-thin cand of ascending flame pulsing with every breath he took. It was easy to
madter it, to bend it to hiswill, fed it dance and expand.... The fedling was pure intoxication, agiddy
excitement-

He stopped, damped his hassasfires. It was painful to return to his norma state, to the heat that was
dowly roasting him like a piece of mest, but he had to clear hismind.



There was danger in thistoo-easy mastery. The Masters of Fire had al been destroyed by Sartor, save
only twelve. And those had survived by submitting to the King of Chal. But how was he supposed to
submit to the King here?

Was he supposed to pledgefiddity here, before this smith? But to what point? Y et if the only thing
involved was mastering the heet of the lava, why wasthere a smith standing in the stream?

The smith wasthe key. He was clearly aMagter of Fire, so-

No, his dagger whispered to him. Y ou missthe obvious. The man hasred hair; heisasmith. The smiths
became the Tas Sl after they submitted to the King of Chal.

So?

You, too, are Tas. You will survivethisordea not by proving yoursaf aMaster of Fire, but by proving
yourself amember of the Tas Sl

Thank you, ghost.

Moth rose and walked to the burning river's edge. "Guardian, " he said, "I am Sartor-ban-ea-Sar of the
Tas Sil. Do you have aname?

"l amknown hereonly as Tas, " the smith said.

"What would the Sil have me do to cross?' Moth asked.

"Y ou need only ask and accept my aid. Do you ask it of me?"

"Yes "

"Good. But, young Tas, it is hot enough to want to accept my aid. It isnot enough to say you accept it.

Y ou must havetotd faith in me, and in what | teach you to cross unharmed. Doubt me even for an
instant, and you die. Do you understand?’

"y es "

"Understanding, do you accept?"

Moth thought for amoment longer, nodded. "Yes. "

The smith waded toward him, stepped out of the river onto the bank. Liquid rock ran duggishly down his
legs, pooled at hisfest.

"Closeyour eyes. ™

Moth pressed them tightly shut.

"Turn your gaze inward, concentrate until you can see your hassa dancing and weaving within.... Can you
fed it now, fed its beauty, its strength, its eagerness?

"Yes, " Moth whispered.

"What color are the flames?'

It was hard to put acolor to them. "Red, " he said findly.

"Correct. Now, reach out, take my hand. Good. Fed the heat passing from my hand into yours, fed it as
it becomesyours.... "

Starsblazed through Moth's closed eyes, piercing him, filling him with cold brilliance.

"Can you fed our hassas entwined, see them weaving and dancing as one?"

"y es "

"Open your eyes. Can you il seethem?”’

"Yes "

"Concentrate. The flames are changing color. What color are the flames?”

"Orange. Orange and yellow. "

"Good. Now, walk with me. Aswe walk forward, concentrate on our hassas as they dance and weave.
If you havefaith, you will fed them, you will seethem, and they will kegp you from harm.

"Now, take thefirs step. " The smith's hand was dry, reassuring in his. Moth gripped it tightly. "What
color arethe flames?'

"White. "

"Good. Wak with me. The flames are turning blue. Concentrate on them, and we will crossin safety. ™
Moth stepped forward into the molten flow, concentrating on the twin serpent-columns of flame. Thelava
hissed, bubbled as he stepped into it, boiled. Was gone.



He stood in an empty riverbed, blinded to al but the twining hassas by the white-hot cloud that filled the
chamber.

"Rermain unmoving until your hassaburnsgreen. ™

Moth waited until the green crept from the smith's hassainto the ascending turquoise of hisown. He felt
the change; the secret of the smith's mastery was suddenly obvious.

"Y our hassa burns green: you have aweagpon-smith's mastery of fire. Release my hand. ™

Moth let go.

"Y ou must crossthe rest of theway aone, trusting inwhat | tell you and not deviating by so much asa
handswidth from the path | give you. Now. Go. "

Moth waked cautioudy into the white-hot darkness, now diding left, now going right, now stepping
sraight ahead. Before and behind him things dithered and hissed, but he refused to alow them to frighten
him, and crossed in sAfety.

Onthefar shore, he alowed his hassato snk from green to blue, from blue to white.

Theair rained lava. The molten rock flowed down agentle dopein thefloor of the chamber that Moth
had not noticed before and regjoined the lava humping duggishly out of the cleft in thewall that was now
to hisright. The channd wasfull again in amoment, but Moth had had more than enough time to study
the gresat coiled shapesthat lived on the riverbed before the lava hid them.

Thear wasclear of dl but alittle drifting ash; he dlowed hishassato snk the rest of the way through
yellow and orange back to red, then stilled its dance.

"Y our grandfather awaits you, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar, " Tas said. He was once again standing in midstream.
"Continue on, and welcome!”

Moth crossed the chamber, stepped through the archway. The ordeal had been too easy; dl he'd had to
do wasfollow ingructions. He didn't trust it.

A number of right-angle bends later, the air smelling sweeter with each turn, the corridor led him out onto
atiny terrace of white marble. On either Sde of him stood a greening copper statue of asmith holding a
sword; aflight of stepsled down to the ground below.

Hewasin animmense closed valley, itsfloor bright with countless greens both soft and vivid, the vertica
walls of black stone enclosing it seeming lessto confine than to shelter and protect it. A river sparkled in
the near distance. The few clouds scattered across the blue of the sky were too small to block the noon
sun; in the golden sunlight he could see groves of broad-leaved trees heavy with unfamiliar red fruit, tilled
black fields green with the beginnings of some new growth, shade treeslining the river's banks.
Therewas a pavilion alittle to the right of thefoot of the stairs, a graceful round structure of dark woods
inlaid with copper and gold.

The landscape had an dmost feverish intendty to it, as though there were sometrick of theair or light that
made even the warmest and gentlest of vidtas vibrate with crystaline clarity.

It wasthe loveliest scene Moth had ever seen. The air was warm, springlike; in the silence he could hear
the river's muted song, the briefer melodies of the birds.

Perhaps here he could regain al he had thought forever lost. He made hisway down the black stairs, the
valey's beauty warming him likewine,

| hate this place. Bewareit, smith.

Why?

The Earth Mother is not here. The very rocks cry out in longliness for Her. And where the Goddessis
not, no Ri should be.

What do you haveto fear, ghost? Y ou're already dead.

Insde the pavilion hefound Tas No stting on abench fashioned from an unfamiliar white meta into an
intricate pattern of birds and coiling serpents. The old smith was sipping hot teafrom a goblet of the same
unfamiliar meta, hisface flushed and happy-looking; at hisfeet aredheaded man with the body of aman
of the forge but dressed in arobe of green linen was knedling to feed atiny firein a shalow copper bowl
with wood chips and what looked like pieces of dried mest.

Grandfather looks younger, Moth thought. As though he's regained what he had |ost.



"Sartor-ban-ea-Sar!" Tas No legpt up, embraced him, kissed him on both cheeks. "Sit with me,
grandson, as | once sat here with my father, and as he once sat here with my grandfather. | have waited
s0long for thig!"

The red-haired man poured some dark teafrom a pot into another goblet of the white metal, and handed
it to Moth. Moth glanced at him, sipped the bitter, brackish liquid.

"Then-it'sover?

"Hardly, though you've survived an ordedl that kills many candidates. But | had no fear for you. "

"It was easy. Tastold me everything. "

"Perhaps you found it easy, grandson. But the fireworms would have stripped your flesh from your bones
had you tried to cross with ahassa any color other than green, and even then they would have devoured
you had you deviated from the proper path. Because you asked Tas's help, your crossing was easy, but
do not be too contemptuous of the insight that led you to seek hisaid. Many who cometo the orded are
too stupid or too proud to ask. They die. "

Thank you, ghost.

The answer was there within you, smith. | merely helped you see it sooner.

"What must | do now, Grandfather?"

"There are secrets to be learned, things that can only be spoken of herein the Harg. | will help you when
| can. Thld"-heindicated the redheaded man with anod-"will be your servant while you are here. Heis
under avow of silence that prevents him from speaking of hisown will, but he can answer any questions
you put to him that are proper for him to answer. "

A soft breeze was blowing through the pavilion, rustling the leaves of the trees outsde.

"When you have learned what you need to know, " Tas No continued, "and done that which you need to
do, you will make yoursdlf ablade of the secret copper. And having made it, you will face thefind test. ™
"Whichis?'

"I cannot tell you yet. But ask Thla aquestion: heis hereto answer you. "

"Thid, tell methe secret of the smith's death-curse. ™

The redheaded man turned to him, smiled, went back to feeding thefire.

"He cannot answer you, o he says nothing. Ask him another question. ™

"Thid, what isthefind test?"

Again the man amiled & him and said nothing.

"AsK him, rather, what he can tdl you about thefind test. "

Fedling impatient and somewhat foolish, Moth asked, "Thla, what can you tell me about the fina test?!
"Only this, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar: you will know it when itstime comes. And should you fall it, you will not
haveto diefor your failure, but will become as| am now until you find it within yourself to succeed. "
Hisvoice wasthat of asmith, but gentler; somehow Moth found it difficult to imagine him angry. And
there was a quietness to his expression that Moth had never expected to see on the face of aredheaded
man.

Moreto hear Thla speak than out of any immediate desire to have his question answered, Moth asked,
"What isyour life herelike, Thid?"

"Itis... very peaceful, but-incomplete. ™

"l don't undergtand. "

Thia smiled, looked away.

"What would you advise meto do next, Thid, if | am not to end up-incomplete-like you?"

"Listen to your mentor. Do ashe says. "

Moth turned to Tas No. "Grandfather?"

"For the moment we will sit here on this bench and you will listen to me, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar, whilel
revedl to you thefirst of the Great Secrets. This can be spoken of here, and nowhere else. Listen:
"There isno secret copper. Itsexistenceisalie, alie we have put about to hide the fact that we have a
far greater secret. The secret of the Marriage of Metals.



Marriage. Moth thought of Rafti; metal marrying clay and the clay dragging her down, pulling her beneath
theground to rot in SarVass Necropalis....

"Beyond thisvaley liesasecond valey, and it isin this second valley that we dig our copper. Itis

excd lent copper, but there is nothing strange or different about it. It isjust very good copper.

"But inthe vdley we arein now, there are no mines. Thereisonly theriver, the Syrasse, flowing from a
cavern high on the cliffs. Y et from the Syrasse we take the bridestone, and from that ore we extract
bridesmeta-the metal from which the bench on which you are sitting is made, the metd of the goblet you
hold in your hand.

"When the bridesmetd's marriage to her copper husband is consummated in the flames of the furnace, the
metal you know as the secret copper isborn. And that is our secret, ours and ours aone.

"Y ou've seen the warriors of the Delta, tall and proud with their blades of copper? Laugh at their pride,
Sartor-ban-ea-Sar, for their blades are made of copper stolen from dain Chaldan warriors, and they
have only enough of it to put on abrave show for us. In their home citiesthey carry blades of copper little
harder than lead, or so brittleit would shaiter in any seriousfight!"

He's so excited, Moth thought. Asthough he's forgotten the Festiva ever happened. It must be the light
or thear here; whatever itis, it'spart of himtoo, it'sin himjust likeit'sin everything else here.

Once, Tas No's ddight would have meant something to him. But now it changed nothing.

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Sartor-ban-ea-Sar stood on theriver shore, a shallow wooden bow! inlaid with white bridesmetd in his
hands. From awooden bench nearby, Thla and the dave who had been renamed M oth watched.

Thlal wasimpassive, cam as aways, the dave named Moth was tense, hidden, inward-looking; but
Sartor-ban-ea-Sar was smiling. He had been smiling and laughing for two days.

Stll grinning, he repeated the appropriate prayer, then bent down and filled the bowl to the brim with
gravel. Shaking it gently to settle the earth it contained, he repeated the prayer a second time, then waded
out into the stream.

Thewater was refreshing, cool but not cold. A fog thick and white as doves wings veiled the surrounding
cliffs, bleached the vivid greens of the trees and bushes to softness, and leeched al solidity from even the
nearby Thlal and Moth; yet the valey remained aswarm as Kyborash in late spring.

Pebbles shifted under hisfeet as he made hisway to the center of theriver. The water was shallow, only
alittle higher than hiswa<.

Holding the large bowl awkwardly in hisleft hand, he picked from it the biggest pebbles and chunks of
rock, washed them clean in theriver, then examined them carefully before tossing them away.

Lowering the bowl to the water, he | et the gentle current carry away some of the soil and twigs. Helifted
the bowl again and raked hisfingers through the remaining grave, pulling the largest rocksto the surface.
One by one he washed them, examined them, and threw them back. After he had examined most of the
bowl's contents, he broke up the remaining clods of earth and lumps of clay with hisleft hand, then
lowered the bowl to the water again.

The bowl was alittle over athird full of small pebbles and sand. Holding it tipped away from his body, he
began to shake it dowly, quickening the motion dightly at the end of each circular stroke. The water
climbed the bowl'swalls, rolled over therim, carrying with it excess gravel and soil.

Nearby, velled by the fog, other smiths were aso questing for bridestone. He could hear them splashing
around, chanting their prayersin low voices.

Most of the gravel was gone. Without interrupting his circular motion, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar set the bowl to
spinning. The remaining chunks of rock began to space themsdves out around the rim, the lighter sands
racing on ahead, the heavy gold lagging behind, the bridestonein the middle.

He brought the pan to a stop, but he had been too clumsy, and the separation he had worked so
patiently to achieve waslost. Hetried again, failed again.

He amiled. Tas Et! Guide my hands!



It was not arequest.

Thistime he was able to remove the gold with ease. Another try, and he had most of the other excess
matter separated from the bridestone.

Thank you, uncle. | begin to get thefed of it.

Theritud cdled for him to thank Sartor All-Highest, Sole Patron of the Harg, doud at this point. He did
30, then transferred the brown, fibrous masses of bridestone to the pouch he wore around his neck.

He returned to the shore, scooped the bowl full again.

The sun had been shining brightly two days previoudy, when he and Tas No had followed Thla down to
theriver. Their path took them across numeroustiny bridges of smooth carved woods beneath which
clear streamsran; every sixty paces they passed graceful benches wrought of golden serpents and
jewd-eyed birds.

They soon cameto the fields and orchards where daves were digging, tilling, weeding, pruning. They
weredl mae, thin for the most part but not starved-looking, and though all of them had been branded
and many bore old scars, none of them showed signs of any recent ill-treatment.

Moth's attention was caught by a young, dark-haired man who was pruning afruit tree. The man was
amost as muscular as Moth, though not quite astall, with apale squinting face; he wielded the pruning
pole with the stone blade at itstip with obvious vigor, and Moth could hear him humming to himsdlf.
They seemed well treated here, well trusted for daves. Moth only hoped Tramu was being treated
equaly well.

Consdering what Tas Et had told him of the mines at Nanlasur, it seemed unlikely.

If | ever get enough influencein the Sil to have you brought here, | will, Tramu, Moth told himself. |
promise.

The banks of theriver were lined with trees. gnarled giants with gray-green needles and trunks sticky with
sap extending their branchesin greet fan shapes over the clear water and land dike; stout,
smooth-skinned trees with green bark and leaves that were emerad above, rust mottled with gold below;
and delicate, narrow-leaved trees with forking trunks and tapering boughs bright with clusters of red
berries. Fisherbirds and tiny purple songbirds were everywhere.

Redheaded men were wading in theriver. Most of them were young, but some of them looked asold as
TasNo.

"Arethey questing for bridestone?’ Moth asked Thidl.

"yes "

"Arethey here to become weaponsmiths, too?"

"Inaway. Like me, they came here to become weaponsmiths but failed their final ordeal, and so remain
here. We gather bridestone for the Sil. ™

Asthey continued upsiream the river grew wider, eventualy forming anarrow lake surrounded by
pavilions and low wooden buildings. At the center of thelake agreset circular structure, al ancient gray
stone, rose from the water. Graceful wooden bridges arched to it from the shore.

"The Tower of ThreeLevels, " TasNo said. "The Heart of the Tas Sil. ™

"It looksancient, " Moth said.

"Itis," TasNo said. "The Harg was ours when we were only the Children of Raburr. It wasin the Tower
of Three Leve sthat the twelve surviving Magters of Fire pledged themselves to Sartor and vowed to
servethe King of Chal. Cha has protected usin turn: It was because the King of DreaEst dared try to
take the Harg from the Tas Sil that King Delanipal made war upon them and overthrew their city.

"For the Tas Sl needsthe Harg, grandson. In al of Ashlu, only the Harg isheld by Sartor aone, without
taint or contamination. And asthe Harg isthe Body of Sartor in Ashlu, so the Tower of Three Levelsis
His Heart and His Life. Only in the Tower will He make of asmith a\Weaponsmith, of aTasaRas Syrr.
They had cometo alow ova wooden building. "I'll leave you here, " TasNo said. "Thid will tell you
what to do. Y ou must be cleansed before you may enter the Tower. The Heart must remaininviolate. "
Moth nodded.

"When you finish, put on the new clothing that you will find waiting for you. Y ou must retain nothing of



your old clothing, and nothing that you may have with you. Keep only your soul silver, and that you must
wear during your purification, for though it isitsdf pure, yet it too must be cleansed.

"My purification will be somewhat different from yours, and will take place esawhere. | will return for
you afterward. "

Thild taught him the appropriate prayers and explained the ritual sequence of hot and cold baths, then
remained outs de while Moth entered the windowless ova building aone, closing its heavy wooden door
behind him. Theinterior waslarge, empty, constructed of smooth blond wood; alamp burned on the far
wall, by a second door. In the center of thetiled floor were two poals, one churning with cold water
piped in from theriver, the other till, but Seaming.

A scarlet sltunic and linen undertunic hung from anotched post. Moth began to remove his clothes,
looking around for someplace he could hide the dagger.

No! Keep mewith you! Do not abandon me here!

Why, dagger? Nothing can harm aghost. Y ou're aready dead.

| am deed, but | am Ri: | am of the Earth Mother, and it isto Her that | must return when | fade. But She
isnot here; this place has been wrenched from Her by violence, and it isHell to me. Abandon me here
and | suffer for dl eternity. Even itstouch isagony-and | am you, smith.

Y ou were once me, ghost. | will not abandon you.

And the stake is driven through him, and he hangs there, staring at histonguelesswife and child.

Enough, uncle! Spare me!

"Ah, if only you could make them sing for me, Ban!" he hearsthe King say.

"Perhagpsin time, King of Kings. Lifeislong and the art is never-ending; who knowswhat perfections
may await us?'

Moth found himsdlf on hisknees, picked himsalf up.

Nephew, you profane the Harg! Y ou have sworn oaths to me and to the Tas Sil: | forbid you this, as
your nameis Sartor-ban-ea-Sar. | forbid you on the oath you swore on your anvil!

Moth had lost Tramu, Pyota, Tas Et himsalf. Rafti. And now his other self. For the second time, his other
f.

No. Hewould not.

Why, uncle? What harm would | do?

Nothing of Earth can be permitted to enter the Tower! Nothing!

Why, uncle? What would happen?

Upon the sanctity of the Tower depends the safety of Chal.

How so, uncle?

When the Children of Raburr submitted to Sartor in the Tower of Three Levels, Sartor said to them, "Of
you, Magters of Fire, | makethe Tas Sil. Y ou shdl be the strength of Chal, and upon you | place the
burden of itssurvival. So long asyou remain faithful to Me and Mine, for so long shal Cha survive, and
your peoplewith it; but should you break faith with Me, | will cast down al Chal, the King and the
lowliest dave dike! And then, O Magters of Fire, for whom would your blades drink thelife to feed your
eternity in My Realm of Eternal Fire? For if Cha isMy Body, and your blades arethe Teeth in My Jaw,
yet the King of Chd isthe Life of that Body, and when the Lifeis

fled does the Body crave nourishment, does the Jaw bite?"

Moth's rage was a bright-fanged copper serpent within him, but cold, so cold. So, uncle, he asked, with
thefal of the King of Chad, the Redlm of Bright Firefdlsaso?

Y es. Of course. Only in the service of thewarriors of Chal can we earn our smith'simmortality.

Y ou have sworn me to the destruction of the King of Chal!

Dying here on Tvil's stake, | swear vengeance on him and on al those who love him.

Y et your vengeance will destroy Chal, uncle!

No. Never. Only through Cha do we possess our smith'simmortdity.

And Taslaw forbids me to take the dagger into the Tower of Three Levels?

Y es. Upon the Tower's sanctity depends the safety of Chal.



Moth found himself empty of everything but laughter. Hed logt hisfamily and friends, hiswifeto be, the
Sil to which held been born; hed murdered the sdif that had been his only warmth and life, and for what?
For an oath to something less than a dead man-an oath whose fulfillment would destroy his only
remaining chance for immortdlity.

And it was funny, becauise none of it mattered anymore. Not his bones of ice, not the death waiting for
him when hetried to carry out his uncle's vengeance, nothing. He was pure and empty, like abreeze
playing over amountain snowfied, and he knew himsdf free. He could kill himsdf, he could throw away
the dagger, he could violate his oaths.

But he would not.

I will honor my oath to you, uncle. Not out of duty, nor out of fear, but to gratify myself with hatred and
vengeance until they destroy me. Until they destroy both of us. But | will not let the only soul | have that
can take joy in warmth and love spend an eternity of suffering.

Y ou cannot take the dagger into the Tower!

| can. 1 will.

Y our oath-

My oath, uncle, demands the downfal of the King of Chal. What better way to bring it about than by
profaning the Tower?

If Chd falsthe Realm of Bright Fireislost forever. | forbid you to profane the Tower!

Who are you to forbid me anything, smith's curse, blasphemy? | will profane the Tower, the better to
fulfill my oathto you.

Laughing, he cleansed himself in the pools and dressed in the new clothes. He hid the golden dagger
beneath them and |eft the building by the second door.

TasNo waswaiting with Thia, agreat smile on hisface. Moth smiled back at him, feding ajoy like
sngingicewithin.

Together the three crossed the bridge to the Tower. Nothing happened at the threshold, nothing
happened as the smithsinsde greeted them, nothing happened as they sat and shared amedl of raw fruits
and soft-cooked grains.

After the medl was over, Sartor-ban-ea-Ndrur, the Tower Sil, took from Moth hisusenamein a
ceremony held on the Tower'slowest level, benegth the waters of the Syrasse, where the eternd flame of
the Tas burned in afurnace of precious stones. When Sartor-ban-ea-Ndrur had taken from Moth his
usename, he demanded that Sartor-ban-ea-Sar choose adave to bear it for him. And so, not
questioning, he acquired the black-haired man whom he had seen humming to himsdf as he pruned the
fruit trees.

That night, as he and his dave dept in the flickering warmth of the room benesath theriver, the dream
cameover himagan:

Riding thewave.

Entering Kyborash.

Tas Gly cavorting with the knife.

And the mountain spears the sky, atowering dag heap all pocked gray stone and black obsidian. Old
and cruel, dead and deadly.

The gray hawk circles the mountain, Sartor-ban-ea-Sar close behind. They spiral upward, climbing on
untiring wings until they soar above it. Sartor-ban-ea-Sar can seethat it is hollow, acone, with fires
pulsing red and orange within.

The lead hawk's feathers catch the fires asit dives and is gone, swallowed up, eaten, and
Sartor-ban-ea-Sar, helpless, banks and shoots down into the flames, hearing the sound of alaughter not
hisown-

Only to awaken to the sound of hisown cold laughter.

Outside the Tower the valey was hidden by silver-winged mists. Strange mists, he heard one of the
green-clad smithstdl another, in avaley where the sun dways shined. But he liked the cool obscurity,
the drifting veils, the moisture on his skin. If thiswas Sartor's vengeance on him for his blasphemy, he was



well pleased withit.

| will not abandon you, dagger, he promised. Nor Rafti, Tramu, Pyota-none of you. If | cannot save you,
| will dowhat | can to avenge you.

Heknew it was afata promise, but death was Nothing, dying the beginning of Nothing, the end of pain.
And now, as he stood in the Syrasse questing for the bridestone to which he would marry the copper for
his wegponsmith's dagger, it was a continual amusement to him to redlize that his blasphemy had called
down no punishment, and that though it was not yet |ate afternoon, Sartor had aready seen fit to grant
him enough bridestoneto fill his neck pouch dmost completely.

Thank you, Merciful Petron, he thought, laughing. And he laughed again, long and loud, so that Thid and
the dave named Moth stared at him from the shore, when he took from hisbowl amass of gray crystas
the size of hisright fist. Bridestone, as miraculous afind as the white clay from which he had shaped his
darsath.

See, uncle? Sartor rewards me for my blasphemy!

Y ou must examinetherest of your gravel before you pour it out. To discard it would anger Sartor.
Blind. Blind as Sartor. But he washed and examined it, found four smaller crystal masses, one red, one
yellow, one black, and one brown, in the bowl, al with the proper luster, the proper weight. All
bridestone.

Already more than he would need to make himsdlf hisdagger.

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Thelineleading into the tunnel went dack: the dave named Moth had passed out again from breathing
too much smoke. Thelinewastied around the dave's waist; Sartor-ban-ea-Sar signaed Thia to pull his
namesake from the tunnel while he himself ran into it with the tarred bucket full of water and vinegar.
The horizontal mine shaft, the adit, was about ten bodylengths deep, and dark. The thick smoke from the
fire-setting would have extinguished any torch, so he carried none. Sartor-ban-ea-Sar scraped himsalf
repeatedly and knocked his head againgt the low ceiling, even though he was running almost doubled
over; twice hisfeet got entangled in the rope with which Thlal was dragging Moth out of the smoke.
Then hetripped over the body of the dave himsdlf, and knew he was nearing the shaft's end. Hislungs
were burgting; he could fed the heet, see the faintly glowing embers of the fire Moth had set against the
far wall of the shaft. He dashed the contents of his bucket against the hot rock, heard it crack, then had
to take a breath and choked. Coughing, he ran back up the tunnel to Moth, dragged him the rest of the
way out.

They waited until the smoke had cleared. It took along time, for unlike the shaftsin the lower valey
where daves delved copper for their Tas masters, the adits here in the upper cliffswhere the Tas
themselves delved the copper they needed for their rituals had no provisonsfor ventilation. When the
smoke was gone Sartor-ban-ea-Sar examined the wall where the fire had been set: it had cracked, but
not enough.

Twice more the fire had to be set before enough rock had been loosened for Sartor-ban-ea-Sar to
attack it with his stone chisdl. Daysixths of hard labor later, the sone hammer heavy in one hand, the
gone chisel in the other, hiswrigts aching, he could findly see by thelight of the torch hisdave held for
him that the leather sack was once again full of the malachite-bearing rock.

Not for the smiths themsdlves the digging of yellow and gray ores from the deep veins, no, for them the
rich shallow veins, the soft stone and green malachite, the blue-green turquoise and chry-sacolla. But
even so Sartor-ban-ea-Sar needed more ore, much more, and so the whole process began again.
Findly, he could rest. He gestured Thla and Moth away, sat down on arock. His head ached where he
had struck it against the roof of the tunnel. He rubbed at it, looked at his hands and legs: he was covered
with scrapes and bruises, small cuts that had refused to close or scab over, that still oozed blood and
infected yellow pus. And there were more every day.

Why isn't my body healing, ghost? Isit because I'm here, in the Harg? Because we profaned the Tower



of Three Leves?

| don't know why, smith.

When, three days before, he had returned to the Tower of Three Levelswith his miraculous take of
bridestone, the smiths had been overjoyed for him. They had crowded around him, congratulating him
and kissing him on the cheeks, and he had stood smiling and laughing with them, happy on the outside,
cold and free and contemptuous on the inside.

"Y ou have been granted atruly miraculous gift, " Sartor-ban-ea-Ndrur had told him. ""Far more than you
will be ableto use. What do you intend to do with the rest of it?'

"What do you suggest?'

"Thld needsbridesmetd of hisown if heisto attempt the find orded again. "

"Then heiswecometo al that 1 mysdlf do not need. " It wasthe right thing to say. Thld and TasNo
beamed; Sartor-ban-ea-Ndrur smiled; and even Tas Et said, Nobly done, nephew.

What about you, ghost? No praises?

Y ou give him something you neither want nor need, smith. In what way isthat praiseworthy?

| agree with you, potter. It isnot worthy of praise. But it is pleasant enough that these smiths do not share
your opinion.

That evening TasNo told him, "The bride must be readied for her marriage, " and taught him how the
bridestone was to be smelted. Most of what Tas No told him Sartor-ban-ea-Sar had already learned in
bits and pieces a other times, most of what he was to do he had aready approximated in someway in
his regular work in the forge. And he would not have to build the furnace or ignite and quench the wood
from which the charcod wasto be made: dl that had been done for him.

He knew the thing would be easy, and quick.

It was. The furnace, built of stones and lined with clay, was set at the edge of a depression in the ground.
Insdeit, bridestone was mixed with billets of pistachio-wood charcoal. Sartor-ban-ea-Sar struck thefire
and tended the operation while Thia and Tas No worked the blowpipes, when there was nothing else
that needed doing, he too blew on the flames.

Moments after the flame had been struck, it begantorain.

The molten bridesmeta settled to the bottom. The waste dag remained at the top until Sartor-ban-ea-Sar
pulled the stone plug and allowed the dag to empty into the ring-shaped trough dug to receiveit. Rain
hissed on the dag asit cooled. Then Moth lifted it from its trough with ahook while Sartor-ban-ea-Sar
lifted the hardened bridesmetal from the bottom of the furnace with along rod.

He had recited aoud the prayers the others expected to hear, ignored those he was supposed to repeat
slently. Neither Raburr nor Tas Et had animated the furnace flames; histools had been lifdless sone and
metal. And though it had been sweaty work despite therain, it had still been easy, easy, s0 easy and s0
soon finished.

Then, accompanied by his grandfather and the dave bearing his name, he had followed Thid through the
torchlit tunnd to the second valley. The tunnd doped gently downward. It was very long, perfectly
graight; its smooth walls of purple stone occasonally glimmered in the torchlight with huge crystas.
They emerged onto ahillsde. Thia paused amoment before leading them on, and as Sartor-ban-ea-Sar
gared down a the mines hefdt the giddy lightness leave him forever:

What was hisicy freedom, hisresolution to free or avenge those he loved in the face of his knowledge of
certain extinction, compared to this?

The sky above was dark with clouds or smoke, it was impaossible to know which. Uncountable holes had
been dug into the black and purple dliffs: the valey looked as through wasps the size of men had nested
in the bruised flesh of agiant. And from the holes black smoke rose, mingling with the smoke pouring
from the dozens of glowing furnaces, adding to the cloud above.

Therewasasmdl like eggs burning, and freezing rain fell. The wind blew gritty ashesinto their eyes.
Hed wanted to free Tramu and Pyotafor alife built on this:

Redheaded men with whipstipped with jagged metd, laughing. Slaveswith hair of dl colors, swesting,
graining, bleeding. Men, women, children bent beneeth inhuman loads, attacking the naked rock with



stones, scrabbling away & it with bleeding hands. Faling. Bleeding. Being dragged unconscious from the
tunnels, their skins scraped from their bodies by the jagged rock.

Lying dead. A pile of bodies off to the right. One of them ayyoung girl, alone carrion bird perched on her
face, ripping away at it with its hooked besk.

Redheaded men, laughing, with whips tipped with jagged metd: the truth that rendered hisfreedom
meaningless.

Tramu and Pyota at Nanlasur. He had thought to help them by bringing them here.

Laughing. He had been laughing.

Tobeagiant, blot it dl out with hismassve hed, crush it dl underfoot like some loathsome insect, and
himsdf withiit-

But he had followed Thia down into the valey, his grandfather prattling on unmoved at hisside, the
close-faced dave named Moth just alittle behind him, and he had breathed the air thick with the stench
of pain and burning, and he had done nothing. Now it was he who was the insect, the jointed worm
burrowing through the Earth Mother's ravaged flesh. A privileged worm, crawling through the choicest of
the bruised rock, spared the flooding, the disease, and the whips, spared the bleeding hands with the nails
scraped away .

Asfree asaworm could be. Never to be anything else. But free to turn and bite his fellow worms; to tear
their scaly heads from their bodies and see the purple blood come gushing out.

Freeto kill them and watch them die.

Yes

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Last night he had stood in the Tower of Three Levels, in the chamber beneath the water, with arictus of
feigned ecstasy on hisface as he pretended to hear the voice that was to have spoken to him from the
undying flame, pretended to fed the samejoy that Thia had felt as he disemboweled hisown dave and at
last hacked hisway into the Ras Syrr; and with the dagger he had forged Moth killed the dave who bore
his usename, and so took it back for himsalf. Now, deeping in the room on the Tower's third and highest
level, to which his new status entitled him, he dreamed:

The plain. Kyborash. Tas Gly. Flying above the unseen landscape.

The mountain spears the sky, and the lead hawk's feathers catch the fires asit dives and is gone,
swallowed, eaten up. Moth banks and shoots down into the burning, hearing the sound of laughter not his
own.

Hefdlsthrough the burning, through the laughter, through the pain and the face of the dave named Moth
asit coughs blood and grows dack. He fals through, and emerges onto acold plain -the same plain,
perhaps, where the dream began, but white now, ice-covered, every blade of grass sparkling and rigid.
Thereisacampfire, and the campfireisthefirein the mountain. By it sits Casnut, and perched on his
shoulder isthe gray hawk. The gray hawk looks at Moth now with golden eyes, and together the hawk
and shaman laugh, and their laughter isthe campfire, isthe firein the mountain, isthe mountain itself.
TasEt dtsby thefireaswell, but hisface isturned away from the flames and he gazes out over theicy
plain, where there is nothing but the sparkling cold. From his back a stake protrudes; his dripping blood
has crystalized and ugly red-black jewelslie hegped around him.

"Welcome, " the shaman says, without ceasing to laugh. "Welcome. We have been waiting for you along
time"

Hetriesto run. Heknowsit is expected of him, that he try to run, but he cannot: heischained to
something in thefar distance with chains of silver and ice. As he strugglesto free himself, the chainsyank
on hooksimbedded in hislips and throat, and he hears himself say, "I am coming for you, Moth, and you
will be mine, asyou have dwaysbeen mine. "

The voiceisknown to him, though he cannot say whoseit is, or why hefearsit as he does.



He would scream if he could, but he cannot.
He can dmost see the Power coming for him from the far horizon.

And the shaman laughs and laughs.

Awakening in the shifting darknesses of the Tower's highest level, hearing the gentle rain on the stone
roof, Math pulled himsdlf heavily to hisfeet and staggered past the tiny fires burning before the
bridesmetd statuesto one of the great window holes, looked out through the grill of crossed blades.
The wind blew warm and damp on hisface. A diver of moon appeared through aholein the clouds,
brought a dead sparkle to the river, disappeared.

But the moonlight had been bright enough for him to seethat al the cuts and scrapesthat had covered his
hands and arms were gone. He ran his hands over hisarms and legs, body, everywhere thered been a
cut or scrape or burn or bruise, and found the skin smooth, unmarred, as though there had never been
anything wrong. The dream had hedled him-just as, he redlized, it had hedled the arm he had dashed
open to get the blood Tas No needed on that first night the dream came to him, the night he'd begun his
initiation as a Weaponamith. So it had nothing to do with the Harg, or with his profanation of the Tower.
But those two times were the only times his body had healed itsdlf at all since the dream had begun. Asif
the dream were feeding on him, had stolen his ability to hed himsdlf for its own and left him nothing.

Tas Et. What do you know of Casnut, the campfire, theicy plain?

Dying here-

No! The campfire, theplain! | saw you there, uncle, with the stake through you and your blood a pile of
frozen rubies.

| die here on this stake, nephew. With thelast drop of my blood | curse King Tvil.

Tas Et knew nothing of the dream, and it was no part of the Tas mysteries, nothing he could ask Tas No
about.

The copper dagger was hidden in aleather sack on a cord tied around hiswaist, where it would remain
until hewas ableto set it in aplace of honor in hisown forge. He held the sack up to hisface, traced the
meta through thethick lesther with hisfingers, remembering:

The dave named Moth had been dying, blood dribbling out of his dack mouth, when the face had
suddenly firmed and Tas Et had stared out of it at him, whispered, "Thank you, nephew. " Asthelife
went out of the dave, the dagger in Moth's hand had grown heavier, and within it he had felt hisuncle.
"Sartor has tasted your life's blood, grandson, " Tas No had said, blood-spattered and grinning as he
faced Moth over the dave's body, and Moth knew that though the crime had been his, he would never
forgive Tas No for the loose-lipped ddight his grandfather hastakeninit. Y our lifeis His now, your
blood Hisand Hisaoneto drink.

"For that Sartor grants you nothing-you have always been His, to do with as He desires. But He has
tasted your blood and He will no longer be satisfied with lessthan dl of it. That isyour smith's
death-curse: a the moment of your dying you can cal down Sartor's wrath on anyone who triesto rob
the All-Highest of the blood He covets. "

But that didn't explain Tas Et's attempt to avenge himsalf on Sartor's King. It didn't explain the dream.
Unless the Power coming for him across the frozen plain was Sartor? But the voice was known to him,
though he could not recognizeit, and he had never heard Sartor's voice. And Casnut? What could a
Nomad shaman want with him?

Dagger?

| cantell you nothing. Y ou have become too much of this place.

No. | rgject the Harg, potter. | hate it as much asyou do.

When you killed your name, you killed that part of you that was till me.

| had no choice. We would have been trapped here forever.

Y ou had achoice.

| am not apart of thisplace. | felt no joy, heard no voice from the flames. The dave would have died
anyway, and | did what | did so we could escape.



Y ou listened to avoice tdling you to kill an innocent man. Does the fact that the voice was your own
makeyou any lessguilty?

To get out of here. To get you out of here, potter. And | had to have a proper dagger to hold Tas Et.
Did you? He obeys you, now that you no longer fear him; you could have kept him from causing you any
morefits. You chosetokill.

What other choicedid | have?

Y ou could have chosen to stay herelike Thia while you looked for another way out.

Andif thereisnone?

Then, and only then, would you have had to choose between killing and dying. And you could ways
have chosento die.

What of you, ghost? Y ou would have been trapped here forever.

Perhaps, smith, that would have been my choice. Y ou did not ask me.

Chapter Thirty

Thefirst person Moth saw when he reentered Kyborash was Tas Gly. The ferret-eyed jeweler worea
dltunic of crimson shot through with gold threads, and on his chest was worked agolden eye; at hiswaist
he wore the jeweled copper dagger that proclaimed him King's Friend.

Seeing him standing there rooster-proud, M oth knew there was no hope of persuading him to spare
Rafti.

Tas Gly had been talking with three Warriors of the Hand. When he saw Moth and Tas No, he pointed
to them and said something. The smalest of the warriors hurried off while the other two, big men with
breastplates and helmets of gold, accompanied the little smith as he swaggered over to Moth and Tas
No.

"Y ou've returned from the mines aman and a Wegponsmith, TasMoth, " Tas Gly said, positioning
himsdf with the two warriors so asto block their way. "L et me be thefirgt to congratulate you. "

"I have no need for your congratulations. Let me pass. "

"Y et nonetheless | congratulate you, for, as one mysdlf about to become aWeaponsmith, | havethe
greatest respect for the honor involved. ™

"Y ou, aWeaponsmith?' Tas No demanded. "Never!"

"Itistrue that for many years my virtues were unjustly neglected, old man, but now that TasAn Sl
decides such matters, | have at last been granted the recognition | deserve. And to recompense mefor
the years of unmerited humiliation | suffered, the Sil Smith himsdf sponsorsme. ™

"Tas An SiI hasaways been askillful smith, " TasNo said. "It isapity that the downesswith which he
works has kept him so poor. "

"Y ou dareimply-"

"l imply nothing. But aman so long poor would be the first to recognize the distinction your newfound
wedth obvioudy reflects. Shal we go, grandson?’

"Won't you consent to wait alittle longer?' Tas Gly said. "Syrr Damawill be back with Lapp Wur in
moments, and he's been waiting for your return with such eagerness. "

I'll see you dead, Moth thought.

He earned his copper dagger the same way you earned yours, his ghost told him. By killing an innocent.
"Ah! Lapp Wur!" Tas Gly said when the exorcist arrived, accompanied by the third warrior. "Reverend
exorcigt, | accuse thisman, Tas Moth, of sorcery! He has entered into aliance with unclean foreign spirits
and with them he has tormented me awake and adeep! His spirits have tortured me with piercing nails,
and threatened to kill my wifeand

mysdlf if we do not abjure Sartor and pledge oursalves to treason againgt the King of Chal!"

"Helies, " Moth said. "Not aword of it istruth. "



"Y ou deny the charges, then?' Lapp Wur asked. He was a bent man, small and twisted. His siltunic was
black, hisright eye blind and milky.

"Yes. | deny them uiterly. "

"The charges, unfortunately, are too seriousto be dismissed without investigation. I'm sure you
understand. Y ou must be examined and judged; the demons, if any, must be made to spesk. "
Tothethree Warriors of the Hand the exorcist said, "Bring him. ™

Lapp Wur's assistants had stripped Moth naked, taken from him with his clothes both the golden dagger
and the copper blade housing Tas Et. They had bound him with ropes of nettle fiber, then examined his
body for telltale scars or other clear signs of sorcery-athird nipple on his chest, awound of such and
such shape on histhighs or back-but found none.

Lapp Wur drew acirclein the dust of the floor around Moth, another around himsalf. He raised his hand
and intoned:

May the wicked demon depart!

Sartor, Spirit of the Heavens, conjureit!
May the demons seize one another!

Sartor, Spirit of the Earth, conjureit!

The propitious demon, the propitious giant,
May they penetrate his body!

Spirit of the Heavens, conjureit!

Spirit of the Earth, conjureit!

Sartor, Lord of al Countries, conjureit! In the name of Sartor All-Highest, In the name of HisKing of
Chal, May the wicked spirits depart!

Hisvoice had been that of asdller of songs exdted by his singing; now he turned, spat: "Demon! Confess
your crimed”

"There were no demons. There were no crimes, " Moth said.

"Y ou deny the accusations?”'

"Yes. | had two soulsfor atime, reverend exorcist, but they were both mine. | wasinitiated into both the
Ri S| and the Tas Sil. The two souls could not live together; they fought, and eventualy my Ri soul died.
There were never any demons. "

Tas Et and the ghost in the golden dagger were somewhere hidden from him, in another room. He could
have caled on them; he dared not.

It was strange to be done.

"Y ou say they fought, and the Ri soul died?"

"Hekilled himsdf. "

"He was not murdered by the Tas soul 7'

"No. He could not bear to live and took hisown life. "

"How?"

"I cannot tell you. Itisa Sil secret. ™

"Indeed. And which soul wasit that tormented Tas Gly?" asked Lapp Wur.

"Neither soul, reverend Sir. The man hatesme, and lies. ™

"Why should helie?'

"Toinjureme, from hatred of my family. "

"Ah. And why do you say he hatesyour family?'

"Because, reverend exorcigt, he believes my uncle refused Rafti, Tas Gly's daughter, as brideto my
cousn.”

"Your cousn?'

"Tramu, son of TasEt."

"Y es. And this girl-is she the one you were to marry?"



"yes "
"Why?"

"They could find her no other husband. "

"Why would your family have had you marry her, if they had refused her once before?!

"They could find me no other smith's daughter for awife. "

"Thenwhy did Tas Gly accuse you of sorcery?"

"Heknew | had two souls and-"

"How did he know?'

"He saw me when they werein conflict. He saw mefighting mysdf. "

"And?

"He saw the opportunity to rid himsdlf of both his daughter and myself by giving her to the King for
Prince SarVass Necropolis. But he needed an excuse to break off our marriage, and so accused me of
sorcery. "

"Y ou deny you are asorcerer?'

"Yes. | deny it utterly. "

"Y et you think hedid wrong by giving his daughter to the King?'

"No, though | was- No. Though | cared for her, and would have been happy to have her for my wife. "
"And it was after hetold you that hewas giving his daughter to the King that you sent your spirits
agang him?'

"No. | have so spirits. "

"Then who sends spiritsto torment him?'

"Helies. No spiritstorment him. "

"How do you know? Have your spiritstold you heislying?'

"l have no spirits. | have done nothing to harm him. ™

The questioning continued without cease for three days. When Lapp Wur found it necessary to deep, his
assstants took over; when Moth lost consciousness, he was dapped awake.

"l am agentleman, " Lapp Wur told him on the evening of thethird day. "The kindest man, | believe,
ever to hold this position. Without harming you | have determined that either you are possessed by one of
three demons-by Ishin-Shulgit, by Luzgd zaggrisagon, or by Urnigulul-or you are the innocent man you
clamto be. And you cannot complain of the treetment you have had from me. "

Hesafraid of my smith's death-curse, Moth redized. "No, " he said.

"Good. Now, if you are to be cleared of the charges against you, | will have to invoke and attempt to
driveforth firgt Ishin-Shulgit, then Luzga zaggrisagon, and findly Urnigulul. Should any of them answer my
summons, | will know you to be guilty; if none of them manifests himsdlf, you will have shown yoursdlf to
beinnocent. Thisis, as| am sure you will understand, necessary. Y et the procedure will prove somewhat
painful, and though | do not need your consent, | would be much happier if you gave me your permisson
to do to you that which | must do anyway. So will you, Tas Moth, consent to my examination?”

Moth looked at the assistants hegting their tools over the coals of asmal fire. Their fireswould burn him,
he knew; if he broke Tas law and tried to use his mastery of fire to protect himsdf, the exorcist would
take it as proof of possession.

"l give you my consent, reverend exorcigt. " After dl, he had no rea smith's curseto call down on anyone
ayway.

Two weeks later hiswounds were sill open and suppurating benesth the cloths with which Caryahad
bound them, till as painful asthey had been just after Lapp Wur and his assistants had inflicted them,
despite Carya's sdves and poultices. Hislegs were incapable of carrying him the half day'swak from
Kyborash to the Necropolis, so Tas No hired alitter.

Moth watched asthe six chanting Warriors of the V oice carried Prince SarV as's golden coffin down the
ramp into the tomb.

"Now they carry him into the chamber, the chamber that ishisaonel” the Sil Herald chanted for the
benefit of those outside the tomb. "Now they lay him on hisbier, hisbier with the legsand claws of alion.
Now they drape his coffin with the skin of the lion who dew him, thelion dain by King Tvil hisfather!



"Beside him lie hisweapons. his sword of copper, his arrows tipped with heads of copper, his copper
dagger, his spearswith their heads of copper, his copper dagger, his spears with their heads of reddest
copper! Besde himisthe boat of lapislazuli that will carry him into Sartor's Royal Realm!”

Four tall men in brown siltunics edged with red and gold descended the ramp into the tomb. Each carried
awooden harp with a sounding box fashioned as the head of abull with eyes and beard of lapislazuli,
and each harper was crowned with athin circlet of gold.

"They take up their positions a the feet of the Prince, in the chamber that ishisand hisaone! They begin
their song as Sartor'swarriors sedl the chamber!”

Somewheat later the sx Warriors of the Voice emerged from thetomb. A seventh took up position at the
head of the ramp, and the Warriors of the Hand who formed the Prince's retinue began to make their
way down into the tomb, each pausing first to drink deep from acopper cup held out by the seventh
Warrior of theVoice.

Thewarriors of the retinue wore siltunics of blue wool and breastplates and helmets of red copper. In
their right hands they carried their swords; in hisleft each held something that had been preciousto the
Prince: anivory gaming board, agolden onager, asmall box of inlaid wood.

"They taketheir placesin the outer chamber!" the herald cried. "On their Sdesthey lie; their thoughts
grow heavy and they deep, to awaken in Sartor's Royal Realm!™

King Tvil sacrificed the white bull with hisown hands. It was carried down into the chamber where the
warriors dept. The tomb was seded with dabs of white stone. Earth was hegped upon it.

The Princess Daersawaked dowly down the second ramp. Her head was held high; her eyeswere
cam. Shewas dressed dl in cloth of gold; around her neck she wore acollar from which dangled ropes
of green pearlsand long strings of cylindrica beads of Iapislazuli, carnelian, gold, silver, copper, amber,
and jade. Her hair was completely hidden by an immense headdress of |apis lazuli beads on which tiny
copper and gold birds sported.

"She enters her chamber!" the S| Herdld cried. "In her |eft hand she holds amirror of copper, in her right
agolden cup! Sheregards hersalf in the mirror, she drinks from the cup! On her bed she lies; she covers
hersalf with arobe of white eagle feathers! Her eyes grow heavy! She deeps, she deeps, to awaken in
Sartor's Roya Realm! The Warriors of the Voicewall up her chamber!”

The warriors emerged; the handmaidens began to descend the ramp. They wererobed in red;
headdresses smilar to the Princesss, but smpler, hid their hair. Their faces were painted green and gold.
Each wore a golden ribbon on her left arm.

Moth tried to pick Rafti out of the procession but could not recognize her. The handmaidens al moved
with the same studied deliberation, the same formal grace; none hesitated or betrayed any trace of fear.
They drank from the copper cup and went beneath the earth.

| would rest here, fade with Rafti, the golden dagger said. Thrust meinto the ground and leave me here.
Moth thrust the dagger into the ground, felt the warmth drain from it. He was done.

The tomb was sedled, its entrance buried. Moth was carried back to Kyborash.
When hefindly fell adeep that night, the dream cameto him again at last, and when he awakened the
next morning the pain from hiswounds was better, the wounds themsdlves dmost heded.

Chapter Thirty-One

Moth was cold-raisng abowl. Taking aflat disk of silver, heheld it at an angle on the dightly concave
end of a prepared stump; then, using the smooth-ground end of a sheep'slegbone, he hammered it until it
had become a shallow saucer.

Hetook the saucer and placed it against the flat end of the stake. Hammering dl the way around, he
formed an angle; more hammering, and hisbowl had aflat bottom.

A second angle, partway up the bowl's sides, making them vertical. Y et athird angle, curving thelip



inward. Moth pounded the angles out into smooth curves with the bone, then rubbed the outside with a
fine soft henstone to smooth away roughness.

A fina burnishing with a piece of agate, and the bowl wasfinished. He picked it up, looked at it. The
dightly irregular surface reflected light in soft patches.

A good piece of work, Tas Et told him from the dagger. It should fetch adecent price.

| needit.

For your exorcist?

To get himto examine Tas Gly, yes.

| will not haunt him for you.

Youwill.

No.

What if | find away to use him againgt the King?

How?

| don't know yet. But | will.

The dagger was mounted on a post set by the furnace, where Moth had put it as soon as he'd recovered
his health and had been invited by Tas No to share the old man's forge, not as an apprentice, but asan
equd.

Thefirst months of winter had been spent working meta in the forge during the day, drinking barley beer
with Caryaand Tas No at night. Snae Tkawas unaware of the skills Moth's ability to draw on Tas Et
gave him, and by selling some of Moth's finest work and passing off therest as TasNo's, Moth and Tas
No had been able to keep him ignorant. So the taxes Snae Tka assessed, which would have been
ruinous had he been only athirteen-year-old barely master of his craft, left Moth not only enough money
to help Tas No and, secretly, Kuan with their taxes, but enough to put some away toward histwo
revenges.

When Tas Gly had left for the Harg, Moth had hoped the fireworms would devour him. But two weeks
later Tas Gly had returned a Weaponsmith -and that could only mean, Tas No had admitted, that Tas An
Sil had been paid to reveal the secret of the river of burning rock to him, since the arrogant little smith
would never have been ableto crossit without help.

And so now, night after night as he sat and drank beer with Caryaand Tas No, Moth schemed and
planned. It was agame he played with himself: the object, Tas Gly's humiliation and death; the rules, that
Moth must achieveit in such away asto not only leave himself blameless but also advance himin the
pursuit of hisother gods-freeing Tramu and Pyotafrom the mines; if they till survived, and carrying out
his uncle's vengeance.

For enough money, Lapp Wur would be willing to bring an accusation againg Tas Gly; and if TasEt
could be convinced to help, it would be easy to prove Tas Gly possessed. The money was dowly
accumulating, and night after night Moth attempted to find an argument to convince Tas Et that Tas Gly's
death would advance the spirit's vengeance.

Those nights he spent with Caryaand Tas No... TasNo he still perhapsloved in away, but he had never
forgiven the old man for what he had revealed of himself at the Harg, never forgiven him for the hypocrisy
that masked his weaponsmith's ferret soul. But though Carya was no more interesting than before, though
her conversation was no more elevated and her intelligence no more penetrating, yet there was about her
an innocence that M oth would have cherished had he il been capable of cherishing anything.

It was because she was awoman, and ignorant. It was not that women were inherently any better, any
kinder or more honest than anyone e'se. No doubt she would have killed the dave and lied to herself
about it just as her husband had, as Moth had, if she'd been given the opportunity. But she was shut
away from respongbility, kept from knowledge; she had the purity of unsuspecting ignorance that Moth
himsdf had logt, the warmth that had gone from him when his potter's ghost had abandoned him. She had
sensed hislondliness, hisemptiness, as Tas No had not. "A young man needs awife, and if not awife, a
woman, " she had said. Twice Moth had taken her advice and visited the veiled girls and women who



served the Siltemple as hierodules, finding in them the same innocent calculation, the same ignorance, that
he admired in her; finding, aswell, that they were no more able to comfort him than shewas.

The silver bowl had been asmple piece of work, demanding more patience than skill. A piecefor Snae
Tka, or perhapsfor the Sil, in return for more metd.

It was |ate afternoon, too late to do anything with the bowl. Moth cleansed himsdlf, going through the
ritua purifications not for his own sake but for his grandfather's, and | eft the forge for the house.

Tas No was out arranging the sale of one of the pieces being kept secret from Snae Tka. Carya served
him beer and sat with him. Moth took achill comfort in her presence, but had nothing to say to her. She
sat slent, watching him. She seemed nervous.

Sometime later she got up and left the room, only to return immediately.

"Moth?'

"What?"

"Thereis someone hereto seeyou. "

"Who?'

"She'swaiting in the courtyard. "

Kuan wasthere, veiled asahierodule. "Moth. "

"Yes.","Son." Abovethevell her eyeslooked old.

"Nolonger. "

"Still. A son remains ason, whatever he may think. But your father-" She hesitated.

"Do you need more money? Y ou should have told Carya. Y ou shouldn't have risked coming here. ™
"No. No more money, Moth. Ta would not believe | had any more hidden away. It would shame him
too much to learn that you were helping us. | could not bear it. "

"Then... ?'

"We'releaving, Moth. Ta has asked to be given charge of the SiI's affairsin Cha again. No one will
know his history there, and Snae Tka cannot follow us. "

"And hewon't have to be reminded of methere. Say it: the truth will not hurt me. ™

"Y es. Hewon't have to pretend not to see you when he passesyou in the street.

"When areyou leaving?"

"Inthree days. Onthe barge. "

"Do you heed money?'

"No. | told you, no. And it will be better if Tal does not see you again before we leave. ™

"Very well. Sartor'sluck to you both, mother once mine. Perhapsit is best that you go. | wish you the
happiness | could not bring you. "

"Luck to you too, son. " Sheraised her hand asif to touch hisface, then dropped it and turned away.
Hewatched her walk away. Should | fed sad? he wondered. Should | want to cry, fed as| dowhen |
go out to the Necropolis and hear my ghost whisper "Go away" from the warm earth?

But even at Rafti'stomb he had been unableto cry.

It would be easier with them gone.

Chapter Thirty-Two

When Tas No returned from the market with the money held obtained for the copper blade Moth had
given himto sall, he said, "The Roya Eunuch -the one who rescued you at the Fair-was there today. |
saw it coming out of the Siltemple. It wantsto come talk with you herein the morning. "

"Why?"

"| sold it the knife you made. Perhaps it wants more. The knife was a fine piece of work. But -Moth?!
"What, Grandfather?'

"The way the Warriors of the Hand and V oice were looking at us while we weretalking, ... Y ou know
how high taxes have become. "



"Y ou think we're going to have another war. ™

"| think 0. Againg the Dlta. "

"So peoplewill think I'm atraitor if | dedl with thisRoya Eunuch?’

"They might. People are suspicious of everybody who has anything to do with foreigners now, after the
way Bigandzin fell. I1t'stoo easy for afew peopleto betray an entire city. "

"But Kyborash, Grandfather? Me? It'snot asif | were aWarrior of the Hand, or agate guard, or
someone e se who could open agate for them at night. " Y &t, why not? Moth had aready sworn
vengeance on King Tvil, profaned the Tower of Three Levels upon whose sanctity the surviva of dl Chdl
supposedly depended: he was already atraitor. It would serve no purpose to betray Kyborash to the
Dédtans now, but perhaps someday, when things were different...

All the more reason to maintain and strengthen his association with the Pink-Eyed.

"Of coursenot, " TasNo said. "Weretoo far from the Delta, anyway. But people talk. And some
people dready think Tas Et betrayed Chdl. "

"I know. " There was something there, hidden in his grandfather'swords, something he had to think about
later. "And since were of hisfamily, we're not to be trusted. Don't worry, Grandfather, | won't do
anything to bring suspicion down on either of us. "

"Thank you, grandson. "

That night ashe lay on hispdlet fighting off deep he examined theidea.

If hewere chosen as the Roya Wesaponsmith and entrusted with the Dying and Reborn Sword the way
Tas Et had been, he would have the means of carrying out Tas Et's vengeance on King Tvil. But who
would trust the blade to a dapple-haired haf-smith whose uncle had lost the last sword and killed the
King'sfather? No one.

Except-he did not really have to become the Roya Weaponsmith. 1t would be enough to be chosen as
one of the Roya Weaponsmith's assstants. A blowpiper would have a chance to profane the blade.
Even Tramu would have been ableto doit.

Tas An Sil would undoubtedly appoint himsdaf Roya Weaponsmith. But he would never choose Math,
even as ablowpiper, unless-

Unless he had agood reason to do so. And for Tas An Sil, as Tas Gly'sinitiation as a Ras Syrr showed,
money would aways be a good enough reason.

So thereit was. Hewould need agreat deal of money, far more than he'd ever be able to save doing
what he was doing now. Hed have alittle more now, of course, with Ri Tal and Kuan leaving, but-
And then hefinally saw it, the solution to both his problems, the means of accomplishing both hisuncle's
revenge and hisown. Hed been circling around it, coming closer to it dl the time without redizing it.
TasEt!

Wheat, nephew? the copper dagger answered from the forge,

Tonight, now, you will visit Tas Gly and torment him. Y ou will share with him your agonies on the stake,
but you will not let him see with your eyes, you will not let him hear your voice or know who you are.
Why?Inwhat way will thisfurther my vengeance?

| need to gain enough wedlth to buy a place among the blowpipers helping forge the Dying and Reborn
Sword at the next Seven-Y ear Festival.

Then | will ensurethat King Tvil isnever resurrected.

How will haunting Tas Gly help you do this?

At thenext Fair | will sl him to the Nomads as amadman. The money from hissdewill help buy me my
place among Tas An Sil's blowpipers.

Good. Fitting, nephew.

Y es. Uncle, do you remember the campfire, the frozen plain where you sit with Tvil's stake through your
back?Y ou gaze out over the waste and Casnut laughs.

Y our words have no meaning. Take me and bury mein the dirt behind Tas Gly'sforge.

Seethat he suffers, uncle.

| will.



Later, lying deeplesson hispallet, Moth tried to till hisfears of the Fair.

If Casnut was Judge, would Moth be able to keep hidden from him the use to which he would be putting
Tas Et? Evenif hedid find out, would he interfere, so long as Moth took care not to bresk Fair law?

But there was another, more disguieting leve to Moth's fears: with Moth, Tas Et, and Casnut all together
at the Fair, the circumstances of Moth'slife would be drawing periloudy closeto those of hisdream.

The dream had aready stolen hisbody's ability to hed itsdf. If dream and redity converged, would he be
ableto keep therest of hiswaking life hisown? Or would the dream stedl that from him too?

Did he awaken? Moth asked the dagger. Was he terrified?

He screamed when hefelt the stake, nephew. He screamed dl night. He has no strength; he should never
have been allowed to become Ras Syrr.

Did anyone hear his screams?

Only hiswife. Shethrew blankets over him to slence him.

Good. We do not want him discovered and put in the cage, uncle; we need him free to attend the Fair.
Wait until he'saone with hiswife tonight before you vist him again. And-whisper to him that you are
Refti's ghost and that you will torment him until he gets you what you want from the Fair.

Why should | say that?

Hisguilt will keep him from asking for help if he believesit ishis own daughter haunting him.

What should | say | want him to get &t the Fair?

Tdl him you will reved what you want from him only when heisdready there.

"So you would like to buy adozen blades of ... exceptiona quaity?' Moth asked the Roya Eunuch.
"Yes. You do finework indeed, for one so young. " The purple silk fluttered with the words. " The work
you did for mein the past was very good, initsway, and the blade | bought from your grandfather
yesterday was an excellent piece of work, quite beautiful. Though not, of course... exceptional. "

"Ah. Some morewine?" Moth poured it, thinking, Y our voiceisthe same, you look and act dmost the
same, but-you're someone el se. I'm not sure how | know, but | know. Why are you pretending to be the
onel knew?

"Thank you. As ademondtration of thetrust | placein you, and asasign of the friendship | hopeto see
growing ever closer between us, | will pay you three times the sum we discussed-one third of it now, in
advance, the remainder when | receive the blades. ™

"Your trust honorsme, " Moth said. "Y et though |, persondly, have ways had the same sort of trust in
you, you must have noticed that my people have been suspicious of anyone from the Deltalately... 7'
"There has been acertain tension. "

"Exactly. So | would fed better if it was not known that we are doing so much business together. If, for
example, rather than returning here, you were to meet me two months from now, at the Fair. "

A short trill of laughter. "1 may not be able to attend the Fair in person this year. But, from what you say,
that might even be preferable. | could have someone mest you there. ™

"Good. Y et another thing hasjust occurred to me. 1t would undoubtedly look better for both of usif your
representative were to make a public commitment to buy, say, some vases or bowlsfrom me. "

"Shall we say two dozen vases, hdf in gold, haf in copper?’ said the eunuch. "To be ddlivered to my
representative a the Fair?'

"That would be excdllent. "

Moth dreamed that night that beside him on the frozen ground of the plain was awhite-glazed jar with a
sedled mouth. Insde the jar ababy was crying.

Lapp Wur led Moth into the sesame-oil-scented interior of his house. There Moth found nine of the
exorcigt's former victims, men who had devel oped an attachment to the milk-eyed man during their
interrogations, stting and drinking wine: a shabby court, diffident and exdted, with Lapp Wur asits
center, shining brighter to his scarred and maimed devotees than the King of Chdl.

"TasMoth!" called aman with a sweet voice. He was missing two fingers on hisleft hand and his cheek
was scarred.

"Alrabanas, " Moth said, embracing him. "I had not redlized | would find you here. ™



"I come often. The reverend exorcist has need of asdler of songsto entertain hisfriends. And | - | have
not been in much demand since the day when the spirits within me began reviling people. But the revered
exorcist helps mefight them, and someday, perhaps... "

"Perhaps helll be ableto dowell again at hissinging, " Lapp Wur said. He smiled gpologeticdly. "If my
effortsto drive the demons from hisbody do not scar him so badly that he frightens away his potentia
clients "

There was amoment's sllence. "Some wine, Tas Moth?" Alrabanas asked finally.

"Please "

Chapter Thirty-Three

Hefdlsthrough the burning laughter and emerges on the plain of whiteice.

Thereisacampfire, and the fireisthe flamein the mountain. By the fire Casnut stswith the gray hawk
perched on his shoulder, laughing.

Tas Et dso stsby thefire, hisface turned away, the stake protruding from his back. Between Casnut
and Tas Et, agraceful white jar like the one whose neck Ri Tal had once forced Sartor-ban-i-Tresh to
ring with nettle fibers rests on the frozen ground, and from within the jar comes the sound of an infant
crying.

"Welcome, " the shaman says. "Welcome. We have been waiting for you for along time. ™

AsMoath triesto run, the thing in the far distance to which heis chained yanks at the hooksimbedded in
hislipsand throat, and he hears himsdf say, "1 am coming for you, Moth, and you will be mine, asyou
have dwaysbeen mine. "

And the voice is known to him, though now, awakening, he cannot say whoseit isor why hefearsit as
he does.

He shook his head to clear it, sood up. It was the morning of the Fair, two weeks before his birthday
and six days before the date for which Kel Vag SiI had proclaimed the Spring Inundation.

Will Casnut be the Judge thisyear? If heis, will hetry to ssop me? Do | daretry to learn from him what
my dream means?

He shook his head again. Even if Casnut knew, he didn't dare ask him.

Does Tas Gly have the swords ready? he asked Tas Et.

Y es. He has arranged to accompany Syrr Aol.

He does not suspect?

No. Heistoo cowardly to open the sack. He fears me too much, nephew.

With good reason, uncle.

Moth washed himsalf, dressed in hisfinest siltunic, and splashed scent on his hair, then took the sword he
had ready for Syrr Paurr and carried it through the still-dark streets to the Great Square.

When he passed Tas Gly's new housg, it was the matter of an instant to remove the loose brick in the
wall, retrieve Tas Et, and replace the brick.

"Beautiful work, " Syrr Paurr told Moth when Moth showed him the sword. Moth agreed that it was a
sword he could be proud of-though it was not, in fact, nearly so fine asthe swords Tas Gly would be
delivering to the eunuch's representative. He had had only so much bridesmetd.

Is he coming, uncle?

Yes

Moth put the copper coins Syrr Paurr paid him in his belt purse and pushed hisway through the crowd.

"Lapp Wur!" He made himsdf heard over the braying onagers, the protesting oxen, the foreignersyelling
in tongues he did not understand. "Reverend exorcigt. "

"Ah, TasMoth. It has been too long since you last graced my home. Sartor grant you luck today. "
"May hegrant it to you aswell, reverend sir. " The milky eye disturbed him with its sare. He glanced



away, suddenly saw who wasin the cage.

"Alrabanasl What happened?’

Alrabanas |ooked miserably at him, grimaced, and shook his head.

"Unfortunately, heisunable to answer you, " the exorcist said with grave dignity. "The spirits | thought
were driven from him have returned to stay, and do not alow him the use of histongue. And the
blasphemiesthey utter makeit impossibleto let him remain free. Y et sad though | will betolose his
companionship-for | have long counted him afriend-yet there is some consol ation in the knowledge that
hewill fetch agood pricefor the Sltemple. "

Moth could fed Alrabanas’s pleading eyes on his back as he walked away.

Dawn had come, migt-velled but bright, striking harsh gleams from breastplates and shields, hdmets and
blades, softer lights from jeweled sword-hilts and ear ornaments, from the collars of Deltan merchants
heavy with jade and garnets, from the harnesses of the horsesthat pulled the warriors chariots and the
white quartz sawn to the siltunics the Warriors of the Voice wore.

It wastimeto find Sklar Ton. The trader no more wanted to accompany Moth than Moth wanted to ride
with him, but the Siltemple had assigned them to each other, and Sklar Ton had no choice but to obey his
orders.

Moth found him aready seated on his cart, Snae Golgin beside him.

"Sartor'sluck, " Moth said. He climbed into the back of the cart, sat down against awicker hamper.
"Sartor'sluck, " Sklar Ton said, keeping up a pretence of civility. His hatred was based on knowledge
gained through prophecy; if the Siltemple ever learned held been prophesying without their approva, hed
end up inthe cage.

"Sartor'sluck, TasMoth, " Golgin said, smiling back at Moth. At fifteen hewas asfat ashed been asa
boy, but beneath the fat was strong muscle, and though he acted the part of everyone'sfriend, he was no
more to be trusted than Snae Tka, hisfather.

They'll hate you as much asthey do him, Moth thought. "Y ou were more heavily |oaded the last time we
made thistrip together, " he said, turning to Sklar Ton.

"Yes. | was. | had to pay agreat deal to get your father what he wanted. "

He doesn't want Golgin to learn how he fedls about me, Moth thought. But helll ill be watching me. And
s0 will Golgin-he's here to make sure he gets histaxes. I'll have to get away from both of them when the
timecomesto sal TasGly.

Moth leaned back, closed hiseyes.

Tas Et? Whereishe?

Toyour right. At the far end of the square. The sack isaready in Syrr Aol's cart.

Therewill be no trouble with the Warriors of the Voice?

None. Tas Gly haspaid Syrr Aol well.

Good. Torment him, uncle. Not enough so those around him suspect. Just enough to ready him for today.
| am aready doing so, nephew.

Moth opened his eyes, glanced casudly right, saw Tas Gly sitting upright in a cart with three Warriors of
the VVoice. The pinched-faced smith was resplendent in his siltunic of gold-shot crimson with the golden
eye of the King on its chest, but he looked tired, old, his skin stretched tight over the bones of hisface.
Moth couldn't keep himself from smiling. He closed his eyes, pretended to rest.

"Atlast, " Golgin said asthe cart jolted into motion. Moth opened hiseyesagain. "l was afraid we'd
never get started. "

The caravan made its way down the Avenue of King Delanipa the Conqueror, out the West Gate.
"There are more Deltans here than | remember seeing before, " Golgin said to Sklar Ton.

"Yes, thereare, " Sklar Ton said. "The King of Bierecias sonisbeing given in marriage to the King of
Lustan's daughter, so dl the other cities of the Deltamust gift Bierecia. ™

"Isthat why the Pink-Eyed wanted me to make vases?' Moth asked.

"Undoubtedly, " Sklar Ton said.

"Y ou've got them here?'



"Behind you, in the hamper you're leaning on. But don't try to look at them. | don't want the seal broken.

"All right. ™

Beneath the Warriors Bridge the Nacre rushed furioudy, thick with yellow silt. "Look at theriver, " Moth
sad. "It'sdready up-it looks asif it's up seven bodylengths. Do either of you remember ever seeing it this
high thisearly?'

"No, " Golgin sad. "It does seem too high. "

"Do you think the Sil Astrologer could have miscal culated the date for the Spring Inundation?* Moth
asked Sklar Ton ingenuoudly.

Sklar Ton glared a him. "Of course not. | have completefathin hispredictions. "

"| thought you had certain reservations about astrology ?"

"I may once have had some, perhaps. No longer. "

He sounded sincere. A lie, or the result of what had happened to him at the Seven-Y ear Festival? A lie,
probably. He had no reason to trust Moth, no more reason than Moth had to trust him.

The sky was gray overhead as the caravan crawled along the East Road. Moth sat in the back of the
jolting cart and tried to appear relaxed.

The caravan swung left around aswampthorn marsh, and Moth saw the Nomeads lined up upon their
horses, the forest dark at their back. He searched the Nomad line for Casnut, did not see him.

Tdl Tas Gly that when the Nomads start commending themsalves to the Judge, he isto sneak away with
the sack and hide himself in the swamp-thorn, Moth told Tas Et. Make sure he doesn't get a chance to
put himself under the protection of the Fair.

And, uncle-have him gibbering by thetime | come for him. But don't let him scream. We want him to
remain undiscovered.

I've trained him well, nephew. He moans at my command.

Moth scanned the line of mounted Nomads, could see no sign of Casnut.

The city men's caravan was spreading out across the meadow, as men and carts took up positionsfacing
the Nomads. A Warrior of the Voice in white and ydlow, hissltunic glittering with topaz and white
quartz, stepped from the city men'sline.

A single Nomad dressed in red leather rode forward to meet him. The Nomad's horse was black, but he
was not Casnut, not even dressed as a shaman. His voice when he spoke was alow growl, difficult to
understand.

Moth found himsalf-what? Not disappointed -he had dreaded the idea of confronting Casnut -but not
relieved, elther.

Impatient. He was just impatient to get every-thingover with.

"Is he Judge thistime?* Moth asked Sklar Ton. "The Nomad?'

"No. Co-Judge. Syrr RownisJudge. "

"Oh. " Moth watched the Nomads surrendering their horses reins.

"Areyou aman?' he heard the Judge say somewhat later, just as his atention was caught by the sight of
Tas Gly snesking away into the tangled swampthorn. No one else seemed to have noticed.

Have him put the swords just insde the tangle, where we can find them easily, hetold Tas Et. Then have
him hide deeper in, where no onewill hear him moaning before the proper time.

"Yes. | amaman. " Something about the speaker's voice made Moth turn back to stareat him. "l am
Sulthar, son of None. "

Sulthar was atall, dark-haired man with Chaldan features. He was dressed as a shaman in ablack caftan
covered with silver mirrors and red snake ribbons; from the caftan dangled the sllver skeletons of two
birds, and hishat was atdl cone of squirrel skin decorated with more silver mirrors. In hisleft hand he
held hisdrum.

Moth recognized him from Lapp Wur's description as the Nomad to whom the exorcist planned to sdll
Alrabanas, the Nomad whom Moth would have to seek out when the time cameto sell Tas Gly. But the
shaman'sfiddlity to the exorcist's description did not explain why, as soon as Moth saw him, hefelt as



though he should recognize him, as though he had known him dl hislife.

Sulthar had been the last of the Nomads; now it was the turn of the men of Cha and the Deltato come
forward and swear their oaths. Moth knelt, swore, and was accepted without incident.

No one had noticed Tas Gly's absence. Y et Moth lingered, watching as the rest of the city men swore.
Merchants, warriors, traders, freemen, artisans, aprince... The Royal Eunuchs came last. There were
three of them, their long white robes dmost clinging to their dim bodiesin the mis-moigt air, their mouth
masks splashes of vivid color.

"Areyou men?'

"No. But neither are we women, or children. We are persons of honor and responsibility, and we beg
leave to take the oath of the Fair. "

The eunuch's voice was the voice of Moth's dream. He stared, parayzed, listening as the voice that
spoke fear went through the formalities of commendation.

"Hurry up, TasMoth!" Golgin said, gesturing to a Deltan merchant. ™Y our buyer'swaiting. "

"Wheré's Sklar Ton?'

"I don't know. He said he had to go look a somethings. " Golgin shrugged. "He should be back ina
while. "

"Inthere, " the Deltan merchant said. Sick with the eunuch'svoice, Moth followed him into the dim
interior of histent.

Chapter Thirty-Four

TasEt! Thewarrior carrying you-can you make him do your bidding?

No one carries me, nephew. | amin atrunk on an oxcart. | can do nothing to free you.

Find Tas Gly! If he'sfree, force him to free mel

| cannot find him. Heistoo far away, nephew.

Fndhim!

Moth tripped over something and fell, dragging down both the trader in front of him and the merchant
behind him. The merchant yelled at Moth; before Moth could regain hisfeet, the noise had attracted a
stocky Deltan warrior. The Deltan'swhip licked out, cut aline across Moth's bare right side even ashe
struggled to hisfeet.

Moth's body was covered with the marks from the Deltan’'s whips. He had not eaten for five days. He
wastied to the man in front of him, and to the man behind him; like them he was barefoot, half-naked.
His arms had been lashed to a pole across his shoulders, and he was returning to Kyborash.

Inthedim interior of the tent into which he had followed the Ddltan, he had been listening with haf his
attention to the merchant pretending to argue prices while with the other haf he concentrated on schemes
for ddivering the blades undetected and ridding himself of Golgin and Sklar Ton long enough to contact
Sulthar, when suddenly Tas Et burst into his mind with the news that hundreds of mounted Nomads were
daughtering the city men. There had been shouts and screams outside the tent; Moth had legpt to his
feet-

And been knocked unconscious with something hard, perhaps even one of his own vases. Hed
awakened to athunderstorm, found himsalf one of what must have been three sixties of Chadans very
efficiently tied and left by themselvesin an open part of the meadow.

Hetested his bonds, found them sound. The heavy rain hammered on histhrobbing head. Hewasa
captive, soonto beadave.

For the second time. He should never have come back to the Fair.

It was late evening when he awakened. During the night the part of the meadow where he lay had
flooded. A Warrior of the Voice who had been |eft facedown near Moth was dead; he must have
drowned without ever having regained consciousness.

The sun came out briefly, and with it, theflies.

Moth had lain for three daysin the meadow, given neither food nor water, though after awhile hedd



managed to twist his head around so asto drink some of the water in which he was lying. Around him the
other captives cried out, complained, bewailed their fates.

Though the dagger housing Tas Et had been taken, Moth could still speak with the spirit. Tas Et had lost
Tas Gly inthe confusion of the attack.

Find him, Moth had ordered. If heis4till free, we can make him release me.

But Tas Et had been unableto find him.

Neither the eunuchs nor their representatives had shown any interest in Moth. If they'd had any plansto
use him as atraitor, the plans must have been abandoned.

And though it had been Nomads who had overwhelmed the Fair, it was Deltan warriors who yanked the
captivesto their feet, hobbled them together, and marched them off.

Moth had been three days without food or degp when he had hisfirst hallucination. He was exhausted to
the point of delirium and beyond; many times only the repeated urgings of a Deltan'swhip had forced him
up off the ground and made him continue; but he dared not deep.

The voice from his dream had spoken, and he had found himsdf adave. So he knew at last that the
dreasmwasred, and what it meant. He dared not risk returning to it-when he dept, the dream would
cometo an end, and hewould die.

There was no question in hismind: the eunuch with the voice of fear waswaiting for him just beyond the
borders of deep, to steal what life remained to him. If hefell adeep, the eunuch would learn who he was
and hewould die.

"Moth, " Rafti said. "Husband. | forgive you. It was all amistake. Nothing redlly happened to me. I'll be
waiting for you in Kyborash. "

A headless body lay sprawled in the mud by the side of the road, its siltunic of crimson shot with gold
with the eye of the King worked in gold on the chest matted with caked blood. A small animal was
ripping at the headless neck, snarling at the Chaldan captives as they ssumbled past.

Tas Gly. Another hdlucination.

No, Tas Et told him. | have been in that body; | know it. That was Tas Gly.

Moth took no joy in the knowledge. There was only a sense of findity, of completion, dmost of pity for
thelittle smith.

The Nacre was swollen and gleaming like an immense yellow-brown leech; its waters lapped a the walls
of Kyborash. The Warriors Bridge was gone, washed away by the floodwaters or destroyed by the
city'sdefenders.

Moth was put on araft with seven other captives and forced to pole hisway across a shallow part of the
river.

He had drunk mud from a puddie and once, days ago, been tossed a hunk of hard black bread. The
whip marks on his back and sides were gill open, still 0ozing blood and pus.

They were marched down the Avenue of King Delanipa the Conqueror, dogging through the thick
yelow mud that covered everything, hid the pavement benegth their feet, blurred the outlines of thewalls.
The city aready stank of disease, dank rot.

Two dayslater, his body chilled with fever, he was hauled from the house in which he had been prisoned
and through the drying streets to the Great Square.

The square was filled with young captives, many sixties of them. Moth had been too long without degp to
better estimate their number. He saw faces he knew he should recognize, but knew no one.

A Royad Eunuch, itswhite robes spotless, was directing the Deltan warriors who were forcing the
captivesinto aragged line. Moth stared at the eunuch, memory and halucination churning like boiling
mud within him.

If | fal adegpit will find me, Moth thought. It will know which onel am.

Help me stay awake! he begged TasEt.

| am too far away from you, nephew. | can do nothing.

Casnut rode into the square, past the Deltan warriors. His horse was black, gaunt and powerful like the



shaman himself. Hanging from the shaman's black caftan were the golden bones of ahawk, and as
Casnut rode through the square the bones jangled and clanged, rattled against one another with a sound
likeasoul in torment.

TasEt! Hep me!

| can do nothing, nephew. Nothing.

The shaman rode up to the Royal Eunuch, was greeted with melodious politenesses from behind the
bright slk hiding its mouth.

The eunuch's voice wasthe voice of fear.

They were dl together: Casnut, Tas Et, the eunuch with the voice that spoke fear.

"Do you have the sword?' Casnut demanded with unfeigned arrogance, looking down on the eunuch
from hishorse.

The eunuch beckoned to one of itswarriors, who brought Casnut along leather sack. Casnut opened i,
pulled out the hilt of abroken sword. Moth recognized it: the Sword That Was Asp.

Casnut put the sword back in the sack, lashed it in place on his saddle, and only then dismounted. He
stared at the line of prisoners.

"Arethesedl?’

"Yes, " the eunuch answered.

Casnut walked up and down the line, Staring into each facein turn, tapping out questions on his spirit
drum as he moved.

Twice he passed Moth by without seeming to notice him, but the third time something gleamed in hiseyes
and he stopped. Moth tried to back away, but the shaman's gaze held him, paralyzed, and he could not
meake his muscles obey him.

"Isthisthe one?' the eunuch asked him.

"He shows many of thesigns. | must ask the spirits.... ™

The eunuch stood silent and rel axed, watching as the shaman whispered secret words to the golden
hawk's skeleton and then threw it into the air. Before it could fall to the ground it had been clothed with
the flesh and festhers of agreat black hawk with eyes of fierce gold.

The other captivestried to back away asthe hawk circled low over Moth, but their fettered ankles
prevented them from moving very far.

Casnut beat out a strange, complex rhythm on his drum. The hawk replied. Another rhythm. Another
scream from the hawk.

Casnut held up hisarm and the hawk came to him. Moth's vision blurred. When he could see again, the
shaman was restoring the golden skeleton to its place on his caftan.

"Thisone, " the shaman said clearly, pointing to Moth. His hand went to his drum, began tapping out a
dow, dmogt inaudible rhythm oniit.
The earth shook, and Moth fell through the skin of the world. Into the dream.

Chapter Thirty-Five

Neither sun nor moon to light the landscape, only the stars glinting cold and hard overhead: Sartor's
frozen Nighteyes, staring down & him in mindless hatred.

A limitless plain. Dead, dry grass whose brittle blades he crushes underfoot as helooks out in dl
directionsfrom hishigh place.

A cool breeze blows steadily in hisface, asthough he were rushing over the grassy seain aninvisble
coraclethat takesits direction from his gaze.

But his gaze has no object, controls nothing. Heis only compelled to stare into the wind.

Thewind shifts back and forth, compelling him to keep turning with it.

The stars are building acity on the plain. Fingers of cold light reach down, and where the light strikes, a
paving stone, asection of wall, aman's leg appesar.



Thewind shifts. Moth turns away from the city. The wind shifts again and he turns again, shiftsand shifts
and shifts-

Heis closeto the city now, approaching it from another angle, and he recognizesit. Kyborash. Above
the city Sartor's Eighty-four Aspects hang like clouds of bruised shadow.

Thewind dies. Heisvery closeto the city, looking down on it. The stars fingers of light lend the
Eighty-four Aspects definition asthey reach down tofill in thefind details: the blue godhouse atop the
ziggurat, abeggar crouching in the shadow of awall, two men fishing from asmall boat, abird nestingin
an gpricot tree.

Like water over a cascade he descendsthe hill.

At thefirst house he pausesfor an ingtant, looking back over his shoulder. The plain Stretches away to
infinity behind him; the high placeisgone.

Invisble, he walks the streets. When he looks closely, he can see threads, ropes, chains of chill light
binding the people around him to the stars.

He stops by awell where awoman isfilling awidemouthed jug with water. Helooks down at his
reflection in the well, seesluminous chainslinking hisarms, body, legs, head to the sky, binding him not
only to the stars but to all the city of Kyborash, to every man, bird, animal, and stone.

Everything is chained to everything e se, and everything is chained to the sars. Where the sars bright
chains cross one another, light poolsin radiant plexuses, and in each plexus one of the Sartor's Eight-four
Aspectsislimnedin cold radiance.

And now heis pulled like atoy coracle on achild's string through the city to the square where Rafti lies
bound on an dtar of garlight.

No! hewantsto scream as he sees Tas Gly legping and dancing with the knife in hishand. No! No!
Hiseyesare directed down to his own hands. He sees the luminous chainslinking the goldsmith to him:
he isthe puppeteer, Tas Gly only the puppet. Relief washes over him: he can make Tas Gly stop before
hekills Rafti.

But he cannot halt the play of hisfingers as he makes Tas Gly yank up the arm holding the knife, for his
fingersin turn are dancing to the commands of the chainsthat link him to the stars-

And dl motion stops. Tas Gly isfrozen suspended in midleap.

For thefirst time, he redlizes that he has experienced al thisbefore.

A golden hawk appearsin the distance, sweepstoward him, hoverslike ahummingbird in the air before
him, itswingsablur of goldenfire,

No chainshind it to the stars or the city. It isfree: itswings areits own.

Thefierce eyes sareinto his asthe hawk extendsitself downward, becomes Casnut. Y et hefeelsno
fear.

"Ask of mewhat you will, and | will grant it to you, " the shaman says, and Moth can see that Casnut,
likethe hawk, isfree.

Rafti liesfrozen on the dtar of starlight; her father crouches over her with his knife poised, a puppet
waiting for Moth to twitch the strings, as Moth in turn awaits the impul se from the stars that will force him
todoit.

"Free me of these chaing” Moth cries.

And the shaman laughs.

He gestures, and a his gesture dl the chainslinking Moth with the city and the stars grow tat.

For thefirst time Moth redizesthat every chain endsin atiny hook.

They pull the flesh from his bones.

Hisbran, hisliver, hisintestines, his nerves -everything isripped from his skeleton, save only the eyes.
Thepainisbeyond imagining.

It ends. The city isgone. Thereare no sars.

Casnut picks up the fleshless skull, holdsit so the eyesin the bare-bone sockets can see the heaped
white bones.



"Do you want meto give you back your flesh?' he asks.

Moth finds he can speak. "Yes!" he cries, hiscry adusty whisper blowing across and through the bare
bone of hisskull.

The shaman gestures. Chains of light come writhing out of the darkness, coiling like serpents around the
naked bonesto bind them together, cloak them with the semblance of flesh. And only then does Moth
seethe garsglinting in the sky again, the city grown up al around him, Tas Gly about to plunge the knife
into Rafti's heart.

"Thisisyour own flesh, the flesh you have dwaysknown, " the shaman says. "Watch: your life begins. "
And the fase flesh grows younger, shrinking, compressing the bone within as Moth becomes ayouth, a
child, aninfant. The city aswell is changing, dtering, becoming something different.

Moth reenters his mother's womb, and that womb too isfalse flesh. Hislife begins. In an agony of
impotence he reexperiences the whole of hislife, the fase flesh going through the motions of what he
had thought was his body's reflection of, expression of, hiswill. Y et heis unable to change asingle word
or act; everything happens exactly asit had before.

At last he stands before Casnut again, weary beyond endurance, and hearsthe voice of hisfalseflesh
demand the shaman free him from the chainsthat bind it.

And again theflesh isripped from his bones.

"Do you want meto give you back your flesh?' Casnut asks.

Moth says nothing. It is sweet to lie apile of bones, sweet to stare out onto the empty plain and fed the
wind playing through hisskull.

"Good!" the shaman says. And reachesinto the skull and takes from Moth his eyes.

Moth liesthere, sightless, aclean pile of bones, at peace at last.

At peace? But he cannot forget Rafti, Tramu, Pyota, Tas Et's vengeance. Thereisno peace. Thereis
only aflame, hungry, growing, copper-red, driving out the darkness; the flame of hisanger, TasEt's
anger, Raburr's anger; and from it Moth forges burning wire with which to bind his scattered bones
together.

He makes of himsdlf aman of bone and burning, and the stars have no hold on him.

"Y ou haveinitiated yoursdlf, shaman, " Casnut says. He gestures and again becomes a golden hawk.
Moth sees how the golden fireflesh wraps the shaman's human skeleton. He, too, becomes a hawk.
Casnut takes flight. Moth climbsthe air after him, and his eyes are burning suns as he follows the shaman
over thearid plain.

Below him he can see the cities of the world: star-wrought lies, heaped fal sehoods, chained to the stars.
He seesthe Harg, the mines at Nanlasur, festering wounds ripped in the earth'sliving flesh, and he pities
that flesh. And his pity and anger are aflaming sword with which to assault the heavens.

"Not yet, " Casnut whispers, and the wind carries hiswords back to Moth. "Not yet. "

Ahead, the mountain spearsthe sky, and it isnot black, but a deep, rich lapis. Casnut banksto the right,
circlesthe mountain, ringing it with golden fire. Moth is behind him asthey spird upward, soar over the
crimson firesfilling the cone, dive.

Moth plunges after the lead hawk, plummeting deeper and deeper through the firesin the mountain and
beneath the earth, out into the burning depths of the Mother's Inner Ocean.

Suddenly the Mother Hersdlf isthere before him, growing like a stupendous tree, mountain-tal, from the
burning yellow mud of the Ocean floor, and Sheis beautiful beyond &l human comprehension:
heavy-breasted, legless, with innumerable arms, Her great black-lipped mouth filled with jagged,
discolored tusks. Y et as he glides toward Her through the orange-red burning, paralyzed with absolute
terror, absolute awe, unable to stop or turn aside, he seesthat Her immense brown eyes are infinitely
gentle.

Then the Mother is gone, the Inner Ocean is gone, and-though he knows, somehow, that heis ill deep
beneath the earth-he is beating upward through crisp air, spirding up after Casnut on untiring wings
around the colossdl trunk of the Treethat isthe Tree of All Creation, until at last they reach the Tree's
flowering branches, and that flowering isthe flame that isthe Heartflame of the universe....



... Yetitisat the sametime acampfire burning on agray and frozen waste, beneath an empty sky.

By thefire Casnut sits drumming, agray hawk on his shoulder. To hisleft isavase of whiteice, and
within it Moth can glimpse ababy struggling feebly. Acrossthe fire from the shaman Tas Et hangs
impaled on Tvil's stake; his back isto the fire and he gazes out over the frozen waste. The blood dripping
from hiswounds freezes before it reaches the ground.

Moth hovers above the shaman's head, warm within the flame of his anger, the anger that protects him
from the cold that has trapped the baby initsvase of ice.

Casnut seeshim, and laughs. He changes the rhythm of his drumming, and above them the empty sky fills
with starsthat stare down at them in frozen maice. Shafts of chill light radiate out from the stars, linking
them to one another in acrystdline latticework that chokes the sky, that reaches down with chill fingers
to the frozen plain below.

Kyborash begins to take shape around them.

Moth's double, himself as he had been before his transformation, appearsin the city, eyesclosed asif in
deep. The doubl€'s flesh is star-wrought mockery, chained to the city and the stars.

Casnut touches hisfingersto the skin of hisdrum, and a great furrow opensin the frozen plain, becomes
the Nacre Vdley. Chill light from the starslashes the ground &t the far end of the valley, and the Roya
Eunuch whose voice isfear appears.

The eunuch grasps the chains binding Moth's fal se semblance, begins pulling itself toward the double,
diding along the frozen ground. Moth's doubl€'s body contorts with agony as the hooks at the ends of the
chainsrip at itsflesh. The hawk fedsits human double's pain asif it were hisown, yet the pain hasno
power over him.

The eunuchispulling itsdf dowly closer. Asit draws near, Moth knowsit for theliethat it is, witha
knowledge as direct and inescapable as his knowledge of the Earth Mother, aknowledge that has no
need for reason or comprehension, and he hatesit.

Heisahawk. He screams, swoops, attacks his other self, standing stupid in its agony. With beak and
talons, with wings sharp as any sword, with the Fire of which heis Master, he burns away the false flesh,
doing for himsdf what Casnut had once done for him.

His doubleis clean bone now: the eunuch's hooked chains no longer bind it. The jar of whiteice cracks
open, liberating the baby within, and the baby is Sartor-ban-i-Tresh.

The campfire flares up, explodesinto brilliance, and the baby and his doubl€'s bones are gone. Thereis
only Moth, standing taller than any giant, with muscles of fire and fury, snews of baby'slaughter. Moth
gtands by the fire that pulses with the beating of his heart, and laughs at the Roya Eunuch cregping dowly
toward him.

Moth laughs and hislaughter isaflame, isthe flame of hiswill, and with it he drives back the eunuch,
pushesit away from him, from the campfire that isthe Heartflame that isthe Tree of All Crestion.

The eunuch isgone. With the laughter that is no different from hisanger, Moth drives back the frogt, frees
the plain from the grip of winter, burns the city the stars were congtructing to ash, and the ash to
nothingness. The grass beginsto grow again.

Moth climbsthe air, soars over the green plain, burning the very starsfrom the sky as he screams his
victory.

Then suddenly heisahawk no longer, but only his human sdf again, standing before Casnuit.

And Casnut says, ™Y ou have won nothing, defeated nothing. Look. "

He gestures, directing Moth's gaze to a place far distant, where the sky has cracked open and the frozen
gars are pouring through, aready beginning to reach out and congtruct anew city on the plain. Thecity is
peopled with eunuchs of gray ice, and from it the frost is spreading to blight the plain anew.

"They assault the Center, " Casnut tellshim. " Always they assault the Center. Y et here we cannot defeat
them, for the Center mirrors the World, asthe World mirrors the Center, and these are only their
reflections. Nothing we can do againgt them here can destroy them; and yet they must be destroyed. Do
you hate them, Moth?'



Moth sees them pouring in through the rent in the sky, the frost from their city blighting the plain, and
thereisno questioninhismind. "Yes. "

"Then remember that hatred when you awaken in the World. "

Casnut begins drumming, beating out ajerky, violent rhythm. Moth fedsawrenching, atearing, asif
something isbeing ripped out of him, and then he drains through the hole the drumming hastornin him,
andisgone.

Chapter Thirty-Six

Moth awakened to the soft crackling of flames, the smell of woodsmoke. He opened his eyes, found
himsdlf lying face down on rough brown grass, asmdl cold stone digging into his cheek.

He sat up, brushed the stone away. His wounds were gone; there was no trace of the fever. He felt
grong, hedthy, vibrantly dive.

A few bodylengths awvay the Nomad called Sul-thar was feeding dry grass and chips of wood to asmadll
campfire. Behind him two horses, one tan, the other spotted black and cream, cropped grass.

Moth looked around. He was on a plain, surrounded by grass, but the grass was green aswell as brown,
and the sun was bright overhead. In the distance he could see asmall clump of trees.

Therewasno sign of Casnut.

"You'reawake, " Sulthar said, looking up from thefire.

"y es "

"Come, st with me here. " Moth hesitated. Sulthar smiled reassuringly. ™Y ou have nothing to fear from
me, and thereisno onedse here.

Moth walked over to him, sat down by thefire. "Where are we?"

"The Nomad Plains. A few days journey from Lake Ndl. "

"Casnut brought me here?"

"yYes "

"Whereis Casnut?'

Sulthar shrugged. "I don't know. Heleft you with me, so | could teach you to live asaNomad, and train
you as ashaman. Hell return for you when you're ready. "

"Why?"

"Every Great Shaman must choose someone to carry on after him, to succeed him. Casnut has chosen
you."

Moth opened his mouth to say that that was ridiculous, impossible; he was a smith, not aNomad
shaman-then remembered the dream, the Center, and closed his mouth without saying anything. "Why?*
he asked findly. "Why me?'

"His spiritsreveded you to him long ago, and he has been testing and training you in your dreams ever
since. Remember what you did in the Center, how you drove the Roya Eunuchs back and burned the
gtars from the sky. Only ashaman could do that. "

"It wasonly adream. " But if it was only adream, how did Sulthar know what had happened in it?

"It was more than adream. The Center mirrorsthe World, just asthe World mirrors the Center. But
both arered. "

"Casnut said-to remember my hatred when | woke up inthe World. ™

"y es "

"In Chdl they say that the Sars are Sartor's Nighteyes. So Casnut isfighting against Sartor?"

Sulthar shook his head. " Sartor is nothing, a puppet the stars created to delude men. Only the starsare
red. "

"l don't undergtand. "

"Oncedl of Ashluwasgreen and living, " Sulthar said. "There was no desert of sdt and sand; the sun



was forever in the sky and there was no night.

"In those days men lived in harmony with the Earth Mother. Death cameto dl, and though it wasatime
of sadnesswhen aman died, al knew desth for atransformation from which the soul was born anew.

"Y et there were those too proud to accept that transformation, the loss of al they had gathered to
themsalvesin their long, long lives. They were men of great knowledge and power, and they sought to
escape the eterna round of birth and death.

"From ice they created the Nighteyes and set them in the sky, where the Earth Mother had no power to
force them to undergo desth and rebirth. Y et Since the hest of the sun would have destroyed the
Nighteyes, they created the night, and forced the sun to take shelter in the Earth Mother's Inner Ocean
whileit lasted.

"They destiroyed in themselves dl that was warm, dl that could change and die. They |eft of themselves
only their unliving, undying vision, and that they housed in the Nighteyes. They seek eternd night, eterna
frozen degth, for al of Ashlu, for only in the death of all that lives and moveswill they find an end to the
mutability that threastens them with desth and transformation. They are the enemy that Casnut fights, that
his successor will haveto fight. "

"Another pretty story, " Moth said, disgusted.

"How can you say that, when you have seen the Mother's Inner Ocean? When you have burned the sars
from the sky and seen the Center asit waswhen dl Ashluwasliving and green? The Center isthe heart
of al potentidity: it shapesthe World even asthe World shapesit. The stars can be burned from the sky,
and night itsdlf destroyed. ™

"What does this have to do with the Roya Eunuchs, and the cities?' Moth findly asked.

"The eunuchs are those whom the sorcerers too proud to accept death left behind them to finish their
work. The eunuchs, too, pass from Ashlu when they die to become gars. "

"Then Casnut isfighting againg the eunuchs?’

"Y es. But not only againgt the Roya Eunuchs. Whenever aman worshipsagod of the sky or consultsan
astrologer, whenever he builds a city and ordersit in accordance with the rhythms of the heavens, then he
gazesthrough the stars frozen eyes and is endaved by their vison. The Warriors of the Voice ascend the
Temple ziggurats and endave themselves to the dead stars in their god-houses; Chal, no lessthan the
cities of the Delta, is an abomination against the Earth Mother. A plague, spread by the stars. All the
citiesin which men worship Sartor must be razed; the stars themselves must be destroyed, and Ashlu
cleansed for the Earth Mother. ™

"Y ou serve the Earth Mother?”

"No! A shaman, even aminor shaman such as mysdf, serves no man, no god, no goddess, " Sulthar said.
"Casnut asks, not your service, but your aid in the destruction of the cities, in the destruction of the stars
and their worshipers. In the destruction of night, to recreste day eternd. "

"Andif | refuse?'

"Y ou owe himyour life. When you killed your Ri soul, you destroyed your body's ability to hedl itsdf.
Over and over again he has hedled you when without his help you would have died. Y et you till cannot
hed yoursdlf, will not be ableto heal yourself until you have fully mastered your powers as a shaman and
can ascend the Tree of All Crestion for yoursdf. Until then | will stay with you, to hedl your body where
you areincapable of hedling it for yoursdlf. Without that help, you will die. ™

"Either | do what Casnut wants meto do, or | die. "

"Yes. Until you can learn to heal yoursdlf again. But the stars and the Roya Eunuchs are your enemies as
much asthey are his. They arethe enemiesof dl that lives. "

"If | believe what you told me, " said Moth.

"Evenif you refuse to believe me, there is another reason why you should hate the eunuchs, and the stars
they serve. Do you remember the Roya Eunuch who rescued you from Nomads at the Fair where you
first saw Casnut?'

"Yes "

"The Roya Eunuch was the one who arranged to have you kidnapped, so it could question you when it
pretended to rescue you. The knowledge the eunuch gained from questioning you and your cousin was



what made it decide to steal the Dying and Reborn Sword. ™

"Nomads stole the sword. "

"Nomadsin the Royal Eunuchs pay, like the Nomads who hel ped them conquer Kyborash. Soitisto
the Roya Eunuchsthat you ultimately owe the degth of your uncle, the endavement of your aunt and
cousin. Y ou owe them your grandfather's death, and those of everyone ese who died when Kyborash
fel.

"Y et Casnut, too, knew of the eunuchs scheme. He could have prevented the theft of the sword; he
could have exposed the eunuchs plans at the Fair. He did not, for it served his purposesto have the
sword destroyed, to see the King of Chal dead. So he, too, sharesthat guilt for the death of your uncle,
the endavement of your aunt and cousin.

"And he aided the Taryaato conquer Kyborash. It was Casnut who found the eunuchs the Nomad
mercenaries with whom they overthrew Kyborash. Casnut admits his responsbility: you owe him
vengeance a so for the deeths of your grandfather and hiswife. "

"Why tdl methis?*' Moth demanded. “"Why?"

"For thisreason: Casnut will seethat you are trained as a shaman, that you are taught to carry on hiswar
againg the gars and the cities, and during thistraining you will learn that which you need to know if you
are ever to have any hope of defeating and killing Casnut. And Casnut promises you opportunity for your
vengeance againg him.

"Also, heingructed meto giveyouthis. ™

The dark-haired Nomad reached into aleather sack, took from it a copper dagger.

Nephew, the dagger said.

TasEt.

Remember your oath to me.

"Why should | trust what Casnut tells me?* Moth demanded.

"Casnut hastold you that you have areason to kill him when he had no need to tell you anything. He has
placed hislifein your hands. "

"Not yet, " Moth said.

"No. Not yet. But hewill. "

"So you say. But you-why should | believe you? Who are you?"

"I am aminor shaman. A healer and a speaker to animas, not a Great Shaman like Casnut. | had no part
in Casnut's plansfor you, nor in the destruction of your city. Y ou owe me no vengeance. "

Sulthar paused, and then continued in adifferent tone, "And yet you find me familiar. Y ou fed tha you
should know me, but you do not. " He laughed suddenly, and hislaughter was like the laughter Moth had
shared with Casnut in the Center, yet was something al hisown.

"Who are you?' Moth demanded.

"Once | wasaman of Kyborash. Spirits assailed me, and | was seized and sold to the Nomads asa
madman. Casnut bought me and taught me to control my spirits, gave me afreedom | would never have
known had | remained only a potter of the Ri SiI. Now | am a shaman. Do you recognize me, nephew?’
The resemblance could not be denied. "Ri Sul’? My father's brother? They dways said you were dead. "
Sulthar shrugged. "Perhapsit was easier to think of me as dead than remember me being jeered &, or
imagine me tortured in some Nomad cage. But | am Sulthar now. Y our uncle. Y our teacher. Perhaps
even, intime, your friend. "

Moth got to hisfeet. The air was cold, dmost as cold asthe air in his dream had been before the dream
changed, though the day was bright.

With his potter's soul dead and lost to him, he was as cold and empty inside as the stars themsalves. But
he had no love for what he had become, only the same loathing he had felt at the Harg, the hatred and
anger with which he had burned the stars from the sky.

He dtretched out his hands, warmed them at the campfire. Summoning his hassa, he reached out to the
fire and twisted the flames into the shapes of memory, saw Rafti there dead and Kyborash destroyed,



Tramu and Pyota endaved. He had vowed that he would free Tramu and Pyotaif he could, vowed to
avenge Rafti and Tas Et. A shaman might be able to rescue Tramu and Pyota, carry out Tas Et'sand
Moth's own vengeance, where a smith without acity would be doomed to failure.

"l will try it, uncle, " hesaid.



