CHAPTER 1

The child struggl ed under his hands; and he blaned it

not at aD. The sight of the Long Wiip rising and falling
on the naked hack of ten-year-old Aval on of Wmmack

made his own stomach chum Aval on was a slight and
scrawny child, narrow of shoul der, the copper Wm

mack hair gone dark now with the swift-pouring sweat

of her agony and clinging in a drenched coil al ong one
frail shoul der bl ade. Something about the nape of her
neck, where a babyish curl nestled all alone, tore at him
wor se than the bl ood.

"Look you well," hissed Eustace Laddercane Trav-

eller the 4th through clenched teeth, holding his
youngest son's head as every parent in Traveller King-
dom had | earned it must be done. Not just the iron grip
that kept the small head fromturning away, but the lit-
tle finger of each hand jabbed cruelly into the comers of
the child' s eyes, drawi ng the eyelids back taut agai nst
any possible hint of their closing.

It hurt, of course; but not so nuch as the smack of
that Whip would hurt, should one of the College of
Deacons see the child avoiding its present duty: to
wat ch the public whipping of Aval on of Wnmack.

And one day this boy he held so tightly now woul d per-
formthe same service for the babe that swelled his

And Then There' U Be Fi rework

not hers belly this very noment, as his ol der children
hel d their younger brothers and sisters all around him
H s wi fe had not been spared, either, though Eustace
Laddercane had requested it; her time was very near

and it a tenth child—nis whi pping was enough to set

of f her labor and see his tenth-bomarrive in the public
square. But the Tutor had been absol utely adamant

about it. Should that happen, he'd told him it would be
a blessing for the newbom its first sight in this world
one guaranteed to further its noral education and set it
on the Straight path for life.

Shoul d that happen, thought the father, he'd blind
the babe with his own two thunbs before he'd et that
be its first sight of the world ... the Holy One grant
that it not happen

Aval on of Wommack was wel | shielded fromany | ust-

ful eyes. The Whi pping Coth hung foursquare fromits
hooks above her head to her bare feet, with only the nar-
row space cut away at the back to allow the Wip room
But it did nothing to shield her screans. Eustace Lad-
dercane hoped they hurt the ears of the Mgicians of

Rank that stood one at each coner of the cloth, twelve

i nches between themand their pitiful victim

The whipping itself, nowno nan coul d have done
that, though not one had courage enough to stop it It
was Granny Leeward of Castle Traveller, her that was



the own nother of the Castle Master, that w el ded the
Long Wi p.

She' d expl ai ned Aval on of Wbmrack' s gri evous sins
to themall carefully before she began ne chasti senent,
| ooking all around her with those nmeasuring eyes, count-
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i ng. She knew precisely how many peopl e shoul d be
there on the wal kway that bordered the square, did the
Granny. N nety-one excused by the Coll ege of Deacons
for illness near unto death, a sign of sure w cked-
ness in those ninety and one; and seven hundred
thirteen that left to be counted. Eustace Laddercane
was certain mat Granny Leeward was able to count each
and every one of the seven hundred thirteen, and woul d
have known if even one had been m ssing. They I|ined

up by household and by height, the tallest at the back

There still was not roomfor all of themwthin the
Castle walls, and it had been necessary to lay out this
whi ppi ng ground outside, burning away every last sprig
and bl ade of growing life, grading it flat as the top of a
tabl e, anchoring down the board wal kway that bordered
it with spokes of ironwood hamered into chinks
bl asted out of the Tinaseeh rock. But that was chang-
i ng. The people of Tinaseeh, they were dying with a ter-
rifying speed, ten and twenty and nore now in a single
day . . . soon they'd be able to take their Whipping
Coth inside one of the courtyards, right into Roebuck

m ght coul d be soon they'd have anpl e space in
the Castle Geat Hall itself, and be hard put to it to find
anybody left to whip.

Aval on of Wommack had sinned doubly. First she

had sinned agai nst the cause that bid the Chosen Peo-
pl e of Tinaseeh repopulate this land, to replace the
dyi ng who by their very deaths had reveal ed the vil eness
or their souls. Avalon's father had brought her hone a
husband, a man of seventeen, and Aval on not only had

not wel comed her bridegroomtenderly and obediently
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as was expected o( her, not only refused to go wi Bingly
to the marriage bed where this nmale twi ce her size and
near tw ce her age nmight do her the favor of placing his
seed in her wonb—Aval on had tried to hide herself

away. They had dragged her froma granary, half
suffocated already on the grain and on her terror. De-
spite the fact. Granny Leeward had hamrered the point
hone, that Aval on's wonb had been through two ful

cycles. And secondly, there was the additional fact that
Aval on of Wrmack was a Two. and a femml e whose

nane canme to the nuneral two was intended by destiny

to be passive and subm ssive and weak. The giri had al so
si nned agai nst her Nani ng.

That, the Granny had said, was the greater sin of the



two. A young girl, nodest and timd as was fully appro-
priate, nmight be leniently treated for fearing the wed-
ding bed and the inevitable childbed that followed it.
She m ght well of had only a token stroke or two of the
Long Whip for that, provided she went then and did

her duty ever after.

But to rebel against her Nam ng was not just to rebel

agai nst Jerem ah Thomas Traveller's orders to many

and be fruitful, the orders of a mere man. It was rebel -
lion against the path laid out for her by the Holy One; a
fearsone evil, a defying of the divine | aw.

And so the number of |ashes had been set at tw ce
twel ve. A menorabl e nunber. Eustace Laddercane re-
menbered only one other unfortunate to earn so high a
nunber as that, and that time it had been for stealing
food fromthe commopn stores and gorging on it And
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that time the Whip had fallen on the broad back of a
man full grown.

The Long Wi p whistled through the air—stroke sev-
enteen. The Magici ans of Rank put thenselves to the
trouble of calling out the nunber each tine for the

wat chers, that they mght not |ose track and think that
surely it had to be al nost over

At his side he felt a | ong shudder take his wife's body,

and he dared a quick look, sure it was the birth pains,

but she knew his thought as soon as he did, and wi thout
turning her head she murnmured to bimnot to take

foolish chances, that she was all right Al right, she said,
but for the whipping-

Aval on of Wommack did not scream again after the

ni net eenth stroke, but Granny Leeward took care not to
| eave the peopl e wonderi ng what was the point of |aying
five nore strokes on a body al ready dead.

"Praise be," said the Granny solemly. "The house-
hol d of this youngun can go tranquil to its beds this
ni ght Aval on of Wommack has paid in full the debt of
her wi ckedness, and she stands now in eternal bliss,
smling and singing at the right hand of the Holy One
Al m ghty. Praise bel"

The Magi ci ans of Rank raised their |ong shears as one
man and cut the |oops that held the Wipping Coth to

t he hooks, and there was nothing then to see but a pile
of bloody linen, very nearly Hat, upon the stained

ground.

Sonebod/ s child, walking the edge of hysteria,
screaned out over and over: "Were did Aval on of
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Wmmack go? Where is she?" And there was the ring-

ing smack of a full blow across that child's face as its
not her noved desperately to offer up a penalty before
the Col | ege of Deacons coul d prescribe one.

And Granny Leeward's voice rose strong and sure—
and why not, seeing as how she was little nore than
sixty and mghty young for a Granny—eading themin
the hym that had been chosen to end this particul ar
whi pping. It was seemy; its title was "Divine Pain
WIllingly Endured." Except that Aval on of W mrack
had not been willing.

The nmenbers of the Coll ege of Deacons noved

al ong the wal kway, their arms folded gravely over their
chests, watching and listening for any sign of somebody
singing with anything | ess than righteous enthusiasm It

was, after all, an occasion tor celebration, what with
Aval on of Wmmack's eternal bliss and her famly's
tranquillity and all; and the Coll ege of Deacons was

fully prepared to see to it that a suitable explanati on was
provi ded for anybody present that coul dn't understand
that on their own.

The little ones sang their hearts out, and the ol der
ones sighed and rel eased their grips upon the small
heads just a nmite. The children knew al ready; sing, sing
| oud, and sing joyful. Make a joyful noise . . . they
knew. O there'd be a smaller version of the Long Wip
wai ting at honme, and the nother assigned a specific
nunber of strokes to be laid on, by the Deacon that'd
spotted the wavering voice. It nmade for hearty nusic.

Eust ace Laddercane Traveller the ~th believed, really
believed, in the Holy One Al mghty. And there had not
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been a whi pping yet that he had not raised his own

voice in the closing hymm, al nost roaring out the words,
waiting for the divine wath to reach the limt of Its en-
durance and strike Granny Leeward dead before his

eyes. It had not happened yet, but his faith that it

woul d was a rock on which he stood, and a confort to
himin the nights when often he dreaned it was a child

of his loins that cringed and screanmed and tw sted under

t he strokes of the Wip.

"It went well, to ny nmind," said Nathan Overholt
Traveller the loist. "No faintings, no foolishness, and
no puni shments to pass out afterward—all very satis-
factory."

The ot her three nodded, and agreed that it had gone
wel | enough.

"Wl |l enough, perhaps." That was Feebus Ti nothy
Travel l er the 6th, youngest of the Magicians of Rank on
Ti naseeh. "But the child ought not to have died."



The two Fanon brothers, Sheridan Pike the 2$th and

Luke Nathaniel the i9th, |ooked at each other. There

were tinmes when they wondered about Feebus Ti not hy,
finding hima tad soft, wondering if there wasn't a slight
taint of Airy blood there sonewhere to account for what
cane near at tines to romantic notions. Times when

they felt he'd profit froma stroke or two of the Long
VWhip hinsel f. He sorely needed toughening up

"There is no roomon Tinaseeh for a di sobedi ent
child," said Nathan Overholt harshly. "The subject is
cl osed. "

"There was a tine," persisted Feebus Ti nothy,
And Then There'll Be Fireworks

"when we coul d have saved her, any one of us, no mat-
ter how many | ashes she had taken."

"There was a tine," said Sheridan Pi ke reasonably,
"when we could cause the Mules to fly and carry us on
their backs, and a tinme when the winds and the rains
and the tides obeyed us. And that was that tine, and it
is gone. W deal nowwith this tinme."

The nention of the powers they had | ost silenced
themall. It was not sonething you got used to. Once

you had been soneone whose fingers could nake a cas-

ual nmove or two and a cancer would shrivel and di sap-
pear inside the sick one's body, |eaving no trace behind.
Once you had been soneone that could SNAP through

space, moving fromthe WI derness Lands of Tinaseeh
across the vastness of the Cceans of Renenbrances and

of Storns, to land | ess than a second later in the court-
yard of any of the twelve Castles of the planet Ozark.
Once you had been soneone who saw to it that the rain
fell only when and where it was needed, and that the
harvests were always bountiful, and that the snow fel
only deep enough and often enough to be an anuse-

ment for the children and a change for their elders

once.

Now, on the other hand, it was as Sheridan Pi ke had
said. Now they had to deal with this tine. Four Magi-
cians of Rank, their tides as hollow as their stonachs
and their gaunt faces, garbed in a black grown shiny
with wear, and their only power now the power of fear
It was a painful conedown, for they had been truly

m ghty.

Luke Nat hani el Farson had been picking idly at his
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front teeth with his thunbnail, a nmaddening little noise
in the silence; and then he stopped, just before they

could demand for himto, and asked: "Do you suppose
it's true, that runmor about the Yallerhounds?"



"Luke Nat haniel!" Even Feebus Tinothy got in on
t he outrage.

"I don't know, " mused the other man. "They're hun-

gry. We're hungry, here at the Castle . . . think of the
people in the town. A Yallerhound, or a giant cavecat,
that's a sizable quantity of meat. And though it's true
can't think of any of the nen with strength enough | eft
to take a cavecat, you know as well as | do that a boy of
three could catch a Yallerhound. AH you have to do is
call the creature, and it will come to you."

"Nobody, " said Sheridan Pi ke, "nobody at afl.” would
eat a Yallerhound. They would starve first."

"They will, then/' said Luke Nathani el "Those that
haven't al ready. *'

"Change the subject/' ordered Sheridan Pike flatly.
"Can't any of you think of something that's not intoler-
able to tal k about? You' ve | ost your magi c powers, but |
wasn't aware that you'd |l ost your minds as well."

"Well," said Feebus Tinothy, "we could discuss to-
day' s schedul ed urgent and significant neeting. That's
not intolerable, just useless, and silly, and stupid."

"Your sarcasmis very little help. Cousin/' said Sheri-
dan Pi ke.

"Al'l right, then, 111 ask seriously. Wat is on today's
agenda?"

"A discussion of the situation."
"Agai n?" Feebus Ti nothy was serious now, serious
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and Habbergasted. "Watever for? W have had nine
hundred and ni nety-ni ne 'discussions of the situation'
and we have yet to arrive at a single—=

Sheridan Pi ke cut himoff. "Jerem ah Thomas Trav-

eller is Master of this Castle, master of the four of us,
son of Granny Leeward, and representative of the Holy

One upon this earth. If he says we are to discuss the sit-
uati on yet one nore time—er one hundred nore tines

—then we will discuss it"

Feebus Timothy snorted, "The only thing in all that
that inpresses ne. Cousin, is the claimthat he's Lee-
ward's son. That | believe, it being a matter of record,;

and that I'minpressed by. As for the rest of it ... if
you'll pardon a phrase fromthe fonnspeech
cowfl op."

"You talk a good line," said Luke Nathani el Farson



"But | have yet to see you do nore than talk."

Sheri dan Pi ke nmoved snmoothly to cover the charged
silence, and observed that another discussion was not
necessarily a waste of tine.

"Each time we neet," he said, "there is the possi-
bility that we will hit upon sonething we have over-

| ooked before, colleagues. Sonewhere there is a clue to
be found, if only we were wi se enough to spot it"

"The clue you seek," retorted Feebus Tinmothy, "lies
i n pseudocoma on a narrow bed at Castle Brightwater
VWhere we put her, we w se Magicians of Rank, these
si xteen nmont hs past™"

"Nonsense! "

"Not nonsense," said Nathan Overholt, know ng he
pl owed ground al ready furrowed to exhaustion, but too
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tired to care, "not nonsense at all. Feebus Tinothy is
sonmewhat confused, and somewhat overdramatic, but

the facts of the nmatter are obvious. Wile Responsible
or Brightwater went about her interfering and infuriat-
i ng business on this planet, we were truly Mgicians,
with the power of Formalisnms & Transformations at our
conmand. From the nonment we laid her in pseudo-

coma on that bed ny cousin refers to so poetically, our
power began to wane . . . and now it is gone. Entirely”
conpletely, wholly gone. Magic is gone . . . and on

Ti naseeh we have no science. The question is: why?"

"W have no sci ence because we never needed it,"

sai d Sheridan Pi ke disgustedly. "Magic was a great dea
faster than science ever hoped to be, and far nore
efficient”

"No, no ... that was not ny question! And you
know it, don't you?"

"OfF course | know it!"
"Then stop playing the fool!"

"He is not playing the fool," said Luke Nathani el
wearily, "he is just cross, like the rest of us. And we have
consi dered that question so many tines al ready."

"Magi c/' said Nathan Overholt, "is a great web, a

great web in always changing equilibrium Touch it any-
where, change it anyhow, and you affect the whole.

When we rempoved Responsi bl e of Brightwater from

t hat web-"

"W haven't renpved her. She's in better health than



any of us. In pseudocoma you don't need to eat"

"In a sense,” Nathan Overholt went on, "we renoved
her. W changed her froman active principle to a pas-
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sive one . . . and yet she is a female. How can a fenale
represent an active principle?"

"Granny Leeward is exceedingly 'active' with the
Long Whi p/' observed Luke Nathaniel. "And she is fe-
mal e.”

AShe is not a principle—she is only an item"”

Feebus Tinmothy longed to lay his head, still aching
fromthe screans or Aval on of Wnmack, down on the

table, right then and there, and go to sleep. They had
been over it And over it The difference between an
itemand a principle. The difference between substi -
tution of a null termand substitution of a specified
term The degree of shift in an equation sufficient to de-
stroy its reversibility—er restore it And over and over

. what rol e had Responsible of Brightwater, a girt of
fifteen like any other girl of fifteen to the eye, played in
t hat equation, such that the cancellation of her input

had been enough to destroy the entire systenf?

There were never any answers. That she had known a
little magic, sone of it nore advanced than was suitable
for a femmal e or even legal, they all knew. The four of

t hem had been present when Responsible fell into

Granny Leeward's trap and changed the old worman's

black fan into a handful of rotting jet-black nushroons
bef ore their astoni shed eyes. Jerem ah Thomas Travell er
had been mightily inpressed by that, as the G anny had

i ntended himto be.

But they were Magicians of Rank. It was a Trans-

formation, certainly, and the girl should not have been

able to do it, but it was trivial. It was a baby trick, such
as any one of them m ght have done—n a | ess ugly way
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—to0 entertain guests at a celebration of sonme kind. It
was probable that it had been as nuch blind luck as
skill, and nostly the product of the girl's rage; for she
had lain in torment while they watched her and nocked

her msery, suffering fromthe girt of Andersen's Dis-
ease, die deathdance fever that Granny Leeward had or-
dered themto inpose as punishnment for her scandal ous
behavi or. And she'd shown no sign of any talent for

t hi ngs magi cal but that one . . . nor had she been able
to stand agai nst them when the ni ne Magi ci ans of



Rank had chosen to inmpose pseudocoma upon her or
during the nonths that had dragged by since. If there
was sonet hing speci al about her, why had she not

| eaped up fromthat bed and | aughed at them and put
all of theminto pseudocoma?

It was hopel ess.
"It's hopeless," he said aloud. "Hopel ess."

The others | ooked at him suddenly caught by the
nuance of his voice. He was young, and he was inexpe-
rienced, but he had been a skilled Magician of Rank
Now t hey detected sonething ... a note of petul ance.
Pet ul ance?

Nat han Overholt Traveller reached over abruptly and
laid his hand on the younger man's forehead and swore
a broad word.

"He's burning up with fever!" he said. "One of you
get the Granny, and tell her to lose no tine com ng
down here!"

It had been bound to happen sooner or |ater
Si ckness, the Master of this Castle had been telling ev-
eryone, sickness and death, were nothing nore than the
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mar ks of wi ckedness and sin made visible in the flesh

Only the Holy One culling the rotten fruit fromthe

crop and | eaving the sound and the whol esone behi nd.

It nmade an entertaining sernon, and perhaps dull ed

grief for sone . . . after all, if those that suffered and
di ed deserved their fate, then what was there to grieve
over?

But the Magici ans of Rank had been uneasy, listen-

ing. For if one of them one of the Magicians of Rank

one of the Famly, were to fall sick or, the Twelve Gates
forbid, to die-how was that to be expl ai ned? The ur-
gency of preventing that had provided themw th a

shaky justification for the extra rations they shared in se-
cret in the Castle, while tadlings cried with hunger in

t he houses of the town. Eggs, they had been eating

it was safe to assunme that no one el se on Ti naseeh had
seen an egg in six nmonths or nmore, much | ess eaten one.
And now this? It nust not happen.

"Why call the Granny?" demanded one of the

ot hers, and Nathan Overholt took time from rubbing

the tenples of his brother's head to give hima | ook of
cont enpt

"W have no magi c now, you benastied fool," he
spat, beside hinmself with worry, and his el egant manners
and speech forgotten for once, "and no nedicine either



W have not hi ng—except what the Grannys know. The
anci ent sinples. The herbs and teas and potions and
pl asters of the tinmes before magic, the Holy One have
mercy on us all! Now get her!"

"Nat han Overhol t-'

"You think," shouted Nathan, "you think that if one
14
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of us falls to a fever we will be able to stand on the
whi ppi ng ground and convi nce the peopl e of Tinaseeh

that we order that Whip laid on out of our own inno-
cence of all sin? You think that Granny Leeward woul d
scruple to set that Long Whip to your back, or to nine

<f that seemed necessary to further the cause of the Cho-
sen Peopl e? Dozens, man, don't you realize that if

Feebus Timothy has it we may all be in the same fix,

what ever it is—and it could be anything? Now go!"

He went around behind his brother and cl asped the

young man's head in his hands, closing his eyes, concen-
trating fiercely. It was an act he knew to be only super-
stition. But perhaps. Perhaps there was still some frag-
ment of healing in it. He could not do nothing at all

He had no desire to die |like Aval on of Wnmmrack had

di ed; nor did he want to | eam how nany strokes of the
Long Whip it would take to kill a strong nman in
reasonably good condition
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Mount Troubl esonre was not much, as nountains go; it
peaked at a fad past four thousand feet, and it hadn't a
glacier or a crevasse to its nane. On the other hand,
though it didn't live up to the "Muunt" part, it nore
than made up for that inits fidelity to the "Troubl e-
some" part It mssed no snallest opportunity for ra-
vines to get stuck in and caves to get lost in and vast
duckets to be scratched ragged in; and it was abun-
dantly generous in poisonous ivies and creepers w ndi ng
al ong the ground and up around the trees to hang down
and smack you in the face. Springs were everywhere,
trickling along under matted undergrowt h that | ooked
solid as a stable roof, till you set foot on it and sank in
icy water up to your knees. There were waterfalls'
enough to go around, pretty white water gushing over
sheer rock faces into pools circled by ferns and near-
wfllows. The pools were tenpting to the eye, and m ght
of been pl easant-feeling, but you waded them at your
peril and the pleasure of dozens of small ferocious yel-
| ow snakes with ingeniously notched teeth. It did hap-
pen to be a fact that Munt Troubl esone was the tall est
thing on the entire continent of Marktwain.



The seven old wonen toiling their way up its tangl ed
sides were nore than satisfied with the obstacles it
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presented. If it had been any worse, there was consid-
erabl e doubt in their mnds that they could of nade it
to the top at all

"Drat the ornery female!" Granny Sherryi'ake had de-
clared after the second tinme a whole hour had to be
wasted finding a way round a beny thicket as inpene-
trable as solid rock and tw ce as unpl easant And she
went on to expand on that, and el aborate on it, and
weave variations on it, as the hours went by and it be-
canme obvious that there was no way they could reach

the top before nightfall. They' d be overni ghting out on
t he nount ai n.

But Granny Hazel bide, that was in residence al ong

with Ganny Gabl eframe at Castle Brightwater, had

taken exception to that It was fully appropriate, she'd
sai d, sl apping back at a branch that had sl apped her
first, for a woman nanmed Troubl esome to choose a
nount ai n named Troubl esome when she went into

exile.

"FuBy appropriate, and seemy," said G anny Hazel -
bide. "I'd of done the sanme exact thing, in her place."

"Well," grunbled Shenyjake, "there may be some-
thing to what you say."

"I should hope and declare there is. Naming is nam
ing!"

"But," went on the other doggedly, "I do not see that
there was any special nerit to be gained fromher es-
tablishing herself at the very nost tip top of this ac-
cursed hunp of dirt and rock. She was not nanmed Peak

of Troubl esone, you know. Hal fway up woul d of done

it, seems to ne. Quarterways up."
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"Troubl esone of Brightwater was instructed to take
herself as far away fromthe rest of the popul ation of
Brightwater as it was possible for her to get," said
Granny FrostfaD firmy. "I hold with Hazel bide; she did
what was proper. But | surely do not find that it makes
for a pleasant little stroll."

"Time was," fussed Granny Gabl efrane, "this would
of been no nore than that, for any of us."

"And in such a time," snorted Granny Frostfall,



"we'd none of us of crossed a city street to pay a call on
Troubl esone of Brightwater. Can't say as how | see that
it applies, Gableframe-"

Granny Gabl efrane didn't bother to argue, but
sighed a long sigh and took a firnmer grip on her walking
stick with her thin old fingers. It wouldn't do to lose it

Grannys had al ways been thin, that went with the ter-
ritory; but these seven were thin to the bone, and those
bones pai ned them G annys had al ways been ol d; but

up till recently they'd been protected fromthe usua

m series of old age by their own G anny Mgic, and
fromits nore unusual mseries by the skills of the Magi -
cians and the Magicians of Rank. Wthout that protec-
tion, things had changed for them Angina and arthritis,
gal | - bl adder colic and ki dney trouble, ulcers and head-
aches and hi gh bl ood pressure, all the bodily di scom
forts taken for granted as the ot of any aged woman on
A d Earth, had struck the G annys of COzark. It was

even said that at Castle O ark—though she denied it
fiercely—Granny Colightly was devel oping a cataract in
her right eye.

Under the circunmstances, when Granny Gabl efrane
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first proposed that the seven of them should go up to
the nmountaintop and talk to Troubl esome of Bright-
water, the hilarity had been |like a squawkercoop with a
serpent inside, and two servingmai ds had come running
to find out what the conmotion was.

"You are daft, Gablefrane," the other G annys had

said with a single voice, and they'd sat in their rockers
and cackl ed and held their aching sides at the very idea.
Seven creaking old ladies, half blind and hal f deaf, feet
too swollen to go in their shoes and bones so brittle they
barely dared nove themand they were to trek up the
neanest nountain on Marktwain in the middle of the

autum? It was a fool idea to top all fool ideas.

"That does take the rag off the bush, Gablefrane,"”
they'd said, and it was unani nous.

"And what do you propose to do, |adies?" Gable-

frame had chall enged them standing there arns aki nbo

and her sharp chin stuck out ahead of her. "You pro-

pose to just sit here, do you? Wiile the crops all die and
the animal s sicken and the people do the sane, and Re-
sponsi bl e of Brightwater lies nonth after weary nonth

on that white counterpane, so still the only reason | can
bel i eve she's alive is that her body has yet to nortify?
Vel |, |adies? You laugh right pronpt, real quick to

make fun, you are! But | don't hear you offering any
pl ans of your own."



They did know two things, there was that. In the first
nmont hs after Responsible had been struck down, while

t he power of magi c was wani ng but not yet exhausted,
the Grannys had managed to leamtw small pieces of

i nformation. They'd read tea | eaves, they'd swung their
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gol den rings on long black threads, they'd stared into
springwater till their eyes were red and weepi ng, night
after night. And back at them had come two scraps.

The reason behind the trouble, the reason behind Re-
sponsi bl e' s deat hli ke interm nable sl eep, was "an i npor-
tant man." That had cone first, and after nuch | abor

and had irritated them consi derably. Then there had
been the search for that man's location in this world,
hol di ng the gol den rings over the maps, holding their
breaths as well, waiting for one ring to begin its telltale
swinging and circling. All atrenble like they were, it
took a sharp eye to tell when the novenment was of its
own self and when it was just the doings of a G anny
that's hand was no | onger steady.

And then there'd been argunment. The Spells were so

little use by then, the novenent of the rings so near no
nmoverent at all, and so ambi guous—was it Ti naseeh or

was it Kintucky? All of a week they'd nattered over that,
hal f for one and half for the other, knowi ng that if they
made the wong choice there'd be no second chance.

There weren't resources enough for trying tw ce, for one
thing. And for another, if anything was to be done it

had to be done swiftly; there was nothing in the way of
extra resources of time, either

Grannys Gabl errame, WhifBebee, and Edgi ng had

been strong for Tinaseeh, swearing it was Jereniah

Thomas Traveller that was the "inmportant man." Did

he not, after all, rule that continent with a fist of iron
and hadn't he always? And hadn't he al ways hated Re-
sponsi bl e of Brightwater and everything she stood for?

"Hmmph, " said Granny Cobbl edrayke of Castfe
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McDaniels, "it's not Jerem ah Thomas as rul es Tina-

seen, it's his nother, her that took Leeward as her

Granny Nanme and is about as nmuch like a | eeward side
inastormas a lizard' s |like a bellybutton. Don't give ne
Jerenmi ah Thomas Traveller for an 'inportant man*—

he's a manma' s boy, and al ways was."

She, and the rest of the Marktwam G annys. had
been set on Kintucky, and Castle Wnmack. Hadn't
Responsi bl e hersel f, they argued, run away from Castle



Wmmack—her that wasn't afraid of anything living or
dead—+un away, rather than face Lewis Mtley Wm
mack? And wasn't it Lewis Mtley Wonmack t hat now
governed all of Kintucky?

"He is barely twenty-one years old ... -wouldn't be

not quite yet," Gablefrane protested. "A boy yet, |ast
tinme we saw himl Here for the Jubilee, remenber? Wth
his little sister Jewel set to tag around after him and
keep hi mout of nischief? How can that one be the 'im
portant man,' | ask you?"

"He is important on Kintucky," said Sherryjake.

"Well, we don't know how that cane to be/' grum

bled the others. "W don't know atall. Way our magic

was working in those last nonths, for all we know the
nmessages we got were plain scranbled . . . night could
be Jacob Donahue Wonmack the 23rd's still hale and
hearty and Master of that Castle and the whole tale
about it being Lewis Motley in charge is no nore than

a puckerwrinkle in a puny Spell. W' d be fool enough

to put awild colt like that one in charge of a Ki ngdon?
Now | ast you. "

But the tinme had cone when the decision had to be
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made; and for want of anything better to base it on
they'd deferred to Granny Hazel bi de, seeing as it was
Hazel bi de had had the rai sing of Responsible of Bright-
wat er and knew her best of any of them

Now, fighting the thorns and the vines and the poison
weeds, keeping a sharp eye for the false earth over run-
ning water, making a hardscrabble way up through a
drizzle that threatened to be a rain and praying they'd
find at least an overhang to shelter themthrough this

ni ght, they hoped they'd decided rightly. Everything
rode on this one throw of the dice, and G anny Hazel -

bi de shivered with nore than the fever that plagued her
now every day of her life, thinking what she'd done if it
was the wong choice and she had convinced the others

of it. And what they'd do to her . . . law, that would be
a production!

"Ah, Hazel bide," said Ganny WIIlow the, her that

al nost never spoke, and had done her grannying in the
farther reaches of the Kingdom where there were few to
bot her her, "if you are wong?" It was always that way.
Those as spoke rarely, when they did speak it tended to
be significant- and to be what everybody el se was think-
ing and hadn't gotten up gunption to give voice to.

Troubl esone of Brightwater woke to a wind how ing
round her cabin doors and wi ndows, and that was ordi -
nary enough. She woke also to a downright infuriated



rappi ng on her cabin door, and that was distinctly not
ordinary. Over ten years she'd been here now, and she'd
never had a visitor but her little sister, and that only
three tinmes. It could not be her little sister this tine.
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She |istened again, and stretched in the warmth of

her bed, wondering if it had been maybe somet hing

bl own by the wi nds, or something in a dream half a
mnd to go back to sleep. And then the hollering cane:

"Troubl esone of Brightwater, will you open this door?
O have you taken to nmurdering old |l adies along with
the rest of your wi cked ways?"

That brought her up out of her bed in a hurry. Ad Ia-
dies, was it, on her doorsill? She went to the door just as
she was, and stood there before them not hemaked and
barefoot, with no cover but the heavy bl ack hair that
tunmbl ed al nost to her knees. She held the door with

one hand and set the other on the curve of her shane-

| ess hip, and she sighed a sigh of sheer wondernent.

"Whatever in all the world?" breathed Troubl esone
of Brightwater, |ooking themover. "Whatever in all the
wonderi ng twel vesquare worl d?"

The Grannys were a sight to behold, for sure. They

were wet and they were dirty and they were nettle-

stung, and they were cold and winkled and m serabl e.

Wth no nore Housekeeping Spells to use, and not hi ng
around for a tidy-up but one streamthe width of their
hand trickling over slabs of bare rock, they were as piti-
ful a representation of seven old | adies as had ever net

t he eye.

"Qut of my way, trollop,"” announced G anny Gabl e-
frame, and woul d of pushed right past Troubl esone
into the wel come warnth of the cabin; but the young
worman barred her way with one sturdy arm

"I"'mno trollop. Ganny Gabl efranme/' she said. "I'm
virgin as | cane fromny nother's wonb—and that's
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nore than any one of you here can say back at ne, as
recollect. As for ny costunme, | don't recall sending out
any invitations. You' ve gotten poduck, G annys."

"Law, the creature's enjoying it," muttered G anny
Hazel bi de. She'd had the raising of her, too. "Trouble-
some," she demanded, "will you for the |ove of decency
drop that armand let us in? W are tired near to death,
we spent all yesterday on this mountain and all | ast



night in a cave full of varnmints and dripping water, and

we've no magi c any nore to ease the toll all that has
taken. Wuld it pleasure you to see one of us drop dead
right here before your eyes, you dreadful femnale?"

Troubl esone dropped her armat that and | et them

by, saying: "Well, that's nore fair. Atrollop |I'm not,
but a dreadful female I"'mwilling to admt to. Do cone
e in, and I'll put the kettle on and stir up the fire.
suppose youali'd take your clothes off and let ne hang
themto dry, would you?"

That met the frigid silence she'd anticipated, and she
nodded her head in resignation

"Stay cold and wet, then," she said, "and die of pneu-
nmoni a, not on my doorstep but on ny hearthst one—but

don't you lay it to ny account. There's not a one of you
as has anything different to her body than | have nyself,

and | do believe | could bear the sight of your old

ski nny-skin-skins ... for sure | would not lust after
you! But if you rank your nodesty hi gher than your
msery, so be it; I'lIl not squabble with you."

The cabin was snmall and bare, and even after Trou-

bl esone got the fire crackling in the fireplace the best

she could do was pull up a rough board bench with no
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don' t

back to it for themall to sit on and try to bake the danp

fromtheir bones. Troubl esonre had no rugs, and no cur-
tains; her bed was a pallet laid on a rope franme in the
coner, she had one straight chair and one rocker and
one | ow stepl adder and a small square table and a cook-
stove. And except for a bucket or two and a shelf here
and there, that was it. The G annys were benused by it,
even with their teeth chattering.

"Don't have eight cups, do you?" asked G anny Sher-
ryj ake.

Tr oubl esone chuckl ed, and adm tted she didn't, and

served themup the scalding tea in an assortnent of )'ars

and | adl es and whanots that was ingenious, but not ele-
gant .

"Never needed nore than three before," she told

them "One to drink with, one to neasure with, and one
in the dishpan soaking."

"I can't say as you exacdy ... do yourself proud,"
commented Granny Frostfall, and a kind of snort of
agreenent ran down the bench

"No, | don't suppose | do," Troubl esone agreed.

"Tain't natural," said one, and Troubl esone’'s eye-



brows rose

"You expected things up here to be natural ?" she
asked.

The Grannys sighed all together, seeing it was a hope-

| ess case, and Troubl esone went to a row of three pegs
on a wall by her bed and took down a long dress all in a
soft scarlet wool and slipped it over her head.

"There," she said, "now I'll not be quite such an
ofi ense to your eyes." And her |long fingers were al nost
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too quick for those sane fourteen sharp eyes to see as
che put the mass of hair into a braid and wound it up
around her head and fastened it tight

It was unjust that anything so wi cked should be so
beautiful, or so clever, or so serene, or so happy with her
| ot —especially the I ast—and the G annys stared glumy

into the fire and pondered on that

"Well, |adies," Troublesonme said at last, sitting her-
sel f down on an upended bucket wi th her arnms w apped
round her knees, since it wouldn't of been nmannerly to
take a chair while the old wonen huddl ed on that

bench, "now you're a bit warmer and dryer, naybe

you'd tell ne what |I'm beholden to for the pleasure of
your conpany?"

"Maybe you might offer us a bite of breakfast first!"
snapped Granny Gabl eframe. "If you care to spare it!"

"It's already cooking," said Troubl esome calmy, "but

| can't do anything much to hurry it along. And while
we're waiting on it—no, | don't have eight plates either
but as it happens |I do have eight spoons—while we're
waiting on it | see no reason not to make the time go by
speaking up on the reason for this visit. I"'mafraid |I'm
not nuch for visitors."

The Grannys all owed as how they never woul d of
figured that out if she hadn't nentioned it, and she
chuckl ed agai n.

"Earn your keep, you dear old things," she teased
Aem brazen as brazen, "earn your keep. What brings
you Hangi ng round mmy door all unannounced and
unkenpt, with snow before the week's out or nmy nanme's
not Troubl esone of Brightwater? You should be hone,
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each in your rocker with your knitting, by your own fire,



telling terrible stories to the tadlings."

Granny Hazel bi de was enbarrassed; true, this one

was properly Nanmed, and her outrageousness cane as

no surprise to anybody, but it had been her, poor

Granny Hazel bide, that had tried to keep sone control
over her when she was a little girl at Castle Brightwater

"Troubl esone, " she said sadly, "have you no feelings
atal | ?"
"Probably not," said Troubl esone pronptly. "Feel -
i ngs about what ?"

*Times arc hard, young wonman," said Hazel bi de,

"times are fearsonme hard! You talk of sitting by our fires
there's precious little left tolay a fire with, down in

the towns. People are suffering, and your own sister lies

near death in the Castle. How can you sit these and face

us and make jokes over it all?"

"Wwuld it help,"” Troubl esone put the question, "if |
nmoaned about it instead? Whuld it ease anybody's

fever, stop anybody's bleeding, or put food in anybody's
stomach or fire on their hearth? Wuld it wake ny sister
—who is nor, by the way, anywhere near death. Not as
near as the seven of you, | assure you."

"Ah, you're heartless," G anny Hazel bi de nour ned.
"Just heartless!"

Troubl esone said nothing at all, but waited and
wat ched, and they began to smell the porridge on the
stove and their stonmachs knotted.

"Well, we want you to make a journey," said G anny
Gabl eframe when it finally becane clear that they' d get
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no more out of the girl. "A long and a perilous journey.
And that's why we're here... to ask you. Politely."

Tr oubl esone stared at her, black brows knit over her
nose, and gave a sharp "tchh" w th her tongue.

"A journey? Go on a trip?"
"Yes. And a good | ong one."
She stood up and went to the stove and began passing
the porridge over to them warning themto use their

shawl s to hold on so they'd not burn their fingers.

"Certainly can't hurt the shawls, the state they're in,"
she said.

She watched themwhile they ate; and seeing that



they were truly hungry, she didn't bother them but
busi ed herself pouring nore tea and serving nore por-

ridge until it seened to her that everybody was at | ast
sati sfied and she could gather up the nmotley collection
of serving things in her apron and put it all into a pan of

hot soapy water.

Wher eupon she sat down, shaking her hands to dry

them and said, "No nore excuses, now. You're dry, and
you're warm and you're fed and watered. It's too cold
for you to be taking baths at your age, so youll have to
stay dirty, and |I've no remedies for your other m series;

I've made you as confortable as |'m capable of. Now
111 have you tell me about this journey, thank you
kindly."

"W want you to go to Castle Wnmmack, " said
Granny Hazel bi de, and Troubl esone al nost fell off her

makeshi ft stool in astonishnment

"To Kintucky? Granny, you' ve |ost your mnd en-
tirely! However would | get to Castle Wmmack?"
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"On a ship."

"Granny Hazel bide, there's no ship goes to Kintucky
any nore, and no supplies to last the journey if there
were. You've been nibbling sonmething best left on its

stem f say."

"W have a ship/' said Hazel bide, putting one stub-
born word after another, "and a crew-mnot nuch of a

crew, but it'll serve in this instance—and supplies
enough to get all of you to Kintucky and back. I ncl ud-
ing me Mule you'll be taking along to get you fromthe

coast to the Castle."

"Dozens!" said Troublesone. "I'd of said that was
i mpossi ble."

"It wasn't cheap."”

"It took all we had,” put in Ganny Wiiffietree, "and
aB that the G annys had on Il ahomah, and a contri -

buti on or two—not necessarily voluntary, if you take ny
nmeani ng—from a few usel ess Magi ci ans and Magi ci ans

of Rank. But we did it"

"Bribed the ship captain, did you? And bribed the
crew?"

"That we did."

"And you think they'll stay bribed!"



"We do. The captain's a Brightwater, and all but one
of the crew as well. And that one's a MDaniels. They'l
stay bribed."

"Supposi ng," hazarded Troubl esonme, |eaning for-
ward, "that | was such a lunatic as to go gallivanting off

to Kintucky in the mddle of me autum . . . just sup-
pose that, which I'mnot... what precisely is nmy goal
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other than to drown nyself and the captain and the
crew and that poor Ml e?"

They told her, and they watched her face go thought-
ful, and Granny Gabl eframe pinched the next G anny
down on the bench, gently; they knew then that they
had her.

"I agree," said Troublesonme slowy, "that it's sure to
be Lewis Mtley Wmuack the ~yd. | do agree on

that. Not a thing Jerem ah Thomas Traveller could have
done that would account for what's happened, but that
Wmack boy is sonething el se again, and | do believe
he lay with Responsible while the Jubil ee was going on."

"So that's who it was!" exclaimed Granny Hazel bi de.
"How di d you know?"

"Ask me no questions. Ganny, |I'Il tell you no lies,"
said Troubl esone. "It makes no neverm nd how | knew.
But you' ve chosen right, for sure and for certain- How
ever. . . you've nothing here but m ssing pieces."

"Expl ain yoursel f!"

"Did you |l earn, before your magi ¢ wound down, that

if sonebody went to see this '"inportant man' it would
make sone difference in the course of events on

Ozar k?" Troubl esome stared them down, and they had

to admt that they hadn't

"And did you learn that just because he's the cause of
Responsi bl e's hearty nap he knows how to wake her up
agai n?

"And did you learn that even if nmy sister was awake

again, she'd be able to do sonething about all this tribu-
lation we suffer fron? Did you?"

It was no to both, of course, and they had to admit it
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"But you*d send nme half round the world on a wild
goose chase, on the slimtagtail of a chance that Acre



m ght be sone use to it?"

And they agreed that they woul d.

"Well," said Troubl esone. "I never heard such non-
sense. "

"Sass!"

"No, | never did. Unless it was youall coming up here

like you did, risking pneunonia com ng up and breaking
every bone in your bodi es goi ng down—cause you pay

me mnd, now, if you thought you had a hard tine get-

ting up here, you just wait till you try getting back

down! It's a heap faster, but it's not a safe trip. No way,
no way in this world, aml going to take any part in such
a fool project, and you should of known better than to

ask ne."

"Your sister |ies—

"Tell me no nore about how ny sister lies!" shouted
Troubl esone. "And tell nme no nore about the suffering
of the people down there below Wasn't it those very
same people that would not heed mny sister when she
tried to warn them and voted away the governnent that
was holding themall together? Wasn't it?"

Tr oubl esonme—

"And for all ny sister had done for them was it not

t hose very sane people that showed her no nore grati-
tude than they would a stick? That's the people we're
tal king about, am't | right, G annys? Don't you ask ne
to reel sorry for those peopl e—1 despise themfor a pack
of contenptible ignorant two-faced good-for-nothing

bel | y-creepi ng serpents, do you hear ne? If their stom
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achs hurt them and their backs pain themand their

hearts are broken, they've asked for that, and no call to
cone whinmpering to me! They made their beds, |et
tiiemwallow in themand cry in their pillows."

"And your sister?" said G anny Hazel bi de, ever so
carefully, in the hush. Wen Troubl esome got going,
she gave a spectacul ar performance, and even the
Grannys were inpressed just a tad.

"It is well known," said Troubl esone of Brightwater

in tones of ice, "that | have no natural human feelings.
My sister can rot there for all | care-not that she will
that doesn't go with it, but she's wel come to—and you
know it perfectly well. Ask any nman, woman, or tadling
on Marktwai n about the conpassi on and the warm

heart of Troubl esome of Brightwater and see what you

get back, if you don't know it already!"



Troubl esome wasn't out of breath, but she was out of

pati ence and way beyond out of hospitality. She stood

up then and ordered themoff, ignoring what they said
about needing to rest, stuffing a carel ess handful of
peachapples in a sack with sone cold biscuits and shov-
ing it at themfor food on the journey home, telling

t hem where the water was safe to drink and which paths
to stay shut of. Warning them of a place where the
snakes were thick this tine of year because of a rock that
got warm each day in the sun, and all but slanm ng her
door behind them They were back out in the weather

and the downhill trek ahead of them before they could
catch their breaths, and they heard the thunp of that
bucket as it hit the wall when she gave it a toss across
the room
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"Well!" said Granny Frostfall. "I've seen nanners,

and |'ve seen manners ... but she does beat all. She is
every last thing she's nade out to be, and sone |left over
and I'lIl wager she eats nails for breakfast when she's got

no conpany to see her."

"She has a reputation to maintain," pointed out
Granny Hazel bi de.
"What's inportant," said Ganny Gabl efrane, "and

all that matters now except for getting down this dratted
nmountain, is that she'll do it."

"We're sure of that, Gablefrane? | don't see it!"

"Ch, we're sure," said Gabl efrane; and G anny Ha-

zel bide and G anny Sherryjake agreed. "W had her the

m nute she asked us to tell her about it, don't you know
anything atall? If she'd turned us a deaf ear, now, and
refused to even listen, and sent us all packing w thout so
much as letting us tell her why we were here . . . well,
that woul d of been Troubl esone's way."

"Ch, yes," said G anny Hazel bide. *(W've got her
fast, the Twelve Comers preserve us all."

"But howll she know where to go? How to find the
shi p?"

"I had that aD on a slip of paper before ever we

started up this overblown hill," sniffed G anny Hazel -

bi de. "And tucked away safe in the pocket of ny skirt

And it's tucked away safe now in her own hand, every-
thi ng she needs to know. She gave that bucket quite a
Bing, there at the last, and she may well pitch the bench
we sat on into her Ere—but she'll keep that piece of
paper safe. Every l|last detail she needs to know, it's on
nere."
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"Law, Ganny Hazel bide/' said one or two. And "My
stars, Hazel bide."

"Well, | know her/' said the Granny. "I know her
well."

"Can't say as | envy you that."

"I don't envy ny self that, but there's tines it's use-
ful," said Ganny Hazel bide. "And now let's us head for
hone. M ght could be we'll nake it before dark. Like
Troubl esone said, it's a sight faster goi ng down than
com ng up."
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Smal | track was neither a supply freighter nor a pleasure
craft. The snell aboard, in spite of a powerful scrub-

bi ng, made you instantly aware that it had been a

fishing boat tor a very long tine. Having the Mile

aboard didn't inprove matters, since Dross had no re-
spect what soever for a human being's ideas about waste

di sposal ; she added a new fragrance to the prevailing
reek of blood and entrails and ancient sUne. The cap-

tain and the four nen of his crew had been on work-

boats of one kind or another all their lives; if they no-
ticed the snell atall, they paid it little mnd. They knew
t hensel ves fortunate that it was wintry weather, and no
hot sun broiling down to bring everything to a constant
simer and perk. As for their passenger, if she found
conditions not to her liking, they didn't mnd that atall.

I f pushed, all five would have acknowl edged a relish

for the idea that Troubl esome of Brightwater night not
be all that confortable crossing the Ccean of Stornms to
Ki ntucky in their racketydrag old boat. They didn't pre-
cisely want her to sutler, being good-natured nmen, but
they were in nmutual accord that she had a trifle discom
fort coming to her. If the mechani sms of the universe
saw fit to provide that disconfort wthout any call for
their hands neddling in it, why, they found that posi-

37
And Then There U Be Fireworks

tively Providential. It spoke to their sense of the fitness
of things.

They were Marktwai ners—four, including the cap-

tain, being Brightwaters by birth, and a single MDan-
iels finishing up the party—and they were consci ous
enough that the wonman who spent her time silent on an
upturned barrel in the stem |ooking out over the rough



water, was their kinswoman. It conforted Gabriel John
McDaniels the zist that he was fust a tad less related to
her than the other four, but they all recognized it as a
burden to be borne. Relations, |ike poison plants and
bal ky Mul es and t he occasi onal fool fish spoiling a catch
were part of the territory; wasn't anybody didn't have
kinfolk they'd just as soon not of.

They'd had their instructions fromthe G annys:

**You | eave her alone, she'll |eave you alone." Sane in-
structions as for nost pesky and viperous things in this
worl d, and they'd proved accurate enough. She sat there

on her barrel by the hour, peering through hooded eyes

t hey none of them would of cared to look into directly.

If she wanted a drink of water, or something to eat, or a
bl anket to wrap round her strong thin shoul ders, she got
it without bothering any of them If there was anything
she wanted that she didn't have—and likely there was,
though it was said she lived a spare and scrinped exi st-
ence on her |onely nmountaintop—she didn't nention it

And if a line fouled near to her, or a solar collector was
wong inits tilt, she fixed whatever was awy, w thout
fuss and without error and with no assistance fromthe

crew.
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A' Uncanny, she is," nuttered Haven MDaniels

Bri ghtwater the 4th, some six hours out to sea. "Just un-
canny!" He cleared his throat and stared up at the gray
flat lid of the sky as if he was indifferent to the whole
thing, just nentioning it in passing. "Can't say as how
woul dn't rather of had sonething else along ... say a
serpent, or naybe a Yallerhound."

Gabriel John McDaniels spat over the side to signify
hi s di sgust and demanded to know what Haven McDan-
iels had come along for, if that was the way he felt
about it.

"What' d you expect?" he asked, jamm ng his hands

into his pockets and setting his feet w de against the rol
of the boat. "You expect a fine lady sitting on a tusset?
Wth needl ework to her hand, maybe, and a kerchief to

her delicate little nose? That is Troubl esone of Bright-
wat er back there, just as agreed upon with the G annys,
and exactly as advertised."

<<! know it," said Haven MDaniels sullenly. "You
think I don't know it?"

"*Wel |, then," Gabriel John answered him "there's

no call to conment on it | strongly m sdoubt the
Grannys woul d of offered each of us the sumthey did if
we' d been taking a Yallerhound to Kintucky. W're
being paid for the hazard of the thing . . . and she's



rightly naned, is Troubl esonel Rightly named, her as
could fry your heart in your chest with no nore' n her
two blue eyes, if she'd a mind to."

The captain heard that, and it didn't surprise him
He'd heard the rest, too, but he'd been ignoring it One
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of the advantages to captaining so small a boat was that
neither crew nor anybody el se aboard coul d keep any-
thing fromhim He spoke up sharp and quick

'That's enough of that, Gabriel John MDaniels," he
rapped out "Days we've got ahead of us, this trip. Bad
weat her and poor food and none of us truly fit... |ast
thing we need here is superstitious claptrap fouling the
air."

"Now, Captai n—

"I said it was enough. You hear ne? | can speak

| ouder, should there be call for to do so. You look to the
weat her, Gabriel John, and to this | eaky woodbucket we
travel in so precariously, and leave the tall tales to the
tadl i ngs and the Grannys. |'m purely astonished, hear-

ing such stuff froma full-grown man, and himw th four
years' full service now on the water."

Gabriel John McDaniels was not inpressed, and he

was not about to drop his eyes to the captain. He'd not
spent his own chil dhood roaming the WI derness Lands

of Marktwain with the man, but his daddy had; and

many a night he'd seen the two of themw th nore whis-
key in themthan had pl eased his nmother. He held Cap-
tain Adam Sheridan Brightwater the Jyd in HO awe.

"You're obliged to take that stand," he said, speaking
right up. "We know that, all of us. But there on that
nail barrel sits the Sister and the Mother and the Geat-
grandmot her of Evil, the Holy One help us all, and we
all of us know that, too! If she so chooses we'll have
storns and | eaks; and if she don't so choose we'll have
an easy journey of it That's no tale for tadlings, now—
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that's sane as saying the sun's nore use to solar collec-
tors than snowis."

There were two M chael Callaway Brightwaters

standi ng near, one of thema ”~oth and the other a 37th,
somet hing of a nuisance in such close quarters. They
hadn't nmuch use for one another, or for Gabriel John
but they shook their heads |ike one man now and al -

| owed as how he was absolutely right and the captain



could leave off his tales any tine.
"We're not fools," said the one they called Bl ack

M chael —aot that his hair was any bl acker than M -
chael Callaway the ~yth's, that was called sinply M -
chael Callaway in the ordinary fashion, but you
couldn't be having them both speak up every time one
was wanted. And M chael Call away nodded, sayi ng:

""We cane for the nobney, same as you. Captain. And

what trouble we've got on our plates is trouble we

bought oursel ves. Conpl ai ning about it, that's not
seemy; | agree to that. Howsonever, Captain, you'll do
us the favor of telling us no lies, thank you very nuch.”

The captain stared at the three of them considering,
and at the el oquent back of Haven MDaniels Bright-
water the 4th, pretending to be fooling with a sail-him
that had started all this—and he shrugged his shoul ders.

"Al'l right," he conceded. "I'Il not dispute youall on

it 1 don't care for her nyself . . . they say she was a
child once, but I'mhard put to it to believe it. But I'll
not listen to prattle over the matter, either, mnd you.
As M chael Callaway rightly says, this is our own doing
of our own free will, and tal k' U change not hi ng. Fur-
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thennore and to go on with, such talk heard at the
wrong end of the boat m ght well provoke the | ady.
You'll do ne the favor of not chancing that. That's ny
[ ast word!"

Truth was, he thought as he turned away fromthem

with a set jaw intended to inpress themwth his
firmess of purpose, the sight of her made his bl ood run
col der than the seawater. No woman shoul d stand six

feet tall like she did; no woman should fit to a fishing-
boat |ike she'd been born on one, when she'd spent her
whole life in Castle and in nountain cabin; no woman
shoul d have the dark fierce beauty that sonehow fl anmed
around her, putting himin mnd of the black roses that
grew near the edge of Marktwain's desert in deep sum
ner.

Anybody' d described her to him and hi mnot know

ing, he'd of thought she'd stir his |oins. Especially out
on this b'dammed ocean with no other woman for many
anmle and many a long lonely night. Yet when he

| ooked at Troubl esone of Brightwater, for all the sweet
curve of her breasts and hips and the perfection of her
face, he would of swom he could feel his manhood
shriveling in his trousers. He'd as soon of bedded a tal
st ake of Ti naseeh ironwood.

That didn't nean he'd tolerate a dauncy and frac-
tious crew, whatever the feelings she raised in himor in
them He'd keep the nen too busy to have tinme |eft over



for munblings and cany-ons. He wanted to get this foo

trip over with-he needed the noney the G annys had

cone up with, and how they'd done it he couldn't imag-

ine, but it was none the less a fool trip for all that—-and
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he wanted to find hinmself back in his own bed, cosy
with his own wife, that was a sort round wonan nore

his style. Wth a voice like the call of an Ozark house-
dove just as the sun was coming up, and no nore |ike
that female in the stemthan if they'd been different
speci es al t oget her.

""You turn to," he barked over his shoul der at the

men, "and 111 do ny share, and we'll get this out of the
way and be home to brag on it before we have tine to

t hi nk."

Nobody said "if we get hone"; they weren't whiners.
They' d been offered a fair sum of npney badly needed,

and they'd do the job it was offered for. Still, it was a
sony time of year to take to sea in a boat this size and
age. Troubl esonme or no Troubl esone. Had the boat

been newer, that would of been a help; had it been

| arger, they couldn't have handl ed her with only the five,
and that would not have been a good thing. It would

cause a certain ampunt of fuss and feathers to drown

five good men, for sure—but if they drowned a daughter

or Castle Brightwater they'd set every Granny on Orark
whirling like a gig . . . that happen, they' d better hope
they all drowned with her. It'd be nore confortable in
the | ong run.

Behi nd the nen. Troubl esone chuckl ed under her
breath, and Gabriel John junped like he'd been
pi nched.

"Knows what we're thinking, that one does," he said

flatly.

"And so does the Miul e, and that doesn't bother
you. "
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"She bothers nme," insisted the man doggedly, "con-
sidering what | was thinking just then when she
| aughed. "

The captain turned back and grabbed Gabriel John's
shoulder in his Est. "That's one word too many," he said
t hrough his teeth. "One word too manyl You guard

your thoughts and keep 'em proper; and you sail this
boat and keep your nind on your business. | don't in-
tend to have to say any of this again."



As they'd said, there were certain stands he was
obliged to take.

It happened that Troubl esone did know what they

were thinking. But not because of any telepathic

powers, such as the Mil es had, or the Magicians of

Rank. No special powers were required to read those

stiff backs with the nuscles knotted round the necks-
whoppi ng headaches they were going to have, | ater on

—or the rigid shoulders, or their nmuttering back of their
hands and out of the conmers of their nouths. It anused
her mghtily to think that they could believe she had
special skills and still be fretting about their hides; it
showed a | ack of conmon sense. After all, if this boat
went down, she'd go down with it O perhaps it was

their souls that they were really worried about, and not
their hides; perhaps they thought the w ckedness m ght

bl ow of f of her in the seawind and stick to them forever
and ever nore. She chuckl ed again, and watched the
nmuscles in their backs twitch to the sound, before she
turned her head to | ook out over the water.

She wasn't sure, of what she'd seen out there, not yet
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M ght could be it'd been only a trick of the light slanted
on the water, such as had ages back made nen t hi nk

dragons swamin the oceans of Ad Earth. M ght could

be it had been the squint of her eye against that light, or
her irritation of mnd. There was not a single reason to
bel i eve that a creature never seen since First Landing-
seen then by a group of exhausted people that m ght

have been over given to imagi ni ng—shoul d choose to

show up a thousand years | ater and sw m al ongsi de her

to Kintucky. It was as unlikely a happenstance as had

cone her way within nenory, and she wasn't going to

assune it for gospel too quickly.

First, she'd wait for another sight of that great tai
split three ways. And then probably she'd wait for the

| oyal purple of the thing's flesh to show up clear in the
gray of the sea. And when both had happened, assum

ing they did happen, she'd think it over—and m ght

could be she'd go bel ow and swal | ow a dose to cure her

of her mindfollies.

The Teaching Story had not one word extra to spare

on the subject of the creature she half thought she'd
seen. The fuel on The Ship had gone bad. Every | ast

t hi ng had been going frombad to worse. The tinme had
cone when it was land or die; and then just as they
made a desperate plunge toward the pl anet bel ow t hem
t he engi nes gave up conpletely and The Ship fell into
the Qutward Deeps. At which point, as the G annys
taught ib



Even as the water closed over the dying ship and
First Granny told the children to stop their cater-
waul i ng and prepare to nmeet their Maker with their
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nmout hs shut and their eyes open, a wonderful thing
happened. Just a wonderful thing!

Forty of themthere were, shaped |ike the great

whal es of Earth, but that their tails split three ways
i nstead of two. And their color was the royal pur-

ple, the purple of nmjestic sovereignty.

They met The Ship as it fell, rising up in a circle as
it sank toward the bottom And they bore it up on
their backs as easy as a nman packs a baby, and laid

it out in the shallows, where the Captain and the
crew coul d get The Ship's door open, and every-

body could wade right out of there to safety.

They were the Wse Ones, so named by First

Granny; and it may be that they live there still in

t he Qutward Deeps.

And it may be that they don't. A thousand years ago,

that was, that First Granny had | ooked into the huge

eye of one of them and seen there sonething she

clainmed at once for wisdom and no | east sign of them
since in all this long tine. They could certainly all have
di ed—+ong, long ago. If ever they were real, that is, and
not an illusion born of desperation and nourished on

G annyt al k.

No ot her Teaching Story made nention of them and

no song; not even a scrap of a saying referred to them It
made them nost unlikely traveling compani ons! Wy,

even the creatures of AOd Earth, those |eft-behind ones

t hat nobody'd seen since before the Ozarkers left their
hone pl anet, came up now and again in sayings. Take

t he groundhog; what a groundhog m ght be, Troubl e-
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some couldn't have said. There was nothi ng what soever
in die conputer databanks about them nor anywhere

el se. But she knew easy enough fromthe rol es ground-
hogs took in daily converse that they couldn't of been
any kind of hog- "Quick as a groundhog down a hole!™
the Grannys would say. "No bigger'n the ear on a
groundhog! " "Saw its shadow and popped under like a
groundhog! " Had to of been little, and quick, and sone-
how si gnificant; you could figure that out fromthe
scraps. But the creatures of the Qutward Deeps? They
were nentioned nowhere at all, and what nysterious

pur pose night bring one to be her escort now. . . She
sighed. It wasn't reasonabl e; but then her ignorance was
gr eat

Tr oubl esone turned her head to the wind and took a



deep breath of the salt air to drown out some of the fish
stink, and gathered her shaw s cl oser round her, win-
kling her nose as the blown spray spattered her face. It
woul d cone up a rain shortly, she was sure, and the nen
woul d be blam ng her for it Law, what woul dn't she

give to have had the weather skills they were willing to
lay to her account! Now that would of been of sone

use. Dry fields she could of watered, and high w nds tak-
ing off the good topsoil she could of tenpered, and
where the rivers were bringing sullen rot to the roots of
growi ng things she could of driven back the cl ouds and
et the sun see to drying them out There'd of been a
good deal |ess hunger on Ozark if she'd been able to
turn her hand to such work as that.

I nstead of which, she thought, reality falling back
over her with a thunmp, she was off on the wildest of
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goose chases, set her by seven dithering Gannys. Of to
see the Lewis Mtley Wnmack the 33rd-

No speci al wonder her sister had lusted after the man
and taken himso willingly to her bed. There was no
prettiness to him no softness anywhere, but he was a
man to feast the hungry eyes on, not to nention a few

ot her senses- He gave off a kind of draw ng warnth that
natural ly nmade you want to shelter in it, male or female
—as she herself gave off a cold wind that said, Stand
Back! If lust had been one of the enotions known to

her she night very well have fancied himher own self;

in a kind of abstract fashion, she could see that. But
handy though he nmight be in a bed, the idea that sone

act of his lay behind Responsible's sorry condition, or
that he could do anything to inprove it ... ah, that

was only foolishness. Troubl esomre had no hope for the
journey's end; she traveled to Kintucky for the excellent
reason that she'd never been there and m ght never have
a second chance, and because curiosity was one of the
enotions she was familiar wth.

There were tinmes, in point of fact, when she found
hersel f so curious about the workings of this world that
the I ack of any source to ask questions of was al nost a
physi cal pain. At such times, there being no purpose to
such a feeling, she was grateful for the nmountain to take
out her energies on, and she wel coned the work given

her to do though she understood it scarcely at all. She
woul d go at her loomthen with a vengeance, naking

the shuttle fly, singing ballads so old she didn't know
what half the words nmeant. Unlike her sister, she could
sing to pleasure even the demandi ng ear, and when her
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audi ence was only birds and small creatures she didn't
m nd doing it. There was nobody on the nmountain to
wonder at a female singing out "I go to Troubl esone to
mourn and weep" when the word was her very nane,

nor to pity her for the next line all about sleeping un-
sati sfied, nor to wonder as she changed tunes where

Wal tzi ng Hayne might be. She | oved the queer ancient
songs and val ued them far above such frippery as was
sung t hese nodem days.

Thi nking of it, she very nearly began to sing, and

then remenbered the five men—t would not do to have

t hem hear her singing and carry the tale of it back to
Brightwater. She closed her lips firmy on the riddling
song she'd al nost | et escape, and resolved to close her
mnd just as tight to the questions running round there.
She'd get no answers to themin her lifetine, and m ght
could be it wasn't neant that hunmans shoul d have those
answers. Mght could be, for instance, that they were

t he proper know edge of the Wse Ones, kept in trust
against a tinme when they might be needed,

Granny Hazel bide, comenting to the little girls on

Ae Teaching Story about the saving of the Orarkers at
First Landing, always said the sane thing: "First

Granny | ooked right into the eyes of one of them just
right into its eyes! And she said then and there, no hesi-
tating and no pondering on it, 'They are the Wse

Ones,' and no doubt that is so."

Per haps, thought Troubl esone. Perhaps. She'd seen

eyes to creatures that | ooked to contain all the secrets of
t he uni verse. The feydeer, for exanple, along the ridges
above tinberline. They had eyes you could gaze into
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forever, and they had minds as enpty as a shell left
behind by its tenant and scoured out by a determ ned
housewi fe. Rain gave them a fever that becane a pneu-
nmoni a and kept them few in nunber, but they hadn't

sense enough to go down a few feet on the nountain

where they could have stood beneath a tree or under a

| edge out of the weather. They just waited, shaking and
bedraggl ed, for the rain to kill themoff. It gave the lie
to those eyes, for all they | ooked so know ng.

She had a firmintention, if there was indeed a Wse

One keeping this dilapidation of a boat conpany for

some purpose of its own; and it was that intention that

kept her here with her eyes fixed to the water, hour after
hour. She wanted to | ook, her own self, "right into" the
eye of the sea creature. It would be an eye to renenber,

if it were no nore a gate to wi sdomthan the feydeer' sl
Judgi ng by the tail she thought she'd caught a glinpse

of, be the animal truly wise or truly foolish it was as big
as this boat The eyes would be ... how big? The size



of her head, with a pupil to match? M ght could be.

Law, to see that, to give it a look as it rose to dive, and
to get a | ook back! That would be a thing to renenber

all her days and all her nights, and she had no intention
of missing it if it came her way. She had no other

chores; she would sit here and watch over the water for

t hat exchange of glances, all the way to Kintucky and al
the way back if need be.

The nmen turned surly eventually, as was to be ex-
pected. And after they'd seen Troubl esome well onto
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the land the captain thought it prudent to let themtalk
it out of their systens while the boat rode at anchor

They went on awhile about their various disgruntle-
ments, allow ng as how they were sony they ever let the
Grannys tenpt themto this forsaken place. Allow ng as
how t hey' d never before seen a Miule swimthe sea with

a wonman on its back and they called that witchery and
they'd like to hear the captain deny themthat. And they
did a ditty on the short rations—as if they were any
shorter than they'd been ashore—and another on the
constant drizzling rain that had pursued themall the
way and | ooked likely to pursue themall the way back
and they'd like to hear the captain deny themthat!

Adam Sheridan Bri ghtwater was wi se in the ways of

surly nen; he deni ed nothing, made uninterpretable

noi ses when they drew breath and seened to expect a re-
sponse, and |l et them wear thenselves out. Only when

they were reduced to nmuttering that if she hadn't been a
worman, by the Holy One, they'd of gone off and left her
and her bedammed Mule to tend for thensel ves did he

add anything to the conversation. Seeing as there was no
knowi ng how long they'd be there waiting for her, he
thought it might be better to turn their mnds fromthe
i dea of abandoni ng her in the Kintucky forests and
headi ng for hone.

At What do you suppose she was | ooki ng at back there

all that tinme?" he threw out, rubbing at his beard.

"That has got to be the | ookingest wonan ever | did see
and nothing to | ook at but water, water, and stil

nore water. Thought her eyes would drop right out of

her head."
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"I don*t know what it was she was staring after/'
Gabri el John answered hi m pronpdy, "but | know one

t hi ng—+t never turned up, and she's given up on it"

"How do you know t hat ?



"Heard her. This is a mghty smafl boat, if you hadn't
noticed that already, for keeping secrets on."

"What' d she say?" demanded Bl ack M chael, and
when Gabriel John told themthey whistled | ong and
| ow.

"No worman says that," decl ared Haven MDani el s
Bri ght wat er .

"She did." Gabriel John was staunch as staunch

"Right in a string, she said it, three broad words such as
| never heard before at one tine in the mouth of a man.
And | saw her give the gunwal es a kick that | doubt did
her foot nmuch good. In a right smart tenper, she was!"

"We coul d ask her," M chael Callaway proposed.

"Ask her? You enjoy being dogbit, Mchael Calla-
way ?"

"There's no dogs on this boat, you dammed f ool
Mul es, but no dogs. Tal k sense, why don't you!"

Bl ack M chael gave him an equally black | ook and
smacked his thigh with the flat of his hand and called
hi m a damed f ool
"You ask her a question," he said, "shell take your
head right off at the arnpits! Dogbit's not a patch on it,
| can tell you. Wiy, | had the uppity gall to ask her
hi ghandm ght yness could | help her with a jamed
hatch, M chael Callaway, and | near |ost part of ny
nost val uabl e anat ony when she flung it back at ne

you'd of thought 1'd offered to toss her skirts up
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and tunmble her, tall scrawny gawk that she is, and

meant her only a kindness! Huh! | say |eave her al one,
as Ae Grannys directed, and be grateful if she foll ows
suit Womanbit, that's what you'll be otherwise ... or

wormanki cked, or womanstung, or worse!™

Captain Brightwater nodded his agreement with that
as a general policy, it being sonmewhat nore than obvi-
ous, and the nods went slowy all round.

"Maybe she'll sight whatever it was on the way back
after all," he said easily. "And rmaybe that'll make her
pl easanter to be around. We can hope."

Troubl esone, doing her best to keep the branches
rrom whi pping Dross into a refusal to go on through the
Ki ntucky W/ derness, was not expecting any such thing.
The tail she'd seen again, a tine or two, and a flash of
purple. Sufficient to prove that the aninmal was there and



as real as she was. But had it neant her to see anything
nore, had it intended a shared gl ance, it would have
happened by now, and she'd resigned herself to that
She'd not be staring over the water on the trip back
yearni ng after what she was not to have

She only hoped they'd make it back to Marktwain,

d ad as she was that they hadn't seen their huge com

pani on, those stalwart sailing nmen, and determ ned as

she was to let slip no careless word now or |ater, she was
astoni shed. It seened to her that they mght well have
troubl e even finding Marktwain again, it being no

bi gger than a continent- Wat kind of sailors were they,
that an animal the size of their boat could swi m al ong-
side them fromone side of the ocean to the other, and
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t hem never even notice it? Come tine to | and again, she
m ght have to point themout the coast or they'd sai

ri ght on past

"Di sgusting,"” she said to Dross, who said nothing
back, but whuffled at her in a way Troubl esone was

willing to take for confirmation. "Plain disgusting!"
54
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"I say we should use the lasers, and the devil take the
treaties." The King of Parson Kingdomtook a | ook at
their faces and shivered in the cold, and he said it over
again, louder and clearer, to be sure they'd heard him

There'd been a day when a statenent |ike that, aD

naked and unadorned and enough to shock the whiskers

off a grown man's face, would have been cushi oned
somewhat by the rugs and draperies and furnishings of
Castl e Parson. No |onger. The Castle had been stripped

of everything that had any value, and it was nothing

now but a great hulk of stone in which every word

echoed and bounced fromwall to wall and down the

bare corridors. Any citizen choosing to |look in the w n-
dows at the royal Family might do so; no curtains hung
Acre. And the chair where Granny Dover sat pursing

her lips at the King's scandal ous talk was the only chair
they had left; a rocker for the Granny in residence, and
a courtesy to her old bones. As for the rest of them they
sat on the Boor and | eaned against the wall, or dragged
up the rough workbenches that had once been out in

the stables and now served for eating neals. Wen

there were neals, which was far from al ways.

"Jordan Sanderl ei gh Parson the 2*rd/* said the
Granny grimy—-she'd never said "Your Mjesty" to
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hi m nor ever woul d—you' ve been hinting at that, and

ti ppytoeing around that, these last three days now

but I never thought 1'd live to hear you cone right out
and say it in so many words."

"And only blind luck that you have lived that |ong,"
the man retorted-

"No," said the old |l ady. "Many a thing as has

changed in these terrible tines, many a thing. Kings at
Farson and Guthrie, 'stead of Masters of the Castle, as
has been since First Landing and is decent and respect-
abl el Three old fools at Castle Purdy calling thensel ves
Senators, if you please, and splitting the Kingdom s
governance three ways, when they never could run it

even when it wasn't split and they had tradition to give
'em a due what to do every now and again!"

"Granny, don't start,"
hi m no mi nd what soever

begged the King, but she paid

"But the day's not cone yet," she went on. "when an
Ozar ker —al ways excepting the filthy Magicians of

Rank, that, praise be, have had their teeth pulled any-
way—when an Ozarker would raise a hand to harm a

Granny. 1'll be here a while yet, if we do |ive on weeds
and bad fish. I'll be here a while."

Marycharl otte of Wwmmack, huddl ed agai nst the

draft in a comer nore or |less sheltered fromthe w nd,
chal | enged her husband and drew her shaw tighter
round her shoul ders.

"W gave our word," she flung at him "as did Cas-
tles Guthrie and Purdy! We aren't degraded enough
living worse than aninals in a cave—at |east they have
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fur enough to keep themwarm or sense enough to

sleep the winter out—we aren't degraded enough? Eat -

ing thin soup three tinmes a day, made |ike the G anny
says out of weeds and roots and one bad fish to a
kettleful, and the Twelve Gates only knows what peo-

ple not at the Castle must be living on! That's not
enough for you yet? Al the aninals slaughtered, all the
children and the ol d people sick, and the young ones

fast joining them that won't satisfy you nen? Mist we
be liars and traitors as well, before you've hod enough?”

Jordan Sanderl ei gh Farson turned his back on his

Queen and spoke to the wall before him down which a
skinny trickle of water ran day and ni ght fromthe danp
and the fog.



"We cannot go on like this," he said dully.

"There's a choi ce?"

**\WW cannot go on fighting a war," answered the

King, "grown nmen froma time when ships can travel
fromstar to star and computers can send nmessages over
countl ess thousands of mles . . . fighting a war with
sticks, and boul ders, and knives, and a handful of rifles
meant for hunting or taken out of display cases at the
museuns. You should see it out there, you two .

you're so snug, you should go take a long look. It's a
giant foolery, entirely suitable for the comedy at a | ow
quality fair in a Purdy back county. Except that people
arc not |aughing, you know. People are dying."

**| thought that's what you wanted," said Marychar-
lotte. "People dying."
"You made it right plain that was what you want ed,
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all you men,’
tion."

Granny Dover backed her up. "No ques-

The man | eaned agai nst the wall, whether it was de-
spair or exhaustion or both they did not know, and
shouted at the two of them

"W never had any intention that it was to drag on

and on and on like this!" he roared. "A week or two, we

t hought, naybe a nonth or two at worst and a few hun-
dred dead, and then it would be overi This isn't what we
meant to have happen ... oh, the Holy One help ne

ina bitter hour, it was never what was intended, never!"

The two women, the one near a hundred years oH

and the other in the full bloomof her years, but both lit-
tle nore than bones wapped in frayed rags, they kept
their silence. He | ooked to themfor the snpoth noves
to confort that he expected, the reassurance that of
course it wasn't his fault and he had done all he could
and nore than nost woul d of been able to; and none of
that was forthcomng. They didn't say to stop his whin-
ing ... but he heard it nonethel ess. Jordan San-

derl eigh, raised on the constant soothi ng words and
hands of Ozark women, felt utterly abandoned. This

was i ndeed a new day, and a new tinme altogether, when

t he wonen of his own househol d | ooked at himlike

they would a benastied three-year-old.

"Jordan Sanderleigh," said the G anny, and she neas-
ured her words out one by one and hammered themin
with the tip of her cane, "when this war began, a Sol -
emm Council was held- Al the Fanilies of Arkansaw,
(here assenbled. And it was agreed that we were
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Ozar kers, not barbarians such as we left on AOd Earth
because we despi sed them worse than vennin! And it
was agreed that in the nane of decency, to which we

still lay claim | hope, no Arkansawyer would use a | aser
agai nst anot her or agai nst another's hol dings. Signed it
was, and sealed. And we'll not be the ones as goes back
onit"

The man flung hinmsel f down on the nearest w ndow

| edge and cl osed his eyes. He renenbered the occasion
well. Hinself, King of Farson; Janes John the i7th,

King of Guthrie; the three Purdy Senators ... the

Granny was right that they were fools, all they could do
was squabbl e anong t hensel ves, but they'd had dignity
that day, the Purdy crest on their shoulders and their
staffs or office in their hands. And the wonen, all absent
to show their disapproval, but willing when it was over
to admit that if there had to be a war it was a consid-
erabl e i mprovenent over the ancient kind for themto
nmeet before it and set up its conditions. He had not
been ashaned that day, and he had not been poor; he

had been eager to get at the war, to settle once and for
all the question of who should be first on Arkansaw, to
be done with it and take up their lives once again. And
he had been nore than willing to sign that treaty ban-
ning the lasers... it was civilized.

"We all die, then/' he said aloud. "Slowy. Like fools
and lunatics."

The Granny hesitated not one second.
, 'S0 be it," she said.

"Ah, you wonen are hard," nourned the man.
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"Ah, you nmen are fools. And lunatics." Marychar-
lotte of Wommack nocked him matchi ng her tones ex-
actly to his. And he said nothing nore.

Qut in the ravaged WI derness Lands of Arkansaw

the struggle went on, as it had for near twelve nonths
now. First there had been the prelinnary squabbling, as
each of the Castles noved to lay out that it should rule
over all on Arkansaw henceforth, and be first anong the
t hree Ki ngdons, and had thought to do that with words
and threats and strutting about. There'd been no idiot
behavi or such as had di sgraced Castle Smith, no purple
vel vet and erm ne and jewel ed scepters and Dukes and
Duchesses—a King and a Queen, dressed as they'd al -

ways dressed, that had sufficed. But it had never occurred
to either Farson or Guthrie that the two other Casdes
woul d argue about their obvious and predestined su-
premacy on the continent



And then when it becanme obvious to everybody that

neit her Farson nor Guthrie would ever accept the other
and that Castle Purdy woul d never do nore than wait to
see which was the winner so that it could join that side,
t here had been the period of drawi ng back to the Cas-
tles to decide what was to be done. There had been the
shanmeful ravaging of the tiny continent of Mzzurah off
Arkansaw s western coast, both the Kingdons of Lew s

and of Mdtley, so that that |and which had been the
greenest and fairest of all Ozark now | ooked |ike the af-
tertime of a series of plagues and visitations of the wath
of some denented god. Not that M zzurah had want ed

any part in the feuds of Arkansaw, but that Arkansaw

60
And Then There'll Be Fireworks

had been desperate for even Mzzurah's pitiful re-
sour ces.

And then the war had broken out—with the dignified
meeting first, of course, to lay down the rules—and it
dragged on still. Gvil war.

Wien the citizens of Mzzurah had been ordered to

join in the fighting on Arkansaw, they had nade it nore
than clear that no anpbunt of harassment would bring
themto any such pass, so that it had been necessary for
the Arkansawyers to take the Masters of Castles Mtley
and Lewi s and hold them hostage at Castle CGuthrie as
surety against their people's obedience.

And now the men of M zzurah fought al ongside the

men of Arkansaw, divided up three ways anong the

three Castles as was fair and proper, since it was that or
see the hostages hung, or worse; but they spoke not one
word, and they never would- In silence, they drew their
kni ves, that had been intended for the merciful killing
of herdbeasts, and used them on other Orarkers as they
wer e commanded, excepting al ways the delicate care

they used to be sure they rai sed no hand agai nst anot her
M zzuran. In the sane silence they dropped great boul -
ders from Arkansaw s cliffs down on colums of clinb-

ing men, and threw staffs of Tinaseeh ironwod to pin

men agai nst those cliffs for a death not one of them
woul d have inHicted on any aninmal. The officers had the
fewrifles, and no M zzuran was an officer, which neant
they had no shooting to do, and that was probably just

as well. The Lewi ses were wi thout question the best

shots on Ozark, having always fancied the sport of
shooting at targets, and keeping it up over the centuries
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when nost of the Families had let the skill fall away
i nto disuse.



The M zzurah wonen fought beside their nen, those

not required back at home to care for tadlings and
babes. "If the men nust go, we go also/' they'd said,
and the wonen of Arkansaw, that woul d have not hi ng

to do with the civil war anmong their men thensel ves,
had nodded their heads in approval. It was fitting, and
t hey woul d have done the sanme, had the situations been
the sane. They had been nmuch enbarrassed when a

Purdy femal e, a tad confused about what was after aU a
conplicated ethical question, took up an ironwod staff
and marched off to join her older brother in the Battle
of Saints Beard Creek; and it was the wonen of Castle
Par son, happening to be closest, that had gone out and
got the tool creature and brought her back to a wll ow
switch across her bare buttocks, for all she was sixteen
years of age. If that was what it took to make things
clear at Castle Purdy, that was what it took, and they
had not scrupled to do it

Thirty men, two of them M zzurans, were dug in at a

m ne entrance near the border of Farson Ki ngdom

under the conmand of N cholas Andrew CGuthrie the

41 st, on this day. Three days they'd been there now, and
t hough water was plentiful it was foul ed+hat'd be the
wor k of the Purdys, upstream-and the food was gone

since the night before.

Their | eader stared sullenly into the drizzle, and sat in
the slimy packed | ayers of wet |eaves at the nine-nouth,
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aad woul d not be persuaded to go inside where it was at
kastdry.

"The sentries have to stay out here/' he pointed out
"You're not a sentry."

"AU t he sane."

"Ifs foolishness," objected another Guthrie, close kin
enough to offer open criticismregardless of rank
"Whatl | you gain that way, except pneunoni a?"
"Pneunoni a," said N cholas Andrew Guthrie. "And

m wel conme it. Rather die that way than nost of the

other possibilities... at least it's an honorabl e death."

"Not if you | eave your nen wthout a | eader by
catching it, you bl amed pi gheaded fool !"

N chol as Andrew Guthrie didn't even turn his head

"What you talk there is the talk of a war that's real,"
he said, and spat to show his disgust. "This is no rea



war, and I'mno real |eader, and youall're no real sol-
diers. And you'd be no nore | eaderl ess without me than
you are while | sit here and court the passing gernms, so
Aut your nouth."

<'That's inspiring talk," said his cousin. "Really makes
us all feel like throwi ng ourselves into the heat of battle,
let me tell you."

**You want inspiration,"” said N cholas Andrew, "you

go home and get sone. You'll get none out here. Here,
you' ve got not hi ng what soever to do but wait for a Far"
son, or mght could be sone pitiful Purdy, |ost as usual
to show up, so you can stick himthrough the gut with
what ever's handy, or himyou. M ght could be you'd

even have the privilege of doing your gutsticking on a
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M zzurah wonman, just for the variety of the thing. And
everybody can cut one nore notch on the tinber nearest
themto signify the occasion. That inspire you? It
doesn't inspire me, not the least bit."

There was a long silence, broken only by the constant
nanel ess noi se the drizzle nade. And then a man spoke
from behind them "How many do you reckon there are
left of us?" He had a festering sore on his leg, that
woul d get no better in this danp, and a bandage to his
shoul der, and he | eaned against the mne wall to keep
fromfalling. "How many, sir?"

My brave and stalwart conpany, thought Nichol as
Andrew wyly. My conpany of wal ki ng dead. Flourish

of trumpets, roU of druns, off left. Aloud, he said he
didn't know.

"What with the bad food, and the sickness there's

neither magic nor nedicine to treat, and what with the

cold, and this bleeding twelvesquare excuse for a war
there nmight could be two thousand of us, all told."

"Two thousand, Nicholas Andrew Guthrie!" The
man staggered and clutched at nothing, and sonebody
nmoved quickly to grab the shoul der that wasn't hurt.

"Come on, now," said the kinsman hastily, "you

don't mean that, and it's a downright cruel thing to

»
say.

"Well, | stand by it," snapped N chol as Andrew.

"And if only a Purdy or a Farson'd cone by this place,
m ght could be we'd be able to nmake that one thousand
ni ne hundred and ni nety-nine."



There was silence behind himagain, and he hoped it
woul d last this time; he had no heart for talking to
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them The figure he'd named was a blind guess, but it
could not be much nore than that Taking it in round
nunbers, there'd been ninety thousand of them when

this began; fifty thousand Guthries, twenty thousand
Farsons, and twenty thousand Purdys. At |east sixteen

t housand Lew ses and Mdtleys conbi ned, he'd hazard.

And what was |left would hardly make one good-sized
village . . . and nothing gained for it, nor nothing ever
to be gained. Over those centuries when viol ence was
just sonething in stories and songs around the fire, and
an evil sonething at that, the Ozarkeis had forgotten
what their native stubbornness would nmean if it were

put to violent purposes.

It neant nobody woul d ever yield. It meant nobody

woul d ever give up, ever say, "Al right, let's stop before
every last one of us is dead in this ness. Al right—you
can be the winner, if that's what it takes to stop this!"

It would never happen. Wen only two Arkansawyers

of different Kingdonms still rerained alive on this |and,
they would be fighting hand to hand—ith two rocks, if

that was all they had left to fight with, as seened |ikely.
And it would be a fight to die death. It seenmed some-

times that sonebody ought to of renmenbered, when it
started, what a war would be |ike when there could be

no giving up ever. . .but nobody had.

The Gentl es had no doubt gone deep into the bowels

of the earth; not one had been seen since since the first
day of the fighting. And if they sinply waited there | ong
enough, they woul d have Arkansaw back for their own
again, what was left of it, without a single Ozarker to
troubl e them
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"I think | hear sonething," whispered a boy at his
side, crawling up close to whisper it in his ear. "Want |
shoul d go take a | ook?"

"You step outside this mne-mouth/' said N chol as
Andrew flatly, and right out |oud, "and provided you
did indeed liear something* youll be picked off before
your beautiful blue eyes can blink tw ce."

"Ch ... | thought | could get out there, quick-like,
and scout around."



Ni chol as Andrew was so weary of expl ai ning what

two and two added up to, and explaining it to babes
barely out of their diapers... He drew a | ong breath,
and tried to sound patient.

"Supposi ng you di d hear sonething, son," he said,
"and supposing it was a human bei ng and one fighting
agai nst us. Either hell stay where he is, which'Il do us
no harm or he'll come out into the open where we can
pick himoff fromhere—which'll do us no harm If he
made a noi se, you can be sure the idea was to get one of
us to cone out and be picked off. Qtherw se, he'd of
kept quiet. You follow all that?"

"Yes, sir," said the boy. "Yes, sir, | do. | expect I'm
m ghty ignorant™

"I expect you're mghty young," said Nichol as An-
drew. "Now get back inside where it's safer.”

I gnorance. He thought about ignorance. H's own nil-
itary training had been conposed of a speech made to a
coupl e dozen like him TTieyMall been told that war
wasn't much different from hunting, always excepting
what the quarry was, and that they'd been picked for
their natural qualities of |eadership and their good
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heal th, and that they were expected to vse their com
nmon sense. That had been the sumtotal of it.

At Castle CGuthrie the state of despair was not quite
so conplete as it was out in the WIderness Lands or at
the other two Castles. Castle Cuthrie had been richest
to begin with; it was richest still, though its poverty was
astoni shing. And it had the two hostages, two living
synmbol s that some real action had once been taken—

Sal em Sheridan Lewis the 43"3, and Hal breth Nichol as
Smith the i2th, himas was husband to D anond of

Mot |l ey and Master of Mtley Castle. Wether he

woul d have stayed on as Master there after the Confed-
eration of Continents was dissol ved, or gone back to
Smith Kingdomto |oin his kin, there'd not been tine
for anybody to find out. Before the issue could be re-
sol ved, he'd found hinself hostage here; and m ght
could be there were tinmes when he was thankful for the
curious chance of it It would not of been easy for him
to choose between his own househol d-his wife and his
children—and his kin. Especially when his kin were
known to out-Purdy the Purdys for stupidity.

Around the one fire they had burning in the Castle,
the Guthries sat in Council. Janes John Cuthrie the
17th, another threadbare King; Myrrh of Guthrie, his
sixth cousin and his queen as well; Mchael Stepforth
Quthrie the nth. Mgician of Rank (for all that



signified these days); three older sons and an odd cousin
or two.

They were not discussing the possibility of bringing
into this war the cruel and efficient [asers, of which every
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Arkansaw Fami |y had a plentiful supply, used to shape

Ti naseeh i ronwood and work AAansaw mines and quite
capabl e of cutting a man into strips no thicker than a
sheet of pliofilm They were not yet reduced to consider-
i ng such nmeasures, unlike the Parsons, for they had one
hole card left to themstill. They were di scussing the
guestion of whether a Guthrie ship mght be put to use.

"W only have nmen enough left to send one nedi um

sized ship, maybe a Cass C freighter," Mchael Step-
forth was saying, "but one is all we ought to need, and a
Class C quite big enough. W send it in to Brightwater
Landi ng, we take the Castle, we get ourselves a com
puter and a comset transnmitter and three or four techni-
ci ans that know how to assenble and run those, grab

what ever they tell us we have to have in the way of

equi prent —and back we cone. Wy not ?"

"You think Brightwater'd let us get away with that?"
demanded Myrrh of Guthrie. "It's a far sight from
being what 1'd call a secret operation.”

"W don't have any reason to believe Brightwater

even knows there is war on Arkansaw, " said her hus-

band. He gave the high stone hearth an irritated kick
with the toe of his boot, and then did it again for good
nmeasure. "For all they know, we're fat and prosperous
over here, living peacefully and respectably, sitting
round the tables tossing off strawberry wine and rem

i ni scing about the ol den days."

"CGoatflop," pronounced Granny Still neadow. El e-
gance had never been her strong suit "l suppose they
t hi nk snow doesn't fall here, nor diphtheria touch the
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babi es, nor rivers ever go to flood, nor any other such or-
di nary human cat astrophes. | suppose they think we
Arkansawyers are imune to all such truck. Goatflop!"

"Al'l right," said the King, "I'll grant you that's not
reasonable. |I'Il grant you that wasn't the brightest
speech | ever nade."

"That's m ghty becom ng of you," snorted the
Granny. "Seeing as how it was beyond question the
st upi dest speech you ever made, and not for |ack of



ot her exanples to choose from™

"Granny Stillnmeadow,” said the man, "you can

granny at ne all you like, and no doubt | deserve it. But
it still holds that they have no reason, none what soever,
to be suspicious of one of our ships at their Landing. If
they think we're starving over here, they'll be just that
nore likely to think we've cone to beg for food, and

say let them4ust so as we get inside the Castle."

They thought about that a while. It was true, there'd
been no conmuni cati on between the other continents

and Arkansaw—+t was barely possible that, with the
consets out and the Miules not flying, the war on Arkan-
saw was as much a secret to the Brightwaters as condi -
tions on Kintucky were to the Famlies of Arkansaw. It
was not somet hing you could test, one way or the other
The war took up so much of their mnds that there was
a sneaking tendency to consider it the major preoccu-
pati on of everyone else on Ozark as well . . . but that
was clearly foolish. Childish. Mght could be everybody
knew, and what they thought of it would not be any-
thing to pleasure the ear. And night could be nobody
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knew except the sony citizens of M zzurah, that had
suffered its effects directly. There was no way of know

i ng.

And it was true that nobody but Brightwater and

Qut hri e had had ships of a size adequate for ocean
transport, and Quthrie still had its ships; putting one of
themto use was somet hing open to them however

much it might strain the |ast fragments of their supplies
and energi es.

"Think, Granny Still meadow, " said M chael Step-
forth Guthrie. "Think what it would nean, if it
wor ked. "

"Wth computers, and conputer technicians to run
them we'd have just enough of an edge," put in one of
the sons. "Just enough to turn things around. G anny."

Yes. They would be able to offer the remants of the
popul ati on of Arkansaw quite a few things, if they had
the conputers. And do to themquite a few things, if
they seenmed reluctant to accept the benefits offered.

"I't's everything wagered on one throw," said G anny
Stillmeadow, "I rem nd you of that. W mght send a
ship once; we might get into the Castle once . . . but
there's only the once. And | renind you that even that
pi ddl i ng chance is a matter of pure ignorant |uck, no
nore! We've not so much as a Housekeepi ng Spel

to set behind it as a prop-up, don't you forget that!"



"So? Qur luck is not as good as anybody el se' s?"

The Granny made a noise like a Miul e whuffling, and

brought her knitting needles to a full stop, and stared at
himin a mxture of contenpt and disbelief that had an

el oquence words woul d be hard put to it to match
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"Coming fromyou, Mchael Stepforth,” put in

Myrrh of Quthrie, "that does sound half-witted. 'l
back the Granny on that W may all have started even
so far as luck was concerned, when we began this—
everything fair and square. But when we brought the
Masters of Lewis and Mdtley into this Castle and put
t hem under guard, them as had no quarrel with us nor
ever wanted any, nor ever raised a hand agai nst any
Arkansawyer . . . then we changed that |uck consid-
erably."”

"Purdy and Farson were in on that, too!"

"Purdy and Farson don't have the hostages—€astle
Quthrie has them" said the Ganny grimy. "A Guthrie
stands guard by their doors. A GQuthrie takes themtheir
rati ons, and checks to be sure their bonds are adequate.
Not a Purdy, ny friends, not a Farson—that is our per-
sonal contribution, done on our own resolve, and vol un-
teered for, as | recollect Nobody forced it on us. And
for that, you mark nmy words, we will pay."

"W have paid!" Janes John Guthrie | ooked nore a
madman than a nmonarch, roaring at the G anny and
shaking his fists. But she was not inpressed one whit.

"And we will pay nore," she told him "I wouldn't

send a rowboat across a rain puddl e nyself, the way the

Uni verse is stacked against this Fanily at this particular
point in time. As for taking all the men we have left as
are strong enough to fight, and all the supplies called for
to last themto Brightwater, and sending themoff in a
ship across the Ccean of Renenbrances? Pheeyeew

Why not go dig up a Gentle and shoot it. Janmes John

GQut hrie? Way not junmp off the Castle roof, for that
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matter, and be done with it? It'd be quicker and
cl eaner.”

The G anny shoved her rocker back and stood up

very slowy and carefully. Her arthritis was tormenting
her, and she had a crick in her neck that was about to
drive her wild, fromstaring up at the Guthrie nen while
she tongue-1lashed them



"You think it over good and | ong before you decide,"
she said, trying not to let the pain overrule the contenpt
in her voice as she struggled to straighten her spine.
"*You think it over good and | ong and thorough. M ght
could be you ought to pray over it, too—+ know I

woul d. Take yoursel ves down to where Sal em Sheri dan
Lewis the 43rd, that good man, that honorable man, sits
a prisoner in your Castle, and ask himto pray with
you. ... | reckon you' ve forgotten how, these many

days past. And when your minds are nmade up, do ne a
favor—keep it to your own selves. If you decide on any
such folly as that expedition off to Never-never Land,
don't you tell ne about it; | don't care to know. "

"Granny Still meadow, " sighed the King of Quthrie,
"you're no help at all, you know t hat ?"

"I should hope I amnot any help to you, | never in-
tended to be for one instant! Myrrh of Quthrie, you

plan to sit there and listen to these idiot nmales go on
with their claptrap, or you want to cone with ne and

see if there's maybe sone small thing we can do upstairs
for that tadling down with the fever?"

Myrrh of Quthrie | ooked around her once, and then
she didn't hesitate.

"I'"ll be right with you. Granny," she said.
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"I"ll go on ahead," said Cranny Still neadow. "The
air's cleaner outside this room"

And with that she turned around and stal ked out,

| eani ng on her cane and striking the floor with it every
step like a stick com ng down hard on a drumhead.

There was no possibility of m staking the Ganny's

opi nion of them Even with nothing fo go on but the

si ght of her achi ng back.

CHAPTER 5

Lewis Motley Wmrmack the 33rd was feeling reasona-

bly content with his lot. He would have gone to sone
pains not to admit it, since the rest of the popul ation
was of a nuch different nmind, but he found the current
Spartan regine exactly to his taste. The roons of Castle
Wmmack—al | four hundred of them-had al ways

gi ven him a vague feeling of claustrophobia; he knew

why now. It had been all that furniture. The massive
benches lining every hall, and the huge tapestries behind
them The draperies that you could have easily nade a
tent for five or six people out of, with the green vel vet
with twel ve inches of gold fringe . . . and the occa-
sional variety of gold velvet, with twelve inches of green
fringe. The vases of flowers and the paintings in their
heavy frames, and the thick carpets, all four hundred of



them ... no, he took that back. There had never been
carpets in the kitchens. Make it three hundred and

ni nety-seven carpets. He had been snothered by all that,

but he hadn't realized it; after all, in rooms thirty feet
square, with fourteen-foot ceilings, the furnishings had
been scattered around in a ot of enpty space—as he
recal l ed, there'd been a deliberate effort expressed by his
cousin Glead to keep the Castle's decoration "spare."
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That had been her word, and he'd assuned it had sone
congruence with reality.

But now that it was all gone he realized that he could

at last breathe freely. He liked the feel of the bare stone
floors under his feet, and the | ook of the arched high

wi ndows open to the air and sky. He no | onger felt that

he had to go out and pace the balconies in the mddl e of
the night, he was contented to pace his own al nost

enpty room i nst ead.

As for his once el egant wardrobe, now only a mem

ory, and the diet of grains and root vegetables and in-
geni ously concocted soups that had replaced the roasts

and stuffings and steaks and | avish desserts ... he had
never cared about such things anyway.

And at the nonment he had several specific things to
be happy about. There was, for instance, the blissfu
ease of his mind- At first he had been like the man with
a toot hache that comes and goes, always braced for the
next tw nge out of nowhere. Now, enough time had
gone by since the last intrusion from Responsibl e of
Brightwater that he felt secure in his privacy. She had
been a parasite coiled in his head, never m nd how nany
hundreds of miles of physical space separated them and
he had lived in constant dread of the stirring of that
thing . . . within him it was gone, praise the
Twel ve Gates and the Twel ve Coners, forever

And there was the fact that Thomas Lincoln Wm

mack the 9th was now Master of this Castle, and had
lifted fromLewis Mitley's unwilling neck the burden of
Guar di anship that had chafed it so mghtily since the
death of Thomas Lincoln's father. He had detested
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bei ng Guardi an, and everything that went with it—all
that constant fiddling detail—-and he was firmy deter-
m ned that never again would he have to administer so
much as a dol | house, or be responsible for anything
nmore than his own person- His sister Jewel had the
Teaching Order that had replaced the old conset educa-
tional systemwell in hand, and showed a .natural talent



for adm nistration that he recogni zed as inval uable. He
didn't even have to worry about that.

Bliss, basically. Inpoverished bliss, perhaps, and a
naggi ng concern for the problens of sickness and crop
failures and the |like that plagued Kintucky—but it had
to be admitted that all of that was out of his hands and
beyond his power to alter in any way. Wat he could

do, he did; nostly, it amounted to encouragi ng Jewel of
Wonmack and her flock of Teachers in their efforts, al
far nore productive than his could have been. The ways
they found to stretch supplies, and the things they

t hought of when there was pain to be eased ... He ad-
mred it, loudly and openly and enthusiastically. And he
t hanked the Powers that none of it required anything
nmore of him personally than that unflaggi ng enthusi-

asm Enthusiasm he could al ways produce.

Thi nki ng about it, a bowl of hot oats and half a cup

of milk conforting his stomach, he | eaned back in his
chair and put his feet up on his desk, folded his arms
behi nd his head® and sighed a | ong sigh of satisfaction

At which point, his door flew open without so nuch
as a warni ng knock, and he found hinmself facing a
woman tall er than he was, thinner than he was, and
| ooki ng nmuch the worse for wear, though it was clear
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she was beautiful underneath the scrapes and the grine.
It took himonly a couple of mnutes to recognize Trou-
bl esone of Brightwater—there was only one woman on

t he planet who | ooked |ike she | ooked—and that was

such a shock that he leaped to his feet and knocked his
chair overin the process.

"Uhhhh . . . Troubl esome of Brightwater!" he nan-
aged, and bent to pick up the chair and set it right

"As you live and breathe," she said.
"Well, | know it wasn't exactly a fanfare and a red

carpet, Troubl esome, but you took ne by surprise. |
t hought you spent all your time on top of a nountain

and never cane down except for enmergencies . . . like
clearing a pack of rats and weasel s out of Confederation
Hal |, for exanple. Not to nmention that however in the

worl d you got here, all the way fromBrightwater, is be-
yond nme. Surely you didn't expect me not to be sur-
prised?l'

"May | conme in or not?" Troubl esomre demanded
"Fi ndi ng you wasn't easy, young man, and |'m sick of
prow ing your halls in search of your august presence."

"Pl ease do cone in," said Lewis Motley readily
enough. "I'm. . . well, no, | can't say |I'mdelighted to



see you. We'll no doubt end by regretting that you
dropped by, I'maware of that But 1 am nost assuredly
interested to see you. . . .Do cone in, and sit down."

Troubl esone' s eyes Sicked over the room and she
cl ucked her tongue in amazenent

"What is it?"
"Al'l this furniture." She stepped inside and cl osed
t he door behind her. "Brightwater's got a rocker for the
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Grannys, and beds all around, and that's about it Ev-
erything el se has gone for firewod |ong ago."

"I was just thinking how bare it was. And how nuch

| liked it bare.”

"A matter of your point of view, | expect," said Trou-
bl esone. "It |ooks nmighty grand to this pair of eyes."
"You're on Kintucky," he rem nded her. "How, I

don't know-we'll come back to that. But on Kintucky
we could bumfires day and night for a hundred years
and we'd still only have cut down the undergrowth. If
we could eat trees, we'd be well fed here."

Troubl esone reached for the offered chair, turned it
backwards so she could |l ean her arms and chin on its

back, and stared at himuntil he began to feel uncom
fortable. And then it dawned on himwhy he felt that

way, and he hollered till he got a servingmaid' s attention
and told her to bring up some food and drink

"Not that it'll be nuch,” he warned her. "Bread, | ex-
pect. And coffee, if we're lucky and G lead' s set some by
for the odd special occasion.”

"Considering it's been near on two days since |'ve

had anything but water . . . and you do have gl ori ous
wat er on Kintucky, | meant to coment on that

I"'mnot likely to complain. And the Mule | left in your
stable was not the |least bit ungrateful tor what he was
getting there."

"The Mule," nused Lewis Mdtley Wmmack. "You
cane in by Mile, did you? Now, Troublesone, | don't
nmean to seemto doubt your word, but—=

"Just fromthe coast," she sighed. "One leg after an-
other, solid on the ground. The rest of the trip was in a
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pat hetic beerkeg that's got the nerve to call itself a ship,
and for which the only good word |I've got to offer is

that it didn't sink on the way over here. No doubt it'll
make up for that oversight on the trip back, always pro-

viding it'll still even be there when the Mule and | trek
back down to the shore. No, Lewis Mtley Wnmack,
I amnot claimng | can get a Mule to fly; | had trouble

enough getting it to nove at all."

"Well, it might have been that you coul d. Consider-

i ng your reputation.”

Troubl esone et that pass, and he went on

"WIl you tell ne why you're here and how you got

here?" he insisted; he was rapidly running out of pa-
tience. "It's about as likely as a goat playing a dulciner,
you know. | think I'mentitled to an expl anation.”

"Passel of Grannys sent ne," said Troubl esone.

"They near killed thensel ves, poor old things, getting

up Mount Troubl esonme to talk ne into it and then back
down again. And they used up everything they had |eft
inthis world to bribe the captain of that purely pathetic
boat and his patheticker crew, and putting together
supplies enough for this cany-on. The supplies they

nmeant me to have while | rode the Mile here, those

left for bribe, along with a trinket or two, to keep ny
trusty friends from headi ng back to Brightwater and
stranding me here. And the Holy One defend themif

they do strand me . . . if | have to swimback, 1'll find
them every last one of them and they' |l rue the day
they ever did any such a m sbegotten trashy thing."

"Ch, they'll be there," said Lewis Mtley.

"You think so?"
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Tou put it very well,"” he said, |ooking at the ceiling.
**| doubt very much they'd care to have your |ifelong
vengeance on their coattails, Troublesome of Bright-
wat er. "

"Let us hope you are right," said Troubl esone
grimy. "For their sakes, and everybody else's."

"How does everybody else figure into it?" he asked,

and she passed along the Grannys' tale to him while he
sat there shaking his head. For a while it was his won-
derment at the Grannys going to all this trouble and ex-
pense, and Troubl esome going along with it, for no

nore notivation than some old tea | eaves and a gold

ring on a thread in a stray wind. And then when it

began to be clear to himthat it had to do with Respon-
sible of Brightwater, it was his dis-ease at the position he
was being put in. True, this was Responsible's infanous
sister; and true, if there was anything bodaci ous to do,
she'd either done it or invented it But there was such a



thing as tattling, and there were certain kinds of tattling
that were even nore despicable than other kinds, and he
felt like a skinnyw ggler on a hot rock before she got to
the end of it

"Hmmmm " he said, by way of response, and
fool ed around with his beard some. And then
"hrnnr nnt' agai n.

Troubl esone gave hima neasuring gl ance, and

cleared her throat. "If it's your gallantry as is causing
you pain, Lewis Mtley, you can set that aside. The
Grannys already told ne Responsible |ost her naiden-

head during the Jubilee, and seeing as how you were

there at the tinme and footl oose, and seeing as how you

81
And Then There U Be Fireworks

are the nost spectacul ar exanple of manfiesh | ever laid
eyes on, | do believe | can add up two and two and

cone out with four. And if | already know you were
beddi ng ny sister, we can perhaps just acknow edge that
and nove on to something nore significant”

Lewis Motley cleared his throat, and bl essed the fates
that had put this female on Brightwater and hi mcl ear
across an ocean away from her

"Wl | ?" she asked him "Does that sinplify matters

for you sone?"
"It does," he began, and was nuch gratified that the
servingmaid cane in just then with the bread and the
cof fee and gave hima chance to collect hinself.
"Yes," he said again, when he'd got his breath back

He took a drink of the coffee and nade a face; it wasn't
much nore than troubled water, weak the way they

made it to stretch the last of the beans, and grain added
inwith a liberal hand. "That was abrupt, but it did ease
my mind. | wouldn't have felt justified in telling you
that, but if you know it already we've cleared the air.
Now what exactly is the question the G annys think
know t he answer to? Because | warn you. Troubl esone

of Brightwater-I doubt it"

Over her shoul der he saw the flash of a long robe in

the hall, through the door the servingmaid had |eft

decently open instead of shut tight as she'd been

shocked to find it, and he called out for his sister to join
them He knew the | ook of that robe, though he wasn't

aware it was exactly the color of his eyes, by a frayed

pl ace at the back of the hemthat came fromtoo many

hours spent on Mil eback. It would be useful to have his

82



And Then There' U Be Fi rework

aster here as a buffer between hinself and Troubl e-
some, now the indelicate part of the conversation was
past; furthernore, he enjoyed showi ng her off.

"Jewel!'" he called to her. "W've got conpany-
cone seel”

"Conpany?" She stepped in the door, one hand on

the sill, the long sweep of her sleeve falling alnost to the
floor. "Are you wasting nmy time with foolishness again,

Lewi s Mtl ey?"

Tr oubl esone gasped, and cl apped both hands to her
nmout h, and t hrough her fingers she said, "Jewel of
Wonmack, | declare | never in all this world would of
known you!"

The grave eyes of a woman grown | ooked back at her

that had been a child' s eyes so short a tinme ago, calm
and possessed of a natural authority. The copper hair
was hi dden away conpl etely under the w nple, and

nost of the face as well, but Jewel was all the nore
beautiful for the nystery the Teacher's habit |ent her
For the first time she could renmenber. Troubl esone of
Bri ght water was unconfortably aware that she herself
could do with a change of clothes and a tidy-up

"Troubl esone of Brightwater," said the Teacher, the

first of all the Teachers. "I never thought to see you
agai n, and now here you are. . . . Wat brings you
her e?"

"She*s just about to set nme a question," said her
brother. "Sent here by the Grannys of Marktwain as-
senbl ed, on a nountaintop no |l ess, for that precise pur-
pose. You sit down with us, sister mne, and have a cup
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of this tenble coffee, and if | can't answer die question
per haps you can help me a tad.

"It has to do with Responsible of Brightwater," he
added, as if it were an afterthought of an afterthought,
and he watched JeweTs | ashes drop to shield her eyes as
she took the third chair and poured her coffee.

"The Gannys know full well," said Troubl esone.

seeing no reason to waste tine, "that the magic they
were able to do was done on mghty puny power. But

they were sure enough they were right to put this expe-
dition of one together, and sure enough to convince ne
to try it Jewel or Wmmack, they are of the opinion

t hat your brother knows how it cane about that Re-
sponsi bl e of Brightwater has been in a sleep like unto



death these past two years. And if he knows that, they
believe, it just mght could be he'll also know how she
can be waked up."

She | ooked at the man, in a silence so thick she could
have stirred it with her coffee spoon, and then at his
sister, and her heart sank.

"Ah, Dozens!" she said despairingly. "Dozens! You
didn't even fenow, did you? | can tell, just |ooking at
you! Wthout the conscts, and Kintucky out here on

t he edge of nowhere, and no travel ers anynore ...
suppose nobody on Ki ntucky knows. Ah, the waste of al
thi s! Bl oody Bl eedi ng Dozens!"

Lewis Motley was so taken aback he coul dn't have
spoken a word, or moved, but Jewel of Wmmack
reached over and took the other woman's hand in both
of hers.

"Tell us," she said, in the voice that every Teacher
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was trained to use, or sent to do research and keep out
of the classroons if she couldn't. It was a voice that
could not be di sobeyed because it left no possible space
for di sobedi ence.

"My sister," said Troubl esome, and because the ex-
haustion in her face frightened both the Wnmacks,
Lewis Motl ey shouted again for a servingmaid and de-

manded the [ ast of their, whiskey, "just into sumer-
time, after the Jubilee, fell into a kind of sleep. O a
-coma. ... To look at her, you would think she was

dead, but she has no sickness, and the nane Veritas
Truebreed Motley puts to it is pseudocoma. Just a sleep
that does not end and cannot, so far as we've been able
to tell, be ended. And since the day it began, everything
has gone frombad to worse on Marktwai n and Gkl aho-

mah; we hear there is war on Arkansaw. What may be

going on in the rest of the world nobody knows ... or
even if there is a rest of the world any longer. Since the
trouble started with whatever happened to ny sister, the
Crannys are convinced that there's a connection there—
that if we could wake Responsible there would be hope

for Ozark again. And they were certain—eertain sure! —
that Lewis Mtley Wnmack had the key to it.

Law, but they're going to be in a state over this, and
don't blame them | don't blanme themone |east bit!"

"Just a mnute, Troubl esone," said Jewel.

"I'f Lewis Motley Wmmack didn't even know about
this," insisted Troubl esone, "then the G annys have
made a mistake to end all mistakes, and a m nut e—ror
a dozen m nutes—waon't change that."



The servingmaid canme running with the whiskey, and
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Jewel poured it out with a |l evel hand and passed Trou-
bl esone of Brightwater the gl ass.

"You drink that," she said calmy. "And then, let's us
ask him Before we decide to speak of mistakes and

waste and the end of the world, let's just ask him M ght
could be he knows nore nman you think he knows, pro-

vi ded the questions are put to himproperly.”

Lewis Motley had his whole face buried in his hands,
and they could see the nuscles of his arns straining

under the cloth of his sl eeves.

"Never mnd throwi ng chairs, dear brother," warned
Jewel emphatically, keeping a wary eye on him "This is
not the tinme nor the place.”

"Curse them"

The bel | ow shook the | anp hangi ng above their
heads, and al t hough neither Troubl esomre nor Jewel
junped, they both had to grip their chairs not to.

"Curse themall, the idiots? | never had any such

thing in m nd—+they must all have been crazy! Ch, it |
could only get ny hands on them it | could just—=
Troubl esonme | ooked at Jewel of Wnmack. "He

knows sonething," she said, over the din. "He knows
somet hing after all."

"He knows everything, fromthe sound of his connip-

tion fit," said Jewel coldly. "Now it's just a matter of

getting it out of him. . . once he's worn hinself out
Tal k of women havi ng hysterics!"

"lI've been a dammed fool," said her brother

"Not for the first tinme, nor yet the hundred and first"
"But this time is exceptional."

"Then the sooner it's admtted to, the sooner well
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know if it can be nended. | suggest you tell us what
you' ve gone and done, Lewis Mdtley."

"Can | have some of that whiskey?"

"You can not. That's for medicine, pnd precious little



we have left of it! There's nothing wong with you but
temper, and if you haven't died of tenper before this
you won't die of it today. Just speak up."

Lewis Motley sighed a | ong sigh, and began. "Your
sister," he said to Troubl esonme, "was causing nme a good
deal of. . .misery.”

Tr oubl esone was dunbf ounded.

"M sery? In what way, causing you m sery? She was
cl ear back on Marktwain, you were all the way over here
on Ki ntucky."

"I hesitate to say it of her—=
"Say it!" commanded Troubl esone.

"Your sister would not grant ne privacy of mnd," he
said then, and the words fell, quaint and formal, in the
stillness of the room

"Lewis Motley," said Jewel sinply, "you are either
nmocki ng us or you are stalling for time, and whichever
one it is, it's not to be borne."

"No, | amnot!" he protested. "Responsible of
Bri ght wat er m ndspoke ne"-—she had gone far beyond
just m ndspeech, but he would not talk of that before

two wonen, even to defend his actions—every day,

day after day after day, till | was nearly mad with it |
woul d be sitting working, | would be eating, |I'd be see-
ing to a problemin the stables, 1'd be talking as | am
now, with one of the Family . . . and suddenly she was

there, in my mind." He shuddered. "There've been
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many females that tried to tag along after ne, but they
had at |east the decency to do it in the flesh, where a
person could see them and have a fair chance at getting
away. Not Responsible of Brightwateri Oh no—not that

one.

"And so you did what?" Troubl esone held her
breath, waiting.

"I sent for the Magicians of Rank, and asked them al

to come here on a matter concerning M ss Responsible

of Brightwater, which they were willing enough to do,

let me tell you; and I told them what she'd done—
because she'd gone far, far past the bounds of decency
—and | asked themto make her stop. That's what | did.
But not for the snallest winkle of tine did | intend
anyt hing of the sort you've described to me. Troubl e-
sone. | nmeant themto reason with her, threaten her

per haps, set a small Spell on her . . . just stop her un-



speakabl e mucki ng about in my mnd! Never did | mean
themto hurt her. . . . Jewel, tell her. Little sister, ex-
plain to this wonan that | never nmeant themto do her
harm "

Jewel of Wommack nodded, her eyes the col or of
river ice in late afternoon

'"*He is mschief incarnate," she said slowy, in grave
agreement, "but he would not do anybody deli berate

harm He sinply does not t/iinfe-he never did. And

now, because of his selfish temper, if the G annys are
right we have this dreadful time of trouble all to be laid
at nmy brother's feet For all tine. Congratul ations, to

the Wormack Curse!™”

Troubl esone gnawed at the end of her thick black
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brai d, dust and | eaves and all, a gesture Thorn of
GQuthrie had tried in vain to break her of.

"Lewis Motley Wmmack," she said carefully, "what

di d Responsible say to you when you asked her to stop

it? Did she just refuse, say no, flat out with no expl ana-
tion? That's not like her . . . not that any of it is like
her. . . but what did she say to you?"

The man's face went cold and hard, and now it was
Jewel's turn to clap her hands to her nmouth, because she
suddenl y under st ood, before the answer cane.

"I never asked her," he told them voice like granite

and a face to match. "She was mny mnd; she knew

how it repulsed ne. . . . It wuld have been a very cold
day in a truly hot place before | stooped to beg that vile
littl e—before | stooped to ask Responsible of Bright-
water to stop her foul behavior. Ask her, indeed—ahat

do you think I anP"

Troubl esone stood up and went over to a w ndow,

turned her back on himand on the Teacher, and stood
staring out into the tangl ed woods beyond. She was
shaking fromhead to foot, and her teeth gritted to keep
them fromchattering, in spite of the whiskey, and not
until she had it under control did she turn round again,
even through the spectacul ar bout of tongue |ashing that
Jewel of Womrack turned on Lewis Mdtley with. He

had been told in baroque detail what an utter, despica-
bl e, pathetic, unspeakabl e, pigheaded, stupid, fool nde
he was, with el aborations and codas and enendations to
spare, before Troubl esone said anot her word. And

when she did speak, her voice was hoarse with rage re-
strai ned.
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"Lewi s Motley Wommack," she said, "I cannot ex-

plain this, and | shan't try. | have no way of know ng
the truth of it; | never knew even that Responsible had
the skill of mndspeech. But | swear to you, and | know

whereof | speak: my sister would never have know ngly
done what you say she did. If she did it, she was be-
wi tched, or mad, or anything el se you fancy—but she
woul d not have done that- Saving only G anny G ay-

| ady, there's not an Ozarker alive nore scrupul ous
about privacy than nmy sister. And you . . . you never
even asked her. You couldn't stoop, to one small ques-
tion. Lewis Motley, | would not be you and bear the
burden of guilt that you will bear. Not for any power in
this Universe."

"I tell you— he began, but Jewel's hand came down
hard on his armand silenced him

"You've told us," said Troubl esone. "You' ve told us

all I care to hear fromyou. You' ve answered the ques-
tion | cane to ask, and the Grannys were right. It took
all the Magicians of Rank to put ny sister to sleep, ap-
parently; it will no doubt take all of themtogether now
to wake her up. Al of them now when the ships are not
runni ng the oceans, and the Miules are not flying, and

t he Magi ci ans of Rank are scattered to the four coners
of the world . . . four of them somewhere in the wlds
of Tinaseeh, if they still breathe. And sonehow, we will
have to get themall together at Brightwater and have
themundo this awful thing. And |'d best get on with it
The crew was half mutinous all the way here. Not a
cloud came up they didn't charge me with having

caused it just by being on their |eaky old rowboat—4'm
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not anxious to |leave themwaiting for me any | onger on
your coast."

"Il ride with you," said Lewis Mtley at once. "I
know t he shortest ways-—we'll save tine."

Jewel of Wbmmack stood up, put one sl ender finger

in her brother's chest, and pushed. It was a neasure of
his state of mind that it brought himto a full stop; or-
dinarily, he was about as easy to stop as an earthquake.

"You will not," she said flatly. "You' ve done enough
You' ve done so nuch nore than enough al ready, my be-
| oved brother, that your name will go down in history-

be satisfied with that. You may well have destroyed an
entire world for the sake of your pride—be satisfied with
that And | will ride with Troubl esome of Brightwater

to the coast to see if her ship has waited for her. And if
it hasn't, | will see to it that a way is found to get her
hone, if | must call in every man still abl e-bodied on

Ki ntucky to turn his hand to shipbuilding "

"I would feel better if—=



"No doubt you would!" she cut himoff. "I haven't

any interest in you feeling better. You have a lifetine
ahead of you to spend trying to ease your guilt, but FU
not help you! And besides that. they wouldn't obey you
Lewis Motley. Not as they will me, if that proves need-
ful -

Lewis Motley closed his eyes and nade no nore ob-
jections. She was right. Not a man on Kintucky that
woul d not, it a Teacher asked it of him build a ship or a
cat hedral or a rocket or anything el se she mi ght de-
mand. It had been planned that way, and it had gone
according to plan; the Teachers were not )ust respected,
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they were reverenced. He could not command that sort
of loyalty.

And then . . . there was the way his head was whirl -
ing. It could not be true, but what if it were? Wat if
Responsi bl e had not known, really had not known, what
she was doing to hin? And he had not even given her

t he chance to stop?

He had seen it hinself, it was what had led himto

her bed, scrawny plucked creature that she was; there

had been sonethi ng speci al about her, and he had been
determned to investigate it. Was it his curiosity, and his
pride, that had nade Ozark a wasteland . . . and how

many deaths lay at his door?

He coul d not have ridden to the coast, he realized, as
the two wonen | eft the roomand slamed its door
behind them He could not, at that nonment, have risen
fromhis chair.
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It was cold at Castle Brightwater; bitter bone-stabbing
cold, the cold that conmes when the skies are full of snow
that refuses to fall; and the sky was a | eaden sorrowf ul
gray. No fires burned in any of the Castle firepl aces.
The people in the towns and on the farms were better

off by far than those at the Castle, because it had been
for the nost part a clear and sunny winter, and the solar
collectors on their roofs had been adequate to cany

t hem even through days like this one. The probl ens of
keepi ng warm a hul ki ng stone Castle designed with al

the traditional drafty corridors and stairways were con-
siderably nore form dabl e.

Troubl esone had gone through the gl oom of the Ca&

t3e like a wind added to the drafts that already whi ned
there, with a fine disregard for the staff scuttling out of
her way and the just-barely tol erance of the Famly,



shouting for Veritas Truebreed Motley the 401, the Cas-
tle's very own Magi cian of Rank. "Were is the nman?"
she had demanded as she tore up and down the halls

and through the parlors, and "Were has he gotten to?"
She got nothing for her troubles but shrugs and rai sed
eyebrows, but she was accustoned to that; ten years
practice being shunned toughened you up sone.

She found himat |ast, by the sinple expedient of
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| ooki ng everywhere there was, up on the Castle roof rub-
bi ng his hands together and cursing fluently in a spot
where a tower kept off the wind but let the dimlight by.

"It's a fine thing," he observed, glaring at her, "when
it's wanner outside the place you live in than it is inside,
in the dead or winter. I've a good nind to nove into

that hotel down by the I anding—+'d be nore confort-

able there, and |I'm sure the conpany woul d be better

How did you find ne, anyway?"

"Used an algorithm" said Troubl esone.

He nade a face, not appreciating that word in her

nouth, and went on as if she'd not used it. "And it's

finer yet, when a man can't even find privacy on the be-
staggering roof of a bestaggering Castlel First, it was one
of the Grannys; and then it was Thorn of Quthrie—

curse her narrow pointy little soul -and now, the

Twel ve Gates defend us all, it's you? Wat's next,

ghosts and denobns?"

"Morning, Veritas Truebreed," said Troubl esone
calmy. "Nice to see you, too, |'msure.”

"What do you want with ne?" the Magician of Rank
demanded, cross as a patch. "Watever it is, the answer
is either no, I can't or no, | won't—there aren't any
ot her answers at the nonment”

"M ght could be you're right," she said, "and m ght
could be you're wong. Long as we're being all binary
here.”

"Troubl esone, youll provoke me," he warned her

and she let himknow how al arned she was at that pros-
pect

"Besi des which," she added, "you were already pro-
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voked before ever | set foot on this roof. And you may
go right on being provoked till you choke, for all | care.”



"Well?" Veritas Truebreed was blue with cold and
purple with outrage, but he knew quite well she could
outlast him "Speak up, wonan; what are you here tor-
menting ne for?"

Troubl esone | ooked hi mup and down, noting that

he' d abandoned the el egant garnments of his station for
somet hing that | ooked nore like a stableman's winter
wear. Sonet hi ng nubby and bul ky, with a thick |ining
and a narrow stripe and a capaci ous hood. It showed
good sense on his part.

"I want you to wake up Responsible,” she told him
"You want nme to what?"
"I"ve been to Kintucky and back, Veritas, and |I—=
"You' ve been to where?"

"As | said, Veritas Truebreed, |I've been to Kintucky

and back—ever you mind how, just let me tell you it
wasn't easy and it was hardly what you might call a holi-
day excursion—and |'ve heard the whole sony tale from
the Iips of Lewis Mtley Wwmuack the 3 3rd his very

own self, and you'd best hop it. Time's a-wasting."

The Magi ci an of Rank stopped rubbing his hands to-
get her then, and blowi ng on them and he | eaned back
agai nst the stone of the tower, closed his eyes, and
groaned al oud Kke a woman birt hi ng.

"Only you could have brought this upon nme. Trou-

bl esone of Brightwater," he said at |ast through

cl enched teeth, when he'd done with his groaning,
"only you! We don't have trial and msery enough al -
ready; now we have to have this. Oh, for the power to
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do )ust one tiny Transformation- ... 1'd turn you into
a slimewonn, with the greatest of pleasure, I'd step on
you with my shoe heel... no, 1'd set fire to you, right

at the tender end where your little yell ow eye was, and
t hen—=

"Denented," said Troubl esone.
"What ?"

"You're denented. Mad. Plain crazy. And |'ve heard
enough and a few buckets left over fromyou. |I'mnot
interested in the twisted inventions of your imagination
Veritas Truebreed. | aminterested in having you wake

up nmy sister—bringing in all the other Mugicians of

Rank you need to help you at it, if that's required, and
suppose it is. though it's mghty curious that it takes



ni ne-to-one odds for one small fenale |ike Responsible
—and I"'minterested in seeing if the Grannys are right

that that will inprove things around here a tad. Either
you | eave of f your drivel and cone along to get started
on that, or I'll push you off the roof-how s that for

managi ng wit hout Formalisnms & Transfornmations?

Not hi ng fancy, 0 M ghty Magician, just shove you

right off and let you try the effect of the stone down
there in the courtyard on the very same body you cane
into this world with. You'll squash, | expect, and the
Holy One knows you deserve it"

He opened his eyes and sighed, and she wondered im

patiently what was next There are only just so many

meani ngf ul noi ses in the sigh & nban & grunt & groan
category, and he was running through themat a great
rate.

"It can't be done," he said sinply, and that surprised
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her. "I"'mnore than willing, but it—annot—-be—
done. Don't you think we tried?"

Tr oubl esone hunched down besi de hi m and regarded
himseriously. This didn't ook to be at all funny, if he
spoke the truth.

"You explain," she said. "Rig/if quick."

"When we realized what we'd done," said the nan,

maki ng vague hopel ess gestures, "we tried right away to
undo it. The Mil es weren't naking nore than about

ten mles an hour by then, some of the boats were a

knot or two faster, whatever was |left of the energy that
had been fueling the systemwas w ndi ng down fast.

but since it had taken all nine of us to put Responsible
i nto pseudocona we had a feeling it would take all nine
to get her back out again. W all got here; and since you
were yamering about the difficulties of your jaunt to

Ki ntucky, allow ne to observe that there was nothi ng

easy about i W-but we did get here sonmehow. And in

t he dead of night we stood round her bed and we did ev-
erything we knew, and rmade up a sizabl e anount of

stuff that had never been tried before . . . and we kept
at it until there was barely tine for sone of us to get out
bef ore peopl e saw us | eavi ng. Wet her everyone got

back honme again, | don't know . . . and I'mnot sure
care. But we did try. Troubl esone."

"And what happened?"

"And not hi ng happened. The only difference be-

tween pseudoconma and real conma is that the victim of
pseudocoma does not deteriorate physically or nmentally.
O herwise, it's exactly the same—and we did a good job
of it. Ch yes; that's a downright nagnificent pseudo-
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coma we put her into. She went right on iust as she

»
was.

"Do you understand it?" Troubl esome asked gravely.

"No, of course we don't understand it, curse your in-
sol ence for asking! W ougAt to understand it... do

you have to rub ny nose in it? Does that give you pleas-
ure?"

"That's my sister," she reminded him It was no tine
to make her ritual speech about having no human feel -
i ngs.

"And di e hope of the world."

To her amazenent, she saw that there were tears on

his cheeks, running in rivulets down into his beard; it
woul dn't do to |let himknow she saw that, and she
devoted her attention to watching a seabird wheeling
above them It nust have gone denented, too, she

t hought absently.

"We were so careful,"” he nourned beside her. "One

t housand years of being so carefid. Keeping the popul a-
tion small, so that there was al ways abundance. Bal anc-

i ng every substance that went into the soil and the water
and the air, and every substance that came out, to guard
its purity. W made a paradise ... no crinme, no war,

no di sease, no crowdi ng, no hunger, no—
"l remenber, Veritas Truebreed," Troubl esome cut
himoff. "I was up on a nountaintop a good deal of the
time, but | do renenmber. And |'d rather hear explana-
tions than nmenorial services, if you don't mnd."

"W have some guesses."

"Quesses? \What kind of guesses?"
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He didn't answer her, and she turned to | ook at him
tears or no tears.

"I said, what kind of guesses?"

"They ought, by rights, to be secret.

"Ch, hogwal |l ow, you tool man! Secrets, at a time |like
this!"



"Maybe you're right," he said, "and |'mtoo tired t"
care any nore . . . and nobody'd believe you even if
you weren't too nean to tell, so what does it matter?
W assume—ust assume, nmind you, we've no proof-

mat there was sonethi ng about Responsible that was es-
sential to the functioning of magic. She had no powers,
of course, beyond those of any other fenale; don't ms-
understand ne."

"You're a liar, Veritas—+ told you | had the whole
story fromthat poor piece of work at Castle Wnmack,
and he had a few words to say about Responsible's
powers; seens as how he m ghtily disliked being sub-
jected to them™

"Even on A d Earth," said the Magician of Rank

stiffly, "in the times of utter ignorance of magic, there
were rare individuals capabl e of m ndspeech—as there
were rare individuals seven feet tall. Your sister is a

freak, as those were freaks, with no know edge or contro
of her abilities. But she is sonething el se, sonething

a catal yst, perhaps? Sonehow, whatever she was,
taki ng her out of the systemof magic brought it to a ful
stop. And pseudocoma takes magi c—you can't put
soneone into it, nor take themout of it, with solar en-
ergy or electrical energy or any other kind. By the tine

99
And Then There U Be Fireworks

we realized what had happened, there was no energy |eft
—wi t hout her—for us to use to cancel the coma. So far
as | know, that's the way of it And if you could get aH
ni ne of us together in her bedroom again, which

doubt, since the ships aren't sailing and the Mil es
aren't Sying, it would be the sane as it was. Just the
sane as it was. . . /'

"You were fools," said Troubl esone. "Plain fools."

That long groan again ... it was getting boring, es-
pecially since he was in no pain.

"You were, you know," she said, happy to tw st the
kni f e.

"W didn't redKze,*' he protested. "W had no idea

that she mattered that way. . . ." And if soneone had
told them he thought to hinself, if they' d been warned,
it woul d have changed not hi ng. They woul dn't have
believed it They had hated Responsi bl e of Brightwater
so nmuch, and they had so wel comed a | egiti mate oppor-
tunity to punish her for humiliating them he knew t hat
no amount of warning could have hel d t hem back

"You do not know the hours,"” he said slowy, "the
countl ess hours | have spent standing beside her all by
myself . . . trying things. Hoping |I'd jog somnething



| oose, find the right thread accidentally. Because what -
ever it is that she is for, that is still intact That's stil
there, if | could only get at it."

"How do you know that? How can you possibly
know?"

He rai sed his eyebrows at that, and he adnoni shed
her to think. After all, he pointed out, she had a reputa-
tion for wisdomas well as w ckedness. And, goaded |ike
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that and held in the fierceness of his eyes wanting to get
back at her for the way she'd spoken to him she saw it

"Ah," she breathed, "you're right! Oherwise, if it
were ot herwi se, she'd be |ike soneone in true coma .
she'd be curled tight and wasting away and—

"And all the rest of it Yes. And she's not. She | ooks
exactly as she | ooked the hour we did our work, and that
can nean only one thing—all that is left of the energy
of magic is concentrated there in her, keeping her from
ever changing."

Sonething in his tone caught her attention, and she
| ooked at himclose, and marveled at the way of the
worl d. Revel ation followed upon revel ation

ATou hate her," she said. "She's your own kin, grew

up here under this roof playing on your knee and riding
pi ggyback on your shoul ders—and you hate her worse

t han sini \Wy?"

Veritas Truebreed squared his shoul ders, and he net
her eyes, but he said not one word. No one not a Magi -
cian of Rank was ever going to know the answer to that
qguestion, not fromhis Ups. Not ever

"I't nust have been hard," nurnured Troubl esone.
"Al'l those years, pretending to be helpful . . . playing
at being loyal."

"It was."

Troubl esomre went back down into the Castle, her
breath making little white puffs in the air, and she
found G annys Hazel bi de and Gabl efrane, and told

t hem

"It seens,"” she wound it up, "that you went through
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all of this and gave up the last of your treasure things—



not to nention a certain anount of di scomrmpdance on
nmy part—all for nothing. It's a shane.”

"No," said Granny Gablefrane firmy. "It wasn't for
not hi ng, young worman. In no sense of the word. W

traded an ignorance big as this Castle for a whole pot of
know edge, bubbling and simrering this mnute. |1'd say

as it was a fair trade. We're not out of it, mnd you, not
by many a mle, but we at |east know how we cane to

be where we are.”

"Know edge, " said Granny Hazel bide, "is for using.

Now we have sone, the problemis how we put it to use.
And for that. Troubl esome, we don't need you. No cal
what soever to keep you from your honepl ace any

| onger, and we're grateful to you for what you've done,
however nmuch it sticks in my crawto say it W' re be-
hol den to you."

"Hazel bi de, you exaggerate," said G anny Gabl e-
frane.

"You know any other living soul on this earth as

woul d of done what Troubl esone di d?" denmanded

Granny Hazel bide. "CGone off in the cold and danp in a

| eaky boat with a bribed crew, on what was ni nety-nine-
to-one a wild goose chase? Gone of f and chanced bei ng
stranded forever in a wlderness, dying aD al one in sone
Ki ntucky briartangl e? Just because we asked her to, and
no ot her conpensation offered?"

"Flundi ddl e! " said Gabl eframe. "The fact you raised

Troubl esone' s addl ed your brain—which it can't toler-

ate nuch of, | mght add. That's her own sister as lies in
there, and it's her own people as are suffering. She had
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as much to gain fromthis as any of us, and nore than
some, and |I'll be benastied before I'll say we're be-
hol den to Troubl esone of Brightwater! The ideat"

"One nore tine, Gableframe,"” said G anny Hazel -
bi de, tight-1lipped. "Just one nore tine, I'll tell you
Troubl esone has no natural feelings. Responsible
could die this mnute, putrify right there on her bed,
and her sister's only conmplaint'd be the snell. And that
goes for every sick baby and hungry tadling and suffer-
i ng human on the face of this world, you have ny word
onit. If she hel ped us, we're behol den. You care to be
benastied as well, that's your choice."

Troubl esone chuckl ed, and G anny Hazel bi de sai d:
"See there?"

They were sitting there together, the two old wonen
rocki ng quick and hard to show their irritation, and



Troubl esone still grinning, when the Mil es began to
bray in the stables, and Granny Gabl efrane said,
"There's sonebody comi ng—isten to that racket!"

"Probably Lewis Mtley Wmuack the 33rd," ob-

served G anny Hazel bide. "Swam all the way here for
penance, and crawl ed the rest of the way when he ran
out of water,"

"For sure it's a strange Mule to bring all that on,"
said Granny Hazel bide. "That's all we need now, when
we should be setting our nminds to how to use what
we' ve | ear ned—onpany. Bot heration!"

"Don't you get awfully tired of that?" asked Troubl e-
sone.

"Tired of what?"

"The formspeech. Having to go 'botheration' and 1!
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swan' and 'flundiddle' and 'mark ny word' and all the
rest of it. Do you keep it up when you're all by your-
sel ves and nobody around to say, 'Eek! | heard a G anny
tal king normal talk |ike anybody el se'?"

The Grannys drew t hensel ves up in outrage, right to-
gether like they'd practiced it, and Troubl esome chuck-
| ed some nore. There was nothing nmore fun to tease
than a G anny.

"Troubl esone of Brightwater," said G anny Hazel -
bide stiffly, "just you go and see who's cone—er what's

cone, mght could be that's nore near the mark! | wish

to goodness it -would be young Wormack, 1'd pull

every hair of his beard out one at atine . . . but well
not be that lucky, it'll be somebody usel ess, or worse.

You' ve had your thanks, missy, and we've had your sass,
and now we' re even—ake your young bones usef ul
and see what's conme to pass.”

But Troubl esone didn't have a chance to nore than
straighten up fromher chair before a knock canme at the
door; and when they called, "Cone in!" it was a serv-

i ngmai d of Brightwater and an Attendant from Castle
McDaniels, the latter looking as if he'd fall over if you
bl ew on him

"I"'mhere," he blurted out, "with a nmessage for M ss
Troubl esome. Law. but | was scared to death she'd be
gone before I got here. . . . Mss Troublesone, I'm
pl easured to see you."

"First time in her life she ever heard thati" said the
two Grannys together, and Troubl esone allowed that it
was, and the young man hurried to explain hinself.



"I don't mean as how |I' m happy to see her," he said
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hastily, stunbling into the doorfrane and causing the
servingmaid to put a sturdy hand to his elbowto help
himout "Don't msunderstand ne; it's that |'m happy

to see she's not gone yet. If you see what | nean."

"The distinction's a nite subtle,"” said G anny Gabl e-
frame, "But we won't hold it against you, whatever it

m ght mean, seeing as howit's clear you' ve had a hard
ride and a | ong one and can scarcely stand on your feet,
much | ess orate and do decl amations. \What are you

after with Troubl esone of Brightwater, young nan?"

"Message from Castle MDaniels, ma'am" he said,
bobbing his head. "And it's urgent"

"Then deliver it," snapped Troubl esorme, running out

of patience. "Before you fall over. It'll be nore practica
that way, by a good deal. And don't nunble. When

get urgent nessages brought in to ne at a | ast gasp |like
this | like themto be turned over with clarity."

"Troubl esone! " Granny Hazel bi de was fairly quiver-
ing. "WIIl you not tease the poor young nman, for all our
sakes!"

"Ch, that's all right. Ganny Hazel bide," said the At-
tendant from McDaniels, trying not to |l ean on the serv-
ingmaid. "I've been warned about her already, at sone

l ength. M ssus MDaniels, her that was Anne of Bright-
water, she talked to ne about M ss Troubl esonme tor it
nmust of been a good hour and a half. | expected horns
and a tail on her, if you want to know the truth of it."

And Troubl esome chuckl ed some nore. For a day

that had begun with spoiled food and bad water and a
crew of sick and surly nen on a | eaky boat, this one was
turning out to have its good parts.
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"Well, then," she said. "You ve seen ne, and you're

di sappointed | don't live up to your expectations. That's
cl ear. Now pass on the nessage, and you can be on your
way and get sone rest Just speak right up."”

"You're to stay here," said the Attendant.

"I"'mto stay here? That's it? That's your urgent mnes-
sage?"

"Because Mss Silverweb's coming/' he told her. "She



wasn't quite ready to | eave when | was, and she couldn't
of kept up with with me if she had been, |I'm sure—+ was
told to ride hard all the way and not spare the Mil e or
me either one. But she says you're to stay right here
until she gets here, never nind how anxi ous you are to

| eave, and never mi nd how nuch nere's people en-

couragi ng you on your way."

"Mss Silverweb said that?"

"Yes, mss. And her nother as well."

" Hhmmph. "

Tr oubl esone gnawed on her braid, and the G annys
stopped their rocking, and Granny Hazel bi de poi nted
out that considering the nunber of days she'd | ost al-
ready another one couldn't do much harm O another

t wo.

"Did she say why?" Troubl esone asked the Attend-
ant

n M Ss?u

"Did either of those wonen say why | was to wait?"

asked Troubl esone inpatiently. "I can't see much point
to it nyself—+ don't even know Sil verweb of MDan-

iels, except that |I believe | changed one of her diapers
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once. She for sure does not know me. Wy should |
wait for her?"

"Well," said the Attendant, "I can't say as | under-
stand it. But | can tell you what they said to ne."

"You do that, then," said Troubl esone.
"Mss Silverweb, she said | was to tell you just this:

you stay here, because she knows how to wake up M ss
Responsi bl e, but she needs your help to do it And
that's all."

The silence went on and on, and the Attendant

| eaned nore and nore obviously on the servingmid,

who fortunately showed no sign of collapsing under the
strain, and when Troubl esome spoke at |ast her voice
was hesitant

"You say that Silverweb of MDaniels knows how to
wake ny sister. "

"So she clains, miss. I'mjust passing it on, as | was
bid."



Troubl esone turned to the G annys.

"Wl |l ?" she asked them "Is it |ikely? You know the
girl. . . any reason she should know what ni ne Magi -
cians of Rank don't?"

"Mss Silverweb'll be here by norning at the |atest,"

pl eaded the Attendant "And if |'ve got here and told
you, and you're gone on anyway, | won't dare go back,
can tell you. M ssus Anne was nost particul ar about

that. 'If she doesn't wait for Mss Silverweb, don't you
bot her coming back here,' she said to ne. And 1've

wor ked there, and done my job right, nore'n six years
now. Shows where hard work won't get you."
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" Troubl esone/' said Granny Gabl ef rane, speaking

right up, "l can't say honestly |I know any reason why
you should stay. Runor is, Silverweb of MDaniel s*

gone sone kind of religious lunatic, shut up all me tine
in an attic praying and carrying on. Not that | don't
hold with prayer, mnd you, indeed | do, in its place-
but they say Silverweb carries it to and beyond extrenes.
On the other hand, reason or no, what's the harn®

What's one nore day to you? You've got no appoint-

ments to keep on your nmountain, what's a few hours

nore or |ess at Brightwater?"

Troubl esone gave it a mnute or two for real, and a
mnute or two for tornenting them and then she nod-
ded slowy, and the Attendant went linp with relief and
veiy nearly did fall down.

"Al'l right," said Troublesome. "I don't suppose it can
make any difference; and | don't mnd admtting I'm
curious. Il wait for the child. Pray with her if need be."

"She's no child. Mss Troubl esone,” said the Attend-

ant, very serious in spite of his exhaustion. "You wait tifl
you see her—that's no child, nor ever wi fl be again. Nor

no wonman, either."

"Well, what is she, then?"

"You'd best wait and see for yourself," the Attendant
said, and that appearing to be all he could nmanage, die
Grannys notioned for the servingmaid to take him

away. Which she did, nmurmnuring soothing words to
himall the way down the corridor

"Youal | don't know anythi ng about this?" demanded
Troubl esone, arnms akinbo. 'This .is no Ganny ms-
chi ef, cooked up between you?"
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"Honestly," said Gabl eframe. "How you talk."

"Your word on it or off | go this mnute," declared

Tr oubl esone.

"Phooey, " said Granny Gabl efranme right back at her-
"It*H be a fine day when | give you ny word on any-
thing. As soon give ny word to ny el bow. And who are
you to doubt a Granny's word?"

"Troubl esone," put in Ganny Hazel bi de hastily,
"I"'mw th Gabl efrane on that But you said you'd stay.
And you know this is no schenme we planned for you—
we' ve got no heart these days for schenes. Leave off
your nonsense, now, and keep your word."

"And so | will," said Troubl esone. "I beg your par-
don, | forget sonetinmes the way things have changed in
this world. Up on that nountain ... | don't see it the

way youal |l have to."

"Under st andabl e, " said G anny Gabl eframe. " Not
natural ; but understandable."

"I suppose they'll make nme sleep in the stable,” Trou-
bl esone fussed.
"Il put you up in nmy own roomif they try it," said

Granny Hazelbide. "lI'mnot afraid of you, and die
Twel ve Gates knows |'mused to you."

"I"d rather stay in the stable."
"Suit yourself. Just so's you stay."

"My word on it, to you and to ny el bow," said Trou-

bl esone sol emly, crossing her heart elaborately with
one finger. "I'll wait for little Silverweb and see what
she's got to offer.”
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There was no order to it, when it happened—t hap-
pened everywhere, all at once, all at the same tine.
Twel ve Castles there were on Ozark, and not one was
over|l ooked or granted a delay. N ne Magicians of Rank
as well, spread around over the planet, and they were
stricken all together, with a unity that they had known
before only on that single occasion when they had
joined forces agai nst Responsi ble of Brightwater

Veritas Truebreed Motley the 4th was the only Magi -

cian of Rank on the continent of Marktwain, and the
course of events was so swift that he heard only the first
scream from outside the Castle walls before he was liter-
ally thrown to the floor with his hands pressed desper-



ately to a head that he was sure would burst ... he
could hear nothing nore after that but the nessage ex-
pl odi ng there.

The ordinary citizens and the G annys were spared

that penalty; the Magicians felt only a sudden naggi ng
headache, nothing out of the way. For them unlike the
Magi ci ans of Rank, the problem was not what was in

t heir heads but what was in the sky.

Above Castle Brightwater, suspended well out of
reach of ordinary weapons but easily within sight of the
eye, a giant crystal had appeared, spinning slowy on its

111
And Then There' U Be Fireworks

point for just a nmonent before it stopped and hung
t here notionl ess above them

It | ooked to be one hundred feet fromtip to tip,
stretching straight up, though it was hard to be sure

wi t hout knowi ng exactly what its di stance was from any
object of reference. And it was in the shape of a flaw ess
di anond, perfect in its synmretry, perfect inits utter
transparentness. It would have been invisible, in fact, ex-
cept that fromsonme angles it acted as a prismand cast
huge rai nbows over the |and and buil di ngs beneath it,
turning the countryside to a fairyland of glorious color
It made no sound at all. It cane from nowhere and

nothing held it in its place, nothing that could be seen
It was beautiful, and nysterious, and wholly terrifying.

The Grannys heard die screamng and ran out onto a

bal cony to see what the commtion was about this tine,
took one horrified |l ook at the thing, and ran even faster
after Veritas Truebreed. By the tine they reached him

he was aware that simlar scenes were taking place at
every one of the Twelve Castles, and he wi shed hinself
anywhere else in the Universe. . . preferably at the bot-
tom of the sea. Any sea

"Veritas Truebreed Motley," fussed G anny Gabl e-

frame when they found him "whatever in this world are

you doing? Alot of help you are, rolling on the floor and
carrying on with that carry-on! You have colic or what?
Get up and conme see what's arrived this day to brighten
the coners where we are. . . mght could be you could

be of sone use at last!"”

When that didn't budge himfrom me niche he had
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managed to thrash his way into, or bring himout of the

position of tight-coiled agony he was twi sted into, the
Grannys knelt beside himand began an expert probing.



He screaned | ouder, and begged them not to touch

him and if he had not been paralyzed with pain they
woul d not have been able to stop his frenzied efforts to
smash his brains out against the stone walls of the Cas-
tfe.

"Men," said Gabl eframe. "Al ways there when you
need them"

"Veritas?" Ganny Hazel bi de stood up and poked
himw th her shoe. "You stop that caterwauling, you
hear ne? | know you can hear ne, don't you nake out
you can't!"

As a matter of actual fact, he could not hear her over
the din in his head. He could see her nmouth noving,

and his | ong experience with Gannys gave himan excel -
| ent idea of what the two of them nust be saying, but
they m ght as well have been in the next county for al
that he was able to hear of their bad-mouthing. There
was only one sound, and it filled all his perceptions, and
it was surely going to be the death of himunless he
somehow got help. He had tinme to wonder, through his
agony, how Lincol n Panadyne was faring at Castle

Smith, where the "Granny" in residence was only an old
worman hired by the Magician of Rank to placate the

Fam |y when Granny Gabl ef rane wal ked out on t hem

to nove to Castle Brightwater. Veritas Truebreed had
sense enough left to know that nobody but a G anny

was likely to be able to help any of them

113
And Then There'll Be Fireworks

One word, Veritas, he was scream ng at hinself si-
lently, trying to get through the unbearable waves of
noi se, you've got to say one word! Only one wordt

Granny Hazel bi de poked at hi m agai n di sgustedly

with the tip of one pointy-toed bl ack hi gh-heel ed shoe,
and was fust getting ready to draw back her foot for an
actual kick when he finally succeeded in croaking out
that word. And it brought both old wormen to rigid at-
tention as if it had been a Chann and a Spell and a
Transformation all conbined into one. The sound t hat
had come out of Veritas' mouth, strangled and de-
formed but conprehensible, was the word "Ml es!"

And once again, before he went back to the howing

that was conpletely unlike the cries from outsi de—
those were only terror—he said it "Miles!"

"Miul es," repeated the Gannys, |ooking at one an-
other. "Do you suppose. "

"I do," said Granny Gabl efranme. "Wat el se could
do that?"

"Maybe that thing hangi ng over our heads," said



Granny Hazelbide grimy, pointing up at the ceiling and
tappi ng her foot to a smart beat 'Two sharp ends it's
got like a double needle, and no knowi ng what it can
do."

"Well, we can't talk to it, Hazel bide," snorted

Granny Gabl efrane, "that's for sure. And the Twel ve
Gates only knows what will happen if one of those

scared sick lunatics out there takes it into his head to
shoot at the thing with a laser . . . likely to nmean the

end of all of us, and nothing left where Ozark was but a
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puf f of dust, if that happens. The Mil es, on the other
hand, we could talk to."

"Gbl eframe. . ."

"I said talk to! Not either one of us is equipped to do
any m ndspeaki ng, and the Mil es know that full well. |
nmean tett, ordinary tongue-and-nouth-and-teeth talk."

"What makes you think they'Il listen?"

"Hazel bi de, you have brains in that head or pud-

di ng?" Granny Gabl eframe was cl ear out of tenper.
"Stand there and go wurra-wurra |like that poor fool on
the Boor if you like, but any ninny can see there's no
way of talking to that. . . creation ... up in the air,
and the only clue we've got is what Veritas said, and
intend to hightail it for the stables!”

Granny Hazel bi de knew sense when she heard it; she

foll owed the other without a word, and wi thout a gl ance
behi nd her for the Magician of Rank in his awesone

m sery. She was only sorry there wasn't time to | ook for
Troubl esone and rmake her go along with them

At the stables, they found the Mil es standing in om -
nous silence. If the expressions on their faces could be
interpreted in any human framework, they | ooked both
grimand determned. In any franmework, they had their
attention fully occupied with sonething.

Granny Gabl efrane nmarched up to Sterling, the best
creature in the stable, and said howdydo and she'd I|ike
it tolisten to her. And when that had no effect, she
whacked it smartly right between the eyes.

"You, Mule!" said Gablefrane. "I want a word with
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you, and | do know that you can understand ne just



finel"

Sterling rolled her eyes and | aid back her ears, and
Granny Gabl ef rane whacked her again. She'd never

t hought to see the day she'd be dealing with a hysterica
Ml e.

"You want to listen polite-like and of your own free
will. that's fine with me/' said the old lady. "I'Il be
polite, too, as is proper, it pleasures ne not atall to
abuse any creature. But if you'd rather do it the hard
way, |'mprepared for that, and | do intend to have you
hear ne."

"You think that'll work?" asked G anny Hazel bi de,
tappi ng her nose with her pointing finger. "It was al -
ways Responsible as talked to the Miules, and she had a
m ghty different approach to it"

"You have a better idea?"

"No-sir, you go right toit And I'll try another one,"
said Granny Hazel bi de, and went off to nake her word
good.

"Sterling," said Granny Gabl eframe, "I have reason

to believe you're trying to m ndspeak poor Veritas True-
breed, and I'"'mhere to tell you that if that's what you're
up to you're pouring sand down a rathole. He's curled

up in a hole in the wall 1ike a puking babe, how ing and
beggi ng to be shot or poisoned a one, he doesn't care

whi ch, and a | ess prom sing node of conmuni cating

I've never come across in all ny born days! Now if you
have sonething you'd like to get across to the Magician

of Rank, m dear Mule, |I'd suggest you turn down the

power sonewhat nmore than a tad. You are addressing a
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human mal e, not Responsible of Brightwater, and he is
nmost surely not up to taking in what you are putting
out. Do you hear nme. Sterling?"

The Mul e gave her a | ook down its nose, and raised
its ears one notch, and the Granny said it all over again,
with nmore enphasis in the hard pl aces.

"Tone it down!" she adnoni shed Sterling, winding it

up. "Tone it down or you mght as well |eave off en-
tirelyl! That man's mind is frail as a flower petal up
nmere, you can't just go banging around in it |ike sone
ki nd of natural disaster!"

Sterling whickered and ducked her head, and the
Mul es all around Joi ned in.

"You suppose. Ganny Hazel bide," said Gabl ef rane



then, out of breath entirely, "you suppose that neans
we got it across7"

"I'f we didn't, we probably can't/' cane the answer,

"and the only way | know to find out is to go see what's
left of old Veritas Tnebreed." She brushed down her
skirts and sneezed twi ce at the dust and remarked on

st abl emai ds and how t hey got |azier every year, and

Gabl eframe did the sane, and then they | ooked at each

ot her.

"You ready?" said Hazel bi de

"I"'mnot ready to go out and wal k under that thing
hanging in the air over ny head; nor am| ready to see
every last soul running around and screanming |like their
tails was caught in a door when it hasn't yet done any of

"emaiy harmwftatsoever. . . and | for sure don't want
to go stare at that pitiful excuse for a Mgician of Rank
But | will, Hazelbide, I will. Let's get at it"
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"Fool Mules," Ganny Hazel bi de grunbl ed. "Now
what ?"

And all the way back to the Castle door and up the
steps, she grunbled. It was one thing for the Miules to
m ndspeak the Magici an of Rank—the Magi ci ans had

al ways known the Miul es were tel epathic, and vice versa
—but the Grannys weren't supposed to know all that

But Granny Hazel bi de was ready to bet twelve dollars to
a dillyblow that when the Miles did turn down their
power of projection to acconmodate the linitations of
Veritas Truebreed's nind the very first thing they'd
done was informhimthat the Grannys had told themto
do so. And thftt was going to be a fine kettle of fish.

Things were a mte less chaotic . . . the townspeople
had recovered fromtheir first shock at the sight of the
giant crystal and were gathered in clunps, tal king and
shaki ng their heads. This was not exactly the normal
order of the day, but the G annys found it an inprove-
ment on the original running around in circles and
scream ng. They hurried past a group of Attendants and
servi ngmai ds that | ooked ready to head them off, and
went straight on up to Veritas Truebreed to see if their
trip to the stables had been a nission of nercy or a red
herri ng.

They found the Magician of Rank much the worse

for wear, white as a sheet and soaked with cold sweat,
still rubbing his head and trenbling afl over. But he was
able to tal k.

"According to the Miules," he said gruffly when they
cane through his door, "lI've you to thank for an end to
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y

t hat unspeakable torture. And | w U thank you—
because if it had not stopped | would be dead—and
then I woul d appreci ate an expl anation.”

Granny Gablefrane didn't miss a beat. She rem nded
himthat the Miles' telepathic ability was a pretty open
secret after all these years. And she rem nded hi mt hat
he had been the one bellow ng "Mil es!” and they'd

only followed directions. "And as for m ndspeech,"” she
finished up crisply, "we Gannys don't have it, so you
needn't go searching for revelations there. W went

down to the stable and whacked the Mul es over the

head and told themeut |oud—that if they were trying

to talk to you they were hollering thensel ves into obliv-
ion . . . and then we cane back to see what happened.
You appear to be recovered—

"I will never be recovered fromthat, thank you very
nmuch!"

"Never mnd, Veritas Truebreed, you are at |east on

your feet and tal king 'stead of howing, and we'll accept
that for now The question is: what have the Mil es

been telling you?"

The Magi ci an of Rank swal | owed and stammered,
and Granny Gabl eframe threatened to kick himw th
her shoe the way G anny Hazel bi de had.

"Speak up," she said, infuriated. "Tine's a-wasting!

The Mul es never tried m ndspeaking you before, and
there's never been a gigantic hurmungus hodaci ous
chandel i er-bobbl e hanging up in the air before, and | for
one aminclined to believe there's got to be a connec-
tion! What did the Mules want with you?"
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"Ifs awild tale/' said Veritas Truebrced.
"It's awld sight," said Granny Hazel bi de. "You take

a | ook?"
"I looked. | saw ... it One of the basic prinordial
shapes. "

"Prinordi al shapes be hanged, do you know anyt hi ng
useful ?"

"Careful, Hazel bide, you'll have a heart attack," cau-
tioned Granny Gablefrane. "And a lot of help that'l
be. "



"'"Well, the man's maddeni ng!"

"And if | had four wheels I'd be atin lizzy. Calm
down and let himtalk. . . he'll get around to it Even-
tually."

He did.

"It seens,"” he said slowy, "according to the Miles, it
seens that thing you refer to as a chandelier-bobble is a
ki nd of nmechani smfor the focusing of energy. It pulls

in energy and concentrates it. . . and stores it"

"To do what with?"

"Just a minute. . . ." Veritas Truebreed w ped his
brow wi th the back of a shaking hand. "I've got to sit
down. "

Granny Gabl efrane cl ucked her tongue and told him
not to be such a sissy, but he sat down all the sane.

"The Mules tell ne," he said when he was settl ed,

"that there is a group of planets not too far away from
here that is called the Garnet Ring; and that their
representati ves—sonet hing call ed the CQut-Cabal, and

according to the Mules you'll be able to fill me in on
that, and I will assuredly be interested in knowi ng why
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—that their representatives have been keeping an eye on
us for some time. The crystal out there is sent by the
Ganet Ring, on the basis of information reported back
by this . . . Qut-Cabal . . . and the Miles say there's
one just like it over each of the Castles of Crzark."

"Chhhh dear!" cried G anny Hazel bide. "Ch ny!
That is a predicanent, for sure and for certain!”

"Indeed it is," echoed G anny Gabl eframe. "They tel
you anything nore, Veritas Truebreed?"

"I got the distinct inpression," he snapped at her
"that you two knew nore about this than they did."

"Not accurate," said Gablefrane. "Not precisely.”
"Isn't it? According to the Mil es—=

"You believe a passel of pack animals, Veritas, or you
bel i eve two respectable Ozark G annys?"

"After what they did to nme? Those 'pack animals' you
mention? | believe them " The Magician of Rank was
furious, and beginning to feel nore himself. "It's nore
than clear that some very inportant information has



been kept fromthe Magici ans of Rank by the G annys

of Ozark for hundreds of years—nformation that m ght
wel | have been crucial to the running of this planet—
and | want you to know that | resent it, and that steps
will be taken!"

"You don't say?" Ganny Gabl efrane said. "What

do you have in what's left of your mnd, Mster High-
andm ghty? You wi thout so nuch as a Housekeepi ng

Spell on hand! You get your powers back . . . such as
they were, such as they were . . . and then you can prat-
tle about taking steps. In the neantinme, you mnd your
nmout h. "
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"You are an unpl easant ol d woman," said the Magi-
ci an of Rank.

"Grannys are supposed to be unpl easant ol d wonen, "

retorted Gabl eframe. "You want sonethi ng young and
willing, you don't go |ooking for a G anny. Now what

I"d like to know is how long that thing's going to be a
part of our sky out there and what it's intended to do to
us. If you know, we'd appreciate you spitting it out"

And then she nuttered, "Ch, law, it heard ne!" as a

sudden pulsing. . . not exactly a sound, nore a kind of
power ful vibration that thrumed in the stone walls
and floors . . . began. "l suppose that's it, wanning
up, " she said.

"l suppose so too/' said Veritas Truebreed. "How
would I know? Until this accursed day, | had never
heard of an CQut-Cabal. Nor a Garnet Ring. You | adies
have m nded your mouths admirably."

"I't was our duty to do so," said Granny Gabl ef rane.
"Quit your conplaining over things you admt you don't
know any nore about than the doorknob does."

"The Mul es say," Veritas Truebreed sighed, "that

this planet is about to be taken over by the Garnet Ring
W are, they tell me, now '"eligible —that's the way they

put it—+o be so treated. The crystals will remain where
they are, doing whatever that is they're doing, until they
are fully charged. And then, | am assured, we wll be un-

able to resist this Garnet Ring. And | suppose it's true?"

"Could we do anything like those crystal s?" asked the
Grannys in one voice.

"They m ght could be only an illusion," added
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Granny Hazel bide. "I1've seen you Magici ans of Rank
do some fancy things along that line, inny tine."

Veritas Truebreed shook his head. "The Miles tel

me they're real, and that they're as powerful as the CQut-
Cabal says they are, and that they can do what they
claim Now you tell nme if the Miules are likely to know
what they're tal king about."

"Well, it's msery," said G anny Gabl efranme, "Just
pl ain m sery—but we have no reason to think they
don't. And plenty to think they do."

"Then we know where we are," he said wearily.

"Do we know how much tine we have?"

"W have whatever tinme it takes until those things
are 'fully charged/ like | said before. That's all the
Mul es knew. "

"Well," asked Granny Hazel bi de, "what do you plan
to do?"

"Me? | plan to go |ie down and not nove ny head
until the Qut-Cabal cones to cut it off."

"My, that's inpressive!" scoffed the Granny. "You
expect a medal for that, do you?"

"Be reasonabl e!" shouted the Mgician of Rank, and

wi nced at what it did to his aching head. "As you so po-
litely pointed out to me, not three mnutes ago,

haven't a Housekeeping Spell to ny name. Wat do you
expect ne to do?"

"There are a |l ot of people out there," said the

Granny, "as are frightened half to death. They're not as
accustoned to wonders and marvel s as you are, not by a

I ong sight- And they respect you, magic or no magic. |'l
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thank you to go get on the conmset and spread the word
—n some suitable form | don't believe 1'd tell them
what you just told us, not quite yet Just get on there
and tell themthat there's no reason to be afeared right
at this wy mnute, which is true. And that well get

back to them which is true. And that we're working on

t he probl emwahich is true. | do believe you could han-
dle that, Veritas, and | believe you' re obliged to. R ght
now " She did not say scat, out of politeness.

On his way out the door, noving as fast as his condi -
tion would allow, and making other all owances for the
unsteady feeling the whole Castle had with that |ow vi-



bration running all through it, he very nearly ran right
over Silverweb of MnDaniels.

"Silverweb— he began, but the G annys, right be-
hind him gave hima push

"Not now, Veritas Trmebreed Motley, not now '"

fussed G anny Hazel bi de. "What ever Silverweb of
McDani el s needs, it won't be anything as concerns you,
and you're needed to stop the panic out there in the
town and all around the countryside. W G annys'U see
to Silverweb 1"

But Silverweb needed no seeing to at all. She was as
radiant as if she'd been living on strawberries and thick
cream as beautiful as ever, and as serene as if this were
the nost ordinary of days. She was there, she an-

nounced, to get Troubl esome—and the Grannys real -

i zed they'd seen no sign of Troubl esome of Brightwater

t hrough all of tins, which was becom ng of her and
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showed a proper considerati on—and then Silverweb

went on to say that she and Troubl esome were going to
t ake Responsi ble of Brightwater out into the desert of
Marktwain to the sacred spring.

"We'|l hitch a Mule to a wagon," said Silverweb, her
voice like rich nelted butter running over in the dish
"and spread it with a conforter and a pillow to nake
Responsible lie easy. And Troublesorme and | will lay
Responsi bl e inside, and we will take her away."

"But, child/' hazarded G anny Hazel bi de, touching

the armof the creature—as the Attendant had said, not
a child, and not precisely a wonan, either, but the
Granny had the privilege of her years—this is no tine
for such a trek! Don't you know what's happened?"

"What has happened/' said Silverweb of MDaniels,

"is that the Holy One has spoken to nme and told ne

that | must get Troubl esone, and that she and | nmnust

t ake Responsible out into the desert- That is all that |
need to know. G anny Hazel bi de. "

«*T* - "
But —

"There's Troubl esone now," added Sil verweb.
"Right on time."

Troubl esone had her sister gathered up in her strong

arms, a conforter wapped round her, and no nore trou-

ble than a tadling; she wasn't even out of breath, despite
all the stairs.



"You | ead on, Silverweb," said Troubl esone, "you're
the one as knows how this is supposed to go. And I|'1]

follow. Can you hitch up a Mule? If you can't, | can."
Silverweb [ aughed. "I can hitch a Mile," she said. "I
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can hitch up any living thing that wal ks this planet, and
| can do a sight nore than that. You )'ust cone al ong
with me—and | thank you kindly for waiting for ne."

It took the Grannys' breaths away. They stood there

in silence—not the usual way of things—as the two
young wonen left with their sleeping charge. And then
t hey watched fromthe bal cony as the gates were opened
and the wagon that carried Responsi ble was pulled out
of the Castle yard by a prine Mile.

"That'll be Sterling," said G anny Hazel bi de, and
Granny Gabl ef rame nodded

"It would be."

"\What ever do you suppose is going to happen?

There's nothing out there in that desert to eat nor to
drink, and those two didn't gather up so nmuch as a
peachappl e before they left here. "

In the streets the peopl e drew back, whispering under
their breaths, to let the wagon through, and the parents
held the tadlings up high to see. And above them the
crystal had lost its transparent clarity and was begi nni ng
to take on a pale garnet color, that pulsed along with the
thrunming in the stone and in the air.

It was beginning to accurmul ate its charge.
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Mar ktwai n' s desert, the one and only desert Orzark had,
was sonething of a nystery. For one thing, the rest of
the continent would have | ed you to believe there could
be no desert there; Marktwain was |ush green farmng

| and, surpassed only by the enerald richness of Mz-
zurah, all the way to its coasts in all directions. That you
could go through the pass between Troubl esone's
mountain and the others in its chain (not really nuch
nmore than high hills, but the Ozark Mountains of Ad
Earth had not been towering peaks, either, and there
was thus a precedent for it), and suddenly find yourself
headi ng smack into a real desert—that was al ways a
surprise

It wasn't large, and was called sinmply "The Desert";



if you've only one, there's no special need to name it

The technol ogy and the know edge necessary to bind its
sands with plant life and turn it green as the rest of the
continent had been part of the Ozarkers' equi pnent

even at First Landing. When Marktwai n's popul ati on

passed sixty thousand, the two Ki ngdoms of Brightwater

and McDaniels all parceled out in tows and farms, the

i dea of keeping a desert for its unique character ceased
to be anything but romanticism But it was |left alone,
nevertheless, and it was a rare day when anybody did
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nore than go to its border and gl ance out over its enpti-
ness. The desert bel onged, by treaty signed on First
Landi ng, to the Skenys.

Troubl esone of Brightwater and Sil verweb of

McDani el s headed out into the desert, waiting one on
each side of the wagon, and the few people that had fol-
lowed themthat far turned back and let themgo on. It
was one thing to be those two and go trifling with the
Skenys; ordinary folk had best mind their own business.

And it was as well they did. Troubl esone and Silver-
web had hardly crossed the first snooth ridge of sand
talking idly of the foolishness going on in Snith King-
domwith its clowmn of a King and its dithery females,
and on down the ridge's far side, before they saw ahead
of them a group of Skenys standi ng and waiting.

"How many do you think, Silverweb?" Troubl esone
asked softly, abandoning the ridiculous tale of the

Smi t hs.
"I was told there would be forty-four,

sai d Suver -

web. "It is a nunber significant to them"
"Forty-four Skenys!'' Troubl esone blew a | ong
br eat h.

Not since First Landing had any Ozarker ever seen

nore than one Skerry at a time, and to sight one was so
rare that it obligated the whol e Ki ngdom where it hap-
pened to spend a day of celebration and full holiday in
4he Skerry's honor. Just what the sight of forty-four

m ght have nmeant in the way of obligations was difficult
to imagine. It surely would have been a heavy burden of
worry and debate, and Marktwain's citizens had nore

t han enough of worry on their plates at that nonent
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Sterling stopped dead when she saw them and woul d
not take another step, and the two wonen hesitated, not



sure whether to try forcing her on or not

"What do you think, Silverweb?" Troubl esone
asked, neasuring the animal with nanowed eyes. "Shal
| encourage this blamed Mule a tad?"

Sterling's ears went flat back, and she walled her eyes,
to indicate what she thought of the idea, but Troubl e-
some was not inpressed. "You care to find out who's
nmeaner, you or me," she told the Mule, "I'mready any
tinme."

"I think I'd wait," said Silverweb, "and see if we get
some kind of sign."

"Li ke forty-four Skenys at once? Like a giant crysta
over our heads?"

"I had sonething less outlandish in mnd," Silverweb
answered. For exanple . . ." And she pointed, doing it
discreetly with the tip of her chin as befit a situation
where the fine edges of manners weren't well known, to-
ward the Skerry that had separated fromthe group and
was headi ng toward them

"I'sit male or femal e, | wonder?" Troubl esone said
softly.

"We don't even know that there are male and fenal e
to the Skenys," Silverweb rem nded her. "W know
only that they arc nore beautiful than anything el se
that we have ever seen."

And that was true. The one approaching them nov-

ing over the sand with a gliding step |ike someone on
ice, and at ease on ice, was blinding in its beauty. Mich
taller than Troubl esome, who missed six feet by only a
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quarter of an inch, copper-skinned and its silver hair |ike
a fall of water in the sun well below its waist, with eyes
of purest turquoise, it lacked only wings to nake it

Angel . Angel of what was the question . . . and nobody
knew.

As nobody knew what substance of bone nmust be

required to support the slender nuscul ar bodies of a
race that clainmed eight feet as its average height O
how many there were, or what they ate, or why it was
they hated all water except the narrow trickle they held

sacr ed.

Anot her time. Troubl esome woul d have been addi ng

up the bits of data, storing themin her mnd to puzzle
over later, as she did faced with any nystery. But not
now . . . not when the Skeny sniled at them | eaned



over the wagon, and lifted Responsible up in its ains
and against its slender body, |eaving the conforters and
pillows behind in the bottom of the wagon; and then it
turned, notioning with its head for themto foll ow.

Troubl esone didn't like that at all, and it distracted
her attention conpletely. That was, after all, her own
kin being galloped off with by a being that nobody knew
whet her it mght eat her alive or keep her for a pet or
skin her for her hide. But she hadn't nuch choice, ei-
ther, distracted or not; they were outnunbered nany
times over, even if they'd known what manner of living
thing they dealt with. . . and they didn't

The voice in her mnd was gentle enough, but it was
firm

DAUGHTER OF BRI GHTWATER, YOU THAT ARE NAMED
TROUBLESOME, it Said, LEAVE THE MULE AND THE
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WAGON WHERE THEY ARE, AND FCOLLOW US. NO HARM
WLL COVE TO YOUR SI STER OR TO ANY OF YOU-HOW
COULD YOU THI NK SUCH A THI NG?

Troubl esone was not accustomed to ni ndspeech,

and she didn't like that, either. Two of the indigenous
species of Marktwain were telepathic, then. It nade
sense, when you thought about it... how el se could

the treaties have been negotiated? For sure. First
Granny and the others had not |anded speaki ng

"Skerry," nor would the Skerrys have been fluent in
Ozark English. She'd never thought about it before, and
it was only that she was so flustered that she thought of
it now It kept her mind off the possibilities up ahead,
that she could in no way predict. But it was said that
when the Mul es m ndspoke anybody they nearly de-

stroyed that person's mnd in the process. The Skerry's
voice in her mind only made her think of bells, chimng
Deep bells.

THAT is HOWN YOQU TELL, cane the voice again, and
she judged that there was l|aughter in it THE DEEP

BELLS ARE THE MALES, THE M DDLE ONES COUR FENALES,
THE M XED ONES THE SHEMALES, AND THE H GH CHI MES
ARE CUR CHI LDREN, WHO DI D NOT COVE ALONG W TH US
TODAY.

"Ch, now, that's not likely!" Troubl esone protested

al oud. She was inpressed, but she would push fust so far
and no farther. She had no intention of just thinking at
anything, if it did stand eight feet tall

YOU ARE QU TE RIGHT, said a different voice, rr is A

CONFUSI ON OF TRANSLATI ON. MY FRI END MEANS THAT



THAT |I'S HOW YOUR HUMAN M ND | NTERPRETS OUR
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COWUNI CATI ON.  YOU HAVE BELLS AVAI LABLE TO YQU
AS A MODE OF PERCEPTI ON, WE MAKE USE OF THAT
MODE, FOR I TS CONVENIENCE . . . OTHERW SE, YQU
WOULD HEAR. . . UNPLEASI NG NO SES.

"Bot heration," said Troubl esone, and hurried her
pace to keep up. Beside her, Silverweb called ahead to
t he Skerry.

"She is one that would prefer privacy of mnd," said
Silverweb. "You are distressing her with your invasions."
"I"d live through it," said Troubl esone crossly. "I've
lived through worse, and | don't need nollycoddling."

"There's no need for it," Silverweb answered. "I am
here, and if they want to use m ndspeech they can do it
through nme. | don't mind it"

"Not at all? Having your whole m nd naked |ike
t hat ?"

Troubl esone said it before she thought; and then she
knew a deep shame, renenbering the way she had

| anbasted Lewis Motley Wnmrack the "yd for ex-

pressing a simlar dislike. And he had had it to bear, if
he spoke the truth, over months—not just a few no-

ments, as she had- It might very well be different with
anot her human, instead of this alien creature; never-

t hel ess, she was ashaned. She had not known what it

woul d be Iike, nor had she nade any attenpt to imagi ne

it

"Not a scrap,” said Silverweb of MDaniels. "Any-
thing in ny nmind, they are welconme to. My only prob-

lemis keeping up with youall in this sand—+' m not ex-
actly short, but the rest of you are a good deal |onger of
leg than 1'Il ever be." She was silent a mnute, and then
132
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nodded. "They tell nme," she went on, "that it is abso-
lutely necessary for us to hurry—that the crystals charge
qui ckly and we have no tinme to spare.”

Al'l the Skenys had in fact gotten far ahead of both
the Ozark wonen, who had had no practice wal ki ng
over dry sand and were floundering as nmuch as they
wer e stepping.

"I'f we don't hurry it up, Silverweb, 1'll wager they'l
just pick us up and cany us, too." fretted Troubl esone,



ke a couple of arm oads of kindling. You fall down,
[ 1

[
Il smack you, so help ne."

"Your bark," observed Silverweb, "is nuch worse
than your bite. Wiy do you go on like that?"

Troubl esone had the usual answer ready. "I have a
reputation to maintain." She needed it enbroidered
across her chest.

"Wirked hard building it up, too, as | recall."
"J| "Far too hard to throw it away now, in the m ddle of
a desert."

Si I verweb | aughed, and stunbled, and hurried on as

best she could. The Skerrys were | eading them eastward,
toward a |line of rocks hunped up on the horizon

Dar kest gray, alnost black, sone of themjet black,

agai nst the sand. Were the sun struck them rays of

light split out |ike spears. It was hard on the eyes; what
would it be like if this were not wintertine?

"The spring is there by those rocks," said Sil verweb.
"Or so | have been told." Her yellow hair was coning
down fromits usual elegant figure-eight of braid, sone-
t hi ng Troubl esone had never seen happen before; she
found that it worried her, and she stopped to coil the
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heavy wei ght of it back again, tuck in the stray ends,
and anchor it firmy with the ironwod pins.

"Careful, Troublesome of Brightwater," Silverweb

teased her. "It begins with tidying up a friend in the des-
ert, and first thing you know you are seized with a | ust
for hel ping people and taking in stray tadlings."
"Nonsense—+ just can't abide ness."

Silverweb only | aughed at her. "That's Responsible's
line, my friend/' she said, "not yours. You should see

yoursel f."

"Silverweb?"

"Yes?"

"\What happens when we get there?"

"\What ever happens. Don't dawdl e. Troubl esone.”
"It's farther than it |ooks."

"Save your breath, then!"

It was wi se counsel; Troubl esone hushed and con-



centrated on closing the gap between them and the
rocks. And at last they were there, a few m nutes behind

the party of Skerrys.
When she saw what they were doing, she would have

rushed forward to stop them but Silverweb had a firm
and astoni shingly powerful grip on her arm and the
voi ce of a Skerry rang, equally firm inside her head.

WE ARE SORRY, it Said, TO BE DISCOURTEQUS . . . tF
ONLY VE HAD MORE TI ME, VWE WOULD OBSERVE YOUR
PREFERENCES, BUT THE CRYSTALS ARE GORG NG ABOVE
YOUR CITIES. THERE IS NO TI ME LEFT FOR NI CETI ES.
TROUBLESOVE OF Bl RGHTWATER, SI LVERWEB OF MCDAN-
EELS, TH S IS WHAT MUST BE DONE . . . PAY CLOSE
ATTENTI ON, AND DO NOT FORGET ANYTHI NG THAT WE
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TELL YOU. TROUBLESOMVE, YOU SEE THAT ROCK, THERE
VWHERE THE WATER OVRFLOWS | TS BASI N?

The rock. Were the water overflows. Were her

sister now |l ay naked, her hair |oose in the water and her
head pill owed on another rock set gently under it, where
t he water bubbled up out of sonme hidden source and
poured over the still and lovely body. So frail, she

| ooked!

"l see it."

TAKE YOUR PLACE THERE, Canme the Voice. WE SKERRYS
WLL FORM A ... YOU HAVE NO SEMANTI C CONSTRUCT
FORIT, IT IS A SHAPE OF PONER . . . HERE ARCUND THE
HOLY WATER. YOU ARE TO SI T BESIDE YOUR SI STER, ON
THAT ROCK. SILVERWEB, YOU OF CASTLE MCDAN ELS, YQU
W LL KNEEL UPON THE SAND, AND YOU W LL CALL DOMN
THE LOVE YOU HAVE LEARNED TO DRAW UPON. YOU W LL
ASK THAT THE SLEEPER WAKE, SILVERWEB OF MCDANI ELS,
VWH LE VE SKERRYS SI NG FOR YOU. PLEASE, TAKE YOUR
PLACES!
"I"'mdreamng this," said Troubl esome, too worried

to be anything but cross and rude, but she did as she

was bid, and she went and settled herself on the boul der
near Responsible's head. Behind her, she heard the soft

hi ss of novenent, and she | ooked over her shoul der and
saw Si |l verweb kneeling on the sand with her arns raised
to the sky and her eyes already rapt, even in the scal ding
sunlight and the constant battering of rays struck from
the rocks. The Skerrys had taken up positions that

| ooked to her to lack pattern of any kind, but she was
willing to believe it was a congruent shape for them She
was willing to believe al nbst anyt hi ng.
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And now they were going to sing.

And Silverweb was going to pray.

"But what am | supposed to do?" she asked hoarsely;

there was sand in her throat "CQutside of keeping this
child fromdrowning, that is."

SHE W LL NOT DROW, canme a voi ce Troubl esone felt
was new. Not that it nattered. Bells are bells. THE

WATER IS NOT DEEP ENOUGH OR SW FT ENOUGH. THAT IS
NOT THE DANGER

"Tell me, theni"

I F SI LVERWEB OF MCDANBSLS | S SUCCESSFUL, | F THI NGS
GO AS WE EXPECT THEM TO GO, THERE WLL BE ...
SUDDENLY, WTH NO WARNING ... A KIND OF TEAR I N
THE FABRI C OF THE UNI VERSE. AT THAT | NSTANT, WE BE-
LI EVE THAT YOUR SI STER WLL WAKE. AND AT THAT

SAME | NSTANT, THERE W LL BE A CHANCE FOR SQOVE-
THING EVIL TO COVE THROUGH THE TEAR WE HAVE

MADE, SOVETHI NG THAT WATTS ALWAYS FOR JUST SUCH

AN OPPORTUNI TY, THROUGH AGES UPON ACES OF Tl ME

YOQU ARE TO PREVENT THAT.

Troubl esone felt terror in her sonmewhere; she woul d
have sworn there was none left in her
The voi ce went on, confident, urgent, soothing her

YOUR RCLE HERE, THE ROLE FOR WH CH YQU HAVE

BEEN LEARNI NG ALL YOUR LIFE LONG |S TO RECOGNI ZE
THAT EVIL TH NG HONEVER BEAUTI FULLY I'T MAY BE DI S
GQUI SED, AND TO STOP I T FROM ENTERI NG THI S SPACE AND
TH S TI ME. THAT, TROUBLESOMVE OF BRI GHTWATER, 1S
VWHAT YOU ARE FOR IN TH S WORLD-WE NEED AN EX-

PERT I N EVI L.

Troubl esone felt the terror go, and in its place a rrag-
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meat of know edge, as of sonething forgotten | ong ago
and now renmenbered for a fraction of time. Fromthe
breadth of that scrap of remenbrance, she straightened
and stared at the Skerry she thought was speaki ng.

"Silverweb!'* she cried out, taut as a bowstring.
"\What about Silverweb? You know what you | eave her
open to?"

SI LVERVWEB OF MCDANI ELS IS PROTECTED. THERE ARE
FEW SHI ELDS SO | NDESTRUCTI BLE AS PURI TY AND VALOR
I N COVBI NATI ON. SHOULD ANYTHI NG GET NEAR HER



W TH STRENGTH ENCQUGH TO PASS THOSE SHI ELDS, WE ARE
MORE THAN ABLE TO DEAL WITH IT-AND I T | S NOT

LI KELY. BUT ALL OUR ATTENTI ON, AND ALL OF HERS
MUST BE FOCUSED ON A SINGLE PO NT. YOU ARE THE
ONLY ONE, TROUBLESOME, WHO CAN PROTECT YOUR

SI STER. BE READY, NOW DON T WATCH US; WATCH THERE
CLOSE BY HER HEAD, WHERE THE ANCI ENT EVIL WLL TRY
I TS BEST TO BREAK THROUGH. ... | T | S WEARY PAST
BEARI NG OF LYI NG TRAPPED BENEATH THAT SACRED

SPRI NG

Troubl esone understood that well enough; she

turned and set her eyes to watch, holding her breath, her
| ower lip caught between her teeth and her strong hands
at the ready for. . . whatever m ght cone.

And the Skerrys sang.

It was not precisely rmusic, as Troubl esonme under -

stood nusic. Nothing to it of fiddle or dulcinmer or gui-
tar, nothing of nel ody or harnmony either; not even
mythm She coul d make no sense of it, but it rose over
the sand and the rocks with an unm stakabl e power. It
was a call to that sane Source that Silverweb called
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upon, and it supported her call, bore it up and carried it
on what mnust have been notes and chords, focused it as
Troubl esone strai ned her eyes for anythi ng—

There it was! Lovely in the water, a rose that rocked
gently on the surface of the clear water, a single perfect
yel l ow rose the size of her two cupped hands, with a

scent that was as seductive as w ckedness ever had been

in all of time. Troubl esome would have known it any-
where. She had it instantly, before it could drift one
inch closer to the sands that were its first goal, crushed
bet ween her pal ms, and all her rnuscles knotted as she
struggled with a | oat hsome squirm ng Unknown desper -

ately deternmined to make the world its territory for a

change.

"Nasty piece of work that you are," shouted Troubl e-
some of Brightwater, |aughing and exultant, "begone to
wher ever you canme from craw back in your hole, you're
no match for ne, nor ever could be! Squirmall you Iike,

and foul me all you care to ... not even trained, are
you? Ah, you're a sony excuse for a Holy Terror, let ne
tell you; | was expecting nore of a challenge!"

Cccupi ed as she was, she had no way of know ng that

the long silver hair of the Skerrys, and the tunics they
wore, were bei ng whipped and buffeted in a w nd

agai nst which—for all their lives spent in this desert—
they could scarcely stand. O that their singing was
bei ng choked by the clouds of sand that had turned the



sky bl ack above them O that around Silverweb, like a

shi el d shaped to her body, there was a cl ear space where
no wi nd bl ew and no sand whirled, and all was still; and
where all was radiant with a clear golden light that was
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the sane col or the evil ness had chosen as a strategy to
deceive them Even the stench as the thing lost its con-
trol of scent-of-rose and began to pour out the snell that
was natural to it could not break the concentration that
pour ed through Troubl esone's hands as they gripped

her adversary by what m ght have been its throat.

That adversary did not inpress Troubl esome, nor

could it touch Silvenveb; they were the two polarities

that served to hold this timespace intact. But the Skenys
were mghtily inpressed, and they gave a great sigh of
relief in Troublesone's nmnd, all the bells calling out to-
gether, as they saw the gol den rose crushed and rubbed

to a slime in her hands, and they felt the wind fall and
saw t he desert sky cl ear once again.

Troubl esone bent to rub her arms clean in the sand

—she had no least intention of fouling the sacred water
with the vile stuff that covered her to the el bows. Scru-
pul ously, she gathered each grain that m ght have been
contam nated by it into a heap before her, and she
scrabbled a hole in the sands and shoved those soil ed
grains into it and laid a flat heavy rock over the spot to
mark it. And still she wondered if that would do it...

m ght could be there were tiny suckers and cells that
woul d | each out through the sand and make the sacred

wat er a new poison in a Universe already copiously
overendowed wi th poi sons. She was hesitating, crouched
over the flat rock that seemed a puny barrier against
such harm when she felt Suverweb touch her shoul der

and junped, startled.

"The Skenys say,*' Silverweb told her, "that it is en-
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tSrdy dead, with nothing left that can exist in this world.
They say it is not like other deaths, where a substance
will reconmbine as it goes back to its original elenments
and enter the cycle of life again—+t is too alien. You are
not to worry, they say; you did what was required, and it

is over."

"WeB, it wasn't much/* said Troubl esone. "I could
do that every day and twi ce on Sundays."

"They woul d be pleased if you were deni ed any such
opportunity,” said Silverweb dryly. "That's a direct

quote."



"Direct as you can make it, | expect Bells . . . what
ki nd of |anguage m ght that be?"

Tr oubl esome?"

Troubl esone | ooked at her, still shaking the sand off
her arns.

"Yes, Silverweb?"

"It worked."

"\What ?"

"l said—+t worked. Look there, behind you."

Troubl esome whirled, and had she not been carefu

she might well have cried, and spoiled her inmage for-
evernore. In the silver of the water, Responsible's eyes
wer e open, and she was speaking her sister's nane.
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Over Castle Airy, the giant crystal was beginning to take
on the color of the small nallows that grew wild al ong
&l ahomah's seaclifis; a tinge redder than the pale color
of peachapple cider well made, but not yet the col or of
strawberry wine. As the crystal's pul sing grew stronger
its humming nore clearly felt sonewhere in the marrow

of the bones, the point that ained toward the sky and

the point that ained straight down toward the Castle it-
self began to look as if they could pierce both targets.
They were darker at the points.

The people of Airy had gone inside their houses, and

were huddled with their famlies. If they were to die,
they would at |east die together, not alone out in a field
or a stable, or back of a counter in sonme store, sone

wor kshop. It was better to wait with your children and
your Kkin and whoever you night |ove close by you

There was no doubt in their mnds that they were going

to die.

They only wondered how it would be. Wuld the

t hi ng pl unge down toward the ground like a missile and
expl ode in rosy flame or rosy poison? A gas, perhaps,
spreadi ng out over the Kingdom and taking themall as
it coursed the air? And would it be a nerciful poison
one that nmeant no nore than a kind of falling asleep?
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O woul d there be convul sions and agoni es and desper -
ate clawing at the throat? O would it stay there in the



air and send out its cargo or death in rays, as the |lasers
did? O sonething el se, sonething conmpletely unknown

and would it be nerciful ... or would it be the
stuff of nightmare? They | ooked at the tadlings, and es-
pecially at the babies, and prayed that it would be nmer-
ciful, and swift

At the Castle, Charity of Airy and the three G annys

in residence could feel the terror. It took no telepathic
powers to sense an enotion |like that, com ng fromevery
side of you, and they bit their lips and frowned till their
heads ached. It wouldn't do to take the contagion of

that terror; might could be they would be needed | ater,

and in their right nmnds.

Castle Airy had no Magician of Rank for the Miles

to contact; and given that there were three G annys
there to be put up with that was not surprising. But the
word had cone in from Brightwater by comset al nost at
once, Veritas Truebreed Motley passing it along just as
cal mas he woul d have announced a blizzard. The

wonren of the Castle blessed the fortune that had nade
them part of that system and wondered what it was |ike
for the Kingdons that were neither part of the Alliance
of Democratic Republics nor supplied by a Mgician of
Rank. . . they would be conpletely isolated now.

Granny Forthright didn't like it a bit

"That thing up there," she fussed, waving at the ceil-

ing over her head with one knitting needle, "it scares the
bej abbers out of me—and J know what it is, not to nmen-
tion knowing that Airy's not the only Castle so bl essed.
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Now what do you suppose it nust be |like for the
Fam lies that don't know those things?"

"Well, it won't do," pronounced G anny Flysw ft
"And that's all there is to it."

"I agree, it won't/' said Charity of Airy, "but talk is
cheap—+ suggest we give it sone careful thought before
we go doing anything. Is there truly anywhere that
there's neither comset transm ssion, nor Mgician of
Rank, nor even a friendly neighbor to pass the word

al ong? Count them off, |adies, and carefully!"

"Brightwater, MDaniels, Cdark, and Airy," said Fly-
swift "All on the conset, all brought up to date by
Veritas Truebreed. That's four."

"M zzurah's got no consets,"” put in Ganny Heath-

erknit, "but there's a Mgician of Rank at Castle Mbt-

ley for the Mules to tell direct, and Granny Scrabble
there to see to it they don't kill himin the process. And
seeing as M zzurah's not nuch bigger all told than our



back garden, there'll be sonmebody on the way to Castle
Lewis with a nmessage long since. That's six. And Tina-
seeh. . . bad cess to it anyway . . . Tinaseeh's got four
Magi ci ans of Rank at Castle Traveller, no need to worry
about that crew. And G anny Leeward, which is a

shane; 1'd of been right pleased to see the four at
Travel l er get their brains scranbled. "

"Granny," chided Charity of Airy. "How you tal k!"

"That's seven," said G anny Heatherknit, ignoring
her completely. "Seven of twelve."

"Castle Guthrie on Arkansaw has a Magi ci an of
Rank, and so's Castle Farson—that's nine ... oh
law " Granny Flyswi ft made a soft and sorrowful noise.
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"Ah, law," she said, counting it up on her fingers,

"it'll be Purdy and Wwrmack as think they're all al one

in this. No conmsets, no Magicians of Rank, no way to

know what ever in the world is happeni ng and nobody as
woul d care to make the effort to tell them | can't say as
|'"mspecially worried about the Wmmacks—

"You should be/' Granny Forthright interrupted.
"They'l|l be declaring it's the Wirmack Curse again."

"Forthright, that slipped ny nmind entirely! You're
right as right! And wouldn't you know it, wouldn't you
just knowit, it'd be the fool Purdys, as don't know
enough to cone in out of the rain anyhow, and the
Wonmacks with their fool curse, as are |eft stranded?"
Granny Flyswi ft raised a finger beside her eyegl asses.
"It's near on enough to make a body think they may
have sonmething with their curses and their poor-nouth-
i ng about bad luck follow ng 'em everywhere and every-

when! "
"They make their own luck,*' Charity of Airy scoffed,

"and you know it—don't talk nonsense at a time |ike
this! Anybody wants a curse bad enough can manage to
bring one down; you just have to put your back into it.
And there's nothing we can do about either Wmmacks

or Purdys—they m ght as well be back on O d Earth for
all we can do."

"And that nakes el even," G anny Heat herknit

poi nted out. "There's sonebody |eft out™
"That's easy done and easy accounted for," said
Granny Heat herknit. "Nobody wants to think about the
Smiths. The Purdys now, they just need encouragenent
and they'd be all right And the Wwmmacks, a good
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cl out between the eyes'd break them of blam ng every-

thing and its little fingernail on their old curse. But the
SmirAs, | declare there's no hope for them Do you

know, they caught one of their Attendants agai n—this'|

be what, the ninth tine?—trying to tap into the conset
transm ssions in the dark of the night? | cannot believe

t he-"

"Granny Heatherknit!" Charity of Airy so rarely

rai sed her voice that they all three junmped, and Heat h-
erknit closed her nouth in sheer surprise. "If the whole
worl d cane to an end in a thunderclap, you woul dn't

have tinme to get ready, for it would catch you gossip-
ing!"

"Beggi ng your pardon, Charity," said G anny Heat h-
erknit "l got carried away."

"And | assune," Charity went on in a nore nornal

tone, "that we've no reason to concern ourselves with
the Smiths. They've got Lincoln Parradyne Smith the

39th over there, and whatever el se he may be, he's a per-
fectly good Magician of Rank. It'll be only the Wm
macks and the Purdys, poor souls.”

"You don't suppose the Miules would call on the
Grannys in such a hardscrabbl e?" hazarded Flysw ft.
"Castl e Purdy has one, and there's two in residence at
Castl e Wnmack. "

Al'l four wonen shuddered at the very idea, and the
other two Grannys gave Flyswift a | ong hard | ook

"I'f they did," said Granny Forthright solemly,
"there's now three | ess Grannys on Czark."

"Pshaw! |I'mnot so sure,"” said Flyswift. "No, |'m not
SO sure as a Granny's mind is any punier than a Magi -
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clan of Rank's. Who's to say, excepting always the M-
gi cians of Rank theirselves, and why woul dn't they?"

"You care to try mndspeech with a Ml e?" de-
manded G anny Heatherknit. "O anything el se as lives
and breathes? O doesn't, for that matter?"

Granny Flyswift adnmitted that she wouldn't, particu-
larly.

"Well, then."

Charity of Airy, tucking back a strand of the hair now
gone snow white with the |ong nonths of hardship and



worry, made a sudden hushing sound. That was twice
she'd caught them by surprise in one norning—t was
not like Charity to be ill mannered—and they thought
as they often had lately how she'd gone gaunt and old
since pneunoni a had taken her daughter Caroline-Ann.
She' d doted on Caroline-Ann, had Charity.

"You thought of sonething. Charity?" asked G anny

Heat herknit gently. "Have we forgotten sonebody?
Twel ve Fanmilies there's al ways been, and twel ve we've
counted off—unless a thirteenth's |anded, and a fine
time they' ve picked if they have, | nust sayl W' ve ac-
counted for all, to my mnd."

"It's not that," said Charity. "No, it's something that
)'ust struck me. And | may not be right”

"And you may not be wong, either. Many a | ong

year now you've been solving problens, it stands to
reason you'd get good at it," said G anny Heat herhut
"What's struck you, midear?"

"Those things. Those crystals."

"Struck us all, | do believe. Charity."
"Yes, but 1've been thinking about them
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Veritas Truebreed Motley says they're devices to gather
up energy, focus it—that they're up there charging, |ike
batteries. And | ask nyself, where are they getting that
energy? It's happening fast, Gannys. You go | ook and
see how rmuch darker they arc, and feel how nmuch

| ouder! What arc they drawing on for a source?"

"Charity, might could be there's a nothership up
there, beaming it down to them might could be any-
t hi ng! "

The Grannys nodded, all in agreement on that; the
unknown was, after all, the unknown. But Charity had
somet hi ng on her mnd.

"I have an idea," she declared, "and | plan to spread
iti" And she was running for Castle Airy's conset
speaker, her skirts hitched up in one hand and the cane
she'd taken to using lately clutched in the other

"I'f I can get through!" she called back over her shoul -
der, and out the door she went, leaving the G annys
staring after her.

"Well," said Granny Heatherknit to the others, "bet-

ter one of us turn on the set over there or we'll miss it
oursel ves, and wouldn't that be a conedown? Not a one

of us as can keep up with Charity, cane or no cane."



Granny Flysw ft nmoved slowy, belying her name, but
she was close by the conset stud, and it Bickered and
cane on about three words into Charity of Airy's mes-
sage.

"—+0 me," she was saying. "I might could be wong,

but | have a feeling about this. The crystals over the
Castles, they're nothing nore than enornmous batteries,
storage ceDs» and till they're charged they can't harm us.
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Jid perhaps they charge on sunshine, or w nd, or
fcardust, for all we know But 111 lay you twelve to
hree, citizens, seeing as how they come froma pl ane"
ary alliance that's founded on magi c and not science
[l Tay you twelve to three they feed and grow f at
on the plain scared-sick terror that's comng off this
planet like a hurricane. 1'll just bet you they do!"

The Grannys | ooked at each other, and back at Char-

ity's confident face on the comset screen. She could be
right; she'd always had an uncanny way of know ng

t hi ngs, made up of three parts comobn sense, three

parts intuition, three parts blind [uck, and one part they
didn't care to put a nanme to.

"It is just possible,"” Charity went on, "that if we
can*t stop themwe can at |east slow them down sone.

If we can only be calm and | eave off feeding themfear
while we think what to do. It can't hurt, and it m ght
hel p. I want you to turn your hand to sonething el se

t han bei ng scared, you hear ne? Tines tables, that's

al ways good. O counting backwards from one hundred

by threes, that's even better. You can't keep your nind
on being scared if you're doing that You tadlings as
don't have your nunbers mastered, or anybody as is so
scared they' ve lost their nunbers, you do the al phabet
backwar ds. Backwards, now You can't do that and give
off terror at the sane tine."

The people listening agreed that it nade sense, and

even if it hadn't it would be something to do; and those
that had no consets any |onger had nei ghbors poundi ng

on their doors to tell them

Charity's voice went on and on, soothing and strok-
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i ng, going out to four Kingdons. Even Veritas True-
breed Motley, nursing his aching tenples with a cold
doth at Brightwater, was noddi ng agreenment She had

me principle right, however ignorant she mght be of its
wor Ki ngs.



"Now ' said Charity of Airy, "I'Il do it with you.
We'll all be cal mtogether, calmas pond water. 100. 97.
94.92. Hmmm . . 88. . .85. « ."

In the houses, they said it with her. And the tadlings
tried the other thing and were amazed at how hard it

was. Gdottal stop, that was easy. Z, to go on with. Y, and
then X, a person could manage. But fromthere on it

was hard work, and who ever would of thought it? The

al phabet, that everybody knew |li ke they knew the | ook

of their thunbs! Backwards it fairly brought the sweat

out all over you. X . . @

"Can't be Q" said a tiny one, crossly, stanping her
foot "It's not time yet for Q"

"What is it, then?" chall enged her brother. "You're
so smart. . . oh! I know W Before X comes W"

"Pheeyeew, " fussed the little girl. "W . . now, let's
us Just see. "

Charity of Airy and the G annys were well satisfied,;

they could feel the easing in the air al nost immediately.
It was just as well, under the circunstances, that none
of them could see or sense the carnage in Snith King-
dom where Lincoln Parradyne Smith the 39th was pay-

ing the penalty for his phony Granny that was no

Granny, and the people of the Kingdomalong wth

him Long before it occurred to any of the other Magi-
cians of Rank to ask a Mule to pass the nessage along to
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the Mules of Smith, Lincoln Parradyne had paid his bil

in full; he lay dead on the floor of the Throne Room his
brain crisped in his skull like a dead coal. And the only
thing spared himwas the horror outside and in, where

the people of Smith tranpled one another in their panic
as they tried insanely to flee the nmenace above t hem

The crystal over Castle Smith was fust a little different;

its color matched the color of the bl ood sneared on the
streets and the stairs of the town, alnost exactly.

Troubl esone of Brightwater lifted her sister out of

the spring and held her close, sacred water and all, won-
dering if she had ever been so happy before. Bring on
the giant alien crystals, bring on the sliny alien w ck-
ednesses, bring on anything you fanci ed; neverthel ess,
her sister was awake agai n.

Responsi bl e fought herself free of Troubl esome's em
brace, which was sonmewhat nore enthusiastic than was
conpati bl e with breathing.



"Tr oubl esone?"

She tugged at the long black braid, to get Trouble-
some's attention, and wi ped sone of the water on her
face, and asked plaintively if she could please have an
expl anation. It was not every day a person woke up
naked in a creek, with a crowd attendi ng.

She |istened, her face growi ng nore and nore stem

while she was told. Al about the awful ness that had
cone when she was put in pseudocoma. The poverty

and the sickness and the weather all uncontrolled ... it
sounded like the tales of Ad Earth . . . and nobody
knowi ng what mi ght be happeni ng anypl ace but the
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four Kingdonms of the Alliance, except for runors. AH
about the Grannys' clinb up the nmountain, and Trou-

bl esone' s dreadful ocean voyage. And when the part

about Lewis Mtley Wnmrack the ~rd cane al on&

she cried out a broad word in total indignation that star-
tled Silverweb of MDaniels right out of the | ast scraps
of her rapture.

"I't would of been when |I was asl eep, Troubl esonmeF

decl ared Responsi ble of Brightwater. "That fool nan!

I gnorant, that's what he is, not to nention no sense at
all. Half the night on Brightwater it's day on Kintucky»
cl ear across that ocean on the other side of the world-
did he never |eam anything? | was dreamng ... |

remenber the dreans. Ch, | renenber themwell. and

they're not fit for Silverweb's ears. But never, never did
i magine that while | dreamed | was intruding on his

mnd. . . . The idiot! Ch, I'll nake himpay, | pronise
you—eh, how I'Il make himpay! He'll curse the day he
was born, and long for the day that death rel eases him
before I'mthrough. . . stupid man!"

"He is that," said Troubl esome. "He m ght have

asked you—but he wouldn't stoop. That's how he put

Y, fi

it

Responsi bl e struggled fromher sister's arnms onto the
rocks, where she sat huggi ng her knees and cl othed only
in her long h