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THISBOOK, AGAIN
Areyou gl there?

No, of course you're not. How could you be? Y ou were never therein thefirst place. | made you up,
sfishly, to hep mefed lessaone. Someoneto confide in, the most trustworthy friend | ever had.
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Of course, then, too, there was a chance someone might read it, this book. But surely, no one ever will
here. Or if they do, what | write will be some sort of weird curiosity, something to sneer at, amazedly. So
it would be best to destroy this book, wouldn't it, instead of picking it up to writein again... after |
thought I'd never writeinit again.

Only | remember, when | left the Tower in the City, | took these extraink pencils and pens. Asif | knew
I”’d go on writing. But that was areflex.

Naturaly, once Argul and | (and Mehmed and Ro) got back with the Hulta, and we' d moved far enough

away from the City, and there was some time—then | did write up the last bit. | remember it was asunny
afternoon on ahill, and Argul and some others had gone hunting, so | stayed where | was and finished the
dory.

| explained about how | destroyed the name-cards and the volumes of numbers, and all that evil stupid
junk that made up the Law in the Wolf Tower. Burnt them. And burnt my messagein thewall: NO
MORE LAW. About how Argul got me away, and about how we then saw the City let off al those
fantadtic fireworks, celebrating its freedom. And | thought after that there’ d be nothing much to write,
because though | could cover page after page saying Argul, Argul, Argul, how wonderful heis, how
happy | an—I could live that, didn’t need to writeit.

| did think I might put down an account of our wedding-day so | could look at it yearslater: my dress,
Argul’ s clothes, our vows, what we ate, what everyone said, and the games and dances—that kind of

thing. A keepsake.
Wéll, | can’t even do that, can I”? The marriage never happened. And Argul—

| supposg, if you did exist and were ill patiently reading, you'd prefer metotell you dl thisin theright
order.

But... maybel won't doit just yet...

THE UN-WEDDING DAY

That morning, the weather was beautiful. Teil had said it would be, the night before, because of the
SUNseL.

“ Red sky at set,

Sheepers not wet.”

“Excuse me?’

“Oh, Claidi. Don't you know that old rhyme?’

“I only know about the Sheepers being very dodgy. And anyway, their language is al baa-baa-baal”

“Wadll, yes. But it'san ancient trandated saying of theirs. A red sunset meansit won'’t rain tomorrow.
Which s perfect for your wedding day.”

Then Dagger strodeinto the tent. She’ d just turned eight years old two days before and |ooked fiercely
motherly.

“Claidi, | want you to havethis.”



“Oh, but Dagger—its your dagger.”
“Yes. You can ped orangeswithit redly well, too.”

| putitin aplace of honor with the other things—how | wish I’d kept it by me. | don’t expect it would
have made much difference.

People had been bringing me giftsfor the past six days. It’ s the Hulta custom, so the bride can build up
her store of useful thingsfor her wagon. But redlly, Argul’ swagon had tons of everything—pots, plates,
knives, clothes (some of which had been hislate mother’ s, when she was young, and fit me). Therewere
even books—I mean printed ones.

Still, the gifts touched me. | was an outsider, but no one ever made mefed like one. Once Argul wanted
me, and they’ d seen a bit of who | was, they made me part of the Hultafamily.

Wonderful to be liked. As opposed to having some special horrible power over people, asin the City,
when I’ d been Wolf’ s Paw for that short, foul while.

Anyway, Argul arrived then, and we went to supper a the camp’s centrd fire.

| remember—won’'t ever forget—the firdight glowing on faces, the last scarlet at the sky’ s edge, jokes,
gars, eyes gleaming in bushes and Ro wanting to throw a stone because they were “leopards,” only they
weren't, they werefireflies.

And aonewith Argul, and how he said, “ Are you happy?'Y ou look happy, Cladi. Cleverly disguising
your misery, no doubt.”

“Yes, I've been just crying my eyesout at the thought of marrying you.”

“Hmn Me, too.”

“Shdl wecdl it off?’

“Can't disgppoint therest of them,” he gloomily said.

We held our facesin grim expressions. | burst out laughing fird.

“I never thought I’ d keep you,” he said. “Y ou' re such amaddening, mad little bird.”

“Mad, I'll accept. Maddening. I’ m not so little.”

“I could put you in anutshell and carry you about in one hand,” he said, “oh, Claidi-baa-baal”

| remember my wedding dress. Well, | suppose | can say about that. After dl, like Argul’ sring, it' seven
herewith me. | came away init.

It swhite, with embroidered patterns of green leaves. White for luck and green for spring, the Hulta
bride’ swedding colors. And Argul was to wear sun-yellow, for summer, the groom’ s colors. (Spring and
summer were seasons. We don't really have them now.)

With histea-colored skin and black hair, he would have looked incredibly splendid.
Only I never saw that.

No.



Anyway, the night was cool and gill, and in the morning the sun came up and the sky was golden clesr,
and it waswarm, as Tell had promised.

W€ d been traveling about fifty, Sxty days, Snceleaving Nemian's City,

First there d been theflat grey plain by the River, and the thin mountainsin the distance. Thenwe'd
crossed the River, which was probably only river by then, by an old bridge | hadn’t noticed when
Nemian and | came down that way—or else it was higher up, beyond the marsh. (I didn’t notice quitea
bit of thejourney.) Next we turned more south, and then our wagons were in another of those desert
areas, which went on and on (only thistime, with Argul, | didn’t care).

The weather gradually got nicer, though. Lots of sunny days. Then there were grasdands, not as pretty or
lush as at Peshamba, but still lovely. There were stretches of woods and orchards in blossom, and
streamlets gloogling merrily by, and deer feeding and other dappled things with long necks, whose names
| can’t recall. We held races. (Siree, my black mare, went so fast | actualy won twice.)

There were villages, too, made of painted wood, with grass-thatched roofs. Smiling people came out
waving, and we bartered with them. And once there was abig stone circle on a hill, where no one could
goin, only stand outside and look, because awind god lived there, they said.

Thentheland just sort of flowed, with the breezy grass running around idands of hillsand treesin
sunlight. Argul said we were now only twenty milesfrom the sea, and I’ d never seen asea We'd go
there, said Argul. Buit first we d have our wedding, and we' d use the grassy plain as our dancing floor,
because the Hulta marriage dances stir up flowers and make trees grow—or so0 the Hulta boastfully say.

Oh.
Y ou may aswell know, atear nearly thumped on the page. Damn.

(I never used to swear. | wouldn't, because the nasty royalty in the House, where | wasadave-maid,
were aways swearing, and | didn’t want to be like them.)

Anyway, if I'm going to cry and swear, I’ [l stop writing. So that’ sthat.

(I think I do haveto write thisdown. | don’'t know why. Like a spdll or something. But I'm not so daft
thet | think it will help inany way.)

On the wedding morning, it’ s thought bad luck if a Hulta groom and bride see each other. But—wsdll, we
did. But we only laughed and separated quickly for custom’ s sake. Didn't even redly kiss each other
good-bye—had no reason to, of course. (Every reason to, if we'd known.)

| went first to groom Siree. Ashti and | plaited Sire€' s mane and tail with green and silver ribbons. I'd
ride her to my wed-ding, A Hultabride waysrides.

After that | had to be groomed.

There wasthisterrific private pool Dagger had found in the woods, and Teil and Toy and Dagger and
Ashti and | went there to bathe and wash our hair. We took our wedding clothes, and the jewels and
makeup and everything, plus some hot bread and fruit juice and sweets. I’ d brought this book, too, and
anink pencil, tojot stuff down—although | didn’t redlly think I’ d havetime.

Thetrees grew in close around the pool, but above there was a scoop of cloudless sky. Flower-bdlsin



the water.

Brides are supposed to be nervous. | wasn't, just happy. But our game wasthat | was redlly upset and
scared, and somehow we got into a story, splashing around in the pooal, about how Argul was a dreadful
bully, about sixty years old, who' d unhitch the horses and make me pull the wagon with his other six
wives.

Inthe middle of this, | looked up and saw it go over. Then the other two.
| just stood there in the water, and | went—not cold, kind of stony.

“She' sjust properly redlized its that hideous hundred-year-old Argul she's got to marry!” screamed
Adhti.

Dagger said, “ Shut up—what wasit, Claidi?’

But they’ d gone.

“I must have—imagined—I don't know.”

Teil looked stern. “Y ou do. What?’

“Balloons”

They went blank. Then redlization dawned.

“Y ou mean like from the grey City?”’

“Well—not redly. | mean | only ever saw one from there, and these weren't the same.”

That wastrue. Nemian's balloon had been silvery, round. These were more sort of mushroom-shaped, a
dull coppery color.

Had | imagined it? Had they been some odd, big, new kind of insect that |ooked larger but farther up?

In any case, many places had fleets of hot-air balloons, Nemian had aways been going on about that.
Peshamba had had them... or hadn’t they?

Though the sky was till cloud-clear, asort of shadow had fallen. We got out, not redly dry, and shoved
on our best clothes. | even put my wedding dress on fast, without much care. (Without thinking, | thrust
this book in my pocket.) Shaking out our wet hair, we went up through the trees, leaving most of our
picnic, and everything e se.

The main camp wasn't much more than aquarter of amile awvay. Not that far. (Only, down adope,
through al the trees.) It hadn’t seemed to matter earlier.

Argul knew al about what had happened in the Wolf Tower and the City, and what I'd done. Mehmed
and Ro had some idea but weren't really that bothered. I’ d never discussed it with anyone else, nor had
they pestered to know. They seemed to accept that it was something I’ d prefer to forget.

Only now Tell said, quietly, “Claidi, isit possible they might have sent someone after you?”

“Me?" But it was no good being modest. I’ d wrecked the Wolf Tower Law. The fireworks had seemed
to prove that most of the City was glad about that. But | had some doubts. The Old Lady, for one,
Irondl, what about her? I’ d never been sure, there. “Its—possble.”



We began to walk quickly, not running, in the direction we' d come, back toward the camp.
And then, the strangest sound, behind us.

| thought afterward that it was only startled birds, lots of them, flying up and away. Then it sounded asiif
the wood had sprouted wings and was trying to escape. The light and shade were dl disturbed with
fluttering and flickering, and then there was athud behind us.

Something had come down—Ianded.
None of ussaid anything or yelled. Wedl just broke into arun.

Instantly every single tree root and bush and creeper in the wood seemed to come jumping up to trip and
Sprawl us.

But over the chorus of panting and crashes and yelps, and Daggers dways impressive bagful of rude
words—another thud. This one was quite close.

The light had adtered. Something was blotting it up. .. abrownish-reddishness, and on the ground a huge
shadow, cruising... and | looked up, having tripped again, and aballoon hung there, right over the trees.

It looked enormous. Like adirty, bloated, fallen sun. No, like a copper thundercloud.

And then—I don't know redlly what happened. I’ ve tried to pieceit together, can’t, asif somehow I’ve
forgotten those completely crucid moments.

But it was asif the wood changed again. Thistime dl the trees became men.

They werein uniform, white or black, with plates of metal, and guns, and | ridiculoudy thought, The
House Guards!

They must have grabbed hold of me. | wasin asort of metal web, and | couldn’t see where Teil and
Dagger and the others were. As| kicked and tried to bite, | hoped they’ d gotten away. And | thought,
They'll get help, and then Any way someone will have seen. But the camp had been so busy getting
ready for the wedding. And these woods were uphill. And the trees...

Then one of the armoured men said to me, “ Stop struggling, or you' Il wish you had.”

They weren’t House Guards. But | knew that tone, those words. He meant what he said. (It was usdess
anyway.) | became quite ill.

Another onesaid, “Isthisthe one?’

“Itsher” said the first one, who must have been the one who had hold of mein theweb. “| saw her
amos every day inthe City.”

“He d never forget,” said the other, “would you, Chospa? Not after she made such ablazing great fool of
you.”

“Chogpa’ growled and shook me angrily, and the chain-web rattled. Who was he? Just one of severa
enemiesfrom my past—

Then there were shouts of “Haul away!”

And to my disbdlieving horror, | was being hauled upward—up through the dapping branches of the



trees, so that | had to protect my eyes—up into the air. Up to the disgusting balloon.

| kept thinking, someone will come in amoment. Argul and the Hulta had rescued me before—once,
twice—Argul will rushin, gorgeoudy bellowing, and Mehmed and Ro and Blum and everyone.

| kept thinking this even after | was pulled over into the basket under the balloon. Kept thinking it even as
the balloon lifted, with aterrifying hiss of hot gas over my head. Asthe ground fell away. Asthetrees
became like aclump of watercress, as| saw the Hultacamp—Ilike achild’ scolorful, tiny toy, Spread out,
peaceful, far away—too far even to seeif they’ d noticed.

Then suddenly, as| lay there on the balloon basket’ sfloor, | knew it was now too late. And then it was
asif some mistake had been made and it was my fault, my mistake. Only what had | done wrong?

BALLOON RIDE

“Some girlswould give their front teeth to ridein abaloon likethis,” said one of my captors haughtily,
about an hour later.

So | was ungrateful, presumably?

Chospa, who wasin the white uniform, glared at me under his stedl helmet crested with a tiff white
plume.

“Chogpa s ill very angry with you,” said the onein black.

| thought | was quite angry with Chospa. Or would beif | weren't so frightened, so numbed by what
had happened.

“Look, she doesn’'t remember you, even, Chospa.”

“No. She never looked at me once, until that last time.”

“Tel usagain, Chospa. It'saways good for alaugh.”

Chospa swore.

He said, “ Shewas going to be Wolf's Paw. | respected her.”

“Youtrusted her,” said the onein black.

“Weadl did. Who didn’'t? She was absolutely correct in everything. Couldn’t fault her.”

The onewho'd remarked | might want to give my front teeth for thisexciting ride (I found out later his
name was Hrald) said, “But listen, boys, she’ d destroyed everything, even the holy books, and then she
prances down with our Chospa here, to the street. Says she wants awalk. Then she says (here Hrad
mimicked afemae—my—voice, high and stupid and squeaky, how he thinks females sound, | suppose),
‘Dooo et me see that ddlicious darling rifle, dearest Chospa. E€ ve dways admeered it so00.” And what
does the dupp do, but giveit to her.”

“I didn’t know she' d destroyed the Law—or that she had savage barbarians waiting by the Tower
door,” snarled Chospa.

| knew him now, of course.

He' d been my guard/bodyguard in the City. Meant to protect me and/or keep me prisoner.



It'strue, I’d never redly glanced a him. Most of the people therelooked like mechanica dolls,
clockwork, without minds or hearts.

I"d just been glad that night it was dl being so Smple, getting away.

Argul had taken the rifle from me and shut Chospain the Tower, and | hadn’t redlly thought about it
again. Not even when | wrote down what happened.

Chospanow said, “I couldn’t open the Tower door. Y ou can’t from insde, unlessit recognizes your
rank—Ilikeit did hers. | had to St there. Later | wascalled into the Old Lady. | wasin there, explaining,
two hours”

No onelaughed at this.

Two hourswith Ironel Novendot. Irone ether furioudy angry or ese making believe she was. Her black
eyes, snapping red-pearl teeth and poison tongue, her dry white claws. | didn’t envy him. Hisface now,
just remembering, was pale and sick-looking. (The way minefelt.)

“Logt hishouseinthe City,” said Hrad. The onein black—hisnameisY azkool (I haven’t forgotten their
names, once heard. Never will, | expect)—said, “ Just barely kept his placein the City Guards. Allowed
to come with us on our joyous quest—weren't you, Chospa?—to identify Miss, here. Irond’s orders.”

(I hadn’t realized he couldn’t open the door. Thought they’ d just sat there and not come after us
because they were insane.) (The Tower door could recognize me? That was new. But so what—)

Drearily | huddled on the floor of the balloon basket. Were they going to throw me out when we got high
enough? We were high up now. No, they were going to take me back to the City, to the Tower. To her.
And then—well.

Would Argul redlize? Of course. He d come after me, like before. Rescue me, somehow.
A spark of hopelit up bright inside me. | was careful not to let the three Guards see.

But | did st up abit. The web-chain had fallen off. | tried to glimpse over the baskets high rim. Couldn’t
seemuch.

Roalls of landscape, soft with distance, but down:—and down—below. And the vast moving sky, with
cloudslike cauliflower blowing up over there, where the plain looked oddly flat and shiny—

It was choppy, riding in the balloon. | hadn’t noticed that either, except as part of the general awfulness.

Above roared the fire-gas thing that powered the balloon. There was one more man in the basket,
shifting some contraption about (like a boat-driver) to guide the balloon, probably. | didn’t understand it.

Even though I’ d brightened a bit, | was hardly lighthearted or very observant. But | now noted that one
of the other mushroom balloons looked miles away. We must be going quite fast?

| felt rather queasy, but it wasn't airsickness, just more shock.

“I must say,” Hrald must-said, “1 was surprised you took dl that, Chospa. | mean, the way the old bag
ranted on at you.”

Even | was astonished. Chospa gaped. Old bag—Irone!!!
“She’ sthe Keeper of the Law,” gasped Chospa.



“Y eah, well. But she went too far. Disgraced you. What happened was her fault, too.”
“Definitely not fair,” agreed the other one, Y azkool.
Chospa shrugged, turned away. He now looked blank and mechanical again.

| saw Hrald and Y azkool exchange aglance. Hrald shook his head, seeming to say, Let’s not upset him
any more.

The balloon driver—ballooneer, | think they call them— had looked around, too. He was a short,
bearded man, and he gave an ugly grin. That wasal.

| didn’t think much about this, or anything. | was glad that | had stopped fedling sick. Also, |
concentrated on seeming re-signed and meek, in case there’ d be any unlikely chance later to get away.

Sometimesit felt hot in the balloon, and then chilly. We werein achilly phase when Chospa suddenly
barked out, “Tell that fool to watch what he' sdoing!”

“Oh, he sdl right.”

“Areyou blind? Were going over too far eest—" and Chospa shouted at the ballooneer, “Pull her
around, you moron. The City’s that way!”

“Cdmdown, Chos” said Hrdd, in achummy voice. “ Trust me, it’ sfine”
“What isthis?” shouted Chospa.

“Oh, werejugt,” said Hrald, idling across the bumpy balloon basket, “going to do something, er, fird—"
and then he reached Chospa and punched him whack on the jaw. Chospa tumbled over and the basket
plunged, and the ballooneer cursed usal.

Aswe bucketed about the sky, the land dipping, clouds dipping, sun turning over, | saw we were aso
much lower, and that shining flat plain was gleaming everywhere to one sde. It must be the sea?

Chosparolled against me, and | stared in darm at his poor unconscious face, with the bruise aready
coming up likearipe plum.

Y azkool laughed, seeing meworrying.
Hrad only said, “Bring us down over there, that stand of pines.”
They dwayswant miracles” muttered the ballooneer.

And then the air-gas-fire was making ghastly dragon-belches, and we seemed to be dropping like a
sone.

All around, the sky was empty of anything—but sky. The other two balloons were completely out of
Sght.

The ground came rushing up, and | thought we' d al just be killed, and was too frightened even to be sick
after dl, and then we landed with abump that rattled everything, including my bones and poor old
Chospa.

Wedll, wewerefairly near the pines...



Next thing | knew, they were dragging me out of the basket. Y azkool was, unfortunately, securely tying
my wriststogether.

“There sthe sea,” pointed out Hrad, till apparently determined for me not to missany of thetravel or
Sght-seeing opportunities.

Beyond the hill dope we' d crash-landed on, and between the black poles of the ragged pines, asilver
mass gushed and crawled. Chunks of it congtantly hit together and burst in white fringes.

Argul would have shown methat. Helped me make sense of it.
It was now cold, or | felt cold. The clouds were swarming in the sky, bigger and darker and bigger.

The mushroom-pod of the balloon seemed to be deflating. No one did anything about Chospa—just let
him lie there on his back.

“Then where are they?’ demanded the ballooneer.
“Don’t bother your pretty little head about it,” said Hrad. “We ve made good time.”

The ballooneer scowled but said nothing el se. Y azkool produced apair of nail scissors and began neatly
totrim hisnails

Thewind blew, hard and spiky from the sea. | wanted to get out of the wind, so sat down, with
hand-tied awkwardness, against one of the pines.

| didn't redlize even then that the harsh, sllver-salt wind was going to be my constant companion for quite
sometimeto come.

About haf an hour later, some wild men came trudging up the hill.

They’'d caled the Hulta“ barbarians,” as I’ d have expected City people would. Theseredly did look
barbaric. Their clotheswere al colors, al patched, mismatched, too bright or faded, and dl filthy. They
had rings through their ears, noses, eyebrows, lips, and teeth, and had beads plaited in their hair,
mustaches, and beards. Several had one shoe or boot different from the other. There were alot of
knives, clubs, and nasty-looking catapult things.

They spoke another language, too, which only Hrald seemed to have any idea of. One of them, who was
dark but with very yellow hair, spoke a bit of the language the City speaks, that language | supposeis
asomine

No one mentioned me.

| had the strangest fedling that | had nothing to do with any of this. | tried to mergeinto the tree, but of
coursethat was slly. Y azkool presently came and pulled me up, and | was marched down with the
otherstoward the silver waves.

They're going to drown me, | decided. It's some new quaint ritual .

I"'m sacrifice materia, obvioudy. | mean, the Sheepers saw that at once and gave me to the Feather
Tribe, who meant to ding me off acliff. Asfor Jzaniaand Nemian, | was the best sacrifice of dl to them.
My lifewas barter for their roya lives, in the House and the City.



But we skirted the sea—which was very wet, very icy, with colorsliketeaand limejuicein it now, seen
so near. We went along a strip of sand and over dippery pebbles and black stones. Around a curve of
headland, | saw a ship on the water. Ah, we were going to the ship.

| didn’t cry. It wasasif I’d known somehow thiswould happen.

It had to be too smple just to kidnap me and carry me off to bekilled in the City, where just possibly |
might escape or Argul rescue me,

No, no, | had to be rekidnapped again, put on this rotten ship with its mucky, old stained sail, and taken
off somewhere with thisship’s crew, who al looked completely dangerously mad.

Werowed out in aleaky boat.

They pushed me up aladder—not easy to climb, hands tied, shaking, the sea going glump-whump,
everything rocking.

Something, some bird, flew over, shrieking. A gull. | didn’t know it was. | didn’t ask, or care. They
bundled meinto adark cabin and dammed the door, and there | was.

YET MORE TRAVEL OPPORTUNITIES

When | think about it now, | think | should have just jJumped into the sea. That’ swhat a proper heroinein
one of the House books would have done. (Although, naturally, a handy passing boat or giant fish would
then have rescued her immediatey.) I’ m not aheroine, anyway. I'mjust Claidi.

Anyway, | didn’t, did 1.
How long did it last, that thing they cdlled a voyage? Months, years.

Oh, about twenty-five or -six days, maybe. | kept count the way the (in-a-book) captiveis meant to, by
scratching on the cabin wall by the wooden chest. | did it promptly every morning, without fail. And then,
obvioudy, being me, being Claidi, | forgot the number the moment we got off the ship.

But, about twenty-five, thirty days. Perhaps.

Oddly, I sometimes thought about Chospa. It seemed so unfair, because, through no fault of his own,
he' d bein trouble dl over again. | could cheerfully have punched him on the nose mysdlf, but at least he'd
been honorably doing what he thought he should.

Instead of Chospa, there were Y azkool and Hrald. (The ballooneer hadn't joined the ship. | don’t know
what his planswere, but | hope so much they went wrong.)

| hated them, Y and H. Was allergic to them. Not just because they’ d made my escape-chances totally
hopeless, elther. They were so smug and—royal—aways cleaning their nails, their teeth, brushing their
hair, complaining about the way they had to “make do” on the ship. And at the sametime so
smilingly-mysterious about what they were up to. That is, what they meant to do with me. Of coursg, |
had asked.

| asked them the moment they opened the cabin and said | could come out now, since therewas
nowhereto go (obvioudy having never read any of those jump-overboard books | had).

“Where are you taking me, and why?’



“Why not let it be awonderful surprise?’ suggested leering Y azkool.

“Tell menow!” | cried. | meant to sound like the Wolfs Paw, or apprentice Wolf’s Paw, I"d been. |
didn’'t manageit. The ship was dso pitching about, and dthough | found | was (thank heavens) agood
sailor (that is, | didn't want to throw up), | could hardly keep on my feet—even now that they’ d untied
my hands.

Hrad looked bored. “I’ m off below,” he said.
Y azkool beamingly said, “Lady Claidissa, why not think of this as an adventure for you?’

Hrad, who hadn’t yet gone, added, “ And much nicer than being imprisoned for lifein the City cdlars,
wouldn't you ssy?’

“How did you know where| was? How did you find me?’ | gabbled. They were dready staggering, sea
legs dmost as hopel ess as mine, down the deck.

One of thewild sailor-people undid a hatch, and they stepped-fell through and were gone.
| made the mistake of looking around then. | didn’t throw up, but | nearly screamed.

Everything was galoping and tilting thisway, that way. The vast magt, with its dirty sail, seemed about to
crash right over on us dl. Waves a hundred feet high (they can’'t have been, but looked it) kept exploding
up inthe sky and hurling spray into the ship and dl over us.

No one seemed upset. Cheery sailors strode bowleggedly up and down, or scrambled across rope
arrangements on the magt, calling merry, other-language insults, and singing.

Water doshed down the deck, ran into the cabin, and then, as we nosedived the other way, ran out
agan.

Infact, it wasn't quite as bad asit looked that first time. But it took me hoursto get used toit, and by
then the wind had settled down alittle (temporarily), and the seawas flatter. Then this happened to me,
too. My brief anger went out. | felt flat and utterly lost.

Obvioudy, the“voyage’ was disgusting. It would have been, even if I'd wanted to do it.

I’veread or heard these stories of glorious days aboard ships. Blue waters, amazingly shaped clouds,
dolphins (?) and other fish or sea-animal-things, legping, the comradeship of sailors. Thiswasn't my
experience.

The sallorsfought alot.

| think it was boredom. They never seemed to do anything useful, but they were dways ether rushing
acrobatically about or gitting playing dice or card games, or even peculiar guessing games (I'd picked up
some of their language by then).

Y azkool told me (he and Hrald kept coming and talking patronizingly to me, asif | should beflattered by
their atention) that the sailors have 907 words for Sea. Perhapsit wasalie. They certainly had about a
thousand filthy words for Go Away, or Idiot! (Dagger would have loved it, memorizing them for future
use.) (I mustn't think too much about Dagger. Or Siree. Or anyone. Not now. | refuse—| REFUSE—to
think | won't seethem again. But... it won't befor along while.)

Anyway, the sailorswererowdy. H and Y strolled about, discussing how shirtswere cut and trimmed in



the City that year, or how thiswater was too salty to shave properly. Some days the seawas blue—but
never for long. Storms came regularly. Hrald (another lecture) told me that it was the Stormy Season.

Once or twice, when they cornered me, | confronted them.

“Did you both enjoy lifein the Wolf Tower City?’ | demanded.

“What other lifeisthere?’ drawled Y azkool.

“At any moment,” | yapped, “the Tower Law could have picked you out for someterrible fate.”
“Oh, it did once. | had to marry some girl”

What could | say to that? I’d seen the Law force a child to wear, day and night, the costume of a snall,
with the shell. Or send aman swimming up and down the River, dlowed only to rest briefly, when “
exhausted” forever .

“It’s probably nicer there now,” | acidly remarked, *’since | stopped the Law.”
“It' smuch the same,” said Y azkool. What an okk.

Hrad said, “ Anyhow, the Law may be reinvented.”

That shut me up. | hadn’t thought of that.

Surdy it would be impossible? All those namesto gather again—besides, there had only been single
copies of the Books of Law—and I’ d destroyed them. Or had Ironel lied to me? Were there other
copies?| nearly burst into tears, thisideawas so depressing. | wouldn't let them see, of course. | looked
out to seg, asif indifferent, and said, “Wall, if your City is stupid enough to do that, it servesyou dl right.”

Whichwas, and is, true. I’ d given them a chance, more than they’ d had since the Law began. A chance
isjust about al you ever get.

The cabin (I’ d seen a cabin before, on the river-ship that first carried me to the City) was quite large. |
had it to myself. From that | decided, wherever they were taking me, they were supposed to take care of
me. Not damage me or insult me beyond acertain point. (Asif being abducted wasn't the worst thing
they could have done, short of killing me.)

Therewas a (lumpy) bed and awooden chest, with thingsin it that had fairly obvioudy been put there for
my “comfort.”

Inthewall (the ships side) was around window, glass crisscrossed with iron, through which | could
admire the endless, jumping dolphinless sea.

| didn’t stay in the cabin very much.

When | did, | could be private. (H and Y brought me meals, and | didn’t have much to do with the
sailors, or wasn't dlowed to.) But when aone, | sometimes started to cry. Well.

So | tended to go out on deck, where people could see me, and | had to not cry.

| did glance at this book a couple of times. Wondered if | ought to writein it, couldn’t bring mysdlf to.



Argul knew about this book. (Nemian had caled it my “Diary.” Hewould. It wasn't. Isn’t. | don't know
what it is. My long letter to you, perhaps, if you ever read it.)

Argul just accepted I’ d written things down in abook. He didn’t ask about it or want to read it. Yet he
wasn't dismissve dther. But that was... wdl, Argul.

Argul.

| had taken my book with me to the wood pool because | was going to write down afew things about
my wedding day, some as they happened.

And when we left the pooal, | stuffed it in the pocket of my Wedding Dress, which by three daysinto the
voyage was spoiled, dirty, sea-stained, and torn.

The horribleideal keep getting isthat | brought this book with me to the pool and then put it in my
pocket—not out of old habit, but because | somehow knew this would happen.

Y and H were having lunch on deck, in an odd hour of sunshine.
Blue sky and sea. Gentle lilts from the ship. Even the sailors were mostly below at ameal and quiet.

| went and sat with my captors. They instantly made room for me. Y even passed me aglass of wine.
They'd actudly expected meto come over to them sometime—the extraglass, their unsurprise. | mean,
they’ d ruined my life, but they were so wonderful, how could I go on ignoring them?

“You seg, it' saniceday today, Claidissa”

(They aways cdl methat, my full name, which I’ d only learned months before and had never gotten used
to—or was ever surel liked.)

ISit?

“She’ snever satisfied,” said Y azkool, who, as | approached, had been going on and on (again) about the
sty shaving water.

“How strange, isn'tit,” | said, “that I’'m not satisfied. Everything’sso lovely, isn't it? I’ m kidnapped and
trapped on astormy ship and going | don’t know where or why or to what. Funny me. Wow!”

Then | wished | hadn’t spoken. They’d think | was trying to have a conversation with them, flirting even.
(They both think they’ re gorgeous. They aren’t. Oh well, to befair, they might have been dl right, under
other circumstances.)

Hrad said, however, “No, we' ve been childish, haven’'t we? Y ou must be miserable.” Then he grinned,
naturaly.

Y azkool said, “You see, Claidissa, the City was dl rgoicing and fireworks, but the people at the
Top’—it had acapitd T ashe said it—"they weren’t happy. Y ou have to have rules, Claidissa. Or
wherewould we al be, | ask you?’

The people at the Top? Who? Ironel—I thought she was at the Top. Nemian—no. Though aprince, he
wasjust asmuch adave, inaway, as| was, to the Law.

Did it matter anyway?



Only the result mattered. This.

Hrald finished picking at hisfood, pushed plates asde. He took out one of those City dainties, atablet
from alittle gold box. Once he' d eaten the tablet, helit one of the long black stems of packed tobacco
they smoked in the City, athing they called a beetle. (I don’t know why. Thefirg timel heard Nemian
say, on theriver-ship, that he was just going to light a beetle, I'd gonerigid.)

“Inafew moredays,” said Hrad, “well reach land.”

“Unless another readly bad storm crops up,” optimistically added Y azkool.
“Then,wegoinland,” said H.

“Moreexciting travel. HOW blissful.”

“Yes aninteresting trip,” said H.

It occursto methat perhapsH and Y areless sarcastic and cruel than plain stupid.
“Why?' | said again.

“You'll soon find out. Don’'t be so concerned. Y ou see the trouble we' ve goneto. Y ou're valuable,
therefore vaued. No on€' s even stolen that gaudy diamond ring of yours.”

“Then what do you get out of this?’ | inquired. “I mean, you’' ve annoyed the Wolf Tower now, haven't
you? They had me captured, and you recaptured me. What about these Top People?’

“Mmm,” said H. He blew asmokering. Typical.

Just then'Y dipped an arm about me, and | turned and dapped him redlly hard across his
gtill-beautifully-shaven, rotten face.

Some sailors had come up from below and now went into great gouts of glee. The dark one with yellow
hair called out something, which | think meant, “Hey, she bites!”

Which brought memories, and | got up and went to the cabin and shut myself in.

Ages after, when the seawas getting rough, again, and the sky and the window purplish, | thought, But
why am | valuable?

No answer to that.

| started wondering again if Tell and Dagger, Ashti and Toy had gotten away from the other balloons and
their riders. Then again | had that nagging unease.

How did the balloons know where to find me? Well, yes, they could have spotted the big Hultacamp

fromtheair just by careful searching. But to cometo the pool , where | was almost alone? Dagger had
found the poal. Teil suggested we go there. Betraya? Not Dagger. Not Teil. Not Toy or Aghti either.

Adhti isBlum'’ s girlfriend, and Blurn was my friend—Argul’ s second-in-command and—

HOW can | be sure?

About anything.



Toward the end, the“voyage’ just seemed asif it would never end. Then there was aredly frightening
storm. The sky went green as spinach. The seawas black.

Y azkool got seasick. It was one of my few moments of pleasure. Then | even fdt abit sorry for him.
(Theré s something wrong with me.)

The sailors were scared. They took in the sail and tied themsalves to the mast or the helm. They weren't
swearing! Gigantic waves broke on the deck, and the men were baling water out in buckets, and then H
came and pushed me back in the cabin and locked the door from the outside. | thought I’ d probably
drown.

Findly dl the noise died down, and the sailors Started swearing again.

When | was et out, the deck was till awash. The seawas now green, but the waves were more playful
than murderous. The sky was pure gold, thinking itself into an after-storm sunset.

And there across dl this vistawas a shadowy gilded hem on the sky’ slowest edge, which | thought was
acloud. Until I made out the sailors word (they apparently have one) for land.

Y was il heaving dedicatedly over the side.
H strolled up.

“There you are, you see,” he announced proudly, asif he' d donejust what I’ d begged him to.

We came ashorein our old chum, the leaky boat. Actualy, it dmost sank just before we got to the
beach.

I’ d anticipated something else. In books, I’d come across seaside docks and ports with towns or villages
attached. I"d thought the ship would go somewhere like that. It hadn’t. Also, we left the ship at dusk, and
only the dark sailor with blond hair, who H and Y called Bat-Nose (1), and one other one, rowed us.

Theland had faded from the light and grown black, with the sun vanishing behind it to the | eft. The sky
was deep red, magenta, then quickly darkening. Stars sparkled out.

Above the sandy beach, which ran back and back, more than twenty man-heights-lying-down, was a
forest. A wall of trees where strange (bird?) calls sounded and then went quiet. | didn’t see much of all
this, the light went so fast, or seemed to. But the forest didn’t look like any forest I'd seen, not inthe
Garden, or a Peshamba. More than luxuriant, it was—-fat.

Bat-Nose and the other one (1 think he was called, in his own language, Charming) lit afire. We sat
down around it, al except Y, who was till sick and had fallen in aheap, refusing to talk.

Onthe seg, the ship twinkled alamp at us, likeafalen ar.
| looked at it dubioudly.

Not that | wasfond of the ship. But I" d gotten used to it. Physicaly, too, the beach felt abit rolly. And
whereto now?

| dept apart, rolled up in two blankets, though the night wasn't cold, but | didn’t want to share thefire
with them.



During the night | woke up once. Something absolutely terrifying. A shadow-something was prowling
along the beach. It looked rather like alion, but paer, and with asort of snakeskin-like patterning on its
pelt that ayoung moon had risen to show me,

It went to the margin of the sea and sniffed at the waves— or drank them or something, only they were
sdty... Thenit glided back and threaded through the sorawl of deepers around the dying fire.

They’ d been too lazy to set anyone to watch. TOO smug. TOO smug even to wake up and yell.
| wondered if the ghostly cat would attack them, but it didn’t. To meit paid no attention at al.

In the end it trotted back up the beach and vanished in the forest. Took me agesto doze again.
Next morning they were dl in aflap, because there were pad-marksin the sand inches away.
Bat-Nose and Charming cast me unliking looks.

Y, now mostly recovered, announced thisto me: the sailorsthought | had changed into a“white tigapard”
inthenight.

| pointed out that if that had been the case, I’ d hardly have hung around.

It scdled adungle. A jungle-forest, thisforest.

I’d never seen anything likeit, not seen apicturelikeit, or even adescription.
Thetrees are about two hundred feet high, or higher. Miles high, perhaps.
And at the top, mostly, they close together, so there’ saceiling of foliage.

Thelight isamost wet-green, but often most like a soupy green dusk. Sometimesthereisabreak inthe
leaf canopy, and the sky isthere, but looking amost colorless, luminous yet somehow unlit.

Lower down, gpart from boughs and leaves (plump, juicy leaves, or long whippy leaves, or dense fans of
leaves), there are cregpers and vines, many thicker than amans arm. Some have flowers,
trumpet-shaped, or peta-plates. They’'re pale generally, because of the lack of proper light. Higher up,
you glimpse brighter ones, wherethin trails of light pierce through, flashes of crimson, turquoise, or

tangerine.

But the flowers could be birds, too, because the jungle-forest isfull of birds, some very small and some
very big, and all of themin al colors. There are also monkeys and other tree-swingers. Silent as shadows
or dsedhriekingly, jJumpmakingly noisy.

On the ground grow great clumps of black-green fern, often taller than | am, or bamboos, which I’ d seen
at the House, but not like these—these weretaller than tall Y azkool.

Perhaps most important, al the vegetation constantly knitsitsalf together. Thevinesareusing the
bamboos to curl around and so climb from tree trunk to trunk. The trees take root in each other. Other
cregpers come unwound high up and loop down and get caught by ferns. Ferns grab high boughs and
sprout forty feet up.

Through these attachments weave other things—ivies and grasses and funguses and blue-white
orchids—all trying to dimb up each other and reach the light. Any traveler hasto hack hisway much of



the time with broad-bladed knives.

Onceyou reinthe middle of dl this, if you can ever seefar through any occasond gap, thejungle
weaves on and around into the distance.

It goeson forever indl directions. Or seemsto. Sometimes ahuge rocky hill may go staggering up out of
everything, with treesleaning out sideways from it. But dthough ahill, it's also smothered by jungle, and
its summit won't break through the canopy, only make part of the canopy from dl its particularly high
trees.

Once there was a shower of rain. We heard it pattering above. Not asingle drop fdll through.

Just after the business about the tigapard on the beach, three men appeared out of the trees.

I’ve thought since, how did they know to meet Y and H just there? The storm had surely blown the ship
away from any course she (they're caled “she’.") might have had. And the shore where we' d landed
was quite adistance from the jungle-road that we eventualy reached.

None of that occurred to me then. It just seemed horribly inevitable.

Two of the newcomers were daves, thekind I’ d seen at the House, and in the City, though these were
dressed in @bsolute rags. It was so warm and humid, even by night, maybe their master didn’t think that
mattered so much.

This other man, presumably the master, wore extravagant clothes, al colors (like the parrotsin the trees)
and with fringes, tassdls, bells, buttons, holes cut out and embroidered. He jingled as he moved, but he
had a hard face, like a brown nut no one could crack.

“Hello there, Zand,” greeted Y azkool and Hrald. Then everyone started speaking mostly in yet another
languege.

Presently we went into the jungle. (Bat-Nose and Charming didn’t go with us.)

There was an ingtant clearing, with two more daves (in rags) and around, hooped openwork little
carriage. It was drawn by two stripy deer with horns. There were other, bigger deer, with antlers, inreins
and saddles.

Hrad sad, “Man, do weride those?’ looking haughty.
The antlered deer snorted and |ooked even haughtier.

They put meinthecarriage. | didn’t try to tell them | could probably have ridden aswell. The deer
seemed |ess reasonable than my lovely mare, Siree. Well, they were deer.

| didn’t even laugh a Hrald, dipping about al over hisdeer, which a once bucked and cantered about,
taking extrapainsto cause himtrouble. Likeamule, redly.

One of the daves drove my carriage. Hisrags were abit nicer, and he was black, like Blurn, but without
any of Blurn’squick wit or good looks. Of course, they al looked ugly and hateful to me. Maybe they
weren't.

At first the other three daves went in front, hacking away through the undergrowth and creepers.
Sometimesit got so bad that my driver, and then Zand, Hrald, and Y azkool, had to join in the hackery.



Should | have dipped out of the carriage then and run away into the forest?

| vaguely considered it once or twice. But the jungle just looked—was—impassable. And where could |
go?| wastotaly lost.

| should wait until | knew more, had learned more. Did | say that to myself?1 think | just sat there.
Of course, thejunglewas (is) fascinating.

Sometimes|'d fed adart of real interest—those monkeys with velvet-black faces, yet white on their
hand-paws and lower arms, like long white gloves. That huge snake twined around and around afig tree;
there seemed more snake than tree. For a split glimmer of asecond I’ d dmost be happy. Forgetting.
Only for asplit second.

Soon we reached the road.

Zand seemed proud of theroad, asif he had persondly designed it and then built it himself. Which |
doulbt.

It wasn't much, anyway, not anymore. Stone paving about three lying-down-man-heights across. ..
eighteen feet, maybe. But the jungle-forest was busily seeding al over it. Trees and shrubs grew out of it,
closed over it dbove. And in placesit had been entirely swallowed.

So then hack-hack, curse-curse, moan-whinge-whine.
Y azkool wasthe worst.
“I didn’t know thiswould be so primitive!”

Or was Hrald worst?“ | could have been at home, you know, in my tower, civilized. Playing the
mandolin.”

(Theideathat Hrdd playsthe mandolinisincredibly infuriating. | can just see him, in that stone City of
Law and miseries, smilingly plinking away.)

This part of the journey took, not years, but awhole century.
Perhaps only amonth.

Sometimes we saw more big catlike animals, which made an impact on the deer (so they were even more
difficult) and on Y azkool, who seemed to want to kill them, not to protect us, or to eat, but just for their
Spectacular skins.

Then, once or twice through those choked gaps in the trees, there were ruins of buildings.

At firgt | thought they were only pieces of other overgrown rock-hills. But some had carved roofs and
columns. And once there was a huge stone statue of arobed woman, about twenty feet high—I’ m not
exaggerating or guessing; Zand told usal its height, showing off again, asif he had carved it. But it was
older than Zand. Older than even Ironel had said she was, which was 170. That statue was hundreds,
thousands of yearsold.

But | wasn't in the mood for rare plants, animals, and educationa ancient ruins. Or for any of this guided
tour which had been forced on me.



Theworst part isthat its still going on, in away, becauseits still right there now—jungle, stones, beasts,
right outside this high window.

For anyway, at long last, my captors brought me here.

HERE

By the morning we arrived, I” d given up the notion of ever arriving anywhere. It was very slly, but | just
thought we' d go rambling on and on until everyone died of boredom or anxiety or both.

Then we were bumbling aong the road, which was more overgrown than ever. The deer were frisky and
Hrad was grumbling. Hack-hack went the knives. Then agreenish glow came through the tunnel over the
road, the last cregpers gave way, and the last bamboo collapsed.

Theworld yawned wide.

After dl the closed-in-ness, this abyss of space and sunlight was dmost unbearable.

Colossa openness. Above, the shell of awhite-blue sky, ringing with sun.

Everything hazed in sun, and spray—although at first | didn’t see why. There wastoo muck to see.
“Behold!” announced Zand, in hisown language.

He d invented and built this, too, of course.

Out of the jungles rose and rose, soaring upward, acliff of yellowish stone, bulging, pocked and cracked,
and clambered by huge trees that looked small as grass blades.

It did seem thewides, tallest thing I’ d ever looked at. Higher and mightier than any city. And much more
magnificent.

Therewas arushing roar, which I’ d heard faintly for so long, getting ever louder, but by tiny degrees, so
I’d never redly heard it, or understood that | had.

It was awaterfall.

The House had had them. A fountain made to tip from aheight, cascading over and down. The best one
was above Hyacinth Lawn. It was about two stories high.

Thiswaterfdl, here, began way up on the towering cliff. It burst out of the rocks, which werelogtina
bluefog. Thenit fell, tonsof liquid, straight and solid asapillar, yet it smoked and steamed from
bounced-back water—and the spray filled the ravines and valeys below asif something were onfire.

Rainbows hung across the gulf of air, bridges we couldn’t cross.

Everyone had gone quiet. Even'Y and H were impressed. It turned out they hadn’t seen the cliff before,
or thewaterfdl.

Hrald didn't even give me one of his guided-tour remarks.
| expect anyone else would have been thrilled, despite themselves, at seeing this amazing sght.

| fet asif the waterfal had crashed over me, crushing me. It was the last straw somehow. To see
something likethis, aone, and with them.



The place hereistucked in under the overhang, below the road, where the land goes jaggedly down
toward the ravines at the bottom of the cliff.

It was quite difficult, descending al those overgrown terraces. (They |eft the carriage and deer in asort of
shelter with the daves, a the top.) Everything was dippery from blown spray.

Dragonflies drizzled through the spray-rain.
Then, we got here.

The building isbuilt of the yellow stone, like the cliff, and again to start with | thought it was anaturd
rock, then | saw windows with glass, glinting.

Itsjust alow, square house, like something you' d find in Peshamba, maybe, but not so pretty.
Inthe courtyard H and Y started to act very picky and AW we must do this the right way.

No one seemed to be there, and then thiswoman came aong the veranda above the steps. She looked
like aservant, but she didn’t bow or anything, just came up to us and stood there. | thought perhaps she
wasn't used to visitors, out here, and hoped H and Y wouldn’t get nasty with her.

“Isit one of those things?’ asked Y azkool.
“Lookslikeit,” said Hrad.

Zand spoke in hislanguage. Something about, “ Are the rooms ready for her?” The servant nodded. Her
hair was odd. It didn’t look like hair, more like tangled string.

When she spokefindly, in Zand' stongue, | redized.
“Click-click. Follow-click-me,” said she.

Shel samechanica doll, clockwork, like the Guards and things at Peshamba. Rather rusty, asthey
weren't. Perhapsit’ s the damp.

All three servants here are the same.

The Peshamban dolls had seemed very efficient, and they’ d looked good, but | never redly got used to
them in the short time | wasthere.

These ones made—make—me uncomfortable. | suppose because I’ m usudly dedling persondly with
them.

Y told meto follow thefirst one. (Nobody bothered to keep tabs on me, or warn me—where could |
go?) It—well, she—led meto a suite of rooms, really one big chamber divided by bamboo or paper
screens, or thin curtains. There was abath, and she ran water into it. Hot and cold, from taps, just like
the House and the City have. She also showed me acloset, and there were clothesinit. She said,
“Clickety-clok: Shdl | bathe and dressyou, clack?’

“Er—no thanks. That' sgreat. I’ [l manage.”
“Shdl | dunk clokkk?” Excuse me?* Clok: Bring refreshments?’



“Oh—that would be nice. Can | have some fresh drinking water?’

The food was basic on our journey, and the water had run out the last few days. Y ou can get very tired
of strong, sweset sticky wine.

“Clum-clucky” said the doll, and sailed out. (Shewaksin an odd way, atype of gliding limp.) (I ill
can't get over the urge to brush and comb her hair. Madness. Anyway, it might all come out and then the
poor thing would be bald.) (Her faceisn’t so bad, but it’s expressionless. The eyes sometimes blink,
gartling me every time. Her lips part when she speaks, but sometimes only these clucks or cloks
emerge.)

When she came back anyway, I’ d had afast nervous bath, not enjoying it as1’d have done normally. I'd
put on along loose dress from the row of long loose dresses, white or pae grey, in the closet. There
were aso some ankle boots of soft leather.

| rolled up my WD with thisbook ill safeinsde the pocket. (A HultaWedding Dressaways hasa
pocket. The bride is given so many smdll giftsal through her wedding day, she hasto have somewhereto
put them.) I’d thought of that, too, got very down.

Then | shook mysdlf. Just in time, for therewas Dolly again.

On thetray she' d brought was awonderful blush-and-cream fruit, some thin dices of asort of crunchy
bread, and a decanter and glass of green crystal. Cool water, as|’d asked.

“Thank you!” | cried.

Shejust went out.

Do you thank them? Does it matter?

W, | do anyway. It fedswrong if | just snatch without aword, the way the other three do.

| didn’t see them again until the evening. By then I’d dept a couple of hours on the low couch, aredly
deep, seemingly dreamless deep. | felt better and stronger.

Dally cameinto the room, clucked something about dinner on aterrace.

The view from my rooms three high windows |ooks straight down into the jungle ravines, or up into
leaf-fringed sky. Either way, mostly an impression of distance and things growing. A wild fig tree wraps
the third window up dmost entirely. So when Dolly led me up ashort flight of sairsand | cameout ona
roof-terrace, the view made me dizzy again. All that largeness and space I’ d seen earlier, but now we
were perched right up inddeit.

The sun was going down behind the house and jungle. Acrossfrom us, over the ravines, the cliff face was
burning hot gold, and the waterfall like golden silver. And the sky was aspicy color. Overpowering.

Not taking any notice, Y, H, and Z were sprawled about, smoking beetles.

Then we had dinner served by dl three dolls: Dolly and two male dolls I’ ve since called Bow and Whirr.
Not very clever, | admit. Bow talks, but keeps bowing, and Whirr—just whirrs.

Dinner was dl right, quite tasty, lots of fresh vegetables, fruit, and sdlads, and some hot rice and pastry.
No mest or cheese, or anything like that.

Hrad complained. “ Cant they get fish, even? There' sariver down there, isn't there? Under that



waterfal? Bad management. All thisway, and not even milk for thetea”
| didn’t take much notice of them. They ignored me.
The sky was a smoked rose, then suddenly ash-blue. Stars starred it.

Then something strange—stars—gems—in the wrong place—at first | thought | was seeing things.
Blinked, saw | was't.

| couldn’'t keep quiet.

“Over there—what’ s that ?”

“What? Oh, that. Hmm. What do you think?’

| scowled at Yazkoal. “If | thought | knew, | wouldn't ask.”

“Oh, Claidissa, you're 0 loud and argumentative, so un-ferninine—"

It was Zand who broke in. Gravely hetold me, in my own language, “ The paaceisthere, madam.”
“Pdace—that’ sa paace?’

Thetop of the huge cliff—I’ d noticed in the last of the sun how it was dl different shapes, especialy
aong thetop. I’ d thought that was just how it had weeathered. I’ ve seen mountains, hills, shaped like
towers or clumps of roofs. And thiswas all in the same stone... But now in the sudden dusk, spangles
hed fired up everywhere, up and down the entire cliff. They were gold and white, delicate lettuce-green
and ruby, amethyd...

Windows.
“It'scdledtheRise” sad Hrdd. “Didn’'t we say?’
Those beasts, of course they hadn’t.

Sothedliff iscalled the Rise. It runsfor miles, up and down and along. And its not acliff, or not only a
cliff. Not a paace either—it must be acity. And its occupied, because al those windows were gleaming
and blazing now in the dark, from lighted lamps. Like they do over there every night I’ ve been here.

| sat fedling completely astonished. | was frightened, too. Everything wastoo large. Nothing was properly
explained. Perhapsit couldn’t be.

But | wouldn't say anything ese.

In the deep hollow of evening, far off yet weirdly clear, something growled, above the thunder of thefall.
“Tigapard, out hunting,” said glib Y azkool, knowingly.

“Or tiger,” added Hrad.

Zand shook hishead. He said, ill in my language, “ There are other things, onthe Rise”

And then—and then, to cap it dl, asif too much hadn’t aready happened, this STAR rose over the cliff.

“My,” said Y azkool. Even helooked awed, for amoment.



Hrad just gawped.
Zand got up, jingling, and bowed even lower than Bow, to the Star.

Argul told me something about stars, the way some of them are suns of distant worlds, and some are
nearer and are planets, worlds like ours, that wander through the skies by night. I’ ve never quite
understood, athough I loved to hear talk about it.

Isthisadar, then? A planet? What? | don’t know. Only that its enormous. | mean | actualy sort of
measured it later. Holding up my hand, the Star up there, by then even higher, neatly vanished behind my
thumbnail—but for its glow.

It'sblue-white. It gushes light, dazzles. Stark shadowsfal awvay from it over the ground, asif from a
nearly full moon.

Zand named it, in hisown tongue. But | know what it’ s called now. | asked Dally its name.
It's called the Wolf Star.

Well, that'sall.
| mean, I’ ve finished writing down the story of my kidnapping. Nothing e se has happened.
We ve been here three days and two nights. I’ ve marked them on the top of a page in this book.

| stay in my room as much as| can. Some monkeys sometimes come and play inthefig tree, and | can
watch them. They re noisy and funny. They throw fruit at each other, but sometimesthey get violent,
screaming and begting their chests.

Every night, if | look (I do look), the lightsarelit in that cliff-palace over there, or whatever it is. And the
great Star rises, gets higher, circles around somehow, is gone, comes back, and sinks. Did | ever seea
gar behave quite like that?

The Wolf Star.

The nameisn't lost on me. No coincidence—it can't be. | don’'t know the link, though, between Wolf
Star and Wolf Tower.

Y and H are getting impatient, | can tell. Little things like the way they curse and stamp about and throw
fruit dl thetime. (Though no screams or chest-besting.)

Everything has something to do with over There, probably.
Zand |eft the day after we arrived. | didn’t see him go. Why was he so polite that time he spoke to me?
I”’m aprisoner.

Yes, | suppose | know something else will happen, to do with the cliff, the“Rise.” But why should | think
about it?1'm here, it' sthere. | can't see any way to cross, unlessthey or wefly.

Did think about running away again. Getting food from Dolly and saving it up, sneaking out at night.
Surely cranky Whirr and Bow couldn’t stop me? And if there are tigers and tigapards growling and
roaring in the jungle and. .. “other things,” well, so what?



Maybe | will.
Tonight, maybe.
But anyway, I've donewhat | said I’d do, put al thisdown. I’'vewritten dl I’'m going to.

| have nothing e seto say.

THERE

Today, | was sent over there. There iswherel am now. That other window was high. Thisoneis HIGH.

The morning started with abang. Literdly. A monkey jumped in through the fig-tree window, which I'd
unluckily left open.

It landed on thetiled floor, day-edged and furry-looking, but its eyes were like angry red coins.
Then its mouth pursed up and it kept going Hwoup-hwoup a me.

Obvioudy, | hadn’t left in the night, I’ d felt too tired, not ready—I was confused. (Cowardly.) NOW |
stood by the bed and the monkey stood about ten feet away, going hwoup a me and showing itsteethin
between, which | recalled Hrald had said, and even the Hulta had said, meant amonkey wasn'tin a
relaxed mood.

“Lovely monkey,” | gooed, cregping toward the door. “ L ook, tasty mango in dishy. Have delishy
mango-yum—"

But the monkey made a sudden legp and bounded up one of the curtains. As| said, they werethin; the
material tore, and the monkey fell out of it, hit one of the paper screens, and screen and monkey went
rolling about and now it was going AargrujifOOR! at the top of itsvoice.

| ran out of the door and dammed it and rushed up the stepsto the terrace.
Dawn had happened about an hour ago behind the Rise. The sky wastall and full of birds.
Something was wrong with the terrace.

The table had been laid for breakfast, which looked started on, and Y azkool and Hrald' s usual chairs
were pulled out. But another chair lay onits sSide with abroken back. And there were three broken
plates and one of Y azkool’s enamel beetle boxes—just lying there, too, on the ground, open, with
beetles and tobacco spilling out.

Monkeyswere yammering from all the trees by the house.
Something had happened.

| yeled, “Dolly! Bow!”

Odd, redly. Hand Y were hardly my best friends, but | felt panicky.

For ages no one came. | heard the monkeys bashing about and thought they might come up on the
terrace and perhaps | should go back into the house. Then Dolly appeared and limped acrossto me.



“What' s happened? Where are they? | mean Hrald, Y az—-"
“Clickups, clankit.”

“Oh Dally—"

“Gone,” sad Dally.

“Yes, Dally, but where—why.3”

“Cluck: Duty done. Now you go to Clack!”

| nearly howled—and now here was BOW lurching up bowing and saying, “Morejuice, more toast!”
And Whirr going “Whirr,” and | could hear the monkey in my room breaking more screens.

Then | saw the bridge.
| said we' d haveto fly to reach the Rise. It wasn't necessary after dll.

It was like along white tongue that had licked out, afrog’sor lizards, from alittle black mouth in the
distant cliff-sde. It had did across the drop, through the spray of thefal, did on and on until it touched
and somehow attached itself into the rock on this side, and stiffened to tillness. By craning over the
terrace, | could seethe bridge s end, just by the courtyard wall.

“Someone came from over there,” | brilliantly guessed. “By the bridge. And Y azkool and Hrald—"
“Away,” said Bow, bowing over histray of excesstoast.

“Do you meaen killed?”

“Whirr,” said Whirr, thoughtfully.

Thiswas usdless. It would have been smple, presumably, for someone, or their guards or daves, to hurl
HandY gdraight off thisroof and away to the ravines bel ow, to the jungle trees and the fish-river Hrald
was aways grumbling about.

Dally was saying, “Y ack come over. Y ou to go over cluck click.”
Meto go—
The bridge was for me to go—over—

Whirr was pushing a me. Was he trying to herd meto the bridge? Or worse—?1 tried to fight, and into
my punching hands he thrust a piece of paper, folded once and sealed with black wax.

| stared at it. For aminute the seel wasall | could see. The wax had been stamped with the shape of—a
woalf.

Thedolls had dl moved back, and now the monkeys were making less of arow. And likeafoadl, |
recalled, last thing last night, hearing Y azkool cursing away from the house stairs about dropping his
second-best beetle-box. So that had happened then, not because of some attack. As for the monkeys,
the bridge would have scared them. Everything explained.

| broke the wax sedl (it was awolf with some sort of bird flying over it?) and undid the paper.

Thewriting wasin blackest ink, in the language of the House and Nemian' s City, though some of the



words were pelled another way; thisdidn't look like mistakes. It said: Greetings from the Rise. The men
who brought you here have ween paid and you may release them.” (Fine chance, they hadn’t Waited.)
"Thebridgeisfor your convenience. Cross at your pleasure. The dave will escort you. Until we meet—
vl

That wasdl.
“What dave?’ | nervoudy asked. The least important Question.

Then anyway | saw him, stlanding waiting in the courtyard below. A man with thick green hair.

At the House, there were fashions and even rituals that involved differently colored hair or wigs. At first |
thought the escort-dave was wearing awig.

Beforel l€eft, | ate amouthful of toast, swallowed afew sips of the green milklesstea. | had a bath and
put on another dress. | brushed my hair. All thisto waste time, to put off going. Also to seeif it would be
alowed.

Apparently it was. No one cameto hurry me.

When | cameout in the yard, the dave was il waiting, till just sanding there, asif he hadn’t moved an
inch.

Hewasn't mechanicd. | kept wondering if hewas. Hewas... odd.

| carried my WD and this book and pen, and afew things—underclothes, comb, etc—inabag1'd
handily found in the closet. Put there to be handy for me?

Dally, BOW, and Whirr stood in the veranda, asif sending me off. So | waved. They didn’t wave back.
Why would they?

It'd been no use asking any questions ether.

Aswe walked down the uneven dope between the fig trees and pams, toward the white bridge, | tried
guestioning thedave.

“What’ syour name, please?’

Ingtant reply. “ Grembilard,” he said.

“I'mCladi,” | sad. At the House, or in the City, one didn’t spesk to daveslike this, but what the hell.
“Lady,” said the dave promptly, however.

“No, not lady. Cdl meCladi. Try it.”

-Lady Cladi*

That sounded ridiculous. But | let it go. Wanted to move on. “Who sent you for me?’

Then the dave said something | thought meant he was adoll, and his mechanism had gone funny, like
Dollysand Whirrs.

“Could you repest that?”



Hedid. | realized he'd put Prince on the front, too, both times.

Was it aname?| tried it out hesitantly:

“Prince Venarion-ydlow Kasmd—"

Obligingly, Grembilard helped me,

“Prince Venaryonillarkademidorus.”

“oh”

Then we came around agiant stand of blue bloomslike lupine (eight feet tal) and there was the bridge.
I’d felt nervous. Now | felt Nervous.

“Who ishe?’ | demanded, stopping.

The dave stopped. “Prince Venaryonillarkad emidorus.”

“Yes, | know, but—" Grembilard took my bag. | looked at it in his hands. Everything had been taken out
of my hands.

Thebridge wasterrifying.

How it had anchored itself into the ground on thisside | Couldn’t make out, but the earth was all
displaced. The bridge looked solid. Immovable. It was Straight asaruler, asit spanned the tremendous
gulf. It waswhite asicing on acake, with alace-ddicate rail that would come, once | stepped on the
bridge, to just above the height of my wais—not very high. And it was narrow. Only wide enough for us
to go singlefile. The distance from hereto there was about amile.

Hewadked in front. | wasjust supposed to follow. | followed.

At first | was afraid to look anywhere but at Grembilard’ s back and peculiar leafy hair. My legs shook. |
could feel the distance rushing below, down and down.

But the bridge wasiif anything horribly solid. It didn’t even vibrate from our footsteps or the roar of the
fal, which got louder as we went on. And everything was dick with moisture, and then in places dry
where somehow the fine spray didn’t come.

(Thenoise of thefall isawaysthere, and | seem dwaysto be hearing it suddenly for thefirst time, asif
I’veonly just noticed it, or itsonly just started, like avast faucet turned on in the cliff. But that’ s because
it's congtant; you just forget to hear it most of the time, hear other things above, below, around it.)

| think we were about halfway acrosswhen | thought | would look down.

Thething anyone—you, for example—would have said don’t do. But | kind of had to.
So | stopped and put my hands firmly on thelittle handrail. | looked straight out, then over.
For some moments | was smply so astonished | didn’t fed anything but—astonishment.

If theway acrossisamile, it must be three miles, four miles, down.

There isariver a the bottom—atiny, shiny dark blue worm, coming and going through veils of spray.
Thefdl reachesit, growing dender asapencil, and detonates. And the sides of the Rise, and of the



other cliffs, cascade toward the river, green bunched curtains caught with flowers and pinespples and
tree-limbs, where parakeets flash red. Then, aboveisasky solargethat | could just float free and up to
one of those bubbles of cloud.

And that was when my head seemed to fal off upward, and | sat down bump on the bridge.
“I cant move, | said. | won’'t move.”

Giddy and mindless, | thought fearfully of what Argul would do—scold me, pick me up, drag me, or just
st and hold my hand until | felt better.

HOW | wished hewasthere. | started to talk to him.

“I'll bedl right inaminute, Argul.”

The dave stood over me, indifferent.

“Hishair,” | said to theimagined Argul, “isn’'t hair. It hasleavesinit.”

My head cleared. | said to the dave quite sharply, “Why are there leavesin your hair, Grembilard?’
“They grow init,” he said.

| felt sensible, nodded, and stood up. | was dl right after that. | kept asking questions about his hair.
He answered them dl, but we—I—got nowhere.

He sayshishair is partly hair and partly leaves. Has to be washed and then watered, or something. It
looks real. Couldn’t be.

But | wasdl right.
| started to notice the cliff, the Rise, when we were about an eighth of amile away fromiit.

It truly isenormous, and it doeslook natural, most of it, but every so often thereis a part that, close up,
you can seeis carved out—a ba cony or abulging upper story, long ranks of windows, with glass or
|attices. Steps, too, appearing and angling around, and towers, these with roofs of tiles but they’ re dmost
al faded, just awink of indigo or lime here and there.

Masses of vines grow up the face of the rock walls, and treesthrust out of them, as |’ d seen from the
other side.

Wherethe waterfal waterfell, al | could see was spray like smoke, with aglitter of sun like dancing
coins. But thefdl itsdf was about three miles away dong the cliff to my Ieft.

Where the bridge had come out wasn't a hole, but a huge gatemouith.
We got nearer and | began to dread the gatemouth more than I’ d dreaded the bridge.
But I couldn't redlly stop to admire the view again, so | went on.

Some pink parrots flew over aswe got there. Then we were smply off the bridge and standing on
another terrace. Cut gtairsled up into the dim cavern or hall or whatever.

If 1 goinwill | ever get out?



And then | thought, Oh come on. I’ ve gotten out of everything else!

So | marched behind leafy Grembilard, up these old doping stairs, and into the Mouth of the Rise.

WHERE?

What | said to him, to Argul, dl that time—only amonth or so—ago, about how the ring he gave me felt
likeapart of my hand. It does, so much so that | forget | haveit on hdf thetime, and in the beginning |
sometimes knocked it on things.

The stone (diamond) is part cut and part polished. It'slike agreet tear.

| mention thisnow becauseit' sal | haveleft of Argul. And because of what the dave said, Grembilard,
aswe waked into the cavern.

“Lady Claidi, | must ask, isthat your mother’ sring?’

My mother . | hadn’t thought of her for awhile. | mean, I’ d never been sure that what | was told about
her was true-that she was called Twilight Star, was a princess, and so on. The story of my mother was
one of the things that made me escape from the House with Nemian and go to the City of the Wolf
Tower. So it wastold me, no doubt, to help make me do just that. On the other hand, | told Ironel
Novendot the ring was my mother’s, so | could wear it openly in the Tower. Irond wasthe only onel
told.

“Who told you that.?’ | asked Grembilard.

But dl | got was“The Prince—" (and that name again) “may liketo know if that isthering of Twilight
Sar”

“Then he can have fun guessing, can't he?’

But did dl thisredly mean that Ironel had sent word here, to this prince with a name of-—what was
it?>—eleven syllables. Then that dso meant she'd known | would be brought here

| looked around briskly. The cavern-hall was severd stories high, the celling rock carved with flowerlets
and wiggles. Thefloor was old stone, polished with wear in places, and damp and going mossy.

Anyway, why did they want to know about the ring?
“Why does he want to know about the ring?’

“It has properties.”

“Likewhat?’

But only davey slence now, and | was (davishly) following him up another staircase, which had carved
marble animals on either sde—tigers with beards, and thingslike bears.

Didn't matter, did it, anyway. It wasn't Twilight' sring. If | was even her daughter.

A door opened to one side, straight off the stairs. It opened, | suppose, by clockwork, sincewe didn’t
touch it and no one else was there.

Hewentin. | went in. The door shu.



There were lots of corridors after that, some quite narrow and others wide. Carvings, tiles, and here and
there water dripping down the wall.

All the corridors had windows, some very high up so only sky wasvisible. In one wide corridor wasa
line of ten windows, floor to ceiling, about two man-heights high. They were of rich stained glassin
complicated patterns. | must have seen them when | was across the gulf, once they werelit up a night.
From this side you couldn’t see through.

Sometimes there were closed doors, or other passages, arches, stairways.

| kept expecting to meet other people. There must be hundreds, thousands, in this palace-city insde the
diff.

We met no one.

That seemed—not right.

Oncetherewasavery odd noise, akind of grating rumble.
| said, “What' sthat noise?’

Grembilard said, “ Just the palace.”

“Isit unssfe?

Hedidn’t answer. After that | kept thinking I’ d see and fed gdleries shaking or wobbly stones or plaster
fdling off thewadlls. But mostly the whole place seemsin goodish repair. Even the water spills have only
grown some attractive indoor mosses and ferns.

Anyhow, the sound died away.
We must have walked for about twenty minutes. Then he opened a door.

He handed me my bag. “Here are rooms where you can stay,” said Grembilard. “ For now,” he added.
(Ominoudy?)

Theserooms are high, and pale banana-yellow. There are three—no, four.
| Sit in them or pace around.

Again, few furnishings. LOW couches, atable or two, somefruit, water and wine, a sunken
bathtub—hot and cold water—a jar of some essence on the side, towelslaid ready.

No doors in theserooms. Only curtainsto screen the doorways.

And nobody about. Grembilard, having bowed mein, had bowed out, and I'd said anxioudy, “Where
are you going? NOW what happens?’

And he shrugged with along face. “Who can say?’
“What do you mean? When will | meet this Prince V enari-dory-whatever?’
“Perhaps, soon. Or later. Whatever €lse, madam, please don't leave the rooms.”

“Wéll, | thought you' d no doubt lock mein.”



“No. Unlessyou’ d prefer it?
“No | wouldn't! I might like another stroll.”

“Lady Claidi,” said Grembilard, “there are... certain dangersin the palace—for this reason you shouldn’t
go outside the door.”

“Oh. | wont, then,” | airily replied.

When he' d gone and I’ d wandered around a bit, | did go and try to open the outer door to the corridors.
And it did open.

What dangers? Do tigers and panthers run wild through the passageways?

Nothing out there—but then | heard that odd rumbling again. What wasit? Thistime there was adefinite
vibration through the wall.

So | came back in.
| eventually noticed some of the fruit in the onyx dish had gone rotten.

Most of the windows in here have panes of milky non-see-through glass. They could face out onto
anything—even other rooms.

Then | found this window, behind agauzy curtain I’ d thought was just adrapery.
Clear glass. Y ou can look straight down and down to the blue dow-worm of river.
Sitting by thiswindow, I’ ve written everything up.

What can | say? The most—well, it' s—

Did | goto deep and dream it?

No, because she's Hill there, the girl dave, Stting al innocent and cross-legged on the floor.
And the cat’ s here, too, somewhere.

Sorry—that’ s confusing. What happened wasthis:

| got bored sitting. | had abright idea. Since I’ d found the window behind a curtain, there might be other
things behind other gauzes hanging decoratively down the wdls.

Not much to start. A mirror was behind one, and | saw mysalf and frowned hard a me. | looked
changed and not myself. Behind another curtain was a door, an actua door made of wood and painted
likethewdls. | tried it but couldn’t make it open. Left it, feding irritated.

In the fourth room there was a cupboard behind a gauze with gold threads. In the cupboard | found piles
of books, dl in other languages and without pictures. Some did have maps, which made no senseto me.
| wouldn’t expect them to, never having been educated at the House.

The last gauze was dso in the fourth room, and when | dragged it aside | found another door. Another



cupboard, | thought, as| easily pulled it wide. It wasn't.

Outsdewas avast hdl of echoing stone. Granite pillars soared up, smooth as glass, and therewas a
great marble gair. Light streamed in at around celling-window, a skylight. It was high above, and
through it | could seefaint chalkings of cloud.

Onthe tair wasthis girl with short black hair, sitting crying her eyes out.
| sad, idicticdly, “Areyou dl right?’

And | took a step out of the doorway—

What happened?

It'shard to describeit, redly.

It was like being on that ship again, and like getting off the ship for the first hour or so, when the ground
seemed to be moving as the deck had.

Everything lurched. | nearly fell flat, and then | did, but the other way, backward, because the girl came
hurtling off the stair and jumped a me. We tumbled into the room and got wrapped up in the curtain,
which toreright off thewall.

Thefloor hit mein the back and the girl had landed on my stomach. Luckily shewasn't very heavy. Asl
lay there, gasping, saying things | usudly try not to, | saw this.

Midway up, the stair separated.

The top part then flew dowly up into the celling, and when it was dmost at the skylight, alarge area of
wall glided away, and the sair did through. Then, from somewhere e se— the other wal, only | hadn’t
seen it sart—came what |ooked like haf of aroom, with afountain in a stone bowl, trickling avay. And
thiswheeled past and filled in the space between the door and the now-in-haf sair.

Then everything stopped.

| couldn’t seethe pillars or the stairway anymore. | couldn’t see the skylight. This other room, which now
looked like awhole room, had latched on to my rooms.

Thegirl had rolled away, and | sat up and stared. Then [, too, got up. And | was just going to go out into
this sudden new room with afountain, had one foot over the threshold, when the girl jumped at me again
and grabbed both of my arms.

| tried to push her off.

She shook her head so violently | thought it might come loose. She' d stopped crying. She had been
streaming tears, but her eyesweren't even red. After we' d struggled for awhile, | snapped, “All right.
Y ou don’'t want meto gointhere. | won't.”

Shelet me go at once.
What wasin this new room? Just the fountain. It was shaped like abig fish, quite e egant.

Then something moved in the stone bowl. It sprang off and came bounding over and through my
doorway.



A stone-grey cat. The oddest-looking cat—flame-green eyes and this different forehead—Dbuit it shot
past and rushed into my rooms, and | don’t know whereit’s hidden itself.

Thegirl just went over there, and sat on the floor, insde my doorway.
No tears. Had she been crying?
She doesn’t speak, or cant, or wont. | don’t know which.

Apparently I'm not alowed to go away fromin here. Deliberately | walked to the outer door, and when |
got there she came tearing after me. So | came back, and at once she sat down again.

Wait. 'I'll try asking—

| did. | said, “Can you speak?’ and she shook her head.

| said, “Isit dangerousfor meto go outsde?’

Vigorous nods. Her neck must be redlly supple from all that urgent nodding.
| said, “The stair—part of it moved—didn't it?’

Tothat, dmost a lazy nod.

Then, thistotaly absurd thing.

She opened her eyes wide as wide, and streams, rivers of tears rushed from them. She had no
expression. Shedidn’t look upset.

When about two pailsful of water had poured on the floor, the tears ended. She got up and stood in the
wet. Then she hopped and jumped about the room, like akid playing, making wet footprints (wet from
her own tears), looking a them—and slently giggling.

Shedid thisfor aquarter of an hour.
Now she' s sat down again.

Asfor thecat, | just saw it. It'sin thefruit dish in room two. Its eaten every grape, orange, and peach,
and even the rotted mango. Now itsjust sitting in the dish, washing itself nice and sticky. (Itshead is
shaped like—well, its—?)

Claidi, you need to make aplan.
Any plan.

No, | haven't, didn’t.
Instead, this room—
Moved.

No, | didn’'t imagineit. Very loud rumbling started, and the floor jumped and shook for about two
minutes. Next, when | looked out of the door to the passages, everything was different. Thereé sa
courtyard out there now, with roses and vines growing from pots. At the other door, which I’ d |eft open,



the room with the fountain is till there. It obvioudy came with us.
Probably the Tear Girl would have stopped meif I'd tried, but | didn’t try, to go out by either way.

Something el se has happened. The rooms became dark after we' d moved. | think the windows, though |
can't seethrough, don’t look outside anymore. Certainly the clear glass window doesn't. It now looks at
atal sde of the cliff, where there are windows, too, but also alooming cedar tree hangs over. (I noticed
the Tear Girl did now appear rather worried.)

After it had been gloomy and dark for about five minutes, and | was wondering if there were any candles
or lamps, lights came on.

That' sthe only way | can put it. Think of about fifty candles|it and burning up a once. Only steady, not
flickery. And no one lit them.

The source of the light seems to be some of the carvings at the tops of the four rooms.
| mean, thislight is perfect, soft but clear. But how—what isit?
I’ve heard them—the House, the Hulta—talk about magic. Isthis magic?

Before, | was scared, but | had gotten used to being scared. It wasn't too bad. NOW I’ m frightened. It
isn't eventhat. I'm— redly logt. Where on earth have | cometo?

These rooms haven't moved again. But | keep thinking they will. The lights burn steadily. Nothing's
happened for about three hours, except that the cat’ s gone to deep in the fruit dish. Oh thisisawful.

Obvioudy, at last | decided | was going to leave the rooms. | couldn’t stand this anymore. | said to the
girl, “I'mjust going to have aquick look outsde...” | meant to make adash for it. Though adash to
where or what | hadn’t aclue.

| put my bag casually over my shoulder by its carrying strap, walked about, walked to the door, yawned
and stretched.

Shedidn’'t seem agitated... I'd fooled her?

Redlly, it was quite an attractive yard. The roses were scented and twined around pillars. Therewasa
grapevine heavy with fruit.

Tal, windowless walls enclosed the court above. At the top was sky. It seemed very dense and
blue—afternoon? I’ d probably been herelonger than | thought.

Was there another way out?

I’d delayed too long by being casual. Here was Tearful a my side. The cat had woken up and come,
too, smelling strongly of peaches. What it was with its head was that the area between the ears was too
thick and high—its earslooked tiny, but weren't. Its eyes were enormous, though.

‘lsn’'t that astrange cat?’ | said to Tearful.

Then | broke into a sprint.



Oh, they both shot after me, Tearful with her thin arms out to clutch, and just missing me, and the cat with
itslittle earslaid flat onits big domed forehead.

Luckily there was an archway behind the vines. | beted straight through (with the bag thumping me on
the back asif to hurry me up), and as| did so, | heard something start creakily to move behind meand
fet theground sway. But | just pelted on. (Oncel dso felt Tearful’ s clawlike fingers catch my hair, but |
managed torip it free.)

| don't think | ran that far.

There were more corridors and courts and hallways, and now and then more stairs. We were deep
ingdethe diff, | thought, for at no point did | recognize the outer wall of it, and athough there were
colored windows in places, they seemed to |ook into rooms, not out at the gulf. Towers piled above.

In darker corners, and behind some windows, there was this light burning, often from asource | didn’t
even see. Twicel ran under agrest lit hanging lamp—the glow in both of them was as steedy asif the
light had gone hard,

Of course, | didn’t know where| was going, and anyway | got tired. | was emptily hungry, too, painfully
dry—and scared, fed up.

Suddenly in front of me reared an arch with agate of curly wrought iron.

Unableto stop, | ranright into it and it swung gently open.

| burst through on to abroad path laid with bleached gravel.

And then | couldn’t run anymore. | was bent almost double, crowing for breath. | had astitch, too.

The pumping of blood in my head made everything zoom in and out. When that stopped, | saw I'd come
into what looked like aformal, exotic park.

Behind and to either sde wasthe cliff-paace. And far over there, through acloud of trees, some other
tall rocks-or-buildings, going up, one with agolden globe on itstop, blinding back the afternoon sun. The
rest was doping lawns, blooming shrubs, twenty-foot bamboos.

On the path behind me, by the gate, stood Tearful, aso panting for breath. The cat had kept up, too. (1
think it had found cat shortcuts and jumped over thingswe d had to run along.) Another cat, abrown
one, now cameto join it, aso with acurious domed forehead. But they were soon having acompletely
ordinary catfight, yowling and kicking and bashing through arhododendron.

Then Grembilard walked out of sometulip trees.

“You're here, then, madam,” he said. | sill couldn’t speak. | scowled a him ingtead. “If you'd stayed in
the rooms, it would have been easier,” he had the unbdlievable sauce to say.

“For whom?’ | had to croak.
“Everyone,” he patiently moaned.
“They move,” | accused. “Therooms. The stairs—"

No reply. Hewastaking my bag again. | let go. We waked down the path, Grembilard in front, then me,
Tearful, and next the cats, faling in behind.



IN THE AIR-HARP GARDENS

There arefirefliesin the gardens. Also nightingales. And the harp-things sometimes sing, too.
None of that isimportant. I’ m sorry, maybeit is.

Maybe I’ d better tell you about Venn.

| redly must try to Sart at the beginning. All right:

Grembilard led me (us) acrossthis park, which I’ ve since been told is cdlled the Air-Harp Gardens. | did
notice jungly colossal trees, and pavilions (like at the House, but different). There was a little waterfall
that splashed down three or four terracesto a pool. The thunder of the big fall was softer, away around
thesdeof theRise.

We reached alawn with a statue of some sort of spread-winged heron. Here on atable was food, some
of it under covers, and another dave—only he turned out to be another foil —waving insectsand tiny
little birds away from the plates and bottles.

“I thought you'd never get here,” he fussed, flgpping around us. Though he was mechanical, al the parts
of hisface moved. He had expressions. “Please, do sit down,” and he seated me and Tearful, treating us
both like royalty.

The lemonade had gotten warm and the boiled eggs were cold, but it wasn't bad.
It wasaTea (Likethe Teas Jizaniahad, at the House, for every medl.)

The doll—Grembilard calls him Jotto—fussed around all thetime. He legpt to serve usdl. He even let
the cats on the table and put out plates for them, and he spooned on eggs and toast and biscuits and
butter, and chopped them al up to make them easier for the cats teeth to get to. When hewasn't
running up and down doing that, he was running up and down waving off the bees and dragonflies and
hummingbirds with afeather fan.

| felt tired when I’ d eaten but gill very Nervous. Also, the sun was westering behind the rock-buildings.
The sky wasthat spicy color it goesjust before and just after sunset. Where had today gone?

“Oh, | do hope he'll be here soon,” fussed Jotto. Hewas nice, redly, kind and wanting to help so much
that you wanted to dap him. But, | mean, he's clockwork! No doll I’ ve ever come across (although |
suppose my experience with themislimited) ever had a personality!

“He?’ | demanded. “Who?’
“Prince Venarionillarkad—"
“Oh, him.”

“You see,” fussed Jotto, opening ajar of fruit and offering it to the grey cat, “he knew it would take ages
to find you, probably. But now he' s probably having to do it twice, Snce you unfortunatdy left the first
set of rooms.”

“I see” | lied.

“Poor prince,” said Jotto rather cheekily—or not? They wouldn’t have stood for that at the House. “ This
place can be such atrid”



| was surprised he thought o, too. Surprised he thought anything.
“| don't understand about the rooms moving ” | announced flatly.
Jotto opened his mouth, then hesitated. “1 get abit muddied.”
Grembilard said, “ Prince Ven-etc.-etc. will explain.”

“Oh, yippee.”

The sun set. Grembilard scratched at hislesfy hair, and Tearful got up and went and cried oniit, gallons.
Grembilard rubbed the water into his scalp. “ Thank you, Treacle. That feels much better.” (He snot
redly likeadave, Grembilard. And she' scaled Treacle)

Then, inthe quick red afterglow, Jotto pointed excitedly.

“Look, there shislight!”

Welooked. A tall yellow window had lit up under the golden globe, in the rocks.

“Lights herejust light anyway, don’t they?’ | said.

“Ohyes, lady dear,” said Jotto kindly. “Only hisisaspecid oil lamp. He does so liketo be different.”
Oil lamps, like candles, arewhat I’'m used to. | realize by now, it may not be the samefor you.

But well, anyway, we got up and trooped off into the darkening trees, through the fireflies that were dso
lighting up, and after about ten minutes we were under the rock-building, looking up about seventy feet
at hiswindow.

“Helloo! Helloo, princel” yelled Jotto.

Grembilard made akind of loud whooping noise. Treacle and the cats danced about.
| stood therelike atotal twit.

In the end, after an age, part of the lighted window opened.

A dark figure leaned out its head and shoulders.

“Yes?Isthat you, Grem?’

Something about hisvoice—I didn’t know what, at firs— made dl the fine hair on my scap and neck
stand up.

A City voice. A Wolf Tower voice.

Like Nemian's.

Pde mothsflickered between us and him, attracted to hislight.
“Shdl we come up, prince?’ cried Jotto.

“No.” That was definite. "Wait. I’ll come down.”

Asthe window shut, Jotto whispered to Grembilard, “Y ou don’t think he was—up there dl thetime?|



mean, | thought hewas il looking for her.”
Grembilard said nothing.

| wanted to move back into the deepest shadows, but | stayed where | was. It wasn’t Nemian, even if
he' d sounded so like him.

No, hewasn't Nemian.

A gtair curved down the rock-tower, and he came down that. He was carrying another lamp, which lit
him up in apeculiar way, from one side and below.

Hejust looked like what he was, a stranger.

Then, when he was only about ten steps up, he paused and looked over at usdl, angling the lamp.
| thought, He's near sighted or something.

Hewas peering at us.

And then, theway thelight fell, suddenly it filled in hisface properly, asif it hadn’'t been completely there
before.

He s pde-skinned and his hair, which isthick, falsto his shouldersand islight brown and loosdly curling.
Hiseyesare black. That’sthe same. | mean, that’ s the same as the one he looks like. He looks like—

(I swallowed air the wrong way.

Jotto hit me on the back.

Treaclewriggled in agiggle without sound.)
Argul.

Helookslike Argul.

No, hecant, he can’t.

He does.

Therewas an eeriewhining noise. | thought it was just something | was hearing. But Jotto waved up at
thisova hoop with stringsin atree. A night breeze was passing and made the strings “ sing,” apparently.
(It svery unmusical.) Then amon-key screamed somewhere. Stopped. “ The air-harps,” Jotto said,
amirking. “Clever, aren't they?”

Then anightingale started.
| burst out madly laughing. Jotto looked startled: Should he thump me on the back again®?

He just stood ten steps up. And now the angle of the lamp was different, and he didn’t look like Argul, or
not so much.

And the awful, horrible thing is—I wanted him to. Such alot.



“That’ slate tonight,” he said, asthe huge Star rose.

We were sSitting, on chairs G and J had brought, in the clearing under the rock-tower. Apparently, this
building doesn’t move, just asthe gardensdon’t.

Starlight shattered through the trees and hit the grass like shards of broken glass.
“That Star isvery large,” | said.
“Isit?Oh. Yes”

Hewas uninterested. In the Star, in me, in everything. Y ou could tell he wasitching to get back into the
tower, to be alone.

He d sent the others off, in quite afriendly, relaxed way. When he turned to me, he was cool and distant.

The note he sent to me read “ Until we meet.” But it was now obvious he hadn’t wanted to meet me.
Either that or | was the most ghastly disappointment.

So—what was al this about?

“Prince Venari—er—Yill—e—" | tried.

“Cdl meVenn,” hesaid shortly.

“—Prince Venn, why am | here?’

“Ohwhy indeed,” he said, offhand, gazing away through thetrees. “To be useful 7"

“That’snice. In what way, and to whom?” (What excdllent grammar! Didn't | dare not to speak
properly, with royalty?)

“To me, perhaps.”
“l see. And how am | meant to do that?”’

“Wdl, Cladis” (Claidis, that was new) “frankly, I’m not at al sure. But there. Y ou’ re doubtlessamine
of information. Y ou're like abook from thelibrary. | shall want to consult you, | expect. One day.”

“About what?’

“All the things you know.”

“I don’t know anything.”

Heflicked me a glance iced with distaste. “ Y ou’ re too modest.”

“I’'m not modest; I'm telling you the truth. Who on earth do you think | am?’

Helooked down hisnose. He did it just as Argul does, when he' sbeing—Argul. But thiswas—Venn.
“Thisisrather slly, isn'tit?’ hesad.

“No. Orif itis, that's not my fault. Those men abducted me, dragged me here, and | want to know why,
and saying I’'mamine of informationislike saying—like saying Treacle is chatty.”



“I find dl thisrather dull,” hesaid. “Don’'t you?’
| sat there, and my mouth dropped open, so | shut my mouth and thought, | feel asif I’m going nuts.

Hejust looked away through the trees. Then he glanced at the Star, which was now directly above. How
fast it climbed— wasit dways so fast? Just tonight? Or had we been Sitting here that long?

Then: “I hope everything is comfortable for you, Claidis”

“Of courseitisn't!” | screeched.

He got up.

He sdightly taler than Argul, which of course makes him look too tall.

“Perhaps we should talk tomorrow,” he gracioudy said, “or in afew days time.”
“Letstak now.” |, too, got up. “All right. I’'myour prisoner. But I—"

He gave this soft blank laugh. Asif I’ d told aboring joke but he must be polite.
“Next month, then,” he said.

The night breezes twittered and whined in the nonmusical air-harp strings. Monkeys bawled. And three
or four nightingales chirruped asif they had hiccups.

“Wait,” | said. And | heard Argul, oddly, in my voice, hisauthority. And it sopped this man aminute,
(How oldishe? A year or so older than Argul, probably. But he' s like aman much older, fifty, say. Set
like cold cement.)

“Wait for what, madam?’

“Why areyou cdling methat?|’m adave, aren't I?'Y ou don't say madam to adave. | was brought
here, and | don’'t know a thing about anything—about the world—or about this place. | don’t even know
wherel’m going to haveto deep.”

“Grembilard will,” he said, “naturdly find you a suitable chamber. If you stay put thistime, it will dmost
certainly not move. Of course, | cant guarantee it, the palace being what itis.”

“Thispdaceisinsane!” | shouted.

“True. It was made to be mad, by my mother. One of her most cunning tricks.”

The Star blared on the clearing. His face was blue-white. | expect mine was, too.
Then something growled, long and low, echoing and seeming not far off.

“Itsonly avrabburr,” he chillily (I think) said.

“Oh, that’s dl right, then.”

“They don’t comeinto the gardens. Stay indde the walsand you' |l be perfectly safe.”
“Ohwill 1I?7WII 17’

“I'mafrad, Cladis, | don't understand you,” he said. “If it’sal been so difficult, you shouldn’'t have



asked to come here, should you?’
“ASKED???" That wasadl | could get out.

Somewhere or other, the safely-outside vrabburr (or another one) growled again. Which was the only
reply I got.

Venn-eic. just walked off. He was on his stairs, going up, back to his room.
From the back, he didn’t look like Argul, or Nemian—or anyone|’d ever met.
| sat down again on my chair; | was so stunned | didn’t even try to think.

After awhile Jotto appeared. He bent over me.

“Don’t you fret, now,” said Jotto. “He can be a bit—stand-offish. His mother, you know. She was very
harsh. Left him when he was only nine. Grem says the Rose Room will beal right. Come and see.”

The west walls, which face west across the gulf, and the outer corridors there, and most of the roomsin
these outer areas of the Rise, don’t ever move. That is, they don’t have the mechanismsand can't.

It ssemsthat my yellow rooms, though in the west wall, do move—well, they did. But they hadn’t for
“years’ and were thought to be“ quiet.”

Theinner rooms of the palace can amost all move. They doit a will—only it isn't will—itssome
clockwork thing, which makes them shift about, diding and dotting around each other, but not in any red
order.

Although Jotto told me that some rooms and sets of rooms do tend to “ go wandering off” about the same
times of day and night, and in the same sort of direction—" quite often/*

He started explaining dl this, or trying to, as he showed me the Rose Room. He was obvioudy trying to
cheer me up. console me for Venn-etc. being unfriendly. But it just added to my feglings of utter furious,
frantic bewilderment.

“Thethingis, you mustn't go out of here until we fetch you. Someone will aways cometo you, if you
pressthis carved flower, here. They may take alittle while, though, so be patient, lady dear. Sometimesa
walk of ten minutes can take dl morning, the way things move around”

Apparently if ahuman presence—or even aclockwork one, as Jotto bashfully added—isin aroom, it
doesn’'t normally move but stays put.

Treacle had been |eft in the yellow rooms earlier, just in case, to keep them anchored. She only dipped
out when | camein. Then, when | put one foot outside (twice), the yellow rooms “woke up.” Perhaps
they thought I’ d gone. Anyway, they got frisky. (That was why Treacle had tried to sop me going out
and jJumped right a me.) After that, though, even when she and | stayed in the rooms, they took off. And
the staircase had moved—hadn't it>—when Treacle | ft it.

Was| even listening to Jotto’ s explanation? | must have been, to be able to write it down now. Doesit
make any sense? | doubt it.

Findly | said to Jotto, who was by then artistically arranging some pinegpples he’ d collected on the way
inadish, “Who told Ve—him—I asked to come here?’



Jotto glanced at me. “Wadll. | cant say. Y our companions, perhaps?’

“That Y azkool, you mean, and Hrd—7?’

“Or it might have been inthe flying letter.”

“The—what’ sthat?’

“Oh, just aletter, dear.” Intent on getting the last pinegpple just right, Jotto held up hishand for silence.

“Oh, blast the pineapples, Jotto. He has to be told—now —that | was brought here against my will. And
|—want to go home!” | added in awail.

But Jotto just positioned the last of the fruits and beamed a me. “ There, isn’t that better? Nothing like a
proper display of fruit and flowersto makethings civilized. Now don’t you worry. You'll fed right asrain
after anicedeep.”

“You don't believe me. He didn’t. Of course I’ d have to want to come here” | sarcastically added.
“That'sright!” cried Jotto, even hisbeam beaming.

| gave up.

ThisRose Room is about twenty feet tall. Everything isroses, and rose-colored, including dressesinits
clost. | hateit, naturdly.

VRABBURRSAND OTHERS

| suppose another endless century has gone by. Haven't marked the days or anything. Days here are
alike, and even westher seldom changes, except for acouple of insane storms. (Y ou can see them
coming, from the Rise)) I’ ve counted twenty cats, al with domed foreheads. But since alot are black or
brown, and | haven't seen dl of them up close, some might be ones|’d aready counted...

What to put down. | mean, things have sort of happened. Nothing much.

I”’m supposed to stay in this big room, because it wont move about if I'm in here. And it hasn't. But I've
been out, too, into the gardens, which don’t move ever, thank goodness.

| fully expected the Rose Room to have taken off when | came back, so I'd taken everything | wanted
outsde with me. But the Room was there. Jotto saysthisR. Room is*“deepy.” It hasn't gone anywhere
for ages. | reminded him about the yellow rooms, aso said to be quiet, which hadn’t been. He seemsto
think thet’ s different.(?)

Anyway, the R.R. opens right onto the gardens, so it's convenient for that at any rate. (Oh, Jotto keeps
chickens, by the way. I’ d wondered where the eggs came from.)

Lightscome onin thelampsin here at sunset. The lamps are closed rosy glassroses, so | can't seewhat
makes the light, which doesn't flicker, and it goes out when | lie down on the bed. (The firgt time that
happened | jumped up again and at once the light returned.)

It sthe old thing, is't it? Thiswhole foul businessis an Adventure. | should be energeticaly exploring,
making notes.



Themore find out, after al, the more chance | have of learning how to get away from here and back
to—Argul. Somehow that was difficult to write. It'sasif I'vetotally lost him. Asif—I'd ceased to exist
in Argul’sworld. | can’'t explain. But it'san awful feding.

| have asked questions, of Grembilard, and Jotto, and of another one | call the Gardener, because |
adwaysfind himin the gardens, neatly scything the lawns or restringing air-harps. I’ m pretty surethe
Gardener isadoall, but he' s even more redistic-looking than Jotto, and he' s sullen and grunts at you like a
bad-tempered dave. Maybe he isadave?

Grembilard, though adave (the letter Venn sent told me he was), is obvioudy afavorite of Venn's.
Twice |’ ve seen them talking, dl friendly and easy, in the distance. | never gpproached. The onetimel
camethrough agrove of Strawberry trees, and there they were, strolling along, Venn's face. He looked
amog afraid at the horror of Claidi, her appallingness. He gave me a brisk nod then turned and stalked
off.

Oneevening, | saw abig pae bird floating over the gardens, and Jotto said, “ There sthe prince’ sowl.”
He doesn’'t look so much like Argul. 1t was just that first time | saw him, somehow hetruly did.

W, he does, rather. Sometimes more than others.

Why does he?

All thisissuch amuddle, and | ddmost have thisfeding they sent me on purpose to someone who looks
like Argul, just to make things worse. But what would be the point of that? Then again, why did they tell
him | wanted to be here?

And who are They, anyway?

Irondl? Jizania? The Wolf Tower?

Quedtions I’ ve asked, about which | got no sense out of anyone here, are these:

1) Why am | here?

2) When can | leave?

3) Why did Venn' s mother make the palace-cliff move around inside?

4) Who was Venn's mother? (Grembilard did say her name, but | can’t remember it.) (Uzzy-something.)
5) Why did she go and where did she go? (Into the jungle, said Grem. That wasdll.)

6) What makes the hard, till lamplight? (The waterfall, Jotto said, on that occasion.) So,

7) How? (Jotto couldn’t say. Grem couldn’t or wouldn’t. Didn’t even bother to ask the Gardener, and of
course not Treacle.)

8) When can | talk to Venn properly? By which | meant I’d make an appointment. (I dread this, but its
necessary. | have to convince him somehow. He didikes my being here so much, evidently, hemight
help meto go?)

9) What is scrowth-cha-chaari ? (The Gardener shouted this at three cats who were clawing some trees.
Probably it’s not polite. Jotto went very vague when | asked him.)



Bitsof information I’ ve received are these:

a) | should just “enjoy my stay” here!!! (Jotto said this. Y ou guessed? He hasn't taken it in, and
won't—like dl of them—that I'm aPRISONER.)

b) That Grem set out from the gardens to fetch me from the other side of the gulf two days before he
reached the outer corridors and could operate the bridge. Thiswas because the rooms and stairs and
halsand so on were dl moving extraweirdly.

¢) (And thismay be interesting?) The cats here, which run about wild, all came from three cats origindly
brought here—when? With Uzzy-something? They haven't said—and the cats were ordinary then. But
they have, over the years, devel oped thick boneridges on their skulld! (!) To protect them when
architecture suddenly shifts and they bang into things. Should | believe this? Itsthe kind of story | never
would have believed—if | hadn’t seen the cats.

Actudly, lots of things here are... dtered, or have been very changed.

Grem, for example. Redl leavesdo grow in his hair, which is anyway more like grass. How on earth can
that be? (I haven't asked him. It seems—rude.)

And Treacle. That crying-which-isn't. She comesin and waters the indoor rosesin pots, streams gushing
from her eyes. Then she does a pleased little dance. | did mention her “tears’ to Jotto. | asked, “How is
it Treeclecan cry likethat?’ Jotto said, enthusiasticdly, “ Yes, it’s brilliant, isn't it?”

“No, but how?’ “Well don't ask me, dear,” said Jotto, asif thrilled to beignorant.

He' saways carrying on like that, but he' snice, too. And then again, look a him—he's
mechanica—BLit.

Then there are those things that growl—vrabburrs—they don’t sound right, either.

Argul, what would you do? It' samost asif | cant even see you mentaly in my mind anymore. HOW
long hasit been since | was there with you, that morning in the Hulta camp? Months. Forever.

The Rose Room moved thismorning. | was just getting out of bed and almost fell over. It didn't gofar,
only around the back of some Lily Rooms or something, according to Jotto, who found me after a
quarter of an hour.

Anyway, once I"d gotten dressed, | put my stuff in the bag and went out through the corridor which now
led from the door, | went into the gardens, and now I’ m not going back.

He hasroomsthat don’'t move. If I’'m stuck here, I, too, want aroom that absolutely doesn't.

I"ve had enough of dl this.

By late afternoon | hadn’t done anything, hadn’t seen anyone even. | found some lunch on atable,
though | had to share it with six cats, some hummingbirds, and a bee, oh and a black-faced monkey that
joined us hafway through. Food seemsto get |eft out, here and there, | suppose by Jotto, who seemsto
do the cooking. (?) Sometimes silver covers protect it, unless various animals knock them off.

All the lunching animals were quite unaggressive. In these gardens, they seem used to people or dolls.



The catsignored the hummingbirds and bee in preference for the custard tart. (They don’'t seem to eat
meat. No one does here. Maybe the cats have forgotten that birds are prey. But I’'m not complaining.)

Later | found awilder part of the gardens and climbed up and down through flowering thickets and came
out on aridge. I've found places like this before, here, but not one so high. From it | could see, not just
for miles, but over haf theworld, it looked like.

Onthisside of the palace, the Rise mostly falls down and down through cascades of trees, until the
jungle-forest wholly reclaimsit. Then the jungle pours away and away, green turning to turquoise, and
then to blue whereit finaly mdtsinto the sky.

Wonderful views, these, but disturbing, too. Thejungle redly seemsto have no end, no beginning now,
ether.

Then astorm started to build over there, in the great upturned bowl of the east.

Westher coming is always curious to watch from the Rise. With astorm, asort of boiling starts on the
horizon, then mountains of clouds block up.

Thetops of the clouds, asthey came massvely and dowly tumbling toward the Rise, caught gold from
the westering sun. The lower clouds were datey-mauve. Lightning twitched insde them. But here the sky
was Clear.

It seemed to me I’ d see dl this better from the next ledge over. So | hefted my bag and climbed across
through the stones and bushes, being careful not to tread on two deeping snakes.

When | reached the next ledge, instead of looking at the gathering storm, | looked about and aong.
There wasawall there, which | hadn’t seen earlier for the trees and bushes. It was an old wall, but
sturdy, about ten feet high. And there was agate in it, old warped wood, braced with iron.

| thought, as the thunder-light stabbed nearer and nearer,

I’ve got all my things. I’ ve got a peach and some cheese and a cake left over from lunch. |
thought, Well, should | try? There' s a gate; there might he another road. And somewhereisthe
sea. There are other people, villages surely, towns, ships, chances.

Such alot of time seemed just to have dripped away. Suddenly | was crazy.

When | got to the gate, the distant thunder was starting to sound loud, asif the storm might mean
something, wasn't just fireworksin the sky.

The afternoon went copper.

There was aring-handlein the door. It will be locked, | thought—or stiff from disuse. I’d find astone
and bash it open.

But the handle turned easily, recently oiled, and the door parted from the wall, and there was apae
glimmering path going away and down, between tal trees.

| didn't pause. | just walked out of the gate, turning only to push it back flush with the wall.
Under the treesit was dark, but the path did seem to glow.

Theair felt dectric from the storm. Shadows massed againgt and through everything. Peepholes of
metdlic sky winked with lightning.



It cameto me, Venn saying in hisunbearable way, Say inside the walls and you' |l be perfectly safe.
Stay inthisroom, in that room. Stay inddethewadls. Stay inside the rules.

The path swerved, and as | followed the coil of it, from a stand of eucayptus abeast came out.

In books, I’ ve read about being turned to stone, or ice. | had been.

Therewerelions at the House, I’ ve said. And I’ ve seen other animals. I’ ve even seen pictures of tigers,
somewhere.

Thiswasn' t—it was—
Sorry.
What wasin front of mewasatiger. That is—

It was big, about twelve feet long, if it had been standing on dl four legs. It wasn't, though. Which was
because its back legs were much heftier, and the front oneswere smaller, and it held those up againgt its
chedt. It wastawny, and barred by black stripes—almost like a zebra—the way tigers are. I1ts underbelly
was acreamier color, and al the fur was short, like well-brushed plush.

The head was more like adog' sfacethan acat’s. But it was acat’s, and from the mouth these huge
canineteeth, white as pedled nuts, stretched out and over the lower jaw. It had little piercing brilliant
eyes. They were paest blue.

A tiger'searsare smal and rounded, amost toylike, | do remember that. These earsweretdl. They
were tawny and had paer fur insde. They had stripes. But they were the ears— of agigantic rabbit. It
was—a rabbit. A rabbit with adog-cat’ s face and the skin of atiger, and prehistoric teeth for serious
rending.

And it wasn't funny. Y ou couldn’t laugh &t it.
It wasterrifying.

Then it growled. The sound went right through me, and | started to shake. Everything €l se seemed to,
too. The leaves were shaking—no, it was a spatter of rain corning down.

That wasjally. It would rain while this rabbit killed and ate me.
Y ou could tell it wasn't non-meat-eating, like the Rise cats. Y ou could tell

It dropped itstop legs/arms down, and it was on all fours. This pushed its back end upward, and its head
craned up to look at me on atoo-long neck.

When it orang, it looked just like abig cat springing, but like arabbit aswell, you know, when they
bound.

You see, | wasjust rooted there, watching this monstrous thing plunging through the air at me. Whereiit
landed would be where | stood. It would land on me, perhaps just breaking me ingtantly intwo. That
would saveit sometime.

God (that isaprayer, | think), God knows, | didn’t have any thoughts. I just thought a scream. Though |
couldn’t scream aoud.



And then the tiger-rabbit came down, and it wasn't on me but about ayard away in aclump of hibiscus.
Cats play with their prey. Wasit playing with me?

It was crouched there, on al fours. Its eyes glittered and its mouth was redly open. | missed
something—itstall would be wagging—wouldn't it? But then, did it have atail? If so, which sort—long
and barred like atiger’s, or a powder-puff thing like arabbit’ s?

Venn waked onto the path.

| said, “What tail doesit have?”

“| beg your pardon?’

“It' St-t-t-tai-1ll—" Suddenly | couldn’'t spesk. | found I’ d sat down, quite gracefully, on the path.
Venn made that tstch sound elderly people sometimes do when they’ re annoyed with you.
Thunder and lightning collided overheed.

Inthe flash, | thought the tiger-rabbit moved—abut it didn’t. The jungle went luminoudly black and again
rain crackled through.

“Why isn'tit?’ | said. | could spesk after all.

“What?’

What? Did | know what | was saying?

“Why isn'tit killing me?Hasit... gotten bored?’

But | could just make him out moving through the harp-strings of the rain, bending over—it.
“I did tell you,” said Venn, with cold reasonableness.

“To dtay inthegardens,” | said. | said, “Isthat—avrabburr?’

oy

Yes.

| got up. Therain felt wonderful. The point was, | hadn’t thought I’ d till be dliveto fed it. Coming over
to the hibiscus, | looked and saw that the vrabburr had atail. It was atiger’ stail, long as abell-rope, but
tufted with ablack rabbits puff-ball.

What was Venn doing? He was squeezing the vrabburrs right forepaw. Shaking hands?
“Y ou were exceedingly lucky,” said Venn.
“Hurrah.”

It didn’t have any sméll, the vrabburr. And it was beautifully clean and tidy, even crouched therein the
ran.

“Isadoll,” | said.



“Inaway.”

| started to sSing ahappy song from long ago. Redlized and shut up.
“You're hygericad,” heremarked. Hysterica Claidi—how tiresome for him.,
“Oh—scrowth-cha-chaari!” | shouted.

“That doesn't seem likely.”

“Why not?’

“I don't eat much fur,” he said. He went on squeezing the vrabburr’ s paw. I’ d realized, this must be like
turning asort of key, to wind it up, but nothing was happening. Oh, it was my fault, no doubt. I’ d ruined it
somehow by not letting it tear meto pieces. Venn stood back. His curly hair wasflattened and black in
the dark rain.

| said, “What does scrowth~cha~chaari mean?’
“May you get fur bals”
The vrabburr blinked.

“It'sdl right now,” hesaid, asif | cared. “We have about three minutes before it startsup again. You'd
better comewith » me.

Humbly, | trudged after him, off the path, through the dripping boughs and vines.
“Y ou often come out here?” Why was| trying to make conversation?

“Now and then. | don't gofar.”

“Arethey clockwork?’ | asked.

“What? The vrabburrs? No. not dl. That'swhy you were so lucky.”

Lucky me.

Presently—it was amost black as night, blacker, without the Wolf Star—we came up against a bank.
Rock, ferns, bamboos, a door. Door?

Venn did something to the door, it opened, and he went into the rock. I, of course, followed. |
sometimes wonder what isthe matter with me. But at least we were out of the rain and horror-rabbit
range.

It wasatunnd, lit by some other sort of magicad light.

Otherwise, it was abit like the tunnels that led around from the House through the Garden. Like the onel
used to escape through, with Nemian, which also went out under awall.

Then, ahollow with anironwork gate. | recognized it.
“You havelifters, likein the City.”
“Lifts? Oh, yes”



He stood back galantly to let megoin. I'd aways hated the liftersin the Wolf Tower. | didn't likethis
oneeither. It was very bumpy.

Up and up we bumped. | thought, Oh, we're going up into his rocktower, under the gold globe,
where he has that so-original oil lamp. | am honored,

| wasright, too. When the lift-lifter arrived, we stepped out into this elght-sided room lined with books,
and with dark, old polished chairs and atable, and astair going up into a high dome with around glass
window that looked like half acut orange. The sky looked orange through the glass, too. And | could see
part of the gold globe that sits on top of the rock.

It reminded me dightly of the black wolf statue on the Wolf Tower.

Hewastoweling hishair with acloth. There was no light but the orange storm-light. He didn’t look like
Argul, or Nemian, or anyone. Helooked like ayoung man who' d gotten rained on.

Therewas awine-red rug. | stood and dripped oniit.

Lots of books. And some little enamd figures. And abird—I hadn’t noticed it before—the white owl, on
aperch, snoozing near the window with the famous lamp.

| haveto admit, it was agood room. Interesting and lived-in. Comfortable, which surprised me. Not
comfortablefor me, of course.

“Oh, havethis” he grudgingly said, handing me another mop-up cloth.

But the air was warm (even a night its never worse than cool). My hair was dready drying.
Above, around, the storm crackled and flicked its tawny vrabburr tail.

“| supposeyou' | want tea, or acordid.”

“Will 17

“At least you haven't fainted away,” he disgustedly added.

Thiswas the sort of thing that happened with Nemian, al over again. Thisfool thought | was sensitive, a
lady, roydty. Cladis.

“Ligen,” | said, “itstime we got afew things straight.”

He gave methat look again, scared of my time-wasting and annoyance-potential. He sat downinabig
chair quitealong way off.

“All right. Letsget it over with.”

| took a deep breath. “ Someone you think isimportant obvioudy told you | wanted to come here, and
they told you | wasroyal, too, caled Claidissaor Claidis. Y ou loathed the idea but couldn’t say no.”

“That’ sabout right, yes.”

“However,” | sad, “I’'mnot royd. Or if | am, only haf, and anyway that may al bealie. Let metell you
my story— oh, I'll beredly quick, don’t worry. Itssoon said. | grew up in aplace called the House,
which you may have heard of .”



“ YS,”

“Good. Then you may have an ideawhat it’ slike there. Saves, in the House, or in the City on the River,
arerubbish. And | wasjust one step up from adave, amad-servant. Well, | left the House, helping a
man called Nemian escape back to his City tower, the Wolf Tower. Heard of that, too? Thought so. For
somereason | ill don't properly grasp, they wanted me to take over control of the Tower Law. Only |
wrecked the Law, destroyed it. Or, | hope | did—I meant to.”

| paused to seeif that got any comment. It didn't. | said, “I ran away from the City. | left with aHulta
leader, achieftain, | suppose you' d say. We were going to be married. That wasthelifel had, and what
I’d chosen. What | wanted.”

| had to heditate again, to stop my voice going shaky. He didn’t interrupt. | said, “On the morning of my
marriage, before the wedding, | was grabbed by three City men, pushed into one of their hot-air
balloons, taken to the coast, and thrown on a ship. Two of them—Y azkool, Hrald—brought me here. |
thought originaly | was supposed to be taken to the City, but now I’ m not even sure of that. Y azkool
and Hrald put mein that house across the gulf. Then you sent Grembilard and he brought me here, to the
Rise. Which I’d never heard of, and which I’d never have wanted to cometo if | had.”

Hejust sat there.

| cried out at him, “I’ve lost everything | wanted. Don’t you understand? | was happy. How would |
want to be made a prisoner and forced to come here, with al these trees, miles from—away from—" |
bit back the stream of words. But I'd clenched my fists, and my hair felt sanding-up and bristly as

hedgehog quills.
Therain had ended. The high window was clearing to its presunset spice shade.

“Y ou expect meto bdievethis?’ hesad.

Yes, | did expect that. Why else had | made such afusstrying to convince him?

“Very dramatic, Lady Cladis, if rather overdone. Y ou re agood actress. They did warn me.”
| managed to spesk aslevel asapavement.

“Who warned you?’

“I think you' d better seethe letter. After dl, it'sabout you.”

Ashe went over to acarved cupboard in the far wall and opened itsdoors (I couldn’t seeinside), the
owl-bird undid one eye the color of the sky. Then the eye and the doors closed, and VVenn was offering
me a sheet of paper.

Looking at this paper now, its odd. Its not like any paper | had ever seen before—not, for example, like
the paper in thisbook on which I’ m writing, with my ink pencil. Thinner yet stronger. Very white.

And thewriting is printed, like in a book.

Isthisthe“flying letter” someone mentioned earlier?| should have asked him.
What it said—1’ll copy it down.

To PRINCE VENARION YLLAR KASLEM-IDOROS (So that’s how it goes):



WE TRUST YOU ARE IN GOOD HEALTH AND PLEAS-ANTLY OCCUPIED AMID YOUR
LUXURIOUS JUNGLES. IT HASBECOME NECESSARY THAT WEASK YOURAS

SISTANCE. WE MUST ACCORDINGLY INSTRUCT YOU TO ACCEPT, INTO YOUR
PALACE, A YOUNG WOMAN OF

THE TOWERS. You WILL KNOW HER ASTHE LADY CLAIDISSTAR.

IT ISOUR SAD DUTY TOWARN YOU THAT SHE ISAN IMMATURE AND EXCITABLE
CREATURE, GIVEN TO RAGES, TANTRUMS, AND, SHALL WE SAY, TO INVENTING
QUITE CONVINCING STORIES OF HER OWN LIFE. (SHE MAY EVEN DENY HER OWN
NAME)

WE ARE AWARE THISISNOT THE MOST SUITABLE GUEST FOR YOU TO RECEIVE,
WHEN, IN ANY CASE, YOU ARE MORE AT EASE WITH THE MECHANICALSAND TOYS
OF YOUR PALACE. UNFORTUNATELY WE MUST INSIST. THISCLAIDISSTAR HAS
CAUSED QUARRELSAND UPSETSIN SEVERAL PLACES, WITHIN THECITY AND
OUTSIDE IT. HER DEMANDSTO VISIT THE RISE, WHICH SHE DECLARES NEEDFUL FOR
HER EDUCATION, CAN NO LONGER BE IGNORED.

OUR GRATITUDE TO YOU, PRINCE VENARION, WE HOPE WILL OFFSET, TO SOME
EXTENT, THISDISRUPTION TO YOUR PERSONAL ROUTINES.

WE REMAIN GREATLY IN YOUR DEBT——

| should have questioned him. Denied it. | don't know. There didn’t seem any point. | certainly should
have demanded (the letter says| do that, after al) to know who they were that sent it.

Because | saw the Sgnature, and it’ shere, in front of me, but | was so destroyed by dl of this, | just
didn't—

| mean, after | read this, he showed me to the door, which opened onto the steps down to the gardens.
Hesaid, polite, “Therains stopped.” And | just went out and he closed the door, and there | was with
this paper, ssumbling down the stairs (and trying not to cry and fegling ashamed because | think | did

cry)—and desperate.
Tosay | lied, and to lie about me like that.

Asif they knew me and | was one of them and they’ d been so kind to me and I’ d been an evil
troublemaker, and they’ d had to send me here, where | insisted | wanted to go, before | did something
even worse—

You seg, | didn’t know what to do. Don't.

So, | walked back across the gardens, and the sunset started and finished, then | got to the Rose Room
somehow, even in its new place. The afterglow was dying on the walls, clashing nastily with dl the
curdied pinksin here.

The Star will come up soon.
These lies—

Oh, what am | going to do?



To beinthismess and to be blamed for it and to be lied about—

Thesgnature. | didn’t say yet. Well, thiswas how their letter was sSigned. It was signed “We.” That was
al. We.

MY ENEMY
Perhaps | could write some of it up now. | haven't been able to touch this, not for awhile.
(Even now, with this book propped on my knees, | fed...)

After the Scenein hisroom, some more time passed, diced into days and nights. | kept thinking now
really wasthetimeto go. After al I’d seen, it was smpleto get out. But the vrabburrs and other
possible things put me off. Which wasn't brave, but perhaps sensible.

| started to think about a weapon and wondered if there were any rifles or other gunsinthe Rise. But |
can't fireagun and anyway don't like theidea of shooting at things, even things with nine-foot-long
pointed teeth.

Also | thought | wasat my wits end. If only I'd known—!

Onething. | said to Jotto, “I’m not comfortable in thisroom. It may move again, and dl thispink is
making mefed quessy.”

“Itisabit ukky,” agreed Jotto.

He was definitely more concerned about the color scheme than the moving-around stuff, and actudly got
downtoit, and by that afternoon I’d been put into akind of pavilion on the lawns, whichiisal pillars, and
rather good tilesin the bathroom, and always, they say, stays till.

Treacle came at once and watered some pots of flowers on the steps (in the usual manner).
“I wish you could talk,” I d tactlessy lamented.

Shejust did her wriggle-giggle, didn’t care.

That evening, which was four days after the Scene, Jotto brought me some supper.
“You'reforgetting to eat. Y ou're dtill inamood, aren’t you, dear?’

“Youbet | am.”

“Tsk,” tsked Jotto. “And he' sal funny and off hisfood, too. Like my chickens, frankly, both of you. It
redly isthe end. Its so difficult, getting any food, and then making it look appealing. | mean, | could just
dopitdl downinaheap, but no, | arrange it in patterns, and put orchids (please note the orchid, dear)
by the plates, and choose glasses that match—and what do | get? Does anyone swoon with joy? No.
You nibble or gobble or sulk and won't et it, and then the wildlife getsit. And now he's prowling around
and around up therein histower, and that owl ate hislunch—I know., | saw some nut-butter onits
feathers— and its not supposed to do that— Oh, itstoo much.”

“What ashame your princeisn’t egting,” | said sweetly. “ If he ate something, he might chokeoniit.”
“Thereyou are, you see. Thisunfriendly atmosphere.”

| thought, Venn’ s decidedly not upset about me, so what’s getting to himnow? Or ishejustina



state because he had to tak to me for Jive minutes?

Nothing happened that day. | just wandered about, climbing up small hills and peering into poolswith
golden fish in them. (Hrad would probably have run to get afishnet.)

The gardens are beautiful, it’ strue. Like the House Garden, but better, more genuinely wild, more
interestingly cultivated. | saw the Gardener once. He was shouting at some monkeysin the trees. Maybe
wishing them fleas or something.

At dusk | saw agreat trail of bats go over from thered cliffy partsbelow. Then, at twilight, the white owl
sailed across, just before the Star came up, and blotted out everything with itstoo-harsh light.

| never thought I’d say a star was horrible.
But theWolf Star is.
It srevolting. Too bright, too large, too there.

I’ve never seen it come up from the eastern horizon, aways missed that. It's dways suddenly just
looming up over the gardens, dowly going on across the sky and away behind the Rise, and then
gradudly dinking back—it seemsto set in the east, where it rises—just astoo-big and too-bright in the
last night hours. In the pavilion, whose windows are clear and only veiled with mudin, it woke me up
every night.

If the moon is up when the Star comes, the moon looks like a poor blue ghost besideit.

However. After the owl soared off over thetrees, | went in. | had another bath and went to bed because
| couldn’t think of anything a al to do. | didn’t writein this, book, hadn’t written anything after the last
hit. The bit that ended “\We.”

During the night the Star didn’t wake me, coming back, for once. Instead, | dreamed that the owl flew in
at awindow I’ d left open. It flew around the room, and | thought, I’ m dreaming about the owl flying
around the room., and that was all.

Inthe morning | did notice that awindow I’d thought I’ d shut was open. Then Jotto arrived, and | went
out and had breskfast with Grem and Treacle and some cats under the huge flowering tree.

When | came back, | pulled the bag out from under the pavilion bed. | wanted something I’d left init. |
don’t remember what it was, because | never found it. Which was because | didn’t look for it. And that
was because, in the bag, what | also didn’t find, and that a once, was this. | mean this book.

| mean, it was gone.

Naturdly | turned the pavilion’'s three rooms upside down. Even the bath-chamber and thellittle sde
room full of old gardening things and a statue of alarge porcupine.

| hadn’t brought much with me, and most of that I'd left in the bag. | had this sense dways now of just
making camp, whatever room or apartment | wasin.

When I’ d looked everywhere, including pulling the bed-clothes off and dragging the mattress onto the
floor, | looked everywhere again.

Then | ran to the doorway and began screaming for Jotto and next for Grembilard.



Some monkeys answered from atal tamarind.

After that | recalled abdl-pull thing in the pavilion, rushed back and yanked on it so hard that it broke
and fell down.

| thought no onewould come. (They’d dl gone off after breakfast.) | started running about up and down
outsde the pavilion.

Now and then I’ ve read of people “tearing their hair’— and | was. | was, asthey say, beside mysdlf.
What | felt was worse than anything—even fear, dthough it was asort of fear. Indescribable, or | could
cover pages. Panic, loss, fright. And shame. Why shame? Of course, you' |l see a once, athough |
didn't.

Then abruptly there was Grembilard, and Jotto, too.
“Issomething wrong?’ asked Grembilard.
| shrieked, “My book—my books disappeared!”

“Ohmy,” said Jotto. Then, sensibly, “Don't fret, lady, well find it. What was the cover like, and what
wasthetitle”

“Oh you—oh—it wasn't that sort of—it was—" | floundered. In my head | heard Nemian that time on
our journey to the Wolf Tower patronizingly cdling it my “Diary.”

“Diary!” | screamed, hopping from foot to foot. “My diary.”
“Oh, um,” said Jotto.
Grembilard said, “1t can't have gone far, madam.”

“I've looked—everywhere—everywhere—" | scrambled after them back into the pavilion. | stood
cursing them asthey wasted time looking carefully everywhere | had (including under the mattress and
behind the stone porcupine). At the same moment, | was praying that they somehow would find the
book whereit couldn’t be.

They didn't.

“Could you have l€ft it under thetree at breakfast?’

| knew | hadn’t, but | bolted for the tree. | rummaged around its roots amid fallen toast and flowers.
Themonkeysyeled with laughter.

| wouldn’t cry again.

“Wdll, lady, it looksasif itisn't here”

“Oh—Jotto—!!!"

“Perhagps, while you were walking, madam—"

Trying to be cam. “No, | did take the bag, but | didn’t take the book out. | know | didn’'t—"

| wavered. Wondering now if | had. | hadn’t trusted the pavilion to keep till, not redly. If | was going to
be more than afew stridesaway, | lugged that bag with me, and on every long walk. Tired, I'd ding it



down and st onit. | never took out thisbook—I hadn’'t wanted to, afraid of reading bits over and
fedingworse.

But if | had, and had forgotten—maybe | eft it somewhere for amonkey to play with, eat—

All the things that have happened to me, and I’ d kept hold of it. This book, which somehow meant and
means SO much, because | havefilled it with my own truths, and dmost every-thing that I’ ve seen and
fet. In thisbook | wrote how | first met Argul. | wrote about that firgt time he kissed me.

I will NOT cry.

Some monkey hasit up atree. That'swhy they’ re making that terrible row. They’ ve eaten my book, my
life—and it' sgiven them indigestion—

Or abird' sfound it and flown—

| went completely ill.

“Oops,” said Jotto. “ She' sgoing to have aturn.”

“Thewindow,” | said, staring a him coldly. “My dream. The oM —"

It was Jotto’ s mouth that dropped open. Why is he so human? Grem, the human one, stood there like a
mechine

Jotto asked, “ She means the prince’ s owl?’
“Yesl do. It wasin my room. | thought | dreamed it. The owl took my book!”

| spun around and began to run again. The grasswhirled by under my feet. | legpt over flower beds and
through clawing bamboos. They cantered after me.

| was plainly heading for the rock-tower. His place.
“Don’t,” | grunted “try to sop me—"

“But—but—" called Jotto, not out of breath, because he doesn’t have to breathe, but still somehow
breathless, “he’ snot there!l”

| faltered, not meaning to, tripped on something, and flopped over.

Grem and Jotto helped me out of the oleanders.

“Prince Vennisn'tin hisroom,” said Grem. He shook his head to underline thét.
“How—convenient—asif—I"d believe you.”

“Look for yoursdlf,” said Jotto. “1 carried his breakfast up al those stairs—and there he was, gone.”
“I'll seefor mysdf.”

They let me, but escorted me. His door doesn’t open unlessit “recognizes’ you. Like the door inthe
Wolf Tower. Jotto explained this.

In the eight-sided room, the thieving owl dozed on its perch. Red silk vells dimmed the windows. All
those books. Were any of them mine? No, this book doesn’t look like that. | wanted to search anyway,



pull al the books down and open every cupboard and drawer. They wouldn't let me. | gave up
struggling. Both of them are strong.

“Where does he go, then, your charming prince who sted s things—gets his pet owml to sted them—things
that belong to other people—where does he go when heisn't here?’

“Hemight be anywhere, lady,” said Jotto, looking quite unhappy. “ And if he' sin the paace—well, with it
awaysmoving—"

| wanted to scream and scream. To behave the way the evil letter had said | did—and perhaps | do. Do
I?But | walked out and down the steps. | didn’t want to stay in hisroom. And the owl, though | could
have wrung its feathery neck (well, | couldn’t; it was an owl) had only done what he' d somehow made it
do.

Why?

Why...

Was he even now curled up somewhere, a cooling drink in hand, reading my book?
Reading my truths, my life? About the House and the Law and Argul’ skiss?

| threw mysalf on the ground. | behaved asthey said, as1’d seen my foul mistress at the House, Jade
Lesf, behave. A Tantrum.

“Oh dear, you' ve quite flattened thisfern.”

“Go away.”

“Poor lady. I'm sure he didn’t mean to upset—"

| drowned him with my shouts.

But inthe end | stood up. | shook myself, dragged my hands over my cheeksto dry them.
“Is she better or worse?” whispered Jotto.

“Worsg, | think.” Grem.

Treacle had crept up. She half hid herself behind atree. I'd never seen her look so serious.

| said, quietly, “1 shall look for him. | shall find himif it tekesten years. | shal kill him”

Writing that now, it seems absurd. In away that puzzles me, too. My feding wasred, and justified—in a
way. What Venn had done—it was like reading my mind—my heart—

Worse than anything, my sheer embarrassment.
Y ou see, he wasn' t—isn' t—you.

Y ou, whoever You are, are far awvay from me, farther away than the moon. And yet—nearer than
anyone. Nearer even, perhaps, than Argul. If you' ve read my mind in these pages, | invited youinto my
head. And you, you had the kindness to accept and enter, and to be with me, through dl of this.



Of course, | only made you up when | was alone. But no, | don’t believe that. | believe you are there. Or
you will be.

Y ou remy guest, my friend.
Venn burgled me.

After my outburst, | sat down and said nothing else. | wouldn’t answer either Grem or Jotto. Jotto went
off and came back with someiced wine. | said, “Thanks.” Didn’t drink it.

They drew away. Wdll, they’ d al been warned. | was“excitable’ and “immature,” givento rages, aliar.
| suppose it wasthe last straw. How many last straws doesiit take?

As| remember, | meant to rest and then get up and start my search. | madly thought that the calmer |
looked, the easier it would be to get away from G and J, and maybe T, when the right time came.

| had no fears now of the movable palace, of vrabburrs, or of anything.
But the day, like the rooms, moved on and around.
The shadows had gotten longer, and an afternoon heat-stillness powdered the trees.

Then one of those ydlow birds began to go dink-clink. | looked up, and Venn was standing there, just
acrossfrom me. If I'd had any doubts, | needn’t have. He was holding this book in his hand.

(Infact hisname, properly spdlled, isVen' n—being short for Venarion with the ario left out.)
| got up dowly.

Grem and Jotto must have been there. | don't think | saw them, can’t remember them. Really there was
nothing, just a shadow-sunny satic void, with Ven' n-Venn drawn like adark line through its middle.

Hewaslooking a me. | mean properly.

Hewas seeing me.

Hesaid, “Grem says you’ ve vowed to kill me.”

“That’sright.”

“Suppose| didn’'t read it?’

“Why takeit, then?’

“Wdll, perhaps | meant to read it—and couldn’t. Y our hand-writings pretty awful, Claidi.”

| started at him. | don’'t know what | would redly have done, and no doubt Grem would have stopped
me anyway. Even Venn might have been able to. But in the rush of fire that was throwing meforward, |
heard it again. My name. Not Claidissaor Claidis. Claidi.

So | swerved. | grabbed hold of atree and swung against itstrunk, and he said, “ Y ou have worse
enemiesthan me, Claidi. Look.”

And then he did something to this book, something to its back, and alittle bright object, like atiny flat
button, dropped out from ingde it, and he caught it in his free hand.



“What'sthat?’ | stupidly asked. Claidi, aways asking questions.

“That,” hesaid, “is how the Wolf Tower tracked you and found you. By that private pool on your
wedding day, where the balloon came down. This wasin your book dl the time. They could come and
get you whenever they wanted.”

“They—my book.”

This book. They had found me because of something (scientific—magical) put into thisbook. He
couldn't redly tell me how it worked, that is, when he did try to tell me. He said, Imagine alight shining
miles away and you just go toward that light—and the thing in the book was like that, only it wasn't a
light. If it had been alight, I'd have seenit.

But because of it, they’ d found me. Taken me, brought me here. This book, too, had been—my enemy?

IN THE DARK
“What areyou looking at?’

“I"’m watching weather coming. Those clouds. The way you can see sorms start long before they get
here”

“Looking for thefuture, eh, Claidi? Perhagps you' relooking the wrong way.”

Wejust had that exchange, on this high wide bal cony facing east. Venn and 1. (We' ve been trapped here
two days.)

He saysclever thingslike that.

But he doesn’t redlly talk to you, though. To one. | mean, he doesn’t meet your eyes, when he speaks or
asyou do, or only for amoment, one huge gaze, and then away. Isit hisdisgust, or ishe—afraid?

He hasn't known many people, apparently.
Says he prefers reading about people, even being told about people, to being with them.

Hesad, for example: “ It's dways preferable to read about a place rather than to go there. And reading
about something, anything, is better than living the experience. One has distance, and there’ stimeto
examinethe events. And if one needsto go over them again, there they are, the same, in black and
white”

Hethen added, “ After dl, isn't that why you write everything down in your book?’
| replied bitterly, “Oh, I’'m sharp asa spoon.”
He' d blinked.

ItsaHultaexpression, actudly it goes“Hu-yath mai rar, ai: She/lhe' s sharp asaspoon, shelheis.” It
seems funny, but Blurn once told me that, in older times, the Hulta used to sharpen the sems of their
spoons, in case they ever needed them asweapons, so it's not as daft as it sounds.

| told Vennrthis.

Hesad, “You see, that' svery interesting.”



We had this conversation, if such it was, some days ago, in various parts of the gardens.

Before we got to that, though, we' d stood there in the afternoon, him still holding this book. And then he
caled Grem, who gppeared. “ Give her this back, will you?’

Grem brought me the book. | was able to take it from Grem. But then | just dropped it on the ground. It
wasn't mine anymore.

Then Venn said, “Shdl we st down?’ asif wewerein ast-ting room. And he sat on the ground, and
then | sat on the ground, too, where I’ d been before, with my back against atree. Grem and Jotto—and
Treacle—had vanished again.

Heand | were about fifteen feet gpart.

I’d needed to sit. Now | just stared at him, and of course he didn’t even try to meet my eyes.
“I know how you must fed, Claidi.”

“Doyou?| doubt it.”

“Totakethat, to read that—yes, unforgivable.” | didn’t say anything. (I didn’t want to talk to him at dll.
At the same moment | wanted to shout a him on and on.) “Y ou see, Grem mentioned you were writing
something.”

1] Di d I,]e.”

“I hadn’t questioned him about you, Claidi. At that point | didn’t want to know anything about you. |
confess, that’swhy | half wanted you left in the outer rooms. Perhapslater | might have been interested
to hear about what you did at the House, and in the Tower. But then, | wasn't sure what you' d tell me
would betrue”

| bit my tongue so as not to start shouting about the L etter.

Venn said, “ Grem smply told me you kept busy and didn’t cause any trouble. Y ou walked alot, and you
wrotein abook. | redized it wasakind of diary.”

“Itisn't”

“No,” hesaid, “itsmoreajourna.” | refused to like this much-better-sounding description. Venn said,
“Then, after we spoke last—"

“Isthat what you'd cal it?’

“I felt uneasy. Well, Claidi. | don’'t know people very much. There' s Treacle, and Grem, of course, and
there was dear old Heepo, before we lost him—"

“And my mother, | suppose, if | can count her. She was very stern and distant. She went away when |
wasnine... Anyway, how could | judge you? Y ou seemed genuine. But | wasin the dark.”

| Szzled. Tried not to.

He gave me one of those quick wide glancesand said, “| thought that if you kept ajournd, you might
have put the truth down init. Of course, | could be wrong there, too. Maybe your journd isal liesand
dreams and mad made-up nonsense—"



| yelled then. | yelled quite alot.

Helooked darmed, and then he just sat there, looking at the broken-off fern frond he wasturning in his
fingers

What did | say (yell)? Can't remember. (He sright. | should have written it down and then ydledit.)
Somehow I’ d forgotten about the sinister button thing in the binding. What | said was al about truth, and
my being truthful, about that L etter, what he’ d done, and | must have gone on for awhile.

Intheend | just didn’t have the energy to continue. There was along silence.
“God, Claidi. Yes, I'm sorry. Sorry. | should throw mysdlf off the Rise”
“Why don’'t you then?”

“Because I’'m acoward,” he said. Just that. And then | sasw—well, he was crying. | mean, it was amost
like Treacle.

Tearsjust ran down hisface. And then stopped. But unlike Treacle, he had for afew seconds that
cold-in-the-head sound one hasif onecries.

Inthisvoice he said, “ Please understand, | don’t expect you to forgive me. Thisisn't an excuse, only an
explanation; | just didn’'t know any better. | don’t know how | should behave to another person. Not
redly. I’ ve never had much chanceto find out.” By then hisvoice had cleared. He sad, crisply, “They’d
told me you were—well, you read their |etter. But | started to have doubts. | thought your book would
proveit one way or the other. It has. They lied. Not you. And you—are you. And because you are, |

| got up and walked off. Somehow I’ d picked this book up, too, and | took it with me.

Helet me go. No onefollowed. | ended up quitelost in the gardens, in ajungly bit (like “dear old
Heepo™?).

| raged, naturally. How could he act so wickedly and then cry—buit | kept thinking, it was just what a
very young child might do. A kid who did something bad because he didn't know any better. And then
saw the damage and got upset. | mean, hewasn't crying for himself. What had he to lose? He was
crying... because he' d donethisto me.

But then | thought that maybe he thinks everyone hasto love him and think he’ s nice and wonderful, and
he cries when he does something unspeakable so well say, Oh, poor Venn, look how sad heis. Better
forgive him, hedidn't meanit.

Sunset arrived.

It was when the awful Star rose that | remembered the bright awful thing that had fallen out of the binding
of this book.

| decided I'd go and find him after al and demand what that was all abouit.

But next | ridiculoudy couldn’t find away out of the jungle area, especidly in the dark asthe Star moved
on.

Findly I heard Jotto cdling inatimid voice. | let him find me.

Jotto said, “Er, lady dear, there' s some lovely supper, but he did say—um—would you sit and eat with



him—outdoors?’
“Oh, dl right,” | gracioudy barked.

Supper was under the flowering tree near my pavilion. (The flowers give off amarvelous perfume at
night.) Severa cats and other things soon arrived. They always do. (Jotto says amonkey can hear apie
or amango being diced from haf amile away.)

Deeply dark black sky and the stars and moon looking washed and shiny, since the Star had moved on.
(It seemed to go faster that night.)

| won't put down al the conversation. | couldn’t follow al of it anyway, the things he “explained.”
And| ill don't know what | think of him.

Helooked dl right. He had on thiswhite shirt with fringes on the cuffs.

Oh, anyway.

| will make anote of the supper; it was—well, under other circumstances |’ d have been fascinated,
delighted. Not so much by the food, though that was delicious (it usudly is, here). How it was served.

| thought Jotto was going to serveit, ashe normaly doesif he'saround. But he sat down by Grem.
Treacle was there, too, with her spiky black hair brushed up spikier, and long gold earrings. (I wasthe
only scruff-bag, in my now worn-out dress from the Rose Room.)

Tdl candles burned in globes of pae amber. By thislight, up astrange little ramp I’ d been wondering
about, the first dish was drawn onto the table.

Then other dishes camein procession. Five blue hippos, about the size of kittens, brought vegetables.
Ten black-necked geese, the size of sparrows, brought atrain of hot sauces. Two very strong little
tigagpards, each as big asablackbird, hauled up alarge pie on agold tray. Three fat mouse-sized mice
that aso looked like pigs (they had curly tals, and snouts—perhaps I'll call them pauses?) brought a
china castle of assorted nut-cheeses.

They al managed faultlessly, except for the tigapards, which, as soon asthey saw usdl, promptly sat
down and had to be helped to lug the pie by Treacle.

Oncereleased, al these creatures ambled about the table, playing with each other and accepting pieces
of food, but only when offered to them. Wéll, one of the pouses (pice?) did drag a banana away behind
the st cdllar, but never mind.

They redly werelovdy, theselittle animds.

When | asked, they told me—Venn told me mostly—that they re not dolls, are quitered. They’d been
bred, like the vrabburrs. “Not everything she did,” said Venn, meaning his mother, “was dangerous.”

“Wheredo they live?’

“They have abig hutch and enclosurein the gardens,” said Jotto. Grem added, “They'retakenin at
night.”

The supper was relaxed. It was hard to be nervy and angry, with mouse-sized rabbits playing kick-ball



with aradish, and aminiature tigapard purring in your lap.
| did think, Thisisclever. | shouldn't fall for this.

But | fdl for it.

The winewas pink, in rose-amber glasses.

| heard mysdlf laugh a something Jotto said. And then he, Venn, laughed. Asif I’d said he was now
dlowed to.

I"ve wondered about him and Treacle. HE s grown up with her, ssemsfond of her. But she'sawild
thing, Treacle. She' s called that, they say, because she always liked treacle.

He doesn't treat any of them like daves. That says something about him. Maybe?

They dl know each other. They know Jotto, though he was, obvioudy, dwaysan “adult,” even when
they werekids.

What wasthét like, growing up in this bizarre place?

Venn says his mother was close to him only when he was very smdll, and he remembers being two years
old, because he has aclear picture of waking in the gardens with her, and shesaid to him, “Y ou’ retwo
now, Venation.” And after that, she changed.

“Shedidn’t touch me anymore,” he said. “ She used to hug me before that.” He was drinking the wine,
seeming S0 casud, but | knew hewas't; it dtill distresses him. “ She became cold and uncaring. | seldom
saw her. Before, she used to read stories to me. When she changed, | had to read them myself. Grem
would help me hold the books, they were so heavy.”

He could read at two yearsold!!

“I bored her,” said Venn, laughing again. “Well, she was avery clever woman. A scientiss—what your
Hultawould call amagician. Shedid dl this. Made the rooms move, bred the animals—the cats with the
plated skulls, the vrabburrs, theselittle ones on the table. She did other experiments. Grem'’ s hair, for
example. And Treacle€ stears.” (I wondered if they minded, but they didn’t look bothered.)

Jotto even said, “Don't forget me.”

“Yes, of course, Jotto, the mogt brilliant of al mechanica dolls. The other three, across the ravines—they
weren't so good. But Jotto’ s magnificent, aren’t you, Jott?’

“I am,” said Jotto, “though | say it mysdlf.”

“Inaway,” sad Venn, chearful, smiling at the moon, “I’d say | was her experiment, too. After dl, she
made me, didn’t she, even though I’ m only flesh and blood. Her son. So | think | was the least successful
experiment of them al. The only onethat didn’t work asit—I—was supposed to. Then, anyway, she got
tired of dl of us”

He' d gently lifted up apouse, and | thought he was going to dunk it in the sauce by mistake. But he
redized intime and put it carefully back on thetable.

After that, they changed the subject, dl four of them, the way afamily can do thingslike that, acting as
one.



We played clever word games. Grem sang avery funny song about earwigs, and Jotto produced aflute
and started the nightingales singing. (Some of the nightingales are clockwork, too. Put thereto
“encourage’ the others)

Later, Treacle and Jotto were running races. They were always neck and neck. And Grem strolled off to
talk to the Gardener, who suddenly appeared like agrumpy phantom across the lawn.

Vennlooked a me, dightly longer than usud. So | looked away.

He said softly, “You know, | redly couldn’t read alot of it, Claidi. Y our handwriting—isalittlelike
another language.”

| frowned. “ Just tell me about the thing in the book.”

“It'saTag. You ve been patient, waiting so long to ask me.”

I’d forgotten, actually. Incredible, but afact.

However, now he said he' d answer whatever he could, including the questions | posed in my “journd.”

And when he said that, for a second everything seemed much easier, because he' d read this book.
HOW strange. How awful. But it did.

THE QUEST FOR THE LIBRARY
Her nameis (was) Ustareth. His mother.

That was question number—Iet me look back and see— No. 4, or part of it. Asto who she was, no
one I’d know, it goes without saying.

| think I’ll answer these questions here, in the order | put them before. (He would approve of that, writing
it down and then writing it out again with the solutions, in the right order. I’m not doing it because he
would gpprove.)

Here goes.

1) Why am | here? Not because | asked to come here. He doesn’t know. He said this. “ They sent you
here to worry me, | think. I don’t—didn’t want visitors. But mostly they did it to punish you. Y ou messed
them about. So they’ ve messed you about.”

2) When can | leave? No, he didn’t answer that. | didn’t ask it, in fairness. Because now there seems so
much to sort out here, perhaps | haveto stay awhile.

3) Why did V' s mother—Ustareth—make the rooms move? Her experiment. To seeif shecould. To
have fun. To stop hersdlf being bored.

4) Who was she?—answered. Or asmuch as | can, sofar.

5) Why did she go and where? He' d said because she wasfed up with it al. Into thejungle, so
presumably through the jungle and off to somewhere else? But he looked very odd over this one. which
isreasonable. Didn’'t pressit.

6) and 7) The hard light in the lamps— Y es, the waterfall createsthe power for this, asit doesfor some
of the clockwork, and for certain other things... We didn’t somehow quite sort out if thisincluded the
food. But it turns out Jotto doesn't dways cook; he smply hasto go and collect it—? Then he arranges it



and bringsit. I'll haveto go through thisone again; | didn’t follow it redly. Oh, and the waterfal power
thing is something about hydro-something. No, | didn’'t understand thet at dl, though Venn went over it
two or three times. It works, though.

8) TakingtoVenn. | am.

Wetaked avery long time before | went off exhaustedly to deep.

Theworrying thing is, because he read this book, or some of it (mogt of it | suspect), he partly knows
me

But | don't know him.
And yet—I dmost fed | do—also because heread this. And that | can’'t explain to mysdif.

Asif in exchange, he did say alot about his childhood. In clever, offhand sentences. It sounded,
underneath, miserable, but dso—glorious. All that freedom. But the not having amother.

Heknows| didn’t ever know my parents.

Hesad, “We haveto go to the Riselibrary. There sinformation there, things about the Tower Families,
the history of the Towers, and so on. It might help you. Thetroubleis, of course, finding thelibrary. It,
naturaly, moves, too. And quite randomly. It'll be murder.”

“Tell meabout theflying letter.”
“I don't think | can. I mean you wont understand.”
13 Try.))

“Claidi, | mean | don't understand. | never have. And I’ ve only ever gotten three. Four, counting thelying
one about you. They just—appear—out of thewall.”

1] Oh.”

So theflying letter and the thing, which Venn cdllsa Tag and which they put in thisbook, remain a
mysery.

Who put the Tag into the binding, though?

Probably Ironel Novendot. But | suppose even Nemian could have doneit. To make surethat | didn’t
stray. Perhaps when he saw | was getting interested in someone esg, in Argul. Perhaps Nemian dipped
the Tag in under the binding as we traveled. The book was't awayswith me, but in awagon.

It left no mark | could see. But then the book was aready a bit travel-worn. And how would | ever think
such athing was possible and so ook out for it?

“I’ve seen such things before,” Venn said. “ So | checked. It didn’t surprise meto find it.”

The House had candles and oil lamps. And Peshamba had crystas that watched you, and dolls—but not
like Jotto. The City on the River had nothing much... just waichers, lift-liftersworked by daves, and
balloons. And the doors could recognize you. And they had the Law.



“They dl havetheLaw,” said Venn. “In someform. The House had dl thoserituasyou didiked so
much. And there are other places, with other rules.”

| said, “What about here?’

“No, there s nothing like that here. Perhaps my—when she came here, Ustareth, she hoped to escape
the Law and therituas.”

Something nags at me. If you dare read thisagain, Ven'n, though | don't think you will (I hope you
won't), then hereit is: The Rise does have its own version of the stupid and mindless Law-typerituas
and rules, designed to get in the way and make life difficult and chancy. It’ sthe rooms moving abouit.
la'tit?

We prepared for the trek solemnly and with care. Asif for agreat expedition into unknown lands.

Jotto and Grem wereto carry alot of things, including water bottles—there are bathrooms everywhere,
but you can’t dways be sure the water is drinkable.

Treacle dso carried some stuff, and | volunteered, too, but they didn’t give me much.

I’d packed the pink dress with my WD and wore this grey-white one | brought from the house over the
gulf. (And I packed thisbook, athough | hadn’t written in it and thought | might not again. But, asyou've
seen, that didn't last.)

Venn aso carried thingsin abag on hisback.

The funniest thing was the team of six cats Jotto and Grem rounded up and harnessed to asort of ded to
carry light bedding and other bits and pieces.

Venn drew arough map before we started.

“Thelibrary isoften here” He pointed at the spot he’ d marked in atangle of squares and circlesand
snakelike cellings that were apparently rooms, corridors, courtyards.

Jotto particularly looked glum.

“Only doubtlessit won't be there,” Venn went on. “It had a phase,” he added, “ of traveling east then
south, then back north and west. So we could try for that, to start with.”

“But what about thetimeit just kept going up and up?’ said Jotto. “It was on the sixth gallery once,
rumbling about between those towers—"

| stopped listening redlly. 1t sounded hopeless, frankly. Why were we doing it? For me, it seems...
Weleft the gardens about midmorning.
The cliff-palace loomed over us, swallowed us up in its caves of painted stone.

For about an hour we walked steadily, and athough we heard sounds of parts of the Rise moving,
everything around us stayed till, asit was once supposed to when someone was there.

“Though just walking about in aroom can set it off now,” said Jotto. “1 should know. Thetimes|’ve been
trapped for days.”



Once or twice peculiar mechanica things appeared and went rattling past. That is, they went past
becausewe al quickly got out of their way—they seemed likely to knock you flying otherwise, and some
were aslarge as asheep. They are cleaners, Jotto said, sniffily. Once, too, there was a sort of spider
thing, crawling over aceiling, touching up the paintwork.

Soon, however, we were just going out through awide arch when an enormous staircase came pouring
out of awall. It rolled right at us (reminding me of the ssorm-waves on the ship) and stopped with athud
only when it had blocked the arch. Meanwhile we' d scattered, yelling, and the cats had overturned the
ded.

Jotto and Treacle and | gathered up sheets, and Grem mended the broken harness.

“Wdl haveto go that way instead,” said Venn, waving the map.

This became the chorusto our crazy journey. Oh, thisway’s now impassable. Well go that way, then.
But that way was often found to be blocked, too, or had gone off itself somewhere else.

Four dayswent by. And four nights. Unbelievable, | know, but worse was to come.

Books at the House were sometimes adventures. Some of them had titleslike Hunting the Treasure
Hoard or Quest for the Emerald Queen.

Well, thismust be the Quest for the Library.

In a sane book, one would travel over plains, across mountains, through deep woods. Here we Sog on
and on through this ghastly palace. In the book, probably we' d be getting somewhere. Here, were
awaysmilesaway. | do mean miles.

On the fifth day we got stuck. In here.

We d gotten caught before, once, on day three, when an apartment we were crossing abruptly took
off—so fast that Treacle and Jotto and | fell over!

The apartment, which had several roomswith inner curtained doorways—if there are no closing wooden
doors, the whole thing tends to move together, Venn said—rushed around for nearly an hour and then
stopped dead in an area dark enough that the hard light came on.

When we |ooked, there was no way out. The three outer doors were blocked by walls now directly
outside. Luckily, after only ten minutes the apartment went off again. As soon aswe could, we dl
charged out into a stone courtyard with astatue (of ahuge rat or something). We only just madeit, too,
before the apartment swung away again. (We walked past this same apartment the day before yesterday,
| think. 1t looked the same. Fortunately we didn’t need to go through.)

Anyway, the evening of the day before yesterday, we made camp at dinnertime facing the foot of avast
staircase. We left quite a gap between usand it, of course, in case it suddenly moved. It didn’t move,
though. Jotto set up the brazier and Grem lit it, for tea.

Venn sayslivein the palace.
In the morning we were woken about dawn by the rooms behind us thundering off like aherd of rhino.

Venn consulted his map and said we ought to climb the staircase. This obvioudy wastricky, especidly
for fiveof usand six catspulling aded.



He said we' d do it thisway: me and Jotto together, then him, Treacle, and Grem (carrying the cats and
the ded). Thisway, even if separated, no one should be stranded totaly done.

| wasjittery, climbing that sair, | can tdll you. But we dl made it—amost.

Treacle, clutching three cats, was on the last landing when the lower gtair split away. It was afearful
sght. She seemed to be hanging in space, but then her piece of stair just rose gracefully upward. Asit
sailed past us, she was able to jump off into Grem’ sarms. One of the cats bit him in the excitement.

L eaving the stair-top soaring on up into adome, we came out into amassive hall with cream-ydlow
walls, agdlery, and agigantic window and bacony facing esst.

There were booksin stacks built into the walls.

“Isthisthelibrary?’

“No,” said Venn. “It' sthe Little Book Room.”

“I see” It was about a hundred yards long and about the same wide.

We had alate bregkfast in here. (Jotto kept muttering about his chickens, which he had left the Gardener
to feed.) Then we had alook at some of the books (most of which seemed to be written in different

languages).

| climbed up an inner gair to the gdlery and went out onto the balcony. | was admiring the view over the
gardens— the descending jungle-cliff beyond—uwhen the Little Book Room began dowly moving its
Little sdf. It was so gentle, it redly didn’t seem much to worry about. From the balcony, it was quite fun.

The LBR glided along and dong the third story. Trees went by bel ow, some with monkeys staring up
curioudy. | even glimpsed the Gardener, bending in an annoyed way over alotus pond. Then theLBR
began to rise. This, too, was smooth enough, but we went up and up, and where we settled, I'd say the
ground was—well, avery long way down.

Behind us, the only exit has been closed off by another wall.
At first we al waited for the room to move again, but it has't.

TWO days later, weredtill here.

It wasn't astorm | saw gathering, from the balcony, just bubbly clouds. It’ s getting on to sunset now
again. Jotto is stoking the brazier. Four of the cats are having a pretend-fight.

There are two bathrooms off of thisroom. | had abath in ayelow marble tub and washed my hair. For
something to do. And to avoid Venn.

It' sl right when were traveling, or eating or something, but when he seeks me out, ashedid on the
balcony... it makes me uncomfortable. And his clever remarks—* Looking for the future” Heaso said
there are ghost micein the library that et the pages, and that have “eaten more than we can ever know.”

| wrote alot of the last section locked in the bathroom while my hair dried.

There' sabedroom, too, very smal. Lemon-curd silk and white wood furniture. He avoided it, and Jotto
whispered to me, “ She used to deep there alot, at times.”



She—Udtareth. Venn' smother.

| was nosy. | tried to open the cupboard doors and drawers, but none of them would. | thought—was |
being as bad, doing that, as he was, reading my jour—my book?

He's made mefed | need to know things. Thiswholetrek is supposed to be so | can learn more about
the Towers. The Wolf Tower—the Law, therituas, what They (?) are up to. But honestly, | don’t want
to know. Not redly. But he' s made mefed now that | have to—or somehow | don’t have a chance.

HOW has he done that?
| am so awareof him dl thetime.

Thishuge room istoo smdl for both of usto bein at once.

“Thefoods going to run out,” says Jotto, looking peeved. “And | packed such masses. Look at this
bread! And these pomegranates are dl runny and squidgy.”

Thisisstupid. We retrapped miles from anywherein aroom ina building and were going to starve.
Vennsad, asif hedidn’t care much, “ She knew ways of making the rooms shift, if this happened.”
“Whao?'Y our mother?’ | asked, furious. “Didn’'t she ever tell you?’

“She never told me anything after | wastwo.”

“And you never tried to learn anything after you weretwo,” | nastily said.

Jotto looked upset and | wished | hadn't.

But Treacle turned a cartwhed, reveding she was wearing red-and-gol d-striped underpants. Which
made us dl laugh, for some reason.

After lunch or tea, whatever it was, | walked off to Her Room, again.

| did something awful. Maybe it wasn't. She’ slong gone, and if she'd cared about any of it, wouldn't she
have taken it with her? Using aknife and fork from the medl, | sarted breaking into the drawers.

She could have fastened them by some scientific means, anyway. And she hadn’t. No, | got them al
open after about half an hour. It made amess—chips and splinters and curly gilded locks al over the
floor. (No one came to see what | was doing, though | hadn’t been quiet.)

There was some jewelry. Very beautiful. Long teardrop pearls and a necklace of transparent, polished
green stones. A topaz inaring.

When | saw thering, | thought of what Grem had asked, about my ring, if it was my mother’'s, becauseit
had “ properties.” Venn knows now that it doesn’ t—because of course my ring came from the Hulta. But
doesthistopaz have them?1 picked it up cautioudy. | even put it on my middle finger—it was quite a bit
too hig.

Then, | goleit. | do tedl things. | stole thisbook. In the House, you only ever got anything by stedling.

But | fet guilty, even though | know | took thering in case it’ s going to have some magica-scientific use.



It'sinmy bag, tied up in acloth from the bathroom. So if you read this, Venn—you'’ d better not—then
you'll know.

Apart fromthejewdry, | didn’t find much. Most of the drawers and little cupboards were empty, just
dust and sweet-smelling powdersin the corners, and in one, alittle black key and a scrap of paper with
nothing onit.

There was a closet that had only one door, and the door had a bird painted on it. | didn’t need to break
in—the little key worked. The door opened. And there wasthisdress. Ivory satinishow I’ d guessit
should be described, thickly sewn with peerls.

| pushed it aside, and in the back of the closet was alever with an enamel handle.
They used to say | had moods.
I’'minone.

| reached in and tried the lever, and when it moved, | made it go over asfar asit would. When | did,
therewas aredly frightening noise—Ilike hundreds of bricks crashing away into abottomless pit. Perhaps
that’ swhat it was, because the back of the closet was now open, and beyond was another stair, narrow
and dark and completely uninviting. It went down and down.

Although no one came to see before, this noise was so extreme, they all had, now.

They stood there, gaping. But Venn wasn't gaping; he looked paper-white. He said, “1 remember that
dress”

| said, “Do you remember these steps? Are they safe? Do they go anywhere?’

“Yes... | think that’s how she used to leave thisroom, or come up here, sometimes. | seemto recdll that,
how she' d just disappear; | couldn’t find her...”

Heturned asif to go off, but Grem caught hisarm. Then they walked off together, and Grembilard had
hisarm around Venn. And | fdlt asif my stomach had turned to boiling soup, and | could have dapped
both of them. And me, for being so unkind.

Anyway, they’ ve decided now, about—it seems—six monthslater, we' |l al use these stairs behind the
closet to get out of here. They “think” the closet stairs don’t move. Let’ shopethey don't.

They did. Did! We're dl separated—I’m LOST—in this hell-palace-Rise—| haven't aclue what to
do—

LOST IN THE KITCHENS

Night'sarrived. Hello, night. It was aready sunset when we left the big Little Book Room. So, yes, it
would be night now. Thewindowsare dl high up, and al | could see was fading sky, and now it’sblack
sky, and a couple of stars. Not the Star.

Some lights came on, rather cold, and of course, till and hard.

I’mwriting by their glare, Stting on an old table against onewall.



Even before Argul, | haven't been alone much. | used to share aroom with Pattoo and Daisy in the
House. And awagon with Hultagirlsin the camp. | was done alot on the journey with Nemian, and
when | was dragged here. But there were aways people about somewhere near. And in the Tower, |
wanted to be aone, to get away from the people.

But I’'m aone now.
What happened?

Venn went down the stair firgt, to try it. And he said Grem should come last as backup to the rest of us.
Jotto, Treacle, and | werein the middle. The cats—Jand G and | tried to carry them. They got away,
though, and rushed down ahead of us. | thought they would be dl right. (Jotto said cats are dways
coming into the palace yet dways managing to get out again. They can get through tiny holes, and they
aso legp, vadly better than any of us.)

We shared carrying the baggage, and | had my bag. | was aso carrying a pillow—buit it fell away from
me when the stair broke up.

| didn’'t likethat stair. Even though | found it. Maybeit had it in for me. That’ ssilly. But who knows.

At first we moved down with no problems at dl, and athough no lights came on, Jotto lit acandle under
aglassbulb. It flickered alot. And the tair started to curve around to the right, and then it waslike a
corkscrew.

Then it straightened out again, and it and we emerged into an open space, with atile floor below
gleaming inthelagt of the sunsat.

“Thank God,” said Venn. He sounded strained.

Perhapsit was his voice—or even some of the cats' voices, since they were sitting in the red poal of light
meowing up a us.

The gair shook itself.

Treacleand | grabbed for each other but were dashed apart. | fell to my knees, and little sharp splinters
inthe dair bit into my knees, (insult to injury!)

| saw, and couldn’t do athing, Venn and Jotto and their piece of stair going one way—Ieft; and Treacle
gpinning off on hersto theright.

Behind and above me, Grem cdled, “Catch hold of me, lady—" but as | turned and tried to, it wastoo
late, and his sair-segment was flying him up into the ceiling, which opened to let him through.

And |—I was dropping fast toward the floor—and | screamed, but the floor opened wide, too, and |
plummeted down and forward into darkness and the smell of old water, moss, and rust. The floor above
closed up behind me.

When the stairs stopped, | did off and stood up in blackness. Wasit acdlar?
No. Asmy eyes adjusted, | made out thefirgt line of high windows, their glow just fading.

| stood staring at that until it wasal gone.

Then alight popped on.



Somehow it took me agesto redize | wasin asort of kitchen—kitchens—room after room. They must
go on, like everything e'se here, for miles.

Tried to recall what Jotto said about the food. (I gpologize for not noting it down properly before, but a
lots been going on.)

Jotto said, | think, that the kitchens now make the food, or alot of it. And he said he meant machines
madeit, but in the kitchens.

These must be the machines.

Up near the celling, tanks and bulges and long sprawls of pipes. Which make noises—gurglings and
thumps and skinkles.

| don’t understand, of course. Maybe you do.
Venn—if you ever read this—I don’t mean you.

Thethingis, | don’t think anyone ever needsto come dl the way down here. Y ou can fetch the food
from somewhere else. So the actua kitchen rooms below and around are just unused, and falling apart.

There are old fireplaces, somein walls, somein the center of floorswith hooded indoor chimneys hanging
over them, al ready to suck away smoke that never happens.

There are black stone ovens, and great rusting kettles, and pans and cauldrons, and spitsto turn
meat—thick with cobwebs and greasy, ancient dust.

And tables and cupboards and benches and broken bowls and enormous spoons and ladles.
Abandoned.

The sméll is overpowering in parts. Of rotted vegetables and cold fats that are perhaps twenty years old.
(More?)

A sorrowful, sooty place.
I’ve even found an old book of recipes, somein other languages, some in mine, some oddly spelled.
“How to make a cinnamon toad” —!?Ugh!

| wandered for ages. Water dripped down, and the pipes and vats above made noises. (And also
sometimes dripped gticky dimes, so I'll never be able to eat anything from here again. If ever | get the
chance.)

It seerie, too. Because of thelight and dark, the sounds. Easy to imagine there’ s something else here
with you.

| must find away out.

So far | haven't found away ouit.

I’'vegonearound in circles. | know | passed that big barrel before, oh, about two hours ago.



They don’t seem to move, the kitchens. Perhaps they’ re not alowed to, for fear of disarranging the
cooking pipes. Or they do it on the dy, to confuse peopl e trapped here.

| dozed off in this corner. (Its hot, damp, and airless.) When | woke up, | heard something moving
about.

Itsan echo, of course. Or mice. Rats even. Rats are dl right. There' slots of spilled stuff for them to est.
It didn’t sound like rats or mice.
My imagination.

What I’'m going to do isfind somewhere to hole up until day-break. Some light will comein herefrom the
high windows. | think that may be safer than thisfdse light, which whatever is down here obvioudy
doesn't mind. | definitely just heard it.

What isit?
A sort of fluttering soft rush—and then—amost skittering—

Therush waslikewings. Big. So | wo———

That waswhere | got up and ran, dragging this book and the bag and everything with me.

| plunged down a corridor and through some more kitchen rooms, which I may have gone around
dready. Then | wasin along room more like avery wide passage, with great basins against thewadls. A
lot of water was on the floor, splashing up as| ran.

The bad-vegetable smell came strong and repulsive. No lightsworked; only adim glow filtered through
cracks and holes from other places, casting thick shadows. Thingslit up strangely. | kept seeing eyes.
Perhaps, | thought, they were—

Andthen| redized | wasn't fighting my way through old dishrags or torn curtains.

Plants grew there, in the hdf-dark—tall, dender stlems and drooping flags of leaves, some of which
broke as | pushed by. There were spongy mosses, too. | kept treading on them, and huge funguses like
dissolving statues, some of which were luminous.

Despitethis, | wasn't prepared for what | saw next.

I’d burst into a wood.



That redly iswhat it was. An indoor forest.

There were trees, twenty or thirty feet high, their tops crushed agains the high ceilings and then spreading
and looping over. In places, they’ d cracked the stone and forced their way through to higher kitchen
rooms above. Asin the jungle beyond the Rise, creepers roped these trees. There were shrubs that thrust
up from the paving. And the funguses, which seemed tall, were now taler, treesthemsdves, like oaks
made of yellowish candlewax. The rest of the vegetation was a pale svimmy-green, or oily-black...

The smdl wasthicker, yet less horrible. It was more natura, | suppose—earthier.

“Fruits’ and “flowers’ grew here, too, none very recognizable or tempting. (Fruit like long-fingered
gloves, flowerslike white spiders—yum.)

Lots of water, spilled from old taps and cisterns, or dripped through by rain.

Thefood pipes twisted about through all of this. | think their leaks have caused these things to grow, plus,
too, ancient leftovers, maybe from centuries before—cheeses that have become quaint molds, or apple
cores mixed with other stuff, which may have bred those things like umbrelas with fruit like frogs.

| stood therein the middle of it, uneasy and not liking it, yet impressed. It reminded me of the vegetable
forest on the way to Peshamba, where we' d seen the monster—

Then | glanced up and saw, hanging from one of the food pipes, aheavy long thing, some vast knot of
creeper or fungus. It had ears. Eyes. The eyes, cool and ditted, werelooking at me, ill and thoughtful .

Now that | could seg, it hung upside down from along hairlesstail, which was curled over and over the
pipe—theway abat hangs, though abat doesn’t hang by itstail... How big wasit? About my size.

Bigger...
It will just uncurl itstail and spring.
But it didn’'t. The eyes closed up.

And then | heard that rush-flutter sound. It went directly over my head, and araw
compost-hegp-smelling wind fanned me.

Another of them—and it was flying.

Not wings. Its stunted little arms were held out, and broad flaps of skin stretched between them and its
hairy body, carrying it in along glide, downward.

They wereflying rats.

A flying rat landed near me. It stared at me from grey eyesthat didn’t reflect enough light to go red. Then
it lowered its snout and drank from apool of rainwater.

| turned my head so dowly that | felt my neck creak.

They were dl around me. Fumbling about, searching over the mosses for parts they liked to eat. They
made the skittery noises when their hair scratched through leaves and fronds.

They must live here, but aso, they’ re dl through the kitchens. I’ d passed by them. Shadows, smells,
eyes. Not known.

Why hadn’t they attacked me? When would they decide to?



Oh, now, probably. Two or three were edging up on my |eft, and one was pottering along from over
there. Some were smaller or bigger than others. That one looked the size of alarge dog. That one, when
it stood up again onitshind legs, was about astall asaman.

| wanted to scream my head off.
Instead athought cameinto it, sharp and bright. Of thering in my bag, the topaz.

Properties. What Grem had thought my Hultaring had, only it hasn't. Does Ustareth’ sring have them?
Wasit, in any way, magic ?

| crouched and fished in the bag and scrabbled out the ring. Nearly dropped it in aswamp of water and
mud.

It would only fit on my right thumb. | eased it on. The ydlow stone gave aflash.

What should | do?

Obvioudy I'd doneit, because, look, the rats had stopped advancing; they were just shambling away.
The ring was burning like alamp—that flash wasn't from any light; thereisn’t any proper light just here.
A great gold blaze goes up from Ustareth’ sring, and I'm safe.

There sanother light, too, though. White. What' s causing that?

Above, in the mossy wall, adoor flies open with acrash. The rats lumber away, but not asif afraid.
More asif they’re shy, irritated, don’'t want to be disturbed.

“Cladi!”

He legps down about fifteen feet into dl this muck and squelch. It'sVenn. He throws hisarms around me
asif | matter. And I’'m clinging to him asif he’ smy oldest friend. Asif he'sArgul.

BETWEEN THE SUN AND THE MOON

In the morning, we saw Jotto, and later Treacle, waving up a us from the grovesfar below. They'd
managed to escape back into the gardens.

It was asunny morning. Alwaysis, here.

The night before, after Venn so dramatically appeared, Grembilard leaned in through the door. There
was astrong rope, part of the supplieswe' d carted about with us al those days. Grem had attached it to
something, and now first |, and then Venn, were hauled up to the place above.

The door wasredly awindow. This part of the kitchen had sunk. A lot of the kitchens anyway lie outside
the main building, in various courtyards. Thisoneled up onto aterrace.

Therat-creatures didn’t pay much attention. A few glanced up as we closed the window—glad to berid
of us.

“They wouldn’t have hurt you,” said Venn.

“No?’



“They'retimid, don't like strong lights—even what you cdl the hard light, though they refairly used to
that. They wander about the lower parts of the Rise at night. Sometimes you see one being chased by a

“What happens?’ | asked dubioudly.

“The cat works out the size difference and loses interest. Therat goes off about its own affairs.”
“Did she—I mean your mother—?"’

“No, shedidn’t breed those. They’vejust got like that by themselves over the past twenty years.”

We camped above the terrace. Dark rustling trees crowded close, grasshoppers chorused, stars winked
asfaint clouds drifted over. The Star had gone off to the west and was hidden by angles of the cliff.

Grem fried vegetables over the brazier.

Venn and | were rather embarrassed.

Wedidn't speak about hugging each other, or Sit at al close.

Inthe red brazier light, he looked now very familiar, but not like Argul &t all.
| showed him the topaz ring.

“Yes,” hesad, inthat cold voice he so often goes back to, “she said she left that somewhere, | think |
was meant to search for it. A little extratest she set me when sheleft. | didn’t ever bother. | suppose it
wasin her deeping-place off the Little Book Room.”

“In adrawer, with some other jewdry.” | explained why I’ d taken it, because of Grem'’ s question about
my own ring, which made methink Ustareth’ s one had powers.

“Butif it does” | sad, “why did sheleaveit behind when she left?”’

“Perhgps shewas as Sick of fiddling about with science as she was of meddling in everything and
everyone' slives” he rasped.

So there was atense gap, and we ate some of thefood. Findly | said, “But doesit have
properties—powers—"

“I’ d expect s0.”
“The stone—the topaz shone out in the kitchen. And the rats backed off. | thought—"

“They backed off from the flash of the ring. Some reflection it caught. | told you, they don’t like strong
light much.” Hewas snappy now. So | left it.

It wasasif hedidn't like me again, or liked me even less because, for afew minutes, he had liked me.

Whatever else, | thought | had better give him the topaz ring. But when | did offer it, he said, “Y ou keep
it. You found it.”

1] Bljt_”

Towhich| got afurious: “Oh, just keep it, Claidi, for God' s sake. Why must you keep on.” Followed by
Venn getting up and stamping off for awalk in the trees, scaring dl the grasshoppersinto dumbness.



| asked Grem about Treacle and Jotto, and Grem said he thought they would be al right—which of
course we now know they are. Then | curled up and tried to deep.

| hate the way, once you start to know someone, care about them, their behavior can distress you, even
when its unreasonable and not your fault, evenif you wereredly trying to be careful, tactful.

So, apparently | must care about Venn.
| wish| didn't.

Next day, after we spotted Jand T, Grem, who had been out and around, reported that the main library
had appeared directly above us, on the “ninth level,” as he said, with the moon and sun towers.

“Yes” said Venn, who was now being distant and vague, “it does tend to go there, doesn't it?’

“Generdly it then staysin place there for severd days,” added Grem. (Asif they were talking about
something pain-fully ordinary.)

“I hope you reready for along climb, Claidi,” said Venn, now distant, vague, but hearty.
“Not redly.”
“Oh, wdll, that’ stough, madam.”

Scowling, I now concluded they’ d want meto climb with them up the side of the cliff-building—by
ropes—hanging on to the odd statue that stuck out, or wobbly windowsill. And | was getting ready to
refuse point-blank.

But we walked adong around the cliff, through the trees, now and then into adip and up again. And so
reached an in-credible staircase.

“Beforeyou ask, Claidi, it doesn’'t move; it’s outside the outer wall.”

It was a mountain of astaircase. | didn’t try to count the steps, but looking up and up at it from itsfoot,
| guessed there must be hundreds upon hundreds. Thousands. It was far higher than the highest towers of
the House. Perhaps the Wolf Tower.

The staircase was dso wide, oddly ornate, with carved handrails and marble lions at intervals. (I think
they were lions—they were very weathered and mossy.) (Could have been badgers, redlly.)

Anyway, we started to climb up.

After thirty solid minutes, it was getting dightly exhausting, but then there was a broad terrace or landing
before the next flight. These landings happen at intervasal the way up. Some even have drinking-water
fountains

The stairswere aso crumbly in parts, and were cracked where trees had rooted and pushed through. On
the seventh landing, | think it was the seventh, when the world seemed dreedy fdlen far, far avay toa
green-blue ring, some big purplish monkeys were thumping about, and threw nectarines a us—until
Grem made aloud whooping noise and they fled, legping off the stairs into space, catching backhanded
on handy neighboring boughs.

Neither Venn nor Grem seemed tired. | tried not to seem tired, ashamed of my feebleness. I’ d thought



I’d hardened up alot, walking and riding with the Hulta. But climbing stairsisn’t the same.

We stopped for alonger rest, thank heavens, on the fifteenth landing, or whatever it was. We sheltered
from the noon sun under a spreading melon tree. (Grem watered hishair a one of the fountain-taps.)

The view was awe-inspiring but repetitive. All you could see by now were things tapering away, getting
gmdler and smdler. Thefar blueworld, the high blue sky.

A large bird flapped across on ragged wings.
Lucky thing.
We got therein the afternoon.

Out of the cliff, these two brown stone towers—not that tall, and without any red distinguishing marks,
just afew scattered indigo roof-tilesleft. Windows without glass. Shadows running sdeways.

“Sun and moon,” said Venn.

“Why?'

“I haven't asingleidea. Do you, Grem?’

“No, prince.”

Grem (and Jotto) cal him “prince’ asif it san affectionate nickname.

Wedged between the two disappointing towers was a huge block of building with long glazed windows
of colored glass. It had a vaulted-arched doorway, with its own (yes, more of the things) steps, guarded
by two beasts that were like pigs more than anything.

TheLibrary.
We—I|—crawled up the last steps. They walked.
It was cool in the vault of the doorway.

| thought, Even if it takes off right HOW, and goes rambling back down into those kitchens and
won’'t come out—I don’t care.

Venn waslooking at the shut door. He said suddenly, “Try her ring, Claidi.”
Oh, so now we could talk about Her Ring without him going loopy.

“I'veput it away,” | said huffily. But | was curious. | walked right up to the door and started digging in
my bag for the topaz.

| hadn’t even found it, let one brought it out, when the door opened. Wide.

Inside looked cool, dust-moted, and calm. It had that smdll libraries dways have—wedll, so far as|
know. Of new paper and old paper, of bindings, and the powders of books.

In the high ceiling was one of those skylights, and patterns of sky scattered over the old, dark-tiled floor.

“How did it—?" said Venn.



| realized the door hadn’t been meant to open like that.

“It recognized you,” | Stated.

“Y es, it does recognize me—but not you. Not even Grem.”
“Wall, | probably touched the ring in the bag—"

“You'd haveto bewearing thering, Claidi.”

| thought of the Old Ladiesin the House, who had had such authority. Especidly wonderful
(untrustworthy) Jizania. | said, cool and calm asthelibrary, “But I'm not. A mystery, then. But what isn’t
amystery,” | added in my best Jizaniavoice, “isthat I’ d like some hot tea, now, as soon as possible.
Thank you.”

They stared.

| walked on into the library coolness, head high. Secretly franticaly hoping they’d hurry and follow, in
case anything moved.

And they did. And five minutes later Grem handed me one of the traveling cupsfull of hot spicy tea.

Redlly, after what he did (reading this), | shouldn’t have any fedlingsfor Venn but contempt, distaste.
Hatred.

None of that applies. I'vetried to fed likethat. It no longer works.

Instead | fed so sorry for him sometimes | could howl. At other times | want to kill him. Then—he does
something that charms me, turns me around. And then | remember how he held mein hisarmswhen he
found mein the kitchens.

Of course, | don't want to fed closeto him.

It sthe old thing, that thing that happened before. | fell for Nemian (who Venn is sometimes 50 like, not
to look at, but in his manner. Even the sudden charm). Then | met Argul. And Argul was right. Hewas
meant, and | was meant.

But now am | just swinging away toward the nearest new attractive (heis) man—anew friend, anew
interest. | don't trust myself.

No, | don't fed for Venn theway | fed for Argul—even though | fed I’ ve lost Argul, somehow—
No, its not the same.

And yet—

Oh, Claidi, you absolute hopel ess dupp.

Who can| rely onif | can't rely on mysdf?

(And now | half want to tear this page out—in case he readsit.)

| only want Y ou to know. Well, | do trust you. WE ve never met. Probably never will.



Soisthat why | trust you? Isthat dl it can ever mean? So long as one never meets another, oneis safe?

Thisisn't getting me anywhere. Except over the page. My “ Journd”—how many pages are left? Just
checked. I’ vefilled over three-quarters of this book!!!

As| drank my tea, enjoying every gulp, sitting on amarble bench, Venn came up to me.

He stopped before me and bowed low, sweepingly. It made me laugh, and then he smiled, asI’ve only
redlly seen him do with the others until now.

It' sanice amile. The long mouth and white teeth, and one lower one with atiny chip off the top. How did
that happen?

“Claidi, | gpologizefor my temper and moodiness. Can you forgiveme?” (Just like Nemian.) (But then,
not a al like Nemian, that practiced girl-dazzler.) “Itsodd, isn't it, you' re the first woman I ve ever
met—apart from my mother, and Treacle”

| didn’t reply. What could | say that wouldn’t cause a problem?

He sat down, quite away aong the bench, gazing, not a me, of course, but up at stacks and stacks of
books. There are three gl eries, one above the another, mounting to the skylight.

“Cladi. I'd liketo try an experiment. | don’t want to explain, because that might somehow affect what
happens. Would you just do what | ask?’

“Y ou want meto jump out of awindow?’ | inquired blandly. It was sort of ajoke, but he swung around
onme.

“Oh—you'rejoking. I’'m sorry. No, no windows. Y ou re not wearing my mother’ sring?’
“You can see. Itstoo big for me, even on my thumb. It sin the bag ill.”

“Then, when you' re ready, would you stand out on the floor and ask for abook. The same voice, | think,
in which you gave usthe order for tea.”

Puzzled, | asked, “Which book?’
“Anything. Something you' d like to read. Something about the City Towers, | suppose.”
| shrugged. | finished my drink and put down the cup. | walked out onto thetiles.

Clearly | announced, “I’ d like a book about the Wolf Tower.” Thevery last thing I’d want in the world,
frankly. A pity, that, because presently | got it.

Standing there, | felt the vastness of the library, its height, the shafts of dusty sun. All those books
straight-backed like bricks. Othersjust in paper form, or scrolls rolled on two bits of wood, or tablets of
wood carved with letters—

Then | heard aticking begin, al dong the shelves. It sounded like dozens of clocks starting up.

| thought of the ghost mice who ate the books, eating more knowledge than he or | could ever manage to
read.



Then there was alouder click. All the other ticking stopped. And then, down through the air, came
drifting, light as a cobweb, thisslver thing like asort of bal of hair. It wasal tendrils, and wrapped up in
them was alarge book in black covers. It was bringing the book from the highest gdllery.

Thehair ball laid the book at my feet, detached itself, and swam weightlesdly off.

Venn picked up the book. He showed me the cover, on which, in dull gold letters and in my own, the
City’'s, language, thesewords. The Towers.

He put the book on anearby table.

Then hejust stood there.

Then he came over to me and grabbed up my left hand.

“It syou—its this.”

“What? Let go of me!”

“Cladi—your ring”

“I’'m not wearing it—oh, thisone. But thisoneisaHultaring—"

“I know. Claidi, I'm sorry, but remember | read your journd.” (Asif | could forget.) “I know about your
ring. Argul gaveit you. Youtold Irond in the Wolf Tower that it had been your mother’s—" Venn
hesitated. He said, “1 know you think Ironel wroteto me. Shedidn’t. I've heard of her. That'sal. It was
Grem who asked you about your own ring. Y ou don’'t know why. It was because of the dollsin the other
house, back acrosstheravines.”

Totdly perplexed, | said, “Dolly and Whirr and Bow?’

“That’ swhat you called them. Y ou see, they didn’t speak, couldn’t anymore. But when you were there,
they started speaking. Even poor old Whirr was trying—that’ swhy he whirred.”

“l see” | said. Didn't.
“There were other things. On the bridge—do you recal when you looked over and down?’
“I'll never forget.”

“The bridge tried to move. It steadied, but for amoment. Grem said he thought you' d both be shaken
into theravine”

I”d thought thet feding of dizzinesswasjust me.

“Therooms move more, now that you're here,” said Venn. “They always have, but itsworse. The Rose
Room, for example, hadn’t shifted for about three years. But when you were in it—suddenly it was off, if
not very far. Asfor the first apartment you were in—those yellow rooms—I don’t think they’ d ever
moved, or hardly.”

| stood therein my old familiar enchanting pose, my mouth hanging open.
“But, Venn—"

“Then there was the vrabburr—the clockwork one. Claidi, it would probably ill have killed you, but it



got switched off. | thought then it might be the storm affecting it. But now I think it’syour diamond. Yes,
I’m damn sureitis”

“How?

“Y our journa says Argul told you his mother was a scientist. The Hultacalled her amagician. The’—he
fatered, had the grace to look uneasy— “the glass thing she gave him that told him how important you
were...”

| said firmly, before | could even think, “ Argul’ s mother had nothing to do with the Towers. He never
said that much about her, but from what he did, she was great. Wise and kind and funny. Heloved her.
She died when hewasachild.”

“I know. She had to leave him because she died. As opposed to leaving him as a child because she got
bored with him, like my mother with me. Ustareth.” Poisonin hisvoiceashesad it. Hiseyesblesk asa
desert. “Claidi,” said Venn, “1 envy your Argul. In severa ways. He sthe sort of man I’d have liked to
be—heroic, and yet casua. Honest. Good. Brave. Loved.”

“Yes” | sad, humble before this praise of my Argul. My lost, dmost-husband. Then | said, quite rudely,
“But come off it. Why would anything Hultahave power here, in this place?’

“Becauseitsstrong,” he said.

| remembered then the whitelight I’ d glimpsed after the light from the topaz, in the kitchens. It hadn’t
come from the opening window after al. Thering. Mine.

| stared down at it, bewildered.

Thering had powers 1’ d never known. Could | have learned to manage them and used thering to
escape, long before dl this entanglement happened?

Hewas envious of Argul.

Vennsad, “I'll bring that chair over, Claidi. Sit down and read the Tower book for awhile.”
“You know, Venn, | redly don’t want to know anything about the rotten ghastly towers.”
“Yes, Claidi, | understand that. But maybe you must.”

“I knew you were the daughter of Twilight Star from thet flying letter.”

“I may not be her daughter.”

“How can you know, until you find out more? Twilight might be mentioned in that book, at least asa
child. I’'ve heard of her. Shefdl inlove with her sleward, who' d been adave.”

“Y ou know that from my book, not—" But he hadn’t. Even | hadn’t known my father—if he was—hed
been adave.

And Vennwas saying, “I know it from my mother, Claidi. She’' d heard of your mother. Asl said, she
told me stories, before she changed to me. One of those storieswas about your mother. | know you're
younger than | an—when | wastwo, you weren't even born, were you? But Twilight and your
father—they were together for some time before you arrived. | can’t remember his name. She must have



sad. But she did say this: Twilight was strong, clever—different. That' swhy Grem and | thought Twilight
might have made your ring... Ustareth used to admire her. Ustareth said that Twilight ‘broke therules/ |
can recall Ustareth saying that, and her eyeswere bright. She broke the rules, thank God for her.
That'swhat shesad.”

Heglanced at me. Away.
“Claidi, adaughter might be like her mother. What did you do?’
| wastrembling.

Sowly | answered, “I broke the rules.”

Before| started, | wrote everything up. Mainly to put off opening the black book. The Towers.
Scared.

Afraid of my ring, too. My beautiful ring that Argul tried to give mein Peshamba, then gave meinthe
City.

Argul’ s mother was Zeera, ared Hultaname. And she was Hulta, wasn't she? When | waswith them, a
couple of the younger women had that name, too, named after her, | think.

Somehow it’ s disturbing to think that she died when Argul wasten, just as Venn's mother vanished when
he was nine. Even so, Argul knew Zeera all those ten years. Venn only knew Ustareth before she
changed toward him, stopped loving him. | keep thinking about this. Even while I’ m getting ready to reed
this black book.

Before leaving me, going off into the depths of the library, | think he was looking for something
himsdf—Vennsad this

“Strange, Claidi. Wherethelibrary is now, between the sun and moon towers. There used to be an old
expression; she used to useit. Being between the sun and the moon. It meant being between two vita
things. Having to make adecision, achoice”

As| am? Between my freedom and Their Law? Between my future and my past?
Between Argul... and Venn?

| just now opened the black cover of the book, and the first thing | saw was a printed drawing. Of ahuge
tower.

Not like these. Likethe City Towers.

Likethe Wolf Tower | thought I’d never see again.

Have| learned anything?
I’ve sat here, more or less, reading for hours, dmost al the long second haf of the afternoon.
There are two bathroomsin the library (old cracked baths on rusted, gilded feet), cupboards stuffed with



ink pencils (I took one), closed wooden boxes, and brooms.
There' sakitchen il attached that opensinto arun-down yard...
It ssilly to start describing dl that. Basically | till don’t understand much about the Towers.

Though not very old, the black book is one of those books that read like this: “ And thereinunto they have
donethat which verily it please them that they do muchly.” (1) (Sigh). No, I’'m not mysalf muchly pleased.
So my dread has turned to exasperation.

Venn has vanished. There sahigh roof-terrace or something. | think he's gone up there.
| wish he/ d tayed to help with this.
I’'m glad he’ sgone away.

I'll read abit more.

The Towersweren't therefirs. The Familieswere.

| remember those names, which | see again here. Wolf, Vulture, Tiger, Pig, or Boar. And once therewas
aRaven Family and a Raven Tower, but they were destroyed.

Higtoricdly, the Familiesfight together. Then they pa up. They make dliances, swearing eternd
friendship, and sons and daughters of one Family or Tower marry into another, to tie everyone together
neetly. But then another quarrel sarts, generdly over something mind-searingly unimportant, and they’re
off again, using cannon to blow each others Towersto pieces.

They were dways fighting. In the end they were sick of it, and the harm they’ d done to each other and
themsdves.

So then they thought of the Law.

The Law isn't the same everywhere. I'd dready realized that. At the House the Law was that we had
endless stupid rituasthat had to be followed.

According to the black book, there are other cities, other grand houses or palaces—some called things
like the Residence, or Sea-View. The Families, in one form or another, are scattered about through these
places. They dl have sometype of the Law, which must be followed. But not dl of them call it Wolf
Tower Law. Despite the fact that the Wolf Tower seemsto have ended up the most powerful, and the
WT Families are therefore the most important. (I remember the authority Nemian had for Jizania, once
she knew who he was.)

If | haveit right, the Law, in whatever form, isthere to use up the Families “fighting spirit.” Turn it away
from war and argument. The Law seemsto have been invented to stop them from having the time or
energy to cause trouble otherwise.

But of course, they do cause trouble. The Law itself causestrouble. (I'm truly afraid now that | won't
have stopped it properly, in the City, and even if | did, only in that one place.)

The black book doesn't say that the Law is, ultimately, just as crud and senseless aswar-making. The
black book isdl for the Law. This cunning and most absolute Notion iswhat the book callsit.



| don’t know. | don’t want to write any more about it, and there isn’t much more. It just goes on and
on—endless higtories of these impossibly terminaly useless mighty lords, ladies, princes, and princesses,
flomping about, basking in how fantastic they are.

But. | did findly find something: two Family trees, tables of who married who — the“m” means married,
so far as| can gather. And what children were then born.

I"ll just copy itin.

(Something | noticed from this one at once was how they hadn’t bothered to name two of the three
fathers, only Irond’s husband — Irond married. !!!! — and the two sons.) Does Venn know she'shis
granny? And Nemian — is Venn's cousinl No wonder they sometimes have nearly the same voice. And
Udareth isIrond’ s daughter — one more unbelievable thought.

But then | saw the second Family tree, and my heart jumped and hit its head on the underside of my chin.

THE ROOF

“No thanks. | really don't want anything elsetoread just yet,” | said, asVenn held out adim
pale-covered book the moment | emerged on the library roof.

I’d climbed up the stairs from the galleries, and now that | wasthere, | stretched, shook my hair about,
glad to bein thefresh air again. The sun waslow. It would be a spectacular sunset from up here—the
highest point now, from thelook of it, of thewhole Rise. | could even see the waterfall a huge distance
off, a the other end of the diff, shimmering likeacurtain of lights.

“Thisisdifferent”
“It'sabook, Venn. That other book has probably put me off reading forever.”
“Wheat did you learn?’

Cagily | said, “Not much. Couldn’t understand most of it.” Then, “It did list Ironel Novendot.” When he
didn’t react, | announced, “ She' s your grandmother, Ustareth’ s mother.”

Perhaps | shouldn’t have been so blunt—nor surprised when he laughed.
“Is she? What horrors |’ ve been spared, never meeting her.”
“Did Ust—did your mother talk about her?’

“Shemust have, alittle. Never as her mother. I'm just going on your own intense description of the Old

Lady!"

“Right. Of course”

“Didit list your own mother?’

“As| keep saying, if shewas. Yes”

| was sullen, and half turned from him. He knows too much about me. He has no right to know this.



Which is unreasonable. He d only have to fetch the black book himsdlf.

“Wasit of any hdp?’

“No.”

“That’ svery positive, Cladi.”

“It' svery true”

“Try this, then.”

“I don’t want to. What isit?’

“Look and see”

Nosiness—my strongest characteristic2—won over everything else. | took the pale book.

Theingant | openedit, | saw it was another Journa. Not like mine. This onewas hardly filled, mostly
only afew lines or paragraphs here or there, then blank pages. One linewas Why am | here? That did
catch my eyes. Another: I’'mtired of waiting.

Then afull page. | couldn’t read alot of it—the light was going, but aso the handwriting... and he' d
dared go on about mine.

But, it was awoman’s handwriting, | thought. Who was this?
Over the page: | shall go tomorrow. And then nothing. The rest of the book, empty.
Udareth?

Then | tried quite hard to read what she’ d written. She was impatient, you could tell. Her writing was
educated—she was a princess, alady—but untidy and scrawly with anger and hurry, or perhaps
tiredness.

| sat down, my back againgt the high railing around the roof.
| didn’t copy down what she wrote—there was too much anyway. I'll just say what | found ouit.

She' d been sent here by someone she didn’t name—Ironel? Or the weird and worrying “We'... She'd
had no choice. Nor in her marriage. It wasthe Law. Her husband was caled, | think, Narsident
Vulture-Ax, from the fed-up scribble. (As| often do, she soon reduced him to NY))

In the unhappy, forced marriage, she made * scenes,” so they’ d sent her off here alone, to do
“something.” Shewas, at thetime, pregnant with Venn. Imagine that sea-crossing. She said she had to
travel by seg; they didn’t trust the balloons over water. (I’ d always rather wondered about that, why
they’ d put me off onto aship.)

Shedidn’t say much about anything. She didn’t complain, although now and then she wrote some smply
explosive swearwords (typical of royaty). But though you couldn’t always read the rest, these words
were dways printed carefully, even sometimes ornamented with curlicues... | haveto admit, | smiled
once or twice.

The birth of Venn was by itsdlf in the middle of one page. It said, “Freeat last. | had the boy.” (She
knew he' d be aboy?) “My mechanica servants were useful, better than thoseidiotsin the Tower.”



That wasdl.
| thought of Venn, reading this.

As hemay have done, | scanned the next pages, which obviously covered months, years, for any
comment onhim at dl. Therewasonly one. “He' sintdligent,” That wasit. | suppose she did mean
Venn?

Had she ever loved him or been interested in him?
She hadn’t wanted him.

Thisisal rather—I don't like putting this down. In away, he' slet me pay him back for reading my own
book, letting me seethis.

From what | could make out, no onewas at the Rise but for her, and her servants, though Families of the
Towers had been living there in earlier times. There was one mention of loca
people—" Otherlanders’—arriving on a sort of visit. She made no comment.

On one page there was a beautiful, involved description of anew plant she'd somehow grown, amix of a
lilac and a pear, that produced fragrant purple fruit. She cared about that.

Then again, three pages later, shejust says, “Mauvething died.” So. (Where are her other notes on her
endless experiments—the vrabburrs and dolls, the moving rooms?)

But there was one long passage that may have been why he gave me the book to read. It isn't about him,
or about her. It’s about what she was sent here to do, twenty years or so ago.

| read it and thought she’ d made it up, or was talking in some clever way that wasn't meant to be taken
serioudy.

But then it seemed she did mean it, S0 she must have been mad.
Then again—there are things here—if | hadn’t seen them, I" d have thought they were dl lies.
Hewas leaning on therailing along way off across the roof, looking out toward a degpening red sunset.

“Venn... may | ask you? This stuff about creating the jungle—these things about plantsand animas
being bred here and then taken away to the Towers and Houses and so on—as if thiswas a sort of farm,
or workshop, for the benefit of the places back over the sea— It isn't true, isit?’

“Yes” hesad.

The short sunset was aready ending, and I’d missed most of it. I’d really wanted to seeit from lip here,
too—after dl, thelibrary might not still be up here tomorrow, or we might not. (Wewon't be.)

“But—she seemsto say they sent her here to make the jungle—where there was mostly a desert waste

“Yes. That' swhy they sent her. Apart from punishing her, of course, for irritating them al.”
“How could she do that? Make ajungle?’

“How could shedo any of it? Think of the animas. Think of Jotto.”



“But thejungle-forest is immense—and naturd.”

“Shewas very clever and she worked very hard. And she had lots of machines she hersdf invented, to
help her. Planting and sowing, working out systemsto water everything or bring rain—she did most of it
inthefirst two years. Then, because of how she’'d arranged it dl, the jungle grew and spread itself. | can
remember bare places, long areas of sand, even when | was seven or eight, that grew over, filled up. |
used to like dl that, before | got used toit.”

The red was maroon now, and going out. Soaked up by the vast sponge of the jungle. In the afterglow,
awhite ghost came whedling through the sky below, on two wide sails.

Venn held out hisarm, and the owl veered dowly in and dighted on him, folding its vast ghostly wings.
“"Hello, owl,” hesaid toit, and it turned its head, that way they do, dmost all around, like astopper ina
bottle, to look at him.

“Eventheowl,” said Venn.

“What do you mean?’

“Youthink he' squitered, don’'t you?’
“Theowl isadall?’

“Yes, Claidi. Once amonth, Jotto or Grem or | undo alittle panel—Ilook, under the feathers, there—and
oil him. He stwo years younger than | am. She made him for me and gave him to me that day when she
said, “You retwo, now.” The day she changed.”

“But—he eats thingd”

“But he’ snot supposed to.”

The owl settled. It closed itseves and dl the light went from the sky.
“I missed the sunset, reading her journd,” | said lamely.

“Never mind. You'll seethe Star come up inaminute. | wanted you to seethat, Claidi, from here. Let's
go over to the east Side of the roof.”

Down and down, the miles and miles and miles of now-dimming forest. The huge, sky-touching treesand
knitting of creepersthat cover and devour everything—roads, statues— vegetable lushness and life.

Udtareth made dl that. Can it be possible?

Venn mugt hate hisfather, too, this unknown prince with the ugly name—Nar sident from the VVulture
Tower.

“Shedoesn't,” | said, “say much about her experiments. And—did she have a specid room inthe Rise
where she worked?’

“No,” hesaid. | was going to say, Then where?but he said, “ Come here, Claidi. The Wolf Star’s
coming up. | want you to see.”

“I don't like your Star.”

“Yousad. Itisn't mine”



We stood there.

Therewas agleam, in the distance, and down. | thought it was alake or something I’ d never been high
enough to see before, catching the rays of the Star—which | couldn’t yet see either.

But the glow got unbearably fiercer and whiter, until it was dmost blinding.
“Y ou're not missing that, areyou, Claidi-Claidis?’

“What isit?’

“What do you think, madam?’

“Something’ son fire—whitefire”

“Almog”

And then the scorching blaze began, inch by inch—in fact, mile by mile—to rise. Up out of the forests.
Upinto the eastern air. Up and up. It was clear of the land and into the sky now.

“The Star—" | said.

He said nothing.

“But Venn—it didn’t come over the horizon the way a star would—"
“No.”

“It came up fromthejungle!”

“Ugtareth made that, too,” he said. Already the blue-white glare had drained hisface of any color. “It's
cdled the Wolf Star, but itis't agtar.”

“What isit?’
We watched as It went on rising into the height of the east and at the same time drew nearer.

“I don’'t know, Claidi. But she used to go there to do her work. Its on the earth by day, on ahigh plateau
inthe jungle. By night, up it goes, asyou see, moves around the sky, returns in the morning before
sunrise. She' d be gonefor days. | mean, when | was an infant, and the rest of the time she waswith me.
Daysand nights. So she must have dso traveled in it. Up there. It goes much higher than aballoon; do
you redizethat, Cladi?’

“ YS,”

“She never took meto seeit. Let donesall init. But she talked about it, once or twice. It sounded
magicd. It'sonly mechanicd. All the mechanical controlsarein it that make the Riss—how shal |
say?—run. Thingsto do with the food machines, even the way we use the waterfal for power. The
rooms moving, that, too. All are somehow worked—from up there.”

“Do you think—does she live on the Star?’ | gasped.

“She might have. But no, | think eventudly shejust arranged it to work by itsdlf, like everything dse. |
think, when she left, she went far away. Asfar as she could get.”

Our heads weretilting back, to watch the Star rise ever higher.



The owl, turned to silver, dept. Only—it didn’t. Dollsdon't.

(I’d puzzled over how he' d trained it to steal my book. Obvioudy, he' d only had to set it.)
“Why areyou telling medl this, Venn?’

“You bresk rules,” he said, dreamily. “Y ou break machines, don’'t you?’

He meant I’ d broken, defaced the dice in the Wolf Tower.

| went cold.

“Why would 1?7’

We were looking at each other. Straight into each others eyes.

“Tofind your way home. To get back to your Hulta people. And him.”

HOW WE LEFT THERE

We got out of the library soon after and went down the great stair to the first landing. The black book
was | eft behind for the hairy machinesto replace. Venn brought the other book—hers.

On the way down, the owl flew around him twice. Then flew away.

Grem cooked supper on the landing. Fireflies appeared from nowhere, asif attracted to the brazier
flames

“Well have some deep. Get up and go al the way down when the Star comes back over, before dawn.
An early start. Then we can arrange things. For the journey.” Venn. He was very organized. In control. It
wasdl hisplan now, and Grem and | were just being swept along. Perhaps that was fine for Grem.

“I want to talk about this,” | said.

“Doyou?What' sto talk about?’

“All of it”

“Claidi, you ve never struck me before as paingtakingly dow and thorough.”
“Haven't 17’

“All right. Say what you want.”

“Well, thank you.” So | said what | wanted. | said that he seemed to think we could set out from the
Rise, go through the jungle, find the Star (handily parked on some plateau or other), hop into it, get meto
smash it up—because I’'m good at that?

“Isthat what you thought | meant?’
“lan'tit?’
“Not quite.”

“If,” | said, “the Star is some sort of sky-ship(?) and has machinesin it that somehow work the palace,
won't they be difficult to damage? Besideswhich | don't see myself doing that, somehow. In the Wolf



Tower, | destroyed—or tried to— the dice and records of namesfor a purpose. But if the things on her
ship-gar are broken, what will happen here?’

“Theroomswill stop moving about, & the very leest.”

“The food machines may stop, too—the light. Even the water may be affected—"

“How housewifely you are,” he jeered.

“Human istheword you're looking for.”

“Ohmy.”

“No, Venn. What about Grem and Jotto and Treacle—and al these animalsthat come and go—"

“Not everything we eat comes from machines. Haven't you noticed that the gardens are burgting with
fresh fruit and vegetables? There are even tea bushes, and Treacleis an expert a picking and drying the
leaves. Jotto isamaster cook, despite anything he says. Even | can bake bread. Asfor the animals, they
redly don’t need us. They'reterribly good a surviving without people.”

| said, “What about thelittle animalsin the enclosure?’

“Y ou thought they were cute? They get out dl the time. Jotto goes mad finding them. They’re happy in
the gardens, and I’ ve seen them band together and frighten off amonkey. People—well, in fact, people
rather cramp an animd’sstyle”

| decided not to hurl my plate a him. (Grem came quietly and took it from me anyway.)

“Asfor the light, we have lamps and candles. Asfor the water, most of the taps run straight off the
waterfall. Apart from that, none of us might want to stay.”

“| see. So fter | ruin the ship-thing for you, I’ m to take mysdf off * home, asyou put it, though | don’t
see how. Whiletherest of you bounce away in other directions. Isthat it?’

Helaughed, that way he does, low and soft. Somehow it ended my anger.
“Y ou haven't seen what | mean, Claidi. | explained al wrong.”
“1 haven't, no. No?’

“I didn’t really mean smash the Star machines. Jus—break their routine. Use them. Think about it. Apart
from anything down here, what does the Star actualy do?’

“Rises and goesdown.”

“And crossesthe sky. Both ways.”

| thought. “Oh,” | said.

“Yes, Cladi. Perhapsits possible to make it go another way—any way you want.”
“Acrossthe sea—"

“Why not?’

“How?



“I don’'t know. We haveto get there, get into it, and see.”
“ We haveto.”

He sat back, clasping one knee. Hislegs are long. Nemian used to Sit like this, looking like this. And
Argul. Probably lots of men, and women, do. Why do there only seem to be these threemenin the
world?

“Wadll, Claidi, if | asked you to stay here, with me, you wouldn’t want to, would you?’
A long silence.

Thefireflies had gone. Down in the jungles his mother made, monkeys abruptly began hooting, asthey do
now and then at night, scaring you witless.

Then again, thelong slence.
“I didn’'t think,” | said, “1 had achoice.”

“I’ve shown you that you may have one. She didn’t want to be here. They made her. Sheleft. You rethe
samne”

uT}.myO| I ”

“Oh, | won't go with you. To the Star, yes. The country down thereisfull of tigapards, and al therest of
it: her bred animals; the real vrabburrs—you'’ll need meto help you reach the Star. No oneelse. |
wouldn’t risk Jotto or Treaclein that mess. | shan't ask Grem.”

“You'resaying you' |l see meto the ship—if itisone.”
“And then I’ [l come back here'’

| looked at him under my lids. He was staring up &t the sky above, from which the Star had by now
moved away.

“You sadyoumight dl leave”

“We might. But not with you. We—I—don’t belong in Claidi’ sworld. Though... you could have been
welcomein mine”

A rush dmost like tears closed my throat, so | couldn’t or didn't speek.

| thought, Thisis crazy. If wedo this, well be eaten alive by vrabburrs, or something else hisawful
mother made or bred. Or we wont find the Star at al. Or we wont be able to get into it.

Wl end up back here, both of us.

So itsunwise to start dreaming mysalf back with Argul. Or being afraid of this good-bye. Afraid of
something | don’t understand and can’t recognize.

| couldn’t stay with Venn. Not if | have the choice. Argul isthe one. He dways will be the one.
And yet—

“There safirefly inyour hair,” Venn said in ahushed voice.



| became aware of the green-gold spark only in theingtant it zigzagged away.
When | looked up, he said, in the cold arrogant voice,

“And the rings might work against any dangers. Hers or yours. So lets stop chattering and get some
deep.”

It's s0 sudden, happening so fast. TOO fast.

They’vewaved us off. They did wave. Jotto had hisfavorite chicken under one arm for comfort—a
smart chicken with white stripes.

| fed asif I'velived here along time. Not amonth or so— many years.
All suchahurry.

| wish it hadn’t been. | wanted to go on that walk again, that long one under the trees with blue flowers,
and that pool with the big fish, and the hydrangess... | liked that game Jotto taught me—did | ever
say?—with thelittle painted squares. And Treacle watering the pots of flowersfrom her eyes, which,
saying farewd|, were dry, though she looked sad and stern. Perhaps, if shereally does ever cry, her red
tears have to be made of nothing—

She' sfrightened for him.

I’ve never asked where they’ refrom, Treacle and Grem. The children of Ustareth’ s daves—or free
people from the neighbouring lands, which were then awaste. HOW did she make them have legf-hair,
watering-can eyes? How? (And how could she?)

Grem kept flatly saying he'd come with us. Was refused. And Jotto offered, very bravely, because you
could see he was appalled &t the thought of the jungles.

| liked living in the pavilion. | did. And the statue of the porcupine | found in the back room. Jotto and |
had planned to moveit out under that big tree. He says he will, anyway.

I'll never seeit there.
I'll never seeany of it again.

The gardens are beautiful. They looked wonderful in the dawn as we came down off the stairs and then
into them from the terraces. Mists of treesfloating in fogs of light—

Seven cats washing each other in the shade.

The Gardener cleaning out abirdbath, turning his back on us. He certainly doesn’t careif any of us stays
or goes.

Thoselittle animals, the tiny ones, hippos and rabbits, pouses and geese and tigapards. We could have
had alast dinner, played with them. Or just gone and seen them in their enclosure.

And thewaterfdl, it was so splendid—

I’d have liked to go and look at it at the other end of the Rise. I’ ve gotten so used to the sound that |
don't hear it. It sgoing to be odd, redlly, not-hearingiit.



And the rat-beasts in the kitchens, poor old things.

And just being able to reach up and pick aripe peach or orange, whenever | wanted.
And dl the colored windows glowing from the dliff in the dusk after the swift sunsets.
And theinfuriatingly blinding light of the Star.

The Star.

Stop it, Claidi. Just stop.

I”’m just nervous about going into the jungles again. Especidly now that | know about them. And what's
inthem. No, that’ s not it.

We d packed. | didn’t have much and offered to carry more, but | aso got refused. (No one can refuse
likeVenn!)

Treacle brought me some different clothesto wear: smooth silky trousers and atunic, and high boots
because of snakes (which, until now, I’ ve only admired and not bothered about).

Hehasarifle. And bullets.

Hetook her ring, too, the topaz. Put it on (it fits him; perhaps she madeit for him, anyway). Then he
looked uncomfortable, kept pushing it and turning it asif he wanted to drag it off.

Jotto brought usfood in little waxed-paper boxes, and water bottles. | did take some of those.

My bag fedlsheavy. Like my heart. Oh, what aline, worthy of that awful writer Lady Jade L edf, at the
House.

They were on the lawn under the tree with flowers, where the porcupine may go, when they waved.

Grem embraced Venn. Then Jotto embraced him. Then Jotto embraced me. Jotto looked tearful, but like
Treacle he can’t actudly cry. (She might have thought of that. If she gave him the emations, she might
have made him able to expressthem.)

Treacle turned one solemn good-bye cartwhed. Today her underpants were scarlet with blue dots. This
amogt seemed the saddest thing of all.

| hated coming here. | wasterrified and raging. At least | didn’t cry as we marched away.
And I'll be done with him now, as never before, in the depths of the jungle-forest.

Her forest.

HER FOREST
Trees. Shrubs. Shadows.

Glittery gtrings of water faling from high rocks smothered in vines.



Flowerswithout color or scent.
Flashes of parakeets high up in the canopy.

It' sthe same way it was coming here. There sno point in going on about it again. The only differenceis
knowing she planted it and made it grow. It was her talent for science that enabled everything to grow so
quickly, solushly. And sotall.

This used to be a desart waste. Like the one that surrounded the House. Dust and buried ruins and
mostly poisonouswels. And now, itsthis.

Trees, shrubs... Glittery strings of water ...

And vast sillences, now that the waterfall thunder has died away.

I”d thought we' d be awkward together, or | would, but while were on the move, of course, that doesn’t
comeintoit.

Venn hasto hack our way through, and so do | asmuch as | can. Thefaintly shining path I’ d seen before
keeps on, descending from the Rise, now coiling to theleft or right around things, and in parts smothered.
It sexhausting. When we rest during the day, we sometimes just drink some water and then fall adeep.
Neither of usisused to this sort of thing. No proper stamina

Often at night, though, we can't deep. The Vast Silences get shattered al the time by yowling monkeys,
or deer (he saysthey’re deer) abruptly crashing by through the undergrowth. Once something legpt right
over us, aliving arc with legsand eyes.

Tigapards prowl. We hear them. They don’t come near thefire, or do our rings keep them away? (I've
recdled that time on the beach, after I’ d just gotten off the ship, when the tigapard behaved so oddly and
never came near me.) So, my ring is as powerful as Ustareth’ s? This still ssemswrong. How could it be?
Was Zeera as powerful as Ustareth??? She didn’t sound that way. Zeerawas kind. She looked after

people.
Wedid see avrabburr, the very first morning.

We were on a steep part, and I’ d gotten tangled in a cregper, dashing at it, and Venn said, “ Ssh.” | had
the senseto redlize it wasn't him being moody again.

When the vrabburr appeared, it was afew yards away— that areawas abnormally clear, or we wouldn’t
have seenit.

Vrabburrskind of lope. Very unevenly, because the front paws are so much shorter than those grest,
heavy back legs. It fallollopped across the path, and shouldered, if you see what | mean, through into the
rest of thejungle.

It hadn’t scented or seen us, or whatever. He said, “ It must have been clockwork, that one.” So maybe
the clockwork ones can’t even scent or see you, unless you' re very obvious and close. | haven't asked.
I"d rather not know, redlly.

Anyway, he says—now that were out here, so perhaps he’ s only lying to reassure me—that the
vrabburrs are fewer in number now. The clockwork ones run down (why didn’t he leave that other one
to run down, then; why wind it up again if they’ re dangerous?), and the redl, bred ones have spread out



into the farther jungles. Lucky old farther jungles.
Asl say, a night we stay awake alot.

Wesit, or lie, agreat space apart across the fire, usualy turned away and not looking at each other, and
wetak.

Argul and I used to talk for hours when we were done, but not yards apart. And even our most serious
discussonswere full of jokes. We didn’t seem to talk much about the padt, ether. It was sometimes
about that evening, or that day, but more often about tomorrow. Next month.

Venn and | talk mostly about the past.

“I remember that tree over there, Claidi. Do you see? Y es, that pam. She used to bring meto look &t it.
| was about one and ahaf.”

“Y ou remember alot from when you were very young. Most people don't.”

“That’ s because most of my life happened to me before | wastwo.” | digested that, and he said, “To
dart, it was only alittle plant, the pam, in the middle of nothing. All thiswas bare. Sand, with just abit of
water welling up around a stone. But when she brought me next, the palm was dready tdler than | was.
And there were other things growing everywhere. All about thirty feet high. Look at it now. Tdl asthe
sky. | thought it was magic, what she could do. | ill do, inaway. Well, inaway, itis”

Odd. | could just picture Zeera at that moment, with Argul asalittle boy standing by her, and the pam
tree growing. “ So you think she did some good, then?’ | said.

“Ohvyes. Great good. If | think about her now I’ m an adult, well, she must have been very unhappy. |
remember something in her book, the one | showed you—did you read this bit? About how she quite
liked Narsdent, my father, when they first introduced him to her.”

“| don’'t remember reading that, | couldn’t read parts—"

He opened the larger bag and produced the book (he' s brought it with him). | wished he hadn’t. Her
book makes me uncomfortable. But | suppose, once hefound it inthelibrary... didn't he ever look
before?... itsal he hasleft of thered Her.

Anyway, he read me this thing about how she thought at first her husband was handsome and noble, and
then found out he was awful and she hated him. But it wastoo late by then. Then Venn read asentencein
which she added that she thought everyone should have some way of telling if the person they were
atracted to wasredly right for them.

Of course, | thought at once of Zeera s glass charm she gave to Argul. The thing he'd looked a when he
met me. The way he could be sure we wereright, that he truly did want me. (Had VVenn thought of that,
too?)

Strange.
Venn sighed and said, “ She wasn't so bad, you know. I’'m not fair to her.”
“Wdl, sheleft you.”

“Shewasn't so bad. At least, not to other people. She helped the local people, Otherlanders, she called
them. If they got ill, or their cropsfailed. They’' d bring people to the Rise with abroken arm... and she'd



make them well. Or—she did that until she changed. After that, she wouldn't see them. She'd hardly see
me. She preferred her mechanica dolls.”

(I heard Argul sayingtome, “... My mother told me about Peshamba.” Peshamba, the city with
mechanicd dolls.

| sad, “Venn—"
“’Yes, | know. Shewas aterrible person.”
“| was going to say, in some ways she sounds—Ilike Argul’ s mother”

“I know. | caught that when | read—your journal. What you wrote that he said about her. And about
Peshamba, too. My mother could dmost have invented and made Peshamba.”

“But its coincidence. Zeerawas Hulta. And anyway, she was there with them, long before Ustareth | eft
the Rise. Argul’ s eighteen, two years younger than you—"

“No, three,” Venn corrected me. (Hadn't realized Venn was as old as that—)

“Three, then. But that would make you three when Argul was born—and she didn’t leave here until you
werenine. Isit possible somehow, later, she and Zeera could have met?’

“If they had, Ustareth would have thought Argul’ s mother was a barbarian.”
“And Argul’s mother would have thought Ustareth was atronker!” | flared.
End of discussion.

Although Venn hates her himself, he doesn’t like anyone dseto insult Udtareth.
It squite difficult trying to seeto write by dying firelight.

Actually, last night (after the deer or whatever legpt over us), | asked Venn about the two men who
abducted me, Hrald and Y azkoal. It wasto make conversation, redlly.

Venn said hedidn’t know them. So | asked what Grem had thought. Venn then said Grem hadn’t seen
them; they’ d been gone when he crossed to the house.

Something in that seemed weird, and | thought back to that morning. Bellowing monkeys, smashed plates
on the terrace and upturned chair, abreakfast started and left. HOW I'd thought H and Y had been
thrown into the gulf. “ They left in ahurry, then. | thought you paid them?’

“Oh, I'd sent acourtesy payment, with Grem. He didn’t see them so he just brought it back.”
“Why did they rush off?’
It seemed he wasn't going to answer. He didn't.

Then, somewherein the dark | heard him say, “ Those two ruffians. Its possible something carried them
off. It occurred to me when | saw what you wrote about it.”

I’ d been drifting to deep. Thiswoke me up and no mistake.



“I don't know if | should tell you,” hesaid. “I know you'll get anxious.”
“And my life otherwiseis such aserene sea of cam.”

“Claidi, you deserve to betold. Y es, something may have taken them. They were on the roof-terrace.
Something like this happened once before.”

“When? Who?" | gabbled.

“A servant of my mothers. He was old, and very gentle. Heepo. He used to talk to me alot after she
stopped talking, find methingsto do that | liked.”

“Anc—7"

“Well, Claidi, when | was about seven, Hegpo was out on a high balcony of the room where | was
playing. It was noon. A sort of shadow flicked over the light. | didn’t bother for amoment, and then |
looked up. Nothing was there. And neither was Heepo. | thought he’ d gone out of the room, not telling
me, which wouldn’t have been like him. | looked for him, couldn’t find him. Then Grem looked, too, and
Treacle. | even got my courage together and went and disturbed Ustareth. She didn’t say much. Just,

Y es, never mind, or something, asif I'd lost atoy. But we never saw Heepo again.”

“Y ou' re saying something swooped down and took him off the bal cony—without even acry—"

“Without anything. Just that flick of shadow, which | didn’t look at. It wastoo fast, you see. It was just
there—then gone. He didn’t havetimeto cal. And neither did those two — Hrald and Y az-the-fool. But
the monkeys must have seen something, and it scared them badly.”

“What was it?’

“All our talks circle around Ustareth. She bred alot of birds here. Perhaps some very large bird, very
fast, predatory.”

So, one more delightful menace to look out for.

I’m s0 pleased | never knew thisat the Rise. All those high places| sat in the sun, those landings on the
great outside staircase—the roof of the library!

The path stopped this afternoon.

Wewerefar down the cliff, junglelooming above and faling away in front, never ableto seefar. Mist of
blue distance through leaves.

When it went, we searched for awhile. But this time the path hadn’t been covered by vines or broken up
by bushes. It wasn't there anymore. No more path.

“She used to bring me thisway,” he said, angrily. “ And the path went on much further. Right to the base
of the cliff, and then there was a deer path—"

Hewasirrationdly furious—with rationa good reason. | sat under atree while heraved.
Then he growled a me, “Come on, then.”

Whenever thingsdon't go right, | get thisimpresson dl thisismy fault. Thejourney were having to



make, | mean. But really, | never wanted to do this. I’ d have gone the other way, if I'd made the choice.
Theway | was brought here. Used the road, tried to find a place on the coast with ships—

But now it dl seems Wel, I'm doing thisfor you. So the least you can do is keep up/cut away through
faster/not want to rest or to have adrink of water.

Or apausefor lunch.
I’d been thinking, &t least he talksto me now like anorma person. Huh!

He sstrong after al. He kept tearing on, kicking and chopping stuff out of the way. Birdsflew up
screaming.

Findly, latein the afternoon, | said, “I can't go any farther without arest. I'm sorry.”

And he heaved agreat Sgh. “Oh, al right, dl right. In about ten minutes, once we get down to that wild
figtree”

It doesn’t seem any harder without the path, anyway.

He sgoneto deep, leaning on thefig tree.

WEe ve been here three hours. Logt al the time we gained in the mad scramble.

When the Star comes over, even through all these leaves, jagged pieces of light drop through.

| mean, I’d never have chosen to go thisway, toward her Star.

Breaksin thetreeline. Looking into the forest below he showed me a lynx—asmall, catlike cresture,
tufted ears, very pretty and not friendly. Later on, aswe weretrying to find away down, | saw another
lynx—only it wasn't. Thisone (it had a spotted coat, grey eyes gleaming in the jungle-dusk) was ajaguar.

| asked him, after we got down, and when we eventualy made our “camp” for the night, if theanimals at
the House, the lions and hippos, Jzania s blue bird—if origindly they came from here.

“Possbly,” hesad.
He doesn't say much a the moment. Even showing methelynx was. “Look. There salynx.”
He sin his Nemian-phase. The noncharming one,

Itswhen he sin an Argul-phase—not that he' slike Argul, just looks like him and is fficient, leaderly,
funny, and helpful, like Argul—that’ swhen | redlly should be most wary.

| should be glad he' sheing apain, glad | don’t like him or fed closeto him. At the moment.

Wereadl theway down the cliff. It towers behind us, adark greenlivingwall. (The Riseisinvishble)

We march (stumble, hack, claw) away onward.



Saw another of those strange old statues today; we passed quite near it. It seemed to be of abear, like
the one near Peshamba. Not redly the same sort of bear, though. It was carved very shaggy and had
huge teeth, with flowers growing between them, asif it were eating them. But | suppose they, or their
bush, wereredlly eating the Satue, rotting it away.

He hasbeen THE END dl today.
| shouted at him, Why had he made us do this?

He shouted, Because he knew | couldn’t stand it at the Rise, kept on “whining” | had to get back to my
“people’ (theway hesaid it!), these “ barbarians,” and to my “barbarian chieftain love.”

| yelled that my BCL wasworth ninety times ninety of any City-bred fool of aprince.
We both ended up suddenly laughing. Both apologized.

Butitisn't comfortable.

Theworsething isfeding that we are never going to get anywhere.

| mean, we can’'t see where we are or where we re going, although sometimesthere are breaksin the
trees, gladeswhere he takes a“reading” from the sun or stars.

We saw aruined building yesterday, near sunfall. Crimson-and-yellow parrots were flying around it; they
have nestsin the broken roofs. He said it was atemple. It had been here since the time of the waste.

A templeto what?
“To God, in one of Gods many forms,” hereplied swespingly.”1 think this one was aparrot.”

Wedid look in at the great open front, but lots of the temple had falen in, pulled down by creepers. A
white monkey sat claw-combing hisfur.

An abandoned overgrown village. We more or lessfdll right into it. A mat of moss and vines gave way,
and we nearly dropped into a sunken house six feet below.

“Damn,” said he. “I remember her mentioning avillage near the plateau. | hopethiswasn'tit.”
“Y ou wanted to seethevillage again.”

“I never saw the village. Don't be absurd, Claidis. | thought they might help us get to the Star.”
Wedon't talk now at night. He gets either very polite or surly.

| expect | do aswell.

Although we werein aclearing after dusk tonight, the Star didn’t go over. We haven't seeniit for afew
evenings now. Arewe off course?



“Something istracking us” he said.
“Excuseme?’
“Tracking us. Asin hunting us.”

“la!”

He stopped and checked therifle. | don’t like guns. | dwaysthink of the brutal House Guards when |
see them. But the Hulta had some. Peshamba.did.

“What isit?" | asked.

“For God' s sake, Claidi, your eternd amazement about wildlifeisridiculous. Doesit matter what it is?”
“yYes”

“Why, for heavens sake?’

“Wdl it might not be dange—"

“Itis. It'ssomething big, powerful, and intent. A carnivore. Yes, dl right. It' s probably avrabburr—a
redl vrabburr. Even apain They’ll sometimes hunt together, amale and femae.”

| felt sick.

Hesad, “Wadk in front.”

“| don't know the way—"

“Claidi! I'll strangleyou. Neither do 1. Go in front.”

So | crept rapidly forward, or tried to, cutting vines and things out of theway as quietly as| could.

| hadn’t heard anything, suspected anything. He knows this place and its beasts better than | do, of
course.

Aswe went on, | was aware of how much noise we made, though.

And then we were on the edge of another clearing, avery wide one, with spires of pink flowers and
swirlsof hummingbirdsin sunlight.

Venn spoiled it. He said, “ Stay dead till, Claidi, and listen. They—there are two—are right behind us. In
the clearing there they’ Il have the chance they want. There' sroom for them to race and they re fast. What
you doisthis: Y ou go down into that shadowed area. Stay there and wait. I’ ll shoot them if | can. If
not—when you hear the first shot, run, and keep going. Get asfar asyou can.”

“What about the ring—tings?’

“Either they don’t work or they haven't. | don’t know how they work—do you?’
“No—but | cant leave you—"

Heturned and glared a me, white-faced. Asif he'd happily kill me himsdf.

“The other villageis somewhere here,” hesaid. “Y ou’ ve got a chance.”



“I mean—you—"

“Oh, me. So what, me.”

“Venn—"

“I ought to feed you to them. Go—Guljurri ban!”

It was adreadful curse of some sort. | felt what it meant, even though | didn’t know. It had nothing, |
bet, to do with fur bals.

Confusedly | thought, He' s going to let them have him, if he misses with the gun. He' s frightened
and trying to save me—thisisall wrong—nbut I’m making it worse.

So | dipped away from him without another word, into the tangled shadow between thetrees. | hid, as
he'dtold me.

| was frightened daft myself, but somehow it didn’t seem redl, and | thought, Nothing will happen.

Then, the vrabburrs came.

PEARL FLAMINGO VILLAGE

They were very big, that waswhat | thought first. Then that one vrabburr was larger than the other. A
parent and child, perhaps. Daddy or mommy vrabburr teaching baby vrabburr how to hunt.

Sunlight shone on them, but also they were dl part of the fores, its bars of shadow and dull highlightson
their pelt. Soin away, the forest, too, seemed to be stalking us, had become the vrabburrsin order to
attack us properly.

They’ d hdted, a short distance from Venn. We' d made atunnel through the foliage, and they could see
him clearly, with the loaded gun pointing at them. Hisarms looked steady. He looked immovable, heroic.

(Hopeless?)

One, the bigger one, lowered its awful dog-rabhbit-tiger head and savagely tore up a mouthful of moss.
(Sothey're vegetarian aswell!) The other sat there onitsfat haunches. It would have looked amusing if it
hadn’t been what it was.

And then thissmdler onejust launched itself a Venn.

Yes, it was racing, and the speed—two flying hops-— grotesque and terrifying—and it was there—it
was againg him—on him—hewaslying under it—and I’ d heard the gun fired, the shot had split the
sky—»but it hadn’t done any good—

The other one was corning in now, too, racing and hop-bounding.
I’d forgotten therings. As he said, we didn’t know if or how they worked—and they hadn’t—

Thisis perhaps the most stupid thing I’ ve ever done. So far. | ran out of cover, which he' d risked hislife
to send meinto. It wasn't bravery—it was terror—and stupidity.

| started screaming and shouting. Every bad word, every mad word—and everything ending Vrabburr!
Vrabburr!

And | rushed toward them, yelling and shrieking and waving my arms—



The bigger one hesitated. It sat back, and reared up, with its ghastly rabbit front feest—with arabbit’s
huge digging claws, | now saw—half raised, asif ready to dap or punch me.

But I’d gone nuts. | know | had thisimage in my mind, not thought out, just there, just what was going to
happen, of running right into it, thumping it in the chest, bashing it on the noseif | could reach high
enough—

Oh, itwasn't just for Venn. It wasfor everything.

| was nearly there—and the one on top of Venn was horribly growling, so | thought the worst, and he
was silent—and | was yodeling something about man-eating marmalade (I suppose | meant the color of
their pelts—

When—

The standing-up, ready-to-box vrabburr abruptly toppled over. It fell, like astriped velvet cushion, and
lay on themaoss,

Venn had shot it after dl, and it had only just redlized?

But then the other one, the one sitting on Venn, rolled tiredly off him, asif it just couldn’t be bothered and
preferred to take a nap.

He couldn’t have killed both of them with one (delayed) shot.
| pulled up, coughing, bresthless.

Only then did | hear astrange thin buzzing sound, which | now understood had made dl the fine hairsrise
at the base of my scalp.

What now? Some murderous insect, or svarm, perhaps?
Wildly, I looked up and around. Nothing. Even the humminghbirds had wisdly fled.

Venn sat up. Hisjacket and shirt were torn, there were scratches on his neck and cheek, bleeding, but
they didn’t look very deep. Helooked quite green, but it may have been the green shadow.

“Venn.”

“Feigned dead,” he said, offhand, although I could now easily see him shaking. “It’ sthe best thing, if they
get you. Sowsthem down. They don't like dead meat, much. They can’t decide, you seg, if you re il
worth egting or not.”

“Oh, | see. That'sclever. Very cool of youto doit.”

We sounded asif wewere at ateaparty. “Oh, helo. I’ ve just been pretending | was dead as a vrabburr
tried to eat me.”

“Oh, hello, how fascinaing. Well done.”

But | kept rubbing my ears, trying to clear the noise out of them. Venn was starting to do the same. And
both vrabburrslay there, like heaps of orange-and-black plush.

The people stole across the glade, and | thought they were only shadows, disturbed by tiny returning
birds, or the sun and some nonexistent breeze moving things.



And then there were severa of them, men and women, agroup. Standing there, just below.
Thefive at the front took the pipes out of their mouths, and the buzzing whine ceased.

Dark, dusk-colored people, askin shade | think is brown but looks almost blue or green in the forest.
Light clothing dmost the same color.

Three ran past me and bent over the vrabburrs, stroking them, putting some loose things around both
their necks.

Another one stood there, bowing gracefully to me and to Venn.
This man then spoke in another language.
But Venn answered, saying something like, “Howadrah b * doo?*

Then the graceful man turned to me and said, in my own language (accented but clear), “ The vrabburrs
are not harmed.”

“Oh, good—I’m so thrilled—my main worry—"
“Shut up, Claidi,” said Venn. But he was grinning. He spoke some more in the other language.

The rest of them were helping load the vrabburrs on asort of tray, which they then, eight to aside, lifted.
They must be strong.

Vennsad, “They think dl lifeisimportant, Claidi. They heard us, he says, and cameto save us, but so
to save the vrabburrs.”

“Now what? Are they taking them off to make them into attractive rugs?’

“Of course not. They likethem. They’ll keep them in the village afew daysfor the children to see, feed
the vrabburrs, clean their teeth, and check their general hedlth. Then return them to thejungle.”

| gaped. Well, anyone might have been surprised,

“My mother,” said Venn, “taught them dl that. They’refrom thevillage told you about. So I’ ve gotten
you here, a lagt.”

Thelr pipes make a sound that just knocks vrabburrs, tigapards, jaguars—that sort of thing—oui. It
doesn't hurt them, though.

I’ve been told, by Shrin, that the air-harpsin the Rise gardens have asimilar purpose—their sound, when
they make it, warns off the vrabburrs, and other bigger outsde animals. They just don't likeit. |
remember now, even the larger monkeys would sometimes go dl funny when breezes blew through the
harps. I'd never linked the two factsup. (Am | just very dow? Well, | had things on my mind.)

Outsde, beyond the veranda, isthe village. Small houses thatched with leaves. Carved wooden pillars,
painted. The lakeisthe curved shape of abean, so Shrin said.

| thought it was blossoming trees growing iniit, al that slvery pearl pink. But just before sunset, we
walked down, and its hordes of pearl-pink flamingos, which have given the village its name—Pearl

Hamingo Village



I’ ve seen flamingos here and there, but never so many. They say there are two thousand on the lake.
Sometimes they suddenly fly up, and there sasort of soft lightning in the air asal their wingsturn and
catch the sun.

Shrin isthewife of Burand.

Burand and Shrin are the only ones who can completdly talk the language | spesk. (They learned it from
their parents, who were taught by her—Ustareth—and her machines.)

Everyoneisill very respectful about U.
Why? She was—

Anyway, beyond the lake isadliff. Its not nearly as massive asthe Rise, but up there isthe Star . Its
absolutely true.

Thisevening, asthe sun set, out of the jungle dong thislittle diff-top, It rose.

From hereit looked more than ever huge and overpowering. It caught the last rays of sun, blistering. Y ou
can seeit has points sticking out of it al over—like the spinesthat stick out of the green case of a
chestnut. Just like agtar.

Itisadar. Onlyitisn't.

The Pearl Flamingans come out, most of them, to seeit rise. (Itsreturn in the last hours before dawn
tendsto act astheir generd wake-up. Y ou see, hereit’ sblinding. Sunrisein reverse, and after it's down,
the sun conies up not long after.)

Shrin saysthey dl like the Star; they enjoy it—rather as| recal how the Peshambansliked their Clock,
which they worshiped asagod. But the Clock was much more civilized than this Star.

Venn has explained to the village that the Star may be going away.
They looked shocked—then resigned.
Burand said they’ d always expected this. Ustareth had told them that probably one day it would.

Had she meant to useit hersalf?

Tonight we had dinner on the veranda with Shrin and Burand and their seven children, and al the
household dogs and cats, monkeys, mongooses, lemurs, parrots, lizards, and snakes. The noise!

They encourage animas of al types. The animasknow it and take great advantage.

| shared my medl with two cats (not the dome-headed variety) and a tortoise—the oddest creature, with
awrinkled, kind, old face, and in ashdl!

Lemurs swung from pillar to pillar. Talsin everything.

A snake kept coiling around our feet and ankles. They cal it FHollu—which meansNosy. Itis. (It visted
me during the night, stayed awhole hour, taking up most of my bed.)

| haveto admit, | loveit here.



Venn'sheing nice.
lam.
These people are good. | know | make mistakes about people (the Sheepers and so on). But thisvillage

isjust—I’m not sure there’seven aword for it. But it’sgreat. And apparently, from al they say, that is
because of Ustareth!

Venn looked stunned, the more they went on about it, what she taught them, how lovely shewas. He
muttered something about they were trying to please him by lying. But then he muttered no, hedidn’t
think it wasthat.

They havethelight, the sort the Rise had. It’sfrom some dam(?) around the far sde of the cliff inthe
lake. They have running hot water.

The knockout pipeswere given to them by U, aswell asthe collarsthat they useto keep beastslike
vrabburrs happy while they check them over. (I've seen “our” vrabburrsin abig garden place. They’re
free to wander, just in the collars. Children feed them vegetables and pat them. The vrabburrslook just a
bit puzzed. No doubt thinking, dl thesejuicy kids, why aren’t we biting into them?)

There are other things. Foolproof medicines, vast crops that never fall.

They say that in return Ustareth left them the job of looking after the jungle-forest. So they do. They like
doingit.

They know who Vennis, though he’ s never before been here. One old man came along after supper and
shook Venn' s hand. Said he’ d known Venn “as a puppy” (trandated Shrin). And how were Jotto and
the chickens?

Thismorning | was down watching the vrabburrs, when | saw two girls, both with flowering hair. One
had white flower hair, one blue.

| saw another cat, too, with markings around the wrong way—white with aginger understripe and tail.
“ Shrin, she experimented here, didn’t she?’

“Udar?’ (That'swhat they cal her.) “Yes, shedid. The village has many abilities.”

“Abilities? Flowersinstead of hair—"

“With hair,” said Shrin firmly. Then shetook me over to aneighbor and said something laughingly to this
woman, who in turn laughed.

And then thiswoman—

Thiswoman cleared her throat—I’ d heard her speak; she sounded quite normal—and then she sang like
abird. | mean birds. | could hear finches and blackbirds, nightingales, larks— and other things, al going
at once, even those yelow birdsthat go clink.

WEe ve been here two days. Venn' s been talking alot with Burand and the elders of thevillage, Old
Ladies and Gentlemen.



| wanted everything to drag on anyway. No rush to get to that Star.

Then Venn camein, just before supper, to my little room, where | wastalking to Follu.
“Cladi—may | 9t down?’

“Try that stool carved like an anteater—\What isit?’

Helooked awful. Asif dl the good stuff of the village had been drained out of him very fast. And alot
more with it. He looked—Il ooks—empty. And afraid.

“Y ou don't understand the language here. I’ ve kept hearing them say things like When she was here,
and then when she came hack!’

“Y ou mean your mother? Well, she came here alot, came back alot, when she wasworking on the
Sa—"

“No, not like that. Itsthair tenses.”
“Sorry, what?’

He scowled. The scowl faded. He was too distressed to be annoyed with my lack of education. “Past,
present, that sort of thing.”

“Mmm?

“Claidi, they said that she came back. | thought | hadn’t understood, mysdif. I'm rusty with their
language. But | had. Came back in the sense of stayed. Not |eft.”

1] V\k]at?n
“Isdill here”
We both sat there, staring at each other.

Atlast hesaid, “What | haven't grasped isif they’vetold her I'm here. | get theimpression they haven't.
Cant. But when | got it straight, | said, Let me see her. And without hesitation they said, Y es, when
would you liketo?’

The warm evening was cold, for me.
‘Issheinthe Star?*

“No. It'sabuilding on the flamingo lake.”
“Youregoing?’

“Wouldn't you?’

Would 1?

“I don't know. | never knew Twilight. I’'m not even sure she is my mother. But if shewas, sheleft me
because she had no choice. | don't—I haven’t aquarrel with her.”

He put hishead in hishands.



Then he got up and walked about such alot that the wooden floor groaned, and Flollu gave asort of
snake sneeze and rippled out.

“They said they’ d row me out tonight, after supper,” Venn said. “So | wont be eating supper.”
“No” My stomach, too, was churning.

Udtareth—here.

The Ugtareth.

“Cladi—will you comewith me?’

“Me?

“For dl theworst reasons. I'm afraid to meet her. Afraid of what I’ ll say and do—what I'll fed. Afraid |
won't believe afterward | saw her at al.”

“Isn’t there a chance you and she might—make up?’

“No,” hesaid. No rage. Just—an empty space.

HER
A tdl villager rowed us over through afterglow and matching flamingos.
Thewater here was as thickly smooth as milk.

It wasanidand, small. Trees dready heavy with night, and a house only visible between them. The house
had a pointed roof, with indigo tiles, now turning black. No lights, no lit windows.

“Isshethere?’ Venn asked.

“Yes,” sad thevillager. | knew that word by now at least.

“Shedoesn’t put on the lights—or light alamp.”

“No, Venar Yllar.”

Venn waslike stone. Stone-voiced. Ingde, | thought, churning like | was; worse, of course, much worse.

The boat scraped in on pebbles. Two or three more flamingos flushed up from the shore and flapped
away. We got out.

“Better wait,” said Venn to the villager. The villager shook his head. He said something and Venn said
shortly, “Oh, dl right.”

“Where' shegoing?’ | asked, asthe man rowed off.
“Hesayshell st onthe lakein hisboat. Come back when we signal. Our meseting isto be that private’

The Star had risen. It was dready going away, in over the jungles, toward the Rise. Shadows lengthening
and closing like doors.

Venn turned and strode up the shale toward the dark house in the trees.



There was no door. That wasthefirst thing. All the windows were one story up. Then, around the far
sde, fumbling now in blackness and starlight, there was agtair, which led up to one long window above.
He put afoot on this tair, and the hard light came on, blinding us both.

Perhaps | should just have kept quiet, but | thought | ought to suggest this. “Venn, if weget in, and its her
house— suppose the rooms move?’

“Bar jar, lak sush,” he grated.
I"'m fairly sure thismeans* Shut up, you * @!#fool.” So | shut up.

Thelight wasin aglass tube by the window, and we went up to the windowpane and looked through into
adark hollow with afloor that gleamed like water. There was no furniture in the room, but abig
something crouched there.

“What'sthat?’ “Claidi. It sabox.”

There was no handle on the door. But after he spoke, the door just opened itself.
“It respondsto avoice,” he said.

“Your voice.”

“Perhaps”

Hewaked in as| hung back, but then | thought the door might shut him in and me out, so | dove after
him.

| expected a vrabburr or something behind every object, every curtain or screen, or chest. Nothing was
there, though, not even amouse, or aspider in aweb.

Lights came on, and went out, as we moved from room to room.
All the rooms had only bits and piecesin them. They were clean, without dugt, yet unlived in.

We did pass abed, or abed frame, in aside chamber. And in abath-place, along towe trailed over the
sdeof the tub. Venn haf went asif to pick it up, then moved quickly away. Probably she must have used
it. Her towd.

But she was gone, long gone, as she had been from the Rise. Of course, I'd known it really, and perhaps
50 had he.

We wandered around. There was awide room with lots of windows, and in the floor apale burn. 1 bet
sheworked in here, too. Spilled something,” he said.

We stopped under akind of tree, which was alamp stand with many hanging chinaglobesthat didn’t
light up.

“Thisispointless,” hesad. | didn’'t argue. Nor when he added, “But I'll just try up those stepsthere...”

The stepswound around, and | kept thinking they’ d suddenly lurch apart, like that stair behind her closet.
But they didn't.



We came out into an annex, and there was a big wooden door ahead.
Heand | stood looking at the door in the hard light.

“Might aswell,” he said. But he didn’t go forward. “Claidi, Burand told me something—about thisring,
the topaz. He said it could have done what their pipes did, to the vrabburrs.”

“Why didr't it, then?’

“One hasto—think through it—I wasn't sure what he meant. But it may be the same with your own

rng.
“My ring wasn't made by Udtareth. It was Zeerd s.”
| thought, anyway, my ring hadn’t helped me. When | was kidnapped—nothing.

Venn crossed to the door, opened it—it had an ordinary door handle—and walked into the room
beyond.

| couldn’t see much into the room. There was abrocade curtain hanging just insde. But a softer light had
comeon.

I'd just wait, until Venn came out, said, That’ s that, then. And we' d leave.

Hedidn’'t come out.

Had he found something fascinating after al? Something of hers?

After acouple of minutes| called cautioudy, “Venn?’

But hedidn’t answer.

The sengblething, of course, was not thething | did. | ran forward and burst through the curtain.
There was abench, and hewas ditting oniit. But | didn't really takethat in.

Across the room, under another of the tree-lamps, thisone al lighted up, sat awoman in ablack chair.

She was dark; she had asmoky skin. Very dark hair in along, thick braid, that fell over one shoulder and
then hung to her ankles, ending in agolden ball. Anivory satin dress sewn with pearls. Which seemed
familiar... No other jewdry, no ringson her fingers.

Udtareth was't beautiful; she was magnificent. Shewaslike adark lion.
| just stood there, in thissceneto which | felt | didn’'t belong.
Then Venn spoke to me. Or to someone.

“She mostly used to wear plainer clothes at home. But | remember this dress. She woreit the day she
left. | mean, |eft forever. She' swearing it now. That’ swhat threw me, when you found the dressin the
closet; in her room off the Little Book Room. How could it have been there, when she’d worn it the day
shewent away?’

Thewoman in the chair said nothing. Her night eyes burned, unmoving, unblinking. | had to look
somewheredse.



“I thought then,” said Venn quietly, “that she must have changed into other clothes somewherein the
gardens, and Jotto had brought the dress back to the palace, put it away, and forgotten it. After dl, its
not what you’ d expect awoman to wesr traveling down through ajungle, isit?’

“No.”

“Why don’t you go over and meet her, Claidi. My— mother.”
“Venn—"

“Go on. Shake her hand. I’'m sure shewon’t mind.”

| glanced back at—her.

Shedidn't look asif she minded. | stared, and | took a step forward. And then | somehow saw that what
seemed to be dight movement in her was only my own swaying about. | saw sheredly didn’t blink. She
didn’t even bregthe.

She was dead!
No. Not dead. She' d never been dive.

| did go forward then and walked quickly over to her, dl the time still expecting her to abruptly stop me
in my tracks with some crigp comment, some regd gesture.

But shedidn’t. When | wasinches away, till shedidn’t. Shedid look very—totally—red. Her skin, hair.
Her eyes did, too, except for not moving. They shone so brightly. There was the faintest scent of
perfume. And something chemical—asif she' d been handling thingslike thet.

| could remember Argul saying sometimes Zeera s handswould faintly smell of herbs she’d mixed up, or
even chemicals. He didn’'t mind, even when the herbs were bitter. It was her trade, her gift. Hewas
proud of her.

Shake her hand, Venn had said.

So | leaned forward and picked up her hand. Shewas alittle tiff, the way her arm moved. The lake
damp must have gotten to her.

“She'sadall, isn't she?’

“Yes, Cladis”

“How vain,” | said, scornful. “To make adoll just like hersdf—it isjust like her, isn't it?’
“Exactly.”

| et go of the dolls hand and looked at Venn. “But it wasn't, Claidi, dl that vain. Just common sense.
Since the doll took her place.”

“Yes, | see. You mean hereinthevillage.”

“No, | mean at theRise. | mean . .” Hegot up but didn't move forward. “1 mean when she left. She left
this—in her place.

“But you' d remember it, wouldn’'t you?’ | said.



“I do remember it,” hesaid. “1 thought it was her.”

The roof might have just dropped in on me, on us. Or the whole room rushed off in acircle after al.
| jumped away from the doll of Ugtareth in the chair.

“But how could you ever—sh€e' sa doll—"

“Think about Jotto,” said Venn, stonily.

“Wdl, yes—but—"

“Jotto was an earlier model. With this one she got it perfect. Remember it—she—moved about. She
spoke. She blinked her eyes, and breathed. And it wasdl mechanicd.”

| shook my head. To clear it mostly, which didn’t work.

He said, “ And she never let me near her after that. Never touched me. Most of thetime | never even saw
her—she' d speak only about seven words amonth to me—only that wasn't her—it was this thing.
Cladi—this even fooled Jotto—"

“Venn, if it strue—"

“Itstrue. Of courseitstrue. Her final joke on me. Not only did she leave me, but she left me—with this
for my mother. | got theideafrom the dress, you see” he said. “Itsalittle clever extrathing she did, to
show me how to work it out. The pearl dress went with her, yet anidentical copy of the dresswas Htill at
the Rise. Just like theidentica copy of my mother.”

“Venn—Venn, lisen—you sad it dl happened—that she changed—when you were two—"
“It did. You'retwo, she said, and off shewent, and | had this.”

“Venn, sheleft you when you were two.” | was so excited | couldn’t stop thewords. It wasn't thetime
to say them, but they had to be said, and probably no time would ever beright. “Venn, she's Zeera.
She' s Udtareth, and Zeera, too. She was your mother, and she was Argul’ s mother—you and
he—you're brothers!”

“What?’
He d turned toward me, stared at me now as| stared at him. | repeated what I’ d said quite dowly.

Then | pieced it together, therein front of him, as we stood in the room on the lake, with that seated doll,
whose clockwork had at last run down.

| didn’t say everything I’'m putting here, but he knows, of course. It was obvious enough.

She hadn’'t wanted her Tower husband, Narsident, and she hadn’t wanted VVenn, or she came not to
want him. What she wanted was to escape the Rise, and the Law, and be free. So she did everything
They' d said she must—grew the jungle, bred the animals. And for hersdf she made the doll.

| think perhaps she did wait until she thought Vennwasal right. He was an extremely bright and clever
littlekid. Shethought, He can cope now. And aso she did something to the doll so it would run alot
longer. Seven years.



When it started to run down, it would leave, so Venn wouldn't see. Possibly she thought the doll would
just stop somewhere in the forests and never be found. Or she made it cometo Pearl Flamingo Village so
that one day VVenn might come acrossit and learn what she did—maybe shefdt her lie had to end
sometime.

She came here, I’'m certain, on her red journey away, when Venn wastwo. At first | couldn’t think why
she hadn’t used the Star to leave in. But anyway, she did leave. She reached the coast and went back to
the land across the seg, the land she’ d come from.

And somewhere there, she' d met, that year, the Hulta. She met Argul’ sfather.

Venn'sfather was the man she didn’t want. Argul’ s father was the man she chose. All I’ d ever heard of
Argul’ s parents had been how well they liked and loved each other. And if Venn wasthe son shedidn’t
care about, Argul was the son she valued.

Venn knowsthat. | went al around avoiding it inwhat | said, but it’ safact. It must be.
She left Venn as soon as she could. Only death took her away from Argul.
OhVenn—

Oh, Venn.

HOW | wish | could makeit different, or at least lieredly well and fool you.

And what do | think of her?

| can only say this: | despise Ustareth, fear and distrust her, yet | fed sorry for her. And Zeera—well,
I’ve aways|oved her.

She brought Argul into the world. And Ustareth and Zeera are the same person, but not for me. Not for
any of us. Perhaps not even for herself.

It was when he said suddenly, shrugging it al off (which convinces meit’s gone deep as degp insde him),
“Why didn’t she use the Star to get away?’ that | did think of something else and say it.

“To gart with, shelé&ft it here to go on working the Rise— the rooms, the food, and everything. But |
think she thought you’ d leave the Rise one day. | think—I think she left the Star for you to use—I mean,
the window opened for you. So maybe’— | chanced it— “the Star was | eft for you to follow her.”

“Wdl, it'stoo latefor thet, in't it?’

“Yes, but—" It wastruly difficult for meto say what | said next. I’'m not surewhy. “There sArgul,” |
said. “You're hadf-brothers. Oh, Venn, you look so aike.”

“Wedon't.” Haughty.

“You do. Your coloring is different, yes. Not your eyes, though—and so much else—I kept seeing it and
didn’'t know why—"

Venn had said once that Argul was someone he' d wished he’ d been like. Now Venn looked down his
nose (like Argul). IP I, Prince Venarion Y llar Kasem-ldoros—resemble a barbarian?

There seemed no point in going on withit.



| cast onelast look at—her and went ouit.

| lingered by one of the other windows until Venn followed me, about an hour later.

We went down through the house.

Lights blazed on, blanked ouit.

“I hate thiskind of light,” he said. *'Y ou see too much, but it never looksred.”

The door, which had shut, opened when he spoke to it, and closed again when we were outside.

A moon was rising, shining on the lake, turning the flamingos to snow. We could just make out the boat,
with the man gitting, waiting.

What do the villagers know about al this? Arethey in on her trick? | don’t somehow think so. To them,
shewas dways myserious, ascientist, magician. They must have redized the doll isn't he—and yet, in
somemagica way, it is. Maybe for them that makes sense, and they think it will for Venn. Because
they’ re not bad, not underhanded themselves, or cunning. So maybethey don’'t seeit in others.

“Tomorrow,” Venn said, “we |l get up to the plateau on thelittle cliff Get you to the Star.”
“Er, yes. Thanks”

Should | have said, then, “If it can sall, the Star, please comewith me. I'd like you to. Y ou’ re important
to me, even if you weren’t to her. And he will want to know you, too—"

But it seemed, then, that Venn might have said, “I’m only important to you, Claidis, since | remind you of
him. Asfor Argul and mysdlf, we' d probably kill each other on sght.”

Actudly, | brilliantly said, “Oh look, the moon’s coming » up.
And Venn cardlessly replied, “Moonlight. NOW there isalight-

THE STAR
Two hours before dawn, we set out.

It—the Star—hadn’t yet regppeared above the village. (Thetimeit took did vary, no one knows why, or
seemsto care))

Vennsad, “1 want to be up there, on the plateau, ready, when it lands.”

| didn’t, redly. But then, | was afraid of it.

And he was, too, and that was why he wanted to confront it. Because it wastoo late to confront her.
The village had been very silent. No one much about.

If it was possible, I”d be robbing them of their Star. No one had said anything about that. Shrin kissed
Venn on the cheek. But Burand bowed.

Flollu the snake was in his basket (yes, he had a basket). He didn’t open an eye when | said good-bye to
him.

We' d had about three hours deep. Well, | had. Maybe Venndidn't deep at al.



| expected him to be bad-tempered and unpleasant, like before, but he wasn’t. On the rough bits of the
climb he was patient and helpful. Gentle. He didn’t say much.

I’d thought it would al be atough climb up thelittle cliff, but there was a paved path, some steps, dso
level placeswhereyou could just walk normally.

The Pearl Flamingans had been herefor days, though, apparently clearing away undergrowth to make it
easy for us. Generdly they didn’t ever go up there—it' sasort of sacred spot. Even that morning, the
very last part of our climb, Venn did have to cut away through. The helpful villagers till hadn’t gone up
beyond a certain point.

We emerged at the top, and the sky was pale, and some birds were caling. The lake spread far below,
spoon-sivery. A big wave crinkled there—flamingos.

“Hereitis” hesad.
So | had to look upward instead. The predawn sky was so pale, too, from the return of the Star.

It was Sedling in acrossthe vast clearing wherethe village lies, and it hung quite low. It cast not only light
but the shadow of itsdlf, like aghost. This dipped over the trees, the roofs, over the water... Soon it
would fal onus.

I”d been looking down again.
| looked up. Was shocked.

Now it wasthe size of al my hand, when | held my hand up to see. And now—already it was bigger. It
was 50 bright— the hard light Ustareth had made must fill it up inside.

All the chestnut-case prickles on it looked sharp as knives, but other things stuck out of it, too—bright
rods and curved bright sticks and thingslike little shiny saucers—but they must al be much larger, if you
were close.

They were.
The Star was diding home now into the sky above the plateau. It was growing ever bigger.
And the shadow covered us, very black, all the light left out beyond the shadows edge.

Only when the shadow shifted did | admit I’ d thought we were going to be crushed and that Venn
wouldn’'t moveintime—

The Star sank, weightlessasabdl of fog. Asit met the cliff-top, adight vibration ran through the rock
under our feet. That wasdll.

It was about—a hundred?—feet from us. Now | saw that it was, after dl, only about the size of asmall
house—smaller than the one on theidand.

And then, to me the weirdest thing of dl: dl itslight went suddenly out. The whole Star had been
switched off, like one of the Riselamps.

“Letmegofird,” said Venn.



“Why don’'t we walk together?’

“And why cant you act more like alady?’ he asked sadlly.

“I’'vesaid, becauseI’'m not alady.”

We strode boldly forward, trembling.

About ten yards away, and with no warning, around opening happened up in the Sde of the Star.
Venn and | both stopped dead. And I'm afraid | squeaked.

“Get behind me, Claidi.”

“Why?"

“Claidi—"

It wastoo late anyway. There was akind of ramp coming out, and something was coiling down it, out of
the Star.

“Oh, itsonly asnake.”

“Cladi, don’'t be acomplete—it isn't asnake.”
“Butitsjust likea—"

Wil it was. A hit.

A dull-slver, flexible, leglessthing, snaked (like Flollu). But now the heed was raised, and two
dawn-pale eyes regarded us. The head was human, almost.

“Dowth ti ndi?" asked the head.

In Pearl Flamingan, that means Can | help you?

Venn said something toiit.

“What did you say?’ | hissed.

“| asked if it wasfriendly.”

“Supposeit saysitis't?’

“Itsamachine. If it saysitisn't, we can beieveit. And the opposite.”

The machine-snake spoke again, now in crystd tones, the language of the Towers; the Rise; the House.

“Good morning, lady and gentleman. | am perfectly friendly, so indestructible. The Princess Ustareth
made me. My nameisYinyay. Would you careto vigt the dso friendly and indestructible ship?’

Yinyay isadoll, amechanism, obvioudy. The voiceisdightly more femae than mae. Faultless. It even
pauses asif taking a breath—as Jotto did. (As the Ustareth-doll must have done.)

Theface of Yinyay isquite beautiful initsway and is surrounded by along silky mop of tinsdl “hair.” The



hair is part of the mechanism. Sometimesiit grows very long, shootsinto a corner (the cornersare
rounded, but never mind), ddlicately pulls out atiny beetle or snail, which has accidentaly gotten into the
Star (ship), then carefully putsit outside.

It chases moths away from the light the same way.

Venn and | both felt funny about going after Yinyay up the ramp, into Her Star-which-is-a-ship.
“Would you like sometea?” asked Yinyay.

“No,” said Venn.

“Thanksanyway,” | said.

“Itsamaching,” said Venn. “You don't haveto be politeto it.”

“What about Jotto?’

“That isn't the same.”

Yinyay waited without comment aswe argued, still on the threshold. Theniit glided back ingdethe Star.
We stayed at the top of the ramp, Staring in.

I’ll describe the Star now; | might aswell.

Redlly it isonly about the Size of one very large room, that is, the top hdf is, but there’ sthe lower part,
underneath, where machines are stored and the stuff that makes the Star able to move, to riseand “ set.”

The upper room ismostly what Yinyay has said isthe Deck (like on an ocean ship). Itsal made—walls,
floor, celling—of thispearly metd. | think itsmetd, | haven't asked.

The spaceiscircular, and around three circular “sides’ are padded benches, with sort of meta
desk-things againgt thewalls. These are—or have—" controls.” Yinyay controlsthem... or they control
themsdves?

Y ou can maybe almost guessthat | don't understand at all, redlly.

Ustareth had aroom here, too, to conduct her experiments—I don’t know where that was. In the lower
half, perhaps. Unlessit was dl done a her house on the lake.

The strangest thing of al isthat you can see out of the three round sides above the controls, but only
when Yinyay does something to them. It's possible to make them respond to just avoice, Yinyay says.
At the moment they don'’t.

When Yinyay told usthis, it seemed to gaze expectantly at Venn. | asked mysdlf if Yinyay somehow
knowsVennis her son. | didn’t fedl | could ask.

On the fourth rounded wall are doors that open when you go up to them and say “Open!” These doors
run Sdewaysinto thewalls. (I’d never seen adoor do that.)

Behind isan areawith a couch, and something that suppliesfood, and a bathroom area, and some
cupboards with books in them, and aso “instruments’—all of which look like nothing on earth to me. But
Venn took ahold of oneweird thing and exclaimed, al pleased, “An Agtrolabel” However, I've no idea
what he meant or what it is, or evenif I've spdled it right.



Altogether, though, there wasn't that much to see, once we' d forced ourselvesto goin.

Venn began to ask about the lower part under the floor (if it isafloor) and could he go down and seethe
machinesin there. But Yinyay said it was sorry, but only it could worm through a specia hatch. “The
magnets are located there,” announced Yinyay.

| have no notion what that isall about. But it seems the magnets make the ship ableto “fly” and to land.

Venn gppeared to grasp this. No one explained. (And if they had, | doubt if I'd have understood, so |
didn’t nag.)

Then Venn asked the Huge Question.
“This craft—can its direction be atered? Can you guide it across the sea, for example?’
“Of course” said Yinyay. “That isthis ship’'smain purpose, Prince Venation.”

(So Yinyay did know who hewas. A little later, Venn said to me that Ustareth must have stored such
information, and recognition, in the Star, and/or Yinyay.)

Mostly, though, we were just astounded. Floored by the frightening smplicity of changing
EVERYTHING.

Aswe were standing there, gawping at each other, Yinyay said it would now go and seeto the
something-or-other, which | cant remember properly. It glided off. Yinyay isaso sensitive, | meanto
human moods.

(I can't go onsaying “It.” Apart from anything ese, it's confusng—see what | mean. I'm &fraid | refer to
Yinyay as“she” 0 I'll write Yinyay asshe))

Anyway Venn led me over to one of the benches and we sat down.

It was very quiet, but for birdsong outside. Below the ramp, through the opening that Yinyay hadn’t
closed up, we saw that the sun had risen. Little sparrows were pecking about only afoot or so from the
Star.

Before Venn could spesk, | said, “Could it belying?’ (Yinyay wasdill it, then.)
“The machine? No.”
“Then—she did mean you to sall—fly—on this Star. She must have done.”

Helooked a me. One of the long looks that sometimes he gave me, long, long looks, to make up for dl
the quick looks, the sidelong glances.

“If she wanted that, it hasn’t happened.”

“Youdon't trust the Star.”

“Oh, | trust the Star completely. And thisdoll-snake. | trust Yinyay.”

“Ther—s

“For you. With you. I"d trust you to be safe. It'll take you—home, Claidi.”

All thistime, | hadn't felt that. Probably | hadn't believed it could happen. And even now | didn’t. Y et



my heart sort of woke up and shook itself, with one grest thud.
Home. The Hulta
Argul. Argul.

| felt hot with joy, and then so cold, asif afire had gone out inside me. | saw | was afraid of going back.
Not the journey—Dbut afraid of going back to my life asit had been. To him.

But why—why—

Why am | so afraid haf thetime. | just won't think of it. So | imagine seeing Teil and Dagger, of riding
Sireg, of laughing at some witty put-down of Blum's. But Argul—isn't there. ..

I now know that he, too, astonishingly, has Tower blood. He srelated to Nemian—to Ironel —another
of her grandsong! But it isn't that. Somehow that’' s easy to ignore.

Eveninmy head, | cant quite see him. It' slike how, sometimesin the blackest of nights, you catch a
glimpse of something out of the corner of your eye, but when you turn, you cant makeit out at al—

“Comewithme” | saidto Venn. Boldly, as I’d strode up to the Star—and shaking like then.
“No, Cladi.”

“Of course, you don’t want to leave the others? If the Star can be made to do different things, we can
land it at the Rise, pick them up, too—"

“No, Claidi.”

“She went over the sea, Venn.”
“And | shan't. Cant, Claidi. | cant.”
“Why not?’

He shook his head. He looked away. Then he said, “When | wickedly stole your book and read it, |
cameto know you. In the only way | ever can come to know anyone, now. By reading about you, you
becamered for me. And—morethan redl. I’ ve behaved like apig dl the way here. Do you know why?
Of course you do; it’sthe only reason you put up with me. | don’t want to lose you. To be without you.”

“Then—

“But worse than that fear isthe other fear. The fear of aworld—of people. All of them red. And no
book to read on them to put meright.”

| said, “But it won't be like that. Not once you—"

He said—with hisblack eyes, Argul’ s eyes, on the desk controlsthat neither of usredly
understood—"1’m the unreal one. Just leave me where | am, where | can get by.”

| said, not meaning to dmogt, “Argul—"
“Oh, Argul. Yes. And Argul isaso the best reason of dl for my staying here.”
“WI,V?!



“Why do youthink, Claidi?’
13 Bljt—”

Then he met my eyes. Hisdid what they do in books: they flamed. “Y ou both preferred Argul. Ustareth
and Cladi. | can't—I damn well wont try to compete with that”

Then he got up.

And | jumped up.

“Don’'t leave me here—not yet—"

“No, I'mgoingtotalk toit—Yinyay. It'sdl right.”

And he walked to the doors that open when you say “Open!” and went through, to where Yinyay wasall
coiled up around one of the cupboards, her hair in the ceiling (dusting?), and the door shuit.

Everything did change that night. For everyone. Inthevillage. At the Rise. For us. For me.
Yinyay served teain awhile, without anyone saying how thirsty we were. And some cakes and fruit, too.

She, Yinyay, sat coiled by the rest-area table, and when we reached for anything, atinsel strand of hair
would get longer and lift the plate or pot and serve us.

| cant remember what was said, much, at first.

He and she talked alot about the ship which isa Star. Sometimes Yinyay showed how things worked,
and | tried to concentrate. | might need to know.

| was angry with Venn. And that wasn't fair.
And | was sorry.
And.

Presently, in asilence, | asked Yinyay what would happen to the mechanisms a the Rise. No one else
had bothered.

“| shdl dter thecircuits” said Yinyay. “Nothing need be upset at dl.”
“Onething, please,” said Venn. “ Please upset onething.”

Then Yinyay said, “Y ou want to stop the rooms of the palace moving. Nothing easier, prince. Princess
Udtareth left memory for methat it might be required.”

And | sad, “What dse did she leave as memory—about Venn?’
Perhaps| shouldn’t have. It wasn't my business. Venn wouldn't let it be.

And Vennsad, “Yinyay, | don’'t want to know. Nothing about Ustareth. And | don’t want Lady Claidis
to know, elther. Understood?

Yinyay'shair fluffed up, then settled.



“I have wiped it away,” waswhat Yinyay said.

A dall-machine—so cam. | felt my eyesbulging with acry | didn’t make.
Vennonly sad, “Yes”

Yes.

So he'll never know, and | won't. Not from Yinyay or the ship.

But asfor the Rise, it seems everything will be as before— except the rooms wont move again. Which
seems peculiar, I'd gotten so used to it.

Then Yinyay made a suggestion. (She does sometimes.)

“Since the ship isnow to go elsewhere, there' s no need to observe the circling route tonight. Would you
prefer that?’

So the Star could stay on the cliff. Thisone night. And at the Rise, when they saw it didn’t come
over—they’ d know we had found it. Know | would go away. Although maybe they’ d never doubt that
Vennwouldn't go with me.

He' d said that the villagers would see him back to the Rise. They could travel thejungle-forest in safety.
Hewas glad, he said; they might art to vigt the palace again, asthey had in his childhood.

Doesn't he seg, the villagers are people, too—and he isn't nervous with them.

But then, they’ re not the Hulta. Ustareth | ft the village, too. That must make the difference.

He stayed and dined with me on the Star. Neither of us ate much, but it wasanice dinner. Evenif dl the
dishescameout of adot inthewall.

Moths rushed to the coal light in the ship, and Yinyay's hair fluttered them out again.

The village, too, would missthe Star rise tonight.

After we ate, hetook mefor awalk aong thelittle cliff-top.

“Stretch your legswhile you can. Yinyay saysit will take ten days at least to get you back.”

The Star won't be fast. Sow, gracioustravel. They’ ve decided that will be more comfortable for me.

Wedidn't discusswhat | should do with thisship once | arrive. That is, once I’ ve found the Hulta—who
may have gone anywhere, particularly if they’ re searching for me.

| tried to ask Venn what he wanted me to do with the ship.
Hewouldn't talk about the ship.

He kept on telling me things about the jungle. What tree that one was, over there. And that huge moth,
and that flower, which had opened on the rock, and smelled of caramel.

All day we' d been in the Star. Now he showed me the stars above.



“That one' s called the Queen,” said Venn.

It wasn't that large or bright, but unusud; it had aviolet glow.

Then hesaid, “Ask Yinyay to show you the portraits, from the memory bank.”
“Whose portraits?’

“Anyone’s”

| thought nothing could be further off from mattering.

All thewhile we were there, walking about, and insde the ship before, | had this ache of tension,
knowing any second he' d say, “And now I’ m going down the cliff.” He d say, “And now I’m going,
Cladi. Good-bye.”

And then, under atree, the ship-Star gleaming not far off, and the mauve star overhead, he said, “I'm
going now, Claidi, Good-bye, Claidi”

| took abreath. | turned to him and held out my hand.
Hetook my hand.
Then he leaned and kissed my cheek. (Theway Shrin kissed him in the village.) His hair brushed my skin.

“Farewdl,” heformdly said. He turned and waked away. At the beginning of the path down the cliff he
turned. “Cladi!”

| couldn’t answer.

He called to me across the dark, “ Break the rules!” And was gone.

How happy | should be. | am. Sort of.

It' s been three days now, just time enough, as we sall-fly, to write everything up, sitting in the sunlight
through the three cleared walls, as blurred, green ground and blurred, pleated emerald seaflicker, miles
and milesbelow.

Yinyay does everything. Iseven dl right to talk to. When | want to talk.
| did ask to see some portraits, that first night, when | couldn’t deep.

Millions of pictures—like paintings, but not quite—passed before me on akind of tiff sheet that ran up
from the floor. Wonderful-looking people in fabulous clothes and jewels.

Who werethey al? Families of the Towers.

Eventudly | did think and asked to see Jzaniafrom the House. And so | saw Jizaniaasayoung bride, in
her wedding dress of gold, with Wadiwa Star, her husband.

Do | wish they were my grandparents?
WEell, yes. I'd be crazy not to.



She got more beautiful when shewas old, but even so, she had alot of styleasagirl, JzaniaTiger. Her
hair was fine and golden, like her dress. Wadiwawas a handsome, impressive black man—nearly seven
feet tal! Hetowered above her in his garments of russet and thunder-blue, his head shaved like polished
mahogany. So | wondered if her baldness was atribute to him, in the House when shewas old. (If | am
her grandchild, she must have been so old when she had my mother—it doesn’'t seem likely.)

| can’t claim they are my grandparents. | don’t know who | am.
Therewas no portrait of Twilight.
I ve taken off Argul’sring.

| fed awful about that. But thering itself worries me now. Ustareth must have used it to get through the
jungles. What powers doesit have? And on this, Yinyay was hopeess. Didn't know athing—of course,
thanksto Venn, since helpful memories of Ustareth have been “wiped away.”

| keep the diamond in my bag. It lies next to this book and the new one Yinyay produced for me
yesterday, seeing mewriting, and how near | wasto the end of al the pages.

Which inaway isthe oddest thing of dl. That my life has now filled it up. Thisentire book.

And | thought before, after | escaped the City, everything had been sorted out, and | wouldn’t write
anymore.

NOW I'mglad | have the other book. The new book... ready. (I got Yinyay to check it for Tags.
Unnecessary, but | was glad she did.) Perhapstomorrow I'll sart onit. Describe the journey back. Try
to find something interesting to tell you, my poor friend, who I’ ve dragged al this grest distance.

Yinyay just came and said it’ sdinner. (Rather like amother, in someway. But | never knew my mother,
so how can | be sure?)

| shal squeezethisin. There€ sno room for more than afew lines.

Wil reach theland | camefrom. I'll find the Hulta. 'I'll find Argul. Maybe I’ll see him from the air, even,
riding hishorse, hisblack hair flying back like wings, and hisfierce face, which | cant quite remember,
raised to meet thisfdling dar.

And once he sees me, too, once our eyes mest, then—then it will be all right. Despite the Towers and the
Law, and despite Ustareth who was Zeera. Despite Venn. Argul ismy family, dl | need. Once our eyes
mest, 'I'll be home,



