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1 - Necromancer Nine

| had decided to change mysdf into a Dragon and go looking for my mother despite al argument to
the contrary.

Himaggery the Wizard and old Windlow the Seer were determined otherwise. They had been after
me for amost ayear, ever sncethe great battle at Bannerwell. Having seen what | did there, they had
decided that my "Taent" could not be wasted, and between them they had thought of at least adozen
things they wanted done withit. I, on the other hand, smply wanted to forget the whole thing. | wanted to
forget | had become the owner—can | say "owner" ?—of the Gamesmen of Barish, forget | had ever
caled upon the terrible Taents of those Gamesmen. I'd only doneit to save my life, or so | told mysdif,
and | wanted to forget about it.

Himaggery and Windlow wouldn't et me.

Wewerein one of the shining rooms at the Bright Demesne, aroom full of the fragrance of
blossoms and ubiquitous wisps of mist. Old Windlow was looking at me patheticaly, eyesthree-quarters
buried in ddlicate wrinkles and mouth turned down in that expression of sweet reproach. Gamelords!
Onewould think he was my mother. No. My own mother would not have been guilty of that expression,
not that wildly eccentric person. Himaggery was as bad, stalking the floor as he often did, hands rooting
hishar up into devil'shorns, spiky with irritation.

"I don't understand you, boy," he said in that plaintive thunder of his. "We're at the edge of anew
age. Change rushes upon us. Grest things are about to happen; Justiceisto be had at last. We invite you
to help, to participate, to plan with us. Y ou won't. Y ou go hidein the orchards. Y ou mope and dope
about like some hafwitted pawn of agroom, and then when | twit you abit for behaving like a perennia
adolescent, you merely say you will change into a Dragon and go off to find Mavin Manyshaped. Why?
We need you. Why won't you help us?’

| readied my answersfor the tenth time. | behave as an adolescent, | would say, because | am
one—bardly sxteen and puzzled over things which would puzzle men twice my age. | mope because|
am apprehensive. | hidein orchards because | am tired of argument. | got ready to say thesethings.

"And why," he thundered at me unexpectedly, "go asaDragon?'
The question caught metotaly by surprise. "I thought it would be rather fun,” | said, weskly.
"Fun!" He shrugged thisaway asthetrifleit was.

"Wdl, dl right,”" | answered with some hest. "Then it would be quick. And likely no onewould
bother me."

"Wrong on both counts," he said. "Y ou go flying off across the purlieus and demesnes as a Dragon,
and every gripling Firedrake or baby Armiger ableto get three man-heights off the ground will be
chdlenging you to Games of Two. Y ou'll soend moretime dueling than looking for Mavin Manyshaped,
and from what your thalan, Mertyn, tellsme, she will take agood bit of finding." He made a gesture of
frustrated annoyance, oddly compassionate.

"You have others," | muttered. ™Y ou have thousands of followers here. Armigersready to fly
through the air on your missions. Elatorsready to flick themsalves acrossthelandsif you raise an
eyebrow at them. Demons ready to Read the thoughts of any who come within leagues of the Bright
Demesne. Y ou don't need me. Can't you let one young person find out something about himself before
you egt him up in your plots



Windlow said, "If you were just any young person, wed let you done, my boy. Y ou arent just any
young person. Y ou know that. Himaggery knowsit. | know it. Isn't that right?

"l don't care," | said, trying not to sound merely contentious.

"Y ou should care. You have a Taent such asany inthe world might envy. Tadents, | should say.
Why, thereé's almost nothing you can't do, or cause, or bring into being

"I can't,” | shouted at them. "Himaggery, Windlow, | cant. It isn't me who does dl those things.”

| pulled the pouch from my belt and emptied it upon the table between us, thetiny carved
Gamesmen rolling out onto the oiled wood in clattering profusion. | set two of them upon their bases, the
taller ones, ablack Necromancer and awhite Queen, Dorn and Trandilar. They sat there, like stone or
wood, giving no hint of the powers and wonders which would come from themiif | gripped themin my
hand. "I tried to give them to you once, Himaggery. Remember?'Y ou wouldn't take them. Y ou said, 'No,
Peter, they cameto you. They belong to you, Peter.' Well, they're mine, Himaggery, but they aren't mine.
| wish you'd understand.”

"Explanittome” hesad, blank faced.

| tried. "When | firgt took the figure of Dorainto my hand, there in the caves under Bannerwell,
Doracameinto my mind. Hewas.., isan old man, Himaggery. Very wise. Very powerful. Hismind has
sharp edges; he has seen strange things, and his mind echoes with them—resonates to them. He can do
strange, very marvelousthings. It ishewho doesthem. | am only akind of. .

"Hog," suggested Windlow. "Housing?Vehicle?'

| laughed without humor. They knew so much but understood o little. "Perhaps. Later, | took
Queen Trandilar, Mistress of Beguilement. First of dl the Rulers. Y ounger than Dorn, but still, far older
than | am. She had lived. . . fully. She had understanding | did not of. . . erotic things. She does
wonderful things, too, but it is she who doesthem." | pointed to the other Gamesmen on thetable. "There
are nine other typesthere. Ded pas, eidolon of Hedlers. Sorah, mightiest of Seers. Shattnir, most
powerful of Sorcerers. | suppose | could take them all into mysdlf, become akind of... inn, hotel for
them. If that isall | anto be. Ever."

Windlow was looking out the winDorn, his face sad. He began to chant, a child'srhyme, one used
for jump rope. "Night-dark, dust-old, bony Dora, grave-cold; Flesh-queen, love-gtar, lust-pale,
Trandilar; Shifted, fetched, sent-far, trickiest is Thandbar.” He turned to Himaggery and shook hishead
dowly, sdeto sde. "L et the boy dlone" he said.

Himaggery met the gare, held it, finaly flushed and looked away. "Very well, old man. | have said
everything! can say. If Peter will not, he will not. Better he do ashewill, if that will content him."

Windlow tottered over to me and patted my shoulder. He had to reach up to do it. | had been
growing rather alot. "It may be you will make these Taents your own someday, boy. It may be you
cannot wield a Taent well unlessit isyour own. In time, you may make Dorn's Tdent yours, and
Trandilar'saswell.”

| did not think that likely, but did not say so.

Himaggery said, "When you go, keep your ears open. Perhaps you can learn something about the
disgppearanceswhich will hep us™

"Wheat disappearances?’ | asked guardedly.

"The ones we have been discussing for aseason,” he said. " The disgppearances which have been
happening for decades now. A vanishment of Wizards. Disgppearances of Kings. They go, asinto
nothing. No one knows how, or where, or why. Among those who go, too many were our dlies."

"Y ou'retrying to make me curious,” | accused. "Trying to make me stay.”

Heflushed angrily. "Of course | want you to stay, boy. I've begged you. Of course | wish you were
curious enough to offer your help. But if you won't, you won't. If Windlow says not to badger you, |
won't. Go find your mother. Though why you should want to do so is beyond me and his voice faded



away under Windlow's quelling glare.

| gathered the Gamesmen, the taler ones no longer than my littlest finger, delicate aslace,
incorruptible as stone. | could have told him why | wanted to find Mavin, but | chose not to. | had seen
her only once since infancy, only once, under conditions of terror and high drama. She had said nothing
personal to me, and yet there was something in her manner, in her strangeness, which was attractive to
me. Asthough, perhaps, she had answersto questions. But it was dl equivocd, flimsy. There were no
hard reasons which Himaggery would accept.

"Letit beonly that | have aneed,” | whipered. "A need which is Peter's, not Darn's, not
Trandilar's. | have a Taent which ismine, aso, inherited from her. | am the son of Mavin Manyshaped,
and | want to see her. Leaveit at that."

"So beit, boy. So | will leaveit."

Hewas as good as hisword. He said not another word to me about staying. He took time from his
meetings and plottingsto pick horsesfor me from his own stables and to see | waswell ouitfitted for the
trip north to Schooltown. If | wasto find Mavin, the search would begin with Mertyn, her brother, my
thalan. Once Himaggery had taken care of these details, heignored me. Perversdly, this annoyed me. It
was obvious that no one was going to blow trumpetsfor mewhen | |eft, and this hurt my fedings. Asl
had done since | was four or five yearsold, | went down to the kitchens to complain to Brother Chance.

"Well, boy, you didn't expect atestimony dinner, did you? Those are both wise-old heads, and they
wouldn't call attention to you wandering off. Too dangerousfor you, and they know it."

Thisshamed me. They had been thinking of me after dl. | changed the subject. "1 thought of going
asaDragon."

"Foal thing to do," Chance commented. "Can't think of anything more gomerous than that. What
youwant isal that fire and speed and the fedl of wind on your wings. All that power and svooping
about. Wdll, that might last half aday, if you waslucky." He grimaced at me to show what he thought of
the notion, as though hiswords had not conveyed quite enough. | flinched. | had learned to ded with
Himaggery and Windlow, even to some extent with Mertyn, who had taught me and arranged for my
care and protection by setting Chance to look after me, but | had never succeeded in dealing with
Chance himsdlf. Every time | began to take mysdf serioudy, he let me know how smal avegetable| was
in his particular sew. Whenever he spoke to meit brought back the fed of the kitchen and his horny
hands pressing cookiesinto mine. Well. No one liked the Dragon idea but me.

"Widl, fetch-it, Chance. | amn a Shifter.”

"Wel, fetchit, yoursdf, boy. Shift into something sensible. If you're going to go find your mama, we
got to go dl the way to Schooltown to ask Mertyn where to look, don't we? Change yoursdlf into a
baggage horse. That'll be useful.” He went on with our packing, interrupting himsdlf to suggest, "Y ou got
the Talent of that there Dorn. Why not use him. Go as a Necromancer?

"Why Dorn?" | asked and shivered. "Why not Trandilar?' Of the two, she wasthe more
comfortable, though that sayslittle for comfort.

"Becauseif you go traveling around as a Prince or King or any one of the Rulers, you'll catch
followerslike anet catchesfish, and you'll be up to your gullet in Games before we get to the River. You
got three Talents, boy. Y ou can Shift, but you don't want to Shift into something in-con-spic-u-ous. You
can Rule, but that's dangerous, being a Prince or aKing. Or you can, well, Necromancerstrave dl over
al thetime and nobody bothers them. They don't need to use the Taent. Just have it is enough.”

In the end he had hisway. | wore the black, broad-brimmed hat, the full cloak, the gauze mask
smeared with the death's head. It was no more uncomfortable than any other guise, but it put aweight
upon my heart. Windlow may have guessed that, for he came tottering down from histower in the chill
mowing to tell usgood-bye. Y ou are not pretty, my boy, but you will travel with fewer complications
thisway."

"I know, Old One. Thank you for coming down to wave me away."



"Oh, | camefor more than that, lad. A message for your thalan, Mertyn. Tell him we will need his
help soon, and he will have word from the Bright Demesne." There was il that awful, pathetic look in
hiseyes.

"What do you mean, Windlow?Why will you need his hep?'

"There, boy. Thereisn't timeto explain. Y ou would have known more or lessif you'd been paying
attention to what's been going on. Now is no time to become interested. Journey well." He turned and
went away without my farewd kiss, which made me grumpy. All a once, having gained my own way, |
was not sure | wanted it.

We stopped for amoment before turning onto the high road. Away to the south a Traders train
made aplume of dust in the early sky, aline of wagons approaching the Bright Demesne.

"Traders." Chance snorted. "As though Himaggery didn't have enough problems.”

It was true that Traders seemed to take up more time than their merchandise was worth, and true
that Himaggery seemed to spend agreat ded of time talking with them. | wasn't thinking of thet,
however, but of the choice of routes which confronted us. We could go up the eastern side of the Middle
River, through the forests east of the Gathered Waters and the lands of the Immutables. Chance and |
had come that way before, though not intentiondly. Thistime | chose the western sSide of the River,
through farmlands and meadowl ands wet with spring floods and over a hundred hump-backed, clattering
bridges. Therewaslittle traffic in any direction; woodwagons moving from forest to village, water oxen
shuffling from mire to meadow, a gooseherd keeping his hissing flock in order with along; blossomy
wand. Along the ditches webwillows whispered anote of sharp gold against the dark woodlands, their
downy kit- tens ready to burst into bloom. Rain breathed across windrows of dried leaves, greening now
with upthrust grasses and the greeny-bronze of curled fern. There was no hurry in our going. | was sure
Himaggery had sent an Elator to let Mertyn know | was on the way.

That first day we saw only afew pawns plowing in the fields, making the diagona ward-of-evil Sgn
when they saw me but willing enough to sal Chance fresh eggs and greensfor al that. The second day
we caught up to aparty of merchants and trailed just behind them into V estertown where they and we
spent the night at the same inn. They no more than the pawns were joyed to see me, but they were
traveled men and made no larger matter of my presence among them. Had they known it, they had less
to fear from me than from Chance. | would take nothing from them but their courtesy, but Chance would
get them gambling if he could. They were poorer next day for their night's recreation, and Chance was
humming avictory song aswe went aong the lake in the morning light.

The Gathered Waters were calm and glittering, a smiling face which gave no indication of the storms
which often troubled it. Chance reminded me of our last traveling by water, fleeing before thewind and
from aship full of pawners sent by Mandor of Bannerweli to capture me.

"l don't want to think about that,” | told him. "And of that time."

"l thought you was rather fond of thet girl,” he said. "That Immutablegirl."

"Tossa Yes. | wasfond of her, Chance, but she died. | was fond of Mandor, too, once, and heis
asgood as dead, locked up in Bannerwell for dl heis Prince of the place. It seemsthe people | am fond
of do not profit by it much.”

"Ahh, that's nonsense, lad. Y ou'refond of Silkhands, and she's Gaxnesmistress down in Xammer
now, far better off than when you met her. Windlow, too. Y ou helped him away from the High King,
Prionde, and I'd say that's better off. It was the luck of the Game did Tossa, and I'm sorry for it. Shewas
apretty thing."

"Shewas. But that was most of ayear ago, Chance. | grieved over her, but that's done now. Time
to go on to something dse.”

"Widl, you speak the truth there. It's dwaystime for something new."

So we rode dong, engaged at timesin such desultory conversation, other times silent. Thiswas



country | had not seen before. When | had come from Bannerwell to the Bright Demesne after the battle,
it had been across the purlieus rather than by the long road. In any case, | had not been paying attention
then.

We cameto the River Banner very late on the third day of travel, found no inn there but did find a
ferrymaster willing to have us deep in the shed where the femes were kept. We hauled across at first
light, spent that night camped above atiny hamlet no bigger than my fist, and rode into Schooltown the
following noon.

Somehow | had expected it to be changed, but it was exactly the same; little houses humped up the
hills, shops and Festiva halls hulking aong the Streets, cobbles and walls and crooked roofs, chimneys
twisting up to breathe smoke into the hazy sky, and the School Houses on the ridge above. Havad's
House, where Mandor had been Gamesmaster. Dorcan's House across the way. Bilme's House, where it
was said Wizards, were taught. Mertyn's House where my thalan was chief Gamesmaster, where | had
grown up in the nurseries to be bullied; by Karl Pig-face and to love Mandor and to depart. A sick,
sweet feding went through me, haf nausea, half delight, together with the crazy ideathat | would ask
Mertyn to let me Stay at the House, be a student again. Most students did not leave until they were
twenty-five. | could have dmost a decade here, in the peace of Schooltown. | came to myself to find
Chance clutching my horsg's bridle and staring & me in concern.

"What isit, boy?Y ou look asthough you'd been ghost bit.”
"Nothing." | laughed, abit unsteadily. "A crazy idea, Brother Chance.”
"Y ou haven't caled methat snce we left here.”

"No. But we're back, now, aren't we? Don't worry, Chance. I'm all right." We turned the horses
over to a stable pawn and went in through the small side door beside the kitchens. It was second nature
to do S0, habit, habit to remove my hat, to go off along the corridor behind Chance, habit to hear a
familiar voicerise tauntingly behind me.

"Why, if it isn't old Fat Chance and Prissy Pete, come back to go to School with usagain.”

| stopped dead in savage delight. So, Karl Pig-face was ill here. Of course hewas il here, dong
with al hisfellow tormentors. He had not seen my face. Slowly | put the broad black bat upon my head,
turned to face them where they hovered in the side corridor, lips wet and dack with anticipation of
another bullying. | was only a shadow to them where | stood. | shook Chance's restraining hand from my
shoulder, moved toward the lantern which hung alwaysjugt at thet turning.

"Yes, Karl," | whispered in Doras voice. "It is Peter come to School again, but not with you.”
Stepping into the light on the last word, letting them see the death's-head mask, hearing the indrawn
breath, the retching gulp which was dl Karl could get out. Then they were gone, yelping away like
whipped pups, away to the corridors and ttics. | laughed silently, overcome.

"That wasn't nice," said Chance sanctimonioudly.

"Aaah, Chance." | poked himin his purse, where the merchants coinstill clinked fulsomely. "We
have our little failings, don't we? It was you who told meto travel asaNecromancer, Chance. | cannot
helpitif it scaressmall boyswitless.” My fedings of sick sweet nostagiahad turned to ones of ddighted
vengeance. Karl might think twice before bullying asmaler boy again. | planned how, before | left, |
might drive the point home,

In order to reach Mertyn's tower room we had to climb past the schoolrooms, the rooms of the
other Masters. Gamesmaster Gervaise met us on the landing outside his own classroom, and he knew me
at once, seeming totally unawed by the mask.

"Peter, my boy. Mertyn said you'd be coming to visit. He's down in the garden, talking to a
tradesman just now. Come in and have wine with me while you wait for him. Comein, Chance. | have
some of your favorite here to drown the dust of the road. | remember we had trouble keeping it when
you were here, Chance. No less trouble now, but it's | who drink it." He led us through the cold
classroom where the Gamemode swam inits haze of blueto his own sitting room, warm with firdight and



sun. "Brrrr." He shivered as he shut the door. "The older | get, the harder it becomes to bear the cold of
the game modd . But you remember. All you boys have chapped hands and faces fromit.”

| shivered in sympathy and remembrance, accepting the wine he poured. ™Y ou aways had us work
with the modd when it was snowing out, Master Gervaise. And in the heat of summer, we never did.”

"Well, that seems perverse, doesn't it? It wasn't for that reason, of course. In the summer it'ssimply
too difficult to keep the mode s cold. We lock them away down intheice cellar. It will soon be too warm
thisyear. Not like last season where winter went on amost to midsummer.” He poured wine for himself,
sat before thefire. "Now, tell me what you've been doing Since Bannerwell. Mertyn told me al about
that." He shook his head regretfully. "Pity about Mandor. Never trusted him, though. Too pretty.”

| swirled my glass, watching the wine swirl into aspird and climb the edges. "1 haven't been doing

"No Games?' He seemed surprised.
"No, dr. Thereisvery little Gaming in the Bright Demesne.”

"Well, that comes with consorting with Wizards. | told Mertyn you should get out, trave abit, try
your Talent. But it seems you're doing that." He nodded and sipped. " Strange are the Tdents of Wizards.
That's an old saying, you know. | have never known onewell, mysdlf. Is Himaggery easy to work with?"

"Yes, gr. | think heis. Very open. Very honest.”

"Ah." Helaid afinger dong his nose and winked. "Open and honest coversaworld of strategy, no
doubt. Well. Who would have thought ayear ago you would manifest such a Talent as Necromancy.
Rare. Very rare. We have not had a student herein the last twenty years who manifested Necromancy.”

"Thereare Tdents | would have preferred,” | said. Chance was looking modestly at hisfeet, saying
nothing. Thisfact more than anything € se made me cautious. | had been going to say that Necromancy
was not my own or only Talent, but decided to leave the subject aone.

"l don't think | even have a Gamespiece of a Necromancer,” he said, brow furrowed. "Let me see
whether | do. He was up, through the door into the classroom. | followed him as seemed courteous. He
was rooting about in the cold chest which housed the Gamespieces, itself covered with frost and
humming asitsinterna mechanism labored to retain the cold. "Armigers,” hesad. "Plenty of Armigers.
Seers, Shifters, Rancelmen, Pursuivants, quite an array here. Minor pieces; Totem, Taisman, Fetish.
Here's an Afrit, forgotten | had that. Here'sawhole set of air serpents, Dragon, Firedrake, Colddrake,
all in one box. Well. No Necromancer. | didn't think | had one."

| picked up ahandful of the little Gamespieces, dropped them quickly astheir chill bit my fingers.
They were the same size asthe ones | carried so secretly, perhaps less detailed. Under the frogt, |
couldn't be sure. "Gamesmaster Gervaise,” | asked, "where do you get them? | never thought to ask
when | was astudent, but where do they come from?"

"The Gamespieces? Oh, there's a Demesne of magicians, | think, off to the west somewhere, where
they arefashioned. Traders bring them. Mogt of them are give-aways, lagniappe when we buy supplies. |
got that set of air serpentswhen | bought some tools for the stables. Give-aways, as| sad.”

"But how can they give them away? To just anyone? How could they be kept cold?”

Gervaise shook hishead at me. "No, no, my boy. They don't give Gamespieces to anyone but
Gamesmagters. Who e se would want them? They do it to solicit custom. They give other thingsto other
people. Some merchants | know receive nice gifts of spices, things from the northern jungles. All to solicit
custom.” He patted the cold chest and led the way back to Chance. The level of winein the bottle was
considerably lower, and | smiled. He gave me that blank, "Who, me?" stare, but | smiled nonetheless.

"l hear Mertyn'stread onthe stairs” | said. "l take leave of you, Gamesmaster Gervaise. We will
talk again before | leave." And we bowed ourselves out, onto the stair. | said to Chance, "Y ou were very
slent.”

"Gervaiseisvery takative among his colleagues, among the tradesmen in the town, among farmers.



..." Chance said. ™Y ou may be sure anything you said to him will be repeated thrice tomorrow.”
"Ah" | sad. "Wdl, we gave him little enough to talk of."

"That'ss0," he agreed owlishly. "Asis often best. Y ou go up to Mertyn, lad. I'm for the kitchensto
see what can be scratched up for our lunch.”

So it was | knocked on Mertyn's door and was admitted to hisrooms by Mertyn himself. | did not
know quite what to say. It wasthefirst timel had seen himinthis place since | had learned we were
thalan. | have heard that in distant places there are some people who care greetly about their fathers. It is
true here among some of the pawns. My friend Y arrdl, for example. Well, anong Gamesmen, that
emotion is between thalan, between male children and mother's full brother; between female children and
mother'sfull sster. Hereisit such abond that women who have no siblings may choose from among their
intimate friends those who will stand in such stead. But our relationship, Mertyn's and mine, had never
been acknowledged within this house.

Hesolvedit dl for me. "Thaan," he said, embracing me and taking the cloak from my shoulders.
"Here, give me your hood, your mask. Pfah! What an ugly get-up. Still, very wiseto wear it. Chance's
choice, no doubt? He was always awary one. | did better than | knew when | set him to watch over
you."

| was suddenly happy, contented, able to smilefull in hisface without worrying what he would say
or think when | told him why | came. "Why did you pick Chance?" | asked.

"Oh, hewas arasca of asailor, left here by aboat which plied up and down the lakes and riversto
the Southern Seas. | liked him. No nonsense about him and much about survival. So, | said, you stay
here in this House as cook or groom or what you will, but your job isto watch over thislittle one and see
he growswdl.”

"Hedid that," | said.

"He did that. Fed you cookies until your eyes bulged. Stood you up against the bulliesand let you
fight it out. Spesking of which, | recall you often had abit of trouble with Karl? Had a habit of finding
whatever would hurt the mogt, didn't he?!

"Oh," | said and laughed hitterly, "he did, indeed. Probably till does.”

"Does, yes. Early Tdent showing there. Something to do with digging out secrets, finding hidden
things. Unpleasant boy. Will be no less unpleasant in the True Game | should think. Well, Chance stood
you upto him."

"I'm grateful to you for Chance," | said. "I . . . | understand why you did not call me thalan before.”

"| didn't want to endanger you, Peter. If it had been known you were my full Sister's son, some oaf
would havetried to use you against me. Some oaf did it anyhow, though unwittingly.” He sat Sllent for a
moment. "Well, lad, what brings you back to Mertyn's House? | had word you were coming, but no
word of the reason.”

"l want to find Mavin."

"Ah. Areyou quite sure that iswhat you want to do?"

"Quitesure"

"I'll help you then, if I can. Y ou understand that | do not know where sheis?"

| nodded, though until that moment | had hoped he would tell me whereto find her. Still.

Hewent on, "If | knew where she was, any Demon who wanted to find her could smply Read her
wheregboutsin my head and pass the word dong to whatever Gamesman might be wanting to challenge
her. No. She'stoo secret an animad for that. She gives me sets of directionsfrom timetotime. That'sal.
If I need to find her, | haveto try to decipher them."

"But you'l tell mewheat they are?’

"Oh, I've written down a copy for you. She gave them to me outside Bannerwell, where we were



camped on Havgor Dike. Y ou remember the place? Well, she cameto my tent that night, after the
battle, and gave them to me. Then she pointed away north—which isimportant to remember, Peter,
north—and then she vanished.”

"Vanished?'
"Went. Away. Slipped out of the tent and was gone. Took the shape of an owl and flew away, for
al I know. Vanished."

"Doesn't she ever stay? Y ou must have grown up together as children?”

"Oh, wdll, by thetime | was of an age to understand anything, she was amost grown, aready
Tdented. Still, | remember her as she was then. Shewas very lovely in her own person, very strange,
liking children, liking me, others my age. She did tricks and changesfor us, thingsto make uslaugh

"And she brought meto you?"'

"Y es. When you were only atoddler. She said she had carried you unchanging, and nursed you,
unchanging, al those long months never changing, so that you would have something real to know and
love. But the time had come for you to be schooled, and she preferred for some reason not to do that
among Shifters. | never knew exactly why, except that she felt you would learn more and be safer here.
S0, she brought you hereto me, in Mertyn'sHouse, and | lied to everyone. | said you were Festival-get
I'd found wrapped in a blanket on the doorstep. Then | tried never to think about you when there were
Demons about.”

"And | never knew. No one ever knew."
"No. | wasagood liar. But not agood Gamesman. | couldn't keep you away from Mandor."
"He beguiled me," | mused. "Why me? There were smarter boys, better-looking boys.”

"He was clever. Perhaps he noticed something, somelittle indication of our relationship. Well. It
doesn't matter now. Y ou're past al that. Mandor is shut up in Bannerwell, and you want to find Mavin
Manyshaped. It will bedifficult. Youll haveto go done.”

| had not considered that. | had assumed Chance would go with me wherever | went.

"No, you can't take Chance. Mavin may make it somewhat easier for you to find her, but she will
not trust anyone else. Here," he said and handed me afold of parchment. "I've written out the directions.”

Periplus of acity which fearsthe unborn.

Hear of astupration incorporeal.

In that place agarment defiled

and an eyeless Seer.

Ask him the name of the place from which he came
and theway fromit.

Go not that way.

Befriend the shadows and beware of friends.

Walk on fire but do not swimin water.

Seek Out sent-far's monument, but do not look upon it.
In looking away, find me.

"It makes no sense,” | cried, outraged. "No sense at al!”

"Go to Havgor Dike," he said soothingly. " Then north from there. She would not have made the
directionstoo difficult for either of us, Peter. She does not want to be lost forever, only very difficult to
find. You'l beabletoravd it out, line by line. Thereisonly one caution | must give you."

Hewaited until he saw that he had my full attention, then made hiswarning, severa times. "Do not
go near Pfarb Durim. If you go to the north or northwest, do not go near that place, nor near the place
they cal Pofflewhichis, in truth, known as Hell's Maw." He patted me on the shoulder, and when |



asked curious questions, as he must have known | would, said, "It isan evil place. It has been evil for
centuries. We thought it might change when old Blourbast was gone, but it remains evil today. Mavin
would not send you near it—smply avoid it!" And that was dl he would say about that.

We went down into the kitchens, sat there in the warmth of that familiar place, eating grole sausage
and cheese with bread warm from the baking. It was a comforting time, asweet time, and it lasted only a
littlewhile. For Gervaise came bustling in, hisiron-tipped staff making a clatter upon the stones.

"An Elator has come, Mertyn," he cried. "He demands to see you a once. He comes from the
Bright Demese..."

So we went up as quickly as possibleto find an Elator there, one | knew well, Himaggery's trusted
messenger.
"Gamesmader,” he said, "the Wizard Himaggery and the old Seer, Windlow, have vanished.”

"Vanished?' It was an echo of my own voice saying that word, but thistime we were not talking of
Shifters. Mertyn asked again, "What do you mean, vanished?'

"They went to Windlow's rooms after the evening medl, Sir, asking that wine be sent to them there.
When the steward arrived, the room was disturbed but empty. We searched the Demesne, but they are
both gone

"Why have you comefirs to me?'

"Gamesmader, | wastold by the Wizard sometime since that if anything untoward should happen, |
wasto cometo you."

"Windlow told me," | cried. "Just before | left. That's what he meant when he said they would need
your help soon. That word would reach you."

"l warned them," Mertyn grated. "I warned them they might be next if they went on withiit."
"Next?' Theword fatered in my throst.

"Next to disappear. Next to vanish. Next to be gone, astoo many of our colleagues and alies now
aregone.”

"I might have stopped it," | cried. "Himaggery told me he needed me, but | wouldn't listen.

He shook me, took me by my shoulders and shook me as though | had been seven or eight years
old. "Thisisno timefor dramatics, my boy, or flights of guilt. Be ill. Let methink."

So | wasdlill, but it wasaguilty stillness. If | had been there? If | had been willing to take up the
Gamesmen of Barish and use them, use the Taents? Would Himaggery and Windlow till be there? |
wanted to cry, but Mertyn's grip on my shoulder did not loosen, so | stood silent and blamed myself for
whatever it was that had happened.

The Skip-rope Chant

Mind's mistress, moon's whesl, cobweb Didir, shadow-sted!.
Mighty wing, lord of sky, lofty Tamor. hover high.
Night-dark. dust-old, bony Dorn, grave-cold.

Flesh-queen, love-dar, lust-pae, Trandilar.

Pain'smaid, broken leaf, Dealpas, heart's grief.

Cheer'sface, trust's clasp, far and strong is Wafnors grasp.
Far-eyed Sorah, worshipper, many gods who never were.
Here and gone, flashing fast. Hatfior is Trusted | ast.

Chilly Shattnir, power's sore, calling Game forevermore.
Fire and smoke, horn and bell. messages of Buind.



Shifted, fetched, sent-far, trickiest is Thandbar.
When dl timeis padt, eevenfirs, devenlast.
The Gamesunen of Barish, their Taents.

Grandmother Didir, First Demon. Taent, Telepathy.
Grandfather Tamor, First Armiger. Tdent, Levitation.
Dorn, First Necromancer. Taent, Raising of Ghogsts.
Trandilar, First Ruler. Taent, Beguilement.

Dedpas, First Heder. Tdent, Healing.

Wafnor, First Tragamor. Taent, Telekines's.

Sorah. First Seer. Taent, Clairvoyance.

Hafnor, First Elator. Taent, Teleportation.

Shattnir, First Sorcerer. Taent, Power storage.
Buind, Firgt Sentindl. Tdent, Fire sarting.
Thandbar, First Shifter. Taent, Shapeshafting.

The eeven represent the pantheon of elders, the "respected ones' of the religion of Gameworld.

NOTE: Thereare short versesfor every Gamesman in someissues of the Index of Gamesmen,
over four thousand different titles. In some areas, skip-rope competitions are held during which young
men and women attempt the recitation of the entire Index. The last person to complete thistask
successfully was Minery Mindcagter, in her eighteenth year, at the competition in Hilbervae.

2 — A City Which Fears the Unborn

At the end of the short time which followed, it was Mertyn who left me, not | who left him. | had
never seen himinthiskind of flurry, thisKingly bustle with al the House a his command and no nonsense
about not using Taentsin a Schooltown. He smply ordered and it was done, ahorse, packing, certain
books from the library, foodstuffs, two Armigers and ayoung Demon to accompany him. | did nothing
but get in hisway, each timetrying to tell him that | would go back with him to the Bright Demesneto do
what | should have donein thefirst place. He would have none of it.

"For thelove of Divine Didir, Peter, St down and be till. If there were anything you could do, |
would have you do it inamoment. Thereisnothing. Believe me, nothing. Just now the most important
thing you can do iswhat you were intending to do anyhow, find Mavin and tell her what has happened
here. Give me amoment with these people and I'll talk to you about it.

So | sat and waited, with ill grace and badly concealed hurt. It was quite bad enough to remember
that | had come away when | was needed; it was worse now to be denied return when | was eager to
help. At last Mertyn had al his minions scattered to his satisfaction, and he came back to me, sitting
beside meto take my hand.

"Thaan, put your feelings asde. No—I know how you fed. Y ou could not have failed to love old
Windlow. All who know him do. Asfor Himaggery, it is hard not to like him, admire him, even when he
ismogt infuriating. So, you want to help. Y ou can. Hear me, and pay utmogt attention.

"For some time there have been disappearances. Gamesmen of high rank. Wizards. Almost dways
from among those we would call ‘progressive.’ Many have been Windlow's sudents over the years. It



can't be mere happenstance, coincidence. We suspect the cause but have no proof.

"Are those who have vanished dead? If they are, then some among the powerful Necromancers
should be able to raise them, query them, find out what has happened. So, Necromancer after
Necromancer has called into the dust of time, but none of the vanished rise. Insteed, for some few of the
searchers, it has been Necromancer Nine, highest risk, and they have vanished aswell. Gone. Not dead,
Or, if dead, dead in away no others have ever died." He shivered as though cold. "If not dead, then
where? Demon after Demon has sought them, and for some of them it has been Demon's Eyes Nine; they
have disappeared aswell. Are they imprisoned? Pursuivant after Pursuivant has searched, Rancelmen
have delved. We find nothing. Those who vanish are smply gone.

"Y et «till we pursue our god, our studies. Himaggery. Hisdlies. Windlow's old students. Though
our aliesvanish, our numbers continue to grow—sowly, too dowly. | warned Himaggery to draw no
attention to himself. Bannerwell was a mistake, though we had to do it. As Windlow would say, it was
moraly correct but tactically wrong. So it has happened. Old Windlow evidently had some
foreknowledge of it; hetold you | would be needed. Well, | will go and try to hold things together while
you seek out Mavin because we need her. We need her clever mind, her hidden ways, her sense of
Srategy. Y ou can help most by finding her, which you would have donein any case.”

| could not be so discourteous as to argue against that. He meant what he said. It was no mere sop
for my comfort. | swallowed my pride and assented, sorrowing that | had refused help earlier and that it
was now too late. He pulled me close, whispering.

"Thaan, mark me. Y ou have the eidolon of Dorn. | know you didike using it, but if you have chance
to do so, query among the dead for Himaggery and Windlow. If you—by any chance—use others of
those Tdents—no, don't say anything, boy—seek for Himaggery and Windlow. Even haf answersare
better than no answersat al.”

He kissed me and went. | was|eft in his place done, among the tumble of packing, things haf out of
boxes, paper scattered upon histable, maps curling out of their cases, a disorder which spoke more
harshly than words of his state of mind. | spent an hour setting it right, then went to make my own
preparations and to take farewell of Chance.

It was not easy. He did not accept that | would have to go aone. He could accept only that Mertyn
had so ordered, and he was as bound by that order as|. At the end he told me he would go back to the
Bright Demesne to await my return. He said that two or three times, to await my return, as though by
saying it he could assure it would be so. It comforted me more than it did him, I'm sure. Perhaps he
intended it s0. | was very uncertain of what was to happen next, so preoccupied | paid no attention at all
to Karl Pig-face and by my contemptuous silence (for so he and hisfollowersinterpreted it) did his
unpleasant reputation grave and permanent harm. At thetime, | didn't think of him at dl.

| rode out of Schooltown at first light. It was athree-day trip to Bannerwel | from the town. | madeit
intwo, riding late and rising early, paying no attention to the scenery and egting in the saddle.

Havgor Dikelay just east of the fortress of Bannerwell. | came upon it at evening, late, with only an
afterglow in the sky where the high clouds still shed alittle reflected light. A star shone above the clouds,
only one, trembling like atear in the sadness of dusk with its blue-brown scent of dark, bat-twittered and
hesitant. | saw one londy figure upon the Dike, black against the glow, and rode up to ask what housing
might be availablefor the night. As| came closer, | saw that it was Riddle, Tossas father, that lean
Immutable who had come to Bannerwell with Chance and Y arre a the very end of the battle, making
battle unnecessary.

It struck me when he turned to face me that he showed no fear at al. No stranger had confronted
me since | had left the Bright Demesne without showing some shrinking from me. perhagpsacurious,
awed stare followed, more times than not, by the "ward-of-evil," by an over-the-shoulder tare ashe
hurried away. Riddle had no fear, but it was afew moments before | realized that he did not know who |
was and that it did not matter. He was an Immutable. They did not fear the Taents of Gamesmen, not
even of Necromancers.



"Do | know you?' he asked, leaning on thewall, gaze burrowing at my gauze-wrapped face. "Have
wemet?!

"It's Peter, Riddle," | said, pulling the hood from my head and running dirty fingersthrough my dirtier
hair. "'l should have spoken.”

"Peter." He gave me hisoddly kind smile, reached out to touch my face asthough | had been his
child or closefriend. "To see you dressed so. | had forgotten you had this Talent. | thought it was
something to do with . . . changing shape.”

| started to say something about the Gamesmen of Barish, caught myself and said nothing. No one
knew of the Gamesmen but Windlow and Himaggery, Silkhands, Chance—one or two others who
would say nothing about them. Instead of explaining, | shrugged the question away. " Small reason for you
to remember. | did not stay long here a Havgjor Dike once Bannerwell was overthrown. Have you
played jailor here done since then?' | knew the Immutables had intended to stay at Bannerwell long
enough to assure there would be no more of Mandor's particular kind of threat, but | had not expected
Riddle himsdlf to stay among them. Hewas said to be their leader, though | had never heard him claim
any suchtitle.

"No," hereplied. "They sent for me after Mandor died.”

"Dead? Mandor?' | could not imagineit, even though | had foretold it myself. | had known he could
not long withstand the pain of a disfigurement visible to everyone, of loss of power, of the absence of
adoration, not hewho had lived for power and adoration and had adored himsdlf not least among them.
And yet ... it was strange to think of him dead. "How did he die?"

"From the tower.” Riddle indicated the finger of stone which gestured rudely from the western edge
of the keep. "He stood there often. We saw him in the dusk, or at dawn, ablack blot againgt the sky.
Then one morning he was not there, and his body was found among the stones a the river'sside. They
sent for methen, and | arrived intimeto learn that Huld had gone aswell.”

"Dead?'

"| fear not." Helooked angry, biting off the words as though they tasted bad. "Himaggery had left
Demons here, around the edges of the place, to Read if any tried to escape. They did not Read Huld. |
theorize that he drugged himself into unconsciousness after hiding in awood wagon or some such.
Certainly he went past usall without betraying his presence.

| said nothing. | did not like theideaof Huld loose in theworld. | shivered, and Riddle reached out
to meagain.

"So, my boy. What brings you to the Dike? Was it to meet with Mandor again?’

| shivered once more. "Never. | have an errand away north of here, and the Dikeis a convenient
place to begin the northern journey. .

"Ah. Well, you will not begin that road tonight, will you? Thereistimefor hot food, and for a bath?
Sometalk, perhaps. | have not had news of the south for sometime. .

So | went with him to his camp, asturdy stone house near the mill, once dmost in ruins but reroofed
and made solid by the Immutables and those pawns reeased from Bannerwell. We were waited on by
quiet people with faces | thought | recognized from the time of my captivity. At my ungpoken question,
Riddle explained.

"These were Mandor's people, yes. Once his powers were nullified by our being here, he could not
beguile them any longer. None would stay. They saw him, feared him, gradualy learned what he had
done to them and so began to hate him, | think. He could not bear it."

"What had he doneto them?' | asked cynicaly. "More than any Gamesman does?'

"More," he said. "Though perhapsit was not he who conceived it. . . . No. | will say no more about
it

| wanted to hear no more about it, though later | wasto wish | had inssted. | told him of the



disappearance of Windlow and of Himaggery. He withdrew into startled silence, but then told me of
other vanishments he knew of. He speculated, dmost in awhisper. | drank wine and tried not to fall
adeep. Others of the Immutables came in and greeted me kindly enough. They murmured among
themselveswhile | yawned. Then we were done and Riddle was leaning across the table to put hisface
closetomine.

"I have no right to ask it, Peter, but | beg a service of you. One you may beloath to give."
"l will dowhat | can,” | murmured, half adeep.
"We need to speak with Mandor's spirit."

The sicknessrosein me so that | choked on it, retching, tears pouring from my eyesas| tried not to
vomit upon the table. In amoment he was putting cool water on my face, giving me a cup to drink. "How
canyou ask it," | gargled at him. "And why?What would you know that his ghost can tell you?"

"We have found certain ... thingsin Bannerwell. After Huld had gone, our people found them and
summoned me. They are ... things which some of these pawns have reason to remember with great pain.
We have studied them as best we may. We need to know what they are, how used, but more important,
from whence they came. Mandor would have known. We bdlieve they belonged to him."

"Certain things. He showed them to me. They were stored in aback room of the stone house,
srangethings, crysta linkages, wires, boards on which wires and crystals together made patternsfull of
winking lightswhich told me nothing. They reminded me of something . . . something. Suddenly | hadit.
"Riddle. Long ago-ah, not long ago. About ayear. Mertyn sought to protect me from being eaten up ina
Game. His servant, Nitch, sewed athing into my tunic, athing of wires and beads, athing like these
things. If you would know of them, ask Mertyn."

"We have done. It was Nitch who knew the doing of it, not Mertyn. Nitch has gone, goneinthe
night without aword.”

"Vanished? Like the others?'
"No. Smply gone. Have you heard of 'magicians?’
Wherehad | heard of. . . yes. "Gamesmaster Gervirnse. He said the little blue Gamesmen were

made by magicians, west somewhere. | had not heard of magicians before, save aswe dl have. At
Fedtivals, doing tricks with birds and making flowers appear out of nothing."

"I do not think a Festival magician made these." He shut the door upon them and led me back to the
table before thefire. | knew hewould ask me again. | wanted to refuse. How could | refuse? Oh,
Gamelords, in what guise might the spirit of Mandor rise to greet the eidolon of Dorn?

"By Towering Tamor, Riddle, you ask ahard thing."

"I know. But itissaid your Taent isgreat. | would not ask it, save you come so fortuitoudy to our
need. | thought of it when | saw your mask, at first, and | would not ask not if | thought it endangered
you.

How could | tell him that it did endanger me? It sickened me, yes. Brought nightmares and horrors,
but endangerment? Well, | would lose no blood nor flesh over it. Perhapsthat was the only
endangerment which counted. Riddle's daughter, Tossa, had lost her lifein aiding me. | could not refuse
him.

"Inthemorning,” | begged. "Not a night.”

"Certainly, inthemorning,” he agreed. | might just aswell have doneit in the dark for dl thedeep |
had.

We went to the pit in the gray dawn. They had not laid Mandor with his ancestors and
predecessors in the catacombs beneath the fortress, and | was thankful of that. There the ghosts were as
thick asfleas on alazy dog, and | had no wish to raise ahost on thisday. No, Mandor lay beneath the
sod in akind of declivity alittle to the north of the walls, a place fragrant and grassy, slent except for the
sgh of wind in the dark firswhich bounded it. Riddle let me go into the place done, staying well away



from mein order that hisown, strange "Tdent" not impede mine. . . or Dorn's. Adl left him, he said, "We
need to know whence these things came. What their purposeis. By whom made. Can you ask these
things?'

| tried to explain. "Riddle, | have not heretofore questioned phantoms to know what knowledge
they may have. Those discarnate ones | raised on this land before were ancient, long past human
knowledge, only creatures of dust and hunger, fetches to my need.”

"It issaid that Necromancers are full of subtlety."

"l will beassubtleas| can." Though it would be Dorn being subtle, rather than Peter. | took the
little Gamesman into my hand, fingersfinding it & oncein the pouch asthough it had struggled through the
crowd to come into my grasp. He came into me like heet, burning my skin at first, then scalding deeper
and deeper, nothing wraithy or indistinct about it, rather aman come homeinto afamiliar place. | was not
surprised when he greeted me, " Peter.”

"Dorn," | whispered. Before, | had been fearful. Thistime | was less so, and perhaps this accounted
for my courtesy to him, asthough he were my guest. | explained what we were to do, and he became my
tutor.

"Here and here," he said. "Thus and thus." My hand reached out, but it was Dorn who pointed the
finger at the grass, Dorn who called the dust and bones within to rise. Mandor had not been long dead.
The ground cracked and horror cameforth, little by little, the worms dropping fromiit asit rose. | heard
Riddle on the hill behind me choking back a gasp, whether awe or fear | could not tell.

"Thusand thus," Dorn went on. "So and s0."

The bones became clad in flesh, the flesh in robes of state. The head became more than a skull, then
was crowned once more, until at last what had been so horrible at the end of Mandor's. life became the
beauty | had known in Schooltown, bright and lovely asthe sun, graceful asgrass, and looking & me
from deeth'seyes. From this uncanny fetch came acry of such eerie gladnessthat my heart chilled.
"Whole," it cried in aspectrd voice. "Oh, | am risen whole again”

| could have wept. Thiswholeness was not an intended gift, and yet ... it was one | would have
made him during lifeif | had known how. "So and 0," said with Dorn within me. Y ou could not have
made him so or kept him so inlifefor any length of time."”

Riddle called from the hillsde, reminding me of our purposethere. So | asked it, or Dorn did, of
those strange crystaline contrivances which Riddle was so concerned about. The phantom seemed not to
understand.

"These are not things which Mandor knew. These are things of Huld. Playthings for Huld. Magicians
made them. Huld understood them, not Mandor. Oh, Mandor, whole, whole again ..."

| heard Riddle cursing, then he called to me, "I'm sorry, Peter. Let the pathetic thing go back to its
grave

But | was not ready to do that. | had remembered Mertyn's words concerning those who had
vanished.

'‘Mandor, do you speak with others where you are? Do the dead talk together?”

The fetch stared at me with dead eyes, eyesin which abrief, horrible flameflickered, afirefly
awareness, alast kindling.

"InHdl'sMaw," it screamed a me. "They speak, the dead who linger speak, beforethey fdl to
dust, in the pits. When dl is dust, we go, we go.

"Have you spoken to Himaggery?' | asked. "To Windlow the Seer?' | remembered the names of
others Riddle had told me of and asked for them, but the apparition sighed no, no, none of these.

Then it drew itself up and that brief flame lit the empty eyes once more. "Words come where
Mandor is... troubling al ... seeking those you seek ... not there ... not inthe place ... Peter ... let me be
whole, whole, whole."



| sobbed to Dorn. "L et him be whole, Dorn, as he goesto rest.” And so it was the phantom sank
into the earth in the guise he had once worn, the kingly crown disappearing at last, in appearance as
whole as he had been in Schooltown before his own treachery maimed him.

And | was|eft done, Dorn gone, Mandor gone, only Riddle standing high upon the rim asthe wind
sighed through the black firs and the grasses waved endlessfarewell on Mandor'sgrave. Indde mea
small dam seemed to break, a place of swampy fear drained away, and | could turn to Riddle with my
face amost calm to go with him back to the millhouse. He was no more given to talk than I, and we had
adlent breskfast, both of usthinking thoughts of old anguish and, | believe, new understanding.

When we had eaten he said, "Peter, | will go with you away north. | have an errand in that genera
direction, and it is better never to travel done. That is, if | am welcome and my own attributes will not
inhibit your ... busness.”

| laughed alittle. "Riddle, my busnessisasmple one. | am going in search of my mother who has
... left word of her whereabouts in a place known as'a city which fearsthe unborn.’ All I know of the
placeisthat it isnorth of here.”

"But, my boy, | know the place," he exclaimed. "Or, | should say, I've heard of it. It isthe city of
Betand, between the upper reaches of the Banner and ... what isthe name of that river?... well, another
river to thewest. | will go with you amogt that far. My business will take me east at the wilderness pass!’

"Why isit cdled acity which fearsthe unborn?'

"It s;emsto me| heard the story, but I've forgotten the details of it. Something to do with a
haunting, some mischance by awandering Necromancer. Y our Talent is not generdly loved, Peter,
though | can seethat it may be useful.”

Hewas being kind, and | helped him by changing the subject. | was glad enough of his company,
gladder till when he proved to be a better cook than Chance and amost as good a companion as my
friend Yarrel had been when we were friends. On the road we talked of athousand things, most of them
things | had wondered at for years.

One of the things that became apparent was that the Immutables cared little for Gamesmen. RiddI€'s
toleration of me and of afew others such as Himaggery was not typical. | asked him why they let
Gamesmen exercise Tdents at dl, feding asthey did.

"We are not numerous enough to do otherwise," he said. "There are fewer Immutables than there
are Gamesmen, many fewer. We do not bear many children, our numbers remain smal and our own
skillsremain unchanging through time. Immutable, as you would say. Each of us can suppressthe Taent
of any Gamesman for some distance around us. | can be safe from Demons Reading my thoughts or
Armigers Flying from above, but | am not safe from an arrow shot from a distance or aflung spear, as
youwdl know."

| nodded. Tossa had died from an arrow wound.

"S0. those of uswith the ability find it safer to band together in towns and enclaves with our own
farms and crafters. Thuswe can protect oursalves and our familiesfrom any danger save force of smple
arms, and this we can oppose with arms of our own. We could be overrun, | supposg, if any group of
Gamesmen chose to do so, but Gamesmen depend too much upon their Taents. Without the Taent of
Beguilement, few if any of their Rulers would be able to lead men into battle. And, of course, the pawns
will not fight us. They turnto usfor help from timeto time."

"I would think al pawnswould flock to you for protection.”

"We could not protect them. We aretoo few."

"What do they want, you want, Riddle? The Immutables?’

"We want what any people want, Peter. We want to fedl secure, to live. Wewant to be freeto

admire the work of our own hands. Even Gamesmen do the same. Why e se their 'schools and their
festivals? The Gamesmen depend upon the pawnsfor labor, for the production of grain, fruit, mest. If



we were numerous enough to protect the pawns, and if they cameto us, then . . . then the Gamesmen
would fight, even without their hep.”

"They could till the soil themselves" | offered, somewhat doubtfully.

"Would they?" asked Riddle. Both he and | knew the answer to that. Some few would. Some few
probably did, out of preference. Asfor the othersin their hundreds of thousands, they would rather diein
battle than engagein "pawnish” behavior.

So we rode together, | inthe circle of hisprotection, hein the circle of fear which came with the
Necromancer's garb. No one bothered us. There wasllittle traffic upon the road in any case, and those
we encountered |eft along distance between themselves and us.

"Thethings you found in Bannerwell," | asked. "Why are you so curious about them?"

"I am curious about anything subtle and secret, Peter. It isdifficult to keep secretsamong
Gamesmen. A powerful Demon can learn dmost anything one knows, can dig out thoughts one does not
know one has. How then are secrets kept? Y ou would not deny that they are kept?”

"One has one's own Demons to guard against thought theft by outsiders. One staysin one'sown
purlieus, in ones own Demesne. .

"Ah, but walls of that kind can be breached, or sapped. No. Sometimes secrets are kept, even by
those who go about the world in the guise of ordinary Gamesmen. There were secretskept in
Bannerwdll. Someone there knew things that others do not. Huld, it seems. How did he managethat. . .

"Do you know,"" he went on, suddenly confidential, "asachild | envied the Gamesmen. Yes. | was
much enamored of Sarah. A Sear. How wonderful to seetheinvisible, theinscrutable, the future ... how
wonderful to know everything!"

"I don't think that's quite how it works," | said, remembering old Windlow and hisfrustration at
partid visonsof uncertain futures.

"Perhaps not. Still. There are many things | want to know. For example, does the name 'Barish’
mean anything to you?"' His tone was casud, but he watched me from the corner of hiseye.

| took adeep bresth, hiding it, wondering what to say. "Barish? Why, itsanamefrom rdigion. A
Wizard, wasn't he? Did something very secret and subtle-l forget what." | waited, scarcely ableto
bresthe. "Isit aname | should know?"

"Secret and subtle.” He mused. "No. Everyone knows that much, and seemingly no one knows
morethan that." He smiled. "l am merdly interested in secret and subtle things, and | ask those who may
know. | have heard, recently, of this Barish."

| turned my hand over to let hiswords run out. "1 do not know, Riddle. Y ou riddie me as you must
riddle others. Do you dways ask such questions?”

"I talk to hear my voice, boy. | tie words on ajourney as awoman tiesribbons on her hat."
"Dothey?' | asked, interested. "I have only seen ribbons on students Tunics, come Festiva."

"Oh, wdll, Peter. Y ou have not seen much.” And with that, he lapsed into aong, comfortable
slence. It had rained betimes and we found lung-mushrooms al dong the sides of falen trees. Riddle cut
away anice bunch of them, glistening ivory in the dusk, and rolled them in medl to fry up for our supper.
Hetold me about living off the countryside, more even than Y arrdl had done. Riddle spoke of roots and
shoots, berries and nuts, how to cook the curled fronds of certain fernswith abit of smoked mest, how
to bake earth-fruitsin their skins by wrapping them first in the leaves of the rain-hat bush, then in mud,
then burying the whole in the coas at evening to have warm and tender for the morrow's breakfast.

Our road cut across country between loops of the River until the land began to rise more steeply.
Then the River ran straight or in long jogs between outcroppings, plunging over thesein an hysteria of
white water and furious spray. Our horses climbed, and we strode beside them for part of each morning
and each afternoon so they would not tire or become lame. Stone lanterns aong the way began to
appear, a first only broken, old ones. half crumbled to gravel, but later newer ones, and then oneslit with



votivelights.
"What arethese?' | asked. "Burning good candles herein the daylight?"

"Wards againgt the Gifters,” said Riddle. "The people here-abouts are most wary of Giftersand
what Giftsthey may make to the unsuspecting.”

"Why have |l never heard of them until now?"
"Because students hear of very little" He did not make it arebuke, but | was offended nonetheless.
"We were taught morning to evening. They did nothing but teach us of things."

"They did nothing but teach you of certain things" Riddle replied sternly. "And they told you nothing
of other things. They told you nothing of the Gifters, though the world north of the Great Bowl goesin
congtant fear of them. Y ou aretold nothing of the nations and places of thisworld, but only of the small
part you inhabit

"Riddle." | was caught up in acurious excitement. "Why do you say thisworld? Do you believeit is
true what the fablers say, that there are more worlds than this?"

"There are stories of others. Not that the stories are necessarily true. But that's part of what | mean.
In the Schoolsyou are al taught so little about what redly is and what may truly be."

"Why would they do that? Why would my own thalan, for example, fail to teach methings| would
need to know?"'

"Because they do not believe you do need to know," he replied in exasperation. "They think the
least told, the least troubled. If you do not hear of the Northern Lands, you will not venture there. If you
do not hear of Gifters, you will not fall prey to one. Itisal arrant nonsense, of course. Pawner caravans
pick up ahundred ignorant youths and carry them away north for every one who adventuresthere on his
own. Gifters make between-med bites of the naive, while the well-taught escape with their lives. | have
even heard old Gamesmen speak with tearsin their throats of the ‘innocence of youth. ‘Innocence,
indeed. They should say arrant ignorance and be donewith it." He fumed for another league and | did not
interrupt him, for | often learned much by letting him burble. Thusit was| did not ask him more about
Gifterswhen | should have done.

"Thereisapawnish settlement in the south,” he said at last, "in which they do not teach their children
anything of sex. It iskept agreat mystery. The bdlief of this sect isthat thisignorance will keep their
children from harm. Asaresult, they vaue virginity highly and it isvirtualy unknown among them.”

| did not believethis, but alowed it to stand unchalenged aswerode on. | didn't ask about Gifters,
or the northlands, or anything else. Ahwell. Y estersight is perfect, so they say.

We had been severd days on the road when we cameto arolling range of hills and began to track
upward by repeated switch-backs, higher and higher, the way becoming more rocky and precipitous as
we went. | was reminded abit of the road from Windlow's House to Bannerwell, except that thisone did
not seem to run through wilderness. There were villages al dong theway, cut into the sides of the
mountains with meadows the size of handkerchiefs soread upon the ledges, and a constant procession of
lanterns, little ones and big ones, never seeming to run out of candles. At last we cameto ahigh pass at
which the road split, one fork leading downward to the north, the other winding to the east among the
crags.

"Wdll," he said to me. "We are near Betand. We come to the parting of ways, Peter. | am thankful
for your company thusfar. If you will dit your eyesyou will seethe roofs of the city away to the
northwest, and | wish you well in your journey.”

| was sorry to part from him. Truth to tell, | had never been really adone before the brief trip from
Schooltown to Bannerwell, and | did not like it much. It was not fear | felt, but something ese. A kind of
lostness, of being singular of my kind. Asthough there were none near to greet me asfelow. Of course,
the Necromancer's hood had much to do with that. Nonetheless, | had been grateful for his company and
said s0. We sat atime there on the pass, saying nothing much except to let one another know we would



be less comfortable on the journey after we parted. At last, as| was about to run out of polite phrases
and begin to choke, he patted me upon one shoulder.

"l go east from here, to Kiquo, and to the high bridge only recently restored though it was eighty
years ago in the great cataclysm that it fell. | go to seek mysteries, my boy. Y ou go to seek mysteries of
your own. Well, then, good journey and good chance to you." And he went away, not looking back,
leaving meto press down the further dope toward the city | could see beneath meiii the westering sun of
late afternoon.

Smoke lay aboveit like apall through which the towers reached, like the snouts of beasts seeking
upward for air. My eyes watered, just looking at it. If there were not wind before evening, it would be
thick as soup in that bowl which held the city of Betand, the City which Fearsthe Unborn.

3 - Perlplus

It took severa hoursto reach the city, and awind had come softly from the north to greet me as|
rode by the outskirts of the place, inns and caravansaries, stables and eating houses, taverns and stews. |
decided to have ameal before entering the city. There was a place there called the Devil's Uncle, and it
seemed as good as any other from the point of cleanliness and better than most fromitssmell. The stable
boy took my beast without making any signsat al, which | took either asasign of sophistication or of
total ignorance. Either many Necromancers came here or none did. It did not matter much which.

Oncewithin, | saw afew curious faces, one or two down- turned mouths, but no ward-of-evil
signs. | ordered wine and roast fowl and a dish of those same stewed ferns Riddle had fed me on the
outward journey, evidently aloca ddicacy. They were not laggard with the food, nor was| in edtingit.
No one there paid me much attention until | was almost finished and had only haf aglass|eft in thejug.
Then awide-mouthed Trader sat opposite me and showed me his pams. | raised mine courteoudy, and
let himtalk.

"Laggy Nap, fellow-traveler,” he greeted me. "Trader by Taent, philosopher by inclination. What
brings one so young and horridsome to the city of Betand?"

| did not know whether to be offended, which | was, or pretend to be amused. | chose the latter as
having the lesser consequence.

"Merely onewho would travel through Betand on hisway to somewheredse” | said. At which he
laughed, repeating my remark to some others who aso laughed. | supposed there was something
entertaining in the intent to travel through Betand, so ordered wine for those around and asked, all
innocence, if the city were accounted so amusing by al who went there.

"Oh, dr." said the Trader, "it ismy amusement to ask new wanderers whether they intend to go
through Betand, and then to offer them amedl a my expense a the Travelers Joy, which ison the other
sde of the city. Y ou can tell me then whether you were amused, and | will be entertained by your
account." Hefixed aglittering eye upon me, seeming to look further than | would have wished. Hewasa
man with down-danting brows and deep furrows between his eyes, wide-mouthed, as| have said, with a
long, angry-looking nose againgt which his eyes snuggled a bit too closdly. His eyes bdied his mouth, the
one being al motion and laughter while the others were cold and full of accounts.

"Y ou do not wish to tel mewhy | will be... amused?’ | asked him. He merely chuckled, elbowed
some of those around him, and together they engaged in laughter of amocking sort. Almost my hand
sought Dorn in the pouch a my belt, but | decided againgt it. No point in stirring up trouble. | took my
leave of them and went on toward the walls, agaping gate full of torchlight before me.

| began to identify mysdlf, to give some sort of name such as"Urburd of Dornes' or "Dornish of
Caber." Chance and | had made up awhole list of them to be used as needed. The guardsman gave me
no time. Helaid ahand upon my arm and said intently, "' Sir, you are nobody here. If you would not be
charged with agrave offense, remember that. Y ou are nobody."



He passed me on to another guardsman who gazed mein the eye with equd intengity, seeming
unafraid of the death's-head. "Who are you now, sr?'

"l am ... nobody?" | said, wondering what fools game they played and whether | wasthe fool for
playing it with them.

"Surely, surely," said the second guardsman. "Go through this gate, Sr. Leave your horsein the
gablesthere. The matron will meet you."

He had no sooner spoken, directing meto alittle postern gate in the rough wall, when there came a
howling out of the night as though a chase pack of fustigarswaslost in alonely place and crying for their
kind and kindred. He blanched, made the sign of evil-ward, thrust his hands over hisears. I, too, sought
to block my ears, for the cry went up in akeening scream, up and up into an excruciating sllence.
"Quickly." He pushed me. "Go!"

| went. The woman who met me on the other side was plump and motherly, hands thrust benesth
her gpron, chivvying me aong asthough | had been her pet goose.

"Wdl gr," shesad. "What kind of woman would you prefer? There are severd in the waiting house
tonight. Three | would cal abit matronly for you, for you walk like alad no matter the horrid face on
you. Necromancer or no, boy you are, or I'll eat my muffin pan. Wéll, not them, then. I've onevirgin girl
scared out of her wits. Y ou'd do me afavor, you would, to take that one. Nice enough sheis, but as
unschooled as any nit and vocal aong of it

| had no ideawhat she was speaking of. "1 would be glad to do you any service, madam.”

"Good enough, then," she said, stopping at the first door and opening it only long enough to cdll
within. "Sylbie, come out here, lass. Nobody is here.”

A smdll time passed before the girl came out, apae girl with soft brown hair and eyes swollen with
crying. She gave me one glance and shrieked as though ghost hit.

"Oh, stuff and foolishness,” said the Matron. "Sylbie, it isonly aguise. Come now, you've seen
Gamesmen dl your life. Must you scritch at thelad, and him only aboy (as| can tell by hiswalk) to
make him sorry he said held favor you? Y ou could go back and wait for one of those droversto quit
drinking in the Devil's Uncle would you rather?"

"N-n-no, Madam Wilderly," she stuttered. "It's only that it was very unexpected.

At that the howling began again, and we al leaned againgt the stone asiit rushed on us out of the
empty Streets, shrieking and moaning, then dwindling awvay down the throbbing aleys once more. It was
ahorrid sound.

"The unborn,” said the Matron in explanation. "We are haunted, Sr, as you must have heard.”

"I had heard," | said weskly. | had, too, but the reality made the stories dim. | would have gone
mad if | had had to listen to that howling for more than ashort time. These thoughts were halted by the
matron'singructions.

"Just inthere, S, Sylbie. You'l find anice room to the lft at the top of the Sairs. Winedl warm by
thefire and abit of supper to help you get acquainted. The Midwife will be around in the morning, just to
check hasthelaw been complied with." And with that she was off down the street in the direction we had
come.

The girl led me up the dairs, | still wondering what went on. The girl seemed to know, and |
assumed shewould tell me. Besides, once within aroom | could take off the death's-head mask and
wash my face, thus showing her aface which would not frighten her. | did so, and when | took the towel
away, she handed me a cup of wine. She was no longer crying, but she looked frightened till.

"Well," | said. 'Suppose you tell mewhat al thisGameis, Sylbie. I will not harm you, so you need
not make dove'seyesa me.

"Don't you know?"' she asked. "About Betand? | thought everyone for athousand leagues around
must know about Betand.”



"l did not. Even the man | wastraveling with, who had heard of Betand, was not sure of the cause
of itsfame. You arereferred to in our part of the world as "The City Which Fears The Unborn'. Not very
explanatory.”

"Oh, but very descriptive, Sr. It isthe unborn you heard howling in the streets. It has driven some
mad and othersinto despair. My own mother tried to drown hersalf from the constant horror of it. We
cannot deep by night because of the howling, and we cannot deep by day or wewill dl sarve. I, mysdf,
think it might be better to starve. My father said he would rather starve than have me raped, but my
mother said nonsense, the girl must be raped becauseit isthe law.”

| dropped the cup and heard it echo hollowly from under the bed where it rocked to and fro making
clanking sounds. "Raped! By whom?"
"By you, gr. Or, rather, by nobody."

| sat upon the side of the bed and reached for the cup with my foot. " Sylbie, pour more wine. Then
St here beside me and tell me what you have just said. | am quite young, and | do not understand
anything you have said.”

"Oh, gr," she sad, fdling to her kneesto fetch the cup, "truly you are very stupid. | have dready
told you. But | will tell you again.”

"It was two years ago last Festivd that the Necromancer came to Betand. He was an old man, and
he amused the crowd at the Festival by raising small spirits (some said it was forbidden for him to do so
during Festival, and was the cause of al our woe) which danced and sang like little windy shadows. Well,
one night hewas drinking at the Dirty Girdle, atavern which, my mother says, hasawell deserved
reputation, and he got into an argument with the tavern keeper, aman asfoul of mouth as hiskitchen
floor, so says my mother. Doryon, the Necromancer, would not take besting in any battle of words, so
my father says, and so decided to place a haunting upon the tavern. He was very drunk, sir, very drunk.

"So he rose to hisfeet and made some gestures, speaking some certain words, at which, so my
father says, the whole company within the place trembled, for he had summoned up amonstrous spirit
which fulminated and gorbled in the middle of the air, pinning. Then, so my father says, did the old
Necromancer clutch at his chest and fdl like an axed tree down, straight, tiff asadried fish and dead as
one, too.

"But the haunting he had raised up went on boiling and fetching, Sir, growing darker and mereroily
until at last it began to howl, and it howled itsway out of the tavern and into the streets of Betand where
it has howled and howled until this night.”

"But," | said, "why was not some other Necromancer brought to settle the revenant? What one can
raise, surely another can put down. Or so | have always been taught.”

"Sir, it was thought so. But Doryon was very drunk, and the Necromancers who came after said he
had raised no dead spirit from the past but had, instead, raised up some spirit yet unborn, twisted in time
and brought untimely to Betand. None of them knew how to twigt it out of being and into the future
agan.

"So. And so. And so what isthe what of that?' | was baffled, mystified. "What hasthat to do with
being raped becauseit isthe law?’

She shook her head at me asthough | should have seen the whole matter clearly by thistime. "If itis
the spirit of one unborn, thenitisin theinterest of the city that it become born as soon as possible. Which
means that every woman of Betand able to bear must bear at every opportunity.”

"But rape," | protested feehly. "Why?"
"Because al sexud congress except between married personsis defined as rape in the laws of
Betand. Marriages cannot be entered into lightly for mere convenience. There are matters of property, of

family, of dliance. It takes years, sometimes, to work out the agreements and settlements and the
contracts.”



"So they expect meto rape you, to bresk the laws of the city?'

"Oh, truly you are very stupid, sir. Nobody will break the laws. Did they not say you were nobody?
How can nobody break alaw? It is manifestly impossible, so says my mother. We of Betand do not
change our laws readily, so says my father, but we interpret them to our needs.”

"l see. At leadt, | think | see.” | was not sure, but it had begun to make aweird kind of sense.

"I hope s0," she said, wearily taking off her jacket. "Y ou look far less dirty than the drover.”
Removing her blouse, "That is, if one may choose among nobodies.”

My throat was dry. | could think of nothing to say to her, nothing at al. While | poured wine and
drank it, sheremoved dl of her clothing except afilmy thing which began hafway down her front and
ended above her knees. It did little to hide the rest of her. Knowing my history, you will believe it when |
say shewasthe first femae person | had seen so unclothed. Silkhandsthe Hedler, even when she
traveled across the country with us, had never been so unclad. Now that she was bare, Sylbie seemed
not to know what to do next. | offered her wine, and we gulped at it together, each as uncomfortable as
the other.

"Have you had lots of women?' she whispered in avoice which seemed hopeful of an affirmative
answe.

Imanaged to say, "Ummm," in avaguely encouraging tone.

"l didn't want to be fumbled at," she said through tears.

"Urnmm," sympathetically.

"I think it might help if | knew your name.

"P-Peter."

"Wadll, Peter, it'sacomfort that you know about ... everything. My mother saysthat will makeit
much easer,” she said, then shethrew herself sobbing onto the pillows.

I--was--am afearfully stupid person. Until that instant | had not considered the Gamesmen of
Barish which werein the pouch a my belt. Among them was the eidolon of Trandilar, great Queen,
Goddess of beguilement and passion. | had taken that eldolon once before, outside the shattered walls of
Bannerwell. | had not thought of it since, had regjected use of it, had tried to pretend it had never
happened. Now, faced with the sodden misery before me, | could not in conscience ignore Trandilar
longer. Peter, rude boy would indeed "fumble at her." Only Trandilar offered any hope for something less
than agony for us both. My hand found the Gamespiece without trying, asthough it rushed into my hand.
| knew then what to do and how to do it asthe lizard knows the sun.

"Come," | saidtothegirl, laughing. "L et us have some of this good supper the matron has left us.
Tel me about your family. Eyeslike yours are too lovely to spoil with tears.” (Wasthis Peter speaking?
Surely. If not Peter, then who? Nobody?)

Tearswere wiped away. Wine was drunk and food eaten; fire allowed to warm skin to aroseate
gleaming. Bodies alowed to huddle together for comfort when the howling came, to seek the softness of
the mattresses and quilts, to burrow, explore, touch, wonder at, murmur at. Alone, | would have made all
giff, complex, and hateful, but with Trandilar al merdly occurred. | seem to recall some howlsfrom
within the room, but | cannot be sure. It was of no matter.

When | awoke, | found her staring at me, the tears running down her cheeks once again.

"Why areyou crying? What's the matter?"

"They will arrange amarriagefor me," she sobbed, "with someone awful, and it will never belike
thisagan."

Oh, Trandilar. Isnothing ever asit should be?

Later that morning the Midwife came to the door of our room, as the matron had said she would.
Thedress of amidwifeisred, with awhite cowl and owl'sfeathersin acrest. She sared a me. then laid



hands upon Sylbie with an expression of fierce concentration before shaking her head and turning awvay
without aword. At which Sylbie turned unwontedly cheerful, as suddenly as she had become teary
before.

"Y ou must stay another night,” she crowed. "Nothing happened.”

| replied, somewhat iffly, that | felt agood deal had happened, a which she was properly giggly. |
had not known before that girlswere giggly. Boys are, young boys, that is, in the dormitories of the
schools. Perhaps girls are dlowed to retain some childhood habits and joys which boys are not. Or
perhapsit isonly that male Gamesmen are so driven by Taent-but no. The whole matter was too
complex to think out. At any rate, the matron came again to give us leave togainto the market while she
arranged for the room to be cleaned and food brought in. So the day went by and another night during
which | had no redl need of Trandilar, and another morning with Sylbie weeping, for thistime the Midwife
nodded, the owl feathers bobbing upon her head. A child would be forthcoming, it seemed, and the
purpose of my being anobody had been fulfilled. We sat in the window above the Street as she shed
tearsal down thefront of my tunic.

"Thereisno reason to believe you will not have great pleasure with your husband,” | said. Privately,
| thought it unlikely unless he had been taught by Trandilar, until | remembered that Trandilar hersdf hed
been taught by someone. "Dontt cry, Sylbie. Thisisfoolishness!”

"Y ou don't understand,” she cried. "They will marry me off to someone | don't even know.
Someone old, or bald, or fat as a stuffed goose. Y oung men don't get wives with settlements asgood as |
have, or so my mother says. They have not the wherewithd. Only old men have enough of theworld's
wedth to afford awedthy wife. Oh, Peter, | shall die, die, die"

She was such a pretty thing, soft asakitten, warm as amuffin. | was moved to do something for
her, saying to mysdf as| did so that the occasion for doing helpful things should not passme by again
while | mumbled and mowed and made faces at the moon. So much | had done when Himaggery asked
my help. | would not be so laggard in the future.

"Shh, shh," | said. "Bedtill. If | fix it so that you may marry whom you will, will you leave off crying?
Sylbie, tell meyou will stop crying, and | will work amagic for you.

There were kisses, and promises, after which | went off to see the master of that place, agrest fat
pombi of a merchant Duke with more Armigers around him than any Gamesman needsif heishonedt. It
was not easy to get to see him. | needed al the Necromancer's guise to do it. He greeted me coldly, and
| resolved therefore to make the matter harder on him than | had intended.

"I am told that Necromancers have tried heretofore to rid Betand of its spectre,” | intoned. "Without
success. | cometo do what others have not done, if the price be to my liking.”

He shifted in the high seet, staring over my shoulder in the way they do. He would not meet the eyes
behind the death mask, as though he were afraid | would take out hislife and transmit it to another realm
beforetime.

"What price would you ask?' Hisvoice was dl oil and musk, dippery asthrilp skins.

"Onerequest. Not gold nor treasure. Merdly that one of the people of Betand shall be governed
according to my will. For that person'slifetime.” | made my voice snister. He would assume | wanted
torture and deeth as my portion, being of that kind which would sooner kill anyone than give awoman
joy. I know hiskind-or Trandilar knew them. Y es. Perhaps that wasthe way of it.

"One of my people?' He oozed for amoment, thoughtfully. "Will you say which one?!

"Not one closeto you, Great Duke. | would not be so bold. Merely an insignificant one who has
attracted ... my attention.”

He glanced at his counsdlors, seeing here anod, there a covert glance. "What makes you believe
you can do what others have not?

| shrugged, let alittle anger play inmy voice. "If | do not, you will not give memy price. If | do, you



will pay me. Or | will return worse thrice over. Isthisreason enough?'

At which he gave grudging agreement. | ingsted it be put upon parchment, signed before witnesses
with the Gamesmen oath. | trusted him asfar as| could kick him up achimney.

Sylbie and | spent the day together. When evening came | went into the center of the city and cdled
up Dorn, explaining the problem of Betand. There was deep, mocking laughter in my heed, a sound as
though | had my heed in abell which someone stiruck softly. When he had done laughing,| became his
student once again. "Insde out." He showed me. "What we would have done, inverted, so, tug, pull, twist
S0 that it becomes this shape instead of that. Oh, thiswould be good sport if we were drunk. See, over
there, under and through, down and over, and under once more-there isyour unborn, Peter. It will be
born in nine monthsin any case. Are you sure you want to let it rest? Ah. Well then, down and over and
through once more, dismissing it thus: Away, away into time unspent. A way, away into life unused. Be
dtill. At peace. In quiet. And done." Indeed, when | let Dorn go and walked forth into the streets there
was only stillness, peace, and quiet.

So | went to the Duke and waited with him while his counsdlors wandered about listening to the
dtillness. Even then he would have cheated meif he could, saying that none knew whether my Tdent
would hold. I told him we would let my Taent summon up something €l se as ademondtration, and he
agreed to payment.

"Thereisin thiscity the daughter of amerchant, one Sylbie, well dowered. Last night nobody begot
upon her achild which she will bear, come proper season. It ismy will that she be allowed to marry as
shewill, or not as she chooses, no matter what the cost.”

He bloated like afrog. | thought he would burst, he was so red and purple, and murmurs behind me
told me that the Duke had thought of Sylbie for himsdlf. Well and good. If shewilled it, good. If she
willed it not, then devil take him. | took her the parchment he had signed and told her the names of the
witnesses and took oath to lay upon kindred of mine the obligation to see that the Duke's oath was
fulfilled. Then there were more kisses, and more promises to remember, and | lft her.

Wi, it wastime to make the "periplus of acity,” so | waked dl theway around it on the ring-road
insgdethewalls. The "stupration incorpored” had been attended to, a mere word play on rape by
nobody. Now | wasin search of a"garment defiled.” In the entire journey, | found only one place that fit,
the Dirty Girdle, that same tavern Sylbie had told me of. So, it being amost time for supper, | went in.
The name was far worse than the place. It was adrinking place near the vegetable markets and took its
name from the farmers habit of wiping earthy hands upon the ends of their knotted girdles. The food was
good, not expensive, and the people in an ebullient mood, toasting the end of the haunting, for which the
Duke had been careful to take credit. When | asked whether "an eyeless Seer” frequented the place, they
told me Old Vibelo would bein at dusk. So | drank and listened to the talk and waited for whomever
Old Vibelo might be.

Therewas sometalk of disappearances. A Wizard from atown away east had vanished, aswell as
arespected Armiger from among his people. Thistak reminded me of Himaggery and Windlow, so my
earlier fedings of accomplishment and sdlf- satisfaction were much dwindled by the time the blind Seer
tapped hisway through the door. | greeted him kindly and offered him ameal in exchange for his
company. This seemed to surprise him, but he was nothing loath to take advantage of the offer. After a
few mugs | could not have stopped the flow of talk had | willed to. So, | asked him the name of the place
from which he came, and how he had first come to Betand.

"Ah, that isagtory." Heraised hishead and his toothless gums showed between curly lips. "For a
man with timeto listen, that isa story indeed.”

| told him | had time. Since | had no ideawhat the next phrases of Mavin's enigmatic directions
meant, it would be wisest to listen to anything he might offer, hoping that sense would come out of it.
"Say away," | said. "I'll keep your glassfilled.”

He began talking at once, siopping only long enough to gulp more beer or put morefood into his



mouth.

"l wasreared in Levila," he said, "beside the shores of the Glistening Seawhere Games are mostly
in fun and Seers see nothing but peace. That is east of here some considerable way, Gamesman, some
consderable way indeed. We have not so many of the Schoolsthere, you understand, and many of us
grow up inour own homeswith family, it being a peaceful place.

'Well, peaceful iswell enough, but dull, if you take my meaning. For ayoung fellow with molten iron
in hisveins and a heart set for adventure, peaceful isduller than bearable. So,  when | was some twenty
yearsin growth, with Talent asgood asit was likely' to get (not to say it wastoo great aone, ever, but
good enough for some purposes) | made pact with an Explorer to go into the northlands to the
headwaters of the River Flish and dl the lands beyond. Have you seen an Explorer, Gamesman?
Dressed dl in bright lesthers with aspy glass on the shoulder and a hat made of fur? Fine. Oh, my, yes
but | thought that was fine. The moth wings on a Seer's mask are well enough, but for adventure | would
have had an Explorer's skins every time."

He spilled alittle beer on the table and traced it with afinger into along, wavering line. "Thiswould
be the River Flish coming from the north into the Glistening Sea. The mountains start up thereaways.
There are wild tribes there, pawns who were never tamed since day thefirdt, giant Giftersfull of maice,
shadow men, oh, you think of something wonderful and you'l find it there, Gamesman, be sure you will."

"So we went dong and we went along, not greatly discommoded by the travel for we were young
felowsall. The land got steep and then steeper yet, so that there were places we were heaving the horses
up the rocks with tackle and spending a day to go aleague. But at |ast we came to the headwaters of the
river, agreat swamp full of reeds and birds and scaly things that came out of the reeds at night to leave
horridsome tracks. And there were biting things there, flying things, big asafinger. Twasn't long beforel
had been bitten near the eye, and the eye swelled shut so that | could not see on that side. Well, | was
not overconcerned. A biteisabite, and they heal, you know. Save this one did not.”

"S0, the way north was blocked by the swamp, so we turned away toward the west, following the
sdes of the hills, with me getting blinder in the eye astime went on and feverish fromiit, too. We had no
Hedler with us, more's the shame, and many anight as| lay there heaving and sweating | longed for one.
Was then we were attacked by the shadow men. | never saw one, only heard their piping and fluting in
the trees and felt the darts whirring by my head. Some of usthey got, and some of us had and those they
got were dead and those they missed went on, me among them. Well, soon after we came upon acamp
full of big men who took usin and gave us food, and seeing how shabby we were and in what bad hedlth,
gave us achart to lead us out of trouble. While they were at it, they gave me stuff to put on the eye which
they said would fix it. Came morning they went on away north to wherever they were going, and we took
the chart to begin working our way back into civilized lands.

"We were fools, Gamesman, fools. Y oung and inexperienced and without the sense to save our
necks. The chart was fase and the salve for my eye was fad se, and when we had done with both | was
blind and we werelost in the Dorbor Range somewhere, so lost we thought we'd never come out again.
They'd been Gifters, you see.”

"Gifters?' | murmured.

"Aye. Gifters. Devilsin the guise of humankind, generouswith giftswhich lead only to destruction.
Wadl, we didn't want to die, not even me, blind as a cave newt. So we worked our way south as best we
could. There was stuff to eat enough. We killed mountain zeller and ate berries, and the cliffswerefull of
springs and streams, so it wasn't that we hungered. Then we came upon asizableriver running awvay
south. We built ourselves araft and let the few horses go-poor beasts, they might beliving there yet if the
pombis didn't get them-and floated away south.

"Then it was hell, Gamesman, sheer hdll for days on end. There wererocksin theriver, and fals,
and taking the raft gpart and hauling it around obstacles and putting it together again. Once or twice my
companions spotted smoke off in the woods, but we didn't dare see who was there for fear it might be



Giftersagain. We just went on and went on until we cameto along, placid stretch of river, and then we
curled up on the raft and dept. | think we may have dept for some days, because when we came to
oursalves we were coming to the town of Zebit, some ways south of here."

"South of here" | said, puzzled. "Bannerwell is south of here.”

"No, no, Gamesman. Bannerwdl| is south and alittle east. If you go down the west Side of the
mountains, you'll cometo Zebit, and it is south of here, right enough. The river makesalong curve, sowe
had floated by Betand in the darkness. Theriver | speak of flows just west of the city, here, over alow
swdl of hills. "Wall, they had dl had enough exploring to last them atime, and | wanted only to have a
Heder do something with my eyes. Thosein Zebit said there was nothing they could do, but they
recommended aHeder here in Betand who was said to be very powerful. So | bought asmall pawnish
boy to be my guide, and we crossed the river there at Zebit and found the trail into the mountains and
then north to Betand. It was al nonsense about the Hedler. She could do no more than the others. So,
here I've stayed since, evoking small visonsin return for aplace to deep or abiteto eat. The end of my
great adventure, the only one | am ever to have."

| shook my head, musing, as he nodded, lost in memory and the flow of hisown voice. "So," | said
at lagt, "you came here from the south.” That didn't hep meat al.

"Oh, you might say so, Gamesman. But | came from the east, you know, and from the north as well.
Twas my whole adventure brought meto Betand, and it wasin dl directions from here."

"Savewes," | said, suddenly enlightened.”

"True," he murmured, saddened. "I dept inthewest, but | did not seeit. Oh, I've seeniit in visons,
the sounds of metd, the green lights, the great defenders.”

Would | had paid him more attention, but | did not. My question had been answered, and | wason
firetobeaway. Sol pressed coinsinto his hands and left him without hearing what he was going on
about. He had come to Betand from every direction except the west, therefore west wasthe direction |
should go. | wondered briefly what guise Mavin had taken to hear the old man'stde. She may have sat in
the same place, buying beer as| had done and listening to him tell the well-rehearsed story. Well. Enough
of that and timeto be off. | did not even redly listen to histae of the perfidious Gifters. | left the city
through the northern gate and would have ridden on a speed save for avoice hailing me from among
tents and wains at the side of the road.

"O, traveler. And were you amused by the city of Betand?' 1t was that same wide-mouthed trader
| had met in the tavern to the south of the city. | remembered he had said he would meet me, but | had
paid little attention. Cursing slently, | reined in and waited for him to come up to me.

"Wasit interesting, Necromancer?'

"The city was not abad city, Trader."

"Nap, friend. Laggy Nap. Oh, yes, Betand isinteresting,” he said and again came that lewd laughter
| remembered. "Interesting to get for no cost what one must pay for in other places, hmmm?' When | did
not reply, he went on, "Well, have you astory to tell?*

"None, Trader Nap. | have accomplished my businessin Betand and now ride west of here. Thank
you for your interest."

"Oh, more than interest, friend! Much more. Concern. Y es, true concern. We makeit apractice,
my fellowsand I, to befriend any Gamesman traveling done. It isawicked world, young Sir, an
unconscionable world. It takes no account of youth or business. No, only with numbers does protection
come. If you ride west, then you ride as we do. Come, et me introduce you to my people.”

| should have ridden away, smply ignored the fellow and gone, but the habit of courtesy was ill
too fresh in me. Fretting a the delay, | dismounted and walked with him to the line of wains at the
roadside.

"lzia" he cdled. "Come out and greet a Gamesman who travelsaone.”



She came from behind one of the wagons, came like avision, a Priestess, a Princess, a Goddess. |
am sure my mouth dropped open. We had statues in the public square in Schooltown which embodied
theided of femae grace and form. If one of them had cometo life and walked, thuswas I1ziaswalk. Her
hair was black without any light init at al. Her eyes were smudged with deep shadow. Her lips curved
downward and upward in the center in that most sensuous of lines, that haf smilewhichisaslent
evocation of passion. A few days before | would not have noticed. Now | did. So much had | learned in
Betand. She walked with grace, but with adight ... what wasit? A kind of hesitation, atentative
placement of her feet, as though she had some reluctance. So she came beside the wide-mouthed man
and said in asoft, neutra voice, "Welcome, traveler. Would you desire food or drink?

"Not for me" | said hadtily. | felt | had done nothing but eat and drink for severd days. "Truly, and
thank you. | must ride on.

"Wewill not hear of it." The Trader had afirm arm about my shoulders, fingers dug into my upper
arm in what might have been afriendly grip but felt like the talons of abird of prey. "Never. You will ride
with us, and we with you, for our mutua protection. If you need to go now, then so will we." And with
that he called ingtructions to some of the people in the shade of the wagons and provoked a swift turmoil
of harnessing and packing. | tried vainly to remonstrate with him, to no avail. Each argument was met
with firm, smiling denid, while dl thetime his eyes|ooked into my soul without smiling at dl. | had never
before met one who would, on no acquaintance, cal mefriend so often in so indstent avoice. Well,
what could | do? They were moving out onto the road, going in the way | intended to go. It waswith no
good grace | accompanied them, but accompany them | did. All the while the woman, 1zia, moved
among the horses, as| watched her broodingly. clucking to them, speaking softly to them, fingers going
to the harness as she murmured into their cocked ears, submitted to the nuzzling of their muzzles. When
Nap came near, the animals shied away, but they responded to her as though she had been one of them.
She was dressed in aswinging, wide skirt, atightly-laced bodice over awide-deeved shirt, and high gray
boots of some strange metallic weave. From time to time she would bend to stroke the boots, or more-to
stroke her legs through the boots, first one and then the other, dmost without seeming to know shedid it.
| wondered, once more, at the hesitancy in her step, then decided it must be a thing common to her
people, for severa of those in the train walked in the same way. Probably, | thought, it was a habit
peculiar to whatever land they had come from.

| cast my mind back to the time when Silkhands the Hedler had spent hours and days teaching me
al the Gamesmen in the Index. It had been boring &t the time, but now | searched the memoriesto find
what type of creature this Laggy Nap might be. "Trader" had been in the Index. | recalled the Tdents of a
Trader, to hold power, some, and to have beguilement. The dress of a Trader was |eather boots,
trousers of striped brown and red, wide-deeved shirt, and over al loose cap and tunic embroidered with
symbols of whatever stuff was traded. Laggy Nap's tunic was covered with embroidered pictures of
everything from pans and lids to horses heads; tinner to horse dedler, he seemed aman of many trades.
None of the others wore the guise of Gamesmen. They were dressed much as the woman was, full short
trousers over the gray boots, wide shirts and laced vests. | wondered where they came from but forbore
to ask. | did not want to talk to the Trader more than necessary. | did not know why, could not have
explained why, but the fedling was strong. It was asthough | felt he could hear more in my wordsthan |
meant, see more in my face than | cared to show. | smiled, therefore, and nodded as he spoke to me,
saying littlein return. So are fools sometimes protected by instinct when they are too stupid to do it by
wit. So werode out, me silent as could be, spending most of my time watching the woman. At first it
was because | thought her so beautiful, but after atime | saw that she was not so lovely asfirst glance
had told me. Her nose was too long. Her mouth too wide. One eye was alittle higher than the other, and
she seemed dways to have her head cocked as though waiting for the reply to some forgotten question.
Stll, I could not stop watching her, and | rode so that wherever shewasin thetrain, | would see her as|
rode. She drew my eyes as atreasure drawsamiser.

She saw that | watched her and turned her head away, not asif displeased, but asthough
saddened. | had done nothing to make her sad. There was another reason for that, and | resolved to



learn it. Whenever we stopped, she was quick among some of the silent men to bring drink or prepare
food, and | tried to talk with her about one thing or another. It was as though she had never learned to
gpeak more than threewords at atime. Yes. No. May | bring? Take some ... Her distress at being
addressed was so patent that | stopped at last, pretending what | should have pretended from the
first-disnterest. It wasgood | did. Nap was scowling a me when he did not think | saw him.

There were some eight wainsin the train, most of them open wagons loaded high with crates and
covered with waterproofs. One or two werefitted up asliving placesin which the persons of thetrain
might deep and prepare their food. One was a chilly, smal wagon which breathed vapor like adragon
and contained, so Laggy Nap said, perishable foodstuffs accounted great delicaciesinthewest. The
wagons cresked along behind their teams, some of horses and some of water oxen, and the persons
driving were slent. Iziawas sllent. | was silent while Laggy Nap talked and talked and talked of
everything and anything and the world.

So went aday, anight, another day, and in the evening of the second day, as| went to relieve
mysdlf in acopse a the side of theroad, | redlized that | was being guarded. One of the personsin the
train walked by the copse, and | recalled that every time | had ridden alittle ahead or lagged alittle
behind, someone had been beside me within moments. Yes, | told mysdf, you knew it before. It isthis
which has made you uncomfortable dl dong. These people are not smply offering you company on the
way, they are keeping you, guarding you, and would not |et you go away if you tried to escape. | was as
certain of it asif | had been told it by Laggy Nap himsaif.

| lingered in the copse, within sight of the man who watched me, giving no Sgn | was disturbed,
going over and over in my head the words Mavin had left for my guide. "Befriend the shadows and
beware of friends." She had warned me, and | had not been aert to the warning. Well. So and so. Time
enough to be wary now.

| adjusted my clothing and wandered back to the wagons, pausing now and then to look at atree or
abush. Were there shadows? If so, where? | saw none, could find none, and was greeted by Laggy Nap
a thefire asthough | had been away for ayear and we were lovers. My throat was dry as autumn grass,
and | wasafraid. Well, | would learn nothing to help me by silence. It wastimeto play their Game and
hope | had timeto yet win something to my benefit.

So that evening | drank with him, talked with him, told him long taes of Betand, including three
thousand things which had not happened there with at least ahundred maidenswho did not exist. All the
while hiswide mouth smiled while his eyes|ooked coldly into my heart. All thewhile | kept my eyes
away from |zig, praying | had not aready harmed her by my interest. Findly, | pretended drunkenness,
asked him about thisand that. "Have you heard of magicians?' | hiccupped to show that the question
was not of importance. "In Betand they talk of ... hic ... magicians.”

His hand twitched. | saw the jaw tighten over hissmile and Izia, where she crouched by thefire,
started touching her legs as though wounded, looking up as though she had heard an ugly voice cal her
name. | put my nose in the cup and made gul ping sounds. Something wrong. Well, | would take timeto
consider it later.

"Magicians" hesaid chearfully. "No. | don't think I've heard of magicians”

"Nor | before," | babbled, al bibulous naivete. "But there in Betand they talk much of magicians.
Why isthat, do you think?*

"Oh, wdll, it'saparochia place, after dl. Mogt of the people there are ignorant, supertitious. They
must talk of something, and it isamusing to talk of wonders, freaks, Gifters... yes, Gifters. They talk
much of Gifters, but has any one of them ever seen a Gifter?' His eyes watched me over thetop of his
cup. | met them with astare in which no glimmer of intelligence showed.

"No, you know, you'reright!" | dapped my knee, laughed. "No Gifters either, you think?
Wonderful. Everyonelighting candlesto something which doesn't exist .= . marvelous." | laughed mysdlf
into along stretching movement which let me seelzia Yes. Shedtill stroked her legs, till frowned into



thefireasthoughin pain. Well. Cold certainty seeped into me. The man meant me no good, no good at
dl.

| knew | was right when he cameto my blanket to offer me awineskin, saying, "Some of the vintage
we carry to the cities away west. Not that stuff we've been drinking. No. Something very specidl.
Thought you'd enjoy it." Smile, amile, smile. | smiled stuporoudly in return, took thewineskin and laid it
besdeme.

"Generous of you, Trader. Generous. I'll haveasip of it inabit. Oh, yes, soon asthislast bit
settles” | laughed alittle, let my eyes close asthough | were too drowsy to stay awake, watching him
from benegth my lids. The smiling mouth of him snarled, then took up its perpetua cheer.

"Segpwell," hewished me. "Drink deep, and degp well.”

"Ah, yes yes, | will. | will, indeed." If | drank hisgift, | would probably not wake, | told mysdlf.
How in the name of Towering Tamor was| to get out of this? A little time went by. Darkness settled. |
heard someone going by the place | lay and reached out to catch an ankle. It was 1zia, and she crouched
beside me saying, "What would you, fool 7"

"lzia, | may be afool indeed to ask you, but-am | in danger?”

"Oh, poor foal, you are. And | may not aid you unless| diein more agony than you have ever fet."
Shetook my hand and laid it upon her boot, high upon her leg, and held it there. Long moments went by.
Then | heard Laggy Nap call from thewain, cal her name, once, again, and beneath my hand the boot
began to burn likefire. | drew my hand away with a harsh exclamation.

"I come," shecdledin aclear voice, then knelt to hissinto my ear. "Y ou see, fool. We obey. We
obey, obey, obey. Or we burn.”

4 - Befriend the Shadows

When the camp came awake in the morning, | pretended a headache and staggering incompetence.
During the long waking hours | had decided that Laggy Nap was unsure of my powers, my Taents, and
would therefore probably (though not certainly) decide not to attack me directly. No, he would attempt
something else, something dy and sneaking like the drugged wine | was sure he had aready offered me
or, if he wanted me dead, some sneaking murder. So, | decided to appear no threat to him while | found
alittletime to design some strategy to protect my life. | knew Iziawould say nothing. Inthis| was
correct. For thefirgt time | was able to interpret the discipline around me correctly. It was dl fear and
pain, smply that. Laggy Nap had some menta link or some other control of the boots they wore. The
wearer of those boots did Nap'swill or burned. | was led to aremembrance of the devices which Nitch
had sawn into my tunic the year before. Were not these torture boots something of the same kind? And
were both not smilar to the things Mandor had said were Huld's?

Wéll, the provenance of the things did not matter at the moment. My life did. Therefore | staggered
and swested and even managed to vomit in the bushes. Truth to tell, | felt sick enough, though it was not
winesickness but strain and fear. Oh, yes, | wasfearful. In the night hours | had reached for Dorn. He
had comeinto my mind dowly, reluctantly, murmuring "Necromancer nine, Peter, Necromancer nine." |
could get nothing else out of him, and | bad not needed that warning that | was at graverisk. | had
dready figured that out for mysdlf.

It was not long until Nap confronted me with afase smile and prying questions. Had | drunk the
gpecid wine he had given me last night? | answered with vague noddings, sick grins, avowalsthat one
more drop of anything would have killed me indeed. He got no satisfaction, and | knew it would not be
more than afew hours before he would try something again. Let him think meanidiot. | did not think
much better of mysdif.

| needed some other Talent, and this made me fretful, weighing and discarding notion after notion. |
could shift into some other formiif | left my horse and dl belongings behind me. | was reluctant to do that.



Therewas agreat distance ill to travel, | thought. Ingtinct told me that Trandilar would not move Nap.
Hewas of akind imperviousto the beguilement of others. He was dso of akind who would not be
fearful of the dead. Therefore some other Tdent. Not Elator, asthat would |ose me horse and gear, and
Elators could only move themsdlves between known locations. | knew no location forward on the
journey, o any move would lose me leagues dready traveled. Armiger? Again, horse and gear lost if |
flew away. The Tdents of Fire? Or Healing? What good were these to me? A Demon's Talent for
Reading? Perhaps, if that would let me know what was in Nap's mind. Musing thus, | rode along beside
theicy littlewagon, seeing the mist risefrom it like the migtsfar behind mein the Bright Demesne.
Nothing presented itself asagood strategy. All seemed forced, difficult, possibly dangerous. .

Then | saw the diffsahead of us, looming againg the lowering sky, for it had been chill and rainy
during the early hours and was only now clearing. Cliffs, crumbly at therim, trailing away inlong talus
dopes at their bases. An ideabegan to form, dowly, only bones of thought still to become fleshed and
finished. The sun came from behind the clouds, hot and impatient. | reached into the pouch at my belt and
found the little image of Shattnir, First Sorcerer, great lady of Power. She did not spesk to me asthe
others had done. Instead, she flowed into my veins and across my skin, bound me around with her net,
tied meinto her being, and began to take the heat from the sun and place it somewhere within. | could
fed it building within me, atightness, asthough my skin were stretched and swollen. | knew my eyes
were bulging and my lipsturning outward, puffed, but my reflection in the polished harness plate between
the horse's ears showed no change in my appearance. 'Not too much,” | begged silently. "Enough,
Shattnir, but not too much.” She did not listen but went on taking the power from the bright sky, more
and more and more, until at last | gave up waiting to explode and | et her find room for it al. When | quit
holding my breeth, the swollen feding abated dightly, and evidently there wasroom for it al for werode
S0 until the mountains rose across the sun to make along, violet-gray shade for our stopping place.

Thefireswerelit, the Sllent pawns began their evening chores and routines. 1ziamoved among the
horses, examining their hooves, stroking their glossy hides, murmuring to them. | excused mysdlf to go
away from the camp, unsurprised when one of the booted men followed me. | did not go into the copse,
however, but up the rocky dope against the cliff, sumbling alittle on the scree, seeing loose bits of it dide
and rattle beneath my feet with hopeful satisfaction. There was ahollow there, a place where apiece of
the cliff had broken away from the main massleaving anarrow space behind it, no larger than acloset. |
eased mysdlf within, watching my follower peering after me. Wdll enough.

| reached into the pouch and took the image of Wafnor into my hand, first and grestest Tragamor. |
became aroom into which aman with a cheerful face entered, laughing, grasping the hands of those there
with afond greeting. Almost | could hear him, "Dorn, Trandilar, Shettnir, how well you dl look. Oh, itis
good to seemy friends again.” And then hewas at my side saying, "And what have weto do?'

Perhaps| told him, perhaps he smply knew. I cannot really describe what itislike. Sometimesitis
liketdling another person something, sometimesit islike talking to onesdf, sometimessmply like
knowing. Within me| felt hisarmsreach up, up dong the diff face, higher and higher to the rimrock fifty
manheights or more above, to grasp the stones there and move them, one, two, a dozen, dowly down
and down until they began to roll and fall, to tumble clacking againgt others, knocking,, more and more,
down, an avalanche of stone, toward my hidden closet behind the stone, arumbling roar as| shrieked to
the man who watched me, "L ook out! Rock fal!" One glimpse of hisface, awhite ova around the round
hole of adark scream.

Then | could fed nothing and hear nothing except the grating roar of the stones. Still Wafnor
reached out to them, stacking this one and that one asthey fell, arranging them over me, over and around
like a cave while outside the shuddering cave the stones il fdll for long momentsinto a shattered silence.

There were cracks among the stones around me, little crevicesto let in the air and the sound.
Through these | could hear the whinnying of beasts, snorts, cries of men, |zias scream as she tugged
animas away from the tumbling stones. Wafnor reached out once more, across the camp to the place my
horse was tethered with my pack and saddle still upon him, urged him away into the trees, out of sight of



the camp. camed the horse there to wait for me. Then Wafnor did nothing, | did nothing, and we merely
waited and listened to the sounds.

"Whereishe?' Laggy Nap, raging.
A voicein answer, shaky, dmost hysterica. "1 don't know. He was againgt the rock, up in there,

and it came down on top of him. He screamed at me to look out. Y ou heard him scream. It came down
right ontop of him ... buried ... covered over.

"Devilstakeit," Nap screamed. "What started thefail ?*

"Jugt started. Nothing. Didn't see anything. No people, nothing moving. No thunder, nothing like
that. Just started ...

" Shadow men? Did you see shadow men?”
"Nothing, sir. Nothing at al. He screamed, and the rocks were coming down.”

Nap once more, thistime strident, calling in his servitors. "Get up here, you lot. Well haveto dig
him out!" He sounded frantic. Dig me out? And why? This was unexpected, but Wafnor did not seem
disturbed. He reached high once again, sent afew small stones cascading at Nap's feet, followed by a
medium-sized boulder or two. High above could fed Wafnor's hands upon the megdlith, swaying it.

"Get back, get back. The whole wall looks to come down. Oh, why did he come up here against
thewadl. |1zial Did he say anything to you?"

Her voice. "You know hedid not, Sir. He has said nothing to me out of your hearing. And now heis
dead.

"l wastold to bring him," Nap snarled. "Bring him to the west, to Talman and the mumble-mouths.
How can | go empty-handed?'

"Why would they do anything to you? It isnot your fault the cliff fell. Itisill luck, but not your
doing."

"I have had ill luck since the Shifter sold you to me, fool. 111 luck al the years of our travel. | would

you were dead beneath that rock instead of the one | wastold to bring." | heard the sound of ablow, a
scream, then long Slence.

A man'svoice a lagt. "Surely even they understand things that happen which are not foreseen.”

"Which are nor foreseen! Y es! But which should have been foreseen. | will demand they givea
Seer to serve me. Perhgps more than one. When we arrive, | will demand ..."

"Do we continue on thisroad, Sr?"

"No. Thisroad goes nowhere. We came thisway only to follow that troublesome Necromancer,
that desth's-head, that son of aloathsome toad. Oh, | camethisway only to trap him, and now heis
trapped too deep for me to reach! We go back to River Haws, and north amost to Hell's Maw, then
west by Cagihiggy water. We can take no time for food. We go now!"

| heard avoice saying something weary and hopel ess about Hell's Maw, and the sound of another
blow. Then were therattle of harness, the creaking of whedls, the voices of men and one woman dying
away to the east, gone. Then long gone. | waited, not moving. Nap wastricky. He might think to leave
someone to watch. Night came. | dept. Morning came, and Wafnor moved the stones aside. | wasborn
into the world like arevenant to a Necromancer's cal, squinting in the sun. When | whistled, my horse
came from the treeswhere Wafnor had held him throughout the night. We needed water, heand I, and
only when that was taken care of did we ride on to the west. | should have been cheered, but was not.
My escape, my safety were shadowed by 1zia's continuing captivity, and she wasin my mind during the
morning hours, so much so that at last | decided it would do her no good, nor me, this brooding. So, | set
my mind firmly upon Mavin'swords, "Befriend the shadows." Come evening, | would try to do her
bidding.

Theway led upward. From alondly height | could look back along thetrail to seeasmadl trail of
dust on the eastern horizon.



Wasthat Laggy Nap? 1zia? Was there something | should have done which | had not? Within me
was akind of consultation. and voices cameto tell me there was nothing | could have done, not then, that
there were more urgent things for meto do. Still, | felt the queasiness of one who leaves a needful task
undone. Though | tried not to think of her, she was much in my mind.

And ill in my mind in the evening. | watched from beside my fire, waiting for evidence of shadow
men. | saw nothing, heard nothing except an occasiond interruption of insect sounds as though something
might have waked among them. Morning came, gray and dripping, and | rode on west to another
evening and another fire. | reached out to Trandilar, begged her for a blandishment, a beguilement to
charm birds, smal beasts, whatever might be within sight or smell of me. Shelet it flow through me and
bresthe into the air, a perfume, asubtle fragrance of desire. Watching quiet greeted it, aslent attention. |
could not say how | knew they werethere, but | knew it. | dept at last, weary with waiting for them to
cometo me.

In the morning | journeyed beside a stream which became asmadl river. | had come high onto a
tilted upland that danted down toward the west, and theriver | followed was fed from al sdes by swiftly
flowing rivulets making conversational noises over the polished stones of their beds. By day'send | began
to smell something strange, avast wetness, like that of the Gathered Waters, but different in someway |
could not describe. Suddenly, the air before me wasfull of rainbows, the river plunged away through a
notch intheland, and | could see the waters below, amighty sea stretching beyond sight into the west.
The evening wind was in my face, thrusting the waters onto the beach below in long combers of white. A
twisting path wound down the face of the cliffs, and at the bottom the beaches reached away north and
south in asmooth curve into which the e evated land behind me dropped and vanished. Somelittle
distance to the north was an inlet bordered with trees, agrassy bank, apool of still water over which
white flowers nodded their heads and devil's needles dipped glassy wings. The horse ssumbled with
tiredness; | licked lips wet with salt and amost fell when | dismounted. There was no sound but water
talk, yet | knew something was watching me, had been watching me for days. | was too weary to eat so
only pulled the saddle from the horse and rolled mysdlf into a blanket to deep dreamlesdy.

It was dark when | woke, dark lit by ahalf moon. Some sound had wakened me, somecry. |
stared across the moonlit waters to see aboat, along, low boat like those carried on larger ships. It
seemed empty, but | had heard a cry. The boat showed only as an outline against akind of glow, asubtle
luminescence, nebulous and equivocd. It drifted toward me, grated on the pebbles of the beach and
rocked there, each wave threatening to carry it out once more. In my seep-befuddied mind it seemed
fortuitous, aboat to carry mewest. | ssumbled out of my blanket, still haf adeep, intending to pull the
boat further onto the shore.

Then, as| stumbled toward the boat, an anguished keening came out of the dark, and | was
stopped, unable to move further. There werelittle arms about my legs, thrusting me back;, tugging a me,
moving me away from the boat. Between me and the impal pable glow, | could seetheir figures outlined.
Two or three of them carried something among them, abak of timber perhaps-something bulky. They
went close to the boat, heaved their burden high and ran wildly away. The bulky burden fell within the
boat.

And the boat tilted upward, rose into the air, became the end of an enormous pillar to which it was
attached, amongtrous, flexible arm upon which it was only aleaf-shaped tip, one among many mighty
tentacles thrashing upward in amaelstrom of sinew to tangle themsdaves around the "boat” and carry it
beneath the surface. Thelittle fingers pushed me back, back, and from the waters those tentacles came
once more, questing across the pebbles with pal pable anger to find the prey they had been denied.
Agang thewatery glow | thought | saw animbus outlining an eye, rounder than the moon and as cold,
peering enormoudly at the small shadowy figures which capered on the pebbled shore and hooted as they
danced.

They were quadrumanna, the four-handed ones, shadow people, silky-furred, with earslike ddlicate



wings upon their heads and sharp little teeth which glinted in the hdf light of the stars. All through the
hooting and warbling they never ceased to tug at me, back away from the water's edge, back to the
place | had dept. Aswe went they acted out the rage of the water creature. |etting their long, supple arms
twigt like the tentacles, dropping them onto the pebblesin an excess of artful rage. "Hoc, hoc, boor, ocr,
ocr." Others gathered from the streamside until | was surrounded by a jigging multitude. All deep had
been driven away. | fed sticksinto a hastily kindled fire, watching the celebration.

One of them brought me afruit, which | ate, and this moved othersto bring me bits of thisand thét,
some of which smelled and tasted good, otherswhich | could not bring mysdlf to put in my mouth. They
learned quickly. If | rgected athing, they brought no more of it. After atime the excitement dwindled.
and they gathered in crouching rows to watch me. | reached to the nearest, patted-him (or her, or it)
saying, "Friend." They liked that. Several mimicked my word in my own voice, and otherstook it up,
"Friend, rend, end, end, end." At this, aslvery one from among them was moved to stand and cometo
my sde, to strike his chest with an open hand. "Proom," he said. ""Proom. Proom."

| tapped his chest, said "Proom,” then struck my own. "Peter.”
"Peter, edter, ter, ter," they murmured, enchanted.

The grizzled one waved at the waters, &t the tremulous surface, mimed aswimming stroke, raised
his handsin the writhing mime of tentacles. "D'bor."

| pointed to the waves and repeated the word. He nodded. It seemed to be going well from his
point of view.

"D'bor, nononononono,” he said proudly, miming swimming once more. "nonononono.”

| laughed. "Nonononono.” | agreed, at which we both nodded, satisfied. Mavin's words cameto
me. "Wak onfire, but do not swimin water." Surely. Water was a nonononono.

Wl then, walk onfire | would, if | could find any. | fed sticksto thefire, building the blaze high,
then stood to point both hands toward it in a hierarchic gesture before walking around it, one hand over
my eyes, peering into the darkness north, west, south, and east, then pointing to the fire once more. They
conferred among themsalves, aquiet gabble. The grey one pointed to thefire, "Thruf," he said. Then he
turned toward the north. "Thruf," he said again, indicating something big, bigger, huge.

I mimicked hismime, used hisword. "Thruf," made waking mations. The soft gabbling continued
among them, and severd got up to come after me, following, waky-walky in the soft grass, going
nowhere. They giggled. Evidently severd would go with me, when | went. Time enough to go when the
sun came up, or o | thought. They thought otherwise. The oneswho had appointed themselves, or had
been appointed, for dl 1 knew, took up my belongings and went to get my horse, standing nose to nose
with the beast as each made whiffling noises of intimate interrogation and reply. Nothing would do but
that | mount the animal and go aong quietly asthey led him. Well enough. If | put my mindtoit, | could
amost degp in the saddle. So we went, dong the pebbled shordline of the waters-though well back from
the edge-toward the north. The sky grew dim, milky with dawn, and my guides showed consternation
amounting amost to agitation. There was an abrupt hat to forward movement, acasting about from
place to place, then along "hoor-oor-oor" from aforested dope. The othersfollowed it and brought me
to acavelet, dark asanodtril in the side of the mountain. They laid my belongings down, made quick
foraysinto the wood for dry branches and twigs, piled these beside the wall of the hill, then vanished
within the darknessto atrailing "hoor-oor-oor-oor." | decided this meant hello, goodbye, and here-1-am.
| called softly after them. The answer was silence.

So. | was abandoned for the daylight hours. Their huge eyes and winglike ears should have told me
they were creatures of the dark. | had the day before me and was not deepy, so | went fishing. It took
half the day to make a proper fish spear and half the afternoon to spear fish enough for the troop. | had a
nap and built the fire up before they appeared at dusk. | was not long in doubt whether they liked fish, for
there was much smacking of narrow lips, rubbing of round bellies, and hooting of amelodious kind.
When they had esten every scrap of skin and sniffed the bones severa times, they urged meinto the



saddle once more to ride throughout the night. Again, they led while| dept, waking only alittle now and
again to see a changed horizon, amountain moved from before me to behind me. | told off the days of
my journey, counted them, named them over. Tomorrow, | told mysdlf, would be rabbit day. | had little
food left in the saddle bags and we had |eft the stream behind us.

So it went, rabbit day succeeded by dove day, succeeded by fish day 11, succeeded by the day we
ate greens and nuts. Thelittle people were mightily disgppointed at this, but | had had no luck at dl inthe
hunt. We had come to astretch of moorland crossed by tiny rivulets. There was greenery aplenty, but
nothing seemed to be feeding on it but us. That night, haf way through the dark hours travel, | saw the
glow of fire upon the horizon, haf hidden behind abulk of hill. Before morning it sood plain before us,
fountains of fire, and behind them more fountains yet to the limits of vision. "Thruf," gabbled my escortin
great satisfaction. "Thrufarufarufaruf* | presumed that this meant more fires than one.

Asthere were. Soon we walked among them, the glowing hills around us closer and more difficult
to avoid. Flames erupted from hidden ventsin the stone, liquid fire ran into crevasses to glow and breathe
like embers, nearer and nearer. Soon we came to a place where there was no avoidance possible.
Directly before the horse's nose awide strip of glowing lavalay, shining scarlet in the light wind, crusted
and scabbed with cinder. The horse shuddered and refused to go further. "Chirrup,” said one of the
shadow peopleimportantly, pulling at my leg. "Chirrup." They pulled my things from the home's back,
handing me some of them to carry, carrying others themselves. Then, without hesitation, the chirruping
four-handed one set hisfurry feet onto the glowing stone. Others followed, one re-maining behind to hold
the horse. "Wak onfire," | told myself, swesting, waiting for the pain to burn upward through the soles of
my boots. Nothing. Around me the crackle of flames, but my feet were coal. " Chirrup,” my guide called.
"Thrufarufarufarufamf™

We walked as on aroad of glass. The appearance of fire was only reflection from the geysers and
fountainsto ether side. Rivers of fire ran beside us. Heaped mountains of haf molten stuff built into
fantastic shapes. From these came heat as from afurnace, but upon the road we walked it was cool. We
seemed to be crossing anarrow neck of the fiery land between two towering heights crowned with
spouting smoke which boiled upward toward the bloody cloud, hideous and heavy with ash and rain.
Before me the little ones began to run, gamboling from side to side of theway. " Chirrup, chirrup, Peter,
edter, ter, ter"

An answering cal came from ahead. We ventured between the last flaming fountainsto emerge
upon ahillside, green and cool, with a steady wind blowing the heet away and aglint of water showing
among thetrees. Thelittle onesleapt on, me laboring after them, wishing | had taken time to pack
properly and roll my blankets so they would not fall around my feet. Asit was, | arrived in ashambling
rush, haf tripped up by trailing bedstuffs, red-faced from the heat and the hurry, to fall on my face before
the one who awaited us. She did me the discourtesy of laughing rudedly.

"Rise, Sir Gamesman," she said, sneering at the tumbled stuff around me. She turned away to hold a
multisyllabled conversation with the quadrumanna which seemed to much delight them, for they giggled
endlesdy and rolled upon the ground clutching a themsalves.

"I have asked them," she said, "if you are one of the mythica tumble-bats who roll themselves
endlessy through the world not knowing their heads from their tails. They areinclined to believethis,
though they say you are agood provider and are, possibly the one whose travel was arranged for by
Mavin Manyshaped. Are you indeed he?'

"Sheismy mother,” | said weerily.

"Ah. Well then, you are he. Mavin has not so many sons that we would mistake one of them for
another. Y our name would be Peter?”’

"Yes. And yours?'
"You may cal me Thynbel, or Sambeline. Or anything ese you would rather.”
| grasped at the last name. Sambeline. Did my mother arrange for you to meet me?”



"Indeed, no. She arranged for me to meet the people of Proom to pay them for their troublein
guiding you here. Though they say they are dready well paid since they have your horse."

"My horse? What will they do with my horse?"

"It may bethey will sdl him, but | think they will est him." | could think of no reply to this. It was not
ahorse | had loved or cared for, but ill, it was agood horse. A well-trained horse. A horse which had
served mewell. "If you pay them, would they consent not to eat the horse?”

"It may be. Or | may pay them and they may eat the horse regardless. But | will try for you."

So shedid, engaging in alengthy and intricate argument, full of words which echoed themsalves
endlesdy. At last thelittle people giggled afina round, held out their handsfor their pay, and had put into
those hands awedth of slvery bellsand metd flutes, bright asthe sun. They clasped my legs, dapped my
sdes, caled me"Peter, eater, ter, ter” onelast time and went capering back down thetrail of falsefire
into the distant dawn.

Sambeline waved a them, turned to me, saying, "They say they will turn the horseloosein the
meadows until you return. Peter. They may do that. They may forget. They may do it and then forget and
egt it later. They forget alot, those little ones. They forget where they put their bells and flutes. They lose
them by the dozens. So they are always eager for more and are willing to be paid. If they did not lose
things, they would not work for usat dl. Now they will have music for atime and Sinhg many long songs
of their trip to the firdands with the son of Mavin Manyshaped.”

| finished packing my things into more compact bundles and strapped them together into apack |
could carry. She made no offer to help, merely sneered at these efforts. | said, "1 must needs go further,
but you say you are not my guide?'

"No. | will gowith you ashort way. You arein the land of Schlaizy Noithn, the land of the Shifters.
None can guide you here. Thisis Schlaizy Noithn and no roads run the same here. Not for long. Where
do you want to go?'

| sat upon the pack. The dawn had uncovered a green land, forested, flowing with rivers and
spotted with pools and lakes. It lay beneath the height on which we stood, stretching north and west ina
lovely bowl which cupped at the edge of vision to other heights. "1 seek the monument of Thandbar,” |
sad. "Canyou tel mewhereto find it?*

"Y ou think unshifterish,” she commented, "when you ask wherein Schlaizy Noithn you would find
the monument of Thandbar."

| thought on this. It made a certain kind of sense. Thandbar had been the first and greatest of
Shifters. Surdly hismemoria would not be astable, unchanging thing. It would change, move, shift. "If
you had to find it," tasked her, "where would you look?!

"Up and down, here and there, among, between, around, in and out of," she said.
"Upon," | offered. "Within, benesth, through and over."
"Exactly." shereplied. "That is more shifterish. There may be hope for Mavin's outland son.”

5 - Schlaizy Noithn

During the time that followed | learned of shifterish behavior, and thoughts, and habits. How could
this be summed up so that you will understand, you of the world in which mountains do not walk and
roadways do not run; you of the world in which you wake in the same place you have dept, find your
way by landmarks, travel by maps and charts? Having made one journey in the little [ake ship, | had
seen, though learned nothing of the art of, guidance by the stars. In Schlaizy Noithn, that iswhet | did, for
nothing but the stars remained unchanging through the nights and days of travel. | despair of explaining
"shifterish” to you except to say that it is difficult for one reared in a Schooltown. And yet, from what |
learned |ater, that rearing had been amercy my Mother had given me which many young Shifterswould



have been glad to receive. Wdll, there isno better way to tell it than to tell it, as Chance would have said.
So | will tell.

| entered the country of Schlaizy Noithn with Sambeline walking beside me. | said something or
other, and she replied, making aremark about Mavin being much respected there, and after a short
slencel turned to say something to her but found a huge, shambling pombi walking besde me, its
monstrous head swinging to and fro with each step, long tongue lolloped between fangs of curved ivory. |
was too frightened to do anything. My first thought was that this beast had killed Sambeline and left her
bleeding body somewhere behind us, but when the beast looked up at me abstractedly before leaving the
path to climb ahollow tree, to which it clung with one greet, clawed foot while dipping into the hollow
with the other to suck the honey-dripping paw with every evidence of pleasure, | began to guess that
pombi and Sambeline were one. When the pombi blurred, shifted, and flew away through the trees on
wide wings of softest white, calling atwo pitched 00-000 as it went, when the honey tree shock itself and
moved away through the forest on roots suddenly asflexible asfingers, leaving me adone, then | began to
know what shifterish meant. | began to understand why it was that Sambeline had sneered a my
belongings. Does a pombi need a blanket? A cookpot? A firestarter? | put down the pack and stared at
it, unwilling to leave it and yet sure it marked me as nothing el se could-stranger, outsider, outlander. Was
this dangerous or otherwise? | could not tell.

Among the Gamesmen of Barish there were Sixteen tiny figures representing Shifters. In an ordinary
set of Gamesmen, such as are given to children for their little two-space games, these would be the
pawns. In my set, Shifters; and one of them, or perhaps all of them held the persona of Thandbar, old
sent-far himself, shiftiest of al. Presumably none of thiswould have been strange to him, and yet | never
thought of taking a Shifter figureinto my hand, never considered it. Later | wondered why | had not
done. It was smple enough: pride. Shifting was my own talent, the one to which | had been born. |
wanted no ingtruction in it from another. | wanted it to be mine. So, out of ignorance and pride, al
unprepared for what | would meet or see or be required to do, | went on into the country of Schlaizy
Noithn quiteadone. So. | sat upon ahill beside agrotesgue pile of stones, twisted and warped as though
shaped thus when molten, making an uneasy med of fish. These were unusud fish in that they had not
howled and climbed up the fish spear to engulf my hands with amaw of ravening fury before meting into
aswarm of butterflies and scattering into impa pability againgt the sky. Because these fish were quiet,
these fish, reason said, were red fish, edible fish. Reason said that. Stomach was uncertain.

Besde me the warped stones grated into speech, moving dowly aslipsmight if they were aswide
andtall asaman.

| said, "Peter, the son of Mavin Manyshaped,” whiletrying to keep my heart from leaping out of my
breast. The stone said nothing more. However, along spit of earth began to grow from beside me,
upward and outward like a curving branch of theliving hill, out to turn again and ook at me, opening
fromitstip acurious eye of milky blue, lashed with grasses, which blinked, blinked, blinked at me,
garing. It sared while the fish cooked, while | ate them, while | scrubbed my knife and put it away, while
| put out the fire, then turned to stare after me still as| walked away. When | looked back at the crest of
the next hill, the eye had grown a bit taler to keep mein view.

Sometimes the road moved. Sometimesit moved in the direction | was going, sometimes sideway's,
sometimes backwards. Sometimes it jumped, like acranky horse hopping when it isfirst saddled. When
the road went against my direction, | got off as soon as possible, always apologizing for doing so-or for
having been onitinthefirs place. It was hard to walk unless there was aroad, for the land was full of
impassabl e tangles. Sometimes the roads spoke to me, sometimes they cursed me. Once aroad held fast
to my feet whileit carried me back afull day'sjourney. Will you understand my stupidity when | tell you
that | walked the day's journey again on my own two feet, carrying my pack?

They-whoever they were-grew impatient.
| stopped when it grew dark, took my firdighter out of the pack and laid kindling benegth it, ready



for the spark. The kindling reached up and flipped it out of my handsto be caught by abird sitting on a
gone. Thebird flew away, carrying thefirdighter in her claws, and | seemed to hear small, cawing
laughter from theair. | cursed, cursed the place, the inhabitants, myself. Nothing seemed to hear meor
care, save that the tops of the treesmoved inawind | had not fdt till then and clouds began to bail in the
sunset, so many puffy gray dumplingsin ared soup of sky. Within momentsit began to rain. My kindling
grew legs and walked into the brush. | rolled mysdlf into my blankets and nibbled on ahandful of nuts
collected during the day'stravel. A stag came out of the forest, trumpeted challenge to another which
appeared from behind me; the two charged one another over my body. | rolled, frantic, scraped across
stones which left me bleeding, sat up to see the two stags running into the trees my blankets caught upon
their antlers.

| sat beneeth atree, water dripping down my neck, without blankets, without fire, therain
continuing in an endless, mocking stream. Whenever | moved, it found me. Therewas no shelter near
except ahallow high in the tree into which wingsflickered from time to time, outlined againgt flashes of
lightning. | was cold. My clotheswere little use except to hold some warmth againgt my body. | fdt alittle
tug a one ankle. The next lightning flash showed asmall, razor edged vine cutting the seams of my
trouserswhile atendril sfted akind of powder on my boots. Two lightning flashes|ater and the boots
were sprouting fungus from every surface, huge, soggy sponges covering my feet. Wingsflickered into
the hollow five man-heights above me, an opening as wide as my armspan into the grest tree.

A kind of dull fury began to pound in me, adiscomfort o great that my body rebelled againgt it.
There was no thought connected to it at al. Something deeper and more ancient than thought did asit
wished, and Peter did nothing to opposeit. My claws struck deep into the corky bark of thetree. My
long, curved fangs gleamed in the lightning. Above me was a congternation of birds, and my pombi-salf
smiled in anticipation. | came through the opening into the hollow in arush, acrunch of jaws, aflap of
great paws catching this and that flutterer, to make aleisurely mea of warm flesh as | spat feathers out of
the opening and watched the slorm move away acrossthe fax hills. When it was quiet, | curled into the
dry hollow, pausing only to rip out astrip of rotted wood which made asmall discomfort against my hide.
| dept. It was warm within the tree, and the fury passed as the storm passed.

| woke remembering thisdimly, in my own body shape, naked as an egg. Below me the remains of
my pack lay on the ground. A few straps and buckles. A knife. Beside mein the hole wasthe pouch in
which the Gamesmen of Barish were stored. Evidently evenin fury | had not let them go. | went down
thetree as| had come up it, pombi-style, the pouch between my teeth. Once on the ground, however, |
became Peter once more, furred-Peter, with a pocket in the fur to hold the Gamesmen. It was no great
matter. | wondered then, as| have since, why it took so long to think of it or decideto do it. The knife
would havefitted into the pocket aswell, but | |eft it whereit lay. The pombi clawswould cut as well.

Asthe sun rose higher and warmer, my fur grew shorter ex-eept upon the legs and feet where it
was needed as protection againgt the stones and briars. When it grew cool with evening,

fur becamelong again. The body did it. Peter did not need to think of it. The body thought of longer
legs on occasion, aswell, and of armswhich were variably long to pick whatever fruitswereripe. That
day late better than in many days past. No fruit toreitself screaming from my hands. No fish or bird
turned into amonster over my fire. Somethings| let done, and the body knew which. After atime, the
eyes knew, dso, and then the brain.

There were trees one did not approach, hills one stayed away from, roads one did not step upon.
There were others which were hospitable, or merely "red.” There were artifactsin Schlaizy Noithn.
Monuments. Cenotaphs. Monstrous menhirs which looked as though they had been erected in the dawn
of time. Some had been put there by people. Gamesmen, perhaps. Or pawns. Some were Shifters,
beingslike mysdf (or so | thought) in the act of creation. | learned to trust the body's fedling about these
places. If they were"red" then | might explore or take shelter there. If they were not, it were far better to
stay acomfortable distance away. | did not yet know of other kinds of things, neither real nor Shifter,
kinds of things my body would not warn me of. What betrayed me to one of these was smply loneliness.



Days had gone by. | had lost count of them. | had quartered the valley in search of the monument of
Thandbar. | had searched and had begun to despair, for who was to say the monument had not moved
aways before me, or behind me? | had not seen ahuman form since Sambeline had flown away. | had
wondered from time to time whether they used the human form only on some ceremonia occasions for
some purpose of high ritua in the pursuance of their religion, whatever that might be. In any case, they
did not show human form to me. | saw animas which were not animals, things apparently of stone and
earth which were not, trees and plants which never sprouted from seed or tuber, but | did not see
mankind. Even furred-Peter wasfar closer to hisredlity than many othersthere.

So, when | came upon the Castle, lit from ahundred windows, with a soft breath of music stirring
fromitinto theairs of the night, | was needful morethan | could say of that refreshment which comes
from onée's own kind. | was growing unsure of who | was, what | was. Was | only furred-Peter, running
wild in the wilderness, an anima among others, gradually forgetting why | had come and to what end?1
needed to be more than that.

So it caled mewhereit stood upon its hill, brooding there over the silvered meadows, its great
ornamenta pillars contorted into bulbous asymmetries, casting lakes of shadow onto the grasses before
me, making swamps of darkness within its courts. Its doors were open, welcoming. There was no
warning. It was grotesgue, misshapen, abnormal, but not fearsome. | wastoo lonely to be fearful. |
shifted into amore civilized form, relishing the fed of clothing again, the weight of acloak upon my
shoulders. | had learned that clothing was no problem. One smply made it of the same stuff one used to
make one's kin. | walked under the arch, hands empty to show | was no enemy. Here was no portcullis
to grind gratingly into stone pockets, no bridge to fal thunderingly upon the pavement. No, only an open
way. the floor amosaic design which swirled and warped, leading away in unexpected directions,
returning from unexpected shifts and erratic lines. Looking at it made my head swim, but | told myself it
was hunger for talk, for people, for afire, for food that was cooked, for the trappings of humanity. The
name of the place was carved over the great door. "Castle Lament.” Well, A name without cheer, but not
for that reason damnable. | had been in other places with sad names.

The door sivung wider before me, and | went through. Then it shut behind me.

How can | describe that sound? The door was not huge, no larger than in many great hals. It shut
softly but with the sound of adoor twenty timesits Sze, amonstrous dam as of amighty hammer, dightly
clamoring, briefly echoing, fading into a silence which sill reverberated with that sound, and dl down the
monstrous bulk of that place came the sound of other doors shutting with an equal findlity, an inevitable
shutting which | could not have imagined until that moment. | was shutin. | turned to best my hands
againgt the door, then stopped, afraid of what might come in answer to that knocking, for the sound of
closing had been like jaws snapping shut, like hands clapping around fluttering wings, to hold, and hold,
and hold until hope went, and life. It was the sound teeth might make, fastening in athroat.

| wasterribly afraid, so afraid that | did nothing for along moment, scarcely breathed, crouched
where | was, peering into the place, seeing it asin anightmare. At last | moved.

There were sairs which climbed from the audience hall over bottomless pits of black, arching
againg pillarsto coail, snakelike, about them and climb upward to high pavements littered with a thousand
half carved heads of stone which smiled at me and begged mein the voices of children for food, for the
light of the sun, for escape. They rolled after me as| waked among them, pleading. | dipped through a
door and shut it againgt their clamor, againgt the ingstent knocking of the stone heads againgt the door.

There were roofless rooms with walls which seemed to go forever upward into darkness and at the
top of that darkness the sound of something poised enormoudly and rocking, rocking, rocking. There
were prodigious arches, windows leading into enclosed gardens in which stone beasts |looked at me from
wild eyes as though they wanted desperately to move. There were great halsin which fires burned and
tables were set with steaming foods. | did not egt. | did not drink. But Shattnir within me drew the heeat of
those firesand stored it.

When | could go no further, it was beside one of the incredible hearthsthat | sat, hunkered upon a



carpet woven with patterns of serpents and quadrumannain intricate chase and capture. Shattnir drew
power, and drew, and drew. Half deeping, | let her draw, et her make me one great vessal of power.
Far off through the hals of that place | could hear sounds once more, as of doors softly opening and
closing, and | was afraid of what might be coming. My hand went into the pocket at my side. "Come,
Grandmother,” | whigpered. "Divine Didir, come..."

What came in answer to that clutching invitation was old, so old that my mouth turned dry and my
skin felt crumbled and dusty. Ages settled on me, athousand years or more. It wasonly askin, a
shriveled shell. There was nothing there, nothing-and then the skin began to fill, drawing from me, from
Shattnir, from the world around us, began to swell, to grow, to push me from within until 1 thought there
would be no place left for meto stand, and | cried in panic. "Stay, stay. Leave meroom!™ Then there
came a cessation, awithdrawing, and a voice which whispered out of ancient years, "l see, | seg, | see”

| sensed Dorn within, and Dorn's awe; Trandilar, bowing down; Wafnor, head up, smiling; Shattnir
offering her hand to that One | had raised from the ages. Grandmother Didir, Demon, First of al
Gamesmen of the dim past, She who could Read the mind of this. place, this monstrous place, if She
would. If I had known the awe those otherswould fedl, | would not have had the effrontery to raise Her
up. I an glad, now, that | did not know. My other inhabitants had not been ignorant of my fear, now She
was not ignorant of it. | heard dl their voices. hersrising above them like awhisper of sed, infinitely fine,
infinitdy srong.

"Wel, child. Y ou have found a dangerous place."

"Sorcerer's Power Nine," whispered Shattnir. "Necromancer Nine," said Dorn.

"Nonsense," she said. "Dangerous, not deadly. We old ones do not easily admit to 'deadly,’ do we,
child?'

| did not move, for she was reaching out from me, using the power Shattnir had gathered, reaching
out through the very fabric of that |abyrinthine construction to find its center, itsmind. | felt the seerch go
on and on, felt the blank incomprehension of the mighty walls, the sony ignorance of the pillarsand stairs
while she still searched, outward and outward from me to the very edges of the place. Nothing.

Down the corridor, a door opened.

"Below," she whispered, sending that seeking thought out and down, through mosaic floors and
damp vaullts, down to bottomless dungeons and endless catacombs which stretched beyond the walls
away into lost silences. Nothing.

Thedoor shut. It seemed to methat | could hear Didir grit her teeth, atiny grinding itch inmy brain.
"Up," and the mind went once more, more dowly, paingtakingly, sifting each volume of air, each risng
dair, climbing asthe structure climbed into the lowering sky, wrapping each risng tower asavine might
wrap it, penetrating it with tiny thoughts like rootlet feet, to the summit of it dl, the wide and vacant roofs.
Nothing.

Just outside the room in which we were, not twenty paces down that great corridor, we heard a
door open, heard the waiting pause. then heard it shut once more with that great, muffled sound as of an
exploson heard a adistance. Oh. Lords of dl Creation, we stirred in fear. Those within me gave
shouted warning, but | needed none of them. | flowed up thewall, calling upon the power Shattnir had
Stored, flowed like climbing water, until | lay upon that wall no thicker than afingernail, stretched fine and
thin and trangparent as glass, seeing through my skin, fedling through my skin, knowing and hearing with
every fiber asthe door into the room opened and something came through. The door shut once more.
But within the room something hissed, something ancient and malevolent. | could fed it, senseit, knew
that it was there, but it was not there to any known sense of seeing. Protogenic and invisible, it filled the
room, pressed againgt thewalls, pressed against mein afury of ownership of that space, that structure.
Then dowly, infinitdly dowly, without rdinquishing any of the threstening quality, adoor at the far Sde of
the room opened and that which had inhabited the room flowed awvay. Behind it the door shut with that
absolute findity | had heard over and over again.



"It knew someone was here," whispered Didir within. "But it did not know whereyou were" | did
downthewadl toliein apuddle at its base, a puddie in which thelittle pouch which held the Gamesmen
of Barish seemed the only solid thing.

"Pull yoursdlf together, boy,” said Didir sternly. "Give me ashape | can think inl" She dapped at
me, aquiver of eectric pain which cared nothing for the shape | wasin. | sruggled into the form of
furred-Peter, placed the Gamesmen in my pocket and waited. Far off and receding came the clamor of
the great doors. | eavesdropped then upon a conversation among ghosts. Dorn and Didir, Wafnor and
Shattnir, with Trandilar as an interested observer, dl talking at once, or trying to, as| tried to stay out of
my own head enough to give them room. It went on for along time, too long, for down the echoing
corridors the sounds of the doors returned.

"Enough,” | snapped, patience worn thin. "None of you islistening to the others. Be dlill. Let me
have the use of my head!" There was a surprised silence and a sense dmost of withdrawal, perhaps
amused withdrawdl. | didn't care. Let them laugh a me asthey would. It was my body | needed to
protect.

| set out my findings as Gamesmaster Gervaise had once taught me, high in the cold aeries of
Schooltown, setting out the known, the extrapol ated, the merdly guessed. "Didir findsno mind in this
place. If there were amind, Didir would find it, therefore, there isno mind here. Nonetheless, weareina
place which shows evidence of intelligence, of design, aplace which probably did not occur by accident
or out of confusion. Therefore, if thereisno mind now, a onetimetherewas. If it isnot here, itis
gone-or elsewhere." | waited to be contradicted, but those within kept silent.

| went on obgtinatdly, "Despite dl this, there is something in the place, something primordia and evil,
which dlows outsdersto comein but will not let them out again. It isatrap, amindlesstrap, inhabited by
what?'

"A devil?" The voice was Wafnor's, doubtful.

"What are devils?' asked Didir. Slence.

"What isleft when the mind dies?’ Thiswas Dorn, thoughtful. "If the body wereto go on living, after
the mind were dead | thought. Beneath Bannerwdll, in the dungeonsthere, after the great battle, we had
found severd Gamesmen with living bodies whom Silkhands the Hedler had cried over, saying they
should be allowed to die for their minds were already dead, root-Read, burned out, leaving only what
shecdled living meet. They had breathed, swallowed, stared with sghtless eyes at nothing. Himaggery
had |et her have her way, and she had sent them into kind deep. Didir read my memory of this.

"What mind doesthe lizard have upon the rock?' she asked. "What mind the crocodilian in the
mire? Mind enough to edt, to  breathe, to fight, to hold its own territory against others of its kind-of any
kind. So much, no more. No reason, no imagination.”

"How long," breathed Dorn. "How long could it survive?!

"Forever," whispered Didir. "Why not? What enemies could stand againgt it?"

"S0, | questioned them, "the creator of thisplaceis ... dead? Perhaps|long dead? But something of
.. It ... sUrvives, some ancient, very primitive part?"

Outside the room the hissing began, the door began to open. | flowed across the wall once more,
quickly, for it entered the room in one hideous rush of fury. | sensed something which sought the intruder,
something ready to rend and tear. Thistimeit stayed within the room for along, restlesstime, turning
again and again to examine the room, the surfaces of it, the smdll and taste of it. Terrified time passed
until at last it flowed away again, out the other door, away down the corridors of the place.

"How do we stop it?" They did not answer me. "Come," | demanded. "Help methink! Wasthe
place built? Or isit rather like that hillside | sat upon which spoke to me? Are we within the body of a
Shifter?"

"It doesn't matter." said Wafnor. "Call upon my ancestor, Hafnor, the Elator, who isamong the



Gamesmen. Cadll upon him and we will be transported from thisplace ... | gritted my teeth at the
temptation. "Had | desred that. | would have cdled him rather than Grandmother Didir. Think of the
stone heads. The beastsin the gardens. Shall we leave them here forever to cry out their pain?' Thiswas
presumptuous of me, but | had resolved that no cry for help would find me wanting in the future. The fate
of Himaggery and Windlow-and, perhaps, |1zia-burned too deep within me, the guilt too fresh to alow
another yet fresher. | felt them move within me, uneasily, and it made me fed dizzy and weak, depleted of
power.

"Ah, well," said Wafnor from within. "'If we cannot find the mind, then we must attack the body."

| felt him reaching out with hisarms of force, out and out to afar, dender tower upon the boundary
of the building, felt him push at it using dl the power Shattnir had built up for him. The tower swayed,
rocked, began to fall. From somewherein that vast bulk came a screaming hiss, a horrid cacophony of
furious sound, adrum roll of doors opening and closing down the long corridors toward that tower. Like
awhip, Wafnor's power came back to us, reached once more, thistime in the opposite direction. He
found a curtain wall over a precipice and began to hollow the earth from beneath it, swiftly, letting the
stone and soil tumble downward as the bottom layers weakened. | felt thewall begin to go, dowly,
leaning outward in one vast sheet which cracked and shattered onto the stones far below. Within the
castle the sound of fury redoubled, arushing of wind went through the place from end to end, seeking us,
searching for us. The hissing grew to aroar, afrenzied tumult.

"Thethingishurt," said Didir. "Seethedoors..."

Indeed, the doors stood open into the corridor, open here and there up and down that corridor,
moving as though in awind, uncertain whether to open further or close tight. Wafnor reached out once
more, thistimeto apoint of the wall midway between histwo former assaults, once more undermining
thewall to let it shatter onto the mosaic paving in athunder of broken stone. The door before us began to
bang, again and again, a cannonade of sound. Between one bang and the next came along, rumbling
roar, and the stone heads burst through the open door to ricochet from wall to wall, sdeto side,
screaming, eyes open, stone lips pouring forth guttural agonies. The clamor increased, and they rolled
away, till shrieking, as Wafnor began to work on the fourth side of the castle. Thewalls of the room
began to buckle.

"Itisgtriking at itsdf,” whispered Didir. | pulled mysdlf across the room, onto the opposite wall,
watching and listening with every fiber. Thewall opposite me breathed inward, bulging, broke into
fragments upon the floor and through it into the endless halls below. Then Wafnor came back to me, and
we did not move, did not need to move, for around us Castle Lament pursued its angry self-destruction,
biting a itsdlf, sriking at itsdlf in suicidal frenzy. Wals crumbled, cellingsfell, greast beams cracked intwo
to thrust shattered ends at the sky like broken bones. Then, suddenly, beam and stone and plaster began
to fade, to blur, to stink with the stink of corruption. Gouts of putrescence fell upon us, rottenness boiled
around us. | rolled into mysdlf, made ashell, floated upon that corruption like anut, waited, heard the
scream of that which died with Castle Lament fade into silence, gone, gone.

When the silence was broken by the songs of birds. | unrolled myself into furred-Peter once more. |
stood upon a blasted hill, upon asoil of ash and cinder, gray and hard, upon which nothing grew. Here
and there one stone stood upon another, wrenched and shattered, like skeletdl remains. Elsewhere
nothing, nothing except the stone heads, the stone beasts, silent now, with dead eyes. | kicked at one of
them and it fell into powder to reveal the skull within. It, too, stared a me with vacant sockets, and |
wept.

"Shhh," said Didir within. "It does not suffer.” At thefoot of the hill, two trees shivered and became
two persons, youths, fair-haired and solemn. A pombi waked from the forest, ood upon itshind legs
and became Sambeline. A bird roosted upon one of the stone heads, crossed its legs and |eaned head
upon hand to look at me with the eyes of amiddlie-aged man. Slowly they assembled, some of the
Shifters of Schlaizy Noithn, to stare & me and at the ruins, curioudy-and curioudy unmoved. At length |
looked up and demanded of them, "How long was this place here?' The bird man cocked his head,



mused, said, "Some thousand years, | have heard.”

"What wasit? It was a Shifter, wasn't it?"

"l have heard it was one caled Thadigor. He was mad. Quite mad."

"Hewas not mad." | forced them to meet my eyes. "Hewas dead.”

"That could not be," said Sambeline. "'If he had been dead, Castle Lament would have gone. .
"No," | swore at them dl. "The Shifter was dead. His mind had died long ago. Only some vestige of the
body remained, some primitive, compulsve nerve center which kept thingsticking over, thefireslit, the
walls mended, doors opening and closing, holding and hating. Only that." | waited, but they said nothing.
"How many of you hasit taken ... captured ... killed?"

"Few ... of us" said the bird man.

"Ah. So you warned your own? But you let otherslearn for themselves. Or diefor themselves. How
many went in?"

"Thousands," said Sambeline moodily.

"And how many came out?'

"None," said the bird man.

"Wrong," | said. "They have dl come out. All. And now, | demand of you an answer which | have
earned from you. Where is the monument of Thandbar?"

They looked a one another, shifty looks, gazes which glanced away from eyes and over shoulders
to focus on digtant things.

"l can doto otherswhat | did to Castle Lament,” | threatened, softly. "No matter what shape you
take, | will find you."

It was Sambeline who spoke, placatingly. " Schlaizy Noithn isthe monument to Thandbar,” she said.
"All of it. Thewholevdley."

Almost | laughed. Oh, Mavin, | thought. Mother, are you of this shifty kindred, this collection of
lick-spittle do-nothings? And, if so, do | want to find you at al? My eyes went to the heights. "L ook not
uponit,” she had written. Well, if | look not upon Schlaizy Noithn, 1 would look upon the heights.
Somewhere up there.

| did not speak to those who still stood in the wreckage. | turned from them al and went away
toward the heights. Behind me | heard voicesraised briefly in argument. When | looked down from the
trail they had gone. Thevalley wasas| had seen it first, green, wooded, garlanded with rivers and
jewedled with lakes. At the edge of the valley nearest mewas ascar of gray. "Become grass, and cover
it," I whispered to them. "To hide your shame."

Within me, Didir stirred. "Never mind,” | said. Let them look upon the scarred earth for awhile.
Perhaps it would make them think of something they should have done. Or would have done, had they
learned any of the words old Windlow taught me,

In that moment | would not have given aworm-eaten fruit for al the Shiftersin Schlaizy Noithn.

6 - Mavin' s Seat

At thetop of thedopeatraill led around the valley. | turned toward the west since thiswasthe
direction opposite the one from which | had comeinto Schlaizy Noithn. The way led higher and higher,
ending a last a a pinnacle which speared out westward over the lands beyond. | leaned against atree,
garing a the far horizons from ice-topped mountainsin the south to afar, mist- shrouded land in the
north where the jungly swamps were to be found. | leaned, thinking of nothing much, until amovement
caught my eye. There upon the pinnacle was Mavin, crouched above afire over which severa plump
birds were roasting. My mouth filled so in anticipation of the taste of them that | could not speak as|
approached.



She looked up at me and snarled, "What kept you? | expected you long since.”

It wastoo much. | felt the hot fury build in me and blow up my backbone like ahard wind. "How
could you alow an abomination like that to exist?' | screamed at her. "Centuries of it. Festering likea
sore! And you did nothing. Nothing! | came closeto being killed. Like the thousands who were killed!
Who were they? Little people? Pawns? People of no consequence? Eaten up in play? How could you let
your own flesh fal into that trap? How could you | sputtered out, made mute by rage.

She did not seem to have listened. She plopped one of the birds upon awooden trencher, dumped
aspoonful of something else at its Sde, added a hunk of bread and set it dl on astone beside me. "Y ou'll
be hungry,” shesad. "Exorcismis hard work."

| screamed &t her again. She bit neatly into aleg of fowl, using onefinger to tuck in abit of crispy
skin. The sméll ravished me. She said, ™Y our dinner will get cold.”

| raged, howled, strode back and forth in a perfect frenzy of extemporaneous eloquence. She went
on edting. At last the exertion of the day, the long rage, and sheer weariness caught up with me. |
choked, gagging on my own words. At this, she put awooden mug into my hand. | thought it was water,
drank haf of it in agulp, then choked mysdlf into silence. It was pure spirit of wine, wineghogt, and it
burned away my fury, sweeping through me like a broom through amidden.

"Ahhg," | sad. "Ahhg."

"Exactly." She placed the trencher in my hands. "'If you have done with your peroration, my son, |
will answer your charges. How old do you think I am? No. Never mind. Surely you do not think me a
thousand years old? No. | thought not. Well, then, | can disclaim any responsibility for that place you
speak of for at least nine hundred years. Since | became aware of it as a curse upon the valley of
Schlaizy Noithn, | have tried three timesto correct the matter. | tried first to get some of those
tiff-necked Immutables to comeinto the valey. | was sure the Shifter was mad, and | told the
Immutables so, but they would not come. None of their affair, they said, whether it ate athousand
Gamesmen or athousand thousand. Later, | tried to get anoted Healer to come with meinto thevalley.
He refused me, saying he felt the chance of success was smdl. My third attempt succeeded. Castle
Lament isgone, and you are here, egting roast fowl and nonetheworsefor it." | stared at her,
unbelieving. She had meant meto fal into that.

"l wasright, wasn't 1?7' she asked. "It was mad?'

"ltwasdead,” | mumbled. "Dead, and | could've been killed.”

"Nonsense. You are my son. You are a Shifter. Shifters of Mavin'sline do not ‘get killed.' We are
too shifty, too clever, too dy ... Besides, you have help.”

The wineghost had seeped into my fingers and toes, warming and tickling them into afedling dmost
of comfort. The food did down my throat. | could not summon the energy for anger. ™Y ou got me
drunk," I accused.

"I know how to ded with hysteria," she said stiffly. ™Y ou did take your timein coming to vist me.
Did theinvitation confuse you?"

"No ... no. | wanted to come. But others wanted me to stay. Time went by."

"Thejourney? Wasit easy?'

"Theworst wasthe Trader. | did think | might be killed there. Hetried."

"Nap? A smdlish man with awide mouth? Mouth al full of smilesand easy words? Eyesfull of flint
and old ice? That one?'

| nodded yes. "Stupid. | was stupid to fal in with him. But he was pers stent.”

"Heisthat." Her voice grated.

"It took me awhileto figure out he wanted to kill me. Or something else. I'm not redly sure.”
"What did he try?'



"Drugged wine. Or poisoned. No, | think drugged, because he was wild when | convinced him |
wasdead." | went on to tell her infits and starts what had occurred during the journey, leaving out
nothing except what had set me off in haste to her in thefirst place. Well, | wasfull of wineghost. When |
told her of my long trialsin Schlaizy Noithn, she shook her head.

"We cdl it the monument of Thandbar, true. Howsomever, it isas much anursery as anything else.
Many of those there are new cometo their Talents, or very young, or limited. Sambeline has only three
shapes, her own, apombi, and an owl. Many there are were-owls or were-pombis. Somethere are
experimentalists, madmen or women who cannot adapt to the Talent at all, who shift and become locked
into strangeness. Roads which move. Speaking hillocks. Some experiment themsalves into shapesthey
cannot get out of. | think Castle Lament was one such. | have long thought it would be worthwhile to
have afew Immutables available to unlock them, but | have been unable to convince the Immutabl es of
that."

"They have no fondnessfor Gamesmen.” | yawned. "Though Riddle has been very kind to me."

"W, perhaps we can call upon that kindness come someday. Tell me of my kindred? IsMertyn
well? Does he plot still with Himaggery and old Windlow?!

| cursed mysdlf. She didn't know. | had sat by her fire esting and drinking for an hour, and she did
not know. | blurted it dl out, the disgppearances, Himaggery gone, Windlow gone, Mertyn in the Bright
Demesne. Shelooked at me frozen-faced with suspicious wetness at the corner of one eye.

"Himaggery vanished! Oh, Gamedords, but | feared it would happen. Heisasweet man, full of
juice asripefruit.” She paused, and then said, "Heisyour father. | remember him kindly dways, though
he does not so remember me. He would have had me stay with him and live with him like some pawnish
wife of afarmer; me, Mavin Manyshaped, for whom theworld isnot too large! So | left him againgt his
will and helikesmeno longer.”

"Does he know? Did he ... | mean, that heis my father?

"Oh, knowing | am your mother and what your ageis. he should have figured it out. Yes. | should
think so. Not that it matters. Whichiswhat | told him, but he wasfull of pawnish ideas. Enough. Whether
helikesmewdl or not at dl, till 1 would not have him vanished into the shadows like so many of our
friends. Mertyn did well to send you to me. Now. What's to do about this."

"Mertyn wanted me to find them, search for them. He told me to ask for them wherever | went, as
Necromancer ."

"Tush. Those who are vanished in thisway are not dead. We had figured that out a decade ago.
Nor do they live, for the Pursuivants cannot find them. No, it isinto the Land of Dingold they have gone,
the place of shadows, and it is there we must Shift to find them. Nap, now, he knows something, you
may be sure.”

This abrupt change of subject caught me by surprise, and seeing this, she pointed down from the
height we sat upon to the place below, dowly emerging into the light as the shadow of the precipice grew
shorter. | peered down at strangeness, stranger even than Schlaizy Noithn, for it looked like nothing | had
seen before that time, aweirdnesslying below us at thefoot of the cliff. If agiant child had built a
mud-spider out of shreds and threads, rat fur and murk, then set it upon a stone dish with itslegs arrayed
full cirdlearound it and itseyes glittering in dl directions, this might have been likened to what | saw.
Then, if the child had built bulky mud towers between the spider's legs, each tower with doors at the
bottom in the shape of faces, each face amaw opening into the dark-why then, that might have been
likened to what | saw. Then, if the child had surrounded it dl with asaw-edged wall and set the whole
thing in quivering motion-well, that was the place. Smoke rose fromit. Clangor sounded from it, soft with
distance. The faces upon the tower doors grimaced, eyes first open then shut. The spider turned its eyes
thisway and that, the whole aclot, abulk of dark in thelight of morning.

"What isit?" | whispered, unbdieving.
"TheBlot," she said. "To which Gifters come. Ngp among them.”



"Gifterd"

"Traders. They cdl themsdves Traders. They are Gifters nonetheless. They bring certain things
here, they take certain things from here. The things they take from here they sdll, sometimes. Often they

give
"|sthisthe place of magicians?'
"What do you know of magicians?' she demanded.

"Only what is said in the marketplace. What Gamesmagter Gervaise said. What Laggy Nap said.
That there may be, perhaps, a place of magiciansto the west. Gervaise saysthe little cold Gamespieces
come from there. Nap says no such thing, but we both know heisaliar.”

"Some call the place below there a place of magicians. But there are no Gamesmen there. No
Immutables. Only afew very strange beings which stay there and other strange creatures which come
and go. And soon now, Nap again. He comes regularly, and last time he came here, he left here with
your cousinsin histran.”

"My cousins?' | remembered two grinning faces under flame-red hair, peering down a mefrom a
height before the battle at Bannerwell. "My cousins? With Nap?'

"Y our cousins. Swolwys and Dolwys. Twins. Scamps. But better Shifters than any you met in
Schlaizy Noithn. They have not your advantages, no Gamesmen of Barish to call upon (as| presumeyou
didin Cagtle Lament, as| intended) but good boysfor al that. | sent them to join Nap'strain the last time
he cameto the Blot, and | et them go and return by that road to the north.

If we had no other evidence, the fact that Nap travel s that road would tell uswhat heis. Past Poffle.
Too close. But they should return soon.”

She was staring away to the north where a pair of ruts wound around the edge of the plateau and
disappeared. Following her gaze | could see a plume of dust there. Someone was upon that road,
certainly, and it camein only the one direction, toward the place below.

"There they are. Still some hours away, coming no faster than the pace of their water oxen. So, if |
wereyou, my son, |I'd deep awhile. Drink the rest of your wineghost and take your full ssomach into my
cavernyonder. | will call you when they come." She gestured toward a half hidden entrance | had not
noticed before. | was too weary to argue, so let her push mein that direction.

When | cameto the cave entrance, | looked back expecting to see her ill watching from the
prominence, but it was bare. High above me circled ahuge bird withwingsaslong as| amtall. It cried
my name and dipped toward me, then caught a current of air to carry it north. It was very beautiful in the
sun, white and gleaming, trailing plumes graceful as smoke. | went into the cave with afeding of exquisite
sadness, asthough ridden by amemory | could not identify. Had | seen her so before? Or wasiit
something in her voice as she cried to me? Perhaps it was only the spirit in my blood, the aftermath of
anger. | wasadeep assoon as| lay down.

She woke mein the late afternoon, shaking me and offering some warm brew from asimmering pot
by thefire. "They have stopped,” she said. "It is as though Nap is not eager to cometo the Blot. They
have come amost to the wall, however, and you can see them easily from the pinnacle.”

So | went onto the pinnacle once more to watch the compact circle of wagons near the cinereous
walls. The animals were unhitched and led away to a patch of tall meadow grass near the bottom of the
long dope. Mavin watched the animaswith curiousintengty. Until that moment | had given no thought as
to what guise my cousins had taken in Nap'strain. Now her focused gaze told me where they were and
inwhat shape. A pair of oxen grazed away from the others, toward a stony place heavy with obscuring
shadows, grazed around, behind them, and was gone. A rustle among small trees marked their passage.

"They will be here momentarily,” she said with satisfaction. " Perhaps we may learn something
There was the sound of plodding on thetrail, silence, and then they appeared around the high stone,
precisaly as| remembered them. Broad-faced, red-haired, with grins of the same width on lips of the



same shape. One of them had an interesting scar over one eye. Otherwise they wereidentica. The
scarred one pointed to hisidentifying mark.

"Swolwys," he said. "'l keep the scar to make it easier for othersto address me by name. It iseasier
than Shifting into something unique.”

"Our amilarity is uniqueness enough,” said the other. "Why should we not be known for that fact as
well asany other? 1 am Dolwys. Those menta midgetsin the wagon train did not even notice that they
had two identical water oxen. We did it to seeif they were dert. They are not, or at least, not very. They
even believed you dead, Cousin Peter.”

| swallowed. They looked very young to be so insouciant, younger eventhan 1. "I take it you were
not convinced.”

Swolwys considered this. "Ah, had we not known who and what you are, it is possible we would
have been takenin. It was very well done. Except that we could not figure out why you did not smply
Shift and dide away."

"Therewasawomaninthetrain,” | said.

"Ah" sad Dolwys. "1zia"

"Lovey lzia" commented histwin. "Not atype attractive to me, but ill, fair. Very fair."
Mavin's head had come up like aquesting fustigar's. "A woman? Whét is she to you?"

"Sheisnothing to me." | laughed, somewhat bitterly. "Why this concern? Sheisapawn, aservant.
Sheisindurance, held unwillingly, captive by some device | have not seen or heard of before. Boots.
Metal boots, high on theleg, which grow hot at Nap'swill. Had | smply vanished, Nap might have
thought the woman involved in my disappearance, for | had been stupid enough to let him seeme
watching her. Asyou say, sheisvery far."

"But sheisnothing to you?"
| began to bridle at this repeated question. "Not quite nothing, no! Sheisacaptive. Aswere those
in Castle Lament. | havetold you my fedings about such matters.”

"Ah. Wdll. Perhaps we can do something about it."

At that moment, | was glad there was no Demon among them. | had not been ableto say shewas
nothing to me with an honest heart. She was agood deal to me, and the fact that she was now almost
within reach of my voice made metremble. 1zia. | could not leave her to Nap's maevolence. | would
haveto find away to free her. | did not understand the compulsion, for it was not merdly pity, but |
welcomed it as | now supposed | had welcomed Sylbie and Castle Lament. They were dl problems,
problemsto be solved, wrongsto berighted. | thought again of Windlow's curious word: Justice. It was
odd how many satisfying things could be done under that rubric. So, | ruminated while my cousnsand
mother leaned upon the stone to watch the wagons below.

"There," whigpered Mavin. "Nap has decided to wait until morning to enter the Blot." It wastrue.
The camp had settled; Nap was seated beside hisfire as others moved about the endless duties of the
train. | saw lziaa once, moving among the animass, searching for the missing pair, her skirted figure plain
among the trousered ones of the men, dl walking with that strange hesitation which | now, too well,
understood.

"Is there some way we can freethem?' | asked the twins. "From Nap, or from the boots?*

"If it becomes important, we must find away,” said Swolwys. "However, those boots are locked on
in away we do not understand. | have heard Nap say that an Elator in those boots could not move out of
them. A Tragamor could not move them from himself. A Shifter could not change out of them. They
transcend Talent, so says Nap. Nap controls them, but he must return to the Blot every season to have
that power renewed. It is growing weaker even now, and | think it isonly that which brings him back to
the Blot. Without his power, control of his servantswanes. The last day or two we have seen indications
of rebellion among the pawns, particularly the newest ones. We went far to the south, you know, looking



for you, | suppose, cousin. We stopped near the Bright Demesne. Y ou were not there, but Nap bought
pawns from a pawner, young, strong oneswho look a him with mutiny in their eyes.”

"Izia? Isshelikdy to mutiny?"

"No. Nap has had her since she was achild. He taunts her with that fact. He tells her that she was
sold to him by a Shifter because she was worthless, that only Nap's kindness and forbearance have kept
her dive these years. He has had her in the boots since she was seven or eight years old, for ten years, at
least. Those years have bent her. She does not mutiny. She scarcely lives."

"Why does he hold her so? Why?*

The twins gave me a curious look, and Mavin speared me with one of her imperious stares, but
Swolwys replied readily enough. " She comes of aline of horsebreeders and farmers from the South. Skill
with animalsisbred into that line as Tdent iswith us. She can do anything with horses, with dmost any
anima, and sheisworth athousand times her priceto Nap. Also, sheisfair.”

| did not want to hear about that. The thought of her in Nap's deazy embrace was morethan |
could bear. "What now?" | asked.

‘Now you will take Swolwys place," said Mavin. ™Y ou will go down to Nap's camp. We need to
know what happensinside those walls on the morrow." She gave me another look, daring meto
disagree, but | had no thought of that. No, | would have begged to go. | needed to seethat 1ziaill lived
... 88| remembered her.

7 - The Blot

| was accepted among the water oxen as awater ox, that is, after | had laid hands upon the real
beast enough to know how one was made. | had already learned it was easier to become something
entirely imaginary than to become something which had arecognized form and movement of itsown.
Thus, for the first few hours of wateroxship, it was necessary to admonish myself to keep my head down,
my tail in motion againgt the flies, my floppy feet out from under one another. Being afustigar had been
easer for me, once, but then | had seen fustigars every day of my life. Water oxen were more rural
animds, certainly smellier ones. Dolwyswhispered to methat | could stop monitoring my own behavior
when the smell no longer seemed foreign. It did not take aslong as | had expected.

| learned in the transformation to pick up bulk, athing | had not known before. At first inert, asone
maintained aform the excess bulk became incorporated gradualy into the flesh of the creature. When
one shifted back, there was acertain bulk left over. Some Shifters, asthe hillock had in Schlaizy Noithn,
smply gained and gained until that network of fibers which made Shifterswhat they were was stretched
so far it could not assumeits origina form. It wasdl in this network, so Mavin said. She had dready
harvested the flesh |eft over when Dolwys and Swolwys had Shifted back into human form. It wastoo
scattered to make chops, she said, but it would make good soup. | confess a certain queas ness about
this. | did not like the thought of eating what had once been a part of my cousins. They laughed a me
when | said this, making mefed very young and foolish. Nonetheless, | did not like theideaand was glad
it was not put to the test. Instead of soup, | learned to eat grass.

| learned that Shifters had ajargon of their own, amost alanguage. Changing back into an origina
formwas cdled "pulling the net," evidently from that network of fiberswhich transferred more or less
intact from creature to creature, from form to form. One could "be" abird with only about half the
network. One could "be" awater ox with about two-thirds of it. What was left over smply lay about
indde, doing nothing, availableto "become" other things, clothing or whatever. It was dl very interesting.

At any rate, by morning | was an unremarkable water ox, driven from my graze to awagon and
hitched there, able to see Iziawhenever | swung my head in her direction. Laggy Nap had at |ast decided
to go thefind few paces of hisjourney, into the shadowy courts of the Blot. The gates were open when
we approached. They looked as though they had been open for a generation or more, hinges rusted and



hanging, metal doors bent and sagging, grass pushing up between the stones. Inside the gatesthe
shadows of the huge, spidery archesfell upon us, and a Tower-face mumbled at us from acrossthe
pavement. Dolwyswhiffled as though startled, and | remembered that | was awater ox which would
have been gartled at such asight and whiffled with him, hearing 1zids voice, " Shaaa, shaaa, shaa, il
now, nothing to bother about, my strong ones. Shaaa, shasa." The sound of her voice made me shiver
involuntarily; perhaps any water ox would have shivered &t it.

We saw thefirst inhabitant of the place asit came mincing across the pavement, and for amoment |
thought | had not managed the Shift of my eyes properly. Something was monstroudly wrong with the
shape which confronted us, and it stood before us for some time before my mind believed what my eyes
saw. Thiswas no Shifter. It was atrue-person, or perhaps two persons. From the waist up it was two,
two heads, two sets of shoulders, four arms, two chests tapering into one waist, one set of hipsand legs.
It chortled, "Dupey one," out of one mouth as the other mouth said in adeeper voice, "Dupey two." |
looked up to see Iziatrembling upon her seet and Laggy Nap striding forward with every expression of
confidence.

"Qyah, Dupies. Will you stable the beasts in the yard, or would you rather we stake them outside
thewalls?' Hisvoice wasingratiating, atone | had not heard him use except when he had sought to
seduce meinto histrain outside Betand.

The tenor head answered, 'Oh, here, here, Laggy Nap, here. Where Dupies can watch them, feed
them, brush their pretty hides. Y ou let Dupies have them. WEell love them al to bits nice things, greet,
wonderful beasties”

Besde me Dolwystrembled. I, too, at the lustful endearments which sounded to me much like
hunger. The deeper voice said, 'Oh, see how it shivers, pretty beasty iscold, al cold from the shadow.
Bring it in the sun, Dupey, whereitiswarm

"Fine," said Nap heartily. "Y ou take them aong into the sun and bring them food and water, Dupies.
They'll loveyou for that."

"Ooooh, love usdl to hits, the big thingswill."

"Loveus, yesthey will." Thetwo led us off, the one led us off, caroling their-its pleasure. Besde me
Dolwys trembled again and again. | wondered what he was thinking. We were too much in evidenceto
talk. It would have to wait. We were taken to a sunny spot near atrough of water, and a cart of hay was
pushed near to us. We swished our tails and siwung our muzzles under the pattering hands and constant
voices of the Dupies, trying to see through them or around them to what Nap and the others were doing.

"Whereis Fatman? Dupies, where is Fatman?' Nap was persstent in the question, as he needed to
be to draw the mongter's attention away from us.

"Fatman? Oh, Fatman ishere. Maybein alittle while, Laggy Nap. He was here awhile ago.
Patience, patience. He will be here.”

"Tdlman?IsTdlman hereaswd|?'

"Oh, yes. Tdlman isaways here. Always sometimes. He goes and comes, Laggy Nap. Patience,
patience." The two heads turned to one another, kissed passionately, hugged one another fiercely and
went back to their patting and brushing of the horses. They had not groomed usyet. | found mysdlf
begging that they would not. Thiswas not to be, however, and | was thoroughly fondled as was Dolwys
at my sde, with such hungry tenderness that we were both shaking by the time the Dupies had made off
and left us. At last we could watch the people of the train, but they might have been made of stone,
dumped asthey were on the shadowy pavement of the place near one of the great, mouthy doors. None
moved except Nap, striding among them, dapping his hands along histhighs, clicking hishedsupon the
stone, toe, toe, toe, an erratic rhythm. From some hidey hole we could hear the Dupey voices calling,
"Peatience, patience, Laggy Nap."

Thefirgt evidence of other inhabitants camein ashrill, premonitory shrieking, like atortured hinge
crying stressinto the quiet of the place. It came from within one of the towers, behind the mumble lips of



the doors. The shriek became arumble, the rumble a clatter and one of the mouths began to open,
reluctantly wider and wider until the eyes disappeared in wrinkles and the teeth gaped wide above a
metal tongue extending outward, toward us. down thisramp rolled afigure as strangein itsway asthe
Dupieswerein theirs, round, so fat that the shoulders bulged upward and the cheeks outward to make a
sngle convex line which blended into a spherical form, aballoon, aball, an egg of aman. Herodeina
kind of cup, like an eggcup on wheds, and it was this vehicle which made the extraordinary shrieking
noise.

"Qil, Dupies," it cried. "QOil for the Fatwagon. Oh, she screams, doesn't she. Makes aterrible
racket. Laggy Nap. wal-la, walo, hollahdlo, listen to me come screaming at you. Qil! Oil! Dupied”

"Patience, patience, Fatman,”" came the answering call, evidently the standard reply to al happenings
in this place. The Fatman rolled his eggcup backward and forward, sending al the animalsinto frenzies at
the high-pitched sound, until the Dupies ran from whatever place they had been hiding. They bore acan
of ail, and akind of tag game ensued during which the sounds gradually diminished into dmost quiet. It
was only then that Laggy Nap came forward once more.

"I greet you, Fatman."

"Oh, | greet you aswell, Laggy Nap. Have you afine cargo for us thistime? Something to please
them? Something to make the great, tal things happy? | do hope so. They become difficult, Laggy Nap.
Sengtive. Givento fitsand hurling things at usfor no reason. Oh, my, my, my, yes. They need
distractions, Laggy Nap, indeed yes.

"l have most of what | was sent for, yes."

"Most? Do you say 'most,' Laggy Nap? Ah, to have only most may not be enough. It isfar better to
have more, not most. Well, hewill bein atemper, you may be sure. Tallman will bein atemper, Laggy
Nap. All the Talmen. All. Hell tel you so, even if | don't.” And the Fatwagon rolled awvay among the
towering arches and the mumbling door-faces, exclaiming to itsdf asit went, careening here and there,
light glistening again and again in the gloom from the bald pate of Fatman where he wheded hisway into
the shadows.

| heard |ziasay to Laggy Nap, "Why will you not let us go outside? We are no good to you here.
Let ustake the animals outside the walls. We will wait for you there." Her voice was hopeless, even as

she begged.

"I want you here!" he hissed, fingers jumping aong the seam of histrousers, tap tap, full of an
energy and rhythm of their own. "Here."

"Wesicken," she murmured. "All of us, animds, dl. In here. In the gloom of this place, we cannot
helpit. We scken."

"So, Scken. | care not whether you sicken. Sicken silently. | swear, | will find that Shifter who sold
you to me and sell you back to him or have vengeance upon him for cheating me ashedid.”

"Y ou were not cheated, Laggy Nap! | have driven your animals acrossthisworld adozen timesin
the ten years you have had me. Who treats your team beasts when they areinjured or ill"? Who gets them
acrossfordsthey will not cross and up trails they will not climb?\Who but me, Laggy Nap?'Y ou were not
cheated."

"l say | was because you do not give me peace. Now be silent or burn alittle.” Hisfingerstapped a
different rhythm, and she caught her breath in sudden pain.

| moved, and Dolwysimmediately put one of hisgreet, floppy feet upon mine, haf tripping mein the
process. | heard him sigh, "wait," or some such word, blown through his water ox throat. | subsided,
frustrated, unable to do more than ache at her hurt. In any case, Nap did no more than twinge at her,
perhaps because his powers were much dwindled and perhaps because the careening Fatwagon came
barrding out of the dusk into our midst, its occupant caroling madly.

"Tdlman's coming, Laggy Nap. | sent thecall, just as| knew you'd want meto, and he's coming



swiftly. Watch the big mouth, now, Laggy Nap, he's on hisway. Come Dupies, come and watch.
Tdlman'scoming.”

The Dupies emerged from twilight places, chattering at one another like sparrows, patting at one
another with their swift little hands, eyebrows cocked and mouths moving, al the time stroking at one
another, pausing only to hug and kiss with that same greedy passion they had displayed toward the
animas. They paused before one of the mumbling Tower mouths, waited in hushed expectancy.
Reluctantly, Laggy Nap took up a position beside them and the Fatwagon rolled to one side. There was
along hush, then the sound of far off machinery in motion, arumbling which vibrated the ground beneath
usand sent adl the Tower mouthsinto fits of grimaces.

The mouth before us turned downward, an introspective frown, followed by an expresson of
aertness, wonder, and then it opened to vomit out its own metal tongue, an endless tongue which
extruded itsdf into aplatform alittle raised above the surface on which we stood. Onto this platform
rolled alittle car, somewhat like those | have seen used in some pawnish minesto transport ore, except
thisonewasflat. From its prow there stuck up atal beam, narrow and high. The beam brokeitself into
angles and stepped down from the car, its top section bending to look down upon usall.

"Tdlman," cried the Dupies.
"Tdlman," Fatman warbled in the sametone.

"Tdlman,” said Laggy Nap, hisfingersjerking dong the ssams of histrousers. Asfor therest of us,
we animals, we pawns and animal's, we said nothing but stared and stared. The voice, when it came, was
awoodwind sound, areed sound, deep and narrow-edged.

"Widl, Laggy Nap. Y ou have returned. Have you fulfilled the orders | gave you?'

Fumble, fumble, fingers tap tap dong trouser seams, feet shuffle back and forth, pale as paper,
Laggy Nap. 'l have most of what | was sent for, Tallman. The youth, Peter-the Necromancer, he was
killed on thejourney..."

Along, long pause during which that narrow, hooded head bent above Laggy Nap as some great
serpent head might bend aboveits prey. "Killed? How killed? By you?'

"No, Tdlman! Never! It was arockdide on the southern route, in the canyons there. He would go
that way, and mindful of your orders, we went with him until we could be sureto take him without
injuring him. He went to the canyon wall to rdieve himsdf, Talman, and the wall broke over him. More
rock than the train could movein a season, Talman. Hisbody, under al that rock  Nap's voice faded
into uncertainty, and the head above him never moved but brooded till in that unrdenting scrutiny.

"How long ago?'
"How long? Ah, let me think. We have been thirty-five days on the northern route, 1zia, wasn't it

thirty-five days? Then there was a space of three days getting back to Betand. Less than forty days,
Tdlman. Thirty-eight, | would say."

"Not so long, then, that you could not take a Necromancer there and raise him. Raise this Peter.
Find out from his spirit what it was he knew. Not too long for that?'

"Oh, | could do that. Yes." He gave alittle hop, asthough eager to be on hisway. "1 need only to
have my power renewed, Talman. And to unload the cargo.”

Therewas aslence, aslence which drew out into aswvamp of tillnessin which no one moved.
Laggy Nap himsdlf did not seem to breathe. He might have forgotten how to breathe, so still he was, and
when Talman spoke at last the air came out of Nap as out of abaloon. "No, Laggy Nap. No power
renewal thistime. Wewill give you power when you return.”

"But, but Teeth chattering, face like melting ice. "How will | keep the pawnsin order? How keep
the beastsin order, the work done? How keep |zia doing her work

Theimpossbly tal figure straightened itself. Y ou will leave the pawns here. They need some
pawns. To make blues. For aceremony. Y ou will leave the woman here. | need awoman for ...



something. Y ou will take one wagon and go. And you will wear the boots to be sure you return.”

Fatman burbled, chortled, "Boots, Talman. Whose bootsfor Laggy Nap? Does Talman have extra
boots he wishesto be used for Laggy Nap?"

And the Dupies, "Patience, patience, Laggy Nap. We will find bootsfor him.”

Talman growled something, beckoned to 1ziawhere she crouched ashen-faced againgt apillar. She
sdled toward him fearfully, and he bent above her. "Take off the boots."

"They will not come off," she whispered, hystericd, panting.
"Fool! They would not come until now. They will come off now. Take them off."

So, she drew them from her legs almost before my eyes, and | could see what had happened to her
legs from the years she had worn them, old scars and lines of festering red, a scaly pedling surface where
there should have been maiden smoothness. She saw her own legs and crawled away, retching and
gasping. Dolwys put his foot upon mine once more, and again | heard that same, sighed word. "Wait."

It was the Dupies who put the boots upon Laggy Nap, one of them holding him while the other
drew them on. When it was done, Talman tapped at his sides and Laggy Nap screamed.

"S0," said the Tdlman, "you will be ableto fed my impatience even to the ends of the world, Laggy
Nap. Now, unload your cargo and get you gone to do what | have ordered. Go to Betand. Find a
Necromancer there. Promise him what you must to go with you to the place Peter waskilled. Raise Peter
and find out what he knew."

"What he knew about what, Talman? Do not be angry. Tell mewhat is needed so that | may not
fail you again. Please, Talman, tell your good servant what to do

The poleike form turned impatiently. "What did the youth know of 'magicians? What did he know
about 'Council'? What was he plotting with the wizards? Find out, Laggy Nap. Return here as soon as
may be or burn, Laggy Nap. | will not be patient.”

| watched him retreat through the sagging gates, dumping, watched him take the small wain which
the Dupies had dready hitched for him and mount to the seet, there to hold thereinslaxly in hishands as
though he had never seen them before. He turned to call rebdllioudy, "Talman. Givemelzia, at least. She
is good with the beasts and will make sure | reach Betand intime.”

"Go, Laggy Nap. | have another usein mind for I1zia"

Thelittle wagon rolled out through the gates and away down the long line of hillstoward the north.
Stll Dolwys foot was upon my own, hisjaw next to mine chewing endlessy at nothing. It was hard, hard
with Izialying there not five paces from me, weeping upon her hands, the Dupies capering about her as
they made sorcerous motionswith their plump little hands.

"Oh, pretty, pretty, al for Dupies, thisone. Oh, we will loveit to death, pretty legs, pretty legs.”

| shuddered, somehow aware of what it was the Tallman planned, so hideous athing, and yet it
cameinto my mind asthough Didir had plucked it from the Tallman's head. | would stop it, stop it, but
the need was not yet, for Tallman caled the Dupies away to unload the wagons which Nap had |eft
behind. They cdled into play akind of metal creature with arms and a clattering track for feet which
hel ped them, and Fatman carried some thingsto and fro. There was ore of akind so specid that they
picked up even tiny fragments of it dropped from the sacks; bottles and jars of stuff | did not recognize;
long bundles of herbswith an odor which reminded me of Windlow's herb garden in that land far to the
south. Soon they had unloaded al the wagons except the little cold-cart which Nap had told me
contained perishablefruits. All the sacks and bundles were hegped on that strange flat car which Talman
had arrived upon.

Now came a strange hiatus.

Talman went to the cold-cart, walked around it, lifted its covering, touched it here and there.
Behind him the monsters wheel ed and capered, silent as shadows. The hood hid whatever passed for
Talman'sface, but the angle of his head spoke of concentration. At last he spoke.



"Y ou are agood hitch, you Fatman, you Dupies. | chose well to choose you from the monster pits
asmy hitch. You did well to warn me that the Trader had not brought everything, Fatman. | had timeto
find out what to do ... what questionsto ask.”

Thetenor Dupey said, "Talman?Will they be angry? They will be angry, won't they?'
The lofty head nodded, once, twice.

"But Dupey il getsthelegs, don't we, Talman? Dupey getsthe pretty legsto have. Oh, well put
them in the coldwagon, Talman. They'll last along timein the coldwagon.”

The lofty head turned toward 1zia, spoke softly. "1 said you would be rewarded, Dupey. So you
shdl." Then, voiceraised, "Do you know your fate, woman? Dupey does not care whether you know or
not, but | enjoy it more when the fate is known and the one shaped like them can suffer in knowing what
will happen.” The pole-like form shifted from sdeto sde, asthough blown by an unfet wind. "Dupey has
two heads, asyou have observed. Two sets of arms, two upper bodies. However, he has only one set of
hips and legs. He needs another set, obvioudy. He prefers afemale s&t, for reasons of hisown, eh.
Dupey?' The monster capered, patted his cheeks, kissed himself, busied himsalf about hislower body
with both sets of hands. Peter, water ox, could not watch. Dolwys's foot pressed upon me.

"Giveme" cried Dupey intwo voices. "Giveme."

"He has various ways of removing thetop haf," mused the Tdlman. "Dupey isorigind, innovetive. |
have been much amused by watching Dupey.”

"Dupey was saved," the mongter cried. " Saved from the horrid midwifes. Saved to serve Talman
and them. Weren't we, Tdlman? Oh, giveme.

"Patience, patience, Dupies. First you must unload the cold-wagon. Otherwise you will have
nowhereto keep the pretty legs  Some other sound came from Ta lman, some sound of humor.
Compared to that sound, laughter isthe song of angels. Such a sound devils might make.

But with that sound the cover was thrown back from the chill wagon, and long bundleswere
brought from it and laid in asingle, close layer upon the car. Something about the size and shape of those
bundles picked a amind horrified by Tallman, petrified by monsters, picked at amind without result. But
then Dupey turned too quickly from hiswork, and the covering of one of the bundles caught upon his
belt. He turned to cover the contents of the bundle again, quickly, but the water ox which was Peter had
seen, seen, seen. It was Windlow. old Windlow lying there, ash gray with cold, unmoving. It al happened
too fast, too fast for Peter or Dolwysto react, for Tallman was once more on the car, the pawns were
summoned to Sit upon its edges, and it was moving away through the tower mouth which had rumbled
open. Fatman was watching Dupey. Dupey was approaching |zia. Peter fought to be in two places at
once, but it wastoo late. The tower door mumbled shut.

Water oxen have horns, usualy blunted. They have huge, dow feet. They are ponderous, quiet,
seldom moved to anger. Therefore, what Dolwys and | became might not have been called water oxen
but something else, not totally unlike. Our horns were needle sharp, our feet hard and hooved, our anger
red. Dupey never reached the place where Izialay. Fatman was spilled from hiswagon long before he
reached the tower door he wheeled for. Beneath the trampling hooves they became mere broken clots of
shadow upon the hard pavement within the darkness of the spidery arches. When we had done my heart
was pounding as though we had fought a grest battle, and it was amost with surprisethat | turned to see
Iziatill upon the ground, mouth open in bleak astonishment.

It was furred-Peter and long-legged Dolwys who brought her up the steep Sopesto the pinnacle
where Mavin waited. Perhaps she had been watching us from her bird form, for it needed little
explanation to tell her what had happened. 1ziafell away from our supporting armsto curl upon the stone,
turned into herself asasnail turns, tight against the world. The seared, horrid skin of her legslay bare, an
obscene statement of her lifewith Laggy Nap. Dolwysand | sat panting until | could speak.

"Windlow's body. Mavin. Brought by Nap, in the wagon. The Tdlman took it. Through those
doors. Wedidn't havetimeto ... I'll haveto go back."



"But we need aHedler for her,” said Dolwys. "We must do something for the girl!"

"WehaveaHeder," said Mavin, fixing me with her rgptor'seyes. "That is, we have one if Peter
choosesto useit

| was so breathless, so senseless, that it took me atime to realize what she meant. Dealpas. First
among Hedlers. Among tile Gamesman of Barish in my pocket.

"Of course," | stuttered. "At once, I'll ..."

"Shhh," she said. "Take amoment to get your breath. She will not perish in the next moment what
she has survived for the past years." She went to the woman and knelt beside her urging Iziato her fest,
into the cave and onto the bed there, pressing ahot brew into her hands, al despite 1zias
incomprehension and blank-eyed gpathy. The sght of her legs had done what al the years of Laggy Nap
had not, driven her into akind of madness.

"What if Dedlpas cannot heal her?' | murmured, to no onein particular. It was Swolwyswho
answered me as he brought me some of that same brew which Mavin was spooning into [zia.

"Well, and what if the Healer cannot? Or you cannot? Then she must live or diewith what is, aswe
al mugt. It will not lie upon your shoulders, Peter. If blame be found, et it be found on Nap's hands.”

"Y ou could go further back than that,” | said bitterly. "To the Shifter who sold Iziawhen she was
only achild. She could not have been more than seven or eight then. Taken from Game knows where;
sold for Game knows what reason.

"Do not say 'Shifter' in that tone,” Swolwys demanded. "It could have been a Seer, or a Tragamor,
or apawn, for dl that. Each plays his Game, and Games eat men. They et children, aso, but it isthe
Game doesit, not the Gamesman.”

"Some Gamesmen do,” | said, thinking of Mandor, and Nap, and the fat Duke of Betand. Swolwys
was right, though. | did tend to think ill of Shifters, both because of Schlaizy Noithn and because of ...
Yarrel. What brought Y arrel to mind? 1 had not seen him since he walked away from me outside
Bannerwdll, giving up our friendship, turning hisback on me. Hisface swam into my mind, dark hair, level
brows, large-nosed and generous-lipped. | pressed my hands to my face and shook myself. Now was
not the timeto indulgein this bitter-sweet nostalgia. | went into the cave.

"Let metry Dedpas,” | said to Mavin. "Though it may not work. Silkhands the Hedler told me that
tissue, once dead, cannot be healed.”

Mavin had uncovered |zids legs and was studying them as | spoke. The boots had come high upon
her thighs, dmost to the crotch, and there was aline around her thighsthere, healthy pink glow of flesh
above, gray scabrous hide below, like adis-eased lizard. "I do not think thetissueisdead,” shesaid. "l
think the boots did not redlly burn at al, but acted directly upon the nerves. Thisflesh isabnormad, but it
lives. .

"WEell, let us hope Dedpaswill know." | reached into the pocket to find the little Gamesman. | had
to search among them. Dealpas did not come into my hand readily. My fingers chased her among the
other pieces, catching her finaly againgt my flesh. She came rductantly, dowly, with infinite regret. "
thought | hed left dl this" | felt her say. "Pain. Suffering. | thought | was done with it

"Thereisnever anend,” sad Didir.

"Never," echoed Dorn. And from the otherswithin | heard agreement, according to their natures.
There was Wafnor's sturdy cheer, Shattnir's cold challenge, Trandilar's passion. And among them
Dealpas stood as one weeping.

| wasfirm. "Come, thereiswork here."

"Thereisawayswork." But she came, regretfully, until | laid my handson Izias flesh, and then she
was asarushing stream. | could not follow what it was she did. It waslike Shifting in away, for
filaments seemed to flow from my own handsinto the flesh of 1zia It waslike Moving, in away, for once
there the filaments stretched and tasted and smelled at things, chased down long white bundles of fiber,



paddled through blood, marched unerringly along great columns of bone. It was easy to find the
wrongness, less easy to set it right. Expeditions went out into far-flung territories of gut and fluid, into
intimate halls of gland, bubbling hotly in wrinkled caverns, to return with this and that thing, to pump and
build and stretch, to open cdll walls and herd things, as a herdsman hisflock, which twinkled and spun
like gtars, to clamp upon sparkling nerves so that no hint of pain could move past the placeit originated. |
watched, sniffed. tasted, and was one with Dedlpas. | learned. | would have to have been witless not to
have learned, but witha that learning | could tell there was auniverse she knew and | never would.

Until, after along time, she separated hersaf from me and became what she had been, a
withdrawing presence, amind which demanded to be let lone, to rest, to deep, never to be wakened.

The otherslet her go. | let her go. Before me on the pallet, 1zias flesh gppeared not grestly different
from what it had been before, but my hands told me healing was begun. Enough. She dept. | knew she
would deep long. Her face had relaxed into quiet, and she lay with mouth alittle open, faintly snoring, a
little bubble at the corner of her mouth. | knew with unshakable certainty where | had seen that face
before and why it was | had been so drawn to her.

"Sheissolike Yarrd," | whispered. "So like that she can be no one other than hissigter, hislost
sgter, the one he thought dead, gone in the Game, lost to a Shifter. He hated mefor that. But sheisnot
dead. No."

"Areyou certain?' Mavin asked. Her words were nonsense. | had just said | was certain.

| stroked the hot forehead, pushed the dark hair back from her face. Y arrel had worn his so,
brushed back from hisface.

"Shemust go back to him," | said. "To her family. As soon aspossible.”

"So long ago. Will sheremember her family a dl?"

"No matter. What she cannot remember, she will rlearn. But she must go back, at once."
"Y ou can take her,” said Mavin. "When she wakes."

"No. Swolwys may take her, or Dolwys, or both. In fact, they must, for she must be kept utterly
safe, beyond dAl possbility of harm. | cannot take her mysdlf. | must go after Windlow."

For if anything was certain, it was surethat | could not fail Windlow and Himaggery again. | had
failed them oncein the Bright Demesne, oncein the Blot. But not again.

8 - The Magicians

| was surprised when Mavin said she would go with me. | had always thought of her, when |
thought of her, as elsewhere, not with me. When | had met her on the pinnacle, it had been with no
thought that she would accompany me anywhere. If | had had any expectations of that meeting, it would
have been to spend some time with her, in her own place, and learn what | could from her to make my
Shifterish soul more comfortable. So, when she said very camly that the twinswould escort Iziato her
childhood home and she would come with me, | was speechlessfor atime. Remnants of courtly training
suggested | should protect her by refusing her company. Good sense told me how silly that was. Of the
two of us, she was probably better able to take care of herself. Certainly she had had far more
experiencethan |. At theend, | said nothing, not even thanks.

"l would have gone eventudly anyhow," she said, over Izids deeping form. "Thetime has cometo
find out what happens beyond the Blot. Many of us have known for along time that sirangeness and
disturbance comes from there. If you saw Windlow's body, then it is certain Himaggery isthere aswell.
Do you think they are dive?' Shedid not wait for my nod, we had been over this before. "Himaggery,
yes, and probably Throsset of Dornes, that great Sorcerer, and Mind-Healer Tdley, one of the few
Hedersever to have great skill in hedling sick minds, and who knows-a thousand more who have
disappeared. Pawns aswell, | suppose. | have seen them go by the dozensinto that place like dazed
sheep. Into the mumble mouths, riding the little cars. Many of us know, have known, but we have not



been organized ... No. We have smply been too fearful to go into that place.”
"Y ou? Fearful?' | doubted this.

"Do not mistake my arrogance for courage, my son. It istrue that | am renowned for what | can do.
But | am afraid of the unknown, as are most men, Gamesmen or pawns dike. My sstersand | weretold
as children that mongters dwelt in the West, that night creastures would come from there to take usif we
were naughty, that al darkdreams came from the West. When | grew older, | learned that there was truth
inthat. Of coursel fear it. We should both fear it, but thereis at least one place worse than thig!"

"Andwewill go?'
"Of course.

Swolwys and Dolwys were not so sure. They gave her arguments which extended into the night, all
thewhilethat Iziadept. | went now and then to see that she was covered and to look &t her legs. The
grayness was fading. There were patches of smooth skin behind her knees and along the ankles. | gave
thanksto Dedlpasin my heart, but did not summon her. | remembered the skipping chant which the
children of Schooltown used to sing beneeath the windows of Mertyn's House, asthey sang in every
village of theworld. "Pain's maid, broken leaf, Dedpas, heart's grief.” There was averse for each of the
eleven, so familiar to dl children that we did not even think of it asanything religious or specid. | thought
of others. "Mind's mistress, moon'swhedl, cobweb Didir, shadow-sted." That one was right enough, a
web of adamant woven from moonlight and shadow. "Only-free and sent-far, trickiest is Thandbar.” |
hoped that one was right, too, for we two of Thandbar's kindred. From what Mavin had said about the
Blot, we would need to betricky. | wasfrightened, too, but | did not hesitate except to stroke Izids hair
and touch her cheek. | knew then that | loved her, but | was not sure whether | loved her because she
was Y are'ssger or because shewas hersdlf. It did not matter. | might never see her again after the
MOITowW.

When shewoke, | sat a her side and held her hands in mine, though she cowered and tried to jerk
them away. | made her look at her legs, at the places which were healing, made her listen as| told her
that shewas heding, hedling, that dl of the yearswith Laggy Nap were past, gone, done with, forever
dissolved intime. She shivered and sobbed, at |ast |etting her handsliein mine. Only then | asked, "Do
you remember atime before Laggy Nap? Do you remember when you were a child?'

"l remember horses,” she said.

| laughed to mysdlf. Oh, assuredly thiswas Y arrel's sgter.

"Do you remember aboy, your own age? A brother?' | wanted her to name him. Oh, | held my
breeth wanting her to name him.

"I remember Dorbie," she said. "Dorbie was my fusty.”
"No, Izia. Not afustigar. A boy. A brother. What was his name?"

Her eyes became unfocused, concentrating. "It was. . . was Yarry," shesaid at last. "Y arry was my
brother. Twin. Twinswewere." Y earswelled to spill down her cheeks. "I logt him. | lost everything.”

"No." | squeezed her hands, kept mysdlf from hugging her, for | knew it would only frighten her and
remind her of Laggy Nap. "No, Izia. They aren't lost. Tomorrow you will travel with my cousinsto find
Yarry, and your parents.” Later | cursed myself for mentioning her parents. | had not heard of Yarrd's
family in ayear. One or both might be dead. Well, it wastoo late to change the words. ™Y our family are
dill there, 1zia, and they have never ceased thinking of you.

"Oh, foal, foal," she said, Sngsong. "They sold meto the Shifter. They did not carefor me." The
sobbing commenced again.

"Shhh. |zia, that was Laggy Nap'slies, all lies. Y ou were not sold to the Shifter. He took you, by
guile, by trickery. Try to remember how he took you! It was the Shifter who did it, 1zia, noonedse.”

She subsided onto the pallet, and | gave way to Mavin who brought yet another cup of hot broth
from the fire, her curefor al ills, to be spooned down the girl'sthroat afew drops at atime. She shook



her head, made a bitter face as though she tasted gall when she saw Iziacrying. Later she said much to
me about Gamesmen who prey upon children. She needed have said none of it. | already had my
opinions, and she could not have made them worse.

By noon |ziawas enough recovered to finger the healing places on her legs with trembling hands, to
seem to understand when we told her shewasto returnto Y arrel, even to be eager to depart. Mavin
took some time, more than | thought necessary, to tell her that Dolwys and Swolwys were "good
Shifters’ who would see that she was kept safe. She aso spent some time with my cousins, instructing
them how they should behave toward her to avoid hurting her further. Swolwyswent into the plainsto
fetch horses. When he returned, |zia became herself once more, waking about the animals, picking up a
foot to examine ahoof, dl the actions | had seen her perform in Nap's camp. So, they went away, and
Mavinand | wereleft aone,

"I had thought," she began with abrooding stare into the darkness of the Blot, "that we would take
the shape of those two creatures you dispatched down there. | can manage the duplicate creature if you
can manage the shape of the Fatman.”

| considered it. When we had destroyed Fatman, we had not much damaged the Fatwagon, and |
thought | could figure out how to runiit. I could not imagine taking the shape of the Dupies, however, and
| asked Mavin how she would manage that.

"I will keep mysdf low, inthe belly, | should think, with bony plates around my brain. The heads of
the creature will have to be managed like puppets. With practice, | should be able to make both of them
speak at once, though that may not be necessary.” Still she brooded, finaly swearing ahorrible oath and
stepping from her perch. "I don't likeit. It islike taking a shape of shame. The Guild of Midwives has
much to answer for."

"Not their fault,” | said. "The Dupies said they had been 'saved from the horrible Midwives!' | did
not understand what they meant a thetime. .

She shook her head. "It hasto do with the oaths the Midwives take, Peter. With their religion, if you
will. I find mysdf morein sympathy withit, the older | grow." She saw my puzzled ook and went on.
"Do you think you have a-a soul ?'

Windlow, Silkhands, Yarrel and | had discussed this at Windlow's tower in the southlands, ina
recent time which seemed very long ago. It was old Windlow who had pointed out that each of uswas
conscious of being two persons, one which did and one which observed the doing. He had told usit was
this which made mankind different from the animalswe knew. So, | consdered Mavin's question and
sad, "I have more, perhaps. than afustigar. Or so Windlow thought.”

"The Midwives believe in the soul. However, they do not believe that it isinborn in mankind. They
believe it comes partly with the learning of language (which mankind adone of the animas seemsto have)
and partly from our fellowmen, agift of human society to each child. Do you think that sensible?”

"I'm not sure | follow," | said. "Y ou mean, if | had been born among fustigars, and reared by
fudtigars, learning no language, | would be more fugtigar than human??”’

"Something like that. But more. The Midwives believe that only those who perceivetheir own
humanity and perceive that others have the same become ensouled. Some who look like men can never
believe that others are like themselves. They do not believe that others are real. One such was Mandor.

| nodded. | believed her. Mandor had seen the whole world as hisfingernail, to be cut a will and
the parings thrown away.

"Huld, too," she went on. "Though he talks amockery of manners. The soulless ones can be
well-mannered, as abeast may be well-mannered. Or s0 say the midwives who have studied the matter."

"What hasthisto do with Dupey?'
"Ah." She cameto hersdf with agart. "The Midwivestake an oath, very solemn and binding, that



they will look into the future of each child born, and if they do not see that one gaining asoul, then they
donot letitlive. Itisthe Talent of the Midwivesto see the future in that way, more narrowly than do
Seers, and morerdiably. It is called the Mercy-gift, the gift the Midwife gives the child, to look into the
future and find there that it will have gained asoul.”

"How explain Mandor, then, or Huld?"

"The great Houses want no Midwife at their childbeds. No. They care nothing for 'souls.’ They care
only for manners, and thisthey can train into any if they be but strict enough. However, | do not think the
Dupey was the offshoot of any great House. More likely he was scavenged from the Midwives, or born
in some House where Midwives did not go." Thislast was said with a hesitating fall, as thought she knew
where that might have been. The talk was depressing me, but it had raised aquestion | had to ask. "And
did the Midwives ddiver me, Mother?"

She smiled such asmile, adawning on her face. "Oh, they did, Peter. And you have had adl the gifts
we could giveyou, Mertyn and |. No fear. Y ou are no Mandor. Nor any Dupey. If men al were better,
perhaps even a Dupey could be given asoul, but it would take holy men and womento do it. No smple
mother could do it. The horror would be too gresat, and the pain of the child too monstrous to bear. How
did helive? And why? Whileit istrue that monstrous things are sometimes born, it takes something more
monstrous, evil, and prideful yet to kegp them dive.

"And the Fatman?' | asked. "L egless, hewas, with no lower body at al. Had he been born that
way, he would have died unless someone intervened. Why? How and why? Well, perhaps Windlow can
tell us, for heisvery wise.

"If we can find him. If we can free him. If heyet lives. Wdl, wewill not do it slanding here. Itistime
to go.

We stayed only long enough to set aboulder before Mavin's cave. There were thingsinside which
shetreasured. We went empty-handed, clad only in our fur until we reached the puddled shadows of the
Blot. There clouds of flies rose from the remnants of Dupey and Fatman. There we took those shapes
and moved about in them, trying them. They were hateful. They were wrong. Therewas no logic or
kindness in those shapes, and | began to understand what Mavin had tried to say about souls. One could
not exist in those shapes without becoming compressed, warped, envenomed. Therewas pain intringc to
the shape, and | began to think what it would be like to live with that pain forever. | began to modify the
shape to shut the pain away, and | heard Mavin panting.

"l cannot inhabit it,” shesad. "I must carry it upon melikearigging.”
"Perhaps we should try something ese,”" | offered.

"No," shesad. "My mistake was in trying to take the identity of the creature. We must only appear
to be these creatures. We must not be these things or we will become monstrously changed.”

So, we were warned, and | was glad for the time spent in moving and trying that body. It took time,
but at last we were able to make an appearance not unlike what had been before while still maintaining
our own identities untouched. | was asweary asthough | had run twelve leagues.

"Red," sad Mavin. "Hereisfood. Wewill carry some with us, for Gamel ords know what will be
found within."

Even in those few moments rest, we found that we shifted away from those shapes. Mavin barked a
short laugh.

"Mavin Manyshaped,” she mocked hersdlf. "I do not deserve the name.

| thought of the shapes | had taken easily, dmost without trying. "It isnot lack of Taent,” | told her,
asurethat | wasright, feding it through someinternd shrinking as though my spirit shrank from what | was.
"The shapes are evil, Mavin. Moreover, they were meant to be evil."

Shedid not contradict me, and we went toward the mumble mouth in those evil shapes, building
within ourselves certain barriers against becoming what we appeared to be. | do not know how Mavin



managed. For mysdlf, | built akind of shell between me and theimage of Fatman, and within that shell
dwelt Peter and the Gamesmen of Barish, within and yet no part of that thing. Mavin had evidently
observed the Blot for some time, for she knew how to open the mouths by striking them sharply with a
gtick, crying in the Dupey's voice, "Open, open, old silly thing. Open and let Dupies comein. .

There were shriekings and clatterings from within, and then the mouth opened to extrude itslong
meta tongue. Grooved tracks divided it lengthwise, tracks into which the flatcar had fit. The Fatwagon
did not fit these, but I managed to straddle them with my own wheedls as| followed the Dupey shape up
the ramp and into the place beyond. | had expected atunnel, a place not unlike the catacombs beneath
Bannerwell. This place was not what | had expected.

Thewdlswere metd, long sheets of it, dim and dightly glossy, polished a onetime but now faintly
fogged with time. At intervals the metal was interrupted by panels of glass, many of them broken, the
shards lying upon the floor of the way. Behind some of the intact glasses were greenish lights, feeble,
sickly lights. It was enough to find one'sway by, not truly enough to see by, so we strained to see,
pushed at the dimness with our minds, grew fractious and annoyed in the effort. Above usthe metal
pandls extended to ahigh, curved ceiling, and in this were screened holes emitting sighs and drips, moody
winds and dampness smelling of rot. Something in the place tried to help us by lighting the way aheed,
darkening the way behind. Each effort was accompanied by frustrated clicks and whinings, often with no
result except to plunge usinto darkness. Then there would be running noises, hummings, squed s as of
daughtered belts or gears, and light would come again, only to go off again when it was most
inconvenient.

"Gamdords," sad Mavininfury. "Why can't the placeignore usand let usbe." At the sound of her
voice the clickings and hummings redoubled in inefficient clatter. She stopped. forehead furrowed. "It
hearsme.”

"Tdl it to turn the lights on and leave them on." | grated between my teeth. At my words the spotty
lights went on down the whole length of the- corridor and all the noises stopped. We looked a one
another, expecting some other thing to happen, but sllence succeeded silence, dripping water fell behind
us. small breezes beat damply into our faces. We went on. The lights stayed on and there were no more
of the noises. "Someone heard us,” | said.

"Something heard us," she corrected. "Thisisaplace of magicians. A place of mechanisms. Likethe
machine which unloaded the cargo, things created to fulfill specid functions.”

"They do not do it well," | commented, half angrily. The whed s of the Fatwagon had begun to
squed . Mavin reached over with the can of oil she had taken from Dupey's body and the squesk faded
to ahigh shriek at the very limits of perception. It set my teeth on edge. Our journey was not helped by
the fact that we had cometo side corridors, branching ways, each helpfully lit into dim distances.

"Thetracks." Mavin said, noting my confusion. | saw then that the groovesin thefloor did not go
into the side corridors. | flushed. | should have seen that, as she had. We went on, as quietly aswe
could, the endless corridor fading behind usinto phosphorescent distance, an equa tunnd always ahead,
no change, no variation except in the pattern of broken glass or the shape of the puddies under the
dripping vents. We had brought food with us. Twice we stopped to fetch it forth and nibble as we went
on. My internd clock said that half aday had gone, or more. The corridor did not seem to curve, and we
had walked far enough to come under the mountains which had been visble from the pinnacle.

"Snowfast Range," Mavin said. "We cdl them the Forbidden Mountains, full of glaciersand
crevasses. We have along history of explorers going into the Snowfasts and not returning. .

Then we stopped, confused. The tracks divided into three before us, one going on down the
endless corridor, another swerving right down along declivity, one going left up along dopeinto the
dark. I could not kneel, so Mavin did, peering at the tracks to see which ones evidenced wear, which
were dimmed with corrosion. She gestured us off to the left. When we entered that way, the lights came
on, fewer of them than in the way we had Ieft, but till enough that we could avoid ssumbling over the
fragments of celling which littered the middle of the way.



Now side corridors led off with increasing frequency. We began to hear sounds, murmurs, buzzing
asof machinery or distant voicesin conversation. Mavin began alittle song, silly and repetitive, the kind
of thing the Dupies would have sung for themselves, discordantly twin-voiced. She had mastered the
shape at last and was able to make both heads move and speak. From deep within me the voice of Didir
cameinafant sgh, "Persons, nearing, beware." | passed the warning on to Mavin, who needed it not.
Neither of uswere surprised when we were confronted, though both of ustook painsto smulate
paroxysms of hysteria as we knew our shapes would have done.

Black they were, pale faces showing like moons againgt the dark, bodies and limbs hidden beneeth
the straight black dresses they wore, hair and ears hidden beneath square black caps which rode upon
their heads like balanced boxes, held there by tight cloths which came down over the ears, under the
throat, down the back of the neck. Around each wrist was ametal band, and upon each hand a fingerless
glove. Againg dl that black the fingers squirmed like wormsin gravesoil, and the faces peered a us
without expression. We backed away, gibbering in our pretended fright, and one of them spoke.

"Wdll, Shear, monsters escaped from the pits? How come here? And why?*

"I have no idea, Dean Manacle. None. But they are not going from the pits, you will note, but
toward them.

Mavin chose thismoment to say, "Oh, Dupies need to talk to Talman, good Talman will help
Dupies. Dupies got into the mumble mouths, we did, cameto find Talman. .

"Oh, do not bein atemper, great Srs," | managed to gulp. "The cdling machine did not function,
and we haveword."

"Dupies say 'Patience, patience,” Mavin went on, wickedly. "Fatman sayswe must find Talman,
oh, good Tallman, to tell Dupieswhat to do.

"Creatures from some portal,” said the one called Shear. "That iswhy they go toward the pits.
Creatures from some porta who have come into the base in search of their hitch.”

"An inescapable hypothesis, Shear. Also, an interesting occurrence. One worthy of note. Perhapsa
smal monograph? However, practicdlity dictates that they not be alowed to remain here. Will you cdll
for removers?’

"Certainly, Dean Manacle. Asyou wish."

It was as though they heard nothing we said, as though we had chirped like birds or howled like
fustigars to make some genera noise without content. Mavin redlized it as soon as| did, and we both
subsided into meaningless babble. They took no notice of this, either. The one called Shear fiddied with a
wrist band, poking at tiny knobs upon it with afierce display of concentration which even | could
recognize as mannered. Who were these strange ones? Mavin made aface at me from Dupey's|eft head
and went on with the nonsense sound she was making. The two before us continued to converse as
though we were not there.

We had not long to play thisgame. A shrill shrieking set Fatman's ears on edge. | damped the
sound, a sound which seemed to accompany every machine which moved in this place. A little cart came
gravely around a corner, ridden by two replicas of Talman, or perhaps by onereplicaand Tdlman
himsdlf. It did not matter, for the one called Manacle madeit clear there was no difference, no distinction.

"Talmen! There are two monsters here, probably from a porta. See they are removed and that the
Tdlman respongbleis sent to the pits. The Talmen did not reply. | began to understand that the
black-dressed ones, who must be those magicians we had heard so much of, did not hear words unless
gpoken by one of their own kind. The tredlike figures merely unfolded themsdlves from the cart and
reached toward uswith their hands. A bolt of force, small and controlled, but nonetheless painful, struck
us both. We cried out, both Dupey heads in unison and Fatman in shock and surprise, along harmonic of
anguish. We moved in the direction indicated.

"Tdlman,” | cried, "Fatman has news, news, listen Talman to what Fatman hasto say."



One of them spoke, not quite the voice | had heard before. "Hold your noise, monsters. We are not
your hitch. Hewill befound, you may be sure, and disciplined beside you in the pits. Were you not told
never to enter the labyrinth! Y ou weretold. All the hitches are told. Now you have made them angry.”
Another, totally gratuitous, bolt struck us from behind though we were moving asrapidly as possible. |
conceived a hatred for the Talmen in that moment. VVengeance would have to come later, however, for
now it was enough that we were being escorted into the maze. | comforted myself with thiswhile Shifting
my burned flesh about. The bolts had been painful enough, but they had not done any real damage. The
Talmen did not spesk between themsalves. All was quiet except for the shrieking whedls of the cart, the
drip of water from the ceiling, the moody sighing of the ducts. Soon the ceilings began to rise; we cameto
larger spaces; we encountered other carts and other black-clad magicians striding along the corridors
without seeming to notice what went on around them. Then, amost without warning, we were a the pits.
They opened before us, broad and deep as quarries, sheer walls dropping into aswarm of ceasdless
movement as of ahive of insects overturned. A cage of meta stood at the pit wal, tall metal beamswhich
reached from the pit floor to the ceailing far above, and within this square of beamsasmaler cagewas
suspended. We were forced inside; the door was shut behind us, the endless machine shriek began as
were|lowered into the swarm where a thousand creatures like oursalves flurried in ceasel ess agitation.
The door opened to let us out, and we moved hesitantly into nightmare. Besde me | heard Mavin'svoice
from Dupey'sthroat. "Gameords! What madnessisthis?'

They crawled about us, oozed, flopped, hopped or stumbled, by every means of locomotion and by
none. Some had one leg and some had none, or three, or Six. Some were one-headed, some had two, or
none, or four. There were blobs which lay while features chased themsalves across their surfaces; some
attached to mechanisms which made the Fatwagon seem amodd of smplicity. There were howlers,
moaners, sllent ones whose thoughts beat at mein atide of agony. The place stank of refuse, and
excrement, and blood. Some things, dead and half eaten, lay againgt the walls of the place. Ingtinctively
Mavin and | moved to thewall and put our backs againgt it. | looked up to see the hooded heads of the
Talmen peering down at us. | had never seen a Talman'sface, and | wondered in that instant if they had
faces. Some of the creatures around us did not. Something crawled across my feet and lay there, rippling
at me. Degp within, | heard Didir recoil. "Wrongness, Peter. Wrongness. Beware, beware.”

Thewadls of the pit were pierced with black arches, screens behind which we could discern faint
shadows, black on black. A bell rang somewhere, and the creatures began to edge toward these arches.
There were troughs beneath them which began to flow with half liquid soup. The creaturesfed. |
watched, fedling the place with my skin. 1t was like being in awaking dream, adream from which one
knows one should be able to waken. The cage rattled upward, then down once more. Inside it wasa
Tdlman and great bundles of solid food, stinking sides of meet, sacks of beaten grain. The Talman came
from the cage before it tipped to spill the food upon the floor. When the cage rattled upward again, the
monsters broke from the arches, howling, to descend upon the scattered food. The Talman kept away
from them, turning, turning until glittering eyes from benesth the conceding hood met mine.

"Fatman,” he breathed. "'l will kill you He moved toward me. | let him come close, close
enough that he could not be seen from above. Then Wafnor reached out and held him, bound him about
with aims of sed, held him fast while | looked under that hood at his eyes. Tdlmen had faces, of asort.
At least, thisone did. The face burned hatred at me and at Dupey behind me. "Who areyou?' it asked a
last. "Y ou are not Fatman.”

"No," | admitted. "I am not Fatman. | am onewho will hear you talk, Talman. Tell me of thisplace,
of these magicians, of these pits. Hewas not willing to do so, but it did not matter. Didir Read him;
Wafnor shook words out of him; Trandilar entranced him. The bell rang again. The creatures assembled
before the arches once again, and | looked with a Shifter's eyes through that dark glassto the shadows
beyond. Pale, moon faces were there under their square hats; younglings were there, dressed in black but
with soft caps covering their heads, eyes wide and fingers busy asthey wrote on little pads of paper,
wrote and peered, wrote and peered.



"What arethey doing?' | demanded.
"Monster watching,” Talman gasped. "It iswhat they do. It iswhy they say they are here.”

| thought thisalie, and yet Didir said Talman believed it to be true. Since they were watching us,
we behaved as monsters should, howled, bubbled, rocked and capered, dl the while holding Tallman fast
50 that he could not move. Those watching would have only seen him stand, head down, face obscured.
After atime the bell rang once more, the mongtersleft the arches to resume their endless movement in the
pit.

We questioned. At last, we knew al the Tallman knew and let him go. He backed away from usto
the center of the pit, staring about him with wild, glittering eyes, maddened by shadows. They were not
shadows who came after him, however, but things of the pit which seemed to bear Tadlmen some mdlice.
He had aweapon of some kind, and he did some damage to them before he was buried beneath their
bodies. Mavin and | did not watch. We were intent upon those other Tallmen who hovered at the edge
of the pit, far above.

"Hedid not harm his hitch,” said one. "I would have killed mine had they disobeyed me. Why did he
not kill hishitch?'

"Mad," said the other. "He was mad. Sometimes we go mad, you know. They say s0."

"I would have killed them," replied thefirst. "Mad or not." They moved away from the pit and were
gone. | caught a Dupey eye upon mewith Mavin's keen intdligence behind it.

"We have spent time enough here," she hissed.

There was the matter of the Fatwagon, which should be lft in aplaceit would not attract attention.
There was the matter of the arches behind which the watchers lurked. She knew thisaswell as 1, and we
sought a solution to the dilemma. We found it at the base of the metal cage, adight declivity in the pit
wall, a space large enough to hide us as we Shifted. When next the moveable cagefell and rose, we rose
with it, hidden benesth it like a fal se bottom to the thing. Once the space around the pit was empty, two
Tdlmen cameinto being and moved away to the fringing corridors. When we had found a secluded
place, we stopped to set some plan of action. Tallman had believed what he had told us. He had not
known the name "Himaggery" or "Windlow." He knew only that a certain cargo was ordered for them,
that it would go behind the inner doors to them, to be used in certain ceremonies which were to happen
soon. He knew only that the monsters were created by them, in order that the monsters could be
watched by them.

They made things, things which were sent out into the world to be sold or given away by the Gifters.
They needed pawnsto serve them, so pawns were brought in through the mumble mouths. Talmen were
created by them to maintain the corridors, to maintain the portds, to repair things which broke. "But we
cannot,” he had said pitiably. "No one knows how to fix them. They did not talk to Tallmen, except to
giveingructions. This Talman had not been through the inner doors, he did not know what happened
there. We asked what friends he had? None. What acquaintances? None. Surely he dept somewhere, in
some company? No. At most, they could gather in pairs. Why deep in company?Why egt in company?
One dept wherever onewas. .

We had asked him how he had learned to speak? Surely he remembered a childhood?

At that his eyes had rolled back in his head and he had trembled like a drumhead. Mavin had said
sadly, "Let it go, Peter. | do not know whether it was born of human kind, but it has been changed
beyond recognition. Thisisonly an empty vesse, drained of al but limited speech and directed action
and fear of pain. Letit go."

That was when we had let him go.

Now we leaned againgt awall and considered. Somewhere in thistangled, underground labyrinth
weretheinner doorsthe Talman had spoken of. Somewherein thisweb of a place we would find some
answers, but we would not find them standing against awall. We would have to follow some of them. "I
will not do this" Mavin said with asperity, "mock that unfortunate creature by saying them. They are



magicians, and so | will say.
"Say away," | commented. "Particularly if it will help some™

Easier conceived of than accomplished. There were none of the magicians about. Perhapsit was
not atime they moved about. Perhaps the earlier occurrence had been arandom happening with little
chance of repetition. We wandered, baffled and frustrated. Bells rang. Machines wheezed and gul ped.
Tdlmen moved quietly past. Slence came.

"Perhapsitisnight outsde," said Mavin. "These beings must once have lived benesth the sun.
Perhgpsthey keep itstime dtill."

"If that is S0, they maybe deeping rather than watching what goes on around them. And if that is so,
then we might risk other bodies than these." We hesitated, wondering whether it was wise to take the
rsk.

Atlast shesad, "If it findsusanything, itisworthit. | will go left, you right, asfast and asfar as
possible. Meet here when they begin to move about again.”

Sowe agreed, and | set out as furred-Peter once more, on legs as swift as| could Shift them. | had
no luck, none, and returned to the place heavy with anger and disappointment. Mavin was there dready,
curled against thewall half adeep, and | knew at once she had been luckier than 1.

"I found them," she said. "Found the inner doors. Seep now, and when we have rested, we will find
away through them." Wewerewel| hidden. | gave up anger in favor of deep and dreamed long, too
well, of 1zia

9 - The Inner Doors

The place of the magicianswas full of niches and corners, dmost as though they provided space for
invisble beings, Tdlmen and servants whom they did not see. We found such aniche, aplace from which
we could see the doors Mavin had found without being seen ourselves. The doorswere quite ordinary, a
wide pair of time-blotched panels without handles or knobs, and beside them alittle booth of glass,
though | suspected it wits of amaterial more durable than that. We had not long to wait before one of the
magicians cameinto the booth, an old one, jowlsjiggling and pouches benegth his eyes, anose which,
had | seenit in atavernin Betand, | would have consdered evidence of much wine toping. He hawked
and mumbled to himself for atime, hisvoice carried out to us through some contrivance or other which
made it echo and boom.

"Huskpaw here," he mumbled. "On duty, Huskpaw. Huskpaw is on duty. Doors unlocked. Oh, turn
to tum, boredom, weariness, and ennui, clutches and concatenations of al tedium." Then he must have
heard a sound because he stiffened, sat himself down before the glass and took a pose of watchfulness.
We heard the voice of Manacle. "Doctor Manacle, here, Proctor Huskpaw. Desirous of egress. . ."

"What business have you among the monsters?" rapped Huskpaw, so rapidly | knew it wasrote,
even as he reached for whatever thing it was controlled the doors.

Hereceived agigglein response, the voice of Shear. "Doctor Manacle goes forth to select monsters
for consecration, Proctor Huskpaw. It istime. The ceremonies will not wait.

"Lecturer Shear,” Manacle'svoice, cold asabattlefield after Great Game. "I can make my own
explanations, if you please! Huskpaw, give your handle atwist there, my good fellow. Y our Dean goes
forth among monstersto select afew for consecration. Write me down as upon the business of the
college”

"Certainly, Dean Manacle. At once, Sir. Written as upon the business of the college. Surdly. Proctor
Huskpaw &t your convenience, Sir. . . ." opening the doors through which Manacle and Shear emerged,
Shear 4ill inahigh good humor, obvioudy unsuppressed. Mavin twitched a me, and we followed them,
hearing Huskpaw's voice behind us as we went, "Oh, certainly, Dean, certainly, Doctor, Dean Manacle,
Dean Mumblehead, Dean monster-lover. Blast and confusion upon him and his lick-ass Shear, old



stuff-sox. May herot." We followed the two on a circuitous route before they stopped at |ast beside one
of the mongter pits, whether the one we had been in or some other, | could not tell. They leaned at ease
upon arailing, looked &t the farther wall without letting their eyes move downward, and discussed the
grotesgues which seethed below.

"Nothing here worth consecration, eh, Shear? Not for us, at any rate. Perhaps for Quench? Now, |
have the ideathat Quench would select some of these for consecration, don't you?' Titter, giggle, elbow
into theribs of the shorter magician. "But nothing for us. Pity. That'swhat comes of being discriminating.
Bother and overwork, al to maintain onesstandards  They wandered off along the corridors, Mavin
and | il dose behind them in our Talmen guises. They might have seen usif they had turned, but they
did not. They were oblivious to our presence as though they were the only living cregturesin dl that vast
place. They cameto asecond pit, or perhaps the same one from another side. Mavin shifted uneasly at
my sde. The two magiciansleaned upon the railing once more and stared at the cailing fifty manheights
above them.

"Now, there are some likely ones here, aren't there, Shear? That three-legged one, yonder, with the
tentacles? Mogt interesting. | must remember to bring that to the attention of my son, Tutor Flogshoul der,
to beincluded in hisresearch. Ah, yes, that one would make interesting watching. One could get a decent
footnote out of that. Somehow, however, | do not fed it would be ... quite ... right for consecration, do
you, Shear?"'

Shear, tittering, responding with a shaken head, aflurry of expostulation. "Not at al, my dear Dean.
At least, not for one of your taste and standards. No. Certainly not. For Quench, perhaps. Or for
Hurlbar. Not for you. Certainly not. They were off again. Again wefollowed. Three times more the
scene was repesated. | watched them carefully. They never looked into the pitsthey talked over. They
never saw anything except the festurelesswalls of the place. It was some kind of Game, perhapsaritud.
| could sense Mavin'simpatience, but the play was nearing its close. They had cometo adifferent kind of
pit, shalower, cleaner, in aplace where the dismal hooting of the ventilators was somewhat muted, the
drip from the ceilings somehow stopped. Thistime the two looked down, and thistime they were sllent
asthey looked. Mavin and | faded into an alcove.

"Oh, here are some who will do!" Manacle, greedy as achild seeing sweets. "Not well, but better
than the others we have examined.”

"Yes" Shear in agreement. "Not perfect, but then, who can expect perfection in these difficult
times? Still, better than any of the otherswe have seen ... Manacle whistled sharply, and aTalman
materialized at his Sde out of some corner or cross corridor. There were murmured ingructions. The
Tdlman entered the cage, dropped below my sight. The creak of therising cage riveted our attention asit
squeded itsway upward. Init the Talman stood, surrounded by four little girls. "No, no, no,” Manacle
cried, full of shrill anger. "Not that one, idiot. That one, over therein the corner. Take this one back and
get methat one." The cage dropped again to return with some exchange made which | could not detect.
Thelittle girlswere clad in white kilts, not entirely clean, above which their dender chestswere as
breastless as any baby's. Shear and Manacle gazed at them with greedy satisfaction. "Oh, these will do
very well, won't they, Shear? Bring them aong, Talman. Wewill consecrate these monsters at the
doors." With that they were off, nodding and bubbling in mutua satisfaction and congratulation.

"Mongters?' | whispered to Mavin.

"Femdes," shesad harshly. "Have you seen any femae here, anywhere? The magicians, their
servants, the Talmen, dl are male. These children arethefirst females| have seen.”

"But why ‘'mongters? They look perfectly norma to me.”

"| think not," she said. "Come, thisis our chance to get through the doors.”

She carried out her plan so swiftly | had barely time to make the shiftswith her. First she showed

hersdlf to the two children who were last in line behind the shambling Talman, cutting them away from the
others and sending them wandering down asde corridor. Then, we became those children, "conserving



bulk" as she hadtily directed, following the Talman as he strode dong mindlesdy, his shadowed face
betraying nothing of interior thought or confusion or misgpprehension. | felt heavy, squeezed into the
gmadler form, but we managed it well.

At the doors, Huskpaw was instructed to assemble a group of magicians. Therewas agood ded of
coming and going, lengthy chanting and waving of papers. The ceremony seemed to be called " conferring
honorary degrees." Thetwo real children did not respond except to move where they were pushed;
Mavinand | did likewise. The eyes of theredl girls showed only akind of vacancy, like that of the
Tdlmen, only more so. | knew then that they were not norma children but were something else, perhaps
mongsters, perhaps something | could not name. Eventually the magicians dropped arobe over each of us,
black astheir own, and the ceremony appeared to be over. We were ushered through the doors and into
awide reception chamber where the group was joined by othersto be served with wine and sweet cakes
by apair of costumed pawns as slent and vacant asthelittle girls. The girls, we among them, stood in a
loose huddle at one side of the room, largely ignored except for occasiond lascivious glances from
Manacle. | wasto be grateful for this seeming invishility. | had expected to see only strangersin this
place, and the entrance of someone | knew brought a sudden terror. He came through an arched door,
dressed much as | had seen him last at Bannerwell, haf helmed asaDemon, clad in slver. Huld. Thalan
to Mandor. My tormentor in Bannerwell; him | had conquered and imprisoned in turn. Now, here. Inthis
place. | could not stop an involuntary shudder. He had no reason to suspect | might be here, but |
shuddered nonetheless. If he had any cause to suspect, his questing Mind would Read me among this
multitude and find mein moments. Only the clutter of thoughtsin the room hid me now. Within me Didir
stirred, whispered, "1 will shield you, Peter. Go deep, deep, as you have done before.” | could not take
her advice. | had to warn Mavin.

Thetwo little girlswere holding hands, clinging together astwo kittens might in astrange place. |
copied the action, caught Mavin's hand in mine to spdll lettersinto her pam. She stiffened, began to
swing her eyestoward him even as| moved before her to screen her from his gaze. Then she saw the
Demon helm, and that was enough. Her face went blank, and | knew she was focusing upon some
nonsense rhyme, some jibble tune to keep her thoughts busy on the surface, invisible beneath. Didir
spoke from within once more, " Go deep, Peter. | will shield you. Watch, listen, but do not be."

| had doneit before, in Bannerwell, had become awitless nothing which wandered about with no
more surface thought than akitchen cat. So | did it now. | became the child whose body | mimicked,
became a girl without amind, apassive body, sank deep into that soft vacancy and listened. Words
flowed through my head like water, meaningless asripples. It did not matter what they meant. When the
proper time came, | would remember, or Didir would tell me.

"Huld, my dear fellow." Thus Manacle engaging in rough shoulder pats which caused Huld to tighten
hislipsand smile angrily. Manacle, not noticing. "Dear fellow. So niceof youtojoinus. Thisisan
occasion, you know. Signa Day is only two days hence, and it istime to rededi cate oursel ves to our
historic mission. We bring in afew new monstersto serve as breeders, properly consecrated, of course.
My position requires meto befirg, to set an example. Not the most enjoyable of our duties, but”-manly
chuckle-"not the least. Will you join us?"

"May | hope, Dean Manacle, that in theflurry of preparations you have not forgotten why | am
here?' Huld, tiff, angry, but with something behind the anger-akind of gleefulness? Something out of
place, something conniving. Didir heard it.

"Certainly not, dear fellow. Of course not. | have transmitted your warningsto severa of my
colleagues. They are concerned, most concerned. They consider your request quite appropriate, under
the circumstances. The Committee will meet tonight, and we will bring the matter before them at that
time"

"And you've recelved the cargo? All of it? That Seer, Windlow, and Himaggery, so-caled Wizard?
Most important, the young Necromancer, Peter?"

Manacle shifted uncomfortably. "Well now, theresabit of bother about that. We have two of them,



brought in only afew days ago. Y es. But one seemsto have been killed en route, so to spesk, at least so
| antold. The Talman believed so. He sent the Gifter back to find one of those gamespeople who are
supposed to be able to raise the dead. Nothing to that supposition, of course. Impossibleto raise the
dead. Not like your own talent, my dear Huld, which we have studied and find some scientific basisfor.
At any rate, the young oneisn't in the cargo.

Huld glared, heat coming off his skin to make Manacle move back from hisblazing. "I do not
believe hewaskilled."

"My dear man, the Tallman was quite explicit. The Gifter said arockfal had completely buried him.
No chance of his having survived. Shear, come over here and tell our friend what the Tallman said about
that boy who waskilled

"l don't carewhat your Tallman said." Huld in fury. "Haven't you understood anything I've said to
you? Let me say it again. The Council plots againgt you, against the magicians. | came to warn you, out of
friendship, in return for past favors. The Council works through certain Gamesmen in the outer world.
They have done so for decades. Now, they move beyond that. They create Gamesmen. Gamesmen with
new Taents, powerful Taents. Peter isone. Heis no ordinary Gamesman, no ordinary Talent! |, too,
once thought him dead, or asgood as! | waswrong. Y ou arewrong now. Shear interrupted, his mouth
full of wine and crumbswhich exploded into alittle shower upon hisblack dress. "We do not like being
cdled 'magicians,’ Huld. The ignorant Gamesmen may do so, but we expect more courtesy from you.
We respect your warnings, but if this Peter is dead, surely.”

"You fools, don't you understand? He isn't dead. | don't care what your Gifter said or pretended.
Peter isnot dead Manacle now, chilly aswinter. "I do not appreciate being called afool. Asadirect
descendent, unto the thirtieth generation, of the origina Searchers, asfifthin adirect line to win thetitle of
Dean, | am not oneto belightly called fool. We bear with you, Huld, though you are amere Gamesman,
because you have been useful. We do not bear with insult, however."

| heard Huld's teeth grind together. To be called a"mere Gamesman' would have been enough. To
hear the scorn in Manacl€'s voice was more than enough.

"Y ou bear with me, Dean Manacle, because | am the only one who can warn you of what the
Council plots againgt you, what the Council intends. Without me, you are at the mercy of that strange
people, not atender mercy, Manacle. Now, where are they? Where are the Wizard and the Seer?’

Manacle drew himself up with atrembling hauteur, pompoudy waving the hovering servitor awvay.
"They arein thelaboratories, Huld. | will take you there tonight, after the meeting. Y ou may seefor
yourself. | will tell you then what the Committee has decided about your request, your request to have
access to our defenders. | do not think they will be sympathetic, Huld. They believe that the Council and
the Committee are effective counterweights to one another. They believeit is so we keep theworld in
baance"

"Until the Council growstired of balance." It was said very quietly, but with enormous menace.
With that utterance the room became perfectly still. One of thelittle girls whimpered, the sound faling into
quiet asapebbleinto apoal, the ripples spreading ever wider to rebound from the walls, an astonishment
of sound. Manacle stared at Huld with eyes grown suddenly wary. "Why would they wish to destroy the
historic balance?' he quavered.

"Why would they not? They grow proud, powerful. They long for new things. Why e sewould they
have created this 'Peter,’ this new Talent? For what other purpose than to change the balance?’

One of the magicians who had stood silent during this exchange, onetaller than mogt, with aface the
color of ash, said, "Do you know thisto be true?'

"Professor Quench, | know it dmost surely. The likelihood disturbs me greetly. And it should
disurb you."

"Wemust know," said Quenchin avoice of lava, flowing, hardening, roughening the room with its
gplash and flow. "We must know, Manacle. We must know, Shear. Likely isn't good enough. We must



know."

Manacle dithered, shifted hisfeet, picked at an invisible spot of lint. "The Committee of the Faculty,”
he offered, "the subject isto be brought before the Committee when it meets tonight.”

Quench gtared him long in the face, then nodded. "Seethat it is," he said, walking out of the room,
voice splattering behind him. "Seethat it is. | will bethere"

Manacle now very much on hisdignity, feding diminished by ashy Quench and burning Huld, flutters
at Shear. "Take the consecrated monsters away, Shear. This has quite disordered my day. If weareto
have questions raised like this, out of order, before the Committee has had achance to consider, well. |
have much to prepare.” He bustled away in the direction Quench had gone. Shear herded the girls away,
and my last glimpse of Huld was of hisfiery eyeswatching Manacle to the end of sight. Wewent, Mavin
and |, quiet as bunwits, down the carpeted halway and into the place designated. There were pdlets
there for deeping, and spigotsfor akind of gruel, and apool for bathing. There was nothing of interest
savethetal, barred door which led into Manacl€'s quarters. Once Shear had gone, it would be no trick
to shape afinger into akey, to go out and lock the door behind us.

Sowedid. "What will he think when hefindstwo of usgone?' | whispered to Mavin.

"Hewill think the two remaining ate the two who are missing,” she snarled at me. "Don't be afoal,
boy. Leave the door open as though Shear forgot to lock it. Then he may wonder where his breeders
are, but hewill not suspect aspy in hisown place.”

Shamefaced, | went back to unlock the door. Inside the room the two little girls had settled upon
one of the pallets and were engaged in agame of acuriouskind. | turned my face away, flushing.
Evidently they were not totaly mindless. They had been trained to do at least one thing. "What now?" |
asked Mavin.

"Now | need to think," sherasped. | could not understand her anger until she spoke again. "What is
he up to, that fustigar-vomit? What does he mean saying you were created by the Council? | know better
than he how you were created, and it wasin the usua way. No Council had part in it save the counsel
between man and woman. He seekstto trick these magiciansin someway for some reason. What isthe
reason?

"Who are these people, these magicians who do not like to be called magicians? They say they are
‘faculty' of a'college. Well, | know what acollegeis. It isonly another word for school. Windlow had a
college. So did Mertyn. What are faculty except schoolmasters. Hm? Except these seem strangely
preoccupied with signs and rituds, speaking often of signtists and Searchers. Isthis some kind of
religion? Manacle clams himsdlf descended from origind Searchers. Well enough. Searchers after what?
They hold Gamesmen in contempt. There are no women among them. They seem to admit only four
kinds of beings. themsdaves, mongters, Gamesmen, and pawns.”

"Tdlmen," | offered.

"Only alesser kind of monster, or perhaps | should say asuperior kind of monster. What isthis
Council that Huld usesto frighten them with, as anursemaid uses night-bogie to frighten naughty
children?'

"Himaggery spoke of a Council. | thought he said it was agroup of very powerful Gamesmen-|
think he said Gamesmen. They search out heresy ..."

"Some such group has been rumored, yes. But isit that group which Huld spesks of ? And
meantime we know nothing about Himaggery and Windlow except that they are 'in the laboratories.’
Where are the 'laboratories? What are they? We are rattling around in here like seedsin adry gourd,
making adithering noise with no sense. Come, son, set aplan for us.”

To hear Mavin say thisin such noise and frustration amused me. There was no time to be amused,
no time to treasure that moment, but | stored it away to gloat over later. Of such moments are adulthood
made. | dmost said "manhood,” but thought better of that. "We must not be mided by the puzzle,” 1 told
her. "Whatever the Council is, whatever this place may be, whatever the history of the place or its



reasons for existence-none of these are more important than Himaggery and Windlow. Manacle will meet
Huld after tonight's meeting. So we will go to the meeting and hear what is said. After that wewill follow
Manacle to his meeting with Huld, and Didir must protect me as best she can. If we areinconspicuous,
wewill likely pass unnoticed.”

When | said the word, inconspicuous, it made me think of Chance, and for amoment | was
overcome with aterrible homesickness for him, for Schooltown, for the known and familiar and sure. |
gasped, but Mavin had not noticed.

"l will beincongpicuous,” shegrowled. "And | will be patient, but this place itchesme."

It itched me, too, as| tried to find the place of the meeting. No mind | sought through knew of the
mesting or whereit might be held. "An exclusive group,” murmured Mavin, when | told her this. "Do you
suppose theroom is never cleaned?’

Thistook me amoment to puzzle out. Then | understood that the room would undoubtedly be
cleaned by someone, a pawn. | began to search among pawnish minds, Didir dipping here and there as
we moved above the place. On the sixth or seventh try, we found amind which had once known of the
place. Wewent to it. All of this had taken so much time that we were there only amoment before the
magicians began to arrive, only timeto find adark corner in akind of bacony over the main room where
two additiond chair-like shapes would go unnoticed. The place was under a duct which brought in hest,
and Mavin settled into it with atired Sgh.

"One more shift and | would have started to eat myself," she confessed. "I cannot store as you do,

| redlized with some guilt that Shattnir had gone on storing power for me at every opportunity. It
had begun to fedl as natura as breathing. | let power bleed between us. "Take from me," | whispered to
her. "l fed wewill not move from this place for sometime."

One wall of the place below was made up of hundreds of tiny windows, blank and black, except
that on one or two alight crawled wormlike and green. One end of the long table had a danted surface
with buttons and knobs on it. There had been many surfaces like that in this place, controlsfor the
contrivances of the magicians. Both the windows and the control surface looked dusty, unused. A side
wall held rows of portraits, face after face, mushroom pale above black garb, gold platesidentifying each
in letterstoo small for meto read. Thelast portrait in the bottom row was of Manacle, however, which
told us enough. Thetops of the higher frames were black with dust. The carpet of the place wasworn
through in spots. At each chair was set an empty bottle and adrinking glass, apad of yellowed paper
and awriting implement. At one place the writing implement had been shifted in position, and | could see
apde pattern of it where it had once lain upon the paper. Whoever might once have cleaned the place
had not done so recently, perhaps not for years. Dust lay upon everything in athick, gray film.

Quench cameinto St a the place where the writing implement had been moved. He moved it back
onto its shadow, carefully, centering it upon itsimage before settling into the chair, aramsfolded across his
widetorso. Thelines of hisboxlike hat seemed to continue downward through his head, obdurately
quare.

Others entered. There were whispers, mumbling conversations. | risked a questing thought to get
pictures of long, haf ruined corridors, tumbled portasfar to the north and south, ramified networks of
dusty catacombs, buried in decay. One of those who entered had white tabs at his throat. Others bowed
toward him, murmured "Rector.” Time passed. Some fifty were assembled before Manacle entered.
Wéll, now we would learn what we would learn.

"Evening, gentlemen. Evening. Glad to see everyoneis here so promptly. Well, we have a
consderable agendathis evening. Let's call the meeting to order and get started. Will the Rector givethe
invocation.”

The tab-fronted one rose, stared upward and intoned, "Oh, Lord, we your children have pursued
your purposesfor thirty generations upon this planet. For athousand years we have been faithful to your



commandments. We have watched the mongtersin this place, have kept oursalves separated from them,
have kept your sacred ordinances to research and record everything that the monsters do. Now, aswe
approach the holy season of Contact With Home, be with us as we consider grave matters which are
brought before us. Let us be mindful of your ordinances as we consecrate monstersto our usein order
that your will may be continued unto future generations. Keep us safe from the vile seducements of
Gamesmen and the connivances of the Council. We ask this asfaithful sons. Amen.”

During this pronouncement, the othersin the room had peered restlesdy about themselves asthough
someone e se were expected to enter, but no one did. There was a brief silence when the man finished
gpeaking. Manacle sat in his chair with head forward, as though he were adeep. Quench cleared his
throat with ahacking noise, and Dean Manacle jerked upright.

"Hmmm," he mumbled. "We will moveto the minutes of the last meeting.”" He rose and pushed one
of the buttons on the table before him, saying ashe did so, "I am Manacle of Mongters, son of Scythe of
Sinners, Dean of the Executive Committee of the Faculty of the College of Searchers. Will Central
Control please read the minutes of the last meeting." Hetilted his head to one side and seemed to be
counting. Around the room the others stared at their fingers or murmured to one another, bored. When a
dow count of fifty had passed, Manacle went on, "Since Central Control does not think it necessary to
read the minutes of the last meeting, may | have amotion to approve them as unread.”

"So move," said Quench. He did not move, however, which was confusing. Again, | knew it must
beritud.

"Seconded,” said an anonymous voice from the end of thelong table.

"It has been moved by Professor Quench, seconded by Professor Musclgaw, that we approve the
minutes of the last meeting as unread. All thoseinfavor. A chorusof grunts and snarls greeted this.
"Opposed? Hearing none the motion is passed.” There was a pause while Dean Manacle collected
himsdlf and shuffled through the papers before him. "We shal move to subcommittee reports... the
subcommittee on portd repair.”

"Nonsense," said Quench.
"l beg your pardon.” Manacle looked up, bristling. "The agenda cdlsfor. .

"Nonsense. The agenda callsfor nonsense. Stupidity. Obtuseness. Obfuscation. Let's talk about the
Council. Let'stalk about this Gamesman, Huld, who wants access to the defenders!”

Grunts of surprise, voicesraised in anger. "The defenders? We don't dlow access to the defenders!
What did he say?'

"Wewill have the report on portd repair,” Manacle shouted. "And the report on the problems at the
monster labs, and on the food stocks brought in by Gifters. These are important matters, Quench. Vita
meatters.

"How vital?* boomed Quench. "If the Council is planning to destroy usdl, how vitd isit that the
mongter labs shall or shdl not meet quota? If we are dl killed, how important that the northern porta
cannot be repaired, as we know it cannot, as the southern porta could not initstime. If there are none
|eft to have gppetite, how vitd isit that the Giftersbring in their full cargoes of grain and meet? Vital?
Manacle, you're afool and your father before you wasafool.”

| had not seen until then the little hammer which Manacle picked up from before him. He whapped
it upon the table, railsing acloud of dust a which severa members began to sneeze and wipetheir eyes. If
thiswas meant to restore order, it failed its purpose. A trembling oldster was shouting at Quench who
was bellowing in reply. Elsewherein the room confusion multiplied as smal groups and individuasrosein
gesticulating argument. Manacl e thrashed with hislittle hammer, voicesrose, until at last Quench shouted
down al who would have opposed him.

"Sit down, you blasted idiots. Now you dl listen to me for awhile. If you choose to do nothing after
I've spoken, well, it will be no less than you've done about anything for fifty years. | will speak. I'm afull
professor, entitled to my position, and | will be heard, though | am a doddering Emeritus.”



"Mogt of you in thisroom recall the meeting a generation ago when Dean Scythe admitted to this
Committee that the techs could not repair the portal machines, or the air machines, or most of the others,
so far asthat goes. Y ou recall that we had before us at that time a suggestion, made by me, that we set
some of our brighter young men to studying the old machines and the old booksin order to learn about
them. Y ou recall that my suggestion was met with typica revulsion and obstinate lack of understanding.
No, you dl said, we wouldn't deny our sonstheir chance at earning their degrees by asking them to be
mere techs." Quench spat the word at them bitterly. "Oh, no. Every one of us had been assistant,
associate, tutor, lecturer, assistant professor-al of it. Each of you wanted the same for hisboys.”

S0, old Scythe suggested we pick some Gamesmen and bring them in to learn about the machines,
that we give some Gamesmen the old books, that we turn our future over to the Gamesmen because we
were too proud to be techs. So we brought some of em in. There was that fellow Nitch, came and went
for adecade. Where is he now? Gone to use what he learned for his own profit, | have no doubt. And
there were others. Fixed afew things, but not for long. Now theres this fellow Huld, threatening uswith
the Council. Teling usthe Council isgoing to destroy us-the Council we've cooperated with for hundreds
of years by taking up dangerous Gamesmen and puitting them away when the Council told usto. Now
heres Huld telling us the Council is creating Gamesmen with dangerous new talents. Herés Huld saying
hewill protect usif we only give him accessto the defenders. And idiot Manacle has hdf told him wed
doit. And, while dl that's going on, Manacle wants us to sit here talking about repairing the north portal
which has been in ruinsfor five generations. Outrageous piftiel" He subsided into seething silence, picked
up the writing implement before him and broke it in two. There was a horrified gasp from othersin the
room.

"Y ou broke the pencil." Manacle trembled. "They've been here snce my great-grandfather'stime,
and you broke one.

"Piffle," repeated Quench. The angry silence was not broken until an old voice quavered in treble
confuson.

"Excuse me, but what are you suggesting, Professor Quench? Are you saying we should not listen
to Huld? Or should listen to Huld? Do we now distrust our colleagues of the Council.

"I'm suggesting,” said Quench, "that we do now what we should have done generations ago. Get
some of the young assistants and associates out of the watching labs. Let them put their 'search’ aside for
the moment. Theré's nothing new in it anyway. Hasn't been anything new in it for ten generations. We can
creste mongters until we're sick of it and watch them till we're bored to death, and therell be nothing new
init. Why, ayear'swatch doesn't produce afootnote. No, let's create a degree in machinery, for
College's sake. Create adegreein repair. Let the young men 'search’ in the old books. Stop depending
upon these Gamesmen.

"Heresy," thundered the Rector. "Professor Quench. you speak heresy of the most pernicious sort.
Our forefathers made a sacred covenant with Home to search and record information about mongters.
Tothink of creating adegreein some other discipline.”

"Oh, monster offd," snarled Quench. "Y ou pray that we be kept safe from the vile seducements of
the Gamesmen, and then you fdl right into their vile seducements yourself.”

"Holy Scripture.

"Holy Scripture be shat upon. Y ou read it your way, Rector, and I'll read it mine. When we're dll
dead, what will be the sense of Holy Scripture? Y ou know what | think of your sacred covenants? They
don't make sense!™

"Sir, you question the very basis of our history, the foundations of our faith."

"l question your data, Rector.” There was a shocked intake of breath. Thiswas evidently a serious
charge, though | could not tell why. "I question whether our forefathers ever agreed to do what you say
they did. In any casg, it's susceptible of proof. Ask Home."

The shocked silence extended, built, was broken at last by Manacle. "Ask Home? What do you



mean, Sr?"

"I mean, ask Home. Two days now, isn't it? Aren't we getting the blues assembled for the
ceremony? Getting ready for the rigamarole€? Going to send the Signal? Right? Signd sayswereal
spandy-dandy, doing well, following the sacred covenants, right? Thistimelet'stell them weve got some
religious questions and would gppreciate clarification of the scriptures.” Vie glared at the open mouths
around thetable. | dareyou. And, whilewere at it, it might be agood ideato find out if the defenders
gtill work. Lord knows the portals don't.”

"The defenders are self-repairing,” said Manacle. "If the Council wereto strike at usfor any reason,
it would be a their peril. | would rel ease the defenders in amoment, Quench, and they would work as
they did athousand years ago. Depend uponit.

"I don't depend uponit,” hereplied. "1 depend upon rust and decay, spoilation and corrosion, that's
what | depend upon. And on my memory. | remember that we need food and fuel from outside. There
are Gamesmen out there who would limit our access to those, and the Council has helped uswith that by
identifying the rogues and removing them, sending them in to usto be made into blues. In return, we
supply drugs to make them live long. Balance, Manacle. Badance. Mutud advantage. Why would they
changedl that?| think this Gamesman of yours may hefull of vile seducements, dl right, and the evil
intentions may not come from the Council

The Rector, sneering, said, "Does our respected Professor Emeritus postulate afifth force? Some
mythological concept?"

"Maybe," replied Quench, with asneer of hisown. "Have you heard of Wizards, Rector? Not your
fidld, hmmm'? Haven't heard of Immutables, either, | suppose? Not your field. No, | thought not. Well,
an aged Emeritus can prowl around outside alittle, as | have done. No, no, don't look horrified-1 sad |
can prowl around out there without compromising my academic dignity, evenif itisn't my fied. There
may he afifth force, Rector. And I'd like to move wefind out.”

"You'reout of order." Manacle hammered, raising another cloud of dust with every blow. "The
Agendasays..."

"Get your head out of your backside, Manacle! | move we get some of the young men working on
the old books, if they have wits enough.”

"Isthere asecond? Mation diesfor lack of asecond,” gabbled Manacle, hisvoice ashriek which
cut through the babble around him. "I will gppoint a subcommittee to sudy the matter which the
Gamesman Huld has warned us of . Isthere further business to be brought before this committee--hearing
none this meeting is adjourned.” He collapsed momentarily into hischair, lipsmoving in and out likea
fi's

"Piffle" shouted Quench. "Therésno hopefor you."

Mavin and | did not move. There seemed little hope for us either. We had understood hardly a
word of what had been said, and below usin the meeting room, Manacle rose and fled through the door
as though to escape Quench'swords.

10 - The Labs

"Don't let Manacle out of our sight,” Mavin whispered aswe dithered out of our chair shapesand
into the guise of ubiquitous, invisble Talmen. Her warning came late, for we had dready lost sight of him,
and it was only the sound of his voice echoing back from atwisting corridor which led usin theright
direction. He had been joined by Shear, who was receiving a Manacle harangue with obsequiouslittle
criesof outrage and acclaim.

"Y ou know why he doesit!" asserted Manacle, beating Shear upon the shoulder to emphasize his
point. "That Quench! He does it because he never begot a son on his breeders, not one. Only monsters.
Dozens of them. Why, the pitsare full of his get, but not one boy to carry on the academic tradition. Why



should he care whether our boys get their professorships? Not him! 'Get the boys out of the monster
labs. Create adegreein machinery,' " he mimicked vicioudy. "Emeritus or not, he ought to be stripped of
his membership on the Committee. He ought to be driven off the Faculty.

"He has somefollowers," Shear said nervoudy. " Some who believe he may beright.”

"Right? The man'safool. Wants usto turn out the only person who's capable of helping us. Wants
usto send Huld away empty-handed. Scared to death Huld will learn something that will endanger us.
Poof. | could give Huld the keysto the defenders this minute, and it wouldn't hurt us as much as making
an enemy of him. Wdll, | have no intention of sending Huld away in afury. Quench can blather dl he
likes, but | think we need the man, and I'll tell him how highly we regard him when we meet him

"Y ou're meeting Huld?" Shear stared guiltily about, afraid he might be seen. Hiseyesdid across
Mavin and me, but we did not exist in hisvison. "Do you think that's wise?"

"1 wouldn't do it otherwise," snarled Manacle. "I've had enough, Shear, now don't you start on me.
Just trot dong here to the labs where I'm meeting Huld and well have atak. My son, Flogshoulder, is
supervisor of the transformation labs thisterm. Well have privacy, and you can watch them make the
blues. That aways amusesyou.

"Yes. But should Huld seethat? | mean, it's private ... part of theritual.

"Oh, poof. | know it's part of the ritual, but what does Huld care about that? He knows, in any
case. What's he going to do? Stedl the bodies?”

| goleaglance a Mavin to find her watching me, puzzlement meeting puzzlement. "What are
blues?' | whispered. She crossed her eyesa mein answer.

It was not far to the anteroom where Huld waited, a glossy, much used areabeside ahigh
trangparent wall. We stared at the place beyond that wall, alofty areaof tal glittering machines, lights
which spun and danced, wormcrawls of green light upon a hundred black screens. Green-clad figures
moved in thisexotic milieu with strange devicesin their hands or clamped upon their heads, or both.
Manacle greeted Huld, took him by the arm, and tapped upon the glasswall to attract the attention of
one of those ingde. That one bowed and cameto dide aportion of thewall asde.

"Dean Manacle" hesaid.

"Now, now, no formality, my boy. Y ou've met our good friend, Huld? Huld, my son, Tutor
Flogshoulder. Heis supervisor of the term here in the transformation labs. Y ou wanted to see the cargo
for yoursalf? Well, FHlogshoulder will be glad to take us through and explain the process. If it's convenient,
my dear boy."

The dear boy, who suffered from an unfortunate superfluity of teeth, gaped, then covered this
gaucherie with asdf-conscious giggle. "Oh, it's quite convenient, Father. Most interesting for guests, too.
Just come through here. Don't mind the techs, they haven't the wits of a bunwit and don't understand
anything but machines. He led the way into the polished room, Mavin and | following. | believed they
would stop us, see us, forbid us entry. They did not. Across the room apair of Talmen pushed brooms
dongtheades asinvisbleaswe.

At thefirst sght of Huld, I had gone deep into myself and now was|letting Didir guide me by smal
promptings from with-in as the words of thosein the room flowed through and away. The sight of the
two bodies upon the chill dark dab at the center of the place dmost broke my composure. Mavin'swas
destroyed. | saw her sumble and turn pale before catching herself, to continue the endless recitation of
some nonsense rhyme. The bodies were Windlow and Himaggery, cold and gray aswhen | had seen
Windlow at the Blot. | let Didir tune my eyesto their keenest and watched, to see the dow, dow rise of
chests over the shallowest of breaths. They were aive, dive but laid out like meat on that dark dab.

Huld approached the dab and hung over the bodies like some predatory bird, his nose stabbing at
them beakwise, peering and peering until he was satisfied and returned to Manacl€s Sde.

"S0, you have two of them," he said. "If you had the boy, | would have cheered you, Manacle. Asit



is, you have only delayed the time of ruin, not forestalled it.”
"Oh, come, come, my dear fellow. The Stuation isnot that grave.

"Grave enough. If you are not to perish with al your colleagues, measures must be taken. Still,
having these two is better than nothing. What do you do with them now?"

"We're getting ready for the ceremony, dear fellow. Well use these to make blues and bodies for
the occasion, two bunwits with one arrow, so they say. That will remove the threat of these two,
permanently, just asit has removed the threat of thousandsin the past, and it will give ustrade goodsfor
the Gifters. Would you like to see the process?'

| do not know why Mavin and | did not act then. Surely we did not understand what was to occur,
or wedid not redlize it would happen at once. Perhaps we had concentrated so on being unseen and
unnoticed that we had not alowed for the need for sudden intervention. In any ease, we did nothing.
Flogshoulder gestured imperioudy at one of the greenclad "techs." That man leaned forward to move
aong, slver lever. At that the dark dab rotated, dropped, and moved beneath a contorted mass of metal
and glasswith wires and tubes protruding from it which had been making alow humming sound. The hum
ascended into a scream; lights flickered; there was asmell of burning and a cloud of acrid smoke. One of
the techs coughed, shouted, pumped a piece of equipment to produce a puff of bad smelling mist. The
fire went out; the scream dropped into a hum once more; the dab twisted and returned to its former
position.

Himaggery and Windlow were till there, il there, but | knew before Manacle reached forward to
tap old Windlow's arm what sound | would hear-the sound of ice, faintly ringing, bell-like, metallic, dead.
Beside each frozen skull rested a Gamespiece, tiny, blue. | looked upon them with my Shifter's eyes,
eyes which can be those of ahawk to see the beetle upon the grass from aleague's height. These "blues’
were no crude carvings, no anonymous, featurel ess gamespieces. These were Himaggery and Windlow
insmall, each in his gppropriate guise, and even the moth wing mask of the Seer could not hide the glitter
of Windlow's eyes. If thisthing did not weep, | wasblind. | started to move forward, but Mavin caught
my arm to hold me. If Huld had been dert and Reading at that moment, we would have been discovered.
Huld, however, was listening with avid attention to Manacle. If Huld thought the information important,
then | did dso.

"The contrivance,” said Manacle in apompous, didactic tone which reminded me alittle of
Gamesmagter Gervaise, was used by our forefathers when we cameto this place. Evidently the length of
the journey, or thetime it took, did not alow personsto travel while awake and dive in the ordinary way.
No, the fleshy part was preserved, asyou see, for storage. They can be kept forever, these bodies, or so
the techs say. However, when resurrected, these bodies would have no memory, no intelligence-dl of
that iswiped clean by the process, so we aretold. So arecord was made. A record containing all
thought and memory, and this record was embodied in the form you see. Blues. That iswhat we call
them. We make afew hundred each year to usein the Calling Home ceremony. Then we give them to
the Giftersto usein trade.

"I have seen them," said Huld. "Kept in cold chests. Why are they kept cold?”

"Wdl-1 am not certain. Perhaps one of the techs would know. The techs make the gameboards.
after dl, don't they Hogshoulder”

"I will ask atech. Father. It is not something which interests me. Hardly in our fidd, you know." He
went away to return in amoment with an old, pleat-faced man with tired eyes. "Tech, why are the blues
kept in cold chests? And are the gameboards made here? Y ou have aword for it, | think. Micro-micro
omething?'

"Microcircuitry. Supervisor. The gameboards are made with microcircuitry. To makethe
Gamespieces move. They are kept cold because they are supposed to last longer that way. The manuals
say they break down very rapidly if they get warm.”

"There are manuas?' Huld, greedy-voiced. Too greedy-voiced, for Manacle gave him asharp look



before taking him by the arm to guide him away. " So. Interesting, isn't it, Huld? And now you need worry
about those two no more. Their bodieswill be stored in the caves, used in the ceremony, then put into
the caves once more and forever. Their blueswill go into some Trader's wagon to be given to some
Gamesmagter asagiftie. | sometimeswonder if they fed anything, those bodies. They seem very dead.”

Huld, pretending adisinterest | knew he did not fed, "How are the bodies and the blues joined
together again?'

"Oh, my dear fdlow. Who knows? | wouldn't know. We haven't done that in athousand years.
There may be abook about it somewhere, but | doubt the machinery to do it even works. Why would
one care?' They went out the way they had come, till chatting, leaving Mavin and me behind, hidden
among the sighing machines. When they had put alittle distance between them and us, | hissed at her.

"One of usmugt go after them. One must stay here to see where they put Windlow and Himaggery.
Which?'

Shethrust meaway. "Y ou must go after Huld. | have no Didir to protect my mind, and | cannot
keep up thisrhyming and jiggy song forever. You go. | will stay. | will meet you in that place they held the
meeting, soon asmay be. Go!" And | went. | went in afever of impatience and anger, anger at mysdlf, at

Huld, at the dllly, fatuous Manacle and hisidiot son. If we were to save Himaggery and Windlow
now, we would have to restore them to wholeness, put their two haves together, body and spirit, and
who knew how to do that? The books? What books and where? | was reaching the end of my ability to
dink and dy about, the limit of my self-contral. It was Didir and Dorawho saved me, who soothed me
into deep like afretful child and held methere, bardly ticking, while they followed Huld, Manacle, Shear
and toothy Flogshoulder deegper into the |abyrinth while Huld sought information. "These books,
Manacle. The oneswhich tell about rgoining the bodies. Have you seen them? Read them? What did
they say about ... the blues?'

"| don't recall seeing anything about them in books. But then, | recall what my father said about
them. A pattern, he said. The pattern of apersondity. Yes. That waswell put. The pattern of a
persondlity. In ancient times, of course, the pattern was reunited with the body when both had reached
their destination. It isthis process we reenact during the ceremony. We don't redly do it, of course.
Some of the younger men act the part of bodies, and we use the blues symboalicdly. It'sonly aritua, but
very impressivefor al that. But then I'vetold you al thisbefore.”

"Why don't you actudly doit?' Huld asked. Didir could detect an avidity in this question though the
tone of voice was deliberately casual. "That would be even moreimpressive.”

"Why, ah ... I'mnot sure," began Manacle, only to be interrupted by his unfortunate son.

"Because no one knows how, the techs say. The manuals aren't there, not where they belong. Of
course, al techsarefools, aswedl know, but that's what they say."

"Do they think the bookswerelost?' Huld, pursuing. "Or destroyed, perhaps? Or taken away?"

Flogshoulder put on athoughtful face, marred by the obvious vacancy within hisskull. "1 should
know. Truly | should. I've heard them talking about it often enough. They say Quench asked for the same
books, and they've been looking for them.

"Quench." Manacle turned red, blugtering. "Quench!”

"Y es, Father. Quench thinksit was Nitch took the books, that'sit. Y ou remember Nitch? The
books have been gone since he went.”

"Went?' asked Huld softly, so softly. "Went?"

"Away. Hewent away. At leadt, | think he went away. Didn't he go away, Father?'

Manacle nodded angrily, muttering and counting under his breath as he walked aong. "Quench,
thirteen fourteen. Damn Quench. Fifteen. Mind his own business, keep to his place. Sixteen. He and
Nitch two of akind, ungrateful wretches. Seventeen. Ah, thisisit. The seventeenth door from the corner,
on theright. Y ou wanted to see the defenders, Huld. Well, herewe are. I'll just find the key here,



somewhere, among al theselittle ones| think. Gracious, haven't looked in here dmost since my
invediture. Yes. Thisone"

The door swung wide. They went through it, leaving it open behind them. | faded into the wall
surface, unseen, unheeded. The room was empty save for one of those control surfaces which abounded
in the place, thisone with alarge red lever and five covered keyholes, dl bearing legendsin archaic
letters of akind | had seen only once before-in that old book which Windlow had so coveted, the onel
hed found with the Gamesmen of Barish.

"They are SHf-repairing,” said Manacle in asdf-important tone. "Requiring no maintenance, no
techs, for which we may rejoice. Should we need to activate them, | have only to turn these keysin those
holes, five of them. At one time each key was kept by a separate member of the faculty, but upon my
investiture, | brought them &l together in theinterest of efficiency. There aretimeswhen ritua must give
way to convenience, don't you agree? So, | have only to insert them thus, and thus, and thus, here, and
here, turning each one, s0. Now, if any of uswere to movethe lever, the defenders would be activated at
once. Wewill not do that, of course. Thereis no need. However, | will leave the keys here and turned,
justin case. No point in wasting time later, if your warnings, dear Huld, were to prove accurate and
immediate

"What-ah, what form do the defenderstake?’ Thisin Huld's sweetest voice. Peter, who had been
Huld's captive in the dungeons of Bannerwell, did not trust that voice.

"l do not recdl ever having heard what form the defenderstake. What isthat phrasein theritud,
Flogshoulder? Y ou have learned it more recently than I-gracious, | have not thought of thet in fifty years.
Something about 'Defense of the home, to hold inviolate-' "

"No, Father. It goes, 'Should they gain power to the extent that the base is threatened, in order that
Home be held inviolate the defenders shall be activated that the Signtists and searchers be held in glorious

"That'snot how | learned it," objected Shear. "I learned it when | was only aboy, before | could
read. It went, 'Should their power and extent again threaten the base, the defenders will assure that
Homeisinviolate through the selfless action of sgntists and searchers held forever in glorious memory.”

"Glorious memory,” said Manacle happily. "I think of that whenever we have the ceremony. The
base. That's where the shiptower is, dear Huld, and therefore the ceremony is held there. It'svery
impressve, quite my favorite occason. Let metell you about it.

"We begin by placing anumber of the bodiesin the shiptower, aong with some of the young fellows
who play the part. We put some bluesthere, aswell, for verismilitude. The unloading machines are dl
polished and garlanded with flowers.

"Then |, as Dean, have the honor to take the part of Capan. | emerge from the shiptower and recite
the ingpiring words of dedication. All the Faculty isthere, of course, down to the least boychild. | recite
the words, then | start the unloading machines and they bring out the bodies and the blues. We put the
young men into the rgjoining machine, together with some bluesto make it look redl, and they emerge at
once, dl glowing and eager. Then | give them the Capan gown. Thisis symboalic, you understand, of our
continuation in the academic tradition from the time of Capan to the present. We till wear the Capan
gown in hishonor. It ismoving, my dear Huld, very moving. Then the machinestake the rest of the
bodies and the blues, the real ones, away to the caverns while Capan (I still havethat part, of course)
brings amonster out of the ship and puts her in the pit. Thisis symbolic too. It symbolizes our missonto
search the monsters and record everything about them. Everyone cheers.

"Then, | go back in the shiptower and do the 'Cdling Home or 'Signa Home' asit's sometimes
cdled. | go doneinto the shiptower and instruct the instrument to contact Home with our message, then |
come out and tell everybody what message has been called Home and what Home said. Everyone gets
very choked up at that, and the choir sings, and the techs serve special cake, and we al drink wine. A
very happy time, Huld. A very happy time." He wiped his eyes on the corner of hisrobe, looking al at



once grave and grandfatherly, eyesfull of an old and childlike joy. | wanted to kick him, but he went on
in happy ignorance of my intent. "We give each other gifts, too, in honor of the occason. | still have some
giftsmy father gave me, yearsago.”

"Y ou bring amonster out of the ship?' said Huld. "Does this mean that in that long ago time your
forefathers brought the mongtersto this place?!

"Oh, yes. Certainly. Our forefathers came. With the monsters. To keep Home inviolate, to watch
and record.”

"Gamesmen were here, then, when your forefathers came?”

"Oh, | suppose s0, Huld. Yes. They must have been, how else would they be here now? 'Y our
people. And the pawns, of course.”

"And the mongtersin your pits are the descendents of those your forefathers brought?*

"Oh, no, sir," babbled Flogshoulder. eager with histiny bits of information. "They do not reproduce
a al wdl, sr. No, many of the mongtersin the pits are made in the monster labs. | will be supervisor
there, next term. Also, we pay the Giftersto bring some from outside. And some.... well, some.

"You may say it, my boy," said Manacle, ill kindly with hisnostalgic glow. " Some are born to our
own consecrated monsters, to be reared in specia pits and adapted properly for our use. Waste not,
want not.," He made a high pitched little obscenity of laughter.

"Interesting.” said Huld. "Very interesting. Wdll. If you will just show me whatever booksthere are
which describe the defenders, our business may be concluded for atime.”

"Oh, my dear Huld. | thought you understood. There are no manuals for the defenders! Either there
never were any, and that may well be the case, or Nitch took them when he went. In any case, it doesn't
meatter. They are sdf-repairing, my dear fellow. Y ou needn't concern yoursdf about them. If we need
them, we have only to pressthat lever down. Everything e se has been done.”

| could feel Huld's baffled fury from across the room, fed his heet. "Dean Manacle. What will
happen when the lever isthrust down? Do you know?"

"Well, of course. Wewill be defended. Haven't | said so again and again. Redlly, Huld, sometimes
you arevery trying."
Didir and Dora pushed me deep into the corner, perhapsto avoid touching Huld as he stormed

away, followed by the otherswho were full of twittered commiseration. "Gamesmen!” said Shear. "They
have no manners.

"After dl our courtesesto him. Well. He was smply furious to see that we didn't need hiswarnings
as much as he had thought we would. Dreadful blow to hisego. Full of pride, that oneis. Still. Hell get
over it." Manacle, comfortably full of hisown view of hisworld.

In amoment they were gone. Didir let me come to the surface of mysdlf, drove meto the surface of
mysdlf like avolcano exploding within me. | saw shattering lights, felt eectric burning and shock, heard
her voice, loud, "They are wrong, Peter. Wrong. That is not theway it was. | wasthere. | wasthere, |
know how it was." Bits of her memory fled across my mind.

A babble erupted insde me, Doraand Trandilar, Wafnor's hearty cheer dimmed in awild crosstalk
which fdt like panic, likefury, likefear. Findly Dorasvoice, dark and heavy asvelvet, "Turn the keys
back, Peter. Turn the keys back and take them away,” only to hear Didir once more, "No! It must be
donein acertain order, acertain order or it goes."

| trembled with vertigo, sick, thrust thisway and that by those insgde me, without balance or
direction. | screamed slently, "Stop! Stop!" and the interior babble ceased. Then Didir'svoice,
thrumming like atight bowstring, held from panic by her ancient will, "Did you see the order in which the
keyswere turned, Peter? Did you observe?' At which | laughed. She hersdlf had kept me submerged
during dl that time. | had only heard what cameto my ears. | fdt that tight bowstring thrum, thrum, begin
to ravel. "Then leave them alone. Can you lock the door into the corridor?' she shrieked at me.



| could do that, and did, before she broke in a shower of fiery sparks which shook every fiber of
me, went down every nerve, dropped meto thefloor to lie twitching like some maddened or dying thing
while | knew what it wasthat Didir knew. If the lever in that quiet room behind me were pushed down,
something huge and horrible would happen-something find and irretrievable. And Didir believed it would
happen to al the place we werein, to the corridors, the mountains, caverns, to al the black-clad
magicians and their servants, to their mongters, their machines, and perhaps-perhaps to the world as well.

11 - Calling Home

| convulsed, there on the floor thrashing like afresh caught fish. If anyone had come by, they would
have found me therein my own shape, naked as an egg and helpless as any fledgling. The presence
within which had been Didir became a scattered shower of sparkling half-thoughts, fleting memories,
pictures of hersaf going to this place or that; pictures of someone esel did not know, tall and dark,
gold-decked; premonitions of disaster which unmanned me to leave me gasping without ever making
connected sense. Then there was atime, long or short, | never knew, of darkness. When | cameto
myself again it wasto fed the hard, cold floor beneath my wet cheek where | had lainin my own droaol.

After alittletime, | was more or lessmyself again. | recognized what had happened-panic. Through
al the confusion, | found mysdlf wondering how one of the Gamesmen of Barish could fed panic. But
then. | told mysdlf, they were more than mere constructs. They had redlity, though they had to use my
head to expressit-a head which was dill splitting with an excruciating pain, pain enough to have panicked
me and shut down al the places which the Gamesmen had occupied. Didir was gone, but so were Dorn
and Trandilar, Shattnir and Wafnor. My head felt empty, vacant and echoing. The pain diminished dmost
at once, and | lay againgt the door of that dreadful room, frightened and quite alone. | wondered amost
hysterically whether they would come back to me again, so felt for Shattnir because she was the onewho
was hardest, least vulnerable. Nothing. Her figurelay in my fingerslike adoll, wooden, dightly chill. Well,
there was no time to experiment or wonder. | had no knowledge of the time which had passed. | had to
find Mavin, quickly, and tell her what | knew.

Furred-Peter grew a pair of wide, fragile ears upon his head, like those of the shadow people, and
fled through the hdls listening for any movement. There was no Didir to warn me, and | wasvulnerablein
those meta corridors. | fled, promptly losing mysdlf in the maze, unable to fish for thoughtsto help me
locate mysdif, following this one and that one at a distance until at last | cameto afamiliar place from
which the committee room could be found. | got there, got in-and found it empty. Mavin was not there.
Whether she had been there. | could not tell.

| was aone there for along time, time enough to get hungry, to find my way to aplace food was
gtored for Talmen, Talmen who came and went, saying nothing to meintheguiseof aTalmanas| dso
came and went. The food was tasteless Stuff. but it sustained me. | dept atime. | strode back and forth
through the committee room, looking at the portraits of Deans from ancient timesto the present. Perhaps
it was my imagination, but they seemed to grow more and more foolish-looking at either end of thetime.
Some in the middle looked hard and competent-rather like Himaggery. | thought about that for awhile,
without reaching any conclusions. Then | had afit of gpprehension about Mavin. Had she been caught?
Perhaps killed? Was she lying somewhere wounded, waiting for meto rescue her? | cursed the panic
which had driven Didir out of my head and tried to get her back. Nothing. Thelittle figure lay in my hand
likeastick. Not aquiver. No, perhaps a quiver, but remote. | tried Shattnir once more. Only afar, faint
tingling. Well, whether it was something in the Gamesmen or something in mysdlf, | could not tell. My
head felt as though it had been struck by lightning. Perhaps there were fibers there which could be
temporarily severed, synapses which could be shocked into quiescence. | waited. | walked aboutt. |
chewed my fingernails off, grew others and chewed them off aswell. | was about ready to give up and
go on searching alone when she arrived, breathless and weary, desperately glad of thefood | had hidden
in the bal cony of that dusty room.



"Lords, Peter, but that was ajourney,” she said, faling into long silence while she chewed the
tasteless food, eyes closed, body swaying with fatigue. "The techsin that place fiddled about for hours,
talking among themsalves, mostly about old Quench. It seemsthat ancient firebrand has been preaching
revolution and rebellion to the techs, dong with his other strange activities. The techs are mere pawns,
Peter, brought in here, put in boots, forced to maintain the place. Some of them are clever. They have
learned alot though they are not given the chance to learn enough.” She swayed, chewed, sighed. "At
last they put Himaggery and Windlow upon akind of cart and whedled it into a corridor where the cart
was attached to atrain of smilar carts, al loaded with bodies and blues and crates of onething or
another. | hid myself on one of the carts, and agroup of pawnsrodeit aswell. Most of them are older
men. | believe there have been no young techstrained for sometime." She stopped to sip some of the
bottled water | had found. "Lords, what ajourney. We went north and west, | think, though it is hard to
say because of the ways the corridors curve and join. Whatever the direction, we went far and long to
the place they keep the bodies, distant and high, lying under some greet glacier, | think-some source of
endless cold. They are stacked there, Peter, thousands of them, piled like wood for the war-ovens.
Endlessaides of them. | saw Throsset of Dornes. Hewas on top of apile, likeacarving. | saw Minery
Mindcaster. | knew her when | was a child and she amarvelous, twinned Taent. They drove the carts
into aside room and left them, then they dl got on the one little machine which had hauled the rest and
went away. There was no place onit for meto hide, and they al knew one another." She put her hand on
mine, still shaking with cold. "So, | followed them on foot, and becamelogt, and took endlesstimeto
return.” | let the food and drink restore her before| told her what | had learned. When | had done, she
questioned me.

"What isHuld up to?Y ou knew him. What do you guess?"

"l guessheisup to gaining power," | said. | knew thisto be true, though | was not sure what power
Huld sought in this strange haunt of magicians who seemingly were not magiciansat al but merely bad
custodians of ancient skills and knowledge.

"Huld is not content to be merely Demon, merely Gamesman. He has no wish, | think, to be
willingly followed. It is power he wants, power over the unwilling. He wants to be worshipped, yes, but
out of fear and trembling, not out of beguilement. He had that, through Mandor, and it was something,
but not enough for him. Still, that iswhy he hates me. Because | conquered Mandor and held Huld
agang hiswill, evenfor thet littletime."

"And he cameto this place-how?"

"| think he learned, somehow, how | had been protected in Schooltown, how Mertyn and Nitch
had protected me. He could have Read that from me, easy enough, when | was captive there. | think
Huld sought Nitch, sought him and found him, perhapskilled him for what he knew. Thisisonly
supposition, but | know Huld, and the idea hangs together." Surprisingly, theidea did hang together,
though | had not known until that instant that | had figured it out. "So Huld came here, seeking power,
and found Manacle."

"And Nitch had taken certain books?'

"Perhaps. And perhaps Huld had not thought to Read Nitch concerning books, so perhapsthe
books are gone forever."

"Or perhaps they were lost haf athousand years ago.”

"So there may be nothing we can find to tell us about these defenders, nothing we can find to tell us
how to restore Himaggery and Windlow and a thousand, thousand more.

"About the defenders, | know only what | caught from Didir's mind before she fled mein panic-or
before | drove her out in apanic of my own. She knew of the defenders. Origindly there were five keys,
kept by five persons, one of whom was someone near to Didir. The reason for thiswasto prevent the
defenders being accidentally released. Now Manacle has unlocked all the bonds. Any one who getsinto



that room needs only pressalever down, and whatever it is the defenders do will occur. Theideaof this
drove Didir into panic, the othersaswell, and it burst my head with them. Now | cannot raise them.”

"Y ou locked the door?'

"I locked the door. Manacle has akey. | have no helpful thoughts about that. Let usthink of
Himaggery and Windlow instead. So far we havefailed horribly at everything wetried to do."

She replied with some asperity. "Who would have thought that rescuing them would have entailed
putting them back together? It is difficult to go into a place such asthisto set someone freeif that person
isableto wak and think and assist in the process. | have done that, in one Game or another. It ismore
difficult if the prisoner is unconscious or wounded, and | have played that Gametoo, in my time. But to
have a prisoner who must be reassembled prior to rescue denieslogic and setsal senseawry. | did,
however, try to make our process somewhat smpler. | have haf of them with me." And shereached into
some interior pocket to bring forth the two blues, Himaggery the Wizard, Windlow the Seer, tiny and
impeccable, cold and hard. They were only patterns, as Manacle had said. Patterns of persondity. Mavin
waved a meto keep them, saying. "I have been thinking al the way back how we might put them
together again. It may be that the machine used to separate them is the same machine used to reassemble
them. In which case, we need only bring the bodiesto that |aboratory place.”

| remembered something Manacle had said. "We need not do that. The bodies are to be brought to
amachine, Mavin. Not to the laboratory, but to the 'base’ where the ceremony isheld. Therewill bea
machine there, too. They will pretend to use it to restore those who play the part of voyagers. The ship
thing isthere. Manacle called it a shiptower. At any rate, the bodies will be brought there, and there we
should be waiting for them."

When she asked me where that might be, | shook my head. | could not use Didir to fish for
answers. We knew that Manacle would go there, however, and he was easy enough to find-we knew
where his quarters were. "Manacle," commented Mavin, aswe went toward hisrooms. "The techs hate
Manecle. | think some kind of mutiny brews there, my son, an old mutiny."

| thought of Laggy Nap and his power over the boots. " Perhaps the contrivance which controlsthe
boots has falen into disrepair. Perhaps, if techs are expected to repair things and techsare so
controlled by the boots, they have found away to disrepair it."

"Asl sad," she murmured, "mutiny. Something brews.” Though | had not seen Huld since he had
stormed away from us outsde the room of the defenders, | fet his presence ill like aweight upon my
lungs. Without Didir to protect me, | had to be more dy and secretive then heretofore. Thus, it took a
sneaking time to come to Manacle's place and hear his rumbling whine through the open door. Shear
came out, then went in again, several times. Flogshoulder, too, went in and out, bearing garments of some
ceremonia type. They emerged together to go to adining place, from which we later stole food which
was of better quaity than that given to Talmen.

"How long until this ceremony?' | muttered. "How long must we lurk in thisway?*

"We are o far underground time is without meaning,” she said. "Nonetheless, if Manacle said 'two
days when we cameinto this place, then it cannot be long now. We have blundered about in here for the
better part of two days at least. Time grows short, and | am glad of it. | could not bear much more of
this"

| flt it, too, the being without sunlight, without passage of day and night. | wondered if thiswas how
ghostsfdt in the grave, separated not only from life but from time aswell. Thisled to other thoughts of
gloom and destruction, from which Mavin had to rouse me when Manacle came from his quartersfor the
find time.

We had no doubt he came out prepared for ceremony. There were stripes of gold upon his deeves
and his high square cap was splattered with gold as well. Shear and Flogshoulder came behind, dso
decorated, and we went in procession down and down corridors toward a distant gate. It was truly
down, asthough toward avaley, and it wasinto avaley we cameto seethefirst light of dawn rouging



the heights before us, brightening the dliffswith morning while theforestslay till in night below. Herewas
agreen meadow crisscrossed with metal tracks, hegped with mounds of wrack and jetsam (or so they
appeared), with ablackened tower standing at its center, Slvered at itstip. A tiny opening gaped high in
the side of the tower, like amissing tooth, and atall spidery ladder stood benegth it. Upon the valley floor
small groups of techs removed covers from machines which had been covered against the depredations
of time and wesather. Near the tower was amachine smilar in every respect to that one which had so
changed Himaggery and Windlow.

"The blues," whispered Mavin. " See, they are carrying the bluesinto the tower.”

She wasright. Some of the techs were carrying boxes of the blues to the tower where alower
section had been opened into some large cargo space. There were no Talmen on the field. Wewould
have to take the form of techs, and | looked at them closaly with my Shifter's eyes before fading back
into the shadows to take their shape. Even as we emerged onto the field, the wagons of bodies came out
of the tunnelsto clatter their way toward the tower. We went purposefully after it, looking neither right
nor left, intent upon our pawnish, techish duties.

When we arrived at the tower, we began helping with the loading. Mavin went up into that cargo
gpace, then |. Welifted body after body into it, stacking them, within moments ceasing to think of them
ashbodiesat dl. They were only things. When the tech outside put Windlow's feet into my handsfor a
moment | forgot what | was doing. Mavin brought me to myself.

"Here, pass him to me. | have found a place to hide them."

So then | did double duty while she dragged Windlow away somewhere, then Himaggery, when he
emerged from the generd pile.

When the tech outside thrust up the last body to me where | sood inside the tower, he said, "Those
who follow Quench, in the southeast porta, as soon as the ceremony gtarts ..." then turned away from me
asthough he had not spoken, waiting for no answer. | had sense enough to step back out of the light.
When | turned, Mavin was there, nodding.

"I heard him," she said. "'l told you, Peter. Mutiny. It will hgppen during the ceremony, when dl the
magicians are here. Mark me, it will happen. Now come seewhere| have put it. The tower seemed
amadl from outside, but from within it was awarren of twisting halls and tiny cubbies, many no bigger than
closets, with mattressed shelves which were obvioudy beds. So it wasaship. A ship. How could it be?1
turned to Mavin with the question on my lips.

"Not awater-going ship, Peter. Think! Put together the pieces. Y ou spent long enough with
Himaggery to have learned to do that."

She showed me where she had put them, in one of thelittle cubbies, half hidden behind ahuge pipe
which seemed to run the entire height of the place, from tip to base. At that moment | wanted only to lie
down beside the cold bodies and deep, but she dragged me around the pipe and into it, where dairs
wound up and up to some dizzying termination.

"We need to find a place to watch from," she said, dragging me aong behind her. So we went, up
and up, coming at last to that open place we had seen from the tunnel mouth. The spidery stairs were just
outside. Far below on the grass the magicians were assembling.

Now, how can | make you see what we saw, Mavin and 1?1 mugt, for in what we saw was much
of old Windlow's conjecture and Himaggery's purpose, much of my confusion and Mavin's effort. It was
in that ceremony we learned what we were, and why, and I, all unwitting of what wasto come, was only
deepy, londly, and alittle afraid of what might happen at any time. So let me step outside of that and tell
you what you would have seen, had you been there.

On agrassy hill were rows of the young magicians, ordered inexplicably by one who stood before
them, each holding abook before him. Here and there upon the grass groups of the magicians stood
about, chatting with one another. The sun came down, lighting al with akind of innocent glory. The
young magicians began to sing. | had never heard music like that before. It soared and pierced, made me



want to laugh and cry. Some of the voices were as high, dmost, as women's voices, others arumbling
bass, muttering like drums. | had thought these magicians wholly without honor or sense. Now | had to
revise my opinion. Whatever they lacked, they did not lack art. Perhapsit wasthis art that had kept them
aive. | looked down from my high perch to see Manacle at the foot of the ladder, the tears flowing down
hisface, afacelit from within with akind of exaltation.

After the Snging came ablare of trumpets. This came from amachine somewhere. The sound was
inglorious compared to what had gone before. Manacle came up the ladder, dowly, puffing alittle ashe
climbed. Below him the groups of magicians drew away to seat themsdves. | counted them while he
climbed, perhaps athousand. Not many to rattlein aplace of such size. Of that thousand, there were
only fifty or Sxty young ones, and one or two were very young indeed, being carried by their fatherswho
pointed out each step of the ceremony. Mavin and | took the shapes of the place around us, were
invisible when Manacle stepped from the high ladder into the tower. Once there he closed the door
behind him, then waited for some signal from without. It came in asecond blare of trumpets, and a
hideous, monstrous machine-like roaring which built into an unbearable level of sound before fading
away. | heard Manacle murmur, "The sound of the ship landing. Now. The ship haslanded." He thrust
the door before him open and went out onto the ladder.

Seeit now, thistiny man upon thishigh place, al in gold-decked black, hisfellows gathered below
and staring upward, pale faces like saucersthere, sllence, and respect from every eye. Hear him cry out
in avoice changed and made dramatic, "Behold the planet. |, Capan Barish, have brought signtistsand
Searchers from afar upon a sacred mission. Come forth! Come forth!"

Then see the machines reach into the shiptower and remove the bodies of the young magicianswho
were playing the part, al covered with paint to appear gray and hard. See the machines take bluesfrom
the ship, clatter and clamor across the grass to the greet, garlanded resurrection contrivance, decked with
flowers and fluttering with ribbons of slver and gold, dl dancing in the light wind of morning. Seethe
young magicians laid upon the dab with the blues, from which they legp up, shouting, wiping the paint
from their faces as Manacle comes down from his high place, dow step by dow step, dl in dignity and
purpose to greet each one of them and drop a black gown over each clean-wiped head. Then seethem
move away across the meadow while the machine goes on unloading, real bodiesthistime, and Manacle
begins hisdow climb up the spidery ladder once more. As he climbed, the Singing began again, and |
found mysdf wishing he would not climb so fast if the Snging might go on while he climbed forever. Sily.
Yes, but it waswhat | thought and what you would have thought had you heard it.

Then was an unexpected interruption. Manacle came through the entry and back into the ship to
make inexplicable clicks and bangs, opening and shutting something. In ashort time he was back, leading
by the hand one of the consecrated monsters. No. Leading by the hand a young woman. She was naked
to thewaist, her high breaststilted and goosefleshed in the chill, her empty face staring outward at
nothing. Manacle led her out upon the ladder, crying, "Behold, the mongter! Toward which al your
Search shdl be that Home be kept inviolate!" Then he took her down the stairsto a pit they had
prepared for her somewhere below. | did not see that, could not. When he had led her out, | had
remembered. They were Didir's memories, burned into me outside that room of the defenders, asred to
me as my own. | remembered the landing, the huge sound of the engines, fires guttering blackly at the
base of the ship, green hillsin early light. | had been half naked, just wakened by Captain, as he had
promised, before any of the others. He supported me with one arm, gesturing out at the world, "Behold,
little mongter. A world for you, and for me, and for our children and our children'schildren.” And I, Didir,
had said, " The researchers will not let us have thisworld," and he had replied, " Some day.”

It had been the sight of the girl's body and the gold-striped uniform which had stormed the old
memory, the sound of amae voice, lustful, adoring, confident. It was only amemory, but it collgpsed me,
and | cameto mysdlf with Mavin shaking me, saying, "Peter! What ailsyou? Cometo, boy. Manacleis
coming back up the ladder." So, | drew myself together and we hid oursel ves once more, fortuitoudy, as
it happened. Before Manacle arrived, someone else came up the hidden stair. Quench.



Quench, scuttering into the place and hiding himsdlf dl in one swift motion asthough he had
practiced it twenty times before. | heard Manacle arriving, heard the Singing begin again, dow,
ceremonia, mighty and premonitory. Some great climactic thing was to happen now. The music made
that clear.

But al that happened was that Manacle shut the door behind him and sat down, disconsolately,
upon the metd floor. He took awriting implement from a pocket, with a piece of paper, and sat there,
dternately chewing the one and jotting upon the other.

Thesnging built into aclimax, dowed, and dwindled to slence. Still he sat. After atimethesinging
began again, and it went asbefore. At this, he stood up and sighed, murmuring to himself. "Well, well.
That will do aswell asany message. | used it five years ago, but it will do aswell asany." And reached
to open the door.

"Do aswedl aswhat, Manacle?' It was Quench, leaning againgt ashiny pand, boring into Manacle
with eyeswhich could have burned holesin stone. "Why have you not Caled Home, Manacle? That is
what you are supposed to have done. Cal Home. | wish to hear what Home hasto say!"

"Oh, Quench. Quench, you monster. What are you doing here? Why have you come? Y ou are
disrupting the ceremony. Get out of my way. | haveto tell them.”

"Tdl them what? That you did not Cal Home? That there was no message from Home? That there
has not been any message from Home for-for how long, Manacle? How long, you little, insgnificant
dribble. How long?' He shook Manacle, waving him like aflag. "Tel me, or I'll break your bones."

"Don't beafool, Quench. Y ou know it'sonly aceremony. Wedl know it'sonly aceremony. The
message from Homeisonly aritua. Weall know .

"Wedon't dl know. We al may suspect, but we don't dl know. How long hasit been. Manacle. |
want to know. Now!"

"My ... my great-grandfather'stime. Not since then. Not since then to Call Home. And no message
received from Home long before that. The machines stopped working, Quench. It wasn't anyone'sfaullt.
They just opped working."

"Soit'sal amockery and adeceit. All of it. The monster watching, and the Faculty-al of it."

"No, no, Quench. Y ou know that isn't true. It'sworth something, worth preserving. Y ou mustnt,
mustn't ..."

"I mustn't, mustn't 1 Manacle, for the sake of those poor fools down there, | won't drag you out on
the platform and expose you for what you are, an empty sack of nothing. I'll leave you to go to them,
Manacle, with your lies and your ceremonia message. You! | remember atime when being Capan meant
something. Asfor me, I'm off to the Council "

"What-where-what are you going to do?’

"I'm leaving, Manacle. I'm leaving with al the techs who want to leave with me, and that means
amost al of them. We disabled the power machine for the boots this morning. Y ou can't hold them, and
they won't be held. Were going. Some of the younger men may go with us, and if not-well, bethat asit
may. I'm sorry for you al, Manacle, but there's nothing | can do to save you, and | won't perish with
you."

And hewas gone, clattering down the spirdling stairs. Mavin and | could hear him, down and down
until the sound faded, and | knew he had come to the cargo space at the bottom and gone out through it.
Manacle was crying before us, greet tears oozing down hisface. The singing outside had reached its
climax once more. He gulped, made alittle heartbroken sound, then wiped hisface upon hisdeeve,
leaving long red welts upon it from the harsh gold trim. Unconscious of this he stepped to the door,
straightened himself, and opened it. AsMavin and | dipped away to follow Quench, we heard hisvoice
crying to theworld, "Message, message from Home."



12 - Huld Again

We arrived at the cargo space near the bottom of the tower-the "ship"-only moments before
Manacle himsdf came down. He wore aforced, fixed smile as he met Flogshoulder and Shear near the
ladder. | heard Shear say, "Where are the techs? They should be here to unload the bodies and take
them back to-" and Flogshoulder interrupting, as dways, with some inconsequentidity. Manacle did not
hear ether of them.

Helad hands upon Fogshoulder and said, "Quiet, my boy. Be till. Now listen to me, for dl your
lifeisworth. Remember the room where we were yesterday? The room which controls the defenders?
Good. That'sagood boy. Now, | want you to go there. | Ieft it unlocked for you. | want you to pressthe
lever down. Just do that, my boy. Then come back and tell me." He patted Flogshoulder, amost
absentmindedly, as he turned to Shear with that same fixed smile.

"Shear. Theré'saminor emergency. Nothing we can't take care of, but | think the Committee
should be advised. Can you go among the celebrants and suggest that we move the celebration indoors?
Hmm? And tell the Committee members we will meet them in the Committee room. Have you seen
Hold? No. Well, that was more than | could hope for, perhaps

Shear and Manacle began adow circling movement among those gathered in the grassy space. |
remembered Manacle saying that the techs would serve cakes and wine. There were no techs, and the
magicians were |ooking about themselves with pursed lips and expressions of annoyance. A mutter
began, grew in volume as the celebrants moved away, away toward the doors. We waited for the last
dawdlersto |leave before emerging from the ship with the bodies of Windlow and Himaggery carried
before us. We staggered across the grass to the machine. When we came close, | was horrified to see
that the ribbons and garlands covered areas of corrosion. Wires and tubes appeared fused together into
ablackened mass. We stared at each other for amoment. "What can we do but try?* asked Mavin. "We

Welaid Himaggery upon the dab, placed the tiny blue in the recess beside his head, and Mavin
went to the long, silver lever which protruded at the side. Her eyeswere shut, her lips moving. | don't
know whom sheinvoked, what godling or devil. Perhapsit was only hersalf she counseled. Her hands
were steady when she thrust the lever up, in the opposite direction we had seen it moved in the
laboratories, and | knew she had been thinking of that, puzzling it out. Could it be that ample? 1 could not
dareto hopeit was.

The machine screamed. | bit my lips until the blood came. The dab moved, turned, swung benesth
the blackened mass which towered aboveit. | smelled smoke, burning oil. There was no device hereto
put out fire. | only held my breath and waited, waited while the scream rose to an agonized howl be- fore
diminishing to silence. The dab had not returned. Mavin jiggled the lever, once, twice. Slowly the dab
dropped from beneath the machine, down, twisting, out and back toward us once again. The blue was
gone. Himaggery looked like Himaggery once more. | could see his chest move, tiny, tiny movements,
the shallowest of bresths. We pulled him from the dab and put Windlow in his place.

| knelt above Himaggery while Mavin went to the lever again. | heard the ascending howl, smelled
burning once more. Thistime there was smoke, harsh and biting. | coughed. Himaggery coughed. His
head moved, hishand. | found mysdlf patting him, stroking him, mumbling nonsenseinto hisear. Then
Mavin's cry from behind me brought meto my feet.

The machine was on fire. Below the contorted mass, the dab moved out dowly, too dowly.
Already | could seethat the blue was gtill there. Nothing had happened. Then, when it came further into
view, | knew that something had happened- Windlow's body had been . . . changed. Wasiit the heat of
the machine? Some ancient device which had broken at lagt, irretrievably? It didn't matter. What lay upon
the dab could not support life again, and | knew thiswith every cell which Dedl pas had inhabited.
"Dead," | whigpered, unableto bdieveit. "Dead.”

"Dead?' The voice behind me was Himaggery's. | turned to see him trying to Sit up, failing, and



trying once again. His eyes were unfocused, blind. Mavin was beside him in that instant, ready with one
of the black dresses which Manacle had used in his ceremony, ready to wrap him and coerce him back
into life once more. | reached over the dab and took Windlow's blue into my hands, hands sticky with
tears. | tried not to look at the dab again, but could not stop the thought that this, thisiswhat old
Windlow had foreseen and begged for my help againgt.

Perhaps Mavin read my mind, or my face. She snapped a me. "Thereis no timefor guilt, Peter.
We must get out of this place. What Didir feared will happen very soon. .

"Thedoor islocked," | said stupidly. "Fogshoulder will find the door locked. He will haveto return
to get the key. We havealittletime.”

"We have no time. Didir warned of some general catastrophe. Gamelords know how far wewould
have to go to escapeit, but the farthest, the soonest would be best.” She leaned across Himaggery once
more, urging him to hisfeet. | do not know how he did it, but the man lurched upright, mouth openin
anguish as he did so. She went on even as she urged him toward the tunnels. "The cars that brought the
bodiesto this place are ill there, till on thetrack. | watched them when they ran them. They will take us
away. | followed her, placing Windlow's blue tenderly in my pocket as | went. The carts were there, just
as she had said. Himaggery and | climbed into the foremost one as Mavin fumbled with the controls. It
shuddered, made a grating noise, then began to run forward into the mountains.

"Where?' | asked her, seeing the daylight vanish behind us. "Where will you take us?'

"Wherethetracks go," shereplied. "The carts came from those cold caverns, they should return
there. We need distance between us and this place, and any other way would take too long

So weran off into ahaf darkness. There were no magicians. There were no techs. We saw one or
two Tdlmen from timeto time, but they stood by thewalls as still and sllent astrees, but undive. It was
then | began to know that they had not truly been living things-or not entirely living things. | thought of
Talmen, and | thought of music, and | wondered how those who made the one could make the other. |
have not yet made an answer to that.

Somewhere early in the journey, Himaggery began to regain hiswits. He wanted to know what had
happened, and in order to tell him that | had to tell him everything, Laggy Nap, my journey, Mavin, |1zia,
the Tallmen, Manacle, Quench . . . and Didir. We passed one of those dining places once, and Mavin
stopped while we raided it. After that, Himaggery seemed to be better, though il rather disoriented and
weak. When he asked about Windlow, | could not answer him. | could only look back the way we had
come and let the tears run down my face. So it was Mavin who told him, and then there was asilence
which seemed without end. Findly he brokeit. "So what is happening now?*

"Now we aretrying to get away," | answered. "Hogshoulder will go to the room. He will find it
locked. He will return to Manacle, and one way or another, with Committee gpprova or without it,
Manaclewill give him the key. Or Manacle will go himsdlf. Whatever occurs, it will not take long.
Manacle will believe that Quench ismore of athreat than he ever bdieved the Council was. The
defenders are to be used against athreat. So, he will use the defenders.”

"What will happen?' whispered Himaggery from adry throat.

"I don't know for sure. | believe that the defenders were never designed to defend the magicians.
They were designed to defend Home, wherever that may be. Another world, somewhere.”

"So you'vefigured that out,” said Mavin, drily.
"Y es. The defenders were designed to defend Home against the monsters.”
"Mongers?' asked Himaggery. "What mongters? Who?"

"Oh, Himaggery.” | laughed and cried dl a once. "Y ou. Me. Mavin. All the children of Didir. She
was the mongter, the girl monster, the one the ship brought. Only she. And al those othersto watch her
and write down everything she did. All of it, the defenders, everything. Just to keep onelittle woman
mongter from threatening Home."



"| thought s0," said Mavin. "I thought that wastheway of it."
"Well, if you thought so, | wish to heaven you had told me!” | said.
"So what will the defenders do?' Himaggery went on, tenacious as dway's.

"Destroy the place," said Mavin with findity. "Destroy Manacle and stupid Flogshoulder and
sycophantic Shear, dl the Talmen and the pits, al the monsters-the real ones-and machines. Everything.
Or =01 believe™

"Sodol," | said. "And we had best be far away when that happens.”
"How far awvay?'

| couldn't tell him. Didir had thought only of danger, danger to everything. She had not limited it toa
certain circle, a Demesne which could be measured for chill. "Far," | said. "Asfar aspossible.”

"At least to the end of thesetracks,” said Mavin, practica as dways. So we rode dong the tracks,
deeper and deeper under the mountains as Himaggery grew stronger and | felt more the pain of
Windlow's death. Once | thought of asking Mavin whether there was some way out of the place she was
taking us, but decided she would not appreciate the question. If there was away out, there would be a
way out. If not, not. My asking would not changeit.

The way to the cavernswas along way. When we arrived there, | wished we had not come. The
bodies around uslay in piles as high as my shoulders, five or six bodies high, men and women together,
stacked in endless rows. In one areato the sde of the entry, Mavin and Himaggery found body after
body of those they had known. Here were those Mavin had mentioned to me, but many others aswell.

"And dl of their minds-their memories, dl, gone? Out there? In the aeries of Gamesmadters, to be
used asteaching aidsfor children?' Himaggery sounded unbelieving, but we assured him it wastrue.

"Then what threatened us and worked against us was not the Council at al? 1t wasthese old menin
thismoldy place? Abducting us one by one and storing us away like fish?' Again we assured him thiswas
true.

"Then we have only to tell the world what has gone on here, and it will siop. The Traders can be
watched.”

"That may betrue" | said. "But there may be moreto it than that. It was these old men who
abducted and kept you, true. But Quench said it was the Council told them who to take and keep. And it
isto the Council that Quench has gone, gone with every tech in the place.

"And," said Mavin, "l would wager with every book they could lay handson.”

We had not yet gone into the largest part of the cavern, a place from which achill wind cameto
assure us of egress somewhere. It was then, as we were readying ourselvesto find it, that the first rumble
came, shivering the rock about us and dropping dust and ice onto our heads from far above. The shaking
went on. Rock grated and twisted beneath us.

"We have taken too long,” shouted Mavin. "Through the large cavern, quickly"

But we were not allowed to go. We had no sooner stepped within the large cavern than he came
from behind apile of bodies, Demon helmed, al in slver, astrange device cradled in hisarms, its
ominoustip pointed toward me. "Peter, the Necromancer,” he said. "I told them you were not dead! |
would not let you be dead! Not you, Peter. Not until | could do it myself! | call Game, and Move.
Necromancer Nine!"

Himaggery legpt to one Side, behind a pile of bodies. Wéll, he was older than I. He had more
experience with thiskind of thing. On the other Sde, Mavin Shifted into something quick and fierce, and
the corner of my eye saw her fade into an aide. Well, she, too was amore experienced Shifter than 1. |
did not move. Thetip of the thing which pointed at me said do not move, and | understood its language.
"What have you there, Huld?' | asked him, dmost conversationdly. | was not unafraid. | was smply too
surprised to act frightened.

"A thing Nitch made for me, Peter. Wasthat not kind of him? It was when you dl thought me



bottled up in Bannerwell. Do not trust Immutables to do your bottling for you, Peter. They do not do it
well. They have no sKill in foxing or outfoxing; any Gamesman could outwit them, as| did. | had another
place to go, a better place. | found Nitch as he travel ed between Schooltown and that place of the
magicians. Nitch. It was Nitch who was responsible for what happened to Mandor, Peter. Remember
that. What happened to him wasjust.”

"What happened to him?" | had put one hand into my pocket, feeling desperately for-for what?
Shattnir could do me no good in this cold place. Those around me were not dead to be raised by Dorn.
And neither would cometo mein any case.

"Why, hedied," he said, pretending surprise. "After he had made methe things | wanted, told me
the things | wanted to know, given me the books he had. He made this shield, like the oneyou had in
Schooltown. Thiswespon, like no other you have ever seen. Oh, Peter, with this weapon there will be no
Gaming againg Huld. No. All the Gaming will be as| choose." He stroked the thing exultantly. "After |
dispose of your family."

He drew out the word to make it an obscenity. Until that moment, | had not thought of them asmy
family, but they were. Himaggery. Mavin. My own kind. My fingers still groped in my pocket. Habit, not
hope.

And closed around a Gamesman, closed to fed awarm, wonderful certainty rise through me, soft
and gentle, kind as summer, the voice whispering asfamiliar, admost, asmy own. "Peter. Why are you
gtanding here?VVaor isal well and good, but shouldn't you be el sewhereif you can manageit?'

It was Windlow. | amost laughed aoud before remembering the threat. Yes, | know that isfoolish.
It was only an ingtant thing, as quickly suppressed. | let Windlow go and burrowed deep to close around
afigure| had not tried until then. Old as Didir, powerful as she, her mate and coeva, Tamor. Grandfather
Tamor. Towering Tamor.

Therewas no hesitation. The block, whatever it might have been, had been healed. Perhaps
Windlow had healed it. Tamor came into me like ahawk stooping, and | was looking down on Huld as
he peered at the place | had been. There was no sensation of flying as | had often thought there would
be. No, I wassmply lying high upon the air, above Huld, seeing Mavin and Himaggery moving stedthily
toward him around barriers of chill bodies.

"Huld!" | cried.

He pointed the device up, released abolt of force which blistered past me and melted stone and
hanging ice from the arched celling far above. Liquid rock fell past me, hardening asit came, and Huld
ran from the letha rain even as| swooped away to another part of the cavern. More stone and ice rained
down. Thiswas no result of Huld's wegpon. Thiswas more of the same quaking we had felt before.
Mavin waved to attract my attention, pointed to the far end of the great cavern. | nodded to show her
that | understood. | should have watched Huld, not Mavin, for another bolt from the weapon came
toward me, touched me agonizingly, and splashed againg theice. "All right," said Tamor from within.
"Keep your eyes open, boy. Shall we rescue your friend?' Himaggery did look londly and lost, sprawled
out below me between two piles of bodies. We swooped down, not at al birdlike, to grab him and lift
him high in along shalow glide which took ustoward the cavern end. | heard Huld screaming in fury. He
had known of some of my Taents. He had not known of them al. Wéll, how could he have done? | had
not known of them mysdif.

"You will not get avay,” he was screaming at me. "1've closed that way out. | knew you'd come
here, come where the bodies of your allieslay. | knew you'd try to get them. It'sthe kind of Gamish
Supidity they taught you, boy."

"Evenif you escape, it won't slop me. I'll come after you again, and yet again. | have dlies, too.
And plans. And theworld will not hold us both as Masters, so you will serve my Game.”

"Tchuck." Tamor made atsking sound in my head. "That kind of hysterica threat is unbecoming.
undignified. | do not like being called Grandfather to that." We were awvay on another long. swooping



glide that broke twice to escape bolts from Huld's weapon. A great dab of stone turned red behind us
and did toward thefloor, haf flowing. Without thinking, | reached for Shattnir and felt her run into me
like wine, reaching out toward the melted stone to draw its heat and power into every fiber. We stayed
there, hidden behind the bodies, until | heard Huld coming, then rose once more, lying flat, skimming like
an arrow behind the stacked bodies toward the chill wind. Himaggery gasped. | was holding him under
one Shifted arm, huge and hairy as a pombi'sleg. Well, he should have been used to Shifter ways. In
order to get me upon my mother he should have known her rather well.

The shaking of the cavern was congtant. | heard Huld shout something, away behind me, then
another shout which sounded like fear. He had either been under afalling chunk of rock or had been
narrowly missed. | didn't care which. The opening of the cavern was before me. Mavin was aready
there. The entrance was covered by anarrow grill which sizzled with the same force Huld's weapon had
used. Mavin spread her hands wide in con-sternation. She could not Shift to go through the narrow
openingswithout frying hersdf. Within me, Shattnir laughed. The laughter of Shattnir had nothing of
humor init. It was not an experience, then or thereefter, which | greetly enjoyed. All the heet of the great
melted dab went into the bolt which broke the grill, mdted it initsturn, and spread its broken shards
over haf the mountain sde. Mavin fled through the opening, out and down, knowing | would follow.
Around usthe earth clamored, no longer quivering but heaving to and fro in long, hideous waves. | flew
through the opening into nubilous air, high into gray cloud to see the whitewings of ahuge bird dide
through the gloom beneath me. Then we saw it, Himaggery and |. Away to the southeast, where the
shiptower might have been, abdl of flame, swelling, swelling into alittle sun, acloud risng fromit lit from
below, bloody and skull-shaped in the murk, fireswithinit, lightnings playing upon itstop. The wind took
usthen, tumbling us over and over in the high air on the face of ahot wind which Shattnir merely sucked
into me and stored away. The earth roared, heaved, and fell in mighty undulations. | saw amountain
tremble, throw back its head and laugh into roaring fragments as we spun through the air again, rolling on
thewind. Wild fire licked and crackled and eventudly died. After atime we came down, onto agreen
hill which sat quietly benesth us, steady asachair. Wind from the north whipped the bloody cloudsto
tatters and away. The sun broke through, midway down the western sky. It was not aday, yet, Shcewe
had hidden in the shiptower to see the Ceremony of Caling Home.

Beside me, Himaggery picked up astraw and closed trembling lipsuponit. "Well, lad. What do
you think we should do now?"

| picked up astraw of my own. "I don't know what you want to do, Himaggery," | said.
"But I'm going to change myself into a Dragon and go looking for my mother.”

13 - Bright Demesne

Wefound Mavin on her pinnacle, just where | had thought she would be, and she was properly
admiring of the most splendid Dragon she or anyonein the world had ever seen. It was exactly as
Chance had said, afool idea. The fire and speed and wind in the wings were al very well, but there was
gtill Windlow in my pocket and the bodies of ten thousand great Gamesmen (aswell asafew pawns)
lying in the cavern under the snows. Oh, we had gone back, Himaggery and |, just to be sure. The cavern
was quite intact except for alittle fallen ice and melted stone. Huld was not there, dead nor dive, which
meant hewas Htill at largein the world, hunting me. | was growing tired of that.

So, once | had done my gomerousing around as a Dragon, | settled with Himaggery and Mavin on
the pinnacle, to await the arriva of my cousins. We sat about Mavin's fire, me watching Himaggery be
excruciatingly polite to her while she twitted him at every opportunity. | findly took her asde and told her
to let him aone. If shetruly did not want to be the man's pawnish mate, | told her, then she should not
keep saying so so vehemently, which would just make him believe the opposite. | don't know how |
figured that out, except that Trandilar probably had something to do with it. At any rate, it bought us
some peace and we got along better.



Swolwys and Dolwys arrived in good time. They had ddlivered 1zia, improved in both health and
spirits by the time they arrived. More important, when they had cometo Izias home, Y arrel had been
there and she had remembered him. The cousins did not say much about that meeting. | hoped for their
sakesthat Yarrel had not treated them as coldly as he had treated me when last we met. His rejection of
me gtill hurt, and | hoped that 1zids return might make him fed more kindly, though | knew that if he
learned al she had gone through in the intervening years, he might hate dl Gamesmen even more. And
thisline of thought brought me to thoughts of Windlow. | figured that matter out in the privacy of the
cave, unwilling to talk about it with anyone. | sSmply chipped &t the corner of thetiny Didir figure with my
thumbnail until the white covering flaked away to show the blue beneath. The Gamesmen of Barish were
blues, smply (smply!) blues, madein thelong past for some reason | could not know, though | was
beginning to make some rather astonishing guesses. The Gamesmen themselves did not tell me, though
whether they could not or would not, | did not know. At the moment | was content to let things be.
Except for onething.

At onetime or another, casudly, over aperiod of severd days, | handed one or another of the
Gamesmen to my cousins, to Mavin, even to Himaggery. They handled them as | had done, with bare
hands, but they gave no indication that they felt anything or experienced anything a al. So. "Blues' could
not be Read by anyone who handled them. It was a particular Tdent which | had, seemingly | doneof all
the world. So again. No one had seen me take the Windlow blue. No one knew | had it. | doubt that
either Mavin or Himaggery ever thought about it. and | did nothing at al to remind them. Wetraveled to
the Bright Demesne together, three horses and two horsemen. We younger ones were the horses, two
for riding, onefor baggage. | thought of Chance when | did it. He would have gpproved mightily of how
incongpicuous | was. | could not help but overhear the long conversations between my mother and
Himaggery (I could not think of him as"Father"). Asthe hours of our travel wore on. they spoke more
and more often of certain Gamesmen they had known. | heard again the name of Throsset of Dornes. |
heard again the name of Minery Mindcaster. Himaggery spoke of the High Wizard Chamferton, and
Bartelmy of the Ban. They were cataloging al those they had seen in the cavern or suspected might be
there. And they were making plansto bring al the blues of dl the world to the Bright Demesne. "There
will beaway, Himaggery ingsted. "A way to do it without the machines. Or to build anew machineto
doit. So many, so great. We cannot leave them there, stacked like stove wood."

And then they would talk more, list more names, and end by saying the samething again. Peter in
the horse's head nodded wisdly. We were no sooner out of one mess than we would get into another.

And, of course, they talked about the Council. The mysterious Council. The wonderful Council. The
probably threatening Council. They could not decide whether it wastotally inimical, perhaps beneficid,
or, possibly, nonexistent. Peter insde the horse's head nodded again. Such questions could not be left
unanswered, not by one like Himaggery. Peter inside the horse's head had other thoughts, about Quench,
Huld, books, about what several hundred or thousand pawns who had been "techs' might do when
loosed into aworld which did not know they existed.

And we came at |ast to the Bright Demesne. Word having been sent ahead, we were expected.
There was a certain amount of orderly rgjoicing, and Mertyn seemed to have some trouble letting me out
of hissight for severa days. Chance, on the other hand, behaved as though | had only been goneon a
day-long mushroom hunt and was no different on my return than on my going. Only the quantity and
quality of the food which kept gppearing before me told me that he had worried about me. | helped him
by pretending | did not notice.

There was mourning, too, for Windlow. | wept with the rest and kept my mouth shuit.
Andthen Iziaarrived-with Yarrdl.

They rode into the kitchen court about noon. | wasin the kitchen garden with Chance, pulling
carrots. Thereisno Taented way to do this easer than smply stooping over and yanking them out by
their tops. So | was muddy and swesating and unsuspecting when the clatter of hooves came from the
cobbled yard. | looked up. wiping my eyeswith my shirttail, and saw Izialooking a me, very pae and



very beautiful. She reached one hand to the person beside her, and then | saw Y arrel. He waslooking at
me, too, but with an expression in which resentment and eagerness seemed equaly combined. He did
from the horse's back, helped 1zia down, and they came together toward me. All | could think of was
that | wanted to hide, not to have him angry or hateful to me again. Perhaps he saw this emotion on my
face, for he stopped and smiled, dmost shyly. "Peter." Wasthere something of apleain that voice?|
gritted my teeth and stepped forward, the shirttail still between my hands, wiping away the mud so that |
could offer him aclean hand. He did not wait for that, but took both muddy fistsin hisown and drew me
withinthecircle of hisarms,

It was only amoment, a moment before he stepped back, hisface cam again as he raised hishand
to Chance and let me guide them into the kitchens. We sat there in the fireglow as we had sat year on
year, within hands clasp of one another, eating Chance's baking and telling one another of al that had
happened in our worlds. It would be good to write that al was asit once had been, the old friendship,
the old closeness. But that would be a sentimental story, not true. It was not asit had been; it was only
better than it was before he came. And Izia sat there, sometimes smiling alittle, atiny smile, tight and
tentative, but a smile, nonetheless. Once she even laughed, a short little hoot of laughter, like a surprised
owl. | knew then that | had loved her for herself, and because she resembled him, and because | had
rescued her. | knew in that same way that she would never know it, that it would only be aburden to her.
She could accept Y arrdl'stouch, and only his, agentling, anima-handler's touch, with nothing in it of lust
or human ardor. She would grow more secure, less frightened, as the years went by. But-no, she would
never accept what might remind her of Laggy Nap. Nap. | had not thought of him or wondered where he
had come to. | wondered now, idly, whether it would be worth the trouble to avenge myself and her. So
| rgoiced that Y arrel had come, and grieved that Y arrdl had come bringing 1zia, and then smply stopped
feding and was while they were there.

And &fter they had gone, | went to Himaggery, where he sat in his high, mist-filled room and asked
him whether he would still accept my help, my Tdentsand my help, in whatever it was he intended to do.
Mertyn was there with him. It was being said that Mertyn would stay, would not return to the
Schooltown, so | thought the matter might well be discussed with them both. "Ah, you see" said
Himaggery to my thalan. "It is precisdy as Windlow said.” Then, turning to me, "Windlow told me you
would comeinto this very room and say that very thing, Peter. He did not know when it would be. Ah.
Ah-but hisvison waswrong in onething. He thought he would be here, too. Tshah. | shdl misshim.”

"Asl will, ds0." | said. Oh, Windlow, | thought, why did you not smply tell me before | |eft the
Bright Demesne! If you saw the threat, knew the danger, why didn't you tell me.

But there was no answer to that. He rested softly in my mind and did not answer though he was
present, as he had foreseen. So | asked the question of Himaggery again, and thistime hetold me, yes,
he would accept my help with great pleasure. It was precisely as| thought, of course. We wereto locate
the Council. We were to bring the blues to the Bright Demesne. We were to find away to reunite the
body and spirit of ten thousand Gamesmen. We were to pursue Justice, for Windlow had desired that.
Wewere, in short, to do enough thingsto take alifetime or two, most of them complicated, some of
them dangerous, dl of them exciting.

And, | had an agenda of my own. Huld, for example, who had caled Necromancer Nine on me,
Huld who did not know that he had been right. He had called Necromancer Nine on the young
Necromancer, Peter; it was hisintention that Peter die, and that Peter had died indeed. | did not quite
know who the Peter who survived would be, but he would not be Dorn, or Didir, or Trandilar.

So | smiled on Himaggery and offered him my hand. Time aone and the Seers knew what would
come next. Highest risk, Necromancer Nine. | was not afraid.



