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L eaving His Cares Behind

The young man opened his eyes. Bright day affronted them. He groaned and rolled over, pulling his
pillow about hisears. After thirty seconds of listening to hisbrain pound more loudly than his heart, he
rolled over again and stared at his comfortlessworld.

It shouldn't have been comfortless. It had originally been abijou furnished residence, suitable for a
wealthy young person-about-town. That had been when one could see the floor, however. Or the sink.
Or thetabletops. Or, indeed, anything but the chilly wasteland of scattered clothing, empty bottles and
unwashed dishes.

Heregarded dl this squalor with mild outrage, asthough it belonged to someone else, and crawled
from the strangling funk of his sheets. Standing up was amistake; the top of his head blew off and hit the
caling. A suitable place to vomit was abruptly aprimary concern.

The kitchen? No; no room in the sink. Bathroom? Too far away. He lurched to the balcony doors,
flung them wide and leaned out. A ddlicate peach soufflé, abowl of oyster broth, assorted brightly
colored triflesthat did not yield their identities to memory and two bottles of sparkling wine spattered into
the garden below.

Limp asarag he clung to therail, retching and spitting, shivering in his nakedness. Amused comment
from somewhere roused him; helifted his eyes and saw that half of Deliantiba (or at least the
early-morning tradesmen making their way along Silver Boulevard) had watched his performance. He
glared at them. Spitting out the last of the night before, he stood straight, turned his affronted back and
went insde, damming the ba cony doors behind him.

With some effort, he located his dressing gown (finest velvet brocade, embroidered with gold thread)
and matching dippers. The runner answered his summoning bell sooner than he had expected and her
thunder at his door 7 brought on more throbbing in his temples. He opened to see the older one, not the
young one who was so smitten with him, and cursed hisluck.

"Kretia, isntit?" he said, smiling nonetheless. "Y ou look lovely thismorning! Now, I'd like a carafe of
mint tea, aplate of crigp wafers and one green gpple, diced thin. Off you go, and if you're back within ten
minutesyou'll have agratuity of your very own!™

Shejust looked at him, hard-eyed. "Certainly, gr," shereplied. "Will that be paid for in advance,
sr?'

"There goesyour tregt," he muttered, but swept a handful of assorted smdl coins from the nearest flat
surface and handed them through the doorway. " That should be enough. Kindly hurry; I'm not awell

He had no clean clothing, but while poking through the drifts of dightly lessfoul linen hefound apair



of red slk underpants he wasfairly certain did not belong to him, and pulling them on cheered himup a
great dedl. By the time he had breakfasted and strolled out to meet the new day, Lord Ermenwyr was
nearly himsalf again, and certainly capable of grappling with the question of how he was going to pay his
rent for another month.

And grappling was required.

The gentleman at Firebeater's Savings and Loan was courteous, but implacable: no further advances
on my lord's quarterly alotment were to be paid, on direct order of my lord's father. Charm would not
persuade him; neither would veiled threats. Finaly the stop payment order itsalf was produced, with its
impressive and somewhat frightening sed of black wax. Defeated, Lord Ermenwyr dunk out into the
sunshine and stamped hisfoot at a pigeon that was unwise enough to cross his path. It just stared at him.

He strode away, hands clasped under his coattails, thinking very hard. By long-accustomed habit his
legs bore him to a certain pleasant villaon Goldwire Avenue, and when he redized where he was, he
smiled and rang at the gate. A laconic porter admitted him to Lady Sedlice's garden. An anxious-looking
maidservant admitted him to Lady Sedlice's house. He found his own way to Lady Sedlice's boudoair.

Lady Sedicewas sitting up in bed, going over the books of her shipping company, and shehad a
grim set to her mouth. Vain for him to offer to distract her with light conversation; vain for him to offer to
massage her neck, or brush her hair. He perched on the foot of her bed, looking as winsome as he could,
and made certain suggestions. She declined them in an absent-minded sort of way.

He helped himsdlf to sugared comfits from the exquisitelittle porceain jar on her bedside table, and
ate them quite amusingly, but she did not laugh. He pretended to play her corset like an accordion, but
shedid not laugh at that either. He fastened her brassiere on his head and crawled around the room on
his hands and knees meowing like a kitten, and when she took absolutely no notice of that, he stood up
and asked her outright if shed loan him ahundred crowns.

Shetold himto get out, so hedid.
As he was samping downgtairs, fuming, the anxious maidservant drifted into his path.
"Oh, dear, was she cross with you?' sheinquired.

"Your migressisinavilemood," said Lord Ermenwyr resentfully, and he pulled her close and kissed
her very hard. Sheleaned into his embrace, making soft noises, stroking his hair. When they came up for
air a last, shelooked into hiseyes.

"She's been in avile mood these three days. Something's wrong with her stupid old investments.”

"Wadl, if she'snot nicer soon, shell find that her nimblelittle goat has capered off to greener
pastures,” said Lord Ermenwyr, pressing his face into the maidservant's bosom. He began to untie the
cord of her bodice with histeeth.

"I've been thinking, darling,” said the maidservant dowly, "that perhapsit'stime wetold her thetruth
about... you know... us."

Unseen under her chin, thelordling grimaced in dismay. He spat out aknot and straightened up at
once.

"Wdl! Yes. Perhgps." He coughed, and looked suddenly pale. "On the other hand, thereisthe
danger—" He coughed again, groped hurriedly for asilk handkerchief and held it to hislips. "My
condition is o, ah, tentative. If we wereto tell of our forbidden love—and then | wereto collapse



unexpectedly and die, which I might a any moment, how could | rest in my grave knowing that your
mistress had turned you out in the stregt?”

"I supposeyou'reright," sghed the maidservant, watching as he doubled over in afit of coughing.
"Do you want aglass of wine or anything?'

"No, my darling—" Wheezing, Lord Ermenwyr turned and made his unsteady way to the door. "
think—I think I'd best pay acdl on my persond physician. Adieu.”

Staggering, choking, he exited, and continued in that wise until hewaswel out of sght at the end of
the avenue, a which time he stood straight and walked on. A few paces later the sugared comfits made a
maost unwel come return, and though he was able to lean quickly over alow wall, he looked up directly
into the eyes of someone's outraged gardener.

Running three more blocks did not improve matters much. He collgpsed on abenchinasmal public
park and fumed, considering his Situation.

"I'm fed up with thislife," hetold a statue of some Ddiantiban civic leader. "Independenceisdl very
well, but perhaps'

He mulled over the squaor, the inadequacy, the creditors, the wretched complications with which he
had hourly to dedl. He compared it with hisformer accustomed comforts, in awarm and loving home
where hewas accorded dl the condderation his birth and rank merited. Within five minutes, having given
due thought to al arguments pro and con, he rose briskly to hisfeet and set off in the direction of Silver
Boulevard.

Ready cash was obtained by pawning one of the presents Lady Sedlice had given him (amethysts
were not redly hiscolor, after dl). He dined pleasantly at hisfavorite restaurant that evening. When three
large gentlemen asked at the door whether or not Lord Ermenwyr had amoment to speak with them,
however, he was obliged to exit through a side door and across a roof.

Arriving home shortly after midnight, he loaded dl his unwashed finery into histrunks, lowered the
trunks from hiswindow with aknotted sheet, himself exited in like manner, and dragged thetrunks a
quarter-mile to the caravan depot. He spent the rest of the night there, dozing fitfully in acorner, and by
dawn was convinced held caught his desth of cold.

But when histrunks were [oaded into the baggage cart, when he had taken his paid seat amongst the
other passengers, when the caravan master had mounted into the lead cart and the runner sgnaed their
departure with ablast on her brazen trumpet—then Lord Ermenwyr was comforted, and allowed himself
to sneer a Deliantibaand dl hisdifficultiesthere asit, and they, fell rapidly behind him. The caravan
master drew adeep breath, deciding to be patient.

"Y oung man, your friends must have been having ajoke a your expense,” hesaid. "There aren't any
country estates around here. We'rein the bloody Greenlands. Nobody's up here but bandits, and
demons and wild beasts."

"No need to be darmed on my behdf, good fellow," the young man assured him. "Therell be bearers
along to meet mein half an hour. That'sther cart-track right there, see?”

The caravan master peered at what might have been arabbit'strail winding down to the honest
paved road. Hefollowed it up with hiseyesuntil it becamelogt in the immensity of the forests. He looked
higher still, at the black mountain towering beyond, and shuddered. He knew what lay up there. It wasn't
something hetold his paying passengers about, because if he were ever to do o, no amount of bargain



fares could tempt them to take this particular shortcut through the wilderness.

"Look," hesaid, "I'll be honest with you. If | let you off here, the next thing anyone will hear of youis
anote demanding your ransom. If the gods are inclined to be merciful! There'saRed House station three
dayson. Ridewith usthat far, at least. Y ou can send amessage to your friends from there.”

"l tdll you thisismy stop, Caravan Magter," said the young man, in such asnide tone the caravan
measter thought: To hell with him.

"Offload histrunks, then!" he ordered the keymen, and marched off to the lead cart and resumed his
seet. Asthe caravan pulled away, the other passengers|ooked back, wondering at the young man who
sat down on hisluggage with an air of unconcern and pulled out ajade smoking-tube, packing it with
fragrant weed.

"I hope his parents have other sons," murmured atraveling salesman. Something howled in the depths
of the forest, and he looked fearfully over his shoulder. In doing so, he missed seeing the young man
lighting up his smoke with agreen firebdl. Alien he looked back, abend in the road had dready hidden
the incautious youth.

Lord Ermenwyr, in the meanwhile, sucked in adouble lungful of medicind smoke and sighed in
contentment. He leaned back, and blew asmokering.

"That'smy unpaid rent and cleaning fee," he said to himsdlf, watching it disspate and wobble away.
He sucked smoke and blew another.

"That's my little misunderstanding with Brasshandle the moneylender,” he said, asit too faded into the
pureair. Giggling to himself, he drew in a deep, deep store of smoke and blew threeringsin close
formation.

"Your hearts, ladies! All of you. Byebye now! Y oull find another toy to amuse yourselves, | don't
doubt. All my troubles are magicaly wafting avay— oh, wait, | should blow onefor that stupid business
with the public fountain—"

When he heard the twig snap, however, he sat up and gazed into the darkness of the forest.

They were coming for him through the trees, and they were very large. Some were furred and some
were scaled, some had great fanged pitilesdy grinning mouths, some had eyesred as adying campfire
just before the night closesin. Some bore spiked weapons. Some bore treebough clubs. They shared no
sngle characterigtic of feature or flesh, save that they wore, dl, livery black asink.

"It's about time you got here," said Lord Ermenwyr. Rising to hisfeet, helet fal the glamour that
disguised histrueform.

"Master!" cried some of that dread host, and "Little Master!" cried others, and they abased
themselves before him.

"Yes, yes, I'm glad to see you too," said Lord Ermenwyr. "Take specid care with my trunks, now I'll
have no end of trouble getting them to close again, if they're dropped and burst open.”

"My littlelord, you look pae," said the foremost cresture, doffing his spiked helmet respectfully.
"Haveyou beenill again? Shdl we carry you?'

"I haven't been well, no," the lordling admitted. " Perhaps you ought.”



The leader knelt immediately, and Lord Ermenwyr hopped up on his shoulder and clung as he stood,
looking about with satisfaction from the considerable height.

"Home!" he ordered, and that uncouth legion bore him, and his trunks, and his unwashed linen,
swiftly and with chants of praiseto the great black gate of hisfather'shouse. The Lord Ermenwyr was
awakened next morning by an apologetic murmur, as one of the maidservants dipped from his bed. He
acknowledged her departure with adeepy grunt and awave of hishand, and rolled over to luxuriatein
dreams once more. Nothing disturbed his repose further until the black and purple curtains of hisbed
were drawn open, reverently, and he heard a sweet chime that meant his breakfast had just arrived on a

tray.

"Teaand toad,, little Master,” someone growled gently. "The toast crigp, just asyou likeit, and apot
of hyacinth jam, and Hrekseka the Appdling remembered you like that shrimp-egg rdlish, so here's a puff
pasiry filled with it for asavory Have we forgotten anything? Would you like the juice of blood oranges,

perhaps?’
The lordling opened his eyes and smiled wide, stretched lazily.

"Y es, thank you, Krasp," he said, and the seward—who resembled nothing so much as an elderly
werewolf stuck in mid-trans formation—bowed and looked sidelong at an attendant, who ran a once to
fetch apitcher of juice. He meanwhile set about arranging Lord Ermenwyr'stray on hislap, opening out
the black linen napery and tucking it into the lace collar of thelordling's nightshirt, and pouring the tea.

"And may | say, Master, on behdf of the staff, how pleased we are to see you safely returned?’ said
Krasp, stepping back and turning his attention to laying out a suit of black velvet.

"You may," said Lord Ermenwyr. He spread jam on histoast, dipped it into histeaand sucked at it
noisily. "Oh, bliss. It's good to be back, too. | trust the parents are both well?

Krasp genuflected. ™Y our lord father and your lady mother thrive, | rgoiceto say.”
"Mm. Of course. Siblingsal in reasonably good hedlth, | suppose?!

"The precious offspring of the Master and hislady continue to grace this plane, my lord, for which we
inthe servant's hal give thanks hourly.”

"How nice," said Lord Ermenwyr. He sipped histeaand inquired further: "I suppose nobody's run a
Spear through my brother Eyrdway yet?'

The steward turned with areproachful ook in hissunken yellow eye. "The Variable Magnificent
continues dive and well, my lord," he said, and held up two pairs of boots of butter-soft leather. "The
plain ones, my lord, or the ones with the spring-loaded daggersin the heel s?*

"Theplain ones" Lord Ermenwyr replied, yawning. "I'm in the bosom of my family after dl.”

When he had dined, when he had been washed and lovingly groomed and dressed by a succession
of faithful retainers, when he had admired hisreflection in along mirror and pomaded his beard and
moustaches—then Lord Ermenwyr srolled forth into the corridors of the family manse, to see what
amusement he might find.

Hesought invain.

All that presented itsdlf to his quick eye was the endless maze of hals, hewn through living black
basdt, lit at intervas by flickering witchlight or smoking flame, or here and there by a shaft of tinted



sunbeam, from some deep-hewn arrowdit window sedled with panes of painted glass. At regular
intervals armed men—well, armed males—stood guard, and each bowed respectfully as he passed, and
bid him good-morning.

Helooked idly into the great vaulted chamber of the baths, with itstiled pools and scented
atmosphere from the orchids that twined, luxuriant, on trellisesin the steamy air; but none of hisssters
werein there.

He leaned on a balustrade and gazed down the stairwell, at the floors descending into the heart of the
mountain. There, on level below leve to the vanishing point of perspective, servants hurried with laundry,
or dishes, or firewood. It was reassuring to see them, but he had learned long since that they would not

stop to play.

He paused by awindow and contempl ated the terraced gardens beyond, secure and sunlit, paradise
cleverly hidden from wayfarers on the dreadful dopes below the summit. Bees droned in white roses, or
blundered deepily in orchards, or hovered above reflecting pools. Though the bowers of his mother were
beautiful beyond the praise of poets, they made Lord Ermenwyr want to scream with ennui.

Heturned, hopeful, at the sound of approaching feet.

"My lord." A tall servant bowed low. "Y our lord father requests your presencein his accounting
chamber."

Lord Ermenwyr bared histeeth like aweasdl a bay. All hisprotests, dl his excuses, died unspoken
at the look on the servant'sface. He reflected that at least the next hour was unlikely to be boring.

"Very wel, then," he said, and followed where the servant led him.

By thetime he had crossed the threshold, he had adopted a suitably insouciant attitude and compiled
alist of clever thingsto say. All his presence of mind was required to remember them, once he had
stepped into the darkness beyond.

Hisfather sat in ashaft of light at the end of the dark hall, behind his great black desk, in hisgreat
black chair. For dl that was said of him in courts of law, for dl that was screamed againgt him in temples,
the Master of the Mountain was not in his person fearful to look upon. For al that his name was spoken
in whispers by the caravan-masters, or used to frighten their children, he wore no crown of sins nor cloak
of shades. Hewas big, black- bearded, handsome in asolemn kind of way. His black eyeswere calm,
patient asagtaking tiger's.

Lord Ermenwyr, meeting those eyes, fdt like avery smal rabbit indeed.
"Good morning, Daddy" he said, in the most nonchaant voice he could summon.
"Good afternoon, my son," said the Master of the Mountain.

He pointed to a chair, indicating that Lord Ermenwyr should come forward and Sit. Lord Ermenwyr
did so, though it was along walk down that dark hal. When he had seated himsdlf, asaturninefigurein
nondescript clothing stepped out of the shadows before him.

"Your report, please," said the Master of the Mountain. The spy cleared histhroat once, then read
from asheaf of notes concerning Lord Ermenwyr's private pastimes for the last eight months. His
expenses were listed in detail, to the last copper piece; his associates were named, their addresses and
persond histories summarized; hisfavorite haunts named too, and the amount of time he spent at each.



The Magter of the Mountain listened in silence, staring at his son the whole time, and though heraised
an eyebrow now and then he made no comment. Lord Ermenwyr, for his part, with € aborate unconcern,
drew out his smoking-tube, packed it, lit it, and sat smoking, with abored expression on hisface.

Having finished at last, the spy coughed and bowed dightly. He stepped back into the darkness.

"Well," said Lord Ermenwyr, puffing smoke, "1 don't know why you bothered giving me that
household accounts book on my last birthday. He kept much better recordsthan | did.”

"Fifteen pairs of high-heded boots?' said the Master of the Mountain, with acertain seismic qudity in
the bass reverberation of hisvoice.

"l can explain that! There's only one cobbler in Ddiantibawho can make really comfortable boots
that give methe, er, dramatic presence | need,” said Lord Ermenwyr. "And he's poor. | fdt it wasmy
duty to support an authentic craftsman.”

"l can't imagine why he's poor, at these prices,” retorted hisfather. "When | was your age, I'd never
owned a pair of boots. Let alone boots of premium- grade elkhide, dyed purple in the new fashion, with
five-inch hedsincorporating the unique patented Comfort-Spring lift."

"Y ou missed out on alot, eh?1f you wore my size, I'd giveyou apair,” said Lord Ermenwyr, cool as
snowmelt, but he tensed to run dl the same.

Hisfather merely stared at him, and the lordling exhaded another plume of smoke and studied it
intently. When he had begun to swest in spite of himsdlf, hisfather went on:

"Isyour gpothecary an authentic craftsman too?"

"Y ou can't expect me to survive without my medication!" Lord Ermenwyr cried. "And it's damned
expendvein acity, you know."

"For what you spent, you might have kept three of yoursaves dive," said hisfather.

"Wel—wedll, but I've beenill. More so than usudly | mean. | had fevers— and I've had this
persistent racking cough—blinding headaches when | wake up every morning—and see how palel am?"
Lord Ermenwyr ssammered. His father leaned forward and grinned, with histeeth very whitein hisblack
beard.

"There's nothing wrong with you, boy, that agood sweat won't cure. The exercise yard, quick
march! Let'sseeif you've remembered your training.”

* % %

Just what | expected,” said the Master of the Mountain, as his son was carried from the exercise
yard on astretcher. Lord Ermenwyr, too winded to respond, glared at hisfather.

"And get that look off your face, boy. Thisiswhat comes of dl those bottles of violet liqueur and
vanillaédars™" continued hisfather, pulling off his great gauntlets. "And the late nights. And the later
mornings." He rubbed his chin thoughtfully, where abruise was swelling. "Y our reflexes aren't bad,
though. Y ou haven't lost any of your speed, I'll say that much for you.”

"Thank you," Lord Ermenwyr wheezed, with as much sarcasm as he could muster.

"| want to see you out there again tomorrow, one hour after sunrise. Well start with saber drill, and



then you'll run laps,” said the Magter of the Mountain.
"On my sprained ankle?" Lord Ermenwyr ydled in horror.

"| seeyou've got your breath back,” replied hisfather. He turned to the foremost guard bearing the
dretcher. "Take my son to hismother'sinfirmary. If there's anything really the matter with him, shelll mend
it

"But—!" Lord Ermenwyr cried, starting up. Hisfather merely smiled at him, and strode off to the
guardroom.

* % %

By the time they came to his mother's bower, Lord Ermenwyr had persuaded his bearersto let him
limp aong between them, rather than enter her presence prostrate and ignominious.

But asthey drew near to that place of sweet airs, of drowsy light and soft perfumes, those bearers
must blink and turn their faces away; and though they propped him faithfully, and were great and horrible
intheir black livery and mail, the two warriors shivered to gpproach the Saint of the World. Lord
Ermenwyr, knowing well that none of hisfather's army could meet his mother's gaze, sghed and bid them
leave him.

"But, little Master, we must obey your lord father,” groaned one, indistinctly through histusks.

"It'sdl right; most of thetime | can't look her in the eye, mysdlf,” said Lord Ermenwyr. "Besides, you
were only told to bring meto theinfirmary, right? So there's a semantic loophole for you.”

Precise wording is extremey important to demons. Their eyes (bulging green and smoldering red
respectively) met, and after amoment's silent debate the two bowed deeply and withdrew, murmuring
their thanks. Lord Ermenwyr sighed, and tottered on through the long grass done.

He saw the white-robed discipleswalking in the far groves, or bending between the beds of herbs,
gathering, pruning, planting. Their plain-chant hummed through the pleasant air like bee song, stting his
teeth on edge somehow. Hefound hismother at last, Silhouetted againgt a painfully sunlit bower of
blossoming apple, where she bent over a sickbed.

"...the ointment every day, do you understand? Y ou must have patience,”" shewas saying, in her
gentle ruthless voice. She looked over her shoulder and saw her son. He felt her clear gaze go through
him, and he stood till and fidgeted as she turned back to her patient. She laid her hand upon the
sufferer's brow, murmured ablessing; only then did she turn her full attention to Lord Ermenwyr.

Heknelt awvkwardly. "Mother."

"Mv child." She came forward and raised him to hisfeet. Having embraced him, she said:
"Y ou haven't sprained your ankle, you know."

"It hurts," he said, and hislower lip trembled. ™Y ou think I'm lying again, | suppose.”
"No," shesad, patiently. "Y ou truly believe you're in pain. Come and sit down, child.”

Sheled him into the deegper shade, and drew off hisboot (Iooking without comment on itsfive-inch
hedl). One of her disciples brought him a stoneware cup of cold spring water, and watched with wide
eyes as she examined Lord Ermenwyr's ankle. Where her fingers passed, the lordling felt warmth entering



in. His pain melted away like frost under sunlight, but he braced himsalf for what €lse her healing hands
would learnin their touch.

"I know what you'l tell me next," he sad, testily. "Y oull say | haven't been exercisng enough. Y oulll
tell meI've been eating and drinking too much. Y oull tell me | shouldn't wear shoeswith hedsthishigh,
because it doesn't matter how tal 1 am. Y ou'll tell me I'm wasting mysdlf on pointless self-indulgences that
leave me sick and depressed and penniless.”

"Why should | tell you what you aready know?' his mother replied. He stared sullenly into his cup of
water.

"And you'l reproach me about Lady Sedlice and Lady Thyria. And thelittle runner,
what's-her-name, you'll be especidly sorrowful that | can't even remember the name of agirl I've
Seduced. L et aone chambermaids without number. And... and you'l tell me about al those poor
tradesmen whose livelihoods depend on people like me paving bills on time, instead of skipping town

irrespongbly.”
"That'strue," said his mother.

"And, of course, you'll tell methat | don't really need al those drugsl™ Lord Ermenwyr announced.
"Youll tell methat | imagine haf of my fevers and coughs and wasting diseases, and that neither relief nor
cregtive fulfillment will come from running around artist's sdlonswith my pupilslike pinpoints. And thet it
al comesfrom my being bored and frustrated. And that I'd feel better at onceif | found some honest
work putting my tremendous talents to good use.”

"How perceptive, my darling,” said his mother.
"Havel |eft anything out?"
"I don't think so."

"You see?"' Lord Ermenwyr demanded tearfully, turning to the disciple. " She'sjust turned meinside
out, like asock. | can't keep one damned secret from her."

"All things are known to Her," said the disciple, profoundly shocked at the lordling's blasphemy. He
hadn't worked there very long.

"And now, do you know what else she's going to do?' said Lord Ermenwyr, scowling at him. "She's
going to nag a meto go to the nursery and visit my bastard children.”

"Redly?' said the disciple, even more shocked.

"Yes," sad hismother, watching as he pulled his boot back on. He started to stamp off, muttering,
but turned back hastily and knelt again. She blessed him in sllence, and he rose and hurried away.

"Mv sonisbecoming wise," said the Saint of the World, smiling as she watched him go. The way to
the nursery was mazed and obscured, for the Master of the

Mountain had many enemies, and hid well where his seed sheltered. Lord Ermenwyr threaded the
[abyrinth without effort, knowing it from within. As he vaulted the last pit, as he gave the last password,
his heart grew more cheerful. He would shortly behold his dear old nurse again!

Twin demonesses guarded the porta, splendid in black livery and silver mail. The hedls of their boots
were even higher than his, and much sharper. They grinned to see him, baring gold-banded fangsin



welcome.
"Ladies, you look stunning today," he told them, twirling his moustaches. "Is Balnshik on duty?"
"Sheiswithin, littlelord," hissed the senior of the two, and lifted her bladeto let him pass.

He entered quite an ordinary room, long and low, with afire burning merrily in the hearth behind a
secure screen. Halfway up the wallswas amura painted in tones of pink and pale blue, featuring baby
rabbitsinvolved in unlikely pastimes.

Lord Ermenwyr curled hislip. Threelace-gowned infants snuffled in cots here; four smdl children sat
over ashared gamethere, in teeny-tiny chairs around a teeny-tiny table; another child rocked to and fro
on a ponderous wooden beast bright-painted; three more sat before a comfortable- looking chair at the
firesde, where awoman in astarched white uniform sat reading to them.

"...but the peoplein that village were very naughty and tried to ambush his ambassadors, so he put
them dl to the sword," she said, and held up the picture so they could all see.

"000," chorused the tots.

She, having meanwhile noticed Lord Ermenwyr, closed the book and rose to her feet with sinuous
grace.

"Little Magter," she said, looking him up and down. "Y ou've put on weight.”
Hewinced.
"Oh, Nursie, how unkind," he said.

"Nonsense," Banshik replied. Shewas arrogantly beautiful. Her own body was perfect, ageless,
statuesque and bosomy as any little boy's dream, or at least Lord Ermenwyr'slittle boy dreams, and
there was adangerous glint in her dark eye and athroaty qudlity to her voice that made him shiver even
nOw.

"I've come about the, er, the... those children I—had," he said. "For asort of vigt."

"What addlightful surprise!” Balnshik said, in well-bred tones of irony. Sheturned and plucked from
the rocking beast awretched-looking little thing in agreen velvet dress. "L ook who's cometo see us,
dear! It's our daddy We scarcely knew we had one, did we?"

Baby and parent stared at one another in mutua dismay. The little boy turned hisface into Balnshik's
breast and screamed dismally.

"Poor darling," she crooned, stroking hislimp curls. "We've been teething again and we're getting
over acold, and that makes usfretful. We're just like our daddy, aren't we? Would he like to hold us?!

"Perhaps not,” said Lord Ermenwyr, doing hisbest not to run from the room. "I might drop it. Him.
What do you mean, he'sjust like me?”

"Thevery image of you at that age, Magter," Balnshik assured him, serendly unbuttoning her blouse.
"Same padty little face, same nasty look in his deer little eyes, same tendency to shriek and drum hislittle
hedls on the floor when he's cross. And he getsthat same rash you did, dl around hislittle—"

"Waan't there another one?"’ inquired Lord Ermenwyr desperately.



"Y ou know perfectly well thereis," said Banshik, watching tenderly as the baby burrowed toward
comfort. " our lord father's il paying off the girl'sfamily, and your lady sister will never be ableto hold
another dumber party for her sorority. Whereishe?' She glanced over at thetable. "Therewe are! The
onein thewhite tunic. Come and meet your father, dear.”

The child in question, one of those around the table, got up reluctantly. He came and clung to
Banshik'sleg, peering up at hisfather.

"Well, you look likeafine manly little fellow, anyway," said Lord Ermenwyr.
"You look like avery bad man," stated the child.

"And he'sclever!" said Lord Ermenwyr, preening abit. "Y es, my boy, | am rather abad man. In fact,
I'm afamous villain. What else have you heard about your father?!

The boy thought.

"Grandpapa says when I'm aman, | can chdlenge you to afight and beat you up,” he said gravely.
"But | don't think | want to."

"You dont en?" A spark of parental feding warmed in Lord Ermenwyr's heart. "Why not, my boy?"

"Because then | will be bigger than you, and you will be old and weak and have no teeth,” the child
explained. "It wouldn't befair.”

Lord Ermenwyr eyed him sourly. "That hasn't happened to your Grandpapa, hasit?'

"No," the child agreed, "But he'stwice as big asyou." He brightened, remembering the other thing he
had heard about hisfather. "And Grandmama says you're so smart, it's such a shame you don't do
something with your lifel"

Lord Ermenwyr sighed, and pulled out hisjade tube. "Do you mind if | smokein here?' he asked
Banshik.

"| certainly do," shereplied, mildly but with ahint of bared fangs.

"Pity. "Wdl, here, son of mine; heres my favorite ring for your very own." He removed agreat red
cabochon set in slver, and presented it to the child. "The top is hinged like atiny box, seethe clever
spring? Y ou can hide degping powdersin it to play tricks on other little boys. | emptied out the poison,
for heaven's sake," he added indignantly, seeing that the hint of bared fangs was now an open
suggestion.

"Thank you, Father," piped the child.
Disconsolate, Lord Ermenwyr wandered the black hdls.

He paused at awindow that looked westward, and regarded the splendid isolation of the
Greenlands. Nothing to be seen for miles but wave upon wave of lesser mountains, forested green asthe
seq, descending to the plain. Far away, far down, the toy cities behind their wallswere invisblefor
distance, and when night fdll their sparkling lightswould glimmer invain, like lost congtdlations, shrouded
from his hopeful eye.

Even now, hetold himsdlf, even now down there the taverns would be opening. The smoky dark
placeswould be lighting their lanterns, and motherly barmaids would serve forth wine so raw it took the



paint off tables. The elegant expensive places would be firing up the various patent devicesthat glared in
artificid brilliance, and the barmaids there were dl thin, and young, and interestingly depraved-looking.
What they served forth could induce visions, or convulsons and degth if cardlessy indulged in.

How helonged, thisminute, for aglass of dubious green liqueur from the Gilded Clock! Or tololl
with his head in the lap of an anonymous beauty who couldn't care less whether he did something
worthwhile with hislife. What had he been thinking, to desert the cities of the plain? They had everything
his heart could desire. Theaters. Clubs. Balrooms. Posshilities. Danger. Fun

Having made his decision to depart before the first light of dawn, Lord Ermenwyr hurried off to see
that histrunks were packed with new-laundered clothes. He whistled a cheery little tune ashe went. The
Master and the Saint sat at their game.

They were not Good and Evil personified, nor Life and Degth; certainly not Order and Chaos, nor
even Yinand Yang. Yet most of the world's population believed that they were. Their marriage,
therefore, had done rather more than raise eyebrows everywhere.

The Master of the Mountain scowled down at the game board. It bore the smplest of designs,
concentric circlesroughly graven in date, and the playing pieces were mere pebbles of black marble or
white quartz. The strategy was fantastically involved, however. So subtle were the machinations
necessary- to win that this particular game had been going on for thirty years, and a decisive conquest
might never maeridize.

"What are we going to do about the boy?' he said.

The Saint of the World sighed in commiseration, but was undistracted. She did awhite oneto a
certain position on the board.

High above them, three white egrets peered down from the ledge that ran below the great vaulted
dome of the chamber. Noting the lady's move, they |ooked sidelong at the three ravens that perched
opposite, and stalked purposefully aong the ledge until the ravens were obliged to sidle back a pace or
two.

"To which of your sonsdo you refer, my lord?' the Saint inquired.

"The onewith thefive-inch hedsto his damned boots," said the Master of the Mountain, and set a
black stone down, click, between a particular pair of circles. "Have you seen them?”

One of the ravens bobbed its head derisively, spread its coa-black wings and soared acrossthe
dometo the opposite ledge.

"Yes, | have" admitted the Saint.

"They cost me afortune, and they're purple,” said the Master of the Mountain, leaning back to study
the board.

"And when you were his age, you'd never owned a pair of boots," said the Saint serenely, diding two
white stones adjacent to the black one.

Above, one egret turned, retraced its way aong the ledge, and the one raven cocked an eyeto
watch it. Three white stars shone out with sudden and unearthly light, in the night heavensfigured on the
surface of the arching dome.

"When | washisage, | wore chains. | never had to worry about paying my tailor; only about living



long enough to avenge mysdlf,” said the Master of the Mountain. "1 wouldn't want a son of mine educated
s0. But we've spoiled the boy!™

He moved three black stones, lining them up on successive rings. The two ravensflew to join their
brother. Black clouds swirled under the dome, advanced on the floating globe of the white moon.

"He needs direction,” said the Saint.

"He needsachdlenge” said the Master. "Pitch him out naked on the mountainsde, and let him
survive by hiswitsfor afew yeard"

"Hewould," pointed out the Saint. "Do we want to take responsibility for what would happen to the
innocent world?"

"l suppose not,” said the Master with asigh, watching as hislady moved four white stonesin a neat
line. The white egrets advanced on the ravens again. The white moon outshone the clouds.

"But he does need achdlenge,” said the Saint. "He needs to put that mind of histo good use. He
needswork."

"Damned right he does,” said the Magter of the Mountain. He considered the board again. "Rolling
up hisdeeves. Laboring with hishands. Building up acdlusor two."

"'Something that will make him employ hisconsderabletdent,” said the Saint.

There was athoughtful silence. Their eyes met over the board. They smiled. Under the vaulted dome,
al the birdstook flight and circled in patterns, white wings and black.

"I'd better catch him early, or hell be down the mountain again before cockcrow,” said the Magter of
the Mountain. "To bed, madam?"'

* * %

Lord Ermenwyr rose sprightly by candlelight, congratulating himsdf on

. the sf-reliance learned in Ddliantiba: for now he could dress himself without avalet. Having
donned apparel suitable for travel, he went to his door to rouse the bearers, that they might shoulder his
new-laden trunks down the gorge to the red road far below.

Upon opening the door, he said:
"Sergeant, kindly fetch—Ack!"

"Good morning, my son,” said the Master of the Mountain. "' So eager for saber drill?
Commendable.

"Thank you," said Lord Ermenwyr. "Actualy, | thought I'd just get in some practicelifting weights,
firgt"

"Not thismorning,” said hisfather. "I have ajob for you, boy. Wak with me."

Gritting histeeth, Lord Ermenwyr walked beside hisfather, obliged to take two stepsfor every one
the Master of the Mountain took. He was panting by the time they emerged on a high rampart, under
fant stars, where the wall's guard were putting out the watch-fires of the night.



"Look down there, son," said the Master of the Mountain, pointing to three acres space of waste
and shattered rock, hard againgt the house wall.

"Goodness, isthat abit of snow Hill lying in the crevices?' said Lord Ermenwyr, watching his bregth
settlein powdered frogt. "So late in the year, too. What unseasonably chilly weether we've had, don't you
think?*

"Do you recognize the windows?" asked hisfather, and Lord Ermenwyr squinted down at the
arrowditsfar below. ™Y ou ought to."

"Oh! Isthat the nursery, behind that wall?' Lord Ermenwyr said. "Well, what do you know? | was
there only yesterday Visgiting my bastards, as amatter of fact. My, my, doesn't it look small from up
here?'

"Yes," said the Magter of the Mountain. "It does. Y ou must have noticed how crowded it is, these
days. Banshik is of the opinion, and your mother and | concur with her, that the children need more
room. A placeto play when the wegther isfine, perhaps. Thiswould prevent them from growing up into
stunted, pasty-faced little creastures with no stlamina.”

"What asplendid idea," said Lord Ermenwyr, smiling with al his sharp teeth. "Go to it, old man!
Knock out afew walls and expand the place. Perhaps Eyrdway would be willing to give up afew rooms
of hissuite, en?'

"No," said the Master of the Mountain placidly. "Banshik wants an outdoor play area. A garden, just
there under the windows. With lawns and awater feature, perhaps.”

He leaned on the battlement and watched emotions conflict in his son'sface. Lord Ermenwyr's eyes
protruded dightly asthe point of the conversation became evident to him, and he tugged &t his beard,
Sammering:

"No, no, she can't be serious! What about household security? What about your enemies? Can't put
thelittle ones livesin danger, after dl. Mustn't have them out where they might be carried off by, er,
eagles or efrits, can we? Nurse meanswell, of course, but—"

"It'saninteresting problem,” said the Master of the Mountain. "I'm sure you'll think of asolution.
You'resuch aclever fellow, after al.”

"But—!"

"Krasp has been ingtructed to let you have dl the tools and materials you need,” said the Master of
the Mountain. "I do hope you'll have it finished before high summer. Little Druvendyl's rash might clear up
if hewere ableto sunbathe.”

"Who the hell isDruvendyl?" cried Lord Ermenwyr.

"Your infant son,” the Master of the Mountain informed him. "I expect full-color renderingsin my
study within three days, boy. Don't dawdle.”

* % %

Bright day without, but within Lord Ermenwyr's parlor it might have been midnight, so close had he
drawn his drapes. He paced awhile in deep thought, glancing now and then at three flat stones he had set
out on his hearth-rug. On one, afistful of earth was mounded; on another, asmall hegp of coas glowed
and faded. The third stone held alittle water in ashallow depression. To one side he had placed atable



and chair.

Having worked up his nerve asfar aswas possible, he went at last to achest at the foot of his bed
and rummeaged there. He drew out along silver shape that winked in the light from the few cods. It wasa
flute. He seated himsdlf in the chair and, raising the flute to hislips, began to play softly.

Summoning music floated forth, cgjoling, enticing, music to catch the attention. The melody rosea
little and was imperious, beckoned impatiently, wheedled and just hinted at threstening; then was coy,
beseeched from a distance.

Lord Ermenwyr played with hiseyes closed at first, putting his very soul into the music. When he
heard afaint commotion from his hearth, though, he opened one eye and peered dong the silver barrel as
he played.

A flame had risen from the coals. Brightly it lit the other two stones, so he had aclear view of the
water, which was bubbling upward as from a concedled fountain, and of the earth, which was mounding
up too, for dl theworld like amolehill.

Lord Ermenwyr smiled in his heart and played on, and if the melody had promised before, it gave
open-handed now; it was dl delight, al ravishment. The water legped higher, clouding, and the flame rose
and spread out, dimming, and the earth bulged in its mound and began to lump into shape, asthough
under the hand of a sculptor.

A litlemore music, cdling like birdsin the forest, brightening like the sun risng over aplan, galoping
like the herds there in the morning! And now the flame had assumed substance, and the water had firmed
besideit. Now it appeared that three naked children sat on Lord Ermenwyr's hearth, their arms clasped
about their drawn-up knees, their mouths dightly open asthey watched him play. They were, al three,
the phantom color of clouds, a shifting glassy hue suggesting rainbows. But about the shoulders of the
little girl ranrills of bright flame, and one boy's hair swirled silver, and the other boy had perhaps less of
the soap bubble about him, and more of wet clay.

Lord Ermenwyr raised his mouth from the pipe, grinned craftily at his guests, and set the pipe aside.
"No!" said thegirl. Y ou must keep playing.”

"Oh, but I'm tired, my dears," said Lord Ermenwyr. "I'm all out of breath."

"You haveto play," the slvery-boy ingsted. "Pay right now!"

But Lord Ermenwyr folded hisarms. The children got to their feet, anger in their little faces, and they
grew up before his eves. The boys chests degpened, their limbs lengthened, they overtopped the girl; but
she became awoman shapely as any held ever behed, with flames writhing from her brow.

"Play, or well kill you," said the three. "Burn you. Drown you. Bury you.

"Oh, no, that won't do," said Lord Ermenwyr. "Look here, shal we play agame?If | lose, I'll play
for you again. If | win, you'll do as| bid you. What do you say to that?"

The three exchanged uncertain glances.
"Wewill play,” they said. "But one & atime."

"Ah, now, isthat fair?' cried Lord Ermenwyr. "When that gives you three chancesto win againgt my
one?| seeyou'retoo clever for me. So beit." He picked up thelittle table and st it before him. Opening



adrawer, he brought out three cards.

"See here? Three portraits. Look closely: this handsomefelow is clearly me. This blackavised
brigand ismy father. And thislovely lady—" he held the card up before their eyes, "ismy own saintly
mother. Think you'd recognize her again? Of course you would. Now, well turn the cards face down.
Can | find thelady? Of course | can; turn her up and here sheis. That'sno game at dl! But if you find the
lady, you'll win. So, who'll go first? Wholl find the lady?"

Hetook up the cards and looked at his guests expectantly. They nudged one another, and finally the
earthborn sad: "l will."

"Good for you!" Lord Ermenwyr said. "Watch, now, as| shuffle.” He looked into the earthborn's
face. Y ou're searching for the lady, understand?’

"Yes," sad the earthborn, meeting hislook of inquiry "I understand.”

"Good! So, here sheis, and now here, and now here, and now—where?"' Lord Ermenwyr fanned
out his empty hands above the cards, in agesture inviting choice.

Certain he knew where the lady was, the earthborn turned a card over.

"Whoops! Not the lady, isit? So sorry, friend. Whao's for another try? Just three cards! It ought to be
essy" sang Lord Ermenwyr, shuffling them again. The earthborn scowled in astonishment, asthe others
laughed gaily, and the waterborn stepped up to the table. * * * Stop complaining,” said Lord Ermenwyr,
dipping hispeninink."Youlogt farly, didn't you?'

"We never had achance," said the earthborn bitterly. "That big man on the card, the one that's bigger
than you He's the Soul of the Black Rock, isn't he?"

"I believe hesknown by thet titlein certain circles, yes," said Lord Ermenwyr, sketching in apergola
leading to areflecting pool. "Mostly circles chaked on black marblefloors.”

"He's supposed to be agood master,” said the waterborn. "How did he have a son like you?'

"You'll find me agood master, poppets,” said Lord Ermenwyr. "I'll free you when you've done my
will, and you've my word as my father's son on that. Y ou're far too expensive to keep for long,” he
added, with aseverelook at the fireborn, who was boredly nibbling on afootstool.

"I hunger," she complained.

"Not long to wait now,” Lord Ermenwyr promised. "No more than an hour to go before the setting of
the moon. And look at the pretty picture I've made!” He held up hisdrawing. The three regarded it, and
their glum faces brightened.

When the moon waswell down, heled them out, and they followed gladly when they saw that he
caried hisslver flute.

The guards chdlenged him on the high rampart, but once they recognized him they bent in low
obeisance. "Little magter,” they growled, and he tapped each lightly on the halmet with hisflute, and each
grim giant nodded its head between its boots and dept.

"Down there," he said, pointing through the starlight, and the three that served him looked down on
that stony desolation and wondered. All doubt fled, though, when he set the flute to hislips once more.



AW they knew what to do! And gleeful they sprang to their work, dancing under the wide starry
heaven, and the cold void warmed and quickened under their feet, and the leaping silver music carried
them aong. Earth and Fire and Water played, and united in interesting ways.

* * %

Lord Ermenwyr was securein bed, burrowed down under blankets and snoring, by the time bright
morning lit the black mountain. But he did not need to seethe first rays of the sun glitter on the great
arched vault below the wall, where each glass pane was ill hot from thefire that had passonately
shaped it, and the iron frame too cooled Sowly.

Nor did he need to see the warm deepy earth under the vault, lying smooth in paths and emerald
lawns, or the great trees that had rooted in it with magica speed. Nether did he need to hear the fountain
bubbling languidly. He knew, aready, what the children would find when they straggled from the
dormitory Likeafile of little ghostsin their white nightgowns.

He knew they would rub their eyes and run out through the new doorway, heedless of Banshik's
ordersto remain, and knew they'd rush to pull down fruit from the pergola, and spit seeds at the red fish
inthe green lily-poal, or climb boldly to the backs of the stone wyverns, or run on the soft grass, or vieto
see how hard they could bounce bals againgt the glass without breaking it. Had he not planned al this, to
the last detail ?

* % %

The Magter of the Mountain and the Saint of the World came to see, when the uneasy servants
roused them before breskfast.

"Too clever by haf," said the Magter of the Mountain, raising hiseyesto the high vault, where the
squares of bubbled and sea-clear glass et in an underwater sort of light. "Impenetrable. Designed to
break up perception and confuse. And... what's he done to the time? Do you fed that?"

"Itsdowed,” said the Saint of the World. "Within this garden, it will always be amoment or so inthe
past. Asinviolate as memory, my lord."

"Niceto know he paid attention to hislessons,” said the Master of the Mountain, narrowing his eves.
Two little boysran past him at knee leve, screaming like whistles for no good reason, and one child
tripped over alittle girl who was sprawled on the grass pretending to be amermaid.

"Y ou see what he can do when he applies himsdf?' said the Saint, lifting the howling boy and
soothing him.

"He il cheated," said the Master of the Mountain.

* % %

It was well after noon when Lord Ermenwyr consented to rise and grace the house with his
conscious presence, and by then all the servants knew. He nodded to them as he strolled the black halls,
happily aware that his persona legend had just enlarged. Now, when they gathered in the servant's hdls
around the balefires, and served out well-earned kraters of black wine at the end of along day, now they
would have something more edifying over which to exclaim than the number of childhood diseases he had
narrowly survived or his current paternity suit.

"By the Blue Fit of Hasrahkhin, it wasamiracle! A whole garden, treesand dl, in theworst place
imaginable to put one, and it had to be secret and secure—and the boy did it in just one night!" That was



what they'd say, surely.

So it waswith aspring in his step that nearly overbaanced him on hisfive-inch hedsthat the lordling
cameto hisfather's accounting chamber, and rapped briskly for admission.

The doorman ushered him in to his father's presence with deeper than usua obeisances, or so he
fancied. The Master of the Mountain glanced up from the scroll he studied, and nodded at Lord

Ermenwyr.
"Yes my son?'

"l suppose you've visted the nursery thismorning?' Lord Ermenwyr threw himsdlf into achalir,
excruciatingly casud in manner.

"I have, asamatter of fact,” replied hislord father. "I'm impressed, boy. Y our mother and | are
proud of you"

"Thank you." Lord Ermenwyr drew out hislong smoking-tube and ht it with apogitive jet of flame.
Heinhaed deeply, exhaed a cloud that writhed about his head, and fixed bright eyes upon the Master of
the Mountain. "Would this be an auspicious time to discussincreasing an alowance, o my most justly
feared Sre?’

"It would not," said the Master of the Mountain. "Bloody hell, boy! A geniuslike you ought to be
able to come up with his own pocket money."

Lord Ermenwyr stalked the black hdls, brooding on the unfairness of lifein generd and fathersin
especid.
"Clever enough to come up with my own pocket money, am I?* he fumed. "I'll show him."

He paused on aterrace and looked out again in the direction of the cities on the plain, and sighed
with longing. The back of his neck prickled, just as he heard the soft footfal behind him. Hewhirled
around and kicked, hard, but his boot sank into something that squelched. Looking up into the yawning,
dripping maw of ahorror out of legend, he snarled and said:

"Stop it, you moron! Slug-Hoggoth hasn't scared me since | was six.”

"It hastoo," said avoice, plaintivein its disgppointment. "Remember when you were twelve, and |
hid behind the door of your bedroom? Y ou screamed and screamed.”

"No, | didn't,” said Lord Ermenwyr, extricating his boot.
"Yes, you did, you screamed just like agirl," gloated the creature. "Eeeek!"
"Shut up.”

"Makeme, midget." The creature's outline blurred and shimmered; dwindled and firmed, resolving
into ayoung man.

He was head and shoulderstaller than Lord Ermenwyr, dender and beautiful as abeardless god, and
stark naked except for agreat dedl of gold and silver jewelry That having been said, therewas an
undeniabl e resemblance between the two men.

"ldiot,” muttered Lord Ermenwyr.



"But prettier than you," said the other, throwing out hisarms. "Gorgeous, aren't 1?7 What do you think
of my new pectoral? Thirty black pearlsl And the bracelets match, look!"

Lord Ermenwyr considered his brother's jewelry with athoughtful expression. " Superb,” he admitted.
"Y ou robbed a caravan, | suppose. How are you, Eyrdway?'

"I'm dwaysin solendid hedth,” said Lord Eyrdway. "Not like you, en?’

"No indeed,” said Lord Ermenwyr with asigh. "I'm awreck. Too much fast life down there amongst
the Children of the Sun. Wining, wenching, burning my candle at both ends! I'm certain I'll be dead
before I'm twenty- two, but what memoriesI'll have.”

"Wenching?' Lord Eyrdway's eyes widened.

"It'slike looting and raping, but nobody rushesyou,” explained his brother. "And sometimesthe
|adies even make breakfast for you afterward.”

"I know perfectly wedl what wenchingis" said Lord Eyrdway indignantly. "What's burning your
candle a both ends?"

"Ahhh." Lord Ermenwyr lit up his smoking tube. "Let's go order a couple of bottles of wine, and I'll
explan.”

* % %

Severd bottles and severa hourslater, they sat in the little garden just outside Lord Ermenwyr's
private chamber. Lord Ermenwyr wasrefilling his brother's glass.

"..0then| saidto her, 'Wel, madam, if you ingst, but | really ought to have another applefirg, and
that was the exact moment they broke in the terrace doors!" he said.

"Bunch of nonsense. Y ou can't do that with an apple,” Lord Eyrdway durred.

"Maybeit was an gpricot,” said Lord Ermenwyr. "Anyway, the best part of it was, | got out the
window with both the bag and the jewd case. Wasn't that lucky?"

"It soundslikealot of fun," said Lord Eyrdway wistfully, and drank deep.

"Oh, it was. So then | went round to the Black Vel Club—»but of course you know what goesonin
those places!” Lord Ermenwyr pretended to sSip hiswine.

"'Course| do," sad hisbrother. "Only maybe I'veforgot. You tell meagain, al right?’

Lord Ermenwyr smiled. Leaning forward, lowering hisvoice, he explained about al the outré delights
to be had at aBlack Vel Club. Lord Eyrdway began to drool. Wiping it away absentmindedly, he said at
lest:

"Y ou see—you see—that'swhat's so awful unflair. Unfair. All thisfun you get to have. ‘Cause youre
totally worthless and nobody caresif you go down the mountain. Y ou aren't the damn Heir to the Black
Halls. Like me. I'm so redlly important Daddy won't let me go."

"Poor old Way-Way, it isn't fair at dl, isit?' said Lord Ermenwyr. "Have another glass of wine."

"I mean, I'd just loveto go t'Delititatita, have somefun,” said Lord Eyrdway, holding out hisglassto
be refilled, "But, you know, Daddy just puts his hand on my shoulder n' says, "When you're older, son,’



but I'm older'n you by four years, right? Though of course who caresif you go, right? No big lossto the
Family if you get an arrow through your liver."

"No indeed," said Lord Ermenwyr, leaning back. "Tell me something, my brother. Would you say |
could do greet thingswith my lifeif | only applied mysdf?*

"What?' Lord Eyrdway tried to focus on him. "You?No! | can seethree of you right now, an’ not
one of ‘'em'sworth adamn." He began to snicker. "Good one, en? Three of you, get it? Oh, I'm deepy.
Just going to put my head down for aminute, right?"

Helay hishead down and was promptly unconscious. When Lord Ermenwyr saw his brother blur
and soften at the edges, as though he were awaxwork figure that had been |eft too near thefire, herose
and began to divest him of hisjewelry

"Eyrdway, | truly loveyou," he said. The express caravan came through next dawn, rattling along at
its best speed in hopes of being well down off the mountain by evening. The caravan master spotted the
dight figure by the Sde of the road well in advance, and gave the signd to stop. Thelead keyman threw
the brake; sparks flew as the wheels dowed, and stopped.

Lord Ermenwyr, bright-eyed, hopped down from his trunks and approached the caravan master.

"Hello! Will thisbuy me passage on your splendid conveyance?' He held forth his hand. The caravan
master squinted at it suspicioudy. Then hiseyeswidened.

"Keymen! Load histrunks!" he bawled. "Lord, gr, with apear| like that you could ride thewhole
route three times around. Where shall we take you? Deliantiba?'

Lord Ermenwyr considered, putting his head on one side.

"No... not Ddliantiba, | think. I want to go somewhere there'salot of trouble, of the proper sort for a
gentleman. If you understand me?"

The caravan master sized him up. "Theresalot for agentleman to do in Karkateen, gir, if histastes
run acertain way. Y ou've heard the old song, right, about what their streets are paved with?"

Lord Ermenwyr began to amile. "I haveindeed. Karkateen it is, then."
"Right you are, Sir! Pleasetake a seat.”

So with ahigh heart the lordling vaulted the sde of thefirst free cart, and sprawled back at his ease.
Thelong line of carts started forward, picked up speed, and clattered on down the rutsin the red road.
The young sun rose and shone on the young man, and the young man sang as he sped through the glad
morning of theworld.

The Briscian Saint
We shouldn't havekilled the priest,” said thefirst soldier.

He was one of three who fled from the long high smoke-pall of the burning city and he glanced back
now to see what white rider might be flying over the fissured plain, following them.

"Don't be stupid, what € se could we have done?" said the second soldier. "He swung an axe at us.



That made him a Combatant, see? So it wasall right.”
"But he cursed us, before he died,” said thefirst soldier uneasily.
"Sowhat?'
"So then the earthquiake hit!"
"It didn't get us, did it?" said the third soldier, as hejogged steadily on.

"It got our Sde," said thefirst soldier, whose name was Spoke. " One minute we're a conquering
army, the next minute the Duke's buried under awall and we're on the run!™

"It got plenty of the Briscianstoo,” said Mdllet, the second soldier, panting from the weight of the
burden he carried. " And the Duke never paid us much anyway, did he? So to hell with him, and the
priest, and the whole business. We're clear away with afortune, that'sal | know. That's called good
luck."

"We're not clear yet," said Spoke, and an aftershock followed asif on cue, making them al stagger.

"Shut up!" said the other two soldiers, and they ran on, and Spoke turned his face too and ran on,
peering desperate up at the hills. Only he who rode behind Mallet regarded the flaming devastation, now,
gtaring from the leather pack with wide sapphire-colored eyes. If the prayers of the dying reached his
golden ears, he gave no 9gn, for hisfaint smile dtered not in the leest.

* * %

By nightfall they had made the cover of the trees and followed a stream up its course, crossing back
and forth to throw off anything that might be tracking them by scent. They crawled the face of the
wide-exposed stone gorge, expecting any moment to be nailed in place by pistol-bolts; but no one
attacked, and when they lay gasping at the top Spoke said:

"l don't likethis. It'stoo easy.”

"Easy!" said Mallet, who had carried on his back a statue weighing more than achild. He dipped off
his pack with agroan and set it upright, but it toppled over and the golden figure struck the rock, ringing
hollowly. Spoke cringed.

"And that's abad omen!" he said.

The third soldier, whose name was Smith, sat up. "If it was," he said, "I'd think it'd be a bad omen for
the Briscians, wouldn't you? Their saint fdling over?'

"You'rebothidiots," said Mdlet. "Omens! Portents! My ass.”
"If you'd seen what I've seen over the years, you'd be alittle more respectful,” Spoke persisted.
"My ass," Mdllet repeated.

Spoke crawled to the statue and dipped it from the pack, handling it gingerly He set it upright before
them, knelt, and cleared histhroat.

"Blessed saint, have mercy on us. We are poor men in need, and we fought only for pay. Our Duke
is dead, maybe by your just anger; so be appeased, and take no further revenge on us. We promise to
aone."



Mallet snorted, "I promise to take that thing straight to the first goldsmith | find. The eyesaone are
probably worth afarm.”

Wincing, Spoke cried: "Judge us separatdly, blessed saint! Rebuke his blagphemy as you seefit, but
accept my contrition and spare me.”

"Oh, that'slovdy," said Smith. "So much for being comrades-in-arms, en?!

"Haven't you ever heard any stories about thiskind of thing?' said Spoke. "Remember what
happened to Lord Sat when he mocked the Image at Rethkast?"

Mallet just shook his head in disgust and got up, looking about them. He moved off into the trees,
picking up broken branches as he went.

Smith dipped off hisown pack and rummaged in it for flint and stedl. "Have you ever noticed,” he
said, "how those stories are never about ordinary people like us? It'saways Lord Thisand Prince That
who piss off the gods and get blasted with baefire.”

"W, there could be agood reason for that,” said Spoke. "Highborn people get noticed, don't they?
If they're punished for sin, everyone sees. Makes a better example than if the punishment fell on
nobodies.”

"So the gods think like men?' said Smith, standing up to peer through the shadows. He pulled down
alow bough and yanked free ahandful of trailing moss, rubbing it between hisfingersto see whether it
was dry enough to take a spark.

"They must think like men," argued Spoke serioudly. "At least, when they're dealing with us. They
have to use logic well understand, don't they?”

Smith ignored him, breaking off dry twigs and settling down to the business of starting afire. He had
alittle cregping flame established by the time Mallet came back with an armload of dead wood. The
wood caught, the flamesleaped up; the clearing above the gorgelitinasmall circle, and the black
shadows of the treesleaned back fromit al around.

"Good," grunted Smith, stretching out his hands. He dipped off his hemet and went down to the
water's edge, where it ran shalow and transparent over the smooth rock before plummeting down in
mist. Here herinsed his helmet out, and brought it back full of water. Arranging three stones close against
the flames, he propped it there where it would take hegt. After amoment, the other two men followed his
example.

They sat in silence, watching for the water to steam. Spoke, however, turned his troubled gaze now
and again to theimage of the saint.

"Was his face pointed toward us, before?’ he said at last.
"Of courseit was."

"| thought—it was looking straight ahead.”

The other two glanced over their shoulders at the statue.

"Youreright!" said Mdlet. "Oh dear, what'll we do now? There Holy Saint Foofoo Sits, taking
advantage of the fact that all these jJumping shadows make him look eerie as hell. As soon ashe's got us
good and scared, you know what he's going to do? Helll start creeping toward us, alittle at atime. Only



when we're not looking, naturally”
"Shut your face!”
"Hell come closer, and closer, and then—"
"Sopit!"

"Then hell redize hé'stwo feet tall and armed with ateeny little golden tambourinein one hand and
a—what isthat thing in his other hand?' Madlet squinted &t it. "A slver toothpick?"

"It's supposed to be adagger,” said Smith.

"Oh, I don't know how I'm ever going to fal adeep tonight, with a supernatural menace like that
around,” said Mdllt.

Spoke stared into the fire.
"It was looking straight ahead,” he murmured.
"Y ou couldn't have seen that, asdark asit was here," said Madllet.

Smith shrugged and took up his pack again. He pulled out aration- block wrapped in oiled paper, a
little the worse for wear after being knocked around in the company of his other gear. He opened i,
picked off dirt and lint, and broke afew chunksinto the water in his helmet, which was beginning to
seam dightly.

"Let metell you about something that happened in our village," said Spoke. "AU right? Wehad a
saint of our own. She watched over the harvest and she kept away the marsh fevers. And if you had a
toothache, you could pray to her, and sheld heal you every time. All you had to do wasleave offeringsin
her shrine. And make sure her image was kept polished.

"Wadl, one time, somebody's little boy went in there and |eft alump of butter in the statue's open
hand. He thought shedd like it. But it was summer, and the butter melted, and then dust blew in from the
road and stuck to the mess. When the old priest saw it, he thought somebody'd been disrespectful, and
he cursed whoever'd doneit. And, do you know, the child was taken ill that very night? And he burned
with fever until his mother figured out what he/d done, and she went and made an offering in gpology ?
And right away the child got better."

"Somesant!" said Mallet, sirring bits of ration block into hishemet.
"Wl it would have been the priest's mistake, not the saint's," conceded Smith.
"Damn right; astatue can't make mistakes," said Mdllet.

"And I'll tell you something else that happened!” said Spoke. "The old priest died, and we got anew
one. But hewasn't aholy man. He was greedy, and people began to notice that the offerings were
disappearing from the shrine, dmost as soon asthey were put out. When pig-daughtering time came
around, somebody |eft abeautiful plate of blood sausagesin front of the saint'simage; but they
disappeared the same night."

"Wasthis shrine outdoors, by any chance?' asked Madllet.

"Listen to what happened, before you laugh!™ said Spoke. "This priest had amole on hisface—"



Mallet began to chortle.

"And from that night it began to grow, you see? It got huge, hanging down the front of hisface, and it
turned dark red and looked exactly like a blood sausage!”

Mdlet fell back, guffawing, and Smith snickered. Spoke stared at them, outraged.

"Y ou think thisisfunny?" he demanded. "Thisreally happened! | saw it with my own eyesl And
findly the priest died of shame, but before he did, he confessed held been stedling the offerings I eft for the
snt."

"Soundslike he died of atumor, to me," said Malet. "And | have newsfor you: al priestsfeed
themsalves on the Stuff |eft at shrines. In my city they did it openly. And what's so unusud about achild
getting afever? Children are dways getting fevers. Epecialy in marshy country. Especidly where people
are too ignorant and supertitious to go to adoctor instead of apriest.”

"So you're askeptic,” said Spoke, as though the word had a bad taste.
"I'masane man,” said Mdlet. "And proud of it, brother.”

"| did see something | couldn't explain, once, though,” said Smith thoughtfully.
"I've seen—" began Madllet.

Spoke made a strangling noise and jumped to his feet. He pointed at the statue.
"It turned its head!" he cried.

"No, it didn't,” said Mallet wearily, tasting his soup. Smith turned to look, and went alittle pale.
"It isfacing the other way now," he said.

"It'sjust your imagination,” said Mdlet.

"No, I'm sure—"

"l saw it move!" said Spoke. "Areyou both crazy? Look at it!"

"It looksthe sameto me," said Mdlet. "But if it did move—waell, it's Stting on an uneven surface,
right? And were outdoors. The wind could have shifted it."

"It'stoo heavy for thewind to shift,” said Smith.

"Then, it didnt move," said Malet with findity. "And if you think you saw it move, then your eyes
were playing tricks on you, because satues don't move."

"Look atit," said Smith. "I'm not joking, Mallet."

Madlet turned and looked. "I didn't notice which way it wasfacing before. It might have been facing
that way, for all | know. We're dead-tired, we haven't eaten in hours, and we breathed in alot of smoke,
How can we trust what we see?'

Smith looked from Mallet to the statue, shook his head, and leaned forward to stir his soup. Spoke
backed away afew paces, watching the statue in silence. After along moment he sat down again, and
without taking his eyes off the statue reached for his helmet. It was hot, and he drew back his hand with a



cry of pan.
"Uh-oh! Another bad omen," said Mdllet.
"Just shut up,” said Spoke.

Smith dipped out of hisjacket and used it to lift his hemet from thefire, gingerly, and propped the
helmet between his boots as he dug in his pack for atin cup. He dipped out some of the soup and blew
onit to cool it. Malet followed his example. Spoke did not. The statue watched them al without
comment, asthe light danced on its golden face.

"Aren't you going to eat?' Smith inquired of Spoke.

"Not yet," said Spoke.

"Can we have your soup, then?" asked Mallt.

"Go ahead," said Spoke.

"Oh, comeon!" said Smith. ™Y ou can't be so scared of that thing you don't eat. That's supid.”
"Let him suit himsdlf," said Madlet, durping his portion.

"I'll haveit later, then," said Spoke. Mdlet looked sdelong at Smith.
"So," hesad, "How'll we divide watches?'

"I'll take first watch," said Spoke.

"All right," said Mdllet dyly. "Thet dl right with you, Smith?"

"Fine" said Smith. He glanced over a the Satue.

They finished their soup, tilting the helmetsto get out the bits that hadn't dissolved, and pulled
blankets out of their packs.

"I'mdead tired,” said Mdlet. "Aren't you, Smith?"

"Too bloody right | am," Smith replied. He felt about on the rock with his hands, trying to find a place
where its bumps and hollows roughly corresponded with his own. Giving up at last, he wrapped himself
in his blanket and settled down. Mallet spread his blanket out, and opened Spoke's pack.

"I'll jJust borrow your blanket, then, Spoke, since you'll be sitting up,” he said. Y ou won't mind, en?"
"No, | won't mind," said Spoke.

Mallet fed acouple of sticksinto the fire. He stretched out beside it. Smith shifted to make room for
him, glancing one more time at the statue. It did not seem to have moved, but he couldn't be sure.

An hour went by. Tired as he was, Smith couldn't drop off. The stone on which he lay seemed to
suck dl the heat from hisbody As he was debating whether to get up and move closer to thefire, he felt
Mallet st up aoruptly.

"Drop that right now," said Mallet. Smith rolled over and saw Spoke, backing away from thefire,
clutching the atuein hisarms.



"I'm saving dl our lives" said Spoke. "I'm taking this back."
"Areyou crazy?' Smith said. "The Briscianswill cut you to pieces!™

"Youidiot, that's our retirement pay,” said Madlet, who had thrown the blanket aside and scrambled
to hisfeet. Hewas holding aspike-axein hishand. "1 knew you were going to do something supid. Give
it herel"

"|—" said Spoke, but Mallet lunged forward and grabbed the statue by one raised arm, the one
bearing atiny dagger.

"Giveit herel"
"No!"

And it seemed to Smith, as he stared at them, that the golden figure writhed like aliving thing
between them, turned its shining body, and Spoke must have seen it too because he gasped and let go.
Mallet pulled it away from him.

"I'll tell youwhat," hesaid, "I'll fix your holy saint right now. I'll pound the damn thing into piecesright
here. The goldsmithswon't care—"

He knelt and set the statue on the rock, preparing to hit it with his spike- axe, but Spoke |egped
forward.

"You mustn't—"

Mallet turned and siwung at him in exasperation, hitting him squarely between the eveswith the spike
end of the weapon. Spoke hated where he was, staring, and Smith sat bolt upright.

"Holy gods, what've you done?'

"Shit," said Mallet. He pushed at Spoke, who toppled backward on his heels and fell, smacking his
head on the rock, carrying with him Mallet's spike-axe that was firmly stuck in his skull.

"l didn't mean to do that,” said Mdllet, breathing hard.
"Youkilled him," said Smithin horror.
"I didn't even hit him that hard,” said Mallet. "Stupid bastard! If he hadn't been so superdtitious—"

"Spoke!" Smith crawled to his side. He pulled the axe free; dow blood rose from the neat squared
hole, ran down into Spoke's | eft eye.

"It washisown fault," said Mdlet. "Y ou saw."

"Wll, he's dead, whoever'sfault it was," said Smith. He dropped the wegpon in disgust. "What do
we do now?"

"Fitch him over the edge," said Mdlet, nodding at thefdls. "1'm not deeping by acorpse.”

"That, without even saving aprayer?' demanded Smith. "Y ou can't be afraid hisghost isgoing to
come make faces at you!"

"Of course | don't believein ghosts!" said Malet. "Buit it's stupid to camp by dead mesat in aforest.



The smdl will attract wolves. Lions. Who knows?"

Smith swore a him. He dragged the body to the edge of the rock and arranged itslimbsin aless
undignified way. After searching through the pockets, he crossed the hands on its chest and stood with
head bowed, murmuring a prayer under his breath.

"Asthough that'll help him," muttered Mallet. "That'swhat got him killed, you know. That kind of
thinking. And held have died anyway, if held gone back to the city. The Briscians would have liked him,
and not quickly elther. Asit was, hedied in asplit-second. Didn't he?"

Smith glared a him but did not missaword of his prayer. When he had finished, he nudged the body
forward with his boot, over the edge, and it rolled from thefirdight and dropped, vanished into the
shadow. A moment later, from far below, he heard a smack and winced, hoping the body had landed in
the water at lesst.

Hewalked back to the fire and sat down across from Mallet. The statue lay still where Mallet had
dropped it, smiling up at the forest canopy and the few stars.

"Wadll, that'sdone it for me deeping heretonight,” Smith said. "TU keep watch and you can deep, or
we can both push on.”

"Maybeit'd be wisest to go," Mallet agreed. He looked at the statue again and cleared histhroat.
"But it would still be agood ideato break the damn thing up, don't you agree? That way we can split the
weight. You'll get your share, I'll get mine, and if we decide to go our separate ways, well, theloot's
aready divided. Y ou can have one of the eyes. I'll take the other.”

"Whatever you say," Smith replied curtly

"I think they must be aguamarines,” said Mdlet, reaching for his sike- axe. "The Tyrant a Ddiantiba
buys them for hismigtress, did you know? Has a standing offer out for good ones. Maybe TU go there.”

He put his hand down to steady the image before he struck.

Therewasaflash of gold, aglint in the firelight, and Mallet howled and drew his hand back. Smith
jumped to hisfeset.

"It stabbed you!"

"No, it didn't,” said Mdlet, clutching hishand. "A cod popped inthefire, that'sal. A spark
jumped.”

"l saw itsarm move! It stabbed you with thet little dagger!”

"Don't be supid," said Mdl«t, lifting his hand to his mouth. He sucked the flesh at the base of his
thumb. Smith stared at him amoment, and then grabbed for Mdlet's hand. Mallet ducked away, rolling
over.

"Letitdone" hesad, putting his hand ingde his shirt, but Smith glimpsed the bright blood-bead.
"That's not aburn, that'sawound," he said. "It could be poisoned! What's the matter with you?”

"There's nothing the matter with me," said Mdllet, evening hisbreeth. "Buit I'll tell you what'swrong
with you. It's the power of suggestion, isn't it? Y ou and Spoke, the pair of you, you were raised to buy
into everything the priests said. So al that, that supertitious horseshit preys on your minds. See? Even



though you know better now. Here we arein the dark in the woods, and we've been seeing death all
day, and—wouldn't you think Spoke'd have had more sense than to start scaring himsdf? And you?'

"Look, | know what | saw," said Smith.

"No; you know what you think you saw," said Mdlet doggedly. "It'sdl in your mind. Y ou're so
worked up, after what happened, that your brain's making ghosts out of everything. The mind doesthat.
It'snot reliable.”

"Wdl, your burn is bleeding through your shirt,” said Smith.
"No," said Mallet, with elaborate patience, "Y ou only think you see blood."

"Oh, you jackass," said Smith, and went back to his Sde of the fire, but he gave the statue awide
berth.

Therewas along moment of silence. Mallet stared into thefire.

"Or I'll tell you what elseit might be," he said at last. "There was an earthquake today, right? And
were dtill getting aftershocks. Well, that could be affecting our minds too. Making us halucinate.
Something in the rocks maybe, quartz veins clashing together and dl. I've heard it makes animals go
crazy Hell, aren't we Sitting on abig rock? So there you are.”

He was swesting, and his face had gone pale under the soot and dust of the day.
Smith spoke in as reasonable a voice as he could.

"I'm not arguing with you," he said. "'l don't believe in omens any more than you do, and | don't think
the saint in Spoke's village worked miracles. I'm just saying there might be something going on we don't
understand.”

"No!" said Mallet. "Don't you see that the minute you believe in craziness like this, you open the door
and et in the mongters? Givein thismuch and you'l believe anything. What you can see with your own
eyesisdl thereis, man."

"But you just got through telling me | couldn't trust my eyes" said Smith. "Or my mind. And if we
can't believe our senses, then how can we perceive anything? There might redlly befairiesin the flowers.
How would we know?"

"Thepointis" said Mdlet, with some difficulty, "the point is, everything can be explained. All right?
Redl things can be measured with calipers. Welivein arationd world."

Smith stared at him. "Y oureasoldier” he said. "How the hdll can you think welivein arationa
world?'

Madlet just gazed at the fire. He sighed, and his hand dropped down on hislap. Smith saw clearly the
dried blood, thelivid swelling that had spread up hisarm.

"That thing's poisoned you," he stated.
"No," said Madllet thickly. "Scorpion hiding in the firewood. Maybe. And we didn't seeit.”

Therewasatiny noise, like the muffled chime of abell. Smith glanced over to see that the image had
indeed turned its head, waslooking straight at Mallet now. Mallet raised his eyestoo, looked into the
statue's bright eyes.



"Scorpion,” herepested. "Sall."

The chime came again. The statue was raising its arm, the one with the tambourine, dow but
unmistakable.

"Madlet," sad Smith, very quietly, "Let's get out of here.”
"What?' said Madlet. "Nothing there. Nothing to be scared of . It'sjust the play of thelight.”
"Madllet, the damn thing's moving right now."

Mallet said nothing else. He leaned over and lay down, as though he weretired, and his breath began
torattlein histhroat.

Smith got up, edged hisway around the far side of thefire, and caught hold of Mallet'sleg.

"Comeon," hewhispered. Mallet didn't reply. He dragged Mallet afew feet and redized he was
dragging dead weight; Mallet stared up sightless, and now Smith could seethat the livid swelling had
spread dl the way to histhroat.

Smith let go; Mdlet'sleg dropped like asandbag. Smith looked over at the statue. It smiled still. Was
it moving?

He backed away crouching as he went, not taking his eves off the statue, into the running shallows
until water rushed over the tops of his boots. Hefelt around for arock. Here: his handstold him he had

hold of agood one, the size of amelon, water-smoothed and flat on one side. He hefted it
experimentally. Then helifted it over hishead and pitched it at the statue.

It landed with a crash, and the distinct sound of breaking pottery The fire leaped up, bright, shining
on Mallet's dead face.

Smith walked up the bank dowly, but nothing happened. He squelched around the perimeter of the
fire. Picking up along branch from the pile of firewood, he levered the rock to one side.

Theimage of the saint lay in pieces. It wasn't gold after al, only gilded; though the gears and springs
ingdeit, dl its subtle mechanisms, shone like something precious.

Smith poked through it with the stick. Here was the little glass reservair, shattered, leaking green
venom now, and here was the clever tube that had sent its charge of poison up into the hollow dagger.
Here wasthe lead weight in the base, where the pulleys had anchored that moved the golden limbs. Was
thisa switch, here, cleverly concedled? Had it been jostled in the rout, or when it had fallen over? What
were these characters, inscribed to either sde of it? Did they spdll out, in fabuloudy archaic Briscian,
BLESS and CURSE?

Or merely ON and OFF?

The face had been cracked open, and both blue stones knocked loose. Smith prodded them each a
safe distance from the rest of the debris, and bent and dipped them into his pocket. He pushed the rest of
it into the coals, adding more wood to the fire. Then he went back to his blanket and sat down, and
pulled off hiswet boots.

For awhile there were strange popping and chiming noises from thefire, and every so often the
flameslegped up in peculiar colors. The wood lasted until morning.



Hewaked dl the way to Ddliantibato seeif he could find abuyer for the stones, but the jeweer he
consulted laughed in hisface. He was kind enough to show Smith a case of red aquamarines; then he
showed him foil- backed paste stones, and invited Smith to judge for himsalf what he had.

A girl inapublic house admired them, so he gave them to her in exchange for aplate of fried fish.

Desolation Rose

Everyone knowsthat if awoman goes out on Winter's Eve, and makes afirein somewild place
where godswalk, Fate will notice her. Shelll huddie beside that fire, waiting: and, sometime before
dawn, agod will come.

In the morning, the woman will not bethe same.

It isn't dways good, what happens beside that fire. Sometimes, when morning light comes, therésa
dead woman lying in the wilderness. Maybe only afew and closdly gnawed bones.

Even, sometimes, awoman comes away dive but raving mad: hair white overnight, tangling the
flowerstogether forever, her handsrestless.

But sometimes awoman wa ks home having given and taken, having got something in a secret
bargain. Sometimes awoman comes back smiling in secret; nine months later achild of amazing detiny is
born.

It's how the god dedls with the woman that makes the difference, and he dedl's according to what he
findswaiting a thefire.

Fearing the unknown, most women stay in their beds on Winter's Eve, or beside their own hearth
fires, where no cold hand islikely to come reaching in the night. But, now and then, agirl growsto
womanhood restless-hearted. Maybe she yearns after an eternal something she can't put anameto;
maybe sheisin dreadful need; maybe she's bored, or just too silly to know better. Whatever the cause,
one Winter's Eve, out shell go: and it's another one for the storytellers.

The Yendri, intheir forest bowers, knew this custom. The Children of the Sunin their citiesknew it.
It was known to the Master of the Mountain and to his blessed wife, the Saint of the World, and to their
very mixed bag of children. Especidly and persondly, it was known to Lord Ermenwyr, their third son.
39 The mage Ermenwyr was wise, cunning and controlled. He was not madly magicd, like his brother
Eyrdway; not noble and spiritud like his brother Demaedon. He was aman of craft, prudent, deeply
cautious. By careful stratagems he worked hiswill, and sorceries rather than feats of arms. Hewas not a
coward, exactly; but if argument or lies could do thetrick (he reasoned), why put on dl that heavy
armor?

Stll, he had aweakness, this subtle man. Hewasincautiousin one thing: Lechery.

Hewas aladies man, was Ermenwyr! His beard was combed, perfumed; his sorcerer's robes were
cut with style and elegance. Hewas small of stature but well-made and handsome, and his manners were
oil-smooth and charming when he wanted them to be. When he wasn't brewing careful spellsor plotting
politics or studying hisinvestments (and sometimes even then) he was attempting to dip into some lady's
bed. Successfully, asarule.

But he never stayed long in abed once he'd got in, seldom came back to one he'd tried. Hewas



faithless by indination.

Ermenwyr was often sent down aone from the Master's mountain, into the lands below: held spy for
hisfather, conducting that business with cold- hearted skill, or do his own shady dedls. Once, on such a
journey, he was benighted on adark road as a storm broke fearfully.

His brother Eyrdway would have laughed, dancing between the lightning bolts; his brother
Dema edon would have plodded on bravely through the rain. But fastidious Ermenwyr had a horror of
catching cold. So when he saw alight in the darkness he hurried toward it, shouldering through black
dripping leaves, pulling hiscloak close.

Crack cried the wet sky, and purple lights danced above the wet trees, and the wet sorcerer waded
up to the gate of avast wet house. It was high- walled and frowning, but the gates were rusty: only one
lamp flared above thewall. Clearly it was some place falen on bad times.

Ermenwyr wondered—xhriefly—whose ancient house was in the middle of nowhere; more, he
wondered what he had to do to get someone to open the door. He hammered at the great gates without
getting any response. Therain soaked him. Findly, a abarred grate, he saw two pale faces peer out.
Someone with athin sad voice called: "What do you want?"

Ermenwyr cdled: " Shelter!" thinking that folk were certainly suspiciousin these parts. "'l beg only a
dry place besdeyour fire! In High God's name, let mein!"

At last the sad voice replied:
"In High God's name, then." The two faces disappeared from the grate.

A long whilelater he heard dow footsteps, stumbling up behind the gate. It creaked open alittle, and
he saw three hands straining to push. He got hisfingersround it too and pulled it with dl hiswiry strength,
and dipped through nimbly as aweasd going down ahole.

The gate crashed to behind him, and he stood in arainy courtyard. Flash, lightning blued the world:
standing before him wereaman and agirl. The girl was beautiful. The man was hideous. Half hisface
was gone, only aropy mass of scarswhereit had been.

Ermenwyr wheezed with exertion, and said: "Thank you. Whereisyour fire, good people? | must get
dry."

"You can comein, but | can't guarantee you'll get dry," muttered the man. He turned and shuffled
through adark doorway. The girl followed. Ermenwyr hurried after, watching the girl'slovely back.

Deep they went into the dark house, through narrow stone corridors, through echoing rooms that
dripped rain. At last they came to a bare room where atiny fire struggled on the hearth. It threw dim red
light on no carpets, no tapestries, no cushions nor chairs. Rain hissed in the chimney.

"Ahem! What afine cheerful fire," said Ermenwyr, being agood guest. "But it will never dry my
cloak, you wereright about that. I'll build it up for you."

He gestured, and the fire blazed up asif fed with seasoned wood. Smiling, for he was proud of the
effect, heturned to hishosts. But they weren't staring in open-mouthed admiration; they had drawn
together and regarded him with weary resigned faces, the beauty and the horror dike.

"Ah—do not be surprised,” he said anyway.



"We'renot," said the man.
After adiscomfited pause, Ermenwyr added meaningfully, "For, you see, | am a powerful sorcerer.”
"Yes," sadthegirl. "Wed guessed.”

"Yes Wdl." Ermenwyr was taken aback. He looked about the room. He saw only aleaning table,
bearing theremains of apaltry med. A torn curtain hung across a broken window, flapping in the wind,
lettingintherain.

His hosts wore raiment that had once been fine, but was now worn to threadbare cobwebs, through
which Ermenwyr saw that the girl waslovely indeed: but as sad musicislovely, or the twilight. The man
looked worse. Not only half hisface was gone; haf hisbody was maimed, one arm missing, oneleg
crooked.

Ermenwyr, trying to make the best of an awkward socid Situation, cleared histhroat and said:
"I don't suppose you see sorcerers very often, out here."
Thegirl trembled but the man laughed, adreadful long rusted laugh.

"Oh, we've seen our share of sorcerers. We've seen more sorcerers than most people! So, what
have you cometo inflict on us?'

Ermenwyr was taken aback at this, and sammered:
"I mean you no harm at dl, man! Who are you, and what isthis place?"
The man drew himself up, asfar ashewas able.

"Sir, we are the last of what was once anoble house. We were the Aronikai, governorsin the city of
Brogoun. My brother was the lord, but he made terrible enemies. Assassins. Sorcerers. Politicians. They
were powerful, inventive in their revenge, and they have wasted us. One by one we have been dain or
exiled, ruined or driven mad. Thisruin wasthe least of our properties. but herewe hide, my nieceand |,
initsdead hulk, and | am more ruined than the house. We aone are | eft of the Aronikal.

"Y ou would think, sir, that this was enough revenge; but someone ensures that we grow ever poorer.
Thetreesin the orchard died, the game hereabouts has fled, the well's dry. Some vigilant mage tightens
the screw daily and kills us by inches. Y ou, maybe."

"Not I, sr, on my honor asalord's son!" Ermenwyr protested. "And my father isa powerful lord
indeed. Asyour guest, | will protect you."

He cast about him with his bright mage's eve, and perceived a sullen hating Presence that watched.
Whatever it was, it recognized the son of the Master of the Mountain, and withdrew its influence under
his cold scrutiny.

Thegirl said, in her voice as sad asvidlets, "If you're not lying, well have one night in peace. Last
night a pack of wolves howled beyond thewall until sunrise. The night before that an army of rats fought
inthewallsfor hours. Thismorning ahailstonefell from aclear sky, right through our last whole window.
Youseehow itis"

Shesad it smply, straightforward: she had learned that to complain isto send amessage writtenin
invisbleink to ablind man.



Ermenwyr turned his expression of greatest benevolenceto her.

"My dear child, have no fear; | am respected and honored in my profession. See now! | can summon
cheer even in this dank abode."

He flexed the muscles of hisglittering mind, and the room wasfilled with good things. There were
cushions and carpets and a cloth spread with aglorious feast, and many bottles of finewine. It was all
illusory, but Ermenwyr was not only boasting for effect when he claimed prowess as a sorcerer: it was
the very best illuson. Every sense wasfooled and gratified by hisdisplay.

Hishosts cried out and ran to partake of the repast: hot bread, roasted meats and fowl, fruit
melting-ripe. There for an hour they were alittle happy, dining in comfort as Ermenwyr poured wine and
regaled them with traveler'staes.

Itisacuriousfact that illusory food satisfies better than real fare, and illusory wine intoxicates faster
than redl vintages. Ermenwyr was particularly solicitousin refilling the glass of the noble uncle, who
shortly lay snoring onillusory cushions beforethefire.

This suited Ermenwyr perfectly, of course (he had already decided on his own treat), and he turned
his attentions to the girl. He didn't care that she wore rags; he could see her pale skin peeping through
like gtarsthrough clouds. He didn't care that she sat sad and dignified as afigure on atomb; hisdesign
was to warm that marble.

"Now, my dear," he purred, "you've told me nothing of yoursdlf, not even your name!" He made to
pour her more wine; but she set aside her glass.

"No, thank you, my lord," shesaid. "I am alittle drunk. Asfor my name: | was Golden Rose of the
Aronika once, but now | am Desolation Rose."

"Desolation Rose!" Ermenwyr exclaimed, and drank her heglth from hisown glass. "Truly an origind
and beautiful name, though not so beautiful asits bearer.”

She amiled bitterly.

"My namewill be my death, and my beauty will last only until our enemiesfind away to wither it. My
poor uncle was handsome, once. Do you know what they did to him?”

"Something dreadful, obvioudy. But please, don't make yourself more sorrowful. Be safe with me,
lady! Stedl ddlight, while | stand guard against despair. Shall we not be thieves of fdlicity together, tonight,
though tomorrow brings another bleak day?Why your enemies may even withdraw if | take you under
my protection.”

Desolation Rose shook her head. "They won't. Y ou don't know them. Tomorrow something will die
under the floor, or ablack funguswill begin to grow in the pantry, or another corner of the house will
collapse. Every morning, anew and miserable surprise.”

"It sounds perfectly dreadful,” sympathized Ermenwyr, hitching himself closer. She stared at him
thoughtfully.

"I suppose, even now, you might be some agent of theirs," she said, "'come to sharpen pain by giving
usthisbrief respite. | don't careif you are. Anything you do to uswill only bring us closer to the end of
our sufferings. Tell that to your masters, if they are your masters, and tell them we il spit on them.”

This sort of talk was not very conducive to a seduction, so Ermenwyr decided to abandon subtlety.



"l am no enemy of yours, Desolation Rose, on my life. Won't you make the night sweet with me, here
upon the hearth? For | tdll you truly, you are the loveliest girl I've seen inweeks, and | fed sincerest
desire for you. Such beauty and such bravery too, isworth gold. Let me pleasure you here, and give you
arich gift. Y our uncle degps soundly.”

Some fine ladies would have gone white with shame, and some red with anger. Desolation Rose only
looked himinthe eye and sad:

"If | thought | could benefit from lying with you, I'd do it, make no mistake. But I've areason to keep
my maidenhead; and since you've made me such akind offer, I'll tell youwhat itis."

She sad, "1 mean to go out Winter's Eve and present mysdlf to the god. Asl amavirgin, I'll beg him
in trade to save our poor house. And if the sacrificeis not acceptable to him and he killsme, at least our
enemieswill loseavictim. My uncle can't last long, lone. So our torment will end.”

Ermenwyr sighed and cursed the fate benighting him among the Children of the Sun, arace for whom
the vendettawas an art form.

"Y ou'refoolish, Desolation Rose, but you have a brave heart. All the same—Winter'sEveisonly a
few nights away. Will you end your life so soon, never having known bliss? Whereisit written that the
god demands only virgins? Won't he be just asimpressed by your laudable sense of familid piety?!

But Desolation Rose said, "I must make the best offering | can, and my maidenhead isdl | have left.
Thank you al the same.”

"WEell, may the god reward you," said Ermenwyr sullenly. They settled down some distance from
each other, and soon Desolation Rose was adeep.

Ermenwyr, though, lay awake, still desiring her very much and musing to himself how he might have
her.

In the morning he got up, thanked his hosts and pushed on, leaving them a purse of gold. The gold
was real enough; he was crafty but he wasn't cheap.

AsErmenwyr left the pitiful House of the Aronikai behind him, he heard ahowling in thewoods, asif
glad wolves were et off some |leash; and aflock of carrion crows rose from the treeswhere they had
waited, and went back to perch on the crumbling battlements.

Ermenwyr cameto the city and hisfather's errands took little time. The temple porter was easily
bribed, the worthless stock soon sold to the eager merchant, and the spy had his report neatly written out
and ready with avisud presentation. Nobody was sufficiently offended by his presence to challenge him
to any duels. Ermenwyr enjoyed aleisurely evening at the theatre and breskfast on asunlit terrace the
next morning, before making hisreturn.

And at sunset on Winter's Eve he waited in the forest, watching the gates of the House of the
Aronikai. Presently he saw Desolation Rose cregping out, looking about her as the field mouse watches
for the owl; she hurried away into the darkness. Ermenwyr tore down a piece of the sky—a corner, with
no stars—for acloak of invighility, and went after her.

She waked along way, up into high cold hills, gathering dry sticks as she went. In abare open place
she stopped. He watched from behind a standing stone as she made her small fire, and settled down by
its meager warmth to wait.

Ermenwyr let her St there until the stars had drifted far overhead and the mistswererising. (Hewas



aways scrupulous as to timing and effect.) Then he summoned his powersto him. Out of the night mist he
conjured the illusion she expected to see: atowering figure of mysterious gloom. Then he walked out, just
beyond the circle of firdight.

Desolation Rose looked up from where she crouched, shivering. Her eves were wide. Motionless,
likeasmall trapped thing, she watched his dow approach. He stood at |ast on the other side of thefire.
Wordless. Waiting.

Shedrew al her strength into her heart, but couldn't make a sound. She knelt to him and her heart
spoke instead, trusting that the god would know her prayer.

Ermenwyr smiled in hisbeard and kept his sllence, as any god does. He came forward, and indicated
to thegirl that she should pleasure him.

So helay with Desolation Rose, passing himself off asagod, and avery creditable job he did of it.
Faint with terror and ddight, she held him dl night long.

When gray morning came she lay adeep; but Ermenwyr got up and made his departure, having had
what hed wanted. Beside the fire he left abag with more gold, reasoning it would do her more good than
revenge on her enemies, which he couldn't give her anyway. Still, for dramétic effect, he wrote the god's
namein the ashes of her fire.

All lighthearted Ermenwyr went hisway, and journeyed until under smirking stars he returned to his
dread father's house. There he went straight to his apartments, flung himsdlf into bed, and dept the deep
of thejust.

He woke greatly refreshed, in broad morning. He bathed and dressed himsdlf with more than usua
care, for hewasto make areport to hisfather on his affairs among the Children of the Sun. Then
Ermenwyr went to hislong mirror to comb his beard and preen alittle.

Helooked once—What? He rubbed his eyes, peered in the glass, and let out acry of horror.
Instead of the small dapper sorcerer he was so fond of looking at, there in the mirror was reflected a
looming darkness with eyes. Digtant lightnings crackled inits heart.

Now Ermenwyr wasterrified. He looked down at himself but could see nothing different. He looked
back in the mirror and there It was still. Heran to his dresser and found ahand mirror to peruse; there It
waswith Its cloudy head. He ran to hiswashbasin and looked in at his reflection: even vet It |looked out
at himwith Its hollow eves. Hefound acrystal bal and glanced at its surface: it roiled and boiled so with
the phantom image that he thrust it hastily into a sock drawer.

Ermenwyr's heart hammered. In every reflective surface in the room clouds shifted; stars burned
there.

Cautiously he opened hisdoor. He stepped out in the corridor; looked thisway, looked that way.
Hisfather's guards were posted down at one end, and they saluted him as they were wont to do.

Hewent up to them and said, with aterrible effort at cam:
"Do | look different today? Isthere anything alittle, well, unusua about my appearance?’

One of them wasabig scay reptilian fellow with fanged jaws that did not permit light conversation;
nonetheless, he rumbled and shook his head No. The other guard blinked his small red eves thoughtfully,
and sad:



"Y ou've trimmed your beard, my lord?"

"Thank you," said Ermenwyr, "'l just wondered if anyone would notice. Whereismy father?'
The guards bowed deeply and the one said, "Y our lord father isin the exercise yard, sir.”
Ermenwyr set off at arun.

Hefound Shadlek hisfather armed, raining blows on his practice opponent. Ermenwyr waited on the
sdelines, fidgeting, until the bout was concluded. As Shadlek stood back and removed his hemet,
Ermenwyr hurried up to him.

"Um.... Father?"

The Master of the Mountain looked down at his son, and knit his black browsin afrown.
"What have you done, Ermenwyr?' he said in avoice like thunder.
Ermenwyr cried out in relief and fear.

"You seeit too? Oh, Father, what isit?"

Shadlek scowled and made afew passesin the air with his gauntleted hand.
"It will not leave you. Did you stedl something?"

"Only what you told meto!"

"Did you trespass in some sacred place?!

"Only whereyou bid meto!"

"Did you summon powers greater than your own?"

"No!"

"Then what crime did you commit other than the necessary crimes | sent you to commit?" said his
father. "Tdl methetruth, boy."

Shamefacedly Ermenwyr told hisfather about Desolation Rose, asthey waked up and down the
length of the exercise yard. Shadlek nodded thoughtfully.

"| did something like that once," he reminisced. "A wealthy man died and hiswife went mad for grief.
She had hisheart placed in agold reliquary covered with red sapphires, very fine. She went out
lamenting, to wander the world with it.

"Hearing of the sapphires, | went down in search of her. | found her inching along aroad, barefoot
and ragged, weeping for her love.

"I put aglamour on mysalf and appeared as her dead husband's ghost; persuaded her | could not rest
until my heart, and its handsomely decorated container, was returned to me. She complied, with many
touching avowa s of eterna passion. | sent her safely home.”

Ermenwyr was curious despite himsdlf. "What did you do then?'

"Burned the dead heart and kept the reliquary, of course. It's around here somewhere, | saw it only



the other day..."
"Mother must have been angry with you," said Ermenwyr.

"Not at al," replied the sorcerer lord. "Consider, my son: the man'strue heart dwelt in the bosom of
the lady, beyond theft. It was not that lump of carrion, nor its house of gold. By relieving her of that
macabre ornament | spared her the danger of carrying such athing. She might have met with thieves,
after dl! So, no, your mother was not angry with me.

"But shélll certainly be angry with you. Y ou did astupid thing, boy: you impersonated agod, on the
one night and in the one placeit would be truly imprudent to do so. | thought | had trained you better!"

Ermenwyr said hedtily:

"Yes, gr, but surdly the thing now isto relieve me of this condition with al possible speed. What'sto
be done?'

Hisfather grinned down at him and dusted his hands.

"l haveno idea. Y ou must go to your mother and ask her advice. Gods have never been my
paticular fid of study."

"But shewill reproach me," Ermenwyr said in astricken voice.
"Even s0." Shadlek nodded. ""Run aong now, my child."

Miserably Ermenwyr went to his mother's bower. It was peaceful there; white rosemary flowered
thick, beesdroned in the dtill air. Insde, the sunlight filtered soft through the white flower petas: aplace
of utter calm, though Ermenwyr was far from tranquil as he beheld hislady mother.

The Saint kndlt at her writing desk, composing aletter to her disciples. Her youngest grandchild dept
near her in awillow basket.

Ermenwyr wondered nervoudy whether the baby was one of his. "H'em! Mother," he said, knedling
for her blessing.

"My child," she responded, placing her hand on his head. She sighed, and when he looked up he saw
she was sadly regarding him. She knew exactly what was wrong with him and how he'd got that way,
too. Therewas no fooling her.

"Oh, my son, you have done another wicked thing."
"Yes, Mother, I'm afraid 0," Ermenwyr said meekly.

"I did not form achild with no heart in my womb, | know; how are you so cold and faithless? Now
your behavior has set awrathful god on your back."

"What hasthis god got to be angry about, anyway?' muttered Ermenwyr. "1 was good to the poor
girl. | gave her apleasant night and ever so much money!"

"That isnot the point,” said the Saint. Y ou mocked her in your heart, which was crudl. But you have
paid for it, my darling, and thistime it's more than your father or | can mend. The girl opened adoor to
letinagod. You stood in that doorway and so the god moves through you, and al against your will you
must do hisWill."



Ermenwyr tugged at his beard in panic. "But what must | do to befree?" he cried. The baby woke up
and began to wail. The Saint hushed and comforted it.

"Make reparation to that poor girl. She gave her body to the god in good faith; heintendsto give her
something in return. Y ou must find out what it is, and bring it to her. Only then will the god leave you."

"But how will I know whét the god wants?' Ermenwyr pleaded.

"Y ou could break the habit of alifetime and pray,” said hismother. "Even your father prays, when it
auits his purpose. No, don't look at me like that, with your eyes popping out of your head. Y ou don't
have a headache."

"Yes, | do!" wept Ermenwyr, but he hid hisfacein hishands.

"You'reasorcerer,” the Saint reminded him. "Do acagting, if you can't bring yoursdf to meditate.
My child, what will become of you? With dl the disciplinesto which you have applied yoursdf...."

Y ou can imagine the rest. Covered in gloom, psychic aswell as spiritud, Ermenwyr went to his study
and prepared. In the magic mirrors, in the seeing spheres, in the curved surfaces of the retorts and
aembics, the god's reflection glared thunderous.

Ermenwyr lit candles. He cast spdlls. The room filled with unearthly bluelight.

The light emanated from three objects, in acorner of the casting chamber. Ermenwyr peered through
the brilliance to see what they were, and cried out in real pain.

Desolation Rose of the Aronikai sat watching storm clouds cross the sky.
She heard acry from the gate; Ermenwyr standing there with abundlein hisarms.

She scrambled down, over missing bricks, and ranto let himin. Therain hadn't helped the gate.
When at last he wasinside and had caught his breath, Ermenwyr said:

"l suppose you didn't expect to see me again. But, asit happens, I've got something to ddliver.

"On Winter'sEve, as| dept, agod appeared to me. He said: 'Go thou, dig beneath the first black
stone that thou findest in thy path. Take what thou shdt find there under to Desolation Rose of the
Aronikai, for she has pleased me!'

"I rose and went out and dug beneath thefirst black stone | saw and, would you believe it, there was
an ancient chest with somethingsin it—" Ermenwyr set down and unwrapped hisbundle, "which |
thought | had better bring you —"

Desolation Rose looked on in wonder as he took out asmall sword, a crystal pendant on achain,
and aflask of white glass. Ermenwyr held up the sword.

"Thissword," he said, "ismagicdl. It brings the strength of fivewarriorsto itswielder.”
He gave her the sword and took up the pendant.
"This pendant,” hesaid, "isaso magical. It wards off danger and bringswedlth to its wearer.”

He gave her the pendant and held up the flask.



"Thisflask," he said, "as you might have guessed, ismagica too. Theinexhaudtible cordia within has
great hedling powers.”

Desolation Rose took the flask, crying: "But how do you know these things?'
"I'm asorcerer, after dl," said Ermenwyr in someirritation. "1 can vouch for their puissance.”

Which was certainly true, for he himsalf had crafted them, with many hours of painstaking labor. He
had been particularly proud of them, too.

Desolation Rose swept the sword through the air. It balanced to her hand asiif it had been made for
her (which it had not been).

"l gave mysdf tothegod, as| said I'd do. Did you know that, sorcerer? And | doubted him,
afterward.”

"Never doubt thegod," said Ermenwyr, solemn asahigh priest. "He honors bargains.”
Desolation Rose arranged the gifts on the cracked pavement and looked at them.

"With these things, all the fortunes of my house will be restored,” she said. "Now our enemies may
tremble. Great isthe god, blessed ishisname!”

"Amen!" said Ermenwyr ruefully.
Desolation Rose took up the gifts and went running in to see what the cordia could do for her uncle.

After that Desolation Rose became Fire Rose, the Fire Rose of the songs, and of coursethe story is
well known how she avenged her family, brought her enemiesto ignominious and horrible ends, and
served her god bravely through many glorious adventures.

But Ermenwyr went back to hisfather's house; and the first thing he did there was ook in hismirror.

There he stood, himself and no other. So great was hisjoy and hisrelief that he hurried off and
tumbled one of the housemaids.

Ermenwyr was thenceforth prudent, and never again impersonated a god; save once at a costume
ball in Troon, when he seduced the vice-regent's sster. But she knew perfectly well who was under the
mask....

MissYahoo Has Her Say

Where Y OU come from? Out of me, slly. Where | come from? From the field by the lake, onthe
day the Houyhnhnms came and kill Mama. | tell you about them.

Weadl swimming, except me. My skin burn red in the sun and hurt, so Mama show me how to put
clay on. | dl smear up nice and St in shade. Then screaming start. Look up and see Magtersdl around
the field, tramping stamping on peopl€e's heads. Some of the people jump in the water, swim; no good,
because Masters on other side too, catch them al. Kill lots, everybody but me and two little boys.
Brown Master ssamp Mama dead with her head dl red and | cry and cry.

So then, Magterstell usin their specid tak: Y ou must obey usor you will dietoo.



They put nooses around our necks and made uswalk away with them. They don't talk to usagain.
Weall crying and screaming but they walk us down to wide land where we see big oat fields with lots of
Y ahoos working there, cutting down grass, and white Servants watching them. | seelots of Y ahoos
working hard, different work, and they al going on hands and feet, not standing up!

We come to house and there's little house too, off under some trees, and Masters make us go there
and go insde. | never seen house yet then. They tie nooses to wall so we can't get out, and then big
brown Magter says: Listen, young Y ahoos. We wish to seeif you can beimproved. Y ou will befed as
rational creaturesfeed, to seeif your savage appetites can be reformed. What that mean? Meansthey
gave us big bowls milk, and boxes grass and oats. Then they went away.

We drank milk, but grass and oats taste bad. Pretty soon we eat them anyway, because that's all
they give usto eat. No roots, no mest, no berries!

Days and nights and days and nights, just grass and oats! Make our ssomachs sick. Sometimes
Masters comelook at usand talk in their talk. Big brown

Master shakes his head up and down, black and red Masters shake their 51 heads to and fro. We
garve. But | learn catch little mousies come in et the oats, and | climb up to roof bars and catch birds
land there. Little boys get weak, pretty soon they die. | don't die. Master comes and says. My
experiment isnot acompletefailure. It may be that the mae Y ahoos are incurably savage in their habits,
to the point of being unable to thrive on civilised food; but yon femaes are more docile and tractable, as
are our own mares, and our diet agreeswith you. Very well, Y ahoo child. Wewill now seeif you can
learn rationa behavior.

What that meansis, he don't know | catching my own food, so he think he can make melikea
Houyhnhnm. | cry and yell. He say: Thisisnot an auspicious beginning! What do you hope to accomplish
by howling like that?

And | tell him, I mad because he kill my Mamaand al the uncles and aunts. He tell me, good thing
they died—they were bad Y ahoos who wouldn't work for Masters. | tell him | love my Mama.

He say: If you are to become arational cregture, you must learn that thisfoolish fondnessis one of
the things that makes yon beadts. | felt not the least distress when my own Dam went to her first mother;
since death isinevitable, wild behavior on that account is sheerest unreason. And in any case, | did not
kill your mother.

What he meansis, crying and missing peopleisstupid Y ahoo thing. And | say: But you did kill my
Mama, | saw you . He shakes his head. Y ou are saying the thing which is not, he says. When
Houyhnhnms do something they don't want anybody to kn