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(Primus) Victor Invictus Triumph « Damnameneus of the

Telchine (Secunda) Ameia Armstrong Windrose » Phagthusa,

Daughter of Helion and Neaera of Myriagon (Tertia) Vanity Bonfire Fair « Nausicaa, Daughter of
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Headmaster Regindd Boggin ¢ Boress, of the North Wind

Dr. AnaniasFell « Telemus, Cyclopes
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HestiaLord Anacreon, adso called Lord Vintner and the Vine

God « Dionysus

1
| was dead for about half aday.

Therewas gill a"me," agirl who woke up in theinfirmary, but she only had my memories dated earlier
than afortnight ago. She was asuspicious girl, yes, and she knew her elders were up to something, and
she was pretty sure she was not a human being.

But the last two weeks had never been, so she had never crawled through impossible secret passages
with Vanity, never flown with Quentin, never seen the Old Gods Sitting at their revelry at the meeting of
the Board of Visitors and Governors, or learned the horrid tale of the Lamia. She never heard the ringing
in alocked safe of the hypersphere shaking from the shock of the music of asiren. She never had a
pancake fight with Colin on amorning when al the staff dept, the first day we ever made our own food
for ourselves; she never followed Victor into the woods, walked across a snowy landscape that could
not be the Gower Peninsula, and never saw awhite ship from beyond the edge of the world.

| do not know what it was that happened during those events or during the imprisonment that followed. |
cannot point to the moment.



But something had changed me. Ameliawas agirl involved in playing an e aborate prank on her elders,
keep-ing secrets from them, trying to find out about her past; serious, yes, but still aprank. She was
doing it moreto please Victor than for hersalf. Amelia.occupied only the three norma dimensions, like
everyoneese.

Phaethusa was awoman involved in awar.
It was Amdiawho woke up in theinfirmary.
2.

Ameiaspent about an hour smply lying in her bed in the infirmary while athin and severe Doctor Fell
and an equally severe Sister Twitchett fretted over her, took her temperature, bent their heads together
over charts.

Findly Dr. Fel said, "The medications | have been giving you once a month are for some reason
ineffective. Areyou certain you have been taking the doses as prescribed?”

Ameliatried to hide her dread. Of course she had not been taking those damned medications. Victor did
not want her to.

She sad, "But, of course, Doctor. Y ou know what's best.”

"Znf 1 1 dso know you do not believe that. Y ou have reached that unfortunate age where you have dl of
life's answers and you know everything more perfectly and more profoundly than your elders. But you
areabright girl; you get good marksin math. If | am 3.4375 times your age, and not cognitively deficient,
surdly | have 3.4375 times your experience and knowledge?"

She blinked up at him. "1 am sure | don't know, Doctor. How old am 1?7

"Sixteen. Now get up. The Sister will bring you your clothes. Obey ingtructionsin the future or you will
find yoursdf in this place again, or perhapsin someplace worse."

3.

Ameliasaw two thingsthat struck her asdightly peculiar and "sensed” one thing that was so very peculiar
asto be without any sane explanation. Did she ask questions? Did she ask Dr. Fell for help? She did not.
Ameliamight have been achild, but she was not astupid one.

Thefirgt odd thing she saw, through the disinfectant plastic drapes hanging around her bed, and through a
crack in the open door to the waiting room, was Sister Twitchett, carefully examining the pockets and
inner lining of the skirt and blouse she had gotten from Amelia's room. She had an instrument shaped like
ahorseshoe (ametd detector?), and she was rubbing it dowly up and down the seams. With her other
hand, the Sster was fedling every inch of seam with her fingers, looking for irregularitiesin texture.

While Amdiawatched, Sister Twitchett pulled alump of fabric about the size of awanut out of Amdias
skirt pocket. It looked like aribbon or sash that had been knotted and reknotted into a snarl. Twitchett
picked at it disinterestedly and, when she could not get it open, shrugged and replaced it in the pocket.

Ameliawondered, Why are they searching my clothes? Nosy grown-ups.

Ameliahurriedly lay down and composed her best innocent face as Twitchett came bustling through the
door with the school uniform draped over one arm.



"And remember to put on the necktie!” ordered the Siter.
Amdiagrimaced.
4.

The other patient in the infirmary had his hand wrapped in a bandage, and hislittle finger was clamped in
atiny banana-shaped tube of metal. He was a dark-haired man with sad, tired eyes. The second odd
thing Ameliasaw was that the man hesitated before introducing himsdlf, asif he had forgotten hisown
name for amoment. His name was Miles Drinkwater, the new civicsteacher. In the spring, he would
serve asacoach for aswimming team to be formed. He had hurt himsdlf, naturally enough, swvimming.

"I was out of my depth, MissWindrose," he said.

Ameliathought she detected adight accent in hisvoice, asif he perhapswere Italian or Greek, despite
his English up-country name.

But what was that ook of fear in his eye? Teenagers can sense fear like dogs, and Amelia somehow
knew that sheintimidated Mr. Drinkwater.

She thought she knew why. Amelia, it must be recdled, was alittle proud about her good looks, which
she had wished upon hersdf in youth by staring into amirror. So Ameliamade a point of holding his hand
abit too long when shaking hands, and standing haf a step too close, and dropping her eydids shyly,
toying with her richly hated necktie, and doing the little bits of stage business she thought of as "V anity
quff."

Mr. Drinkwater did seem mildly taken aback, puzzled, and then amused. Asif he had been locked ina
cage with araging lioness, only to discover her to be acircus animad, quite tame, doing gentle children's
tricks, balancing on bals or legping hoops or something. He visbly relaxed.

It was the opposite of the expected reaction. Ameiadid not know what she did wrong, but she knew
shedid not do "Vanity stuff" aswell as Vanity did. Vamping takes practice, and Amelia (usudly) thought
such tricks were benegath her.

Humiliating.

Amdiathanked the new teacher, was excused, and walked down the corridor away from the infirmary.
She did not bother swaying her hips or darting coy glances over her shoulder back at him. She knew
aready that she had endangered her grade from Mr. Drinkwater for that quarter, and she had not
attended asingle lecture yet. Grest, just gredt.

It wasjust one of thelittle arbitrary thingsthat can ruin ayoung girl's morning. Adultsforget what itislike
not to be able just to shrug things off, not to have any of the important thingsin your life under your own
control.

5.

Outsde, Amelialeaned against one of the leaflesstreeslining the carriage circle before the main house. It
was aspot she liked, out of direct line of sight of any windows either from the Manor House or the Great
Hall.

She shrugged one shoulder out of her coat, rolled up her deeve. Ameliarubbed her upper arm and
dtared at it. She saw nothing out of the ordinary.



And yet, clear and persistent, there was a sensation coming from her upper arm. Not just a sensation, but
an emation. Her arm liked her. Her arm was friendly. A warm, tail-wagging, puppy-like, unabashed
friendliness radiated from one motionless spot above her elbow.

6.

Vanity was overjoyed to see her; the two girls met with hugs and little hopping dances of joy. "I didn't
have anyoneto talk to for aweek! It gave me the screaming meemies!”

Vanity had apparently suffered about of pneumonia, aswell, but recovered four days ago. The only odd
thing about her recovery wasthat Dr. Fell had prescribed "dternative medicing” for her. Instead of just
being injected with some drug, Vanity had spent aday drinking odd herbal teaand sniffing candles of
incenses concocted by Mrs. Wren ("aromatherapy™) and listening to Miss Daw play her wonderful lilting
violin ("music thergpy"). It was odd, but it seemed to work, for Vanity felt refreshed and content
afterwards.

"I think it wasjust that | got out of classesfor aday! Of course| felt better!" Vanity exclamed, giggling.
Amdiasad, "Have you ever had abody part of yoursfed... well... friendly?’

Vanity's huge green eyesglittered. "Colin has. Let metdl you thefilthy thing he said about his
you-know-what. We're sitting in seminar, and he's holding his pencil in his pocket, and poking up the
front of histrousers every time Miss Daw waks by. Y ou know. So hiszipper islike... Y ou know!
Lookslikeit'sthrobbing. | couldn't keep from giggling. So Miss Daw spots him. He says, bold as brass,
'Why, Miss Daw, | find lectures about high-energy physicsto be most exciting! And my fellow student,
Mr. Lovegoy..."

Amedliastood up and stared out the window. Outside, moving with dow, painful hops among the dry
bushes and the leafless trees, trying to push awhee barrow, was Mr. Glum, the groundskeeper.

"What happened to the groundskeeper... 7' asked Ameliain avoice of horror.

Vanity said, "Chopped his own foot off with an axe or something. Pretty clumsy, if you ask me. | say he
deservesit. Filthy old man. He's aways giving me such lookd™

Amdiasad quietly, "You're ahorrible person, Vanity. Fitilessand cruel. Go away and leave medone.”
"Waéll, what'swrong with you? He is adirty old man! |s something wrong with you?'
"| supposethereis. | don't want to talk to you just now. Go away."

Vanity'slip trembled, and sheran off, tearsin her eyes. It was just one of thelittle arbitrary thingsthat can
ruin ayoung girl'smorning.

7.

Amediahad Miss Daw for astronomy that morning. She could not shake the feeling that there was
something odd about Miss Daw. Every now and again she was staring at Amelia, and her normdly cool,
china-doll-perfect looks were shadowed with ahint of emotion. Sorrow? Fear? Ameliadid not know
what to make of that; perhaps Miss Daw was afraid of catching pneumonia

Later, in second-period language tutoria, Mrs. Wren had them trand ating passages from Book IV of
Herodotus, the one called Melpomene.



Vanity read: "Many battles were fought, and the Scythians gained no advantage, until at last one of
them thus addressed the remainder "

Amdiaread: "What a thing is this that we are doing, Scythian men! We are fighting against our
own slaves, and we are not only becoming fewer in number ourselves by falling in battle, but also
we are killing them, and so we shall have fewer to rule over in future”

Colin read dowly: "Now therefore to me best it seems spears on the one hand and bows to drop; to
take, on the other hand, everyone the horse the whip, sorry Mrs. Wren, | mean his horsewhip, and to
go near sdf? Um, Himsdlf to go near? Lemmetry again, Teacher: It seems best to drop the spears and
bows and take up every man his horsewhip, and go near the foe and get like right up in his face,
and open up an industrial-strength can of whup—"

Mrs. Wren said, "A little lesslicense with the trand ation, please, Mr. mac FirBolg."

Victor aso read dowly, puzzling out the Greek declensions. Or perhaps he was interested in what the
passage said: " For, while they were seeing we had arms, then they considered they were similar to
us, and born of similars, but whenever they see for themselves we have whips instead of arms,
having learned that they are our bonds-men and admitted that, they will not abide our onset."

"On the other hand, Mr. Triumph, you need to take more license. The thought inthe origind Greek is
fluid and logicd: the language in many ways superior to our English. Try to capture some of that elusve
grace. For example, not born of equals would have been better than born of similars”

Quentin, the best student in Greek, sight-trandated without sparing aglance a hislexicon: " The
Scythians followed this counsel, and the slaves wer e so astounded that they forgot to fight, and
immediately ran away."

In the seminar discussion afterwards, Ameliamade good points, for which the teacher praised her. "The
decison of the Scythians was not based on mordlity; it was economic. No matter what hisvauesor his
philosophy, aman who fights his own daves during arebelion suffers an economic loss. Whichever dave
owner damages hisdavesthe least gains the advantage.”

It was Quentin who said, "Notice that the bonds involved were not physicd, but spiritud.”
For third period, they had to don cap and gown to attend Headmaster Boggin's philosophy lecture.

The Headmaster was in amore relaxed mood than was hiswont, and he plied hislecture on Kant's
Prolegomena with many digressions; and he darted sudden questions to the startled students. One
guestion led to another, and eventually Boggin left the lectern, drew up achair, and turned the classinto a
round-table seminar. He seemed particularly gracious, dmost charming, whenever he spoke to Vanity or
Amdia

"Mr. Triumph, you seem, may | say, unduly critica of the Great Father of Modern Philosophy! What in
general seems so to annoy you?'

Victor answered, unabashed, "If you will forgive me, Headmaster, | prefer our own English philosophers
to these German metaphysicians. Hobbes spent hisfirst sixteen chapters defining histerms. In Kant, | do
not see one single definition at any point. Kant speaks of moral imperatives so abstract that amanis
defined as'immord' if he takes any pleasure or gets any reward for following mora law; Hobbes spesks
of the fear of violent death at the hands of others, and recommends avery logical strategy for avoiding
that danger, i.e., combination with those in like danger with yoursdf. The rewards he offers areimmediate
and practical: peace; commerce by land and seg; |etters; mechanics; agriculture; and the prospect of



living alifewhichisrich, companionable, refined, civil, and long."

"Mr. Triumph, some would say these German metaphysicians offer an dmost religious mative to fight on
a any cost. If you seek no reward and fear no loss, nothing can deter you. Whereas the cynica common
sense of our English Mr. Hobbeswould have us submit to any form of tyrant, rather than risk anarchy.”

"Who fights more wisdly, Headmaster? The zeal ot who fights without knowing or caring what he sands
to gain or lose, or the free man who knows his home and property and persona safety are at stake?
Which wars did more damage to the country and the common people, the cynica Wars of the Roses, or
theidedigtic Thirty Years War? Forgive meif | prefer the practica tothe..."

"Totheimpracticd, Mr. Triumph... ?'
"No, Headmaster. | was going to say, to the nonsensica.”

The Headmaster laughed out loud and, for some reason, seemed so pleased with this answer, or with the
class, or perhgpswith lifein generd, that he dismissed his students with ten minutes to go before next

period.
8.
Amediaand the other students used the ten minutes to have a quick powwow.

Therewasalittle semicircular courtyard tucked between two wings of the Manor House, set (during the
summer) with alittle herb garden. An oak had once grown up through the middle of acircular bench;
now the stump made anice footstool. The sudents dl sat there, facing each other and watching over
each other's shoulders, watching in every direction for any sign of grown-ups.

Victor put out hishand: "All for one."
Quentinsad, "And onefor dl."
Thegirlschimedin: "Onefor dl—onefor dl."

Colin waited until Vanity and Amedliaput their handsin the circle, and he plopped his hand down on
Amelids, caressng her knuckleswith hisfinger in an oily fashion; and hesaid, "And dl the girlsfor me!"

Then hesad, "Ow!" when Ameia, without removing her hand from the circle, dbowed himintheribs.

Victor dapped his neck. That was the sign that everyone should assume the conversation was being
bugged.

Then Victor said, "What's your favorite color, Amdia?'

Y ellow was her favorite color. Everyone sighed, except Colin, who groaned. Y ellow Alert meant no
unsecured communications, even when aone, and everyone was to wake up at midnight to participatein
aconference (by tap code) through the dormitory walls.

Quentin said, "I'm curious asto why you're curious about her favorite color, Victor." (Trandation: Why
the alert?)

Victor said, "l seeasquirrel. Rarethistime of year." (Girls, start chattering.)

Ameliawas annoyed. Not only had she and Vanity just had an argument that morning, but it was
something of agtereotype, if not an outright insult, to assumethat girls could just blather on and on about



nothing on demand.

Vanity did not help matters by living up to the stereotype. She apparently had forgiven Amelia, and now
wanted to chat about Mr. Drinkwater, the handsome new teacher.

Amdiatried to follow the conversation of the boys (the "Macho Peatriarchy,” as she caled them) while
they coughed and tapped the benchesin code or made innocuous-sounding comments with double
meanings

Victor said, "The wesether is getting warmer." (This comment was hard to trand ate, because the weather
actually was getting warmer. In code, it was supposed to mean that things were heating up; thet is, the
grown-ups were up to something.)

Quentin: " Seems cool enough to me, except for onething.”

Colinsad, "Rum luck that we dl came down with Doctorfdllitis a the sametime. Missing the big meeting,
whatever that was. But won't it get colder asthe week goeson?”

Victor had been writing anotein his notebook. He passed it around the circle. Unfortunately, he passed
it to hisleft, so that Quentin saw it first and Amdiasaw it last.

Never so much drugs before. Never knocked us out for days at a time.

Vanity (dtill chattering away like a stereotype) took out her pink pen and circled the sinthe plurd "days'
and put a question mark by it. Amelia passed the note back to Victor.

Victor took an almanac out of his coat pocket, opened it to a page he had dog-eared, and passed it to
Vanity. Ameliapeered over her shoulder. It was achart listing the predicted times of therisng and the
setting of the moon and certain mgjor stars, cross-referenced by latitude and time of year.

Colinsaid, "Hey, look what | found!" (Trandation: |

stole this.) And he pulled out afolded back-page from a newspaper, one of the several that arrived daily
in the large mailbox, surrounded by stone like apillbox, at the far end of the drive. He had circled the
times given for sunrise and sunset, moonrise and moonset for today.

The two figures agreed that today was Monday, December 18. But the school calendar and the class
schedule for today indicated that it was supposed to be Wednesday the thirteenth.

Vanity turned awvay from Amediaand said to Victor, "Remember what they taught usin science class?'
(Trandation: Always seek independent confirmation.)

Quentin said, "Thismay not interest anyone but me..." (This may not convince anyone but me.) ...
but who wantsto see acard trick?'

Quentin took his Rider-Waite deck of tarot cards out from a cedar box he kept in an inner pocket. He
shuffled, cut the deck into three piles. He said, "Pick acard, any card.”

Vanity leaned across the circle and picked one of the cards, turned it faceup. It was Key Eighteen: the
Moon.

Quentin said, "That's been happening dl day.”

Colin sad, "Good job in language tutoria today. Not everyone speaks Greek aswell asyou do, pd." He
passed him Victor's notebook. "Why don't you write out that passage for me we were looking at.”



Quentin wrotein hissmall precise hand:

—2day clearly Monday, not Wednesday. Monday is assoc w/Moon (obvsly!) but also w/ White
Roses, silver, Willow trees. All signs v. obvious. Saw Owl by day, flew widder-shins thrice around
clock tower: Warning of Danger! Key XViii-deception.

Coalinrolled hiseyes and sighed. "L ook, the big meeting is over and we missed it. The wegther isturning
colder again. Weall got sick, but weredl better now, so... sowhat isal this? My favorite color is|rish
green. Why don't we dl just relax?"

Victor leaned over and pointed to what he had previoudy written in the notebook:
Never knocked us out for days at a time.
Colin turned to the rest of us. "What's that you've got in your hand?' (Let's see a show of hands.)

This comment was also hard for Amdliato trandate because, a that moment, she had pulled the lump of
fabric out from her skirt pocket. Shewas saring at it in confusion, utterly confounded.

It was aknot. A knot with no beginning and no end. It looked like it was made out of an apron sash.
Amelialooked up to see that everyone else was voting.

Vanity was usudly impatient with Y ellow Alert restrictions. She held out her mittened figt, thumbs-down.
Colin said, "Caesar says, Kill the Christiang!™ and showed his thumbs-down.

Quentin and Victor both gave athumbs-up. Quentin said softly, " Spare the gladiator, who fought well,
and the plebes will thank you next games, despite that they presently howl and yell."

A tie. Everyoneturned and looked at Amdia

She was staring at the impossible knot of fabric in her hands. Shelooked up, tearsin her eyes. Sheraised
her hand, thumb up. She whispered, "V anity, what's your favorite color?”

Vanity raised an uncertain hand to stroke her red hair.

Colin made an impatient noise. "Oh, you are kidding. If things are that bad, what about plan C?"

(Plan C was"Cdll the cops')

Ameliashook her head. "The sun hascome out.” (It was getting a lot warmer; danger was growing.)
Colinsad, "Plan Cisagreet plan.”

Victor said, "What do we say? That they overmedicate us here? | understand that happensin alot of
schools.”

Colin snorted. "WEell think of something. Well say Vanity isbeing sexudly molested by the teachers.
Heck,

I'll sexualy molest her my own self. At least I'll get put in anice prison colony, and | won't be here any
longer!"

Vanity smirked a him, saying, "Why don't you go sexualy molest yoursdlf, Colin? Oh, wait! Y ou might
catch asocid disease from yourself! Y ou don't know where you've been. Bleh!"



Vanity stuck out her tongue, and Colin smiled and pantomimed pulling down his zipper, with exaggerated
wel coming gestures toward her tongue.

Amedlialooked back and forth at this. Childish. So childish. But we are not children anymore. We cannot
afford to be.

Quentin said to Amelia, "How hot do you think the westher will turn? Like spring?”
Ameliashook her head.

"Like summer? Tropic summer?'

Amediashook her head.

"How hot?'

She whispered, "Do you remember the myth of Phagthon?”

Victor passed the notebook to her.

| wrote quickly:

They erased our brains, all of us. Me, they slipped. Thereis a creature in my bloodstream.
Sympathetic. This knot reminded me that | had amnesia. | tried to remember. Creature felt, wants
to help. The creature is an amnesia-inducing drug. Knows how brain works. Helped. Sarting to
open brain block.

| know who we are. | know who they are. They can hear whatever we say; listen on the wind. No
talking!

Victor leaned over and pointed to the sentence, "I know who they are.” | wrote:

Boggin=Boreas, North Wind; Fell=Telemus, a Cyclopes; Wren=Erichtho, witch; Glum=Grendel,
sea monster; Daw=Thelxiepia, siren. Drinkwater from Atlantis.

Vanity, giving Victor alook of impatience, leaned in with her pink pen, and circled one sentence over and
over. "l know who we are." She started sketching big question marks and exclamation points. | wrote:

| am a Greek goddess from hyper space. Quentin from underworld; Colin from dreamland; Victor
from outer space; Vanity isfrom Homer We all have magic powers.

Names: Phaethusa; Eidotheia; Phobetor;

Damnameneus; Nausicaa

And, because | did not know whether | would have the chance, | wrote the secret out quickly:
Victor has power over Wren; Quentin over Glum; me, Fell; Colin, Daw.

Boggin unkn ???? V Dangerous! Flies! Bends space! Curses! Spanks!

Also reverse. Watch out!!! Glum stops me; Wren stops C; Daw stops Vic; Fell stops Q. Boggin (?)
stops Vanity?

If catch us, erase memory for good, no slip-ups.



Victor looked around at the others. He said, "'V anity'sfavorite color.”

No one doubted me. No one caled me crazy. It was the proudest moment of my life. All my friends
trusted me.

All four of them held out their hands, thumbs-up. Unanimous. Red Alert.

Red Alert was the code for maximum security and greatest care.

It was the code for the escape attempt.

Colin leaned over the note. "Half amo'. What's that word there?' He was pointing at " Spanks!”

But by then, the ten minutes were up, and the bell wasringing. | had the excuse of gathering books. We
al hurried off to next period.

* % %

Lessthan six hours, | wasthe girl | used to be less than ten days ago. One would think there could not be
much difference.

Now as| waked to thelibrary with Victor, dl the clichesthat you hear about in old songs, but which
never appear inred life, goplied to me. There wasa spring in my step and asong in my heart. | stood
graight and proud and tal, and my face dmost hurt from how wide and bright my smilewas.

| could not figureit out, and | did not redlly know why. Thereis nothing to show it in anything | did that
morning, during those six hourswhen | was just Amelia, but take my word for it: My lifewastepid. The
girl from ten days ago fdlt dull, harassed, and joyless, dl the time, and she never noticed it, any more than
afish notices being wet.

But before ten days ago, | had never matched wits with Grendd and, to save my soul, outsmarted him. |
had not talked Thelxiepiainto standing aside slently while | undid Dr. Fell'sfoul potion. Ten daysago, |
did not have two gods, Trismegistus and Mulciber, both vying for my favor. Ten days ago, | had not
been the one brighter than the others. Ten days ago, | had not been the dangerous one.

Evenif | failed and ditched now—and the chances of failure were higher than the chances of success—at
least it would be my hands on the controls of the crashing airplane.

| resolved, as | walked, to be the most dangerous one | could be. And in my mind, that meant one thing:
thought. Think things through; then act. First be patient; then be brave.

My smile faltered and my footstep got heavy.
"What isit?' sad Victor.

| shook my head. | could not answer aoud, not while the wind might be listening, but a poignant thought
had pierced my heart like aneedle.

They had stolen Quentin'sfirst kiss.

Agan.



Headmaster Boggin and Lord Mulciber were standing on the steps of the library, talking in low tones.
There was no way to avoid walking past them without being tardy for our study period.

| now wished | had taken my Dramatics lessons more serioudy two years ago, when Miss Daw had
inssted we attempt to put on a Shakespeare play with just five studentsto play all theroles.

| tried to recall what my first impression had been upon seeing Lord Mulciber, who now to me seemed
kindly and funny, if gruff. | remembered he had looked like Quasimodo from Notre Dame, dl humpback
and twisted leg and crooked shoulders broader than ayard across. | tried to get alook of pity or disgust
or something on my face, but | was not doing it. Inthe end, | just decided it was cold enough to alow me
to put my scarf over my mouth and nose.

Lord Mulciber was standing on the upper step, but his head was till only about level with Boggin's
breast pocket. Victor stepped past the two with abrisk nod, but Mulciber put histhick stedl walking
gick in my way and said, "Regindd, you must introduce us.”

Victor turned and looked back down. His face was expressionless; he had one foot higher than the other;
his hands were relaxed and by hissides. But | had never seen him look more dangerous.

Boggin said uncomfortably, "Carry on, Triumph. Tell the librarian that Miss Windrose is excused with my
permission for amoment or two, theresagood lad.”

Victor turned like asoldier and continued onin.
"What do we have here, an Arab girl from aharem?' said Mulciber. "Show usyour face, girl."

That made me blush. Maybe | would have blushed moreif | had actudly been Ameliawith no notion of
who thiswas. But maybe not.

Boggin cleared histhroat. "Miss Windrose, thisis His Lordship, Weyland Tabot. It ishisfamily which
ownsthe estate on which we stand; it ishis generosity which houses and sustains us. Please treat him with
al due courtesy.”

"How do you do, Y our Lordship,” | said, putting my left foot back and sketching the briefest possible
curtsy.

Here was what was so strange. | could not remember what | waslike. Would | have been more shy?
Less? Maybe alittle rude? Or fascinated or repelled? | have never actually studied myself before. | did
not know what to act like.

Boggin said, "His Lordship expressed the desire to see your face, Miss Windrose. | hope you will not
continue this conversation al muffled and, ah, obscured.”

Mulciber said, "Reggie. Y ou like the sound of your voice. Only you. Got me? Let metalk to thegirl. And
you! Windrosg, isit? What about that face of yours, en?!

| leaned forward and presented my cheek to him. Boggin raised both eyebrows. Mulciber squinted (and
scowled) amoment, not understanding my gesture. Then he snorted loudly and squinted (and grinned),
raised his huge thick-fingered hand, and plucked the veil awvay from my face.

Thefolds of the scarf fel lightly down across the bosom of my jacket.

"Very nice" sad Mulciber.



"| thank Y our Lordship,” | said coally, straightening abit.

"Don't get vain. I've seen better. | have better at home," he said, scowling (or maybe he was il
grinning).

"I am sure Y our Lordship's daughters are very beautiful, ar," | said. (1 thought mysdif terribly clever for
this comment, clever enough to remember that | was not supposed to remember who hiswife was.)

He scratched the stubble of his skull with afinger asthick asasausage. "No. | got no little ones. None
that are any damn good, anyhow." He looked rather sad for amoment, and there wasred painin his
eyes. "No, | guessyou could say | married young. A showgirl, actudly. Gold digger, just like everyone
warned me againgt. She run off with asoldier boy. Servesmeright, | guess.”

| was actualy past embarrassment and well on my way to pity at thispoint. 1 said, ™Y our Lordship—?1
mean, please don't tell meyour... not that | don't want to hear, but..."

"But | shouldn't betelling astranger, right?Y ou see, your face fooled me, Miss Windrose. Ever get the
fedling you met someone before?”

"Well, Your Lordship, | get that feding when | see Vanity. It isquite an eerie sensation. Sheismy
roommate, you see, so | actualy have seen her before. Every day, actudly. But the sensation is still quite
egie”

"Heh. Heyah. Funny one, aren't we. Listen, Windrose! | was asking Boggin here who his best and
brightest student is. Y our name came up. | want you to send me your resume when you graduate. | have
alargeindustrial concern on the Continent, and | can aways use new folk."

1 turned to Boggin. "Headmaster, when exactly isthe date of graduation?’
Hesad coldly, "When you turn twenty-one, the ingtitution can release you.”

"And when isthat date, Sr?' | said brightly, "I'd like to mark it on my caendar. | am sure HisLordship
would, too, wouldn't you, Y our Lordship?'

Boggin looked a Mulciber. Mulciber just smiled, obvioudy reishing Boggin's discomfort.

Boggin turned back to me abruptly, saying, " Since you are presently sixteen, that would makeit five
years hence. We do not know the date of your birth with any precision. January first may be assumed to
be the date.”

| said to Mulciber, "1 understand, Y our Lordship, that sixteen-year-olds are sometimes legdly alowed to
work, at summer jobsif nothing else. Y our Lordship would need to acquire Headmaster Boggin's
permission, asheismy legd guardian, of course, but consdering the great debt he no doubt felsin his
heart toward Y our Lordship for thiswonderful estate——Well, he would not do anything to obstruct

Y our Lordship's plans, may | assume that?"

Mulciber grimaced. " Stop with that 'Lordship’ stuff. | bought my title, and | did it only to makeit easier to
do businessin England. Y ou're aswest girl, but you've studied how to annoy people, haven't you? Well,
don't annoy me."

| sad, "Sir... ?What may | cal you?'

He opened his mouth to say "Stumpy”... | could dmost see hewasthinking it But then he changed his
mind and said, "Mr. Tabot will do for now."



He reached into abreast pocket of hisfinely tailored suit and pulled out abusiness card, which he
proffered to me. | took it with thanks, looking confused. "I do not have phone privileges,” | said.

Mulciber looked a Boggin. "Oh, Reggie herewill fall over himsdlf to make things smooth for you,
Windrose. He just tried to bollix up what | was working on, and he did adamn finejob of it, too. He
doesn't want to ballix up any more of my things, or it will go bad for him. | think he understands that.
Don't you, Reggiel" And he poked the Headmaster in the chest with hismeta cane.

"Of course, Your Lordship..." said Boggin, looking angry and ashamed. It was his pride, you see.
English gentlemen never caled each other out in front of lower orders, servants, or children.

"Seethat you do!" snarled Mulciber.
"Mr. Tdbot," | said.
"Whatisit, girl?"

"Areyou and the Headmaster—? | mean, are you in some sort of financia trouble with him or
something? | redlizeit isnot my place to ask, but you seem so angry..."

Mulciber smiled. "I had somefriendsin Herculaneum. They saw me angry. Thisisn't angry. Reginadd and
| are not competitors. We are enemies, and | may haveto kill him someday. | hope not, though. Bad for
business.

"Good day to you, miss. Reggie, I'll see mysdlf off the property. | know theway. Tis my damn property
anywey."

And with arolling gait, clashing his stedl cane a every other step, Mulciber somped away.

| actudly felt sorry for Boggin. | don't know why | did, because | knew what he had done and how he
brought it on himsdlf. But | said, "l am sorry | had to see that, Headmaster. | amreally sorry.”

Boggin drew himsalf up and glared down a me. For amoment, | could see peeking through his
expression that masculine pride and amost sexua power he had shown in deding with me before. But it
did not cometo the fore. He wanted just to order meto forget it, to ponge away his humiliation in my

eyes.

But he thought | had forgotten he was a god, one of several involved in some sort of deadly struggle,
between factions vying for control of the throne of heaven. He thought | did not remember being carried
through the air in his strong, strong arms. He thought that | did not remember being spanked by him.

So he couldn't say whatever he wanted to say. He couldn't erase his shame by reminding me of his
power and pride. He was supposed to be just the headmaster of a school.

"Let usnot speek of thisagain, MissWindrose. Perhaps His Lordship isaching in hisjoints, and the pain
has distracted him. We cannot be too quick to judge those whom fate has condemned to being grossy
crippled, can we? That will bedl. Y ou may go."

And since | was pretending just to be a schoolgirl under hiscommand, | went.

| looked back through the panes of glass of the library door. Boggin was facing away from me, but he
had his handsto hisface, asif he were wiping away tears of rage.

Victor would not have felt sorry for the Bad Guys, | thought. He would have noted, in a precise and



dispassionate voice, that emotion was aweakness, and any sign of weakness on the part of the enemy is
apotential advantage for us.

| fal short of the Victor standard.
2.

Victor and | had study hall that period, and we sat in the library, facing each other, our books and notes
spread out, looking asif we were studying.

Infact, | had my eyes half-closed, and the words of the textbook into which | stared seemed to swim
and grow flat in my vison. | was seeing the words on pages that were not open under my left hand and
right hand; | was seeing theinterna texture of the paper and bindings.

| began to seeitsinterna nature (dry and patient), mora relation (textbooks were required to be honest
and candid), and utility (the gleaming nonlight of the usefulnessto me of the text was fading dimmer and
dimmer as | thought less about classes and grades, and more about escape). Oddly enough, the histories
and philosophy works from second and third period, lying unopened on the table, shone very brightly
(except for Kant, who was black as pitch). It was by thislight that | could see other objects around mein

hyperspace.

Because hyperspace was dark. There was no sun nor stars here, and the objects that had shed light for
me before—Miss Daw's concentric whedls, or the chiming of the hypersphere—were absent.

Also, there seemed to be more layers of substance, a heavier medium, than had been here before, asiif
the whole school, and awide area of time-space before and after, had a new energy-structure imposed
on them.

| did not have the ringing hypersphere to simulate me; | did not have Vanity and the magic green tableto
alow the native laws of natureto leak in here from Myriagon.

Bascdly, | was stuck.

Don't get mewrong: | could see things around mein four-space, but even the little things | used to be
ableto do (such asthetrick of making heavy objectsless massive) smply were not working. | could see
world-lines and probability paths, but | could not deflect them anymore.

| could see the various limbs and energy-extensions of my 4-D "body" lined up "next" tomein
hyperspace, neatly folded like nested spoons or the segments of a Japanese fan.

Let meseeif | can explain thiswithout it sounding gross. Imagine my body was ageometric shapelike,
say, apyramid. When it is base down, the flatlandersliving in the plane on which it rests seeit asa
sguare; when it has one side down, they see atriangle. To them, it looks like the square body changes
shape and loses one angle.

A more feminine example might be conic sections. Base-down, acone formsacircle (my normd girl
body), but as the cone axistilts, one generates ovals of various eccentricity, parabolas, or hyperbolae
(my other bodiesthat looked more deerlike or swanlike or dolphinlike). In the limiting case, when the
planeistangentia to the cone's Sde, one generates aline, which has very different properties from other
conic sections. (I had shapes or limbsthat "looked" like strands of energy, or music.) If the plane goes
through the origin, one generates apoint. (In effect, | could turn insubstantial.)

Thetrick | did to look like a centaur was to rotate in a deerlike body from the waist down, while keeping
my face and upper body "flat" in the plane.



At the moment, | was unable to wiggleleft or right, which meant | could not manifest any manipulator
congtructs (i.e., limbs) into thistime-space.

So | could seethe dark parts of Victor's nervous system, and | could see how small an adjustment |
would have to maketo thetilt of hisgoverning monad to bring the meaning axis back to bear... But it
was out of reach. His memory was out of reach.

3.

My plan was to spend the whole period writing in my notebook, to give areport to Victor of the events
and discoveries of thelast ten days. | swear, | sat paralyzed for about two minutes, just trying to think of
how to bail it down or what to put fird.

The period was hdf over, and | had covered about four sheetsin tiny writing, on both sides, and | had
not even hit al the main points| wanted to cover. It wasliketrying to walk up amuddide; every
paragraph | wrote seemed more inexplicable than the previous paragraph, further down the dope of
confusion. There smply wasn't enough timeto fill Victor in on dl the background, and details | thought |
could skip kept cropping up asimportant. Soon my margins were covered with little arrows pointing
back to previous paragraphs | wastrying to clarify.

To hidewhat | was doing, | wrote on the back pagesin the notebook whose first few sheets contained
the redl report | was supposed to be working on for organic chemistry. If the librarian, Miss Flinders, got
up from her desk to look over my shoulder, she would see nothing suspicious.

But Miss Flinders did not move from her post behind her desk, where she was wrapped in aheavy quilt
with her jacket and hat still on, her feet propped on alittle cherry-red e ectric space heater she had
smuggled in. The library was an old building, not connected to the centra hesat, and there were no
fireplacesin the main room, where so many old, dry books were kept.

Thefifth page was the beginning of my questionsand

recommendations for what to do next. Since Miss Flinderswas so far away, and not looking, | thought it
safeto tear the five pages from my notebook and pass them to Victor under the table.

4.
Hereisan excerpt:

Paper scissorsrock. Can't restore your memory because Glum wished off my powers. | can see,
but cannot touch, the 4-D world. Colin could wish back on; but Wren stops wish power w/ curse.
Q could lift curse, but Fell anesthetized his magic w/ chemical dose (affects nervous system?
suppress REM deep? spirits think he's unclean?). Your cells could construct antidote, but Daw
shifted your monad in 4-D to block your molecule control. | could realign your monad, but Glum
negates me. Round and round.

Powers need two things to work: (1) Subj must be healthy, uncursed, un-negated, un-drugged. (2)
Permission from Head of Bran to let laws of nature (?) come into this dimension from our homes.
Boggin or Vanity (!) can ask Bran to grant permission. Special green table acts asradio to Bran.
One in Boggin's waiting room; another in warehouse (Drinkwater knows where). Boggin has
toe-ring made of same green, portable version (?).

IMPORTANT Even w/o permission, some home laws of nature "leak through" at the boundaries
surrounding the estate. Get partial results. Quentin went north to the Barrowsto cast his flying



charm.

BUT!!! Boggin has things (talismans?) in safein Gr Hall that wake up our powers. 2nd ft. SW
corner office. If yr magnetic psychokinetics working, could zap safe open, get stuff to turn on PK,
then open safe. If my pw'r working, reach through safe wall, get talisman to turn on power. Round
and round.

6.

| saw Miss Daw. She was Sitting rather stiffly on the couch in Boggin's waiting room, her knees pressed
together, athin briefcase balanced atop them, both gloved hands on the handle of her briefcase.

Shewasaso Thelxiepia The fourth-dimensiond extensions of her body, however, her whed swithin
whedls of musical energies, had other substances affixed, or attached, or oriented aong their
hypersurfaces. Unlike me, her 4-D body was dressed, armored, equipped.

Oneingtrument that orbited her outer whed structure was something like alens, adevice that amplified
the massive hyperlight of overspace. There were other instruments for sending and recording signds,
measuring tiny variants of the utilities of objects, introducing fluxesinto the webwork of mord strands that
ran from object to object to examine the moral implications of hypotheticals. | could tell what these
instruments were for, because they were so useful to Miss Daw they practicaly blazed with the
whatever-it-was that my utility-detectors picked up.

Miss Daw rotated two of her outermost whedl-structures and imprinted a cluster of meanings on athread
of energy running from where she was through my

5.

| ended thefifth page with aquestion: Where were you standing when you first PK'd a metal object?
Colin's letters to Hollywood had real magic in them. Where did he write them, in the dorm or
somewhere else?

Victor was writing out the answers. | could see, over thetop of hisbook, his pencil eraser wagging back
and forth in short, crigp motions. Then something happened.

| saw an object. It was not in this continuum. Like the beam of alighthouse, turning toward me.

area of time-gpace. Thisimprinting was smilar to what | had doneto give Dr. Fell'smolecule-size
memory-erasing engines within my body their own free will.

When the energy flux passed through my body, anew sense, or perhapsit was an overlap of the utility
and mordlity senses, trandated the flow into words:

"MissWindrose, | am obligated to Boreasto reved any plans and schemes of yours discovered to have
an adverse effect on hisinterests. Asyou pointed out in an earlier discussion, | am not necessarily
obligated to be prompt or zeslousin reporting my findings, particularly in caseswhere (as here) your
intent isnot entirely clear.

"Inwhich case, for your own sake, if not for mine, would you at least try thetiniest bit not to be so
blatant about your little schemes? If you leave notes lying around under desks or in books, where anyone
glancing in through the fourth dimension can plainly seethem, | cannot for long continue to pretend to be
oblivious.

"Do try to exercise amodicum of caution. Briareus and Cottus are not blind. Erichtho hasa seeing glass,



Grendd fedstroubled in his heart when his desires are frustrated, as, no doubt, a successful escape on
your part would do."

7.

Thelxiepiarotated something like amirror or an echo-dish into my view; and | saw the pagesin Victor's
hands, shimmering with utility (because | needed so badly to talk with Victor) but aso snarled with a
huge and attention-getting warp in their moral nature. Apparently, the universe considered my word | had
given to Boggin, that | would do nothing he would regret, to still be binding me, and to be violated by
passing notesto Victor.

She rotated her lens away from me; the searchlight beam failed. Hyperspace was dark once more. But
now |

knew that, just because it seemed dark to me, did not mean it was dark to everyone or everything that
might be there.

| remembered how, less than an hour ago, | had vowed to mysdlf how elusive and clever | would be. A
sensation of dread trickled into my chest, drop by drop.

8.

Victor meanwhile, passed a note back to me. Colin at Kissing Well when wrote letters, Apr 22, 24,
May 1, May 25. Magnetic control centersin my brain activated during bad rock climbing accident
last year, east slope of Kerru-gan's Rock, 3:04 PM Feb 17. Tumbled 30 m, reinserted metal pitons
into rock face at remote distance.

| looked Victor in the eye and gently dapped my neck. Bugs. | pointed to the notebook | was writing.
Hevery casudly leaned back and yawned, his gaze traveling quickly over the celling. He was looking for
cameras or something in the light fixtures,

Victor brought his gaze back down to me. He casudly raised his hand asif to run hisfingersthrough his
hair, but instead tapped himself twice on the head and pointed at me.

Y ou are the head. Take the lead.

1

It made a certain amount of sensethat | should be leader. | was the only one who knew the information,
and, apparently, we were being watched much more closdly than any of uswould have guessed, so
closdly that even passing under-the-table notesin an empty room was fraught with risk.

But the prospect of being leader scared me.

Every time we found out more about the Situation, it seemed increasingly complex. In sifling our powers,
for example, they had used not one but two or maybe three methods, each from adifferent paradigm,
each operating by its own rules. Our enemies had factions, and each faction had factionsinit, and even
within asingle person, such as Thelxiepiaor Grendd, there were opposing impul ses and imperatives.

And how safe were we? Mavors said he would kill anyone who killed us, but whoever sent Lamiahad
not cared about that. Someone wanted to start awar. The quickest way to do that wasto kill the
hostages. Us.



And what did they have on their sde? Even if our powers turned on tomorrow and operated at full
strength, we were sill amateurs at their use, fighting experts. For example, how had the school staff found
us during our last es-cape? Had they seen the boat Vanity summoned and set aguard around it?
Possbly.

But what if my escape had snarled the mordity strand representing my promise to Boress, giving
Thelxiepiaor Erichtho the Witch some ahility to trace us down through the fourth dimension? Or what if
Dr. Fell merely implanted aradio transmitter in our clothing, or in our flesh?

So that was my task, asleader. Escape from a Situation that was complex, dangerous, and littered with
unknowns. Get out of the burning labyrinth without stepping on the buried land mines.

If | made amistake, it was Vanity and the boys who would pay for it. And if | let my fear of making a
mistake paralyze me, we would be unprepared and hel pless when the time came.

And the time was coming. Aslong asit seemed to me, ten daysis not along time. Negotiations between
Mayors and Mulciber and whoever se wasinvolved might be far from over.

But once the factions came to an agreement as to what was to be done with us, it would be done. Boreas
was playing agame of delays, pretending we were younger and less powerful than weredly were. There
was a hint that he intended to use and keep us for himsdlf. | saw how shamed he was when it was histurn
to be spanked, so to speak, by Mulciber, who stood above him as Headmaster Boggin stood above me.
If the five of us could serve asthe key to elevate Boreas above his peers, would he let that key pass out
from hisgrasp?

Well, thefirst step of my master plan wasthis: Go to history class, and pretend | had read up on what
Gibbon said about the life of Imperator Julian the Apostate. It was now fourth period.

2.

| spent the whole day, lunch, afternoon classes, sports, supper, evening lecture, and retirement doing
nothing a schoolgirl would not do. | did not talk, | hardly even thought, about what to do. Theinformation
that | wasin charge of the group trickled from Victor to Colin to Quentin, and at some point the next

day, wasleaked to Vanity, who was watching me anxioudy at breskfast, seeing how | would bear up
under the pressure. Colin took to saluting mewith aNazi "Sieg Hell!" when he passed mein the hall.

But | said nothing and did nothing related to the escape plan. Patience, patience was my motto: patient as
the mouse who watches the cat watching the mousehole.

| spent breskfast staring at afork. | thought about picking it up to stab Colinin the hand. | thought about
trying to eat my soup withit. | thought about using it to eat my omelet. The fork grew brighter and
dimmer in my higher vision. It had to do, not with how well 1 imagined doing the act, but how serious|
actudly wasin my will.

Interesting. The amount of "usefulness' given off by an object could be changed. | think thething | was
picking up with the sense| caled "utility" wasredlly something related to time; how many changesin the
number of possible futures issuing from the object depending on my relation toiit.

Time passed. First period, second period...

| had to wait for atime when | knew both Miss Daw and Mrs. Wren were occupied. The others had
other ways of spying onus, | am sure. But | feared Thelxiepias amplifying apparatus, and whatever
looking glassor crystd bdl Erichtho might have.



After music and before chemistry was the moment: Miss Daw was collecting the sheet music we had
written, while Mrs. Wren was (I could see through the walls) setting up the beakers and retortsin the lab
for her lecture.

| made aquick scan of the fourth dimension. No one seemed to be looking. Miss Daw was on the other
side of theroom. At my desk, | doodled on a piece of paper, writing words, letters, and phrases here
and there across the top, middle, and sides.

| wrote the aphabet in two-letter grouping: AB CDEF GH, and so on. | wrote: Head, lips, breasts,
arms, back, behind, calves, feet, toes. | wrote numbers, 12 345 6. | wrotealittlerhyme: This
building has stairs; that building puts on airs; the other building has roomsto let; the last building
has bushes to get.

| took the paper, folding in eighths and Sixteenths, so that each, little phrase wasin its own separate
sguare of paper, and pushed it into my skirt pocket.

| looked into my own pocket with my higher senses. The paper was dim and uselessin its present form.
It was not something that broke my oath to Boggin. Itsinterna nature was papery, and dightly playful.

| waited through fourth period, fifth. Dinner. Lecture. Seep. Another day.

Two days, three. Vanity and Colin at breakfast on Friday had relapsed into their old, cheerful, talkative
selves. It was not until then that | reglized the Red Alert status we were under made us stiff and nervous.
| was not the only unconvincing actressin the group. But since, the leader, had done nothing for a
week, those two probably figured al bets were off, why worry?

Victor, of course, seemed the same as usud. Time and danger did not flap his unflappable nature. Only
Quentin was pensive,

On Friday, when we had lab, | leaned over to Quentin's ear and said, " Spirit one." If thewind could hear
my words, it could not "hear" what | was pointing at. And | pointed at the rack of hypodermic needlesin
acabinet behind Dr. Fdl. "Spirit," asin"spirit away,"” meant Steal one and palmit.

| did not even see him do it, and | was watching for it. Quentin stepped up to the front of the room to
give hislab demongtration. He asked Vanity to come up and assst him. Somehow, her hair got lit onfire
by one of the Bun-sen burners, and sheranin acircle, screaming, until abored-looking Dr. Fell took her
by the shoulders and patted her head with awet paper towe.

| looked with my higher senses and saw there in Quentin's pocket, inside afase bottom in his pen case,
the hypo. It was of no particular useto mewhile it wasin Quentin's pocket; he, of course, had no use for
it.

Smoothly done.

Of course, | also started blushing red as a beet. Glowing like gold next to hisinner pants pocket was
Quentin's masculine member, which was apparently very useful to him, or useful to me, or something. |
wondered how Miss Daw kept her composure, seeing what we all looked like under our clothing.

| was not the deight-of-hand artist that Quentin was, but | took the opportunity to pick up some paper
towels and filter paper and dide them into my notebook.

3.
Patience, patience. On Saturday night, Vanity and | sat in the Common Room and talked about boys.



Chattering, Victor would call it. | am surered girlswho live normd livestalk about red boystheat they
know, or film stars. We either talked about Victor, Colin, and Quentin,, or we talked in theoretical terms
about characters from bookswe'd read. | don't know what other girls read. We discussed whether, if
you had to marry asea captain, Ahab would make a better husband than Odysseus; of kings, whether
Marcus Aurdlius was better than Arthur Pen dragon; on arelated topic, whether Mordred was worse
than Corn-modus; whether El Cid was braver than Salaidin; whether Socrates was wiser than Aristotle,
consdering that Socrates et the Athenianskill him and Aristotle didn't.

It was eerie and uncomfortable talk, for me, since Vanity did not recal that Odysseus might have been
(and might still be) her husband; and when she spoke about how unusudly kind and charming Colin had
been thisweek, | remembered that she did not remember Quentin's (twice now) first kiss.

She had alittle napkin in her hands, which she tore into shreds absentmindedly when she spoke about
matterstoo near her heart. Impersonating her, | pulled the piece of paper | had been carrying for four
daysin my pocket Every day | had transferred it into anew skirt, unfolding it and refolding it along the
same seams. Having been folded and refolded, it came apart negtly at these seams, and | had thirty-two
random little notes, some with only one word or two on them, or apair of letters. | swept the litter back
into my pocket. Certain of the notes began to become more useful to me than the others, and to glow a
bit in my higher perceptions. But if Miss Daw could decipher my intent from those scattered notes,
well. .. then she was more clever and better equipped than anything we children could overcome.

Which | feared might be the case.
4.

That night, as| lay in bed, looking around mein the fourth dimension, | saw motion. Squinting, | saw the
Manor House laid out around me, like a 3-D man staring at a blueprint.

| saw a cone-shaped object in hyperspace, made of writhing arms, hands, fingers, like afrozen tornado
of worms. It was only aconein the fourth dimension, however. In three dimensions, each cross section
formed one of many increasingly large and heavy bodies.

Thetip of the cone, the smalest body, intruded into our continuum. Boggin was talking to that body. It
was dressed in awell-cut blue pin-stripe suit, and wore a heavy gold watch on itswrist. He was one of
the giants who had been at the meeting of the Board of Visitors and Governors, or one of hisrace. He
and Boggin were entering aroom just off the dayroom they used as afaculty lounge. They both had cups
of coffeein their hands, and Boggin was pulling a bottle of whiskey from alocked cabinet, to spike the
coffeeand "Irish" it up, so to speak.

The part of the giant's body that |ooked like a six-foot-tall man had something, some apparatus, to
convey the words he spoke and heard to the main bulk of thereal giant, three hundred feet tall, that was
wading through the thick gdlatin of hyperspace. | could hear hishalf of the conversation.

"Isit true that you keep your girl prisonersdl nude and chained up at night on feather beds?’

In my imagination, | filled in apossble answer from Boggin: No, | am impotent, but | get my jollies by
spanking the blonde.

The giant laughed. "Very funny. And where do you get these bunny costumes, en?!
Hugh Hefner is my homosexual lover; he sends me gifts.

"Wdll, | suppose | know you too well to expect astraight answer from you, Boreas. Of course, thereis



what the Hindoos would call akarmic symmetry here. Y ou are not going to get aclear answer from the
Unseen One until He hears what Mavors and Mulciber have decided between them. What did you do to
upset Mulciber?!

He wanted to spank the blonde, but | wouldn't let him.

"Oh, redly?But | think you do know. In any case, Mavorsisnot going to give you afina decision about
the Uranians until after his people talk to the Destroyer and the Huntress. And, well, you know how
everything dows down around the holidays. The Destroyer doesn't like to grant audiences in midwinter,
when hisinfluenceisweskes."

Only Miss Daw knows what my buttocks tattoo says.

"I have been told that we will have definite action by the New Y ear. The Unseen One will act unilateraly,
whether or not Mavors and Mulciber agree. Some recent event—I know not what—has convinced the
Lord of the House of Silence that the Uranians are adanger.”

5.

Saturday wasterribly boring for me. For thelife of me, | couldn't remember what it was| did, back when
| was merely Amdlia, to entertain mysalf during my time off.

Eventudly, | went to the gym and put on my tights and a swestshirt, alesther jacket atop that, earmuffs.
Then | laced up my running shoes and began jogging the grounds. | was alittle too undressed for that chill
wegther, but | thought my exertions would keep me warm.

| jogged. The snow had fallen abit on Wednesday, but Thursday had been bright and fair, the
temperature hovering around the melting point. Now, the snow had adight crust of ice, soft and feathery
beneath afragile shdll.

It was not the best surface for jogging. | plunged through with every step, and had to yank my unbooted
and besneakered foot out of an icy mouth with every step.

| ran the mileto Arthur's Mound, which isawide and flattened dome of raised earth, hegped up by some
ancient and forgotten peoples. Over and down the other side | went, crunching through paper-thinice
with each footfall.

Thetrees, first one, then severd, rose singly or in stands here and there dong the snowy south lawvn. A
little farther on, the stands were thicker and more numerous, and | was not sureif it was the outlier of the
forest | wasin, or not.

Where was the South boundary? Colin and Quentin, Victor and Vanity, each had their separate idess.
What was my idea?

My thoughts were loose and free at that time, since the cold wind was coursing through my lungs, and the
muscle burn was beginning to make me unaware of my body. Ideasrippled like clear water through my
fancy, making white ripples here and there, as other thoughts, fishlike, darted from their shining surfaces.

A big whae-type thought stirred up my menta waters. If the South boundary had not been mapped in all
these years, it must be innately unmappable. A tiling isinnately unmappable when the act of mapping the
thing changesits ability to be mapped.

Think, for example, of Helsenberg uncertainty of mass and position. Y ou can see atarget particle only by
rebounding a photon or some other particle fromit. If the photon is more massive than the target, you



lose the position information, because the target is struck forcefully enough to move. If lessmassive, the
photon rebounds, but you know nothing about the mass of the target except that it was large enough to
stop the photon.

| wondered if the Southern boundary, all these years, was a probability wave, azone or clouds of
possible locations, which collapse into certainty when looked for.

| turned on my higher senses and looked. | was assuming the " boundary™ would have amord significance
to me, since | had, in effect, promised not to crossit. It might also be very useful to know whereit was.
The nature of the estate ground might be different than the outside ground, since there was some
evidence that Lord Terminus had established this place in its own pocket universe, only tangentialy
related to the surface of the time-space occupied by southern Wales.

And | saw it collapse into existence not a hundred yards away from me. To one Sde wasthe estate
ground. To the other were not one but four versions of the forest, each one at right anglesto the other.

To my eye, the versonswere identical. Each tree and snowflake was in the same location. But my other
senses could detect differences.

Inthefirgt, each tree and rock brimmed with shining usefulness. No object was any more useful than any
other object: asif any thing could be used for any purpose, without being restricted by whet its actua
propertieswere. A stone or a patch of snow was just as useful for lighting afire asastick of wood.

In the second, each tree had amord nature. It wasintelligent, or it housed an intelligence. Or wasit
intelligence? A dogisnot intdligent, but it is <till wrong to be crue to an anima who lovesyou. Therewas
something august in the trees, something that must be trested with a certain dignity and respect.

In the third, each object had a definite interna nature, set and defined, but no mora nature whatsoever,
and no innate utility. In this version, things were what they were without any reference to whether they
hel ped human beings or not.

And the fourth was bright, shining, beautiful, as every rock and tree and patch of snow was controlled by
its own governing monad, its own bit of free energy, which made the other factors—utility, morality, and
even inner nature—uncertain things, rich with possibility. | saw the other factorslike pearly gray clouds of
luminous mist, spread in wings and streams from every object, heavy with wonder. If asymphony were
made into matter, it would look asthat version of the forest did.

And | was on the far side of the boundary.

The boundary had collapsed into existence about a hundred yardsto my right. | was off the estate
grounds, but, interestingly enough, the universe was not snarling my mordity in sgnthat | had violated my
agreement with Boggin. Why?1 am not sure why. Maybe it had to do with intent. | had not been trying to
cross the boundary; | wasn't trying to escape. Instead, the boundary had sneaked up and jumped into
being behind mewhen | looked for it.

Of course, now that | knew | was breaking arule (what isthe opposite of trespassing, anyway?), |
sprinted back aong the snow surface to get back onto school grounds.

On the other hand, maybe | should not be running. The 3-D verson of me, Amelia, was not supposed to
know where the boundary was.

| dowed. There was amoment of pressure... of increased potential ... when | passed the actua definite
line of the boundary. Asif my body, and every atom init, had to decide which version it belonged in, asif



there was amoment of uncertainty.

Did | get avote?| decided | did. | voted mysdlf to be Phaethusa, the multidimensiona native of
Myriagon, daughter of Helion and Nesera——-

It was like pushing through the surface of abubble. For amoment, my higher senses went blind.

| kept up the sprint, feding that warm light-headedness and sense of tireless strength that come from a
redlly good run.

When | looked again, the boundary was afield of uncertainty, and my act of looking collapsed it again.
Thistime, it wasthirty yards behind me. And...

| sumbled. My feet fell through the surface of the ice coating the snow.

| looked back. No footprints. For the last thirty yards, between the two positions where the boundary
had manifested itsdlf, the paper-thin layer of ice on the snow was unbroken.

During that time, | had, unconscioudy, made mysdlf lighter. It was my old trick, my ability to bend
world-lines. It was back.

| went to go look for some heavy rock to lift.
6.

My ebullience faded, fortunately, before | found any good-size rock. Petience, patience, remember that
motto. If Erichtho or Thelxiepia had seen me running along the top of theice, the bad guys a least knew
that my powers were beginning to return. However, since Boggin had not erased years and decades of
memory, they must have known that we knew we could do odd things that other human beings couldn't
do.

Assumethey saw it. What would they think? That | knew what the phenomenon was, why it was cauised,
what had happened? No.

| went to the gym and stretched out, cooled down.
And afterwards? What would Amdia have done?

That night, in bed with Vanity (do | need to mention that our room was cold again, and we had nofirelit,
because the conversation where Boggin had agreed that we could have afire was one of the things
erased from the "present” story-continuity?), | told her about my ability to walk on top of theice.

She must have known from Colin where he wrote hislove letters, because she said, "Eadt, the seg, is
Colin'sdirection. Y oursis South. The other two boundaries are the graveyard and the rocky, lifeless hills.
Wiéll, it's obvious who goes where. How come | don't have adirection?”

Of course, shedid not recall that she was not one of us chaoticistsat al. | could not remember if | had
told her a the powwow; maybe | had and she'd forgotten.

Or maybe she knew | was putting on an act for the benefit of unseen listeners. Vanity isingghtful, and |
am not the world's best actress.

To let the unseen listeners believe that we girls were on the wrong track, | said, ™Y ou're thinking
three-dimensiondly. What if the other boundary isin time? At the moment this estate is sold to anew
owner, will beyour time."



| did not tell her (or the listeners) about the four versions| saw.
Asl lay, dowly fdling adeep, | kept thinking about the four versions.

At some point, | must have truly been adeep, because it was Lord Morpheus, robed in starless midnight
skies, hishair dark like moon-smothering cloudstinged silvery at the edges, who sat on my windowsll, a
hooded black owl in jesseson hiswrigt, and said, "Thefirst you saw was my son'sversion. In dream, any
object can be made to perform any task. The second belonged to the Graeae boy, the son of Proteus;
his people see dryads. The third was Telchine, aworld of blind and careless atoms. Why do you think
your people devel oped the senses you did? Of course your world was the bright version, daughter of
Hédlion; your name means radiance.™

"Why areyou here?' | said, or seemed to say.

"l have come to warn you that the Psychopompos, the son of Maia, isyour enemy; he has appeared at
my house and urged my vassasto disobey me, to raise the comet-streaming banners of Chaosand Old
Night to war, and pressthe infinite armies of phantasy and dream into attack. My son would die, he said,
but high honorswould bury him, and he be treasted asworthily as any of thefdlenin war. The Father of
Lies spread the rumor that secretly 1 wished for my son to be sacrificed in our noble cause, |, who have,
across many wasted eons, commemorated the undying enmity with cosmos with the desth rites of many
brave knightsfaleninmy sarvice.

"I have kept my wifein an enchanted deep since the day young Phobetor was kidnapped, that she would
not weary out her eyeswith weeping, which, in our world, isthe only cause of death. Will you tdl him we
dill lovehim 07!

| said, "I cannot spesk while enemy earshear. Assoon as| may, | will tell him."

"The Emperor of Dreams grants you a boon. Of what would you care to dream this night? | can make
phantasms of Boreas or Damnameneus to wait upon the secret and vol uptuous desires burning in your
loins. | should warn you, however, that it will be my son Phantasmos whom your armswill clasp and your
lips caress, should you choose this form of boon.”

"| want to dream about escaping.”

"Then dream of flight. The wals and windows of the Great Hall are set with spells and wires of cunning
make, to set darmsto blow should any forbidden hand intrude. Only the heavy door through which you
firgt entered is unwatched. | grant you shdl recall thiswhen you wake."

7.
That Sunday we had chapd.

At breskfast, | began sniffing and snuffling and wiping my nose with ahandkerchief. Mrs. Wren made a
comment that | should not have been out yesterday so lightly dressed, and handed me a packet of paper
tissues.

Mrs. Wren was hungover, thefirst time (so far as| could tell) thisweek. Wasthisasgn that they were
relaxing their guard?

They did not know | knew they were watching me, and so this might be adip-up on Mrs. Wren's part.
Unless, on the other hand, thiswas deliberate, not adip-up at al, in which case her comment was meant
to tell methat they knew | knew they were watching, and now they wanted me to know that they knew |
knew.



Inthefirst case, | should continueto act asif | did not know | was being watched, because she might not
redizethat shejust let dip that they were watching. But if the other case were the case, | should either act
likel knew they knew, but did not know that they knew | knew, or esejust act like | knew and | knew
that they knew.

Of course, on the third hand, | had been running over snowy lawns where anyone looking out awindow
could see, and left footprints that would last till the next snowfdl. Maybe Mrs. Wren was just making the
comment any adult would make talking to a child with the sniffles.

Comedy iseasy. Intrigueis hard.

Aswe were queued up outside the chapel to go in, | put my hankiein my pocket, which till held my
many little notes. Certain of them suddenly grew brighter in the util-

ity aspect, and | was able to snatch them with my fingertips and fold them into the hankie.
| drew the hankie out again, sniffed, and dropped it at Quentin's feet

Quentin stooped, gentleman-like, and made a show of returning my hankie to me. When | got it back, the
dips of paper were gone.

| said, "l am ever 0 grateful when akind gentleman returns something | have dropped.”
Hesad, bowing, "Always at your service."

The ones| had passed him reed, in no particular order, "Behind,” "thisbuilding,” "CD," "Bushes" "6,"
"fedt," "dairs”

It is possible that Quentin would look for six stairs or Six bushes, rather than in the bushes six feet avay
from the stairs behind this building. He might not know what | meant.

But | submit that it wasimpossible for anyone reading the notesin my pocket to know what | meant until
| stood in front of the chapel and passed the note. The same words would have had a different meaning
ten minutes ago, while | wasin front of the main Manor House.

And he could not know, Quentin had no need to know, the CD contained Miss Daw's Fourth
Dimensiond music, which had been used, while | wasimprisoned, to nullify my powers. It was usdlessto
him.

| do not know what sign Quentin passed to Colin, but Colin gave one of the most memorable

performances of his career, and probably got in as much trouble as akid can get in without being sent to
reform schoal.

In the middle of the service, Colin leaped atop the back of the pew, flung out hisarms, and shouted, " I'm
converted! I've seen the light! Jesus save me! Amen, brothers!"

And as Boggin and Fell rose up to get their hands on him, Colin skipped and jumped from pew to pew,
shouting and carrying on, " Servants of dot ol' Debbil, youse betta jusb'ware! Judgment Day is
a-coming! The Great

Sar Wormwood falleth from the Heavens, and one third of the seas shall be as blood! And, lo, |
beheldeth a great serpent with seven heads, probably the same one Herculeskilled earlier, and |
wonderedeth if he woreth seven hats when it raineth! "



He jumped from the dtar to the font, to therail, kissed the statue of the Madonna, dapped the baby she
held, and made a break for the front door.

He went out the door, Boggin and Fdll went out after him, Miss Daw rose to her feet, her pretty face
scarlet with indignation, Mrs. Wren got out her hip flask and snesked a drink while no one was looking,
and Mr. Drinkwater also walked out the front door, covering his smile with his unwounded hand. Dr.
Fogter, at thelectern, sighed, turned the page, and continued reading from Ec-clesiastes, mumbling
dightly, too dignified, redly, to notice the interruption.

Quentin and Vanity got up and walked outside to watch the chase scene. | stayed dutifully at my prayers,
whileVictor leaned over and looked at the workbook where Dr. Fell had been doing sums.

From outside, Colin pounced on a coiled green garden hose and wiggled it around his head, screaming,
And behold he that worketh wonders in my name shall pick up snakes and receive no hurt from
them. Watch this! Ow! Fuck! That goddamn bloody snake just bit me! What kind of piss-ant
religionisthis, making promisesto a child!" He pantomimed being attacked by the garden hose. It
redly was quite funny, and | had to stiflealaugh, or give away thefact that | could see through walls.

"Comedong, Mr. mac FirBolg. We have dl had just about enough,” | heard Boggin saying.

"Stand back! | am about to start speaking in tongues! Rafd mahee amek zabi dmit! Papa Satan!
Papa Satan aleppe!”

Of dl things, it was Mr. Glum, tottering and unsteady on his peg leg, who hobbled up in the dippery
snow be-hind Colin and fell on him with atackle. Colin writhed and screamed and frothed, caling them
al anners and condemning them to damnation and hellfire,

Thistime | was watching Quentin, through the wall. He did not retrieve the CD. | saw him walk back to
the bushes behind the chapel, kick around in the snow until he found the disc, and then kick the snow
back over it. He broke off two twigs from the bushes and laid them across the spot to form an X.

Sincewe werethe only onesin our particular pew in the chapd, | leaned over and whispered to Victor:
"Can you make something to play acompact disc?'

Victor smiled. "Build? No. Too complex. Get? Yes. Taketime."
"When?'

"Chrimas. Haveto go into town."

It was December sixteenth. Christmas was nine days away.

Of course, if Quentin crept out one evening, the CD without a player would be no useto him; if Victor
got adisc player, the player without adisc would be no use to him; neither of them had sworn any
particular oaths not to do these things.

Do | need to mention that Victor dways smelled nice? When | leaned forward to whisper in hisear, |
could scent the scent from his hair. He shaved, and used aftershave, but even without thet, there was
aways a hedthy, clean, out-of-doorskind of smell to him. | really wanted to kiss his nicely shaped ear
while | had my lipsright there, but | didn't. | wasthe leader, after all, and leaders cannot fraternize with
their troopers, or show favorites.

8.



| was tempted to do everything mysdf, sncel could look around in the fourth dimension and seeiif
anyone was coming, and | took arisk any time | communicated to someone; words could be heard by
Boggin; notes could be seen by Miss Daw, and maybe by Erichtho.

Boggin, dragging Colin by the ear, stepped back to the chapel door and called out in aloud voice,
politely asking Mrs. Wren to accompany him.

| decided to try to kill two birds with one stone. Maybe Colin's distraction was big enough to hide more
than one message.

Victor got up and waked out when Wren did. Miss Daw and | were the only two people |eft in the
chapel. Dr. Foster continued to mutter and mumble, something about whether the Second Person of the
Trinity had two natures or one nature, and whether that nature was shared with the Father or issued from
the Father.

| heard Victor, outside, say to Dr. Fdl, "Sir, why must we waste our time with this superdtitious
nonsense? The concept of an infinite being is salf-contradictory.”

Fdl sad, "Quite right. And any such being who craves adoration from people like meis hardly worth
adoring, if | understand what that word means. Well, Boggin does not seem to be about. Still, we musin't
have you running around unsupervised.”

"Sir, we could go to thelab. Thereisavariation on the Millikan experiment | would liketo try. May | use
the gpparatus? Y ou could supervise methere"

"Very good. Comedong.”

Vanity and Quentin did not escape so easily. They were herded back into the chapel. Vanity was seated
next to me, then Quentin, then Miss Daw.

Without moving from my position or raisng my head, | used ahigher senseto sare at Vanity.
Immediately, she looked over her shoulder.

Vanity had not been imagining it. Sheredlly could tell when people werelooking &t her.

| looked away, |ooked back, looked away, looked back

Every conspirator under the age of mgjority should learn Morse code. It would save agreat dead of time
and trouble. Under my breath, so low that only Vanity could hear it, | hummed the tune to Baa-baa
black sheep, have you any wool ?

With each note, | looked at her with either one, two, three, or four of my higher senses, either from her
left or right, front or back, from above or below. | had to run through the little song once or twicetill she
caught on.

Dr. Fogter forgot where he wasin the service, and went back to the beginning again. So we had plenty of
time. Miss Daw may have been irked that | was humming to myself during the service, but, on the other
hand, we had both heard this part before, not haf an hour ago.

0.

Sunday afternoon: Colin wasin detention for the rest of that Sunday, and apparetly, for therest of hislife;
| went to thelibrary; Victor was in the schoolroom lab, apparently having just afinetimewith Dr. Fell,



frowning over experiment results. Vanity and Quentin sat in the Common Room doing math homework.

Vanity made alittle chart, afour-by-six matrix, and put the first twenty-four lettersin the aphabet in it.
Then, while | looked at her first through one sense then another, at different angles and directions, she
wrote out: Write names of staff teachers hide in var cache when not watched a ap cymru b boggin
c sprat d daw ewren f fell etc....

Immediatdly after, Vanity wrote out adozen names on little dips of paper while Quentin rummaged up a
number of small watertight containers from hisroom: a pop bottle, some plastic baggies, alittle soapdish
with asnap-shut lid.

Then they dressed up in their snow things, filled their pockets with thislitter, and went outside to play a
combination of soccer and snowbdll fighting, with just alittle bit of hide-and-seek.

Even had Miss Daw been watching Vanity cipher, the note would have appeared to be of very little use
to Vanity, or to me, and the act of hiding the names of various staff membersin various places around the
grounds would seem meaningless. | do not know if even Miss Daw knew that we had assgned |ettersto
our various cache spots. For example, spot A wasthe little courtyard where the bench circled the sump
of an oak. There was a hollow spot between two roots.

| did not see Vanity hide any of the notes. She could tell when people were watching, and she waited till
No one was.

But seeing Quentin pelt Vanity with snow, so that she was breathlesswith cold and laughter, and
watching the somewhat playful grabbing and tackling and tickling they imposed on each other during their
hide-and-seek made me sure Quentin was going to try to sted akiss. Asfar as he could remember, his
fird.

Once or twiceit looked like he was building up the nerve to do it. But Vanity looked alittle worried, and
kept glancing at the upper windows of the north wing, where Colin wasin detention, asif shewere
thinking of him.

10.

The library had atypewriter. From the tongue-clucking comments | had overheard from the cleaning staff
(some of whom were Cornishwomen from across the Bristol Channdl), thiswas certainly the last
typewriter in the British Ides, maybe in the world. Everybody dse, everywhere ese, used computer
word processors.

| had permission from Mrs. Flinders, the librarian, to useit, and | typed up what | am sure was the worst
resume of dl time. | had no ideawhat was supposed to go into aresume, or what one looked like.

| was sure that some book in the library might have the information on how to write such athing, so |
spent at least an hour combing through Middlemarch and Emma and War and Peace, looking for
scenes where characters went to find jobs. Unfortunately, most of them seemed to be aristocrats, who
did not seem to haveto work for aliving, or else got ajob (as Pierre did) through knowing the
Freemasons. Great Expectations was no help; neither was A Christmas Carol . Nor was Plutarch's
Lives, nor any of the histories of saints. Apparently none of these famous people in their famous lives
ever had to get ajob.

On the theory that resumes had only been invented after the French Revolution, | went to the booksin
the modern section. | spent haf an hour looking over Ulysses by James Joyce, and certain books by T.
S. Eliot and e. e Cummings. Our copy of the first book must have contained printer's errors, and alot of



them. There were nonsense words and run-on sentences on every page. In one of the chapters, the
printer had left out al the punctuation. | am certain the author must have sued the printing company for
putting such athing out on the bookshelves with hisname oniit.

The other two books were not anything | could make sense of. The Dewey decimal number indicated
that they were poetry, but | knew what poetry was. Poetry was Milton; poetry was Keats. Thiswas
goofy rubbish. | assumed such books had gotten into our library by mistake, perhaps as a prank.

Inany case, | found nothing in the modern works that told me how to write aresume. | asked Mrs.
Hindersfor help, but she had only the vaguest notions.

A resume was supposed to boil down your life experience to one sheet of paper. My sheet was blank.

A resume was supposed to list your experiences. What experienceswas | supposed to have, at my age,
me, ayoung girl who had never worked aday in her life? With astudent body of only five students, there
were not any clubs or intramural sport teams | could boast of leading.

If my resume had been entirely honest, | am sure some of the entries would have been eye openers:
* First woman explorer in hyperspace

* Participated in failed escape attempt from your indtitution

* Discovered your true identity

* Escaped with my brain intact after your people tried to erase,my memory

* Eroded Grenddl's desire to blot out my memory by batting eyelashes

* Object of lust and unlawful desire by many men, including Boreas, Grendel, and maybe even Colin
» Cooked my own breakfast, once. Burnt eggs.

S0, in case you are wondering; no, my resume was not honest. It contained some tepid information about
my grades and did not fill up even half apage. Looking at it, | wondered how anyone my age ever got a
job. I certainly would hot |et someone with no experience near any heavy machinery, mine, factory, or
office. Small wonder hdf of England was on the dole.

And in case the context doesn't make it clear, | waswriting it for Mulciber aka Lord Tabot, the man
who owned the estate | lived on.

| wondered how a person who makes amistake on acomputer erasesit. Erases the magnetic tapeit is
written on, | suppose. | have also heard certain computers correct one's spelling as one types. That
sounds like utter magic to me; | would haveto seeit to believeit.

But | wished for such magic that Sunday afternoon as | sat typing. | was using carbon copy paper, and
my fingerswere dl stained blue from the ink. Every misspelled word required me to throw the whole
sheet out, and the carbon, aswell. Thiswas particularly annoying when the last word on the page was the
misspelled one.

| dso did not know how to close aresume. | put Sncerely Yours, Amelia Windrose at the bottom, as
onewould in aletter. | am sure that was wrong, but | did not know what was right, and neither did Mrs.
Hinders

11.



Patience or no patience, there were somerisks| could not avoid. | thought that the risk was now aslow
asit was going to get. Anyone watching me type endless copies of the same wretched resume over and
over again no doubt fell adeep long ago, or hanged himself in despair.

| typed thisnote: There is one who has betrayed you. The nameisin a bottle buried beneath the
roots of an oak stump in the small courtyard between the N and E wings of the main Manor
House.

| took out the carbon copy and the origind. Since the inky carbon paper contained adight imprint of the
words, | tore the carbon paper into shreds.

| was relying now almost entirely on Miss Daw's reluctance to turn mein. | had no doubt that Miss Daw
might have seen the notes. She could easily have seen what Vanity had been doing al afternoon. But |
had little to lose; she knew aready that my memory was back.

| went to the Headmaster's office to get some stamps. We needed the Headmaster's permission to send
out letters.

Boggin (I saw through thewall as| walked past the north wing) was till patiently lecturing Colin, while
Coalin (no doubt) was saying nothing but, "Go on."

No onewasin the office but Taffy ap Cymru. He was seated at a desk smaller than Mr. Sprat's, with his
feet onthetable.

| showed him my resume, and the business card from Lord Tabot aka Mulciber, and explained | had a
legitimate reason for sending out aletter.

| gave him my brightest smile and tried to look asinnocuous as possible,

He frowned, looked amused and annoyed at the sametime, and dowly climbed to hisfeet, then
sauntered over to alocked drawer, where he took out abook of stamps. He actudly had to sign alittle
book saying who was getting the slamp and why.

| aso asked for a second stamp to place on a second envelope, this one addressed to the school, which
| wanted to place insde the first envelope, to speed Lord Tabot's answer.

1

| was back less than ten minutes later.

"What isit now?" asked Mr. ap Cymru.

"I have aquestion about themail," | said. "May wetadk privately? | mean, redly and truly privatey?'

He glanced |eft and right at the empty office. "Thisisnot private enough for you, Miss Windburn, or
whatever your nameis?’

| said, "I wasthinking of changing my nameto Lav-erna. | understand that a person can legaly change his
name as often as he likes, provided heis not doing it for the purpose of perpetrating a Fraud.”

With asigh, he heaved his boots off the desk again, and said, "Come dong."

Heled me down ashort corridor past rich wall hangings and mannequinsin chain mail, past fans of
swords and crossed pikes, to anarrow door paneled to look like the wainscoting. Beyond that door was



acorridor, much narrower, which was boarded with unpainted wood, and walls of dirty white plaster. A
crooked stair led up around a bend, to another door, aso unpainted. Here was a small attic room
beneath a danted roof. A single dormer window shed gray light on acot, adressing table, awardrobe.
There was asingle wooden chair with no cushion.

He closed the door behind me, moved acandlestick over in front of the mirror that was affixed to the
back of the door. There was a second mirror affixed to the wardrobe door; when the wardrobe door
was opened, thetwo mirrorswere pardldl. Helit the candle with acigarette lighter.

The reflection in the mirror was not that of aman, but of awoman. When ap Cymru turned to face me
again, he was no longer aman. She was awoman.

She was shorter in her woman shape, though her hair was the same color, cut now into a pageboy baob.
Her features were rather Italian, hook-nosed and red-lipped, with eyeslarge and dark and soulful ina
way Northern peopl€srarely look. | do not know if aboy would have found her face handsome; she
seemed alittle too strong-featured for that. But | thought she was striking-looking.

The man's shirt seemed suddenly too baggy on her, except that it wastight around her chest. She hiked
her pants up to her waist, and tightened the belt. They were loose around her legs, but tight at the hips.

She sat down in the chair and gestured to the bed. "I don't have many guests. Welcome to the servants
quarters. | supposethisisapart of the world you've never seen.”

| did not Sit. It seemed hot and close indoors after my little expedition to the post box. | rummaged in my
skirt pocket and took a step toward her.

She must have thought | was much more dangerous than | thought | was, because she reached into the
cigarette box next to her, opened afase bottom, and pulled out arevolver.

Shepointed it at me.
| raised my hands. | said, "Don't shoot! | only want to show you the piece of paper in my pocket!"

She sad, "Sit down on the floor. Take this paper out of your pocket with the first two fingers of your left
hand and tossit to me."

| knelt down on the floor and drew out the paper with my fingertips. | tossed it into her lap.

She opened it up with her left hand. The letterswere dightly smeared in the way that carbon copiesare,
so she could tell it was not the origind. There is one who has be-trayedyou....

Shesad, "Mind if | smoke?'

"W, you've got me at gunpoint, so | guess| am not going to object,” | said.
"Don't be smart. D'you want one?"

"A cigarette?'

"Do you smoke?'

"I don't know. | never have, so | suppose that means| don't.”

"Y ou redlly do have asmart mouth, don't you, blondie?’



"l wasn't trying to berude!l” | said. "l wasjust answering the question. | don't smoke."

"Of course, Little Miss Perfect wouldn't smoke." Without taking her eyesfrom me, or lowering the gun,
she put a cigarette between her lips, lit it left-handed.

| said, "Y ou have no causeto talk that way to me. What have | ever done to you?"

"Fold your handsin your lap. Keegp them where | can see them. For one thing, you're blackmailing me, or
tryingto."

| folded my handsin my lap. | noticed that being held at gunpoint was alot like being in chapdl, or a
classroom, with people telling you how to sit and when to speak, and so on.

She put her elbow on the desk surface next to her, and leaned sidewaysto put her chin on her palm, with
the cigarette held lightly between thefirst two fingers of her hand. It looked like the kind of posea
Hollywood modd would strike, bonelesdy elegant, and at ease. She studied the note, looking down
through her long black lashes.

Shelooked up. She said, "Are you actudly blackmailing me? Isthat what thisis about?*

| said, "We want passports and visas, and five tickets on an airplane out of England. | don't redly care
where. Rome would be fine. New Y ork would be nice, too."

"Yeah, New Y ork is nice come springtime. All the muggers bloom in Centra Park." She drew another
languid puff on the cigarette. She seemed to be waiting for me to say something.

| said, "Isthat thing really loaded? Y ou're making me nervous.”

That made her laugh doud. "Me?/ am making you nervous?'

A very dow moment of silence crept by.

She said, " Since when do peasants make royalty nervous?”

| said, "When they demanded the right to bear arms. About since the French Revolution, I'd say."
"Youredill being smart-mouthed with me."

| said wretchedly, "I never blackmailed anyone before! | don't know what | am supposed to say!"

She made asmall wave with her cigarette, leaving alittleirregular circle of smokeintheair. "You are
supposed to threaten metill | fedl nervous enough to givein to your demands, | guess.”

| shook my head. "I don't need to threaten you, and | don't really know how to do it. Besides, you're
aready nervous. You said so. Can you do it? Get usfive passports and tickets out of England? We need
them by Chrisgmas."

"You're being ridiculous, little princess. It would take me six monthsto get any sort of paperwork made
for you. Have you ever dedt with the English civil service?'

"Maybeyou could get themillegdly... 7

"Doyouthink | just have friendswho are forgery artists, or that | know some sort of smuggling crime
lords?" she scoffed.



"Actualy, wel, yes. Y ou are the goddess of smugglers, after dl. Cornwall isright acrossthe water.”

Shetook apuff on her cigarette. Shetilted her head sideways and narrowed her eyes. "What happensif |
shoot you through the head, instead? Not that I'm planning to, but it istraditiona in Stuationslikethisto
ask that question.”

"Mavorskillsyou and your family. If | am deed, the origind of that |etter reaches Boggin; he finds your
name hidden in the spot designated; you get caught:”

"But you foolishly handed me a copy of theletter. | can go to the spot right now and dig up the bottle, or
put someone elsgsnamein.”

Y ou probably will not believethat | did not think of that till then. My oh-so-clever plan, my oh-so-subtle
plan had aholein it large enough for an dephant to walk through.

| am sure | am the worst actress ever, aswell as being the stupidest person on Earth. But since | had
nothing to lose, | tried to hide thefedling of utter self-contempt that was boiling up in my breast, and |
lied. "That's not the letter | sent. That isjust an example.”

"Y ou went to the trouble of typing out a carbon copy of ... an example?"
| said, "'l didn't think you would believe me, otherwise!™

She laughed and put the gun back initslittle secret hatch benesth the cigarettes. "Okay, I'm not nervous
anymore. Fine. Get up. Dust yoursdlf off. Go out and play."

| got up dowly. "l really am going to turn you in. Theletter isdready inthemail. | couldn't stop it if |
wanted to."

"Listen, blondie, Boggin knowswho | am. Heis a past master at the type of cloak-and-dagger stuff you
botched here today. The witch and the siren know all the secrets here on the estate. | was careful, but |

got caught.

"Boggin, he'sgot evidencethat | am working for Trismegistusall set to land in thelap of Mavorsif
anything happensto him. Trismegistus knowsit. Boggin knows Trismegistus knows. Each one knowsl
am adouble agent working for the other one, but each one thinksthe other oneis going to kill meif the
other one finds out.

"Now, | haveletters of my own, in the hands of people | trugt, set to go find Mavorsif anything happens
to me, with evidence that Boggin knew | was atraitor and that he didn't turn mein. That makes Boggin a
traitor. So heand | sort of cancel each other out, leaving me, more or less, under the control of
Trismegistus, who will turn mein to Mavorsif | don't let myself get blackmailed by Boggin to make
Boggin think | work for him. Do you get dl that? | can draw you achart if you didn't follow al the steps.”

| said, blinking, "So whom do you redly work for?"

She mashed out the cigarette. "They had you in acell with acollar and aleash around your neck. I've got
one, too, only mineisinvisble, and | was dumb enough to put mine on with my own hands. At the
moment, Trismegistusis holding the other end. Y ou didn't need to go through dl this whoop-de-do to get
meto help you. Lord Trismegistus wants you guys out, and free. He wants peace between Cosmos and
Chaos. Y ou four are the only possibility to making that peace.”

| said, "Who would you help if you were free to do what you wanted?"



She smiled and stood up, tugging at her belt buckle. Her bosom flattened like balloons with the air let out,
her hair crinkled and got short, her hips dimmed.

A man again, hesaid, "Areyou blind? | am a shape-changer. | am one of the daughters of the Old Man
of the Sea. If there was peace between Cosmos and Chaos, | could go home and see my folks again. I'll
get you your passports and stuff by Christmas. Here."

Hetossed measmal key onachain.

"This opensabuslocker on Watersde Street in Aber-twyi. Thereis only one bus station in the village.
The locker number ison the key. 1t's no bigger than the size of a phone booth, and only three rows of
lockers, but the villageis so small that even you couldn't missit, blond brain.

"I'll clear my stuff out before Christmas and leave you children anice stocking present there. | cannot
promise the sren won't find out, or the witch. I'll even give you some spending money, which you weren't
smart enough to ask for.

"Romeis chegper than New Y ork by along shot, so it will be Rome. Theair ticketswill be third class,
and you will haveto find your own bumbling, bungling way to get to the airport at Bristol. Y ou may have
to change planes at London Heathrow. It'sabig airport, so don't get lost.

"I'll leave some sightseeing maps and instructions on how to buy fish and chips from astreet vendor.
When you get caught, and brought back here, I'll tell you how to contact Lord Trismegistus, and he can
set you up with areal escape.”

"When... ?' | sad.

"When. Not if."

Ap Cymru paused to let that comment sink in.

Then: "Y ou want to save time and have me leave the contact ingtructionsin my stocking gift?"
| nodded.

He laughed harshly, walked over, snuffed the candle out with hisfingers, and held open the narrow door
for me, bowing and smirking.

He swatted me on the bottom on the way out. | turned around, my hands doubled into fists, but he just
laughed and wiggled hisfinger a me. "Temper, temper, little blackmailer!” And he closed the door.

| rubbed the seat of my skirt with my hand, pouting. Colin and Boggin and now gp Cymru. Did everyone
want to swat my bottom?1 thought it was aguy thing, but ap Cymruwasagirl.

That thought made me queasy, so | skipped away downstairs before | had another one.
2.
Dayswent by. Finaly, it was Christmas Eve. Colin was et out of confinement for carols.

At dusk we all trooped the two miles dong the road to Abertwyi. There was snow on the ground, but the
ar was chill without being unpleasant. Picture-postcard wegther.

Miss Daw passed around alighter, and we lit long white candles we held.



Wewalked from house to house, singing songs of joy, peace on Earth, and goodwill to men. Miss Daw
led us; her voicewas like an angdl's, clear as crystd, strong and fair. Therest of us did not do badly,
consdering we have had music classes since as far back as memory goes. Bog-gin had avoice that was
loud and deep without being overly tuneful; he joined in once or twice for some of the songs. Mrs. Wren
did not sing, but daubed her eyes with ahankie, overcome by sentiment. Or perhaps Christmas carols
wounded her ears. | mean, shewasawitch, after all.

The decorationsthat the villagers hung on their houses transformed them into fairy palaces. Light
shimmered on the eaves, little toy Santasin deighs were arranged among lawn gnomes, divine babiesin
mangers were watched over by shepherds and knedling farm animals. The lamppostsin the town square
each had wreaths upon them, and red bunting ran from poleto pole.

Some of the houses we sang before invited usin for amoment of warmth and a cup of hot cider. Severa
of these houses were undecorated and somewhat shabby-looking. Often, no one lived there but one old
lady, by herself or with aclowder of cats. Boggin made apoint of handing over asmall wrapped present
or an envelope. | assumed from the grateful reactions that these presents were expensive indeed, and that
the envel opes contained money.

Wewere dso invited up to some of the finer houses, large ones set well back from the lanes, some with
gates and stone fences of their own. One was owned by Sir Rice Mansd, others by families caled
Penrice, Myrick, or Lucas. Old money, long established in the parish. But there were a so new houses,
well built, with &l the walls and gates and ornaments of the old money. New money. The Lilac family was
one such.

Since we tramped back and forth acrossthe village fol-lowing no particular straight lines, | assumed our
vigtsand their timing were controlled by some unspoken protocol asrigid asthe exchange of salutes
during the changing of the guard at Buckingham Paace. The Lilac family werethelast onthelist, perhaps
because they had the most money or had earned it by doing something useful, like running a cannery.
That put them at the bottom of the social totem pole, it seemed.

We had been invited only into the foyer of Sir Rice, but Mr. and Mrs. Lilac invited usinto their drawing
room.

The drawing room was paved with stone for haf itslength, but had a split-level made of polished wood
overlooking it, with ashort little bal cony rail separating the two. Pushed up againg thisrail wasalong
table set with food. Here was a steaming crystal bowl of cider, a second of eggnog, and athird for the
adults, spiked with acohol. Other trays of food arranged in cunning decorations were spread across the
table.

Here was a Christmas tree of splendid size, every branch, practically every needle, hung with lights and
decorations and gifts. In afireplace, a'Y ulelog was burning.

Mr. Lilac ing sted that we taste some hors d'oeuvres, which apparently was a deviation from strict
protocol, because Boggin rather sharply told him we could not accept so much generosity. But Colin
made the question academic by taking one diver of peppered meat out from an otherwise perfectly
symmetrica whed of finger foods and wolfing it down.

The unspoken rules apparently did not alow Boggin to hurry us away after we had, so to speak, broken
bread with the Lilacs.

We spent about haf an hour there, holding little paper plates covered with truly good food, including
dices of warm apple pie alamode with scoops of homemade vanillaice cream sprinkled over with
cinnamon.



Theadults, | am sure, talked about whatever it is adultstalk about in Stuationslike this. Sports, |
suppose, or complaints about politicians or foreigners. Mrs. Lilac spent some time complimenting Miss
Daw, who received the comments with gracious humility.

Thetwo Lilac twins, apair of straw-headed tall fellows named Jack and Edmund, stood awvkwardly near
Vanity and me, while athird boy, named Clive, even blonder than his brothers, sat alittle ways away,
watching in sullen silence. Quentin did not even try to appear sociable. He stared into the crackling fire,
asif seeing meaningful shapesin theflames

Only Colin was at ease, asking the twins about their favorite (you guessed it) sport teams, telling them
that, tall asthey were, they would do well a snooferball, or some other made-up sport; he talked to them
about evil tricks one could play on neighborhood dogs; he described his conversion to Chrigtianity during
the sermon last week. Thisthawed theice abit; the twinswere laughing and shaking their headsin
disbdief, while the youngest one, Clive, looked more and more offended with every passng moment.
Theicefroze over again when Colin told thetwinsthat Vanity and | were lesbian lovers. They gave us
looks of mingled shock and admiration.

Vanity and | were holding hands at that moment, and she was whispering in my ear, "Do you know what
happened to Quentin'swalking stick? He really missesit. He says he can il hear the spirits, but they
can't hear him anymore.”

| glanced over at Miss Daw, who seemed occupied at the moment. | whispered back, "It was shattered
during aduel of magic with Mrs. Wren. He should not accept any giftsfrom her.”

Vanity shrugged up her shoulders and gave alittle squedling grin. "He had adud of magic, and he missed
it! That'sterrible! Hell be crushed! What did Colin do? Wasthere afight?”

| said, "Y ou don't remember this, but you actudly like Quentin.”

She gave Quentin alook. Hewas Stting by himsdlf, morose and dull. Colin wastelling ajokein alively
fashion, hisfacefull of fun, and had the shocked twins laughing again.

Vanity said, "WherésVictor?'
Good question. Where was Victor?
3.

Victor appeared at that moment in adoorway leading to the back of the house. | may have been the only
onelooking in that direction at that moment. Lily Lilac wasleading him by the hand, smiling, her eyes
sparkling. Her parents alowed her to wear makeup, on holidays, at least, and her eyes were painted with
green shade, and her lips were pastel pink. Except the pink was smudged.

4.

| saw too much. | saw more than | wanted to. Like aglimmering gold thread, there was a strand of moral
energy between them. Promises of some sort had been exchanged between them. They had obligations
running to each other.

| am glad my paradigm did not operate on pure emation, like Calin's, or Grendd's, or elsethe Lilac girl
would have been reduced to ashes on the spot, her silly, vacant look of pride, her thickly made-up face,
her grasping hands and haughty, paint-smeared eyes, dl blasted to nothing in an ingtant.

| told mysdlf | was older than this; too mature for jealousy. | did not believe mysdf, however. Mysdlf



knows a bad-faced lie when she hearsit.

Vanity saw thelook on my face. "What'swrong?' Shelooked sidelong at Victor and Lilac. From the
blank look on her face, | could tell she was not seeing what | was.

| saw ayoung demigod, pure and handsome, and an 0ozy, giggling little presumptuous harl ot touching
him with her monkey-paws. | saw something sacred being blasphemed. | saw degradation. Grendel had
spoken of hisfeding that he dare not touch me for fear of leaving adirty fingerprint. | did not know what
he meant, then. | knew now.

5.

And | saw, asif my lifeflashed before my eyes, pictures of Victor as he was now, as he had been last
year, five years ago, ten. Victor was brave the way afish iswet; it was so much apart of him that hewas
unaware of it. He was unable to imagine living any other way. Asfar back as| could remember, he had
been the leader, the strong one, and the one who never doubted, never gave up hope, never knew fear.
He never cried, even asachild.

He wasthe one, back when we were smal children, when we were Primus and Secunda, who held my
hand and told me the secret, the secret too enormous and wonderful to be true.

He told me that this world was not our home; that these people were not our people; that our real
parents were il dive; that somewhere, someday in the shining future, we al would escape, and find the
place where we were meant to be. Someday, we would find our home. Someday, we would be happy.

We had been sitting on the brink of the Kissing Well when he had told me that, looking out over the sea.
It was raining, rain coming down in slver sheets, beeting the grassinto mud, and the little peaked roof of
thewdl, like awitch's hat, was drumming with rain, and the noise echoed from the well.

| had been crying about something. | do not recall what. Quentin being given the strap because he would
not eat mesat, perhaps, or Tertia (as Vanity was caled then) being forced to spend the night in another
room, because we whispered too much at night.

Primus took my hand and told me the secret. And | put my head on his shoulder, because it was so
strong. | stopped crying, because Primus was there.

And | thought he meant we would be happy together. | thought he meant we would make ahome
together.

| suppose | had the vague ideathat him and me, the older ones, would be taking care of the threelittle
kids. Together, afamily. Us.

Husband and wife.
6.

When he picked his name, | thought he was picking it for me: Victor Invictus, Victor the Unconquerable,
Mr. Triumph. It was a promise that we would prevail, a promise that we, together, would overcome our
enemies. When | picked my name, | thought about how good "Amelia Triumph" sounded, and | thought

he had sdected his name with an ear to how mine would sound dongside.

And, as he spent every day with me, every afternoon, every hour, | knew that we were the ones meant
for each other. We were the specia people, the Uranians, the children of Chaos. Everyone else wasthe
enemy. Even Vanity might not be fertile with him. | was the one, the only one.



And it took only one lipstick-smudged smilefrom Lily Lilac, daughter of afish cannery man, to show me
| was not the one. | was not anything.

7.

Vanity steered me by the elbow over to the punch bowl and got me aladleful of eggnog. I think she
sneaked me a cup from the adults bowl; it tasted bitter and filled my head with awarm lightness. |
coughed, and she patted my back.

Boggin must have noticed something, for his eyes travel ed between where | gagged on astolen drink and
where Victor wasarm in arm with agirl propriety would forbid him to be lone with, for he cleared his
throat and said with gentle firmnessto our hogt, "Why, Mr. Lilac, | fear my charges may be growing
somewhat beyond control, perhaps a bit too, ah, jolly, thereisthe right word, too jolly, evenin aseason
asholy asthisone. | must wish you amost Merry Christmas, sir, and the happiest of New Y ears, and we
must be on our way. Long walk back through the snow!"

Boggin smiled and Mr. Lilac shivered.
8.

It was atwo-mile hike back; neither thelongest walk, nor the coldest, but | thought it the dreariest of my
life. Mrs. Wren had been given aride back in the new car Mr. Lilac was so proud of. Therest of us
walked, following the bobbing light of Miss Daw's eectric torch.

| will not bore you by reciting my circling thoughts. If you have ever had your heart broken and your
dearest hopes betrayed, you know. If not, you no doubt imagine you would handle the matter with a
dtiffer upper lip than poor AmdiaWindrose. For dl | know, you might very well handle it better than me.
| doubt you could handle it worse. At least | did not cry out loud, and the cold helped me keep all
expression from my face.

Theline of us spread out a bit as we marched.

| suppose, asthe fearlessleader of abold band of escape artists, | should have been examining the
Stuation for possible escape routes. | did notice Colin glancing at the deserted woods | eft and right and
looking at meimpatiently, asif | were any moment about to give the signa to club Boggin over the head
with arock and skip away laughing over the snowy hillocks. Colin may have somehow sensed what he
did not consciously remember: that Mrs. Wren was the one who countered his power, and she was
absent. But | had had bad experiences braining Bog-gin, and | wasin no mood to skip.

Once only, Vanity tried to cheer me up. She put her hand on my arm and leaned close to whisper. Her
breath made awhite plumein the cold night air. Y ou can't have ever been serious about Victor! Not in
that way. Hethinks of usashissgters. Hislittle ssters. Can't you tell ?*

Thiswas not exactly what | wanted to hear. | shrugged her off my arm without answering, and trudged
onward, watching my boots make one mushy step after another in the gloomy snow.

| saw thelights of the main house in the distance, rising above the stony wallsthat paraleed the road,
when Victor fdl into step behind me. He said only, "Done.”

| turned my head to glance at him, but he had already dowed his gait, and so was a pace or two behind
me

Opening one of my higher senses, | saw something in his coat pocket; adim plastic case with earphones
and control buttons, one door for the battery, the other for the discs. It was acompact disc player.



1

| lay awake that night, watching the stars moving through the northern window. Charles Wain circled the
polestar like acycle, moving against the little etched lines and dots of the star-did Victor had made for
us. The Septen-trion, they caled those sarsin ancient days, and they said the whed they made, which
neither rose nor s&t, was the Table Round which Arthur kept in heaven, till the time, in England's hour of
need, when he and the deeping champions shall wake from where they dumber in Avaon.

| recited their namesto mysdlf asthey turned, the seven who never set: Dubhe, Merak, Phecda, Megrez,
Mizar, Alkaid, and Alioth.

No namesin Greek or Latin. They come from atime when the Arab astronomers, sitting by starlight atop
minaretstall above the hushed desert, counted and watched the stars, noting them with an advanced
mathematics, of which the West knew nothing, perhaps with the De Caelo of Arigtotle or the Almagest
of Ptolemy open on their Iaps. Eterna names, written in the sky, to remind the proud Western peoples,
and perhaps those in the East aswell, that no victory, no supremacy, endures.

Nothing lasts forever. But when you are waiting for hoursto pass, waiting for the starsto turn, everything
seemsto.

Vanity (snuggled up in my bed, for warmth) | had hoped would keep me awake, talking. But she did not
know tonight was the night, and | dared not tell her.

Also, shewas not kept in doubt, tormented by hopes, and by fearsthat those hopes werefase. Victor
had only kissed that horrible Lilac girl to get her disc player, right? He didn't redlly like her. But on the
other hand, what kind of coldhearted cad would toy with agirl likethat? | knew how shewould fed if
shelearned he had played her falsg; it washow | felt now.

Vanity dept soundly, little sghs from pleasant dreams escaping her soft lips.

| also thought of things | might have done, or done better. | did not know for sure that Mrs. Wren was
curled up around a bottle of booze, singing Christmas carols, and love songs popular fifty years ago,
while she huddled beneath three quilt blanketsin her rocking chair, rocking hersaf to deep and oblivion. |
wished | had been able to get abottle of something strong into her hands.

| did not know whether Miss Daw, seeing usdl, plain as paper cutouts on a chessboard, move and leave
our rooms, would turn inthe alarm. | wished | had spoken to her again, to stiffen her resolve, if not to
betray Boggin, then, at least, not to aid him.

| was not sure where Grendel Glum was tonight. | wished | had made a point of checking. | could have
spoken to L e aps the dog, who seemed friendly, and arranged some sort of signal-bark when his master

dept.

And | wished | had checked more clearly which windows were where. Through the wall, through my
higher senses, | could see asplash of light from the window of another building reflected from asnowy
oak tree. But the building itself wastoo far away (through the murk and heaviness of higher space) for me
to see whose window it was. Was Boggin up late? Was ap Cymru?

At one o'clock, thelight was till on. It might have been the porch light | was seeing.

At two o'clock, it was il on. | was not willing to wait longer. Boggin, no matter how fine his hearing, no
matter what arms and charms of watching he had on us, gill must degp. Two in the morning on



Christmas Day was one time he certainly must be adeep, unless hewas il trimming the tree, which |
doubt.

| shook Vanity by the shoulder to wake her. She mumbled and tried to turn over. | shook her more and
whispered in her ear: "Merry Christmas! Today isthe day! The day we escape and get away!”

Sheraised her deepy head, her red hair dl touded, her deepy eyes haf-lidded. "Sun'snot up yet..." And
sheflopped back down onto the pillow.

| yanked the covers off her, exposing her to the cold air. She curled up dightly, sticking her bottom in the
air, but pouted and did not open her eyesor tir.

| then saw what the appedl was for Boggin and Colin and so on. | put one hand over her mouth so she
wouldn't yelp, and swatted her bottom with the other.

She jumped, and tried to bite my hand, but did not make noise beyond a shrill mmph through her nose. It
makes you fed like you're in charge, when you can spank someone.

| hissed, "It'stime! Time! D-Day! Zero hour!"

Inmy mind'seye, | pictured a stopwatch beginning to tick. | had spoken the words aoud. If therewasa
mechanism, aspirit or aspel listening to us, it had heard. It was only ametter of timetill pursuit came.

"Y ou didn't haveto hit me! Thisleader stuff has goneto your head, Mdly."

"By dawn wéll be aboard your silver boat. By dusk well be anywherein the world welike! Will you get
up?'

"Okay, I'mup. I'mup! But | till say you've gone mad with power."

"I'll retirein an hour, and go join Cincinnatus on hisfarm, okay? | want you to touch the door and seeif
you can fed anything odd about it."

"Y ou woke me up to feel adoor?' But she padded over to the dark iron-bound panels.
"Wdl?'

"I fed something!"

mWhat?

"Thedoor isredly damn cold, Amdia"

"Come on! Be serioud”

"Wheat if | don't fed serious?’

"Dictatrix Ameliaknows how to ded with recacitrant subjects. I'll get Colin to spank you."
"Hmm. | might likethat."

"Vanity! You like Quentin!”

"Quentin the Quiet... ?Mr. Ignore-me, you mean. 1'd like him fine if held grow up and do something.
He's never done anything like the act Colin pulled in church. Colinisannoying, but that took guts.” Vanity
closed her eyes and listened at the door.



| thought to mysdlf that it was true. No matter what they had erased out of Colin's conscious mind, a
certain strength of character was present that had not been there before. He no longer feared them. For a
grown man, the pendtiesthat can be inflicted on aboy & school are not redlly that frightening.

But it seemed grotesquely unfair. Quentin had faced the Lamia, and even under threst of immediate and
bloody death, he had not flinched. He did not remember that trid; did that mean helost the virtue that
harsh tempering had given him? Or was it merdly hidden, quietly benesth his mild surface, where Vanity
did not see?

Vanity opened her eyes. "There is something watching the door. It doesn't blink or get distracted, so it is
not aliving thing. It doesn't listen when wetalk, so it is deaf, or looking through a camera, or something.
It isaso paying attention to you, but sort of in aremote way. It is checking your location.”

Checking my locetion. | did not like the sound of that.

| said, "It'sapromise | made Boggin. | said he would not regret leaving my door unlocked, so | could
use the bathroom."

She put her hand on the door again. "But the door islocked. | get that not-this-way fedling."
| blinked. "What 'not-thisway' feding? What is a'not-thisway' feding?’

Vanity sad, "I thought everyone got them. In the Gothic romancesthey do. Y ou know when the heroine
isthe only one awake a night, and sheisonly wearing afilmy, flimsy nightshirt, and sheis standing &t the
top of adark, deserted stair, which leads into the one cellar her mysterious husband warned her not to go
into, and al she hasis one stub of acandlethat is sure to go out? She puts her foot on the top stair, and
al of asudden she shivers... ?'You know. Not thisway."

| pointed to the wall beneath the seventh goblin face. "Try over there.”

Shedid. Vanity walked over and pressed her cheek against the stones. Her eyes popped open. "Hey.
Thisway. Butit'sabrick wall."

"Secret passage. Don't you read the Gothics?!
And | handed her the candle snuffer and told her about the switch in the mouth of the goblin on thewall.

Vanity poked the hook into thewall ornament. It clicked. The pand inthewall did open. "Oh my gosh!™
exclamed Vanity. "That is sooo cool! How did you find out about this?'

"Youfoundit."

"Gosh!" she said, shaking her head in delight. "I can't wait to get my memory back. It soundslikel ama
redly cool person.”

2.

We dressed quickly. Thefabric of our blouses and dacks wasice-cold from the drawer. | had not
thought of Vanity'strick of deeping with our clothesin the bed; eveniif | had, | might not have doneit, for
fear of derting the watchersto our plans. In aminute or two, we were in the tunndls, crawling. | had her
go first, snce she was the one (I thought) who might be bending time and space to make these corridors
possible. | aso wanted her to give measignd if she got the not-thisway fedling, or the being-watched
feding.



But thistime, | was|ooking out through the walls at the surrounding rooms. | was expecting to seethe
gpace-time sharply curved in the fourth dimension, perhapsin atoroid.

3.

Some of the walls had the rooms and chambers of the Manor House behind them, much as you'd expect.
But other walls had strange things behind them. Strange beyond description.

Odd things. Spiderwebs with mushrooms growing under them; tiny men armed with stings from beesand
wearing acorn caps for hdmets; grinning gnome faces hanging in midair who winked a me; women made
of smoke, whose hair sireamed in swirls behind them, looking over their shouldersas| passed.

Other walls had forests beyond them, or starry night skies of dien congtellations, mountains with carved
facesrising from the seg, or fidds of flowersluminous with moths and fireflies. Here were windowless
domed houses, inhabited by squat, duglike creatures, blind and dow, who oozed gelainoudy acrossa
landscape of gray ash and silent craters of black oil. There were forests thick with hanging orchids,
flowerslarger than parasols, and troops of abino &ephants trooping through the moss.

| saw squat trolls dancing waltzes with fairy maidenswith wings of ice; | saw mysdf and Colin and
Quentin, dressed aslords and ladies, crowned with flowers and candles, riding winged horses; | saw a
city of basdt towers, above which coffins aslarge as church steeplesloomed, asif arace of pygmies had
erected their town at the feet of monumentsin the mausoleum for giants. | saw adark place from which
the sound of bones rustling against bones issued, and horror, and fear, and panic seeped from that
darknesslike acolorlesslight.

| saw aLady, huge and very fair, like amother might seem when seen from achild'seye. Her eyeswere
kind and her hands were soft. To either Sde of her sat ameta hound, one of silver and one of gold.

| saw aman with red hair; he was very thick through the chest and broad at the shoulder, and ady
half-amile played at the corner of his mouth. He was dressed in beggar's rags, but beneath the rags came
aglint of rich armor, such asawarrior-prince might weear. In his hands was a bow made of rhino horn.

Dreams. | was seeing Vanity's dreams. And what | saw was affecting me: Fear and longing, touches, soft
sounds, memories, were floating through my brain.

| closed two or three of my higher senses and just kept an eye on Vanity. | could not see her, but she
was my guide, and she wasthe person | needed most in dl the world, at the moment. In my
usefulness-detector, she glowed like agtar.

4.

There was no reason not to talk while we crawled.

| whispered, "Do you actudly like Colin?'

She sad, "He'safathead. | might like the man hell grow up into. If heloses his baby-fat-headed-ness.”
"When did you stop liking Quentin?'

"l am just getting tired of waiting for him to make up hismind. Thereis such athing astoo quiet, you
know. What has he ever done?"

"Quentin discovered how to fly! He broke into the meeting of the Board of Visitors and Governors,
discov-ered who the enemy was, and was almost killed for histrouble. Y ou'll remember everythingina



littlewhile... | hope."

| did not know whether my hope had any justiceto it. | knew, among the staff, whose powers canceled
out whose among the Uranians. But Vanity? She was a Phaeacian. Both Boggin and Mestor seemed to
have the same space-distorting powers she did. But who had worked on her to blank her memory?

Maybe—and this wasjust a guess—it was a combination of two powers, and both were needed to stop
her. Who had promised Vanity to Glum? He had mentioned more than once that she was "promised” to

him. If that promise had been made by Boggin, for the purpose of inflaming Grendd's desire to keep her
here, then maybe Grendel was one of the two powers needed to suppress her power.

Who was the other? Mrs. Wren, | assume. Why else have her be the oneto lead usin nighttime prayers
for so many years? Unlessit was Fell, who gave usinjections once amonth. Or Boggin? The Board had
said explicitly that he was here to stop Vanity. Wasthat merely because of the greenring, or did he have
an anti-Phaeacian power?

Maybe. | was speculating in midair a the moment.

But | did know that | could till use my sight powers, and had regained the limited ability to affect weight
when | walked aong the South boundary. Quentin complained that spirits could not hear him, i.e,, he
could not affect them, even though he could till seethingsin tarot cards; hisversion, so to speak, of my
"higher senses.” If | got Quentin to the North boundary, when the barrows pushed up their cold mounds,
hisability to fly might come back. If he could fly without hiswalking stick. If, if, if...

We crawled in sllencefor awhile. | took therisk of glancing through thewalls again.
5.

| saw along manlike shapein the waters. Itsthird eyerolled and shimmered in its forehead like an orb of
metd . Tdemus held me around the waist, high above the frothing wild waves, and driving rain formed
black sheets, beating the water white. Waves like sudden mountains rose and fell to every side.

Tdemushdd aknifeto my throat. Tel himto quell the torm.”

The seagiant—he looked like Victor—turned his head toward me, hiseyes shining likelamps. "l am
embedding this message by means of cryptognosisinto a preeon-sciousnesslevel of your nervous
system. The paradigms of Chaos have agreed only on this one point. We will wait for you to free
yoursalves. Once we have regained contact with you, we will descend down into the Cosmos and
destroy itsfoundations. All biochemica-based life shal cease operation. Communicate on this frequency,
by means of focused thought-energy signadsdirected at our outpostsin the Hyades cluster. Longitude and
Right Ascension notation follows..." There followed degrees, minutes, and seconds of arc.

Aninvisble sgna—somehow in the dream, | was aware of it—sprang from the sea giant.
The clouds parted. Here and there, stars appeared in the gaps.

There were beings above the clouds. Far, far above. Their bodies|ooked like statues, hanging without
weight, and coated with agold metalic surface instead of skin. Only the smallest, little specks, were
manlike; their faces were the faces of Statues, stlern and kingly.

Ten and one hundred times their size were a second group. These others were oval, like seedsfrom a
metd tree.

One thousand to ten thousand times their Sze were even larger beings. Thisthird group were shaped like



serpents, mile upon mile of golden armor.

Thisthird group were very large, and very high up in-deed. Sunlight, harsh and unfiltered from any
amosphere, glinted like solidified fire off their arboard Sdes. Ther port Sdes were black with
unsoftened shadow.

The giant in the water was not agiant; he was microscopic. He was a Telchine, a servant of much vaster
beings. The Fallen were not falen at dl, but orbiting. | kept revisng my estimate of how far away they
must be, how largethey were

My dreams. We were crawling through my dreams now.
What sort of power did Vanity have? What were the Phaeacians?
6.

| saw two dreams up ahead. One showed ared lake, steaming beneath a desert sky. From the lake
came anaked figure, rising, and a sensation of voluptuous passion and luxurious demand radiated from
thefigure. The sensation was so strong that it took my breath away. | could not see, in the dream, if the
figure was male or femae. Asthefigure rose, the blood-red fluid streamed down arms spread wide.
From it came asound like adrumbest, beats so loud that they seemed like gunshots, pounding,
meaddening.

The second dream showed a handsome old man seated on a crocodile. His beard and hair were white,
and his expression was benevolent. On hiswrist he carried a goshawk, hooded and in jesses. Next to
him was a donkey, which, even as | watched, stood and became a donkey-headed man, and then a
bearded man with a hoarse and coughing voice, who said, "'One comes, and, with her, another!"

A third figure was there, abull with aman's face, and between his hooves were circles and epicycles
drawn in the ground, and signs of the zodiac written around the edges. "Sistersfair, yet sharing nor Sire
nor mother.”

The old man on the crocodile replied, "Not hither crawls that which we stand to ward away; yet sound
alam, for so gtrict duties say. Wake, young Master, wake! Of liberal arts and sciences you shdl dream
more anon; but in no wise may we touch the world, now that your wand, our bridge, isgone.”

The second dream flared up and faded like a candle being snuffed.

7.

| whispered to Vanity, "Quentin just woke up. He knows we're coming.”
"How do you know?'

"| can seethrough the walls. The tunnel runs out of normal space-time through a dreamscape and back in
at another point. The distances are skewed.”

"Thisisjust agreat tunnd, isntit! Areyou surel found it?'

| said, "Found it?1 think you madeit. How can you not remember? Two weeks ago you told me you had
been having dreams about this secret panel every night for months. That was before the segment of
memory they erased. How come you don't remember this?!

She shook her head. "Memory works by association, not by chronological order. Maybe they just



ordered meto forget my magic powers.”

| said, "l have atheory that your powers are based on states of consciousness. That you enter types of
awareness below dreams and above norma aphawave states that other people cannot reach. If that is
0, | do not see how they could have erased your consciousness. Y our unconscious memories should be
open to you, a somelevel. If you can reach that level. Do you see what | mean?’

"They could do it intwo steps. First, change my narture so that al my memories were stored
mechanicdly, then, physicaly invade the brain to interfere with the sorage mechanism.”

Grendel and Fell. They had used avery smilar combination of powers on me. It made my nape hairs
stand up to hear her talk so calmly, and say doud amost exactly what | had been thinking.

Vanity said, "Which way was the dream coming from? I've reached afork."
"Left. Look for apeephole.”
8.

All three boys were awake when we reached their dormitory. Quentin and Colin were sill pulling on
clothes, staring at the main door leading into the dorm, obvioudy expecting usto appear there. Both of
them jumped dightly when Vanity and | came out of ahatch in thewal. Quentin sat on thefloor, his
trousers around his ankles. Colin hopped and hopped, looking puzzled and annoyed.

"How'd you do that?" he demanded.
Vanity put her hands on her hips and tossed her head, her green eyesdight. "Magic!" she said loftily.

Victor was over by the window, throwing arope down. The bend went twice around the bedpost, and
both ends trailed out the window. One end was a bowline with aloop, so we could lower ourselves
down by letting out the other rope. Thelast man down could draw the rope out, and leave nothing but an
open window to show the way we went.

| said, "We may only have minutes. Please assume the larm has dready been given. No taking! Out the
window, double-time. Dressed peoplefirst.”

| went first, and practicaly just let the rope dide through my fingers, regardless of the speed of my
descent. Near the bottom, | made the Earth less attractive to me by spreading or spraying my bundle of
world-lines outward at asharp angle. For amoment, | was weightless. | put my feet on the ground, and
weight returned with ajolt.

Victor, Vanity came next. Then Calin.

Hesaid, "So what isthe plan, Dark Mistress?"

"North," | said.

Quentin landed, yanked the rope down after him.

Quentin said, "Are we each going to go to one boundary of the estate, and regroup at the Great Hall?"
| was surprised. "How did you figure that out?"

Colin said, "We saw the notes you wrote Victor. Quentin'starot cards figured out the rest of it.”



| said, "That's bad. If Quentin knows, Wren knows. Y ou guys did not talk about this, did you? The wind
can hear us; Daw can see through walls and around corners.”

Victor shook his head brusquely; Colinlooked alittle guilty. Quentin said, ™Y our note said Boggin can
listen dong the wind. Colin and | talked. | thought indoors was safe. No wind."

"It'smy fault,” | said. "I should have had Victor destroy those notesimmediately.”
Victor said, "You didn't tell me Miss Daw could see through walls."

Another big mistake from Leader Amdlia. Keep the troops informed of security risks. | tried to throw off
asenseof rigng despair. | said bravely, " Spilt milk. Assume the enemy knows our plan. What are they

doing?'
Victor said, "You tell us. Only you remember seeing themin action.”

"Well, they must be taking their own sweset time getting here. Since Boggin can fly, | don't know whet is
keeping them."

Victor said, "Fear. They don't know what we can do, how much we remembered.”

Quentin said, "They would not come for us here. Right now, we are five kids standing outsde adorm
window. They're a the boundaries, waiting. The boundaries are where our power is."

Colin sad, "Assume they moved the safe.”

| said, "If our powers were working, they haveto split us up to defeat us. They'd be posted around the
boundaries.”

Colinsad, "But? Dark Mistress, our powers are not working."
"They don't know that. | am afraid of splitting up. They can crush ussingly.”

Colinsaid, "Dark Migtress, hello? Hello? Earth to Amelial If none of our super-duper powersare
operating, they can crush us anyway, singly or asagroup.”

| said, "1 want to seeif I can turn Victor on."

| turned toward Victor.

Colin said, "l could make the obviousjoke &t thispoint..."

| said to Quentin, "Give methe hypo.”

He passed over the syringe hed stolen from Dr. Fell.

Colin muttered, "Quick, Watson, the needlel™

| took out some of thefilter paper | had filched, made acrude funnd, held my hand over it.

My pam and fingertips turned red. Vanity crinkled up her nosein aslent Eyew, gross expression as
blood dripped into thefilter.

| said, "Thisisacreature that exists on amolecular leve. It knows how the brain is put together. | have
asked it to unblock Victor. It might work; it might not. Miss Daw isthe one who knocked his memory
askew, by manipulating the fourth dimension; but if Dr. Fell tried to erase any brain segments by purely



mechanical means, this might undo the damage. Thereisarisk of—"

Victor yanked his deeve back and thrust out hisarm.

| thought about Lily Lilac. That madeit easy to thrust the needlein.

Everyone stood waiting to seeif Victor would kedl over or something.

| said, "A brisk jog will get your blood moving. And we don't have timeto wait."

Vanity and Colin were giving Victor worried looks. Nonetheless, we set off at abrisk trot to the North.
0.

| spoke in white, puffing whispers aswe ran. "Three stages to powers. First. Vison powers. ESP. Tarot

cards. They can't op at al. Second. Little powers. Make thingslight, heavy. Fly. TK. Jump long ways.

Can stop for awhile. Boundaries turned on before. Why not again? Third stage. Talismans. Kept in safe.
Change shape, wak through walls, talk to molecules. God: get to safe. Need little powers on to get into

Great Hall. Wired."

Quentin puffed, "Why mefirst? No staff. Need wand."

| shook my head. | was out of breath to explain my plan. | looked at Victor. He wastrotting ong, his
feet moving up and down in the snow like pistons, his expresson cam, smooth, unafraid. To him | said,
"Anything? Remember?'

Hesad, "Not yet. If | understand the table of opposition, of who stops whom, you should have given the
injection to Quentin, not to me. Quentin is trumped by Fell, who used materidistic science to banish his
achemy. | was trumped by Daw, who uses the fourth dimension to neutralize three-dimensiond science,
right?'

It was actudly the rdativigtic and quantum-gtatistical worldview overcoming the limitations of the
absolutist Newtonian atomistic-mechanistic model, but | wastoo out of breath to say.

Maybe he was right. One more bad decision from Leader Amelia. Dear God in Heaven, but | hated the
job of leader.

10.

Tattered clouds like ghost ships were being blown aong the starry sky, and a pale moon, now here, now
hidden, shone on the bright and silent hillocks of snow. The barrowswerein ahilly place, far from
anything, and bits of broken wall, or standing stones erected by ancient peo-pies, stood here and there
among the widdy spaced mounds.

We had stopped jogging. Everyone looked at me.
| said to Quentin, "What did you do last time?”

Hesaid, "If | could remember, | would not need to do it. But | had my walking stick. Apsu. Whereis he?
I misshim."

| said, "Hewasagift from Mrs. Wren..."

When | spoke, arustle of cold wind started from the north, and blew across us. | tucked my cold hands
into my armpits and turned my back to it. Vanity wastugging at her muffler; Colin and Quentin squinted



and hunched their shoulders. Only Victor, who stood without scarf or hat or gloves, seemed unaffected,
and hisgaze traveled | eft to right, asif he were watching some unseen thing move quickly past us.

Thewind gust died down. | heard the sound of snow dithering and hissing, windblown, moving away to
the south, and diminish.

ToVictor, | sad, "What isit?'

Hesad, "Magnetic anomaly. Interesting.”

Quentin said, "What about the staff V

| continued, "The gtaff. When you used it againgt her, it shattered in your hand.”
Quentin looked stricken.

| sad, "What'swrong?"

"Y ou are thinking of these things as super-powers, aren't you?' he said, atrace of bitternessin hisvoice.
"Like amechanism you turn on and turn off. | do not think it worksthat way. | think itislikebeing a
Roman Catholic priest. If you get married and break your vow of chastity, | don't think you can just get
divorced and become apriest again. If my staff was broken, my power is broken. It'sover. Let'sgoon
to another boundary.”

Another failurefor Leader Amelia. Maybe this one wasn't my fault. But on the other hand, | remember
Quentin telling me the spirits were shy. He could not even fly when people were watching. Nothing would
happen while there was abig group here.

Evenif he had agtaff.

Vanity said, "What causes magnetic anomalies?

Colinand | stared at her curioudy. It seemed an odd question. | said, "What do you... ?'
Victor sad, "Any dectromagnetic power of sufficient magnitude to—"

Colin interrupted sharply, "Hey! Stupid people! It wasademon! A thing! It went to get help! Timeto run
away'! Which direction? Give the order, Dark Mistress!”

| said, "Eadt. Run. Hold on to each other! Last time they used a magic spell to split usup!™

Itisredly not that easy to run holding hands, and | am sureit looks quite silly. The hilly terrain did not
make things any eader, and the hills were getting steeper as we pulled to the East.

Ahead of usin the moonlight, | could see the cliffs of the Downs, tredless and barren, raising sides of
chalk and limestone, pale as cloud, against the stars.

| was doing finefor along, long stretch. Vanity was soon out of breath, and Quentin was not doing much
better. Colin was gritting his teeth and puffing like a steam engine, but seemed to be keeping up the pace
by sheer willpower. Victor did not seemtired at al.

Wewere dl pdting down asnowy dope, which did not seem steep at dl, when suddenly (to me, it
seemed sudden) the dope was much sharper than it had first appeared, and | wasdiding. When | fell, |
pulled down Vanity with me; shelet go of Quentin's hand.



1

Wetwo did and dithered down the hillside, and when Quentin tried to jump after usto get us, hetried to
yank out of Colin's hand, who was gpparently unwilling to let go. Their feet went out from under them.

It would have been funny if it weren't so dangerous. | fell and did about fifty yards, and Vanity skidded to
adow hat afew yards beyond me.

We were gtill among the barrows. There was ahuge mound, larger than the others we had seen, in the
dead center of asmooth and perfectly round depression like a crater. It was down those crater sideswe
had just fallen, asif pulled inward toward the barrow.

This mound had a stone doorway, haf the height of aman, set with pillars and lintels of unfinished stone:
ahaf-buried henge.

It would have seemed eerie and unearthly, except that there was evidence of modern man here. There
were tarps and crates off to one side. Lights had been rigged around the stone door. There was asmall
diesd-powered generator under an ice-coated tarp. Nothing was on; nothing waslit. It looked asif the
archeologist and his assistants had packed things for the holidays, and expected to be back here digging
inaweek. There was even aflatbed truck with wide, oversize off-road tires parked not far away.

| climbed to my feet. "Vanity—!"

She stood, did another few feet downdope, stood again. "Fun. Let's do that again. Kidding! Just
kidding!"

"A el made usrash and stupid last time. Tell meif you canfed if we are being watched.”
Shelooked |left and right. "Where arethe boys... 7
They had falen farther down the dope. Indeed, they were dmost at the stone entrance to the barrow.

| did not like the look of that. Like the tumble that had split us up when we approached the seashore, this
had dl the markings of atrap being sprung. | did not want to shout, but | saw Colin get to hisfeet, and
without bothering to look back to seeif the rest of uswere hurt, he started to walk dowly and stiffly
toward the black square entrance to the mound.

His motion was iff, doll-like. Quentin wasrising to hisfeet dso, walking with degpwalker steps after
him.

| bit my lip. No shouting. | stooped, gathered asnowball, and let it fly a Colin. | have agood throwing
arm, and managed to knock off hishat with a plop of snow. Colin shook himsdf and turned around,
angered and startled.

| pointed furioudy to where Quentin was walking stiff-legged toward the waiting stone door. Colin
squinted at him, looking angry. He jumped forward in three long strides, put out his hand and yanked
Quentin roughly; the younger boy stumbled and went to one knee.

| said, "Vanity! Report!"
She closed her eyes, raised her hand, pointed upward. Her other hand lifted and pointed down.
Her eyes snapped open. " Overhead and underfoot. Two of them.”

| looked back up the dope. | could see Victor's dender silhouette in the moonlight, a shadow against the



brighter snow behind him. He was stepping sideways down the dope, carefully and quickly placing one
foot after another.

A shadow passed across the face of the moon. | looked up.
It was Dr. Fell, levitating.

Thetails of hiswhitelab coat floated and flapped around hislegs. He had neither hat nor overcoat, asif
cold meant nothing to him. Like ashark diving through cold, black waters, he dropped feetfirst out of the
night sky, heading toward Colin and Quentin.

He was a hundred feet up. | saw a blue spark appear on his brow. He had opened histhird eye.

An azure beam darted from the eye, stabbing down. Somehow, impossibly, Colin moved faster, and
threw Quentin down with himself atop. The beam struck Colin. | was expecting, | do not know what, an
explosion or something, but the beam seemed to do Colin no more hurt than aflashlight.

On my table of opposites, | wasn't sure how Colin's paradigm matched up against Dr. Fell. Neither one
trumped the other. Were they roughly equa? Or were they both immune to each other? 1 didn't know.

Dr. Fdl hovered lower. | could see, under hislab coat, he was wearing ajacket of chain mail. | had seen
those chain-mail jerkins every day of my life. It never occurred to me that anyone except the mannequins
in the corridors could wear them.

He shouted down, "Mr. mac FirBolg! Move aside, or | will beforced to dedl with you!"
Colin answered him by holding up two fingers. Not avictory sign. Fuck you with horns on, buddy.

Dr. Fell took asyringe out of hisjacket pocket, filled it from aveinin hisarm. He held the syringe for a
moment before hisface; an azure spark flickered between his metal eye and the tube.

He closad histhird eye, and he opened his hand. The syringe hung in the air amoment, unsupported.
Then it turned end over end and darted toward Colin.

Colin dapped the speeding thing out of midair just before it touched him, clapping his hands together like
aman swatting awasp. His clasped hands jerked back and forth for amoment, asif the wasp were il
dive. Then, with afunny look on hisface, Colin dumped over in afaint.

"Wadl, that was not difficult, wasit?' Dr. Fdl asked himsdf.

Vanity and | were smply too far away to do anything. | was not sureif | should call out. Neither of us,
apparently, had been seen yet. But | was stepping quickly down the dope, and Vanity followed me.
What was | supposed to do once | got closer? Maybe | could make Fell weigh more, and drag him
down out of the air.

Quentin was on his back, avkwardly holding Colin's body between himsdf and Fell.

Fel looked at acoil of eectrical cable that was resting next to the diesel generator; then helooked at
where Colin was dumped over atop Quentin. The cables unwound and reached across the snow like
arms of an octopus. The cables must have had copper cores he was manipulating magneticaly. Loops of
cable snaked around Colin's shoulders and legs, and yanked him to one side.

"Now, then," said Dr. Fell. He opened histhird eye again.

The battery of lights atop the stone door swiveled around in their brackets, and turned on, asilent



explosion, dazzling. Dr. Fell did not blink, but he jerked his hand up to guard his forehead, where the
metal eye—hisred eye—was.

| saw Victor, now far below me, not twenty yards from the entrance to the howe. He was covered from
head to foot in snow. Behind him, in astraight line reaching back up the dope, was a crease of snow
where he had (evidently) flung himself headfirst down the Side of the crater, using hisstomach asa
toboggan. He was not ten yards from the empty truck and the other crates and equipment of the
archeologist's camp.

Dr. Fel'shead swiveled like agun turret toward Victor, and histhird eye gleamed with blue light. Firefly
dots of azure blue streamed out along the beam.

Victor raised his head; the flesh dong his forehead creased and puckered and opened. A metd eye
appeared on Victor's head. His eye was a deeper, purple color, and streaks and sparks of gold flickered
through the beam that issued fromiit.

The beams did not pass through each other, aslight would have done. Instead, where they met in midair,
the tiny motes of gold and azure canceled each other out with aflash like heet lightning.

Dr. Fell called down in adigpassionate voice: "l ask you to surrender.”

Victor caled back in avoice aso cam and matter-of-fact: "Impossible. | can bekilled, but | cannot be
defeated without some act of consent on my part. | do not consent.”

Dr. Fel sad, "That gtrategy limitsyour available range of options. Y ou lose the opportunity to minimize
unfavorable outcomes and maximize favorable ones."

Victor replied, "Only in the short term. Over the span of dl possible future interactions, positive aswell as
negative, adeclared policy of no-surrender lowers transaction costs by deterring zero-sum stuations.”

Fdl: "Y our policy rendersthe present interaction negative-sum.”
Victor: "l am taking that into account.”
"The cogt to you will be higher thanto me."

"My cost-benefit cal culation aso includes my companions, who may survive whether or not | die, into the
satisfactory outcome definition. Y our satisfactory outcome rangeis more limited.”

"But my strategic options are far greater to begin,” said Dr. Fell, and he raised his hand.
Again, both their meta eyeslit up. There was an exchange of lances of fire, astrike and aparry.
| could see the internal nature of the charged particle packages being sent ouit.

Dr. Fell had emitted molecular engines designed to enter Victor's body, find his nervous system, and send
ashutdown command to his motor centers. He had ionized the particles and accel erated them by means
of amagnetic monopole he had generated in certain specidized centers of his nervous system.

Victor'sresponse wasto ionize the air in the beam path, so the molecular engineslost their charge.
Neutra, they could not be accelerated. They were still dangerous, but now they were drifting quite
dowly, likealittle cloud of dust motes, down, up, whichever way the Brownian motions of the air carried
them, a spreading vapor of fineink.

Victor'smetd eyeflashed fire; thistimeit was Dr. Fell, ill standing in midair high as atreetop, who



ionized the space around him. A counterthrust and counterparty. Nothing done. Neither man was
vulnerableto attack at thet level.

Vanity put her hand out to stop me. "What are we going to do when we get there?' she said.
| dowed down. It was agood question.

Victor pointed at the cables till wound around the motionless Calin. Colin spun over in the snow, a
human yo-yo. The cables jumped off Colin and snaked up into the air, lassoing Dr. Fdll.

Two of the four arc lights went dark as the cables from the generator jumped skyward at Victor's
gesture. The generator cablesfused (in little hissing flares of acetylene light) to the dangling ends of the
cableswinding around Dr. Fdll.

Meanwhile, Dr. Fell'smetd eyedilated. A shower of motesflickered across the snow to every side of
Victor. | saw the meaning of what was happening. Theinterna nature of the snow—cold and
nonmflammable—was being disntegrated into hydrogen and oxygen—flammable. It was chemicaly
impossible; the energy of the reaction needed to split awater molecule into atoms and recom-bine them
into 0, and H, was not present——-

The snow at Victor'sfeet glowed red, writhed like aliving thing, and then exploded. The flame was not
red; it was blue-white, and an outer, hotter flame rushed over it, and popped like a balloon.

Fdl lowered his head, and the blue beam narrowed like the cutting torch. | saw motes stream out from
his pupil, molecular machines programmed to bresk apart the chemica bonds of anything they touched. It
was adisintegration ray. His chin touched his breastbone.

With a screaming hiss, the ray began cutting through the cords wrapping hisarms.

| saw Victor, coated in flames, step forward out of the globe of paefire. His skin had been replaced by
adiamond crust, which he had collected out of the atmospheric carbon. He raised one diamond-gleaming
hand. The diesd generator's switchesflipped. The turbine turned on.

Fdl had cut through the insulation, but had not yet severed the copper core of the cable. The voltage
arched between the bare copper and his coat of ringmail. There was aflash like a photographer's bulb
going off, and asmdll of ozone permeated the air.

The dazzling afterimage in my eyes showed a purple banner of smoke, thin as cigarette smoke, hanging
between the spot where Dr. Fell had just been hovering, and the wreckage of the truck, struck in two by
the impact, with a crater of splashed snow in awidecircle around it.

Theremaining two arc lightsfailed. | heard the diesel engine whine and splutter into silence. | could smell
burnt insulaion.

The white fire surrounding Victor fluttered and was gone. My eyeswere blind. | waited for them to
re-adapt to the starlight.

In the darkness, Vanity cheered and clapped. "Fdll fell!'" She cheered. "Hurrah for our team! Go, Victor!
Victor, go!"

| said, "Fdl isnot hurt."

"How far wasthat? That was at least astdll asaten-story building!”



"He dtered theinternal character of his muscles and bonesinto something like wood. He splintered, but
the pieces are regathering. His nervous system was not harmed. ..."

Shesad, "Can you see? | can't seeathing.”
"Vanity, | don't know what to do. Should we run up and try to help?"
"Help with what? Help how?' she said. "I don't even have abasebdl bat..."

The headlights of the truck turned on. The bulbs, trailing wires like the eyestalks of a crab, rose up out
from the grille, and turned toward the wrecked truck body.

Dr. Fdl stood up out of the wreck. He did not stand up the way a man would, bending hislegs,
squatting, putting ahand on the ground. No. Stiff asacorpse, asif pulled upright by invisblewire, he
went from being prone to being upright. Imagine a man stepping on thetines of arake, and seeing the
handlelift suddenly upright, and you will know what it looked like.

The prosthetic he wore for aface wastorn and burnt. An impatient hand pulled at the tattered mask and
threw it away. The integument underneath it looked as hard as bone. The mouthpartslooked like the
mandibles of an insect. There were no eyeholes, only one central orb, gleaming and turning, in the
forehead, like the headlamp of an oncoming train.

The two exchanged radio signals. | do not know what higher sense of mine detected and interpreted the
rapid pulse of meaning between them, but | heard it, somehow:

Fdl: "If defeat-conditions cannot be reached, then the core value for our interaction matrix isnull.”
Victor: "l am tregting thisasasingle ingance of aninfinitely repeatable set."

"A child cannot harm me, but | can deliver any harm up to but less than death, which will involve
unacceptable repercussons.”

"l am no longer achild, Dr. Fll. | am Damnameneus of the Telchine.”

"I am Telemus, one of the Cyclopean Archons. Our race defeated yours in times past; that instance has
goplication here”

"Thereis4till aninformation cost associated with determining the truth-value of your assertion of
invulnerability.”

"L et us proceed to the demondtration...."

The hood of the engine flew open, and the engine block, pistons, cylinders, battery, and shaft rose up into
the air and spread apart, asif being laid out on the three-dimensiona blueprint. Then wires and parts of
the engine began recongtructing themsealves, asif evolving into some new machine.

Where the diamond statue of Victor stood, a greenish smoke began bubbling up out of pockmarksin the
snow. Fell was gathering and recombining the chlorophyll tracesin the winter grass benegth the snow to
make chlorinegas. | could sense Victor dtering hisbody chemistry to compensate, shiftinginto a
nonbreathing form.

Vanity could see Fell, illuminated by the spotlights of the truck headlamps, but Victor and the poisonous
gaswereinvishbleto her.

The petrol tank crumbled suddenly, and gasoline drenched Dr. Fll.



Fans of molecular machines spread out from Fell in each direction, reaching under the ground. | saw
where nitrates, like bubblesforming in lava, were being drawn out of the soil to combine and create
explosves.

| said, "We better get farther away. Colin and Quentin..."
Coalin lay on ahegp, motionless, limp asarag doll. Quentin was gone.
Gonre.

Thelights from the truck splashed enough illumination to show me the dimple shadows of one set of
footprints, leading directly into the buria mound.

| said, "Look to Colin! Seeif heisdivel"
Andl ran.
2.

| do not know if Vanity wastrying to disobey me, or if | wasno longer leader, or if shewasjust scared,
but she ran after me for about haf the distance between me and the stone door, farther behind with every

tep.

The stone door loomed before me, acold mouth, gaping. | bent double and began dithering, crawling,
and duck-walking asfast as| could into the mound. To me, it was not as dark as anatural mound would
have been. The origina purpose of these prehistoric mounds wasto bury dead kings. It was still carrying
out that function; to my eyesthat could see the utility of objects, it seemed to have afaint glow.

Vanity, behind me, stopped at the stone door. "Amdia... ?' she caled in aquavering voice.

| put apoint of view behind her, and looked at her. She turned, and in the light of the gasoline explosions
coming from the direction of the truck, she could see Colin's motionless body. Vanity went toward him.

| could see through the wall of the mound. Therewasa spira crawlway, lined with massive blocks,
leading to adomed chamber in the center. | could see astrand of moral force running from my heart to a
slhouette lying prone. It was my mora obligation to help Quentin.

There was atangle of other strands and lines of moral order, or disorder, strung throughout and past the
chamber walls, like a spider's web, twisting and twisting.

| reached theinner door. The chamber insde was dark to my eyes. But the Utility ...

No. The chamber here was not useful to the long-dead kings. It was useful, very useful, to someone else.
Someone here,

One moment, shewasinvisible. The next, | could see her bent silhouette, her pointed hood and shapeless
cloak, asagroup of mora force-linesissued from the distaff she held in her hands.

She sad, "High diddle doubt, my candle's out, my lit-tie maid's not & home; saddle my hog and bridle my
dog, and fetch my little maid home. Why are you so far from home, my little maid?'

Thevoice was 0 strange, | dmost didn't recognize it. Perhaps what | thought was her norma voice was
merely a put-on, an act. "Isthat you, Mrs. Wren?"

A dry laugh. "There was an old woman dwelt under a hill; and if she's not gone, she dwelleth there ill."



| said, "Not Mrs. Wren, then. Y ou are Erichtho."
No laughter, thistime.

She said, "Y ou cannot take my name from me. That art you do not know. Y ou do not name me, little girl.
Y ou know not whence | came or whither | go."

The darkness was silent for amoment, asif she were waiting for aresponse from me, some sort of verbal
parry. | could think of nothing to say.

She laughed again, anoise like dry leaves crumpling. She said, "There was an old woman tossed in a
basket seventeen times as high as the moon, but where she was going no mortal could tell, for under her
arm she carried abroom...”

| said, "Undo what you've done to Quentin!™

"Or dse, what, my little maid? Will you send young Colinin to chop mewith agreet sharp axe?'
| said, "l didn't say that!"

| could see the strands looping and weaving back and forth in the chamber.

"No word of greeting, no kiss on the cheek, for the old nurse, the old granny, who raised you from a
kitten? The hands | taught how to play pat-a-cake are raised now to strike me, isit? The feet | taught
their first stepsto, are raised high to kick and run away? Thefood | fed, the strength | gave you, now is
turned againgt me, eh?"

Asif they werefibers of wire or rope, | saw the strands loop around my arms and legs like nooses. One
went into my heart. One went into my stomach. | felt nothing, but a cold sensation passed over my limbs.

Shesad, "Woeisme! Oh arms, oh legs, oh strength! Hear me!™

| ran forward at her, thinking | could knock her down or stop her mouth before she spoke her spell. The
Slhouette | thought was her crumbled in my hands when | touched it, and something, rings or acrown or
something, did off the disintegrating skull and bounced away.

Anilluson. Even my senses could be tricked by witcheraft.

Her voice was behind me: "Here's Sulky Sue. What shal we do? Turn her face to thewall till she comes
to."

The cold force wrapping my limbs threw me facedown on the floor of the buria chamber.

| could see her silhouette again, now stooping over me. "Isthisthe sweet voice | taught to sing, to say her
prayers a bedtime, and isit now raised up to curse and revile me... ? Oh, tongue, hear me!"

| had only amoment to say onething. While shetaked, | dso taked. | said quickly, "Isthisthewitch
who kidnapped me as ababe, to beraised asacaptivein an alien land, surrounded by those who hate
me? Isthis the witch who stole my childhood and life, so that | never will know my mother'ssmile? Isthis
the witch who gave me nothing fredly, but al her gifts were poisons, meant to trap us? Firel Hear mel
Burn thiswitch!"

She stopped in the midst of her spdll, hissing. For amoment, it wasasif | could fed the fear radiating
from her, asif she expected afireto come burn her.



| heard alittle quivering sgh come from her. That spell might have worked, oh my clever girl, if you had
any of the True Art in you. But you are aHelionide, aren't you? A daughter of the Nameless Ones?'Y our
power works another way, with crooked angles and tangles of geometry, and stepping sSidewaysinto
higher worlds. Wdll, there is no higher world for you, my kitten. Tomorrow you shal be back inyour cell,
and the day after, thiswill be adream, and dl your clever tricks and clever escapadeswill be blotted out.
WEell know whét to look for, next time round, and well flush more of you into obliv-ion. Y ears more.
Well induce the shape-change, if Gren-del will do hiswork. How'd you like to be a seven-year-old, eh?
Oh, to beyoung again!”

| sad, "Thief of my life, thief of my soul; I call upon the lordly dead whose house you desecrate to avenge
rre.ll

She struck mein the head with the handle of the distaff she carried. Thunk. My face was driven against
the stone. | bit my lip and tasted blood.

| spat the blood onto the floor.

Shesad, "There are none to hear your prayers, little maid. | am old and wise in the ways of my art; this
placeismine.”

| said, "l ask the Lord God of Isradl, the God of Jacob, and of Isaac, and of Abraham, to save my
friends from bondage and oppression. Of dl the gods of dl thetaestold in ancient times, only He upheld
the wesk."

She cackled. "And of all thetales, tales of that one are the most false! | knew Abraham! Hewasaliar
and achild-murderer! 1f—"

A shadow stood up out of the spot of blood | had spat on the floor. | could not see it with my
eyes—during thiswholetime, | saw nothing with my eyes, as the tomb was dark—but the strands of
mora force woven in and around her distaff dl curled and fled away from him, reveding the negative
outline of atall shape.

She began to scream, ahigh, thin, shrill noiselike an anima might make. The shadow moved. | dontt
know what it did, but her voice diminished, and went mute.

| wondered if | had gone deaf. But no, | could hear her rattling breath hissing through her teeth. | heard
her feet rustle as she took a step back, then two. | heard the tap of her distaff on the stones of the
chamber floor, and the hiss of her skirts.

A cold voice spoke. In speaking, it did not breathe or pause for breath: "In life, | was Romus, son of
Odysseus by Circe, set to watch the Lady Nausicaa. In that duty | failed, and was dain by cruel treason.
For many seasonsthe evil of Boreas kept me locked in a coffin, unable to rest, and my watchfulnesswas
turned againgt my mistress, and used, not to protect, but to endave her.

"Hereisthe witch who cast the spell on me, to confound my shade, and turn my fate awry.

"Now, witch, | embrace you. Fedl my cold dead arm clasp about you, closer than the lover whom you
poisoned. When the Dog comes, we shall both be dragged down together. Hell awaits us.”

| heard arugtling noise in the chamber, a hiss of muffled horror, but | could see nothing.

The cold voice issued forth from the darkness again, like icicles shaped into words: "Thereis my aunt, the
gster of Circe, Phaethusa, who is of my house and blood; and there is the man who set my shadeto rest,
and paid, of hisown hand, my toll to crossthe hateful Styx. Riseye both! And speak. What isin my



power to grant, dthough | am but a handful of wind and dugt, | shal perform.”

| got shakily to my feet. My head bumped stone. | could not see where | was. Maybe it was near the
center of the chamber, a the dome's highest point. If so, the highest point was not very high.

Quentin said softly, quickly, "Denizen of night, can you grant me my powers again?'
The ghost said, "Not I. Only the hand that dealt the wound can cureit.”

Quentin said, "Granny, | will forgive your crime againgt me, if you will return my staff and sweer to forgive
al crimes| have ever done againgt you, and release mefrom all debts, past, present, and future.
Furthermore, | want you to swesar to..."

| put my hand on hisarm. He could not see the strands, but | could. If he asked for too much, it would
go againg him. If he asked her to forswear her oath to Boggin, for example, he would be doing
something that would provoke a bad reaction.

Romus said, " Speak, witch, and swear."

Mrs. Wren's cracked voice trembled. "Thy staff and wand of office | makewhole, and | forgiveyedll
crimesand illsyou have ever done me, and release you from dl debts, past, present, and owing.”

| saw the strands shift and sway.

| said, "1 will forgive you for kidnapping me, if you will release me from any obligations of fedlty, thanks,
or gratitude. | am no longer your child, or anyone's. Say it."

Shesad, "'l rleaseyou. Y ou arefree and independent. | accept your forgiveness. In addition, | will give
youthisgift..."

| saw the strands twitch and begin to weave together ...
"No!" | said. "You aremost kind, but | fear | cannot accept.”

The strands parted. The web that had snared us fell away and was gone. The witch's power over the two
of ushadfailed. | felt joy, don't doubt it; but when the strands faded, | dso lost the only guide that
alowed meto "see" in this utter blackness. The usefulness of thisburid mound to Erichtho had aso
faded. The place was dark to all my senses.

Romus said, "1 go now into the dreamless deep of Elysium, where afair white table had been spread for
me. Thislast gift | grant. Witch: | giveto you your life. Aunt Phagthusa: | grant you that you shal never be
in darkness, wherever you go. Man of the Graeae: | grant you that your wand will come to your hand
upon your call. Its dead spirit | bresthe now back to life. It will inhabit any stalk or wand or spear or
gtick you shal hold in your hand, and it shal never be taken from you again, until the world ends. Anubis.
Gointo thestick.”

| saw the shadow move, and the utility-light, the usefulness to Quentin, of the distaff Mrs. Wren was
carrying brightened a hundredfold. She screamed and threw down her staff, asif it had burned her.

Quentin reached down in the dark and picked it up.
| saw the shadow vanish.

| said, "Wdll, this seems pretty dark to meright now.



Quentin, isshein the boat you were in? She can't cast spells without her wand?!

"l think 0."

"Mrs. Wren? How about atruce, long enough to get usal out of thisburia mound... ?'
No answer. | heard motion.

Quentin tapped his gaff on the ground. A pearly radiance issued from the top, where ahank of yarn was
wound round and round it. There were shalow shelvesto either side, where bones and dust gathered
mold. Gold ringslay onthefloor.

The place seemed much, much smdler in the light. The door was mouse-hole-shaped, and hardly had
room to crawl into.

Quentin said, "She's making a bresk for it."
"Let'scrawl. How fast can she go?"
So we both crawled.

When we came out into the snow again, there were columns of fire burning near the truck, which was
scattered al across the dope behind. A complex-looking machine, blocky and square, made of engine
parts, lenses, wires, lay onitssSdein apuddle of flickering gasoline. It had abig tubeissuing from one
end likeagun barrd, but | think that was only from the muffler.

There were craters pockmarking the snow here and there, and fantastic, bubbles of oily-colored ice, like
half-buried skulls, protruding from the snow.

Victor was standing on bare earth. He was wearing the chain-mail jerkin.

Therewasawidering of sseaming snow al around him, but no snow where hisfeet were. Histhird eye
was open, and there was light coming from it. That, and the light from billowing columns of fireto his|eft
and right, illuminated the scene.

We saw Mrs. Wren. She had her back to us and was facing Victor. Her shoulders hunched up asif in
shock and surprise. She raised her crooked hands. "1 call upon the spirits of earth and below earth!
Wood! Water! Welkin! Fireand Iron! | cdll..."

Victor looked impatient. As clearly asif he had spoken it aoud, hisexpression said, |nanimate elements
cannot listen to you, you super stitious old woman,

A blue-gold spark I€eft his head and touched her. She did and sat down in the snow, giggled, and
dumped over.

Heturned his head. Therewas Colin lying not far away. Vanity sat in the snow with Colin'shead in her
lap. Victor played the beam from his third eye back and forth across Colin's body once and twice. Colin
blinked and sat up. "Jesud! It's cold!" He looked around. "What the hell happened here?’

Vanity sdid, "Everybody did stuff but me.”
| sdd, "Fell?"

Victor closed histhird eye and pointed off to the left. Fell lay like abroken doll, arms and legs spread out
at odd angles.



Quentinsaid, "l hopeyou didnt kill him."
Colinsaid, "And | hopeyou did! Do you know what that horse's ass gave me on my last dom rag?"

Quentin said, "'If we commit amurder, it will go very, very badly for us. Theinfluencesfriendly to uswill
tun."

Victor said, "Don't worry. He's just stunned.”

Victor explained in afew curt sentences that he had used a catalyst to precipitate out of the atmosphere
the "nanites’ (as he called them) that Fell had shot at him in the open thrust of the dudl.

Victor said, "They just rained down on top of him. He did not notice them until it wastoo late.
Apparently they were topicaly active. The nerves near his skin carried the cryptognostic sgnasto the
motor centersof hisbrain, and shut him off."

Quentin pointed at the squat machine with the protruding muffler, which Victor had apparently put
together out of bitsand parts of the engine. "And what did that thing do?'

"That gave him something to look at whileinvisble nanite particles settled on hisskin." Victor gave one of
hisrare smiles. It wasasmall smile, just atension of musclesin his cheeks, but | thought it made him look
wonderful. "He was not expecting me to waste energy building something merdly to distract him. That
expectation madeit not awaste. Y ou are the one who taught me the principle, Quentin. The hand the
stage magician wavesin the air is not the oneto look at. Fell wastoo much of a scientist. He should have
studied stage magic.”

| said, "What about her?' | nodded at Mrs. Wren.

He said, "Cryptognosis. Her body is adjusted to react to acohal. | triggered the habitua reaction in her
glands. | sent the false signd that she was drunk to her midbrain, pons, and medullaoblongata. The cdlls
in her body will run through the cycle they learned to get rid of acohol poisonsin the bloodstream, which
includesdesp and liver activity.”

| sad, "They'll dieif weleave them adeep herein the snow.”
Colin sad, "Bugger 'em, if you don't mind my saying so, Dark Migtress.”

| looked around at the group. "Ah, wait aminute. | want to resign asleader! Both Victor and Quentin
have their powers back, and Victor seemsto have his memory back."

Victor nodded. "1 remember the first escape attempt. Everything up till when we were on the beach, and
Miss Daw darted playing.”

| said, "1 want to put Victor back in charge! He can decide what to do about the deeping peoplein the

Victor said, "Bad policy to change leadersin mid-mission. Besides, you clearly figured out morethan |
have. | don't know whether you talked to Daw or Boggin or where you got your information, but you still
know morethan | do, and | am not sure you can fill mein on dl the details quickly enough.”

Quentin said, "You'redoing afinejob, Ameia And we can't stop to debate. Whereis Boggin? | thought
you said he could fly and bend space.”

"And spanks," said Calin. "Don't forget he spanks.”



| said, "I want avote. Thumbs up or down. I've messed up practically everything so far, trust me."

Quentin said, "No time. Sorry, Amelia, but the whole point of having aleader isto have someone make
the decisions—even bad decisons—when there is no time to debate things. When thereistimeto
debate, we don't need aleader, becauise we can form acommittee.”

Colin said, "Besides, Victor dready said, and Quentin agrees. That'stwo. | vote yes, just because| like
saying the phrase 'Dark Midtress.’ Threeisamgjority. Vanity, your vote is wasted."

Vanity turned her head. She said, "He just heard us. Boggin. | don't know where he was or what he was
doing before, but he'slistening now."

| had wanted to seeif | could get the molecular life-form to come out of Victor's body and inject itself
into Fell, either to erase hismemory, or make him loyal to us, or something. Now there was no timeto
experiment, and no piece of paper to writeit on, and only fitful light to see by. However, there was
enough heat coming from the twin columns of firethat | did not think Mrs. Wren would die of exposure,
not in the short time it would take Boggin to get his coat off and fly here.

| ssidinaloud, clear voice, "Boggin! Two of your people are lying herein the snow, unconscious. | don't
know how long they can keep. Y ou can either chase us or go save them. Y ou decide. Okay, people!
We're splitting up! Pick adirection and run!™

Vanity tugged on my arm, looking like she was dying to tell me something, and she pointed at the burid
mound. She made little finger-walking pantomimes, opened and shut her hands afew times, waved her
ams___

| tapped myself on the head and pointed at her. There. You are in charge.

Ho ha Them and their policy of no votes during missions.

1

Vanity pointed at Victor, made flapping bird motions with her hands, pointed at each of usin turn, and
pointed left, right, here and there. Then she made a circle with her arms, flapped them again, and pointed
at the mound.

| got it. | sprinted off to the East. Colin and Quentin and Victor each went other directions. Vanity ran,
too.

After lessthan aminute, long enough to leave many clear footprintsin the snow leading away from the
mound, | saw Victor fal gracefully and silently out of the sky and hover afew feet off the ground before
me.

| put my arms around his neck, and he hoisted me up with his hands.
Funny. He did not do even aswell as Quentin had. Like | was a sack of potatoes, or something.

| flew. My hair streamed and whipped in the quick wind, and | clung closeto Victor. In the nocturna
darkness, there was little to see, just the bumpy texture of snow underfoot, the barrows and hillsin the
moonlight. With no sense of height, it seemed curioudy closeand small.

Then down. Victor did not fly like Boggin had, prone, like aman doing abreaststroke. He stood in the
ar likeaman riding an eevator, while an invisible dectromagnetic force picked him up, moved him over,



set him downn again, asif he were a chessman being moved by an unseen hand.

Then hewas up again. | wasthefirst one here, and | looked around at the barren top of the barrow
mound, wondering what was here.

Victor plunged down again. Vanity. She gave me ahug and big smile, her first timeflying. She
half-stepped, half-did down the side of the barrow mound, and started touching the dabs of uncut stone
that formed the base of the mound, where it met the earth. The archeologist, or someone, had spaded
and cut away the turf, which otherwise would have covered it, so asnowy ditch ranin asemicircle
around the base of the mound.

Victor plunged down slently from the sky, holding adisgruntled Colin. Behind him was adark shadow
shaped like wings, which fluttered and flapped but made no noise a dl. The shadow touched the ground
on thefar sde of the mound from wherewe were. A moment later, Quentin cameinto view, walking
over the top of the mound and down toward us.

| pointed at him, made aflapping gesture with my hands, shrugged, tapped my forehead. Apparently he
understood what | was asking. How did you remember how to fly? Hejust smiled, held up the distaff
he was carrying, pointed to his ear, pantomimed listening. / did not remember , hewas saying. Apsu did.
They didn't erase his memory.

Vanity touched astone, and it did back without noise. There were sairsleading down to atunnel. She
gestured like ashowgirl on agame show displaying anew prize the contestants have just won.

We passed through less than a hundred feet of tunnel, and emerged four miles avay.
2.

Thetunnd itsdf wasfive feet high, the curved roof just low enough to make atdl girl claustrophobic. The
walls and roof were brown brick; the floor was leafy mold above cracked yellow concrete. There were
bracketsin the walls for holding torches, and dark angles of stain across the brick above these brackets.
Every twenty paces, therewas an ova holein the curved roof, smaller than awoman'sfist, whereair and
alittle moonlight trickled in. There were paeivy vines and thorny bushes growing in cracksin the stones
just under these holes, asif seeds had dropped in, and enough sunlight reached there to sustain them.

At thefar end of the tunnd was atiny room like aguardroom, aso made of brown brick. To thel€ft,
rusted hinges hung above atiny niche or alcove. Three metal bracesformed acrude ladder leadingto a
circular door at shoulder level. A hatch, | suppose. Onebrick at eye level was missing from that wall; this
was a peephole or loophole that overlooked the door.

| could hear the ocean. Through theloophole, | could smell st spray.

The latch for the door was just inside that missing brick. From the setup, it would take at least two
people to open the door from the outside: oneto tick his hand into the missing brick to reach the latch,
oneto pull on the door. Any defendersinside could just smash the incoming hand with arock, or chop it
off with asword, | suppose.

Next to the door was awhite stone, clvdsimp et rex, . jov anno xxi. What the hell did that mean?

Vanity worked the latch. She had to put her shoulder to it, and strain. The door groaned and opened.
Out she crawled.

The outer surface of the secret door was shaped like arock, one of severa rocks, which had dipped
from awaist-high shelf of stone. Behind this shelf and aboveit was acliff, which reached perhapsten feet



above our heads.

In the other direction was adrop to the rocks and the roaring foam. We stood among the sea cliffs. Like
agiant garcase, the limestone diffsformed shelves, one below the next, in crooked pilestumbling
toward the sea.

Vanity found some handholds and footholdsin alittle chimney indented into the dliff behind us. She
climbed up about less than a dozen. There was grass and afew stunted trees there, their branches naked
of leaves.

Up we climbed.

The Kissing Well was less than a stone's throw away from us. We had traveled from the Northeastern to
the Southwestern border of the estate in less than ten minutes.

Vanity announced, "It's okay to tak. Wevelost him."

Colin looked to the West, staring at the moonlit waves. "Can we see a show of hands here? Who is
confused besides me? Where the hell are we?"

Vanity sad, "There were no prints showing Mrs. Wren going into the burial mound. No footprints. |
knew there had to be a secret passage she had comein by!"

| said, "l think Vanity created the tunnd. | think she bent redlity and wished it into existence.”
Vanity said, "Then how did Mrs. Wren get into the burial mound? | saw her come out.”

Colin said, "Thisisgoing to sound like Victor, but, how could Vanity have created atunnd? Did she
make the plants and the bushes? There was a Roman inscription on the wal, and the remains of afire."

Victor said, "Y ou are assuming newly created objects lack details. Since Amediahas not yet postulated a
mechanism for the cregtion, we are not in aposition to assess the likelihood of the hypothesis.”

Quentin, of dl people, said, "It isnot an hypothess. It isan article of faith. An hypothesis can be proved
or disproved by evidence. Thefaith that Vanity can create a detailed object involves the assumption that
she could create any evidence needed to support the object. If she can create atunnel, why not books
and blueprints showing the tunnel existed, or even people who remember building it?"

Vanity held up her hand. "Stop. | am the Dark Mistress now, and | order usdl to stop jabbering about
the philosophy of science! | am aso turning control back over to Amelia, sncel do not know what the
hdll to do next."

| said, "If you can turn control over to me, | can turn it back over to Victor."

Victor looked annoyed. "Fine. | order you to lead us. After you tell uswhat isgoing on, I'll be happy to
serve as second-in-command, and take over if you get killed.”

It was the matter-of-fact way he said that, that made us all pause and look at each other, and remember
what a serious businesswe wereinvolved in.

| bit my lip. "Okay, fine. Hereis my thinking so far: We can't just run away. Since they have powerslike
Quentin'sor Vanity's, they could just find us again, by magic. The moment Boggin knew we were making
abreak, he sent his people to guard the borders and, if heis smart, to guard the green table in his office,
the big green table in awarehouse somewhere that he stole from Mestor..."



Vanity said, "WhoisMestor?"
"... Drinkwater. And Boggin would protect the safe in the Great Hall."
Colin chimed in, "Or booby-trep it."

"Since each power has one that cancels out another, he would put Mr. Glum to the South, to stop me;
Dr. Fell to the North, to stop Quentin; Mrs. Wren to the West, and Miss Daw to the East. Since Wren
left her position to go help Fell when they discovered we were up North, here, West, isthe safest spot.
And we do not need to go East, because Victor got his powers back anyway, including some he did not
have before.”

Victor shook his head. "Don't overestimate me."
| said, "You best Dr. Fdl!"

"I'm sorry | didn't makethis clear before. All | was do-ing was intercepting and copying the information
packages Dr. Fell was sending out to control his nanites, and using his nanites to produce certain
preprogrammed effects. During the fight, | had the cresture Ameliaput in my bloodstream operating to
block his attemptsto invade my nervous system. Since my security firewal was aliving entity with free
will, Fell wasn't able to come up with an attack combination. The cresture was a so the one who enabled
meto intercept Fell's control codes, sinceit originaly was made from him, and was tapped into his
frequencies and ciphers. In effect, | had Fell's codebook in my hands during the fight. | would not be able
to defeat another Cyclopes.”

Vanity said, "But you remember at least as much of your powers as we had before they erased our
brains, right? All Ameiiameant wasthat we don't need to go East.”

| hugged mysdlf. It wasfeding colder. "We can pause here to see if Colin can remember how to turn his
powers on. Then we go straight to the Great Hall and try to bresak into that safe.

"| tried to blackmail ap Cymru into giving us planeticketsto Rome; it did not work, but he may have
gotten them anyway. | have akey in my pocket that opens abus locker in Waterside Street in Abertwyi.
He aso said he would get us passports and ID papers. WEl take the ID, but the airplane tickets are just
ared herring. While they arelooking for usin Rome, we take aboat out to sea. Once we are far away,
we have Vanity cal her magic boat, which can bring us anywhere in the world in one day. More than one
world. There are other dimensions, or something.”

Quentin said, "We can't sted aboat. 1t would make us vulnerable to a curse. We have to be careful
about that."

Victor said, "I can borrow Lily's motorboat.”
Vanity said, "l have amagic boat? When did | get amagic boat? What doesit look like?'

Colinsaid, "Blackmail... who? Are we talking about Taffy? Boggin's henchman? The guy who hangs out
here and does not seem to have ajob, except for giving cigarettes and porn magazinesto minors?”

| nodded. "Heis actudly a she, agoddess named Lav-erna, the queen of dl fraud. She works for Lord
Hermes, Trismegistus, who leads one of the factions of the Olympians, who fought acivil war, but were
helping our side, except that | had a dream from your dad—I mean Morpheus—telling me we couldn't
trust him. Hewasin our common room during the meeting of ...."

Colininterrupted. "Does Victor, even with hisnorma memory back, does he know any of this backstory



suff you aretdling usnow?"
Victor shook his head.

Colin wagged afinger in my face. "No more talk about quitting asleader, then. Okay? If you try to resign
again, I'll mutiny. Now, then! How do | get my powers back? What am | supposed to be ableto do

agan?'

| said, "Writeloveletters. And | saw you jump nearly thirty feet straight up once. And maybe anything
else you want. Y our power workson desire. Y ou wishit; it happens.”

He closed his eyes, tilted back his head, spread hishands. "I wish | had my powers!"

Weall looked a him.

He opened one eye. "Is something supposed to happen?”’

| said, "1 don't know!"

He closed hiseye again. "1 wish for abacon, lettuce, and tomato sandwich!™ He held his hand up.
Hewiggled hisfingers. His hand stayed empty, of course.

He opened hiseyes. "Isthislike one of those monkey's paw things, where my Aunt Petuniais going to
diein aplane crash and leave me the money to buy abacon, lettuce, and tomato sandwich?'

| said, "l think it hasto be something you redlly, redly want."

He closed hiseyes again, spread hislegs, and put hisarms out asif he were ready to catch a sandbag or
something about to be dropped on him. "Marilyn Monroe, as she was when she appeared in Seven Year
Itch, naked from her bubble-bath, lonely, horny, and needing the warmth and comfort of an Irish
schoolboy hdf her age! One, two, three... go! And she has her own birth control.”

Quentinsaid, "You'renot Irish."
Colin muttered, "l sure as hell am not English, thank God!™
"Y ou are amongter from beyond space and time, shape-changed to look human.”

"That just shows how little you know about the Irish, laddie. Were dl monsters from beyond space and
time. Besdes, withanamelike Calin..."

"Y ou made that name up!™

Colin opened hiseyes and put his hands on his hips. He turned away from Quentin and glowered at me.
"Wherésmy Marilyn?'

Vanity said, "Maybe you have to throw agold pinin thewell, or something.”

Victor said sardonicdly, "Marilyn Monroe died in 1962. Isn't that exactly the monkey's paw kind of thing
you weretrying to avoid?"

Coalinrolled hiseyes and turned toward Victor. "l said, 'as shewasin Seven Year Itch'! That'sthe movie
where her skirts blew up. Shewas dive during that scene.”

| said, "Maybe it works more like psychic phenomenaand lesslike just wishing. The desire hasto come



from the core of your being.”
Colinsad, "So... you're saying | should have wished for Catwoman?"'
| goggled & him. "Who?!

"Supervillainess. Dresses all in skintight black lesther. Wears hedls. Carriesawhip. Catwoman is ichiban
. The hottest.”

Vanity pointed skyward, hopping and screaming. "Colin! Put your arms out! Here she comes! It's Julie
Newmar! Catch her! Catch her!"

Colin's head jerked up. Vanity leaned over, picked up a handful of snow, and dashed it into Colin'sface
when he brought his gaze back down.

Colin smiled anasty smile, picked up a double handful of snow, and started forward. Vanity squeded
and danced around behind me, grabbing my shoulders. "L eader! Protect me!™

| put my hand up. "Okay, children! Playtimeisover. Calin, put that snowbal down."
"Down her cleavage, | will."

"Dropit."

"But she garted it!"

"Y ou're abig strong Irishman, and she's English, so she getsto oppress you. Okay? We are in the middle
of an escape attempt. | do not want to |ose anyone this evening. Colin, I do not know how to turn on
your powers. | am not even sure what they are. We only have the amount of timeit will take Boggin to fly
up to the North, look around, and come back. That's assuming he didn't set additional guards around the
Greet Hdll."

Quentin said, "He's a the burid mound.”

A cold sensation passed over my neck. | looked at Quentin with mingled horror and respect. "It isredly
eerie when you do that. How do you know?"'

Quentin said, "My friend told me. Every time Boggin moves, he hasto tell the spiritsin theair and wind
where heis, so they know where to go to bring him news of what people are saying. So, every time he
moves, he hasto tell them al where heis going. Thiswand used to belong to Mrs. Wren. Sheused it to
keep track of Boggin. Not al of her old spells are washed out of it. When my friend moved into the stick,
the house wasn't empty.”

| said, "Could it be another trap? Could it be bugged, | mean? Booby-trapped? Or giving you false
information?’

Quentin said, "After the oath she swore to Romus? | doubt it. But it ispossible. | can throw this stick into
the ocean and pick up another one right now. Y ou want meto? Y ou are the leader. It isyour decison.”

It was not an easy decision. On the one hand, knowing where Boggin was, was of utmost importance to
us. On the other hand, the danger that Erichtho the Witch could till have some sort of power or
mysterious connection leading back to her wand...

| said to Quentin, "If thiswere afairy tde, and you were a prince, what would you do?'



Hesamiled. "I am aprince. My father is Proteus, remember?”
llArﬂ?l
"I'd pitch it into the sea.”

| said, "Throw it, then. But—wait aminute. Seeif you can remove the curse Mrs. Wren put on Calin.
Y ou might be able to unblock hismemory. The magic paradigm trumps the psychic paradigm.”

Quentin nodded. "Thisinvolvesavery brief demondration.”

Hewaked in acircle around Colin, dragging the distaff, and made acircle in the snow about him. He
bowed to the West and held up the digtaff in both hands.

"I call upon the guardians of the watchtowers of the West, the element of Water. | hold the power of the
witch Erichtho in my hands, given to mefrom her, freely and without hurt. I hold herethe curse she
placed upon Pho-betor. Erichtho! | call you by your true name! The Guardians of the Towers of the
West bresk your power in two! Hesperides, lave Phobetor in your wave, and let him emerge unhurt,
washed clean, dainless, and forgiven! So Motelt Be!™

And he cracked the digtaff in haf over hisknee.

Hethrew the two halves of the digtaff spinning into the watersfar below, caling out, "This gift | giveto
the Sons of Danu, who dwell in the waters of the West, in memory of promises kept."

He reached over with hisfoot and rubbed out part of the line he had drawn in the snow around Colin.
"Thewall around you is broken. Befree."

Coalin clutched his head, rolling his eyeslike amaddened horse, and doubled over, groaning.
Quentin stepped forward, looking worried. Victor said, "Did it work? Are your memories coming back?!

Colin gtraightened up, brushing his hands through his hair. "Naw. Just joking around. But that was adamn
impressive ceremony, Big Q. Thanksfor trying, & least.”

Vanity said softly to me, "Permission to whack him with asnowball again, O my Queen?’

"Denied.” | raised my voice. "Next step. Wefly to the Great Hall. We have two fliersin the group and
three walkers. Which one of you two boys can carry two people?”’

Quentin, who was rather short, looked up at Victor. Quentin pointed at Victor. "Him."
Victor said, "1 should take the two lightest people.”

Quentin snorted and said, "'I'm not carrying Colin.”

Victor said, "Amelia? Colin? How much do you each weigh?'

Quentin suddenly got afunny look on hisface. He said, "Amdia. | haveto carry Amdia.”
Vanity looked at him oddly.

Hesaid, "There are reasons which are hard to explain. According to the signs, she flew with me before.
The sympathies might be more favorableif | do not introduce any novel parametersinto the
demondration.”



| said, "Vanity, if you sense anyone watching us, break off. If we get scattered, welll... meet back here,
at theKissng Well. Okay?"

Quentin sad, "It will take me amoment to prepare.”
Victor said, "Should | wait?'
Quentin looked at me. "Leader makesthe cal.”

| said, "Let methink. If you meet Miss Daw, Colin can stop her, if he can make himsalf want to. Fell and
Victor are at least evenly matched; so are Grendd and Colin.”

Vanity sad, "Who is Grendd ?"

"Mr. Glum'sfirst name. He's planning on kidnapping you and marrying you, so be careful of him. If you
meet Mrs. Wren, Victor can neutralize her magic. Um. The same goesfor me and Quentin running into
anybody. We are either going to be equal to or be able to trump any paradigm we come across. | do not
know how Olympians and Phaeaciansfit into the chart, though. Y ou guys take off; Quentin and | will join
you."

Quentin said, "I have to make a preparatory lemma. I'm going uphill to that grove of trees. Follow me
when| cdl.”

Hewaked away from the Kissing Well to where some clumps of trees clung to the grass that broke
through the rocky soil. As he approached the grove, he put out his hand.

A long stick of paewood camefdling out of the grove toward him. It was asif an unseen stagehand,
hidden just beyond the tree, had tossed him a prop. He caught the stick and walked into the trees.

We waited amoment or two, until Quentin called out that he wasready. | waved at the othersto take
off.

Victor, without any further ado, put one arm around Colin'swaist, and told him to loop hisbelt through
the chainlinks of hisjerkin. But Victor smply picked up Vanity and hoisted her over his shoulder, like
Tarzan picking up Jane, so her head was dangling down his back and her bottom was highinthe air.
With no noise and no fuss, theinvisible chessmaster picked up his Victor piece and swept him off the
board and out of sight.

| climbed the rocky dope and entered the small grove of trees. There was no visible sign that Quentin
had done anything in particular; no cut-open goats or candles floating in midair or anything likethat. If he
had made any scratches on the ground or the trees, it was too dim, in the moonlight, with the twigs and
branches overhead, to see.

Hesad, "Um, Amelia, | hope you won't get mad, but..."
| pulled off my scarf and handed it to him. ™Y ou have to blindfold me. I've been through this before.”

| had my aviatrix cap (which | take aong on al my es-cape attempts) folded into abulky wad in my
outer coat pocket. | put it on and began tucking my hair up.

He wrapped the scarf fabric around my head, and | donned the goggles atop them.
He said, "Now open your mouth.”

| hooked athumb under the blindfold and goggles and raised one corner to turn and give him acold,



one-eyed stare.
"Why exactly am | opening my mouth?"
Hesaid, "I thought you said we did thisbefore... ?'

"Blindfold, yes. Gagged, absolutely not. | cannot go aweek around here without someonetrying totie
me up. Why the hell do you need me with ascarf in my mouth to fly?"

He pointed at the trees. Or maybe he was pointing at unseen thingsin the air around us. "Thelong-lived
ones say you tried to talk last time. They don't trust you to keep your mouth shut.”

"What if | promise?’

He cocked his head, looking thoughtful. "Um, Ameia. Rumor has been set againgt you. Someone has
been spreading the story that you are an oath-bregker."

"Boggin.”

"Well, whoever did it, the long-lived oneswon't carry us without some clear sign that you won't talk.
Look. I'll just tieit loosdly. It's not going to hurt you, or choke you. It'sasymboal. It's only symbolic.
Wéll... ? The others are going to be waiting for us. We are being chased, you know."

"Okay. Okay, fine. But you don't tell anyone, anyone, that | let you do this."

| put the blindfold back in place. Quentin moved around behind me, reached up over my shoulders. | felt
soft fabric come up toward my mouth, touch my lips.

The gag was just for show. He draped a strip of fabric—maybe it was his scarf—over my mouth and
tied it in back of my head. It would not actualy stop me from talking, any more than the vell of aharem
girl would have. But it would remind me not to talk.

Hesad, "Ready? Don't talk." He stooped and swept me off my feet. He held me very closeto his ches,
ahusband carrying abride over the threshold. His arms were much stronger than those aboy his height
should have. | had my arms around his neck.

| spoke through the so-called gag. "Uh, Quentin, can | ask you a question before we take of f?*

Hisleft hand relaxed, and he dropped my feet to the ground again. | felt the stones and leaves under my
boots.

Hesad, "What isit?’

| said, "Why me? | thought you would have jumped at the chanceto pick up Vanity and fly around with
her."

He straightened hisright arm, and | was standing upright again. "'l did not want to have to blindfold her.
She would have thought | was being kinky, or something. Here, hold till. | am going to have to make this
more realistic-looking. Open wide."

Thistime he put awad of sk fabric, maybe it was his pocket handkerchief, into my mouth, and tucked
the scarf between my teeth. That tickled my throat, and | coughed, and | put up my handsto adjust the
gag, but he grabbed my arms.

"Stop that." His voice sounded darmed. "Thereis one of them standing next to me. If they think you are



about to give them away, they kill me. Thisis serious business, Amelial | am trying to get them to bresk
the laws of nature for me. Those laws have police. These are like Mafia people. Do you understand? We
wereamile up in the air and hafway there when you spoke before. They don't like it when you talk and
attract attention. | don't likeit. Now hold till. I can adjust the gag, but you can't touch it whilethey are
watching. Put your hands behind you or something. This hasto look red. Okay? Be careful.”

Seething with indignation, | put my hands down while he fussed with the scarf and loosened it. | sort of
hed to bite down to keep the thing from falling out.

| was certainly not putting my hands anywhere but tightly around him while he picked me up through the
air, though, spirits or no spirits. Did hethink | was crazy?

Hewas probably lying about the "Mafid" spirits. Gags and blindfolds? | was lucky he didn't have apair of
handcuffs on him. | saw how much more rudely Victor had hauled Vanity than Colin when he had picked
her up. Boggin had gotten al turned on and aroused after flying with me.

| think it isjust athing with men who go up in the air with women. Aren't stewardesses supposed to be
redly risque and wild? That was the reason.

He muttered, "Now, remember, you are supposed to be the sensible one. / would not fool around with
your experimentsif you weretrying your powers, Amelia.”

Oho. Not exactly afair comment. Criticize the girl when she's gagged and cannot answer back.

He picked me up again, hefted mein hisarms, held me close to his chest. Beneath the blindfold, | closed
my eyes. | put my head againgt his shoulder and tried to snuggle ascloseto him as| could. | did not like
not being alowed to see, not being alowed to talk. It made me fed too helpless. What was odd was that
even young little Quentin, when he held me, seemed in my imagination to grow into something strong, and
masculine. It was so strange. | could fed my heart pounding in my chest.

Coalin'svoice broke the silence. "Jesus H. Christ! Quentin! Oh my God! Y ou are the man!"

| started to kick and put my hands up toward the gag, but then | stopped. We might gill be twenty feet
upintheair. | could not yank off the blindfold until Quentin gave me permission.

Quentin shifted his grip. With an easy strength, he put me on my feet. | could fedl adanted surface under
my boots. Wasit safeto talk yet? | waved my hand behind me toward him, and made a mmph! noise.

Quentin plucked at the play-knot. | pushed at the gag with my tongue, but instead of faling off, it
suddenly changed shape, becoming thicker, and blocked my mouth for redl. The blindfold suddenly
seemed snug, and more opaque.

| could fed Quentin pluck at the knot for amoment. | did not have time to start panicking, because
Quentin made adight snort of disgust, or surprise, and he tapped his saff on the ground. The gag and the
blindfold relaxed. | spit out the gag and, hooking afinger through the top of my blindfold, | pulled the
whole assembly, scarf, goggles, and dl, down around my neck.

| saidto Calin, "Y ou did that on purpose!"
Hegavemeahdf grin. "What? Don't | wish! | didn't talk Big Q into trussing you up like LoisLane."

Quentin said, "It actualy was part of the spell. She had to make a sacrifice to please the spirits. A little
embarrassment, | suppose, is sacrifice enough.”



We were standing on the roof of the Great Hall.

Vanity was standing afew feet away from Colin and Victor, holding her nose. Victor had no expression,
but therewasasmadl greenish dain trailling down hisleft sde.

| said, "What happened to you?"

Vanity answered, "Colin getsairsck.”

Colinsad, "It wastheworst hour of my life”

Vanity said, "It wasless than two minutes, barfy boy."

"Seemed like an hour.”

Vanity jerked her head suddenly to the left, pointed her finger to aspot in the sky.

Before she could say anything, Quentin spread his arms, stepped into the middle of where we stood, and
swung hisstick in awide circle. He was shorter than dl of us, but he was standing on the peak of the roof
alittleway above us. We ducked, and the stick passed over our heads.

| could not seeit with my eyes, but with my higher sense | saw acircle of light traced by the path of the
gaff. It hung inthe air, embracing dl of us, and then spread dowly out, like asingle ripplein asmooth
pond. A hush seemed to fall acrossthe night sky, the estate around us.

Quentin said, "The aery ones can makethe air quiet when | fly; |1 am using the same effect now. Vanity, is
there anyone listening to us?'

Vanity shook her head. She said, "It'slike a pressure. It's moving East to West across the campus. |
don't think they know wherewe are. Going that way." She pointed. "Back the way we had come.”

Victor said, "Maybe there was abug of some sort on the stick Quentin broke. They could be going that
way."

| said, "Okay. Let'sgoin.”

1

After al the hubbub and hoopla getting here, getting in was easy. | had Vanity touch the big meta door
on the roof. She gave me athumbs-up; no one was watching or listening to it.

It was padlocked, but Victor waved his hand over it, and the padlock jumped up and fell open. | made
the door light and hauled it up and over.

Vanity went first. She said, "Jump over thethird gair.”

"What isit?"

Shejust shrugged. "It is something that watches. Just skip over it."

At the bottom of the stairs, Victor said, "Microwaves. Motion detectors, | think."

| said, "None of thiswas here before. | think. Can you, | don't know, interfere with the signa without
etting them of f?*



Hesaid, "Maybeif | had aweek to figure out the math. Can't you see through walls? Trace the wires and
tell mewherethe switchis. If itismade of metd, I'll turnit to its 'off setting.”

| stood, eyes closed, with the building around me laid out like ablueprint. The wireswere useful to
someone, they glowed.

| also saw awebwork, like a spiderweb, of lines of mora force laid across the doorways and lintels.
| sad, "Thereisabox al thewireslead to in an office on thefirst floor."

It took awhilefor Victor, blind, being led just by my voice, to direct abeam of magnetic force down
through severd floorsto the control pand for the dlarms. Vanity hopped back and forth, one foot to the
other, giving out little yelps when we were about to trip something.

| could not see the circuitry go dead, since | cannot see eectron flows, but | saw the system become
usaess.

| said to Quentin, "Thereis some sort of spell laid across dl the doors. Can you break it?"

He looked alittle uncertain. He said, "Get meto the door with the safein it. Vanity, | hopeyoull tell meif
| am about to set off an darm or something.”

Victor said, "I will look for eectronic sgnas. Ameliacan look through the walsfor traps.”

Colinsaid, "And I'll look for an opportunity to drop my pants. Hey! Has anyone noticed that I'm the only
completely useless person here?"

Vanity said, "Quiet, puke boy. We've noticed it for years."
Victor hushed them both.

We st off down the gloomy corridor. Our way was it only by what moonlight there was legking in
through the windows.

Soon wewerein front of the door to the second-floor corner office.

| told Victor where the wires were running to the door. He said, "1 can seethem.” He pointed hisfinger,
disarmed the alarms. With aclick, the door unlocked.

| said, "The spell looks like abig red spiderweb to me. It isright over the door, and it goes through the
walsandfloor."

Quentin took a deep breath and said, "Okay. Let me try something."

Helightly touched his st&ff to the handle of the door, and spoke: " Annon edhellenf edro hi ammen!
Fennas no-gothrim, lasto beth lammen!"

Nothing happened,

Colin said, "Bresk the stick over your knee and throw it at the doors. It looked cool when you did that
before.”

Vanity squinted at Quentin. "Wasthat from a made-up language?'

"Better than most real languages,” muttered Quentin under his bresth. Then he said, "That would have



worked if these had been dwarf doors. Well. Let me try something else." He knelt, took a piece of chalk
from his pocket, and wrote some angular-looking Viking letters on thelittle strip of floor that showed
between the edge of the carpet and the threshold of the door.

He stood, raised his wand, touched thetip to his chest, and spoke: "Nine nights | hung upon the
wind-torn tree, my own spear through my own heart, mysdlf a sacrifice to myself, high on the tree whose
roots none know! None came to aid me, none gave medrink. | saw the runes below me. Crying out, |
seized onthem.”

He pointed to one of the marks held made on the ground with hiswand. "Three great runes burn in my
hand. A fourth and greater onel know. If aman fastens chains and gyvesto my limbs, | sing the song to
set mefree; locks pring apart, fetters jump open, my hands and feet know liberty."

He raised the wand and tapped the door.

The door trembled in the frame.

Vanity said, "Did it work? The door was listening to him."
| said, "No. | can till seethe spiderweb acrossit.”

Colin said, "Maybe Vanity can just wish a secret passage into being, and we can go into the room that
way."

Quentin said over his shoulder, "That's not the problem. The door is not really locked; it isjust going to
let off an darm or acurseif we open it unlawfully. The windows and floorboards are the same way. The
act of going into the room iswhat is prohibited. If this had been alocked door, something keeping us
prisoner, that last rune would have worked. Well. Maybe | can make the magic think magic iswicked.
Let metry somethingdse..."

Again hetapped achak letter with hiswand-tip. "Nine great runes burnin my hand. A tenth and grester
one | know. When witch-hags ride the wild wind at night, such spell | know asto daze and confound
them, that they will not find their own doorposts again, or return to don their day-shapes.”

When heraised the wand to touch the door thistime, the stick in his hand jumped backwardsin hisgrip,
striking Quentin a nasty knock across the el bow—he had put his arm up to guard his face—and went
spinning end over end down the corridor. It clattered loudly to the carpet.

"Ow, ow, ow," muttered Quentin, holding hisarm.

"Isit broken?" asked Colin.

"If it were broken, | would be crying like agirl, not saying, ‘Ow, ow, ow."

"Well," said Colin. "Let me go fetch your wand. At least it will give me something to do."

"Don't bother. Apsu! Tome!" And the invisible stagehand snatched up the stick and tossed it back to
him.

"Great trick," said Colin, looking more downcast than ever.
Quentin said to the door, "Mélon!"

A noise came from the door, a creak of wood.



Vanity sad, "What's that noise?"
Quentinsaid, "It islaughing a me. Apparently, | am not exactly afriend.”
| asked, "What it? What is laughing?'

He said, "An undead dryad. They chopped her up and planed her into boards. | cannot break the spell,
because | don't have any influencesto back me up. | am atrespasser. The mora order of the universeis
not on my sde.”

Colinsad, "Tel the door that it's our stuff in there. Stolen property. Belongsto us."

"In effect, | just tried that. Whoever put up the door was not the one who stole the goods. If they are
golen.”

| said, "They might have been surrendered in awar. Or they might smply belong to Boggin.”

Victor said, "We are forgetting the principle of what you cal the table of oppositions. Magicians don't
stop spells, you said. They stop psionic effects. Materialism stops magic.”

Hisforehead opened. His metd eyerotated into view. Azure sparks, and then abeam, lanced from his
eye and played back and forth across the door.

Quentin backed avay nervoudly.

Victor, said, Thereisamagnetic anomaly. But there cannot be any mind, or intention, or purpose
watching this door, snce only complex living mechanisms have minds, and thereisinsufficient complexity
herefor that. | see nothing but wood, and wood is carbon atoms strung together. | do not see anything
that could cause the magnetic anomaly. Whatever has no cause cannot exis.”

Victor put his hand out and pushed the door open.
2.

| steppedin. | said, "Quentin, do you have the disc?’
Quentin pulled out the CD.

| said, "Victor, pleasetedl methe disc player you got from that Lilac woman is till in working order after
your duel with Dr. FdI?*

Victor gave me an odd look. "Her nameis Lily. | haven't checked the player. | don't know if it works.
Givemethedisc, Quentin.”

Colin said, "What is supposed to happen?’

| said, "Thelast time | was here, Miss Daw played music. One of the objectsin the safe reacted to the
music, and sent out an energy. Call it light. That light dlowed meto seein adirection | normally cannot
see, and to reach apart of my body... God, you guys don't remember any of that, do you?"

Victor said, "l remember.” To the others, he said, " She thinks sheisfour-dimensiond. That isthe model
she usesto explain her supernatura effects, like psychokinesis, clairvoyance, and shape-change.”

| wasn't going to argue the point. | said, "Play themusic.”



One of Mozart's violin concertos floated from the tiny speakers on the little square machine. | saw space
shiver and flatten.

Likeacrystd goblet vibrating in sympathy to aperfect note, the spherein the safe rang. It gave off the
substance of hyperspace, amaterid thicker than redlity, which, at once, was light, music, thought,
interva, time, probability, certainty

| could see the squat safe, drawn like athick line around the other flat objectsit encircled. Extending
above and below it inthe"red" and "blue" directions, | saw the hemispheres of the hypersphere.

Victor handed me the disc player, and | kept my hand on the button. When | stopped it, the hypersphere
continued to ring and echo for amoment, and, during that moment, | could act.

| put my hand "over" theline and into the safe. | could touch the surface—one of the many surfaces of its
hypersurface—of the sphere with my fingers, but | could not budge it from itslocation.

| pulled my hand back down into three-space.

| pushed the play button again; space flattened; the flatness set the sphere to ringing; | pushed pause and
reached again. | tried to pick up the other objectsin the safe: abook, a photo, avia of fluid, anecklace.
Nothing moved. It was asif they werefrozeninice.

Vanity said, "Gosh, that looked weird."
| glanced at her. "What did you see?"

Shesad, "Y our hand got smdll. Not like it was shrinking, but like it was receding down atunndl. You
know."

"Pardlax," Victor sad.

"Y eah. Parallax. But thewall of that meta cabinet thing. Still looked likeit was closer, even though the
hand, your hand, in front of it, looked farther away. Um. And it turned red.”

"Doppler shift,” sad Victor.

Quentin said, ™Y our hand turned ghostly. | saw ared light, too. But it wasn't exactly what Vanity just
described.”

Victor said, "Chaos. Our brains are each programmed to interpret it according to amutually exclusive

metaphor.”

Colinsaid, "No. | saw. Her hand woke up. Thisdream, thisfaseworld we aredl in, it gave way. Look,
you aredl logicd people. If the sasfewasred, could she put her hand through it, into it, without leaving a
hole? No. The safeisanillusion. It isonly there because wethink it isthere.”

Victor said, "I cannot seem to penetrate the safe wall with my magnetics. | cannot manipulate the lock.”
Heturned. "If your theory is correct, Colin, you could open the safe just by willing it to open.”

Quentin muttered, "It isnot atheory. Not disprovable. Article of faith.”

Colin frowned, looked determined, strode forward with aquick and steady step, plunged his hand down
asif to brush the substance of the safe aside like midt...

Cracked his knucklesloudly on the stedl sides of the safe, and sprang back, yelping and waving his hurt



handintheair.
Vanity said swedtly, "llluson hurt you?'

Colin gave her adark look. "Bugger you. Nightmares scare people, okay? They are ill not real. No one
dieson roller-coasters, but everyone screams on them." He wiggled hisfingers gingerly. He muttered to
himsdlf, "If Cat-woman had been in that safe, damn safe would have melted...”

| said to the group, "I can touch the sphere, but for some reason, | cannot moveit. Any theories?!

Colin sat down on the desk, till nuraing his hand. He said, ™Y ou know more than any of us do about
what's hgppening here.”

| said, "Wait aminute. While we are waiting, let's catch up on what we intended to do."

| looked at Victor, reached into his monad, and redligned it, so that it illuminated al the darkened
sections of his nervous system.

Vanity shrieked.

"What?' | said.

"Y ou just stuck your hand through hishead!"
Colin said grumpily, "It only appesred that way!"

Victor said, "I do not know what you did, but it ssemsto have accelerated some of what your molecule
creature was doing. Quentin? May | experiment on you?"'

Quentin said, "There is something | need to do firgt. | don't know what you are going to do to me, but |
don't want to get my memory back until | do this."

He stepped forward and, with infinite tenderness and smple strength, took Vanity by the shoulders and
dipped her back.

Shesad in horror, "Let go of me, or I'll scream!™
Hesad, "Then scream.”

But he kissed her, and so she didn't. She made sort of surprised noisesin her throat, and waved her arms
amost comicaly intheair, but then the throat-noises became warm and soft, and the arms twined around
Quentin's neck.

Colinsad, "Menext."
Victor said, "I cannot help you. Y ou need Quentin to cast aspell to get your memory back to you."
"No, | meant | get Vanity next. Pucker up, hot Stuff!”

Quentin straightened up, pushed Vanity dightly behind him with agentle motion of hisarm, asif to keep
her away from Colin.

Victor opened histhird eye. With my higher sense, | saw thelife-force of the puppy-like hel pful nanite
cresture stream as a sevies of charged particles out from Vic-tor and embed themsalves/itsdf into
Quentin's bloodstream. Knots of moral energy that had been twisted around his heart and head went lax



and dipped away.

Quentinrolled hiseyes. "Oh, | ananidiot." He touched hiswand to Colin's head.

Colinsad, "Hold on! Thereis something | haveto do before | get my memory back!™

And he got up off the table and came toward me with an evil gleam in hiseyes.

| danced back. "Get away from me! | am not kissing some guy who just vomited! | don't even like you!™
Victor stepped between Colin and me, saying, "Calin, leave your sster alone.”

That was like abucket of cold water on me. Sigter. If | was Colin's Sister, then, according to Victor logic,
| was Victor's Sister, too.

Colin must have seen the sick ook on my face, because the sort of fun-and-games grin he was wearing

dipped.
Heturned to Quentin. "Go ahead, Great and Powerful Oz. Zgp me."

Quentin said, "I did everything right, but I did not finish the demonstration. There were other people
besides Mrs. Wren who did thingsto you."

Hetapped Colin on ether shoulder, asif he were knighting him, touched him lightly with the wand on the
forehead, and turned toward one of thewalls (the west wall), saying in aloud voice, "Guardians of the
Watch-towers of the Wes, it was only by Erichtho's evil that other forces and spells, potions and evils
cameto afflict Phobetor! Y ou have washed him clean! He is unstained and whole! Morpheus, father of
dreams, return the memories and thoughts that were lost to your son! | call upon Mnemaosyne to make
wholethe spdl! So Mote It Bel"

Calinsad, "Ohmy God!"
"Wha?What?' said Quentin.
"| tried to chop up Mrs. Wren with an axe! And she kicked my assl"

Vanity rolled her eyes and made that little ugh! gesture she sometimes makes when Colinisaround. She
tucked her hand into Quentin's el bow.

Quentin said, "What about Vanity?"

Colinsaidto me, "Y egh. Vanity next."

Vanity looked a me hopefully. "Y es? What about me? Isit my turn?”

| felt asckening, Snking sensation in my stomeach.

"Maybe something in the safewill help,” | said. "If we could get it open.”
3.

We taked over severa optionsfor how to get the safe open.

Victor assumed the hypersphere was fixed in place by Mr. Glum's power, psionics, and that Quentin
could rdeaseit, if he could cast a pdl into the safe, which he could not. Victor said the safe was made
of adurable nonmagnetic dloy, which would not et "magnetic anomdies," i.e., magic, through the



surface. Maybeif | had Quentin'swand in my hand, and touched it to the ball?

| tried that. Quentin and | practiced once or twice without reaching into the safe, just to get thetiming
right. Only the moment or two after | turned off the music, but while the spherewas till ringing, did |
have a chanceto act.

| knelt before the safe, one hand on the disc player, one hand on his staff tip. He was holding the other
end of the gaff, standing behind me.

| clicked the button. M ozart floated into the room. The sphere rang sharply, asif the notes were hammers
griking it. Click. Music stopped. Theringing started to fade. ..

Quentin looked nervous as one end of hiswand turned ghostly, reddened, and vanished into the solid
surface of the safewall. | touched the st&ff to one of the surfaces of the many spherica volumes of which
the curved hyper-surface was composed.

| said, "Quickly." Each echo was quieter than the one before.

Hesaid quickly, "The Eloi Adonal gaveto Adam dominion over dl beasts of thefield and birds of the air,
the bugs that swarm and the fish that swim. In token of this, King Adam granted namesto dl living things.
Forcewhich binds: | am ason of Adam. Y ou arealiving thing of Earth. | nameyou, | dub, | christen
you..."

| sad, "Fagter." The echoing in hyperspace was fading, fading. The hyperlight dimmed, likeacandle
flickering out. It was getting hard for meto "see" in that direction. Hyperspace is so very dark.

"... You are Er, the done one, who gripsthesetalismans. | cal you by your true name! Releasethe
talismang And you shdl no longer bedone..."

Toolong. Thelast glint of hyperlight went dark; | lost the direction. With a spray of red sparks and the
thrust of pressure, both my hand and Quentin's staff were forced out of the safe.

Quentin staggered back, looking &t his saff, and a my hand. "Areyou dl right?'

Hewas taking to me, but the safe answered, with ahideous, unearthly moan, "It hurts! It is so heavy!"
Quentin waved his staff, and said several impressive things, but the voice did not speak again.

After amoment or two, Vanity told himto stop. "It is not listening anymore.”

Victor said, "There was amagnetic flux near the point where the wand came out from the surface of the
safe, but then it was smothered.”

Vanity sad, "l think it... died."

Quentin had been trying to mold the psychic energy into aliving being, like drawing afacein clay. He had
gotten theideafrom what | had doneto Dr. Fell's molecular engine, which | had given free will. His
thought was that he could cast a spell on abeing that had amord nature, or at least talk toit.

Quentin looked rather pale at this point. "l wasn't expecting it to dieagain. | mean... | wasn't expecting
thet..."

Victor said, "1 have an idea, though. In your paradigm, murder is bad, right?'Y ou could argue that Boggin
was responsiblefor that entity being killed, and..."



Coalin, looking a Quentin, interrupted softly, "Hey, maybe the thing istill dive, but just, you know,
trapped in the safe?"

| said, "Um. No. Thereisnothing divein the safe.”

Thefacein the clay had been smoothed over and rubbed out. Unfortunately, the force was till there.
Quentin shook hishead. "Why don't you guystry something else? Do it without me. | haveto st down.”
He went to Sit behind the desk.

Vanity said, "Quentin, | hateto say this, but were in the middle of something right now. Y ou haveto
hdp!"

Quentin laid his head down on the desk. He spoke without raising his head. "Okay. Fine. Heres my help.
Weight isthe key. Theforce can barely hold thetdismans asit is. Have Ameliamake the thing heavier.
Eventualy, theforcewill bresk."

Vanity looked at me and shrugged. "Go ahead and try it."

| knelt down, turned the music on, waited for a nice running glissade to get the sphereringing redly
voluminoudy, and put my hand "past" the safe wall, and touched the hypersphere.

| could not mani pul ate the world-lines connecting its center of mass with the center of mass of the Earth. |
was not sure why, but maybe the fact that it was afourth-dimensiond object, a perfectly regular sphere,
made me unableto rotateit to ater its possible free-fall paths. Maybe my powers worked only because |
had ahigher dimension than the "flat” 3-D matter around me.

But Miss Daw had implied that there were higher dimensions than just the four. Maybe | could
manipulate them, if | could see or imagine them.

| said haf doud, haf to mysdf, "A five-sphere would satisfy v2+H?+Jc?+y?+z?=r2, The 'surface’ would be
aset of hypervolumes made of hyperspheres, al equidistant from a single center-point. The 'volume
would be asu-perhypervolume, and..."

Something happened. Quietly, quickly, unexpectedly. Not what | wastrying to do. But something
amazing.
Under my finger, the sphere changed into afive-dimensiona object. | saw it.

The ringing damped even more quickly when that happened, and | yanked my hand away even asred
gparks began to tremble across the safe surface.

| said aoud, "Victor, you're good at math. What isthe ratio of the surface area of afive-dimensiona
gphereto itsvolume?”

Hesaid, "I am not good at that kind of math. But theratio is higher than that of a hypersurface of aglobe
to its content, much higher than anorma sphere surface to its volume. Remember the pie plate and the
goldfish bowl. The more dimensions you have, the more water you can fill in, within the same given
radius.”

| said, "The surface areafor any number of dimensionsisdirectly proportiond to 2 pi raised to the power
of nil, where n isthe number of dimensions. It isinversaly proportiona to gammatimes one-haf n*

Colin sad, "Oh my dear lord, sheistaking in equations again. Quentin! Get your gag back out! The



spirits are demanding Colin be spared!™

"I'll say it smply. Thiswill sound odd, but the hypersurface areaand content reach maximaand then
decrease towards zero as nincreases.”

Colin shook hishead. He spoke in avoice of lilting sarcasm: "Odd? No. That sounds 'norma.' Why
would | think that sounded odd?!

| pointed at the safe. "If | raised the number of dimensionsto six, and kept the same radius, the volume
would decrease, and, for aseven-D sphere, it would get even lower. So | think | cannot make it any
heavier than | just did..."

It sounded like an explosion. The bottom crashed out of the safe with anoise like battleship armor being
holed. Compared to the safe bottom, the wooden floor was matchwood. Boards and splintersflew upin
afountain. Whatever was on the floor below aso exploded with noise of cracking boards, breaking
glass, and screaming metal. Shocking reports like gunshots, snapping even louder than the generd
cacophony, stunned our ears.

Victor had his hand up. There were holeslike bullet holesin the wall above us, where metd shards had
flown, but he had deflected the worst of it overhead. Quentin, behind the desk, was unhurt. Colin, once
again moving fagter than was possible, had thrown himself in front of Vanity, with hisarms out, and was
bleeding from two large splinters, which had cut his cheek and shoulder. | had flinched at the noise,
moved haf aninchinthe"blue" direction, and let the matter pass "through” me without touching me.

Victor said, 'They must have heard that.”
Vanity, who was looking scared, said, "I don't sense anything—"

Victor said, "Then they must be jamming your attention-detector. Leader... " Victor turned to me. "'l
strongly urge we just grab the stuff from the safe and go. We can pause to examine it later. Which way?"

Vanity had her hankie out and was trying to wipe the blood off Colin'sface. Colin was saying, "I'mfine,
I'm fine. Ow, shit! These wounds are no more real than if someone painted ink on my face. Fuck! And |
could get mysdlf to believethat if it didn't hurt so damn much!”

Vanity said, "Y ou are spouting gibberish. Hold till. Y ou can't believe what you don't believe.”
Colin muttered, "Not thisme. The real me believesit. | wish hewere here.”
"Yeah," sad Vanity. "Because he would not be spouting gibberish. He would aso hold ill."

| stepped over the wreckage of the safe, madeit light, and pushed it over. There was asplintered holein
the floor. Below was a crater of what had once been abookshelf. In the middle of the crater wasa
sphere. It gave off no light in three-space, but to my eyes, it was shining and pale.

| sad, "Quentin, if you know any hedling magic, cast acharm on Colin. If not, Victor, can you manipulate
the atoms his body is made out of, and stitch up hisface? Vanity, collect the stuff from the safe.”

Victor said, "And you... 7'

"l am going down after my sphere. Everyone el se start moving to the roof now. If we get split up, we

Damnit. | hated being leader. Leaders do not get to say thingslike, meet at the house of that tawdry,



grasping Jezebel Lily Lilac.

"... wemeset a the dock where Lily Lilac kegps her motorboat. Quentin saysit will go badly for usif we
ded it. If wetagp on her window at—jeez, what timeisit?—at four o'clock in the morning, is sheagood
enough... um... friend that shewould lend it toyou... V

Vanity stooped down a my feet and started looting the safe. There were no papers and no money,
nothing but the four objects. abook, a necklace, adrug ampoule, asmall brown card. Eveninthedim
light, the gold tracery on the cover of the book, the Silver weave of the necklace, glittered and glinted.
Vanity's coat had many large pockets. She zippered them carefully insde.

Except for the necklace. After saring at itsfine chain for abrief moment, she smiled an impish smile,
reached under her hair to clasp it around her neck. It was studded with tiny emerads, and therewasa
pendant, a green stone with silver wings. It looked nice on her.

Victor said, "She said | could borrow it any time | wished.”

| looked at Quentin. "Would that count? | mean, | am sure no one meansit literaly when they say ‘any
time"

Victor said curtly, "If sheintended to convey amore precise meaning, she would have spoken more
precisaly.”

Quentin said to me, "I'm not sure. In fairy tales, though, it isthe exact wording that counts, not the intent.
We can take the boat." Then he smiled and gave out alaugh.
Colinsad, "I'm bleeding my face off here, and you're laughing. What's so funny?"

Victor, who had stepped over to peer at Colin'sface, said over his shoulder to me, "Leader, | do not
think hisbody is made of atoms. | cannot redlly do much.”

Quentin wastalking to Colin. He smiled a sdf-deprecating smile. "We should have checked the desk
fird... look here..."

Vanity'shead jerked up. " Wait—"
"... I wonder if thisgoesto the safe..." Quentin picked asmal meta key out of adrawer and held it up.
"—don't touch it!"

Quentin shouted in pain and threw the key from him. The key was covered with crawling sparks, and the
metd surface was red-hot. It crossed the room like acoa from astove, like atiny meteor, and tinkled
agang thefar wall.

Vanity said in the shrill voice, "Leader! | regret to report that my detection senseis not being jammed! It
just went off! Severa people just became aware of us."

Quentin was clutching his hand. There were tears of painin hiseyes. Tricky bloody bastards, aren't
they?”

| said, "Roof, now! Run!"

Quentin said, "I should stay with you..."



| said, "No back-tak! Victor, you're second-in-command. Get everyone up.”
Victor said, "How are you going to get out?
| hesitated. | had no idea. But | was not going to leave my sphere.

Colin said, "Hey! Don't you have wings? Winged squid? Remember? | just remembered. Wings? Can't
you hear me? Wings..."

| stared a him blankly.
Hesad, "Hdlo... ?Wdll... ? Do they work?"
| rotated part of my shoulder blade. Shimmering with higher-dimensiona motes of music, glittering with

thought-energies, pinions made of trangparent blue, mingled with dapples of starlight and colorsthe
human eye could not see, gppeared around me, passing "through” the back of my coat, and yet not
disturbing thefabric.

| said, "Roof. Thisisadirect order.” | made the floor insubstantia in relation to me, and dropped from
sght asif through atrapdoor.

| heard Colin mutter, "Grest. Just grest. Everyone can fly but me.”

They ran.

1

Thewingsdid not seem to operate by any principle of aerodynamics. | did not flap them. Instead, there
seemed to be energy currentsissuing from and rushing toward the core of the Earth, forming fast- and
dow-moving streams. There was something in the wing feathers, an eye or a pressure-membrane, that
sensed them. Gravity waves? Antigravity? Something else entirdy? | wondered if | was detecting some
abstract concept like "ownership” or "desire," because awash of the gravity-stream ran from my heart to
the hypersphere.

| dropped down to where the sphere rested among the wreckage of the bookshdlf. | put out my hand.

There were other sensesthat opened in me when the fifth-dimensiond vibration, shed by the
hypersphere, traveled up my arm, throbbing. My teeth ached.

Motion wasimpossiblein thefifth dimension, and there was nothing like vison here, but | could hear the
crystd ringing of tremors and shock waves, like whale-sound or heavy drumbests, traveling through the

medium. But it was not conveying knowledge of sound to me. | was "hearing” something €se, something
amogt incomprehensible: degrees of extension, relation, and existence.

From the degree of extension, | could sense that the medium within this dimension was even thicker and
closer than the fourth; it was filled with heavy darkness, and some force or obstruction filled the area
around Earth's home continuum.

The relation sensetold methat, like the hypersphere, the particles here had such high volumefor their
surface areg, that they could not be deflected from their straight-line motions by any contact with each
other's surfaces. The surfaceswere smply too small. Imagineif al space werefilled with infinitely hard,
dense points of neutron-ium. They could not interact.



Onthe exigenceleve, | was hearing the underpinnings of the universe. The universe was somehow false:
It did not "exit" asmuch as, it was hot asred as, the void over which it was constructed.

| heard Vanity scream. The mora strands connecting meto my friendsal went rigid. The moment | had
gpent looking into five-gpace had been long. How long? The time might be different between 3-D and
5-D.

Firgt problem. How to pick up afive-dimensiond hypersphere?

| said, or perhaps only thought, to the sphere, "Collapseinto xt+yt-zzr" It folded from the hypersphere
into asphere, and then into a crystal disk about the Size of a saucer. It wastoo thin to see with my eyes
or touch with my hand, but | reached down with part of my manipulator-structure, and lifted the disk an
inchinto the"red" direction. It glowed like alamp in my hand.

That light showed me what was around me. In the fourth dimension, | could see the whedl swithin wheels
of MissDaw, issuing musical concentric spheres, expanding; | saw aconica giant made of hands and
arms, surrounded by waves of overbearing pressure. My other senses were confused; there were tangles
of world-pathsrippling and distorting from dl objectsin my view, blinding and blazing, asif dl
probabilities had gone wild, al time were bent out of joint. A tida wave of Phaeacian pace-distortion
was dso raging over thewhole area. In the visud gibberish, | could not see where my friendswere; |
could not see what was happening,

| closed my higher eyes againg the blazing noise and followed the jerking mordity-lines coming from my
heart. | spread my wings and caught an energy flow leading toward my friends. Up. Straight up | soared,
passing through floorsand cellings asif they were migt.

Then | was on the roof. Victor was prone, ether unconscious or dead. Colin had one arm around Victor,
asif he had just caught him, and was lowering his body to thetiles. Vanity was drawing her breath to
scream again, her hand protectively over the necklace around her neck. Azure blue sparks were
streaming up over the side of the roof, passing through Quentin's body, and he had dropped his taff. The
saff was diding down the roof tiles, bouncing over the rain gutter and away.

In front of uswere enemies. Boggin, barefoot and shirtlessin the cold, wearing nothing but his purple
pirate pants, was landing on the peak of the dome, not ten yards away, his red wings pumping
energeticdly, hisfists soread wide. One leg was crooked, one leg was straight, toes reaching down to the
capstone of the dome.

To the east, among the moonlit clouds behind Boggin, three other winged figures flew: black Notus,
whose wings were shaped like a seagull's, and falcon-winged Corus, armed with abow, and an
owl-winged man with streaming Slver hair, who carried arifle.

On the lawn below us, advancing with huge steps, were two giants, their heads fifty feet high. Six or ten
arms sprang from the knotted muscles of their shoulders; cloaks of mist and cloud streamed from their
backs, and adozen more hands and arms reached out from the folds and billows of these clouds. Their
black fingernails were the Size of shidds, their fingers were timber beams, their palms were courtyards.

In one of the palms of the nearer of the two giants, the one-eyed, skull-faced version of Dr. Fell stood,
Tedemus, hisfeet planted wide, one hand resting againgt the thumb of the giant, asif the thumb were the
mast of apitching ship. From him came the azure light that struck Quentin.

| knew Miss Daw wasin thearea, but | could not see her.

Behind uswere enemies. Severd of the hands of the giants, larger than lifeboats, were issuing from a



white mist that had blotted out the roof behind us. One hand descended toward Vanity, its palm down
and fingers curled like the bars of a prison gate. In the pam of another of the handswas Mr. Glum,
leaning on his makeshift crutch.

The moment Glum'seyesfell on me, hisfacelit up with dark ddlight, and redity hiccuped. My wings
were gone, my higher sensesdimmed, and | felt the upper dimensions vanish from my memory likea
dream upon waking. My winter coat and pants seemed both tighter and prettier.

Boggin was spesking as helanded. "Well, now that that little romp is over with, we can..."

| hit the button on the disc player. Miss Daw'slovely music floated from the tiny spesker, very quiet in
thewide night.

The screams of the giants were cut off in mid-shout. The hands dl vanished in blazes and explosions of
red sparks. Mr. Glum toppled headlong; Dr. Fell grabbed the thumb he was clutching, and he
disappeared into whatever place the hands were being yanked. The clouds of mist the giants produced
erupted into red sparks, turned transparent, and were gone.

Glum struck the roof tiles, did, and grabbed on to the rain gutter with both hands. Whatever his desires
were a the moment, they did not include concentrating on me. In the fourth dimension, my crysta disk
shone and gave off light.

You will never be without light...

And | could see my wingsagain. | rotated them back into thisleve. Shining blue-sparkling festhers
fanned out to either sde of me.

Coalin roared. He ran forward, snatching up Mr. Glum's hoe. He moved faster than was possible, asfast
asrunners desire to run, which was faster than they do run.

He shouted as he sprinted past me, " Save them!™
He jumped to the peak of the domein oneleap.

My higher senses picked up Boggin's power beginning to radiate from him; moraity and probability were
warping, building up some sort of massive time-energy, asif fate itsdf were being wrenched fromiits
moorings and used as aweapon in Boggin's hands.

But Colin wastoo quick for him. Colin clouted him over the head and shoulder with the hoe. Boggin
snarled and dapped a Colin, cracking the hoe in two when Colin raised it to parry the blow.

Boggin'swings pumped furioudy, and he began to rise. Colin threw himself heedlesdy through the air and
tackled him. Boggin began to draw in his bresth, and, even from yards and yards away, | could fed the
ar getting cold. Calin, hislegsdangling in midair as Boggin lifted off, drove the blunt end of the broken
hoe-gtaff into the pit of Boggin's somach. Boggin doubled over and coughed, but continued to rise,
higher and higher.

| took astep, raised my wings, but looked back. Victor was not moving. He did not seem to be
breathing. Vanity was ditting on the roof tiles, looking in horror a Mr. Glum's hand, which had gotten a
grip on aroof ornament, and waslifting Mr. Glum into view. Quentin was looking hopelessand log, his
magic gone again, and hewas il clutching his hand that the key had singed.

Damn, damn. A leader cannot abandon her people. But now | had to, one or the other. Either Colin, or
therest. Which? | had lesstimethan it takes to take a breath to decide. As soon as Glum raised his head,



| would bejust agirl again. If | could have thrown something at Glum, or run down to him before he
could raise his head, and pitched him off the roof to his deeth, | would have. But there was nothing to
throw.

The giants were not the only ones with other hands. Mine looked like sparks and motes of energy when |
rotated them into thistime-gpace, and they swirled around Victor, Vanity, and Quentin; and perhaps my
hands were not so strong as the giants were, but | could negate the weight of my friends, so they weredl
fether-light.

| selected avery fast-moving energy path, caught it with my wings, and we al were swept off the roof at
high speed. The path | took dipped down off the far Sde of the roof from Glum, putting the mass of the
building between him and usfor amoment.

| heard Boggin's voice crying out from above, "Stop! Stop! Stop! Or you will kill us both!"
Coalin, hisvoice wild with glee, "No, teacher! Just you!"

| saw them outlined againgt the moon. They were very far away from me. There wasno way | could get
there, no shortcut through the fourth dimension to reach there; the distances were longer through
four-space.

Boggin'sthree brothers were racing toward him, their wings like storms, but they were a'so smply too far
avay.

Colin was on Boggin's back, hislegs around his neck. He had one hand yanking up Boggin'sleft wing.
With the other, he flourished the broken hoe-shaft.

Colin shouted, "Thisisfor every kid who hateswearing atie!”

And he brained him. He struck the Headmaster forcefully enough to knock him limp. They both tumbled
from the sky, down and down...

There were bright moonlit clouds behind them. | saw the two tumbling silhouettes. Asthey fell lower, only
dark horizon was behind them, tree shadows, the gloom of the earth, and | saw nothing.

Or perhaps it wastears that clouded my vision.
2.

Dawn. The sun was not yet above the sea, but the western clouds were dl aflame with red, and bands of
pale and distant yellow light peered through the bands of cloud. A low retaining wall of gray stoneran the
length of the seafront, and above this were the shops of Waterside Street, quiet as ghogtsin the dawn.
There was aboardwalk on our side of the stone wall, and piersran out on tall postsinto the dark,
murmuring weter.

The four of uswere huddled on the wide pier next to Lily Lilac's motorboat. There were crates lashed
down under tarps on two sides of us, sheltering us from any view. On the fourth Sde wasthe sea. There
were other boats moored here, too, but the fishermen either had not risen yet, or were taking Christmas
Day off.

| had redligned Victor's monad, which had been twisted by Miss Daw to render him inert. His body had
been Hiff, without any heartbesat or breathing, but when | put him back to normal, the mechanical
processes of breathing and circulation merely started again. It was S0 eerie, so inhuman, that | was having
trouble remembering thiswas Victor, my Victor of whom | had dreamed 0 often. It waslike seeing a



computer or something, restored from a tape back-up.

Victor, in short order, had opened histhird eye, and "remagnetized,” ashe called it, the "parts of
Quentin's nervous system” which "alowed him to create magnetic anomalies.” In other words, he turned
Quentin's magic back on. The beam he used was more golden than blue.

Quentin poked around in the rubbish in some trash bins near the dock and found an axe-handle with no
axe head, which someone had thrown away. Now he held it tucked under one arm like a baton. The first
thing he had done with it was draw what he called a"circle of slence’ on the planks of the dock where
we hid, to allow usto talk, rather than pass notes, while Boggin'sair spiritswere listening for us.

The bus gtation was |ess than one hundred yards from where we huddled. 1t had taken me five minutesto
walk up to the closed and locked door, dide " past” them, find the locker. | did not bother opening the
door; | waswary of using keys. | stuck my head in, lowered the hyper-sphereinto this space, so that its
light shone on the inte-rior of the locker. Here were papers and an envelope with money, as promised.

| would have brought Vanity, whom | now thought of as our trap-detector, but | was unwilling to
experiment with what might happen if | drew her through the fourth dimension.

| drew out the papers and tickets and the envel ope, and wafted through the wall. | folded my wings and
assumed my secret identity asagirl again, and waked back down the street to where the others were
wating.

There weretearsin my eyesby thetimel got there. "Assume my secret identity” waslike aphrase Colin
would have used.

| stepped back into Quentin's circle, and the sea noise grew hushed and remote, asif cotton were
blocking my ears.

| showed them the papers. We had visas and passports, and about £5,000 of Mr. ap Cymru's money. |
was not sureif that was alittle money or alot, but | thought it was alot. There were pictures of us, but |
did not recognize the photographs; | had no ideawhen they had been taken.

Therewere papersfor Colin, too, and there hewas, adevilish haf-smileto hisface, looking out at me
from his passport.

Victor said, "How long do we wait, Leader? Our chances of being spotted from the air have just gone up
tremendoudly, because we waited till sunup.”

| said, "l don't know and | don't care. Y ou decide. Thistime | am quitting and for redl. | resign as
leader.”

Victor said, "Not wise. You gill have alot of information we don't know yet.”

| said gtiffly, "When aleader loses one of the men under her command, she can resign.”
Quentin said softly, "We do not know for sure he's dead.”

Bitterness crept into my voice. "Y ou're right. He may only be captured.”

And | wondered how much of hismemory they would haveto eraseto blot out all memories of us. All of
them, | suppose. They would have to turn him back into ababy. Which, for al practica purposes, would
erase him as a person. It was the same as desth.



Quentin turned and looked at Victor. "It il seems like we need aleader. Someone has to decide how
long we wait, whether we go back to look for his... tolook for him, or where we go."

Vanity sad, "And what about me?'

In my heart, | had to agree with Vanity. Why was Quentin automatically assuming Victor would be leader
if  wasnot?1 said, "Good point! Why can't Vanity be leader? Arewe just al assuming girls can't do
anything right? Isthat it?'

Vanity looked embarrassed. "Um, actudly, | mean, what about getting my memory back?You said
something in the safe might help me. We haven't even looked at that stuff yet. Wheredo | fit in on your
table of oppositions, Amdia?’

| sighed, fedling an immense weariness. | had been awake now, for how long? Two days? | lay back on
the dock and tucked my hands behind my heed, staring up at the sky. The zenith was mauve and dark
blue, and the armies of the sunrise had not yet defeated that last rearguard of night. A star was there,
faint, but not yet blotted out. One last holdout againgt the inevitable.

| just wanted to rest. | just wanted someone else to do the thinking for the group. | just wanted...

| just wanted Quartinus not to be dead. Once, at one of the irregular birthday parties Mrs. Wren used to
throw for us (we had had three that year, | remember, and none the year before) Quartinus had been
frightened by a party balloon. It had deflated, spitting with arude noise, and when heran fromiit, it
flopped at random, here and there. Blind chance had made it seem to come after him, at least for a
moment. Then he had cried, because the thing was limp, and he thought it was dead. He had been very
young. | had held himin my lap and fed him adice of birthday cake, and wiped histears

| said dully, "Of the four powers, two of them are equal and opposite to each other. Me and Quentin;
Victor and Calin. | had the hypothesis—redlly just aguessin the dark—that the two other powerswe
know exi<t, the Olympian and the Phaeacian, are combinations of two opposites. The Phaeacians seem
to be able to bend space. | do not know by what mechanism. Dreams, or other levels of consciousness
might be involved. They find shortcuts through some sort of dream-universe, where distances are
meaningless. The Olympians dearly have something both in common with my paradigm and with
Quentin's. They operate on mora principles. Y ou have to break apromiseto them, or break arule, for
them to get power over you."

Victor commented darkly, "That explainswhy rdigions have rulesno one can follow. If everyoneisa
snner, by definition, everyoneisunder their power."

"But they aso control the fabric of time. They can bless and curse; they can create destiny. Hermes
‘created’ coincidencesto make mevist him. | think the things Boggin can do are smilar. In Victor's
modd, timeis an absolute; it isnot an object. It cannot be manipulated or affected. In my modd, timeis
one aspect of time-space, it isrelative, and certain conditions, such as proximity to event horizons, can
digtort time. On aquantum leve, the arrow of timeisambiguous.”

Vanity sad, "Losng audience. Come again?'

| shook my head. "Sorry. | just think Olympians somehow combine Quentin's morality-based magic and
my multidimensiond time-space manipulation. If Phaeacian power isacombination of the other
two—and don't ask me how pure materialism and pure mysticism can be combined!—but if it were, if
the two of them worked together, they might be ableto..."”

The two of them were Victor... and Colin.



My voicetrailed off. The one star that had been holding out against the dawn had been vanquished. |
could not seeit any longer.

| closed my eyes.

Vanity said softly, "Then, I'm not getting my memory back... ?'
Quentin said, "Is she adegp?’

| was not adeep. | just did not fed like talking at the moment.
Victor said, "We should decide how long we should keep waiting."

Quentin said, "I votefor you to be leader. Do we have any other candidates? Vanity, unless you want the
jobagan?'

Victor said, "We have a chance to talk things out; let's not pick aleader till we need one. How long
should wewait?"

Vanity: "I don't know. Isthere going to be atime, you know, like noon and we know he's... Colin's not
coming, but a eeven fifty-nine, wethink he still might be coming? How do you pick atimelike that?'

Quentin said, "We dl have powers. Maybe | could read the cards, try to get aclueasto what is
happening.”

Victor said, "Doesthat create asigna of some sort? Isit detectable?”

Quentin sighed. "I don't know. | don't think tarot cards are radioactive or something. But | don't know.
They clearly pick up influences from their environment. That iswhy they have to be kept in acedarwood
box."

Victor said, "Try to read Vanity'sfortune. She cantdl usif she feds something ‘watching' her."

| heard the rustle of cards. Quentin briefly explained the positionsin a cross-and-scepter spread, and
started depicting arather gloomy future, with Towers and Moons and the Seven of Swords opposing
Vanity's path to happiness.

Vanity said, "Stop. | canfed it. There are some sort of creaturesin the upper atmosphere that are
looking at me when you do that. And you might want to redraw your magic circle. | wanted to tell you
something. Amdlia, are you adegp?”'

Of course | was not adeep. | could hear them perfectly well.

"Guys, | think Amdiais planning on dipping away. Boggin has her bugged somehow. He can tell where
sheis. HeE's not doing it now. | assume that means Colin knocked Boggin out, if he didn't kill him dead.
But if Boggin pullsthrough... well, you see what | mean? The only way the group can get away isif she's
not init. That'swhat she'sthinking.”

Damn her. Sometimes | underestimate Vanity.

Vanity said, "While shewas|eader, | wasn't going to say anything, because, well, you know how
Churchill let Coventry get bombed, so the Axiswould not figure out we'd broken their codes? | thought it
waslikethat. But if she's not Churchill anymore, then she doesn't have the right to decide to sacrifice
hersdf... wdl, you seewhat | mean?'



Victor said, "1 am not sure what we can do to stop her. If Colin were here, he could stop her from
walking through walls. But even for that, weld need awall. We don't have anything.”

Quentin sad, "We have the talismans from the safe. Do we have time to examine them? We still haven't
decided whether to get into the motorboat now or later.”

Victor said, "We ought at least to wait the amount of time it would take aman on foot to walk here from
the estate. If Coliniswounded, but can till walk averaging at one mile an hour, he would get here within
the next thirty minutes, assuming he set out the moment after hefell. Let'swait at least half an hour, then
decide our next step.”

Vanity said, "Makeit an hour. Y ou know how Coaliniswith directions and maps and stuff.”
Quentin said, "I agree. An hour. Okay, Vanity, let's see what you've got.”
"Item number oneisthisfine necklace. Note the dluring craftsmanship!”

Quentin: "The green stone is the same substance as the table in the Great Hall; the same one we used to
summon the Head of Bran. Oh! That reminds me of avery important issue. Bran made us swear to do
nothing that would hurt the British Ides. It would not bind you or Calin, but it is very important.”

Victor sad, "Important, why... ?"
"Um. Let metak to you about that alittle | ater.”

Vanity said, "ltem number two isabrown envelope. It has something written onitin Boggin's
handwriting. 'Remember Next Time Not to Look.' | can fed thereis something the size and shape of a
playing card. Should | look?"

Quentin said, "That could be atrick, like the burning key that scalded my hand. Why don't we leaveitem
number two aside for the moment.”

Vanity sad, "Item number threeisthis. What isit?'

Victor sad, "It isan ampoule for asyringe. Whatever the substanceingdeis, it gives off eectronic
sgnds”

Quentin said, "Nanites? What Amdiacalls molecular engines?’

"Ataguess, if itismeant for me" said Victor, "it isalibrary. Programs and codes stored in liquid form,
whichwill changemy brainif I inject it, and tell me how to do thethings | saw Dr. Fell doing.”

Vanity said, "You are not just going to inject yoursdlf, are you?"

"Not at the moment. It might have to reorganize parts of my nervous system, and that might render me
incommunicado.”

Quentin said, "Or it could just be poison. If Boggin wanted to reactivate your powers, there could bea
molecular key or antidote he has which he was going to feed you firg."

Victor said, "Let me hang on to it. Who hasthat hypo we had earlier?’

Vanity said, "And last, but not least, tadal We have abook, bound in black leather, with metal wires of
gold and silver making Cdtic knotwork and runes of mystic power on the cover. | have never seen
something that ismore obvioudy agrimoirein my life. Unfortunately it islocked shut"



Quentin said, "Hmm. Let me seethat.”

Vanity said, "Now, unlessthisis one of thoseironic things where the ingtructions for molecular engine
congruction arein the book, and Quentin is supposed to inject himsdf with the nanites, which will
engrave dl sorts of spdlsinto hisbrain, I think we know who getswhat.”

Quentin said, "It'snot locked.” | heard arustle of paper.
A moment of slence.
Vanity sad, "Wel?'

Quentin said, "Unfortunately, thisiswritten in the language of dreams. | cannot read it while | am awake.
But | am pretty surethisis not molecular engineering 101. That pictureis showing the Sephiroth. These
diagramsare astrologica charts. And that... | think thisisthe organizationd table for the pre-Adamite
kings and dukes, along with their telluric and mesoaetheric correspondences. Wish | could read the

cgptions..."

Vanity said, "So we have four objects we either can't useright now, or aren't willing to inject or look at.
And anecklace. Hey! | have aquestion! | wish Amdiawere awake. Whereis my boundary? Obvioudy
my powers came back on, at least alittle bit. And | guess this green stone is supposed to wake up more
powers. But what turned on my firg little bit?*

Morpheus said, "It is the boundary of dreams. The Lords of Cosmos cannot keep the powers of Night at
bay. We are asclose asdeep itsdlf.”

Victor sad, "If that istrue, Boggin could not keep Vanity's power turned off for more than one night.”

Morpheussad, "It isnot in the thought of the Olympiansthat Dream should aid the children of Phaea-cia,
who were, of old, our bitter foes. Y et sheisbeloved by you, and we work her aid. The Lords of Utmost
Night shal spare her for your sake, when we uproot the world-tree, and feed creation to thefina flame.
Shedoneof dl her race shall be spared.”

| had the fedling | had lost track of part of the conversation. Who had just spoken?
Vanity said, "Something just became awvare of Amdia..."

Quentinsaid, "Just her... 7'

Victor said, "How does your power work? Can you detect distance or direction?"
"Orwhoitis?'

Morpheus said, "It is Grendel. Hisdesire for you maddens him. He sees you with his heart. Y et he comes
aone, for he seeks you only to be his own. But there is cunning even in his madness, for he had taken a
ring of Gygesfrom thefinger of Erichtho, which will turn the curses of Eidotheiaand confound his
grammary; thereis no power among you which can withstand his coming. Dream no more, for Dream
cannot help you. My brother Death isnear. | grant you shdl not forget. Wake now."

"Wake up, Amdial Wethink thereis someone coming.”

1

| sat up, rubbing my eyes. "l wasn't adeep. Who wasit who spoke just now?”



Vanity said, "That was me. | sense someoneis|ooking for you."

| sad, "It's Grendel. Grendd Glum. Heisdl by himsdf, but someone just told me he had the ring of
Gyges, which he took from the finger of Mrs. Wren. Quentin, you are our expert on myths. IsGygesa
name we came across in Greek literature?’

He suppressed asmile. "No, Amdia, but we read about him in philosophy. Socrates mentions the myth
of Gygesinthe Republic, A shepherd found agold ring in the grave of some being greater than man.
When heturned the collet in toward his padm, it made him invisble. He raped the queen and killed the
king of Lydia. He could do whatever he wanted and no one could stop him. It is used as a symbol and
example of how men act when corrupted by absolute power."

"What'sacollet?' asked Victor.

Vanity answered him. "The setting. The thing that holds the stone of the ring. What do we do? Colin
won't be ableto find usif we run away."

Quentin said, "Y ou said Glum was done. If heis bound by the psionics paradigm, doesn't that mean |
can automaticaly overcome his powers?’

| answered, "That other guy just told methe ring of Gygeswill protect him from your magic, and that
nothing we have can withstand his coming.”

Victor sad, "What guy?"

"Thelong-haired guy dressed in the black robes with stars circling hishead. He had asilver goblet full of
sand. Colin'sdad."

Victor said, "Y ou were adeep.”

"Hewas herel | heard you talking to him."

Vanity sad, "It wasadream.”

| said, "I know who it was! Didn't | just say who it was?"

Vanity said to Victor, "We haveto run away. Grendel is here. Heislooking at us from somewhere. |
think he can hear our voices”

We al looked back and forth across the waterfront. There was no one on the boardwalk, no one on the
stonewall, no onein sight on the street.

Victor was saying, "We stay. | will neutradize the magnetic anomdiesin the ring to kill its magic, and that
will let Quentin cast aspell on him. Quentin, | assume an assault againgt usis enough of amora error to
let your powerswork?'

| said, "Thereisno time to debate the issue! We haveto leave. HE'stoo strong for us. We can come
back to look for Colin later."

Vanity sad, "Hesmdlsus. He'sthat close.”

Therewas no one on the pier. There was no noise but the wash and crash of the waves againgt the piles
underfoot.

Victor said, "Make acircle. Stand back to back. If he'sinvisible..."



| said, "No! Get into the boat! Let'stake off! Visible or not, he won't be able to get at us, unlesshe can
outswim an outboard motor..."

Quentin and Victor turned so that Quentin was |ooking out to sea, and Victor was facing the shore.
Quentin hefted his axe-handle asif to ready it. Vanity hesitated, but stepped between them and turned
her back so that she was facing the motorboat.

| did not join the formation. "Wait aminute... !"

Quentin did not turn his head, but said to me, rather sharply, "Y ou resigned. Stop giving orders. We don't
havetimeto talk."

| said, "But Victor istelling us the wrong thing to do! And who says Victor'sin charge anyway? Colin's
dad warned usthat..."

Victor said in amaddeningly cam voice, "I'd be willing to abide by the outcome of avote. Fight or fleg?"
Vanity said, "Heel" at the sametime Quentin said, "Fight. If Victor can sopthering..."

Vanity shrieked, "He'slisiening! He knows what you are planning to do! He'sright here! He's herel™
Quentin said, puzzled, "We should be able to hear hiswooden leg on the boards.”

Victor, il in avoice of exasperating calmness, asif we had dl thetimeintheworld, sad, "It'satie. |
guesswe need Colin after dl..."

| took afew stepstoward the boat, saying, "Vanity, if we run for the boat, the boyswill have to come."
Therewas anote of panicin my voice, ashrill sound | did not like hearing.

Victor said patiently, "Of course, by that logic, if Quentin and | were to stand our ground, you would
have to get out of the boat and come back. All that will do is split usinto two bite-size pieces.”

Vanity said to meinaquivering voice, "I'm not moving! He could be standing between me and the boat."
Her wide green eyesrolled thisway and that, seeing nothing but empty docks.

Victor said, "Doesthat mean you change your vote... ?' To me, hesaid, "Get in the circle and put your
back to us. We have amgority."

1

| put my hand on the ladder to get down into the mo-torboat. The others were standing in atriangle, their
backs to each other, about ten feet away.

| stopped. There was something wrong, al wrong.

Quentinsaid inaloud, clear voice, "Mr. Glum! Areyou waiting for something? Why haven't you done
anythingyet... 7'

He wasn't after them.
He was after me.
Hewaswaiting for meto get farther away from them.

| turned and ran back toward the group. | had taken two steps when the boards underneath the feet of



Victor, Vanity, and Quentin exploded upward with anoise that stunned my ears.

Surrounded by flying splinters and snapping boards, a trand ucent column of water, ahooded cloak made
of glassrose up inthe midst of the explosion, with dropletslike shining gemsflying in each direction from
it.

Not acloak of glass. It was shivering seawater, duicing in rivulets from an unseen form that was thrusting

up through the docks. These boards were at least an inch thick, hardened by years, but they shattered
like balsabeforeirresstible strength.

Victor did not have timeto turn around. A blow tore the back of his coat and sent him stumbling over the
edge of the pier. Into the waters he went. | saw the hilt of aknife sticking in the back of his coat. He
rotated his head as he fell, and he opened histhird eye. A blue spark flashed acrossthe pier, and struck.
Then the gray waters closed over Victor's calm face, and he was gone. He sank like astone. He had il
been wearing the chain-mail jerkin, pounds upon pounds of metal.

The blue spark struck home. Grendd Glum flickered and became visible. His face was painted, and he
had a necklace of teeth rattling at histhroat. A baggy gray shirt and baggy pants hung in sopping foldson
his body. One pantsleg had been tied off around the top of his peg leg. In one hand he held the
axe-handle he had just torn from the grip of little Quentin.

Quentin had no timeto cast spellsor do anything but try to raise hisarms. Glum clubbed him with the
axe-handle. There was asickening noise, and Quentin fell to the boards, bleeding from hisface.

| tried to move into the fourth dimension. Nothing happened. | saw nothing. Even my hypersphere, my
light the ghost said would not fail, was not shining.

Grendd tossed the axe-handle away, put one huge arm around Vanity's waist and, with one huge thrust
of hissingleleg, cameflying in alow tackle acrossthe pier toward me.

| could not move. | was parayzed with fear. Grendel didn't want me to move.

He caught me around the legs. He, Vanity, and | hung in the air for amoment as the world toppled end
over end. The shockingly cold waters of the midwinter seastruck uswith theforce of afdling wall. It
was like being stunned with aclub; | could not fed my hands or feet.

| had no control. Grendel had knocked the wind out of me with histackle. Icy sat water flooded my
lungs before | could stop mysdif.

Swirling green-brown gloom was around us. | saw the dark pillars from the pier, reaching down to
further darkness. Down we went.

Vanity was struggling and writhing, and silver bubbles came from her lips, and then stopped. Maybe
Grenddl had squeezed the air out of her by tightening hisarm. My hands, of their own accord, clawed
and struck at Gren-ddl'sface and arms. | tried to dig my fingersinto hiseyes; | kicked between hislegs.
My blows were dow and weak. Or landed wrong. Or Grendel did not desire any blowsto hurt him.

The bottom was much, much farther down than | would have believed possible. My vison wasturning
red around the edges. Wasit possible to die so quickly?

There was rubbish here, rusted barrel-hoops, abroken anchor, coral, bottles, a net weighted with balls
of stone.

| saw abluelight. Victor did into view, swift and quiet as a submarine, and the third eye in his head was



sweeping through the murk of the bottom like a searchlight. He was not moving hisarms or legs, and his
coat was streaming back, revedling the chain-mail jerkin benesth. The knife was till hanging through the
back of thefabric of hisjacket, but whether the coat of rings had turned the blade or not, | could not see.

When the blue light swept over us, Grendel held Vanity overhead, where Victor could clearly see her.
Then, with ahuge thrust of hisarm, Grendel shoved her down into the mud and sand of the bottom, and
threw the net over her. Her struggles grew feebler, and then stopped.

Grendel kicked off the bottom and soared through the murk. Like Mestor, like Victor, he had some
ability to propel himsdf through the water by thought done. | do not know whether his method was faster
or dower than Victor's. Victor dived down to haul the net off Vanity.

| lost Sght of Victor as he was carrying Vanity quickly to the surface, behind us and growing farther
behind, at about the sametime | lost consciousness.

2.

Dimly, | sensed a sensation of warmth, of motion. My breathing was dow, heavy, and full. Someone was
carrying me. Someone who loved me. Wasit Victor... ?

| came more awake. | drew adeep breath. No, not a bresth. Something heavier.
| opened my eyes and sat up. My movements were dream-gow.

| waslying in the shell of agiant clam, on a soft surface made of some sort of seamoss or red-gold
seaweed.

It was beautiful to the eye, but repellent to the touch, cold and rubbery. The gold weeds were
half-weightless, and they floated and stirred as| sat up.

| wasin apalace with afloor of gold. The celling wasribbed like the skeleton of awhale. Between the
ribs were shingles of mother-of-pearl, nacre, and strands of hammered gold. Theribsthemsaveswere
crusted with pearl. It was more beautiful than ajewelry box, finer than aphoto of a Faberge egg | once
saw. And yet it was the belly of awhale. | had been swallowed.

Thewallswere crusts of living cora, which had been sculpted with fantastic scenes of mermaids and
storms, whales and dolphins and strange leviathans. But the carvings had a crude, rough look to them,
and | realized that the cora out of which thewallswere carved was till dive, rough and knobbed, so
that, each month, alittle bit of the carvings must be blotted out and grown over.

Even as| looked, blusheslike blood appeared and disappeared across the intricately carven surface, as
thousands of tiny red worms stuck their heads out into the floating dirt, or yanked them back in.

Onthelintel of adistant door, there were bottles of various designs and sizes, fantasy-shapes of crystal
and glass. In each one was atransparent fish, with huge blind eyes, nightmare things whose faces were
clusters of teeth. Their skins glowed pale, or they held little dots of light on the end of antennae. These
dim lampslit the wide, shadowy space of the gold-floored chamber.

| sat up on the edge of the clamshdll. | wasfloating, but for some reason, | was not actualy buoyant.
Were my lungsfilled up with water? Why wasn't | dead?

| put onefoot to the cold gold floor, and noticed that there was a dipper made of small glass beads,
patterned like the scales of the snake, on my foot. A white garment like acloud of fine mist was swirling
around me, agarment from adream.



There was anoise behind me, asmall laugh of satisfaction. | turned my head, expecting to see Grendel.

There was ayoung and stern-looking man. Maybe he was twenty-five, maybe twenty, but there was
crudty on hishandsomelips, alook of mingled dominance and pridein his dark magnetic eyes.

His eyeswere sea-gray, and his hair was the color of astorm off the coast of Norway, drawn back and
clasped in apearl ring at the base of his neck. He was dressed in grand fashion, astiff collar made bright
with lace and along coat of shining pearl buttons. The fabric swam and flickered with sea-blue colors.
He wore awide cummerbund of emerald silk, and powder blue knickerbockers clasped hislegs.

No, not legs. Hisleg. Hisleft stocking was a pale viri-descent hue, tucked into adark sharkskin leather
shoe with a mother-of-pearl buckle. Hisright leg ended at the knee, and a peg of pale whaebone held
him up against the mild weight of this gloomy undersea paace. He did not have any cane or crutch in his
hand. Perhaps he needed none here.

He stood with his arms crossed on his chest, looking down at me. He had been watching me deep.

The face was so familiar. | tried to picture his cheek lesslean, hishair falen out, hisface pitted and
wrinkled by years of labor. And | saw, in hiseyes, how that ook was the same, Thisthin, young,
hawk-faced lordling looked at me asif | were his most prized possession, the dearest of dl the thingshe
owned.

| said in soft awe, "Grendd... 7

"Aye. Tisl." Hisvoice was an octave lower than it had been on land. There, it had been athin skirl of
cracked pipes. Here, it was the hum of abassviol.

"How isit possble?’

" 'Tismy true sdf you see, not as| am on land. In my mother's place, we are, here, and how she sees
me, ol am.”

When he moved, the gold floor chimed softly, like agong, beneath his peg leg, but he moved with the
grace of amoon astronaut. Underwater, the missing foot was less of ahindranceto him.

He moved forward and put out his hand, asif to help me up.

| put my hand out. | wasn't sure what eseto do. Fight? Run? Scream? No option seemed very
appealing. And | wasn't even sure how it wasthat | could be dive.

Y oung Grendd's lightest touch on my hand brought me floating to my feet. Only then did | see how | was
dressed.

It was no fabric of Earth. It was some fairy-stuff, lighter than cobwebs and whiter than snow. Therewas
apinch-waist bodice set with many tiny pearls, long floating deeves of film, askirt of gossamer with a
train of smoky dandelion fluff. A belt of tranducent blue-green links hung low on my hipsand cameto a
low V, and from there trailed down the front like ashining serpent with bright scaes. On my feet were
the tiny dippers made of tranducent blue-green beads.

Like running smoke, the fabric of the dress changed moment to moment, growing dim and transparent, or
white and trand ucent by turns, asit swayed and folded weightlesdy around me. At no point did the fabric
actually hide anything dresses are supposed to hide.

| was not even sureif the neckline was high or low. The fabric faded into existence somewhere between



my neck and cleavage, becoming dightly more opaque asit curved around my bosom. The substance
looked something like a spiderweb at dawn, gemmed with night dew. The strands of pearl flecks floating
in the bodice fabric formed converging lines from the bustline toward the crotch, creating the optical
illuson that my waist wasthinner than it was.

| covered my breasts with one forearm and put my other hand between my legs, turning away from
Grendd. Y ou know the pose. Botticelli's Venus holds her hands this way when she steps from her
clamshdll to the shore. Of course, sheiswearing adreamy smile. | wasn't.

| caught my breath (or whatever it was | had instead of breath) when | turned. There was an antique
slver mirror, something from the wreck of a Spanish galeon, propped up against the barnacle-rough sde
of the chamber. To ether side of it stood amphorae of paper-thin ivory. Whatever phosphorescent sea
monster was ingde those urns could not be seen, except as moving shadows of light, but theivory
glowed and cast light from the Sllver mirror.

Therewasmy reflection. | was beautiful. And yet...

| don't know what it was; perhapsit was acombination of many tiny changes. My lips were redder, and
my hair shone, and maybe my cheeks were atrifle more pronounced. My skin seemed fairer, with no
sun-freckles, bug bites, or moles. Asif | had been airbrushed. | seemed amost to glow.

Thiswasthe way Grendel saw me. There was something more than flattering in this. It wasamost
awe-ingpiring. Asif | had been transformed into agoddess.

And yet | had been altered while | dept. Theideawas arepellent one.

There was something jarring about the dresswhile it swirled and floated about me, shining. On the one
hand, it looked like something an ef-maidenin afairy tale could wesr, glass dippersand dl. Something
too aetherid for Earth. At the sametime, it was somehow al too Earthy, tawdry, aimost tasteless, a
combination of afishnet body stocking and awet T-shirt. A cross between what a princessand a
professiona harlot should wear. It confused meto seeit. | didn't know what to make of it.

At my neck was achoker of glasslinks, matching the belt and shoes. It reminded me unpleasantly of the
collar | had worn for Grendd; the one no one but he could remove.

A collar no one can remove. Now thereisathought to give agirl claustrophobiaof the neck. Or what is
fear of choking called? Victor would have known.

My hair was gathered into a net, finer than asilk web, set with pearls and phosphorescent dots. The dots
were clugtering thickly about my brows and ears, asif | wore both earringsand atiara.

Again, it seemed both attractive and repdlent. It was beautiful to have little stars caught in the net in my
hair; but it aso looked too much like cobwebs, over which glowing insects from some sunless mold were
crawling.

"How comeI'm not tied up?' | said.

Inthemirror, | could see him amile, acrue quirk of hislipson hisnarrow face. He put his hand gently on
the top of my head, asif to pat me. Thelittle lights webbed into the fragile snood exhaled a soft luminous
twinkle at histouch. "This cap keepsyou dive, dlowsyou breath, lets your words come out, unstoppers
your pretty little ears. If | yerk it from your head, you die. Aslong asyou lovelife, what need have | for
chain or rope to keep you by my side, princess mine?"

| reached my hand up asif to touch the cap; he dapped the wrist away.



| said, "What isit?'

"Always curious? Always so bright at your lessons, en? Thiscap, I'll tell thetae. Thiscap, itisfrommy
mother's loom, woven of my dead father's hair, and there are so few of them left. They told you that you
weren't not able to bresthe water, eh? They told you the cold would kill you. That waslie. All they say is
lie. This cap makes those lies have no more hold or grip on you, my pretty princess. Let it leave your
head, my golden one, and you are but one more drowned maiden of al the many maidenswho have
drowned at sea, and only the crabswill love you then.”

Hiseyestraveled up and down my image in the mirror, drinking in the sght. He touched my ebow gently.
"Besdes. I'm not going to tie up no girl in her wedding dress, not on her wedding day. What kind of man
youthink I am, en?'

| jerked my hand in front to cover mysdlf again. Hetilted his head to stare in wonder and admiration at
my bottom, which was about aswell-clad as it would have been had avery short cigarette smoker blown
asmoke ring toward my hips. He said in asharper tone of voice, "I didn't say to move. Put down your
hands. I'd liketo look at you."

"I'm embarrassed,” | said in awretched tone of voice.

"That'sfine. Girl should be shy on her wedding day. But once were wed, and | am your master and your
lord, you'll do just what | say, when | say, or I'll take arod to you."

| looked over my options again. Fight. Argue. Run. Scream. Cry. Defy him. Find out if he meant a heavy
bone-breaking sort of rod or alight birch-whip kind of rod. None of those options really legped out at
me.

Well, we had dready established that | was not exactly Joan of Arc. | put my hands down at my sides,
my fingers curled into fists. In the mirror, my fistslooked so smdl. Likeachild'sfigs.

He touched my chin with hisfinger. | raised my head dightly, to get away from the touch. Once | was
standing nice and straight and tall, he took his hand away.

"Thereweare," hesad.
"If Quentinisdead, Mavorswill kill you," | said.

"Och, don't worry your pretty head about that. Don't you know what he s, that one? Quentin be one of
the Gray Folk. The Fdlen. They can't die. They shuck off their bodies like you and | change clothes, and
wear somewhat new, fat or tal, fair or foul, whatever they please.”

| sad, "If you marry me, Boreaswill kill you."

"Maybe s0, pretty one, may be so. But he has a hornet's nest around his head, once the Big Onesfind
out he'slet you al dip through hisfingers. And his power up yonder is great, for heisthe captain of dl
the winds what served his dad. But, look you, down hither, there ain't no air here, en? Heré'sthe water,
black water and deep. What need have | to fear the wind down here?’

He stepped behind me and reached his hand over my shoulders to take my cheeks, onein each pam. It
was an odd yet intimate gesture, and very gentle. This made me stand dightly Straighter, on tiptoe, and
something about how lovingly he spoke frightened me. "But lookit yoursdlf intheglass. | look, and | see
you'reworth dying for. | ain't afraid of nothing when | look at you, if | make you be mine."

Hetook hishands away, but | kept standing at attention.



He did make me seem so pretty; so very pretty.

After amoment, he added, "I gave up my Vanity for you, even though she's prettier and girlier than you. |
wanted you more. Y ou saw me put her aside and take you."

"What do you mean, 'girlier'?" | asked. The moment the comment left my mouth, | redlized how bad it
sounded. Asif | were jedlous, and competing for Gren-del's affections.

Helaughed and put his hand around my elbow, agentleman taking amilkmaid to acountry fair. He
gestured toward the door. We began waking across the shining gloom of the golden floor toward it.

Aswewaked, young Grendel seemed to absorb mewith hiseyes, drunk on the sight of me. His prize.
His possession. He said, "Well, she ain't much onefor dl that running around with sticks and ballsand
what-not.”

"Sports,” | said. "They're caled sports.”
"Well," hesad, "they'll be no more of that."

That grim little comment brought home to me what was happening. A seamonster was about to marry
me. And then hewould bein control of my life until | escaped him, or died. If he wanted me to wear my
hair up, I'd wear it up. If he wanted it loose, it would be loose. If he didn't like theway | talked, or
walked, or thought, hed whip metill I changed to please him. And then when hetired of me, I'd be left
alonein some cdl buried under the sea. Or held strangle me and throw my body to the crabs.

Unless he needed me dlive to nurse the baby. Our baby. Sea monster junior.

Therewas apressurein my eyes. | blinked, but nothing happened. | started to raise my hand to my face,
but then he took my hand with grave and polite grace, raised it to hislips, and kissed it.

He said softly, "Y ou'retrying to cry. Y ou cannot do it down here. Thisisal tears, al this saty ocean.

Y our folk wept when they was driven out by Saturn, and dl the seasturned salt. That's how sad they
was. But you have no causeto be sad, darling. Darling girl. My darling. Underseais a happy place, see?
Theresno crying here, so it must be happy, get it? My mother told me that when she used to whup me.
Heh."

And then he said, "Come dong," and he turned and stepped out from the golden doors.

| followed him. His palace was gloomy, a place of massive shadows and dow whale-like noises. | saw
corridors and arches, and, dimly, jars and fences behind which luminous fish and glowing worms
trembled and flickered.

When | saw mysdlf shining in the panel of some polished wal of slver, or cut marble, | saw how filmy
trailsand tails of the dress swept over the darkly sparkling floor and remained al white and unstained.
The dippers shone brightly.

| said, "So muchwedth..."

"Hmph. Tisof no worth to me, golden one. All thetreasure of dl the shipsthat ever sunk is gathered
here, and when my mom wants for more, she sinks some ships and drowns some sailors more. But
what'sto buy with it, eh? Thereis no beam of golden sunlight here, nothing bright nor fair... till you."

Great gates like the baleen of awhale, set with gold and pearls, drew aside at our approach. We were
outside.



The palace behind us was formed into the great shape of adome, haf-covered over with cord and
daked with mud. Pearls and ribs of gold and other shapes of great beauty reared up from the gates out
fromwhich | stepped, but the beauty was half-shrouded in the murky mud and twitching seainsects that
formed dun cloudsto every side.

The heavy water was black overhead. There was no sun.

We stood on ahillside, or, | suppose, one should call it the dope of a seatrough. The greatest light in the
area came from amound of coral and seashell cemented into arough dome. There were joints and
parale strands of some phosphorescent materid set into that cora aswell, and round lumps of it. It
seemed afairy castle, laced with light. And yet, something in the shapes of those lightswas odd. It
looked likerib cages, skeletons, skulls, dl theivory of the dead lit up with Saint EImo'sfire.

Inthat dim light, | could see afew other scattered mounds, much smaller than the main dome. These
were palaces like the one from which | had come, going away down dope. They were beautiful, but the
lifdesslight in them made them seem like graveyard things.

To my left wasadliff, risng sheer into the gloom. In the cliff was a crack. Gathered about the lower lip of
the crack, and spilling down to the mud bel ow, were heaps of gold and silver coins, the wreckage of a
chariot, the skeletons of two horses, and the rusted remains of once-bright helmets. The loot of sunken

ships, | supposed, left lying in the mud.
| turned to him. "Who promised Vanity to you?'

"Just avoicein thewood.”
But there was something intheway he said it.

| said, "Y ou recognized that voice, didn't you? Y ou told Dr. Fell you did not, but why would you have
heeded avoice you didn't know?"

He squinted at me, and frowned. " Sneaking and peeking, werewe? Hiding and listening? 1 recall what |
told Fell. He knew what | meaned, even if you didn't. | spoke of the voice, to make him know, in case he
wanted to get in onit. To get in on divvying up the loot. Boggin were asinking boat, see; and | wastelling
Fdl it weretimeto jump ship. But did helisten? Gar! He saysto me, he says, 'Go tell Boggin when you
hear thisvoice, en? You listened, little princess, but you didn't hear what was being said.”

"What was being said?’

"l wastelling him Boggin isdone for, and that | was going to get Vanity for my own, when my new friend
cameto step on Boggin and take his stuff. | were asking Fell if he wanted to get ontheright side, and |
weretdling him he could get stuff, too. Sweet stuff, very swest. | was offering you. He said no. Now, of
course, I'm glad he turned me down.”

"Who wasthis new friend?"

Y oung Grendd grinned. "I ain't saying. But it were one of the Big Ones, one of the Olympians. One of
them what could make be so, what he said be s0."

"Thenit was not Boggin?'

Grendd laughed at that idea. "Har! Boggin? Offer to give me Vanity? Not no how. Wants her himsdlf,
that one does. He's dl iff in the trousers when she walks by, swaying her hips and with her shirt dl
open. But heain't going to marry her, him. He ain't honest."



| pointed. "What'sthat?' | gestured toward the pile of gold coins and pins below the crack in the cliff
wal.

Grendd said, "Folk throw coins and pins down. Half is Mother's; haf isfor the Fair Oneswhat built this
well. They ain't never coming for it, but we daren't touch their half of it. The Fair Ones, they getsdl the
nicethings. They are so fine and high and mighty, or they was. Likeyou. Fineand fair.”

| said, "Isthat the bottom of the Kissing Well?"

"Full of questions, aren't you? Aye, that it is."

"But | thought thiswasthe sea. Y ou said it was st water. Well water isfresh.”

"It getsfresher asyou go up.”

"How isthat possible?’

He shrugged, clearly uninterested. "The Fair Folk do it. Dunno how it works. Come dong.”
| did not move. "Where are we going?'

He pointed to the huge rough dome made of glowing bones on the hillside. "Ma. That's her place. She's
the one what dressed you.”

| said, "She dressed me?"

Grendd's mouth gawped, and then he looked embarrassed. "Y ou don't think it were me? Undressing a
girl naked without someone there? An unmarried girl ?*

He was flabbergasted at the concept.

He squinted a me and looked mein the eye, and that squint made him look so much morelikethe old,
grizzled Mr. Glum | knew. He said, "L ook'ee here, Mdial I'm abad man, therésno denying it. A bad,
bad man! I've stove in skulls of those who done me no harm, and bit off ears, too. I've drowned folk and
egt their flesh cold, and drank their blood like soup. I've pinched things what weren't mine and lied about
it after. I've promised to be a place, and then weren't nowhere near when the time came. But | ain't never
cheated at no game of cards, and | never give no sassto my mom, and | ain't never diddled with no
unwed girl, or brought no shameto her name."

He straightened up and pointed at the dome made of seashells, coral crusts, and luminous bones. "My
mom livesjust over yonder. Y ou think sheld let me carry on like Boggin does? Y ou'l find out what she's
like"

| did not move from the spot where | stood, and he did not seem to bein ahurry. Thefact that the crack
inthe cliffsdeled up to aplace | knew made me reluctant to lose sight of it. It was like seeing blue sky
through prison bars.

"Who isyour mother?1 thought Beowulf killed Gren-dd's mother.”

"Him?Y ellow-haired bastard sticking his oar in where it weren't none of his quarrdl. Them that bragged
Hereot were afiner house than Arimal Fairest house in middle-earth, they said! It weren't so fair once
we had done some dirty work on it, though. Heh. No, they didn't have no joy in their fine house with its
roof of gold for many aday, and it was only wailing, not Snging, their poetsdid.

"Anyhow, blondie comesin for no reason, and killt my older brother, from who | got hisname



second-hand. But Mom weren't killed. Can't. Mighty wounded, though, hurt bad. She had to go to the
Destroyer what to get hersdlf fixed up, and that one, he made her change sides and swear up and down
to serve the Big Ones on the Mountain. We used to be part of you lot. That whelp Quentin, hes my
mom'’s nephew. My grand-dameis Ceto, what gave birth to the Gray Witches, what gave birth to
Quentin.

"Anyway, the Destroyer kept his part of things, and sent adragon to go take care of that blond guy.
Showed him. But, no, shedidn't die”

Helooked at me sidelong, and added: " You know she can't die. | heard you talking about her once.”
llMel?l

"Yeah! In classroom. | were outside the window, listening. Y ou were doing your lessons, and talking
about her. | cameright on down here afters, and told her what you said, and it made her smile. She don't
smile much, and it does a heart good to seeit.”

"What did | say...?"
Helooked hurt. ™Y ou mean you don't remember?”
| said blankly, "1... | do alot of lessons. | don't remember them dl."

"Y ou were talking about that poet. | ain't got much book learning, but when Mom found out that guy
wrote her up in apoem and al, shewerewild about it. Made me go up and rememberizeit, so as| could
come down here and tell it her. Not the whole poem; just the part about her. | wanted to steal the damn
book, but Mom ain't so good with her letters, and the pages would have got wetted and spoilt anyhow.
It'sfunny, | know and you forget. Y ou think I'm stupider than you, but | didn't forget my lessons. You
want to hear... 7'

Without waiting for an answer, he tucked his hands behind his back, and squared his shoulders, and
cleared histhroat, and recited: " And in a hollow cave, she was born, a monster irresistible, and there
are none, mortal or immortal, like unto her. She is the goddess fierce Echidna, who is half a
nymph with glancing eyes and fair cheeks, and half again a huge serpent, great and awful, with
speckled skin, eating raw flesh beneath the secret parts of the holy earth. And there she has a
cave deep down under a hollow rock far from the deathless gods and mortal men. There, then, did
the gods appoint her a glorious house to dwell in: and she keeps guard in Arima beneath the
earth, grim Echidna, a nymph who dies not nor grows old all her days."

He grinned. "Hear that? Even your poet feller said her house was glorious. Better than that damn Hereot
place, anyhow. Maliked that alot. She used to have me say it out for her like that, especidly when she
was egting, ‘cause sometimes the people she had for dinner was making lots of noise, screaming and
carrying on. Y ou know what her favorite part was? Irresstible! She liked being called irresistible, on
account of sheisamighty finelooker.

"She said you was quite alooker, too. Better than was fit for me, she says. She wasredlly tickled when
she saw how you fit into her dress. Didn't even haveto takeit in at the chest or nothing, not like some
we've had down here. Good stock, she said you were. That's ajoke, see? Get it? Good stock?

"l don't getit," | said.

"Soup stock. Never mind. Y ou'll get used to her little jokes. It'saways alot better when she'skidding
around than when she getsin her black moods." He shook his head sorrowfully.



"Black moods... ?'l asked.

"They killt my brothers, you know. Hercules and Bellerophon and folks like that. Oedipus shoved my
sgter off adiff. They say shejumped, but that'salie. She was the smart onein the family, the only one
was dl loved and got dong with.

"My mom, she'sgot like alittle pile of bones out back, one pile for each of the departed, and she kegps
‘em to remind hersdf how much she misses them. When she misses them too much, she goes out hunting
to get more bonesto pile on. | tell her to go up the surface, so as she can cry and let it al out, but she
don't listen to me, even though I'm the only one of her kidswhat still sticks by her. But she surely misses
her babies, sometimes. The pilefor my sster isthe biggest of dl, on account of she misses her the most.
Such apretty thing, too! Took after Mom, at least from the waist up.

"Y ou'd think those puny folk couldn't do folk like us much hurt, but they had it out for my brothers.
Especialy Hercules. Five of them are dead. No, Six, if you count Or-thus. Mom ain't got no memento for
him. He were the eldest, and weren't too bright, and we aways caled him the 'Shy One Brain, on
account of he only had two heads instead of three. I'm kind of sorry | made fun of him, now he's dead,
but he was a bit of abully, redly, and he was married to Mom for awhile, which sort of turns your
stomach, if you think about it. That was after the Thunderer killt Dad, and Orthus was kind of the man of
the family, but he didn't really ask Mom or nothing. Hejust did it.

"He turned over anew leaf, and tried to straighten up. Got himsdf ajob guarding the Cattle of Geryon.
Good work, steady. And he werefierce, but Herculeslaid him low.

"My second biggest brother, though, he's safe. Ain't no one ever going to kill him, not ever. He got
himsdlf agood job, watchman sort of thing, working for the Unseen One. Mom isaways ragging and
worrying us, why we can't get no good jobs like he got. | reckon he just got that job to make the rest of
uslook bad. Anyway. Mom'sred proud of him, though he never comes back to vigt. | just ssaw himina
dream the other day, though. He weren't too friendly, and me his brother and dll.

"I guess 'cause his boss were looking on. Normdly, hel's kind of easy-tempered and funny like Momiis,
you know: 'And you think your work isHell!" That's something he says. It'sajoke. Y ou get it? Y ou don't

Oetit.

"Wdll, anyway, thereisjust me now, and Ladon comes by when he can, and gives her some of the
apples he's supposed to be guarding. He's the young one, runt of the litter, but he got a pretty good job
himsdf.

"You'll meet himintime, | guess. If you don't cross Mom and she don't eat you like she did the last one.
Hey, and if you butter him up, maybe helll filch an apple for you, so asyou can beimmortd, too.

"We can be your family, now. Y ou ain't had no family, had you? No oneto look out for you." He patted
me on the shoulder. "I'll ook after you now, me and Mom, and my two brothers. Y ou ain't never going
to belonesome again.”

As he spoke about his dead brothers, a sense of pity welled up in me, but also a sensation of cold horror.
"But you are mongters,” | said. "Y ou kill and eat people like wolveskill rabbits."

"Y eah, but people don't mind. They used to, but these days? They're dways going on and on about
overpopulation and the balance of Nature and stuff. We gotta dress up different these days, o' course,
serial murders and axe murders and so on. Jack the Ripper—heard of him? One of my nephews. He
only killt whores, though, and everyone knows they're too many of them; al the preachers say so. No,



you ain't worried about human beans, are you? It's Mom. Who would not be nervous meeting her, what
with her being famous and written up in apoem and dl?*

He reached out and took my hand in his. He stared down at it for amoment, asif impressed at how dim
and white it looked, fingers dender and well-shaped, so unlike his own. Then he bowed his head over it,
asif hemeant to kissit, but he did not.

He straightened, but did not Iet go of my hand. Instead he raised his other hand and stroked my knuckles
with caresses as gentle as he could manage.

"Don't worry about athing. | gave up alot for you. | gave up Vanity; | cut my own foot off for you.
Mother's not going to eat you. Shelikesyou. | told you that's her dress.”

"Dress... 7'

"Her wedding dress. My mom's wedding dress. She wore that dress when she was hitched up with
Typhon. She saved it in abox for the Sphinx, but Sphinx got killt by Oedipus. That cap is hers, too, last
onel got. That'swhy | could not keep you and Vanity both.”

| reached up my hand to touch the web of pearls and lights around my hair.

"Don't touch that, | said! Y ou don't want to die by drowning. It'safoul, foul death” hesaidina
matter-of-fact voice. "l know the word to break the charm on that there cap. Y ou are thinking how far
you can run? Not far enough. Y ou try to run off, and | say the word. Y ou stab mein my deep, and
Mother says the word.

"Now, come dong! We tarried enough, jawing. Mother wantsto talk to you and give her blessing. She
keeps her blessingsin gar next to her high seet. She's going to say about how not to be afraid of having
babies, and how you'l love the ones with two heads as much as the ones with three. It's athing matrons
say to virgins, you know? And she's going to say some stupid stuff about how it hurtsthefirst time, so
liquor up good after the ceremony, but after that you learn not to mind. The kind of garbage womenfolk
think men don't know you talk about. Besides, | wouldn't hurt you for al theworld.”

| drew adeep not-bresath. Suddenly, | was calm and unafraid. It was smple. It waslike amath puzzle.
There were certain known factors | could control, and certain factors he controlled; some were known
and some were unknown. | could solve for the known factors.

Actudly, it was more like a chess puzzle. Math puzzles do not require one to sacrifice pieces.
| said, "No, Grendd."
Hesad, "What'sthat?"

"No. You shdl not marry me. | will not stay here. Y ou shall take me back up to the surfacein the next
fiveminutes™

Hesad, "You want meto go fetch therod, isthat it? It'san ill thing to beat awoman on her wedding
day. I'd rather wait till after the preacher were done, to make it proper and legal-like."

| looked a him. I don't know what he saw in my face, but he quailed and stepped back, even though he
was immensdly stronger than me, and possessed of apower | could not oppose.

My words marched out of my mouth like soldiers. "Hear me, Grendd. | pity you, for you are wretched,
but I will not be yours. Y ou wish to possess me, and | do not wish to be possessed. My wisheswill be



granted, and yourswill be thwarted."

He stepped forward again, beginning to smile. "I'll get my way."
"Youwill dowhat | wish you to do. Y ou will take meto the surface.”
"And why will | do that, little golden princess?"

"Because my will isstronger than yours, Grendd."

He may have had someintimation of what | was about to do, because he grabbed for my wrists. Too
lae.

The net | wore on my heed, the mermaid's cap, came up easily off my hair, and torein haf very easly.
There was aflash of green sparks asthe fabric parted.

The sounds grew rubbery and thick, and theicy water shocked every inch of my flesh, every cubicinch
of my lungs. Oddly enough, there was no sensation of choking, because my lungs were aready entirely
filled with weter.

And it was cold, so cold, that it felt, paradoxicdly, asif al the water around me had turned to lava. Asif
my arms and legs were burned to stubsimmediately, | could not tell whether | could move them or not.
My vison went dark.

Pnigerophobia. That wasthe word. Fear of choking is caled pnigerophobia

1

For atime, | lay between waking and not-waking, troubled by memories of dark nightmares of cold,
endless cold, and of choking and vomiting black water. | remembered rough lipstrying to breathe life
back into my lungs, and being unable to bresthe and unable to see or fedl. And redlity had somehow...
sngpped into place... and in the new version of redlity, the lips came again, and breathed into me, and |
breathed in and out. In and out.

Thereisno sensation more wonderful. How pleasant, how wonderful lifeis, which alows usto enjoy this
pleasure, lifes best pleasure, ten or five times aminute, when we rdax, fifteen when we arefilled with
excitemernt.

Except... why was| only breathing in through my noss? What was blocking my mouth?
| camefully awake. | opened my eyes.

There were two large campfires burning left and right. | was wrapped snugly in abearskin rug, folded
over me and under me like adeeping bag. It might have been the same bearskin rug Grendel wore asa
robe.

| waslying, rolled up in the rug, on snow. Around me were afew scraggly trees, naked and powdered
with snow. Every twig bore alittleicicle. Not twenty feet away was the rocky soil the Kissng Well stood
on, itslittle witch-hat roof layered with a second hat of snow. Beyond it wasthe cliff. | could see and
anel thesea

Even with the bearskin and thefires, | was il cold, dthough, perhaps, | was not near death. Grendel
had not removed the wedding dress, and | could fed its sopping wet fabric clinging tightly to me, freezing.



Little puddles had collected from the garments and gathered under my stomach.

Yes, | waslying on my ssomach. And yes, | had agag in my mouth, the second onetoday, if | hadn't lost
count. And, yes, | wastied hand and foot, and from what | could tell from alittle wiggling, probably
elbows, knees, upper thighs, around the waist, etc., etc. Y ou get the idea. Grendel had gone at least a
week without seeing me trussed up like aturkey; his favorite spectator sport. | was surprised he hadn't
roped me down like alanding zeppelin to tent stakes in the ground.

And there hewas, Old Grendel was back, bald and crooked, dressed in awet gray shirt and sagging
patched trousers. His peg leg was made of wood again, not ivory.

Heleaned close and whispered, " Sush! Sush! If you make any noise at al, Boggin might hear. The winds
do his snesking and eavesdropping for him. Got me?"

Have you ever had something redly, redlly important to say, when a magic sea monster had you gagged,
so that you could not even make very much noise out of your nose? Very frudtrating. It helpsto have
expressve eyes.

Thunking abit with your bound legs can help, if you do it regularly enough to make him think you've got a
sgnd you aretrying to send. If hejust thinks you are struggling, it would just turn him on. Pervert.

Hetook the gag out. "No carrying on. You're dready due for alicking when we get back home, scaring
me like that. Don't add to the account.”

| said through chattering teeth, "1 am going to freeze. | am going to die. My clothes are till wet. It's
turningtoiceonme..."”

Helooked up, worry plain on hisface. "Y eah,” he muttered. "Wesather awaysturns fierce cold when he
getsmed..."

| said, more loudly, "Y ou have to dry me off, get me someplace warm! Get me out of these things!™

Without getting up, he reached over and picked up a broken tree branch he was using as a crutch. He
whispered, uncertainty in hisvoice: "I were going to get Mom, seeing if she wouldn't change her mind, get
me another cap. I'll bring her up here..."

| wondered if my powerswould come back on if hewent away. | did not think so; Miss Daw had
implied there was no range limitation.

"Look!" | said, my voice shivering and choking with cold. "If we are engaged, it'slegd to look a me
naked, see? It's not like this dress actually covers me anyway! Areyou anidiot? | thought thiswas your
sck daydream cometrue: ahaf-naked girl begging you to strip her clothes off. Are you going to marry
my corpse? Isthat the plan?”

| should mention that Grendel did not seem to be doing too well, temperature-wise, either. His soaking
wet pants and ragged gray shirt were tiff with frost. But it wasn't killing him. Maybe he had blood like an
arctic walrus or something, or natura antifreeze.

Wéll, that little speech got me untied and got me out of that dress. Both the ropes and the fabric just
parted under his hands. | spent amoment, for the second time thismonth, if | hadn't lost count, stark
naked in the snow.

| hopped from foot to foot, while he shook the cold water out of the bearskin; then he wrapped the huge
skin over my shouldersand al around me.



| was sure hewas aroused by the sight of me dancing and shaking, goosebumps on my goosebumps,
bluelipsand al. Mg, | just felt asif the nadir of misery was not far away. Where was that brave feding,
that 1-am-not-afraid-to-die recklessness that had possessed me just a minute ago? Maybe people can
only be brave when they are warm.

But Grendel did not look aroused by the sight; he looked concerned. When he folded the bearskin
around me once more, | felt like achild at the beach being wrapped in afluffy towel by aworried

mother. The skin was voluminous enough that | could stand on one flap of it and have another flap wound
around my sopping hair like aturban. Wherein the world did they make bearsthisbig? | wondered if
Grendd had killed it during the previousice age.

Heleaned on histree branch, watching me huddle close to the bigger fire. Every now and again he threw
aworried glance at the sky, asif fearing the fireswould be seen.

Grendd whispered, "Hurry it up. I'm going to have to gag you and bind you, o asyou don't cry out for
Boggin."

| whispered back, "1 am not going to cal out for Bog-gin, you moron! | am getting away from hereina
minute. Turn my powers back on."

Heblinked. Still in whispers, he said, "L ost your wits, isit? Mother said you might go mad, once you saw
her. Didn't think it would happen before.”

| whispered, "Y ou've dready lost, Glum. Logt. You areacard player? 1 cdled your bluff. Y ou folded.”

"Listen here, girl: Y ou are my property. You're mine. | took you ‘cause | wanted you, and no force under
heaven can stop me. | never had nothing so fine asyou. | never saw no one as fine as you. Except maybe
Vanity, and | had to give her up to get that Telchine off my tail; and even her, to my thinking, ain't not so
pretty asyou are now. Y ou'rethe only thing | havein my life."

| said quietly, "Y ou can have my dead body. Y ou want it? Y ou can keep it. I'm not going to miss it once
| drown."

He squinted, looking uncertain.

| said, "Or were you thinking of keeping me ashore? In the air? Boggin will find you. Hell make you cut
your own penis off and egt it like a sausage. Or am | wrong about him?"

Thelook on hisface told me | was not wrong. | had read about dl the color leaving aman'sface, but |
never saw it happen before.

| whispered, "Do you have something else besides those fragilelittle mermaid capsfor keeping agirl able
to breathe down there? | don't think you do, or you would have used it. Y ou wished me back to health
when | wasdying, and | thank you for that. But you couldn't wish ar into my lungs, or you would have
doneit."

He gtared at me, hisface alittle dack.

And then he grinned, abig grin, showing al histeeth. He tucked his branch under onearm, and
pantomimed clapping his hands together, making the maotion, but not making the noise.

"That were good," he said quietly, his eyes sparkling with admiration. ™Y ou talk agood fight. Let's see
how it works out."



He flicked the branch back into his hand and struck the blunt end solidly into the bearskin, just at the
point where my midriff was.

| doubled over, suddenly out of breath. He dropped the branch and caught me up in hisarms, amsas
tough as old tree roots. One arm wrapped around me, pinning my armsto my sides. With the thick folds
of the bearskin draped over, | could not even raise my elbows.

His other hand he clapped over my mouth.

He breathed in my ear. "Y ou're aquick one, aclever one. | like that. Lots of book-learning. Supposeto
giveagirl polish, book-learning. Refined. But you ain't never been one of my people. Everything we can
do, we do with our fedings. Theworld isabig lie, and we arethe biggest liarsin it. And sometimesthe
world believes us, if we are sncere enough. Sincerity; that's the thing, the very thing. You see, | can't just
stop wanting you, desiring you, needing you, just ‘cause | want to. My fedling istoo strong. Now you
come and say your feding that you'd rather die than be with meis stronger than my fedling to the
contrary. Well, maybe you caught me in awesk moment. But | know al about feglings. | sudies'em. All
my folk do. We know what makes a man go, and aman stop. Some feglings, they blaze bright enough,
but they arelikefirein autumn leaves, see? Poof, and they are gone. Now, you think you can keep your
feeling up forever? No matter what | do? What if | wasto burn off your foot, dow-like, so you'd be
matched with me, eh? Then you wouldn't be so sad | couldn't go dancing with you."

He picked me up asif my weight were nothing, and hopped a one-footed hop closer to the fire. With one
hand gtill over my mouth, and one around my arms and wais, he thrust my feet toward thefire.

| kicked and lifted my legsas high as| could, writhing benesth hisarm. | could not get free; | could not
bite hishand; | could barely make any noise through my nose. The bottom of the bearskin fell in the
flames, and started smoking and crawling upward.

"Now, then," he whispered. "That looked bad, didn't it? Here you are all willing and ready to die, but not
to get alittle singed? I'll make you apromise. Y ou stick your foot into the hot coals, and let your foot get
burnt black, without flinching, without being afraid, and—hey!—I'll let you go and with my blessng.
Mucius Scaevoladid it. You cando it.”

| did not doit. | kicked once or twice more, trying to get my legs higher up.

"Such pretty, pretty legs," hewhispered. "I makeit smpler. Onetoe. Y ou burn off one toe without
flinching or making aface, and I'll let you go. It will convince me you mean what you say. No? Come on.
Even abunny will gnaw off itslegsif'nit'scaught in atrgp. And | ain't even asking your wholeleg. Just a
toe. It won't hurt after the nerves burn off; it'll smell like roast pork.”

That did not make the prospect any more appeding. | gathered my every ounce of strength and strained
againg hisarm, making a shrill noise through my nogtrils. It was the same asif iron bands were wrapped
around me.

He was standing on one goddamn leg, and al my kicking could not knock him over.

"Naw. Timesup. | changed my mind. Your legsare so long and fine. Trim ankles, just likeanaiad." He
made alittle hop, and took me away from the flame. The bearskin was still smoking, and | jJumped and
kicked wherelittle flecks of ash touched me.

"And besides, you can dance for me, even if | can't dance no more. Belly dancing like those houri girls
do. But I'll give you one moretest.”



He moved histhumb lessthan an inch, and pinched my nogirils shut with his hand.

"Maybe | hold you thisway till you pass out. Maybe | kill you dead. Y ou don't know, do you? But | tell
you what. Y ou hold still and look red brave, and I'll know, I'll really know, you don't mind smothering to
desth. Maybe I'll do this over and over and over again, whileyou faint each time, till | anredly
convinced.”

Wherever that feding of camness, that chess-match fedling, was, which had made me so sure | had al
the answers, that fedling wasn't here. | redly tried to hold till. But when your lungs are empty, your body
dartsjerking.

And you gtart thinking about books you started reading that you want to finish. Things you wanted to say
to friends.

Hehissed, "Y ou seg, it's one thing to close your eyes and jump down into a pit. It'sanother to take a
gpade and dig that pit, and lay down in it, and then pull the dirt atop you, one spadeful a atime. Plenty of
timeto think, when you dig your own grave. Are you going to hold still? I'll beimpressed.”

| rolled my eyesand looked up a him. | was ready to surrender. But now, | could not eventell him | was
ready to give up.

He must have seen it. But he held his hand there, choking me.

Then he moved histhumb. Lessthan half aninch. That is how much space separated me from not-me.
Haf aninch.

And yes, | wasweeping. Quentin had done so well when it was histurn to face thiskind of thing.

Grendd said, "1 take my hand off your mouth, if you're willing to do onelittle thing for me. Y ou say,
‘Thank you, gir," when | |et you talk again.”

| nodded. It was Boggin and his making me count, al over again.
Hetook hishand away.

| sad, "Thank you, Sir."

"That's better."

"I'm not talking to you.”

What?"

"| see something you don't see.” | was draped over hisarm at the moment, remember, and my face was
turned toward the sky.

He turned his head and looked up.
It was perfect timing. He could not get hishand up to save hisface.

Like athunderbolt, a huge black eagle with white-tipped fegthers struck, claws like knives digging deep
into his cheeks. The sharp beak rose and fdl like ahammer, or rather, like a pickaxe.

Thank you, sir. Oh, thank you, whoever you are.



When the eagl€'s head yanked back, there was something long and bloody in his beak. A tongue?

Grendd let mefal, and he sprang back, toppling, batting at the wings that were batting at him. Redity
quivered, and when the quivering stopped, Grendd was gone. In his place stood an enormous
three-pawed bear. Tatters of historn shirt fell from the bear's shoulders. There was that much concession
to redity, but the fact that an extra seven hundred pounds of matter just popped into existence out of
nowhere evidently did not annoy the Grendd paradigm of the universe.

The bear swept out with apaw and delivered the kind of blow that can decapitate afull-grown bull.
Boom.

But the eagle, ingtead of collapsing into abloody mess, bounced away and flew back in the bear'sface.
He thrust his beak into the white muzzle and tore a swatch of tissue out of the bear's nose.

| shrieked and winced. Very girlish. Grendel would have approved. But seeing the nose ripped off a
bear, dl that delicate tissue come out, isadmost too gross for words.

Thistimethe bear got hisclawsinto the eagle, and it wastimeto fed sorry for the eagle. Blood and
feathers flew up—I do not know from where—and another sweep of that terrible paw sent the bird
rolling across the snow, leaving aswath of red drops on the white snow.

Therolling mass of feathers would have seemed funny, if this had been acartoon. But asit was, | think it
was one of the most horriblethings| ever saw. No, wait. Seeing the bird flop to astandstill, and wiggle
hiswings, was worse. Both wings flopped. Both were broken.

Then, somehow, it was even worse again to see the eagle stretch out his neck, drive his beak through the
snow to the hard soil, and jerk his neck and shoulders. He pulled himself forward an inch. Two inches.
Three.

The bear, dripping bloody gore from hisface, and bellowing in pain, rose up, tegtering on one leg,
clawing at the sky and screaming; and even the bear stopped in astonishment, and watched. Four inches.
Fve

Thebird kept coming. He did not give up. He wanted to keep fighting.

The bear dropped to threelegs, loped in one huge rolling wave of muscles and fur over to wherethe
eagle was crawling toward him, stepped on the bird with one huge paw. The eagle was driven down into
snow. | wondered why al his hollow bones were not cracked.

The eagle craned his neck around at an impossible angle and bit the bear in the foot.

The bear had had just about enough from this eagle. Taking the eagle by the neck in hisjaws, the bear
lashed to the right and left, smashing the eagl€'s body over and over and over again into the snowy, rocky
soil, until there were splatters of blood to the left and right.

| cried out, "Grenddl! Don't kill him!"

My shout was loud enough to draw an echo from the Kissing Well. The voice sounded like aman's
voice. "... dontkill him..." Unlike my voice, the echo was cam and soldierlike. A voice giving an order.

A second bird fell from the sky. Thisonewas avulture. It was more enormous than any vulture of Earth.
It had black wings and awhite head.

The vulture struck, driving claws like sabersinto the shoulder and chest of the great bear. It droveits



beak into one eye socket and pulled out the eye in agush of blood and vitreous humor.

The bear dropped the eagle and raised his claws to defend himsdlf, knocking the vulture away from him.
Inaflurry of wingslike the snap of gale winds, the vulture returned.

The bear was battering the vulture, and was winning. But the eagle, still somehow dive, even with two
broken wings, and while being trampled underfoot, raised his besk and his shivering claws.

The eagle clawed at the stump of the severed bear paw, and opened the seam that held it shut. At the
sametime, | saw something not amost too gross for words, but really too gross, even though | cheered
and hurrahed at the time. The eagle drove hisbeak straight into... Well, never mind. Why don't we just
say it wasthe upper thigh, or near there.

The bear began lumbering away. He was blinded, noseless, bleeding from jowls and groin and leg. The
bear ran toward the sea cliffswith the wounded vulture in pursuit, itswingslike astorm.

At the edge of the dliff, the bear tried to rise up on his one hind leg. The vulture landed on hisface again. |
saw the vulture tear at the bear's throat, and a splash of blood shot out. It looked like a death blow. The

bear went limp but caught the vulturein his paws as he fell. They both went over. If there was asound of

agplash, | (fid not heer it.

Clutching the bearskin tight around me, | went closer to the wounded eagle, my bare feet doshing
through the snow. | was afraid to touch awounded animd, but | knew this was something supernaturd,
something that had come to save me. Eagles were the symbols of Jove in myth. Maybe this was one of
Boggin's servants?

| looked at him. He looked terrible.

What could | do? What was | supposed to do? | wasn't aveterinarian. Maybe | could move him closer
to afire, but | wasafraid to try to pick him up. He had just bitten through abear. What could he do to
my little hand?

| tried to look into the fourth dimension, now that Grendel was... dead? In the sea? | could seethetiniest
glimmer of light from my hypersphere, but then darkness closed over it again. The Grendd effect was
fading, it seemed, but it seemed it might take awhileto fade. How long? A minute? A day? Six months?

Thewind blew by, and | shivered. Once | started shivering, | could not stop.

Thiswill sound sdfish, but suddenly | was worrying about more than just the wounded bird. Wherewas |
going to go? How was | going to get away, if my powers did not come back onin time?

| could stand near the fire, | supposed, wrapped in the bearskin. Until the fire died out. Then what?
Gather wood? Wait till Boggin found me? | was sure that afight to the death between two supernatura
birds and a shape-changing bear monster was something Erichtho's mirror or tarot cards could pick up,
even if Boggin'swinds hadn't heard the noise and weren't coming to investigate. | was till on the grounds
of the estate.

| reached out and touched the bird gently. He flinched when | touched him, asif my hand had hit asore
spot,

and the beak snapped in my direction. The eagle seemed to have a cross expression on his features, even
though he did not redly have expressions.

"Sorry!" | said. "Oh, | am so sorry!”



The eaglelooked at me asif | were an idiot. He had a sarcastic |ook.
"|s—isthereanything | can do?'

The eagle dropped his head back into the snow, eyes sinking shut, too weary to continue withering me
with his contempt.

"Please get better. | don't know if you are magic or anything, or if you can grant wishes, but—please get
better! I'll do anything if you get better!™

Oneyellow eyerolled open, and the beak snapped. A hissing croak came from the throat. Wasthat a
yes? | know that in fairy stories you are not supposed to make wishes or say thingslike"I'll do anything,”
but I didn't want the poor cregture to die on my account.

| said, "Areyou going to get better?'

Then the eye stopped moving; the lid drooped. He looked dead. Maybe he was just resting. But he
looked dead.

Thewind blew again. Cold, cold, cold.
| hopped and danced (alittle dance liketo call the frostbite toe dance) over to thefires.

It was painful to get adozen feet across the snow back to thefires. | could not even imaginetrying to
make the two miles or more to the village. Assuming the group would be waiting for me dill a the same
dock.

Think, Amdia, think. Review options. What would Victor do? Use logic. What did logic say?

Look over al raw materias. Okay. One wounded eagle. One bearskin. My wedding dress, hanging on a
branch not far from thefire... Hm. Probably dry by now. Little glass dippers at the foot of thetree. Lots
of rope on the ground, in case | wanted to tie myself up again and wait for Grendd to come back.

Wait. Rope.

Where had Grendel gotten the rope from? Or the bearskin? For that matter, where were the materials he
used to gtart the two campfires? He might have just ripped the branches off trees with his bear claws, but
then what? Any matches or anything he might have been carrying in the undersea kingdom would have
been soaked through.

| remembered how Boggin had kept his man-clothesin the bell tower, where he could reach them from
theair. Grendd said he visited hismother on aregular basis. Where did he keep his man-clothes? It had
to be near the Kissng Well——-

Think, Amélia. Y ou are standing in snow. Look at the ground.

And there they were. Bear tracks going from the well into the little stand of trees not far away, afootprint
and a peg-print coming out.

| hopped over to the dippers, hoping they might have some magic to enable them to resist the cold. Well,
they didn't. It was the same as being barefoot. | took the dress, too. Don't ask me why. It was till a
pretty dress, sort of.

Onegirl in abear rug (me) went running as fast as she could into the woods.



Herewas alittle shed, no bigger than acloset, with around roof made of sod patches, buried up to its
neck in the ground. Y ou had to step down into awaist-deep pit to get at the doorflap, which was made
of deerskin heavy withice.

Inside the hut were two chests, and acircle of ash on aflat stone beneath asmokehole. Sitting in the
ashes were threeright boots. The place wastoo small to step al theway insde. | knelt, and reached in.

And there were clothes. | stoletwo pairs of his pants and put them on, one atop the other. | took up a
shirt, but it was so scratchy and disgusting that | put on the wedding dressfirgt. It did have some magic
for repelling dirt or something, because when | put three shirts on over top, thistime they did not scratch

or fed greasy.

Was there anything ese worth steding? | found aheavy knifein asheath. Girl can dways use aknife
when sheis out walking. The boots? One was burnt through and through, but the other two werein
s0-50 shape. They were large enough that |eft or right did not matter to me, and | could dip my feet into
them, glassdippersand dl.

Anything that might help the wounded bird? One chest had a compartment with some white
handkerchiefsin it. | wondered why Grendel would carry gentlemen's pocket handkerchiefs. He did not
seem the type to use so many.

Oh. | should have recognized them. Except | knew them better by taste, not by sight. Handkerchiefs?
Not quite. Thiswaswhat he used to gag his prospective brides with.

| pulled out ahandful. Maybe | could bind up the bird's wounds with them.
Beneath the hankies was a book: Hesiod's Theogony.

That brought tearsto my eyes. | know Grendel was an enemy, and arapist, and he was going to kill me,
and torture me, and... and...

And | felt sorry for his mother. There would be another pile of bones out back.

When | got back out to the bird, he was Sitting up, preening. The wings seemed better. They did not look
broken. Every time he drove his beak through the layer of bloody feathers, morered dropsfel to the
snow, leaving the wing clean and unwounded.

| crept closer. It did not smdll like blood. It wasasmdl | knew. | had smelled it every day in my life. All
studentsdid.

| put my hand to the snow, touched adrop, raised it to my nose, touched it to my tongue.
Ink? It wasred ink.

Wait aminute. Who had just been saying that wounds were nothing but red ink. .. ? And the vulture. |
knew who sent the vulture. Lord Mavors. It was part of his curse. Whoever threatened to kill one of us
would die. And the vulture. ..

The vulture had not been coming to save me. Grendel had no intention of killing me. The vulture had been
coming to save...

| looked at the eagle.

"Calin... ?Isthat you... 7'



1

| walked south, pardld to the sea cliffs, my feet wiggling abit insde Grendd's big boots. Snow whitened
the ragged boots and the burnt hem of the bearskin. | wore the bearskin over my head like an Indian
squaw in ablanket. My hair was till wet, and it hung in icy snarls down my back.

| had lost my leather aviatrix cap somewhere dong the way. It wastruethat | aso had lost my shoesand
underwear and clothes and every other worldly possession. But | missed my cap.

At fird, | walked with the eagle held close to my chest, with aflap of the bearskin over him, trying to
warm his cold featherswith my body heat. His wounds were mostly hedled, but not dl. | do not know
why the turn-the-blood-to-red-ink trick worked on some wounds and not on others.

For that matter, if Colin could cure two broken wings, why was Grendd unable to wish his severed leg
back on? Surely there was no desire stronger or more profound than that of a one-legged man to get his
foot back. | wondered if Boggin had interfered with Grendd's wishing-ability in someway.

Therewas till blood seeping from hisfeathers, but | did not see any red spurts, asyou would get if a
major artery were pierced. | kept him wrapped in ahandkerchief, until it got brown; then | would change
bandages by throwing that hankie away, and wrapping another one around the shivering bird.

For thefirst mile, | had talked with the bird, trying to get him to clack his beak to count out numbers, or
respond to signass, or do something to demonstrate that he was something smarter than abird. Maybe he
was too sick and cold to try to communicate. Maybe he wasn't Colin at al. | didn't know.

My ability to fret was eroding. | was il grateful to the bird, even though the ideathat he was not Colin
grew onme. | did not drop the creature in the snow, but | stopped thinking of him as my wounded
comrade-in-arms. | held him to my chest under Grendel's shirts, so that his head was under my chin, his
beak peeking out from my collar, yellow eyes peering at the pathless path ahead.

2.

After thefirst mile, | wastoo cold and weary to keep trying to talk. | just gritted my teeth and trudged.
Little white clouds puffed from my lips; sogginess doshed in my boots. Every hundred paces, | would try
to look into the fourth dimension. The light from the hypersphere was a distant ember, then adull spark,
then anot-so-dull flicker. It was till too dim and far-off to see with; my hyper-body and higher senses
were blind and numb till; but the fact that Grendel's curse seemed to be wearing off comforted me.

And | admit, | had to use one of the handkerchiefsto wipe away tearsthat, to my surprise, | kept finding
on my cheeks. By rights, | should have cheered when Grendd got histhroat ripped out and fell to his
death. He had boasted about murdering people and "biting ears off," and | suspected | was not the first
virgin girl he had dragged down to hislair for aquick wedding and abrief life asa sex toy.

| could not even think of another person so horrible as Grendd had been, except maybe for some of the
oriental tyrants described in Herodotus, or Torquemada, or Adolf Hitler or something.

Those sailors he killed had wives and sweethearts and children back home. No doubt, they had stared
out windows at the gray sea on cold nights, wondering; and no doubt, years passed, and no news ever
came of the boyfriends, husbands, and fatherswho had been the central pillars of therr lives.

But pity isnot something that fitsin an either-or matrix. Just because | fdt sorry for hisvictimsdid not
mean | was not aso sorry for him.



It would have been smpler if | could have just hated him and laughed when he died, or made some cruel
wisecrack, like agood British spy in the movies when he pushes the bad Chinese spy into a nuclear
reactor coolant tank. ("Have anice trip, Grenddl! See you next fall! Har, har, har!™)

When | wasyoung, | thought the act of getting older meant, year by year, getting more sophisticated,
more hard, cool, and unpitying. Lessinnocent.

Maybe that was a childish idea of what getting older was about. Maybe adults, mature adults, get more
innocent with time, not less. Because theword "innocent” does not mean "naive,” it means " not guilty.”

Children do small evilsto each other, schoolyard fights and insults, not because their hearts are pure, but
because their powers are small. Grown-ups have more power. Some of them do great evilswith that
power. But what about the ones who don't? Aren't they more innocent than children, not less?

So | trudged in the snow, weeping dow tears for a dead monster who had wanted to marry me, and
wishing | werelike achild, crud and unpitying, again.

3.

| topped therise. Below me was anarrow dope of hill, then the brink of the upper cliffs, the ragged
limestone juts of lower and lesser cliffs, and the inlet, where the docks of Abertwyi are. Thevillage
curves around the mouth of theinlet, separated by alow stone retaining wall from the water. Acrossthe
water could be seen the looming silhouette of Worm's Head, a steep-sided idand, which rises sheer from
the waves.

On the dopes north of the village, climbing up toward my vantage point, were derricks and ropes used
by stone miners. To the south was the fish cannery that had made the Lilac family rich. On ahill inthe
middle of the village were the church and the courthouse, and to the east were the tenant estates of some
of theinfluential loca families, the Penrice and Mansel Halls. To the northeast was the extension of the
highway, easly visible through the nude trees of wintertime, amarching line of telephone poles and power
linesto ether side. ..

Except it was not there.
Gone. Vanished.

The physica features were the same. There wasthe inlet, the cliffs of limestone, and, across the water,
the brooding rock of Worm's Head.

Therewas avillage there. 1t looked enough like Abertwyi that a moment passed before | noticed how
smdll it was. During the day, it is hard to tell whether atown has suffered a power blackout, but after a
moment, | noticed no lights were burning anywhere.

The fish cannery was gone. The highway was gone. There were no power lines or telephone poles. The
Streets were narrower, unpaved, and there were no signal lamps. There was no traffic. On the dopes
closer to me, there were afew crudely made wooden derricks, and only asmall part of the cliff had been
mined for limestone. At the mouth of one of the cuttings, | saw, not adiese en-

gine, but a steam engine from amuseum, next to acoal bin. Both were coated with snow and ice at the
moment, white and motionless.

The boats. Nothing seemed that different about them, except that there were far more, even though the
dockswere fewer. Then | noticed the lack of motorboats. Then | saw the side-whedler, with a crooked
black smokestack aboveit.



| tried to look into the fourth dimension again. For amoment, | got a clearer view, then adimmer, and |
could seethe utility and inner nature of the things around me. The moment | looked, a strand of the
mordity substance touching mejerked rigidly, and glittered as some energy or Sgnd passed dong it.

That jerk frightened me; it looked too much like atrip wire being sprung. | closed my eyestightly for a
moment. When | opened them again, the fourth dimension was dim again, my hypersphere only acandle
flame, illuminating nothing.

| admit | was scared. It is much easier to be scared when you are cold, tired, and footsore. And hungry.
When wasthelast time | had eaten? Holiday pie and hors d'oeuvres at Lily Lilac's house, | think.

Why had my upper sensesfailed just now? Maybe | had strained them by trying too hard. Maybe fear
hindered their operation. Maybe it was part of atrap, or an attack. Or...

| said adoud, "Colin, thisis cregping me out. What was your motto: "When in doubt, bug out'?'
Timeto run away.
4,

| turned east and began to jog. In ten minutes, | had trees around me. By fifteen minutes, | was getting
tired and beginning to wonder what time it was. Near noon? In the afternoon? Where was | going to
deep tonight?

Twenty minutes, and | cameto abresk in thetrees.
And there was the highway. | walked across the empty lanes, staring left and right in wonder.

Power lines were dripping with icicleslike Christmas ornaments. The telephone poles stood as iff,
regular, and proper as Beefeater guards before the palace of the Queen, with no expression to show that
they had been gone from their postswhen | last looked for them, haf an hour ago.

One lane of the highway was paved in black dush and puddles of blue-gray water. In the distance there
came onetruck on the road, rolling cautioudy down the lane, little wings of filthy water dashing from its
tiresasit came.

| put up my thumb. I cannot recall if they ever taught me not to hitchhike at school. Maybe they thought |
would never leave the estate. But, unlessthe guy driving the truck was Grendel Glum'stwin brother, |
thought | would bein less danger than | had been anytime that morning.

| danced back to avoid getting sloshed, tripped on the snow, and landed on my bottom by the roadside,
my bearskin flopping open, my hair tangles spilling every which way. My bird flapped and shrieked in
annoyance, a high-pitched whine like a steam whistle, cold and londly.

And shockingly loud. No ghost, no banshee could utter awail as penetrating as a prince of chaos,
trapped in the form of abrainless, bloodstained bird, lost in the snow.

The truck went on by. | understand it is customary in these Situations to make rude finger-gesturesin the
rearview mirrors. | wastoo well brought up. | stood up, bird in one hand, and tried to shake the snow off
my bearskin with the other.

Mayhbe the bearskin flapping did it. The truck dowed, stopped. Its reverse lights came on, and it backed
up. It made alittle beep-beep noise asit came.



A man leaned from the driver's side and pushed open the passenger's door. He was a rough-looking
fellow inagray knit cap and a heavy woolen sweater. He had apipein histeeth, and the cab of the truck
was thick and wet with pipe smoke. | stared in disbelief. Who smoked a pipein a cab without opening a
window?

He had athick Cornish accent when he spoke. "Merry Christmas, little lady. What might yew be doing
out in thewet, on aday likethisday?'

"Youwould not bdieveme" | said.
"Oh, | hear alot of things."

"Today was supposed to be my wedding day and someone stole all my clothes, and I'm lost, and | was
supposed to meet some friends at the docks in the village, but that was this morning, and they may have
left—"

Helooked at my face, which was probably all tearstained and red-eyed; at my clothes, which obvioudy
were not mine; and at my bird, which was wrapped in abloodstained handkerchief. The collar or choker
made of green glasswas till around my neck, and the matching bracelets shimmered and twinkled on my
wrists. Maybe he thought they werered jewdry.

The pipe, asif by itsdlf, did from one corner of his mouth to the other. He pushed the door wider. " Get
in. | can give yew arideto the dock. Tis nought but five minutesawa.”

| climbed in gratefully. The cab was so high that | had to climb alittle ladder thing set along the whed
guard.

It was hot to the point of ftifling in the cab, and | coughed on the smoke.

He reached across me to grab the handle and rolled down my window. | must have had aworse morning
than | thought, because when he reached out hisarm, | fully expected him to grab me and tie meto the
Sedt, or something.

He leaned back, giving me a cocked eye. "Jumpy, are we, missy? Y ew've had a bad time, no doubt.” He
pronounced it doowt.

| said, "I can't believe you believe my story."

He shrugged. "Y ew dinnae know me. Why would y' lie? If yew areto lie, why not say something like to
be bdieved, such asyer car broke down? Or that yer atravel-ing bird salesman who carries abig black
bearskin rug around on her head? Besides, it's Christmas Day, it is. So I'll pretend to believe yer tale, and
yull pretend yew fooled me, and ‘twill be our little Christmas gifties to each other, hnn? Tisaday of faith,
yeknow."

Thetruck trundled over the rise and came down again into the village. The lanes narrowed, and he began
maneuvering the massive lorry down crooked little cobblestone streets to the dock area.

| looked inrelief at the red and green traffic lights.
| said, "Ever had one of those days where you are not sure what year you arein?'

He grunted. "Every Saturday morning, if my Friday night goes as big as planned. If | remember not a
thing, | know | had areal damn fine good time."



Then he extended one big hand in my direction, not taking his eyes from the lanes. "Name's Sam.”
"l an MissWindrose." | shifted the eagle to one hand and took his handshake gingerly.

"Howdjadoo." (He pronounced it as one word.) "Y er thinking 'tis unchancy that there is no one about?"
("aboowt") "They'redl at church. Driving on holy days..." (Thiswastwo words) ... ‘tisaways quiet
and graveyardlike, hn? But they give metriple wages, any hauling | do today. How'sthét for alife? Buit |
won't tell you my base wage, ether. It's a pretty penny, too. We got the whole country by the throat, and
they pay what we say. It'sgrand.”

| looked at him sidelong. There he sat, working his clutch and gearshift with unselfconscious grace,
puffing away like six chimneys, haf-hidden in clouds of tobacco, boasting of the highway robbery he
enjoyed. Wasthiswhat real human beingswere like?

| said, "What would you do if you had magic powers?'
"Hn? Jointhecircus, | guess. Do tricks."
"No, | mean real magic powers. If you could grant wishes... 7'

"Trave the countryside on holy days, disguised as a beautiful motion picture Sar in baggy clothes,
wearing arug and carrying abird. Then | would ask folks strange questions. What would you do,

missy?"
"I'm serioud”

"Of courseyou are. Anyone who carries around a hawk covered with blood on her wedding day is
serious.”

He dowed the truck, stopped, engaged the brake. We were on Waterside Street. | could see the
boardwalk and the piers. Empty. | could seethe dip where Lily Lilac's boat used to be. Empty.

5.
Sam was looking at my face. He said, ™Y ou need some food in you?'
| stirred. | said, "What... ?'

He pointed at alittle shop acrossthe way. "I always eat there. The owner isaHindoo, and heisonly
closed on Hindoo holy days. Ramandan, or something.”

"Ramadanisldam,” | said.
"Well, whatever may be. He's open now, and the first cup of coffeeisawaysfree”
"l don't have any money," | said.

"I'd throw it back in yer faceif yew did. Christmas gift. Coming?' And he opened his door and began
griking his pipe againgt hisboot to throw hot ashes out into the snow.

Not five minuteslater we were both eating potato bread and butter pancakes and breakfast ham; not
what | expected aHindu to serve. (I had never seen pancakes before; | thought only Americans ate
them.) Of course, the place was called "Jerry's Fine Cafe," and Jerry (whose name was probably
Ramarjunaor Sgeeve) was a dark-skinned man who came out and exchanged pleasantries with Sam.



Jerry looked disapprovingly a my eagle, but Sam told him the bird was my Seeing Eye bird and the law
required

shop ownersto alow him on the premises. Sam and | were the only customersin the place, so Jerry let
the matter rest

| leaned and whispered, "Is it okay to take these boots off? My feet are all wet and sore.”
Sam leaned and whispered back, " Go on. Jerry comes back, I'll tell him yer Japanese.”

He stared, not without curiosity, a my beaded dippers, glittering with trand ucent green beads and lines
of crystal. | dried my feet off with a paper napkin, and put my feet back into the dippers, but |&ft the
boots on the seet of the chair next to me.

"Y ew need somethingwarminyou," he sad.
| Spped my first ever cup of coffee. Bleh. Did people actualy drink this stuff?
We ate without speaking for atime. | was very hungry.

Then, with no preamble, Sam pointed at me with afork, which had a piece of pancake onit, dripping
syrup. "l been thinking! Here are my wishes. Firg, | got anephew who'swrong in the head. They have
him in this place near Edgestow. He'sfifteen, but he thinks he's five. Bright, for afive-year-old, but...
Well, I'd wish his head back straight. I'd wish my wife, second wife, be up in heaven with the angels. She
died of tuberculosis, oh, four years back. About thistime of year. First wife, I'd wish her straight to hell,
her and her lawyers, too. That'sthree. Course, Annie probably didn't need any help from me getting to
heaven, S0 let me change my second wish to curing everyone who's got tuberculosis. Filthy disease.
Asde from that, | don't have much | need. Wouldn't wish for money, though. Ruins people. How ‘bout
yew?"

"Well, | actudly have magic powers, and | am trying to decide how to use them.”

"Hn. Use'em for good rather than for evil, I'd say. Create world peace, that'd be a good one. So they let
yew out of theingtitution on Christmas, do they? | don't suppose yew know my nephew. Mortie
Finklestein."

| goggled a him. "Y our nameis Finklestein?'

"My sis, shemarried aJew. What's so bad about that! Isit acrimeto marry out of the faith? Benjamin
Disraeli was a Jew, and he was thefinest PM thisidand ever had, says|, bar none. Einstein was a Jew
and smartest man ever lived, wasn't he?' He waved the bit of pancake to make his point, and chomped
into it aggressvely.

He poured himsdlf another cup of coffee, and poured some morein my cup, even though | didn't ask. |
felt | had to try another Sip, since he had poured for me. | gtirred in fivelittle plastic containers of cream,
to make it aswhite as possible, and endless spoonfuls of sugar. Bleh. Who invented this stuff?

| looked at him, and said in an accusing voice, "Y ou stopped because you saw my hair, didn't you? Had
| been aman, you would have kept going.”

Now it was histurn to goggle a me. "What?Y ew think it rude to be polite?"



"Maybe | don't like being condescended to."

"Well, hn! When yoor done eating up, | can give yer alift back and putchain the snow, if yew like." He
snorted and laughed, pleased at his own wit.

Then he put hisfork down and pointed hisfinger toward my face, very ruddly, | thought: "L ookee here,
lifeismore crud to women than it isto men, and thereisno use saying it's not! Here yew are, awoman
stood up at the dtar, or one who says sheis, and yoor telling me women and men got dedlt the same
hand of cards?'

| felt | had to stand up for my sex: "The equality between men and women requires that they be treated
the same.”

"Yeah? Wel, | don't know what kind of men you know, but the ones | know awaysfed alittle hurt
when yew give 'em ahand. Y'know? I'm not saying it'sright or wrong, I'm just saying women make it
eader for yew to help them. And being pretty as a Sunday morning doesn't hurt matters either.

"Besides, no girl ever tried to hijack my load. Y ou think it don't happen, but it does. In Liverpoal, | was
once.

"But, listen here! Don't turn down help when someone reaches out his hand, hn? It'sthe only thing that
keeps human beings dive on the Earth, and | am right about that!™

He picked up hisfork and stabbed it back into the pile of pancakes. He chewed for amoment, and then
spoke with his mouth full, mumbling. | had never seen someone talk with food in their mouth before, and
| stared in amazement. But | suppose therewas no Mrs. Wrenin hislifeto dap him with aruler for bad
table manners.

Thisiswhat he said: "Little missy, | sopped when yew fell, ‘cause | hear'd acry, ahigh cry, and | thought
yew were holding ababy in yoor arms. And yew fell down.”

He swallowed ahit; then he continued: "Maybe | shouldna stopped for awoman with a baby on
Christmas Day, issat what yew think? But | hear'd the cry and | stopped. Didn't expect it was yer pet
screeching.”

Weatein dlencefor awhile. | felt abit like awretch. This man was the only person who had rescued me
with whom | had argued. (How many times had | been rescued.... ? Just the Grendel menace: once by
Boggin, once by Telegonus, once by the eagle... wasthere one | had forgotten? Romus had rescued me
from Erichtho...)

| started to apologize, but he waved my words away, and changed the subject. Sam said, "What can
yew do with your magic powers? Tak to the departed, tip tables, tell fortunes, that sort of thing?"

| sad, "Well, maybe | can show you..."

| looked into the fourth dimension again. | saw two things at once. The rooms of thelittle restaurant were
laid out like ablueprint. | could see Jerry in the back room. He was on the telephone, saying, "Yes,
Congable, | am not very likely to be mistaken! It isone of the five strange children from the Branshead
edtate. How isit possible| could not know one of them? The oneswho never get any older..."

At thesametime, | saw themora strand running to mejerk, and flicker with light. Thistime, | used one
of the other sensesto look at the first sense, and sought itsinternal nature. Magic. | was seeing amagic

spell. A finding spell.



| jumped to my feet. | pulled and pushed on the higher parts of my body, but it was mostly still numb. |
could not deploy my wings or move into hyperspace.

Sam dropped hisfork. "Um. Don't get excited——-Is, ah, iseverything... ?'
"Sam!" | leaned across the table and kissed him.
Helooked, at once, sartled, pleased, surprised, and worried. "Hold on..."

"Thanksfor saving me! Y ou're my second rescuer today, fourth one thisweek. | must run. | have
enemies. Bad, bad people. Actualy, um, gods. Old gods from the pagan days. They are beyond your
drength. Don't follow me!”

| stepped toward the door and he grabbed a my arm. My "pet bird" snapped at hisfingers with the
razor-edged bolt-cutters of hisbeak, but | yanked the bird back with one hand before he drew blood.
The snapping bird made Sam flinch, and | was away.

Even had Sam been faster than me in the sprint (which | doubt), he was not faster than mein the
steeplechase. | leaped from table to table in astraight line toward the door, and cleared one or two
chairsin my way with agood takeoff, dightly wobbly landing. | ot the bearskin rug behind me during
onejump.

Thelittlebdl tinkled, and | was out the door.

On the street, Waterside Street. Still deserted. Maybe everyone was at church; | could hear bellstolling
solemnly in the distance. Which way? Would any direct tion do? Away from the docks, though: | might
have to come back here, and it would not do to lead any pursuit that direction.

| turned and sprinted up Main Street, which was more or less straight, heading toward the hill wherethe
church and the courthouse were. | tucked the bird under my arm like a ball.

And Sam came pounding down the Street after me. He still had a napkin tucked in his collar, and was
carrying afork in onefist He had left his coat behind. Hisform was not bad, for an old guy. Maybe he
did rugby when he was younger.

Up the street About one hundred yards ahead of me was a carriage circle, with acircle of grassin the
middle, and apillar bearing the names of local townsmen who died in the Great War. They had put a
statue of an angel up recently; at least | did not remember seeing it there before, tall atop the pillar. They
had painted it for Christmas, blue and white. | was dlill at least a quarter mile from the church. ..

Wait aminute. Why was | going toward the church? If that waswhere dl the townspeople were, (@) |
might be putting them in danger, (b) they might call the coppers on me, just as Jerry had done. Thiswas
the worst direction of dl to be going.

| stopped at the carriage circle, blowing puffs of white and looking |eft and right. There were lanes
running north and south.

Theange on the pillar turned his head, spread his peacock-blue wings, raised his bow. There was an
arrow inthe gtring.

"Phaethusa, Helion's daughter, | makeit fated that you will be struck by this shaft if you do not surrender
tome. | am Corus. | am the North by Northwest Wind, a humble god, perhaps, for only one-sixteenth
part of theinfinite sky ismine; but | am great enough to wound you."



| stood with one hand on my knee, bird in the other, blowing white puffs. | shook my head. "No. No,
thanks. I'm sick and tired of surrendering.”

He sad, "Do you toy with me, Chaoticig?"
"Lord Mavors said you can't kill ust How are you going to stop meif you don't risk killing me!"

"I makeit fated that you shal not die when my arrow strikes. With such afate, | may strike your eye with
no fear the shaft will enter your brain-pan, or hit your thigh, hand, bosom, marring and maiming, as | will."

| straightened up, and held up the wounded eagle in both hands. "L ook out! I've got amagic bird... this
bird will save me! And | am not amonster or anything. I'm just agirl with amonster's powers, and I've
never done anything wrong, so | don't want you to shoot me."

Sam came trotting into the carriage circle, dowed down, and walked up. His mouth and eyes were wide.
"Hey! Areyew an angd? Don't point that thing at the girl here. She'stouched in the head!"

Corus said, "Creature of Prometheus, go, and | will spare you. | makeit fated that when you wake after
you have dept, thiswill fade like astrange dream. If you speak of it thisday, you will not be believed,
even by thosethat loveyou..."

"Ismy wife up there with yew al? Second wife, Annie, | mean..."
"Gol"

He turned the arrow toward Sam.

Sam st hisjaw and looked stubborn.

| sad, "Um, Sam, maybe you should..."

The bowstring sang.

| jumped in front of Sam and threw out my arms. The eagle, released, flapped and jumped in front of me.
The eagle moved faster than was possible, asif he were trying to bat the speeding arrow out of midair
with hiswing. The arrow passed through the one wing, lost al velocity, turned sideways, and dapped
againg me before it clattered to the pavement.

The eagle screamed, loud, shrill, and piercing. There was an answering scream from far away. | am not
an expert on bird screams, but | am pretty sure that second scream was one | had heard earlier today.

The eagle flapped to the ground and began poking at his newly rewounded wing.

Coruslooked down, frowning. Then he put hisfoot to the bowstaff, bent, and unstrung his bow. "
rdeaseyou,” hesad.

"What?' Had | heard that right?

Coras spoke quietly, his eyes downcat, "Little softhearted girl with the powers of amonster, who steps
infront of our cattle, thefrail and foolish mortal men, go and be free. On one condition, | release you.”

"What's the condition?"

"That you tell no one of my derdiction.”



"l want to be ableto tel my friends.”

"Only on their oath likewise, not to reved thisact.”

"Won't Boggin just hear what you are saying now? He can hear thewind.”
"l anthewind.”

"I will agree... But! But | have one condition..."

That made him smile. He put his hands atop the bow-staff and leaned oniit. "You are just asbold as
brass, aren't you, little foe of al creation?"

"Y ou haveto tdl mewhy. Why you are doing it?'
Corasfrowned again.
Sam pointed upward with hisfork, and said to me, "'Y ew know him, do yew?"

Coras glowered at Sam and waved hishand. "I make it fated that you will deep before | speak this
word."

Sam sat down on the cobblestones, blinked, dumped dowly over, snoring. Hisfork clattered to the
pavement with atiny tinkle.

"You didn't hurt him, did you? Ishegoing to bedl right?'

The eagle twisted around his head and squawked a me angrily. Well, maybe the bird had a point. He
had been hit with an arrow, and | wasfretting over adeeping guy. | picked up the bird and brought out
another handkerchief to wrap around him.

There was another small tinkling noise when | did that, and something bright lay on the pavement. | put
one dippered foot casudly atop it.

Corassaid, "'l do not prey on the cattle of Mulciber. Thisworldishis. | makeit fated that this man shall
be found by kind strangers, who will seeto hiscare. | accept your final condition, O monster who pities
even such low creatures asthis man. Hereis my reason: Thelxiepia begged me, that if by chance | were
thefirst oneto find you, that | be dow to carry out my duties. Sheisthe finest, most beautiful, and most
ill-used of women. | wanted to use the bounty Boreas placed on your head to buy her freedom, and | did
not hear her plea, athough my heart wastorn. She said you would not destroy the world, and | did not
believe she knew whereof she spoke. Now | know that sheisaso wise, and kind, and good..."

| said, "Oh my gosh! You arethe one! At the party! Y ou and Miss Daw. The Lady said someone was
going tofal inloveat that party! Truelove! She said it would betruelove.”

His grin waslike the summer sun breaking through clouds, and hisfacelit up with happiness and
embarrassment. He turned his head away, and put his hand on his mouth to gill hisinvoluntary smile.

Corus poke again without turning his head. "1 have fulfilled my condition, and now | lay my fate upon
you: should my brother or any who might tell him of my treason to him, learn of it from you, your suffering
and pain will be greater than mine, and last nine times the span of time.”

He turned his back to me and spread hiswings. ™Y our companions, who also seek you, await you in the
harbor. Warn them that each time Nausicaa cdls her sllvery ship, or bidsit sail, Mestor's lodestone is
drawn.



"Do not mistake this act of minefor kindness. Y ou and your kin | hold in hatred and contempt, for your
lifeisthe death of the earth and sky; and you wounded my great brother Boreas, who now liesin his
sckbed, caught in dreams with no waking, for heisunder attack by Morpheusthe Lord of Night."

| said softly, "I am sorry for that. | like Boreas, even though he was so mean to me."

He did not turn his head, but he snorted. Perhaps he was amused at the idea of the softhearted mongter,
ashecdled me. He said in agentler tone: "And do not envy me my truelove. The Lady Cyprian did not
warn me how it would stain my honor, sever my kinship, and make al my roads as hard asiron swords
to cross. Yet | regret nothing.”

And he stepped from the pillar and rose into the sky.
When he was gone, | moved my dipper and looked down.
Thering of Gygeslay under my toe.

1

The church bells rang again, and down the street, the tall doors opened. A little crowd began to form on
the stairs of the church, littlefiguresin the distance in their best forma clothes.

| misted the "fate" Corus had put upon Sam, that someone would find and help him. | would have cdled
out, but | feared they would cal the police on me.

Bird in hand, | walked quickly down Main Street. No one was following. When the dope cut off the
view of the church behind me, | ran.

| had thering inmy fist as| ran, but | wastoo wary of the unknown to put it on my finger.

How had it cometo bein my pocket? At a guess, when Grendd came out of the Kissng Wdll with me
freezing to death in hisarms, he stepped over to hislittle buried shed, saw it wastoo small to get me
ingde, but grabbed up his cloak and fire-making tools. And took the timeto take off thering, wrapitina
hankie, and put it in histrunk? Maybe. He had that trunk open because he was getting agag out for
yourstruly; he wasterrified that | would make anoise and cal down the vengeance of Boreason his
head.

But thefact that | had it seemed like a coincidence.

From Corns, it was clear that arranging coincidences was the especid province of the Olympians. But
why?Maybeit had atracking deviceinit, or the magica equivalent to one. Even o, severa clues
implied the Olympian power could only work on someone who broke alaw, went back on a promise, or
wasindebted. | had not stolen thisring. Did that make it safe to use?

| came out onto Waterside Street.

| heard Vanity's voice before | saw them, a cheery voice ringing with relief and joy: "Oh! Look! It
worked! Theresheid"

| turned my head, and there they were. Quentin had his huge black cape on over his school uniform, a
gaff of whitewood in hishand; Victor was wearing a brand-new buff-colored jacket that fdll to his
knees, with achain-mail jerkin dangling and clinking undernegth; Vanity was dressed in a plush red winter
coat with white mink fur trim about the hood and wrists, with matching gloves, with little black booties



below. It was an outfit | had never seen before. She looked like aglamour model doing a" Santaslittle
df" theme.

| ran up and threw my arms—one arm, anyway— around the smiling Vanity and gave her the biggest hug
circumstances dlowed. Sheflinched and giggled when the huge bird of prey fluttered hiswings across her
head.

Wewere standing, of al places, right in front of Jerry's Fine Cafe. Victor had his back to me and was
helping a palice constable it down on the bench that was there. A second police constable was a ready
seated, dumped over the bench arm, ear on his shoulder, eyes closed and mouth open. Therewasa
teardrop of drool dangling from hislip. I would have thought he was dead, but dead men don't snore so
loudly.

Quentin's eyes were a so closed. He had hisleft hand held out at shoulder level, with rosary beads twined
through hisfingers. A crosswas hanging fromiit, like the bob of a pendulum. The pendulum was not
swinging. The rosary was motionless, suspended &t the apex of itsarc or swing, and the crosswas
pointed a me.

Quentin relaxed and muttered, " Ave et vale. Abi!" Whereupon, the rosary in his hand aso relaxed. He
opened his eyes, casudly looping the rosary around his hand to tuck it into an inner pocket, and he said,
"I waslooking for Calin, that time ."

| said, "I sensed someone looking for me. Wasthat you?* And without waiting for an answer, | held up
thebird. "ThisisCalin, I think."

Vanity stepped away and blinked at the bloody eagle. "Colin wastdler, last time | saw him, wasn't he?'

Quentin said, "Found this on the bed of the sea, when | was dowsing for you. Like attractsto like. You
wouldn't believe how often Victor went diving for you."

He handed me my lucky cap.
| was angry with Victor, of course.

If he had been thoughtful enough to be the one to return my aviatrix cap to me, | would have had the
perfect excuse to kiss him. But he didn't. How rude.

Victor sraightened up. "I have stimulated the narcoleptic reflex in their brains, but they are not actualy
adeep. That would require brainwave dterations to delta states, which are controlled by more complex
sections of the medulla oblongata. In the meanwhile, they can hear us, so we should not discuss anything
infront of them we do not want the enemy to know."

| said, "The gods erase the memories of people who learn about them; it just happened to aguy who
helped me. Funny guy, red niceto me. Thelxiepiatold me godskill people who find out too much.”

Victor nodded, looking entirely unsurprised by this news, and said to the deegping policemen: Y our
planet is being secretly controlled by agroup of entitieswho need or enjoy the admiration and worship of
human beings. They control ahighly advanced technology which can affect thought processes. If you
reveal what you have overheard to anyone, you run therisk of being destroyed by them. Nevertheless,
you may wish to take that risk in order to organize aresistance to them, if you find that their rulership is
unacceptable to you."

Tome, Victor said, "Let us go back before more people come. These officers were sent for you."



| said, "Back?"
He pointed.

Out in the harbor was the silvery ship. Sherested on the waves, bright as a naked sword blade, dimasa
swan. The eyesto either side of the prow did not seem as blind as painted eyes should be; the long
bronze ram extending doping into the waterline gave the ship afriendly, amost comical ook, likethe
nose of Cyrano. Therewasacrystd lantern shining (pale as the moon seen by day) on the mast, but no
«ls.

There was something so odd and so dreamlike about the silvery ship, that | looked again with my upper
senses. The ship was not actudly floating on the waters of Earth, not fully. The waters below her kedl
were an ocean that extended in another direction, becoming ever more mystica, haunting, and

phantasmagorica in the distance. The two oceans overlapped when the silver ship met the sea, so that
shewas actualy afloat in the ocean of dream, but her deck was exposed to the airs of Earth.

Quentin took the bird gently from my hand and frowned at him, scratching his head gently and muttering
over him.

Weadl started to walk toward the pier. | put one hand through Victor's arm, and Vanity took my other
hand. Quentin waked behind, stroking the bird.

The boardwa k boomed under our footsteps. Vanity said, "So thisisanew look for you, isn't it, Amelia?
The sort of grungy, baggy, two-pairs-of-pants look?"

"Look whoistaking! Where did you get those clothes?”

"Paris. We sailed up the Seine. Humans can't see Argent Nautilus. That's her name. We spent some of
the money you got us."

| fdt asif | had been kicked in the ssomach. "Y ou went—to France—? Without me? Y ou went
shopping! In another country! In Parist And | missed it!"

It was one of the worst moments of my life. Imagineif your friends got married, had a party, went to
Alpha Cen-tauri, discovered an dien civilization, and got to name dl the planetsin the new solar systlem
with new names, but they did not invite you. Y ou were off being burnt and choked by aone-legged sex
maniac. The boat sailed without me. One of the worst moments of my life.

Vanity sad, "I would have invited you, but you were drowned by Grendd.”

Victor said camly, "They were buying scuba gear to help me look for you. Vanity's boat ignores distance
congderations. Timewise, Pariswas just as close as Oxwich Green or Swansea.”

"l am not blaming you—I'd like to, but I'm not. Oh! Before | forget! Her boat is detectable. Each time
shecalsher or sallsher, Mestor's lodestone points &t it."

Victor said, "We aready have aplan for that. We are going to have the Argent Nautilus tow Lily's
motorboat into the sealanes somewhere near Australiaor America, or some other English-spesking
country, and then lead them away on a goose chase. Well flag down apassing ship and say we're logt at
="

"Y ou redly went and bought clothes without me... ?'

Vanity said, "Victor took hisdrug. Quentin read his book. | waved the necklace around my head and



shouted at it, but nothing happened. We all looked at the card.”

The second most horrible moment in my life. My friends were doing experiments, fascinating scientific
experiments, and getting new super-powers, al without me!

| said, "A vulture swooped from the sky and killed Grendd. Tore out histhroat and he fell off acliff! | felt
bad about it before, but now | fed like celebrating. Did you guys buy any champagne? That's what made
methink thiswas Calin; the curse of Mavorsis protecting him.”

Vanity sad, "Why would we buy champagne? We were outfitting arescue expedition! "

"Y ou bought new clothes, didn't you?' | admit | was green with envy. After awholelife of school
uniforms, | could not even imagine choosing your own clothes. From astore! With your own money! Not
asking anyone's permission!

Vanity sad, "We got some for you, too."

Quentin said, "Areyou surethisis Colin... ?Heisnot reacting to my charms.”
"Oh!" | said, "And I've got thisl Grendel dropped it."

And| pulled out thering.

Vanity looked impressed; Quentin whistled. Victor said only, "Isthere away to tell if it is booby-trapped,
or carriesalocation sgnd?'

2.

The Argent Nautilus breasted the waves as swiftly asan arrow flies. The waters under her ked,
however, were unruffled. The passage was silent, with only the most graceful of sea-motionsto impart a
sense of travel, mystery, and delight to the sailor. The winds of the world we passed through were surely
supersonic, but only a<tiff seabreeze, atoken of that wind, passed within therail of the ship, enough to
bring abrisk chill, not enough to blind or stun us. Magic. It wastheway folks sail in dreams of flight,
faster than was reasonable, without seasickness or strenuous effort.

| stood at the stern, watching the idand of Worm's Head sink away behind us. | had never seen the far
sde of that rock before, though | had seen its hither face many times. It waslike seeing the dark side of
the moon, or the Strange congtellations of the antipodes.

Victor was standing next to me, aso looking astern, concentrating.

| stepped closeto him, till my shoulder dmost touched his. He did not seem to notice. | told mysdlf that
histask must have absorbed his concentration.

Agtern of us, bouncing and sending up wild spray, like adrunken water-skier, was Lily's motorboat,
which we towed on the end of along rope. The motorboat was in water that retained the properties of
Earthly water, mass, resistance, and so on, and so the boat made noise, agreat deal of noise, asit was
yanked through the water at blinding speed. Asfast as the speed of sound? | could not estimate. But the
poor motorboat was legping from wave crest to wave crest in sheets of exploding foam, and it spent half
thetimeintheair, tumbling and careening.

It was Victor who was keeping the motorboat from capsizing, using magnetic force-beamsto try to
gabilize the worst of the turbulence.



Vanity was seated on the bench, facing forward, smiling into the sun, which was now declining into the
afternoon. This bench was of ivory, curioudy carved, and fair to the eye. | stood next to it. The bench
was fixed to the deck in the place where a steersman would sit on a boat that had a steering board.
Quentin was seated at her feet, drawing circles on the deck in chak around the bored-looking eagle.

Quentin waslooking fretful.
The eagle was looking (you guessed it) bored.
3.

Thefirst thing | wanted to know was how much money was eft. It looked to me asif Vanity and the
others had bought severa department stores worth of materia. The boys had bought Aqua-Lungs and
fish-spears, camping equipment, food, chemicals. Victor had bought half a dozen textbooks on advanced
neurologica psychology, which he (before injecting himsalf) had memorized, flipping pages as quickly as
he could, and then thrown aside. Quentin had bought a knapsack full of crystals and rune-stones and
candles and other litter from afortune-teller's shop. Quentin commented that he now knew not to be a
fool when he shopped: none of the things he bought did what the fortune-teller said, and they were made
of impure substances. None of it worked; none of it wasred magic.

Apparently the amount of money ap Cymru had given us was enormous, or maybe the exchange rate
between the pound sterling and franc was good for England at the moment, or something.

4.

The next thing we did was have abirthday party. It was avery strange birthday party, because | wasthe
only one opening presents.

Vanity indsted on showing me everything she had gotten for me in the Paris shops, and as we opened
dress-boxes and hat-boxes and shoe-boxes, the sea wind caught the crepe paper some of the goods
were wrapped in, and blew it off the stern. Like confetti.

Everything was beautiful and wonderful. Things| had only seen in magazines, or only heard described,
were there, and Vanity has exquisite taste. Or maybe her tasteis bad, but at least it matches mine.

| realize that to people who have things, mere material possessions seem tawdry and unimportant. But to
agirl who has only ever worn the uniforms assigned to her, the ability to pick whether to put on apae
blue blouse or ablack dresswith pearls was the doorstep of paradise. It iswhat freedomisfor, being
ableto pick, inlittle mattersaswell asin grest ones.

Vanity dso knows me. Guesswhat else she got for me! Running shoes. The thingswere aslight as
feathers, made of god-knows-what space-age materias. They were gorgeous.

After spending an endless time sl ecting an outfit and accessories, shoes and stockings, | suddenly
looked up and looked around.

| said, "Thereisno cabin on thisboat. Thereis no place to change.”

It wastrue. There was alittle deck in the stern, and there were lines of rowing benches (1 have no idea
what for, on aship without oars) and atiny gangway that ran from the bow to the stern.

Quentin said, "Vanity isvery proud of her ship. But, because sheis so swift, Argent Nautilus was not
designed to be at seafor more than afew hours, or aday a most. So, no cabin, no galley. Thereisasail,
goparently for timeswhen you go into nonliving waters."



Vanity said, "I think thereisarain tent in the storage locker we can set up on deck. Y ou could changein
there. Or the boys could just closetheir eyes.”

| started putting stuff back in boxes. "No. Let me keep on thisfilthy stuff, at least until we are out of
danger. There might be afight if we are overtaken, and | won't careif Grendd'sraity stuff getsripped.”

That comment ended the party atmosphere. We started exchanging histories.

| was dill wearing the baggy dungarees and flannel shirts of Grendel. But | did put on the running shoes,
and, because the wind was till dightly chill here, | put on the new coat Vanity had bought for me: along
black affair of slky fur, with gold buttonsto match my hair.

| sat Sideways on the stern bench while Vanity brushed out my tangles with her new silver brush, and we
talked.

5.

Vanity had shrieked and commiserated while | told her of Grendd's various depredations. Sheissmply a
wonderful person to tell storiesto, because she hangs on every word, her eyes glowing with sympathy for
the heroine, her lips pouting with boos and catcallsfor the villain.

And Victor patted me on the hand, and told me he was proud of me for how bravely | had endured the
orded. | thought that was afunny thing to say, because the worst part of my adventures had been that |
had not been anywhere as brave as| would have liked.

| told them about what Grendel had said about Echidnaand Beowulf, and his severa dead brothers. |
described the ripping of the mermaid's cap, choking, being healed by Grendel and then waking up all tied
upin hisbearskin rug. | glossed over the parts where he was threatening me with conflagration and
strangulation, and | described the fight in gory enough detail that it made Vanity queasy and she begged
me to stop.

| told them about the mysterious town | saw, resting where Abertwyi isin our world A different time? A
different timeline? We wasted some time discussing theories.

Quentin recdled that the enemy had mentioned multiple worlds during the meeting of the Board of
Vigtorsand Governors.

| even gave them abrief precis of my conversation with Sam the dray-driver. My encounter with Corns|
repeated word for word.

Vanity was enormoudy upset about Sam the dray-driver, for reasons| did not quite understand. She
shook her hair with anger, so that red strands the color of fire stood up from her furry hood and whipped
inthe wind. "I've been thinking of nothing elsefor two days except how | wasgoing to tell the
newspapersl Maybe get abook deal out of it! Y ou know, 'l was ateenage love dave of a pagan god.'
Good title, en’? And now your Sam—the entire Sam you met, asfar as|I'm concerned, is dead, or as
good as. What's the point? What's the point of knowing the secret truth about the world if you cannot

tell anybody!"

Quentin did not redly understand her anger either. He said, half to himsdlf, in avoice asif hewere
quoting a poem: "An eighteenth | know, which to none | will tell, not to maiden nor another man's
wife—what is known to onesdlf and onesdlf done iswarded best. Only to my sister, would | say it, or
thewifel holdinmy arms..."

Victor summed up their adventuresin afew terselines, to which Vanity added comments, examples,



descriptions, and digressions. Vanity had caled her Swift Silver Ship; they had sailed to Paris. Thelr
passports and visas did not seem to be needed; they changed some of the pound notesto francs, and
bought gear. At seaagain, Quentin dept on the boat, and read the first three chapters of his book, the
Arcanum Oneirocritica. Victor took hisdrug. Vanity fretted. After, they circled spots Quentin divined |
might be. Victor dove.

Victor was now about threeinchestaler than when | had last seen him. He explained: "I've been
modifying mysdif. | rearranged some clumsy joint structures and muscle tissue connections. My muscle
pressure hasincreased, and | have increased the rate of nervefirings per second, to give myself finer
motor control.

"The extraheight? | created spare abdomina spaces, and | compressed other organs, to make room for
certain amplifiersand storage cells | am in the process of growing; also focusing € ements and sensory
adaptations. The blueprints were coded into my memory by the ampoule.

"l have made additiona ganglia connections between various sections of my cortex and lower brain
functions, to give mysdlf more direct accessto involuntary activity.

"The library hasawide listing of coded commands to impose into other peopl€'s nervous systemsto
trigger their reaction cycles. The systemiscaled cryptognoss.

"Certain of the molecular chains take much longer to put together than others, and | haveto build
step-by-step certain molecular-construction tools and processes which the library-compiler evidently
thought would be dready ingtdled in me, or automatic.

"However, the work proceeds very dowly. Whoever put together the coded molecules of memory-stuff
that wasin the syringe seemed to have no understanding of biology, or terrestrial conditions. | have
ingtructions and reflexes set up in my nervous system now, which, if | set into motion, would turn meinto
something that could not exist on Earth. There were al'so no safety featuresin thislibrary, no warningsfor
what nerve cells are needed for other functions or not.

"Quentin kegpstdling meit isdangerousfor a scientist to experiment on hisown brain, but | tell him that
amagician's credo isto know, to dare, to will, and to be sllent. Obvioudly, to know al, the magician must
daredl, and be silent about the risks.”

Victor smiled one of hisrare smiles. | listened with surprise. Was Victor actudly telling ajoke?

Quentin, despite that he was fussing over the bird, had a much more relaxed and confident poiseto him
than | had seen before. Therewas aglint in hiseye, and he talked back to Victor in away which, when
he was younger, he never would have done: "And | keep telling him that the principle of empirical
experiment requires the experimenter to remain objective, a scientist who monkeyswith his own menta
hardware compromises his ability to observe,

"Victor!" Quentin spoke firmly. "I've warned you that my science, the true science, cannot fix you once
you render the humorsin your brain impure; your disbdief in magic casts a negative ward around you.
Y ou are a soul who has convinced himself he has no soul; damage your brain, and that silly belief may
turn out to have a A f-fulfilling character, my friend.”

Victor, ill smiling hissmdl smile, said to me confidentialy, "Quentin now is convinced he knows
everything, because he has read the first three chapters of hisbook. | tell him the book isjust gibberish,
and heisonly reading it in his dreams, and he agreeswith me. Perhaps | have not drawn out the
implications of my comment with sufficient darity.”



Vanity was probably also not used to theidea of Victor kidding around. She reacted asif he were
serious, saying hotly, "The book isjust greet! The first chapter tells about the creation of the world;
chapter two isthe hierarchies of eternity and thoseionsand emissons.. "

Quentin said gently, " Aeons and Emanations. Gnostic words referring to angdlic reflections or
subdivisonsof thedivine.”

She turned to him. "Chapter three was the bestiary, right?”"

Quentin said, "The names Adam gave to beast and bird, crawling things and swimming things. But each
nameisatrue name, and contains the tale of the beast, the history of thefirst two of each of their kind,
and how long they stayed in the garden in Eden after the departure of Man. The hour and the gate of their
departure defined their rolesin the world. The hound and the horse, the swine and the kine, left with him,
through the gate called Peace, but the cat actually |eft before him, sniffing out the ground, which iswhy
those domesticated beagts, the sons of Cadwal and Rahal, Ghiuor and Muor, retain their loyaty to
humanity, whereasthe sire of dl cats, Greymalkin, was granted a degree of independence, areward for
his curiogity. The serpent, Issrashah, most wise of beasts, was the last to depart. There are severa
references and tales about creatures of great beauty and power, who | am assuming were wiped out
during the deluge of Noah."

Quentin smiled, looking young and handsome and eager, and he continued: "1 am looking forward to
chapter four tonight. | hope it containsthe origina language of Enoch, who built thefirst of the cities of
man on Earth. | will aso haveto learn thelore of Tubalcaine, to be able to cast influences on things
man-made of metal and brass; and likewise for Jubacaine, in order to influence the doings of poets and

sngers”

| wondered if Quentin's newfound boldness came from his memory, now restored, of nerving himsdf and
defesting his shynessto kiss sweet Vanity for thefirst time. | think he did it three times, and he got me,
too. Not to mention, he now recaled spitting in the eye of the Lamiabent over him to kill him. All those

bold memorieswere part of him now, back where they belonged, and it was forming part of his
character.

6.

Victor said, "Enough about the past. Let's discuss the immediate future. Firgt, which way do we go? A
point is approaching where Vanity will have to decide whether to head for Australiaor America, straight
across the Atlantic or south to the Horn. Second, Vanity's memory. Third, Colin's body. And apparently
his brain, too, because he does not seem any smarter than abird in that shape.”

Vanity said, "Colin's body before my brain. | am only missing afew days. | can function. If we get
assaulted by—which oneisit, Srens?—if we get assaulted by sirens, we have no defense.”

Quentin said, "Besides, we need Colin to do Vanity."
Vanity and | both giggled, while Quentin looked puzzled. "What did | say?"
| said, "Nothing, ah—nothing. So Colinisgoing to do Vanity, right?"

Quentin looked a Victor, who shrugged. Victor said, "Colin, then Vanity. When we got aboard the ship
just now, we al used what powers we had to check for bugs and spies and seeking spdlls, and Vanity
said we were clean, at the moment. What happens the moment we are not clean? Remember in Amelias
story, how certain ap Cymru was that we would be found again. Why? Why so certain? We need to
prepare for the next attack. An addendum to point four, the ring of Gyges. What do we do with it?



Vanity dso saysit isclean, and Quentin detects no spdlls. | can seeitisnot giving off any radio sgnason
any wavdength.”

| said, "Can we do point two first? Colin might want asay asto where heisgoing to beliving next."

Quentin said, "Point five. What about our parents? Our families? Our homelands? Vanity's ship could
take usthere right now, couldn't she? They are expertsat dl this Suff we arejust learning. But—thereis
aproblem. A big problem. It isthat important matter | was starting to discuss earlier, having to do with
the oath | sworeto Bran."

Victor said, "We are out of England now. Y ou swore not to hurt England. | do not see the application.”

Quentin drew a deep breath, and actualy looked scared for amoment. Scared of Victor? But hewas
aso looking at me. That was more than alittle surprising. Even though, according to Boggin, | wasthe
"dangerous one," | did not see how anyone could be scared of me.

Vanity saw hisexpresson. Shelaid her hand gently on hisback and said, "Dear, maybe now is not the
time. Let'swait till Coliniswhole again, you know? Otherwise, we have to tdl them twice, and stuff."

For amoment | felt annoyed. It was obvious Vanity and Quentin had discussed something that they were
keeping from the rest of us. Weren't we the Three Musketeers Plus Two? Why was there suddenly this
barrier of slence splitting the group?

Then | put my hand in front of my lips and suppressed asmile. | am sure my eyeswere shining. What in
theworld was | thinking! And me, still wearing awedding dress under my stolen clothes! What else
could it be? What other secret surprise would two young lovers have to announce to their friends, that
they wanted to keep hush until everyone could hear it at once?

| smiled and patted Quentin on the shoulder, leaned in and gave Vanity ahug, "Oh, congratulations!" |
sad. "And | am sure you are making the right decison!”

When | let go of Vanity, the look on her face told me I'd guessed wrong.

Quentin was not so observant, and so hewas saying: "It is avery tough decison, but | dothink itis
indeed theright one. | did not know you would be so happy about it, though, al things considered. Well!
Thisisarelief..." Vanity touched hisarm and gave him alittle shake of the head. She said, "Later. After
wefix Calin."

7.

Victor did not seem interested in talking about things not on the topic, and he was clearly not curious
about what was up between Vanity and Quentin. All he said was, "Degtinations? Remember, we can al'so
pick unknown worlds. I'd recommend againgt it, because they are unknown."

| said, "I can spesk for Calin. Irdland. It's English-speaking. He thinks of himsdlf aslrish.”
Quentin sad, "But hesnot Irish.”

| said, in atone sharper than | wanted to use (okay, maybe | was till smarting about being left out of
whatever secret Vanity and Quentin were sharing): "He picked Irish! That'sthe nationdity he picked.”

Vanity said, "Doweal get to pick nationdities? I'll be Spanish.”

Her tone of voice was so light and gay that | had to laugh. So, | can't stay mad at her. | said playfully, "A



Spanish redhead?’

"Everyone knows the Spaniards are the most romantic people on Earth. Spanish women get to knife their
unfaithful lovers'She said to Quentin, "NemoisLatin. | guessthat makesyou an Itdian.”

Quentin said, "Don't | get to pick, myself? The Ro-mani, whom you cal the gypsies, retain the remnants
of the Egyptian lore. All the true practitioners of the Art these days are Romani.”

Vanity looked a me. "What about you, Amelia?’

"Easy,” | sad. "American. Neil Armstrong, Chuck Y eager, the Wright Brothers, and Sdly Ride. What do
they dl havein common? Americans”

"Yuri Gagarinwas Russan,” said Vanity.

"Women in Americacarry guns and own businesses. They kick assand they use rough language like
'kick ass and nobody looks cross-eyed at them. American women are the greatest.”

Vanity sad, "Victor... ?'
Victor sad, "We are picking a destination, not choosing nationdities. This conversation isirrdevant”

Vanity said, "Wherever we pick, we might be there for along time. We may have to become natives. So
which nationdity would you pick, if you had to?"

Victor decided to play aong. He did seem more easy and relaxed than the Victor | knew. Of course, the
Victor | knew had spent every minute of hislifeingde what he thought of as aprison. Maybe thisVictor
was new.

Hesad, "Logicdly, from the way the question is asked, given that wording, only Amdiasanswer is
correct."

"Thankd!" | said. "But how can there be aright or wrong answer to aquestion of opinion?"

"The question was asked, which nationdity would | choose? The question contains afase-to-facts
assumption. Every nationality—with one exception—is something you are born into. It is not a matter of
choice. One must be born Spanish to be Spanish, born Gypsy to be Gypsy. Americansare a
self-selected group. Americans are people dedicated to a proposition that all men are created equd. It's
amatter of choice"

Vanity said, "Can | be Spanish-American, then?"

| said, "If we areredly going to pick adegtination. .. ?'
Victor said, "I don't mind being back on topic. Yes?'
"l do not want to go to Audtraia”

Quentin smiled, and said, "It isnot redlly peopled entirdly with criminds, any more than Cornwall isall
snugglers”

"A woman cannot own agun there,”" | said.

"Why isthat important?' said Quentin. "'l hope we're not planning to shoot someone.”



| sad only: "The next Grendd getsit.”
Therewas amoment of dull slence after that.

Victor said camly, "I vote with Amelia. Only an armed man is freg; anyone el seisthe ward or dependent
of such aman. Besides, Americaisricher than Audtraia, bigger. Easier to blend in. We can hide."

Vanity sad, "Hollywood. Everyonein the world watches the movies made in America. We can be
famous:?

Quentin just laughed, and spread his hands. " The only people on Earth with no tradition and no lore, a
people utterly cut off from the ancient masters. A land famed only for its materialism and lack of high
culture. Fine. Not only am | outvoted, but we al are going to go wherever Vanity wants, because sheis
the only one who can steer the boat.”

Vanity sat down on the bench, closed her eyes, took a deep breath. She meditated for amoment, or
maybe she dept, or maybe she entered another state of consciousness for which | have no name.

The Argent Nautilus leaped about, and sped like an arrow in another direction.

A ship—as huge as a city floating on the water—was spotted off the bow, came abreast of us, and was
far astern in amatter of moments. | saw the giant ocean liner astern, ashadow on the bright horizon
behind us, only adot.

Vanity smiled, opening her eyes. "l asked for the biggest ship | could find, heading for New Y ork. The
Queen Elizabeth |1 Do you think they'll pick up four kids and abird in a stranded motorboat? They
might make uswork, but maybe we have enough money to pay for tickets. Ap Cymru gaveusalot. A
wholelot. | wonder why he gave us so much?!

1
It was a palace.

| found it hard to believe that mortal men, the same race that lived in such humble circumstancesin the
fishing village of Abertwyi, could construct something so fair, and yet so mighty in size. If someonetold
me later that it was the handiwork of immortal elves, or the proud sons of Atlantis, | would have been
less surprised. Of coursg, it was made by Englishmen, who probably have more than atouch of the
blood of magica racesin them. How many asailor out of Bristol brought back amermaid ashiswife,
whosefishtail dropped off, replaced by legs when the church bells rang on her wedding day?

Since the gods destroy the memories of men, we can be certain of no answer.

And do not tell me the sea people don't lust for their air-breething cousins ashore! | came so narrowly
closeto being Mrs. Grendd Glum | nearly choked.

2.

Our suitewas gigantic, at least five hundred square feet. Was that norma for cabins, or did other people
have smaller ones? It was done dl in atan-and-gold color scheme, with two marble bathroomsand a
salon separate from the two bedrooms. There was a staircase. We had our own staircase in the suite.

Aboard ship, there were at least three restaurants, abar and grill, a discothegque, the most enormous
swimming pool | had ever seen occupying deck after deck. My mind boggled at the ideaof carrying,



aboard a ship, abody of water large enough to row a boat across.

And there was a beautiful, beautiful gymnasium. The spaoccupied a least athird of the deck, and |
would estimate the deck areato be at |east athousand feet sem-to-stern and one hundred feet wide.

Thevessd carried its own row of shops, and not just any shops. There was a Harrods on the promenade
deck.

A library. Did I mention that the floating paace had its own library? A theater. Both afilm theater and a
Broadway show production, asif we had already arrived in New Y ork, and were carrying part of that
metropoliswith us.

There was astatue made of gold in the middle of the restaurant dining room.

There was a series of lectures being given by authors. | attended one, but it was strange to think of an
author being dive, and not being Greek or Latin. The author talked about things | did not understand,
and the other people in the audience laughed at his witty comments, which made no senseto me. |
assumethey all knew about things, famous people or events, | had not been told about.

There was a parking garage for people who wanted to carry their cars across the Atlantic. | counted at
least fifteen elevators, for people who did not want to walk up and down the ten decks. This vessel was
taller than the Great Hall on the estate, taller than the church steeple in Abertwyi, taler than any building |
had ever seen.

And therewastelevison! There was no one to sop you from watching it if you went over the
one-hour-a-week limit. There were over one hundred channels. The televison in the room had alittle box
you could hold in your hand and make it change channels and control the volume. Victor could lieon his
bed, and did not need to hold thelittle box in his hand to switch channels; he could emit the sgnalsfrom
his nervous system.

There was another television, just as large, with another little box, in our room. There was a tel ephone, so
Vanity or | could telephone to the boys in the other bedroom, if we did not fed like shouting acrossthe
auite.

| had read many playsin school, but | had never actualy seen aplay until the night Vanity and | went
down to watch the show. There was dancing and music along with it, and the people sang to each other;
| did not know whether that was norma for plays or not.

Victor said our rate of speed was twenty-five knots. There was no chop, no sensation of motion, even
when the seas got rough. Y ou could lie on your bed, your enormous, enormous bed, and look out the
porthole in the morning, and watch the rising sun come up red and gold over the sea, and watch the
restlesswavesflow by, minute by minute and hour by hour, dways changing, never changing.

And asfar asthe eye could see, there were no obstructions, no obstacles, no one to block us or hem us
in. The horizon was so far away, so very far away.

| wasin love with that horizon, and | never tired of looking &t it.
3.

To get from the Argent Nautilus to the motorboat, Victor carried Quentin, who said his"friends’ were
made nervous by the sea, Mid would not cometo hiscdl. | carried Vanity piggy-back, because| could
manifest my wings without touching her, even though she was occupying what seemed to be the same
space.



Vanity then closed her eyes and napped (or something) and told the silvery ship to go circle Antarctica. |
waved good-bye as the ship sped away, swift as a seabird skimming the waves.

We had awhile to wait while the rescuing cruise ship traveled from the horizon to our position, and |
filled up thetimetaking. | did dmost dl the talking, because they wanted to hear the details of everything
that had happened to methat | had not had a chance to tell them before. | had amillion questions mysdlf,
but kept putting off asking them, thinking | would havetimelater.

Asit turned out, | only had time for one question. "What happened to you dl after Colin was flung by
Miss Daw off the cliff? Where were you kept in jail for that week?!

Quentin said, "Boggin breathed on Colin ashe wasfaling and floated him to the ground. Rather nice of
the old fdlow, actudly, consdering that Colin was awould-be axe murderer.”

Victor said, "None of uswereinjail for aweek, or even aday. Wedl had our powers neutralized by
Fell and Wren and Daw, and were subjected to one or more memory-blocking techniques.”

"Why was| sngled out?"

Victor: "They needed your keeper, Mr. Glum, and he was not available.

Quentin: "Glum wasn't exactly inspired to help Bog-gin. Other things on hismind, you know."
Vanity: "And later, he wasin hospitd, recovering from leg amputation.”

| wanted to ask them how they discovered this, but by that time, amotor launch from the ship was
coming abreast of us, and we had to wave and shout and look lost.

4.

Our first chance to be alone did not come until sunset. We said good-bye to Miguel, who was very kind
to usand did usfavors. He wore awhite jacket, and | am not sure what you call abutler or waiter at sea
A steward? A cabin boy? Whatever his rank, both he and everyone had been so very kind to us, it was
hard to believe.

Infact, | did not believeit. As soon as Migue was out the door (and | looked "past” the door to see that
he was moving away down the plushly carpeted corridor), | put my back to the door, and turned
accusingly to Quentin.

"Y ou hypnotized them, didn't you? Captain Warwick and the others? The bursar.”

Quentin, Victor, and Vanity had finished their initid ingpections of the suite. Vanity had ooh'd and ahh'd
over the luxury, hopping and clapping her hands, while Victor had probed the walls with rays, looking for
electronic bugs. Now they were al seated in an impromptu picnic in the middie of the carpet, pulling
open the savory packages Miguel had brought us from the galley. There wasfood of akind | had not
seen before, with mest or fish salad rolled up into aflat unleavened bread. At least, | think it was bread.
Vanity had dready dropped crumbs on the carpet, crumbs someone else (not us!) was going to clean up.
Victor was ingpecting a bottle of soda pop, abrand he had not seen before, something with an Italian
label inagreen glassbottle.

Quentin was als0 seated cross-legged on the carpet. He carefully brought his hands out from benegath his
voluminous cloak, and twisted them in midair. One moment, his hands were empty; the next, he had the
ring of Gygesin one hand and an exasperated-looking eagle in the other. The eagle was no longer
seeping any blood. Asfar as| could tel from a one-glance ingpection, he seemed entirely recovered from



wounds which should havekilled him ninetimesover.

The eagle hopped from Quentin's hands and drove his beak into a sandwich, which waslying on anapkin
onthefloor.

Quentin looked up. "It wasn't me. | don't have that art. | think chapter seven might tell me about the
vapors and humors affecting the intellectua and passonate psyches, but even that would only influence
moods, not control minds.”

| said, "Wdll, someone did something. Why wouldn't they just radio for acoast guard or something? Or
cal back to England and tell Boggin?

Vanity said, "Thereare alot of peoplein England. | don't think they all know each other's names yet.
Maybe after Christmas. Hey! Try these potato things. They have some sort of spicy stuff baked into
them.”

Quentin said, "Wedid pay agreat ded of money for acabin that otherwise he had not rented out for this
crossing. Besides, isn't it alaw of the seathat one must rescue stranded blondes and redheads?”

Vanity said, "They would have been quicker to pick usup if Amdiaand | had been in bathing suits, like
suggested.”

| sat down and tried the potato things. They redly were quite good.

Victor said, "1 did it. | used a cryptognostic technique on the captain. Every time his nervous tenson
levels sarted to trigger aglandular reaction, | interrupted the imulus cyclein his hypothaamus.
Whenever one of us spoke, or helooked closely at us, | lightly stimulated the pleasure center of the
brain. | did not have long enough to establish atrue operant conditioning cycle, but apparently it was
enough to influence hisjudgment in our favor."

| was upset by thisnews. "That'sterrible! Y ou can't go around tinkering with people'sinner thoughts that
way! What makes you any different than Corus, the brain-eraser? Or Dr. Fell 2"

Victor said in adismissive tone, "The process would not affect the judgment of people who did not make
decisonson an emotiond basis"

| said hatly, "I think we need to discuss how we are going to use our powers, and whether norma people
should be off-limitd"

"Fine" said Victor, taking a bite of the wrapped-up food roll-thing. (Maybe it was a Mexican food?) He
chewed and swallowed, and said, "L et usadd it to the agendaright after point five, which | believeis
tabled until we restore Colin. Restoring Colin isthe topic that has the floor at the moment. Any theories
asto why Quentin's true-shape charmis not working? Amelia... ? Anyone... 7'

Vanity said, "Colinisnot awitch flying on arafter. Don't look a melikethat! That wasin the poem he
sid.”

Quentin said, haf to himsdf, "That little poem' isthe words of the High One."

"Besdes, thelittle poem Quentin said is meant to prevent witches from returning to their day-shapes,
isntit?'

Quentin just Sghed, and said to Victor, "'l am sure that someone versed in the true science could restore
Colin swiftly. | am an apprentice without amaster, working from abook.”



Victor said, "Do you have anything € se you could try?"

Quentin sighed, and looked at the cabin celling for amoment. "1 could ask Marbas, who isagreat
president, and governsthirty-six legions of spirits, and who aso can change men into other shapes—but
that demongtration would require that | accomplish the figure of memory first, which | can only do onthe
new moon...

"There are anumber of basic Seps, amulets, and phylacteries| should have been using since long ago,
and certain consecrations | ought to do before attempting anything more. Like you, | don't have some
basic tools my book talks about. I've been using abutter knife for my athame. | do not have any sort of
athanor or any way to make one. It isdl going to taketime | do not think we have.

"And if | did something wrong, as Vanity says| did, | might have trapped Colin in that shape by mistake.”
Vanity said, "Y ou said chapter two had the bestiary init."
"It was chapter three. Chapter two isthe celestid hierarchy..."

"Whatever! Y ou know the true names of the lord of eagles, and the true name of Colin, so why can't you
just zgp him?"

"Wadl, watch..." Quentin put out his hand. We had not yet unpacked, so dl the Paris clothes boxes and
scubagear and stuff was smply lying piled on the divan. The white birch wand jumped across the room
from the pile into Quentin's hand.

He touched the wand to the bird first with one end, then with the other. Ter! Remove thisfase shape
from one who is not your son. Phobetor! Return to your own human shape, without hurt or pain, and

stand before us. | charge and compe you in the name of the Third of Choirs. Eliphamasai, Gelomiros,
Gedobonal, Saranana, and Elomnial”

Vanity looked at the bird curioudy. "Was something supposed to happen?'

"Thereisatiling caled the Almadel | am supposed to make, but | haven't gotten the chance yet. A
square of wax written with holy names and bearing the Seal of Solomon. So, | guess| am not doing it
right. But even without that, if there was a curse keeping him in this shape, | should have just revoked it."
Quentin put hiswhite stick down beside him and reached into the food again. "Hey! Thisissoup inthis
container. Smellswonderful. Did they give us spoons? Oh, and before | forget..."

Hetossed the ring of Gyges acrossto me. | caught it, but | said, "Don't giveit to me! | am the only one
here who doesn't need it. | can step half an inch into four-space, so that photons dide past me without
touching. | can do better than invisbility.”

Victor was pouring ketchup on some potato things, which (in my opinion) defeated the whole purpose of
having them baked with spices. "Not me," he said, "I might demagnetizeit by mistake. | think dl that thing
redlly doesisinterfere with the visua centersof the brain, anyway."

| tossed it to Vanity, who caught it. "What!" she said. "Am | the cripplein the group or something, the
only person not from Chaos, o | need to be ableto turn invisible? It is obviousthat Colin hasto get this
ring, and for the same reason Grendel wanted it. If Colin wearsit, he can stop Miss Daw, but Mrs. Wren
cannot stop him. If Grendel is dead, they can't mount an effective attack on us. Ameliais now our trump
card. No one can neutraize her. She neutralizes Dr. Fell, and with Fell out of the way, Quentin can blast
them with megic.”

Quentin murmured, "Not exactly 'blast.’ | can tell them the true name of the first Salmon.”



| said, "Maybe | was wrong about who stops whom. If someone other than Quentin tried to unstick
Cdlin..."

Victor sad, "Y ou are not wrong, Amelia. Quentin, show her the diagram.”

Quentin said, "I cannot believe they did not give us spoons. Does anyone mind if | just drink this straight
out of the container? | mean, if no onedsewantsany..."

Victor said, "Quentin, the diagram, if you please.”

"Oh, sorry. Here." And hetook hisgrimoire out from an inner pocket of hislong cloak, waved his hand
over it in amystic gesture, while unlocking it with his other hand (I saw him do it), and opened it to the
frontigpiece.

"Thereitis, right in the beginning,” Quentin said. ™Y our table of oppositions. The four houses of Chaos
and their relationship to each other."

| saw a diamond, whose opposite corners were connected by the arms of across. There were heraldic
sgns surrounding each corner, and writing along the linesin some sort of crooked, cursive script. The
script did not actudly change when | waslooking at it, but | kept getting the strange fedling that it just had
changed.

| said, "l cannot read the fagrie letters.”

Quentin said, "Don't worry about that. It correlates the houses with the four e ements, the four seasons,
and so on. You can sill look at the pictures. The apple blossom symbol at thetop isyour people. The
pomegranate at the bottom is mine. The poppy flower to theleft is Colin, and the mistletoe to theright is
Victor'sgroup, the Telchine. Hereiswhat isinteresting. The horizontal line connecting poppy to
mistletoe, marked with awhite lily, represents the Phaeacians, the verticd line connecting pomegranate to
apple blossom, marked with ared rose, represents the Olympians, athough you can see athyme leaf
where the Olympians touch you, and a sage herb where it restson me..."

All these flowers were confusing me. Apple blossom? Why was | an apple blossom?
| interrupted, "So what isthe ded with dl this? What'sit mean?"

Quentin said, "We think it means your table of opposition was a correct theory, and that you guessed
right about the two non-Chaotic powers. This chart impliesthat the Olympian power is amean between
multidimensionalism and the True Art, your paradigm and mine. A second implication isthat the
Phaeacian power isamean between or combination of materialism and mysticism, Victor and Colin."

Vanity said, "It was Miss Daw and Mrs. Wren who were tending me when | had pneumonia. The
so-caled pneumonia.”

Victor said, "Which meanswe need Colinto fix Vanity."

Vanity said, "Maybe Colin is stuck because he still wantsto be stuck. | mean, did heredly enjoy himsdlf
when he was aboy? Sometimes, | do not think he was very happy. It's hard on afellow who is stupider
than everyone around him."

Quentin frowned at her, hisface dark, and red anger in hiseye. "Don't say such thingsagain. Y ou were
brought up better than that!"

Vanity said, "Why are you standing up for him?'Y ou were the one he dways picked on!"



Quentin said, "Colin? He never picked on me. Where do you get these ideas? | won't have you speaking
suchill of him, especialy asyou are the one heis going to save, once we get him back. Don't let such

words passyour lipsagan!”
5.

The scene of mild-mannered Quentin browbesting the bubbly Vanity over what was obvioudy just a
light-hearted joke made me uncomfortable. (Besides, Colin did pick on Quentin, al thetime. How could
Quentin not seeit?) | stood up. "Listen—I am going to go to my room and change out of these Grendel
things. | cannot believe | have been wearing them al day. Y ou guys keep talking. Figure something out.”

| gathered an armful of dress boxes and the things | wanted to put on.
Vanity leaped to her fet, dl amiles. "I havethe answer! | have anideal I'vegot it!"

| had my hand on the door to my cabin, and | turned to see Vanity, the Colin eagle resting in her hands,
come skipping after me. "Come on!" she said to me.

"What?' | said.

Bird in one hand, she urged me into the bedroom. She paused to stick her tongue out at the boys, and
danced into the room, closing the door behind. The lights had adimmer switch, and she turned them only
to adim, golden haf-light. Everything was touched with soft shadows and rich texturesin that light.

Vanity put the eagle on the headboard of the bed. Thisis such agood idea. | know it isgoing to work!"

| put the boxes and stuff on the foot of the bed, and started to unbutton the first of the two shirts| was
wearing.

Vanity came dancing back, grinning, and put one arm around my waist. She turned and smiled at the
egle

She said through her teeth, ™Y ou're not smiling!™ This came out sounding like: lour nn't sn'lingk!

"l am entirely convinced you have lost your mind, Vanity," | said. "What are we doing, here, exactly?
And move your hand so | can take off thissmdly shirt.”

She skipped astep back, still grinning. "Okay! But do it more dowly! And look like you are enjoying
yoursdf."

She gtarted to unbutton the top buttons of her blouse, too, but she was swaying her hips and rolling her
shoulders, asif dancing to music | could not hear. | wondered if she were under some sort of spell or hex
cast by the enemy.

"Do—what? What are you going on about?"

But now her eyesfdl upon the trangparent misty top of the fairy dress | was wearing, which became
visibleas| shrugged off my second shirt.

Vanity said, "Y ou are going too fast! And— Wow! What isthat?"

| bent to push the two pairs of pants off my hips. They were so large and baggy that | thought | could just
dip them off without unzippering them, once the belt was gone. It was alittle tight, but | wiggled and did
them down my legs.



"Now, that wasredlly good!" said Vanity. "But you should be the other way around...”

| straightened up and put my hands on my hips. Vanity had her shirt off and was standing therein just her
skirt and stockings. The bra she had bought in Pariswas alacy black thing with the tiniest little red bow
deep in her cleavage. | don't think | had ever seen black underwear before, not inredl life, and the bra
must have been a padded support bra, because her breasts looked even larger and perkier than normal
init. | thought it looked very pretty, though maybe peach would have gone better with her light
complexion.

"Vanity, what the heck isgoing on?'

Vanity bent down, pouting seductively, and with little, teasing tugs, tugged her skirt off with adow, very
sensuous motion, and it clung for amoment to her hips and buttocks, and dropped gently to the floor.
She was now posed with one hand on her knee, one hand caressing her own hip, and the shining curve of
her dip exposed to the soft, sepia-toned light.

Why was Vanity smiling over her shoulder a me? Why were her eyes hdf-lidded, asif she were aroused
by some deep romantic passion?

We undressed in front of each other naked every single night of our lives. Why was she making such a
big production number out of it tonight? But there was no mistaking her attitude and gestures. Shewas
doing astriptease. She...

Shewas not smiling & me. Shewas smiling & the bird. At Colin.
| turned my head. The bird was Staring a me with bright, bright yellow eyes.

Vanity pouted and said softly, "Are you sure you don't want to be aman, Colin? There are So000 many
things men can enjoy that birds can't! Well both give you akissif you turn back intoaman..."

| was wearing afloating cloud of fairy vapor, which exposed my nipples. My pubic hair wasvisibleasa
faint bluish triangle, a which dl the pearl strands running through the wasp-waisted corsel ette pointed.
The bodice of this dress was webbed with something like a fishnet body stocking, exposing every curve
and making them curvier. Thisdressleft nothing to the imagination, except whereit hid just enough to
make the imagination of an aroused man more aroused.

And | was standing in it, naked, worse than naked, in front of Colin mac FirBolg.

| shrieked and yanked up the skirt Vanity had discarded, trying to hold it over me, yanking it high to
cover my top, yanking it low to cover my bottom, and probably not covering very much.

Victor's voice came from the other room: "Is everything al right in there?!

Vanity called out galy, "Yesl Weareal fine herel Just fine!" She reached over and pinched me.
"Ow!" | said. "Stop that!"

Vanity said, "Y ou've got to help! Why aren't you helping?'

"Thiswas your plan? To wiggle and gtrip in front of Colin mac FirBolg? The world's only walking bag of
hormones, the guy who uses testosterone rather than neurd fluid to convey charge across hisbrain cells?

"Y ou know how much he wantsto fly. We have to offer him something he wants more. Something he
can't get when heisabird! Y ou are the one who told me his powers are based on desire. So!" And she



took the skirt out of my hands and tossed it on the bed. " Start acting desirable!™
| stood there, my mind a complete blank. "How do | do that?"
Vanity said, "I don't know. Dance around abit. Flirt. Make eye contact.”

| tried gtriking afew poses. | tried folding my arms behind my head and arching my back. | wiggled my
bottom at the bird. | gave him my best smile. The eagle stared a me with hisyellow eyes.

| put my armsdown. "l fed slly."
Vanity said, "Just do what comesingtinctively. Girls know what turns boys on!™

She leaned over the footboard, pouting and making kisses toward the eagle, drawing her elbowsinto her
abdomen so as to squeeze her breasts dangeroudly close to popping out of her black bra.

Looking a her sddong, | imitated the same pose. "Isthisinginctive?"

Shetilted her head to one shoulder, then to the other, pouting and batting her eyelashes. And she was
straightening one leg and relaxing the other, and then reversed, so that her hips cocked from one sideto
the other, over and over, alittle sort of dance rhythm. It did not look particularly sexy or unsexy, one
way or the other. More like the kind of thing aperson did on an exercise bike.

Sheanswered me: Y ou should know ingtinct girl Suff ingtinctively!™
"Remember, | am actudly asquid with wings. | don't think | have those ingtincts.”

"Well, he's staring at you. Project sincerity. Look at him sort of sdeways and lower your lashes. Hmm.
More sncerity. Tell him you want him to rip your clothes off."

"Calin, pleaserip my clothes off, if it's not too much trouble. .."
"No! No! No! Tdl himwith your eyed™
"What?Blink in Morse code?'

She straightened up and put her hands on her hips, and her eyesflashed and her nostrilsflared. "Amédial
Y ou're being obstreperous! He's trapped that same way you were trapped by Grenddl! He rescued you,
even though he got hurt! Y ou can at least try to rescue him!™

That comment struck home. Here was Colin, my comrade-in-arms, who had jumped on Boreasthe
Wind god with nothing but astick in his hands, risking hislife so that we could get avay. And helost his
life, hishuman life, at least, hisability to think and reason.

And when he was | eft with nothing but the miserablelife of abird in thewild, herisked thet, too, and let
himself get mauled by abear in order to save me. The first feat had been to save the group. The second
had been just for me, Colin's persond gift to me. My freedom and my life were from him.

Vanity was saying with angry passion, "Think of Colinl What would he do if you were stuck?If he
thought stripping half-nude and wiggling hisfanny at you would saveyou, hed doiit!"

What'sfunny is, | thought she looked prettier when she was angry. That Stuff she was doing before
looked slly and fake to me. But, if she knew what shewasdoing...

"Okay! Okay!" | pouted. "Just tell mewhat to do. I'll do anything you say."



"Well... it'sclear we haveto pull out al the stops... hmm..." She dipped out of her dip, so shewasonly
gtanding there in her garter belt and panties.

"Hey, isthat agarter bet? Why didn't you get norma stockings?*

She held out her leg, showing off her stockings, and looking pleased. "'l thought Quentin might like it. Fedl
thefabric. Look at how sheer!”

| caressed her upper thigh. "That's nice. I'm sure hell likeit. Pretty color, too. | wished you had bought
some for me." For the moment, we had both forgotten about the Peeping Tom with feathers.

Vanity glanced at the eagle, and | saw her facelight up. "Oh! I've got it! I've got anideal Here! Kiss
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| leaned down and gave her apeck on the cheek.
"No, no, ared kisd" i sraightened up. "Vanity, | am not going to giveyou akisson thelips.”

Sherolled her eyesin angry exasperation, stood on tiptoe, and threw her arms around me, holding me
tightly. "Thiswill work! Guysthink this uff iskinky!"

"How do you know what stuff guysthink iskinky?"

"Colin told mel Comeon! Y ou promised!"

Wéll, | had promised.

Vanity stood on tiptoe with her hands on my shoulders, her head tilted back, eyes closed.

Kissng agirl wasodd. Her lipswere cool, and | could taste a hint of the lip gloss she used. There was
nothing particularly interesting about it.

Of course, maybe that was the way kisses were supposed to go; my only experience was Quentin trying
to shut me up inmidair, and Grendd giving me mouth-to-mouth resuscitation.

When | pulled my head back, Vanity looked up at mein surprise. Y ou don't close your eyes when you
kiss"

| said crosdy, "Quentin got to kiss me before Victor did, and now you. I'm kissing everyone | don't want
to! Lifestinks." And | turned my head to scowl at the bird. "Change back!" | snapped.

But he didn't Colin was being stubborn.

Then, to Vanity, | said, "Arrgh! He'sfaking. He could change back any time he wanted! He's probably
watching and enjoying dl this™

"Were getting close! | canfed it! Herel Try thig"

Vanity kept one hand on my shoulder and put her other arm around my waist She raised her left kneeto
thelevel of my hip, struck a pose, and said to the bird in ahusky whisper: "Oh, Colin... ? Ameiaand |
have been lesbian lovers few years! In bed, at night, she forces meto pretend I'm you, and has me spank
her bottom...! Turn back, and well show you... 7'

Exasperated, | shrugged her grip away. "Oh, stop it Spanking isn't kinky, or sexy, or anything. It just
hurts and it's humiliating. Like getting your foot caught in adamming door. Vanity, thisisredly not



working. Let'sget dressed.”

Vanity said, "Onelast idea. And thisone | know isgoing to work! Please? Y ou did promise.”
"Okay, what isit?'

"Here. Turn toward the door. Let me put my arms around you again..."

"Okay, fine. Now what?'

Vanity suddenly seized my wrists and pushed them behind my back, crossing them and extending them
toward Colin. "Quick, Colin! Ameiawantsyou to tie her up! She's into that sort of thing!"

| threw my arms up, o that she stepped back, off-balance. "Oh! That'sthe last straw!” | said. My face
felt hot. | was blushing with anger or embarrassment, or both. "What aterrible thing to say! Y ou owe me
abig..."

But Vanity'sface was dack with shock; her eyeswere round as saucers. | heard anoise behind me. A
rustle. Something larger than abird was on the bed.

Vanity screamed.

| turned. | don't know what | expected to see, amongter or something. It was Colin. He was standing on
the same bed where we had thrown our clothes, so we could not exactly get to them. There hewas,
large aslife. And naked asajaybird.

And erect. | didn't know they could turn purple colored. Like abig, sort of, tree, | guess, coming out of a
fuzzy black bush.

| screamed, too. It seemed the thing to do at the time. | suspect my brain had sprung aleak at the sight of
anaked Calin.

We both ran out the door, shrieking with the shock of it, the unadulterated embarrassment.

Victor and Quentin had just got done legping to their feet by the time we nigh-unto-naked girls came
running into the room, jiggling, | am sure, and wiggling al sorts of exposed surfaces we normaly keep
covered.

Even Victor, the unflgppable, looked flapped at that moment. Quentin had his mouth open as the two-girl
train of unclad beauty drove toward him, and | could see he did not know whether to laugh or cry or just
droal.

We hopped behind the boys. | got behind Victor, and Vanity was behind Quentin, which, in hindsight,
was good, because had it been the other way around, my chin would have been on Quentin's head
(making him fed not very protective) and Vanity would have been unable to see what happened next,
with Victor's shoulder blades blocking the view.

Victor, hiseyes on the door, put his hand back in that cliche protective mae gesture to make sure your
woman is behind you. Whether by accident or design, the hand touched my nude hip (or maybe there
wasawisp of mist draped over it), and | could fed al my little goose flesh hairs stand up. Hisfingers
werewarm.

Quentin was having trouble swalowing. He, too, kept his eyes on the door, but Vanity was huddling
much closer to him than | wasto Victor, had her arms around hiswaist and chest, and her breastswere



mashed up into hisback. | don't know much about men, but | knew enough to know that every one of
Quentin's nerve sgnas was concentrating on increasing the sengtivity and reception from that area of his
upper back.

Victor said sharply, "What happened?’

Vanity could not talk. She had just redlized (I could seeit on her face) that she was standing in her
panties and bra, with her risque French garter belt, silky stockings and high hedls, in aposition where, if
either boy moved, they would see her. Again. She could not get back to her clothes without being put on
dislay. Agan.

So shewas blushing. It was amost fun to watch, because her whole face glowed red, and her neck, and
shoulders, and even the tops of her breasts. That is the price you pay for having such a clear complexion.
Wegirlswith tans, at least during the summer, can hide shame better.

| said, "It worked as planned.”

Coalin, from the other room, called out, "Don't shoot me! It's me, Colin. Or maybe it's some horror from
the pit who learned to impersonate Colin'svoice."

Quentin asked (quite reasonably, | thought), " Shoot you with what?"
Colin shouted back: "Wherethe hdl am 17!

Victor said, "You arein the Caledonia suite on deck four of the cruise ship Queen Elizabeth |1, one day
out of Bristal, bound for New Y ork. What happened in there? Why are the girls wearing costumes?'

"I think it is part of an important master plan. Send the naked girlsback in, and | will investigate, and then
report back. What happened to Boggin?'

Quentin shouted, "We don't know. What happened to you?'

"Ah! | put mysdf in astuation wherel redly, redly wanted to fly. My thoughts became, how to put it—?
Focused. Very focused. Y ou should try it sometime. How long hasit been?’

| sad, Tel himit's been twenty years. It'll befunnier that way."

Colin shouted, "Isthat Amelia? Nice dress, Amdia | think your dressmaker just saved me from the
doom of eternd birdhood. Thank you."

| wastrying redlly, redlly hard to see the humor in this situation, but there are certain thingsthet are just
too embarrassing. | put my head down and pressed my closed eyesinto the fabric of Victor's shoulder. |
could fedl hot tears beneath my lids.

Colin shouted, "And your breasts, of course. They saved me, too. | did not redlize how large your
aureoleswere. | would like to thank your breasts more persondly, later.”

Colin gppeared in the doorway. We al gawped at him. He was wearing Vanity's skirt, with the frilly top
of one of my outfits from the dress box over him like ashirt. The top wastoo smal for him to button.

Helooked down at the clothes, and squinted.

Quentin said, "Colin, thiswill sound like an odd question, and | want you to think it over before
answering. Why areyou in drag?'



Colin was red-faced when he looked up. "Ah. Hum. | thought that the bird thing was so successful, you
know. The key to my powers. If you just want something hard enough, right? So | thought | could turn
thisintomy clothes, if I... you know... | redly, redlly do not want you to be seeing me dressed this
way... And | thought... well, I'd rather die than have my friends see me thisway, so... and, there
weren't any clothesin the drawersin there——Whose room isthis? Are we on aship?'

Victor shrugged out of the long buff jacket he was wearing and, without turning his head, passed it over
his shoulder to me. His chain mail glinted and gleamed in the light from the cabin fixtures.

Victor said, in the exact same tone of voice as before "Y ou are. in the Caedonia suite on deck four of
the cruise ship Queen Elizabeth //, one day out of Bristol, bound for New Y ork."

Colin said, "Nice room. Do you guys have any spare, um, boy clothes?"
| said from over Victor's shoulder, "We thought you were dead.”

Vanity had recovered alittle, and she dug her fingersinto Quentin'sribs. "Hey! What about me! Get me
something to wear."

Quentin said, "Well, | mean, you are wearing something.”
She poked him again, and stamped her foot.

Coalin craned his head to one side, trying to catch aglimpse of more of Vanity's bestockinged legs.
Quentin's normal "mine not yours' guy-ingtincts turned on, and he swirled the huge black cloak from his
back and gathered up Vanity iniit.

Quentin escorted Vanity past Colin back toward our room. Vanity said over her shoulder, "Colin, I got
you some things. When we werein Paris. | bought you clothes."

"Y ou went to Paris? Without me? And you thought | was dead? Y ou thought | was dead so you went to
Paristo buy me clothes, without me? 'Y ou bought clothes for aguy you thought was dead, so you went
to Paris?'

Vanity waved her hand toward some of our boxes on the couch. "Just because you were dead doesn't
mean | wouldn't get you anything! What kind of person do you think | am?"

1

| tried to get Victor to escort me back to my room, but he just pointed at that door and inclined his head
dightly.

Once we were both back inside, | turned to Vanity angrily, intending to claw her eyes out for
embarrassing me so thoroughly. Or at least give her a severe tongue-lashing. But at the sametime,
through the closed door, came Colin's voice, soft and young with wonder: Y ou mean... were free ... ?
Wemadeit... ?'

Victor'svoice, cdm and measured: "Amelia arranged the escape and got us this money, passports, and
oncewe were at sea, Vanity caled her ship..."

Colininterrupted with ahuge long howl of triumph, like something from an Old West movie: ™
Yeeeeeaaaaa-haahhhh!"



All three boys started singing a Christmas carol, something full of sound and joy, peace on Earth,
goodwill to men. It was ahappy thing to hear, and it made me smile. And | admit being pleased with
Victor'scomment: Amelia arranged the escape.

After that, | did not have the heart to stay mad at Vanity.
2.

| was sure that the "wedding dress’ from Grendel would be hexed, or impossible to take off, or
something, soit came asapleasant surprisethat it just unlaced in the back and dipped off over my head.
| folded it carefully and packed it in tissue paper, and put it in one of the empty dress boxes.

Vanity donned her blouse and skirt and was back into the other room. At one point, | heard Colin's
voice suddenly get louder: ™Y ou bought scuba gear? Y ou thought | was dead, so you went to Paris
without me and bought scuba gear? Without me? To Paris? So this scubageer is... French?'

| selected adim black dresswith anecklace of pearls, black shoeswith silver clagps. Once again,
examining mysdlf inthe mirror, | was puzzled asto how much money we had spent, how much things
cost, how much Vanity had bought.

| came back out into the salon; Colin, seated at ease on the divan, with hisfeet up on the chair facing him,
was staring at the pamphlet that came with the room, which explained how the television worked, listed
the ship's computer-use fees, gave the menus, and so on. He had the rebreather of the scubaunitin his
mouth, which he puffed like a hookah.

He was wearing awhite loose shirt with puffed deeves gathered at the wrist, and cream-colored
whipcord riding breeches that showed off the musclesin hislegs. He looked like something between a
flower child and aking's musketeer. | was surprised Vanity had not aso bought him a hat with aplume.

Colin looked up when | entered, tried to wolf-whistle but could not, and tried to applaud, but could not,
his mouth blocked by the rebreather, his hands by the menu.

Quentin was picking up some of the litter off our carpet from the impromptu picnic, and was staring in
puzzlement at aclearly labeled box of spoons.

Vanity was Sitting in achair with her eyes haf-closed; Victor had one hand on her wrist and was looking
at hisnew watch, like a doctor taking her pulse.

Colin spat out his rebreather. It hissed at him. He said, "Don't you clean up pretty, Amelia? Nice dress.”
Quentin glanced up from his spoon-frowning activity. "Yes. Very dtractive, Amdia”

| said thank you and turned around with my arms out, giving them alittle catwalk spin.

Colin said, "The other one was nice, too. The breast-exposer dress, | mean. Very Minoan.”

| made that noise one tends to make in one's throat when Colin talks, asort of haf-gargle, half-sgh, asif
oneis preparing to spit out abad taste. "Well! Enough about me! Let's see to item number two on our
agenda. Vanity'smemory. What do we do?' | said.

Colin emitted ashort, high laugh, and put his re-bresther back in, bending his head over the entertainment
ligings
| gave Colin asharp look. "What? What?*



Quentin answered. "It's done. We're done. Victor and Colin performed the operation while you were
getting dressed. It didn't takelong.”

Victor looked up a me. "Colin impressed hisview of Vanity onto her while | sent a cryptognostic probe
into her long-term memory areas. The enemy could not seem to actudly destroy the memories, but they
midfiled them.”

Colin spat the rebreather out again. "He'stelling it wrong. Miss Daw increased the amount of time
surrounding each memory, S0 it happened amillion years ago, instead of |ast week. No wonder Freckle
Fox couldn't remember anything! And Mrs. Wren cast an enchantment on her, so it seemed like adream,
and faded.”

| was il blinking. "So... you dready did it? It's over?’
Quentin said, "Our part isover. Vanity ison aspirit quest. She may be gonedl night.”

Missing something because | had been kidnapped, that was one thing. Missing something because | had
paused to get dressed, that seemed downright rude, somehow.

| said, "Wedl? Are you going to tell me what happened? What did you do to her?

Victor said, "There was dmost nothing to do. Quentin's book, the chapter on the Ancient Art of
Memory, described amethod of approach. Vanity was subconscioudy hypnotized into believing in
'magic,’ and so she was the one actudly suppressing her own memories, dueto her faith in, Mrs. Wren's
so-caled spell. Once nerve paths were opened between her cortex and the hypnagogic areas of her
brain, she became aware of the deception.”

Colinsad, "I will trandate from Victor-babble into the common tongue of Westron. Miss Daw thrust a
million years of time-energy into Vanity's brain. Once Vanity redized that timeisanilluson, themillion
yearswent away. There was also some sort of spell, too, but Victor neutraized it with hismagica
anti-magic ray that magically pops out of his head and magically shoots out magic beams of blue magic.”

Quentin said, "Thereisno such thing asmagic. Victor does not believein magic.”

Colinsad, "Victor does not believe in magic because that mind-set is one of the ingredientsin the magic
spell he usesto throw magic blue beamsfrom hismagic third eye. It'sjust an ingredient, like having eye of
newt or toe of frog."

"It'snot magic,” indsted Quentin.

"Guess| wasfooled by the big blue extraeyebdl! Extraeyebdl! Or didn't you notice he has an extra
eyeball? Count them. | get at least to three before | get confused. 1sn't that one more than you or me,
and two more than Popeye the sailor? Check my math here.”

Victor spoke without looking up from hiswatch: ™Y our dispute isterminologica. Check your definitions.”
3.

Weadl sat or stood, watching Vanity breathing. She breathed deeply and dowly. It did not look to me as
if shewere adeep.

| spent more than an hour trying to catch up Colin on some of the things held missed while hewas abird,
including hordes upon hordes of information | had dready told the otherswhilewe dl were waiting in the
motorboat.



He seemed disinterested after awhile, and | |et the conversation lag. Eventually thingstrailed into silence,
and we sat watching Vanity. In, out. In, out. | assume the guys got more fun out of seeing her chest rise
andfdl than | did.

4.

Quentin looked up from his grimoaire (where, | assume, he was only looking at the pictures) and he said
to Victor, "I notice that three of the paradigms, Vanity's, Colin's, and Amelias, do not seem intellectud in
neture.”

| girred frommy lethargy and said, "It is so intellectua in nature! What | do? It's geometry.”
Quentin said to me, "How did you give the molecular engineliving in my bloodsiream free will ?*

| blinked. "Um. | turned the mora energy strands back on themselvesto form an infinitely recursive
fractal loop. Once the awareness was sdlf-reflexive, it was self-aware. See? That wasavery
intellectud-in-nature thing to do.”

Quentin said, "And how did you know to do that? How were you able to ‘turn’ thismora energy?
Manipulateit?"

| said, "That'snot redly afair question. An eyebal cannot seeitself. No mind, by definition, can be aware
of the subconscious foundation of its own thought; nor can any mind exist without such afoundation.

How can | de-scribe a process when | am part of that process, and the act of making up a description
changesthe process? | have limbs and organs and energy-manipulation systemsin the fourth dimension.
They do things. | am not abiologis; | cannot tell you the mechanism.”

Victor said, "l am abiologigt. It takes achild months or yearsto learn to devel op nerve pathsto control a
limb or organ. If you discovered anew hand grafted to you tomorrow, it would take you months or years
to learn how to useit, because you would have to develop the nerve structures and reflexesone at a
time, likeachild.”

| said, "So what are you saying?'
Victor sad, "Those nerve paths must have been impressed upon you without your knowledge.”

Quentin said, "Or you have dways had them, you and every member of your race. Or maybe | should
say, everyone who follows your metaphor of the universe” To Victor, hesaid, "Ameiaisbasicaly
agnodtic; she has theories about the limitations of human knowledge, she believesin the uncertainty
principle. All knowledgeisrdative to aframe of reference. For her, 'Chaos isthat which by definitionis
unknown and unknowable. The fourth dimension is her metaphor for it."

| said, "It's not a metaphor. I've seen the fourth dimension.”

Quentin spread hishands. "And | have seen aetheric spirits dancing in palest raiment by thelight of the
moon around amushroom ring, and I've heard the harps the Four Living Beings play who ward the
dancers sacred to Endymion. Where those light feet had passed, | drew up aresiduum through awand of
willow-wood, into an dembic, and seded those vapors there by virtue of the key of Solomon. Explain

my experience.”
| said, "I can't. What cannot be explained isagiven, likea premise.”

Victor said to Quentin, "Undeveloped sections of your nervous system were reacting to energies around
you, and presenting childlike imagesto your cortex in response. A sufficiently detailed examination of the



motions of the alomsin your brain would reved what causestheseimagesto arise.”
Colin said, "Examinate, exschmaminate. Y ou saw what you wanted to see, Big Q. It wasmagic.”

Quentin raised hisfinger. "And that ismy point! Amelia, Vanity, and Colin operate without conscious
thought.."

| sat on the divan, murmuring, "I could have told you that about Colin yearsago..."

"But what you and | do, Victor, requires specific knowledge and liberd arts. Natural sciences,
knowledge of the correspondences between herb and constdllation, phases of the moon, and their angelic
governors and principles. And these molecules and atoms and void and what-not you believe in. Specific
knowledge."

Victor said, "Isthis comment leading to something?'

"Note the symmetry in the table of oppositions. The Phaeacianstie together you and Colin: one
intellectud with one nonintellectud paradigm. The Olympians, likewise, with me and Amelia. But the
Phaeacians, or at least Vanity, operates without conscious knowledge. She does not know how she
creates secret passages. She does not even believeit is she hersdf doing it!”
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"So, assuming the symmetry is maintained throughout the whole table, the Olympians must operate by a
specific science or body of law. Once we know the law, the specifics, we can stop them. A technology
can be foundered on the rocks of detail, in away that emanations from a nonintellectual force cannot be.”

Colin gtretched hisarms and yawned. "I prefer the terms esprit de finesse and esprit de geometrie. Il
just wish our foesinto oblivion! | redly, redly want that. By theway, hasabusty cat burglar in skintight
black with awhip shown up yet, or Seven Year Itch girl? Ameiaand Vanity in their underwear don't
count.”

Quentin said, "According to the book, your power doesn't work that way."
Colin graightened up. "Sincewhen? Amdiasad..."”

Quentin came across the salon from where he had been sitting and settled in the chair opposite me,
saying, "Ah! Ligening to Ameliain this one case wasamisteke.”

"Hey!" | sad, feding alittle put out.

"Oh, don't misunderstand me, Amdia" Quentin said. "But what isgoing onis— Ah, wait, | will show
you. Colin! Reedy for aquestion?’

Colin shrugged, looking curious. "Ask avay."
"Do you undersand what it is| do? My 'magic, asyou cal it?"

"Sure. Y ou wish for things to happen, and they do. Y ou go through alot of rigmarole with wands and
chak and candles and junk because it impressesthe ladies. Or maybe you need it asa crutch.”

"What could | doto doit better?"

"That's obvious, Big Q. If | wereyou, I'd throw al that mumbo-jumbo away and just do it by
concentrating. | mean, it is obvious you aready have the power, but you are wasting energy by putting



power—puitting belief— into things like wands."
Quentin grinned and turned toward me. "Did Colin give me good advice?"
| said, "I don't think he knowswhat it isyou do. Not that | do, either..."

"He gave methe worst advice imaginable. Do you know what they cdl apractitioner of the Art without
hiswand?'

"Unemployed.” Quentin turned and hooked one arm back over the chair. "Just out of curiosity, Victor,
what would your advice be?"

Victor said, "To do what?'

"Be better a what | do?"'

"Definebetter."

"Oh, come now. More able. Y ou know what 'better' means.”

Victor said, "Y ou are the victim of acomplex cryptog-nostic trick. A set of nerve paths has been ingtilled
inyou, each one of which creates aditinct reaction in your environment when they aretriggered. Each
nerve path runs through your hypothalamus and reticular formations, and affects and is affected by
reaction-complexes from symbols embedded there. Y our specific pseudo-science relates to discovering
which symbals create which reactions. So, first advice: learn dl the symbols and their correlated
resctions.”

Quentin said, "That isbadcdly what'sin the Oneiro-critia. What el se?’

Victor said, "Thethingsyou call 'spirits are eectromagnetic entities of specific voltage, wavelength, and
properties, who have been programmed to react to certain commands given in certain ways, gestures and
S0 on. They are made of matter just as everything eseis.

"Also, the molecular combinations which make up thisworld—Mulciber's world—have been
impregnated with command and control codesto react to signal's passed through the el ectromagnetic
entities

"Were| you, | would use your symbol codes to condition certain selected bundles of entitiesto react to a
separate and smpler set of symbols, a set specific to your persona nerve structure, rather than taken
from generd mythologica themes. Thiswill make your commands smpler and moreflexible, and prevent
interference from other practitioners of your art.”

Quentin looked considerably impressed. He turned to me. "And his advice? Wasit good or bad?"
| spread my hands. "'l can't tell. You'd haveto try it and see.”

"No, | do not haveto try it. Hejust reveded, in his own quaint metaphor, of course, whet it is each
practitioner does when he becomes amaster of the One True Art. All knowing isreflected in al other
knowing. He just told meto find and construct my own mythology, my own specia runes and tools,
which expresses my persona relationship to the infinite, and to have a cadre of cacodemons and
eudemons swear persond fedty to me”

| looked skepticd. "Victor, isthat what you said?!



Victor looked up. His answer surprised me. "Yes. Of course, | said it in precise terms, and Quentinis
speaking in the doppy metaphors he usesto express himself , but his symbols were fact-to-fact
associations.”

Victor looked down again, but continued talking. "Also, Quentin, the other thing you should dois
discover the programming language for the eectromagnetic entities. Since they reect toa
word-and-gesture code, they must each have alisting of their codes embedded in each entity.”

Quentin looked very impressed. "Y ou refer to the Enochian language in which the Creator's Word spoke
the universeinto being?'

| snapped my fingersin front of Quentin'sface. "Hey! Hello! Y ou were going through thisbig long
digresson to tell mewhy Colin should not listen to me, when | told him how his powerswork."

Quentin smiled. "Because you have no idea how his powerswork, you told him al the wrong things, and,
what's more, you will never understand how his powerswork any more than Colin will understand mine,
or | will understand Victor's. Our paradigms each have ablind spot. It influences our psychology.”

| pointed a Colin. " So you tell me. How does Colin's power work? What can he do and can he not do?"

"Heisashaman, what Victor would call apsychic. He comesfrom an earlier tradition than mine, before
the boundaries between man and angdl were established.”

| said to Calin, "Can you trandate that from Quentin-speak into the common tongue of Westron?"
Quentin answered me. "Coalin is psychic. Telekines's, telepathy, mind-over-matter, metamorphosis.”
Colinsad, "I can't make thingsfly through the air like Victor can. I'vetried.”

"But you can metamorphosize objects at adistance. Turn aknot into something no one can untie, for
example. Grendel could turn cold iron into alightweight metd .”

"And | can't read minds."

"Not when they are awake. Y ou are Phobetor, Prince of Nightmares. | suspect those starletsin
Hollywood went to deep before they were influenced to write back to you."

Colin: "Okay. How'sit work?"
Quentin: "Not by desire. Not by willpower."

Colinsad, "But it is so by willpower! It worked! When | wasfdling from the sky, boy oh boy, did |
desireto fly. And Amdiawas—well, you are too young and innocent to know what she agreed to let me
do to her. It turned me back into aman, though.”

"Calin, I room with you. No one stays young and innocent who talks to you every night after lights out.
But you don't know what you are talking about. It's not desire. Or, | should say, it is not just desire.”

| said, "Okay. So what isit?"
"It'singoiration.”

| looked at Calin. "Trandate. Inspiration isatype of desire, right? It's adriving passion from your
subconscious mind.”



Colin looked like anideawasforming in hishead. Hesaid, "'l think Big Q isusing theword literaly.
Inspiration. Spiritscomein.”

Quentin nodded at Calin. "The reason why Ameliamisdentified what she saw isthat there is no category
for thisin her paradigm. To her, ageniusisaman who is particularly brilliant. To me, ageniusisaspirit
who ingpiresaman to brilliance.

"L ook at the cases we saw," Quentin continued. "Just now, Vanity and Ameliatried to inspire, ahem,
manly fedingsin you. | suspect what they actualy did was summon acupid into theroom. Invisble lust
energy, if you will. The energy passed through your soul, and it wanted you to turn into aman.

"Y our soul actslike aconduit between the physica and the spiritua realm. Normaly spirits cannot affect
matter, not directly. But any spirit that passesinto and through your soul, can, and does.

"Second case: faling. | remind you that you were riding the back of the master of the gods of the winds,
with other wind gods coming to save him. Every spirit in the area was thinking about flying.”

| said, "What about thetime | tricked Grendel ? When his desire to have me remember being kidnapped
by him outweighed his desire to erase my memory, his attempt failed. Only Dr. Fell's medicine had any
effect, and it did not affect me very much.”

Quentin said, "l suspect it was your pity for Grenddl, and not the lust you tried to indtill in him, which
drove away the spirits which otherwise would have given him power over you."

| said, "You aretrying to interpret it in terms of good and bad. Pity isafiner emotion than lust, so it wins,
isthat your idea? But that is not the way psychologica reactionswork. The mind is a self-referencing
infinitely regressive st of meanings; there are any number of possible relations within that set.”

Colin said, "And what about my getting better? Ameiasaid Grendel kicked my ass, but herel amfitasa
fiddle!" Heraised hisarms and tensed his muscles, our own private Charles Atlas.

Quentin said, "Good point. Third case: rapid hedling. Y ou tried to hea the splintersthat struck you when
Ameliablew up the safe. Nothing happened. Not ten minutes later, you are riding Boreas down to
destruction, like Ahab clinging to Moby Dick. Actudly, you were doing alittle better than Ahab, but not
by much.

"Y ou had broken the wing of Boreas. Maybe there was some heding power in the area, being thrown on
him by hisfriendsto fix hiswings. When you changed into abird, your wings seemed to be heded fird. |
amthinking

Boress aliesreleased essentid potentates of Aesculgpiusinto the area, what you would call healing
energy.”

| said, "No. That was something else. Therapid heding.”
"What wasit?' asked Quentin.

"l, um, | did that. | redlly, really did not want Colin to die when hewas abird, and | asked him to get
better.”

Quentin squinted at me. "That, by itsdf, would not do it. Just asking.”

"I kind of, um, promised him that | would do something for him, if he got better. Would that summon a
Spirit? Build up thisenergy you say passes through his body?*



Quentin said, "I do not think he has abody. He is made of aery substance, not matter. That's why he can
bridgethe veil. What did you promise him?"

"I'ddo himafavor..."
"What kind of favor?'

Colin was|ooking on with grest interest. "Y ou were not wearing thet little white number during this
promise-making, were you?'

| blenched. Actualy, | had been wearing that dress, hadn't ? Or had Grendel stripped it off me by then?
"| think | was naked under abearskin rug.”

"Oh, thisgets better." Colin smiled. "And your promise was, whet, again, exactly... 7'

"Oh. I, um, don't fed like talking about this now. | need to go stick my finger down my throat or
something right now.” | jumped to my feet.

Colin sad, "While you're up—isthere anything to drink in this stateroom?"
| said, "Therésan automatic bar thingie. | think it charges room service when you open the little door."

"Well, I'd ask you to get me some liquor—but..." He grinned at me wickedly. "I don't want it to count as
this ‘favor' you gtill owe me. We are talking about sexud favors, aren't we? Was Vanity telling the truth
about you in there? Y ou know..."

My face wasturning red; | could fedl the heat in my cheeks. "The part about she and | being lesbian
loversistrue, of course. But | don't make her pretend to be you before the nightly spanking sessions. She
pretends to be Quentin, | play you, and we act out what everyone knows you English schoolboys do at
night in your dorm rooms!" And | ssomped off toward the wet bar.

Calinsad, "Actudly, I'm Irish."

Quentin said softly, "What does she think we do at night? 1 mean, asde from listening to Victor tell you to
shut up and go to bed.”

"I don't know, loverboy. Maybe she noticed the missing hamsters.”
"Themissng what?'

"Never mind. | told you how to improve. According to your theory, you understand my power better
than | do— hey—!"

"What?'
"I should understand Amelia better than she does. | mean, if thisall goesin acircle around the diagram.”
"Try doing what you do when you shut her powers off, but do it in reverse.”

"What about me, Big Q, my guru, mojo macho master of the mystic arts, necromancer of naughty
gnosiasm?'

"What about you? Y ou are a babbling dunderhead. The great Oz has spoken.”

"Thank you, mystic master. Serioudy, did you have areal idea how to improve my powers?| do not



want to have to jump on Boggin'sface every time | want to turn back into abird.”

"Ameliatold you exactly the wrong thing to do. One hundred eighty degreeswrong. Y ou haveto learn to
meditate, to relax, and to let the piritua energy flow through you and inspire you. Y ou must belikea
crystal window. Y our own thoughts and desires cloud the window. The real you, your oversoul, standsin
thelight beyond it.”

Thislittle bit of nonsense seemed to impress Colin deeply. He looked at Quentin with awe and wonder
on hisface. Since | had never seen that expression on Colin'sface before, | assumed he was just
auffering from abit of upset somach.

5.

Vanity was il sitting. She breathed more. Victor was gill monitoring her pulse. He did not look bored. |
do not think he has any circuitsin hisbrain that do the "bored" function. Maybe he had them removed.

| drew up achair and sat down. | had three bottles of beer in hand, which had come out of the automatic
wet bar that came as part of the room. Colin looked interested, and | passed them around.

| called acrossthe sdlon. "Victor? | couldn't find the fork screw. Whatever that thingieiscaled... bottle
opener. Would you... 7'

Quentinsad, "'l think these twist off."

But it wastoo late. Victor, without looking up, waved his hand in our direction. Bottle caps sprang away
from bottle necks with aloud noise and hovered in the air.

"Never tried thisbefore," said Colin. He and Quentin clinked bottles, and both quaffed.
"Blech," said Calin. "It'sgone bad."
Quentin was puckering and licking hislips. "Isit supposed to taste that way?'

| dso took asip, and put the beer in the same category asthe coffee | had had earlier that day. Why do
adults drink foul-tasting stuff? | said, "It's not champagne, that's for sure.”

Colinsad, "Thisisour first night of freedom. Let's get some champagne!™
"Therés the phone," Quentin said, reaching up to pluck the three hovering bottle caps, one after another,

fromtheair. "Youjust cdl, aguy named Migue bringsit. Oh, and you hidein the closet, because you're
not supposed to bein here. We did not buy aticket for you.”

Colin sad, "Oh, come on. Hidein the closat?"

"Ahal" | said. "You will be the master of hiding! | have apresent for you, Colin! Victor? Where did
Vanity putit? Thering?'

Victor plucked the ring out of Vanity's pocket and tossed it across the room to me.
| held it out to Colin. "Thisisfor you,” | said.

Thisisal so sudden,” he said, sniffing. "I—I don't know what to say. Of course | will many you, but you
will haveto give up other women..."



"No, you moron!*"
"Shouldn't you be kneding?'
| proffered thering to Quentin. "Y ou giveit to him."

Quentin waved it away. "And run therisk of another round of English schoolboy jokes? Not me. No.
No, thank you."

| saidin anger to Calin, "It'samagic ring!"

"Of course. | expected that. What'sit do?'

"Turnsyouinvisble”

"| expected that. Of course. Doesit inevitably corrupt the ring-bearer?"

Quentin sad, "It'sfrom Fato. It'sa symbol of absolute power corrupting absolutely.”
"And | am getting thisfine, fine gift of corruption, why, again, exactly?'

Quentin said, "Dwarfs make less noise when they fal than giants. Y ou know, less distance to the muck.
So when the word ‘corruption’ popped up in conversation, the name 'Colin' sprang up on our lips almost
of itsown accord!"

| said, "It will protect you from Miss Daw's magic. No more being flung off cliffs. Y ou'll be the strongest
person in our group. It won't redly corrupt you."

"I'll be the strongest personin the group... 7'

"Yes" | sad.

"And it won't corrupt me... ?'

"One never knows."

"Will I be able to command the Nibelungswith it?!
"Do you want it, or not?"

"Y ou are sure about the'no corruption' thing, right?"
"Do you want meto stuff thisup your nose?'

"No. Giveit here! It dready seems very preciousto me, yessss... Precioussss. .. Isanyone hungry for
fissssshor isit jusssst me?'

"Will you stop fooling around?’

"Ach! They hatesus, my precious! Nasty dfish blondes!"

1

Colin dipped thering on hisfinger. "Wel? Am | invishble yet? | want to know when | can art taking off
my clothes™



Quentinsad, "Thedothesturninvisble, too."

"Yeah, but | get to walk around in the buff, with no one staring. | can pick my nose, scratch my bum, you
know..."

"Um, wdll. In cold westher, you can put on clothes, and your sockswill no longer need to match,”
Quentin said.

"What about things | pick up? What if | just lean against something, and pretend | am picking it up?If |
turn alaser beam invisible, can | make it harmless? What about radio waves? Am | adso stedthed to
radar? Can | blind an enemy by making hisretinasinvisible?'

| looked impressed. Actudly, | thought they were good questions. Smarter than | expected Colin to ask.
Maybe he had been hanging out with Victor more than | noticed.

Quentin said, "'l would guessit relates to objects directly related to identifying you, such asclothing or
footprints. When you turn the collet of the ring toward your hand, you see, that acts asa symbol of the
hiding of your sedl, or, in other words, your public or outer sdif.”

"Ah! | seel Itisal clear!... Except..."

"What the heck isacollet?
"Thet thing there."

"Ahal On—! Off—! On—! Off—!" Colin twisted the ring on hisfinger, round and round. He vanished
and reappeared, vanished and reappeared.

| noticed that something other than being permeabl e to photons must be cresting the effect. Not only did
his clothing vanish, but the seat cushion where he sat was not depressed, or did not look depressed,
when he was unseen.

Coalin flickered and reappeared. "'l am trying to get it exactly halfway between turned in and turned out, to
seeif | can make only my left disappear. Here! Watch this." He vanished. "Tell me when you seethe
beer turninto urine. Ready?'

When he picked up the beer bottle, | was expecting to see afloating beer bottle, likein every version of
themovie The Invisible Man | had ever seen. Instead, | saw the bottle, | knew it could not float by itsdlf,
saw the fingers, and traced the line of hisarm back up to hisface. Hisfesatures were dark and clouded
with shedows, asif light were avoiding him.

| stuck out my tongue and waved at him. "Thereisalimit on what you can do,” | said. "If you attract
attention, people can see through theilluson you're casting.”

Helooked at Quentin. "Can you see me, Quentin?”'

Quentin had hisface turned toward Colin's chair, but his eyes were unfocused, like ablind man's. "Not at
the moment. | cannot see the beer bottle either. 1t was there amoment ago, but | do not remember
seeing it fade out or wink out, or anything. | must have blinked just when you picked it up.”

| said, "How many people do you think you could lift, Colin? | mean, if you can pick up abeer bottle,
you can pick up Vanity. Maybe the whole group could vanish, if need be."



Hesad, "In my dephant form, or asahuman?'
"Do you have an dephant form? When did you get an ephant form?”

Colintwigted thering. A sort of pressurein my sinuses and eyesrelaxed and faded. It wasasmal thing,
and | was not aware of it until it went away, but something, some hypnotic compulsion, had been trying
to get meto look away, or blink.

Colin said to Quentin, "Okay, great and powerful Oz, how do | get an elephant spirit to come and flow
through my crystd window?"

"Thetrue name of the father of elephantsis Tantor."

"Grest! What good does that do me? | am not anecromancer. | cannot summon up spirits by calling on
their names.”

Quentin said mildly, "Areyou sure?

"Okay!" Colin put the beer bottle aside and stood up, making a dramétic gesture with his hands,
"Sm-sdabim! Szeof... an eeph—'

"No!" Quentin and | shouted together. | jumped up and grabbed Colin'sarm. "If you turn into an elephant
inthe cabin, you'l crush the deck up and smash everything! Are you crazy?'

Colin sat down again. "Doing a Quentin-type spdl would not work for me, anyway. | do not believein
that stuff, so it wouldn't work."

Quentin said, "Actudly, what | do workswhether | believeinit or not.”

Colin picked up the beer bottle and gestured with it: "Ahal Y ou believe that, don't you? Soit's true for
you."

Quentin turned to me. "Amelia, hdp meout..."

| said, "Don't look a me! | believe every statement hastruth-value only in relation to itsframe of
reference. An Englishman and a Chinaman pointing 'up' both point away from the center of the Earth, but
if you extend the linesfrom their fingersindefinitely, they get farther and farther apart..."

"No, that wasn't the help | was asking for. Look at the ring of Gyges. What doesthering look liketo
you? | am curious asto how you seeit.”

| opened my higher senses and |ooked.
2.

The ring was the center of awebwork of morality strands, which extended throughout the entire nearby
area of time-space. Mgor arms of the strands extended to some place | could not see with merely
four-dimensona senses.

| "lifted" my hand out of Earth's continuum and plucked my hypersphere from whereit rested in my
wings, and | rotated it from circle to sphere, and then to four-sphere, and then to afive-sphere.

It grew immensely heavy in my hand as"hemispheres’ of crystdline energy popped up into existence
"below" and "above' the (now flat-seeming) plane of hyperspace. It began issuing concentric pressure
wavesinto the solid neutronium medium of five-space.



Therange of echo responsein five-gpace was very short, so | had to touch the ring with my other hand
to be ableto "sense" it. The sense was more like hearing than sight. Sort of .

Even though my hand wasfive-dimensond, and Colin'swas only three-dimensiond, he closed hisfingers
around my hand when | touched hisring. The fingersfelt norma to me, not flat They were round, warm,
strong. | could fed my sense perceptions beginning to dip, asif | were about to collapse back into
three-gpace, but | used an energy-balancing technique to let the ring affect my lower vison centers. If |
did not "look" at the imposs ble hand-clasp Colin had mein, the uncertainty wave would not collapse,
and he would not collapse me out of my shape back into 3-D girldom.

Instead, | looked at thering.

| could no longer see the morality webs—they were too thin and insubstantid to be seen, sSince they were
merely made of flimsy four-dimensiona materiad—but | could sense the extensond, rdationd, and
exigentid measurements of thering of Gyges.

Hiering's extenson degree was congruent with the light-cone it gave off, and it reached to al observers.

The relation degree was amora one. Apparently the ring imposed an obligation onto any onlookers not
to look at the wearer. Anyone who violated that prohibition was penalized by being forced to obey the
imperativeto look away; but, logically, aso had to "look away" from the fact that he was being forced to
look away. By definition, a person is always unaware of what heis unaware of The existence degree was
metaphorica rather than literal. Although | could no longer see them, | now knew where those longer
arms of the mordity strands were leading. They were going into the place behind the wals of the tunnels
Vanity created. They were going into the dream continuum. But whether they were reaching in the
dreamlands surrounding Earth, or the dreamlands of some unknown sphere or region of matter-energy
outsde the star-filled universe of Earth, that | could not say.

| tried to explain thisas best | could to the boys. My explanation seemed to confuse more than it
illuminated. | said, "Thering may have aweak spot. Innocent eyeswill not be deceived by it. A person
who bearsyou noill will, or achild perhaps. Someone without sin. Eye unclouded by hate."

"Oh, great!" said Colin. "Now | know what my friendsthink of me."
| folded up my sphere and pulled my hand back "down" into three dimensions.
3.

Colin held my hand for amoment longer than he should have. | tried to yank it "up" into the red or
"down" into the blue continuum. That would have worked on anyone esein the universe, but hisfingers
gtill seemed redl and solid, no matter what.

| looked at him, "Let go of my hand, and I'll tell you the answer."
Hesad, "Tdl metheanswer, and I'll let go."
| said, "Musc.”

Both the boyslooked at each other, saw their mutual confusion, and looked at me. Colin said, " Gredt.
Now tell methe question.”

"How do you get Tantor to come? How do you attract spirits, Since you are not awarlock, and cannot
cdl them by ritud?Musc.”



"Y ou mean, | play 'Elephant Wak' for eephants, and 'Hight of the Bumblebee to turn into abug, and
maybe theme from 'Batman’ to changeinto abat..."

"I'm serious. Quentin, tell himto let go of my hand.”
Quentin said, "Benice, Calin, or | will have the girls do another striptease for you."
Colinsaid, "What isthe downside of that, again, exactly?'

"They will haveto do it to return you to human form,” Quentin said darkly. "Remember, don't make
promisesyou don't intend to keep. It makes you vulnerable to certain operations.”

Quentin's stick flew from across the room and into Quentin's grasp.

Quentin reached the quivering wand toward Colin's hand, and the look on Quentin's face was so grim
and so un-pitying, that even | said, "Quentin! Wait aminute! We can't just use our powers on each
other—! Quentin! Stop! Stop!"

Quentin did not stop. The wand drew closer.
| shouted, "Victor, do something!"
Victor, across the room, did not ook up. "Check your premises.”

Quentin touched Colin on the knuckle with the wand. Quentin'slips did not move, but we heard avoice,
athin verson of Quentin'svoice, begin to mutter and chant: " Gallia est omnis divisa in partes tres!
Arma virumgue cano! Resipsa loquitur...."

Colin's nerve broke. He dropped my hand and jumped back asfar as his chair would alow. "Keep off!
Keep off! Damn! He's gone mad with power!"

Quentin smiled and put hisstick aside. "Y eah. Be careful, or I'll tell you the name of the Father of
Sdmons”

"Hey! I'vegot thisring! | am supposed to be immune to magic powers now!"

"Yes, Colin, but | have said before | do not do magic. | only seemto. It'satrick done with mirrors. Y our
ring cannot sop me from pulling arabbit out of my hat."

"You... tricked mel"

"Ah, grasshopper! Y ou have learned everything there isto know about magic! Now you shal bethe
measter! Go, and rule theworld in my name!”

"Don't single me out for your magic curses. | am not the only one! Ameliamade some sort of promiseto
me, she's not saying. What about that promise?’

"| cantell her the name of the Father of Salmons, too. It's Gwion. Now listen to what she hasto say.”
"'Musc'... 7' Colinlooked a me.
"The Lamiasad it. Remember, Quentin?"

Quentin said, "1 would say, there are some things you just don't forget, but | think | forgot that scene
twice." He shivered and looked unhappy. "I remember.”



"In the story you told us? The Lamiawas complaining that right under everyone's noses, Boggin had been
teaching us the paradigms we needed to control our powers. They taught me Eingtein, and Newton to
Victor, Aristotleto you, and to Calin..."

Quentin muttered, "'He taught music to the wild prince of Night and Dreams..."

Colinsaid, "That doesn't make sense. Not only do | hate music, but Miss Daw isthe music teacher, and
she'sthe one who uses Amelias paradigm. Daw isafour-dimensiond squid with wings, right?"

"Actudly, she lookslike whed swithin whed swith eyes on every rim," | said. "But, you are wrong about
onething. She used her music to stop me. That's not part of my paradigm. That's against my paradigm.”

| turned to Quentin. "Could she be something, | don't know, sort of halfway between my position and
Calin's?"

Colinsad, "Glum did not use music.”

Quentin said, "But he did use a bearskin to turn into a bear. That was his beast-shape-cloak, his
bear-sark. He was doing a shamanigtic thing. It so sounds like he had afetish.”

| rolled my eyes. "I'll say!"
"No, | mean ared fetish."
"It wasared fetish," | said.

Quentin gave up on me and turned to Colin. "It sounds like Grendel used some shaman props to work
hisart That would put Grendd halfway between you and me, sharing some of the properties of both."

Colin said, "Who dsefitswhere? And why does everything have to be so complicated?”
| said, "If things were smple, everything would have been solved long ago.”

Quentin said, "At aguess... ? And thisisjust ablind guess, I'd say the Hecatonchire are a cross between
Victor's people and Amelia's. And who knows? | can't think of anything that could possibly fit between
me and Victor. He and | have nothing in common, really. No overlap.”

| said, "Maybe the Cyclopes. I've been assuming Dr. Fell isjust like Victor, but maybe he actualy does
semi-magica Suff like potions and achemy aswell as molecular engineering. Some of the enemy cdled
his stuff "potions.” We don't have any evidence either way."

| leaned back in the divan, wondering if, al thistime, Vanity had gotten the best catch out of the three.
Victor was unapproachable; Colin was crude. But Quentin...

| said, "When did you become the Answer Man, Quentin? Why do you know al thesethingsdl of a
sudden?'

He picked up hisgold-and-silver grimoire, and pointed to it. Warn et |psa Scientia Potestas Est.
Colin's Dad told me. He wrote this book. Y ou know, this might have been the talisman meant for Calin,
except... Happy birthday, Colin! More powersfor you."

Hetook out the little brown envel ope, on which was written in Boggin's crisp, wide-looped penmanship,
Remember Next Time Not to Look,

"My talisman! Y ou and Victor got ingtruction books on how to use your powers. | guess my instruction



booklet can be written on the three-by-five card.” Colin opened the envelope and took out something
about the size of aplaying card. The back was embossed with adesign of a poppy blossom. "Oh, grest,”
sad Calin, looking terrifically unimpressed. "What'sit supposed to mean?"

"I don't know what it means,” said Quentin. "I don't know what is on the face of the card.”
"What do you mean?Look™ Colin held the card toward him facefirg.

Quentin flinched and put up ahand to block hisvision. "No, no, no! Don't show me. We adl played
around with looking at that card. Thanks, but no thanks."

| said, "Why? Does something terrible happen when you look at the card?!
"Amédia, can you hear me now?"' asked Calin.

| said, "Of course, why shouldn't | be able to hear you?'

Colin looked a Quentin and whistled. "Wow."

Quentin said, "Same thing happensto me and to Vanity. Victor isunaffected. That doesn't make any
sense on our table of oppositions, because | should be able to trump your powers.”

| said, "What's going on? Is there something on that card | can't look at?"
Colinsaid, "Y ou want to seeit agan?'

"What do you mean 'again?'

"Here, look."

"I amlooking. Hold up the card.” | turned my head. Quentin was now sitting on the divan beside me, and
Calinwasinthe chair Quentin had beenin.

"Good trick," | said to Quentin.
"Hereisabetter one," said Quentin, handing me a piece of paper.
On the piece of paper werewordsin aflowing, delicate handwriting:

Picture shows a man standing in black robes, starsin robe, cup of sparksin hand. Crowned w/
crescent moon. Cup tilted, sparks fall into pool at feet. V. pretty woman kneels by pool. Crowned
w/poppies. Crying. Tearsfall in pool. Basket in pool. Baby in basket.

Behind them dark forest, tall tower of wh spiral. Unicorn horn?

Heraldic emblem top of card. Winged horse w/ head dragon, rampant, propre.
It was my handwriting.

| looked up. "What doesit mean?"

Victor from the across the room said, "The card is an artifact from Quentin's paradigm, not from Calin's.
It interfereswith the time-binding function of the cortex.”

| said, "l assume | wasnot adeep... | wrote this?’



Quentin said, "Thething that happens when one wakes in the morning, to make one forget one's dreams,
isinthat card. It does not affect Colin, because heis entirely made of dream stuff. It does not affect
Victor, because, well, not to sound mean about it, Victor isarobot. No offense meant, Victor."

Victor replied, "None taken, puny flesh-dug.”
| said, "He'snot redlly arobot.”

Quentin said, "But | don't think he has any part of his being made of dream stuff. | mean, that sumsup al
the differences and smilarities between our four paradigms, doesn't it? Colinisdl spirit, and Victor isdl
matter. | am both, an immorta spirit trapped for atime in amorta body made of clay. You... Gee,
Ameélia, | do not know about you. Both? Neither?'

| said, "It'sactudly pretty smple. | have a controlling monad which isthe find-to-mechanica causdity
nexus for governing other lesser nexuses, each of which hasits own meaning axis and the non-meaning
axis. What you cal matter is an extenson of non-meaningful relationships. They are objective and devoid
of self-awareness or purposeful behavior. The other axisinforms meaningfillness. Meaningful thingsare
subjective. The meaning axis formsthe context, the frame of reference, in which the non-meaning axis
operates. Perception presupposes a perceiver and aperceived. Thefinal cause of our perceptions, the
reason why we have them, isto render matter meaningful; the mechanica causes of perception arethe
sense-impressions which arise from metter.”

Quentin turned to Colin. "Can you trandate Amelia glossoldiainto the Common Speech of Westron?”
" She thinks matter and spirit are two parts of one underlying flung, | think,” Colin said.

"No," | said. "l think questionslike that are, by their nature, unanswerable and ultimately unaskable. Life
requires us to adopt dualism, at least in our actions. We move thoughts by thinking, we move matter with
other bits of matter. Matter iswhat we cal those filings we cannot control with our thought adone. If
everything was matter, everything would be inanimate, and there would be no deliberate action. If
everything were thought, everything would be omnipotent, perfectly tranquil, and &t rest, for therewould
be no need for action.

"L ogic saysthere must be one underlying redity, anexus of cause and effect, by which find causesrdate
to mechanical causes. Thisiscalled amonad. It cannot be investigated by introspection aone, because it
is not made of thought aone. It cannot be investigated by materia science done, becauseit is not made
only of matter. Therefore, we cannot investigateit at al. We know it must be able to influence and be
influenced by thought; we know it must be able to influence and be influenced by matter. That isdl we
can ever know about it."

Colinsaid, "l said that. | said what shejust said. She thinks mind and body are part of one underlying
thing. How come no one listensto me?"

Victor said, "Everything isinanimate, if by that you mean things that operate according to cause and
effect. Free will is an epiphenomenon, amigudgment impressed upon us and sustained by the actions of
brain moleculesin motion.”

Colin said, "Arewe going to do philosophy? Everything is animate. Cause and effect isillusionary. We
areal omnipotent, perfectly tranquil, and at rest. Our real selves. But we are dreaming. In our
omnipotency, one of usor al of us concelved the desire to meet achalenge equd to our strength. Since
we could have everything we wanted, voilal One of the things we must have wanted was not to be able
to have everything we wanted. We got trapped in the illusion. Be careful what you wish for."



Quentin said, "Y ou folks know whet | think. The pituitary gland isthe point where the spirit is connected
to theflesh.”

Colinsad, "Sinceitismy birthday—I am the one getting presents here—I officialy ban al further
philosophy until further notice. Ameliais going to Start talking in equationsif we don't cut this off.

"And we are never going to agree,”" Colin continued. "Infact, I think, if any two of us did agree, one of
the two would lose dl his powers. Okay? Instead of figuring out the nature of the universe, let'sfigure out
the nature of thiscard. It issmaler than the universe, and should be smpler to figure out, and we are dll
bright guyswith big brains, so what the hell doesit do? Do | edt it? Rub it on my head? Seep with it
under my pillow? Burnit? It ssemslike pretty much of adud, to me. | got gypped.”

| said, with some surprise, "Colin? Didn't | tell you who is on that card when | was under itsamnesia

Tdl?"
Colin shook his head.

"Ohh..." I did not say it doud, but | knew why my earlier (and now lost) version of me had not said
anything. | wanted to see and remember hisreaction when | told him.

"Y ou know something about the card?’

| said, "I recognize the man. Heisyour father. That's Morpheus. The beautiful woman lowering the
cradle into the water must be your mother. | don't know her name. The baby isyou. Thisisyour family.
Thisiswhat it looked like when your parents lost you. They were forced under thregt of death to turn
you over. That landscape in the background is your homeland, where you were supposed to grow up
and be happy. That white spira tower isyour home."

Colin took out the card and stared deeply into it. A haunted, lost look came into hiseyes. Thelook of a
baby who lost his mother, atoddler whose parents never saw hisfirst step, the child who spoke hisfirst
words to strangers, the youth who was robbed of hislife and hisloved ones, the man who was robbed of
histrue identity. And then the expression stiffened, and it became the look of the prince who was robbed
of hiskingdom, hisfatherland, his people.

Tears came next.

The tearsflowed down his stiff cheekslike water trickling over iron. He did not bother raising ahand to
wipe them away. It was strange and horrible to look on Colin and see him asaman so grim and fell.
Now that | had doneit, | was sorry | waited to tell him. | would have preferred that this scene be blotted
from my memory after dl.

"What's happened to you, Calin?"' | said softly.
"l am gill thesame Calin," hesaid inavoicelikeice. "But now I'm... inspired.”
| did not want to ask him, Inspired with what?

He must have sensed the unspoken question, because he answered anyway. "1 fed like I'm turning into
your crysta window, Quentin. My red sdlf ison the other sde. Heisfire and thefirdlight isshining
through him. He has a question for the group. When isthe enemy going to show up next?'

It was Vanity who spoke next: "They are going to try to kill us, the next group that finds us."

Weadll turned to look, somewith surprise, some dowly. There she sat on the chair with her eyes open.



"How'd it go?" asked Quentin.

Shesad, "I had to travel back amillion yearsto find my memories. Boggin hid them along way away.
Helet something dip infront of me, and | figured it out.”

Victor said, Tdl us"

"Boggin wantsto find out which group sent the Lamia. So we are being |ft to dangle out herein the wide
outside world until the Lamiafeds safe to strike again. We have our powers now, so sheisgoing to have
to get someone very strong—in other words, her boss—to comekill us. Boggin wantsto find out who
that bossis. Boggin has some way of finding usagain, or driving us back to him. We are not free. We
were let go. We're bait.”

1
Vanity told usher tale.

She had been sitting in Boggin's office while the Headmaster, peering down at her from behind his huge
desk, with jovid threats and smiling intimidations, was trying to get her to agree to promise not to attempt
escape again. Vanity sat and nodded, agreeing to nothing, and saying, "Go on," each time he cameto a
full stop.

Mr. Sprat had called on the intercom, an urgent voice warning Boggin that he had a guest, who could
neither be delayed nor denied.

Boggin had evidently not wanted Vanity to be seen by the guest. A switch in his desk had opened a panel
behind the portrait of Odysseus.

Boggin took Vanity by the elbow and roughly hustled her in through the secret pandl. In she went. The
door dammed shut behind her and locked with aclick.

Insde was anarrow room lit by an even narrower window. There was a cot, awashbasin, severa
locked cabinets, alocked rolltop desk.

If thiswas the inner sanctum of the Headmeaster, he certainly did not coddle himsdlf. The room was
gpartan. There was no fireplace, no hesat; the cot was hard.

The only ornament in the room was a cabinet containing aminiature shrine. Behind the cabinet doors was
anine-inch-high statue of a stern and kingly figure on athrone, an eagle on his shoulder and a crooked
lightning bolt made of brassin his marble hand. There was a cutting board and knife rack beforeit. The
cutting board was bloodstained, and there were tiny bits of down and festher littering the surface.

Vanity was certain that an evil mastermind like Boggin must have an escape exit from hisinner lair, but
the only thing she found was a hidden hatch leading to a defunct dumbwaiter shaft. She stuck her head
into the hatch. There was a skylight high above, and the shaft below fell sheer into darkness. No one
without wings would be able to use thisroute.

She a so was curious about the conversation she was not able to overhear, and wondered at the identity
of the guest Mr. Sprat dared not to stop nor delay. Evil masterminds smply had to have methods of
listening in on what happened in rooms adjacent to them. They had to! It was an article of faith with her.

Sure enough, when she looked for a peephole hidden in the pandl behind the Odysseus portrait, there
onewas. There was amechaniam for listening, basicdlly abell with an earpiece, sort of acrude



stethoscope.
2.

The vigtor was standing. Boggin was knedling on one knee before it, with his mortarboard in hishand, his
long red braid of hair, normaly hidden, now trailing down his back.

Thevigtor wasthin and tall, like aleopard or ajaguar might look if standing on hind legs. Parts of itsskin
were made of bronze, or perhaps metal plates had been fused to its chest and back, metal scalesaong
itsupper arms and metd greaves onitslower legs. Because its neck was long and flexible, its head
looked smdll. It had long hair like awoman, but its teeth were sharp like alion'steeth. Itslips and cheeks
were S0 pladtic that it could flex its mouth from atiny pink rosebud to awhite grin whose corners touched
the spot where, on ahuman, there were visible ears.

It wore a scarlet cloak. In one hand it gripped a short stabbing-spear with ametal head and awooden
shaft, aweighted spike at the butt end; in the opposite elbow it held a narrow-cheeked bronze helmet
with adrooping red plume. As a gratuitous anachronism, the warrior-creature a so carried a stub-nosed
submachine gun of squat design &t its hip, abandolier of magazines|ooped over its shoulder.

Vanity did not hear the beginning of the conversation.

The creasture was saying, ... Uranians have demondtrated that they could escape your confinement. A
second escapeislikey to be believed. The Lamiawill no doubt make a second attempt at that time. Our
military intelligence department estimates the chance of Lamiamaking asecond attempt whilethe
Uraniansare dill in custody to be asmal one."

Boggin spokein hisnormally hearty and self-interrupting fashion. He did not speak as akneding man
should. "Ah... ! I am certain, my dear Centurion Infantophage (and afine name you have chosen for
yoursdlf!), that the military intelligence department of the Laestrygonians—are you familiar with theword
‘oxymoron'? No? | thought not—a department that enjoys such fame, or, one istempted to say, such
notoriety for the accuracy and timeliness of its predictions and warnings, well, such an august inditution is
onewithwhichitiscertainly, ah, futile, if not to say, pointless, to remondrate.”

The creature's eyes glittered with hate. ™Y ou are mocking us, air-blower?"

Boggin lowered his head, but hisvoice was dtill rich with good humor: "Oh, my dear Centurion
Infantophage (amost excellent name, have | said how well it fitsyou?), certainly 1 would not wish to be
understood by you if | were mocking you to your, ah, shal we cal it aface? To your face. No, indeed. |
hold the Laestrygonians in the greatest possible respect! The greatest, indeed, possible to grant to
Laestirygonians. Y our fine military intelligence department was charged, | believe, with the duty of
bodyguarding the Lord Terminus, wasit not? During the bettle of Phlegra. Thelate Lord Terminus, |
should say. Thelate, departed, once-alive but now-dead, which isto say, no-longer-dive, Lord
Terminus. No doubt the sincere grief of your master, the Lord Mavors, at the departure of hisfather
Lord Terminus was modified, if not ameliorated, by hisjoy on discovering (no doubt, to his complete
surprise) that he stood to inherit the throne of heaven. The rulership of the entire Sdered universe must be
aheavy burden.”

"My master does not care for the throne. He assumesit as amatter of duty, no more and no less.”

"What an unlucky day that wasfor him, then, when the Laestrygoniansfailed to protect hisfather from
Typhon of Chaos! | am certain that the punishments visited upon the Laestrygonians by Lord Mavors
when they fail a their duties are as great as the generous rewards he heaps upon them when they
succeed!"



"Lord Mavorsis harsh to those who fail him, but just. Heisagood |eader.”

"And may | aso take this opportunity to congratul ate you and your department for its recent elevation to
the status of the Praetorians? The hals and paaces that you now occupy on the lower dopes of Olympos
areindeed splendid, aswdl | know, since | and my brethren inhabited avery smilar station of rank under
the rulership of Lord Terminus.”

"I do not see how that comment is relevant to this conversation.”

"Of course not, Centurion. Of course you would not see. Forgive my digresson. What in the world could
| have been thinking?"

"Y ou will arrange the release of the Uranians. Lord Mavors haslaid a malediction upon whoever should
kill one or more of them. The nature of Olympian curse alows the maedictator to become aware of
opposition or resstance to the maediction...”

"Ah, indeed?' muttered Boggin. "1 am grateful, certainly grateful for your ingtruction upon this obscure
point. Y ou will tell me more about the operation of the Olympian art of destiny-manipulation when you
have opportunity, | hope, Laestrygonian.”

"Enough! Why do you spesk with such insolence?"
"Every teacher learnslessons from his own students, Centurion.”
"You, areinsubordinate.”

"Asthetermisusualy used, Centurion, in fact, | am not. | am not under the orders of Lord Mavors, nor
does he have authority to command me.

"Indeed," continued Boggin in that same hearty tone, "Lord Mavorsis asking meto go directly againgt the
last orders| received—one might, without undue exaggeration, dmost cdl it the dying wish—of Lord
Terminus. 'Protect those infants!' Those were hislast wordsto me, Centurion: Y our life, and the life of
Cosmositsdf, isforfeit, if they are harmed.’ Actudly, hisvery last wordsto me were: 'We shdl impart
further ingtructions by Our next messenger.”

"Well, that never eventuated, did it, my dear Centurion? Hislast messenger, Lord Trismegistus, had (so
to speak) turned in histwo weeks notice, and was busy showing the Phaeacians where to go to ship the
hulking mass of Lord Typhon of Chaosto the foot of Mount Olympos at thetime, and Lady Iriswas
busy trying to run hiserrandsfor him.

"I do not recdl receiving any message from Lord Terminus saying, 'Obey Mavors, heis Our royd heir,’
or anything like that. The present Situation might be more, how shal | say, unambiguous, had a message
of that nature been received by any party."

The Laestrygonian smiled, which was atruly darming sght. (Vanity was reminded of ashark opening its
mouth.) "Lord Mavors saysthisisthe only method to arrange for the safety of the hostages. Until the
traitor isidentified and rooted out, they are not safe here, or anywhere. It will reduce rather than increase
the danger. Lord Mavorsis not contradicting your previous orders.”

Boggin said, Thetraitor could be anyone, could he not?"

The Laestrygonian nodded his graceful head. "Y ou are above suspicion, Boress. Y ou have had too
ample an opportunity to kill the hostagesin the pagt, if that were your scheme. But the traitor must be
someone who wishes to break the present truce with Chaos.”



Boggin might have been tired of knedling. Or perhaps he felt there were some things that one must stand
on one'sfeet to say.

Herose up, and said, ill in apleasant and good-natured voice, "Well, well, who could it be? If war
broke out, to whom would everyone turn to lead usin war against our mutual foes?1 do not think it
would be the god of the toy-makers, would it? It is surprising how quiet fraternal discord becomes, when
an enemy none of us can resst separately marches againgt us, burning planets asit comes.

The Laestrygonian's eyes glittered like the eyes of acat in the dark, and its shark grin dwindled to an
amazingly small pucker of disgpproval.

"Y ou suspect Lord Mavors of favoring war?!

"Well, they do say it isthe quickest timeto rise up through the ranks, wartime. Successin war carries
many ageneral on the shoulders of clamoring crowdsto Caesar's purple.”

"And failurein war leads to bonds, stripes, imprisonment, crucifixion, and the desth of one's baby sons
and lady wives. Mavors knows we cannot prevail againgt the Chaoticigts, divided aswe are, if thefoe
makes a coordinated and intelligent attack. Even avictory would make the Cosmos suffer lossesin men
and territory we cannot spare. Y ou are said to be quick-witted, lord of the snowy winds, alover of
intrigue: Does your crooked mind find no more likely candidate than Lord Mavors for the power that
sent Lamiato attack young Eidotheig, child of the Gray Sisters?"

"You are, asthe expresson goes, too kind for bdlief, Centurion. Were | areal master of intrigue, | would
not have the reputation for being amaster of intrigue. Asfor who it is? The person | least suspect would
be Lord Mul-ciber. He has a smooth pathway leading him to the purple; why should he shoot arrowsinto
his own shoe?'

The Laestrygonian sneered, ™Y ou overestimate the chances of the god of toil and stench. Which one of
us prefers to have the horseshoe-maker lead usin glorious war, rather than the horse-master?’

"Who prefers to have the master of creating be the master of cresation, rather than the master of
destroying? Not everyone savorsthe smdl of burning villages, or prefersthe clash of iron to the clink of

gold."
The Laestrygonian made adismissive gesture. "L et us agree the Lame God is beyond suspicion.”
"Asif our agreement mattered, my dear Centurion..."

"l do not bother suspecting the Unseen One. If he wished for the throne of heaven, he could take it by
force of histerror. Even my master, Lord Mavors, admits that no one can stand against the Cold Lord of
the House of Woe, every soldier dain on ether sde during the fray awakens on the next day, marching
beneath the black and unadorned banners of the God of Eterna Torments.”

"Let us, asthey say, work down thelist from oldest to youngest. Lord Pelagaeusis next in age after the
Lord Who Wept But Once. Peagaeus, or the Earthshaker, if | may so call His Lordship, has dways
opposed therule of Lord Terminus, and aways sought to increase his own kingdom. Remember the
deluge of Deucdion?'

"Heisacandidate. And yet one of hisprincipa grievances againg Lord Terminus wasthat the
quarresome and short-lived humans were given dominion over the fertile and beautiful dry land, whilethe
pesceful and long-lived nymphs, naiads, nereids, and sea e ves were forced to live amid the muck and
filth of the sea bottom, exposed on severa borders to attacks from Pontus. Ever since the petrification of



Phaeacia, however, Atlantis has grown in wedlth, power, and prestige. Neptune's continent now covers
an areaequd in extent to dl thelands of al the worlds; and dl his peaceful seafolk enjoy pastures of
surpassing splendor. But notice that it lies between Olympos and the likely attack routes from Pontus and
Chaos beyond. Lord Pelagaeus would be the most to suffer, and the greatest to suffer, should the truce
between Cosmos and Chaosfail."

"Ah... redly... ?| suppose you areright. What afunny coincidence..."

"Y ou are the one who recommended to Lord Terminusthe grant of thefair continent of Atlantisto Lord
Pelagaeus, and who suggested the position. Areyou still dismayed at how little the intelligence branch of
the Laestrygonian discovers? Y ou can rely on usto remind you of things you have forgotten.”

Boggin said, "Pelagaeusis still asuspect. Suppose the Chaoticists offered to let him keep theliving sea
andtheidand of Atlantis, if hewould help them tear down the sky and sink the lands and mountains
occupied by human beingsinto the brine? The offer would tempt him."

"Heis not the only suspect. Of course, the Vine God would welcome war between Cosmos and Chaos,
heisacreature of madness, drunkenness, revery, disorder.”

Boggin sad, "And yet he also presides over public festivals and feasts, and soothes the weary toil of man
with the refreshments and pleasures of the vine. Some say there is none who delights morein the
happiness of mortal man aside from Dionysus. Heisastrange fellow, but | would not head my list of
warmongerswith hisname.”

"He was one of the three who conspired with Chaos against Heaven."
"I did not say he was off theligt. | just would not put him at the top of it."
"Who would you put?'

"That remainsto be seen. On the one hand, Lord Trismegistus, the Swift God, the Father of Lies. He has
no hope of gaming the purple by any peaceful means. He was the second of the Three."

"If hewerenot in Tartarus, | would suspect him. The fact that he is dead excuses him.”

Boggin said, "Did you see his dead body with your own eyes, fingerprint it, check itsretina eye patterns,
put your handsinto itswounds?"

"Of course not. Lord Trismegistus fell into the Abyss, with the slver arrows of the Huntress sticking into
him."

"Then do not count him dead. That could have been an actor, or awax mannequin. Or the Huntress
could have conspired with him, and shot him with blunt trick arrows into bladdersfull of pig'sblood he
had benesth hisrobe."

"Put him on thelist then, if you fear the work of those who no longer exist." The Laestrygonian sneered
agan.

"No. | ill put Trismegistus at the bottom of the list. He had concourse with Chaos before any other of
the Triad; he knew the royal familiesin Chaos, heloved their people, and adopted their ways. They say
he had awife among them. Would hekill the children of hisfriends just to start awar where more of his
friendswould die? A war that, | should add, would put him no closer to the purple. Does hewant to rule
the wreckage of creation, once dl created things are dead? It does not sound like him."



"Who elseison your ligt, then? So far the Vine God isthe only suspect.”

"Good Infantophage, you have not mentioned the third leg of the Triad. Dionysusand Trismegistus are
but two. What of the Gray-Eyed Lady, the Wise One? What of the Lady Tritogenia?'

"Sheisawoman."

"Doesthe word 'Queen’ or 'Empress not exist in your limited vocabulary, my dear Centurion? Lady
Athena Tritogeniawould make a better ruler than your master. She loses battlesless often.”

"Sheisavirgin. How would she establish adynasty? The Huntress is crippled in the same way. | suspect
they are stexile, or leshians. Why e se would they don armor, and fight and hunt? Besides, if awoman
could take the purple, why has not the Queen of Heaven taken the throne? Both Mulciber and Mavors
would support the claim of the Queen Mother, Lady Hera."

"So areyou putting adl threeladies on the list of suspects, good Centurion?”

"No. The Huntress has no following worth mention; she days Chaoticists when she finds them and skins
them like beasts. She would not welcome war. The Gray-Eyed Lady | think istoo wiseto let war loose
upon the universe, for any cause. She wins more often than my master because she fights like awoman,
timidly, and only when she knows victory iswith her. No son of Uranuswould cooperate with Lady
HeraBaslissafor any reason whatsoever. From the first moment of time, they had no grester foe than
the Queen. Rule, Law, Good Order are her watchwords. Even Lord Terminus was wild and chaotic,
compared to her."

Boggin smiled. "l see you share your master's good opinion of the Queen of Heaven.”
"Therewould be neither grain nor roads nor laws without her. Do you dispute this?*

"] was one of the ones she sent to harass Aeneas, who, asfar as| could see, had broken none of her
precious rules. But no matter! The Queen and two virgins are not on the list. Do we need to discussthe
Goddess of Households, or the Goddess of Love?"

"Lady Hedtiaisthe eldest of dl of them, older even than the Unseen One. What she did in the
before-times, or what she learned from Rhea, no one knows. Thereis a power in her she keeps hidden.
My master Mavors respects her.”

"And he shows hisrespect for the ingtitution of marriage by getting together with the wife of hisbrother,
no doubt to sing hymnsto the Lady Hestia, while holding hands chastely.”

"Do not mock the Lord Mavord!"

"Me?Why should I”? When the very existence of Archer, the young Love God, advertisesthe virtue of
Lord Mavorsfor al the world to see? What need have | to add to that mockery? 1 would plunge my
manhood between the silky thighs of the Lady Cyprian if she wanted meto plug up the hole of londliness
shefedsin her life, and | would never fear the consequences. Mock him? 1 envy him! Indeed, | will not
put the Love Goddess on any list, or even speak ill of her in awhisper; sheisthe one who made mefal
inlove with Orithyia, and look at how that turned out. She wants her son on the throne, and she wants all
warsto stop, forever, so everyone can get on with their mooning and sobbing and waiting and mating. |
would suspect mysdlf before | would suspect the doe-eyed Aphrodite. Of the women goddesses, who is
left?'

"The Queen of Grain."



"Unimagineble”

"Agreed," said the Laestrygonian softly. "Even | (and | am asloyd ashisownright hand isto Lord
Mavors), | would embrace my own spear before | would raise aweapon against the Lady Mother
Demeter. The only oneleft isthe limp-wristed poet.”

"| thought we were listing goddesses.”

"Weare"

"We are speaking of the Bright God, the one they call the Destroyer?”

"The Flaming Solar Faggot, | cdl him. His hand is on the harp-string these days, not the bow-gtring.”

"Y ou amaze me, Centurion, in the breadth, or shdl | say, the depth, of your wisdom. It islikeahole
without a bottom. Y ou must have studied for yearsto learn the art of forgetting every lessonin history.
The Destroyer isthe greatest god of usal, invinciblein war, amaster of al artsand sciences, a
philosopher, learned in letters, a prophet who seesthe secrets of the future Do you recall that he shot
one million arrows at the Telchine demon called Phython, when that monster was nigh to destroying dl of
the established Earth? Alone and without aid, the Destroyer fought him on the seaand in the air, burned
him with arrows of fire, and broke his back over his shining knee. So great was that battle that some of
those ar-rows are fill in flight through the upper heavens. When they fdl to Earth, they make astresk
that men cdl fdling stars, and they are held to be asign of good luck.”

"A million, you said? How many missed? In my company, we get astroke of the rod for every arrow that
misesthe target.”

"The Destroyer isnot on my list at al. He does not want the throne; he does not want for thereto bea
throne at al, but prefers we had the demos vote, asthey did in Athens."

"Heisaso not on my list. The boy-kisser does not have the ballsit would take to conspire against my
lord Mavors."

"Wadl, then, who isl&ft?"

"The young Love God. The Archer. Remember? Our Emperor. The one the Three Queens assigned to
rule over usnow that Lord Terminusisgone.”

"Y ou mean Lord Eros, son of Mavorsand Cyprian. | recall him well. We endured the rule of Lovein
Heaven for dl of thirteen years, during which time he disbanded the army, emptied the treasury, trampled
on all of our ancient rights and privileges, turned the tablets of the laws on their heads, so that the
innocent were punished and the guilty were spared. They say the English who lived in thisland, during
their years of darkness, prayed to their god to spare them from the fury of the Norsemen. Were their god
ared one, | would pray: 'Spare me, O Lord, from the Compassion of Reformers!™

"Y ou think the Archer would kill the hostages?”'

Boggin said, "1 do not know what Lord Erosis capable of. He may have been in the pay of Chaosall this
while. If he had been setting out to do as much damage as possible to the strength and dignity of the
Sovereignty of Heaven, | do not see how he could have done more. If he was not in the pay of Chaos,
then | congratul ate their wisdom: they saved money."

The Laestrygonian said, ™Y ou said you would not put the Vine God at the top of your list, but you have
removed nearly everyone esefromthelist. That puts him at the top, doesit not?"



"Soit seems.”

"Wewill assign watchersto keep eyes on the Vine God; your task isto arrange alikely-seeming escape
for the Chaos pups you have here. Do you understand?’

"I think thereis very little chance that | would misunderstand the Situation to the degree and in the way
that other peoplein thisroom might have done, my dear Centurion.”

"When will the escape be carried out?"

"Oh, but my good Infantophage, such things require greet delicacy! We do not want the children harmed,
do we? That would defeat the purpose. | will keep you informed as events progress.”

"Do not toy with the idea of disobeying the Lord Ma-vors."

"Oh, I would never toy with that idea, my dear Centurion. Not toy with it. Oh, no. | greet the orders
(albeit, the word 'suggestions comes to mind as one that may be more gpt in that context) of the Lord
Mavorswith the most grave, and, shdl | say, sober ddliberation. | daresay | put as much thought into
obeying hisingtructions as he put into formulating them, or, Snce any finite sum exceeds zero, | am
tempted to say, more. He certainly knows how children should be treated! What afinejob hedid raising
the Lord Eros from aspailt, immature, mewling baby to a poilt, immature, mewling tyrant... well, to
someone who was occupying, that isto say, taking up space on, the very throne of Heaven itsdlf!
Mavors must stay awake nights thinking about what afine job he did raising Lord Eros’

"Lord Mavorsdid not raise Lord Eros. The child was born a bastard out of wedlock. What in the world
areyou talking about?'

"Ahh... 2Hm... ?W4dll, perhaps | was thinking about someone else. | understand your orders. There
may be delaysin carrying them out: We cannot be too careful in these matters, eh?”

The moment the Laestrygonian had gone, Boggin turned and smiled at the peephole, sucking through his
teeth agreat, hissng indrawn breath. A gale-force wind sucked the pandl door open and pulled Vanity
flopping headlong into the room.

Boggin seized her about the shoulders and drew her up. Her legs kicked, unable to touch thefloor. "As
one of the few people endowed (may | say blessed?) blessed with the power of the Phaeacians, | find it
unduly, even absurdly, useful to be ableto tell when people are pying on me, my little Miss Fair. My fair
MissFair. No harm shal cometo you, however, my pretty little sneak-mouse. But when you intrude
your perky little nose into business of your elders, it isregrettable, and | do regret, that certain steps must
be taken, to preserve your life and, indeed, the lives of dl the other young women in the universe, women
not so very atractive as yourself, of course. | will not ask you to forgive me—My! Y ou do wiggle quitea
bit when you struggle, don't you?—no, | will not ask, not because | do you no wrong—I fear it isagreet,
one istempted to say, a caamitous wrong—»but, rather because, in the future, | hope that, in the kindness
of your heart, you will put thiswhole incident from your memory. To hep you with this process, we will
go inquire after our good Dr. Fdll, perhaps with some help from our own dear Miss Daw and our own
not-so-dear Mrs. Wren, if sheisnot stinking drunk today. Shall we?"'

And he tucked her over his shoulder, Tarzan-carrying-Jane style, and walked out of the office with her.
3.

Because Vanity had just been stimulated in her memory by amolecular engine of Victor's, aided by a
psychic energy by Colin, her memory of this event was crysta clear. She was able to report it word for



word, in perfect detail.

She stood in the room, pacing back and forth, showing us the expression and mannerisms of Boggin and
histhin guest. She did such alifelike impersonation of Boggin's hemming and hawing that we al laughed,
until Victor shushed usto hear the grim words Vanity was repesating.

Migud arrived with the champagne about then, and Colin twisted hisring for the momentswhile the
steward wasin the room.

We passed around the shining and bubbling wine and drank toasts, led by Colin, who stood atop the
tablein the center of the cabin, one after another, to every class Colin had been behind in, every
upcoming test he had been dreading.

Wetaked over Vanity's story for what seemed like along time, though perhaps | was merely deepy and
thickheaded with champagne.

Victor believed that Boggin was cooperating with the Laestrygonian, and had arranged our escape,
merely by picking certain coincidences and placing them in our future. Perhaps the Olympian power of
destiny control allowed for this. Perhaps not.

| argued the other hand. If Vanity were accuratein her portraya of Boggin'stone of voice, his
supercilious expressions, and lilting sarcasm, it was clear to me that Boggin had no intention whatsoever
to cooperate with Mavors. The Laestrygonian had expresdy said that the Lamiawould not attack us
while we were still on the estate grounds, Boggin said his mission wasto prevent us from being attacked.
All he had to do was continue to make one excuse after another to Mavors, saying, whenever he was
asked, that the escape attempt was not quite ready yet. He could play such delaysinterminably. | thought
we had escaped dl on our own, and everyone but Victor seemed willing to believe me.

My main argument wasthis: If Boggin had helped us escape, he would have put some sort of tracking
deviceon us.

Vanity said dowly, "But he did. He has one on you. Y our promise to him acts as a consent to be found

by him."
| put my hand toward her. We held hands. | asked, "Is he tracking me now?"

Vanity closed her eyes. For amoment, | thought perhaps the champagne had sent her to deep, but then
shedtirred and said, "Maybe heis il in the hospita, or maybe he's not thinking of you. HE's not aware
of you. Not right now."

Victor handed Vanity thelittle box that controlled the television. He turned his back to her and asked her
to point the little box at him. She did, giggling, and we dl joked she wasraising and lowering Victor's
volume and so on.

Heturned and came back. "Could | sense you when you were not sending abeam toward me?

Vanity pouted. She said, "He'sright. If they have abug on us, or on our clothes, and it's not broadcasting
a the moment, | would not sense that we were being watched. If they were tape-recording our
conversations, and they hadn't gotten around to playing the tapes back yet, | do not think | would sense
thet elther.”

Victor said coldly, "We would be foolsto assume, after awarning such as this—awarning which, by the
waly, we can assume Boreas could arrange fate to make us stumble upon—we would be fools to assume
we are safe. The next attack is going to be letha. We don't know when it will come, or where. We are



like the farmerswho lived on the dopes of Vesuvius: We know the eruption iscoming. | suggest we
stand watches tonight and that we do not go out of this cabin for the remainder of the voyage.
Furthermore..."

But therest of uswere not asworried as Victor. Colin, for example, had already nodded off; Quentin
was yawning, and Vanity had put her head on hisknee and had her eyes ddlicately closed, her soft lips
parted, her own red tresses athick pillow benegath her ear.

| leaned over and tugged Vanity's shoulder till she stood up, blinking. | said, "Okay, Victor. Y ou boys
stand watch over us helpless girls. If anyone comesinto our bedroom, well both scream. How's that?*

Three days of sailing passed without incident. Surrounded by the luxuries and entertainment of what was
certainly the finest ship afloat, we ssmply could not take Victor'sworries serioudy. Wetried to keep
watches at night, and the boys did not mind taking turns staying up late, watching the miraculous
televison.

There were two or three channels that had nothing but rock-and-roll, to which haf-nude starletsjumped
up and down to truly primitive jungle-drum music. Colin was fascinated, and spent hours absorbed in
music tdevison.

Quentin thought the act of casting hiscircle of sllence might attract more attention than it deflected, and he
asked usto rely on Vanity to tell usif the wind werelistening to us. And yet he also seemed relaxed; he
dreamt he read his book at night, and hisbook hinted that, over the sea, the gods of land had less
authority, less power.

At Victor'sindstence, we awaystraveled in pairs, or stayed within shouting distance. Moreor less. |
mean, a person can realy shout along way, right? Thiswas not redly aburden, either; Vanity and | did
not want to be alone when we explored the ship, and we sort of heeded each other's protection to ward
off the gdllantries of passengers and crew, al of whom seemed old, so very old to me.

1

It was our own fault. Vanity had bought us both bathing suitsin Paris. Herswas a peach bikini the hue of
her skin, that made her seem nude &t five paces, mine was a black one-piece, but hardly demure, for it
had lace panels down the sides, with aneckline that opened amogt to the belly button. And it tied up the
back and front with such athorough web of lacesthat | am sure Grendel's opposite number among
human bathing suit designers had drawn up the plans.

We went svimming the first day in anearly empty pool. By the afternoon, the pool was crowded with
onlookers and men and boys splashing near us and trying to show off. The handsome young lifeguard
came by every few minutes to make sure | hadn't drowned. | dso caused a sensation just by svimming
laps. | do not know what | did wrong or did differently from anyone else, but if | could swim faster than a
human being, or hold the pace longer, or hold my bregath longer, it might have been obvious to them and
not tome.

| jogged on the deck and played some gamesthey had there; | visited the spa; | played racquetball with a
handsome young man named Klaus, who owned his own business doing something with computers or
telephones, or both, which hetried to explain to me while he was trying to get Vanity to go away so he
could molest me.

| saw amoviein ared movietheater, and found out | could borrow movies on tape from the ship's
library and watch them in the stateroom.



There was one, a black-and-white Western starring Gary Cooper and Grace Kdlly, about aman who
has to save an ungrateful town from four bad guys coming to kill him. Everyonetriesto talk him out of it,
hisfriends, his newlywed wife, everyone. Sheleaves him. In the end, when he does away with the
bandits, they don't even thank him. It made me cry. | don't remember the name of the film, but | hope it
won an Academy Award for itsyear. Marsha Kane wasthe character's name. | told Vanity that thiswas
the way | wanted to act: to do what was right without fear of failure, without expectation of reward. The
wife came back, in the end, Grace Kelly's character.

Werang inthe New Y ear that night. The ballroom was splendid with decorations. | found the images of
Father Time with his scythe abit snigter, though. We went dancing, both swing-time dancing and formal
ballroom dancing. Victor is aways fun to waltz with because he never loses the beat and never makes
mistakes, but Colin was fun to watz with, too, and he seemed almost polished and polite when he spoke.

Colinand | spun around the dance floor to thelilting strains of "The Blue Danube' by Strauss, and | said,
"Have you been replaced by a Colin-shaped robot duplicate?"

"What's the matter, Amelia?' He smiled down at me. His eyes were blue and warm.

"A whole hour has gone by, and you haven't used the word 'breast’ or even 'nippl€ oncein the
conversation. You said 'Please earlier thisevening. | heard it. It'slike seeing awild boar use alitter box.
Has someone domesticated you?"

He grinned hisnormal the-devil-may-care-but-Colin-does-not-care grin and said, "Well, Amy, being
poked by Dr. Fell and sneered at by Boggin and ear-pulled by the porcelain Daw, and ruler-whipped by
baggy Mrs. Wren getsto afellow after awhile. | was never the teacher's pet like you were, and |
couldn't be theiceman like Victor. And | couldn't even shut up and keep my head down like Big Q.
Vanity could hypnotize the mae teachers and staff with her industria-strength, king-sized breadts, of
course, or threaten to hose down rioters with milk from her nipples. What did | have? | could take the
heat for you guys. So | took it."

"Took what?'

"Y ou know. When you guys got in trouble, |1 would throw myself on the hand grenade for you. When you
broke some small rule, I'd break some huge rule, and you'd get off with alittle delicate dap on your little
delicate wrist while | went into the hotbox."

"Hotbox" was Colin'sword for solitary detention in the library, which, in summer, was quite hot.

"Then when | got out of the hotbox, you guys would be finishing up some game | wastoo lateto get into,
or you'd be playing tennis doubles and there was no room for me. If | didn't make afuss, you guys
ignored me. And if | did make afuss, Amdiathe Great Blond Vakyrie would kick my ass. That was
back in the days when your arms were longer than mine."

"Y ou must be from aparale universe, Colin. None of it happened that way."

"Y ou think | made trouble for myself because | like trouble?Y ou think | enjoyed having Mr. Glum
threaten me with an awl?

"When did Mr. Glum ever threaten you with an awl ?*
"Thetime he thought | stole his pornography magazines he had hidden in histool shed.”

"You did what?'



"Now you are doing it again, Amy. Instead of, Thank you, Colin, for deflecting trouble from me," now
you are trying to change the subject to Mr. Glum's pornography. Anyway, that iswhy. Every day before
today, I've been under someone's boot Now the boot is gone. I'm anew man. Want to feel my new
manhood, Amy-dol|?

| sad, "Don't cdl me Amy."

"Mdly?'

"No."

"Mdanomia"

"No."

"Médon breasts. Megamammary.”

"You just turned back into the boar. The danceisover.”
"Themuscisdill playing!”

"The danceis over for you and me. Take me back to my chair.”
He walked me back, frowning.

But then, at the chair, | turned and | kissed his cheek, and said, "Thank you, Colin, for deflecting trouble
fromme"

Hesad, "You'rewdcome Oh, and, Amdia..."

He kissed me on thelips. Before | could decide whether to pull away or not, he just kissed me, just like
that. He was certainly a better kisser than Quentin in midair, or Vanity. It waswarm and nice, and | felt
my limbs go soft, so he put hisarms around meto hold me.

He pulled his head back.

"Damnyou,” | said. | had been trying to save at least one of my first few kissesfor Victor.

Hejust grinned hislittle haf-grin. ™Y ou are welcome, too. Thanksfor bresking us out of Devil'sldand.”
"Letgoof me”

He put me back on my feet. "About that favor you owe me... ?'

| looked a him."Y es?'

"What did you promise exactly? And did it involve acan of chilled whipped cream, warm fudge, and a
lot of licking?"

A girl can only take afinite amount of Colin a atime.
2.

There were more wonders aboard the finest ship afloat on the second day. One of the medls (breakfast
or luncheon, | do not recall which) was served buffet style, so that | could est what | chose, asmuch as|
chose, and go back for seconds without asking anyone's leave. They had dabs of peach piewithice



cream for breakfast (or perhapsit waslunch). | ate my dessert before | ate my meal, and was certain that
Caesar's concubinesin dl their pampered luxury did not know such a sheer decadence as that.

More swimming; more sporting; moretimein the spa. | discovered the ddlight known as the Jacuzzi,
which is aheated tub where warm, warm water bubbles and massages your limbs. | had been cold, so
cold, for so long,

shivering in my dorm room at night, plunged in icy waters, naked in the snow, thet | determined now that
the god and pinnacle of my life, indeed, my purpose on Earth, wasto luxuriate in the Jacuzzi till the end
of time. If Grendd had only had a Jacuzzi, | would have stayed with him. | know agirl should have her
standards, true, but on fee other hand, in life, there seem to be certain temptations that agirl cannot resist

Vanity finadly saved mefrom my circle of admirers, oglers, and onlookers. She had picked arather
flattering bathing suit for me, hadn't she?

Dinner wasaformal affair, and she and | wore our nicest dresses from Paris, and nice polite young men
inlong white coats saw to our every need and pleasure. They poured us wine when we asked, and we
did not need to speak in any sort of pass-the-whathaveyou code.

Quentin il did not talk of any serious matters when the waiters were too near. He saw no reason to
involve the human beingsin our afairs. And if any Olympian had madeit "fated" for mento be kept in
ignorance of immortal matters, he might detect the event, even an unwitting one, which sought to undo his
decree.

When the waiters were not near, Quentin said, "1 spent today in thelibrary. | tried to look mysdf up. |
am sad to report that, according to what | found, Proteus had two sons and one daughter. Both sons
werekilled by Herculesin wrestling matches; the daughter was named Eidotheia. Sheisthe onewho

betrayed her father's secrets and taught Menelaus how to capture him. Apparently | amagirl.”

Colin looked up from hisfood. 'The mold of clay into which your soul was poured may have had a
different shape back then. The poet says s0."

Quentin said, "l beg your pardon... ?What poet?'

Colin surprised me (and, | think, surprised usdl) by saying, "Milton. Book I. Lucifer marshas hisforces
on thefiery plain. The poet recites the names by which the

Damned were known in times after, as pagan gods and goddesses. Some are mae and some are femae,
Hesays

For Spirits, when they please

Can either sex assume, or both; so soft

And uncompounded is their essence pure

Not tied or manacled with joint or limb

Nor founded on the brittle strength of bones

Like cumbrous flesh; but in what shape they choose,
Dilated or condensed, bright or obscure,

Can execute their airy purposes,



And works of love or enmity fulfil.
Vanity gaped in astonishment. "Isthat Colin? Reciting poetry...?"

He quirked an eyebrow at her. "Y ou are the one who helped me study for my examination on that one,
Freckle Fox. You know | knew it."

Vanity gaped in astonishment sill grester: "' Colin remembered something he crammed for atest?”

| said to Quentin, "1 do not think you are Eidotheia. We have undone al the memory-erasing tricks done
to us, but no memory of former lives has come back. | don't think there was anything to bring back. |
think we were children when we were taken."

Vanity said, "But we overheard Lelgps aso calling me a'daughter of Alcinuous.™

| said, "He was speaking in poetry & the time. He may have meant it the way Quentin called human
beingsthe 'sons of AdanV or Greeks are called the 'Helenes,' you see?!

Colinsad, "l like the theory that Quentin was agirl better, persondly. It explainswhy | had such trouble
turning himinto amen.”

Vanity said, "Quiet! Or you will set off another round of English schoolboy comments.”
Colin said, "Has anyone got aflaming fag to smoke? 1'd like to put one between my lips and suck.”

Quentin said, "If you like the girl theory, you'l lovethis. Victor is supposed to have flippers for handsand
the head of adog. That's what myth saysthe Telchinesare.

Victor looked interested. " Anything € se about the Telchines?'
"They forged the adamantine sickle with jagged teeth Saturn used to cadtrate hisfather Uranus.”

Colinsaid, "I love old myths. So very graphic, you know? Just the thing for small impressionable children
to hear."

Quentin said, "One myth saysthey reared Poseidon. They discovered iron and the art of working metals
by fire, and were the first to cast bronze statues of the gods. When they dowly turned into vicious
magicians, and took up the practice of pouring the water of theinferna river Styx mixed with sulfur upon
animals and plants with the purpose of destroying them, the Telchines were cursed and scattered. Their
city of lalysuswas destroyed by Zeus and flooded; another version says Poseidon, out of tender regard
for the good they did to him once, despite their present crimes, took the city underwater, but the people
were preserved as fishmen.”

Colin said, "And how about you, robot-man? What have you been doing dl day, Victor?'
Vanity said, "l saw him. Hewas napping.”

Victor smiled, an event | no longer thought of asrare. "Not quite. | went up to their business call center
here on ship. They have mechanisms for dlowing computer uplinks through satdllite systemsto
ashore-based stations. So that businessmen can send electronic mail, | suppose, or encrypted phone
cdls. | studied the wave-forms and the 'handshake' procedure, till | thought | could imitateit just with the
neurocircuitry inmy head.”

Colinsaid, "Oh my God! Victor was surfing the Net! He was downloading porn! Go, Victor!"



Victor said, "Not quite. | did not have an account. | only had limited access. But there were il other
channds of radio traffic being used by the satdllites, and my signaswere traveling faster than the pulses
they useto talk to each other, so | was ableto dither them and bresk in. | waslistening in on military
satellites talking to each other.”

| said, "What do you mean, faster?"

"Their broadcasts were only moving at 186,000 miles per second. | smply added more velocity to my
return Sgnals.”

| said, "But nothing movesfagter than that.”

"Of courseit does. Light isonly made of atoms, like everything ese. Little hard pellets. Any object, no
matter how fagt, if you add speed, movesfagter. | do not know why they al limited themselvesto that
one speed. It dlowed meto intercept their lock-and-key signals, so | could hear what password they
wanted meto give back before they could call down to their synchronous command center to get
confirmation.”

Colin saw | was about to Sart arguing physics, and he waved his hand to me to shush me up, saying to
Victor, "You believed in your ability to break in more firmly than they believed in your ability to keep you
out. What did you find out?"

"Branshead estate does not exist. | saw reconnai ssance photographs, and examined e ectronic maps.
Everything is mapped on this planet, down to the meter. Thereisno village called Abertwyi. Thereisa
town called Rhossily in about the position our village is supposed to be. But there are no huge buria
moundsto the north, no tall hillsto the west, no forest to the south. Arthur's Tableisin aplace caled
Tefn Mawr, which is about fifteen miles away. The highways are there, but in the wrong positions. There
isan Oxwich Green, a Swansea, and a Bristol, however."

Colin looked very smug and leaned back in his seat, and said, "I am the only one who has aright not to
be surprised by the news. Didn't | aways say the Earth we were learning about was not the Earth on
which the estate stood? And | knew that avillage with adumb name like Abertwyi was something made
up by Boggin. And | bet helet Mr. Glum make up that dumb idand called Worm's Head. That cannot be
ared name."

Victor sad, "Worm'sHead isred .

Quentin said, "It isthe skull of the dragon whose spine forms the land throughout the peninsula” Then he
muttered to himself. "I wonder on what world | stood when | opened the old mound at midnight? Or
what king he was, who rose up before me, pale and glimmering in the moon?”

3,

| made anew discovery on thethird day; there was a place to rent something like aroller skate, but the
whedswerelined upin aline, like the blade of an ice skate, and the whole affair was encased in this huge
plastic boot with snaps and clasps going hafway up one's thigh. Helmets and elbow pads and knee pads
and thick gloves completed the kit, so the skater looked like some crazed warrior who had thrown away
his breastplate, but kept his gauntlets and greaves.

There were only certain places and times where one was supposed to skate. Being released from so
many arbitrary rulesin my life, and not being Coalin, | obeyed the traffic laws and stayed on the track and
certain areas of deck set aside for this sport.



It was my turn to buddy up with Victor that day. | provoked him into racing me on skates. | won thefirst
lap, but he figured out an energy-conserving glide step to use, and he had more massto throw into the
sharp turns. Awkward &t first, he mastered the skill with effortless grace, as he did every thing he put his
mind to.

Afterwards, over lemonade, | brought up atopic that had been gnawing at me.

| began with an gpology. He just looked puzzled. We sat at asmadll cafe table, which was set dong a
bal cony overlooking the indoor swimming pool (or "the great |ake" asit should have been called). Sharp
echoes reflected from the roof. Below us, there were sedate old men and women moving with timid
pleasure through the water.

Victor had atowel around his neck, and he glowed from the swest of our skate-race. A thin shirt of
skintight stuff showed off the sculpted planes of his shoulders and chest. He was muscled like a swimmer,
built for streamlined endurance, not for bulk. Y elow sunlight danted through polarized windows and gave
his contours a hard look, asif he were astatue of cast gold, or fine copper, machine-lathed to a perfect
shape and hand-polished.

| said, "I'll never question your leadership again. If it hadn't been for me—"
Hesaid, "Isthis about the thing on the dock? Glum's attack?"

"If we had al gottenin acirclelike you said, he would not have been ableto carry off both me and
Vanity. If he had only gotten one of us, you could have stopped him. | saw him turn visible when you
demagnetized thering of Gyges..."

"I'd like to point out that you are merely speculating about might-have-beens. Werewein acirclewith
our backs to the spot where he smashed up through the boards. It might have gone better or worseif you
had been closer; | don't seethat your conclusonisat al clear.”

"If we had al been in the boat as| said, he would have capsized us and maybekilled usal.”

"Possibly. On the other hand, we don't know what his swimming speed was. Again, you are speculating.
Since the Stuation is unlikely to rise again, the speculation does not seem to be oneto lead to aprovable
theory one way or the other. |s there some experiment you can think of that would settle the question as
to whether things would have gone better or worse had we acted otherwise?"

"Quentin wasright, and | should have listened to him! | should not have been arguing with the leader!”

"l am not sure, legdlly, | wasthe leader a that moment in time. We attempted to settle the question of
leadership by vote, and cameto atie. Asfar asthat goes, everything was done by proper Robert's rules.
My only criticism againgt you isthat you resigned leadership before an unambiguous next leader was
chosen.” Helooked thoughtful, saying, haf to himsalf, " Although, since you had appointed me
second-in-command previoudy, | do not know if resgning your commission would have elevated meto
leader or would have acted as my resignation, aswell..."

| broke in on hisruminations: ™Y ou are our leader! Our chief. Only you; you aways have been. There
was no ambiguity.”

He smiled and sipped hislemonade. "Amelia, when we were young, you and | had to be the ones leading
the others, just because we were older. We had the self-control they lacked; we knew things they didn't.
| don't think those conditions obtain anymore. If anyone, Quentin isthe natura leader a this point; the
information in hisbook is giving him ingghtsthe rest of usdon't have. | have made severd suggestions as



to how to defend ourselves against the next attack, which we have reason to believe will be aletha one.
Mostly, | have been ignored.” His eyestwinkled, and he threw back his head to drain the sour and sweet
dregs of thelemonade.

He stood, asif preparing to have us depart. | put my hand out and took his hand. It was still warm and
swest-touched by the exertion of skating.

| said, "Wait. There's something | want to ask you."
Helooked down at me, hisgaze level and patient.
"It's about—oh! Can't you Sit down?'

"Y ou wanted to ask me whether | can sit down?"
"Pleasest.”

He resumed his sest.

"Victor, | have an important question to ask you.”
He looked attentive.

M|

"You...?You...?'

"Itisabout us."

"Definéus"

"'Usmeansus!”

"Thewhole group, dl five, or just you and me? English isambiguous when it comesto inclusive versus
exclusvefirg person plurd.”

| said crosdy, "Thiswould be easier if you would at least try to guesswhat | am about to say!"

Heleaned back in his chair and regarded mewith what | can only call aBoggin-like expression. "What
wavelengths can your brain generate? If you have away of broadcasting asigna | can pick up, it would
be very useful to secure communications practice.”

| sat in miserable slence for afew moments. "Well—"
| could not ask him. | groped for some different question to ask.

| findly said in the most lame and insincere tone that has ever come out of agirl'smouth, "'l was
wondering if you knew what Vanity and Quentin were kegping fromus... 7'

"Of course," he said in atone as bland and certain as could be. "It's obvious.”
"What?'
He seemed alittle surprised. " Quentin does not want to tell usthat we ought not go home.”

4.



| blinked. "Not... home... ?'

Hefavored me with that Victor-raising-an-eyebrow look | knew so well from my youth. "Back to
Chaos. Myriagon. ldysus. Cimmeria. Phaeacia. And wherever Quentin's people hail from. We ought not
go back."

"Why can't we go back? We don't even know what's there. It's unexplored terrain!”

"I did not say we could not. Obvioudly, we could jump on Vanity's boat as soon as she can summon it
here, and, if the Argent Nautilus functions as promised, and nothing stops us, we could bein those
placeswithin aday. | said we ought not, not if we want to preserve the human race and the organized
universe from attack. Our enemies, even when talking among themselves (in astuation we have every
reason to believe was not arranged for our ears) seemed honestly to think thiswas the mogt likely
outcome of our escape back to Chaos. | think we cannot ignore that opinion without some clear proof
thet isitfase”

"But what about seeing our parents? Our families?'

"Good question. The people whom the war would kill have parents and families, too. Now then, they are
just mortal men, or, as Corus would say, ‘cattle.’ But since you seemed to think it inadvisable for me even
to influence the captain's glands while he was thinking, | assume you do not share the view of Coruson
thismaiter."

| said, " certainly do not share Corns view on the matter. How dare you think that of me?”

"Well, there is a so the matter of the promise you and Quentin and V anity made to the Head of Bran.
Quentin takes such promises very serioudy; broken promises directly interfere with his abilitiesto
manipulate his magnetic entities he calls 'spirits. Need | say that, if the universeisdesiroyed, it isunlikely
that the British Ideswill be preserved? Y ou at least would need to exact a promise from our reativesto
spare England from generd and universal destruction before we went home and triggered the generd
attack from Chaos."

| sat there, asinking sensation in my stomach. | had been hoping to see my parents, whom | had never
seen. Helion and Neaera. | am sure Quentin felt the same way: people who would understand us, for
once; people who would be on our Side, for once; people around whom we would be the normal ones.

Our people.
People who would be glad to see us.

Loved ones.

Coalin did not even know the name of his mother. | don't think we knew the name of ether of Victor's
parents.

| said in an empty voice: "But—what else can we do... ? We cannot go back to the school .”

Victor shook his head. "Aslong aswe put ahigher priority on freedom than on staying aive, no one can
imprison usagan.”

He meant that we should kill ourselves rather than be captured again.
Sometimes| love how camly he putsthings. A "higher priority," he calsit.
5.



He continued, "Besides, | am not certain you have exhausted dl the cases. We could remain at liberty on
Earth. We could return to Chaosin disguise. We are alleged to be shape-changers, dthough | have not
noticed Quentin or Colin practicing to see what new shapes they could form themsalvesinto. We could
hire actors and actresses to impersonate us, and have them go back to the school in our stead, so that the
Chaoticistswill continue to be reluctant to attack.”

| said, "'l don't know how likely any of those optionsare." Victor said, The most likely scenario isone
that has severa severe disadvantages. As| seeit, the enemy obvioudy thinks our aid, given to one side
or the other, could adlow aclear victory in the coming civil war. | am not sure why they are so optimitic;
mysdlf, | do not see how | can do anything Dr. Fell cannot do, for example. | think, by the way, thereis
gill amystery here asto what they so fear from us. | have been assuming they were afraid of something
persona we could do that they could not. Although, the more | think about it, it is more reasonable to
assumethat they are Smply afraid that we can summon aid from the various armies of Chaos."

"What about your 'most likely' scenario? Y ou didn't say what it was.”
"Sorry. | thought it was obvious from context.”
"Mateit more obvious."

"We could sdlect which faction among the Olympiansto help, and use our powers or position to set one
of them on the throne of Heaven. Once there is a strong leader, an army, and whatever esethe
Olympians need to fend off an attack from Chaos, we are no longer an issue in any way. Then we can go
home"

"And if we are not willing to help the Olympians maim and murder each other? That iswhat we are
talking about. War ismurder, king-sized.”

"If we are not willing to help the Olympian civil war, thereisdwayslife. Life on Earth. We may have
more than one Earth to choose from, if Vanity's boat does what she saysit does. Thereisaso the
possihility that Vanity can go home; her Situation is not exactly parald to ours (if my understanding of the
Stuation isaccurate, which, | admit, it may not be)."

| looked around at the wide swimming pool below our balcony, at the windows and bal conies around us,
the tastefully appointed corridors | could see, the chambers and shops beyond that. | smiled and said,
"Life on Earth does not sound that bad to me, considering—."

| turned to him and |eaned forward on the table, and said, "What are your dreams, Victor? What do you
want to do with your life on Earth?'

Helooked alittle surprised at the change of topic, but he answered, "I think | want what al young men
want: awife, ahome, and afamily.”

| had to smile at that. " The average young man wants a harem, a beer, and a pot of gold, or maybe a
race car."

"And how would you know what the average young man wants?'
"I've never heard any young man say he wantsahome.”
"And you've met so very, very many young men..."

"I know. | know what the average young man wants.”



"And what does he want?'

"He wants the egg of the Roc. He wantsto find the lost city of EI Dorado in the Amazon. He wantsto
ride the decks of aman-o0-war and give the pirates blast for blast, even while the scuppersfill with
blood. He wantsto plant the flag upon the desert sands of Mars, and leave the first footsteps of Man
upon that frigid, rust-red world. He wants to cross blades with Cyrano de Bergerac and match him
rhymefor rhyme, blow for blow, parry, riposte, and counterparty! He wantsto day the dragon. He
wantsthe Mogt Holy Grall."

"So | takeit al men are unhappy and frustrated, except for Sir Perciva, Saint George, and maybe John
Carter of Barsoom and Captain Horatio Hornblower, right? |s there anything € se men want?'

| looked a him from under my lashes. "There are other things aman wants. He wants Sophia L oren and
the Queen of Sheba and Helen of Troy and Marilyn Monroe in alittle white dress, her skirtsblown up
around her knees."

"I would add Joe DiMaggio and Mendausto my list of non-unhappy men, except that, as| recdl, things
did not turn out so well for either of them. Once these men have Helen of Troy, do you know what they
expect to do with her? Even Paristook her back hometo live with him. | think you are describing what
AmdiaWindrosewantsin life, not most men. How would you know what anyone else in the world
wants, but you?'

"I've read books."

"The books we read in school ? | am not sure they are a representative sample. The young men in those
books divide into three camps: those who want to defeat Napoleon at the battle of Borodino; those who
want to defeat the Persans at Marathon; and those who wish to live lives of temperate virtue, untroubled
by the clamor of the senate and Ieft in peace by the spies of Caesar. Un-less you want to talk about the
playswe read, also? All the Shakespeare comedies end in mass marriages. So don't tell me men don't
think about marriage. What isthe first thing Romeo and Juliet did?"

"Achilles chose a short and glorious life rather than along one. He was ahero.”

Victor said in asaturnine voice, "Among al your heroes and demigods, Amelia, you seem to forget that
Odysseus was doing nothing but trying to get hometo hiswife and kid, and Aeneaswastrying to find a
new home for himself and his people. And they were men, heroes, some would say, more heroic than
Achilles, by along shot. The whole poem was about nothing but hislack of self-control.”

"Sowhat isyour god inlife, redly, Victor?'

"All living organisms desire to reproduce. It is programmed into us at afundamenta level. Likewise,
thoughts form 'memes or sdlf-replicating menta viruses. They desire to be passed on dso. A stable
environment, afamily, in fact, isthe only way to pass one's memes and genes dong.”

"That sounds sooo romantic. A robot factory manufacturing another robot factory.”
"What isyour god?"

"l havefound my cdling inlife. It isto spend as much timein aJacuzzi as possible. Like Socrates, | want
tolivealife of reflection and virtue. | just want to be warm and wet while | am doing it.”

"Very Epicurean of you. Y ou have another two days of such alife. | assume you have thought beyond
thet point?'



Actudly, I hadn't. Why does Victor ways make mefed so stupid?
"Twodays... 7' | sad.

"Well," he said sardonicaly, "thistrip isareckless expense, and we are dmost drained of the absurd
amount of money Mr. ap Cymru gave you. | did not know it at the time when Vanity picked this boat to
hitch ahike on; | would have objected. We should have found atramp steamer.”

"What'swrong with thisboat?"

"Nothing, were we not paupers. | am sure our enemies have not found us smply because their brains
would not accept the ideathat the first thing we would do with the only real money we have ever had in
our livesisblow it dl on one pleasure cruise.”

"Arewe out of money? Nearly out or al out?'
Victor let out aloud laugh when | asked that. He actualy dapped his knee and laughed.
| said, "What is so funny!"

Victor pressed hislipstogether to smother hislaugh, but hiseyes till twinkled. "Yes, Amelia, we are
nearly out of money."

"Was | supposed to know that? Y ou are the one keeping the envelope in your jacket!"

"Actualy, | dtered my skin to make awatertight pocket, likeamarsupid. | am keeping the envelopein
my pouch. And yes, you were supposed to know that. | assumed you could do math."

"What are we going to do?"' | asked, eyeswide.
Hegamiled. "Get jobs"

"| am afraid that something as glamorous as the film actress career Vanity has her heart set on might
attract the attention of the enemy. It is, of course, her risk to take. | was experimenting last night with
using amolecular Seve method to collect gold out of seawater. That might tide us over until | canfind a
more promising career.”

| said, "l don't think you can own gold in America. Franklin Roosevet took it al away, or something.”

"Hmph. And it advertisesitsaf asafree country. It is supposed to be this great paragon of the free
market. The subjects there cannot own money?'

"They have paper money."

"An oxymoron. Paper is|OUs never intended to be repaid. Only metd ismoney. Well, | will haveto find
something elseto do.”

"Likewhat?'

"Dig ditches. Draw water. Chop wood. Tote barges. Lift bales. Y ou know: work. The capacity to move
mass over distance. Work."

"Hmmm... Doesn't sound very gppedling. Isthere any job | can get that does not require moving out of



the Jacuzzi?!

"I can think of two, playwright and Playboy model, depending on whether you are willing to have people
photograph you in the water as you bathe. Come on, Amelia. We are not redly British. We do not have
to look down our noses at honest labor.”

"Digging ditchesisnot my ideaof abright future.”

"Those who work are free. There are only three categories of nonproductive people: babies, beggars,
robbers."

"| till do not want to dig ditches.”

"What do you want, then?'

"l want to bethefirst girl on Mars.”

"Without moving out of the Jacuzzi? That will be afeat”

"How much money isleft?"

"Why do you ask?'

"I want to spend some of it beforeit is gone.”

He laughed. | was beginning to think | liked Victor better before he was so happy and at ease.

| said crosdy, "1 have not ever seenit! | have not spent adime. Vanity wasin Paris; | haven't bought
anything in the shops here on the ship. | didn't even rent the skateswe are wearing; you did! Don't | get a
cut of the money?!

Hisflesh rippled, and apair of lipsformed near hisbely button. He stuck his hand into the lips and pulled
out an envelope.

He passed it to me. "It'sdl yours."
| said, "What? Only onefifth of thisismine”

Victor said, "How do you figurethat? Y ou got it from gp Cymru. None of usdid anything to get it. Asfar
as| am concerned, that isyour property. | was only holding it because you handed it to me to count
when we were standing on the dock, and then Mr. Glum attacked.” Victor could count faster than any of
us

| said, "Wdll, I'm ceding it to the group. Four fifths of it. No, | don't even need that much. | guesswell
have to rent aroom in New Y ork when we get there, won't we?"

Victor jumped to hisfeet, damming his hand down atop the envelope. He stood, looming over the table.
| shrieked and flinched backwardsin my chair, shouting, "What? What? What isit?'

But he was not looking a me. Face blank, his eyeswere scanning left and right, right and | ft.

Hesad, "Thereis something invisblein theimmediate area. | hopeit is Colin. Calin... ?*

No answer.



Victor opened histhird eye. The metd orb, shining, came out of a seam on hisforehead. Blue sparks
began to glow in hisdepth, brighter and brighter as the nested spheres began to align their irises, one after
another...

| looked in the fourth dimension. A web of spider-lines? No; it wasn't there, But had | seenit for a
moment?

Colin appeared, right hand curled around hisleft index finger, twisting the ring collet-out. "Okay, okay,
smart guy. Y ou got me. Put your eyeball away before someone seesit.”

Victor closed histhird eye. "Don't play tricks. We are about to be attacked by people who want to kill
usrather than capture us."

"Sorry. But you guys are the ones who told me not to go around attracting attention. On account of |
don't have aticket, see?'

"By not attracting attention, | meant stop pulling the ice sculptures of mermaids off the buffet tablesand
watzing with them."

"My date walked out on me. Arewe going to divvy up theloot?"

"If Amdiasaysitisokay. Mysdf, | think we should pool our resources. | doubt if thisisenough to rent a
room, even a poor one."

"Oh, come on!" said Colin. "Americaisarich country. They are not going to let people sarve there! |
mean, Margaret Thatcher's not running the place, is she?'

| put my hand on Victor's hand, saying, "I'll be happy to dig ditcheswith you, if you want, Victor.
Anything is better than being ababy, abum, or arobber.” | favored Colin with adark look.

Victor said, "How long were you ligening, Colin?"

Colin said, "Keeping secrets from me? | heard you guys talking about not being able to go back home.”
Colin returned my dark look and made it darker. " Or was this one of those mixed doubles things, where
the fifth guy from the hotbox doesn't get to play?"

| said, "Maybe absolute power does corrupt absolutely. What are you going to do for aliving when we
get to the States? Be the world's greatest pickpocket? Walk through girls shower rooms? Strangle the
presdent?'

"With great power comes grest responsibility,” said Colin earnestly. "1 will dedicate mysdif to ridding the
world of evil! I will use my great powers of invishility to fight crime! Maybe | can catch the Catwoman. |
sure as hell am not going to end up waiting tablesfor tips. That isyour future, you know, Dark Mistress.

Or should | say: Dark Waitress."

"l dont think s0," | said haughtily.

Colin grinned one of hisdimier grins. ™Y eah? What marketable skills did Boggin teach you in that fine
school we just fled from?”

| stared a him in Slence, unableto think of anything to say.

Colin said, "Maybe you can recite the Iliad in Greek on a street corner and leave ahat out for people to
drop dimesinto. 'Of wrath sing, oh goddess...!"



"We learned other things..." | said, pouting.

"Agtronomy? Thereisbig money in caculating the orbit of Jupiter usng Ptolemy's Almagest these days.
Philosophy? Get yoursdlf a cardboard sign: Will think for food. Y ou'll be on the dolewith mein no time.
Then we can have our argument about Margey Thaicher again.”

Victor put the envelope of money into my hand. "Don't Sarve yet. | sill say thisisyours, not ours. If you
want to split it up once we are dl together, fine."

Colin sad, "That should be in about one minute. Quentin sent me to go get you. He was playing around
with calculating the orbit of Jupiter in hexadecimas, and he was using asystem in that book of his.
Apparently there are four more planetsin the dream world than there are here, and he can get better
resultsif he takes their motionsinto account, too. Anyway, tonight isthe night.”

Victor said, "Inwhat way? The night for what?'
Argh! Victor isso dow sometimes. | said, "Vesuvius eruptstonight.”

Colin gave me an odd look. "No. Not at dl. The attack is coming tonight. We are going to be attacked.
What isdl thisabout Vesuvius?'

Colinisdower.

1

Vanity was with Quentin in the cabin when we arrived. Quentin was seated cross-legged on thefloor,
wearing adark operacape of rich materid. It was an article of clothing | had not seen before; | assume it
was a Paris acquigition. He had histarot cards spread out in ahaf-circle before him, ong with two
candles, hiswhite gaff, awineglass, a stegk knife.

Vanity was seated on the couch. She had gathered some of her clothes and mine, and was moving things
from apile on her |eft to apile on her right. Some of the boys clothes were there, too, as well as some of
the camping gear, scuba gear, and climbing gear we had brought aong, or bought aong the way.

Thefirg thing shesaid was, "I'll bet it'sthering. Hand it over, Colin."

Coalin, at the door, said, "The precious? Our birthday present!? | gave it to this German chick | found
despinginthemiddle of acircleof fire__ Kidding! Just kidding! Hereit is. | knew the damn thing was
bugged when you gave it to me. Good old expendable Colin!™

He pulled it off hisfinger and tossed it acrossthe air to Vanity.
Victor followed Colin into the room. "Why did you think the ring was bugged?'

Colin sad, "Because | was listening when Quentin explained how magic works. In order for the
Olympians to curse someone, that someone has to do something wrong. Well, stedling aring iswrong.
Mr. Glum gtole it from Mrs. Wren; he said that to Amdia, right?"

Quentin looked up from his cards. "Right and wrong have nothing to do with it. It hasto do with
obligations being kept or violated. It hasto do with rules being broken or not broken. Being in debt.
Owing afavor. Any rule. Therulesdon't haveto befair; they just haveto berules. For example: in
Amdias story, Sam the Drayman got cursed with amnesia by Corns. | assume the rule Sam broke isthat
mortals are not supposed to look at gods.”



Vanity (who was, | assume, still annoyed at how Sam had been treated) said sharply, "When wasthat a
rule? Who made that arule? Where are these rules written?'

Quentin looked alittle puzzled, asif he had never thought of those questions before. "1 don't know. But
the sanctity of the godsiswell established in literature. Paris, by asking the three goddessesto strip for
him, committed an offense that cursed and destroyed his home city of Troy. Actaeon wasturned into a
stag and eaten by his own houndsfor gazing a Artemis bathing. Moses could only look at the rear of
God. There are other examples.”

Colin flopped down on the divan next to Vanity and picked up a peach-colored satin brafrom the pile,
and looked at it speculatively. "Maybe God just had areal nice butt, and wasn't too happy about his
face. Y ou know."

Quentin put thering on apiece of paper on the floor in front of him, and began inscribing, with compass
and straightedge, a pentacle around the ring on the paper. | saw histongue protruding alittle from the
corner of hismouth.

Quentin said to Colinin amild tone, "Maybe you should not talk about things you know nothing about,
Cdlin."

"Yeah, well, then I'd never get to say anything, would I?* Colin said.
Vanity snatched the braout of hishands. "That'swhat wedl pray for."

Colin dropped hisvoiceinto an intimate tone: "At night? In your nighties? On your knees? Y ou're praying
for meto do what again?"

Victor iffly sat in the chair opposite them. "I know what she was praying for, Colin. If | could have
prayed and gotten God to come walk into the dorm and shut you up at lights out, | might not be the
atheist | am today."

Quentin looked up from hisdiagram. "Isthat dl it would take to turn you from a skeptic into a pious man,
Victor?| agreethat it would have been amiracle of Biblica proportionsto get Colin to settle after dark.
But | dwaysthought you would not believe in any superior beings, even if you saw them.”

Victor said, "Define 'believe.’ If the Martians of Mr. H. G. Welslanded in their tripods tonight, and
gtarted wiping out thingswith their heat ray, | would believe in superior nonhuman beings. They would
exist. But | would not bend knee to them, nor to any other creature, superior or not, no matter what his
thrests.”

"What if he were morally superior?”
"Then he would not be the bloodthirsty maniac described in the Jewish folk tales, would he?!

Colin gestured at Quentin with an airy wave of the hand. "Well, well, when did Big Q become a
Chrigian? Isthis the same fellow who woke me up &t four thirty in the morning last May Day to go comb
dew off of ahawthorn tree with asickle he had me steal from Mr. Glum's shed? | don't remember that
from the Common Book."

Quentin was frowning down &t his piece of paper, tracing aline dong aruler. He spoke absentmindedly,
without looking up: "I am not one or the other. | go where the True Science leads me. | doubt either
neopagan or Christian would admit this, but the two traditions are the same, one growing from the other.
Themyth of Chrigt isthe same asthe fable of Adonis, except that the Chrigtian tales have the stern moral
flavor and intellectual depth that the Neoplatonists, Stoics, and the late Roman writers added to them. Al



talesareonegrandtae.”

He straightened up from where he had been hunched over thering. "L et me attempt ademonstration.
Amdia, if you will shut off thelights... ? No onetak; the spirits and aery humors rel eased by your
bresth, not to mention the ambient charge on any names, words, or symbolsyou might express, will
disturb the pattern of influences | am trying to establish. If Amdiagartsto talk, somebody kiss her.”

"l amonit!" said Colin, beginning to get up.
"Never youmind," said Victor.

| had walked in the front door with the rest of them, and had not yet taken a seat. Asit chanced, | was
standing near where Victor sat at his ease.

| stood there, blinking, caught between hope and wonder, doubting my ears. What had Victor just said?

Victor reached up from where he sat and, without asking, without even the dightest qualm, took me by
the hand and steered me over in front of him. He put both his hands on my hips and pulled me down to
gton hisknee.

| think Victor said something like, "Carry on," or maybe Colin made awry comment, but | could not hear
anything clearly. My heart was pounding in my ears, and | was afraid to turn around, asif maybe Victor
would vanishif | turned to look at him, or it would all fade into adream. Or, worse, hed look a me asif
| werehissiger.

But he kept his hands on my hips. Firm, strong hands. | could fed how warm they were.

| sat there feeling pleased and foolish, wondering if | should lean back againgt him, if | dared. | missed
what happened next, because | wasn't paying attention.

Therewas anoise like the chime of abell, and | was not sure where it came from. Vanity waved her
hand at Quentin and dapped hersdf on the neck. Bugs. Something was listening.

| had the impression that Quentin had just asked a question. Something or someone in the room
answered him, because a shy, unearthly voice murmured very softly: "I am the hate of the voiceless
wound; | am the blood which is not alayed; | am the silence of the broken word; | am the trust betrayed.
Erichtho laid her curse on Echidnas son, and took the ghost of hisleg away; dl other wounds of his
knew how to close; the knowledge was lost; what was marred was to be marred for forever and aday.”

Vanity dapped herself on the neck again, looking worried.

| looked into the higher dimensions and saw bundles of mora energy issuing to and from thering. At right
anglesto dl other right angles was afigure surrounded by the laws of nature of the dream continuum. It
seemed to be acorpse, taller than ahuman being, clad al in bronze armor, and resting in astrange coffin,
which was shaped in the form of ahollow brass horse.

Quentinsad, " Ave et Vale"

Thefigurein the armor turned and looked at me, asif he could see my eyes, despite that | waslooking
from another dimension; he started to raise agauntlet toward me, asif to speak, but at that same
moment, the hollow brass horse cameto life, and galloped away, with the corpse rattling and banging
back and forth in the hollow vessd of its chest. It sounds perhaps comica to think of aman rattling
around in ahorse's hollow chest, but there was something so horrible, and so hel pless, and so sad about
ital, that | turned my higher eyes away before | could see more.



Quentin said, "Demondtration over. Y ou guys can tak again.”

| was aware only of asinking sensation. | had missed my opportunity.
Why hadn't | started to talk out of turn?

2.

Therewas abrief discussion. | described the spirit | saw, and Quentin gave the opinion that thiswas the
ghost of the original owner of the ring. Who or what it was, he could not guess.

Vanity confirmed that the ghost had been the only thing looking at or aware of us—except when he said
the name Echidna. Vanity said, " At the moment that name was spoken, something very old and very
powerful turned and looked at us. It is coming now."

Even as she said those words, fat drops of rain began to spatter against the portholes of our cabin. Inthe
distance, aswollen red sun, balanced between low clouds and the dark western horizon of the sea, was
being blotted up by thunderheads.

Quentin looked worried, and ashamed. "Maybe there were more precautions | should have taken. Isthis
officidly an emergency?1'd like Victor to bein charge.”

There werefour votes for aye. Colin had not raised his hand.

| said to him sharply, "Is there some other candidate you'd like to propose?’ My tone, | suppose, was
less polite than it should have been, because | thought he was angling for the position of leader himself.

Colin, douched like a panther at rest over the arm of the divan, regarded me with alazy, mocking stare:
"l just thought the Dark Mistress had done such a fine job before——Are you canvassing for avote for
Vic, Amdia?

What are you offering? I'll make it unanimous, if | get to have the blondein my Iap next time around. ..
No? Fine. Who am | to break with tradition, though... ?' Heraised his hand anyway.

Quentin said, "Leader, I'd like to do areading on the influences from the middle air and the upper aether.
Unfortunately, | dready know from Vanity that there are actudly spirits of some sort, princes of the air
and darkness, who react when | read, and go somewhere and do something to fetch the answersto my
questions.”

Victor sad, "Y ou are thinking it might attract more attention?”

"Well, if | were Boggin, and | had the winds at my command, 1'd have them watching the princes of the
middle air. Why should it be impossible for spiritsto spy on each other?!

Victor said, "Thisisyour area of expertise. Make a suggestion.”

Quentin started gathering his cards up off the floor. "L eader, two days of reading one book does not
make me an expert.”

"But you have anidea."

"But | have an idea. We take Colin'sring; we have Amelialook aong these ropes or webs she seemsto
be able to see, we have you denature them—demagnitize them, as you call it, not the wholering, but just
one after another—to i solate which strands represent which obligations or which senseimpressions.
Colin can add back in any influences you drive out—adding ‘energy,’ as he callsit. With each strand, as



weturnit off and turn it back on, Vanity tellsusif anyoneiswatching us. | do areading with my cards
meanwhile. We seeif we can fine-tuneit. Fine-tunethering. If we areredly clever about it, we may be
ableto havetheinvighility cast itsinfluence dl the way around me doing areading. Y ou see my idea?'

Colin said, "Whoever the people are you are getting your information from, turn them invisible, so that
Bog-gin's spies can't see them doing whatever it isthey do when they answer your questions. Right?"

"Right."

"What if | cannot turn on what Victor turns off?'

"Then thering is broken and worthless to us, and we have destroyed a grest treasure for no purpose.”
Colin shrugged and nodded, and said to Victor, "Isthere adownside to this, leader-man?”’

Victor said, "If we attract the attention of Boggin or the other Olympians, the worst that will happenis
they might send some force to protect usfrom the lethd attack which is coming. And, by hypothesis, they
aready have such aforcein place, and dready have us under some sort of observation that Vanity
cannot detect; therefore we lose nothing by this. No. Thereis no downside, aside from the value of the
ring itsdf, and the generd risks, if any, associated with Quentin showing command-symbolsto the
electromagnetic entities he calls spirits”

Vanity said, "l don't seewhy it can work at al. Only the ring-bearer turnsinvisible. How do you project
it onto someone else?"

Colinsad, "Step on them.”
"I'm serious.”

Colinsaid, "So am |. That ring is thorough. When you wear it, nobody sees footprints you makein the
water puddlesin the girls locker room, or seesthe shower water deflected from your body. Nobody
seesthe water digplacement when you dip naked into acrowded Jacuzzi. No one hears the noises you
make when you bump into something. Now, if you pick something up, like an envelope full of money, a
person who notices details, like Victor, or whose brain ishard to fool, will spot you.”

Vanity sad, "Wereyou redly in the girls locker room?”

Coalinrolled hiseyes. "What? Do you think | was staring at al the old wrinkled hagsthey have here on
thistrip—yeech! But you understand what the logic of the ring hasto be? If the ring-bearer can makeit
so that you do not notice sound waves coming out of my mouth, | don't see (if you'll pardon that
expresson) why it can't mask someone who talks back to me. If you hear them, you'll know I'm around.
How isthat different from dl the other cluesthat | am around it is erasing, such aslight photons bouncing
off me?1 don't go blind when | put thisthing on, you know. | must be casting a shadow.”

Victor said, "Let ustry Quentin's experiment, then. He may be able to generate additiond information,
which may enable usto survive the coming attack.”

| said, "But they are not bugging the ring, then? | wasn't sure | understood what the ghost of the first
owner said.”

Quentin held up thering. "Mr. Glum had aright to thisring. It wasawergild. Mrs. Wren cursed hisleg so
that he could not fix it—haven't you seen Colin smply shrug off morta wounds, broken wings, thingslike
that? But her enchantments trumped his psionics. She did him wrong by doing thet. In retdiation, Glum

golethis. At aguess, it would seem, that in the spirit world, two wrongs do make aright. Shal wetry my



experiments? Ladies? Gentlemen?'
Unfortunately, that meant | had to get up off of Victor'slap.
3.

The storm grew. The Queen Elizabeth |1 was so mighty aship, her draft so huge, that she did not even
dacken her speed when fifty-meter waves began to pound against her side, and gale-force winds blew
nearly solid sheets of screaming rain across her decks. The captain informed the passengersthat the
hatchesto the deck were being chocked, and no one would be permitted up on deck till the storm blew
over. But within our stately cabin, therewas no roll, no pitch, no sensation of motion. The vessel was
samply too largefor any storm to disturb her serenity.

But it was loud. Even through the decks and bulkheads, we could hear the sound, the outrageous sound
of it, asif avoice of infinite strength and endless hate screamed and roared and yelled one long insane
ydl, never pausing for bregath.

Our cabin portalswere black circles. They might have been windows looking into an airless coffin, for all
thelight they shed. There was no sign of my far horizon, my horizon aswide asthe sea. It was asif the
portholes had been bricked over.

4.

We spent two hours investigating what turned out to be a dead end. After about forty tries, we knew
twoscore ways to cast a spdll to read the stars which could easily be detected by someone with Vanity's

power.

At the end of that time, Quentin had covered about threescore sheets of paper with pentacles and
hexagrams and septagons and octograms, and had burnt out hislast wax candle. He looked up at Victor
and said, That isabout all | can do. If there was anyone bugging the stars, they heard us talking to them,
and they know what we asked."

Y ou would think, after dl that, we would have gotten forty astrological charts worth of information. But
apparently, for real magicians, consulting the stars was a business as complex asthe radar, radar-beam
deception and counterdeception, radar-jamming, jam-breaking, and anti-jam breaking techniques of the
electronic espionage of World War I1.

"Hereiswhat we now know," Quentin summarized hisresults. "The atacker is coming by sea, coming
from adark place where the stars never shine, and of which the stars know nothing. It is not the
Olympians. It is someone who intendsto kill one or more of us. It is not a Maenad—which might be
ggnificant, if Lamiaisno longer traveling with the Maenads. It isdefinitely afemae or females”

Colinsad, "Or aguy indrag.”

"Well, yes. Or an effete male. It is someone older than the established universe, or, at least, older than the
gars, since the stars know no birthdate or nativity constellation for the attacker or attackers. She intends
to kill many people, including any humans around us. She or they is carrying atalisman of great power
with her. | should say 'she or they,' | suppose, sinceit could be aband of women, for example, amazons
or something.”

Quentin had written thisal out on alittle steno note-

book he was using to write down lessons from his dream grimoire. Now he flipped the pages shut with a
sgh. "And, if our stars are being bugged, they know we know. The stars are aso betting on the other



sde, and they give us about sixteen-to-one odds.”

Colin looked up when he said that. ™Y ou are kidding about that last part, right? The stars don't redlly bet,
dothey?'

Quentin said, "Not the stars per se, but the mesoaetherians do—the princes of the middle air. They dso

cheat on their bets, and send omens and signsto people to change the odds of one fate winning out over
another. That'swhy most omens are so vague—if the mesoaetherians are caught, they can dwaysclam

they were not redlly trying to tell the humans things humans are not supposed to know. What's the word

from your spy noves, Colin?'

"Plausble denigbility."

"Anyway, among the many other illegd things my friends do, they gamble on human suffering and the
outcomes of wars and natural disasters. | told you they were like Mafia people.”

| raised my hand.

Quentin pointed a me. "Yes? A question?”’

"No," | said, feding tired. "I wasonly indicating that it was me. | wasthe one you said that to."
"Oh. | told Amelia. Mafiapeople.”

Victor said to Vanity, "Vanity, cal your boat. How long will it take to get here from Antarctica?"

Vanity looked surprised, asif she had been caught unprepared for a pop quiz. "1—I don't—how would |
know that? She might be on the far sde of the Antarctic. | don't know her top speed. Y ou do know
Coruswarned Ameiathat they can tell when | cal my boat?"

Victor nodded. "But the people watching the boat, Mestor and Boggin and his crew, want to keep us
aivea al costs, and the people coming for us now want us dead.”

Quentin looked down at hisdiagrams. "They want everybody dead.”
Victor said, "What's that?"

Quentin passed him a sheet of paper covered with zodiacal symbols and crabbed mathematica
caculations. "Not just us. Everyone. They want everyone dead.”

Colin sad, "Everyone on the ship?'

| spoke up. "I think he means everyone everyone. The whole enchilada. All living things that bresthe.
Lamiatold Quentin her master wants to start the last war, the Armageddon, between Cosmos and
Chaos, remember? They want the stars torn down and the dome of the sky to collapse.” And, before
Victor could object that the sky was not literally adome, | added, "They want to crack the planet like an
egg and make an omdlet, trigger anovain Sol. That sort of thing.”

Quentin Sghed again.
Vanity leaped to her feet. "Oh my goodness!”
Colinsad, "What isit?'

Victor sad, "'Is someone watching us?'



Vanity said, "l didn't get achanceto finish checking al our stuff! There might be abug, just aphysica
bug somewhere, planted on us. | never finished looking!"

Victor had atiff look to hisface. | would not have recognized that look even alittle while ago, but in my
heart | knew what it was. Leaders who make bad decisions get that look. Leaders who think they may
have endangered the lives entrusted to them. But what could he have done differently? We had needed
Vanity in here to help with Quentin's experiment, which, had it worked, might have told usthe nature of,
or how to escape from, the coming danger.

Victor said, "Go look through our possessions. Prioritize your investigation. Check the things we got from
Parislast. Anything that the enemy touched or handled is suspect. Anything we took from their hands,
or.."

Colin said, "Passports. Money. The things Amdiagot from ap Cymru.”
Vanity said, "l checked mine..."

Wedl passed our papers over to Vanity, and | included the envelope of money. Vanity closed her eyes
and began shuffling through the passports dowly.

| jJumped up. It was obvious. So obvious. | said, "It can't be the passports. Those came from ap Cymru.
Heiswith the Olympiand It's not the Olympians attacking—Quentin just found that out! It's the dress!
My wedding dress!"

Colin said, "What wedding dress? Did you guys hear some story no one bothered to tell me?”

| was running toward my room. Over my shoulder, | shouted back to them, "It's not Lamiaattacking. It's
not Lamia It's—"

At that moment, even over the mindless roar of the storm, we heard the hideous, tormented,
long-drawn-out shriek and rumble of metal plates, vast and heavy meta plates, grinding and twisting,
being torn, buckling under unimaginable, titanic pressure.

The deck hedled over at aforty-five degree angle. | dipped and fell to the carpet. The divan was bolted
to the deck, but the pile of clothes boxes atop it was not; fabric and cardboard and scented crepe paper
fell over my face. | heard crashes behind me asthe bottles did out of the wet bar and clattered to the
floor. Our televison, our luxurious televison, toppled from its stland and fell with anoise of shattering
gass

"I'm not paying for that," said Colin, who was facedown on the deck.

An darm hooted through the ship. | heard tumbling crashes, shouts, and screams of darm and panic
ringing from the other cabins and staterooms.

"That fdt like we hit aniceberg,” said Quentin, from somewhere behind me.
Thelightsin the cabin flickered and went dark. It was black as pitch. There were no lights anywhere.

"No," | said, raisng my voiceto be overheard above therisng wail of mixed peopl€'s voices crying out
from the cabins around us, the hoots and klaxons or various alarms. "It's Echidna. Grendd's mom. She's
pulled the ship off course.”

5.



Y dlow emergency lights spluttered and came on. As soon as the ship was done with her sharp-angled
turn, the deck went flat again. The captain's voice, immensely amplified, rang from loudspeskers, telling
the passengersthat the ship was till afloat, urging them to be cam. "We may have caught up againgt an
obgtruction. We are investigating the cause..."

| was looking through, or, rather, "past" the decks and bulkheads and hull of the ship.
Victor said, "Do you see what's happening?

| said: "Thewater isdark, but, when she grabbed the kedl of the ship, therewas aflash like
emeradd-green lightning igniting the water in the seafor amoment. She hastransparent flukeslike an ed
and agting in her tail like ascorpion sting. | can see the shape of her arms and hands, and the cloud of
her long hair asit streams back. She had just ripped away the rudders and propeller of the ship; they
were tumbling in the water around her. Her faceis very beautiful, but pale and terrible.

"Thereis something else: ahead of us, at right anglesto thisnorma continuum, is another time-space,
intersecting. Theintersection takes place aong atubelike zone of discontinuity. Where the tube meetsthe
water, thereisacircle of ocean whose inner natureis dightly different than that of our world. Directly
below thiscircle of water is an undersea mountain with aflat top; there isacourtyard and atemple atop
thisflat area, and lights shining in the windows of the temple. In the courtyard isasailor, tied upside down
to apogt, with hiseyestorn out. The remainsof asailor. It isabout fifty fathoms down. That iswhere she
istaking us. We are going to be passing over that position.”

There wasamoment of slence while Victor absorbed this information. Everyone looked blanched and
grangein the harsh glare of the emergency lights.

Colinsad, "Orders, Leader? And let me just take this moment to say, | hope the words 'run away'
apped’ somewhere in the commands you are about to baric: out. And | think | speak for al the parts of
my presently unkilled body when | say this."

Victor said dowly, There may be complicating factors. Thisisn't Lamia. Grendel's mother may be here
samply to kill the human beings aboard. If we are obligated to risk or sacrifice our livesto savethe
morta's, we cannot run away."

Colin quirked his mouth to one side. "Hmph. Sacrifice lives. | did notice the words 'run away' did appear
inthe orders, but not exactly in the word order | would have wanted..."

"Enough chatter. The question may be moot,” Victor said, frowning. He looked at Vanity.

Shesad, "l can't tell how far away my boat isl She heard mewhen | called; | can tell she cantdll wherel
am and sheis coming, but I don't know any more than that"

Victor turned to Quentin. "If thisis Grendd's mother, and she operates on his paradigm—that isthe
psionic paradigm, right? The inspiration paradigm? Quentin, you are supposed to be able to trump that
paradigm. Can you summon up or banish the inspiration energies, the power source, sheisusng?'

| said softly, "I know what it is. The inspiration. Sheis coming to build another pile of skullsin her garden
behind her house.”

Quentin said, "Let me seewhat | can do. Incanto sanctum circumque” He tapped hiswand on the
ground and asoft, pearly light issued from onetip. He held it out at arm'slength and waved it around his
head. The pearly light drew aclearly visbleline of light into a perfect circle around him. A ring of pure
light hung, floating, inthe air at about the leve of his shoulders, serene, luminous, wonderful. It was one of



the coolest things | had ever seen.

Quentin took out ahand mirror and placed it on the carpet between his feet. He lowered his head and
dared down at it, muttering: " Sator Arepo Tenet Opera Rotas..."

Victor turned to Vanity. "Either to fight, or to flee, or to find your vessel, we will have to get up on deck.
All thenormal passageways and hatches were locked after the storm reached hurricane proportions.
L ook for another way out.”

Vanity said doubtfully, "I don't think people build secret passageways on boats.”
"L ook for one nonetheless.

There was noise from the corridor. | could hear voices, calm, loud, authoritative. It sounded asif agang
of the ship's staff were going from door to door, reassuring people and asking if anyone needed help.

Victor said, "Amédlia, keep an eye on Echidna.”
Vanity yelped. " She can hear it. When you say her name!™

Victor said camly to therest of us, "No one say her name again. Say 'fishmonger.

Victor stepped over to the door. When the officers knocked, he called out that everything wasfinein
here. | did not see whatever energy or particle-beam left his body and flashed through the door at them,
but | sensed its utility to Victor, and itsinterna nature. Glassy-eyed, the men turned and continued on
down the corridor.

Victor looked over his shoulder. "Progress?’
Colinsaid, "I an doing awholefat ot of nothing here.”

Vanity said, "Found it. Theair duct. For some reason, they built it large enough to crawl through. You
would think they'd only make it wide enough to let air pass, wouldn't you? But hereit is."

Vanity had her head halfway into a square hole which had opened in the wall above the wet bar. With a
click, eectric lights came on in the hole, and shone around her body. "Thereisaswitch,” shesaid.

| said, "Something is distorting space-time. That underseamountain isno longer far away. Now itis
amost directly underfoot. We are about to passinto the intersection zone."

Colinlooked at the porthole, asif to see outside.
Blackness pressed up against the glass. The roaring waves of rain best atattoo on the glass.

A whisper came from the light-encircled Quentin. It sounded like hisvoice, asif hewere doing
ventriloquism. His voice seemed to be coming from the mirror a hisfeet. | could senseit was useful to
someone other than Quentin, that voice, and itsinterna nature was dien to thistime-space.

"Death, painful degth, isdl fate holdsin store; some will diefor want of air, somefor terror, hunger and
despair. Degth if you gpproach her, one or many, of your four. And yet among your number there are
five. Let her return what she has stolen, and shemay yet returna...”

Colin cried out and put his hands up asif to ward off ablow. The mirror at Quentin'sfeet cracked. The
mirror above the wet bar turned into a spiderweb of shatter lineswith anoise like agunshot. From the
bathroom, | dso heard tinkling glass and the clatter of faling shards.



The stone on Vanity's necklace gave off alancing green dazzle, like aflash of summer lightning. And she
shouted. Her shout was a shout of joy, however.

| turned to look at the bathroom, expecting to see the mirror broken there. But instead, walls and
surfaces blocked my view. For amoment, | was confused. How could amerely three-dimensional
surface prevent me from seeing "over” it? Then | squinted, letting out alow moan of fear and annoyance.
| had been girlified again. Three-dimensiondized. Ameliorated, so to speak.

Victor sad, "Report.”

Everyone started to talk at once.
Victor sad, "Oldest firgt."

| said, "Powers shut off.” Keep it brief.

Vanity said, "'l sensed what she did. We just passed over aboundary. It is so obvious! | should have
figured it out before! This necklace hasaboundary soneinit, just likethe green table, just like Boggin's
ring on histoe. All you are doing is attracting or deflecting the attention of whatever enforces the laws of
nature. That iswhy | can sense when people are paying attention to me, you see? Itisso | can dowhat |
do. That isthe principle the ships are built on; that iswhy they can read minds! | know how to do it now!
Thetrick | did with Bran's Head to turn peopl€'s powers off and on! | know how to do it!"

Victor said, "Do 0. Do it now."

Vanity said, "Well, | can't do it now. My power isoff. But if my power got turned back on, | could turn it
off. Other peopl€'s, too. Y ou have to be near aboundary for thisto work. Something decides where
boundariesare..."

Victor said, "Later, please. Colin?"

Colinsad, "I had adream while the voice was talking. Knowledge just came into my head out of
nowhere. Were you guys wondering what | am supposed to be ableto do, like Amelia seeing through
wallsand Victor seeing molecules and magnetic fields? | saw something with my heart. | saw the future.
Fishmonger is going to capsize the ship and trap an amount of ar init. Sheisgoing to pushiit to the
bottom. Sheis going to eat the people afew at atime. Sheisgoing to keep them aive, keep the air fresh,
for along, long time. Like acrab tank in the restaurant. | saw an old couple, lying inbedinan
upside-down room. | thought they were hugging each other. At firgt, | thought they werekissing. You
know, saying good-bye because they both knew they were both about to die. The old gal was aready
dead. The guy must have been very hungry because he was egting her face..."

Vanity said, "Ugh! Stop! No descriptions of canniba face-eating! No! Ugh!™

Colinsaid, "A lot morewill kill themselves, or each other. I1t's going to be pretty bad. Y ou know that
scene | never trandated right in the Odyssey? The one where Odysseus and his men aretrapped in a
cave by aman-eating Cyclopes? Okay. The fishmonger hereisfrom that same background story, see? It
will be pretty bad for the people.”

Quentin said, "The fishmonger must have pushed us over award, in addition to pushing the ship into
another sphere of redlity, because my friends al fled The one who was talking was one of the Dukes of
Hell, afarly influential fellow, and the largest spirit | had yet called up. | was going to use him to drive
away the influences controlling the fishmonger's powers. | waited too long. We could have won, and
been free. | wasn't expecting this. | didn't think our powers could just be shut down like that. The



undersea shelf we are passing over must be an arealike the school grounds back home. Kind of clever of
her, actudly.”

Colin bent, picked up one of the shards of the broken mirror, and, before anyone could stop him, he
drew the sharp point aong one arm, making a scratch and drawing blood.

"Gross" sid Vanity.

Colin then dropped the shard, passed his hand over the cut, and wiped the blood away. The scratch was
wiped awvay aswdll, and hisarm waswhole.

Colin looked up. "Leader, | can report my powers are fill on."
Victor sat down in achair, and bowed and put hisfacein his hands.
Wewered| slent, garing a him.

| had never seen Victor hesitate before. | had never seen him afraid.

The noisesin the background, the stir of the wind, the shouts of alarm from other cabins, grew dim.
Perhaps the storm was dying down, now that we were overtop the undersea mountain.

Victor raised his head, and hisface was pae and stern. He spoke in an even-toned and level voice:
"Either we have an obligation to save the human beings, or not. If not, we should run away. If we have an
obligation, then we cannot risk oursalves fighting a monster, because good evidence suggests our death
would immediately trigger an attack on Cosmos by Chaos, and entail the destruction of the Earth. There
are more people aboard Earth than are on this ship. The people here aboard ship, if they viewed the
meatter objectively, would agree that their sacrifice, in order to preserve the Earth, isareasonable
exchange. Logically, of course, these people aboard ship will perishin any case if Chaos destroys
Cosmos. In ether Stuation, whether we are obligated to defend the humans or not, logic suggests that we
should run and leave them to their fate."

| could fedl the blood draining out of my face. The others had strange, strained looks on their faces, too.
Colin waslooking particularly annoyed.

Victor continued, "A second factor, though, isthe fact that they rescued us. They did not know we were
not in any real, danger, but, nonetheless, the crew of this ship rescued, to the best of their ability, agroup
of us stranded in amotorboat. Asagenerd principle, in order to encourage the rescues of shipsat sea,
there must be an incentive rather than a disincentive attached. One incentive is that the rescued party
should operate according to areciproca standard, and perform such rescues as may be needed when
caled uponto do s0."

Hisvoicetraled off.
Colin said, "What does dl that goobledygook mean, Mein Fuhrer?'

Victor sad, "We must seeif thereis anything we can do without getting ourselveskilled, since getting
killed, so it seems, might entail the destruction of the Earth by Chaos. We have Colin turn into something
large enough to hold us al, something that swims or flies. If we cross back over the boundary we just
crossed, our powers may smply turn back on again; Quentin may be able to vanquish the fishmonger in
short order.”

| said, "In case | wasn't clear on how big she was, let me say again; Grendd's mother istwice aslong as
thisboat; thereis no way to get into the water without being right next to her. Asfor aflying thing, I'd be



aurprised if Colin could take off in thiswesther.”

Quentin said, "If we crossthe ward, and my friends return, | will not be able to send anything back
across the ward to where sheiswrapped around this ship. Wewill be able to save oursalves, but not this
ship. That isassuming Colin is able to change shape, carry usall, and get us across the ward—which
remainsto be seen.”

Colinsaid, "What if Colin quitsthe group?'
Aswhat he meant sank in, | felt asif | had been dapped. Quit the group?

Vanity looked too outraged to speak; | saw the fedling of betrayal and treason written on her features.
Quentin bowed his head dightly, turned to one side, hiding hisreaction.

Victor remained calm. "I hope you would do usthe courtesy of waiting till we are no longer in the middle
of anemergency.”

Colinsad, "l am not sure | want to bein agroup that is going to run off and leave thiswhole ship's
complement to die horrible, horrible deaths. What kind of people would that make us? I'd rather be dead
than be that kind of person.”

Quentin said softly, "And rather have the Earth destroyed in the process, too, | suppose.”

Colin barked a him, Y es! Why not? | am not responsible for what the folksin Chaosdo! | didn't sart
thiswar!”

The deck tilted dightly underfoot. Wedl felt it. After amoment, the deck righted itself.

The sensation would not have been strange for someonein asmaller boat. Boats aways rock when
someone climbs over thesde. A ship thissize, as steady as afortress even in the heaviest waves, would
not rock if any lesser creature climbed aboard. But Echidnawas not one of the lesser ones.

Victor said, "We have no time to debate, no time to come to a consensus. At the moment, you cannot
quit the group, since we arein the middle of an emergency. Itispossible, | admit, that my ordersare
ill-advised, or even wrong. Nonetheless, you will al obey them, promptly and without question, while the
emergency lagts.”

Colinsad, "And what if | just say, stuff it, and go off and fight the monster mysdlf, sinceno onedse
seemsto be ableto?"

Victor spread his hands: "It would be somewhat out of character for you."
Colin'sface turned red: "Areyou caling me acoward?’

Victor said calmly, "I mean, before now, you displayed great strength of character. Y ou have been, till
now, entirely devoted to the group, even to the extent that you committed acts of vandaism and
extraordinary disobediencein order to attract attention and pull punishments onto yourself which would
have otherwise fallen on other members of the group, especidly Amelia, who seemed not to notice your
sef-sacrifice. | thought it was obvious what you were doing. It showed that you were serious. Serious
about the group. Are you not serious anymore?’

Colinsad, "Wecan't just let dl these people get killed! They rescued us You said it yourself!™

"Nor can we dl go shooting off any whichway welike," said Victor.



For some reason, Colin looked at me when Victor said that. | redlized that | had not told Colin about the

episode when | would not obey orders during Grenddl's attack. That did not mean someone had not told

him about that event. And he might have heard a version much lessflattering to me than what | might have
sad.

Colin compressed hislips and said nothing.

Victor was saying, "We arelosing time by thistalk. | will point out that the fishmonger has aready
climbed aboard the deck. It is only amatter of moments before she beginstearing up hull plates and
killing people. Since this matter is serious, however, | would be willing to have a vote of no-confidence
right now, if someonewill propose another candidate for group leader. | will ask for astraight vote with
no debate. Pausing to debate might cut off any possibility of escape. Fishmonger may be sitting on the
hatch that this vent leads to. Candidates?"

Colinsaid, "Me. | want to lead. And | do not think we can run away. If | am elected, | am goingto go
fight her."

Victor said, "No speechmaking, please. Any other candidates?’
Quentin said, "I nominate Victor. And | vote for him, too."
Colinsaid, "l vote for me. Two to one."

Victor said, "I have not voted yet. It isoneto one."

Vanity looked a me. She said, "What do we do, Amdia?'

That redly surprised me. | suppose Vanity gill thought of me asthe wise older sigter, the person to turn
to when the boys were fighting. And athough no one had raised avoice, or raised afig, thiswas afight,
afight to the death, redlly. Colin was chalenging Victor's supremacy asthe king stalion of the herd.

Anditwasmy fault. It wasal my fault. | wasthe onethey wereredly fighting over.

And thefact that Echidnawas here was my faullt, too. If | had not taken the wedding dress, she would
not be here. It had been hanging on abranch, and | had paused to take it and put it on. My four friends
would not be doomed.

Becauseif Colin fought her, hewould die. The voice from Quentin's mirror, the Duke of Hell, had said
0. If any of the four of us approached her, either singly or as agroup, wewould die. The voice said so.
But there werefive of us.

Let her return what she has stolen, and she may yet return a—

A what? Return abook to the library archive? Return around five? Return al roasted like apig, applein
her mouth, spiced with garlic and chive?

Alive

| sad, "Alive”

Vanity sad, "Amdia..."
"Rhymeswith five Alive"

Victor said, "If you would please pay attention to our present politica crises, Amelia, we..."



"Me" | sad, "l am the one he wastalking about..."

Vanity said, "l second the nomination and cast my votefor Amelia.”

| blinked. "What? | wasn't nominating mysdf for leeder—"

Victor said, "l adso vote for Amedlia" He laughed and looked quite relaxed.

| sad, "Wait aminute—"

Victor said, "The leader has ordered usto wait aminute. Everyone please wait."
| said, "How am | leader? Not everyone voted.”

Victor sad, "If you vote for Colin or for me, that will tie it up oneto two to two. But since you nominated
yoursdlf, the vote tally now stands at three to one to one, doesn't it?"

The deck shivered underfoot. In the distance, we heard the scream of metd as some huge amount of
deck plate was ripped up from its moorings.

Quentin raised his hand to his brow, and gave me asnappy sdute. "I change my vote. She knows what
we haveto do. | seeit in her face. Four to one."

Coalin raised his hand and gave me a stiff-armed Nazi sdute. "Who am | to stand in the way of progress?
Fiveto naught. Hall, Dark Mistress! | yearn for your whip! What are your orders? Do wefight or do we
flee?'

More snapping of meta overhead. Echidna was tearing the hatches open.

| said, "Neither. You flee. Thefour of you. Calin, turn into something. | have to go face Echidnadone..."
Colin blenched. "Fuck, no! Y ou cannot just sacrifice yoursdf to—"

"Quiet! No back-talk! No debate! Everyone in the crawlspace! Snappy! Double-time! Go, go, go!"

| ran into the other room and shoved aside boxes. Thereit was. | lifted the lid to make certain | had the
right box. Soft fabric lighter than smoke, with glints of pearl and shivering dew drops, shone back a me:
thewedding dress.

1

Vanity's crawlway led only adozen feet. Therewas a et of grilles through which rain was blowing, and a
cylindrica housing for some sort of pump or turbine. Unfortunately, the meta cylinder of the turbine
occupied dl but the merest diver of the crawlway, and was between us and the grilles which opened out
onto the deck.

Colinwasin front, and | wasin the rear, behind Victor. Vanity and Quentin werein the middie. We
heard Colin grunting and straining for amoment or two.

Vanity cdled to him (shouting over the storm noise), "Use your powerson it!"
He shouted back, "Inspire me!™
Vanity shouted, "Ameliaand | will do another striptesse act for you if you get that vent off!"

"Ho ho. That would benice, if | believed you," said Calin.



Wéll, on the one hand, | did not want to be embarrassed. | should say, | did not want to be crucified with
embarrassment. On the other hand, being stuck in an air-shaft on aship about to be pulled underwater by
the eldest mother of al monsterswho ever preyed on humanity was not such a grest option ether.

| wished | could have just whispered thisin hisear.

| saidto Victor, Tell Vanity totel Colinthat | promised him anything.”

Victor, over the storm noise, said back, "I beg your pardon?”’

"Pass the message forward. The promise | madeto Colin. Anything. | said, I'll do anything."
Victor spoke to Quentin; Quentin spoketo Vanity. | heard the murmurs of their voices up ahead.
Vanity shouted back to me: "He doesn't believe me! Y ou haveto tdl him yoursdlf!"

Oh, God. | put my head down on the cool metal surface on which | wasknedling. Was| going to haveto
say thisin front of al my friends? In front of Victor? Oh please, no.

| waited amoment for some miracle to occur, to spare me from this humiliation. But Providence was
obvioudy busy somewhere else today, or maybe this was one of the thingsthat is supposed to build
character.

| shouted, "I said I'll do anything you want, Colin!™

He shouted back, "Anything, anything?"

| shouted, "Yed"

He shouted back, "Just so we are clear on this, we are talking about sexua favors, are we not?'
| wasreally not sure what kind of character thiswas supposed to be building.

"Yes!" | shouted back.

"Yes, what?' he shouted in return.

"Y es, we are talking about sexud favors! | want you to cover me with hot fudge and lick it off!"
2.

Therewas anoise like the end of the world. Over the shoulders of everyone elseintheway, | saw the
huge engine-cylinder get crushed like an empty tin can, and smashed out through the broken grilles. Part
of the wall had been exploded outward, also.

Coalin called happily over the noise of the storm, "Well! | guess| am fedling kind of ingpired tonight!"

Soon we were al on deck, being lashed and drenched by the storm. | could not face any of them. | kept
my head turned to thewall, and | clutched the box containing the wedding dressto my chest with both
hands.

Someone put ahand on my shoulder. | thought it might be Victor, and the thought that Victor would
understand, and would come to comfort me, was comforting.

But Colin's voice cameinto my ear, "Hey, uh— Amelia We were just kidding around, okay? | mean—



don't be mad at me—okay?"'

| shrugged his hand off. It was not Victor. Victor no doubt made his judgment based on the words he
heard coming out of my mouth; and no doubt it was aharsh judgment. Not that | blamed him.

| said, "Go to the stern. Change shape. Save the others. Try to get back over the boundary, the ward.
No talking. Go."

The hand was removed from my shoulder. In the midst of the storm noise, | heard no sound of footsteps,
no fina words, well-wishing, or good-byes. Maybe there were none. Maybe they expected meto live
through this

3.

Thewinds buffeted me as| moved forward. When | came to the main deck, | took shelter undernesth an
overhang of the deck above. Origindly, there had been deck chairs and cafe tables here. Now the space
was empty, and meta grates had been pulled down across the windows.

Y ou might wonder where | found the strength, the courage, to go forward. Any reasonable person would
have run away.

But | was upset about Colin and Victor.
Upset? Upset is not the word. | was choking on tears.

My life had been ruined, and there was nothing | could do about it. It wasn't bravery. | wasn't sure | had
alife worth worrying over. Maybe that is what saved me.

But | was crying, and sobs made it hard for meto breathe, and my eyesfelt raw.
| sat in therain-shadow of the deck for atime, weeping. | hope it was a short time.

When | looked up, | saw that there were lights shining from upper windows, but the ship seemed
grangdly Slent. | could not hear the darms or klaxons. Had they been shut off? Or was the wind merely
drowning al noise?,

Lightning flashed. | saw that part of the deck before me, the beautiful deck with the handsome
gppointments and polished rails, had been driven in, and the bulkhead smashed inward asif afreight train
had plowed through the steel and glass.

| picked my way across scattered rubbish and litter. Metal fragments screeched and hissed asthey were
pushed aong the deck surface by the winds, scraping.

Therewaslight to my left. Three decks of balcony and bulkhead were crumpled and staved-in asif atree
had fallen on them. 1t would have had to have been aredwood tree, | suppose, and made of iron.
Perhaps dropped from orbit. Never mind the treg; it looked like abomb had gone off.

The covered pool was now open to the sky for at least half itslength. | walked forward, and was
standing on tiles. Not long ago, this had been indoors. There were lights burning on the bal coniesto the
|eft; those on the right had been extinguished. The bal conies, deck upon deck of them, were cracked and
leaning, and tables and chairs had been flung each way likeleavesin ahurricane. There were metdl
shards and crumpled wreckage to my left, where tons of steel had fallen as the roof and upper deck had
collapsed. To my right was the deep end of the pool. The diving board was till intact. There were tables
undisturbed and pretty, sitting beyond, and doorways and storefronts of certain shops built ong that



deck. It al seemed so nor-

mal, that little corner. The shalow end of the pool was beaten to froth by the rain. The deep end was
tranquil.

| saw headless corpsesfloating in the water. One of them wore awhite jacket. Wasit Miguel ? Another
had a green-and-gold jacket | had last seen on Klaus, the man who had wanted to take a Jacuzzi bath
withme,

| heard adithering sound behind me. Glass and meta snapped and groaned.
| turned.
4.

Fathom upon fathom and yard upon yard of snaky folds were draped across the deck. Some sort of
phosphorescent crusts or barnacles were clinging here and there in scattered scales dong her belly. Her
scaleswere gray and green, but with spots and dapples of rich purple, vermilion, poisonous yellow,
blood-red. Every few yards aong the coils of bunched muscle, tranducent flukes of singular delicacy
waved like thefans of an angdfish.

Up from the mass of knotting and unknotting coils rose two swaying columns of scaly flesh. Onewas her
tail, which wasfluked like an ed, and bore an enormous swollen sting, lolling like the sting of a scorpion,
and the stinger was going in and out, wet with shivering venom. The other blended into her curving hips,
narrowed to asudden wai st, above which was an ample bosom, delicate shoulders, graceful armswith
dim fingers. She had them over her head at the moment, like a ballerina caught in mid-gesture.

Atop adender neck was agirlish face, but of aclassica beauty: afirm chin, perfect cupid's-bow lips, a
sraight nose, deep and large eyes beneath level brows. Her hair hung in dark ringlets across her
shoulders and down her back, curled likeivy vines, but black as nighty and shining with water. Imagine
the Statue of Liberty if she were younger. Her eyes were turned upward a the moment. | don't know
what she was|ooking .

Between her naked breasts, on anecklace that glinted with mingled silver fire and starlight, hung agreen
stone, atear of polished marble. It was not the twin of Vanity's necklace, but it was at least acousin, the
work of the same craftsman.

There was darkness overhead, and she stood framed in agreat panel of wreckage where she had pulled
loose the bulkhead and severa baconies. Rain fell al around her.

| do not know how she was able to shrink from something twice the size of an ocean liner to something
merdly twenty yardslong. But it should have occurred to me before this that she could change, or ignore,
her mass and length and dimension. After dl, the dress| was carrying in my armsfit agirl my size.

She caressed one arm with the other, in agesture that at first seemed very odd. But then | recognized it. |
did it in the shower. She was washing.

She rubbed her hands together, and then, diding forward in atremendous rush and rustle of scales, knots
of coil opening and folds unfolding, she bowed her head abit, and dipped her handsinto the water of the
indoor pool. She shook pink stains off from her delicate fingers. Her profile seemed so serene, so pretty.

Echidnawas washing blood off her hands.

It was only then she seemed to notice me. Her head was no higher than mine off the ground at the



moment, for her snaky body had dipped to let her touch the pool water. She turned her classic profile,
and | looked into her eyes. It waslike looking into the eyes of aglacier. Her face was drawn and pallid
with anger and grief. Her lipswere drawn and bloodless.

Her face was so cold. So pretty, and so very stiff and cold. Imagine afury and a sorrow too deep to
leave any trace of expression.

| didn't know what to say. | didn't say anything.

She stared at me, frozen in surprise, alioness seeing abunny sitting fat before her, not running.

| opened the box and shook out the dress. The fairy garment shone and shimmered like smoke.
| held it out.

Echidna stared at the dress, and her eyebrows drew together. A dightest wrinkle of frown creased her
ivory brow. There was no other change of expression.

| took one step forward, then another. | held the dress up.
She cocked her head to one Side, perhaps puzzled, or perhaps feding agreater anger beginning to build.

She did not reach for the dress. With one white finger, she reached toward my face. | closed my eyes
when she touched me. | don't know what | expected. | expected pain. | expected her to poke an eye
out.

She caressed my cheek very gently with afingertip. | opened my eyes. Shelifted adrop of water from
my cheek with afingertip, brought thefinger to her lip, and kissed it No, she did not kiss her finger. She
was tasting the drop from my face.

| do not know how she could pick one teardrop out of al the rainwater on my face, and | do not know
how | knew that was what she had done. But | was sure.

Gently, shelifted the dressfrom my armswith her other hand. She smoothed the fabric with her hands,
and smiled at it, asmile of long-lost memory, wistful and sad.

Stll moving with dow gentleness, she reached out with her hand again and took my shoulder. Her fingers
dug into my shoulder cruely. | winced, but did not cry out.

Like asecond head of atwo-headed giant, her scorpion tail now rose over her shoulder, pointed its
stinger blade at my heart, and drew back.

| said, "l am sorry for your son. | am sorry | didn't love him. | am sorry that he died for me. But | did not
kill him. None of these people on thisboat killed him."

Therewas ablur of motion as the scorpion tail shot forward. | closed my eyes, expecting degth. | felt the
breeze of rapid motion near my face. Her hand was il digging into my shoulder.

| opened my eyes again, and wished | hadn't. The sting was now hanging four inchesin front of my eyes.
| could see every little detail in the way the sting was constructed. The barb had many little
backwards-pointing hairs epoxied together into asingle shaft. | saw the mucous membranes surrounding
the orifice where the sting retracted and extended from the poison sac. | could sméll the heady smell of
the venom. It smelled a bit like turpentine, or amonds.

| heard avoice. | amnot sureif | heard it in my ears, or in my heart.



Who, daughter, who?

| said aoud, "Will you promise to spare the people aboard this ship?'

Who killed your bridegroom, daughter?

The fingers dug more deeply into my shoulder. Thelong red nails drew blood from my flesh.

| said, "Ow! Promise me. Uh—Mother... ? Promise me, please—ouch! Ow!"

A look of impatience came over her face. | could seethetensonin thetail riseto apesk, and...
"Mavorsl Mavors sent hishbird. But it wasn't hisfault. Grendel was about to kill Colin, and he..."
Shetook her hand from my shoulder, raised onefinger, and laid it softly acrossmy lips.

Hush, daughter

With another great surge and rustle of snaky folds, her head went swooping away from me, and train
upon train of serpent-mass rose and dithered and folded after her. She did not move like asdewinder,
but, rather, she undulated in an up-and-down sine wave, hypnotic.

Echidnamoved away. Chairs and tables, pillars and posts, were torn up and thrown aside in the wake of
her passage.

She sine-waved out into the storm, and crossed the wreckage of the deck.

Now shewas at therail of the ship, and her size had in-creased by tenfold. She seemed aso to be
surrounded with a shadow that grew and grew darker as she grew.

Echidnaturned and looked over her shoulder at me. Her hair lifted up in aweightless cloud, asif she
were dready underwater again, and drew avell across her chinsand lips.

Over top of that vell, | could see her eyes, her cold, mad, crazed eyes. In those eyes there was alook of
softness.

None of the other women wept for him.

Like an avdlanchefaling from a sea cliff into the sea, with her graceful hands sweeping back inaswan
dive behind her, Echidnaféll into the sea. Thetrain of her body surged up in awrithing mass and
unwound in midair to follow her into the waters.

After shewasgone, | fell to my kneesand put my face in my hands, and wept, and wept. These were
merely tears of fear, coming now, senseless, now that the cause for fear had passed.

5.
Therain hammered down, lessand less.

| looked up when | heard anoise. The rain was getting weaker. | saw asilvery ship in the waters below
me, shining.

| heard quick footsteps behind me. | turned just as Vanity, her red hair al plastered down by rain, and
sopping wet, threw her arms around me and gave me a hug.

Colin was afew steps behind her.



Vanity sobbed into my shoulder, "Youredivel"

| said, "Where are Victor and Quentin?”'

Colin sad, "Victor islowering alifeboat. Quentiniswith him."

| said, "And what the hell are you doing here? My orders were for you to change shape and run away."

Colin spread his hands, raising his eyebrows and looking innocent. "I tried, Dark Migtress, redly | did. |
just wasn't inspired. | couldn't fly with you left behind—my heart wasnt init.”

"That isthe same tone of voice you used to use on Dr. Fell when you hadn't done your assignments.”
"It'smy paradigm..."”

"The making-up-excuses paradigm! Y ou are going to get us al killed if you don't learn to obey orders!
We are going to have a court-martia, and you are going to be punished for this. Don't tell mel can't
punish you; | can have Quentin turn you into anewt!"

Vanity sad, "It'smy fault. My powersjust came back on. | fdt..."
"If it'syour fault, then you will be punished, too! We can't surviveif the group doesn't follow ordersl”
Vanity looked shocked, and her lower lip trembled a bit.

Colin stiffened into a proper beefeater's attention and snapped out asalute. "L eader! Maam, yes,
maam! We thought you were dead! We thought you were committing suicide to let us get away! Y ou
forgot to appoint a second-in-command! Maam! There was no way to vote in anew leader, maam! It
was atwo-to-two tie! Maam! So actualy, it's your fault, maam, if you don't mind my saying so, maam!
Private First Class Fair reports that someone iswatching us now! We may be under attack!™

| said to Vanity, "What'sgoing on?"

| could see that shereally didn't want to talk to me, because she thought | was being unreasonable and
cruel, but she straightened her spine and stiffened her trembling lip and spat out in avoice ascalm and
controlled as anything Victor could do: " The moment you were killed—uwe thought you were
killed—something far away turned and looked at us. Like an darm bell ringing. | thought it might be
Mavors. Maam."

| opened my mouth to say shedidn't haveto call me"maam,” but then | closed it again. Maybe shedid
have to. It might be good for her. Build character.

Vanity forgot about being angry with mein the very next second. "Oh my God! There sheid It'smy ship!
Y 00-hoo! Hullo!" And she pointed toward the waters behind me.

There was aflash of lightning at that moment, and al the sesawaslit up.

Inthat Sngle, suspended split-instant of dazzle, | saw the fleet surrounding us.

These were warships of ancient make, like Vanity's ship, but black as night.

The gods of Olympos had come.
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