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EXODUS FROM THE LONG SUN
by Gene Wl fe

Chapter 1 -- Back from Death

An eerie silence overhung the ruined villa. Listening for the closing
of a slug gun's bolt, Maytera M nt heard only the groan of the w nd
and the irregul ar snapping of the flag of truce she held.

"On Phaesday they were _in situ_," Patera Renora conceded. "The
Ayunt ani ent o, eh?"

They had cone abreast of a dead talus, its painted steel sides
blistered by fire and bl ackened by snoke; she caught a whiff of fish
oil, despite the w nd.

"M ght be repaired, eh, CGeneral ?" Renpra pushed back a | ock of
| ank bl ack hair that had fallen over his eyes. "Not |ike we biochenicals,
hey? Still we--ah--dispatch their spirits to Mainfrane. Not identica
in the, um revivified one, perhaps. Anpbngst the new parts.”

"Or they really haven't any," Maytera M nt nurnured. She had
stopped to wait for Renbra, and was taking the opportunity to study
the wi ndows of the house that had been Bl ood's.

Her remark bordered on heresy, but Rempra thought it nost

prudent to return to his earlier topic. "If they're not here, eh? Loris
and the rest? WIIl, ah, Buffalo--"
"Bi son." She turned back to Renora, her face pinched and the tip

of her delicate nose red with cold. "Colonel Bison."

"Um precisely. WIIl Colonel Bison," Renora waved vaguely at the
ruined wall, "and his--ah--troopers await our return back there?"

"You heard ny instructions, Your Em nence."

"But if we're sonme time, eh? The front door is broken. Shattered,
in fact."

Maytera M nt, who had noted it as they passed through the ruined
gat eway, nodded.

"So it's not a matter of knocking, hey? Not a mere matter of
knocking at all." Renora brightened. "Knock on the frane, eh? W
could do that. Wit a bit. Polite."”

"I will go inside," she told himfirmy, "and search. | would not
presunme to dictate Your Em nence's course of action. If | can get
in touch with the Ayuntamiento, |I'll ask themto send for you. If I
can't, | may be able to |l earn where we can. As for Col onel Bison,
he's conpletely loyal, ny best officer. My only concern is that he
may send in a patrol to look for us, though | have forbidden it."

"I, um apprehend your position," Renora said, rejoining her.

"If one does not expect obedience, one will not, ah, be obeyed.
Menorized it in schola, all of us did. Still, if he were to depart?
Decanp. Qur, um wthdrawal to the city could be hazardous, hey?
Labori ous, |ikew se."

"That's not the question." She forgot for a nmonent that Renora
was the second highest dignitary of the Chapter. "The question is
whet her the eneny's back. There are no bodies."

"These, ah--"

"These taluses. It would take ten yoke of oxen to drag them away,
| suppose. No dead bios or chens.”

"The, ah, Arny, eh? To the Calde. So | understood."”

"Some soldiers went over to him yes. Ohers who hadn't heard
about himdidn't, and were fighting their conrades here."

Renora nodded. "Unfortunate. Um tragic."

"When this man Bl ood's bodyguards | earned Calde Silk had killed
him sonme attacked himand his soldiers. That's when Generalissinp
Oosi k and Ceneral Saba storned the house."
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"Lovely, hun?" Renora harbored a sneaking admiration for
architecture as others cherish a vice. "Even, ah, despoiled. Pity. Pity. Mre
so, possibly. No pretensions now. No nore vul gar display. Weckage
nmore--um-ronmantic? Poetic." He favored Blood's torn lawns with
a toothy snile.

Maytera M nt drew her soiled habit nore tightly about her and
for the hundredth tinme wi shed for her coif. "If we were to walk a
little faster, Your Eninence, we could get out of this w nd, whether
the Ayuntam ento's cone back or not."

"Of course, of course."

"And though | don't concede that Bison--"

"Those--um -corpses, Ceneral." Catching up, Renpbra strode
al ong beside her, his lanky | egs nmaking a single step of two of
hers. "You were about to, er, um propose that we afford them
an--ah--sanctified burial? It would be nost inconvenient, |I fear
Most i nopportune!"

"Granted. But there nmust have been bodies, and |I'd think nore
than a few. The Ayuntami ento's soldiers and this man's bodyguards
woul d have been shooting fromthese w ndows."

Maytera M nt paused, drawi ng on her recent experiences to visualize
the scene. "Floaters would have rushed the gate, and Guardsnmen and
General Saba's pterotroopers nust have swarned through every break
in the wall. Then my troopers fromthe city, thousands of them Sone
must have been killed, 1'd think at | east a hundred. Sonme of the
bodyguards and sol di ers nust have been killed too. See that |ine of
pock- marks? Buzz-gun fire. A floater's turret gun raked the front of
the house."

"I, an--"

For once she interrupted him "W would have taken away our
dead, or | hope we woul d. But what about theirs? They were retreating
under fire, going down into the tunnels Sand tal ked about. Wuld
t hey have dragged bodies along with then? | find it hard to believe,
Your Em nence."

"I'f I may." Renora cleared his throat. "It seens to nme that you
have, ah, disposed of the, um dead yourself, though |I confess that
| amno great hand at matters mlitary."

"Nor |I. | was appointed by Echidna, you nust have heard of that.
What little | know |'ve picked up as | went along."
"Def eati ng cormanders vastly nore--ah--schooled. | would

conjecture, leastwise, that there nmust be sonething |like our schola
for the officers of the, er, Calde's Guard. As we call them now, eh,
General ? The Cvil Guard we used to phrase it, hey? Admrable, |
um insist."
"I"ve lost to them too, Your Enminence. Lost nearly as often as |I've
" They were passing Scylla's fountain, now sheathed in ice.
"Though no great hand," Renora repeated, "I offer the, um this hypothesis.
Wul d not well regulated troops inter their dead? The generalissinm's nen
are, ah, proficient, to be sure, and we--ah--furnish a chaplain to each
bri gade. The, um desiderata of that. Conduct mlitary obsequi es. Subsequently,
pl ease to foll ow ne here, Mayt--CGeneral. Wuld not such, er, troopers
conpel the, ah, your own, though not then under, as it were, your eye--"
"Make them bury the rest? Possibly." Maytera Mnt, who was very
tired, forced herself to stand straighter and square her shoul ders.
"More |ikely no conpul sion was needed. |f they had not thought
of it thenselves, seeing the Guard and Saba's pterotroopers |oading
their dead to take back to the city would suggest it. But what about
the eneny dead? Were are they?"

won.

"Wthin this desolate, ah, mansion. | dare say. They would not have
abandoned its shelter, hey? Shot through its wi ndows. You--um -proposed
it yourself."

She pointed with the stick that held her white flag. "See where the
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wall's fallen? You can | ook into several rooms, and there's not a
single body in any of them"

"Yet, ah--"

"Through the doorway, too." They had nearly reached the steps of
Bl ood's portico. "That door woul d have been defended nore strongly
than any other point, and | can look right into the sellaria. There's
not a one. Were are they?"

"I would, er, hazard that the victorious troops di sposed of them
afterward. "

She shook her head vigorously. "Troopers who've won are never
anxi ous to get the bodies of those they've killed out of sight, Your
Em nence. Never! |'ve seen that nmuch nore often than | like. They're
proud, and it's good for their norale. Yesterday Mjor Skin was
begging, literally begging me, not to have bodies that had lain in the
streets for days carted off. If the bodies are gone, it's because their
friends came back for them It would be interesting to see if there
are graves behind the house. That's where they'd be, | inagine. By
the wall, as far as possible fromthe road. Do you know if there are
gardens in back?"

"l have never, um had the pleasure."” Renora started up the steps.
"Nor has Hi s Cogni zance, | think. He, um confided it to ne a
year or two past. W had been--um-dissecting? Decrying this, er, Blood's
i nfluence. Was never a, um visitor within these--ah--despoiled walls."

"Nei ther have. |, Your Eminence." Maytera M nt hiked up her skirt
and started up the steps.
"To be sure. To be sure, General. | regret it. Regret it now | wll not

di ssenbl e, nor, um ever. Seldom To have seen this in its days of
prosperity woul d--prosperity and peace, eh? The contrast 'tw xt nenory
and the, um |ess happy present. Do you follow ne? Wereas one
can now but picture... See that picture? Fine. Very fine indeed, eh?
Torn. M ght be refurbished yet, in skillful hands. Like the tali, eh?"
"l suppose." She had glanced at the ruined furniture, and was
studyi ng the shadowy doorways of further roons. "He kept wonmen here, didn't
he? This bad man Bl ood who owned the house. Wnen--women who..."
"Enough, enough! Do not, um perturb yourself, Mytera. General
A few such. An, er, select contingent. So | was given to understand
upon the occasion of our--um-ny tete-a-tete_,
eh? Wth old Quetzal. Do I, um scandalize you? Wth H s Cogni zance. | am
ah, betinmes inclined to be overfree. To presune upon an old friendship. A
failing, | concede." Renpra advanced to study the damaged Mirtagon
"Was this where it happened?"
"Where the wonen--ah?" He gl anced back at her with a half snile.
"No indeed."
"Where Calde Silk killed this nan Bl ood, and Sergeant Sand kill ed
Councillor Potto."
"We've finer ones at the Pal ace, hey? Still it's nice and m ght
be--ah--enmended. In an, um one of the anteroons as | understand
it, General. May | ask why you wish to know. An um nonunent
of sone kind, possibly? A dedicational tablet of, er, bronze?"
"Because we know that the man who owned this house died in
it, Your Em nence," Maytera M nt explained. "This Blood, with
Councillor Potto. If their bodies aren't here, they've been renoved
by sonmeone, and 1'd think that if Generalissino Oosik or even Genera
Saba had done it |I'd have heard. A councillor's body? Everyone woul d
be argui ng about what should be done with it, and | would certainly
have heard."
Her tone grew crisp. "Now if you'll oblige ne."
Renora, who was not used to being asked for favors in that
perenptory fashion, |ooked around sharply.
"There seens to be no one here, though ny informants... Never
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m nd. Do you agree?"

"There is certainly no one in this roomat present
except--ah--ourselves. Wth regard to the, er, remminder of the, um
buil ding, I|--hum-further investigation."

"I"ve been listening carefully and heard nothing. The bodi es nmay
be in plain view or hidden by furniture or whatnot." Rather tardily

Maytera M nt added, "Your Eminence. I'll search the roons on this
side. 1'd like you to search the other. W needn't bother with the rest
of the house, | think."

"If there are no, er, bodies, General," Renora snoothed the truant
|l ock into place, "shall we return to the city--ah--forthwi th? M ght
be wi se, eh? W have no way of know ng what has transpired in our
absence, hey?"

She nodded. "Agreed. We'll know then that they've been here and

may return later. 1'll |eave one of Bison's officers to watch, with a few
troopers. If we _do_ find a body, either one, it should be safe to
assune that the Ayuntam ento's troops have never cone back at all. W can

go back to the city at once and forget about this house."

"Wsely, er, spoken." Renpra was already hurrying toward the first
of his assigned roorns. "I shall informyou pronptly should | discover
an--ah--the nortal renmins.”

The anteroom Maytera M nt entered had, it appeared, been the
owner's study. A nassive nmahogany desk, |avishly carved, stood
agai nst one wall, and there were shelves of books, nostly (she scanned
the titles on a shelf at the level of her eyes) erotic if not pornographic:
_Three Maids and Their M stress, The Astonishing Exploits of a Virile
Young Man and Hi s Donkey, Hi s Resistance Overcone_ ...

She turned away. What had it been |like to be here under such a
master? She tried to picture the lives of the wonen who had endured
it, and failed. They had been bad wonen, as the whorl judged, but
that only nmeant that they had conmanded defenses greatly inferior
to her own.

Strange, how she had cone to think in military netaphors during
t he past few days.

The desk drawers seened apt to tell her a good deal about the owner,
who counted for nothing now, and nothing about the Ayuntan ento
and those who served it. She opened a drawer at random anyway,
gl anced at the papers it had held--all of them concerned in sone
fashi on with noney--shut it, and nmade sure no corpse |ay conceal ed
in the | eg hole.

" _Ceneral ! _

Turning so quickly that the long, black skirt of her habit billowed
about her, she hurried out of the study and across the sellaria. "Wat
is it, Your Em nence?"

He met her at the doorway, visibly struggling to conceal his pleasure.
"I have the--ah--it is my unhappy duty--"

"You've found a body. Wose?"

"The, um late councillor's, | believe. If, perhaps, you would not
care--"

"To see it? | nust! Your Em nence, |'ve seen hundreds of bodies
since this began. Thousands." There had been a tine when she had
found it nearly inpossible to cut the throat of a goat; as she pushed
past Renora, she reflected that she would find that difficult still,
and find it literally inpossible to cut a man's, even an eneny's. Yet
she had made pl ans and given orders that had clogged entire streets
wi th corpses.

"I took the, um responsibility? The--ah--presunption of, er,
tidying himup. On his back now, eh? Folded the arnms, prior to
calling you."

Potto lay alnost at her feet, his arns crossed in such a way as to
hi de the wound Sand's slug had nade just below his sternum The
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graying hair that he had worn long trailed over Blood' s |ush carpet,
and Maytera M nt found herself nuttering, "He | ooks surprised."”

"Doubt | ess he--ah--was." Renora cleared his throat. "Caught
unawar es, hey? Shot by one of his own. Al ina um trice. So ny
prothonotary tells nme. He--ah--lIncus is his nane, General. Patera
Incus. He has, um fallen prey in sone--ah--wise to the notion that
he's ol d Quetzal --"

She knelt beside the corpse, traced the sign of addition, and opened
its card case

"Mad, | fear. Deranged. Bit of rest, eh? He'll cone to hinself soon
enough. GCeneral --ah--2?"

In the first place," Maytera M nt explained, "there nay be papers
of value in here. In the second, there's noney, ten cards or so, and
we need that very badly."

"I, ah, see."

Cards and papers vani shed into her w de sleeve. "Were's the
bl ood? Did you clean up his blood before you called to ne, Your
Em nence?"

"Through the heart, eh?" Renobra's nasal tones sounded slightly
strangl ed. "Not nuch bl eeding then, eh? So | am-ah--apprised."”

Gently at first, then with increased vigor, Maytera M nt rubbed
the councillor's cheek. "This's a chem"

l--um-"

She | ooked up at Renpra. "You knew. "

"|--ah--suspected."

"You rolled himover, you said, Your Em nence. You folded his
arns. You nust have known."

"Then? Oh, yes, |--ah--confirmed, eh? | had, um
and- -ah--Quetzal, eh? Ad Quetzal. Wuldn't tell. Asked hi monce. Mbre,
actually. He, ah, er, wouldn't. Confides in ne, eh? Nearly everything. Very,
ah, delicate points. Sensitive matters, finances. Everything. But
he--ah--woul dn't."

Suddenly Renora was on his knees beside her. "General --ah--General
Al one here, hey? No one but, er, ourselves. May | call you Maytera?"

She ignored it. "There'll be the question of burial. A dozen questions,
really. You nust have realized I'd find out."

"I --ah--did. Indeed. Not so swiftly, however. You are
nost - - or - - per spi caci ous. "

"Then why didn't you say so? Wiy all that nonsense about

bl ood?"

"Because |--Incus. Patera Incus. And old Quetzal, eh? My position
is, er, delicate. Inperiled. Maytera, hear ne, |--ah--beg you. Yes,
beg. Inmplore.™

She nodded. "I'mlistening. Wat is it?"

"Incus, ny prothonotary. Was. You know hi nP"

She shook her head. "Just tell ne."

"He's been appointed Prolocutor. By, um Scylla. He says it, |
mean. Credits it hinmself, eh? Convinced. Spoke to himyesterday,
but he--you..."

"Me?" For a second, Maytera Mnt felt she was nissing sone vita
clue. It dawned upon her, and she rocked backward to sit cross-I|egged
on the carpet, her head in her hands.

"Mayt era? Er, General ?"

She | ooked up at Renpra. "I was appoi nted by Echidna, in front
of thousands of people. Is that it, Your Em nence?"

Renora's nouth opened and shut silently.

"So you know it happened. Al those witnesses. And |'ve been
successful, as you say. The victorious comrander, chosen for us by
the gods. Even Bison and the captain talk |ike that, and then there's
Patera Silk."
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Renora nodded mi serably.

"Everyone says he's been appointed by Geat Pas to be our calde,
even Maytera Marble. He's been successful, too, so it |ooks like
t he gods have decided to choose | eaders for us, and if this Patera
Incus is going to be the new Prol ocutor, he'll want to pick his own
coadj utor."

"Nor--ah--um-worse. |If he--ah--old Quetzal, you
know. Resourceful. Cunning. Seen it nyself, hundreds of tines,
eh? Ayuntam ento had the force, but he'd get 'round them Get
"round Lenmur and Loris, all of them Od nan, hey? Foolish old
man. What they think. H s Cognizance. Quetzal. But sly, Mayt--Ceneral
Very sly. Deep."

She nmade a snall sound of encouragenent.

"Compromnise. |--ah--sense it. | amnot, um clever, Ceneral. Try
to be, indeed. Try. Some have said--well, it pares no parsnips. But not
like old Quetzal. Experienced, though. My--ah--self. Conferences,
negotiations. And I wind it. Wnd it already. Be coadjutor, Incus.
Qovi ous, eh? First thing anybody would, er, fornmulate. O d Quetza
woul d- - ah- - vi sual i ze? Conprehend the whol e before Incus finished.

A d nman. Die soon, hey? A year, two years, to--ah--fit yourself into
the position, Patera. 1'll be gone. | can, um hear himas |--we--speak
So | didn't dare, eh? Tell you. You see ny predi canment? The--ah--Loris.
Gal ago. Al the rest. Chens, every one of them | suspected

it for years. Meeting with this one, that one, entire days, sonetines.
Saw them up cl ose. Quetzal knows, he nust."

"But Hi s Cognizance woul dn't talk about it?"

"No. Ah--no. Too sensitive. Even for nme, eh? He, Incus. |
told you?"

"You told nme he says Scylla's nade himProl ocutor."”

"He, um offered ne..."

One bony hand pushed back the straying | ock, and Maytera M nt
saw how violently that hand shook. "He offered you...?"

"A--ah--appointnment. A position. He was," Renora swal | owed,

"not abusive. It was not, | judge, his intent to be--ah--disparage.
He said that 1--1 refused, to be sure. Hi s prothonotary. Hi's, ah,
l--1--1..."

Maytera M nt nodded. "I see."

"W have been, er, conpanions, Maytera. Coworkers--ah--partners in peace,
hey? Son and daughter of the Chapter. W have conferred, and the
sanme- - um - consecrated vision has inspired us both.

wel | --ah--recollect our first neeting. You averred
wi th--um-coruscant eyes that peace was your, er, sole desire once you
had--ah, um-executed the will of the gods. |I affirnmed? Avowed that it was

mne |ikewi se. In concert we have conferred with Brigadi er Erne and the
cal de. You are a hero, um heroine to the--ah--populace. There is
talk of a statue, hey? A word fromyou, your support..."

"Be quiet," she told him "I haven't had a noment to get used to the
i dea that the Ayuntam ento's nmade up of chems, and now this."

"If 1, ah--"

"Be quiet, | said!'" She drew a deep breath, running the fingers of

bot h hands through her short brown hair. "To begin with, no, you

may not call me Maytera. Not in private, and not any other tinme. If
Hi s Cogni zance will release ne, | nean to return to secular life. I,"
another breath, "may marry. We'll see. As for you, if this Patera Incus
has in fact been named Prol ocutor by Scylla, then he _is_Prolocutor,
regardl ess of any arrangenent that he and Patera Quetzal may nake.

I can readily inmagine a younger man of great sanctity deferring to

a much ol der one. Viewed in a certain light, it would be an act of
nobl e self-renunciation. But it wouldn't alter the fact. He would be
our Prolocutor, though he wasn't called so. Since he proposed that
you becone his prothonotary, plainly you' re not to be coadjutor any
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| onger. No doubt Patera Quetzal is, in solem truth, coadjutor. That

being so, I'll call you Patera."

"My dear young wonan!"

Her | ook silenced him "I'mnot your dear young wonan, or
anyone's. I'mthirty-six, and | assure you that for a woman it's no
| onger young. Call nme General, or I'Il make your life a great dea

| ess pleasant than it has been."

A door at the far end of the room opened, and sonmeone who was
neither M nt nor Renora appl auded. "Brava, ny dear young general
Si nply nmarvel ous! You ought to be on the stage."

He waddl ed over to them a short, obese man with bright blue eyes,
a cheerful round face, and hair so light as to be nearly blond. "But as

for accepting an Ayuntam ento of chens, you need not trouble. |I'm
no chem though | confess that the object before you is sonething
of the kind."

Renora gasped, having recogni zed him

"This augur and | are old--1 really can't say friends. Acquai ntances.
You, | feel sure, are the rebels' fampus General Mnt." The stranger
giggled. "Presumably you aimat suprene power, which would nmake
you the Govern-Mnt. | like that! I'm Councillor Potto. Curtain. Dd

you wi sh to speak to ne?"

For a fleeting noment in which his heart nearly stopped, it seened
to Silk that he had seen Hyacinth anpong the cheering pedestrians.
Bef ore he could shout to his bearers, the wonman turned her head and
the illusion ended. He had been ready, as he realized as he settled
back anmong the cushions, to spring out of the litter

I need ny gl asses, he thought. My old ones, which | can't possibly
get back, or sonme new ones.

Oeb fluttered on his shoul der. "Good Silk!"

"Crazed Silk," he told his bird. "Mad and foolish Silk. | mstook
anot her worman for her."

"No see."

"My own thought exactly. Several tines |'ve dreaned nmy nother
was alive. Have | told you about that?"

Oreb whi st ed.

"For a minute or two after | woke up, | believed it, and | was so
happy. This was like that." Leaning fromthe right side of the litter,
he addressed the head bearer. "You needn't go so fast. You'll wear

your sel ves out."

The man grinned and bobbed his head.

Silk settled back again. Their speed was increasing. No doubt the
bearers felt it a question of honor; when one carried the cal de, one ran
O herwi se ordi nary people who had never had the privilege of carrying
the calde's litter nmight think himon an errand of no inportance. Wich
woul d never do; if his errand were of no inportance, neither were his
bearers.

"I've got twenty Cuardsmen | ooking for her," he told Oreb. "That's
not enough, since they didn't find her, but it's all we could spare
with the Fourth Brigade hol ding out on the north side, and the
Ayuntaniento in the tunnels."

Mention of the tunnels made Oreb croak unhappily.

At what amounted to a dead run, the litter swayed, yawed, and
swerved off Sun Street onto Lanp. Leaning out Silk said, "Misic
Street--1 thought | nade it clear. A block east."

The head bearer's head bobbed as before.

"I'f twenty Guardsmen can't find her, Oreb, | certainly can't; and
last night | didn't. We didn't, | ought to say. So we need hel p, and
cant hink of three places--no, four--where we may get it. Today we're
going to try themall Mst of the fires are out, and Maytera M nt and
Oosi k can actually fight better without me in the way; so although
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the physician says | should be in bed, and |I'm not supposed to have

a mnute to nyself, | intend to take as many hours as necessary."

Yawi ng as before, the litter turned onto a still narrower street that
Silk did not recognize

"It's up to the gods, I'mafraid. | don't trust them-not even the
Qut si der, who seens to trust nme--but they may snile on us yet."

"Find girl?"

He had lost his desire to talk, but the intensity of his enptions
drove the words forth. "What did he want_with her!" As he spoke,
the litter sped past a shop with a zither and a dusty bassoon inits
wi ndow.

But Calde Silk of Viron did not see them

"This is the kitchen?" Maytera M nt | ooked around her in surprise.
It was the | argest that she had ever seen

"There are, ah, alternatives," Renora ventured. "Still entire, eh?
Equal Iy, hum unsigned by Sabered Sphigx."

"I find it cozy," Potto declared. "For one thing, there's food, though
your troops, ny dear young General, nmade off with a lot. | |ike food,
even if | can't eat it. For another, |I'ma good host, eager for the
confort of ny guests, and it's easy to heat. Behold this noble stove
and | aden woodbox. |'m happily immune to drafts, but you aren't.
I"mdeternmined to nake you confortable. Those other roons offer the
chilly attractions of a society beauty. This will provide warnth and tea,
even soup." He giggled. "All the solid virtues of an old nurse. Besides,
there are a great many sharp knives, and |'m al ways encouraged by
the presence of sharp knives."

"You can't be here alone," Maytera M nt said.

Potto grinned. "Do you propose to attack ne if | an®"

"Certainly not."

"You have an azoth, the fanous one given you by Silk. | won't
search you for it now "

"I left it with Colonel Bison. If | had conme arnmed after calling for
a truce, you' d be entitled to kill ne."

"I am anyhow," Potto told her. He picked up a stick of firewood
and snapped it between his hands. "The rules of war protect armes
and their auxiliaries. Yours is a rebellion, not a war, and rebels get
no such protection. Patera there knows that's the truth. Look at
his face."

"l--ah--assert the privilege of ny cloth.”

"You can. You haven't fought, so you're entitled to it. The Cenera
has and isn't. It's all very sinple."”

When neither replied, Potto added, "Speaking of cloth, |I forgot to
say that the rules apply only to soldiers and those auxiliaries who wear
their city's uniform as General Saba does. You, ny dear GCeneral
don't. The upshot is that though | can't offer violence to your armes

as long as the truce holds, I'mentitled to break both your leggies if |
want to, and even to wing your necky. Sit down, there's a cozy little
table right over there. I'll build a fire and put the kettle on."

They sat, Renora tucking the rich overrobe he wore around his
| egs, Maytera Mnt as she nmight have in the cenoby, her delicate
hands folded in her |lap, and her head bowed.

Potto filled one of the stove's fireboxes and stroked a stick of
kinding. It burst into flame, not nerely at one end like a torch, but
along its entire length. He tossed it into the firebox and shoved the
firebox back in place with an angry grinding of iron.

"He, um intrigues to separate us," Renora whi spered. "A--ah--hallowed?
El ementary stratagem General. | shall, um cleave to you
eh? If you in, ah, anal ogous fashion--"

"Maytera. Call me Maytera, please, Your Em nence, when we're
al one. "

file:/lIF|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe,%20Gene%?20...3%20-%20Exodus%20from%20the%20Long%20Sun.txt (8 of 243) [1/17/03 4:01:27 AM]



file:///F)/rah/Gene%20W ol fe/Wol fe,%20Gene%620-%20L ong%20Sun%62003%20-%20Ex0dus%20from%620the%620L ong%20Sun.txt

"I ndeed. Indeed! O, ah, _soror neque enimignari sunmus ante nal orum
O passi graviora, dabit Pas his guoque finem."

Potto was filling a teakettle. Wthout turning his head, he said, "I
have sharp ears. Don't say | didn't warn you."

Maytera M nt | ooked up. "Then |'m spared the necessity of raising
my voice. Are you really Councillor Potto? W cane to negotiate with
the Ayuntam ento, not with anyone we chanced to neet. |If you are,
whose body was that?"

"Yes." Potto put the kettle on the stove. "M ne. Have you nore
questions?"

"Certainly. Are you willing to stop all this bl codshed?"

"It bothers you, doesn't it?" He pulled out a stout stool and sat
down so heavily the floor shook

"Seei ng good and brave troopers di e? Watchi ng soneone who was
eager to obey ne a few seconds ago writhing and bl eeding in the
street? It does!"

"Well, it doesn't ne, and | don't understand why it should you.
never have. Call it a gift. There are people who can listen to nusic
all evening, then go hone and write everything down, and others
who can run faster and farther than a horse. Did you know that?

Mne's a less amazing gift, though it's brought ne success. | don't
feel pain | don't feel. Is that what you call a tautology? It's what life
has taught me. | give it to you for nothing."
Renora nodded, his |long face |onger than ever. "I, er, vouchsafe
it mght be included under that--ah--rubric."
"Councillor."
"Why--ah--indeed. | had no, um intention--"
"Thanks. I'mthe only nenber who forced his way in, or had to.

Did you know that, either of you?"
Maytera M nt shook her head.
"We're all related, as you can see fromour names. Lenmur and Loris

were brothers. Lenmur's dead. You don't have to | ook surprised, | know
you know. He packed the Ayuntamiento with relatives, back before
Patera here was born. | cane to him | approached himforthrightly

and fairly. He'd brought in Galago, a second cousin by courtesy. |

was much closer, and | said so. He said he'd take it under advi senent.
A week later--there'd been this and that, you know, nothing serious--he
tried to have me killed. | sawto it that the man's flesh was

served to us at dinner, and dessert was his head in | enon sherbet.

Lemur jerked away fromit, and | scooped up a little sherbet with

my fingers and ate it. | took the oath next day. Councillor Potto.

My cousi ns soon discovered that | was a useful friend, not just an

unpl easant relative."

Maytera M nt nodded. "You're proud of being useful, as everyone
who is, is entided to be. Now you have a chance to be of great service
to our whole city."

"W have, ah, ventured forth in good faith," Renora put in. "The
general has cone unarnmed. My--ah--vocation prohibits weapons.

Such, at least, is my own opinion, though the--our calde's may differ.
ask you, Council or, whether you, er, simlarly. Are we internediaries?
O, um captives?"

"You want to go before your tea's ready?" Potto waved in the
direction of the door. "Make the experinent, Patera."

"My duty, um confines ne."

"Then you're a prisoner, but not mne. Dear young General M nt,
woul dn't you like to know how | nanage to be alive in the kitchen
and dead in the draw ng roon?"

"There were two of you, clearly." She had taken her big wooden
prayer beads from her pocket; she ran themthrough her fingers,
conforted by their famliar shapes
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"No, only one, and that one is neither here nor there. As we aged,
Cousi n Tarsier nmade us new bodi es out of chenms. Lermur got the
first one, and the rest of us later as we cane to need them bodies
we can work fromour beds. | can't enjoy food, but | eat. |I'mfeeding
i ntravenously right now. "

"What becane of the chens?" Maytera M nt managed to keep her
voi ce steady. "OF their ninds?"

"I thought you were going to ask me whether he nmade the others
nmore than one."

"No. Clearly he did, or sonmeone did. But you got this body from
anot her person. And--and changed it to |l ook |ike you? You nust
have. Did he consent to any of that?"

"The | ogi cal question is whether there are two of all of us." Potto
struck the table with his fist. "You didn't even ask how | got the wood
to burn. How am | supposed to deal with soneone who won't stick
to the point?"

Renora began, "I, ah--" But Potto was not through. "By sticking
with the point nyself. That's it! | may soon stick with one so well
that it sticks out your back." He turned to Renora. "Yes, Patera.

You were about to say...?"
"I was, um speculating, Councillor, upon how you ignited that

wood so, er, effortlessly. I, um hope that you will, um consent to
ah--illuminate that matter for us."

"I amnot going to sit here teaching a butcher chem stry. Can't
ei ther of you understand that once |'ve told you what | want, | don't

want it? What are _you_ doi ng here anyway? Dear Ceneral Mnt's the
| eader, after Silk. Wy are you here?"

"To, er, nediate. We, um Hi s Cogni zance and, hum-"

"To bring peace," Maytera Mnt declared. "Calde Silk has offered
to let all of you keep your seats under the Charter. Considering al

that's happened, | think it very generous."

"For life?"

Renora touched her arm and she found it easy to interpret the
jesture. "lIs there a provision for life tenure? If so, | imagine it m ght
be invoked." Renora shook his head; the motion was slight, but
she saw it.

Potto smiled; it was so unexpected that she wondered for
a nmonent whet her she had unwittingly prom sed a return to
power .

Seeing it, Renora positively beamed. "Better! OCh, indeed! Mist be
mends, eh? Friends can nake peace, foes, er, unable."

"You mi sunderstand ny expression, Patera."

"I, um hail and approve it. Tinme--ah--sufficient for understanding,
er, presently. Maybe | put forward a proposal, Councillor? General?
My wish, a heartfelt suggestion. That we--ah--solemmly convene at
the present nonent, offering our prayer to the Nine. Qur petition,
if youwill, that--"

"Shut up," Potto snapped. "I've got the key, and you go on bl athering.
Calde Silk sent you, General. Is that right?"

"He woul d approve of ny coming, certainly. For days we've been
trying to reach you councillors on our glasses. | thought we night
try this."

When Potto did not reply, she added, "H s Emi nence was chosen
as an internediary by your Brigadier Erne and our cal de. Soon after,

as | understand it, H's Cogni zance offered his help as well. W were
and are overjoyed. | would hope--"

"You can't speak for him" Potto told her. "You may think
you can, or that Patera here can, but you can't. |'ve known

hima long time, and there's not a nore nalicious and unpredictable
person in the city. Not even nme. You're a general, Ceneral ?"
She nodded. "Appointed by Divine Echidna in a theophany. My
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instructions,” she anended themnentally in the interests of peace,

"were to tear down the Alanbrera and see to it that Viron renained

loyal to Scylla. If you're asking my position in the command structure,
Calde Silk is the head of our governnent, civil as well as mlitary.
Generalissinmo Qosik is our suprene military commander. | amin

charge of the arnmed popul ace, and General Skate comuands the

Cal de's Guard."

Potto tittered. "Then you've a firmgrasp of the mlitary situation
I don't. Lemur was our mlitary man. Explain our circunstances to
me, Ceneral, so we can start together."

"You' re serious?"

He rocked with silent merriment. "Never nore."

"As you wish. After Ophidian Echidna's theophany, we had about
thirty thousand troopers. Not that there were that nmany w tnesses,
or half that many, but a great many who heard what had happened
fromothers joined us. Sone were Guardsnen, none, | think, above
captain. You, the Ayuntami ento, called out the Arnmy, giving you
sonet hing |i ke seven thousand sol diers, besides the twenty-four
t housand troopers of your Cvil Guard."

"Go on," Potto told her. "None of this is quite right, but it's
interesting.”

"My figures for the Guard conme from Generalissino Qosik, who
was certainly in a position to know. Those for the Arny, from Sergeant
Sand, the | eader of those brave soldiers who saw that true loyalty |ay
in siding with the calde.”

Potto was still grinning. "Excuse the interruption.”

"l was about to say that since then we've gained strength, and
you've lost it. By shadel ow, we had nearly reached our present tota
of about fifty thousand. I"'mreferring to ny own troops here. That
ni ght, every brigade of your Cvil Guard went over to the cal de except
the Fourth. The Fourth and the Third, which was the generalissino's,
had been hol ding the Pal atine. The Fourth, comranded by Bri gadi er
Erne was driven fromit next day, and into the northern suburbs."”

"Where it still is."

"That's correct. We had fires all over the city to fight, hundreds of
them and we've been busy trying to get ourselves organi zed. Wen the
Al anbrera surrendered, we got thousands of slug guns and hundreds
of thousands of rounds of arnmunition. W had to see to it that they
went to people of good character. Furthernore, there's a feeling that
the Fourth Brigade might cone over to our side in another day or

two. Calde Silk and CGeneralissino Oosik think so, and so doI. |I'm
told that Hi s Cogni zance is of the sane opinion."
Renora cleared his throat. "It was, hnmp!, Brigadier Erne who, um

entreated ne to--ah--initiate? To set in notion these negoti ations.
I, er, thereafter--shortly thereafter--sought out the cal de, whom
um approved |ikew se. | can--am abl e and--ah--authorized. The
brigadier's viewpoint."

"Not now," Potto told him "General, could you crush the Fourth
Bri gade? Suppose Silk ordered it."

"Certainly, in two or three hours. Less if | had a few tal uses and
floaters, as well as ny people. But we'd rather not, obviously, in
view of the |oss of--"

"Not to nme!" Potto chortled. "It's not obvious to ne! Is the bl oodshed
really what's bothering you?"

"I should think it would bother anyone."

"Well, you're right, but you're wong too. The bl oodshed woul dn't
bot her ne, but why shouldn't you take five thousand prine troopers
if you can get then? W would. Are those the only reasons,

Gener al ?"
"I''"ll be frank. There's another aspect. You, by which |I nean the
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Ayunt ami ento, are down in the tunnels with nost of the Arny and
a few troopers."”

"Nearly a thousand."

"Setting them aside, you nust have about seven thousand sol diers
down there."

Potto's grin w dened.

"More? Very well, if you say so. Seven thousand was our estinate.
In any case, if we got deeply involved in an attack on the Fourth,
whi ch shouldn't be our primary objective anyway, you m ght mnake
a sortie fromthe tunnels and strike us from behind. According to
reports |I've had, it takes at |east four of my troopers to nmatch a
sol di er, which nmeans that your seven thousand that's the figure
we di scussed--are equivalent to twenty-eight thousand of mne. W
didn't feel we could risk it. | should say that we don't feel we can
as yet."

Potto nodded rather too enthusiastically. "Sonmeplace in all that
verbi age was a norsel that seemed intelligent, ny dear General. You
said our Guard, or what's left, wasn't what you really wanted to
destroy. That it was us. Wiy don't you come down after us?"

Renora | ooked deeply distressed. "Do you, er, Councillor... Is

t hi s--ah--productive?"
"I think so. You'll see. Answer ne if you can, Ceneral."
"Because the tunnels are too defensible. | haven't been in them

but they've been described to ne. A dozen soldiers could hold a
pl ace like that against a hundred troopers. If we've got to, we'll
find a way, digging shafts and so on. But we'd rather not, which
is why I'"'mhere. Al so there's another consideration. You spoke of

destroying the Fourth. Clearly, we don't want to. Still |ess do we
want to destroy the Army, which is of immense value to our city.
We know that--"

"You are an amazi ng wonan." Potto pushed his stool back and
crossed the big kitchen to the stove. "A wonman who tal ks sense
whenever it suits her but can't hear a kettle boil."

"Wonen generally talk sense, if nmen will listen to it."

"Those who are generals generally do, anyway. You're right about
the Fourth, and right about the Arny and not tackling the tunnels,
t hough you really don't understand the situation at all. |I'mour head
spy, did you know that? | was in charge of Lenur's spies, and now
I"ve got Loris's." Potto tittered. "Who are generally the sanme, Ceneral,
and nine. Do you really think all the troopers in the city are yours
or ours? You sinmply can't be that sinple!" He lifted the big copper
teakettle off the stove; it was spurting steam

Maytera M nt pursed her |ips.

"There are, um an--ah--m nuscul e? Li kewi se. Token, eh? An--ah--few
hundred. .."

"Two hundred, nore or less," she supplied. "Two hundred Trivigaunti
pt erotroopers commanded by Ceneral Saba, who al so commands the
airship. Two hundred's a very snall force, as H s Eni nence says,
though with supporting fire fromthe airship even a small force night
acconplish a great deal. General Saba has offered her hel p when we
nmove agai nst the Fourth, by the way."

"How kind." Potto had carried the steaning teakettle to their
tabl e.

"Not to you, Councillor. | realize that. But to us it is. It's a gesture
good will fromthe Rani to the new government of Viron, and as
is greatly appreciated."

"Your diplomacy flourishes." He raised the teakettle.

"It does. It's inits infancy, but it does." Maytera Mnt stood. "W
need a teapot, and tea. Sugar, nilk, and a lenon, if H s Eninence
takes lenon. I'Il look for them™

"I was about to ask you if ny face | ooks dusty."
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"l beg your pardon, Councillor?"

"Whet her it's dusty. Look carefully, will you? Maybe we shoul d
go to a window, where the light will be better."

"I don't see any dust." She was struck, unexpectedly and unpl easantly
by the lack of warnth in that face, which seemed so ani nated
Maytera Marble's famliar netal mask held a whorl of humlity and
passion; this, for all its seem ng plunpness and hi gh color, was
as cold as Echidna's serpents.

"I't's been packed away for years, you see." Leaning back at an
i mpossi bl e angle, Potto scratched the tip of his nose with the steam ng
spout of the teakettle. "I'mthe youngest nenber of the Ayuntani ento,
dear General. Did you know that?"

Maytera M nt shook her head.

"Just the same, they thought this seened too young, and asked
me to replace it." He contrived to | ean even farther backward. A
trickle of boiling water escaped the spout. "You don't know about
the Rani's horde, either. Do you?"

"What about it?"

"My face?" Potto jabbed the spout toward it. "It was in storage.
said that, why didn't you listen? Now |l can't see as clearly as | did.
I may have dust in ny eyes."

Bef ore Maytera M nt could stop him he raised the teakettle and
tilted it. Seething water cascaded down onto his nose and eyes. Renora
excl ai med, "Oh, you gods!" as Maytera M nt junped back fromthe
hi ssing spray.

"There. That ought to do it." Straightening up, Potto regarded her
t hrough wi de bl ue eyes again, blinking hard to clear them of boiling

drops. "That's mnmuch better. | can see everything. | hope you can, too,
my dear young General. The Rani's horde has already set out, and
there's sixty thousand foot and fifteen thousand cavalry. | haven't

the luxury of an airship to keep watch on Viron's enenmies, but | do
the best | can. Seventy-five thousand battl e-hardened troopers, wth
their support troops, a supply train of fifteen thousand canels, and
a labor battalion of ten thousand nen." Potto turned to Renora.
"Trivigaunte's nmen are of your school, Patera. No weapons. O

anyway they're supposed to be."

Renora had regai ned his conposure. "If this extensive and, ah,
form dabl e force is--ah--marching? Marching, you said, eh? Then
take it that it can't be marching here, or you--um-the Ayuntani ento,
nmore formally. Terns of surrender, hey?"

Potto tittered.

Maytera M nt squared her shoulders. "I wouldn't |augh, Councillor
H s Em nence is entirely correct. If the Rani is sending us a force of
that size, your cause is dooned."

"It's just as | feared," Potto told her. He held up the teakettle. "Do
you think it's cool ed too nuch?"

"To nake tea?" She took an involuntary step backward. "I doubt
it."

"To wash eyes, so they can see. | think you're right. Boiling water
stays hot for a long tinme."

"l canme under a flag of truce!"

He reached for her, nmoving nuch faster than so fat a man shoul d
have been able to. She whirled and ran, feeling his fingertips brush
her habit, reached the door a hand's breadth ahead of him and flung
hersel f through. An arm hooked her like a | anb; another pinned her
own arns to her sides. Her face was crushed agai nst nusty cloth.

Soundi ng near, Potto said, "Bring her back in here."

Not so near, words failed Renbra. "You cannot--1 nean to say
sinmply cannot--wonman's a sibyl! You, you--"

"Ch, be quiet," Potto told him "Bend her over backwards, Spider
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Make her look up at this."

Abruptly there was light and air. The man who had caught her
was as tall as Renora and as wide as Potto; he held her by her hair
and dropped to one knee, pulling her across the other.

"My son." Looking up at his heavy, unshaven chin, she found it
horribly hard to keep from sounding frightened. "Do you realize what
you' re doi ng?"

The man, presunably Spider, glanced to one side, presumably at
Potto. "How s this, Councillor?"

She rolled her eyes without finding him and the thick fingers would
not |et her turn her head.

H s voice cane froma distance. "I'mputting the kettle back. W
can't have it cooling off while | give you the rules.”

Renora entered her field of view, seeming as lofty as a tower when
he bent above them "If there is--ah--Maytera. Ceneral. Anything
can do...?"

"There is," she said. "Let Bison know what happened."

"Go back to your seat," Potto told Renpora, and he vani shed.
"Didn't you wonder, my dear General," it was Potto's cheerful,
round face opposite Spider's now, "how | happened to be so near
my own corpse? O what becane of Bl ood' s? Bl ood was stabbed by
your friend Silk. Let's not call himCalde. W' re no |onger being so

polite."

"Let me up, and |I'Il be happy to ask you."

"I't won't be necessary. Blood' s body has been haul ed away al ready,
you see. And you do see, don't you? At present. | ordered that ny own
wasn't to be touched, because | think we nmay be able to fix it. | cane
in person to pick it up, with a few of my nost trusted spy catchers.
Spider's their jefe. 1'd use soldiers, but they're awmfully sensitive, it
seens, to nmention of a calde, though you wouldn't think it to | ook
at them"

From a di stance, Renora called, "Councillor? Councillor!"

She shut her eyes. |If she was never to see again, the last thing she
saw shoul d not be the high snmoke-grimed ceiling of the kitchen in this
ruined villa. Echidna, rather, her face filling the Sacred W ndow. Her
mot her's face. Bison's, with its quick eyes and curling black beard.

Her roomin the cenoby. Children playing, Maytera Marble's group
because she had al ways wanted theminstead of the older girls this
year and the ol der boys before Patera Pike died. Auk's face, so ugly
and serious, nore precious than a stack of cards. Bison's. Cage Street,
and the floaters firing as the white stallion thundered toward them

"Did you hear that, my dear General ?"

"Hear what?" Maytera M nt opened her eyes, renenbering too |ate
that scal ding water might be poured into them

"Tell her, Patera! Tell her!" Potto was giggling like a girl of twelve,
giggling so hard that he could hardly talk.

"l --ah--um-proposed an, er, substitution."

"He wants to take your place. Really, it's too funny."

She tried to speak, and found that her eyes were filling with hot
tears, irony so cheap and obvious as to be unbearable. "No, Your
Enmi nence. But... But thank you."

"He, um Potto. Councillor. He wi shes to, um secure your--ah--collaboration,
hey? I, um endeavored to point out that to, er, spare

me you woul d, eh? Watever he wants."

"I can already nmake you do anything | want." Potto was back. He
held the teakettle over her. "What |I'mtrying to do is what she's done
for years. Educate." G ggling, he covered his nouth with his free hand.
"Wash the dust out. Clarify her vision. Have | explained the rul es?"

"Er--no."

"Then I will. | have to. You want to save her, Patera?"

She could actually hear Renobra's teeth chatter. She had al ways
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supposed the busi ness about chattering teeth was a sort of verba
convention, like hair standing on end.

"You nade your offer, and | said no. But you can save ne the
troubl e of washing her eyes."

"I, um every effort."

"I'"'mgoing to ask questions. Educational questions. |If her answers
are right, we postpone the eyebath. O if yours are. Ready? Spider,
what about you? Wen you see the kettle tip, you'll have to hold her
tight and keep your hands clear."

"Any time, Councillor."

"I"ll start with an easy one. That's the best way, don't you think?
If you really want children to learn. If you aren't just showi ng off.
Did you know Silk's friend Doctor Crane?"

She shut her eyes again, finding it difficult to think. "Know hinf
No. Maytera Marble nmentioned himonce, the nice doctor who |et

her ride in his litter. | don't think | ever saw him |I'msure | haven't
met him"
"And you never will. He's dead." Potto sounded pl eased. "Your

turn, Patera. Wat about you?"

"Crane, eh? A doctor? Can't, um place him"

"He was a spy. Let's give the poor fellow his due. He was a master
spy, sonme say the Rani's best. Trivigaunte had nore spies in Viron
than any other city. It still does, though they have no jefe now Wy
do you think that is, Maytera? More spies than Urbs or Palustria?"

"All | can do is guess." Her nmouth was dry; she tried unsuccessfully
to swallow. "The Rani's a woman, but all the other cities near ours
have mal e rulers. She nmay have been nore sensitive to the danger
you and your cousins presented.”

"Not bad. Can you inprove on that, Patera?"

"1, ah, cheating."

Potto giggled. "Double credit for it. Go ahead."

"H s Cogni zance, eh? He told nme. Not in so many words, eh? No
mountains. First, um er--"

"Obj ective," Potto supplied.

"I ndeed. Next, ah, year. Spring. Not |ong now, hey, Councillor?
Wnter has, um commenced."

"General, this is your area of expertise. Say another force is opposing
yours, which is larger. Wuld you rather fight your way across a
nmount ai n range or a desert?"

"I"d want to see the desert,"” she hedged.

"You can't see either one, and if you won't answer you won't see
anything." The teakettle tilted a little.

"Then | prefer the desert."

"\ 2"

"Because fighting in nmountains would be like fighting in tunnels.
There woul d be narrow passes, in which we'd have to go at the eneny
head-on. In a desert we could get around them"

"Correct. Patera, | haven't been giving you many chances, so you
first. Two cities I'Il call Viron and Trivigaunte are separated by a | ake
and a desert. A big | ake, though it's been getting snaller and turning
bracki sh. That's the situation, and here's the question. If the easiest
city for Viron to attack is Trivigaunte, what's easiest for Trivigaunte?
Think carefully.”

"For, ah, thenP" Renora's voice quavered. "Us, | should say.
Viron."

"Do you agree, ny dear General ?"

She had begun a short prayer to Echidna while Renpora was
speaking; after murnuring the final phrase she said, "There could
be other answers, but that's the nobst probable. Viron."

"I"'mputting the kettle on again,"” Potto told her. "Not because
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you' ve passed, but because you may fail right here, and I want the
wat er hot enough to do the job. Listen carefully, because we're going
from geography to arithnmetic. Listen, and think. Are you ready?"

She conpelled her nmind and lips. "I suppose so."
Potto tittered. "Are you, Patera?"
"Ah... | wish, Councillor--"

"Save it for later. It's time for arithmetic. The Rani of Trivigaunte
has seventy-five thousand crack troopers in Viron. The so-called
calde's general has fifty thousand untrained ones, and the traitor
commandi ng the Cal de's guard has about eighteen thousand fit for
duty, of doubtful loyalty. If these nunbers have you m xed up,
don't blane you. Whuld you |like ne to stop here and repeat them
General ?"

"Let nme hear the rest."”

"We're getting to the crux. Rani, seventy-five thousand. You, fifty
t housand. Oosik, eighteen thousand. Al these are troopers, arned
bi os. Now t hen, the Ayuntam ento, which opposes all three of them
has ei ght thousand two hundred sol diers and a thousand troopers
under ground, and another five thousand on the surface. The question
is, _who rules Viron?_ Answer, Patera.”

"The- - ah--you do. The Ayuntaniento."

"One drop for that," Potto said. "I'Il fetch the kettle."

Maytera M nt squeezed her eyes shut, clenching her teeth as a single
scal ding drop struck her forehead. Locked in a private nightmare
of fear and pain, she heard the opening of the door as if it were
| eagues away. A new voice spoke in the reedy tones of an old man:
"What's this?"

Renora, overjoyed: " Your Cognizance! _

Al nmost carelessly, Potto said: "This is a nice surprise, | had nen
posted. Another prisoner's wel cone, just the same."

She squinted upward. The sere old face over hers was one she
had seen only at a distance; she had not realized then howits eyes
glittered.

"Rel ease her!" Quetzal snapped. "Let her go. Now "

She tried to smile as Spider inquired, "Councillor?"

"Class disnmissed for the present. It may resune soon, so think
about the material." He sounded angry.

Spi der stood, and she fell to the floor

"I'"ve tal ked to your cousin Loris," Quetzal told Potto, "and |I've
conme to give you the news | brought him If you decide to detain
me afterward, it's the risk | run."

Potto spoke to Spider. "This old fox is the Prolocutor. If that's
goi ng to bot her you, say so."

"Anyt hing you want, Councillor."

"He's worth two of the general and ten of the butcher. Don't
forget it. Ad man, what tricks have you cooked up?" Maytera M nt
scranbled to her feet, trying not to step on the hem of her habit.

"No tricks, Councillor. There was a theophany during ny sacrifice
at the Grand Manteion." Simultaneously, Maytera M nt received
the inpression that Quetzal was never excited, and that he was
excited now.

Potto snorted and set his steaming teakettle on the table. "Another
one? Wio was it this time? Sphigx?"

Quet zal shook his head. "Pas."

"Pas is dead!"

Quetzal turned fromPotto. "Great Pas, Maytera. Lord Pas, the
Father of the Seven. If it wasn't him it was his ghost. Wich in
poi nt of fact is what the god hinself said."

Chapter 2 -- H's Nanme |Is Hossaan
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He hinmsel f had shut this door frominside and shot the bolt; it had
been the final action of his exorcism But if this door (the obscure
si de door of what had been a manteion, and what nany passers-by

no doubt assunmed was a manteion still) was used to admit patrons

who did not want to be seen entering Orchid's, there should be
sonmeone to answer his knock. By summer habit, he squinted up

to gauge the width of the narrowi ng sun; it was nmasked by cl ouds
dark with rain or snow, and the awe-inspiring nmumry-col ored bul k

of the Trivigaunti airship.

He knocked again. Hs bearers had put down the litter and were
maki ng thensel ves confortable. Did he dare risk their seeing him
pound on a door to which nobody came? What woul d Commi ssi oner
Newt have to say about the effect on his prestige and popularity?
What woul d Oosi k say? Whuld it replace the fighting as the tal k of
the city?

He was snmiling at the thought when the door was opened by a
smal |l and markedly unattracti ve womman with a faded rag over her
graying hair. "Cone--uh. It ain't any nore, Patera."”

"I amOrchid' s spiritual advisor," Silk told her firmy. "Admt ne."
The worman backed away; he stepped inside and bolted the door
behind him "Take me to her."

"I"'mcleaning up in here." She eyed Oreb with disfavor

Sil k conceded privately that the forner mantei on could use a
cleaning. He glanced up at the stage to see whether the new backdrop
was as bl asphenpbus as the one he had cut down, and was illogically
pl eased to find that it was nerely obscene.

"She'll be in her room She m ght not be up yet."

"Take nme to her," he repeated, and added, "At once!"

"I won't knock." The small worman sounded fri ght ened.

"Never mnd. | renenber the way." He pushed past her and strode
across the fornmer manteion with scarcely a twinge fromhis ankle.
Here was the step on which he had sat to talk to Musk. Misk was
dead now. The nenory of Miusk's tortured face returned.

The courtyard beyond the manteion was deserted but by no neans
enpty, littered with scraps of food over which crows and pi geons
squabbl ed, spilled liquors, bottles, and broken gl ass. Oeb, bigger
than the biggest crow, watched fascinated, cocking his head this way
and t hat.

O pine's naked corpse had sprawl ed on this wooden stair. There
was no point in |ooking for bloodstains today, or in trying not to step
on such stains as might be present. Silk clinbed, his eyes resolutely
fixed on the gallery above.

What faith he'd had then! That Silk would be praying now, as
confident as a child that the gods heard each word, a prayer to Ml pe
as patroness of the day, and one to Pas, who was as dead as Crane,
Orpine, and Musk. Most of all, that earlier Silk would have prayed
devoutly to the Qutsider, though the Qutsider had warned that he
woul d send no aid.

Yet the Qutsider had cone with healing when he had | ain near death.
And to be nore accurate (Silk paused at the top of the steps, renmenbering)
the Qutsider had not actually said that he would get no help, but
war ned himto expect none--which was not precisely the sane thing.

Buoyed by the thought, he wal ked al ong the creaking gallery to the
door that Crane had opened when he cane out to examine Orpine's
body, and was about to open it hinself when it was opened from
wi t hi n.

He blinked, gasped, and blinked again. O eb, whom few things
surprised, whistled before croaking, "Lo, girl."

"H, Oeb. Hello, Patera. Al the blessings on you this afternoon
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and all that."

Silk smled, finding it easier than he had expected; there was not hing
to be gained by berating her, surely. "Chenille, it's good to see you
I've been wondering where you were. | have people searching for
you and Auk."

"You thought | was finished with this." The expression of her coarse,
flat-cheeked face was by no neans easy to read, but she sounded

despondent .
"I hoped you were," Silk said carefully. "I still hope you are--that
|l ast night was the last night." If the gods did not care, why should

he? He thrust the thought aside.

"Nobody | ast night, Patera. There wasn't enough to keep the other
dell's busy. You're thinking how about rust, aren't you? |I can tel
fromthe way you | ook at nme. Not since the funeral. Conme on in."

She st epped back.

He entered, careful not to brush her jutting breasts.

"Now you' re wondering how long it'll last. Me too. You didn't
know | was a regular mnd reader, did you?" She srniled, and the
smle made himwant to put his arns around her

He nodded instead. "You're very perceptive. | was."

Oeb felt he had been |l eft out |ong enough. "Were Auk?"

"l don't know. You want to conme to ny room Patera? You can
sit, and we could talk like we did that other tine."

"I must speak to Orchid--but if you wish it."

"W don't have to. Conme on, she's probably about dressed. Her
rooms up this way." Chenille led himalong a corridor he recalled
only vaguely. "Maybe | could conme by tonorrow to talk? Only you're
not at the place on Sun Street anynore, are you?"

"No," Silk said, "but |I'mgoing there when |I |eave here. Wuld you
like to cone?" When Chenille did not reply, he added, "I have a litter;
I'"ve been trying to spare ny ankle."

She was shocked. "You can't |et people see ne with you!"

"We'll put the curtains down."
"Then we could talk in there, huh? Al right."
Silk, too, had cone to a decision. "I'd like to have you with ne

when | speak to Orchid. WIIl you do it?"

"Sure, if you want ne." She stopped before Orchid' s door. "Only |
hope you're not going to get her nmd."

Recalling the small worman's fear, Silk knocked. "Were you
| eaving just now, Chenille? W can arrange to neet later, if this
is inconvenient."

She shook her head. "I saw you out ny wi ndow and put this gown
on, that's all."

Orchid's door had opened. Ochid, in a black peignoir that rem nded
Silk vividly of the pink one she had worn when she had admitted him
with Crane, was staring open nout hed.

He tore his own gaze from her gaping garnent. "May | speak with
you when you' ve finished dressing, Ochid? It's urgent; | wouldn't
have troubl ed you ot herw se."

Nunbly, the fat woman retreated

"Conme on, Patera." Chenille led the way in. "She can put on a,
you know, nore of a wap-up." To Ochid she added, "He's ginp,
renenber? Maybe you could invite himto sit."

Orchid had recovered enough to tug at the | ace-decked edges of the
pei gnoir, covering bulging flesh that woul d reappear the nonent she
rel eased them "l--you're the cal de now. The new one. Everybody's
tal ki ng about you."

Oeb offered proof. "Say Silk!"

"I'mafraid I am |I'mstill the same nman, however, and | need
your help."

Chenille said firmy. "Have a seat, Patera.”
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"Yeah, sit down. Do | call you Calde or Patera?"

"I really prefer to stand as long as you and Chenille are standing.
May | say it's pleasant to see you agai n? Pleasant to see you both.
I'"ve been |ooking for Chenille, as | told her, and |'ve net so nmany
new peopl e--commi ssioners at the Juzgado and so forth--that you
seem|like old friends."

"Good friends." Chenille dropped onto the green-vel vet couch. "I'l|
never forget how you stood up to the councillors at Blood' s." She

turned to Orchid. "I told you about it, right?"
"Yeah, but | never thought |I'd see you again, Calde. | nean to
talk to."

He grasped the opportunity. "You saw ne when Hyacinth and
were riding through the city, and we saw you. Have you seen Hyacinth
si nce then?"

O chid shook her head as she sat down beside Chenille.

Gatefully, Silk sat too. "I nmean her no harm-none what soever
I nmerely wish to find her."

"I"'msure you don't, Calde. I'd tell you if knew."

Chenille said, "You're going to ask me in a mnute. | can't renmenber
how long it's been since | saw Hy. A couple nonths. Maybe | onger
than that."

"No girl?" Oreb inquired.

Silk | ooked around at him "Chenille is only one of the people we've
been trying to find, actually. Now I'mhoping to find out sonething
about the others."

"I''"ll call you Calde," Ochid announced. "It feels easier. A hoppy
was here asking about Hy. Did you know that?"

"I sent him indirectly at |east."

"He wanted to know about Chen, too. And Auk." O chid gl anced
at Chenille, afraid that she was revealing too nuch.

"But you told himnothing. |I can't blane you. In your place
woul d probably have done the sane."
Orchid struggled to her feet. "lI'mforgetting ny nanners. Maybe

you'd like a glass of wine? | renmenber that tinme when you said
you were sorry you only had water, but water was what | wanted
right then. You got sone for nme, and good water too. You've got
a good well."

"No wi ne, thank you. You told the Guardsman who cane here
that you didn't know where Hyacinth, or Chenille, or Auk was. |
know you nust have, because any information you provided him
woul d have been reported to ne, with its source. As | said, | would
very likely have acted just as you did, if | had been in your place
This afternoon it occurred to ne that you mght tell ne nore than
you'd tell soneone you didn't know or trust, so | cane in person.
take it that Chenille was already here when he arrived to question
you. Was that yesterday?"

Orchid nodded. Chenille said, "It's ny fault, Patera. | asked her
not to tell anybody." For perhaps five seconds she was silent, nibbling
at her lower lip. "Because of that other man. You know who | nean,
Patera? He was at Blood's, too, and he didn't get shot |like the fat
one. The tall one. He saw ne, and he heard ny nane."

Silk's forefinger drew small circles on his cheek. "Do you think he
knew enough about you to search for you here?"

"I don't know. I've tried to renenber everything Blood said, and
I don't renenber anything about that. Only he might have said
sonet hing before or after or maybe even sonmething |'ve forgotten
He' d seen nme, and knew who | was."

"In that case," Silk said slowy, "I"msurprised that you cane
back here."

O chid poured a pony of brandy. "It isn't as dunb as you think,
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Calde. If sonebody came around, we'd tell her so she'd have tine
to hide. W did with the hoppy, didn't we, Chen?"

"That's right, Patera. Anyhow | pretty nmuch had to. | didn't have
any noney--"

"I must speak to you about that; remind ne after we |eave."

"Except a little here, and ny jewelry's here, except for this ring."
She held up her hand to display it, and the ruby glowed |like a coa

fromthe forge. "I think it's worth a deck, and so does Orchid."
O chi d nodded enphatically.
"Only Auk gave it tonme, and | told himl'd never sell it. | won't,

ei ther. Renenber when you and ne talked in the front room of your
little house, Patera?"

"Yes, | do. |I'msurprised that you do, however."

"I didn't to start, but after a while it cane back. What | was going
to say is | had ny best pieces on, ny jade earrings and the neckl ace,
only it got |ost when ny good wool gown did."

Sil k nodded. "Patera Incus said Maytera Marble had nade Bl ood
give you the chenille one you had on there."

"Unh-huh. 1'"Il tell you about |osing the other one and my neckl ace
sonme other tinme. What | was going to say is they hurt nmy ears, down
in the tunnel. | took them off and gave themto Auk, and he put them
in his pocket." She fell silent, her chest heaving dranmatically.

"When | find Auk, 1'Il remind himto return themto you."

"There's sonething |'ve got to tell you about him too. You won't
believe me, but |I've got to tell you just the same. Only not now. "

"Al'l right. Tell me when you feel ready to do so." Silk turned back
to Ochid. "Pernit nme to ask again. Do you know where Hyacinth
is? Do you have any idea at all?"

Shaki ng her head, Orchid passed her brandy to Chenille. "Drink
it, you'll feel better." Freed of the stem O-chid s beringed fingers
clenched. "Patera, | need a favor and | need it bad. Ever since | saw
you in the hall I've been trying to think of a good way to ask. If |
knew anyt hing that would help you find Hy, 1'd tell you and ask for
my favor. | don't, but | got connections and they know pl aces the
hoppi es never heard of I'lIl get themon it as quick as | can."

Oeb flewfromSilk's shoulder to Chenille's. "Were Auk?"

"My question exactly," Silk said. "You told the Guardsman you
didn't know where Hyacinth was, and you were telling himthe truth.
You lied when you told himthat you didn't know where Chenille
was. \Wat about Auk?"

Orchid shook her head. "I've got a couple culls asking. He's got
Chen's bobbers, like she says. W know he's around. W' ve tal ked
to bucks that saw him Isn't that right?"

Cheni | | e nodded.

"But nobody seems to know where he dosses. A friend of mine told
himl| wanted to see him and he said maybe he'd come later, but he
hasn't." Orchid tapped her forehead. "He's cank, they say. Talking
clutter."

"Let me know if he conmes, will you please? |Imediately."

"Absol utely, Calde. You can count on it. Want ne to keep him
here until you get here?"

"He'll stay," Chenille interposed. "He'll be in ny room"

"Yes, | do," Silk told Ochid. "You' ve offered nme several favors,
and | want themall. | want very much to | earn where Hyacinth is. |
want to learn where Auk is, too, and | want you to keep himhere if
he cones. He used to cone here often, | know. You said you required
a favor fromme. I'Il help you if |I can. Wiat is it?"

"Bl ood' s dead. That's what Chen says, and it's all over town anyhow.
They say--am | stepping in it?"

Chenille swallowed a sip of brandy. "They say you killed him
Patera. Thats what sone people told ne out at his house before the
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fighting was over."

O chid took a step toward Silk. "I own this." Her voice was husky
with enotion. "This house of mne. But | bought it with noney Bl ood
gave ne, and | had to sign a paper."

Bel atedly, Silk rose too. "What did it say?"

"I don't know. It was at his place in the country. Once in a while
he'd cone to town and see people, but nostly he sent word and you
went out there to see him If he liked you, he'd send his floater for
you. That was the first tineinny lifel got toride in one."

Recalling his trip fromBlood's villa to the mantei on on Sun Street,
Silk nodded. "Go on."

"W tal ked about, you know, what sort of house |I'd found, where
it was and how big and the girls I'd got lined up. Then he pulled out a
paper and said sign this. | did, and he stuck it away agai n and gave ne
the noney. | got the deed, and it's in ny nane, but now he's dead and
I don't know about the paper. | want to keep ny house. It would kil
me to lose it. That's lily. Wth himgone, | don't know where | stand,
but I'd feel a lot better knowing | had the calde in nmy corner."

"He is." Silk started toward the door. "You have nmy word, Orchid;
but I rmust go--we nust, if Chenille's comng."

"I've got to get ny coat." She was already on her feet. "Your litter's
around back? On Music? I'Il neet you."

As he rattled down the wooden steps, Silk could not be sure he
had told her it was, or that he had replied at all

"If you don't want to, they won't make you," Auk told his |isteners.
"You think the gods are a bunch of hoppies? They don't push anybody
around. Wy shoul d they? Wen they want to do you a good turn,

they say do this and this, 'cause it's going to be good, you're going
tolikeit. Only if you say it's a queer lay, they say dinber by us,

we'll give it to sonebody el se. Renenber Kypris? She didn't say go
uphill and solve all those kens. She said if you want to, go to it and
I"l'l keep the street. This is like that. |I'mnot here to nake anybody

do anything. Neither's Tartaros."

One of his listeners asked, "Wat've we got to do now?"

The blind god whose hand was upon Auk's shoul der whi spered,
"Tell himto nmake ready."

"To start with, you got to get yourself set," Auk said. "Get used
toit. You'll be going to a new place. It'll be better, real nice, but
all the stuff you're used to will be down the chute. Even the sun'l
be different, a short sun that won't ever go out. You got to think
about it, and that's why I'mhere, to start you culls thinking. You
want to think about what to take, and who to take with you, and
talk to "em If you're like nme, you're going to want pals. Tell 'em
Every man's got to have a wonan, too, and every woman's got to
take a man. Just sprats don't have to have anybody."

A bi g-nosed woman shouted, "Over here!" and Auk's listeners drifted
away, forming two long lines, slug guns at the ready.

"That went well," Tartaros whispered.

"They didn't believe ne." Wearily, Auk started back down the tunnel;
this one was open to the sky, as nost were on this level. The walls
were walls, but had doors and windows in them He was still trying
to nmake up his mind whether that nmade things better or worse.

"Men come slowy to belief," the god whispered, "nor is that to
be depl ored. Sone have taken the first step already, because you
urged it."

Auk felt a glow of satisfaction. "If you figure that was enough, what
we did back there, dinber with nme. Think | ought to steal sonething
for her to eat? | said | would."

"You nmust steal nore cards, as well."

Auk steered the blind god around a hoppy's corpse, its eyes and
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mout h bl ack with col d-nunbed flies. "You won't let ne spend 'em
Terrible Tartaros."

"W will have need of nany cards, and quickly. Have | not nade
it clear to you?"

"Yeah, to fix up a lander." Auk smled at the thought. "I guess
you did."

"That is well. Your mnd is nmending. Steal food, if you w sh, Auk,
and nore cards where you can."
As their litter jogged down Sun Street Chenille said, "I'd like you to

shrive me. WII this take I ong enough?"

"That will depend on how nmuch you have to tell nme." Silk was acutely
aware of her hip pressing his owm. He recalled a rule forbidding sibyls
fromriding in alitter with a man; he was beginning to feel that there
shoul d be another--strictly enforced--agai nst augurs riding with
worren. “"Certainly it would be nore regular to do it in the manteion
where we woul d not be pressed for tine."

"You know what |'mafraid of? I"'mafraid of sone goddess getting
in me again. You don't know about Scylla, do you?"

"I'"ve spoken with Patera Incus. He told ne that Scylla had possessed
you--it was one of the reasons | was anxious to find you--and that
she, through you, had appointed him Prol ocutor."

Cheni |l e nodded, the notion of her head al nost ghostly in the
tightly curtained litter. "I renmenber that a little. Only he tal ked
about it so nuch after she let me go that | can't be sure exactly
what | said. Auk could tell you."

"Il ask when we find hinm but the Prolocutorship is a concern of
the Chapter's, not the civil governnment's. In other words, | have no
nmore say in the matter than any other menber of the clergy, and
none at all as calde. Was Auk the only other person present?"

"Dace, but he's dead."

"l see. | refrained fromasking Patera about wi tnesses. As | said,
it's a mtter that concerns me only as one augur anong nany. |t
may be that I'lIl no | onger be an augur at all when the matter cones
before the clergy."

Silk was silent for a nmonent, his eyes vague. "If what Patera reports
is true, and I'minclined to credit him it's unfortunate that Scylla
didn't make her wish known at a tinme when other augurs, or sibyls,
were present. Most of the--"

Chenille interrupted. "I wouldn't mind if it was Kypris again. It
m ght be nice. Only Scylla was really rough. That's how | |ost nmy gown
and ny good jade necklace, I'd go out to the |lake and I ook for it, only

I"mpretty sure sonebody's found it by this time. Anyway, isn't there
somepl ace where we could do it besides in the nanteion? Kypris got

me when | was in there, and Scylla when | was in her shrine at the | ake.
I"mgoing to try to stay away fromplaces like that for a while."

"I see. If you don't |ook at the Sacred Wndow, you can't be
possessed--so Kypris inplied, at least." Too late, Silk recalled that there
was no Wndow in Scylla's shrine. "It may be that there are other neans, of
course," he finished |lamely, "or that only she is linmted in that fashion."

"Don't you bucks ever get possessed?"

"Certainly we do. In fact, it's nuch nore usual, or so the
Chrasnol ogic Witings inply. Men are nornally possessed by
mal e gods, such as Pas, Tartaros, Hierax, and the CQutsider, or
such minor male gods as Catanitus. That is true of enlightennent
as well. | nyself was enlightened by the Qutsider, not Pas, though
it would appear that conmon report attributes ny enlightennent to
Pas." Silk forbore mentioning that Pas was dead.

"The reason | was asking--"

Their litter stopped, |owered gently to an uneven surface. Oeb
pushed the curtain aside with beak, and was gone.
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"I''"l'l be here a while," Silk told the head bearer. "It mght be best if
| were to pay you now. "

The head bearer made an awkward bow with one eye on his nen,
who were hel ping Chenille out of the litter. "We'll wait, Calde. No
trouble."

Silk got out his cardcase. "May | give you sonething so you can
refresh yoursel ves while you wait?"

"We'l'l be all right." The head bearer backed away.

"As you wi sh."

The garden gate was unl ocked; Silk opened it for Chenille. "I was
afraid you'd give themtoo nuch," she whispered as she passed.

"They'd get drunk."

That expl ai ned the head bearer's refusal, Silk decided as he recl osed
the gate; it would not do for the bearers of the calde's litter to be
drunk. He nade a nental note to allow for the propensity of the
| owest classes to drink too much.

"I's anybody here?" Chenille | ooked about her at the arbor and the
wells, the berry branbles and wilted tomato vi nes under the w ndows
of the manse, the seared fig and the leafless little pear, and the spaded
bl ack soil that had been Maytera Marble's struggling garden

"At the monment? | can't say. | assune that Patera Qulo's still off
fighting--or at any rate off watching what's |eft of Erne's brigade.
Maytera Marble's probably in the cenoby; we'll find out when |'ve
shriven you."

"You won't hold us long with a handful of nmen," Maytera Mnt told
Spi der. "Col onel Bison has five hundred."”

Spi der chuckl ed. He was, as she had concluded a hal f-hour before,
rather too well suited to his name, a man who nade her think of a
fat, hairy spider watching its web in a dirty corner

Quetzal said, "He's taking us down into the tunnels."

Spi der opened a door as Quetzal spoke, revealing a flight of rough
steps descending into darkness. "You know about those, old man?"

"I just canme up fromthem D d you hear ne tell Potto I'd tal ked
to Loris?"

"Councillor Potto to you." Spider gestured with a needler; he was two
full heads taller. "Now get down there before | kick you down."

"I can't walk fast, my son." Quetzal tottered toward the steps. "I'l
del ay you and the others.™

There had been a note in his quavering old voice that gave Maytera
M nt a surge of irrational confidence. "The N ne avenge wongs done
to augurs and sibyls," she warned Spider, "and their vengeance is
swift and terrible. What they might do to soneone who nmaltreats
the Prolocutor, | shudder to think."

Spi der grinned, show ng remarkably crooked teeth. "That's lily,
General. So don't you shove himdown and run. Stir it, now
The tall cully behind you, and ne behind him W' re all going
to wait nice till Councillor Potto and ny knot fetch along his
dead body."

She started down the steps, one hand on a wooden rail that seened
both grimy and insecure. Behind her, Renora said, "This is where,
ah, the calde, eh? The cellar, in which, um-"

"Sergeant Sand,"” she told him The dull gleamthat had been
Quetzal 's hairl ess head had di sappeared into the darkness; she
qui ckened her pace, although the steps were steep and hi gh, and
she was afraid of falling. "Sergeant Sand held the cal de down here
for six hours or nore. He told nme about it."

Renora bunped her from behind. "Sorry! Ah--pushed."

"Keep noving," Spider grow ed.

The sound of their voices had kindled a dull green |ight sone
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di stance down the steps; in the di mess she could make out ranked
shel ves of dusty jars, and what seened to be abandoned machi nery.
I nvoluntarily she nurnured, "He's gone."

Spi der heard her. "Wo is?"

"H s Cogni zance." She halted, speaking over her shoul der. "Look
for yourself. He should be on the stair in front of nme, but he's not."
At the last words, the bright bird called _hope_ sang in her heart.

"There you are!" Maytera Marble exclained as Silk energed fromthe
chilly privacy of the vine-draped arbor. "There's a man here | ooking
for you, Patera. | said you weren't here, but he says you' ve got a
litter on Sun Street."

Silk sighed. "It's been like this since Phaesday. No doubt it's
extrenely urgent."

"That's just what he said, Patera." Maytera Marbl e nodded vi gorously,
her metal face luminous in the gray daylight. "And it must be.

He came in a floater."

Chenille's smle turned to a stare. "Hello, Maytera. \What happened
to your hand?"

"How good of you to ask!" She displayed her stunp of arm "M
hand's fine, ny daughter. 1've got it in a drawer, wapped up in a clean
towel. It's the rest of--we should go, Patera. He's waiting for you in
front of the cenoby. He cane in through the garden and knocked at
your manse. | thought he was | ooking for Patera Gulo."

"I was shriving Chenille," Silk explained. "I'mafraid we didn't
hear him™"

"I did," Chenille declared, "only | thought it was on the street. It
was while | was telling you about--" He silenced her, a finger to
his |ips.

"H's name is Hossaan," Maytera Marble continued. "He's foreign,

I think, but he says he knows you. He gave you a ride once, and he
was on a boat with you out on the | ake. Now where are you--? Oh,
| forgot. He can't go through the cenoby."

The [ ast words were spoken to Silk's back. At a linping run, he
vani shed into the narrow openi ng between the northwest corner of
the mantei on and the sout hwest corner of the cenoby.

"There's a gate,"” Maytera Marble explained to Chenille, "that opens
onto the children's playground from Silver Street. But you and | can
go through the cenoby."

She nounted the back step and opened the kitchen door. "M
granddaughter's in here. | had just fixed her a bite when |I saw that
man. Do you know her?"

"Your granddaughter?" Chenille shook her head.

"Perhaps you'd enjoy a little boiled beef too?" Maytera Marble

| onered her voice. "I think it's good for her to talk with other bio
girls. She's been, well, sheltered, | suppose you could call it. And

I have something to say to Patera before that man makes off with

him | have a favor to ask him a great big one."

On Silver Street, Silk was already speaking to "that man." "I haven't
been | ooking for you," he said. "It was stupid of nme, incredibly stupid.

I've had Guardsnen out conbing the city for Hyacinth and sone
ot her people, but you had slipped nmy mind conpletely.”
"We can talk in ny floater, Calde." Hossaan was slight and

swarthy, with vigilant eyes. "It'Il be nore private and get us out
of this wind."
"Thank you." Stepping into the floater, Silk let hinself sink into

its bl ack-Ieather uphol stery.

The translucent canopy went up with a nuted sigh, and the freezing
gusts that had been punishing Viron ended, if only for them

"If your Guardsnmen had | ooked, they woul d've found ne." Hossaan
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smled as he took his place in the front seat. "These things aren't easy
to hide."

"l suppose not. | ran to see you as soon as | realized who you
were because | want to ask where Hyacinth is. You brought her to
Erm ne's on Hi eraxday to neet ne."

Hossaan nodded.

"From your name--Maytera Marble told ne that--you're a
Trivigaunti. |Is that right? Doctor Crane said once that you were
his second in command. Mst of the spies he enployed seemto
have been Vironese, but it would be natural for himto have a few
fromhis own city, people he could trust conpletely."

"Only ne, Calde. You're right, though. Mre of us would have
made us a lot nore effective.”

"Do you know where Hyacinth is?"

"No. | wish | did." Hossaan drew a deep breath. "You know, Cal de,
you' ve taken a load off ny shoulders. | thought |1'd have to find out
how much you knew and neke sure you didn't learn nore than you
had to. It turns out you knew everything."

Silk shook his head. "Not at all. Doctor Crane and | made an
agreenent. | told himall |I'd | earned or guessed about his activities,
and in return he answered ny questions about them | had guessed
very little, and he told nme very little nore, not even his real nane."

"I't was Sigada." Hossaan smiled bitterly. "It means he was supposed
to be handsone and hunble."
"But he was neither. Thank you." Silk nodded. "Sigada. |'Ill always

renmenber himas Doctor Crane, but I'mglad to know how he
renenbered hinself. You weren't called Hossaan when you were
at Blood's, I"'msure."

"No. Wllet."

"l see. You didn't give that name to Maytera Marble; you gave
her your real one. You can't have known that Doctor Crane had
told ne about you, because you can't have tal ked to hi m between
our conversation Tarsday afternoon and his death on Hi eraxday
nor ni ng. "

"I told you I didn't know how nuch you knew, Cal de."

"That's right." Futilely, Silk groped in a pocket of his robe. "Do
you know, | don't have any prayer beads now? When | was a poor
augur, | had beads in ny pocket but no noney. Now | have noney,
but no beads."

"An inprovenent. You can buy sone."

"If 1 can find the tinme when the shops are open, and get into one
wi t hout bei ng nobbed. You said you were going to tell nme no nore
than you had to; but plainly you intended to tell ne you were a
Trivigaunti spy."

"That's right. | was going to tell you because you woul d have knhown
it fromthe news | canme to give you. CGeneralissim Siyuf is coning to
reinforce you, with thousands of troopers. | just found out about it
mysel f." Hossaan twisted in his seat until he was face-to-face with SilKk.
"I't nmeans your victory is assured, Calde. |If you' re not defeated before

she arrives, it will be inpossible for you to be defeated at all." There

was a timd tap on the canopy, and Hossaan said, "It's the sibyl."
Turning, Silk saw Maytera Marble's metal face, hardly a span

fromhis. "Let her in, please. | can't imagine nyself saying anything.

woul dn't want her to know -or hearing any such news or confidence,
except in shriving."

The canopy retraced, and Maytera Marble entered, her |ong bl ack
skin and wi de sleeves flapping in the wind. "I spoke to you, Patera,
but you couldn't hear ne."

"No," Silk said. "No, Maytera, | couldn't." He notioned to Hossaan
and t he canopy encl osed them as before.

"I don't want to interrupt, but seeing you in this nmachine | thought
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you m ght be about to | eave. And...and..."

"l suppose we are, but not without Chenille. | want to take her
with ne. Is she in the cenoby?"
Mayt era Marbl e nodded. "I1'lIl go get her in a nonent, Patera. She's

eating."
"But first you want to tell nme something. Is it about her, or," Silk
hesi tated, "your granddaughter, Maytera?"

"I wanted to ask you for sonething, Patera, actually. | realize
that you and this foreign gentlenan were conferring, and that it's
important. But this won't take long. 1'lIl ask and go."

"Hossaan is from Trivigaunte," Silk told her, "like your friend

General Saba. They're our allies, as you nust know, and |I've just
| earned from Hossaan that they're sending nore troops to help us."
"Way, that's wonderful!" Maytera Marble smled, her head back
and inclined to the right. "But after news like that ny little probl em
will seemterribly insignificant, I"'mafraid."
"I"'mcertain it won't, Maytera. You're not the sort who bothers
others with insignificant problens." To Hossaan, Silk added, "Now
I want to say that Maytera was to ne what you were to Doctor
Crane, but she was far nore. | cane to this nanteion straight from
the schola, and I'd been here only a bit over a year when Patera
Pi ke di ed. Maytera saved nme frommaking a fool of nyself at |east
once a day." He paused, renenbering. "Though | wish it had been
nore, because | did nake a fool of nyself often, in spite of all that
she coul d do."
"I intrigued agai nst you, too," Maytera Marble confessed. "I didn't
hate you, or at least | told nyself |I didn't. But | obstructed and
enbarrassed you in small ways, telling nyself that it was for your

own good." Her voice grew urgent. "I don't have the right_ to ask
favors. | know that, but--"

"Of course you do!"

"I can't nanage it nyself. | wish | could. |I've prayed for the neans,

but I can't. Do you know Marl, Patera?"

"I don't think so." Silk, who knew few chens, exhausted his nental
list quickly. "She--?"

"He, Patera."

"He can't attend our sacrifices. | can't even remenber the last tine
| saw a chemt here--except you, of course."

"There aren't many left," Hossaan put in, "here or in ny own city.
I's he a sol dier?"

Mayt era Marbl e shook her head. "He's a valet. He works for a man
called Fulmar. | don't see himoften at all, but | went over yesterday,
my granddaughter and | did, and..."

"Go on, Maytera."

"l showed hi mny hand. The one that ny--you know. .."

Si | k nodded, he hoped encouragingly. "It's better not to dwell on
that, Maytera, |'msure. You showed hi myour hand."

"I brought it inalittle basket, wapped up in a towel, because
there's fluid that mght leak out. It's a very good hand still. It's just

that | can't put it back on."

"l understand."

"Marl says there's a shop, though I'd think it would have to be a
big place, really, way over past the crooked bridge, where they nake
taluses and fix them Mostly it's fixing, he said, because it takes so
|l ong to make one, and so nuch noney. We chens aren't really |ike
tal uses. W were nade in the Short Sun Worl, and we can think
and see a great deal better, and we don't burn fish oil," she |aughed
nervously, "or anything like that. But Marl thought they nmight be
able to do this for me--put it back--if | had the noney. It wouldn't
be like making a chemor even a talus, just a sinple repair."
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"Yes. Yes, of course. | should have thought of sonething like that,
Maytera. Welding? Is that that they call it?"

Hossaan said, "That's what they call it when they fix a floater."

"It's not just reuniting the nmetal, Patera. There are little tubes in
there, tiny tubes, and wires, and things like threads--fibers, they're
called--that pipe light. Look." She held up her useless right arm
pushi ng back the sleeve so that he could see the sheared end. "Marl
t hought they might be able to do it. He's as old as | was, Patera,
and | don't think he always reasons correctly any nore. But..."

Silk nodded. "It's your only chance. | understand."

"Marl woul d have given nme the noney if he'd had it, but he's very
poor. This Ful mar doesn't pay him just clothes and a place to live.
And even if | had noney, they might not want to try it, Marl said,
unless | had a great deal."

"Believe ne, |I'Il help you, Maytera. W'll go as quickly as we can
You have ny word on it."

She had taken a | arge white handkerchief fromher enpty sleeve
"I'"'mso sorry, Patera." She dabbed at her eyes. "I can't really cry, not
for along, long tine. And yet | feel that way. There's so much work,
with you gone and Patera Gul o gone, and Maytera M nt gone, and ny
granddaughter to take care of, and just one hand for everything."

Sil k reached another decision. "lI'mgoing to take you away, too0,
Maytera, for the tinme being at |east. You and Mucor both. | need
you both, and it's too dangerous for you--and for her, particularly--to
be here alone. WIIl you come with me if | ask you to? Remenber,

I"mstill the augur of this manteion."
She | ooked up at himwi th a new gl ow behind the scratched, dry
| enses of her eyes. "Yes indeed, Patera, if you tell me to. I'll have to

straighten up first and put things away. Put a notice on the door of
the pal aestra so the children will know "
"Good. There's a Calde's Palace on the Palatine, as well as

the Prolocutor's. |'msure you nust remenber when the cal de
lived there."

She nodded.

"I"'mreopening it. |I've slept in the Juzgado the past few nights,
but that's never been nore than an expedient; if Viron's to have a
new cal de, he has to live in the Calde's Palace. |1'll need a place to
entertain Generalissinmo Siyuf when she arrives, to begin with. W'l
want an official welcome for her and her troops, too, and I'l|l have to

notify Generalissinmp Qosik as soon as possible. Thousands of fresh
troops are certain to change his plans."

Silk turned to Hossaan. "How | ong do we have? Can you give ne
sone i dea?"

"Not an accurate one, Calde. |I'mnot sure when she |eft Trivigaunte,
and Siyul's a fanmous hard marcher."

"A week?"

"l doubt it." Hossaan shook his head. "Three or four days, at
a guess."

"Patera." Maytera Marble touched Silk's arm "I can't live in the
same house with a man, not even an augur. | know nothing wll--but
the Chapter..."

"You can if he's ill," Silk told her firmy. "You can sleep in the
sane house to nurse him |'ve a chest wound--1'I1 showit to
you as soon as we get there, and you can change the dressing
for me. I'malso recovering froma broken ankle. H s Cogni zance
will grant you a dispensation, |'msure, or the coadjutor can.

Hossaan, can you take us back to the Juzgado? There will be
four of us."

"Sure thing, Calde."

"l don't have a floater at present, except for the Guard floaters,
and Oosi k needs those. Perhaps | could hire you and your floater--we'l]l

file:/lIF|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe,%20Gene%?20...3%20-%20Exodus%20from%20the%20Long%20Sun.txt (27 of 243) [1/17/03 4:01:28 AM]



file:///F)/rah/Gene%20W ol fe/Wol fe,%20Gene%620-%20L ong%20Sun%62003%20-%20Ex0dus%20from%620the%620L ong%20Sun.txt

tal k about it.

"Mayt era, do whatever you nust, and tack up that note. | was
hoping to sacrifice here and go to the Cock when I left, but both
will have to wait. Tonorrow, perhaps

"Hossaan, |'mgoing into the manse for a nonent while she does
all that; then we'll collect Micor and a young wonman who cane

here with ne, and pay off ny litter."

"I heard you had a pet bird," Saba said, eyeing Oreb; she was a
massi ve woman with a marked resemnbl ance to an angry sow.

Silk smiled. "I"'mnot sure pet's the correct word. |'ve been trying
to set himfree for days. The result has been that he conmes and goes
as he pl eases, says anything he wants, and seens to enjoy hinself far
more than | do. Today we went back to ny nanteion, nostly to enlist
Maytera Marble's help in airing this place out. | got sone inportant
news there, by the way, which I'lI|l give you in a nonent."

"That's right." Saba snapped her fingers. "You holy nen are
supposed to be able to find out the gods' will by |ooking at sheep
guts, aren't you?"

"Yes. Sonme of us are better at it than others, of course, and no
one's ever suggested that |'m nuch better than average. Don't you
have augurs in Trivi gaunte?"

"No cut!" Oreb required reassurance.

"Not you, silly bird. Positively not." Silk smled again. "I got him
as a victim you see; and though |I've ruled that out, he's afraid I'l
change nmy mind. What | wanted to tell you is that | went into the

manse to see if 1'd left nmy beads there Phaesday night. | should have
said earlier that he'd flown off when | got out of ny litter
"Well, | went into the kitchen because | enpty ny pockets on

the kitchen table sonetines, and there he was on the larder. 'Bird
hone,' he told ne, and seened quite content; but he rode out on
my shoul der when | left."

"He sounds |ike a good trooper,'

Saba | eaned back in her ivory-inlaid

arnchair. "You have so many mal e troopers here. I'mstill getting used
to them though nost fight well enough. | have news for you, too,
Cal de, when you've given ne yours."
"In a noment. To tell the truth, I'mafraid you'll rush off the
m nute you hear it and | want to ask about augury in Trivigaunte.
Besi des, Chenille's naking coffee, and she'll be disappointed if we

don't drink it. She wants to neet you, too--you hel ped save her;
she was one of the hostages at Blood's." Seeing that Saba did not
understand him Silk added, "The villa in the country."

"Ch, there. You were the one we cane after, Calde."

"But you saved Chenille too, and Patera Incus and Master Xiphias--you
and Generalissim Qosik, and several thousand of Genera
Mnt's people, | ought to say."

Saba nodded. "W were a little part, but we did what we coul d.
Where's M nt, anyhow?"

"Trying to turn courageous but untrai ned and undi sciplined

vol unteers into a snoothly running horde, | assunme. |'ve tried
to do that sort of thing nmyself on a nmuch smaller scale--with
the nothers of the children at our pal aestra, for exanple. | don't

envy her the task."

"You've got to get rough with them sonetines," Saba told him
| ooking as if that were the aspect she enjoyed. "There's tines to be
pals, all troopers together. And there's tines when you need the

_karbaj _."
Silk wisely refrained fromasking what the _karbaj was. "About
augury. From what you said, | take it that it's not practiced in

Trivigaunte? |s that correct?"
Saba inclined her head, the novenent barely perceptible. "You try
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to nmake the gods |like you by cutting up animals. W don't. |'m not
trying to offend you."

"Not at all, GCeneral."

"I'"'ma plain-spoken old canpaigner, and | don't pretend to be
anything nore. O anything less. A sinple old trooper. The way
things are here nakes nme try and act |ike an anbassador, so | do
my best." She |aughed loudly. "But that's not too good, so I'll give
it to you straight. Your custons seem backwards to ne, and | keep
waiting for themto turn around. Take her, now. " Saba pointed to
Chenille, who had entered with a tray. "Here's a wonman and a man
tal king, and a woman waiting on them |'mnot saying you never see
that at honme, but you don't see it often.”

"But to get back--" Silk accepted a cup. "Thank you, Chenille.

You didn't have to do this, and I'mnot sure CGeneral Saba realizes
that. Goodness and servility look alike at tinmes, though they're very
different. Wn't you sit down?"

"If 1 won't bother you."

"OF course not. W'll be happy to have your conpany, and | know
you were anxi ous to neet General Saba. She's the commander of the
Rani's airship."

"I know." Chenille gave Saba an admiring smle.

"She was one of your rescuers. Generalissinm Oosik told ne
afterward that he'd be delighted to see the kind of efficiency her
pterotroopers displayed in a brigade of our Guard."

"They' re pi cked wonen, every one of them" Saba told Silk
conpl acently. "The conpetition to get in is fierce. W turn away
ten for each we take."

"I want to get back to augury. If | seemto be harping onit, | hope
you'll excuse me; | was trained as an augur, and | doubt that ['Il ever
|lose interest init entirely. But first, would it be possible for ne to go
up in your airship sone tinme?"

Saba wi nked at Chenille, her brutal face briefly hunorous.

"One of the students--his name is Horn, and he's acting as a
messenger here for the present--told ne not |ong ago that he'd
dreaned of flying. So have I, though |I didn't admt it to Horn, or
even to nyself when | spoke with him"

"Bird fly!" Oeb proclained.

"Exactly. We can scarcely |look up without seeing a bird; and there
are fliers every few days, proving it can be done. Wien | was a boy,
| used to imagi ne they were shouting, "W can fly and you can't!"
up there too high to be heard. | knew it was foolish, but the feeling
has never left ne entirely."

"Wng good." Hopping onto Silk's head, Oreb displayed it.

"He couldn't fly for a while," Silk explained. "Before that | doubt
that he took much pride init."

"I"'mgoing to surprise you, Calde," Saba announced. "You are
wel cone to visit nmy airship anytine. Just |et ne know when you're
comng so | can get things trooper-like for you."

"OF course." Silk sipped fromhis cup, pausing to adnire the
delicate porcelain, brave with gilt and holding a painted Scylla as
wel | as coffee.

"If that were wine, 1'd tell you | was going to fit you up with w ngs
like my girls", the teeth of Saba's underjaw showed in a savage grin,
"and shove you out. But shamdiplomats don't get to nake that sort
of a joke."

Silk sighed. "I'd thought about it. I"'mnot at all sure | have the
courage, but perhaps | mght try."

"Don't. You'd be crippled for life if you weren't killed. My girls
start with a platformthat would fit in this room I|--who's that!"

"Who?" Silk glanced at the doors; so did Chenille.
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"There was a face in that mirror." Saba stood up, her cup still in
her hand. "Somebody that isn't in here, sonebody |'ve never seen
before. | saw her!"

"I'"'msure you did, General." Silk put down his coffee.

"You've only just reopened this palace, isn't that right?"

"Less than an hour ago, actually. Maytera Marble and--"

"A secret passage." Saba's tone brooked no contradiction. "The
mrror's a peephole, and sonebody's spying fromin there already.

One passage at least, and there could be nore, |I've seen sone at
hone. What's that girl doing?"

Chenille had gone to the mirror and grasped the sides of its ornate
frame with both hands. "It's dusty," she told Silk. "They had dust
covers over all this, but dust got in anyhow " Wth a grunt of effort,
she lifted the mirror fromits hook; behind it was featurel ess plaster,
somewhat lighter in color than that to either side.

Silk had risen when Saba did. He linped to the wall and rapped it
wi th his knuckles, evoking solid thuds. Saba stared, her w de nouth

wor ki ng.

"Want ne to put this back, Patera?" Chenille inquired.

"I don't think so. Not yet, at least. I'll do it, or Mster Xiphias
can. Can you put it down without dropping it?"

"I think so. I'mpretty strong."

The heel s of Saba's polished riding boots canme together with a click
"l apol ogize, Calde. |I'mleaving. Again, | regret this very nuch."

"Don't go yet," Silk said hastily. "Your Generalissino Siyuf is
bringi ng us thousands of--"

Saba's cup fell to the costly carpet, splashing it and her gl eani ng
boots with black coffee. "That's the news | was going to tell you
You--you | earned that from ani nal guts?"

Chapter 3 -- The First Theophany on Thel xday

Three busy days after Saba had dropped her coffee, Marrow the
greengrocer abandoned the pl easant anticipation of the parade that
was to close the market early to stare at the weary prophet nearing

his stall. "Auk?" Marrow snoothed his fruit-stained apron. "Aren't
you Auk?"
"That's me." The prophet stepped out of the wind to | ean agai nst

a table piled with oranges.
"You're a friend of the calde's. That's what they say."

"l guess." Auk saatched his stubbled jaw. "I like him anyhow, and
I brought a ram when Kypris canme. | don't know if he |likes ne,
though. If he don't, I don't blanme him"

Marrow wi ped his nose on his sleeve. "You're a friend of Genera
Mnt's, too."

"Everybody is now. That's what | hear."

"Scl eroderma told ne. You know her? The butcher's wife."

Auk shook his head.

"She knows you, and she says you used to cone to Silk's nanteion,
on Sun Street."

"Yeah. | know where it is."

"She says you'd sit in alittle garden they've got and talk to her.
To CGeneral Mnt. Wuld you |ike an orange?”

"Sure, but I don't have the money. Not that | can spend."

"Take some. Wait a mnute, I'lIl get you a bag." Marrow hurried
to the back of his stall, and Auk slipped a peach into his pocket.

"Now you' re going around tal ki ng about the Plan of Pas. Wul d
you |l i ke sone bananas? Real bananas from Urbs?"

Auk | ooked at the price. "No," he said.
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"Free. I'mnot going to charge you."

Auk straightened up, filling his barrel of a chest with air. "Yeah. |
know. That's why | don't want any. Listen up. |'d steal your bananas,
see? That's lily. 1'd steal "emand riffle your till, 'cause that's the kind

am |'ma dinber thief, and Tartaros needs cards for sonmething we're
planning to do. Only I won't let you give ne bananas. They cost you
too much, and it wouldn't be right."

"But--"
"Miuzzle it." Auk had begun to peel an orange, pulling away bright
cusps of rind with strong, soiled fingers. "I got a nort back in the

Oilla I'"msupposed to take care of. She's hungry, and she's not used
toit like ne. So if you want to put oranges and nmaybe a coupl e
potatoes in that sack, 1'll thank you for 'emand take 'emto her
No bananas, see? But nab the gelt off these that want to buy first.
I"l'l take the sack when you're done, if you still want to give it."
"That's Auk the Prophet,"” Marrow whi spered to the crowd around
his stall. "A dozen yell ow appl es, nmadane? And two cabbages?
Absol utely! Very fresh and very cheap."
A few ninutes later he told Auk, "I want to take you over to
Shrike's as soon as ny boy gets back. Scleroderma's husband? He'l
| et you have a bite or two of neat, |I'msure."

There were two hundred, if not nmore, waiting for Auk in the Oilla,
and anot her hundred following him Tartaros whi spered, "You are
fatigued, Auk my noctol ater, and cold."

"You got the lily there, Terrible Tartaros."
"Therefore you are liable to be inpatient."
"Not me. | been fired and cold up on the roof, when they were

| ooki ng with dogs."

"Be warned. This tine the prize is greater."

Auk shoul dered their way through the crowd, halted at the door
of the boarded-up shop that had been his destination, and put down
the bags he carried. "Listen up, all you culls.”

The crowd hushed.

"l don't know what you want, but | know what | want. | want
to leave this stuff with the dell inside. She's hungry, and sone
cullys in the market gave nme this for her. If you want to see
me, you've done it. If you want to hear me, you've done that,
too. If it's something else, let me give her these and we'll talk
about it."

A voice fromthe cromd called, "W want you to sacrifice!"

"You're abram |'m no augur." Auk pounded on the warped door.
"Hammer st one! Look alive in there!l™

The door opened; at the sight of the towering soldier, the crowd fel
silent. "This ain't one of the Ayuntam ento's," Auk shouted hastily.
"He's working for the gods like I am only when we were corning
here..." He tried to renenber when they had cone; although he
vividly recall ed wat chi ng Harmer stone free hinself fromtons of
shattered shiprock, he could not shut his mnd upon the day. "It
was when the Al anbrera gave up. Anyway all these trooper culls
were taking shots at him so we figured it was better for himto
pull it in."

Behi nd hi m Hammer st one hi ssed. "Ask if Patera's here."” It was |like
recei ving confidences from a thunder head.

"Patera Incus!" Auk shouted. "We're | ooking for this real holy augur
nanmed Patera |ncus. Sonebody said sonething about a sacrifice. Is
Patera I ncus out there?"

Voi ces fromthe back of the crowd: " You do it! "

From behi nd Hammer st one, Hyacinth inquired urgently, "Is there
food in those? | want it."

Tartaros whi spered, "Tell themyou will,"'

by some miracl e overcom ng
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the clanor of the crowd.

Auk was so surprised he turned to | ook. "What the shaggy--1 mean
yeah, dinber, Terrible Tartaros. Anything." Passing both sacks to
Hamrer st one, he cupped his hands around his nouth. "I1'll sacrifice
You got it!"

"When?" Four nmen lifted a terrified brown kid over their heads;
its unhappy bl eats were visible, although inaudible.

"Now, Auk ny noctol ater."

"Now " Auk repeated.

A thin man whose coat and hat had once been costly asked, "You
say you're doing the gods' will. WII a god appear?"

Auk waited for assurance fromthe blind god at his side, but none
was forthcom ng.

O hers took up the question. "_WIIl a god cone?_"

"What do you think?" Auk challenged them and a hundred
argunents broke out at once.

From behi nd Hammer st one's green bul k, Hyacinth inquired,
"Where're we going to do it?"

"l thought you were eating."

"She is," Hanmerstone runbled. "I can hear her."

The noise grew as fifty men and a dozen | oud-voi ced wonen shout ed
demands. Auk rmuttered, "Terrible Tartaros, you better tell nme what to
tell "emor we could have a problem here."

"Have | not, Auk ny noctolater? You are to sacrifice, to me or to
what ever god you wi sh."

Auk turned to Hammerstone. "Get out of the door. | got to tel
both of you, and | ain't going to talk to her through you."

The sol dier enmerged into the street, evoking another awed sil ence.
Reveal ed, Hyaci nth chewed and gul ped, w ping her hands on her

soiled gown. "That was a nectarine, | think, and I think I swall owed
the pit. | can't renenber spitting it out. Maybe | chewed it up. Thelx,
was it good!"

"You take care of this stuff,” Auk told her, "I got to go to Sun
Street."

"I'"'m coming!"

Auk shook his head. "I ain't no augur--"

Tattaros whi spered, "Bring the soldier and the woman."

"But | got to sacrifice. Scalding Scylla wanted ne to, too. She was
going to nake ne give her Dace, probably."

"I''"l'l need a coat and a bath, nakeup--don't you hit nme! if you
hit ne again I'"1l--1"11--"

"You're coming all right," Auk told her, "and we're going now. " He
strode into the crowd. "Listen here! Slap a nuzzle on it, you culls.

Li sten up!"
Hamrerstone fired his slug gun into the air.
"No god's conming! You want ne to sacrifice, we'll go over to Sun

Street and do it right. Only no god!" Under his breath he added,
"You couldn't see one anyhow, you cank cullys."

They foll owed hi mthrough the narrow street nonethel ess, cowed
by himnore than by the nmenaci ng sol di er beside hi mwho never
rel axed his hold on the shivering, disheveled young wonan in the
red silk gown.

From the highest step of Silk's mantei on, Auk addressed them
again. "I told you there ain't going to be a god. You jerk me around,
don't you? Sacrifice right this mnute! Show us a god, Auk! Al your
clatter. You think you could jerk me around like you do if | could
jerk the gods around? | can't. Neither can you. What |'mtelling you
is, it's tine."

He drew his brass-nounted hanger. "I can cut your goats with
this. That's nothing. Can | cut nyself out of the whorl? That's what
matters. Think about it. Nobody but you can nake you think, not
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even gods."

"Sacrifice!" someone shout ed.

"Not even the gods!" Auk bellowed. "Only they can snuff you if
you don't, see? O just |leave you to die, 'cause this whorl's finished!
Tartaros told ne!"

The crowd stirred.

"Ever see a dead bitch in the street? And her pups still trying to
suck? That's you! And that's ne!" Over his shoul der Auk added,

"Open these doors, Hammerstone."

The sol di er hooked a finger as thick as a crowbar through one
wrought iron handle and rattled the door until it seenmed it nust
| eave its hinges. "It's | ocked."

"Then bust it dowmn. We'll use the wood."

Hamrer st one rel eased the door and drew back his fist, but Hyacinth
excl alined, "Wait! Sonebody's com ng!"

In a nonent Auk heard the rattle and squeak of the old iron | ock,
and the solid _thunk_as the bolt slid back. He grasped the handl e
and pul | ed.

" Patera! " Hamrerstone knelt as a father does to enbrace a boy
who does not |ike being lifted, and hugged Incus in arns that could
have splintered the ribs of a bull.

Even Auk smiled. "H, Patera. Were you been?"

Hyacinth, torn between the opportunity for flight and the deliverance
she sensed was al nost at hand, nudged Auk. "Is this hin®? The
one Hammrerstone tal ks about all the tine?"

"Yeah. You want to argue with hinf Me neither."

Pointing to I ncus he announced, "This's the augur | asked you

about. Now we can have a regul ar augur, and nmaybe he'll let ne

hel p. We'll need wood for the altar, you scavy? Sonme of you got to

go get us sone. Cedar if you can find any, any kind if you can't."
From Hamer st one' s enbrace, Incus protested, " Auk , ny son!"

"W got to, Patera. You like for lots of people to see you sacrifice?
I got you three or four hundred here. Hammerstone, |oosen up or

you'll chill him"
Speaki ng so quickly her racing words flashed past |ike frightened
linnets, Hyacinth gabbled, "Patera, | know what | | ook Iike, | know

how awful, but I'mnot the sort that woul d ever set her cap for a
cully like this or even let him you know, talk to her even if he just
wanted to talk, you know how they do, and that's not me, and |'ve

got noney and good clothes even if you wouldn't think it to | ook

at nme and jewelry, and | know people, 1've got, you know, bucks
that would do ne favors any time, conm ssioners and brigadiers,
and | know the calde, | really do, he's a particular friend of mne

and this nan and the sol dier have been nmaking nme stay in a dirty
freezing place with rats, and you've got to help ne, Patera, you've

got to tell--"
Auk cl apped a hand over her nonth. "She goes on like that quite a
bit, Patera, and we ain't got tine for it all. Let himgo, Hammerstone.

Get himinside there and up to the altar. You can carry him | guess,
if it makes you feel better."

"I'"ve _prayed ," Incus nanaged to gasp as Hammerstone hoi sted him
"all norning, prayed upon ny _knees_with tears and _bitterest
groans_--don't drop nme, Hamerstone ny son, your shoul ders are
slippery--for a sign of _favor_ from Surging Scylla or any other god,
the small est norsel of _assistance , the nobst hunble crunb_
of _succor_in nmy _divinely ordained_ nission."

"I'd say naybe you got it," Auk told him "Wat do you think,
Terrible Tartaros?"

Briefly, the blind god's hand tightened on his. "Rel ease the woman,
Auk my noctolater. | am about to | eave you. | have nmended your
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m nd, insofar as | amable."

Auk turned, although he knew he could not see the god.

"I't will heal itself soon of the danage that renmins. | have expl ai ned
your task, and you have | earned better than | could have hoped. Direct
your gaze to the Sacred W ndow, Auk ny noctol ater."

"This's the Plan, Terrible Tartaros. Enptying the whole whorl. |
can't do that by nyself!"

"Look at the screen, Auk. At the Sacred Wndow. This is the |ast
instruction | shall give you."

Auk sank to his knees. Faintly, through the open door, the silver
gl ow shone fromthe far end of the nanteion. "Get out of ny way,

Hamrer stone! | got to see the Wndow. "

"Farewel | , Auk. My neither of us forget the prayers you of fered
ni ghtside, while | hearkened invisible in your glass."

Auk stood up, alone.

"You're crying." Hyacinth stepped closer to peer at him "Auk,
you're _crying_."

"Yeah. | guess | am" He wiped his streaming eyes with his fingers.
"l never had any father."

"l do, and he's a pig's arse." Wrshippers pushed past them caryying
arm oads of wood; some paused to stare

"l got to get up there and do it. You want to go, go on. | won't
stop you."

"I can |l eave anytinme | want to?"

"Yeah, Hy. Beat the hoof."

"Then I'mgoing to--no, that's abram G bye, Bruiser." Her |ips
brushed hi s.

" Auk_ my son!" Incus stood beside the altar, directing the |aying of
the fire. "We've nore wood than we require. Tell themto _desist_."

He did, happy to have sonmething to do.

At Silk's anbion, Incus drew hinmself up beyond his full height,
rising on his toes. "A holy _augur's_ bl essing upon each and every one
of you, ny children. _Silence_, back there! This is a _manteion_, a house
sacred to the _imortal gods ." It was the hour he had dreaned of
since chil dhood.

" Hanmerstone , ny son. It is best to offer our _pious gifts_upon a
fire kindled _directly_ fromthe _beneficent_ rays. This is not accorded
us on this _day of darkness . If you will look in the sacristy, behind
the Sacred Wndow , you may discover a fire-keeper_ , a vessel of netal
or even lowy terra cotta_ safeguarding the holy spark_against such an
hour as this ."

"I'mon it, Patera."

Incus returned his attention to the congregation. " At this point_,
my children, | am severely tenpted to _discover_ to you ny own
identity, and the _nultifarious vicissitudes_ and _tribul ations_ through
which | conme to you today . | _refrain_, however. | aman _augur_,
as you see. | am _that_augur whom Surfeiting Scylla_ has designated
_Prolocutor-to-be , charged with the _utter destruction_ of the
_Ayunta_--"

For half a minute, their cheers silenced him

"I am _in addition --mght | say conrade , Auk? A fellow sufferer_
at | east of Auk's."

Fromthe mantei on fl oor Auk shouted, "A dinber mate!"

" Thank you_. Beset, as you should know, by woe_ and eager for a

_situation_ of _venerational tranquility , | bethought ne of this manteion,
the new calde's own_, as a place to which | nmight retire, pray and
contenplate the _inscrutable ways of the gods. | had not seen it and

had heard nuch of it during the _brief days_ since Auk, ny dear friend
_Hammer stone_--"

"I got it right here, Patera." Hammerstone di splayed a pierced clay
pot fromwhich a feeble crimson gl ow proceeded.
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" Auk_, are you to _assist_nme? Is that to be our _procedure? "

A seemingly di senbodi ed voice called, "He has to kill "em™

"Then he _shall , and with ny blessing. Wat of the _liturgy_,
however? _Auk?_"

Auk had clinbed the steps to the altar. "I don't know the words,

Patera. You'll have to do it."

"I shall . And if _Auk_is to assist, why need ny dear friend
_Hammrer st one_ be excluded? Put the _sacred flane_ to this fuel , if you
will, Hammerstone.

"l obtained the _key , journeyed _hence_, and |ocked nyself in, counting
the lock's _blessed squeakings anong the treasures_ of ny _spirit_. | caneg,

| say, in search of _quiet_, resolved upon _prayer and suppication_. |
_found_it, as |I had hoped, and spent hours upon ny _knees , the | east
supplicant of the _immortal gods . It is a practice | recomend to you
_Wwithout reservation ."

A tongue of fire had sprung up where Hamrerstone fanned the
wood piled on the altar.

"I was safe fromall _interruption_. O so | thought. Then you arrived,
a _tumultuous throng , elevating me to this _sacred_anbion. How clearly_
the gods speak! _Surnounting Scylla_had |ifted ne to the _Prolocutorship .
Now was | _cautioned_that the Prolocutor--1_--can be no holy recluse_,
however he may long_ for peace. Pray_ for ne, ny children_, as | pray
for nyself . Let me _not_forget ny _|esson! _

" Auk_, ny son. Have you the _knife_of _sacrifice? "

Auk drew his boot knife. "This's all | got, Patera."

"Then it nust _suffice . Bring it to _me_ and |_shall _bless it.
did so, tracing the sign of addition over the blade. Before he
fini shed, Hammerstone had been forced to step back fromthe
| eapi ng fl anes.

"In a _sacred cerenony_ nore regular, | should now ask their presenters
to which of the N ne_, or other _immortal gods , they wished to offer the
_fair victins. Today_, however--"

Soneone shouted, "To Tartaros! He's always on him"

"They ain't black," Auk told the speaker

I ncus nodded solemly. "In the _present instance_ that nust be
_dispensed_ with. None are white . Nor are any _black , as ny erstwhile
contrade has _rightly said. Therefore _each_ shall be offered to _all_
the gods ."

After glancing at the first victim Incus faced the Sacred W ndow,
his arnms and his voice raised dramatically. " Accept_ all you gods, the
sacrifice of this fine piglet . And speak to us, we beg, of the tines that
are to _cone. Wiat_ are we to do? Your _lightest word will--will--"

He got no further

The silver radi ance showed fl ecks of color, faded pastels that m ght
have been shadows or phantons, the visual illusions of disordered
sight, dabs of rose and azure that bl ossoned and wi thered, shot wth
pear|l and ebony.

Poi sed beside the young pig, Auk dropped his knife and fell to his
knees. Mnentarily it seened that he could make out a face on the
| eft. Then another, wholly different, on the right. A voice spoke, such
a voice as Auk had never heard, filled with the roar of m ghty engi nes.

It praised himand urged himto seek sonething or soneone. Now
and agai n, though only now and again, he heard or at |east believed
he heard, a term he knew. _ghost, augur, plan_. Then silence.

I ncus, too, was on his knees; his hands were cl asped, his face that
of a child.

The piglet had vani shed, drawn perhaps into the W ndow, or
perhaps nerely fled through the dimmanteion and out into the
wi ndy wi nter norning.

Hamrer st one stood at rigid attention, his right hand raised in

I ncus
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a sal ute.

For a tine that mght have been | ong or short, after the voice
spoke no nore and the half-forned col ors had gone, all was silence;
the congregation m ght have been so many statues, there in the
old manteion on Sun Street, statues with starting eyes and gaping
nmout hs.

Then the noi se began. Men who had been sitting sprang to their
feet; nen who had been kneeling junped up to dance upon the pews.

Sone howl ed as though in agony. Sonme shrieked as if in ecstasy. A
woman fell in a fit, thrashing, contorted as a swatted fly, bel ching
bl oody foam as her teeth tore her tongue and lips; no one noticed
her, or cared.

"He's gone." Auk rose slowy, still staring at the now enpty W ndow.
More | oudly, loudly enough to nmake hinself heard by Hammerstone,
he said, "He ain't here, not any nore. That was him wasn't it? That
was Pas."

Hanmmer stone's steel armcrashed to his steel side, a sound like the
clash of swords

"Did anybody... You understand him Patera? It sounded |ike
he was tal ki ng about--about--" A man Auk did not know reached
out and touched Auk's coat as he m ght have touched the Sacred
W ndow.

"He liked nme," Auk concluded weakly. "Kind of |ike he |liked ne,
that was what it sounded like." No one heard him

Incus was on his feet. He tottered to the anbion; although his nmouth
opened and shut and his |ips appeared to shape words, no words could
be heard above the din. At |ast he notioned to Hanmerstone, and
Hamrer st one t hundered for silence.

"It is my task--" Incus's voice had risen to a squeak; he cleared his
throat. "My task to _explicate_ for you the _utterance_of the god." The
recurrence of something near his accustonmed singsong restored his confidence.
"To _gloss_ upon his nessage and relay his _comands_."

A man in the second row shouted, "It was Pas, wasn't it?"

I ncus nodded, his cheeks trenbling. "It _was_. Lord _Pas_, the _Father_
of the whorl_and the Builder_of the Gods ." Neither he nor his hearers
noticed his mnistake.

"He talked to ne," Hammerstone told Auk. Hi s voice held a dawning
joy. "I seen himonce, way off, reviewing the parade. This tinme he tal ked
to ne. Like I'"'mtalking to you, and he gave ne a order."

Auk nodded nunbly.

"Patera will have heard, won't he? Sure he will. We'll tal k about
this years fromnow, how Pas tal ked to us and gave nme the order
Me and Patera."

"Ere | _commence_ ny _exegesis_," his voice was stronger, and carried
an authority that stilled the congregation, "I shall _confide_to you
sonet hing not generally known, which I _nyself_ learned only _today_.

There has been no _announcement _, but | was not sworn to _secrecy._.
On Ml psday Geat Pas granted a _theophany to the--the _aged worthy
augur _ who has for _innunerable decades_served us as _Prolocutor . His
office has been _attorned_to ne by Saving Scylla , who woul d doubtl ess
see his protracted devotion_ rewarded with that freedom from _concerns_
which is the perfuned ointnment_of _superannuity . It was that, | _confess_,
which sent ne in search of _tranquility , as | have related . The
_disquieting intelligence that the Father_ of the _Seven_had nanifested_
hi nsel f to one whom | have been only too ready_ to reckon a rival ."

"Did he say sonething about me?" Half pleading and hal f threatening,
Auk cl osed upon the anbion. "He said sonething, didn't he?
What was it?" Hammerstone interposed hinself.

"I _prayed_to Pas_," Incus continued, wondering. "l urged the
_justice_of ny cause_ with tears . Now how clearly do | see this |esser
_plan_, the plan_that is to set in motion his greater Plan! _First he
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_bestowed_ his _benefaction_ upon the Prolocutor_ that was, then upon the
_new_." Incus indicated his own stomach. "It is the _hallmark_of the
_actions_ of the _gods_ that, however _unanticipated_they may be, once done
they are seen to be both perfect_ and _inevitable_ .

"And now_| confide the _divine utterance_that _Geat Pas_ has
_vouchsafed_ to us."

H gh above the numy-col ored bead that was CGeneral Saba's airship,
but five hundred cubits below the | ow winter clouds, Fliers whom
Calde Silk was just then likening to a flight of storks rode the
bl ustering north wi nd.

Fromtheir center, Sciathan studied his conpanions. Their eyes
were on the clouds, as he had expected, or else the sere brown fields,
the silver threads of streans, or the shrinking | ake; no nere emergency
coul d overcone the habits of years, no urging--not even a god' s--bring
themto consider the teenming Cargo bel ow rel evant.

Sci at han hinsel f glanced up at the clouds and scanned his
i nstrunments before abandoni ng both. A |ong yell ow brown col um
of marchers was approaching the city fromthe south. He had glinpsed
simlar parades often, giving little thought to them and what they night
portend; soldiers and troopers could be halted by aval anches, turned
asi de by floods and forest fires, and di spersed by stornms not mnuch
less readily than flotillas. No host had ever succeeded in crossing
the Mountains That Look At Muntains; and in all likelihood, none
ever would. Here in the hold, hordes |like the one bel ow woul d be a
different matter.

Chapter 4 -- Swords of Sphigx

Standing stiffly in his official cloak of tea-colored velvet, Calde Silk
cursed hinself mentally for not providing chairs--or rather, for not
seeing to it that chairs were provided. He had supposed (such, he told
hi msel f, had been his |anentabl e innocence, his utter unfitness for the
position thrust upon hin that he, with Quetzal, Oosik, and Saba--and
Maytera M nt, if she could be found--would take their places

on this platform at which the force dispatched by Trivigaunte to the
aid of Viron would appear.

The fact, of course, was otherw se. The fact was that even
Generalissinmo Siyuf's highly disciplined horde of seventy-five thousands
remai ned a mass of seventy-five thousand wonen and nen--to say
not hi ng of thousands of horses and none but the N ne knew how
many canel s.

Canel s!

As a precociously pious boy, he had considered Sphigx the |east
attractive goddess, a tawny-maned virago, nore |ioness than woman.

Now it appeared that real lions had nothing to do with real warfare;
horses, nmules, and canels were the pets of Stabbing Sphigx, and he
woul d have accepted them happily (or even gerbils, guinea pigs, and
geese) if only they would appear in reality.

A freezing gust shook the triunmphal arch. It had been hastily
erected, and would al nost certainly collapse if this winter wind bl ew
even a trifle harder; indeed, it was liable to collapse in any event if
Siyuf's troopers did not put in an appearance soon

Surely there ought to be sonmebody in the crowd around the platform
who could and would fetch chairs. First, he decided, he would ask that
a chair be provided for Quetzal, who was of advanced years and had
been standing for the better part of an hour; then, as if it were an
aft ert hought, he could order chairs for Qosik and Saba, and hinsel f
as well. Five mnutes nore and he would | eave the platform collar
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a conmi ssioner, and denmand chairs. He nust and he woul d- -t hat
was all there was to it.

The wi nd rose again, and he clenched his teeth. Yellow dust gave it
a score of visible bodies, whirling devils that skated over the Al aneda.
A streaner of green paper tore free of the arch to mount the wind in
si nuous curves, vanishing in a few seconds agai nst the heavi ng bul k
of the tethered airship.

Fromthat airship, he reflected, it should be sinple to gauge the
advance of Siyuf's troops. G ven just one nore day, he m ght have
arranged for signals: a flag hung out fromthe forenpst gondol a
when her advance guard entered the city, or a snoke-pot lit for an
unanticipated delay. To his own surprise, he found that he had | ost
none of his eagerness to board that airship, in spite of nultiplying
duties and the winter wind. Like Horn (just the person to find chairs,
or boxes at least) he longed to fly as the Fliers did.

There were a | ot of themtoday. Mre, he decided, than he had
ever seen before. An entire flock, like a flight of storks, was just now
appearing frombehind the airship. Wat city sent themto patrol the
sun, and what good coul d such patrols do?

A fresh gust roared along the Al aneda, shaking its raddl ed popl ars.
To his right Saba stiffened, while he hinself shivered shanel essly.
The C oak of Lawful Governance tossed |ike Lake Limma about his
shins, and woul d have streamed behind himlike a banner if he had
not been holding it with both hands. Hours ago, when he had put
it onin the Juzgado, it had carried in its long train a sensation
of oppressive and al nost suffocating warnth; he had been sorely
tenpted to substitute a cheap (and therefore thin) augur's robe for
the luxuriously thick one he was wearing under it, although Mster
Xi phi as and Conmi ssi oner Trenat ode had di ssuaded him By this
time it should have been soaked with his perspiration; instead he
found himself wishing fervently for a head covering of sone kind.
Saba had her dust-colored military cap, and Oosik a tall hel met of
green | eather. He had not hing.

The ol d broad-bri med straw hat he had worn while repairing
the roof was gone--lost at Blood's, |like Maytera Mnt. The new
broad-bri med straw he had bought at the | ake was gone too, |eft
in the roomfromwhich the talus had snatched him Patera Pike's
cap, the black calotte that Patera had worn in winter, was back at
the manse--he had scarcely dared to touch it after Patera's ghost
had dropped it on the |anding.

Al'l were dead now, Pike, Blood, and the talus. The second and
third by his own hand.

Wul d this Siyuf and her troopers never cone? He searched the
cl ouds beyond the airship for a glinpse of the sun. The dying Flier
had said they were |l osing control. Wth what chains did one contro
the sun? Wth what tiller was it steered?

But no doubt the sun was nerely masked by the threatening clouds;
it would be childish to conplain because wi nter had cone at |ast when
the cal endar declared it half over

Spring soon, unless this winter proved to be as protracted as the
sumrer that had preceded it. If the rains failed then, so would he;
if the new corn sprouted and died, Viron's new god-appoi nted cal de
woul d surely die with it. He pictured hinself and Hyacinth fleeing
the city on fast horses, but Hyacinth was as |ost as Maytera Mnt,
and he knew not hi ng about horses save that they m ght be offered
to Pas without inpropriety. This though Pas was dead.

WAs Hyacinth dead as well? Silk shivered again.

A band struck up in the distance, and ever so faintly his ears caught
the clear, brave voices of trumpets and the clatter of cavalry.

Soneone, it mght have been Cosik, said "Ah!" Silk felt hinself
smle, happy in the know edge that he had not been alone in his
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m sery and inpatience. On his right Saba nurnmured, "I can identify
the units as they approach, if you want, and tell you a little about
their history."

He nodded. "Please do, General. |'d appreciate it very nuch." He
was tenpted to ask her about the Fliers, as commander of the airship,
she m ght know sonething of interest--possibly even of val ue. But
it would be the height of bad manners for himto display curiosity
about anything other than the mlitary mght of Trivigaunte at this
noment .

A young worman's dark face (after a brief uncertainty he recognized
Horn's sweetheart Nettle) appeared at the left side of the platform
Loudly enough for himto overhear, she asked, "Wuldn't you like to
sit down, Your Cogni zance? There's a man renting folding stools."

Quet zal beaned. "How kind you are, ny daughter! No, |'ve got
my baculus, so |I'"'mbetter off than the others.” (It was not entirely
true; Oosik had his heavy sword in front of himand was | eaning
upon it as if it were a walking stick.) "Patera Calde isn't as |ucky,"
Quet zal continued. "Wuld you like this kind girl to rent you a stool,
Pat era Cal de?"

It woul d be unthinkable, of course, for himto sit while the
Prol ocutor stood. Silk said, "Thank you very much,. Nettle. But no.
It's not necessary."

"I've just decided," Quetzal told Nettle, "that though |I woul dn't
like one_ stool, I'd like two. One for nme and one for Patera Cal de.
Have you enough noney for two?"

Nettl e assured hi mshe had, and di sappeared in the crowd.

On Silk's right Saba nuttered, "You nen |ack the stam na of
worren. |t's biology and nothing to be ashaned of, but it shows why
we nake the best troopers." H's cheeks burned; a subtle alteration
in Quetzal's posture hinted that he too had heard, and was awaiting
Silk's reply.

What woul d Quetzal hinself have replied? Saba's renark bordered
on i nexcusabl e arrogance, surely, and such arrogance was puni shed
by the just gods--or so he had been taught in the schola. Reflecting,
he decided it was one of the few things he had been taught that seened
undeni ably true.

He smiled. "You're entirely correct, General, as always. No observer
can help noticing that wonen endure far nore than nen, and with
greater fortitude."

On Saba's right, Oosik nuttered, "Qur cal de has a broken ankl e.
Haven't you seen how he |inps?"

"I't had slipped ny mnd, Calde.
"Pl ease accept ny apol ogies."

"You have nothing to apol ogize for, General. You stated an
i narguabl e fact. Sphigx and Scylla m ght apol ogi ze for facts, |
suppose--but a nortal ?"

"Just the sane, |--here they cone."

The first riders, tall wonmen on spirited horses, could be seen
through the arch. Each bore a slender |ance, and a yell ow pennant
stood out bel ow the head of each | ance. "The Conpani on
Cavalry," Saba told Silk in a low voice. "All are wellborn, and
in addition to their regular duties, they supply bodyguards to
the Rani."

"l know not hi ng about these matters,"” Silk | eaned toward her, "but
woul dn't slug guns be nore effective than | ances?"

"You'll be able to see thembetter in a nonent. They have sl ug
guns in scabbards, left of their saddles. Their |ances are used in a
charge. You can't fire a slug gun with its nuzzle at the horse's ears
wi t hout panicking the horse."

Si | k nodded, but could not help thinking that fromthe accounts

Saba sounded honestly contrite.
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he had been given, Maytera M nt and her volunteers had fired

needl ers when they charged the floaters in Cage Street. Presunably,

the noderate crack of a needler did not disturb a horse |like the boom

of a slug gun. To himat least, it seened that even a small needler like
Hyacinth's, with a capacity of fifty or a hundred needl es, would be a
superi or weapon.

Nettl e reappeared, holding up folding stools with canvas seats.

Quet zal accepted one, and Nettle went to the front of the platform
to pass the other to SilKk.

He took it and exhibited it to Saba. "Wuldn't you like this, General?
You're wel conme to it."

"Absolutely not!"

"W could sit alternately, if you like,
rest a while, then returnit to ne."

She shook her head, her lips tight; and Silk put down the stool,
enpty, between them

The Conpani ons had ridden in threes and had appeared to be
scanni ng the crowd; having kept a rough count, Silk felt sure there
had been no nore than two hundred. The troopers behind them bore
no |l ances and were neither so regular in size nor so well nounted; but
they rode ten abreast, led by an officer in a dusty old cloak on the
finest horse that he had ever seen

"CGeneralissinob Siyuf," Saba muttered. "She's related to the Rani
on her father's side, as well as her nother's."

"Your suprene mlitary conmander."

Saba nodded. "A nmilitary genius."

Surveying that hawk-like profile, he decided it mght well be true,
and was certainly true enough to nmake Siyuf a valuable ally; genius
or not, she radiated resolution and intelligence. He could not help
wonderi ng what she had been told about him and what she thought
of himnow, the insecure young ruler of a foreign city; the urge to conb
his untidy hair with his fingers, as he would have in a conversation
with Quetzal, was practically irresistible. For half a second, his eyes
| ocked with hers.

Then Saba saluted, and her salute was returned negligently by
Si yuf; at once Oosik saluted her, in accord with the protocol agreed
to Tarsday. Behind her, rank after rank of disciplined young wonen
drew sabers and faced right, seemngly oblivious to the swirling dust
and biting w nd.

"Ceneralissino Siyuf rides at the head of her own regi nent. She
joined eighteen years ago as a brevet lieutenant, and it's known now
as the Generalissino's Auxiliary Light Horse..."

Saba fell silent; shivering, Silk murnured, "Yes?"

"Your people aren't cheering, Calde. Not nearly enough. The
General i ssinb won't be pleased.”

He seized the opportunity. "Perhaps they're afraid they may panic
your horses." It had been juvenile, but for a mnute or nore he
enjoyed it.

A wide break in what had threatened to beconme an infinite
successi on of nounted troopers apparently marked the end of the
Generalissino's Auxiliary Light Horse. It was followed by the yell ow,
brown, and red flag of Trivigaunte, borne by an officer on horseback
and escorted by an honor guard clearly drawn fromthe Conpanion
Caval ry, and the banner by the band whose martial nusic had been
the first indication that the Rani's troops were near. The mnusici ans,

Sil k persevered. "You coul d

marching with the precision of a picture in a drill book, were all nen
and all bearded; the onl ookers' cheers increased noticeably as they
passed.

"They're really very good," Silk told Saba, hoping to restore friendly
relations. "Very skillful indeed, and our people seemto |ove their
music. "
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"I"'man ol d canpai gner, Calde."

Privately wondering what the canpai gns had been, and how
General issino Siyuf had revealed her mlitary genius in them Silk
ventured, "So | understand."

"Your people are cheering because they're nmen. You think we
keep our nen chained in the cellar, but npbst of our support troops
are nen."

"Wth beards," Silk comented; it seened safe.

"Exactly. You shave yours off to make yourself | ook nore like a
worman. |'mnot criticizing you for it, in your position |'d do the
same thing. But we don't let our men do it at hone. They can trim
their beards with scissors if they want to, and these support troops
are required to. But they can't shave, or pull the hairs out."

Silk felt hinself wi nce and hoped she had not noticed it.

"We've only let themuse scissors for about twenty years," she
continued. "When | was a |lieutenant they couldn't, and you saw a
good nmany with beards below their waists. W |let themtuck them
into their belts, and sone people felt that was going too far. The
idea is that a beard makes it easy to cut a nan's throat. You grab
it and jerk his head up."

"l see," Silk said. Mentally, he cancelled the beard he had only just
resol ved to grow.

"These are Princess Silah's Owm Dragoons. You'll notice--"

Qosik interrupted. "I do not nean to begin an argunent, GCeneral,
but | question that it is actually done. If it is, it cannot be done often
Men are nmuch stronger than wonen."

Saba indi cated the nmounted troopers passing before them "Horses
are stronger than wonmen, Generalissinp."

Si | k chuckl ed.

"Don't you believe ne, Calde?" Saba was hol ding back a snile. "It's
true, | swear, in our city. W' ve been breeding chargers since Pas laid
his first brick, and our horses are stronger than wonen and--"

"Wser than nmen," Silk finished for her. "I don't doubt it for a
nmonent . "

"Who is?" inquired a new voice. "Everyone, | think."

Silk turned to | ook as Generalissinp Siyuf stepped onto the
reviewing platform "Here you are."” He offered his hand. "I was
afraid you'd be delayed. It's an honor to greet you at last, and a
great pleasure. Welconme to Viron. |'mCalde Silk."

She shook his hand awkwardly, unsmling; her own was hard and
dry, not quite as strong as he had anticipated. "It is nmy joy to see your
lively city, Calde Silk. Mst of ny life |I have spend in the south. Your
Viron is not nore than a name on ny maps, one week ago. My parade
is bad, I know. Wen they nust march they cannot be drilled. Wen
they fight it is the sane."

Sil k assured her that he had been enornously inpressed by what
he had seen, and introduced her to Quetzal and Qosi k.

"W will see your troops after mine," she told Oosik. "W pass them
wai ting. Ah, you have a stool for ne, Calde. Thank you." She seated
hersel f between Silk and Saba. "This is nost wel conme. | have been
up since three, in the saddle since five. | have tire two horses. | nust
have a fresh one for this."

"I't was very good of you to join us after you'd nmarched," Silk
told her sincerely. "W've all heard great things about you. W were
anxi ous to neet you."

Siyuf's eyes were on her troops. "I do not cone for you, Calde
Silk. I come for ne. Soon we fight together. Is this right? O does
this nmean you will fight ne and | you?"

"No. That's perfecfly correct. Together, we'll fight the Ayuntam ento,
if we nmust. |I'd much rather we didn't have to."
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"And |. Both." Siyuf pulled her cap down and drew her streaked
ol d cl oak over her knees.

For a tinme, no one spoke. Silk pretended to watch the parade as
cavalry gave way to infantry, attractive young wonen who sal uted
the reviewi ng platformby holding their slug guns vertically at their
| eft shoulders and marching with a stiff stride that renmi nded hi m of
si byl s dancing at a sacrifice.

Mostly, he studied Siyuf and reexanm ned her remarks, and his
own. Her cap was clean and wel | -shaped, but by no nmeans new,
her cloak frankly soiled; no doubt she had changed horses as she
had said, but she had not changed cl othes. Her boots were slightly
scuffed, her spurs (he risked a surreptitious glance at Saba's feet)
mar kedl y | arger than her subordinate's.

She had not hesitated to claimthe enpty stool. Silk tried to put
hinself in the place of one of the expressionless wonen marching
past. Wuld they feel ashamed of their Generalissinm? Wuld they
t hi nk her weak?

Wul d he, if he were sonehow a nenber of Siyuf's horde? After
arguing the point with hinself; he decided that he would not. Sitting
when others had to stand was one of the surest signs of rank, and her
cl ot hes proclaimed that she need answer to no one, that no bullying
sergeant or trunpeting col onel dared rebuke her. In inagination,

Silk soared fromthe platformto a gondola of the airship, and
fromit scanned the parade. There was the reviewing platform on

it various dignitaries of Viron and Trivigaunte. Who was in charge?
Who commanded the rest?

It was unquestionably Siyuf, who was seated with Quetzal and
hinmself to her left and Saba and Oosik to her fight--the civi
authorities, religious and civic, on one side in other words; and the
mlitary, Trivigaunti and Vironese, on the other. Wen Viron's own
troopers marched past, they would receive the sane inpression

"I's it always so cold here in the north?" Siyuf pulled her cloak nore
tightly about her.

"No," Silk told her. "W had a very |long sumer this year, and a
very warm one."

"I wish we have conme to your city then, Calde. Wien | was snall ny
teachers told me this north was cold. | learn to wite it on exaninations,
but I do not believe. Wiy should it be so?"

"I have no idea." Silk considered. "I learned it just as you did, and
| don't believe |I ever thought of questioning it. To tell you the truth,
| accepted just about everything | was taught, including many things
I ought to have questioned."

"The sun." Siyuf pointed up w thout |ooking upward. "This begin
at the east and end at the west. That is only because we say it so, |
know. Here you may speak different. But from East Pole to West
Pol e or West Pole to East. Your day in Viron is soon our day in
Trivigaunte. Is that true?"

"Yes," Silk said. "OF course.”

"Then what do you do to make your day so col d?"

Saba | aughed, and Sil k and Oosi k joined her.

Quet zal seened not to have heard, contenplating the ranked wonen
passi ng before himthrough half-closed eyes. Studying him sidel ong,
Silk sensed a need, a longing, that he hinself did not feel, and
puzzl ed over it until he recalled that Saba had said that sacrifices
were not offered in her city. The Chapter would be different there,
qui te possibly known by another nane; each of the marchi ng wonen
was, in that case, a potential convert to Viron's nmore dignified node
of worship. No wonder then that Quetzal eyed them so hungrily.

To anend the religious thinking of even a few woul d be a signa
acconpl i shment and a gl orious conclusion to his |long, neritorious
career. Furthermore, there were thousands and thousands of them
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the vast mpjority still young, still nalleable, as Saba for exanple
was not.

As if the conparison had stirred her to speech, Saba asked, "What
do you think, Generalissinm? A fine body of wonmen?"

Qosi k decl ared that he had been favorably inpressed.

"How ol d are they?" Silk inquired suddenly; he had not intended
to speak.

"W take them at seventeen," Saba told him "There's a year of
training before they' re assigned to permanent units. After that we
keep them four years."

"Do you nean that they have to becone troopers? Wat if one
doesn't want to?"

Saba pointed. "See that one with the big feet? And her over there,
the tall one with a stripe?"

"At the end of the Iine? Yes, | see her."

Saba pointed again. "There, that little fat one. None of them
wanted to."

"l see. I'msurprised you know these troopers so well, General. Is

this group a part of your airship's crew?"

"No, Calde." Saba glanced across Siyuf's head with the suppressed
smle he had noticed earlier. "In weather like this we need everybody
on board. | picked them by chance, but that's the truth about them
Who'd want to be a trooper?"

Silk glanced at Qosik, who was |ooking at hinm troopers in Viron
served voluntarily.

Anot her band, then hundreds of saddl el ess horses herded by
mounted nmen. Seeing Silk's puzzled expression, Saba expl ai ned,
"They're renounts. Wen a trooper's horse is shot, she has to fight
on foot unless there's a remount for her."

Si yuf | ooked up at him "Do you not have renounts for your own
caval ry?" He found her steady eyes disconcerting.

Qosi k said quickly, "Qur practice is to issue two horses to each
mounted trooper. He is responsible for their care, and is to ride
themalternately unless one goes |lanme. In peacetine he rides one on
one day and the other on the next."

"You, GCeneralissinb. Wre you a horse officer? W say caval ryworan,
but I do not think you will say that here. A caval ryman,

I think?"

Oosi k made her a small bow. "Correct, Ceneralissino. No, | was not,
nor are nost of our officers. W have only one nounted conpany per
bri gade, though the second has two at present. My son is a caval ryman,

however . "
For the first time, Siyuf smled; seeing it, Silk could readily inagine
her subordinates risking their lives to earn that smile. She said, "I hope

to neet him Tonorrow or the day after. W shall speak of horses.”
"He will be honored, Generalissinp. Unfortunately he is unwell at

present.”

"l see." She turned back to the parade, and her voice becane
indifferent. "It is sad that boys nust fight here."

Mul es hauling cannon foll owed the horse herd. "I expected canels,"”

Silk told her.
"Horses and canels do not nake friends,
we hold themapart. Miules are nore..."
"Easygoi ng, "
nmost horses do."
"Does it really take eight to pull one of these big guns?"
"On your street of fine stones? No. But over our desert where
is no road, many nore sonetines. Then one nust |end to another
its mules and wait. | have seen sixteen unable to pull a single
howi t zer fromthe nud. That was not on this march, or we would

she said absently. "It is best
She snapped her fingers.
Saba supplied. "They don't mnd canels as nmuch as
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not be here."

Saba asked, "Didn't you notice the m xed gun crews, Calde? |
expected you to ask about them"

Al ready the last cannon was runbling past. After it canme a |ong
triple line of small carts with male drivers; each cart was drawn by
a pair of mules.

Silk said, "I'maccustonmed to working with wonen, Ceneral
Wth Maytera Marbl e and Maytera M nt at ny manteion, before
| becanme calde--with Maytera Rose as well until she left us
Your mixed crews seemnore nornal to nme than," he groped for
an i nof fensi ve phrase, ending lanely, "than the other thing, just
woren or just nmen."

"Men drive the mules and hunp shells. They do those al nost as
wel | as woren coul d. Winen lay the guns and fire them"

Si yuf asked, "Where is General Mnt? Did you not call her Mther
Mnt just now? Or are there two of this nane?"

"No, they're the sane person. She's a sibyl as well as a general,
just as I'man augur as well as calde." Silk was tenpted to add that
he hoped to drop the first soon

"She marches with her troops today?"

"I"'mafraid not." A bare-faced lie would serve best, but he was

unwilling to provide one. "W're still engaged with the eneny,
General i ssino."
I f Siyuf suspected, nothing in her face revealed it. "I amsorry

do not neet her. Next you see canels."

Sil k, who had seen canmels singly or in small caravans of a dozen or
a score, had scarcely imgined that there were so many in the whorl --not
hundreds but thousands, innunerable canels tied one behind
another in strings of thirty or nore, each such string led by a single
canel -driver riding its big |lead camel. They grunted continually as
they wal ked, peering at everything with haughty eyes in faces that
recall ed Renora's.

"They carried food, nostly," Saba expl ai ned, "and oats and barl ey
for the horses and nules. They're lightly | oaded now. "

Here was one of the nobst sensitive points. "You have to realize
there's very little food in Viron." Silk picked his way anong snares.
"We're delighted to have you, and we'll do our best to feed you and
your troops; but the harvest was bad, and our farmers have been
hoar di ng food because of the fighting."

"We know your difficulties." Siyuf's dust-col ored cap and hunched
shoul ders spoke. "We will send out foraging parties."

"Thank you," Silk said. "That's extrenely kind of you."

Oosi k stared.

"Which reminds me," Silk hurried on, "I've planned a snmall, infornmal
di nner tonight at the Calde's Palace." (He found he could not bring
hinself to say, " At ny palace .") "You're all invited, and | hope that
all of you can attend. We haven't got a real kitchen yet, but |'ve
arranged to have Erm ne's cater our dinner; Ermne's serves the best
food in our city, or at least it has that reputation."

"I must bring with me a staff officer." Siyuf turned to face him
"This our custom demands. May | do this?"

"Of course. She will be very wel cone.”

"Then | conme. Saba also, if you wishit."

"I certainly do," Silk assured Siyuf.

Saba nodded rel uct andy.

Qosi k said, "You may rely upon nme, Calde."

"Thank you. And you, Your Cogni zance?"

Wth the help of the baculus, Quetzal rose. "I've no food, Patera
Cal de. That's what you'll talk about, isn't it?"
"I"'msure we will; we have that to discuss, along with many ot her

things. You have wi sdom Your Cogni zance, and we nmay need it
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nmore than food."
"Then I'lIl be there. | may even have suggestions."

Chapter 5 -- The Man from Mai nfrane

A hand signal held the group parallel to the human stream bel ow,
Sciathan reinforced it with helnet notification: "Two east." As each
agreed, he checked them off mentally: Gian, Sunmmire, Mear, and
Aer were still willing to accept his |eadership. Hs right armstiff,
he sl apped toward Viron's thatch and shingles, pal mdown. "Coing
lower." Fingertips to forehead. "You may follow if you choose."

Aer al most certainly woul d.

Was this man Auk anong the nmarchers' creeping rectangl es? One
of the spectators whose cheers had dwindled to chirps in the vastness
of the sky? Either way this Auk was a | one individual, his fellow
citizens a nyriad of nyriads. As he had from the begi nning, Sciathan
told hinself that he should be bursting with pride; for this daunting,
al nost i npossi bl e m ssion, Minfrane had chosen them

The possibility that Minframe wi shed to destroy them had to be

di sm ssed unheard, |ike the equal possibility that he, Aer, and the
rest had been chosen because they were expendabl e.
Ri ght arm poi nting, hand cupped. "I fly east."

Four acknow edgenments. They were all coning.

He had begun a circuit of the city. They would have to | and soon,
have to renobve and secure their w ngs, question and persuade its
i nhabitants in the Common Tongue. Whether he was a miracle
wor ker or a malcontent, his fluency had no doubt been a factor

Where was there a good, big field, with people near but not too
near, close to the city? Below him a house with a desert-col ored
peaked roof sprang up like a nmushroom

Ri ght arm extended, palmflat, notioning down. "Lower."

It seemed that he could read the character of each of his
conpanions in their acknow edgnents: Gian wei ghing the odds; Sumaire
narr ow eyed, her hands deadly still; Mear frantic for adventure; Aer
concerned for everybody except herself.

At this altitude they were within the reach of snmall-arnms fire, and
smal | arnms were evident; all the overseers of the bearded nen erecting
tents seened to have them He reminded hinself that once they had
| anded the presence or absence of weapons woul d make no difference,
that any nob of Cargos could kill themw th stones or sticks. In fact
the weapons that these Cargos had should be an advantage; arned,
they would be less apt to feel threatened.

Pointing arm hand a fist. "North." Two fingers down, separated
"Term nate flight."

" _Aye, Sunmire_." Taut face, dry lips, hooded eyes.

_Aye, Mear !" Descending too fast and glorying init.

_Aye, Giian_." Picking his spot.

_Aye, Aer_ ". Wrrying about him worried not that he woul d crash
but that he would bungl e his approach

G assy land, a little uneven. No nore time for character or planning.
Reverse thrust, |egs down and feet together, hands braced for a fal
that nust be straight forward

Mear was al ready down, having pulled up at the preci se nonent
and | anded striding; reckless though Mear was, no nore skilled flier
ever tuned the sun. Now he, too, would have to | and without a fal
or |l ose what authority he had. Four cubits, stall, drop into the
wind. Didit!

At once a gust nearly blew himoff his feet.

Gian, Surnaire and Aer cane down as he was taking off his
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wi ngs and PM Aer too close, perhaps; Sunaire four-pointing; Gian
dropping a full eight, w ngs bow bent when he hit.

Bi g wonren were running toward themfromthe tent ground,
pursued, overtaken, and surpassed by a | one wonman on hor seback

"Peace!" He raised both hands, palnms out. "W who serve the gods
mean no harm "

The rider reined up, a handweapon drawn. "There are no gods but
t he goddess!"

Coul d the database be wong? "W are her supporters and
servitors!"

A dozen towering wonen surrounded them sone staring, sone
| eveling short, gap-nouthed guns, sone clearly waiting for the
mount ed wonan' s i nstructions.

"We cone from Mai nfrane," Sci at han expl ai ned. "Mai nfrane, the
home of the goddess. At her order we cone to find Auk." Privately
he wondered whi ch goddess it was.

"We'l'l help you, but first you nust give your weapons to us.
was cal culation in the nounted wonan's eyes.

Aer said, "No gun, no knife."

The nounted wonan's attention went to her at once. "You're in

There

charge?"
Aer shook her head. "Fliers." She touched her chin. "Aer | am
Al fly."

Mear joined themcarrying his wings and PM and acconpani ed
by a gaggle of big wonmen. "Each is one. Five ones."

"Surrender your weapons," the wonman on horseback told him

Conmi ng up behind Mear, Sunmaire held out her hands. "M ne. Wth
these I kill."

Cal cul ati on again. "You're the |eader."

"Yes. My own."

Mear said, "I ammine. No weapon. No gun. You give?" One of
the big wonmen | aughed | oudly and the horse shied, neck bent and
hooves danci ng.

"Quiet, you!" Pulling up the reins, the nounted worman scruti ni zed
them "_Marhaba! Betifham'arabi?_"

Aer and Mear | ooked to Sciathan; he could only shrug.

She hol stered her weapon and di smounted; her snmile could not
vanqui sh sonet hing vindictive that had nmade her face its own. "W

started badly," she told Aer. "Let's start over and be friends. I'm
Maj or Sirka, Flier Aer. | command the advance party of the Horde
of Trivigaunte. | can't welconme you to this city, because this city's

not mne. Mne's to the south. You have flown over it nany tines.
You nust know it."

Aer nodded and smled. "Beautiful!"

"This man," Mjor Sirka nodded at Sci athan, "cane |ooking for a
Vi ronese, another man. Are you |l ooking for a wonan?"

Sunaire said, "The man. Wiere will we find Auk?"

Grian, who arrived still wearing his PM said slowy, "W are not
like you are, Wrman."

"I wouldn't expect you to be, little man. Now listen to ne.
You're..."

Her voi ce faded; she had beconme a painted figure, an i mage of gray
on a featureless plain. Sciathan felt his lips drawn back and lifted in
a grin by sonmeone el se

Aer gaped at him eyes wide as her nmouth. Now, when all other

color had fled, the blue of her eyes was still bright. Soneone el se
reached out to her with Sciathan's arns, and in a distant place she
screaned.

The flash and boom of the shot so startled himthat al nbost he
woke; colors were briefly real, the scarl et-daubed thing at his feet
Aer. He felt hinmself thrust violently down and back into a hel pl ess
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dark at the edge of oblivion.

Sunaire slew with a touch and Mear fought with desperate val or
until nore shots threw both to the ground in their first enbrace.
Still carrying his wings, Gian shot straight up. He, Sciathan, should
fly too; but his PMwas gone, his hands bound. Turning, he saw his
wi ngs and ki cked and stanped them

"Let nme think, Patera." Mytera Marble cocked her head to one side.
"The generalissino from Trivigaunte and another one, but we don't
know her nane. I'massunming it will be a wonman."

Silk nodded. "I believe we can rely onit."

"W don't know how much either one eats. Probably a lot. Then
there's CGeneral Saba and Generalissinm Qosik. |'ve seen them and
they' Il want a whorl of food. Are each of them going to bring
sonmebody, too?"

"That's a good point." Silk considered. "Oosik's alnpbst certain to,
because Siyuf said she'd bring one of her staff. Let's assune that
they both do. That's six so far."

"Al'l big eaters.”

"I"'msure you're right, but H s Cogni zance and | won't eat mnuch
and you'll eat nothing."

"Am 1 invited?" It was difficult to read Maytera Marbl e's expression

"COfF course you are. You're the hostess, the mistress of the house--of
this palace, | should have said."

"I thought Chenille mght do it, Patera.”

"She's a guest." Silk settled hinmself nore confortably in the big
wi ngback chair, conscious that he would have to leave it soon. "She's
here only because she may be in danger."

"She's a real help, that girl. She does everything | tell her to and
| ooks for nore. There are times when | have to hold her back,

Pat era."

"Now | understand. You were afraid | wouldn't invite her, that 1'd
ask her to wait on table or sonething. She's invited--or she will be
as soon as | see her. | want her, and your granddaughter and Master
Xi phias; | sent Horn to tell him"

"I teach arithnetic." Maytera Marble sighed. "And now | want to
count on ny fingers. Wiat's worse, | can't. Only up to five, and
we had six with Generalissino Oosik and all those foreign officers.

You and Hi s Cogni zance nmake eight. The ol d fencing naster nine.
Chenille, ten. Miucor and ne, twelve. |If you're going to invite anybody
el se, you'd better make it two, Patera. Thirteen at table's not |ucky.
don't know why, but you're supposed to bring sonebody in off the
street if you have to, to nake fourteen."

Silk stood up. "No, that should be all. Now cone with ne. | asked
Hossaan to bring the floater, and | think | heard it a noment ago."

"Where...? | can't go away, Patera. Not with conpany for dinner
toni ght."

Silk had anticipated that; he inagined hinself arguing with
Siyuf and was firm "O course you can. You're going to. Go
get your hand."

"No. No." Maytera Marble's one functioning hand gripped the arm
of her chair so tightly that the uphol stery rose |ike dough between its
metal fingers. "You don't understand. You' re a good nan. Too good,
to tell the truth. Too good to nme, as you always have been. But |'ve

a thousand things to do between now and dinner. Wat tinme will it
be? Si x?"

"Eight. | do understand, Maytera, and that's why we're going to
that shop the val et--what was his nanme?"

"Marl. Patera, | can't."

"Exactly. You can't because you have only one hand. You have
to tell Chenille, for the nost part, and get her to do it. So we're
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going to get your right hand reattached. As you say, there's a lot to

be done, and with two hands you'll be able to do twi ce as much as
Chenille, instead of half as nuch."

Wthout waiting for her to reply, he strode to the door. "I'l|l be
outside; | want to ask Hossaan why their generalissinpo speaks the
way she does. We'll expect you in five mnutes, with your hand." As
he stepped into the reception hall, he added, "You and Chenille, and

your granddaughter Bring her, too."

Maytera Marble's last wailing " _Patera ..." was cut off by the
closing of the door. Ginning, Silk linped the length of the reception
hal | and got an overrobe of plain black fleece fromthe cl oakroom
of f the foyer.

The outer door swung toward himbefore he could open it, and
Hossaan stepped inside with Oreb perched on his shoul der. "Your
bird was out there, Calde. | guess he couldn't find a wi ndow open,
so | brought himin."

"Grls fly," Oeb aoaked, fluttering. "Bird see."

"Yes, and just in time, silly bird. Cone here."

Oreb hopped to Silk's wist. "Men perch!”

"He's been flying up to the airship,"” Silk explained. "By now he
probably understands it a great deal better than | do. They | ower
people fromit in a thing |ike an oversized birdcage, and bring people
and supplies up; that seens to interest him" He hesitated, then waved
toward a long divan. "Let's sit down for a nonent. There's sonething
I want to ask you."

"Sure thing, Calde."

"We could do this in your floater, but I have the feeling there'd be
sonebody wanting to talk to nme, and | don't want to be interrupted.
Did you see the parade?”

Hossaan nodded. "I was keeping an eye on you up on that stand,

Cal de, in case you wanted ne."

"Good. Then you saw nme talking to Generalissino Siyuf and
General Saba. Do you know either of them by the way?"

"Personal |y, you nean, Calde? No, | don't. |I know what they
| ook like."

"You haven't spoken to them™

Hossaan shook hi s head.

"But you've traveled. You're from Trivigaunte originally?"

"Yes, Calde. | was born there. You' d be a fool to take anything
tell you at face value. You realize that, I"'msure."

"Good man!" Oreb defended him "Men fly. Perch!"

"OF course. | understand that your primary |loyalty nust be to your
native city."

"It is. And you're right. |I've traveled nore than nost nen ever do.

I can tell you about sone of the places |'ve been, if you like, but |
can't always tell you what | was doing there."

Si | k nodded thoughtfully. "Here in Viron, we sonetines say that
sonmeone speaks Vironese, as if it were a separate |anguage. It isn't, of
course. It's just that we have certain idiomatic expressions that aren't
used, as far as | know, in other cities. There are words we pronounce

differently as well. | know very little about other cities, but | wouldn't
be surprised to learn that they have peculiarities of their own."

"That's right. | think I know what you're going to ask nme, but
go on."

"I's there any reason you shouldn't tell ne about it?"

"Not a one."

"Al'l right. I was going to say that there actually are other |anguages,

| anguages quite different fromours. Latin, for exanple, and French
We have French and Latin books, and there are passages in the
Witings in those | anguages, which nmakes themof interest to scholars
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and even to ordinary augurs like nme. Presumably there are cities in
whi ch those | anguages are spoken just as we speak Vironese here."

"The Common Tongue," Hossaan said. "That's what travelers
generally call it, and it's what we call it in Trivigaunte."

"I see." Silk's forefinger traced small circles on his cheek. "In that
case you, fromyour foreign perspective, would say that both Viron
and Palustria, for instance, speak the Common Tongue? Palustrian is
simlar enough to Vironese that one mght have to listen to a speaker
for several minutes to determine his native city. O so | was taught
at the schola."

"You've got it, Calde."

"Very well then. | can inmagine a foreign city in which another
| anguage is spoken, Latin let us say. And | can easily imagine
one like Palustria, where the Conmon Tongue is spoken;

I can't prove it, but | suspect that there nmay be nore differences
bet ween the speech of a Vironese of the upper class and

a beggar or a bricklayer than there are between an ordinary
merchant from Viron and a |like nerchant from Pal ustria. Wat

I cannot inmagine is a city in which sonme citizens speak the

Conmon Tongue, as you call it, and others Latin or another

| anguage. "

Hossaan nodded, but said not hing.

"Men fly!" Oreb announced, having |ost patience with his owner
He | aunched hinself from Silk's shoul der and fl apped around the
roomspiraling higher. "Fly! Fly! Grls! Men!" He extended his w ngs
in along glide. "Perch!"

"Great Pas guide us!" Maytera Marbl e was coni ng down the
staircase with Chenille and Mucor. "Wat's gotten into your bird,
Pat er a?"

"I don't know," said Silk--who thought, however, that he did.
"Hossaan, he came to you while you were waiting in the floater, is
that right?"

"He | anded on the back of the seat, Calde, and started tailing.
couldn't understand himat first."

"Yet anot her |anguage, or at |east another way of speaking the
Conmon Tongue." Silk smiled wyly. "Wat did he say?"

"'Bird out, bird out, Silk in.' Like that, Calde."

Silk nodded. "Go out and wait for us. Put the canopy up.
don't know how long the wait will be, and there's no point in
your freezing."

As Hossaan left, Chenille asked, "Aren't we going, Patera?"

"In a nonment. Step into the library, please, everybody. O eb, where
are the flying men and flying girls who perched?"

Oreb hopped to a corner occupied by a fat-bellied vase and rapped
it sharply with his beak.

"Nort heast, Mucor," Silk nuttered. "Did you see that?"

Her skull-like face turned toward himas a pale funeral lily lifts
its blossomto the sun. "Flying, Silk?"
"Fliers, | believe. The people who fly on wi ngs nade of sonething

that | ooks |ike gauze."

Chenill e added, "Like the Trivigaunti pterotroopers, only their
wi ngs are longer and look like they'd be lighter."

The night chough flew to Silk's shoul der

"One nore question, Oreb. Were there houses where the flying
peopl e | anded?"

"House now Quick house!"

Sil k took a handkerchief fromhis pocket, shook it out, and draped
it over his spread fingers. "Like this?"

"Yes, yes!"

"Sit down, please," Silk told the three wonen. "Micor, as a great
favor to me, and your grandnother, too, do you think you could
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find out what these Fliers are doi ng?"

When she did not answer, he said, "Search the grazing land north
and east of the city, where the Rani's nen are putting up their tents.
| believe that may be what he nmeans when he says qui ck houses. The

Fliers will have taken off their wi ngs when they |anded, | inmagine, and
they' ||l probably | eave at |east one of their nunber to guard them™

"As Patera says, this is for both of us, Micor." Maytera Marble
patted her knee. "I don't know why it's inportant, but I'msure it
must be. "

Chenille remarked, "You know, |'ve been wanting to have a | ook at
this ever since that Trivigaunti saw her in the mrror, only now !l can't

even tell if she's doing it. You ought to be chanting and sprinkling
perfume on Thel xi epeia's picture.”
"The mracle--or nagic, if that's what you wish to call it--is in

Mucor," Silk told her

"Auk believes in the gods, Patera. He's really religious in his way,
and he knows | had Scylla inside running things. But what |'m seeing
woul dn't nmake himbelieve in this."

"Auk," Muicor repeated suddenly.

Oreb cocked his head |ike Maytera Marble. "Wiere Auk?"

Mucor's tonel ess voice seened to enanate froma forsaken pl ace
beyond the universe. "Wiere Auk is... Silk? Chain ny hands. Feet
smash strong-w ngs."

Chapter 6 -- In Spider's Wb

"Are we truly, um abandoned, Maytera? Solitary? Or are there
other ears, eh? In this dark and--er--noisone. That's the
question, hun®"

"I don't know. | have no way of telling. Do you?" The question
Maytera M nt herself was debating was whether it would be disrespectfu
to lie down before Renora did

"l--ah--no. | have none, | confess."

"Do you have a secret that would I et Potto and the other councillors
return to power in defiance of the gods?"

"I woul d--um-Ceneral. Be safer not, eh? Not to speak upon
such, er, topics."

"It certainly would if you had one, Your Emi nence. Do you?" She
was trying fo forget how thirsty she was.

"Positively not. Not privy to nilitary matters, eh?"

"Neither do |, Your Eminence, so let themlisten all they want."
It was ecstasy to take her shoes off; for half a ninute she debated
taking of f her long black stockings, too, but selfcontrol prevail ed.
"By now Bison's taken charge. O soneone el se has, but probably
it's Bison. He was ny best officer, absolutely steady in a crisis
but not very imaginative. If he can find sonebody a little nore
creative to advise him Bison should give the Ayuntaniento a very
difficult tine."

"I am er, suffused with pleasure at the prospect.”

"So am 1, Your Eminence. | just hope it's true." She | eaned back
agai nst the wall.
"You will, um reproach ne."

"Never, Your Enm nence."

"You, or others. One never lacks for, um critics? Patera Feelers.
Faul tfinders. You will--um-er--vociferate that as a, um internediary
| nust restrain ny partisanship."”

She laid her arns on her knees, and her head upon her arns.

"I rejoin, General, by, er, asseverating that | have done so. And
do so, eh? In our, um current instance and beyond, hey? It is not
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parti sanship but reason, hey? I ama man of peace. | have so,

um decl ared mysel f. Under flag of truce, eh? Having consulted
Brigadi er Erne. Having |ikew se consulted Calde Silk. Brought the,
um exceedingly significant--hum You, General. | brought you to
di scuss, er, armistice. An--ah--feat of diplomacy? Triunmph. Is ny,
er, our persons. Are they respected? They are not!"

"I"'mgoing to stretch out, if that won't upset you, Your Em nence.
I"I'l tuck ny skirt around ny |egs."

"No, no, Mayt--General. | can scarcely nmake out your, ah, self in
this--er--stygian. There is one quarrel that cannot be nedi ated, hey?"

"We certainly haven't succeeded in mediating this one."

"I refer to the quarrel between good and, um evil. Yes, evil. As a man
of the cloth, an augur erstwhile destined, eh? Destined for--ah--greatness.
As that, um augur, fallible, eh? At whiles foolish, eh? Yet
sensible of the ultimate, hey? | cannot nediate all quarrels, for | cannot
medi ate that one. | have set down ny nane in the lists, eh? Long since
I amfor good. | cannot close ny eyes to evil. WII not. Both."

"That's good." Maytera M nt closed hers. The only light in the dark,
bare roomwas a |long streak of watery green under the door; closing
her eyes should have made little difference, yet she found it deeply
restful

"If--er--ah--um-hum" Renora said; or at |east, so she heard
him The facade of the Corn Exchange was falling very slowy, while
she waited powerl ess to nove.

She woke with a start. "Your Eminence?"

"Yes, GCeneral ?"

"Some dreams are sent by the gods."

"Ah--indubitably."

"Has anyone ever proposed that all dreans are? That every dream
is a message fromthe gods?”

"l --um Cannot recollect, eh? | shall devote thought to the, er,
query. Possibly. Quite possibly.”

"Because | just had a very comonpl ace sort of dream Your
Em nence, but | feel that it may have been sent by a god."

"Unusual ? Extraordinary. If | do not presunme, hey? No w sh to,
er, intrude. But | offer nmy, um if desired."

"I dreamed | was standing on the street in front of the Corn
Exchange. It was falling on me, but | couldn't run."

"l--ah--see.”
"I't actually happened a few days ago. We pulled it down wi th oxen
| could ve run then, but | didn't want to. | wanted to die, so | stood

there and watched it fall until Rook carried ne out of danger. He
was nearly killed, as well as I."

"The--ah--inport? | fail to see it, General."

"A god, | think, was telling me that since |I'd chosen to die then,
I shouldn't be afraid of dying now, that nothing they can do to ne
coul d be worse than being crushed by that building, which was the
way |'d chosen to die not |ong ago."

"What god, hey? What god, Ceneral ? Have you any notion?"

She knew froman alteration in Renora's voice that he had
strai ghtened up. She had, temporarily at |east, ransoned himfrom
self-pity; she wished fervently that someone would ransom her. "I
haven't the |east idea which god may have favored ne, Your
Em nence, assuming one did. | don't recall anything that would
furnish a clue.”

"No animals, eh?"

"None, Your Em nence. Just the street, and the falling stones. It
was after shadelow, and all | renmenber is how dark they | ooked
agai nst the skylands."

"Not, um Day-Ruling Pas. Sun god, eh? Master of the Long Sun
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and all that. Tartaros, hunf? Ni ght god. Dark stones, dark god.
Bats--ah--flittering?"

Maytera M nt rolled her head so that the tip of her sharp little
nose nmade a small arc of negation. "No aninals, Your Eninence, as
| said. None whatsoever."

"I shall--ah--prefer. | prefer to, um suspend? No, table. Table
the question, eh? If only for the nonce. In ny, er, not inconsiderable
experience an, um signhature may be--ah--descried by one who,
eh? Shall peer about. Let us peer about, Maytera. What day is this,
woul d you say?"

" Now?"

"Ah--yes. And then, eh? What day did you feel it to be in your,
um envi sagenent ?"

"I'f you nmean the night it happened...?"

"No. Didit, ah, seemto you a particular day, eh? Wre you, um
consci ous of a--ah--the cal endar?"

"No, Your Em nence.

"What day is it now? As we, ah, converse."

How many times had their captors halted to eat and sl eep? Three?
Four? "I can't be sure." Maytera M nt was begi nning to regret
menti oni ng her dream she let her eyelids fall

"Quess, Ceneral. \Wat day?"

"H eraxday or Thel xday, | suppose."”

"Bodi es, eh? Wultures?"

"No. Just the skylands, the building and the stones."

"Mrrors, nonkeys, deer? Cards, teacups--ah--string? Any col ored
string? Poultry, nothing of the sort?"

"No, Your Eminence. Nothing of the sort."

"Space--um -l argeness? Skyl ands, eh? You were--ah--not
i nsensi bl e of thenP"

"I knew that they were there, Your Eminence. In fact they seened
significant, though | can't say how "

"W, er, progress? Yes, progress. Actually happened, you sai d?
Building fell, eh? You rescued."

"Yes, it was at the beginning of the fighting. | nmean to say, Your
Enmi nence, that it was at what we call the begi nning now. At the tine
we felt we'd been fighting a long while, that those of us who' d been
fighting fromthe start had done a great deal of it." Maytera M nt
paused, reflecting.

"W were |ike children who have gone to palaestra for the first
time the year before. Wen the next year starts, children Iike that fee
t hensel ves ol d hands, veterans. They give advice to the new children
and patronize them when the truth is that their own education has
scarcely begun."

Renora grunted assent. "I have observed, um sinilar."

"And now -1 rnean before we went out to that house where the
cal de was rescued. Things had qui eted down. W had the Fourth
penned up, and nobody wanted to go after it right away. W sensed
that Erne was wavering, and you confirmed it. The Ayuntani ento was
down in these tunnels, and those of us who thought about it saw how
difficult it would be to root themout. W dared hope that sone other
way could be found. That was why | went out there with you."

She waited for Renora to speak, but he did not.

"Peopl e came forward. They woul d appear, so to speak, to tell us
how bravely they'd fought and all they'd done. And |I'd think, who
are you? Wiy didn't | ever notice you before, if you were such a
famous fighter? Bison had done everything, taken part in al nost

every fight.
"And Wool, |I'd think. Wol has done a great deal, never shirked,
not always saying I'll do it, Ceneral, |ike Bison, but when we were
repul sed and 1'd | ook back and see one person still there, still shooting
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when the rest had fallen back and there were hoppi es-- GQuardsnen,
Your Em nence, troopers of the Cvil Quard--close enough to touch,
it would be Wol

"Then 1'd renmenber that Wol was dead, and think where were
the ones who rode with nme, where was Ki ngcup who brought us her
hor ses when her horses were all she had? | hope she's alive, Your
Em nence, but | couldn't |ocate her, couldn't find her, and all these
new peopl e telling about the wonderful things they'd done, when
didn't remenmber themat all. Skink |led an attack on the Pal ati ne and
had both his | ess bl own off. Where was he? Wiere was the giant with
the gaps in his teeth? | don't even renmenber his name, but | renenber
| ooking up at them he nust have been tw ce ny height, and wondering
who had been big enough to hit himway up there, and what he'd hit
himw th, and what had happened after he did it."

"What was hi s name?"

"The giant, Your Eminence? | can't recall it. Cat? O Tontat,
sonething like that. No, Gb. That was it. Gb. It neans a nale cat,
Your Em nence, so that would make it Snarling Sphigx, the Patroness
of Trivigaunte. Cats are hers, cats and lions. But Gb wasn't in ny
dream "

"The man who saved you."

"Ch, him It was Rook, but rooks aren't sacred to any god, are
they, Your Em nence? Eagles for Pas. Hawks, too, because hawks are
little eagles, or sonething |ike them Thrushes and | arks for Ml pe,
but rooks can't sing. Poultry for Thel xi epeia, as Your Em nence said
a nonent ago, but rooks--wait.

"I've got it, Your Emnence. | was thinking lists, wasn't |? Thinking
about lists instead of aninmals and what they |look |ike. And a rook
| ooks like a night chough, like the calde's pet. The calde got himto

give to the god who enlightened him People think it was Pas, al nost
everyone seens to think that, but | asked the calde about it and he
said it wasn't, that it was one of the minor gods, the Qutsider. |
don't know nuch about him Your Enminence. |'m sure you nust

know much nore than I, but night choughs nust be sacred to him

O if they aren't, they're associated with himnow, because that was
the sacrifice the calde chose. Isn't that correct, Your Em nence?"

Renora did not reply.

Maytera M nt thought of getting up to see whether he had gone.

It seened to her that she had slept even as she spoke aloud; but it
was too delicious, far too delicious to |lie where she was, with Bison
in the other bed snoring softly and Auk to watch over them "Auk?"
she called softly. "Auk?"

Auk would bring themwater, would surely bring water if she asked
for it, a carafe of cold clear water, fresh fromthe well, and gl asses
More loudly this tinme: "Auk!"

Yeah, Mdther. Right here.

"_Auk_, my son?"

"Sorry, Patera." Shivering in the afternoon sunlight, Auk returned
his attention to Incus. "Thought | heard sonething."

"You desired to speak with ne?"

"Right. Back in the mantei on you expl ai ned what he said." Auk felt
uneasy anong the Pal atine's graci ous mansi ons of gray stone; unti
now he had visited themonly to steal

"I _endeavored_ to explain, certainly. It was ny sacred duty to do so,
thus | _strove_to nake clear the _divine utterances ."

"You were clear as polyner, Patera," Hammerstone declared |oyally.
"I felt like |I could understand every word Pas ever said before you

finished."
Voi ces called for themto halt, and they did.
"Bios with slug guns, Patera. | heard them behind us, but | was
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hopi ng they woul dn't nmess around.”

Afraid he was about to be arrested, Auk grunbled, "Can't a man
wal k uphill any nore?"

By then the patrol |eader had noted Incus's black robe. "Sorry,
Patera. It's the soldier. They say sonme are on our side. |Is he one?"

Hamrer st one nodded. "You got it."

" Indeed_, ny son." Incus favored the patrol with a toothy snile.
"You have ny _sacred word_ as an augur and your--well, let us not
go into _that . You have ny _sacred word_ that Corporal _Hanmerstone_
| ongs for the overthrow of the Ayuntaniento, even as | do nyself."

"I'"'m Sergeant Linsang," the patrol |eader said. "Are you going to
the Grand mantei on, Patera?"

I ncus shook his head. "To the _Prolocutor's Palace , ny son. | am
a resident _thereof " H's voice grew confidential. "I have been favored
with a theophany. Great Pas hinself_so favored ne . It is not the first,
but the second_tinme that | have been thus favored_ by the gods. You
will _scarcely_ credit it, |I know, for | scarcely credit it _nyself . But
_both_ ny conpani ons were present upon the _|atter_ occasion. They will
attest to the _theophany , | feel quite _certain_."

One of Linsang's troopers raised his slug gun so that it no | onger
poi nted at Auk. "Aren't you Auk? Auk the prophet?"

"That's nme."

"He's been going all over the city," the trooper explained to Linsang,
"telling everybody to get ready for Pas's Plan. He says Tartaros told
himto."

"He did," Auk declared stoutly. "Pas wants ne to keep on doing
it, too. What about you, trooper? Are you set to go? Set to give up
on the whol e whorl ?"

Li nsang asked, "What did Pas say? That is if I'"'mnot--"

"It is _irregular_," Incus conceded, "but not _contrary to the _canon_.
Do all of you desire_to hear the words of the Father of the Gods? "

Several assured himthat they did.

"And will_ you," Incus pursued his advantage, "pernmt us to _proceed_
upon our _sacred errand_ once you have _heard then? "

Li nsang's troopers nodded. They were in their teens, and identifiable
as troopers only by their slug guns and bandoli ers.

Li nsang objected. "I need to get it fromthis soldier, first.
Hamrer st one? |s that your nane, Corporal ?"

"Present and accounted for." Hammerstone's own slug gun was
poi nted at the skylands, its butt on his hip.

"Are you for the Ayuntam ento or the cal de?"

"The cal de, Sergeant."

"How do you feel about the Ayuntam ento?"

"I'f the calde or Patera here said not to shoot them | wouldn't do
it. If it's upto me, they're dead neat."

One of the troopers ventured, "A soldier killed Councillor Potto.
That's what we heard."

Hamrer st one grinned, his head back and his chin out. "It wasn't
me, but 1'Il shake his hand first chance | get."

"Al'l right." Linsang grounded his slug gun. "You can go on to the
Prol ocutor's Pal ace, Patera. Them too. Only tell us what Pas had
to say."

"I fear _not_ I ncus shook his head. "You would not _accept_ ny
_sacred word_, ny son, but _insisted_that Hamrerstone speak for _hinself .
As it chanced, though nothing is nmere chance_to the _imortal gods_,
but a nmonent previously he had _declared_ that he _conprehends_ the god's
entire _nmessage_, while ny other conpanion, _Auk , wished a fuller
_exposition_."

Incus turned to the prophet in question. "Is that not _so , Auk? Am
I not _correct?_”
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"You got it, Patera. Maybe |I'm dunb. There's not many that said
so where | could hear 'em but maybe | am Only this is inportant,
and sone was about ne. | got to be sure | got it straight, so | can
do what he wants nme to."
" Would_ that such _stupidity as yours were nore _w despread_. The
_Chrasnmologic Witings_assert that the w sdom of the _imortal gods_
is but folly in the ears of _nortal nen. Persevere_in your _stupidity , and
you will be welcomed to Mainfrane ." Incus nodded to the big soldier
"Tell us, _Hammerstone_ , ny son, and do not fear that you may _bl under _

or onit a _sacred_ injunction. | shall _amend_ any such _innocent errors_,
though | _anticipate_ none."
"I can't do it as good as you, Patera, but I'll give it ny best shot.

Let me get my thinking works going." For eight or ten seconds,
Hanmrer st one was as i nmobile as a statue.

"Al'l right, | got it. It was when that bio was bringing up the pig.
First the colors canme on, right? Then his face. He started off by
bl essi ng everybody and said that everybody that was there 'cause
they canme with Auk--that was everybody but you, Patera--he
bl essed twi ce, once for coming and once for follow ng Auk. Have
| got that right?"

I ncus nodded. " _Admirable , Hammerstone, ny son."

"Then he said he was giving us this theophany 'cause his son told
hi m what was coming down in the nanteion we were at, only he
didn't say which son it was."

"Terrible Tartaros," Auk assured him

Incus raised an adnonitory finger. "He did not _so state .

"Maybe not, but I'd just been talking to him That's who it
had to be."

"He said his son'd given Auk his orders, and they were the right
ones. He and his son were going to see to it everybody got the word.
We' d been thinking about his Plan like it was way off, when it was
already tinme to nove out..."

"Continue, ny son."

"I"'msorry, Patera. That's when he started tal ki ng about ne, and
I get kind of choked up. It was the greatest nmonent of ny life, right?
I nean, if | was to make sergeant or anything like that |'d feel pretty
good. But this was Pas. | got his drift and | ater you expl ai ned, and
it was like I'd been feeling it was, just exactly. Hearing you say it
was just about like | was hearing it all over again fromhim [|'m
thinking there's a war, and all the good people's on his side. That's
this son--"

"Terrible Tartaros," Auk put in.

"And the cal de and Auk and naturally you are, Patera... And
it's the side |'mon, too. He said how Auk got hurt when he was
underground with us and how hard he'd been working for his Plan,
and he was sendi ng sonebody from Mainfrane to help himout."

"Fromthe Pole , Corporal. That is the termwhich the god
_himself_ preferred to enploy. That Miinfrane_ is at the Pole , |
freely concede."

Auk edged nearer. "To help nme_ out? I'mthe cull?"

"Yeah, you're the one, only |I'm supposed to help too. He said he
was goi ng to decorate you for what you've done soon as you do what
he wants you to next. Only here's where Patera said sonething | got
to say too, so it'll nake sense to these other bios. Pas is us chens'
god. He's the god of all the digital, nuclear-chenical stuff. You got
to buy that if you want to see where Pas's conming from Isn't that
right, Patera?"

I ncus nodded sol emml y.

"' Cause Pas told us what Auk's decoration's going to be. Anytine
he sees anything like nme, he's going to understand it straight off.
How it goes together and what it's supposed to do, and how. Pas
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means to stick all the data into Auk, 'cause he'll need it to carry out
the Plan."
Li nsang and his troopers stared at Auk opennout hed. Auk
endeavored to appear hunbl e.
"That was when he gave ne ny direct order, and it wasn't
just 'cause | happened to be around. | never thought anything
like this woul d happen to me. | asked Patera about it back
at the manteion, and he says if | hadn't been the one Pas
wanted, | wouldn't have been there, it would ve been sonme other
tinpot. But it wasn't. I'mthe one. Patera says it was probably
‘cause himand ne are, you know, |ike brothers only closer,
and he's a holy augur, and as soon as he said it | knewit
was right.
"Pas needs a soldier, so which one? There's thousands. Wy, the
augur's friend, doesn't that make sense? The friend of the augur
Scylla picked to be the new Prolocutor, that's the one you need. A
god don't have to think about stuff like that, he just knows. He said,
talking to ne, Auk might have a little trouble at first. You stick with
hi m and hel p hi mover the tough spots. You're a nechanism help

himout and he'll help you. So here we are, Patera and ne both, and
we're trying to help."
Li nsang asked I ncus, "Was that all, Patera?"
" Al? | should say it was nore than _enough , ny son. But no. It was

_not_. Let us have the _renninder_, Hammerstone."

"He said that a while back, forty years, he said, he knew he was
going to die--"

"To di e?" Linsang was i ncredul ous.

"That's what he said. He saw it coming, so he sort of took off little
pi eces of hinself and hid themin various bios where they woul dn't
be found. Then he died, and he's been dead for quite a while."

Incus cleared his throat. "All of you , and |, simlarly_ , nust
conprehend the _dificulties_ under which a god seeking to _comunicate_ wth
_human kind_ | abors. He can but speak to us in words nmere nortals_
apprehend. Thus by die , the Father_of the Gods_ indicated his own
_renewal . That _noblest of _trees , the _goldenshower , is sacred to
_Great Pas_. You cannot be ignorant of so _elenentary a fact."

Li nsang and several of his troopers nodded.

" Suppose_ that a forest_ of gol denshowers could speak_ to us. Wuld

it not say, 'That | , the _sacred forest , may renmain _young_ and _strong_,
my aged trees nust fall , though they have _endured_for _centuries._.
Let _young_ trees spring up in their _places . |, the forest, endure_ .’

Hammer st one?"

"I'mon it, Patera. He said now when his Plan's starting to nove,
he's putting hinself back together. He said right now he was his own
ghost, Pas's ghost, but with nore of his pieces getting found, he'll be
Pas again. He wants us to help. Auk in particular, but everybody's
supposed to pitch in. W got to find this one particular bio, Patera
Jerboa, 'cause he's got the piece for Viron. There was maybe five or
six hundred bios in the manteion, but after Patera'd expl ai ned the
whole thing to them there wasn't one that knew who this Patera
Jerboa was or where we could maybe find him

"So Patera told themnot to bunch up, but scatter and start asking
people all over, and bring himto Auk when they got him Then he
told Auk the Chapter's got records about all this stuff, where every
augur's at and what he's doing there, and they're in the Pal ace, and
Pat era knows where and how to read them He's worked with them
for years, right Patera? So himand Auk and ne started off to take
a |l ook, and here we are."

"The majesty_ of diction was |acking, _Hamerstone , nmy son, yet the
_matter_ was in _attendance_." Incus regarded Linsang and his troopers.
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"What of _you? W seek to obey the dictates of the Father_of the _Seven_.
Can you _assist_us? No _holy augur_ can know every other. W are far_
too nunerous_. Do you know of a _Patera Jerboa?_ Any of you? _Speak ."

No one did.

Shots woke Maytera Mnt. At first, as she lay blinking in the darkness,
she did not know what the sounds had been; she was hungry and
thirsty, vaguely conscious of the cold, and conscious that she had
been cold for a long tinme, shivering as she slept. Her buttocks and
shoul der bl ades, pressed by her slight weight to unyielding shiprock,
were nunb, her feet freezing.

She sat up. Her room had been the small est and neanest in the old
cenoby on Silver Street, with a ceiling that dripped at every shower;
yet it had not been too small or too nean for a w ndow past whose
threadbare drape w sps of light crept on even the darkest nights.

Three sharp bangs, unevenly spaced. Pictures falling? She recalled
an incident fromher childhood: an old watercolor had fallen when its
yel |l owed string rotted through at |ast, and had taken another picture
and a small vase down with it. Once she had heard a horse trying to
kick its way out of its stall. The shots had sounded like that.

"Ah, Ceneral ?"

The voi ce had been Renora's; his nasal tones brought it all back
to her. "Yes, Your Eminence.”

"You have, um faniliar with the sound of gunfire, hey? During
the past--ah--fighting."

"Yes, Your Emi nence. Tolerably so." Against her will, she found
hersel f wonderi ng how many Renoras there had been, how many
augurs and sibyls who had responded to Echi dna's theophany by
going to the safest place they could find and staying there. Patera
Silk had not. (But then, he wouldn't.) Patera Silk had been shot in
the chest, had been captured, and had contrived, somehow, to turn
Qosi k and the whole Third Brigade, the act that had done nore than
any other to determne the course of their insurrection. But how many
nor e- -

"Er, Ceneral ?"

"Yes, Your Enminence. | was considering the matter. The door
is thick and rather tightly fitted, and these walls are shiprock
Those factors nust have affected the quality of the shots as we
heard them"

"You- - ah- - bel i eve them shots, eh?"

"I"mputting on nmy shoes, Your Em nence.'

She groped for them

in the dark. "If we're to be taken somewhere--"
"Quite right." Renora sounded cheerful. "Quetzal, eh? Ad CQuetzal
Hi s Cogni zance, | ought to say."

More thirsty than ever, Maytera Mnt licked her dry lips. "Hs
Cogni zance, Your Eni nence?"

"Rescue, eh? He's come for ne, er, we. O--ah--sent somebody.
Shrewd, eh? Plays a deep ganme, old Quetzal. Card sense in both--um-the
appl i cabl e senses. "

She tried to imagine the elderly Prolocutor fighting, slug gun in
hand, agai nst Spider and his spy-catchers, and failed utterly. "I would
think Bison's sent scouts into the tunnels by this tinme, Your Em nence.
If we're lucky, it may be some of themwe heard. But even if they notice
this door, they may not be able to get it open

Anot her shot, and it was definitely a shot.

"They will notice it, General. |l--um-ny word on it. My
gammadi on, eh?"

"Your gammadi on, Your Em nence?"

"Not you, ah, sibyls. But we augurs. Holy augurs, eh? War Pas's
voi ded cross. Cones apart. Use to test a Wndow, hey? Tighten
connections, make adjustnents, all that sort of, er, operations. Cold,

file:/lIF|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe,%20Gene%?20...3%20-%20Exodus%20from%20the%20Long%20Sun.txt (57 of 243) [1/17/03 4:01:28 AM]



file:///F)/rah/Gene%20W ol fe/Wol fe,%20Gene%620-%20L ong%20Sun%62003%20-%20Ex0dus%20from%620the%620L ong%20Sun.txt

hey? M ne is. Coadjutor, eh? Stones. Not like old Quetzal's, |, um
but genms. Annethysts, largely. Gold chain. Under ny tunic, generally.
Qut at sacrifice, hey?"

"I"'mfamliar with them Your Em nence."

"I've--ah--slipped it beneath the door, Maytera. Push it out, eh?
Pull it back in. Myving object, hunf? Catches the Iight, ah, attracts
the eye."

She went to the door (alnost tripping over Renora) and rapped
it sharply with the heel of one shoe.

"Admirabl e--ah--adm rabl e. Crude, eh? Yet it--ah!"

The latch outside rattled and the door swung in, inpeded by
Renora. The burly Spider grow ed, "Wat's that noise?"

The lights in the tunnel were so dimthat Maytera M nt did not
blink. "I was pounding on the door with ny shoe. We heard shots
and hoped we'd be freed."

"Conme on." Spider gestured with the barrel of his needler

"We, um require food," Renora ventured. "Water or--ah sinilar,
er, potable."

"You won't if you don't get movin'."

"You don't dare shoot us," Maytera M nt declared. "W're val uabl e
host ages. Wat would you tell--"

He caught her armand jerked her through the doorway. "I'm
strong, see?"

"l never doubted it." She tested her shoul der, fearing he had
dislocated it.

"Strong as a chem Not one of them soldiers, nmaybe, but a regul ar
chem You with nme, sib? So | don't have to shoot you. There's twenty,
thirty things I could do." One of Spider's men was |ounging in the

tunnel; he held a gleamng slug gun. "lI'mready to try a couple," Spider
continued. "You scavy Councillor Potto's kettle? Wasn't anythin'. He
was just playin', he's like that. | don't fool. W get lots of spies."

"I"'mdelighted to hear it." Maytera Mnt had feared that she woul d
not be allowed to resune her shoe; she tightened the bow and

straightened up with an odd little thrill of triunph.
"I learned a lot, workin' on them | never seen one so tough |
couldn't get himto tell nme anythin' | wanted to know. That way,

and keep nmovin'."

"I, er, weak. Thirsty, eh? Wat one physically--ow"

Renora had been prodded from behind by the man with the sl ug
gun, who said, "I kicked a dead cull once till he got up and ran."

"The gods--ah--Pas. Tartaros, eh?" Renora progressed with rapid,
unst eady strides, outdistancing Maytera M nt.

"Slow up!"

"l --ah--prayed. Beads. eh? The, um general slept."

"You shoul d have awakened ne," she protested, and got a shove
from Spi der.

"Never! Wouldn't, um consider--" Renora froze until he was
prodded from behi nd. Sonewhat nearsi ghted, Maytera M nt blinked
as she tried to peer ahead through the watery I|ight.

"Dead cull," Spider told her. "One of mine."

"Was that the shooting we heard?"

Spi der pushed her forward. "Yeah." Another push. "He was
wat chin' your door. Sib, you better shaggy learn to drive your
shaggy ass or you're going to | earn a shaggy bunch you don't want

to know. "

She whirled, facing him "I've already | earned sonething, but it
was something | wanted to know. That | wanted very nuch to know,
in fact."

He struck her face with the flat of his hand, spinning her around
and knocki ng her down, the blow as |oud as the boom of a slug gun.
"Pick her up," he told Renora.
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Renora did, carrying her like a child as he staggered down the
tunnel . Wien they reached the corpse, the man with the slug gun
caught his armand ordered himto stop, and he set her on her feet.
"You're cryin'," Spider told her

"I am | shouldn't," she w ped her eyes, "because | know our hour
will conme. Perhaps | should cry for you instead, but that will cone
later if it comes at all."

Renora had knelt beside the corpse; he rose shaking his head. "The
spirit has, ah, dispensed with its house of flesh."

The man with the slug gun asked, "You were going to say the
wor ds over hinP"

"I--ah--so intended. It is too late."

"He never believed init."

Maytera M nt said, "Then | should weep for him A short life
and a violent death in this wetched place. You can wite on his
stone, here lies one who sought no succor fromthe gods, and hence
recei ved none."

The man with the slug gun chuckl ed. "Maybe you can. How about
it, Spider?"

"Sure, why not? She can do it while we're waiting."

Renora ventured, "May we be seated? My |legs, er, flaccid."

"Go ahead. They'll be along in a mnute."

"If you nmean Bison's scouts, | feel certain you're right,'
Mnt told him

He took off his cap and ran a dirty conb through greasy, graying
hair. "You figure Bison's boys chilled hinfP You' re abram"

"l doubt that you even know who Bison is."

"The shag | don't. | got people all through your knot. You think
| don't?"

"Thank you very much." She wi ped away the last tears with her
sl eeve. "W appreciate all who come to us."

He | aughed. "You appreciate then? They're tellin' us what you do,
every nove you nake."

"Meanwhi l e they must work and fight for us, if they're not to
be detected." She sat down next to Renora. "They would like to
rise in our councils, | suppose. To do it, they'll have to work and
fight well."

"S' pose all you want to," Spider grunted.

"You are, um confident it was not one of Col onel Bison's
men- - er - -persons. Troopers. W shot this, un®"

"Sure. Sib, how cone ny culls don't faze you?"

"Isn't it obvious? Because we're hiding nothing. You want to |earn
our secrets, but they're only virtue and prudence. H's Em nence and
I had hoped to arrange a peace in which your spies and you m ght
live. Now there will be none. We--"

"Al right! Mizzle it!"

"WIIl root you out. We'll go down into this wetched hol e and
fight, find the underwater boat on which--"

He ki cked her

"You hel d the cal de--"

He ki cked her again, and she screaned.

Renora lurched to his feet. "Really, | cannot--sinply, ah, will not
tolerate this. Kick nme, if you like." Spider pushed him he staggered,
tripped over the corpse, and fell.

"And drop stones on it fromthe surface or catch it in a net," Mytera
M nt finished. "If you want our plans, there you have them Your spies
can tell you nothing nore."

"You're one tough little girl."

"I'"'ma gross coward,"” she told him "I realized it about an hour after
Echi dna decl ared nme her sword. W were stornming the Al anbrera

Mayt er a
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It mght be nore accurate to say we were trying to. I--shall
tell you?"
Spi der put away his conb. "I'Il break you."
"You have already. | screaned, didn't |1? What nore do you need
to conplete your triunph? My death?" She threw her arns w de.
" Shoot ! "

"Anot her tinme, maybe." Spider turned his attention to Renbra, who
was sitting up and rubbing the back of his head. "You, Patera. Your
Eni nence. |s that what they call you?"

"You may call ne either. O neither, eh? |I should, um opt for
nei ther, given the choice. |--ah--covet no honors fromyou."

"You can die, too, Patera."

"I, um well aware. Thinking, hey? Thinking while |, um bore the
general . Not valiant, eh? Not |ike, er, she."

"Your Em nence, | am _not_ brave!"
"You are, Maytera--ah--General. Yes, you are. Not, um sensible
of it, conceivably. |--ah--amnot. Was a, um prisoner of Erne's.

I told you, eh?"
"You told ne you' d conferred with him not that you were his

prisoner."
Renora | ooked toward Spider, seeking his perm ssion; Spider said,
"Sure, |I'd say we got tine."

"In the, um Palace, eh? Eating dinner. Warned, eh? By a page.
Guardsnmen com ng. Thought they wanted--ah--consult ne. Wiited
for my sweet. In they tranped, these, er, troopers. Were's the
Prol ocutor? That was the, um termthey enployed. | endeavored to
expl ain. H's Cogni zance cones and, ah, departs at his, er, pleasure.
Arrested me, hey? Hands bound, all that. Under ny robe, eh? |
urn, petitioned that favor, and they, er, condescended. Marched
me out."

Renora paused to swal low. "Frightened, General. Badly frightened.
Horribly, er, affrighted. Coward. Questions, eh? Questions, questions.
Read, um statenents | never made, eh? Spoke in ny own defense.
Struck. Said I'd lied. Struck, eh? On and--ah--nore of the, er, like

treatment."
Maytera M nt nodded. Her right cheek was beginning to swell,
but her eyes were full of synpathy. "I'msorry, Your Em nence.

Truly sorry."
"Said they'd kill nme, eh? Needler at ny head. Al that. Coward,
| ost control. Bowels, er, voided. Soiled ny clothes. Had to speak to

the Brigadier. Said that over and over. |--ah--know him Knew
him eh? In better days. Yes, in better days. Saw himat |ast. Truce,
eh? Truce, cease-fire. | can, er, bring one about, hey? Calde's an

augur. Let ne go. Spoke through glass to--ah--Councillor. Loris.
Councillor Loris. He said--urn--let himgo. And they--ah--did.
Brigadier Erne did. Fellow |'d--ah--chatted with, hey? Ten, twenty,

er, occasions. Parties, dinners, receptions. Cossip, prattle over wine.
Beaten, wet--um-stinking. But free. Free."

Spi der | aughed.

"Back to the Pal ace, hey? Frightened--ah--terrified. Shooting augurs,
eh? Sibyls, too. I, um didn't see it. For that thank--ah--Tartaros.
Thanked Tenebrous Tartaros for it, for, er, shielding ny
eyes. But | knew, eh? They told ne. Felt the--ah--slug. Needle
strike my back a score of tinmes in--er--three streets. Roughly,
eh? Roughly three. Dead twenty tines. Back to the Pal ace, washed.
Listening all the while. Listening for them Wy, eh? Wy |isten?"
Renora's bony fingers |laced and | oosed, knotting and writhing free
to form new knots.

"My--ah--rise. Page as a lad. Schola. Augur. My nother, eh? Be
Prol ocut or soneday, eh? Modther, couple aunts. Father, too, hunf
Acol yte, desk in the Pal ace, higher every year or so, hey? Father died.
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Careful, hey? Careful, worked hard, hey? Always careful, no enem es,
hey? Long hours. Aunt died. Wrk and wait, eh? Coadjutor died. Younger than
old Quetzal, hey? Dead at his table, eh? Lying on his--um-docunents.
Coadj utor, Mdther. Od then, eh? Very. But her eyes shone, Maytera. Er
General . Her eyes shone." Renobra's own were full of tears.

"There is no need for you to tornent yourself like this, Your
Em nence. "

Spider told the man with the slug gun, "See what's keepin' them" He
rose, nodded to Maytera M nt, and wal ked away, down the tunnel

"Mt her..." Renora coughed, a racking cough deep in his chest. "Sorry.
My, um couldn't prevent it. Mther dead, hey? Mther dead, General. Al dead,
then. Mother, father, both, er, sisters. Not Mther's--ah--her vision
Vision for ne. Prolocutor. Wiy afraid? Beati ngs.
Bl ows, eh? 'Fraid of them too. Mst of all--ah--her vision." He
fell silent.

Wanting desperately to change the subject, Maytera M nt asked
Spi der, "Where is that nman goi ng? What are we waiting here for?"

"A stretcher." Spider shifted his weight fromone foot to the other
"For him" He gestured toward the corpse.

"You're going to carry it away for burial?"

"Cl eaned up, hey?" Renpra had not been listening. "Lay clothes.
Left the Palace. Soon as | could. Wnt to Ermine's. Cal de ni ght

come. | knew. | knew. In the, um his letter."
Maytera M nt nodded, supposing that the letter had been addressed
to Renora.

"Went to Ermine's. Drinking den there. Lay clothing so they
woul dn' t--ah--shoot. Waited. Porter dropped sonething in the
street. Up like a rabbit. Die, never Prolocutor. Her spirit, eh? Her
ghost. Her vision for ne."

"I't never occurred to ne that you were waiting for a neans to carry
the body," Maytera Mnt told Spider. "It should have, but |I've seen
so many left lying where they fell."

He cleared his throat. "W got a place. You'll see it."

"Down here?"

"Yeah. Eight, ten chains fromhere."

Maytera M nt indicated the corpse. "Did you |like him Spider? You
must have."

"He was all right, and I worked with himten years."

"Then you woul d not object if | covered his face?"

"Nah. Go ahead."

She did, standing and snoothing the black skirt of her habit, taking
short steps to the. side of the corpse, kneeling, and spreading a dirty
handker chi ef she took from her sleeve over its face. "May G eat Pas
pardon your spirit."

"No nore--ah--the vision." Renpra was addressing no one.

"An, er, admnistrative post, eh? Finance. Mst, er, plausibly.
Fi nance. No."

"Muzzle it," Spider told him "See, sib, there's this place where they
was diggin' one of these tunnels. They put a big door init |ike they
did. You seen sone."

Maytera M nt nodded.

"Martyr, hey? No martyrs since, ah--"

"They went fifty, sixty steps in and quit. | don't know why. Quit
indirt. We're under the city, and it's nostly dirt up here."

"Are we? | thought you were taking us to the | ake."

"Maybe we will, but we're takin' you here for now. W neet
down here sonetinmes. Meet with Councillor Potto, and when we
get sonebody, we generally |eave himwhere you two were. It's a
old storeroom | guess, but | don't--" They heard the thunderous
boom of a slug gun, attenuated by di stance but unm st akabl e.
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"GQuan nust of shot sonethin'," Spider told Maytera Mnt.

"Or he was shot hinself."

"He's a rough boy. He can take care of hinself. Wat was | talkin
about ?"

"How you bury the other rough boys." She sighed. "It was interesting.
I'"d like to hear nore about it."

"Sure." Spider sat down facing her, his needler still in his fight
hand. Settled in his place, he held it up. "I could put this away. You
aren't goin' to junp ne, either of you."

"I--ah--intend it," Renbra nuttered.

"Huh! | don't think so." Spider thrust the needler into his coat. "Like
| said, sib, there's a big door, and I got the word for it. Councillor
Potto told it to nme a long tine back. So you go in and where it ends
there's dirt. Down towards the | ake, where they run deeper, it's al
rock or shiprock, but up this high there's a lot of dirt."

"l understand."

He touched the shiprock wall. "Behind here's dirt. | can tell from
how it's nmade. What we do, when sonebody's chilled up in the city
and there's nobody for them we bring themdown. O if sonebody
di es down here. That happened one tine."

Seat ed again, Maytera M nt nodded toward the corpse.

"Lily. Twice, now. But before, one of my knot got hurt up there
and we brought himdown, but he died. We dig straight in, like, into
the dirt till the hole's |Iong enough. W got rolls of poly. W lay sone
poly in the hole and wap themup in sone nore, and slide themright
in." He | ooked at her quizzically, and she nodded.

"Then we put some dirt back to fill the hole, right? And everybody's
got a shiv." He took a big stag-handled clasp knife from his pocket.

"W wite the name and sone stuff about himon a piece of paper,
and we stick it up with his shiv so we don't dig there again for
anybody el se."

"As a nenorial, too,
that you would admit it."

"That's lily, sib, I wouldn't. It's just sonethin' for the ol der bucks
like me. When we go in there again we | ook at them and then maybe
we tell the new culls. Like we used to have cull name of Titi that would
put on a gown and pay his face like they do. Not you, sib. You know
what | nean, powder and rouge, and all that. Perfune."

She nodded. "lIndeed | do, and |I'm not offended in the |east.

Go on."

"Gve Titi a half-hour, and he's the best lookin' nort in the city.
He kept his hair kind of long, and he could fix it just alittle different
and it was a nort's hair cut short. Not as short as yours, but short,
and soon as you saw it you knewit was a nort's hair. If Titi hadn't
paid his dial, that shaggy hair'd nmake you abram You'd be talkin
to yoursel f."

"A person |like that must have been of great value to you."

"Lily, he was. He was a bob cull, too. There was this tine when
we were workin' on a knot from Urbs. W knew who they was and
what they was after, and was peery a while to see what they done
and who they talked to. We do it in our trade all the time. W'd
see they found out things Councillor Potto wanted Urbs to know,
and we'd foyst in queer, too, fixed so they'd like it. One cane fly.
Know what | rnean, sib?"

"l believe so."

"W coul d've done for him Chilled him you know. But we don't
unl ess we got to."

Renora | ooked up. "Urn--inevocabl e. No--ah--going back
after, eh?"

"Slap on, Patera. That's her in a egg cup. You know this one, see?
He's a hog grubber, won't spend. O he's one of themthat lushes till

Maytera M nt suggested, "though | doubt
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shadeup and don't forget a thing. Wiatever. Soon as he's cold, it's
all down the chute, and Urbs'|I| send a new cull.

"So what | laid to was to get himnabbed. | got Titi to hook him
and go 'round to two, three places so's to get sone to say they seen
them Then Titi went to Hoppy and capped | been ranped. The
Urber done it. They got himto go along to finger.

"I knew the ken, so'd Titi, and | was keepin' himthere. |I'd planted
books goin', to keep himon top. Not lunb, but |owe enough, you
know, to have himsure he'd draw ny deck."

"l --ah--di shonest gane? You, er, cheated?"

Spider. Did you?"

"Sure thing. But not skinnin' him 1'd take his gelt and let himwn

back and nore to the bargain. He had to | ose swop, or |I'd been shy

nmore'n | had. Larger, he'd got to win so he wouldn't stanp. |I'd say
haven't you nicked nme proper and push ny chair, you know the | ay,
and he'd say one nore hand. | knew Titi was goin' to have to let the

hoppies carry himtwo or three places 'fore he steered "emright.

"In they prance, and Titi fingered the Urber and bl ubbed Ilike two
nmorts, and the hoppies grabbled himand what's your nane, you're
for iron."

"Rape is a very serious charge," Maytera Mnt protested. "He could
have been sent to the pits."

"Sure thing, but Titi wasn't goin' to dock. | wanted himshy of
his knot to Pasday, that's all. Well, he broke and run at Titi. Petal,
what're you doin' to ne, and the rest, and he's nabbed a flicker and
bashes it on the cat |adder."

"A wine bottle as a weapon, you nean?" This was a foreign whorl
to Maytera M nt.

"A glass tunbler, sib, but it's the sane notion." Spider chuckl ed.
"Titi fans himso hard he's back across and on ny knee if | hadn't
hopped. Knocked over ny perch and both down together

"Now right here's where ny jabber pays. Titi run to himbawin'
like a calf with the cowin the kitchen, and Hoppy? Never tw gged. |
was on velvet. Showed nme the door. Titi had to stay and cap, which
he did, and Hoppy never twigged. I'd like to turn up another, but
I've never seen any half so fine, not even on boards."

"Yet he's dead," Maytera Mnt said pensively. "He's dead and buried
in that place you told us about, because there was no one el se who
cared enough to bury him Oherw se we woul d not be tal ki ng about
him How did he die?"

"I was hopin' you wouldn't quiz ne, sib."

She smled. "I'll withdraw the question if you'll call ne Maytera.
WIl you do that for ne?"

"Sure thing." Spider's hand massaged his stubbled jows. "I'mgoin
to tell you anyhow. Thing is, sonme culls nicker. Al right, it's abram
But, well..."

"But he was your friend."

"Nah. | mss him though. | brought himin. | found him and
got himin, helped himout of a queer lay he was standin' and al
that, and pretty quick he's a di nber hand. Everybody knew, all ny
knot. They stood himw de. You wouldn't think, and they didn't

to start, but after a while. | told about how he said the Urber
ranped him"
"Yes, you did."

"A buck tried it, see, Maytera? He got down to shag and
twigged Titi's yard, and did for himon account. Squeezed his
pipe for him™"
"That's sad. | understand perfectly why you dislike it when people
| augh. May | ask about him too?" She gestured toward the corpse.
"What was hi s name?"
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"Paca." While seconds crawl ed by, Spider stared at the
handker chi ef - shrouded face. "He was a pretty good all-round cull, know what
| say? For jabber or a breakin' lay or rags-and-tags, any of the jobs
we do, smokin' or liffin' seal--"

Renora | ooked up.

"Any game you nanme, | could nane you better. You don't
al ways know, though, and sometimes that cull's got his plate ful
or he's crank, and Paca could take it. Once in a while he'd big

my glims."

Spi der spoke to Renora. "I was goin' to ask, Patera, if you'd cap
for him Think you coul d?"

"Pray for, um Peccary? Paca. |, er, have. Privately, eh? Wile we,
er, now. "

"When | slide himin,
whi ddes for everybody."

"l--ah--indeed. Honored."

"What about Guan?" Maytera Mnt inquired. "Aren't we going to
bury him too? Wuldn't you like H s Eminence to pray for himas
wel | ? Perhaps we could nmake it a group cerenony.

"CQuan's not for ice."

"Certainly he is." She sighed. "Were is your stretcher?"

"He'll be along in a mnute."

"Thirsty, eh? Mght we, um hungry, |ikew se."

"So aml," Maytera M nt declared. "You have a stretcher sonmewhere,
or so you say, Spider. If there's food and water there, too, nay we not
go to it?"

"I, ah--"

"You ate and drank |ast night, | assune, and this norning. You,
Guan, Paca, and the others. W didn't."

Spi der clanbered to his feet. "Al right, you two, you got it. Cone
on. | want to see what's keepin' those putts.”

"Ah--water? And, um sonething to eat?"

"Sure thing. We got prog and plonk. There's a well, too. | ought
to of let you have sone |ast night. You need a hand up, Patera?
How ' bout you, WMaytera?"

"I'"'mfine, thank you, Spider."

"I--ah--give warning," Renora said as Spider helped himto
stand. "The next, um instance. Strike the General. O me. | shal
attack, eh? WIlIl. Martyr, hey? Gone but--um er--comrenorated
Unforgotten.”

"He isn't going to," Maytera Mnt told Renora briskly. "W are
past all that hitting and hating with Spider. Don't you understand,
Your Em nence?"

Spi der explained inpatiently. "Cut bene

"Conme on," Spider repeated, and started down the tunnel. "You
want to eat? I'lI|l bet you anythin' they aren't cold."
"Um forbidden."

"Wagering is contrary to the regul ati ons of the Chapter,"
M nt explained, "but | am prepared to violate them and accept
what ever puni shnent nmay be neted out to ne. | say that they are
dead, all of them The nmen you sent for the stretcher, and Guan,
too. As dead as Paca. WII you take ny bet?"

Mayt er a

"Sure thing." Spider had drawn his needler again. "I got a card says
I"mright."

"l don't want your card. What | want are answers to three questions.
You nust pronmise to answer in full. No lies and no evasions. No half

truths. What will you have fromus if we |ose? W haven't any noney,
or at least | have none."

Spider halted, waiting for her. "I donno, sib. Maytera, | nean.
That's better, huh? You call each other sib, though."

She nodded. "W call one another sib, which is short for _sibyl _,
because maytera_ is reserved for the sibyl in charge of the cenoby
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in which we live. There's only one other sibyl in nmy cenoby since
Mayt era Rose passed on, Maytera Marble. She is senior to ne, so

she is in charge. | will call her Maytera when next we neet, assum ng
that Maytera Rose has been buried.”
"You, too, huh? Well, I'msorry, Maytera. Conme on, Your

Em nence, shake it up."
"H s Em nence has a gold gammadi on set with gens," Maytera M nt

confided. "He mght be willing to make it nmy stake in our bet. I'Il try
to persuade him"
Spi der shook his head. "I could nab it anytine."

"Certainly you could, but you would have stolen it. Though
Tenebrous Tartaros, whose realmthis surely is, is the patron of
thieves, | doubt very much that he approves of stealing from augurs,
and all the other gods surely condemm it. If you won H's Em nence's
gammadi on you woul d have acquired it honesdy, and woul d have
no reason to fear divine retribution."

"Yeah. But you don't think I'lIl win."

Maytera M nt shook her head. "No, | don't. | will not deceive you
Spider. | amas sure as | can be wi thout having seen themthat all
those nen are dead. |If you accept ny bet, you'll have to answer ny
questions, one for each dead man."

"Al right, 1'll tell you what | want, Maytera. But I'mgoin' to cal

you General. That's who | want to bet with, the rebel general. Can
| do that? Patera does."

"Certainly. 1'd prefer it, in fact."

"You figure I'ma thief. | can tell by the way you were talkin' a
m nute ago. That's the lily, isn't it, General ?"

"You enploy a great deal of cant, Spider, and cant is used principally
by thieves. Also by prostitutes, with whomI've spoken now and then,
but nmost of them steal when it seens safe.”

"Most everybody will," Spider told her positively.

"Perhaps. If so, it is small wonder that the gods show us no nore
af fection than they do."

"Well, | ain't athief. | talk like | do 'cause we're with thema |ot.
Spies don't ken with people |ike you, General, or this other sibyl you
call Maytera. She don't know anythin' they need, see? You do, but
if they were to ken with you, they'd need a shaggy good reason or
you'd start thinkin', why's he around all the time?" Spider paused
for breath.

"You go to sone city to look into things, you know, and you want
sonebody local to help out, what you want's a thief six to one. Wen
we got to have new bl ood, that's where we | ook, too. Not always, but

nmostly."
"l understand, Spider..."
"Qut withit."
"Very well." Maytera Mnt took a deep breath. "Were you a thief

previously? Is that how you cane to be a spy-catcher?"

He grinned at her, displaying crooked and di scolored teeth. "Wat
makes you think you can believe ne, General ?"

"I'"ma good judge of character."

"I'"'d lie to you."

"I ndeed you woul d, and you mght do it so skillfully, that | would
think you were telling the truth. But you won't lie to ne about this,
not here and not now. Were you? It's none of ny affair, and to
confess the truth there is a thief |I taught when he was a child of
whom |'mvery fond. H's nanme is Auk."

"I know him" Spider said.

"You do? That hadn't occurred to nme, but now that you've
mentioned it, no doubt you nust. Does he--is he one of your
knot, as you call it?"
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"That'd feague you, huh? He's not. Auk won't work for anybody
el se, and he's too peppery for ny trade anyhow. | wasn't a thief
either. | was a hoppy. You believe that?"

"If you say it's true, absolutely. May | ask why you left the
Cal de' s Guard?"

"They callin' it that again? That's what it was when | went in, then
they changed it. They kicked ne out. Let's not talk about why."

Renora, who had caught up with them and overheard much of
their conversation, nuttered, "No, ah, never. Only shriving, hey?
There--um-solely."

"I won't ask," Maytera M nt pronised.

"Pull ed off nmy stripes and put themon ny back. | could show you
the scars. Cull called Desmd brought me in. He's cold. | been catchin
spies for Viron twenty-two years now. | don't know how many |'ve
nabbed or hel ped nab, thirty or forty. Could be nore, and there's a

ot we don't want to nab but could anytinme we wanted to. I'mtellin
you 'cause of what | want ny end of our bet to be. I'mstickin' with
Councillor Potto, see? Twenty-two years | been workin' for him and
he took ne when | didn't have two bits or a padken. |I'm his man,

al ways will be."

"In that case, let us hope a peace can be arranged that will permnit
Councillor Potto to retain his seat."

Spi der nodded. "Sure thing. Al right, let's talk about this bet. First
of f, these three questions. Suppose you were to ask nme who my boys

are, the ones you think's yours. | can't tell you nanmes. You see that?
I won't lie to you, Ceneral, but I won't tell, either."
"l understand. | won't ask you to betray your friends."

"Al'l right, here's what | want. |If your side wins and you get |oose,
you don't nab me and ny knot for spyin' on you, or for holdin" you
like we're doin'."

Maytera M nt started to speak, but Spider raised his hand. "That's

not all. You let us keep doin' what we been doin' for Viron. You're
goin' to need us worse than you think. If you do that, I'Il tell what's
gone on before, and give you the files."

"I can't. | would accept that bet if | could, cheerfully and

wi thout hesitation. But those are matters for the cal de and the
new Ayunt ani ento, not for nme."

"The, um terns. He, er, designated? Specified yourself General
Not the--ah--reconstituted Ayuntarniento or the cal de, hey?"

"But he nmeans our side. The cal de, Generalissin Qosik, and even

the Trivigauntis. Don't you, Spider? For nyself, | would give you
my word, as | said. In fact, | do, whether | win or lose. But | cannot
bi nd the cal de and an Ayuntam ento that does not yet exist."

"But you'll prom se, CGeneral ? Personally?"

"Absolutely. | have and |I do."

Spi der indicated Renora with a jerk of his thunb. "Have him flash
that gaud. Pas's cross. You can swear on that."

"I'f you wish. WIIl you allow ne ny three questions, when | w n?
Ful I, honest answers?"

"Sure thing. I'll swear too, if you want."

"Then it won't be necessary."

Renora had produced his ganmadi on; Maytera Mnt |aid her hand

upon it. "I, General Mnt of the Horde of Viron, called by sone the
rebel or insurgent forces, | who amal so Maytera M nt of the Sun
Street nmantel on, do hereby swear that should we prevail | will not

puni sh nor attenpt to punish this man Spider and his subordinates

for their activities in collecting intelligence for the Ayuntaniento as
presently constituted. | further swear that | will do everything | can

to prevent others from so punishing them short of force. In addition,

I will actively support their being retained in their function, that is to
say the counterintelligence function, in which they have served our
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city faithfully. I will do these things whether I win nmy wager with
Spider or lose it."

She drew breath. "Is that satisfactory?"

"Qught to cover it."

"Great Pas, bear witness! Ophidian Echidna, whose sword | am
bear witness! Scintillating Scylla, Patroness of Qur Holy City of
Viron, bear witness!"

"Good enough." Spider held out his hand. "Have we got a bet? Shake
onit." Solemmly they shook hands, her own small hand envel oped in
a thickly nuscled one twice its size.

"Al right, 1'll tell you right now!l got a lock. W're alnobst there."
He gestured. "See that side tunnel up ahead? W go in there, and the
old guardroom's only four, five steps. If they were cold, we'd have
made them before this.'

She shook her head. "To the contrary, though |I w sh you were
correct. They woul d have heard our voices and called out."

A hundred steps brought themto the side tunnel's entrance. As
soon as they turned into it, she caught sight of a nan's feet protruding
froma doorway. "That will be Guan,"” she murnured

Spi der stopped her, spreading his arns to hold Renora back as
well. "That's Hyrax. | always twig a cully's shoes, or a nort's either
Shoes tell nore than any kind of kick. Alot knowit, but that don't
stop it frombein'" true."

"Wasn't the other man with Hyrax, Spider? Were is he?"

"In there." Spider's breath rasped in his throat. "Just out of sight,
nmost likely. You don't shoot a cull soon as you see himthrough the
door, not if he's comn' in. You let himget inside. That way you got
two tries if he beats hoof."

He turned to Renpra. "You first, Patera. Pull out Pas's cross and
have it where they can see, and hold your hands up. You're a augur
in a robe, not holdin' a slug gun or anything. They won't shoot you,
or | don't think they will. Tell them| got the general. Leave us be,
or she's cold."

Renora | ooked stricken

"You wanted to die down here, didn't you? This's your chance.

Go on before | shoot you nyself. They won't."

"They nmust know we're out here," Maytera Mnt said. "They will
have heard us. If not before, they will certainly have heard that."
Spider did not reply; his eyes were on Renora.

"I, er, shall." Renora backed away, raised his hands, and turned
toward the doorway.

"Pas's gammdi on," Maytera Mnt pronpted him "Take it out so
they can see it."

If Renora heard her advice, he ignored it. She watched hi m pause
at the threshold, then step through. There was no shot.

"They used to have sol diers down here awake and ready to go if
there was trouble,” Spider told her. H's hoarse voice was close to a
whi sper. "That was before the Guard. That's what Councillor Potto
told nme one time, and he ought to know "

They stood side-by-side in silence after that. There was no sound
fromthe guardroom no sound from any source save the al nost
i naudi bl e sigh of the cool wind that filled the tunnel

At length Spider said, "I should of told himto take a | ook around
in there. | guess he's doin' it anyhow "

"I"'mgoing too." Maytera Mnt started toward the doorway.

"Hor nbuss!" Spi der caught her arm "You're goin' to do what | say,
and | say you can't."

"Your Em nence!" she called. "Are you all right?"

For a few seconds her words echoed hollowy fromthe gray walls,
and she felt certain that she and Spider were the only living people
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within earshot. Then Renora stepped out of the doorway, avoiding
the dead man. He held out a bottle of thick, nottled glass. "Wter,
Mayt era! General. Ah--potable. Um pure, in so far as | can, um
gauge its qualities."

Spi der snapped, "Nobody in there?"

"Not - - ah--dead nmen. Two, in addition to the one you, um observe
in the entrance. Shot with slug guns, I--ah--or, um both with a
single such gun. Quite possibly. Qur, ah, conpanions, oh? Yesterday,
|ikewise earlier. One the, um-"

"Quan. "

"Er, yes. Ah--the name you gave. Furni shed? Supplied." Having cone
near enough, Renora handed the bottle to Maytera Mnt. "He dropped this, |
fancy, CGeneral. So it appeared, oh? Wen he--um-attained life's
cul m nation. Some spilt, eh?"

She was drinking and did not trouble to reply. The water was coo
and clean and tasted fresh and unspeakably delicious. Al her life
she had been taught that Surging Scylla, the water goddess, was
first anong the Seven; she had not realized either how true or how
i mportant that insight was until this nonent.

Chapter 7 -- The Brown Mechanics

Silk | ooked around curiously, finding it hard to believe that this
encl osure, this collection of sheds surrounded by a fence, produced
taluses. On his shoulder, Oreb croaked in di smay.

"It's starting to rain," Chenille announced; she pushed back
raspberry curls to squint at the sky.

"I've been trying to remenber where | cane from" Maytera Marble
ventured. "I don't think it was like this at all." She edged Mucor toward
the shelter of the sentry box as she spoke.

If Fliers were a rain sign, what mght Fliers who | anded presage?

The final days of the whorl? Silk decided to keep the speculation to

hinsel f. "I should have asked you about that |ong ago, Maytera. Tel
me about it."
"I couldn't renenber a thing then, I"'msure. Not till poor Maytera
Rose bequeathed nme my new parts. |'msure | nust have told you
about them™
Si | k nodded.

"A week | ast Tarsday, that was. They're nuch better than nmy old
ones, but after I'd put themin, it was hard for me to keep straight
whi ch menories were Marble's and which were nmine."

Chenille corrected her. "The other way, Mytera."

"You're quite right, dear. Anyway, | recollect a big roomwth
green walls. There were pallets, or perhaps metal tables, little ones
about as high as a bed."

"Here comes one of the guards." Chenille pointed.

"I was lying on one, and | didn't have any cl othes on. Perhaps
shoul dn't talk about this, Patera."

"Go ahead. It's not imoral, and it could be inmportant.”

"I was trying to boot, and |I remenber that the girl next to me sat
up and said she was naked, which she certainly was. Wen she did,
somebody brought her a dress.”

The guard halted with a clash of arnored heels, one hand | evel ed
across his slug gun. "Follow e, Calde."

"No wet," Oreb nuttered.

"He has a point,"” Silk remarked as they set out. "Could we borrow
umbrellas? If we're going to have to wal k between these buil di ngs,
as | expect we will."

"I"ll get sonme while you're talking to the director,'

the guard
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promi sed; he trotted ahead to open the door of a brick structure
not nmuch different froma nodest house.

"W can wait outside," Chenille told Silk. "I mean, in the hall or
what ever, just as long as it's out of the rain."

He shook his head, entering a reception room presided over by a
worman rather too large for it. She smiled. "Go right on in, please,
Cal de. "

"WII there be enough chairs? There are four of us."

From the room beyond, a short man beginning to go bald told
him "Three chairs and a settle. Cone in!" He offered his hand.
"Swal l ow s ny nanme, Calde." Silk shook it and introduced Maytera
Mar bl e, Mucor, and Chenille.

Swal | ow nodded, still snmiling. "Sit down, please, |adies, Calde.
You're lane, | hear, and | see you're linping." He shut the door
"Everybody's got sone tidbit about you. You're |anme, you've got that
tame bird, and you predicted the downfall of the Ayuntarniento. |'m
sure you' ve heard it all."

Silk took a | eather arnthair near Swallow s table. "And now you're
surprised to see how young I am and would like to ask ny age."

"Why, that's none of ny affair, Calde."

"I"'mtwenty-three. You must be," he glanced at Swall ow s hands,
in your forties. Forty-five or forty-six. Am| right?"

"I'"'mglad you're not, Calde. I'mforty-three."

"Twenty years older than | am precisely. You nust think |I'm
very young and inexperienced to head the city governnment. |
am and | realize it. | have to depend on the judgenent of
nmore experienced nen and wonen. That's one reason Maytera
Marble's with nme today; it's also the reason |I'mhere talking to
you, an older man with experience | haven't got but need to
draw upon. "

"I''"l'l be happy to help you any way | can, Cald--. Wuld you like
sonet hing before we get started? Coffee, wine, tea? Wuld the young
| adi es? Chanonile can fetch us sone."

Chenill e shook her head; Silk said, "No thank you. You build
tal uses here?"

"W do. That's our business and our only business."

Oreb offered his judgenent on taluses. "Bad things!"

"Be quiet, silly bird." Silk | eaned back, the tips of his fingers

together. "I know nothi ng about business, and this nust be a
remar kabl e one. "

"Not to nme." Swallow snmiled. "I grewup in it, working in our shops.
But you're right, it's unique. That's the word we like to use. Call it

self-pronmotion if you want, but it fits."

"Because a talus is a person," Silk continued, "both in |aw and in
fact. There are boatyards along the shore of the | ake, where | was a
few days ago. The boatwights build a boat there; and when they're
through, the fishernen paint eyes on it and call it 'she'. They give
it a nane, as well."

Swal | ow nodded.

"A boat has a certain character, just as this chair does. This is
confortable and solid, brown, and so forth. A boat may be a willing
or areluctant sailer, it may be stable or prone to rock. But a boat
isn't a person."

Maytera Marble cleared her throat, a rasp |like the scraping of
a crusted pan. "Are you going to ask how they can build a talus
with a certain character, Patera? | don't think they can, really. |'ve
never..."

"Go on, Maytera."

"Never built a child. Wth a man, you know. But--but from what
| understand, we can't either. W do our best, give the child all the
advant ages we can. But after that, it's up to the gods. To Mdl ding
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Mol pe and Lord Pas, principally."

Swal | ow nodded again. "It's no different here, Maytera. The | ayman
thinks taluses are all alike. That's because they all sound the sanme to
him Wen you've spent a while talking to them you find out they
don't really talk alike even if they all sound like taluses. Wen it
conmes to ingenuity or honesty, that kind of thing, they can differ
pretty widely. As you say, it depends on the spirit they get from
t he gods.

"They're all boring,"” Micor told hinm he seened about to reply,
but neeting her corpse-like gaze quickly | ooked away.

"There is another difference | wanted to inquire about,”" Silk

i nterposed. "I nean between tal uses and boats, or any other

man- made object. If | were to go to Limma with a case full of

cards, | could buy a boat; and once | had paid for it, it would be

mne. | could sail it or leave it tied to a pier. | could burn or sink it

if | wanted to, or give it to Maytera here, or to Chenille or anyone
chose. Atalus is a person, and | would assune that in cities in which
slavery is legal, anyone with sufficient funds could go to a facility
such as yours and order a talus built--"

"You can do that here, Calde," Swallow put in.

"Ah. That's interesting.”

"Good thing?" Oeb inquired.

Maytera Marble said, "It seens to ne that all this applied to ne
once as well, Patera. No one owned ne. |'ve always been free, |I'm
sure, and yet | did what | was told. | still do, for the nost part.
| respect authority, and when | was younger, | don't think it even
occurred to me to question it." She | ooked thoughtful, her head down
and inclined to the left.

To encourage her Oreb croaked, "Talk now. "

"Most bio--do you really want to hear this, Patera? | could tel
you later, if you like."

"Of course | do. Tell us."

"I was just going to say that nobst bio children are like that, too
I don't nmean that there are no bad children, though foolish people
say that because it makes themfeel virtuous. But there are really
very few. |'ve taught children for a long tinme, and nost can be
controlled quite easily with a fewlittle scoldings and a few words

of praise." She paused, lifting her head and squaring her shoul ders.
"So can npst grownups. Not quite so easily, but it isn't a lot nore
difficult."

Swal | ow chuckl ed. "She's right, Calde. | boss al nost two hundred
enpl oyees here, and as a general thing a good chew ng out now and
then and a pat on the back for good work are all it takes. Once in

a rare while we take on sonebody that doesn't work out, stealing
tools or whatever, and we've got to get rid of him But it doesn't
happen often."

"I'"ve been thinking about Marl, Patera."

Si | k nodded, noting as he did the first large drops of the rain
that had been threatening; they were tapping on the w ndow panes
tentatively, but with grow ng urgency.

"Marl doesn't receive any wages at all. | told you."

Swal | ow rai sed an eyebrow. "Bl ack nmechanics, Maytera? It sounds
like it."

"I don't know. | really hadn't considered it. | was just going to say
that Marl seens |ike an extrene instance of--of pliability. | suppose
you could call it that..."

Maytera Marble's remmining hand tightened its grip on the handle
of the small basket in her lap. "And if you can nake use of that
pliability to control others as you do, Director, with a little noney
and scol dings and praise, then it seens to ne people |ike you don't
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really need sl aves, except as sops to their egos. |'mexpressing this
of fensively, | know, but | think you see what | nean. As for bl ack
mechani cs, aren't they | egendary? Largely | egendary, | should have
said. | know that some people practiced the black art in the past."

"There's still a bit around in nmy opinion, Maytera. |In ny business
we hear things, and that's one of the things we hear." Swallow turned
to Silk. "I"'ma blunt man, Calde, and |I'mgoing to ask you straight

out. Are you interested in getting a newtalus for the Guard? |Is that
why you're here?"

"I'"ve been considering it," Silk admtted. "Several, perhaps."

Swal | ow smiled. "Good. Very good! |I'mdelighted to hear it. |'ve
been telling our people that this unrest was sure to bring in sone
fresh business, and I'mglad to see | was right. You' re wondering
why you shoul d have to pay for sonmething that the city can't own,
aren't you?"

"I am Also how | can be assured that the taluses Viron pays for
will be |oyal and obedient."

"I't's a good question." Swallow hitched his chair nearer his office
table, resting his elbows onit. "First of all, if you want absol ute
assurance, | can't give it to you. Nobody can. I'mtold there's an
outfit in Wck now that tells people that, but they're |lying. Suppose
you went to that boatyard in Lima. Could the people building boats
there give you an iron-clad guarantee that any boat they sold you
woul d never sink or turn over? Under any circunstances?"

"l doubt it.

"So do I. If they did, they'd be Iying exactly like those fellows in
Wck. Here's the guarantee we offer. If one of our taluses betrays
your interests or won't carry out a legitinate order, within the first
two years you enploy it, we will refund the entire anmobunt you paid.
When | say 'you' now, | nean the city. For the third year, the anount
is cut by a quarter. You get three quarters of what you paid us back
During the fourth you get half, then a quarter.”

"Nothing after the fifth year?" Mytera Mrbl e asked.

"That's right. But you will have had five years service from your
talus by that tine, don't forget."

Si| k nodded thoughtfully.

"I'd like to have your business," Swallow continued. "I don't deny
that. We rarely receive an order for nore than a single talus. And it
woul d be a feather in our cap to be able to say we already had a
| arge order fromthe new governnent. So here's what |1'lIl do. | said
a full refund if there's any serious trouble during the first two years.
Al right, for each talus you get over one, |I'll increase the guarantee
by one year. Say you were to order three. |Is that about what you're
t hi nki ng of, Cal de?"

" Per haps. "

"Then let's say three. That's two over one, so you'd get a full cash
refund--we're tal king here about the price of the individual talus,
not the price of all three."

"l understand," Silk said.

"A full refund on that talus for serious trouble during the first
four years. After that, three quarters, then half and a quarter, as
I"ve already outlined it to you. You'll be entirely covered or partly
covered for... How | ong, Maytera?"

"Twenty-five percent in the seventh year, Patera," she told Silk.
"Not hing after that.

"Good deal ?" Oreb tugged a lock of Silk's hair.

"A safe one, at least, | believe. You don't have to pay often, do
you, Director Swallow?"

Swal | ow sniled and rel axed. "No, we don't. If we did, we'd be
bankrupt. We paid a quarter-price refund fifteen years ago--no,
make that sixteen. | was foundry supervisor then, and I felt it was a

file:/lIF|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe,%20Gene%?20...3%20-%20Exodus%20from%20the%20Long%20Sun.txt (71 of 243) [1/17/03 4:01:28 AM]



file:///F)/rah/Gene%20W ol fe/Wol fe,%20Gene%620-%20L ong%20Sun%62003%20-%20Ex0dus%20from%620the%620L ong%20Sun.txt

pretty dubious case. Al of us knewit was, really, and if we'd fought
it incourt, we'd probably have won. But it was only a quarter, the
custoner was nmaking a |ot of noise, and the director we had then
wanted to establish that we keep our prom ses. |I'mnot saying he
was wong, just that the talus in question had been abused. The
custoner'd had it piling bricks, which isn't natural."

"What is?" Silk inquired.

"Fighting and protection, the sane things you' d expect froma
wat chdog. " Swal |l ow cleared his throat. "Can | get a little bit personal
Mayt era? No di srespect intended, but you brought up an inportant
principle, obedience to authority. What you said nade a | ot of sense,
and 1'd like to use you for an exanple."

Chenille said, "I don't think you ought to. Tell him no, Mytera.
I don't think this is a good idea at all."

"Because it Wl nake ne nore aware of ny nature, dear? | don't

believe it will, since |I'"'mvery much aware of it already. |'ve spent
many, many hours thinking about who I am and what the gods
require of me. But if it does, even a little, I'll thank the director

very sincerely for the insight."
"No talk," Oreb advised Swal | ow.

He chuckled. "I won't say what | was going to, | promse. But | wll
say this. What | was going to say, | could have said about nyself or
anybody else in this room | just thought the clothes m ght make it
clearer."

"The clothes that were given to ne when | woke? | didn't get to
them but you're right. After a while | sat up too, and another girl
gave ne ny first clothes. Wre you going to ask ne what kind of
cl ot hes they were?"

Swal | ow nodded. "That's right, | was."
"Alittle black dress, very sinple, with rather a short skirt.
Undercl ot hes." Maytera Marble paused to smile. "I was about to

say |'d prefer not to describe them but they were so plain that
there's hardly anything to describe. Black shoes with | ow heels, but
I don't think there were any stockings. A pretty little |lace apron and
a matching cap. It's easy for ne to describe those clothes, because
people fromErmne's cane to Patera's pal ace just before we left,
and there were young wonen dressed exactly as | was then, except
that they had stockings."

"Did they come to clean?" Swall ow asked. "Sweep and dust?"

"Dear Chenille and | have done that already. To wash the di shes

they'll need tonight and set the table, and wash walls we haven't
gotten to. At least | hope they'll wash those walls and the downstairs
wi ndows. | asked themto."

Swal | ow hodded agai n. "You see, Calde, each of us is born to do
certain things. Maytera was born to sweep and dust, and wash walls
and floors, and she's still doing it. Did you have to urge her to?"

Sil k shook his head.

"I woul d have been surprised if you'd said you did, and it shows the
inmportant principle I want to explain. Wen you' re born to do a thing,
and sonebody gives you a chance to do it, that's all it takes. Everybody
else is afraid I'll enbarrass her, so let's tal k about your bird."

"Oreb," Oreb elucidated.

"Nobody's got to nake himfly. He flies because it's his nature.
Nobody has to make himtalk either. He was born to."

"Tal k good!"

"There you have it. Al right, it's a talus's nature to fight and
protect property. Gve your talus a chance to do those things, and
it will do them You're afraid the ones we build for you will give
you a hard tine, but you're calde, and if they did, you'd give them
a hard tine too, wouldn't you? Have them arrested and di sar med?
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And tried, too, eventually?"

"1 suppose. so.

"Naturally you woul d. So why should they nmake trouble, when
what you want themto do is what they want to do? The things they
were born to do?"

"I was at a country house guarded by a talus not |ong ago, and
Mucor told me it could be bribed, though it took a great deal of
money. " Silk | ooked at her for confirmation.

"Musk said so."

Chenille asked, "Wat would a talus do with noney?" and
Mayt era Marbl e ventured, "The same things that you or | would,
| suppose, dear."

"You were asking how you coul d buy sonething you couldn't own,

Cal de." Swal |l ow picked up a pencil, apparently to rap the tablet before
him "Let me tell you about that now, about the financial arrangements.
When a talus is finished, it owes us, by law, the cost of its manufacture
plus fifteen percent."

"Even though the city has paid for it?"

"Exactly. What the city's doing, you see, is advancing us the noney
we'd eventually get fromthe talus. W nmake no nore than we woul d
if we'd built without an order. Which we sel dom do, by the way,
since by building to order we get our nobney a | ot sooner. Wat's
even nore inportant, we don't have to worry about the talus getting
killed before it can pay us."

Sil k nodded while his right forefinger drew small circles on his
cheek. "I see."

"W require paynment in full before the talus is finished. Wen
it's finished, we explain that it has been built because there's an
enpl oyer anxious to hire it. That's you, Calde. W also explain the
nature of wages, what wages it can reasonably expect, and what
bonuses. "

"But | don't actually pay it. Isn't that correct?"

"l can see you grasp the idea already. That's right, you don't. Let's
say that you and your talus agree on five cards a nonth, a fair wage.
Fromthat, you deduct your expenses for fuel, maintenance, and
repairs, if any. Mst enployers furnish anmo free of charge. It's
customary. "

Si | k nodded agai n.

"You report the net to us, or you can have the talus do it. W
deduct it fromthe talus's debt. Eventually its indebtedness will be
wi ped out and it can keep the wages it earns."

"Provided it survives that long."

"You' ve got it." Swallow glanced over his shoul der at the w ndows
behind him where the tappi ng of raindrops had nounted to a steady,

i nsistent pounding. "If you'd rather have a | ook at our shops anot her
time...?"

"Patera," Maytera Marble began, "I don't--"

She was interrupted by Silk, who stood as he spoke. "|I'm eager to
see them and I'msure a little rain won't hurt nme. | was caught in that
downpour a week fromyesterday, but here | am | don't want you
to feel that you have to take us around in person, however, Director
Sonmeone else can do it."

"Not take the calde around?" Ginning broadly, Swallow rose too.

"I wouldn't nmiss it for any noney. The ladies can wait in here if
they like."

"I'"'mcom ng," Maytera Marble declared. "My granddaughter can
stay here with Chenille."

"Me too," Chenille announced. "I want to see this."

"I'n that case Mucor will have to cone with us, Patera.”

"I can fly," she inforned Swal |l ow gravely. "Even in the rain. But
they can't."
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The prom sed unbrellas had been left on a chair in the outer room
Chenille picked one up. "Here's a black one for you, Patera, if you
want it."

Sil k shook his head. "Let Maytera have it."

Hangi ng her basket on her right forearm she accepted the black
unbrella and shook it out. "It's bad luck to open themindoors, they
say, but 1've already had mne. | can't thank that nice young man
for getting these for us."

"One of your guards,"” Silk explained. "Now that | cone to think
of it, it seens strange that you've hired bios to protect this place
instead of a talus."

"We do have a talus." Swallow accepted a yellow unbrella from
Chenille. "As a matter of fact we have two now, because of the unrest.
They're in the guard shack."

He went to the door, opening his unbrella. "You went by it on
your way here. They have w ndows so they can keep an eye on the
gate, but nostly they listen for shooting or shouting. A lot of the
little matters that our guards handle, a good bio can take care of
better than any talus. Suppose you had taluses patrolling the streets
i nstead of troopers, Calde. You' d have a dozen people shot every
ni ght, instead of one or two a week."

Qpening the green unbrella that Chenille handed him Silk foll owed
Swal | ow out into the rain. "lI've dealt with taluses once or tw ce, and
I"msure you're right."

"They protect the plant at night, and we have themthere ready to

roll in case of serious fighting. So far it's been around the Pal ati ne
and the Alanbrera. |'msure you know. "
Si | k nodded.

"Wuld you like to | ook at then? There's the guard shack." Swal | ow
poi nted at a weat hered wooden shed.

"Not now, thank you." Silk had to raise his voice to make hinself
heard above the rattle of rain on his unbrella. "Later, perhaps. Right
now |l'd like to see how they're nade."

"Good. That's where |I'mtaking you. Excuse ne a mnute, and |']|
get the door."

Swal | ow strode off through the rain; Silk |linped after himas
rapidly as he could, splashing through deepeni ng puddl es in shoes
that were al ready sodden.

The wi de wooden door Swal | ow had opened let theminto a
cavernous structure whose fl oor was covered with coarse sand; three
men were working in a pit a few steps fromthe doorway, illum nated
by a single bleary light high overhead. "This is the foundry," Swall ow
announced as Maytera Marble and Micor entered under a single
bl ack unbrella. "I always start visitors here, because it's where
started nyself. | sifted, shoveled, ran errands, and the rest of it.
It's hard, dirty work, but | was bringing hone a little noney to
help ny folks, and |I've never felt so good about anything |I've done
innm life."

Chenill e exclairned, "You nake those great big things out of sand?
I don't believe it!" Oeb flew off into the darkness at the other end
of the building to explore.

"There are sone glass parts, and they really are made out of sand,
but not by us." Swallow shut his unbrella and thunped its tip on the
sand-strewn floor. "This is foundry sand and woul dn't make good
gl ass. But we cast sone big parts in sand, which is what these nen
are getting ready to do."

He pointed with his unbrella. "You see the hollow |l eft by the
formwhen it was |ifted out? Those round pieces are called cores.
They' re made of conpressed sand with a starch binder, and if they
aren't positioned exactly right, and firmy enough that they stay in

file:/lIF|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe,%20Gene%?20...3%20-%20Exodus%20from%20the%20Long%20Sun.txt (74 of 243) [1/17/03 4:01:28 AM]



file:///F)/rah/Gene%20W ol fe/Wol fe,%20Gene%620-%20L ong%20Sun%62003%20-%20Ex0dus%20from%620the%620L ong%20Sun.txt

pl ace when the iron's poured, the whole piece will be ruined. What
they're doing here is preparing to cast an engi ne bl ock, Calde." At
the last word, the workers | ooked up

Silk had been trying to locate Oeb in the darkness. "This seens a
very large place for three nmen."

"When we're going full tilt, which we will be tonorrow if we get
your order today, there will be eighteen nmen and six boys working
in here, Calde. |I've had to lay off everybody except ny best nen,
which | don't like to do."

Taking Silk unobtrusively by the el bow, Swallow |ed himdeeper
into the building, his voice kindling a second light. "They're all good
men to tell the truth, and the boys are smart | ads who' Il be good nen
too before long. W can't use anything else. | hate |layoffs because
know the people | let go won't be able to find another job, generally.
But if they could, I'd hate them worse because |'d | ose them and
you can't just bring in an untrained nan and have himgo to work.

It takes years."

Maytera Marble inquired, "How old are the boys?"

"W start them at fourteen nowadays. | was twelve when | started."
Silk heard the soft exhalation of Swallow s breath. "W had | ayoffs
then, too, though it wasn't as hard as now. Not usually. | never got
to go to palaestra, but there was a worman on our street who had,
and she taught me to read and wite and figure during layoffs. |I'm
pretty good with figures, if | do say it. She was a friend of Mther's
and woul dn't take anything for it, but | always thought that soneday
I'"d get to where | could pay her. | was just about there, just nmade
| eadman here, when she died."

Sil k asked, "May | speak as an augur instead of cal de?"

"Go ahead. |I'mnot religious, but maybe |I should be."

"Then 1'1l explain to you that the woman who hel ped you out of
friendship for your nother had been hel ped hersel f, when she was
younger, by some earlier person you never net."

Swal | ow nodded. "I suppose it's likely enough.”

"She couldn't repay that person any nore than you coul d repay
her, but when she hel ped you she wi ped out her debt. Wen you
hel p soneone, you'll w pe out yours. Possibly you already have--|
have no way of know ng.

"I've tried once or twice, Calde."

"You say you're not religious. Nor aml, though | was very religious
not |ong ago. Because |'mnot, |I'mnot going to say that this passing
forward fromone generation to the next is the nmethod the gods have
ordained for the settlement of such debts, though perhaps it is. In
any event, it's a good one, one that |lets people die, as everyone nust,
feeling that they've squared accounts with the whorl."

Maytera Marbl e said, "Perhaps he already has, Patera, by enpl oying
those boys."

Swal | ow shrugged. "They don't pay, and that's the truth. W pay
a card a nonth, and they're not worth it to us. But we're not doing
it fromcharity. W have to have them so they can | earn the work
If we didn't, soneday we'd need foundrynen and there woul dn't be
any, no matter how nmuch we offered."

"Then it was good of you to... Lay themoff? Is that what you cal
it? So they could attend a pal aestra. Because |I'd think that if you were
teaching them they'd be the |ast ones you'd want to send hone."

"They were," Swallow told her shortly.

Chenill e had been | ooking at the largest ladle Silk had ever seen, a
great cup of scaly pottery |arge enough to hold a man. "Is this what
you nelt the iron in?"

"That's right." Swall ow was hinself again at once, brisk and all
business. "It's heated in this brick furnace here." He went to it. "It
burns charcoal with a forced draft, and it takes a lot. Those bunkers
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you saw agai nst the wall where we cane in were for sand. Every casting
we nake uses up a little, and they're our reserve. These bunkers hold
charcoal and steel scrap. We fill up that crucible with scrap, lower it
into the furnace, and put the lid on. Wen it's been in | ong enough,
dependi ng on how nuch scrap was init, we lift it out the sane way

and pour."

A slightly smaller crucible stood on the other side of the brick
furnace; reaching into it, Chenille displayed an irregular scab of
shining yellow nmetal. "This | ooks al nost |ike gold."

Oeb flew over for a closer inspection.

"It's brass,"” Swallowtold her. "A talus's head requires sonme pretty
conplicated castings, and brass is easier to cast than iron, so we use
that for the head."

Silk said, "Sone taluses wear helnets, |'ve noticed, while others
don't."

"The helnmet's actually a part of the head," Swallow told him "O
you could say it takes the place of the skullplate. Wuld you like
hel mets on the taluses we're going to build for the city? | can specify
themin the contract."

"I don't know. | was wondering whether a helnet furnished better
protection for the head." In his mnd' s eye, Silk saw the talus he had
killed; the shinmmering discontinuity that was the bl ade of the azoth
he had thought Hyacinth's had struck it bel ow the eye, vapori zi ng
metal and inflicting a nortal wound.

"Not really." Swallow clapped his hands to brighten the lights. "Over
here we have the fornms for various head designs. They're nade so the
parts can be switched. Say you |like the nose on one head, but you'd
rat her have the nouth on another. W can give you both w thout
any additional charge. W cast the nose you want and the nouth
you want, and after the castings have been cleaned up, they'Il fit
t oget her. "

"How thick is the netal ?" Silk inquired

"Two to four fingers, depending on where you neasure. It has to be
at least two, to get enough nelt through the space." Proudly, Swallow
gestured toward a row of sonewhat worn-1|ooki ng wooden heads, each
nearly as tall as he was. "There they are, Calde, twenty-nine of them
Since all of themtrade parts, there's alnost no limt to the nunber
of faces we can provide."

"I see. |Is two fingers of brass enough to stop a slug?"

"No shoot," Oreb advised from Chenille's shoul der

"It depends, Calde. How far away was the trooper when he fired?
That can nake a big difference. So can the angle it strikes at. If it
hits square on, it mght go through if the trooper was standing cl ose.
I"ve known that to happen. The talus has its own guns, though, and
unless it's out of anmmp, an eneny trooper that close isn't likely to

be alive."

Chenille grinned. "I'Il say!"

"What we've found," Swallow continued, "is it's pretty rare for a
trooper to shoot at the head at all. The thorax plate and the front of
the abdonen are bigger targets, but they're steel. I'll show you sone

in the welding shop."

"WIIl a slug penetrate thenf"

Swal | ow shook his head. "I've never known it to happen. | won't
say it can't, I'd want to run sone tests. But it's very unusual, if it
happens at all."

Silk turned to Chenille. "You and Auk were riding on the back of
a talus when it encountered sone of the Ayuntanmiento's soldiers in
the tunnel. You told ne about that."

She nodded. "Patera Incus was with us, too, Patera. So was
O eb here."
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"Later on, one of the wounded sol di ers?"

Chenill e nodded again. "The talus stopped to shoot, | guess that's
why it stopped anyhow, and Auk got on Patera about not bringing
the dead ones Pas's Pardon. W could see a bunch of dead ones in
back of us. There were lights in that tunnel, and sonme of the dead
ones were on fire."

"1 under st and.

"So Patera did. He got off the talus. Auk was just--he couldn't
believe it. Then the talus saw what had happened and said for Patera
to get back on, and he said only if you'll take this soldier too. That
was Stony, we found out his nanme later."

Maytera Marbl e asked, "Wasn't this nice talus that |let you ride on
it killed, dear? |I think you told me about its death, and how the holy
augur who was with you brought it the Pardon."

Silk nodded. "That's the point | particularly want to hear about,
Chenille. How was that talus killed? Wiere did the slug strike it?"

"I don't think it was a slug at all, Patera. Stony said it was a missile.
Some of the soldiers had | aunchers--1 got one nyself, after--and
they were shooting them™

"You'll have to excuse mny ignorance," to relieve the painin his

ankl e, Silk backed to the crucible and sat down on its rim "but |I'm
not famliar with those. Wat's the difference between a nissile and
a | auncher?"

"The launcher fires the missile, Calde."

"That's right. Just alnpbst exactly like a slug gun shoots a sl ug.
Maybe they ought to call a launcher a missile gun, but they don't."

"You had one of these weapons, Chenille? Wiere is it now?"

"I don't know. Stony took it to shoot at the Trivigaunti pterotroopers
That was while me and Auk were in the pit with Trivigauntis flying al
around and you talking at us fromthat floater up in the air. Sonebody
yelled for us to get back in the tunnel, and it sounded like a real good
idea to me."

Swal | ow said, "A mssile's a very different proposition froma sl ug,
Calde. A slug's just a heavy netal cylinder. It hits the target a | ot
harder than a needle or a stone froma sling, but that's only because
it's heavier than a needle and going faster than a stone. Mssiles carry
an expl osive charge, and that lets themdo a | ot nore danage."

"Mssiles are heavier, | think, too," Chenille told Silk. "I've seen
troopers carrying forty or fifty slugs--"

"Cartridges," Swallow corrected her

"What ever. They had them on a special canvas strap, and they were
wal king around fine. | think if you |l oaded a trooper down with forty
or fifty missiles, he couldn't hardly stand up. My | auncher was nice
and light when | found it, but Stony helped ne load it, and it was
really heavy after that."

"Director Swallow. "

"Yes, Cal de?"

"You nmentioned a part called the thorax plate. | take it that's the
part covering what | would call the talus's chest."

"Exactly right, Calde

"Chenill e says the soldier Patera Incus befriended felt that their
talus had been killed by one of those things--by a mssile fired from
a launcher. Are those the terns?"

Swal | ow nodded; Chenille said, "That's it, Patera."

"But if | understood her, he was on the talus's back at the tine
that it was shot. How coul d he have known?"

Swal | ow fingered his chin. "He lived through this, didn't he? He
must of, since the young | ady said he took her launcher later. |If he
had a chance to see the talus afterward--"

"Man see,” Oreb announced confidently. "lron nan."

"In that case, Calde, it wouldn't have been hard for himto tel

file:/lIF|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe,%20Gene%?20...3%20-%20Exodus%20from%20the%20Long%20Sun.txt (77 of 243) [1/17/03 4:01:28 AM]



file:///F)/rah/Gene%20W ol fe/Wol fe,%20Gene%620-%20L ong%20Sun%62003%20-%20Ex0dus%20from%620the%620L ong%20Sun.txt

the difference between a wound froma slug gun and one froma
mssile."

Sil k nodded again, largely to hinself. "Was this a facial wound,
Chenille? Do you recall?"

She shook her head. "He talked to us after. |'mnot sure where he
was hit, but |ower down."
Silk stood up. "You nentioned your welding shop, Director. | want

to see it--and ask a favor. May we go now?"

As they left, Silk lagged to question Miucor. "You told us you could
fly in the rain," belatedly he opened his unbrella, "but they couldn't.
By 'they' did you intend the Fliers?"

She only stared.

"I's that why it rains after they' ve fl own over? Because they sonehow
prevent it when they're present?"

"Answer him dear," Maytera Marble pronpted, but Micor did
not speak.

As they splashed along a rutted path between sodden wooden
structures that could easily have been barns, Swallow remarked, "I
wi sh you had better weather for this, Calde, but | hear the farners
need rain pretty badly."

Silk could not help smling. "They need it so badly that the sight

and sound of it fill my heart with joy. AIl the time we were in your
foundry | was listening to it, and the finest nusic in the whorl
couldn't have noved nme half so nuch. | don't suppose Chenille or
Maytera like it--1 know Oreb here doesn't, and |'ma bit worried

about Micor, whose health is frail; but I'd rather walk through this
than the cl earest sunshine."

Swal | ow opened t he door of another ranshackl e buil ding, releasing
a puff of acrid snoke and revealing a large and dirty canvas screen.
"Foundry work's pretty crude, Calde. In the old tines they knew a
|l ot we don't, though |I've spent a good part of nmy life trying to learn
their secrets. Wiat |'mgoing to show you now s cl oser to what you
m ght have seen on the Short Sun Worl. But before |I do, |'ve got
to warn you. You nustn't | ook at the process. At the blue welding
fire, in other words. The light's too bright. It can nake you blind."

Sil k shook his unbrella. "Smiths join iron by heating and poundi ng
it. | used to watch themas a boy. | wasn't blinded, so what you're
doi ng here nust be a different process."”

Chenille tossed back wet raspberry curls. "Better nmake sure Oreb
doesn't watch either, Patera."

"I certainly will." For Swallow s benefit, Silk added significantly,
"At tinmes we all look at things we shouldn't. Even birds do it."

Swal | ow bl i nked and abandoned his study of Chenille's danmp gown.
"Sonetimes people think we do it different because we're working with
steel instead of iron, but that's not true. W use this nmethod because it
wor ks on pieces your smth couldn't have wel ded, because they're too

big to be hamrered." Light showed above the canvas screen, brilliant
enough to nmake the rafters cast sharp shadows on the underside of
t he roof.

"One of our nmen's nmaking a weld now W'll wait here till he's
through, if it's all right with you, Calde. Then we can go in, and |']|
show you what he's doing and how he does it. He'll be welding up
a thorax plate, | think."

Wi | e her renmining hand cl osed the black unbrella she had shared
with Micor, Maytera Marble gave Silk a significant | ook

He nodded. "I want to see it. In fact, |I'mvery eager to, Director
You spoke of thick pieces in connection with these thorax plates and
so on? How thick are they?"

"Three fingers." Swallow held them up

"I want mine thicker. Six at least. Can you do that?"
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Swal | ow | ooked startled. "Wuy...? Could we weld them do
you nmean? W could, but it would take longer. It would be a | ot
nmore work. "

"Then do it," Silk told him

Oreb whi st ed.

"Put it in our contract, six-finger thorax plates. Wat was the other
pi ece? Bel ow the thorax pl ate?"

"The abdonen front plate?" Swall ow suggest ed.

"That's it. Howthick is it?"

"Three fingers, too, Calde." Swallow hesitated, his eyes thoughtful
"Do you want themthicker? | suppose it could be done, but it may take
us a while to find steel that thick and work out a way to bend it."

Oreb exclainmed, "No, no!"

"We cannot afford delay, Director. Viron requires these tal uses
imediately. | realize you can't supply themtoday, but if you could,
I'd accept them and pay you for them and thank you. You join stee
here--that's what the workrnan on the other side of this screen is
doi ng?"

Swal | ow nodded.

"Then nmake ny thorax plates and abdonmen front plates out of two
pi eces of the steel you have, each three fingers thick. Mytera here
could nake nme a robe fromdoubled cloth, if | had need of such a
thing. Wiy couldn't you do this?"

"We can, | think." Swallow cleared his throat. "There'll be problens.
Wth all respect, Calde, welding steel isn't as sinple as sew ng, but
think it could be done. Can | ask...?"

"Why they need it? So they can fight the Ayuntannento's soldiers
in the tunnels, of course. |'ve been down in those tunnels, Director--I
even fought a talus there. There was only a step of clearance between
the sides of that talus and the sides of the tunnel. A soldier who got
that close would be very close indeed; and the taluses | want you to
build will have troopers protecting their backs. The danger wll be
in front, where it will come fromsoldiers arnmed with weapons |ike
the one Chenille had."

"Launchers," she suppli ed.
"Exactly. Launchers shooting missiles." Silk collected his thoughts.
"The heads still trouble ne. You say you can't cast themfromiron?"

"No, Calde. W usually paint themblack. Nearly always, because
it makes the eyes and teeth show up better If we could cast them
fromiron we wouldn't have to paint themor touch up scratches,
so we've tried it. Iron won't nake castings that detailed, not till we
| earn nore about casting it, at any rate."

"Too bad!" The light above the screen had vani shed; Oeb flew up
to peer over.

"Yes, it is," Silk confirned.

"But you're worried about strength, Calde. Resistance to slugs and
that sort of thing. And to tell you the truth, iron wouldn't be a I ot
better. It might even be worse. Cast iron's a wonderful material in a
| ot of ways, but it's pretty brittle. That's why we use steel plate for
t he abdonen and so forth."

"Patera? Director?" Maytera Marble | ooked fromSilk to Swal | ow
and back. "Couldn't the talus hold sonething in front of its face? A
pi ece of steel with a handle |ike an unbrella?"

Si | k nodded. "And | ook over the top. Yes, that could be done, I'm
sure, Mytera."

"There's one other possibility, Calde," Swallow offered hesitantly.
"This is fromthe old days too. But it was done right here, | understand,
though it was before ny tine. W might try bronze."

Silk | ooked around at himsharply. "Isn't that what they are
now?"

Chenill e shook her head. "It's brass, Patera. Renenber when
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hel d that piece up? He said brass."

"Bronze would be a | ot stronger, Calde." Swallow cleared his throat
again. "Tougher, too. | nean real bronze. This is kind of hard to
explain."

"Go ahead,"” Silk told him "I'Il make every effort to understand
you, and it's inmportant."

"Let nme start with iron, nmaybe that will make it clearer. You and
| tal ked about iron. Casting it and so forth."

Si | k nodded.

"What people call iron's really three different materials, Calde.
The commonest is just soft steel, any steel that doesn't have a | ot of
carbon in it. People call that tin when it's rolled out as sheet netal,
and sonetines it's plated with tin. Mst people have never seen a
real chunk of solid tin."

"Go on."

"When you wat ched that bl acksmith maki ng horseshoes, that was
what he was using. He probably called it iron, but it was really soft

steel, iron with just a little touch of carbon. If there's gobs of carbon
init, it's cast iron, the nelt we pour in the foundry. You can't pound
cast iron the way a smth does. It'll break."

"I renmenber that you said it was brittle."

"That's right, it is. It has lots of uses, but you can't use it for arnor
or a hamrer head, or anything like that."

Swal | ow t ook a deep breath. "Nunmber three's wought iron, and
that really is iron, though there's generally sone slag in it, too. W
start with cast iron and burn all the carbon out, when we want sone.

It's pretty soft, and it'll take al nbst any anmpbunt of bending. Mstly
it's used for fancy window grills and that kind of a thing."
"You still haven't told ne anything about bronze."

"I thought this might help nake it clearer, Calde. You see, there's a
coupl e dozen all oys people call bronze, because they | ook |ike bronze.
Most have quite a bit of pot metal in themand no tin at all. Tin costs
too much. Real tin."

Silk stirred inpatiently.

"That nakes real bronze cost a lot, too. Real bronze, not the stuff
you'd get if you bought a bronze figure of sone god, is half tin and
hal f copper."”

"I's that all?"

Swal | ow nodded. "It's a pretty sinple alloy, but it's got marvel ous
properties. It's tougher than steel and al nbst as strong, and you can
hamrer and weld it, and machine it easier than anything except cast
iron. | know that because we still nmake sone little parts out of it,
sl eeve bearings nostly, and the worns for the big worm gears. But
when | was a boy, the older nmen said they used to cast heads out

of it, and there were still sone old taluses around with those bronze
heads. "

Sil k | eaned agai nst the doorfranme; he was already tired, had been
tired before the parade had ended, and there was still the dinner

tonight; he resolved to get an hour's sleep before eight, no matter
what happened. Al oud he asked, "Can you cast bronze--this rea
bronze--as well as brass?"

"Better, Calde. W cast those wornms | nentioned, and then nmachine
the bearing surfaces, so | know It would speed things up too, because
the parts wouldn't need so nuch cleanup. But it woul d be expensive,
because of the cost of the tin."

"Have you got the tin? Here right now?"

Swal | ow nodded. "Because we still use bronze for the worns and
so forth."
"Then do it. Use it."
"I''"l'l have to up the price, Calde. I"'msorry, but I will. Even if you
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order two or three."

"Then up it." Longing for the brown | eather chair he had occupied earlier,
Silk added, "We'll talk about how much when we get back to your office. And
don't forget the double-thick thorax and front plates. GCbviously you'll need
alittle nore for those, and the steel unbrellas--shields, | suppose you'd

call themthat Maytera suggested."

Mucor said, "The stormwi || pass over soon," surprising everyone;
then, "I'mtired."

"She ought to sit down," Silk told Swallow, "and so should I, but
first I nust ask you about Maytera's hand. She's got it in her basket.
Maytera, will you showit to him please?"

"Man cut," Oreb remarked fromhis perch on the top of the screen.
Silk was not certain whether he meant that Bl ood had severed it or
that Bl ood hinself had been killed--by him-as aninals were as
sacrifice.

Mayt era Marbl e had passed her basket to Swallow, he took off the
white towel that had covered her nowlifeless right hand and held it
up, in appearance the hand of an elderly woman. A short cylinder
of silvery metal extended fromits wist. "I lost sonme fluid," she told
him "but not very much. There are valves and things to control that.
I'"'msure you know. "

He nodded absently.

"But the tubes would have to be nended sonme way. The one that
brings the fluid to nove ny fingers, and the one that takes it back."

Silk said, "W'd appreciate it very nuch, Director, if you would
do everything you can for Maytera. She can't pay you; but | may
be able to, if it isn't too much. If it is, | feel sure | can arrange for
you to be paid.

"Don't worry about that, Calde." Swallow returned the severed
hand to its basket. "We'd be happy to do what we can for Mytera
here as a counesy to you. W could rejoin those pressure and return

tubes, though it'll take delicate work."

Maytera Marble smiled, her face shining.

"The | oad-bearing part's no problemat all. O | don't think it
should be. It won't ook quite as pretty as it did, though. Repairs
never do."

"I won't mind a bit," Maytera Marble assured him

"The difficulty--pardon nme, Calde." Swallow closed the door, the
only source of daylight on their side of the canvas screen. "Maytera,
will you hold up your arma minute? | need to show the cal de
sonet hi ng. "

She did, and Swal | ow pointed. "Look down in here, Calde. Maytera,
I want you to try to nove your fingers. Pretend that you' re going to
grab hold of ny nose.”

M nute glimrerings appeared in the shadowy interior of the stunp
of arm pin-point gleans that reninded Silk oddly of the scattered
di amonds he had seen beneath the belly of the whorl

"There! See that, Calde? Those are glass threads, like very fine
wires, with light running through them It's fluid that powers her
fingers, like she said, but it's those twi nkles that steer them The

twi nkl es are nessages. They're supposed to tell every joint in her
hand how to nove."

Hesitantly, Silk nodded.

"Suppose you were to put a nman on a hilltop twenty mles away,
and tell himto ride as soon as he saw a lantern run up the flagpol e
of the Juzgado. It's the sane principle."

"l believe | understand."

"When ordinary wire |like we use gets cut, you can fix it by wapping
the ends together. Wth glass threads like you find in chens, that won't
wor k. You've got to have a special tool they call on opticsynapter. W
don't have one here because we don't use glass thread. W haven't
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any way to nmake it."
Si | k endeavored to ignore Maytera Marble's disappointnent. "Then
we nust | ocate one of these tools--and soneone who knows how to

use it, | assume--and tie the glass threads? |Is that correct? Then you
can conplete the repair?”
Swal | ow shook his head. "If she went around with her hand hangi ng

fromthe glass string, it would probably break. W can do the wel ding
right now, and we'd better. Wen you find an opticsynapter she can
take off her hand in the usual way. The operator shouldn't have any
trouble fishing out the other end of the string."

"Where would we find one?"

"There you have ne, Calde. A doctor who specializes in chens
shoul d have one, but | don't know of one here in Viron."

Chenill e snapped her fingers. "I know sonebody!"

"Do you, dear? Do you really?" Maytera Marble's voice, usually
so calm trenbl ed noticeably.

"You bet. Stony had one of those strings cut where our talus had
shot him and Patera Incus fixed it for himso he could nove again.

He had a gadget to do it with, and that's what he said it was, an
opticsynapter. | was watching him"

Silk turned to Bl ood's enmci ated daughter. "You were gone a
few m nutes ago, Mucor. Are you back with us? Pl ease answer, if
you can."

She nodded. "Wth the Flier, Silk. Wnen have him They want
to know about the thing that lets himfly."

"l see. Perhaps it would be wiser for us not to speak of that at
present. | want you to search for Patera Incus for ne, as well as
Hyaci nth and Auk. Do you know hi n"

After a silence that seened |ong, Micor said, "No, Silk."

"He was a prisoner in your father's house for a while, at the sane
time | was. He's an augur too, short, with a round face and pron nent
teeth. A few years older than |. | realize you don't see things as we
do, but that is how we see him"

Mucor did not reply, and Maytera Marbl e passed her working
hand before Micor's eyes without result. "She's gone, Patera. She's
| ooking for him | think."

"Let's hope she finds all three soon."” Silk glanced up at Oreb. "Has
the man fini shed working over there? Joining the iron, or whatever
you'd call it?"

"No fire! No nore!"

"Thank you. Cone along, Director. As interesting as all this is, and
potentially valuable, | can't spare nore tine for it. Your workman
must begin Maytera's repair. You and | can discuss our contract
whil e he works. How many tal uses could you build at the sane
time if you called back all of the enployees you've sent hone? Don't
exaggerate."

"I won't. | just wish | had nmy charts here. The novenent of parts,
you know, Calde, and the time required to nake them"

"How many?" Silk stepped around the screen into a clutter of
nmetal tables, renenbering at the final nonent to smle at the
| eat her-aproned craftsman at work there. "Good afternoon, nmy son
Thel xi epei a bl ess you."

"Four, Calde." Behind him Silk heard Swallow s relieved exhal ati on
"I want to say five, but | can't guarantee it. W could start a fifth, once
the first four are noving al ong."

"Then the city will order four," Silk decided, "with the double front
pl ates | described, heads of real bronze, and the shields. W nust

consi der armanent, too, | suppose, and price. How long will four
require?"
Swal | ow gnawed his lip. "I"'mgoing to say two nonths. That's the
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best | can prom se, Calde."

"Si x weeks. Hire new people and train them-there are thousands
of unenpl oyed nen and wonen in this city. Wrrk day and night." Silk
paused, considering. "The city agrees to pay a prenium of six cards
for each day less than forty-five. You have ny word on that."

Swal | ow I'i cked his I|ips.

From his perch on the screen, Oreb crowed, "Silk win!"

Chapter 8 -- To Save Your Life

Repressi ng a shudder, Maytera M nt stepped over the dead man's
leg, the last to go into the guardroom Over Hyrax's leg, she told
herself firmy. It was only Hyrax's leg, and not a thing of honor;
_Hyrax_, a near-honophone of _Hi erax_, was a nane often given boys
whose nothers had died in childbirth.

Now, Maytera M nt reflected, Hierax had cone for Hyrax.

"They, the--ah..." Renora began, and fell silent.

"Sol di ers." Spider seated himself on a stool. "Soldiers got them"
He pulled up his tunic and thrust his needler into his waistband, |et
the tunic fall into place again, and wi ped his hands on his thighs.

"See how good they got shot, Patera? Dead center, all three. That's
sol diers' shootin'."

"l woul d have thought that Hyrax's body would warn Guan,"
Maytera M nt ventured. She was | ooking down at Guan's body as
she spoke. "He must have seen it, exactly as we did."

Spi der nodded. "That's why he figured there wasn't nobody |ayin
for him He figured they'd of nmoved it if they were, and he had a
slug gun, didn't he? I'd want to know nore than feet in the door,
wouldn't 1? So he went in careful and had a | ook around, see? That's
how | woul d of done, and that's how Guan did. Then he set his gun
down, probably stood it in the corner, and got that water. That's
when they got him shot himfromin back. See where he's lyin'? He
was wat chin' the door while he drank. He couldn't shut it w thout
movin' Hyrax, and he hadn't done that yet, but he was watchin',
only a soldier was in here with himthat he didn't know about, and
that's when he shot him"

"May | sit, too?" Maytera Mnt had found another stool. "May Hi s
Enmmi nence?"

"Sure."

"We--er--arns? Should be arned." Renora was poki ng about
the guardroom "Slug guns, hey? Slug guns for soldiers, um chens.
Chemi cal persons, eh? Al of them The slug guns of the, um
departed. "

"They're gone," Spider informed him "They all had slug guns.
That's @uan, Hyrax, and Sewellel. A slug gun'll do for a soldier,
and soldiers don't |like themlyin'" around.

"I amsorry," Maytera Mnt told him "Genuinely sorry. You nust
understand that. | sympathize with your grief, not just conventionally
but actually."

"All fight. Sure."

"Neverthel ess, I have won our bet. You pl edged your word to give
me honest answers to three questions. If you would prefer to wait,
| understand. W may not have | ong, however."

"I mght not," Spider told her. "That's what you're thinkin', isn't

it? Say it."
She shook her head. "I'mnot, because | don't understand the
situation sufficiently. \When you' ve answered ny questions, | nmay.

Here is the first. The Arny is by no nmeans alone in its possession
of slug guns. Al Bison's troopers have them as do many others. Yet
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you were entirely certain it was not one of Bison's troopers who had
killed Paca. Wiy was that?"
Renora put in, "He's answered al ready, hey? The--urn--accuracy.

Pr eci si on.
"Yeah, that. But we saw them and the other boys shot at them
You said you heard shootin' when we had you | ocked up. Well, that

was what you heard. It was soldiers, two or three, maybe. If they'd
known there wasn't but five of us and ne with no slug gun, they'd
have shot it out, but they couldn't be sure we didn't have a couple
dozen, that's what | think. So they beat hoof figurin' to chill us one
at a time." He sighed. "W ought to of stuck together, but | didn't
see it like that then."

"Thank you." Maytera Mnt laced her fingers in her lap as
she considered. "If they have cone to rescue Hi s Em nence
and ne, there would be no reason for us to shoot themif
we had slug guns to do it. That's not a question, Spider. It's

a comment. "
"I't"s right enough, whichever it is. But if you're tryin' to find out
who sent them or why, you're not goin' to get it out of ne. | don't

know. The Army's ours, the Ayuntanmiento's. Al the soldiers are
supposed to know about us."

"Possibly, um councillor, eh?" Renora had carried over a stool
"M ght not he have cone to--ah--dubiety? You have, um infornmers?
Agai nst the general's forces, eh? Mght not the councillor have come
to fear that the calde, er, likew se? You?"

"Maybe." Spider rose, went to the door, and taking Hyrax's wists
pulled himinto the room "But | don't believe it."

"Nor do |I," Maytera M nt nmurmured as Spider shut the door and
bolted it.

"You ganmbl e, eh? Put yourself at hazard. And us. If the soldiers
you apprehend are conceal ed, hey? There are other, um chanbers?

In addition to this in which we, er, presently?"

"That's the latrine," Spider told him nodding toward an interior
door. "W got one of those portable jakes in there. The other's the
storeroom Yeah, they could be in either one. O locked out. I'lIl take
that for now "

He turned to Maytera Mnt. "You got two nore questions, Ceneral
You goin' to ask then? O you want more water and sonmethin' to
eat? You can eat first if you want to."

observing Renora's expression, she said, "Wy can't we eat while
| ask? W're adults.”

"Swell. Patera, you're the hungriest, right?"

"I, er, possibly."

"Then you go in and get it. The door's not |ocked. Go in there,
have a | ook at the prog, and bring out whatever you and the genera
want. Fetch along sone wine, too, and nmore water if you want it."

Renora gul ped. "If they are, hey? Inside?"

"They nost likely won't shoot you. Tell themthey won't have to
shoot ne, neither. Tell themall | got's a needler. Wen we went up
to that house, | figured a needler'd be plenty and | eave a hand free.

Besides, it's what | usually pack."
"I shall enphasize the point, um assuning.
and bowed hi s head.
"Well, get to it. Open the shaggy door."
"He's praying," Maytera M nt explained. "He knows that he nmay
be shot as soon as he does. He's conmmendi ng hinmself to Hi gh Hierax
and offering the other gods what may be his final prayers as a living
person. "
"Well, make it quick!"
"Thank you for answering nmy first question," Maytera Mnt said
to distract Spider. "I agree that you' ve answered fully and fairly, as

Renmora faced about
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specified. My second may be a bit touchier. | want to point out in
advance that it concerns no confidential matters of our city's. O of
the Ayuntamiento's, in so far as the two can be di stingui shed.

"Before | ask, would you like to pray too? If there are soldiers in
there, which you seemto think possible, they are nore |likely to shoot
you than H's Em nence. And if they shoot H s Enminence, they will
certainly shoot us as well."

Spi der gave her a twi sted grin. "How about you, General? You're
a sibyl. Wy aren't you prayin'?"

She took out her beads and fingered themwhile she franed her
answer. "Because | have prayed a great deal already during the past
few days. | have been in danger alnost constantly, and |I've sent
others into dangers far worse and prayed for them | would only
be repeating the petitions |'ve made so often. Al so because |'ve told
the gods again and again that I'mvery willing to die if that is their

will for me. If | were to pray, | would pray only that H s Em nence,
and you, be spared. | do so pray. Great Pas, hear ny pleal!"

Spi der grunt ed.

"Furthernmore, | don't believe there are soldiers hiding in here. |

think that what nust have happened was that one of themwas in

here | ooking for something. He heard Guan cone in and hid, then

canme out and shot Guan after Quan's first and perhaps rather cursory
exam nation failed to find him Wuld the water have come fromthe
st or er oon?"

Spi der nodded. "Right."

"Then | should think that the soldier was in the latrine. Since
chens don't use them he might have thought Guan woul dn't expect
himthere."

Spi der said nothing, sitting with eyes half shut, his back agai nst
t he shi prock wal |

"Here is ny second question. You'll recall that Councillor Potto
described the situation on the surface to H's Em nence and me, then
asked who was nmaster of the city. Hi s description nade it clear that
he was inplying the Rani was. | take it you will concede that. You
were present.”

"Sure. When her troopers cone out of her airship, sone of yours
took shots at them You know that?"

"I do. Many died as a result of that tragic error."

"Those troopers thought Viron was bein' invaded, and they were
right. Sure, the Trivigauntis are goin' to help you fight us. Sure,

they're goin' to make this Silk calde. But he'll lose his job the first
time he bal ks. Wat's the question?"

"You've answered it already, at least in part. | planned to ask what
you know of the plans of the Trivigauntis."

Renora cleared his throat. "I am-ah--readied. Al so resolved

You yoursel ves, eh? Are you, um..?"
"Go ahead," Spider told him
Renora took two determined steps to his right and threw w de

t he door.
"That's the latrine, you putt!”
Calmy, Renora turned. "I am ah, was aware of it. |, um

eavesdropped, eh? Couldn't help it. The General, um indicated
that this, ah, necessary roomwould be the point of greatest, er,
greater hazard. | revere her intellect. Mre than your own, if | may
be thus--ah--incivil."
"Usually | do better than this," Spider told him "Now get in there
where you're s'posed to, and don't forget to bring nme out a bottle."
"You woul d--ah--indubitably have had ne, um risk the necessary
roomas well." Renora opened the storeroom door as he spoke. "I
therefore, eh? Advised by the imortal gods. O so | would like to,
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um have it. The greater risk first."

He stepped into the storeroom "As for, ah, this..." He clapped
to brighten the single dull light on the ceiling. "It is equally, um
i nnocent ? Unpeopl ed. "

"I'n that case, | would |ike another bottle of water, Your Eninence,"
Maytera M nt declared firmy, "if it's not too nuch trouble. And sone
bread, if there is any. Meat, too. | would be very grateful." To Spider
she continued, "I inquired about what you knew, you'll notice, not
what you guessed. Do you know this? Or is it specul ati on?"

"I know it. Now you'll want to know how | know. "

She shook her head, nmarveling to find herself--little Maytera M nt

fromSun Street!--haggling with such a man over such a matter. "I
won't require you to reveal your sources."

“I''l'l tell you anyhow. Councillor Potto told me before we went up
there. He wasn't just guessin', neither."

Renora energed fromthe storeroomwith a dusty wine bottle, two
even dustier bottles of water, and several small packages wapped in
tinted synthetic.

Spi der accepted the wine. "Brown's bread and red's neat. | ought
to of told you, but | guess you worked it out yourself."

"I't was not--ah--cryptic." Renora sat down. "This, er, packet is
unopened, Maytera. |, hum sanpled the other. Sonewhat saline,
but tasty."

She accepted a red package and unwrapped it eagerly; it held flat
strips of what seened to be dried beef. "W thank all gods for this
good food," she nmurmured. "Thanks to Fair Phaea, especially. Praise
Pasturing Pas for fat cattle." She tore the |eathery nmeat with her teeth
and thought it sweet as sugarcane.

"Councillor Potto can lie birds out of a tree," Spider drew the cork

of the wine bottle with a pop. "I've heard himto where | just about
believed himnyself. You said while we were talkin' in the tunne
that you figured | could fool you if | wanted to. I'mnot so sure,
but Councillor Potto could put it over on ne, and I knowit. Only
this wasn't that. He just said it, listenin' to hinself. | don't think he
cared a sham shaggy bit whether | believed it. But | do, and |I've
known himtwenty years, like | said."
Maytera M nt nodded and swal | owed. "Thank you. And thank
you, Your Em nence, for this food. | thanked the gods, | fear, but

not their proxinal agent."

"Quite all right, eh? Um-delighted. Have sone bread." Renora
handed her a brown-w apped package. "Strengthening. Ah--fortifying."

"Thank you again. Thank you very much. All praise to Fruiting
Echi dna, whose sword | am"

She paused as she tore the loaf. "Spider, I'll ask ny final question
if Il my. | won't be able to, with ny nouth full of this good bread.
You nmay not know the answer."

"If 1 don't know, | don't." He wiped the top of the wine bottle on
his cuff and held it out to her. "You want to bless this, too, while
you're doin' everythin' else?"

"Certainly." Maytera Mnt laid the bread in her lap with the
remai nder of the dried beef and traced the sign of addition over
the bottle. "Praise to you, Exhilarating Thel xi epeia, and praise to
you, likew se, dark son of Thyone."

"Want a drink? Help yourself."

She si pped cautiously, then nore boldly.

"I bet that was the first wine you ever had in your life. Am
I right?"

She shook her head. "Laynen--they are nen in fact, very
| argely--give us a bottle now and then. Wen it happens, we have a gl ass
at dinner until it's gone." She hesitated. "W did, | should have said.
Maytera Rose and | did, but we won't any nore. She passed away
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| ast Tarsday, and |'ve scarcely had a nonent to nourn her. She
was. .."

"A, unph, excellent sibyl," Renora put in. He chewed and
swal | owed. "Doubtless. | did not have the--ah--happi ness of
her acquai ntance. But doubtless, eh? No doubt of it."

"A good woman whom |ife had treated sufficiently roughly that she
struck out, at tines, before she was struck." Maytera Mnt finished
pensively. "Toward the end she struck at others habitually, | would
say. It could be unpleasant, and yet her asperity was fundamentally
defensive. That's good wine. Mght | have a little nore, Spider?"

"Sure thing."
"Thank you." She sipped again. "Perhaps H's Em nence would |ike
sonme too."

"Dinber with nme."

Maytera M nt w ped the nouth of the bottle and passed it to
Renora. "My third question now. As | said, you nay not know
the answer. But what was the original purpose of these tunnels? |'ve
been wondering ever since our calde described themto ne, and it
may be inportant.”

Spi der | eaned back, his homely heavy-featured face tilted upward

and his eyes closed. "That's sonethin' | can tell you all right, but |
got to think."

"As | say--"

He | eaned forward once nore, his eyes open and one | arge hand
tugging at his stubbled jaw. "I didn't say | don't know. Councillor

Potto told me about them One thing he said was it wasn't just one
thing. There's three or maybe four, and they go under the whol e
whor| . You know t hat ?"

Her mouth full, Maytera M nt shook her head.

"If you went along the big one we turned off of," Spider jerked his
thunb at the door, "far enough, you could get clean to the skyl ands,
maybe. | don't know anybody that ever tried it, but that's what
Councillor Potto said one tine. You can be way out in the sticks
where there isn't any houses or anythin', nothin' but trees and bushes,
and naybe there's one right under you. Could be a hundred cubits
down or so close you'd hit it puttin' in a fence post."

Hopi ng her face did not betray the skepticismshe felt, she said,
"The | abor invol ved nust have been incredible."

"Pas built them I1t's queer, tellin' you two that. You ought to tel
me. But he did. He did it when he was buildin' the whorl, so it wasn't
as bad as you'd figure."

The wine returned to Spider, who drank and w ped his nouth on
the back of his hand. "Hi s boys did the real work, accordin' to the
councillor. Wien we say Pas nade it, it just neans he had the idea
and ran the job."

"Hi s divine--ah--puissance ani mated his servants."

"If you say so. But there was a |ot, see? He wanted the job done
fast. Mnd if | have a little of that?"

Spi der took two strips of dried nmeat from Maytera Mnt's | ap.
"I"'mwith himthere, I'mthe sane way. You got a job to do, you do
it. Wap it up and tie the string. Let one drag, and sonethin' always
goes queer." He bit through both strips.

"If they were indeed constructed by Pas, it nust have been for sone
good reason. It's one of the paradoxes of isagogics--" Maytera M nt
| ooked to Renora for perm ssion to speak on | earned and holy topics,
and received it. "That Pas, with all power at his disposal, squanders
none. He never acts wi thout a purpose, and educes a nultitude of
benefits froma single action.”

She paused, inviting contradiction. "W sibyls don't go to the schol a,
but we receive sone education as postul ants, and we read, of course.
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We can al so question our augurs if we w sh, though | confess |'ve
sel dom done so."

"Al'l --ah--adnirably correct, Maytera. General."

Spi der nodded. "Councillor Potto said sonethin' |ike that about
the tunnels. W were talkin' about when they got built."

"I'"'d like to hear it."

"I't was while they were buildin' the whorl, like |I said. To start it
was just a big hunk of rock. You know that ?"

"Certainly. The Chrasnol ogic Witings enphasize it."

"So how could they get in and get the rock out? They dug a bunch
of tunnels. Then they had to haul in dirt and trees, and pretty soon a
big cart would conme out and it'd be tearin' up stuff they just planted.
These tunnels are shiprock in lots of places, especially high up. You
twig that?"

"Most have been, | believe. Nearly all."

"Al'l right. They nade those before they brought in dirt, see? Up
on the surface, only it was bare rock then, and now that's maybe ten,
twenty cubits down. They set those stretches up and shovel ed dirt
around them Then they could cart in nore, and the trees, without
tearin' up what they'd already finished."

Maytera M nt swal |l owed bread. "But the deeper tunnels are bored
t hrough stone? That's how our cal de described them"

"Sure, that's how they got the rock out. Look up at the skyl ands
next tine you re out in the open. Look at how nuch roomthere is,
just clouds and air, and the sun and the shade, all right? Wiat's a
few tunnel s conpared to that?"

Renora nodded vigorously. "'How mghty are the works of Pas!
The, er, initial line of the Chrasnologic Witings, eh? Therefore known
to--ah--all. Even laynen. W clergy, um prone to forget."

"He punped water through themtoo," Spider continued. "You take
the lake. That's a shaggy lot of water. Think if old Pas had to bring it
in barrels. So for the little stuff, he just run pi pes down the tunnels,
but for big ones like the | ake, he put in doors to keep the water out

of the ones he wanted to stay dry, and punped. | could show you a
cave by the lake with one of those doors in the back. That's where
Pas punped in water to fill the | ake, and he put in that door 'cause he

didn't want the water to wash back into his tunnels when he was done.
That cave used to be under the water when the | ake was bigger."

Spider fell silent, and Maytera M nt remarked, "Sonething's
troubling you."

"I was just thinkin' about a couple things. | told you this side one
ends in dirt, and that's where we bury thenP"

She nodded.

"There's one of those doors in front of the dirt. | guess the big

tunnel was one of themthey punped in, and they didn't want water
init. What we're in now was probably put in after. Anyway, talkin
about doors rem nded nme we're goin' to have to bury these culls.
It'Il take a lot of diggin ."

"I had assumed we would,"” she said. "You indicated there were two
poi nts troubling you. May | ask what the second was? And what the
ot her uses of these tunnels are?"

"That's the sane question two tines." Spider shrugged. "You never
asked ne why the | ake keeps gettin' smaller."

"I didn't suppose you knew, and to tell the truth, |'ve never thought
much about it. The water has gone el sewhere, | suppose. Down into
these tunnels, perhaps.”

"You couldn't be any wonger about that, General."

Renora put his water bottle on the floor between his feet. "You
know, eh? Privy to the, um infornmation?"

"Yes, I'd like to know, too," Maytera Mnt said, "if you don't m nd.
And |'ve by no neans finished eating yet."
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"It's all the sanme. You wanted to know what el se they're good for
and sonethin' else. | forget."

"The second consideration that troubled you."

"Sanme thing. The sun shines all the tinme, don't it?"

"Certainly."

"But we get night half the tine 'cause the shade's there. It cools
things off, right? When it's hot, you're happy to see the shade cone
down, 'cause you knowit's goin' to get cooler. Wntertine, you don't
like it so nuch."

"Primary. Um puerile. Wat--ah--the significance?"

"See this room Patera? Three doors. Let's say they're all shut.
No wi ndows, all right? Now s'pose the sun started at that corner
there and run over to that one, about as big as a rope. That's
the whorl. That's what it's like, see? Goin' to get pretty hot in
here, right?"

"l take your point," Maytera Mnt told Spider, "but | do not
understand it. The whorl is very large."

"Not that big. It's been goin' for three hundred years and over
That's what they say."

"The, um fact. Provable in a--ah--nmany ways."

"Good here, Patera. It had to be hot enough for people to live in
when Pas started it, see?"

Nei t her Renora nor Maytera M nt spoke.

"But it couldn't get much hotter or we'd fry. Couldn't get nuch
hotter with the sun goin' all the tine. So there had to be sone way
to get shut of the heat."

"The--ah--outside, eh? Beyond the whorl. The, um Witings state,
hey? An--uh, um-frigid night."

"You got it. Notice howthe wind blows all the tinme down here?
It's cold, too, colder than up top, anyhow. "

"I, um fail--"

Maytera M nt interrupted. "I see! Air circulates through these
tunnel s, doesn't it, Spider? Sone of themnust be filled with warm
air bound for the night outside. The ones we've been in are carrying
cold air back to the surface."

"Bull's-eye, Ceneral. Well, it's not workin' as good as it did. You
sai d about |ake water goin' in the tunnels."
She nodded.

"Suppose it fills a tunnel half up. The wind can't blow as nuch,
see? If it fills the whole tunnel in just one spot, the wind can't bl ow

at all. There's places where the shiprock gave way, too, and w nd
can't blow there either. So it's gettin' hotter. W don't notice, 'cause
it's too slow But talk to old people and they'll say winters used to

be col der, and |onger, too." Spider stood. "I'mgoin'" to start diggin'
You want to eat nore, bring it along.”

"I doand | will," Maytera M nt gathered up what remai ned of her
bread and neat, picked up her bottle of water, and rose. The bolt of
the outer door clanked back; the shadowy side tunnel beyond was
desert ed.

"They' ve gone off," Spider told her over his shoulder. "I'd like to
know why they started shootin' at nmy boys."
She sighed. "Because they were Ayuntani entados, | should inmagine.

Four brave nmen who had kept Viron secure for years, slain by others
who' ve guarded it for centuries. That's what we've cone to."

"Not all, eh?" Renora closed the door behind him "All the, um
Not, ah, er, fah..." H's nmouth worked soundl essly.

Maytera M nt | ooked around at himin sone surprise. H s eyes
seened to have sunk into his skull, and his nose appeared both thinner
and snmaller. As she watched, his |ips drew back, exposing his big,
discolored teeth in a frightful grin. Spider exclainmed, "Sphigx shit!"
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"He's not the right one," Renpra informed Maytera M nt.

She made herself smile.

"This is the one who talks to the one who's not there. The right
one was down here with the tall girl. He mght be here.”

"This is Micor," Maytera M nt explained to Spider. "She's Maytera's
granddaughter. W' ve spoken before.

"Do you renmenber, Micor? You cane to tell nme our calde was in
danger of capture, and | storned the Palatine. Afterward, we net in
person in the Juzgado."

Renora nodded, his head bobbing Iike a toy's, lank black hair
mercifully concealing his terrible eyes. "lIncus is his nanme. Alittle
augur. "

"I don't know him though H s Eninence has told me of him
Mucor ? Mucor!"

The deat h-head grin was fading.

"Mucor, come back, please! If you see Bison or our calde, tel
them-tell either or both--where | am and that this nman is hol ding us
for Councillor Potto."

"You won't be then." The final word was alnost too faint to hear
The grin vani shed; Renora tossed his hair back as he habitually did,
and the eyes his gesture revealed were no longer terrifying. "Not all,
hey? Many on our, um the calde's."

When no one spoke, he added, "The general's, hey?"

"You want my needl er?" Spider asked Maytera Mnt.

"Certainly, if you're willing to let me have it."

He presented it butt first. "You wouldn't shoot nme, would you,
General ? Not with nmy own needler that | gave you."

She accepted it, glanced at it, and dropped it into one of her
habit's side pockets. "No. Only if | were conpelled to, and perhaps
not even then."

"All right 1'mgoin' to dig the graves now, see? You two can finish
eatin' and watch," Spider stepped out into the enpty tunnel, "but if
I"'mcold "fore I finish, it's for ne. You wap ne and slide ne in.
Knife's in nmy pocket."

They foll owed hi mdown the tunnel until it was bl ocked by a massive
barrier of rusty iron. "Councillor Potto doesn't want anybody to hear,"
Spi der confided, "but | guess it don't matter any nore. _Fraus! "

For a second or |onger, nothing happened.

The great barrier shuddered, creaked, and began to creep upward,
rolling unpleasantly into itself. Abruptly, Maytera M nt becane
consci ous of the stench of decay, nauseous yet so diffuse that
she night al nost have believed she inmagined it. Renobra snorted,
soundi ng surprisingly horse-like, and w ped his nose on his sleeve.

"No fresh air, 'cept when the door's open," Spider renmarked as he
led theminto the dimcul-de-sac the rising barrier had revealed. "It'I|
air out pretty quick." He stopped to point. "Right here's where the
shi prock ends. Have a | ook."

Maytera M nt advanced to do so, crossing |oose earth into which
her scuffed bl ack shoes sank. "I'mvery glad you |l et us hear the word
for that door. |I'd hate to think of our being | ocked in here, unable
to get it open.”

"I"'mbein'" nice to you two so you'll slide ne in after it happens.
See the rolls of poly?"

"Certainly." She was exam ning the edge of the shiprock wall. "This
is not as thick as | had inagined."

"It's pretty strong, though. There's iron rods init."

"The--ah--internments." Renora indicated scraps of paper that
dotted the sloping earth at the end of the tunnel. "Those, um are
they all?" He counted themsilently, his lips twitching. "Eleven
in--ah--toto?"

Spi der nodded. "Plenty of roomleft, but we got three in the
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guardroom and Paca back in the big tunnel, and ne."

"You--ah--depression. A nere, um state of mnd, ny son
Enoti on, hey?"

"Yes," Maytera M nt agreed heartily. "You nmustn't talk as if your
death were inevitable, Spider. | nmean now, killed by those soldiers.
It isn't, and | pray it won't happen.™

"That devil you called your sib's granddaughter, General. What'd
it say?"

"She is not a devil," Maytera Mnt delared firmy. "She is a living
girl, one who has been shanefully mstreated."

Spi der grunted, picking up a |Iong-handl ed spade that had lain
between two rolls of synthetic.

"This, er, granddaughter, General. An--ah--difficult child?"
Renora bit into a strip of dried beef.

Maytera M nt nodded absently, and found herself staring at one
of the grimslips of soiled paper. Bending and squinting, she read a
nane, a date, and a few particulars of the dead man's life. "Is this the
nost recent one, Spider? The paper seens cl eaner than the others.™

"Yeah. Last spring."

There was still half a loaf. Deep in thought, she tore away piece after
pi ece, chewing and swallowing slowy, and drank from her bottle.

"1'"m about done here." Spider had ceased to dig, |eaning on his
spade. "Think you two could fetch a cull out for nme? Door's not
| ocked. "

"I was about to suggest it nyself," Maytera Mnt told him

"We--ah--trust, hey? On our honor?"

"l have his needler, Your Em nence. We could go at any tine, and
I could shoot himif he tried to stop us."

"I'n that case, um the circunstances--"

"But he gave it to ne, renenber? Besides, he knows these tunnels,
and we don't."

"Ah--the soldiers."

"I feel certain they'd help up if we could find them but what

if we couldn't? Spider, we'll be happy to bring one of your |ate
friends here for burial. Thank you for your trust in us. It is not
m spl aced. "

He nodded. "Cut off a big hunk of poly. You can |lay himon that
and drag him it's real slick. Wien you get himhere, I'll wap him
up init."

"May | borrow your knife?"

He got it fromhis pocket and handed it to her, then went back
to his digging. Renora held the ends of the snmaller roll while she
pul l ed out and slashed free a length twice the height of a man.

As they carried it back to the guardroom Renora nuttered, "You,
um wonders with him WMytera. | congratulate you."

She shrugged, unconsciously thrusting her hand into her pocket
to grasp Spider's needler. "He has no slug gun, Your Em nence, and
wi t hout one he woul d be defensel ess against the soldiers. He's hoping
our presence will nmake it possible for himto surrender."

"I, ah--" Renobra opened the guardroom door and gl anced around.
Their stools stood in a circle as they had |eft them and the three dead
men still sprawled on the gritty shiprock floor, untouched. "One can

al ways, eh? G ve up? Capitulate. Not, um that we--"

"One can always raise one's hands and step into full view of the
eneny," Maytera Mnt told him "A good many troopers |ose their
lives doing it. This one nearest the door, | think. If Your Em nence
will unfold that synthetic, we can roll himonto it, poor spirit."

"You, er, concerned, eh?" Renobra spread the synthetic w nding
sheet, holding it down with his knees as he westled with the dead
man' s shoul der. "I observed your deneanor in--ah--there. As
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you ate."

"Puzzled." She forced her gaze away fromthe dead man's eyes,
wi shing that it had been possible to roll himso that he lay face
down again. "There was fresh earth on the blade of that spade.

At least, | think it was fresh, or fairly fresh. Maytera has a little
garden back at the cenoby, Your Eninence. |'ve helped her with it
now and then, hoeing, and spading in the spring. | don't think that

Spi der noticed it."

"I fail to see the, um inport. Soneone else, eh? Could be Councillor
Pott o, another--hum-subordinate."

"I fail to see it too," she told Remora. "Take the other corner,
will you?"

Back at the end of the tunnel, Spider had conpleted the first
grave and begun a second. "That's Hyrax." He produced a stunp
of pencil and a battered notebook. "I'Il wite, you two cap for
him ™"

They knelt. Maytera M nt found herself, rather to her own surprise,
clasping the cold hand. |If things had been different, she thought, we
m ght have been nman and wife, you and I. W nust be nearly of
an age.

The drone of Renpra's prayer reninded her of the singsong
voi ces of children in the classroom recifing the nultiplication table,
menori zi ng prayers for neals, for betrothals, for the dead. Had she
taught girls this year? O boys? She could not renenber.

We woul d have ki ssed and hel d hands, and done what nen and
wonmen do, and | would have borne you a child, perhaps, ny own
child. But when | net Bison..

"Al'l right, General, let himgo. | got to fold this over him" Suddenly
Hyrax was no | onger a dead man, but a statue or a picture, still visible
but blurred and faintly blue through the synthetic.

"H's knife." She rose, dusting | oose earth fromher black skirt by
reflex. "You'll need his knife for the paper."

"I already got it. You want to help, Patera? | could do it al one,

but it'll be easier with two." They crouched, one on either side,
and Spider said, "Lift when | do, see? A-one and a-two and
a- _three! "

Rai sing the shrouded corpse to waist level, they slid it into its grave;
and he began shovelling earth after it, pausing fromtine to tine to
tanp the danp dark face of death with the handl e of his spade. He
said, "You're wonderin' why we don't dig them down the way you
usual ly do, | guess."
"The, um papers," Renpora ventured. "Stepped upon, eh? Trodden."
"There's that. But nostly it's easier to dig here. Then too, we'd
have to wal k on the old ones to bury the new ones."

As they were | eaving the guardroomw th Guan stretched on a

fresh sheet of poly, laughter, faint and rmad, echoed in the main
tunnel . "Wait!" Maytera Mnt told Renora. "Did you hear that? You
must have!"

He shuddered. "I--ah--possibly."

"WIIl you do nme a favor, Your Emi nence?" She did not wait for his
assent. "Go back in there and get two packages of that dried neat. One
for yourself, and one for nme. We can put themin our pockets."

"That--ah--merrinment..."

"l have no idea, Your Emi nence. | have a feeling, a presentinent,
if youwill, that we may need food."

"If we--er--never mnd." Renora vani shed into the guardroom

When he returned, Maytera M nt handed hi ma needl er.

"But | am-er--better, perhaps, with you, eh, General ? Your,
um forte.”

"That isn't Spider's, it's Guan's,'

she told him "Spider said a needler
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was what he usually used, remenber? It didn't really nake nmuch of an
i npression at the tine, but afterward, thinking about that poor nan
who dressed as a wonan, it struck ne that the other spy-catchers
must have done the same thing. They woul d want sone sort of a
weapon, and before the rebellion nobody but a Guardsman coul d
wal k around the city carrying a slug gun. Then | wondered--this
was while we were bringing Hyrax--what they did with them when
they got their slug guns. It seened likely that nost of them had
sinply put themin their wai stbands, under their tunics, where they
were accustonmed to carrying them"

"Most, um sagacious."

"Thank you, Your Enminence. Anyway, whatever that was we heard
wasn't a soldier. Do you agree?"

"I, um indubitably." Renora stared down at the needler in
hi s hand.

"Or a chemat all, any kind of chem So a needl er should work,
and we may need them just as we may need this neat, for
which | haven't yet thanked you. Thank you very much, Your
Emi nence. It was a great condescension for you to oblige ne as
you have."

"You rmust know how to, um operate? Manage this?" Renora night
not have heard her

"It's not difficult. Push that down," she pointed to the safety catch
"when you wish to shoot. Point it, and pull the trigger. If you want

to shoot a second needle, pull it again. | won't show you how to
rel oad now. There isn't tinme, and we don't have any nore needl es
anyway. "

Renora gul ped and nodded.

"I'n your wai stband under your robe, perhaps. | believe that's where

our calde nust carry his."

"I--ah. It would be, er, inadvisable, hey? Wien we return to
the--ah--up there."

"I won't tell anyone if you don't." Maytera M nt stooped for a corner
of the sheet of synthetic on which Guan's body lay. "W'd better go
now, and quickly, or Spider will wonder what del ayed us."

At the end of the side tunnel she knelt as she had before, trying
to keep her mind upon appropriate petitions to the gods. Guan had
ki cked her shortly before Spider had | ocked her away with Renora
so that he and his men could sleep; the right side of her thigh was
still sore and stiff. She had scarcely given it a thought since it had
happened, or so she had convinced hersel f. Now that Guan was dead,
now that Guan |lay before her, she found she could not free her mind
fromthe nmenory of that kick. It was easy to nouth | forgive you , and
to ask the gods, Echidna particularly, not to hold the kick against him
yet she felt that her forgiveness did not reach her heart, however hard
she tried to bring it there.

The transparent sheet covered Guan as a sister sheet fromthe
parent roll had covered Hyrax, and Maytera M nt got to her feet.

What was the third nan's nane? He had been the quietest of their
captors; she had thought himsullen and marked him as potentially
the nost dangerous. She woul d never know, now, whether she had
been correct.

"How 'bout if you dig for Sewellel, Patera? I'll go back with Genera
M nt here and fetch him™"
"Why, ah--"

She saw Renora assure hinmself that his needler was in place with
a touch of his forearm and said, "He's not going to attack me, Your
Eni nence. He would like to speak to ne in private, | imagine."
Renora managed to smile. "In that, um circunstances, |
shal | --ah--conply. Wth all good will."
"What it really is," Spider told him

is | want to see if you can do
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it right. You'll have to dig for ne, see? You seen ne do it. Now you
do for Sewellel and Paca, and that'll be two for each of us. Let's nove
out, Ceneral."

oedi ently, she followed himdown the side tunnel. "Wat | told
Patera's lily," Spider said as they wal ked. "You know that word?
Means the truth."

"Yes, | do, though I've always considered it children's slang. My

pupils use it sonetines."

"But that you said, General. That was the lily too."

She nodded, striving to nake her nod synpatheti c.

"I"'msorry about the way | talk. Sonetines | swear when | didn't
mean to. It's just that | always do."

"l understand, believe nme."

He stopped abruptly. "Thing is, | don't believe you. O him back
there. Patera Wat' shi sface.

"Renora."

Spi der waved aside Renora's identity. "Echidna nmade you a general ?
She tal ked to you about it?"

"She certainly did."

"Coul d you see her like you're seein' ne now? Could you nake
out what she was sayin'? She talked to you out of one of those big
gl asses they got in manteions?"

"Exactly. | can repeat everything she said, if you wish. |1'd be happy
to." This was a return to famliar ground, and Maytera Mnt felt nore
confident than she had since she and Renora had passed through the
ruined gate of Blood's villa.

"l know sonebody that says he couldn't really hear the words. He
just knew what she neant."

"He had known worman," Maytera M nt expl ai ned, hopi ng that

Spi der woul d understand what she intended by known . "O else he
had... Excuse this, please. The indelicacy."
"Sure thing."

"He had known anot her nan, or a boy, as nen know wonmen. That
man you told us about? Titi? | should inmagine--"

"Yeah, so do |, and the other way, too. Sure he did. Is that the
only reason?"
"It is. By Echidna's will, those who have enjoyed carnal know edge

of others may not behold the gods. Nor may they hear themdistinctly,
though in nost cases they understand them It varies between

i ndi vidual s, and several reasons have been put forward for that.

If you don't mind, | won't explain those in detail. They concern

the frequency and the specific natures of various sexual relations.
You can readily construct them or simlar theories, for yourself."

"Sure, General. You can skip all that."

"l have never known Man. Therefore | saw the face of the goddess
exactly as | see yours. Mdre clearly, because her face was very bright.
I heard each word she uttered, and can repeat themverbatim as
said. When | have known Man..."

The guilty words had slipped out; she hurried on, conscious that
her cheeks were reddening. "I shall no |onger be able to see Echidna.
No nore than your friend could. In the event that | know Man--|
mean, have relations with a--with a husband. My husband. Then
I won't be able to repeat the words of the gods any nore than
you coul d."

"That was the thing | was wanting to talk to you about."

"The words of the goddess? She said--"

Spi der waved Echidna's words aside. "You gettin' married and
knowin' a man, like you said. | got to tell you."

Her hand cl osed about the needler in her pocket. "Do you nean
yoursel f, Spider? No. Not willingly."
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He shook his head. "Bison. I'mfly, see? | can tell from how you
tal k about him It got you worried when | said | got culls you think's
yours. You were scared Bison was one."

"Certainly not!" Maytera M nt took three deep breaths and rel axed
her hold on the needler. "I suppose | was, a little."

"Yeah, | know. You kept tellin' yourself it couldn't be like that,
on account of stuff he's said to you."

She had taken a step backward; she found that her shoul ders were
pressed against the tunnel's cold shiprock. "I haven't said anything
to him Spider, nor has he said a single such word to nme. Not hi ng!

But |'ve seen--or believed | saw. .. And he, Bison, no doubt has--has.
Seen nme. And heard nme, too. My voice. In the sanme fashion."

"Yeah, | got you, General." To her surprise, Spider |eaned agai nst
the wall next to her, sparing her the enbarrassnent of his gaze. "How
old are you?"

"That is none of your affair.’
she coul d.

"Maybe it is, and nmaybe it isn't. How old' d you say | anP"

She shook her head. "Since | decline to confide nmy age to you, it
woul d be conpletely inappropriate for me to specul ate on yours."

"I"'mforty-eight, and that's lily. 1'd say you're about thirty-three,
thirty-four. If that's queer I'msorry, but you wouldn't tell ne."

"Nor will | now"

"I just want to say it goes awful fast. Life goes by awfu
fast. You think you know all about that now. The shag you

She made her voice as firm as

do. | renmenber all kind of things that happened when | was
a sprat."”
"l understand, Spider. | know precisely what you nean."
"You just think you do. |'ve had maybe a hundred wonmen. | wi sh

I'"d kept count, but | didn't. There was only two | didn't have to pay,
and one was abram once you got to know her."

"It's quite normal for men to think wonen--" Maytera M nt sought
for a diplomatic word. "lIrrational. And for wonen to think nen
irrational as well."

"Handin' you the lily, | had to pay the other one, too. | didn't
give her the gelt, but she cost a shaggy | ot nore. More than she was
worth." Spider shot Maytera Mnt a sidelong |ook. "I got sonething
important to say, but | don't know how to neke you believe ne."

"I's it true, Spider?"

"Shag, yes! Every word.

"Then | will believe you, even if you don't believe nme about the
gods. Wat is it?"

"This isn't it. This's what | should of said back there, see? There
was a tine when | might of got a woman |ike you, but that's over.

Over and done up, see? Just slipped away. Last year | net one

thought | might |ike and sort of shaved her a little, you know? And

she shaved ne back. Then she seen | was gettin' to be serious, and

she just froze up. She'd |ook at me, and her eyes kept sayin' _too old,
too old . It goes so fast. | didn't feel like I'd got old. | still don't."

For a half-mnute or nore, his silence filled the tunnel

"Al'l right, about this buck Bison."

Maytera M nt forced herself to nod

"I"'mgoin to die. Probably it won't be very long at all. Back there
where we bury, | kept hopin' they'd shoot ne and |'d get to say
it before | went cold, 'cause then you'd believe me. But they don't
shoot |ike that. The way nmy culls got it, you're chilled straight off,
so | got to say it right here. He was one of mne, see? Bison was. A

di nber hand."
She coul d not be certain she had spoken; perhaps not.
"He was supposed to check in every night. |'d neet him see, in

this certain place. But he only cone the first tinme, the first night."
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It was possible to breathe again.

"So | sent sonebody. | sent this cully we're fetchin', Sewellel.
Bi son, he told himhe was out. He wouldn't tell you anything
about us, but he wouldn't tell us anything about you, neither.
That's the lily, General. That's howit was. | don't blane you if
you don't believe it, and in your shoes naybe | wouldn't. But
I"mgoin' today and knowit, and I'd |like you to cap for ne when
I"mcold."

"Pray for your spirit.’
about the fact.

"Yeah. So it's lily. | told you |l wouldn't tell you who m ne was,
the ones you thought was yours. But he's not mne any nore. That's
what I'mtellin you."

She found herself entering the guardroomagain, with no nenory

She was still trying to wap her understanding

of having resuned their walk. "Shall | go back and cut off a piece
of synthetic?" she asked. "I forgot entirely that we'd need anot her
one. If you carry Sewellel on your shoulders, you'll have bl ood all
over you."

"I got it right here," Spider told her. He held it up

"But | have your knife. You gave ne that so..."

"l used Guan's, 'fore | wote for him" Spider snled, a small, sad
smle heart-wenchingly foreign to his coarse face. "It don't really
take three. It don't even take two, see? | been down here by nyself
and buried a couple tines, and that's what | do, 'cause | start by
findin" the dead cull's knife."

"Yes," she said. "Yes, |I'mcertain you nust have been the only
mourner that those nen had, nore than once." She thrust her hands
into her pockets, found his needler and her beads, and at last his
knife. "Take it, please. | don't want to bury you, Spider. |I won't. |
want to save your life, and I'mgoing to try. I'mgoing to try very
hard, and |'I|l succeed."

He shook his head, but she forced the rough clasp knife into his
hand. "C ose the door, please. | think it would be better if we didn't
startle H s Enm nence.

Striding purposefully now, she crossed the guardroom and entered
the storeroom "I should have gone in here before," she told Spider
over her shoulder. "I let Hs Emnence do it both tinmes, and it
was cowardly of ne. This | ocker--1 suppose that's what you
call it--with the sign of addition on it in red. Is this where the
stretcher's kept?"

Behi nd her, Spider said, "Yeah, that's it."

She turned, drawing his needler. "Raise both your hands, Spider
You are mny prisoner."

He stared at her, his eyes wi de.

"He may be able to see us. | can't be sure. Raise them Hold them
up before he kills you."

As Spider lifted his hands, the front of the | ocker swung open;

a sol dier stepped out and saluted, his slug gun stiffly vertical, his
steel heels clashing. Maytera Mnt said, "You aren't Sergeant Sand.
What's your name?"

"Private Schist, sir!"

"Thank you. There's a dead man in the outer room | take it you
killed hin®"

"That's right, sir."

"Take the synthetic this man's hol ding and wap him-the dead
man out there, | nean. Wap the dead man's body in that. You can
carry it for us."

Schi st sal uted agai n.

Spi der said, "You knew he was in there all the tine."

Maytera M nt shook her head, finding herself suddenly weak with
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relief. "I wish | were that... | don't know what to call it. That godli ke.
Peopl e believe | am but I'"'mnot. | have to think and think."
She paused to watch Schist through the doorway as he knelt
besi de Sewellel's corpse. "And even then | ask Bison's advice, and
the captain's. Oten | find they' ve seen nore deeply into the problem

than | have. | suppose it's useless to ask whether you were telling ne
the whol e truth about Bison now. You can put down your hands,
I think."

"I was, yeah." From his expression, Spider was relieved as well.
"How d you figure he was in there?"

"Fromthe earth on the spade. There was fresh earth on the bl ade.
Didn't you notice it?"

He shook his head.

From t he guardroom Schist announced, "I got him sir."

"Good. You'd better wal k ahead of us, Spider, and put up your
hands again. There are nore, you see. They could have rushed you
hours ago, but they nmust have been afraid you'd kill H's Eninence
and me. "

A hundred thoughts crowded her mind. "Besides, if we let you
wal k behind us, you mnight decide that your duty to Councillor Potto
conpel l ed you to run. Then this soldier wouuld fire."

"I"d hit you, too," Schist said. "I don't miss nmuch." He patted
Sewel | el 's swat hed corpse, slung over his |eft shoul der

"Can | put nmy hand down to open the door?"

"Certainly," Maytera Mnt told him and Schist, "Sure."

"l ought to explain that 1've spoken with Private Schist's sergeant,"
Maytera M nt continued as they |eft the guardroom "That was on
Sphi xday, the day after our calde was rescued. H's nanme is Sand,
and he has conme over to our side, to the calde's side, with his entire
squad. O rather, with what renmains of it, because several were killed
by a talus."

"I know how it feels."

"I realize you do, Spider. Neither you nor |, nor Sergeant Sand,
created war. What | was going to say is that our calde and I, with
Sergeant Sand hinsel f and Generalissino Oosik and General Saba,
conferred upon how we m ght nmake the best possible use of Schi st
here and the rest. O the few soldiers we had. It wasn't a | engthy
debate, because all of us found the answer rather obvious. The
sol di ers knew these tunnels, and none of us did, though our cal de
had spent sone time in them Furthernore, down here they m ght
encounter other soldiers whomthey could bring over to our side.
Plainly then, the best use that could be made of themwas to send
them back here to scout the eneny's dispositions, and augnment their
nunber if they could."

"Al'l right, but how d you know he was in there fromthe dirt on
nmy spade?"

"I't was fresh, as | said. Still somewhat danp. | asked about the
grave that | ooked nost new, and read the date on the paper, and
it wasn't nearly new enough. So sonebody el se had been burying

sonet hing. | thought of an ear, as they're called, or sonething of the
sort, though to the best of my know edge Sand didn't have one." She
fell silent, listening to their echoing footsteps.

"Go on," Spider urged her

"Eventually | realized that room back there was a better place. A
soldier as intelligent as Sand would surely anticipate that we woul d
stop there to eat and talk. He'd want to know what we said, since
you mi ght say something that would be of value to him He was
right, because as soon as we arrived | began asking ny questions.
At any rate, he had Schist hide and listen, and when we left we were
goi ng here."

Al ready, too soon as it seenmed to Maytera M nt, they had passed
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beneath the great iron door, and Renpbra was staring at Schist. She
called, "It's all right, Your Enmi nence! W have been rescued, and
Spi der is our prisoner."

The earth around Renora erupted as two nore soldiers freed
thensel ves fromit.

Chapter 9 -- A Piece of Pas

Auk pounded on the door of the old nmanse on Brick Street with
the butt of his needler. Behind him Incus cleared his throat, a
soft and apol ogetic noise that might have issued froma rabbit or
a squirrel. Behind Incus, twenty-two nen and women murnured to
one anot her.

Auk pounded agai n.

"He's in there, trooper," Hanmerstone decl ared. "Sonebody is,
anyhow. | hear him"

"I didn"t," Auk remarked, "and | got good ears."

"Not good enough. Want ne to bust the door, Patera?"

_By no nmeans_. Auk, ny son, allow _ne_."

Wearily, Auk stepped away fromthe door. "You think you can
knock better than me, Patera, you go right ahead."

"My _knock_ would be no nore effectual than _your own_, ny son,
feel quite confident. Less so , if anything. My _mind_, however, may yet
be of _service_ ."

"Patera's the smartest bio there is," Hamrerstone told the crowd,
"the smartest in the whole Worl " They edged forward, trying to peer
around him

Incus drew hinself up to his full height, which was by no neans great.

" Blessed_ be this manse , in the Mst Sacred Nanme_ of

_Pass Father of the Gods , in whose nanme _we_ cone. Blessed be it
in the nane of _Gracious Echidna, H's Consort , in those of their
_Sons_ and their _Daughters_ alike, this day and until _Pas's
Plan_ attains _fulfillment_, in the name of _Scylla_, Patroness

of this Qur Holy City of Viron and _my own_ patroness."

Hamrer st one | eaned toward him reporting in a harsh stage
whi sper, "They stopped noving around in there, Patera."

Incus filled his lungs again. "Patera _Jerboa! For you we have the
_highest and holiest_veneration. | _who speak am |ike you a
holy augur . Indeed, | am nore_, for | am _that augur_ whom
Scintillating Scylla herself_has chosen_to |lead the _Chapter_
of Qur Holy City .

"Acconpanying nme_ are two _|aynmen_ who _thensel ves_ have
the greatest of clains to your revered attention_, for they are _Auk
and _Hammerstone , the biochem cal person and the _chem cal _ one,
_cojoined , selected by Lord Pas hinself_to execute his will at a

_holy sacrifice_ at which | presided, this very--"
The door opened a hand's breadth, and the pale, affrighted face of
Pat era Shell appeared. "You--you... Are you really an augur?"

"I _am, ny son. But if _you are Patera Jerboa , the augur of this
mant ei on, you are the wong_ Patera Jerboa, one whomwe do
_not_ seek."

From behi nd Hammer st one, the forenost of Auk's followers
decl ared, "He ain't no augur! Twi g his gipon."

Incus turned back to address him one snall foot bl ocking the
door. "Onh, but he is_, ny son. Do | _not know _nmy own kind?_ No nere
_tunic_ can deceive nme_."

"Yeah," Auk put in, "he's a augur right enough, or | never seen
one. Cmnere, Patera." Catching Shell's wist, he jerked himthrough
the doorway. "Wat's your nanme?"

file:/lIF|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe,%20Gene%?20...3%20-%20Exodus%20from%20the%20Long%20Sun.txt (98 of 243) [1/17/03 4:01:29 AM]



file:///F)/rah/Gene%20W ol fe/Wol fe,%20Gene%620-%20L ong%20Sun%62003%20-%20Ex0dus%20from%620the%620L ong%20Sun.txt

Shell only stared at himw th wi de eyes, his nouth opening and

shut ti ng.

"He's Patera Shell, my acolyte," announced a white-bearded man
who had taken Shell's place; his antiquated voice creaked and groaned
i ke the wheel of an overloaded cart, although he wore a brilliant
blue tunic intended for a young man. "I'm Patera Jerboa, and |'m
augur here." Hi s rheuny eyes fastened upon Incus, "You're |ooking
for me. | don't hear nuch any nmore, but | heard that. Very well."

Jerboa stepped through the doorway and traced the sign of addition
between Incus and hinsel f, nmaking it both higher and w der than was
currently customary. "Do what you came to, but let Shell go."

Auk already had. "You're the cull, all right. You got a W ndow
in your manteion, Patera?"

"I't would not be a nmanteion wthout one. |'ve--" Jerboa coughed
and spat. "l've served ny Wndow for sixty-one years. 1'd..." He
fell silent, sucking his gunms as he | ooked ftom Auk to I ncus and
back. "Who's in charge here?"

"I am" Auk told him and offered his hand. "I'm what you call a
t heodi dact, Patera. Patera |Incus there ought to have told you. | been
enlightened by Tartaros. Right now, |'mdoing a job for his pa. So're
they." He jerked his thunb at Hammerstone and |ncus, then held out
hi s hand agai n.

Jerboa clasped it, his own hand dry and cold, with a grip that
seenmed oddly weak for its size; for a noment his eyes were bright.
"I was going to say that I'd like to die in front of ny Sacred W ndow,

my son, but you haven't conme to kill us."
"Course not. Thing is, Patera, you got a piece of Pas."
Shel |, who had rel axed sonmewhat, stared again.
"He wants it back now. He sent us to get it for him"
"My son--"

"That's the job | been tal king about, Patera. That's what he asked
me to do for himat the theophany."

One of Auk's followers called, "This afternoon, Pateral W were
there!™

"There has been another?" Jerboa lifted his raddled old face to the
vani shing thread of gold that was the I ong sun, and seened at that
monent nearly as tall as Auk.

"At Silk's manteion!" the same follower called

Auk nodded. "Only this tine it was Pas, Patera. You know about
that, don't you? You seen himone tinme yourself, that's what
he said."

"He did," Shell announced unexpectedly.

"Di mber here." Auk felt the last lingering doubt nelt away, and
grinned. "That's good, Patera. That's real good! People tal k about
how long it's been since any god cone to a Wndow, or they did
"fore Kypris told us we could solve any place we wanted that night.
Only they don't never say when last time was, or who it was that
got the god to cone. Pas said it was you and gave your name, but
we didn't know where to find you."

Shel | | ooked beseechingly at Incus. "I don't understand, Patera.
The Peace of Pas? Patera's brought the Peace of Pas to thousands,
I'"msure, but--"

"A chunk of him" Hamrerstone explained. "Like a slice, sort of,
or if I was to unscrew one of ny fingers."

"W need some aninmals for him" Auk announced, raising his voice.
"A whole herd of "em _Listen up, you culls! W found him This right
here's the holy augur that's got a piece of Pas in his head, a piece
that Pas wants back. Qur job was to find him | nean mne and
Hanmer stone's, and Patera's here."

A sibyl, herself stooped and ol d, appeared |ike a shadow at Jerboa's
side. "Are they going to hurt you, Patera? | canme through the manse.
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| broke the rule, but | don't care. If you are--if they're going to do
sonet hing bad to you..."
"I't will be all right, Maytera,
"Everything's going to be all right.
Still addressing his followers, Auk told them "W did our job, and
it's your turn. You want to be part of this? Part of the biggest thing
that's ever happened yet? You want to bring Pas back for people
everywhere in the whorl? You get us those ani mals now, good ones.
Get 'em anyway you can, and bring 'emback to this manteion."

the ol d augur assured her

"You can't answer your own door," Mytera Marble scol ded Sil k.
"You sinply cannot!"

He resunmed his seat, vaguely unhappy that the |onged-for respite
fromthe stacks of paper before himwould be postponed. The city's
various accounts at the Fisc totalled--he tapped his pencil in
unconscious initation of Swallow -not nuch over four hundred
thousand cards. In private hands it woul d have been a vast fortune;
but the Guard had to be paid, as did the comnr ssioners, clerks, and
other functionaries, to say nothing of the contractors who sonetines
cl eaned the streets and were supposed to keep themin repair.

H's mouth twisting, he recalled his promse--so lightly given--to
reward those who had fought bravely on either side.

Al four taluses would have to be paid for as well before Swall ow
woul d deliver even one; it was in the contract he had signed | ess than
an hour ago. Long before those taluses were finished, the Guard
woul d need food, amunition, and repairs to five arnmed fl oaters.

(For the tenth or twelfth tine that day, Silk considered using those
floaters in the tunnels and rejected it.) Meanwhile, both the taluses
the Guard enployed currently, the remant of those it had when the
fighting began, would have to be paid as well.

Maytera Marbl e reentered, bowing. "lIt's Generalissinm Oosik,
Patera. He desires to speak with you at once." Qosik's bulky form
was visible in the reception hall beyond the ornate doorway, rocking
back and forth with inpatience.

"OfF course," Silk said heartily. "Show himin, please, Mytera.
apol ogi ze for asking you to get the door."

"It was no trouble, Patera. | was glad to do it."

Behi nd her, Oosik was already marching into the room he halted
before Silk's work table and saluted with a flourish and a click of
polished heels. "I trust that your wounds are not too troubl esone,

Cal de.

"Not at all, Ceneralissinm. Thank you, Maytera--that will be
"Cof fee, Patera? Tea?"

Qosi k shook his head.

"No, but thank you." Silk waved her away. "Pull up a chair,
Generalissino. Sit down and rel ax. Have you found--?"

Oosi k shook his head. "I regret not, Calde."

"Sit down. What is it, then?"

"You wat ched the parade, as | did." Qosik carried over an armnl ess
chair that | ooked too small for him

"The CGuard detachment was amazingly trim | thought, for having
just been taken fromthe fighting."

"Pah!" Qosik bl ew aside the detachnment. "I thank you, Calde. You
are gracious. But the Trivigauntis? That was the thing to see, Siyuf's
hor de. "

Si |l k, who had been wondering how to bring up the natters that
had occupied his mind earlier in the afternoon, tried to seize the

al | .

opportunity. "It was what | didn't see that seenmed nost significant.
Sit down, please. | don't like having to | ook up at you like this."
Qosi k sat. "You saw their infantry. | hope you were inpressed,
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as | was."

"Of course."

"Also their cavalry. A great deal of that, Calde. Twi ce what | had
expected." Oosi k wound one end of his white-tipped nustache around
his finger and tugged.

"The cavalry was beautiful, certainly, but | was struck by their
guns; |I'd never seen big guns like that. Do we--do you have any,
Gener al i ssi np?"

"A few, yes. Never as nany as | would like. Wiat did you think
of their floaters, Calde?"

"There weren't any."

"What of the taluses? | should like your opinion, Calde."

Sil k shook his head. "You won't get it, Generalissinp. There weren't
any of those either. That is a matter--"

"Precisely so!" Qosik released his nustache and waved his forefinger

to enphasi ze his point. "I do not seek to enbarrass you, Calde. Every
man knows nuch upon sone subjects, little or nothing on others. It
cannot be otherw se. No one can predict what will happen in war, yet

a conmander nust try. Wat sort of fighting does Siyuf anticipate
here? A horde shapes itself as a man dresses, at one tine to hunt, at
another to attend the theater. | have seen her horde now, and | wll
tell you."

Sil k, who had been about to speak at length hinself, said, "Please
do, Generalissino."

"She will fight above ground, not in tunnels. Not in the city, either,
or little. Infantry, Calde, for fighting in a city, and to defend one.
The guns that so inpressed you are for defense also. Mstly she wll
attack. Thus she brings cavalry, which can go swiftly to a place chosen
by herself in her airship and strike w thout warning. She spoke of
mules to free her guns fromnud. | overheard your talk, for which
I hope you will forgive nme."

"Of course you did; you were standing beside General Saba."

"Exactly so. Wiy not taluses, Calde? In your GQuard, we use
our taluses to free mred guns and even wagons, and a talus is
stronger than thirty mules. Wiy will she not use taluses, and tel
you so?"

"Because she hasn't got any. | noticed it at the time, and before the
parade was over | becane very conscious of it. It nmay be that no one in
Trivigaunte knows how to nmake them though I'd think unenpl oyed
tal uses would go there seeking work if that were the case."

"They have kept their taluses at hone to defend their city, Calde.
Their floaters, too. Those are best for forcing a city street, however.
I would think thembest for tunnels, also."

"l agree."

"They woul d have been destroyed in the tunnels, fighting the soldiers
and tal uses of the Ayuntaniento. You see."

Silk, who feared that he saw only too well, said, "Not as clearly
as I'd like. G on, CGeneralissinp."

"My wife visits a woman who professes to reveal the future to her."
Qosi k tugged his nustache again. "She says she does not believe this,
but she does. | have upbrai ded her without effect. A man w thout a
wife is spared a full half of life's unpleasantness.”

"We augurs," Silk said carefully, "profess to reveal the future, too.
That is to say, we profess to read the will of the gods in the entrails
of their sacrifices. | admt that the intestines of a sheep seemlike
an unlikely tablet even for a god, but history records many striking
i nstances of accurate predictions."”

A slight smile elevated Oosik's nustache. "My change of topic did
not disconfit you, Calde."

"Not at all."
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"Good. | nentioned this worman because she and many |ike her are
false, and | do not wish you to think me a fal se prophet like them If
| predict, with success, the next event of the war, will that increase
my credit with you?"

"It can go no higher, Generalissinp."

"Then this will denonstrate that | deserve the confidence you repose
in me. Siyuf will send a force of substance into the tunnels. It wll
bravely engage the eneny, and there will be terrible fighting. You,

I think, Calde, will be taken to see it, if you will go. You will find
a tunnel choked with bodies."

Si | k nodded thoughtfully.

"Once nore in the Juzgado, you will insist that the force be
wi t hdrawn, those gallant young girls. Soon it will be, and after that,
Siyuf will fight in the tunnels no nore."

"You are a fal se prophet, CGeneralissinmo," Silk told him "Having

heard your prophesy, | won't permt that to happen."
"I'n which case we nust fight there, and because they are narrow,
a hundred or two at a tinme. One by one we will |lose our floaters

and taluses, and with them scores of troopers. It will be slow
work, and while it is done our nunbers will grow | ess each day.
These thousands and thousands of troopers of General Mnt's, who
constitute so formi dable a force. Can you afford to pay then®?"

Sil k shook his head.

"Then what will there be to hold them if there is little fighting
for then? A trooper fights for honor, Calde, whether he is Genera
Skate's trooper or hers. O fromloyalty. O for |oot sonetinmes. But
he waits for pay. He will not wait without it, because when there
is no fighting there is no honor to win, no flag to die for, no | oot

to gain."
"The Trivigauntis are stronger than we are already," Silk said
pensively. "I think so at |east, after what | saw today."

Qosi k shook his head. "Not yet, Calde, though Mnt's ranks have
begun to thin, perhaps. By the end of the winter--" Qosik was
interrupted by climes, and Horn's hurrying footsteps.

The three augurs had agreed that Jerboa would offer the first victim

and the largest. The rest--eight had been |l ed through the chill dusk into
the old manteion on Brick Street, and nmore were expected nomentarily--woul d
be di vided between Incus and Shell, with Incus offering the

second, fourth, sixth, and eighth, and each choosing freely fromthose
avail abl e, as long as he did not choose the | argest.

Auk, who had been a silent witness to their discussion, watched
with interest as Jerboa tottered to the anbion; this feeble frame, this
snowy- hai red, hal f-naked skull, contained a tiny fragnment of G eat
Pas, Lord of the Worl and Father of the Seven. Did it know it was
about to be reclai ned?

Shag yes, Auk told himself, it was bound to. He, Auk, had expl ai ned
the whole thing to old Jerboa, hadn't he? How gods could tear chunks
of f themselves without getting snmaller, and how they could slip those
into a cull. The chunk could be jefe then if it wanted to, but it didn't
have to. It could, as he had been at pains to make clear, just go al ong.
It was |like a buck on a donkey. Sure, he could order it around, make
it trot or stop, turn one way or the other--only he didn't have to.
Maybe he'd just let go of the reins, hook a | eg over the pomel, and
snoodge, letting his donkey graze or | ook for water, or whatever it
wanted to. That was what Pas had done for years and years, but
how | ong woul d he keep it up?

"My very dear new friends," Jerboa began, "I know you have not,
any of you--" He coughed and clearly wi shed to spit, but swall owed.
"That you haven't come out here and brought the gods nore fine
of ferings than we've seen since... | don't know "
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Benevol ently, he | ooked toward the sibyls gathered about the fire
that the youngest was kindling on the altar. "Maytera Wod, you've
a better nenory. They just brought another calf. That nakes three.

No, four. Four nice calves and four lanbs, and a colt. W'IIl have a
bull before we're done, | declare... Wiat was | going to ask you
about, Maytera?"

"When we'd had better animals," the oldest sibyl told him "It was
when you cane fromthe schola, Patera. Your parents and your aunt
bought a bull ock and a peacock, and--oh, dear. It was Mytera
Sal via who told me. Wat el se did she say?"

"A nonkey," Jerboa informed her. "I recollect the nonkey, Mytera."
He had not |iked offering the nonkey, and sonething of that showed
in his face after sixty-one years. "It doesn't matter. There were nine,

one for each of the Nine."

As if they were a backward class, he fixed his eyes on Auk and
Hamrer st one, and those of Auk's followers who had returned. "There
are nine great gods, as all you young people should know. That's Pas
and Echidna, and their children. What ny father and nmy aunt did was
to buy a gift for each, for me to give themthe first time | sacrificed
On that altar right over there it was. Mdst were snmall. Sone kind of
a singing bird for Mdlpe, and a nole for Tartaros, and the nonkey.
I recollect those."

Incus, waiting with Shell, stirred inpatiently.

If Jerboa noticed, he did not betray it. "Wat they were doi ng was
a very inmportant thing. They were starting a young nan off--" He
coughed again. "Excuse it. The gods' will, I"'msure. | just want to say

it's a nore inportant thing that we're doing tonight. A god, not just
any god but Lord Pas hinself, they say, has told these new gentl enen
and Patera--Patera--?"

"Incus," Hamrerstone pronpted froma front seat.

"What's an incus anyway? | don't think |I've offered an incus in
all ny years. Well, never nmind. One of those little things that live in
trees and eat the birds' eggs, | imagine." Another cough. "Told them
if they'd find ne... Is that right?"

I ncus, who had been on the point of objecting violently a nonent
before, exerted self-control. " You_ are indeed the augur whom Pas
_himsel f_ designated, Patera, if you are that _Jerboa_ whom he
i nt ended. "

Shel | added encouragingly, "I'msure you are, Patera."

"I'f they'd find me and sacrifice, he'd come again, he said. Have
got that right?"

Hamrer st one, I ncus, and even Shell nodded confirmation, as did
nmost of those assenbl ed; there was a stir at the back of the manteion
as an imensely tall worshipper led in a tane baboon

"What | wanted to say while our good sibyls get the fire going is
that it's not alittle thing. Not a little thing at all. Theophanies over
on Sun Street lately, and this you' ve cone from nakes three. But
I"mno stranger to them not what you could call a stranger at all."

He turned, shuffling around behind his ambion to address | ncus.
"You tal ked to Pas, did you?"

"I _did_." Incus swelled with pride.
Jerboa faced about again. "He said he was going to cone. Wl
we'll see. It'll be a great thing, a trenendous thing. If it happens."
Mayt era Whod presented himwith the knife of sacrifice, the signa
that the sacred fire was burning satisfactorily. "I'll have that black
calf with the white face," he deci ded.
"Bird back!"

Bi son halted before Silk's table and saluted at the very nonent that
O eb, who had been riding on Horn's shoul der, |anded upon Silk's
head; no slightest twitching of Bison's thick black beard betrayed
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amusenent, although it seened to Silk that there had been the
briefest possible flicker of hilarity in Bison's dark and darting eyes.

"I'"'mearly, Calde," Bison confessed. "I cane beforehand because
want to talk to you. If you object, | understand. Go ahead and tel
me. But | have to talk to you, and | hope you'll let nme when you're
t hrough. "

"W coul d have tal ked at dinner." Silk was thinking about Bison's
salute. Bison had not tried to imtate a Guardsman's click, snap, and
flourish, which would al nbst certainly have rendered hi mridicul ous;
yet the salute had conveyed respect for order and the office of cal de,
plainly and even attractively.

"Not alone. Part of what |'mgoing to say..

Bi son | et the thought

trail off.
Qosi k rose. "We nust speak nore upon our topic, Calde. Not now,
but soon. | hope you agree."
Si | k nodded, causing Oreb to hop fromhis head to his left
shoul der.
"Wth your permission, | shall look in on ny son. | hope he is well
enough to attend. | will return at eight."

Silk glanced at the clock; it was after seven. "OF course. Tell your
son, please, that all of us hold high hopes for his recovery." Qosik
sal uted and nmade an about face.

St epping aside for Qosik, Horn put in, "Wllet's back with Mster
Xi phias, Calde. He asked ne to tell you."

Silk was on the point of instructing Horn to call Hossaan by his
true nane, but thought better of it. If Hossaan had called hinself
Wl let, Hossaan had no doubt had a reason

"Master Xiphias's in the Blue Room He says he doesn't have to
see you before dinner unless you want to see him"

"That's good." Silk smled. "I"'min dire need of people who don't
have to see nme. | wish that there were nore. You'd better go hone
now, Horn, or you'll mss supper.”

"Nettle and ne are going to help. W'll get sonething."
"Fi sh heads?" Oreb inquired.

"If there are any, I'll save themfor you," Horn proni sed.

"Very well, Horn, and thank you." Silk returned to Bison. "Wen
I heard you were here early, | hoped that you had cone to tell ne
you'd found Maytera Mnt. | take it you haven't."

"No, Calde, but that's what | want to talk to you about."

"Then sit down and do it. | don't have |ong before dinner--the
other guests will be here soon--but we can finish up afterward if
we nust."

Bi son sat; |ike Oosik, he seened too large for the chair. "You' ve
talked to Loris and Potto on a glass, Calde."

Si | k nodded.

"They won't talk to me. | know, because | tried before | came here.

But they talked to you, and they might talk to you again. | want you
to ask themto let you see General Mnt for yourself. They say they've
got her. Make themprove it."

"Why do you doubt them Col onel ?"

Bi son sighed and | eaned back. "I knew you'd ask that. | don't blane
you, | would too. Just the sane, | kept hoping you wouldn't."

"Poor man!" Oreb conm serated

"When | ask to see her, they'll want to know why. | nust have
sonething to tell them and the nore conpelling it is, the nore
likely it will be that they' |l show her to us--assum ng that they
have her."

"You'll let me watch?"

"Certainly." Silk paused, his forefinger tracing circles on his cheek

"You're enptionally involved. Oeb senses it, and so do |I. | hope you
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won't | et your attachnent to Maytera M nt, one that | feel nyself,
goad you into acting rashly.

"l hope so, too, Calde." Bison clenched hairy fists that |ooked as
big as hans. "You' ve been down in the tunnels. You said so during
that neeting."

"Bad hol e!"

"Well, so have |. Maybe | should ve told you then, but | didn't
because it didn't seemrelevant and | didn't want you to think |I was
showi ng of f. There's a way down in the Oilla, and |'mpretty sure
there's nore, besides the one under the Juzgado that Sand and his
sol di ers used. "

Silk nodded. It had not occurred to himthat Bison mght be a
thief, and he adjusted his mnd to the new informati on as Bi son
spoke agai n.

"I got a hunch after a while. | renenbered a place down there, an
ol d guardroomthat they used when there were sol diers underneath
the city all the tinme. | had a feeling they m ght have taken her there,

and went in with thirty of ny troopers to check it out nyself."

"Bad hole!" Oreb repeated; and Silk nodded again. "It is a bad hol e,
and |'mnot in the |east sure that what you did was w se, Col onel.
under stand why you did it, however.

"We found the place all right." The big hands cl asped and seened
intent upon pulling each other's fingers off "The door was open, and
there were bl oodstains all over the floor. Fresh blood, Calde."

"Wi ch coul d have been anybody's." Silk hoped that his expression
did not reveal the dismay he felt. "Horn! Horn, would you conme back
in here for a nmonment, please?"

"When we got back to the sufface, | tried to talk to the Ayuntaniento
on a glass," Bison continued. "There used to be one in that old
guardroom | think, but it was stolen a long tinme ago, if there was.
Anyway, | tried to talk to Potto, and when he wouldn't, to Loris.

Then to Tarsier or Galago. None of them would speak to nme. That
was when | cane here."

"Did you ask your glass to find Maytera for you?"

Bi son shook his head. "It didn't occur to ne. Do you think they
nm ght have her where there's a glass?"

Horn burst in. "Yes, Patera? | nean Cal de.

"It's late," Silk said, "and |'mgetting tired. It seens to nme that |'ve
been inviting people to dinner all day long, and relying on Maytera
to keep track of everybody. Wuld you ask her, please, as soon as
she has tinme, to wite nme a conplete list of the guests we expect?"

"I can tell you, Calde. O wite it out for you if you'd rather. |
wote the placecards and put them around."

"Tell me then. If | need a witten list afterward, |1'll have you do
it."

"You, Calde, at the head of the table. On your right will be
Generalissino Siyuf. Maytera said we had to put her there because
the dinner was to wel come her to the city."

Silk nodded. "Quite right."

"Then Hi s Cogni zance. She'll be between you and him"

Oreb fluttered unconfortably; Silk said, "Go on."

"Then Ceneral Saba, she's the captain of their airship. Then Col one
Bi son. "

"I''"'m Col onel Bison," Bison explained. "I cane a little early to speak
to the Cal de."

"CGood man!" Oeb assured Horn.

"Horn is one of the boys at our palaestra," Silk told Bison. "The
| eader of the boys at our palaestra, | ought to say, and he's been
worth a hundred cards to us. Continue, if you please, Horn."

"Sure. Colonel Bison, then Generalissinb Siyuf's staff officer,
whoever she is. And then Maytera at the foot of the table, only
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I don't think she's going to sit down there nmuch and talk to people,
Cal de. She's too excited and worried about sonething goi ng wong
in the kitchen. That's the chair closest to the kitchen."

"Of course.

"On her right there'll be General Saba's staff officer, then Chenille,
then Master Xiphias."

"I"'mbeginning to lose track," Silk told him "Were will Generalissino
Oosi k sit?"

"On your left, Calde. Then his son. Wen he got here, he said please
put his son right beside him because he's been so sick. He's worried
about him™

"Naturally," Silk said.

"Then Master Xiphias on the Generalissinm's son's left."

"If 1'"ve been followi ng you, there should be five people on the
right side of the table and five on the left." Silk counted on his
fingers. "Right--Siyuf, H's Cognizance, Saba, Col onel Bison here,
and Siyufs staff officer. Left--QOosik, his son, X phias, Chenille, and
Saba's staff officer.

"That's right, Calde, and you and Maytera nmake twel ve."

"Bird eat?"

"Yes indeed." Silk smled, glancing sidelong at Oreb. "I wouldn't
think of dining without your conmpany. Unfortunately you'd nake
thirteen at table the way things stand; you won't, however, because
I"masking Horn to ask Maytera to set one nore place to ny inmedi ate
|eft--a place for General Mnt. Please letter a card for her as well,
Horn, and set her place exactly like all the others. It will nake the
left side a trifle nore crowded than the right, but the guests on that
side will have to bear it."

"It's areal big table, Calde. It won't be bad."

"I know, |'ve seen it. Perhaps General Mnt will cone. Let's hope
so. She'll certainly be welcone if she does."

"Very wel cone," Bison runbl ed.

"So they--no, wait a nmonent. \What about Micor? Surely she isn't
going to help you in the kitchen. Isn't she going to eat with us?"

Horn | ooked slightly enbarrassed. "Maytera thought it'd be
better for her to eat in her room Calde. She isn't always--you know. "

"Mayt era Marbl e's granddaughter,"” Silk explained to Bison. "I don't
bel i eve you' ve net her."

Bi son shook hi s head.

"She nust certainly eat with us. Tell Maytera | insist upon it.
She had better be close to Maytera, however. Put her on the right
side, between Maytera and Ceneralissino Siyuf's staff officer. That
gives us six on each side, and fourteen places--fifteen diners in all,
including Oreb. Be sure to letter a placecard for Micor as well as
one for General Mnt."

Silk heaved a sigh of relief, feeling better than he had since early
that norning; his informal dinner no | onger seened a nere fornmality,
and when the dinner was over the formalities (which he had cone to
detest) would be over as well. "She may be dead,"” he told Bison. "Wth
all ny heart, | pray she isn't, but she may be."

Bi son nodded gl oomily.

"Even if she is, however--even if we were to find her body, even
if we knew beyond doubt that she was dead--we dare not let the
Trivigauntis know it, or even suspect we think it. She has won nore
victories than any other conmander we've got, and the better chance
they think we have of winning, the nore help they will provide us.

Am | making nysel f clear?"

Bi son nodded again. "W nustn't |et her troopers know, either.
Hal f would go after her on their own, if they knew the Ayuntanriento's
got her."
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"Or your troopers. Quite correct." Silk pushed back his chair and
stood up. "Conme with nme; there's a glass in the next room"

The gauntl etted hand of old Jerboa withdrew the knife of sacrifice, and
the calf fell to its knees and rolled over on its side, its spurting bl ood
captured in an earthenware chalice held by one of the younger sibyls.
Wth nore dexterity than Auk woul d have believed he possessed,
Jerboa cut off the calfs head and laid it on the fire. The right rear
hoof gave himsone difficulty, but he persisted.

A fleeting fleck of color in the Sacred Wndow caught Auk's eye.
He gasped, and it was gone.

The inpact of the call's final hoof sent up a fountain of scarlet
sparks; Jerboa faced the Wndow, hands aloft. "Accept, O G eat
Pas--" He coughed. "Pas who art of all gods..."

The wi ndow bl oomed pi nk, violet, and gold. As Auk watched
open- nout hed, the dancing hues coal esced into a face of nore than
human beauty--one that he saw as plainly as he had ever seen any
other woman's. "You seek ny lover," the goddess said.

"W do, O Great Coddess." Jerboa's reedy old voice was weaker
than ever. "W seek himbecause we seek to do his will."

Auk blurted, "He said he'd cone if we'd find Patera.”

The goddess's violet eyes left Jerboa. "So nuch love... So nuch
| ove here. Auk? You are Auk? Find her, Auk. Clasp her to you
Never part."
"All right," Auk said, and repeated, "All right." It was difficult to
argue with a goddess. "I sure will, Kindly Kypris. Only Pas gave us
this job. W had to find Patera, so we did. Now we got to find Pas,
got to get the two together, like."

"The Grand Manteion. Auk." The goddess's shining eyes left him
opening their bottom ess | akes to Jerboa once nore. "WII| you go,
old man? Dear old man, so filled with love...? WIIl you find ny
| over and your god? Jerboa?"

The ol d augur struggled to speak. Shell said, "I'lIl take him G eat
CGoddess. W'll go together." H's voice was stronger than Auk had
ever heard it.

Al t hough he could not tear his gaze from hers, Incus, on his knees,
scuttl ed backward. "I am _pledged ..."

"To prevent ny mschief.” Kypris's |aughter was the peal of icy
bells. "To kill fifty? A hundred children. O nore, that little Scylla
may heed you. Honely little Scylla, with her father's tenperanent
and her nother's intellect.”

I ncus seened incapabl e of speech or notion

"You'll require a sacrifice... Auk? Not children."

"Not children," Auk repeated, and felt an inmense relief.

"My lover. Pas? My lover is engaged with his wife. At present."”
This time the precious bells were warm and nerry. "Not in making

more... Brats? You call themsprats. No. Ch, no. W ping her out
of core. Do you know what that means? Auk?" Kypris's smle found
Shell. "Tell him.."
"He don't have to, Kindly Kypris. | got it."
"You will need a victim To get ny lover's attention. Not a child..

Auk? Somet hi ng unusual . Think upon it."

"Avictimin the grand Mantei on," Auk repeated nunbly.

"Several. Perhaps. Auk. | offer no... Suggestions. But tonight. As
qui ckly as you can." For a hal f-second her high, ivory-snooth brow
wrinkled in thought. "The piece the old man has may aid himin the
fight. I hope so."

As Silk linmped into the room one of the waiters provided by Erm ne's
pull ed out his chair for him He halted behind it, his hands resting on
the back. Bison, smiling broadly, nade his way down the table to his
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seat near the foot.

"Wel cone," Silk said. He had intended to wel cone themin the
nane of the gods, but the words died unspoken. "Wl cone in the
nane of the City of Viron, to all of you. | deeply regret that | was
unabl e to wel cone nost of you when you arrived; but | was engaged
with Col onel Bison. Maytera will have wel conmed you, | feel sure, in

Scylla's nane."

At the other end of the table, Mytera Marbl e nodded.

Xi phi as whi spered, "Sit down | ad! Want your |eg worse?"

"I'n which case," Silk continued, "I welcome you in the nanme of
hi m who enlightened ne, the Qutsider, the only god | trust."

"He is right, Calde." Oosik pushed back his chair. "If you will not,
my son and | must rise. W cannot renain seated while our superior
stands." The pale cornet on his left was struggling to get to his feet
al r eady.

"OfF course. That was thoughtless of nme, Generalissinob. | beg your
pardon, and your son's." Silk sat, finding his inlaid rosewod chair
rather too high. "I was about to say that | do trust him now, though
it's very hard for nme to trust any god."

"We are like children, Patera Calde," Quetzal told him and Oeb
flew fromSilk's shoulder to perch upon the topnost |evel of the crysta
chandelier. "A child has to trust its parents, even when they're not to
be trusted."

The pal e cornet |ooked up with a flash of anger that seened as
much a synptom as an enotion. "Wat are you two inplying!"

"Not hing, Mattak. Nothing at all." H's father's big hand covered
hi s.

Siyuf's laugh was clear, pleasant, and unaffected. "So we feel of
Sphi gx, Calde. But are we fighting anong oursel ves so quick as this?

At hone we nmake a rule that there is allowed no fighting until the
fourth bottle."”

"That's a good rule," Bison put in, still smling. "But the tenth m ght
be better.”

The young of ficer had already rel axed, slunping back in his chair;
Silk smled, too. "I don't know what the proper formis, but this is

a thoroughly informal dinner anyway. Ceneralissino Siyuf, have
you met your fellow diners? |I know you know Hi s Cogni zance
and Generalissinm Oosik."

"There is one | should particularly like to nmeet, Calde Silk. That
very promsing girl who sits with Major Hadale."

The nmajor, a gaunt, hard-faced woman of about forty, said, "Her
nane is Chenille, Generalissinp. She's living here in the pal ace

tenmporarily."

Si yuf cocked an eyebrow at Silk. "I am surprise that you have not
seated her next to you. She could fit in very easily here between you
and me."

"Good girl!" Oreb assured Siyuf fromhis lofty perch

"Mpjor Hadale is correct,” Silk told Siyuf. "Her name is Chenille,
and she's a close friend. So much has happened since we net that |
could call her an old one. She has been hel ping Maytera here, haven't
you, Chenille?"

She stared down at her plate. "Yes, Patera.”

"I's there anyone el se? What about Master Xi phias?"

"l have not this pleasure." Siyuf's eyes renai ned upon Chenille.

"Master Xiphias is ny fencing teacher and ny friend, as well as
the best swordsman | have ever seen.”

"Rich, too, lad! Rich! You asked nme to open the wi ndow, renenber?
Up there in Ermine' s! Everybody heard you! Think they'd stay away
after that? Breaking nmy door down! Doubl ed ny charges Mol psday,
tripled themyesterday. It's the truth!"

"I am happy for you," Siyuf told him "Your Cal de speaks of
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swordsnen. He has never seen a swordswonan, perhaps. Soon we
must cross blades for him"
Silk recalled Hyacinth's feigned fencing with the azoth; to hide what
he felt, he said, "W are neglecting the cornet. Neither Generalissinp
Si yuf nor | have net you, Cornet. That is our |oss, beyond doubt.
Are you a swordsman? As a cavalry officer, you nust be."
"I am Cornet Mattak, Calde," the young officer announced politely.
"My sword has been drawn agai nst you. |I'msure you know that. Now
I long to draw it again, in your service."
"You nust recover your health first,"” his father told him

Quetzal murrmured, "I will pray for him GCeneralissinbp. W augurs
teach others to pray for their foes. W try, at |east. W sel dom get
a chance to pray for ours, because we have so few |'mgrateful for

this opportunity.”

Maytera Marble was equally grateful for the opportunity to turn
the talk to religion. "It's Lord Pas who teaches us that, isn't it, Your
Cogni zance?"

"No, Maytera." Quetzal's hairless head swayed from side to side
above his |Iong, winkled neck

Mattak said, "I want to apol ogize, Your Cognizance. |'ve been
feverish..." H s voice faded as he met Quetzal's gaze

"My son has horrible dreans,” Qosik explained to the table at |arge.
"Even when he is awake--" He was interrupted by the arrival of the
wi ne, a huge bottle rich with dust and cobwebs.

"We've an extensive cellar here," Silk told Siyuf, "laid down by
my predecessor. Experts tell nme a good deal of it may have soured,
however. | know not hi ng about such things nyself."

The sommelier poured hima half finger, releasing a light arom
suggestive of wildflowers. "Not this, Calde."

"No, indeed." Silk swirled the pale fluid in his glass. "I really
don't need to taste it. No cerenpny could nean less." He tasted it
nonet hel ess, and nodded.

"Except these introductions,"” Bison said unexpectedly, "if the
generalissino's intelligence is as good as | imagine. |I'm Col one
Bi son, Ceneralissino.

"They are not," Siyuf told him "yet | hear of you, and | receive
a description | find accurate.” She let the sommelier half fill her
wi negl ass, then waved himaway. "You are Mnt's chief subordi nate.
Not |ong ago you are upon the sane footing as many ot hers. Now
you are their superior, answerable to her alone. Is it not so?"

"I'"'m her second in comand, yes."

"So well regarded that Calde Silk closets hinself with you before
this dinner. | congratulate you."

Si yuf paused, glancing around the table. "There is but one other
I do not know. That thin girl beside ny Col onel Abanja. She is
al so of the calde's househol d? Pretty Chenille, you nust know her.
Tell nme."

"Her name's Mucor, and she's Maytera's granddaughter," Chenille
expl ai ned. "W take care of her."

"This is by adoption, | take it."

Chenill e hesitated, then nodded.

"Hell o, Mucor. | am Generalissino Siyuf fromTrivigaunte. Are
we to hope that you will soon be a fine strong trooper? O a holy
worman |i ke your grandnother?"

Mucor did not reply. The sommelier paused, his bottle poised
above her w negl ass. Maytera Marble put her left hand over it, and
Sil k shook his head.

"l see. This is not fortunate. Calde Silk, you know of nmy Genera
Saba, and you have heard the names of Col onel Abanja and Maj or
Hadal e, also. WIIl you not tell nme of the enpty chair at your left?
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did not read the little card before sitting.

"Wait!" Siyuf raised her hand. "Let me to guess. Mne is the place
of honor. | amyour distinguished guest. But in the second is not
Generalissinmo Qosik as | expect, but another. It is then for soneone
deserving of exceptional honor, and not one of us, for Crane who
saved you fromthe eneny is now dead."

Surreptitiously, Silk made the sign of addition

"Tell nme if | amright as far as | have gone. If Crane is living and
I amwong, | like to know. "

"No, he's dead. | wish it weren't so."

A waiter whose livery differed fromthe others cane in with a tray
of hors d'oeuvres; as he set the first small plate before Siyuf, Silk
recogni zed hi mas Hossaan

If Siyuf herself had recognized himas well, she gave no indication
"Then Crane nust be dism ssed. Each officer here was permtted a
subordinate. That is our custom and | think it a good one. For ne,

Col onel Abanja, for ny General Saba is Mijor Hadale, and for your
own generalissinm his son. But there is here also Colonel Bison. Mnt
herself is not present.”

"You're entirely correct," Silk told Siyuf, still studying Hossaan out
of the corner of his eye; he handed Maytera Mnt's placecard to Siyuf
He had invited Bison hinself and forgotten to tell himthat he could
bring a subordinate, but there seemed little point in mentioning it.

"Bird eat?" The hors d' oeuvres included clams from Lake Lima,
and Oreb regarded them hungrily

"Of course," Silk told him "Conme down and take whatever
you fancy."

Oeb fluttered nervously. "Grl say."

"Me?" Chenille | ooked up at him "Wy Oeb, hownice! I'mflattered,
I really and truly am | always thought you |iked Auk better." She
gul ped, and Maytera Marble directed a searching glance at her. "Only
| don't blame you, because | do too. I'lIl get a bunch of these, and
you can have anything you want, |ike Patera says." Oeb glided from
t he chandeli er.

Si yuf asked Silk, "He is dead, this Auk?"

Si | k shook his head.

"He is not, and so this card," Siyuf held it up, "should be for him
Is that not so? He is alive, you say. But your General Mnt is as dead
as nmy Doctor Crane."”

Quet zal asked, "Are you sure, Ceneralissino? | have good reasons
for thinking otherw se."

"You have cut open sone sheep."

"Many, | fear."

"A god speaks to us, also. Sublime Sphigx cares nore for us than
any other city. She alone of the gods speaks to us in our ancient
tongue, speaking as we did in my nother's house, and as we speak
in mne."

Silk said, "The Hi gh Speech of Trivigaunte? |'ve heard of it, but
I don't believe |I've ever heard the | anguage itself. Could you say
sonmet hing for us? A prayer or a bit of poetry?"

Si yuf shook her head. "It is not for anusenent at dinner parties,
Cal de. Instead, | shall say what | set out to say. It is that no other
city is so close to its goddess as we. Look at you. You have a goddess,
you say. Scylla. Yet your wonen are slaves. |If Scylla cared for you,
she woul d care for them"

Mattak started to protest, but Siyuf raised her voice. "W who are
near the heart of Sphigx do not butcher beasts to read her will in offal
Each day we pray to her, and do not tease her with questions but offer
sincere praise. Wen we wish to know a thing, we go and find it out.
Your M nt has been shot." She | ooked at Saba for confirmation, and
Saba nodded.
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"This is not pleasant," Siyuf continued, "and | would Iike that |
amnot the one to say it. She went to treat with the eneny, is that
not so?"

From Saba's right, Bison answered, "Yes. It is."

"Wth a holy man to safeguard. The eneny has killed both.
Captured, they say, but | have spoken to their |eader, this man
Loris, and he cannot produce either." Siyuf waited for soneone to
contradi ct her, but no one did.

"Your Mnt was of greatest spirit. | would have |iked to speak to
her. Even a bout with practice swords, this old man to see fair play.
Al'l 1 have heard says plainly that she was of greatest spirit, and

I am sure that when she, who had cone to tal k peace, was nade
prisoner she would resist. Sone fool shot her and her holy nman
also, a filthy crine. | learned of this after our parade and al ready
I have set our Labor Corps to dig. W will find these tunnels, nake
a new entrance near the big | ake, and soon find one that shall |ead
us to this Ayuntamento of Viron. Then Mnt will be avenged."
Bi son gl anced at Silk; Silk nodded, and Bison said, "I nust tel
you, Ceneralissinp, that the calde and | saw General Mnt in his
gl ass before we sat down. The cal de had a place set for her originally

as a sort of signal, I'd say. He wanted to show that we hoped she
was still alive."

"That she would return to us soon," Silk added.

"Now that chair," Bison gestured, "is nore than a synbol. Cal de

Silk got a nonitor to show us what it had seen before we questioned
it, and it was General Mnt, with four other people and sone soldiers
and animals hurrying along a tunnel. She may join us before the
evening's over."

Si yuf pursed her lips. "If your Mnt was in the hands of soldiers,
is not that the eneny?"

Saba put down her wi neglass. "Vironese soldiers protected the cal de
when sone private guards tried to kill him sir. | nmentioned that..."
Her voice altered and her nouth assuned a ghastly grin. "I found her,
Silk. She was in the market. She bought a little animal that talks.
She's taking it where they kill them"

Chapter 10 -- A Life for Pas

Sergeant Sand had scranbled up first. Maytera M nt, exhausted and
practically suffocated by the ash that filled the air of the tunnel,
thought it strange that it should be |arge enough to admit his bul ky
steel body. She had purified the altar of the old mantei on on Sun
Street nmany tinmes, and although she told herself that she nust surely
be m staken, it seened to her that its chute had been scarcely half as
| arge as this one.

"These victins, eh?" Renmora coughed, eyeing the yearling tunne
gods El and had taken charge of. "For, hem, Pas. Hi s--er--ah--ghost?"

Schi st nodded. "That's what the Prol ocutor says."

"You're saying that Pas is dead." Maytera M nt was by no neans
sure she believed such a thing possible, still less that it had taken
pl ace. "He's cone back as a ghost?"

"That's it, General."

Shal e added, "W're not sayin' it happened, but that's what he
says." He jerked his head toward the chute into which Sand's heels
had vani shed. "Sarge believes him So do I, | guess."

Urus edged nearer Maytera M nt. "They're abram lady, all these
chems Look, we're bios, all right? You 'n ne, 'n Spider 'n Eland
here. Even the |ong butcher."

She coul d scarcely nake out Urus's features in the ash-di med |ight;
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yet she could picture his wheedling expression only too vividly.

"We got to stick, us bios. Got to make a knot, don't we? The way
they're talkin', we'll all be cold."

"Good riddance," Spider muttered.

Sand' s voi ce ended the conversation, hollow sounding as it echoed
down the chute overhead. "The augur next. Hand himup."

Renora was peering up the chute. "It's a nmanteion, eh?"
"Big one, Patera. Pretty dark, too. Wit a minute."
Sl ate had crouched at Renora's feet. "I'mgoin' to grab you by

the legs, see, Patera? |'mgoin' to lift you up 'n in. Get your arns
up over your head to steer yourself. Wen you're in good, |'ll
push on your feet 'n get you up as far as | can. Maybe you'l
have to wiggle up a little nore before Sarge can grab hold of
you." Abruptly the dark nouth of the chute becane a rectangle
of light.
It is big, Maytera Mnt thought; it has to be. They have a | ot of
victims, burn a cartload of wood at every sacrifice.

Sand's voice returned. "They got oil lanps here. | it a couple
for you."

"Thank you!" Renora called. "My nost, um deepest--ah--sincere
appreciation, ny son." He | ooked down at Slate. "I amready, eh?
Lift away."

"You'll be fine, Your Emi nence," Maytera M nt assured him

"You think--ah--fear nme apprehensive." Renora smiled, his teeth
visible in the light fromthe chute. "To, um revisit the whorl of light,
Maytera, | shoul d--unph!™"

Sl ate had grasped his ankles and was rising. For a nonment Renora
swayed dangerously and it seenmed he nust fall; but Spider pushed his
hips to right him and in another second his arns and head were out
of sight.

"Here he cones, Sarge!"

"What it is, see," Urus was nearly at Maytera Mnt's ear, "is they
think they ought to give Pas sonethin'. He put that in their heads,
your jefe did."

"Hi s Cogni zance." Coughi ng, she turned to face Urus. "I cannot
i magi ne Hi s Cogni zance in these horrible tunnels, though |I know
he was here with the cal de.”

"Me neither. Only, see--"

"Be quiet." Maytera M nt was studying Eland' s beasts. "How are
we going to get these animals up there, Slate?"

"l been thinkin'" about that," Slate said. "Watch this."

Crouching again, he sprang into the chute and scranbl ed up

"You two'd better stay here to lift the general and ne up,"
told Schist and Shal e.

"Sure thing." Wth Slate gone, Schist |eaned back agai nst the
shiprock wall. "We'|ll pass '"emup just like the slug guns. You'll see."

Shal e indicated the opening with a contenptuous gesture. "He's
buckin' for another stripe, Slate is. W used to have this corpora
from'H Conpany, only he bought it in the big fight with the talus
the other day. This time probably they'll pronote frominside, and
Slate figures he'll cop it."

Slate's voice cane fromthe chute. "Knock off jawin' down there
'n pass them guns."

Schist said, "Sure thing," and lifted the bundl ed slug guns into
the chute. Shale explained, "I strapped 'emtogether with one of the
slings. Makes 'emeasier to handle."

The bundl e of guns vani shed ami d scrapi ngs and bunpi ngs. Schi st
tilted his head back and to the left to grin at Maytera Mnt. "He's
hangin' in there, see? Sarge's got his feet."

Spi der coughed. "Maybe you'd like to go next, General."

"I would," she confessed, "but I'Il go last. It is ny place as the senior

Spi der
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of ficer present.”

"I don't think you can junp up there," Schi st objected.

She turned on him "'l don't think you can junp up there, _sir_.
O ' _General _.' | give you your choice, Private, which is nore than
I ought to give you."

"Yes, sir. Only | don't think you can, sir, and 1'd be glad to stay
down here and help you, sir."

"That won't be necessary." Maytera Mnt turned to the other soldier
"Private Shale."

"Yes, sir!" Shal e snapped to attention

"You were very ingenious with that sling. After you and Private
Schi st have passed these beasts up and hel ped Spider, Urus, and this
ot her convict--"

"El and, " Eland put in, speaking for the first tinme since they had
reached this darkest stretch of tunnel

"Thank you. And Eland to clinb up, you will contrive a rope of
slug gun slings, naking a loop at the bottominto which I can put
one foot. Can you do that?"

"Sure thing, sir."

"Good. Do it. Then you can pull ne up. Last."

Spi der ventured, "You're goin' to be down here all alone, for a
m nute or two, anyhow "

"These--" She was w acked by a paroxysm of coughing. "These
animals. | don't know what to call them"

"Bufes," Eland suppli ed.

"Thank you." Turning her head, she spat. "I will not call them gods
That nust stop. Mdre bufes may come, though | hope they won't.
pray they won't. But if they do I'll shoot them If | don't see them
intime, or don't aimwell, | will die."

"I'"ll stay with you,"” Spider told her

She shook her head. "Only one--"

Fromthe chute, Slate called, "G me a god." Shale lifted a squirmng
beast over his head and thrust its hindquarters into the opening in the
ceiling; its eyes were wild, and blood ran fromthe sinews binding its
muzzl e.

"I dunno if | could of trained 'emas big as that,"
"only it seens |like a shane to waste 'em"

"I caught '"em sir," Shale explained to Maytera Mnt. "The bios
and ne were back by that dead bio you | eft behind. W knew the
smell would fetch "em™

Schi st added, "That was why Slate and Sarge junped out of the
dirt when they did, probably, sir. Sarge thought you m ght scare 'em
off if you went back for the dead one."

"Perhaps. | can understand how a soldier could capture such an
animal . What | cannot understand is how you, Eland, were able to
capture others without the help of one."

"Mne was littler when | got '"em" He watched the second beast
vani sh up the chute. "W killed the big 'uns, we had to. | got behind
the little 'uns and got a noose over their nouth."

"I't nust have been dangerous just the sane."

He shrugged, the notion of his skeletal shoul ders barely visible.
"I want to go up next. Be with "em That all right?"

Fromthe chute, Slate called, "Pass up them other bios."

"Certainly," Maytera Mnt told Eland. She gestured toward the
chute, and Schist lifted him

"You can't get 'emto |like you," Eland said as his head vani shed
into the chute, "only maybe nine did, alittle."

From nearer the top, Slate told him "Gab on."

"If the bufes don't bring Pas, lady, 'n they won't, | know they
won' t--"

El and nutt ered,

file:/lIF|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe,%20Gene%?2...%20-%20Exodus%20from%20the%20Long%20Sun.txt (113 of 243) [1/17/03 4:01:29 AM]



file:///F)/rah/Gene%20W ol fe/Wol fe,%20Gene%620-%20L ong%20Sun%62003%20-%20Ex0dus%20from%620the%620L ong%20Sun.txt

Maytera M nt shook her head. "You cannot know. "

"Then it's us. M 'n Eland. Hm too," Urus pointed to Spider, "if
you let '"em That sergeant--"

"My son." Maytera Mnt stepped so close to Urus that the nuzzle
of the needl er she held gouged his ribs. "I have been nbst rem ss
with you. | have let you call me 'lady' or whatever you wi shed.

I nmust renmenber to bring it up at ny next shriving, if there is a
next shriving. In future, you are to address ne as Maytera. It neans
mot her. WIIl you do that?"

"Yeah. Dinber here, Maytera."

"That is well." She smiled up at him she was a full head shorter than
he. "As your nother, your spiritual nother, | nust explain sonething
to you. Please pay strict attention."

Urus nodded mutely. Fromthe chute, Slate called, "G e
anot her one."

"Go, Spider," Maytera Mnt said, and turned back to Uus. "I haven't
had much time in which to formny estimte of your character, yet |
think it accurate. It is not an estimate very favorable to you."

When he did not speak, she added, "Not favorable at all. | will not
conpare you to such a nan as Sergeant Sand. Though not pious, he
is resolute, energetic, loyal, and reasonably honest. To conpare him
to you would be grossly unjust to him Nor will | venture to conpare
you to Hs Eminence. H s Enminence has | ess physical courage, | think,
than many other men. Yet he has nore than a casual observer mi ght
suppose, as | have seen, and his assiduity and piety have justly earned
hi ma high position in the Chapter. He is intelligent as well, and he
| abors alnost too diligently to put the nental acuity that he received
fromthe gods at their service."

"Have you got the safety on that thing, |ady?"

"Call ne Maytera. | insist onit."

"Al'l right, all right!" H's voice shaking, Urus repeated, "Have you
got the safety on?" and added, "Maytera?"

"No, nmy son, | do not." She took a deep breath. "Stop talking
and listen. Your |ife hangs upon it, and we haven't long. | ama
general and a sibyl. As a sibyl I try to find good in everyone, and
though it may sound |l ess than nodest, | generally succeed. | find a
great deal in H's Eminence, as | would expect. | find nore than
expected in Sergeant Sand. There is good in Private Slate, too, and
in Private Shale and Private Schist here. Not good of a very high
order, perhaps, but abundant in its kind. | have tried to find good
in Spider and found nore than | dared hope for. The glimrers of
good in Eland are hardly discernible, yet unnistakable." She sighed.

"I talk too nmuch when I'mtired. | hope you' ve followed ne."

Urus nodded. There was a faint play of |ight across one cheekbone;
it was half a second before she understood that he was sweating, cold
perspiration soaking the gray ash black and runni ng down his face
like rivulets of fresh paint.

"As a general, it is ny duty to defeat the eneny. | nust do it by
killing men and wonen. | find that repugnant, but such is the case.
You are the eneny, Urus. Do you follow nme still?"

Fromthe chute, Slate called, "Ready for the next one."

"That will be you," Maytera Mnt told Shal e. "Renenber what |
tol d you about those slings."

He saluted with a clash of steel. "I'Il get right onit, sir."

She returned her attention to Uus. "You are the eneny, | say.
Shoul d I, who have been called the Sword of Echidna, let you live
when | have you at ny nercy?"

"You're fightin' the Ayuntamiento, right? General, | swear by every
shaggy god there is that | never done nothin--"

"Be quiet!" Angrily, she poked himwith the nuzzle of the big
needl er that had been Spider's. "Wat you say is true, |'msure.
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You never served the Ayuntam ento. But ultinately the eneny is
evil. EBEvil is the ultinate eneny of us all."

She fell silent, listening to the faint rattle as Shal e was hel ped up the
chute, to the sighing of the ever-present breeze, and to Urus's feverish
breathing. "The ash is not so thick in the air as it was," she said.

Schi st nodded. "Not so many stirrin' it up, sir."

"l suppose so, and those ugly beasts were struggling." She jabbed
Urus as hard as she could, and he yel ped.

"This one, too. I'mtired, Uus. I'mawfully tired. |'ve slept on
floors, and wal ked for |eagues and | eagues. | forget, sonetines,
what |'ve said, and what | intended to say. You were thinking of

snatching nmy needl er a nonent ago."

Schi st chuckled, a hard dry netallic rattle.

"No doubt you could. No doubt you can. Taking a needler froma
tired woman nuch smaller than yourself, a woman so cl ose that her
needler is within easy reach, should be sinple for you. For anybody."
She wai t ed.

"If you're not going to, you'd better raise your hands. Qherw se
sonme snmall notion nmay cause nme to pull the trigger."

Slowy, Urus's hands went up.

"As you say, you haven't served the Ayuntami ento. |'ve talked with
Councillor Potto, Urus. Did you know t hat?"

He shook his head.

"I have. Also with Spider, who served the Ayuntam ento and woul d

serve it still if he could. Wth a nunber of Guardsmen, Generalissino
Qosi k particularly, who served it for many years. |'ve questioned
prisoners, too. In not one of themdid | fail to discover sone gl eam
of good. Councillor Potto is the worst, | think. But even Councill or

Potto is not entirely evil."

Fromthe chute, Slate called, "How about the general and that
ot her bi o?"

Maytera M nt backed away, then notioned toward the area under
the chute. "I give you fair warning. | nust see sone good in you
Urus, and soon."

H's smle was at once pitiable and horrible. "You're goin' to |et
me get out, |ady? Let nme go up there?"

"Call nme Mayteral!™

"M maytera. Maytera, | figured, see, I'd nade it out. Only it
W W was just the pit, the shaggy pit, 'n then we run back down 'n
got intoit with the old man--"

Schist lifted himby his ankles. "He ain't got no sores on his |egs
|ike that other one, sir. Maybe you saw 'em™"

Looki ng down at the needler, Maytera Mnt felt herself nod.

"l had to sorta wash off ny hands with ashes." Somewhat violently,
Schi st shoved Urus's head and shoul ders into the chute. "After | lifted
him sir. | got pus on 'em sir."

"No doubt he'd been nipped fromtine to tinme by the beasts he
had earlier," Maytera Mnt said absenfly. "Those would be the ones
our cal de says Patera Incus killed, perhaps.” Eland and Urus m ght
have encountered Auk, in that case; she nade a nental note to ask
them about it, adding as an afterthought that she nust not kill Urus
bef ore she had a chance to question him

"You're goin' to stay, sir?"

"Until Private Shale lets down his slings. Yes, | am Go ahead,
Schist. Anytinme they're ready for you."

The safety had been off, as she had said. Did that nake her better,
because she had told the truth? O worse, because she had practically
nerved herself to killing Urus? Dropping the needler into one of the
bi g side pockets of her torn and soiled habit, she watched Schist's feet
di sappear into the chute, then sat down in the ash to await Shale's
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slings, or the beasts that he called gods, and El and bufes.

Bi son put down the untasted | eg of a pheasant. "Two cards to every
one of them Cal de?"

Si | k nodded, his eyes upon Micor. "Yes. | hadn't neant to tel
you tonight, Colonel. To be nore exact, | hadn't planned to nake
my decision until norning."

Saba began, "I submt--"

"But if Mucor can |locate the manteion to which the woman |'ve
had her looking for is bringing her offering, I'll be busy tonorrow.
Besides, it's better that | announce it now, so that Generalissino Qosik
and Generalissim Siyuf can hear it. W'Ill send the volunteers home
tomorrow, each with a letter of credit worth two cards at the Fisc."

"Cal de..." Oosik reached across Maytera M nt's vacant place to
touch Silk's arm "It will take | onger than one day nerely to coll ect
their weapons."

Sil k shook his head. "W won't collect them They're to keep
what ever they have--those are their weapons now'

Saba | ooked at Siyuf, and when Siyuf did not speak, said, "That's
unheard-of. It's folly. Insanity." Chenille caught Silk's eye and nodded.
"She's right, Patera. It's abram™

He spoke to Maytera Marble, at the far end of the table. "You
told me something earlier that weighed heavily with ne, Maytera;
there's no one whose judgenent | value nore, as you know. Wuld
you repeat it for us?"

"I can't, Patera. | don't renmenber what it was."

Xi phias put in, "Couldn't you just let them keep their swords,
| ad?"

"l could scarcely take those, could |I? Those are their own property
al ready. Chenille, you agree that | shouldn't do this. Wy not?"

Saba snapped, "Because they're nen, ninety percent of them and

unstable, like all nmen." Chenille added, "They'll kill each other,
Patera."

"Of course they will--they always have." Silk addressed Siyuf "M
manteion is in what we call the Sun Street Quarter. | should explain

that our city counts many nore quarters than four; a quarter in our
sense really means no nore than the area served by a nanteion."

If she inclined her head, the notion was too slight to be seen. "Fifty
thousand, Calde Silk? All with slug guns?"

"There are nore than fifty thousand certainly, but not all of them
have slug guns. Fifty thousand slug guns, perhaps, or a little over."

When she put no further question, he said, "It's a violent quarter;
most augurs would say it's the worst in the city. It borders on the Oilla,
which is what we call an enpty quarter--one without a manteion. A
few people fromthe Orilla cone to our nmanteion, however, just as a
few fromour quarter go into the Orilla to buy stol en goods. Wat
I was going to say is that there's sel doma week without a killing or
two, and there are often three or four. Wen one nan decides to kil
anot her, he does it. If he has a slug gun or a needler, he may use it;
but if he doesn't, he uses a dagger or a sword. Or a hatchet, an axe,
or a stick of firewood."

Recal | i ng Auk, Silk added, "A big, strong man may sinply knock
down a weaker one and kick himto death. A group of men could
clearly do the sane thing; and | know of one instance in which a
man who had raped a child was killed by a dozen wonmen, who beat
himto death with their washing sticks and stabbed himw th kitchen
kni ves and scissors."

Hadale told him "One wonman can kill a man, Calde. It's comon
at honme, and there's a woman at this table who's killed several ."

"It isn't uncommon here, either, Myjor; and that bears on the
thing Maytera told ne that inpressed ne so nmuch. A wonan from
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our quarter cane to see her this afternoon, and Maytera asked if

she wasn't afraid to walk so far through the city when just about
everyone has a slug gun or a needler. The worman said she wasn't,

because she had one, too."

Sil k paused, inviting comment, and Saba growl ed, "They'll over
throw you, Calde, in half a year or less."

"You may well be right." He spread his hands. "But not by force,
since they won't have to--1 haven't the |east desire to retain this
office if our people don't want nme. That's the chief difference
bet ween the Ayuntarniento and our side, really. But | think you' ve
hit on something inportant. The reason the Ayuntami ento didn't
| et our people have slug guns or |aunchers |like the one Chenille
told nme about this afternoon was that they are effective neans
of fighting soldiers and troopers in arnmor. The Ayuntanni ento
believed that if our people didn't have those weapons it could
rule as long as it retained the loyalty of the Arny and the

GQuard. "

"Very sensible," Saba decl ared

"Perhaps, but it didn't work very well. A few days ago, our people
over whel med hundreds of Guardsnen and took their weapons. | see

I have not convi nced you."

Saba shook her head.

"Then let ne say this. Generalissinp Oosik says that he would
need nore than a day to collect the weapons of General Mnt's
vol unteers. "

Bi son added, "If they'd surrender them"

"Exactly. The best troopers would give their weapons up when they
were ordered to, but the worst would hide theirs--the precise opposite
of the situation we'd prefer. Furthernore, it would take at |east as
long to reissue those weapons, and we nmay need the vol unteers again
any day."

Quet zal , who had been noddi ng over his untouched plate, murnured,
"One hundred thousand cards is a |l arge sum Patera Cal de.

Can you afford that nuch?"

Si | k shook his head.

Xi phi as excl ai ned, "Then don't, lad! Don't do it!"

"W can't afford to do it, Master Xiphias." Silk smled wyly. "But
we cannot afford not to, either. In the first place, | pronmsed to reward
those who fought bravely on either side, and |I've done nothing thus far
There may be a thousand things we cannot afford. No doubt there are.
But the thing we cannot afford above all--the thing we dare not risk--is
to have people conme to believe that ny pronises are worthl ess.

So tonorrow, as | say, every trooper that General M nt and Col one

Bi son have is to receive two cards, and permission to return to his or
her home and occupation. Those who were given slug guns or other
weapons are to be told that the weapons are theirs now. No one

will be able to conplain that those who fought on our side went
unrewar ded, at |east."

Siyuf smled. "Like you, Calde Silk, | think we may need the horde
of Mnt again, and soon. Wen you call for themthey will cone,
havi ng been rewarded handsonely for the first tinme."

"Thank you. Most of our financial troubles result fromvarious
busi nesses--"

Hossaan had entered as he spoke, carrying a huge roast upon a
magni fi cent gol den platter. "The people fromErnine's can see to
that, Wllet," Silk told him "Please get your floater ready--1'll want
it soon."

Oeb flewup the table, circling warily before perching on Silk's
shoul der. "Bird too!"

"Of course, if you wish."

"Let me hear the rest, Calde Silk. | amnost interested."
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"I was about to say that if the overdue taxes were paid, our city
governnent would be rolling in wealth, Generalissinp. Genera
Mnt's troopers will spend the cards they receive very quickly for
the nost part, and that should produce a wave of prosperity. If we
make forceful efforts to collect the overdue taxes then, we may be
abl e to neet our other obligations."

Si yuf | ooked down the table to Saba. "You have tell me he is
mad. He is not nad. He is only nore clever than you. It is not
t he same. "

M ght not the dead rise and wal k agai n? There were tal es of such
things, and they flitted through Maytera Mnt's nmind as she was
drawn up the chute.

I was sacrificed, she thought. |I should have realized it when
Councillor Potto had Spider bend ne over his knee. A drop struck
me, too. How wonderful it would be if all the rest could cone back
up through these the way | an

The top of the chute was a glaring rectangl e above her, light so
bright that it seemed to her it nust surely be noon, with the whol e of
Pas's | ong sun pouring gol den radi ance through the w ndows of the
mant ei on i nto which she rose. Fascinated, she watched Slate's netal
hands in sil houette as they slowy and steadily haul ed her up, each
grip succeeded by the next.

Then a hand of flesh, Renobra's |ong bl ue-veined hand, was
reaching for her; she caught it and et himhelp her clinb from
the | ooped slings to a nosaic floor. "There you are, Mytera.

I, um we have been waiting for you. The sergeant is nobst, er,
desirous to proceed, eh?" Renobra's face was clean, his soiled
overrobe was gone, and his costly robe had been replaced by one
nmore costly still.

She | ooked for the wi ndows she had pictured, expecting to find
them gl owi ng with sunshine; but there were no wi ndows, only scores
of rock-crystal holy lanps surnounted by |ong, bright flanmes, and a
fire blazing upon the altar.

"I --ah--kindled the, um" Renpbra ventured, followi ng the direction
of her eyes. "It seened provident."

"Certainly. You've cleaned up, too. May | ask where, Your
Enmi nence?" Catching sight of Urus edging toward the back of the
mant ei on, she shouted, "Sergeant! Stop that prisoner!"

"An, er, dressing chanber? Cubiculum Of the sacristy, eh? For
si byl s. Cabi nets--ah--wardrobes in there. So I, um given to
under st and. "

"I''"l'l want water and soap," she told him "Warmwater, if that's
possi bl e. You' ve washed, clearly."

Spi der interjected, "The sergeant wants to sacrifice right away.
He--" From his position between Urus and the door, Sand hinsel f rasped,
"The Prolocutor told us Pas would cone, sir. | reported that. It's the
Pl an, and standing orders say it's got higher priority than anything
el se." Sl ate nodded agreenent.

"Indeed it does. But Pas may _not_cone as well. W nust be prepared
for that eventuality, too. | say that, though | hate putting nyself on
the same side as Urus, who feels certain Pas won't. But if he cones,
as we hope, we must be fit to receive him Not only I, but all of you
as well." She foll owed Renpbra onto the sanctuary el evati on and past
the fire-crowned altar.

"The, um locality, hey?" Renpbra was al nost grinning.

"What about it, Your Em nence? If you're asking whether | know
where we are," she glanced around her, "I haven't the |east idea. |
didn't know that a nmanteion like this existed."

They entered the sacristy, thrice the size of Silk's on Sun Street;
a shelf held a long row of jeweled chalices, and a bl ock of fragrant
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sandal wood a dozen sacrificial knives whose gold or ivory handl es
flashed with gens.

"I have officiated here, er, innunerable," Renora informed her. "Five
hundred, eh? A thousand? | should not contest even so lofty a figure as that.
It is the, um oratoriumabolitus, the private chapel beneath the Pal ace. For
Hi s Cogni zance's use, hey? And augurs who have--ah--adm nistrative
duties, eh? We, er, offer our--ah--sel domseen? Qbscure services to the
gods. "

He was about to go; she caught the vol um nous sleeve of his robe.

"The room where | can wash? Where there nmay be a clean habit |
can borrow?"

"Ch, yes, yes, yes! Right--ah--door." He opened it for her. "Should
be a bolt, eh? Inside. No doubt, no doubt. Water |ikew se. Tank, eh?"
He pointed at the ceiling. "Under the--ah--in the west cupola.”

The roomwas twi ce as |arge as her |onged-for bedroomin the
cenoby. Gratefully, she shut its door and shot the bolt. Two | arge
war dr obes and a wash basin; a pierced copper hanper, presunmably
for laundry; a full-length mrror on one wall and a gl ass on anot her
A table in a corner.

Qpeni ng one of the wardrobes, she found half a dozen clean habits
of various sizes; she draped the biggest over the glass, then enptied
her pockets onto the table, took off her own habit, and dropped it
into the hanper. It was probably beyond saving, and the Chapter
owed her a round hundred new ones at | east.

Gimy stepping out of her soiled underdrawers and renoving
her chemi se and bandeau, she resolved to collect those habits and
distribute themto sibyls as poor as she.

It was Mainfrane itself to take off her shoes and stockings, although
she had to sit on the floor to do it, which nmade it seemlikely there
were no cl ean stockings. She rinsed the ones she had taken off, wung
themas dry as she could, and hung them over the open door of the
war dr obe.

The tap to her left gushed water that was at first tepid, then
pl easantly steanm ng. There was a boiler sonewhere in the Pal ace,
presumabl y; Maytera Mckorange, whose fam |y had been wealthy,
had spoken of such luxury, although Maytera M nt had never dreaned
it might be available to sibyls.

She had to wash her hands three tinmes (with scented soap!) before
the suds that streaned fromthemwere no |longer black with filth.

Even so, small crescents remmi ned under her nails. The point of
a needle fromher needler attended to those.

Her small, tired face seenmed to her equally dirty, if not worse;
gi ngerly dabbing at the bruises and burns, she washed it again and
agai n, washing her short brown hair too, then sponged her entire
body, heedl ess of the pools that formed on the red-tiled floor

Renora's querul ous voice penetrated the heavy wooden door
" The...Sergeant Sand. Sergeant Sand wi shes --"

She felt her sly little smle, although she struggled to repress it.
"Tell himthat | nyself wi sh for sandw ches, Your Enm nence, and
ask what he knows about court-martials."”

" _You...chaff .

"Not at all. Tell himthat and ask him" Her inmage in the mrror
appal l ed her. If Bison were ever to see her like this!

Not that he or any other man ever woul d, presumably; but nen
did not like skinny |egs, narrow hips, or snall breasts, all of which
she possessed to a degree that seened appalling. Yet she had been
pretty twenty years ago; nmany people had told her so, nany of
t hem nen.

A pretty girl whose long curls had bordered upon chestnut. Sone
of those nen m ght have been |lying, and no doubt some had been
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But all of then? It seened inprobable.

The ot her wardrobe was divided into pigeonhol es; npbst were
enpty, but one held two clean chem ses and two pairs of clean
underdrawers. The underdrawers were several sizes too |arge, but
wearable with the string pulled tight. She could rinse her bandeau
as she had her stockings--

In a flurry of rebellion, she flung it into the hanmper. A bandeau
to cover up what? To hold in what? She had worn one because her
nmot her, and subsequently Maytera Rose, had said she nust; she
| ooked no different nowin this yellowed chenise than she had in
her own in the cenoby.

Snat ching the habit fromthe gl ass, she clapped her hands. "Monitor?
Moni t or ?" She had used gl asses during the past few days, but was not
compl etely confortable with them

"Yes, nmadane." The floating gray face was at once detached and
deferenti al

"Look at ne. |I'mlacking an essential item of fem nine apparel
What is it?"

"Several, madane. A gown, nadane. Hose, and shoes."

"Besi des those." She turned sideways and stood on tiptoe. "Wat
isit?"

"I amat a loss, nadane. | mght offer a conjecture."

"You needn't bother." She took the smallest habit fromthe first
war drobe. "Do you know who | an?" For an instant she was w apped
in darkness before it setfied into place. Still no coif, she thought. Stil
no coif.

"l recognize you now, nadane. You are General Mnt. | was
i gnorant of your identity, previously. Wuld you prefer that | address
you as Ceneral ?"

"As you like. Has anyone been trying to contact ne?"

For perhaps a second, the nonitor's face dissolved into darting
lines. "Several, madanme. Currently, Captain Serval. Do you wish to
speak with hinmP"

She sensed that the name shoul d have been familiar, yet it neant
nothing to her. She nodded. Better to find out who he was and what
he want ed, and be done.

The nonitor's face revised itself, gaining color, a round chin, and a

debonair nustache. "My General!" A brisk salute, which she returned
al nost automatically.
"My General, | have been ordered by Generalissinm Oosik to nmake

you aware of the situation here."

She nodded. Were was "here"?

"It is a detachnment of the Conpanion Cavalry, My General. They
have posted sentries who are standing guard with m ne as we speak.
have requested that their officer explain this to Generalissinm Qosik,
but she refuses."”

"l see." Maytera M nt took a deep breath and found herself
wi shing for a chair. "Let ne say first, Captain, that it's good to
see you agai n.

"For me it is a great pleasure, My General. An honor."

"Thank you, Captain. |I'msorry to find that you're still a captain,
by the way. I'lIl talk to the generalissinmo about that. You nentioned
Conpani on Cavalry. That is the nane of the unit?"

"Yes, My General."

The nmenory of Potto's boiling teakettle returned. "You'll have to
forgive me, Captain. |'ve been out of touch for the past few days."
It had seened like weeks. "I was told that a Trivigaunti horde was
marching toward the city. Am| to take it that this Conpanion
Cavalry is theirs?"

"Yes, My General. An elite reginent."

_Regiment _ was a newtermto her, but she persevered. "What
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was it you wanted this officer fromTrivigaunte to explain to the
general i ssi mo?"

"I wish her to explain why she and her wonen are nounting a
guard on our Juzgado, My General, when it is already guarded
by nmy men and nyself." (That was "here" then, alnost certainly.)

"I wish her to explain who has issued these orders and to what
pur pose. "

"I take it she won't tell you either."

"No, My General. She will say only that her instructions are to
protect our Juzgado until relieved. No nore than that."

"General i ssinb Qosi k asked you to nmake ne aware of this situation
Wiere is he?"

"At the Calde's Palace, My General. He is dining with the cal de.
He inforns me that the cal de has seen you, My CGeneral, in his glass,
and that he has ordered a place set for you at his table. Generalissino
Qosik instructed ne to request that you join themthere if | reached
you, should this be convenient."

"I need sleep nore than food." It had slipped out.

"You drive yourself too hard, My General. | have observed this
previously."

"Perhaps. Can you tell ne what orders you received from Generali ssinp
Qosi k regarding these Trivigauntis?"

"He is of the opinion that they have |l earned of a threat to the
Juzgado, My General. | amto cooperate. There is to be no friction
bet ween those of ny comand and theirs." The captain paused, a
pause pregnant with neaning. "Or as little as nay be. | amto
explore the situation and report once nore, should |I discover facts
of significance.”

"And notify nme."

"Yes, My General. As | do."

"Al so Col onel Bison, | hope. If Generalissinbp Oosik did not tel
you to notify Colonel Bison, | amordering you to now. Tell himl
consi der Generalissin Qosik's position prudent.”

Soneone was tapping at the door

"Col onel Bison is also at the calde's dinner, My General
General i ssinb Oosik stated that he would informhim™

"Good. That will be all, then, Captain. Thank you for keeping ne
abreast of things." She returned his salute.

"Monitor, was Col onel Bison one of the people who have been
trying to reach ne?"

The captain's face grayed and shar pened. "Yes, nmdane."

"I want to speak to himnow. He's at the Calde's Pal ace." Vaguely,
she recalled seeing it the year before on her way to sacrifice at
the Grand Manteion, a huge house upon whose facade files of
shuttered wi ndows had risen |ike stacks of |ong and narrow cof fins;

she had shuddered and turned away. "1'Il be out in a nonment, Your
Em nence! "
The nmonitor said, "I amaware of it, madane. | will ask soneone

to bring himto the glass there, namdane."

She woul d see him-and he would see her: the tired eyes and
bl oodl ess nouth that the mrror had shown her, the wet hair plastered
to her skull, the face bl ack-and-blue with bruises, surnounted by a
scab. "Monitor?"

"Yes, nmadane."

"Let nme speak to whoever cones to the glass.” This was the hardest
thing she had ever done, harder even than shutting her eyes during
Kypris's theophany. "I needn't speak to the colonel in person.”

"Yes, nmadane."

A mnute, then two, passed. The gray features nelted and
fl owed, beconming those of a |lean man wi th hooded eyes. "Yes,
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General Mnt," he said. "I'mWIlet, the calde's driver. How may
| serve you?"

General Saba spoke, l|ooking less |like an angry sow than a dead one.
"She's comng up here with it, Silk. Coming up the hill you're on."
"This is warlockery," Siyuf declared.
"l disagree, but | haven't time to discuss it now" Silk stood so
abruptly that Oreb fluttered to maintain his balance. "Leaving you

is the height of bad manners; | know it, and all of you are entitled
to be furious with nme. I'mleaving just the same. Maytera Marble
will remain as ny representative. | beg your forgiveness sincerely and

fervently, but | must go." He was already hal fway down the table,

Xi phias sprang to his feet as Silk strode past his chair. "Alone," Silk
said. Undeterred, Xiphias hurried after him and the door slanmred
behi nd t hem

Saba's head jerked. She | ooked around sel f-consciously.

"W nust speak of this,"” Siyuf hissed. "You must describe to ne.

Not now. "

Maj or Hadal e drai ned her wine. "I'Il renenber this dinner as |ong
as | live. What entertainnent!”

Mayt era Marbl e whispered to Chenille. "I should have gone, too.

He's hurt, and--"

Smoot hl 'y, Siyuf overrode her. "General Saba has say to me he suffer
a broken ankle, Maytera. Maytera? It is how you are addressed?"

She nodded. "Yes, he did. He does. A week ago Phaesday, | think
it was. He fell. But--but..."

"He linp. So | observed. He was in greatest haste, he took big
steps. No so big of the right |eg, however. The old
swor dswoman- - swor d-man. He, also, but the left."

"The cal de was shot." Maytera Marble indicated her own chest with
her working hand. "That's nuch worse."

"Not a slug gun, which would have kill there. A needler?" Siyuf
gl anced around the table, seeking information

Qosi k shrugged and spread his hands. "Yes, Ceneralissinp. A
needl er in the hand of one of ny own officers. W strive to
prevent these terrible mstakes. They occur in spite of all we do,
as you must know. "

"This is a remarkabl e young man. We do not breed like himin
Trivigaunte, | think. Do you know the--what is this word? The
i deas of Col onel Abanja?"

Qosi k nodded to Siyufs staff officer. "I would like to hear them
particularly if they coneern our calde. What are they, Colonel?"

"l am somet hing of an amateur historian, Generalissino. An

amateur mlitary historian, if you will allowit."
"Every good officer should be."
"Thank you. |'m accused of shaping ny theory to flatter Generalissinm
Siyuf, but that is not the case. | have studied success. Not victory
al one, because victory can be a matter of chance, and is frequently a
matter of numbers and materiel. | searh out instances in which a
smal |l force has frustrated one that should have defeated it in days
or hours."
Saba had regai ned her self-possession. "I still say that it is brilliance

that's decisive. Mlitary genius."

Maytera Marble sniffed decisively, and Siyuf said, "Colonel Abanja
does not think this. Brilliance, it is well enough when the execution of
the so-brilliant orders is brilliant also. | do not speak of genius for
I know nothing. Except it is rare and not to be relied on."

Bi son said, "I have a theory of my own, based on what |'ve seen
of General Mnt. 1'll be interested to see how it conpares to the
Col onel ' s. "

"I mention Abanja's," Siyuf continued, "because |I think Calde Silk
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so fine an exanple of him She believe it is not this genius, not any
quality of the mind. That it is energy, by clearest thoughts directed.
Tell us, Abanja.”

"Successful commanders," Col onel Abanja began, "are those who
are still acting, and acting sensibly, on the fourth day. They endure.
W have a ganme that we play on horseback. | don't think you play
it here, but I've won a good deal of noney by betting on the ganes
during the past year."

The ends of Oosik's mustache tilted upward. "Then you nust tel
us by all neans, Colonel."

"It imtates war, as nost games do. A cavalry skirmish in this case
The players may change nounts after each goal, but the players
thensel ves can't be changed, or even replaced if one is hurt." Both
Qosi k and his son nodded.

"There is a twenty-mnute rest for them however, and so we speak
of the first half of the gane and the second, divided by this rest. Wat
determines the result, | have found, is not which team scores the nost
goals in the first half, because there's seldomnuch disparity. The
winning teamwi |l be the one that plays best and nost aggressively
in the second. When | see the team|'ve backed doing that, | double
my bet, if | can.”

Si yuf nodded. Her head noved scarcely one finger's w dth, but
the nod announced that the tine for controversy had ended. "Let us nove from
the fields where _killi_is played to this city of Viron, where
is asoillustrative struggle. Wio is winner? It is not too soon to say.
One side hide in holes. Above prowl and roars the host of Viron and
nmy horde of the Rani. For the second tine | ask you that listen." She
paused dramatically. "W is w nner here?"

No one spoke.

"A man? This man Calde Sil k? Can that be? Cbserve the | eg broken,
the wound to the chest of which Maytera our hostess speak. Yet he
hunt by nmagic for a woman he require, and when by nagic she is
found, he leave food and friends and seek her out. Mdst wonen,
even, would not do this."

Chenille said, "He's going to need a |lot nore help than one old
man. | wish I'd nmade himtake nme al ong."

Across Xi phias's abandoned plate, Mattak said, "Two old nen.

Hi s Cogni zance has gone, too." Surprised, Siyuf stared at the enpty
chair next to her own.

Under his breath, Mattak added, "I'mglad."
Sergeant Sand spoke for themall. "He didn't come."

Kneel i ng by the headl ess, paw ess body of El and's second beast,
Renora | ooked up. "I shall--ah--proceed. | have, um |ed astray
mysel f. Ent husi asm Contagi ous, eh? But |, um coadjutor, have not,
eh? Seen a god. Possibly the victimw |l enlighten us."

As the holy knife laid open the beast from breastbone to pelvis,
Spi der said, "Sure, read it for us, it can't hurt."

It hurt the poor brute, Maytera M nt thought; but its death was
swift, at least, and now the pain is over.

Sand had brought his slug gun to his shoul der before she saw
Urus, halfway up the convoluted iron stair at the back of the
mant ei on and taking its steps three at a tine. She shouted, "Don't
fire!™ and Sand did not. A nonent |ater the door at the top
of the stair slamed shut. "He thought we were going to offer
him" she explained to Eland. "Do you? W won't. | will not
permt it."

Renora, who had been kneeling by the second victim rose and
strode to the ambion. "Extraordi nary, eh? Extraordinary, my, er, sons.
And daughter. Nothing, er, initially, and now this." Sand resumed his
seat, his head bowed.

file:/lIF|/rah/Gene%20Wolfe/Wolfe,%20Gene%?2...%20-%20Exodus%20from%20the%20Long%20Sun.txt (123 of 243) [1/17/03 4:01:29 AM]



file:///F)/rah/Gene%20W ol fe/Wol fe,%20Gene%620-%20L ong%20Sun%62003%20-%20Ex0dus%20from%620the%620L ong%20Sun.txt

"An--ah--preface. Necessary, | think. The offering of persons was
practiced in the past in--ah--here. Many of you aware of it. Have
to be. Forbidden within, um by the present hol der of the baculus."

O you gods, Maytera M nt thought, he's going to say the entrails
order us to sacrifice Eland. What am| to do?

"In practice, children, hey? Al nost always. No sense sending a
messenger who cannot see the, er, the recipient, eh? The offering
of, um persons, children, by no neans usual even then, eh? In dire
need. Only then."

Slate shifted his position until he stood behind El and.

"Before nmy time. As an augur, eh? | would have--ah--declared..."
Renora paused, his bony hands gripping the edges of the anbion, his
eyes on the headl ess carcass.

"Never, eh? Couldn't do it. Not a child. Not even, um Urus.
Now- - ah--two sides to the entrails. You follow ne? One for the
congregation and the city. Qther the presenter and the augur. For
the--ah--Qur Holy City, war, death, and destruction. Bad. Cal amtous!
For the, um nyself, | shall. Ofer a person, er, human being. Man. So Pas
warns us. Me."

Maytera M nt said firnmny, "Eland, can you see the gods?"

He | ooked at her in mild surprise. "I dunno, General. | never
saw any."
There was no time for delicacy. "Have you had a worman? You
must have!"
"Sure. Lots of times 'fore | got throwed in the pit."
She turned to Remora. "He is not suitable. | can see that, Your
Enmi nence, and you nust--"
Sand stood up. "I am" He jabbed his steel chest with a steel thunb;

the noise it nade was |ike the clank of a heavy chain.

"You can't nean it!"

"Yes, sir, | do." Wth oiled precision, Sand nounted the steps to
the sanctuary. "He cane. Great Pas cane to the Grand Manteion."

Maytera M nt nodded reluctantly.

"He talked to the Prolocutor, and he told himto talk to us. To
me. He said for us to get you out, 'cause it's part of the Plan. The
Plan's the nost inportant thing there is, sir."

"Certainly."

"You say that," he advanced on her, formidable as a talus, five
hundr edwei ght netal. "' Cause they taught you to in sone pal aestra.
| say it 'cause | knowit in nmy punp. He said get you and sacrifice,
and he'd cone and tell us what to do next. Pas said that."

Meekl y, she nodded agai n.

"So we caught the bios, and then | thought naybe it's not enough
so | nmade themcatch the two gods."

"Buf es, Sergeant."

"What ever. Only the bufes aren't any good, and now you and hi m
say the bios are no good either, sir." Sand wheeled to face Renora

and pushed his slug gun into Renora's hands. "I knew, Patera. 'Fore
you read it, | knew. You ever want to die?"

"1? Ah--no."

He's lying, Maytera M nt thought. | know what it is, and so
does he.

"I do." Sand gestured toward Schist, Slate, and Shale. "So do they.
Maybe they won't say it, but they do. | want to die for Pas, and
I"'mgoing to right now" He knelt, staring at the floor, and Renora
| ooked hel pl essly down at the slug gun

Maytera M nt nurnmured, "If you would prefer not to, Your
Eminence, it would certainly be pernmissible for sonmeone nore
famliar with the weapon to act for you."

"You, er, concur, General?"

She sighed. "Sonetinmes generals need sergeants to recall themto
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their duty. So it seens. Whether | learned it in a palaestra or not,
Sergeant Sand is right. The Plan is the nobst inportant thing in the
whorl, and the victimconsents."

Still on his knees, Sand nuttered, "Thanks, sir."

She knelt beside him "l1've heard it's possible for chens to--to
reproduce. You've never done that?"

Sl ate said, "None of us have, Ceneral, and there's hardly any fem
chems left." And Sand, "No. Never."

She turned back to Renpora and held out her hands for the slug
gun. "I've never fired one either, Your Em nence, but | know how t hey
work and |'ve seen it done thousands of tines since this began.”

"No, Mayt--No, General."

"Pl ease, Your Em nence. For your own sake."

He silenced her by raising Sand's slug gun and pointing it
awkwardly at Sand. "Precisely. Ah--to the point. For ny sake,

General. If | nmust, um officiate, the--ah--holy and um
self-sacrificing. Sole responsibility. Do you follow ne? Crinina
penalties, hey? Religious, |likew se. Renoved fromthe--ah--active
clergy."

Hi s wheezing breath seened to fill the nmanteion. "But for
hi m - ah- - hi ghest god. For Pas!" He jerked at the trigger

"Not like that, Your Em nence. There's a safety, and if you hold it
that way the recoil will cripple youu O so |I'massured."” She positioned
the slug gun in his hands. "Grasp it firmy, tight against your shoul der
Then it will nerely push you backwards. If you hold it |loosely and try
to keep it away, it will fly back and strike you like a club."

Sand said, "In the head, Patera. That's the best."

"I am augur here," Renora told him and fired.

The crash of the shot was deafening in the encl osed space of the
mant ei on. Sand rose; for an instant Maytera M nt could not see where
the slug had hit him Spinning to face the Sacred Wndow, he threw
up both arns. There was an uncanny sound that m ght have been a
cry of pain or harsh laughter. Black liquid spurted fromhis throat,
spattering the clean black habit she had just put on

And the Holy Hues began before Sand fell

She blinked and stared, then blinked again. Not one face but two
crowded the W ndow, one gaping and gasping, the other radiant with
power and majesty, just--and nore than just--pitiless and nurturing.
"My faithful people,” intoned Tw ce-headed Pas, "receive the bl essing
of your god."

" | see him _" Fromthe voice she thought it nust be Spider, although
she coul d not be sure.

Pas's was thunder and a destroying wind. "Carry this npost noble
of ny soldiers to the Gand manteion. | shall speak--"

Both his faces faded. Tawny yellows and iridescent blacks filled
the Wndow on Minfrane. Serpents withed across it as scorpions
scuttl ed over their backs; behind themall, Spider and Maytera M nt,
El and and Renpra, Slate, Shale, and Schist saw t he agoni zed face of
Echi dna

Pas returned as if Echidna had never been. "There our prophet
Auk will restore himto us."

Chapter 11 -- Lovers

As the floater rose, Hossaan said, "l've a dozen things to tell you,
Calde. | know there won't be tinme for all of them It's only four
streets.”

"I know where it is,
on his arm "Easy, lad!"

Silk snapped. "Hurry!" Xiphias laid a hand
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Hossaan gl anced at the small mrror above his head, and his eyes
met Silk's. "So I'mgoing to tell the nost inportant one first. You
think there won't be anybody at the Grand Manteion when Hy gets

there, and you're afraid she'll |eave."
"Yes!"
"That's not right. | told you |l had to talk to General Mnt on your

gl ass, and that was what made ne |late." Heeling |like a close-haul ed
boat, the floater swerved around a gilded litter with eight bearers.

"l said we'd discuss it later."

"Right. Only because of what she said, | thought it might be snart
to have a |l ook at the Grand Manteion. There's three augurs in there
and a coupl e thousand people.”

"Did you see Hyacinth?"

Hossaan shook his head. "But | could' ve mssed her pretty easily,
Cal de. She's not as tall as the redhead, and there was a bunch of
worren with animals."

Oeb nuttered, "No cut."

"She's probably still outside, Calde. If she was clinbing the
Pal ati ne when Mucor said she was, she can't have gotten to the
G and Manteion yet."

Xi phi as asked, "Why's everybody there, |ad?"

"There's been anot her theophany--there nust have been. Do you
know about Pas appearing to H s Cogni zance?"

"No, |lad! Never heard about it!"

"l have," Hossaan said. "There's a runor, anyhow. Do you think
that's brought thenP"

Sil k shook his head. "It was Mol psday, and woul d be stal e news
now. " Half to hinmseif he added, "Wat does it mean, when a dead
god rises?"

No one answered him The floater sped on

A surging crowd filled Gold Street. "Stop!" Silk ordered Hossaan
"No! Higher if you can. | saw her. Turn around."

"Near us, Calde?" They rose, blowers racing.

"Cut!" Oreb exclained. "Cut cat!"

"Two or three streets down the slope. Turn!"

The floater darted forward instead. "Your bird' s right," Hossaan
told Silk. "It would take too long to get through that nob, but we
can duck down here--" He swerved onto a steep and narrow street
bordered by high walls. "And cut across to Gold so we cone up behind
her. W'll be nmoving with them and that will make it a lot faster.”

Silk drew breath and exhal ed. The achi ng weakness in his chest was
fading, but it seemed to himthat he had not filled his lungs properly
for days. "You told Horn that your nane was Wllet, Wllet. Al so you found
cl ot hi ng--sonewhere in the Cal de's Pal ace, | suppose--simlar
to the waiters', so that you could help them serve."

"I like to be useful, calde."

"l know you do, and it may be useful for you to tell nme
why you did those things before we | ocate Hyacinth--if we
do. You say you have a dozen itens to relate. That should be
the next."

Still steering their floater expertly, Hossaan gl anced over his
shoul der at Xi phi as.

"If Master Xiphias and Maytera Marble can't be trusted, no one

can. If | explain your actions--1 believe | can, you see--will you
tell ne whether |'mcorrect?"
They spun around a corner as though it were an eddy. "lI'mafraid

not. General Mnt says Siyufs surrounded the Juzgado. That's why
I thought | ought to check on the Grand Manteion."
"Where was she, and how did she learn of it?"
"I don't know, calde. She didn't say, and | didn't ask. She said
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one of Qosik's officers told her. Oosik had told himto try and get
in touch with her."

Xi phias said, "He left when WIllet here was handi ng out those
appetizers, lad! Another waiter fetched him renenber?"

"Later than that--after | had asked Mucor to find out to which
mant ei on Hyaci nth was bringing her offering."”

Their floater tacked on Gold, pushing through chattering
pedestri ans.

"You know what she |ooks like," Silk nmuttered. "She had on a bl ack
coat, and was carrying a large rabbit, | believe."

"Cat talk," Oeb inforned him "Talk bad."

"The bird's right, lad! The skinny girl said it talks!" Before Xiphias
had fini shed speaking, their floater was sl ow ng and stopping; the
canopy slid into its back and sides.

For the space of a breath, Silk thought there had been a m st ake.
The hurrying young wonman with somnet hi ng orange-furred tucked
under her arm seened too tall and too slender until she turned with
their cow ing nudging her |leg, and he saw her face.

"Hyacinth!" He stood up by reflex, and for a nonent he was hal f
outside the floater (and she nore than half in it) as they kissed.

When that kiss ended, they lay face-to-face on the soft |eather seat, she
crowded against its back and he practically falling off, with X phias
standi ng over them and waving his saber to force passersby to keep

their distance. They sat up, but their hands would not part. "I was
afraid you were dead," Silk confessed.
And Hyacinth, "I shaggy near was, and |l--but I..." Her eyes

swamw th tears. "Can't we put up the top?"

"I don't know how. "

"I do." She freed her hand, and with a flurry of skirt and ruffled
underskirt, and a flash of |egs and spi ke-heel ed scarl et shoes, was
in Hossaan's seat. Xiphias ducked, and the canopy flowed up and
darkened until it was nearly opaque.

She wi ped her eyes. "Now I'm coning back. Catch me." She rolled
over the back of the front seat so that Silk had to, and lying in his
arms ki ssed himagain. Wth no need of speech, her kiss said, _Beat
me, shane and starve me. Do as you want with nme, but don't |eave ne_.
1"l never do those things, he thought, and tried to make his own kiss
tell her so

When they parted, he gasped, "Wwere do we start?"

She smled. "That WAS the start. | love you. Let's start fromthere.
I haven't felt this way since--since you junped out ny w ndow "

He | aughed, and she turned to Xiphias. "This tine I know you
froma rat. You teach sword fighting, and | want |essons. Do you
al ways go around wi th hinP"

"Much as | can, lass!"

Sil k asked her, "Where have you been? |'ve had peopl e searching
everywhere."

"In a horrible old building in the Oilla, with a soldier as big as
this floater watching nme for Auk. You must know Auk, he says he
knows you. Tartaros turned me | oose."

Hyacinth grinned like a twelve-year-old. "You believe in the gods,
but you won't believe that. | don't, and | know it happened. Do you
mind if |I don't call you darling?"

Sil k shook his head. "Not in the |east."

"I'"ve called too many nen that. I'll find something el se, something
good enough, but it may take a while." She turned back to Xi phias.
"There's junp seats that fold down out of the back of that one. You'd
be nore confortable.™

"Feel better outside, |ass! Know how to get this plagucy door
open?"
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She laid her hand on his. "You stay in here or we'll get all naked
and sweaty, and weobught to do that sonepl ace nicer. Were's the
driver?"

"Hunting!" Xiphias jerked dowmn a seat, sat, and contrived to sheath
his saber. "Hunting your cat with Silk's bird!"

"That's right, | dropped Tick, and he cost five cards."

Silk said, "Wen you got free--and |'Il be grateful to Tartaros
forever--you shoul d have cone to ne."

Hyaci nt h shook her head.

"I understand. You didn't know where | was, either."

"No, you don't. | did. | knew exactly where you were. At the
Juzgado or the calde's Palace. Everybody | asked wanted to tal k
about you, and everybody said one place or the other. But | | ooked,
well, like every other slut in the Oilla, only worse, and | stank.
couldn't wash, or only a little. | tried, but when the water's dirtier
than your face it doesn't help nmuch. | wanted perfunme and powder,
and a conb to hold ny hair, except | had to wash it first and dry it.
| tried to go back to Blood's. Do you know about Bl ood?"

"About your trying to go back there? No."

"And cl ean cl othes, clean underwear and a bunch of other things.
You know what |1'd look like without all this stuff?"

"Yes," Silk declared. "Like Kypris herself."

"Thanks. Like a boy, only with tits down to ny waist. You saw
me naked."

Silk felt his face flush. "They weren't. Not nearly."

"That's the trouble with big ones," Hyacinth explained to Xi phias.
"The bigger they are the | ower they go, unless you' ve got sonething
to hold themup. WIIl that nmake it hard for me to sword-fight?"

"WIIl if they bounce, lass! But there's ways! Think | don't know
‘em long as |'ve been at it?"

"I put nyself in your hands, Master Xiphias." She gave hima sly,
sidelong smle, then brushed Silk's cheek with a kiss. "I was going
to see about |essons that tinme | came to neet you, | nean before
found out it was so bad here, before we left Blood' s. Wien we got
out of bed | said wouldn't | be a good sword-fighter, and you said
you'd back a dell with shorter legs that wasn't so fond of her | ooks,
or sonmething like that. So | thought I'd learn and surprise you."

He nodded, speechl ess.

"I"'ma good dancer, | really am and | never had |l essons, so | think
with lessons | could learn. Only it's a long way to Blood' s and Auk
took ny noney, and | |ooked like a slut, so | turned around and

went to Orchid's. She |oaned ne gelt and |let ne wash and, you
know, fix up. But she says Blood's for ice. This was only about, oh,
before | went to the market. Did you know? That Bl ood was dead?
Si nce Phaesday, she says."
"Yes. | killed him" Hyacinth's eyes widened, and Silk felt pride,

coupled with a deep shame init. "I killed himwith a sword Master
Xi phias had | oaned ne, and destroyed the sword in the process.
I'"d rather not discuss the details. | understand why you wanted to

return, or at least | believe--"
"Al'l my things are out there! My clothes, ny jewelry, everything

I'"ve got!"

"Al so, you thought your driver would have gone back there, I'm
certain. | also understand why you went to Orchid's; you anticipated
help fromher, and you received it. | went there nyself for the
same reason a few days ago, and | was hel ped as well--1 found

Chenille there. Wiich brings me to a point | ought to have raised
sooner. What was the soldier's nane? The one who watched you
for Auk?"

"Hamer stone." Two tiny lines had appeared on Hyacinth's
forehead. "It was Corporal Hamrerstone, and he had stripes on
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his armlike a happy corporal, but painted on. Al of a sudden

you're worried, | can see it. Wat is it?"

"I't would take an hour to explain it all." Silk shrugged. "I'll try to
be brief. I love you very, very much."

"l love you, too!"

"Because | do, | have sonething to | ose, soneone--you--| nust
protect. Most nmen live their entire lives like this, | suppose, but |I'm
not accustoned to it."

"I'msorry. I'll try to help. | really will."

"I know you will. You'll put yourself at risk, and that worries ne

nore than anything el se.”

There was a tap on the canopy.

"You see, |'ve forgotten sone of nmy obligations already. | pronised
Chenille I'd help her find Auk, and Auk took you fromne. Do you
know where he is, or where this Corporal is? Patera Incus is anxious
to locate him | know.'

Xiphias interjected, "Don't you think that's that WIll et outside
knocki ng, | ad?"

"Let himin, please."

"l don't know how to work this soggy door!"

"Then that will give us a little nore tine. You'll solve it soon,
I'"msure."

Hyacinth giggled. "You' ve been around people Iike ne too nuch.
That's what Auk says about houses. And | know where he is, too,
or anyway | know where he was, at a reedy old mantei on on Sun
Street. Was that yours? That's what sonebody sai d when we were
goi ng over there."

"I't was." Silk found that he was smling. "It's old and run down,
just as you say; but | used to love it, or thought | did. In a way I
suppose | still do."

Scarcely visible on the other side of the darkened canopy, Hossaan
tapped again. This tine his taps were followed by a series of
shar per ones.

"That's where Kypris cane to your Wndow? Orchid told ne. It

was at Orpine's funeral, she said. | knew Opine, and | wish |I'd been
there. |1've got a shrine for Kypris..." Hyacinth paused, teeth nibbling
her full lower lip. "O | did. Is the house really wecked? That's what
Ochid said."

Silk recalled Blood's villa as he had seen it during his rescue. "It's

badl y damaged, certainly."

"If it was just damaged we've got to go there!"

He gestured toward the canopy. "Even with Wl et outside knocking?
Wllet used to be one of Blood' s drivers. You nmust know hi m - he
drove you to the city so that you could neet ne at Ermne's."

"That's wonderful! He can take us."

Xi phias exclainmed. "Think |'ve got it! Want ne to let him
in, lad?"

Si | k nodded, and the door opened. Hossaan reached through it
to unlatch the one in front, and Oreb shot past himto | and upon
Silk's shoulder, a-flutter with excitenent and indignation. "Bad cat!
Cut cat!"”

Hossaan slid into the driver's seat as the orange-and-white ani nal
he held spat, "Add word!"

"He led us quite a chase, Hy," Hossaan said, "but we got himin
the alley trying to wiggle through a hole."

"You' re bl eeding!"

"He put up a fight. If sonebody else will hold him I'Il get out the
aid kit."

"Add, add word!" the little orange-and-white catachrest reiterated.
"Pack! Itty laddie, peas dun lit amkilt may!"
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"She won't, for an hour or two at least," Silk told him "Wllet, |
want you to take us out to Blood's and help us collect Hyacinth's
bel ongi ngs." For a nonent, Silk paused to gaze upon Hyaci nth.
"Then to the Prolocutor's Palace." As the floater slid forward, he
added, "W may well need weapons, but we'd have to go back to
the calde's Palace, and we can't afford that. |1'd never get away."

Xi phias accepted the snall catachrest from Hossaan. "I've ny
sword, |ad!"

Si | k nodded absently as the song of the blowers strengthened to a
muted roar. "Let's hope it will suffice.”

"W night have these drinks I wish in the bar, perhaps,” Siyuf
told Chenille, "but in nmy |odging would be nmore nice, do you not
t hi nk al so?"

"I had three with dinner." By intent, Chenille spoke too |oudly.
"If 1"'mgoing to start falling down and taking off my clothes,
I'"d a whole lot rather do it in private." She. |ooked around
Ermne's sellaria with interest. "Only we've got to get a room
don't you?"

"My staff has arrange this for me while | watch our parade with
your friend the calde." Siyuf stopped a liveried waiter. "My | odging

will be up the big stairs, | think? Number seventy-nine?"

He shook his head. "W don't have a room seventy-nine at Ermne's,
General . "

"CGeneralissim. Wait, | will show you." Wile Chenille smled and

strove to appear innocent, Siyuf fished a key from her pocket.
"Ah!" The waiter nodded. "Number seven nine. That's a double

room we call it the Lyrichord Room GCeneralissino. On your right
at the top of the Grand Staircase. You can't miss it."
"A roomyou say. Mrre, | understood."

The waiter |lowered his voice confidentially. "Qur suites are four,

five, or six roons, depending. W call themroons for convenience.

Your room the Lyrichord Room on account of the instrument in

the music room is a double suite with el even roons and three bat hs,
besi des bal conies and so forth. Three bedroons, sellaria, cenatiuncula
for formal dining, breakfast cosy, drawing room-"

She waved himto silence. "You have here a wine waiter, one good
and know ng?"

"The somrelier, Ceneralissinb. He's at the Cal de's Pal ace j ust
now, | believe."

"I come fromthere. He too, | think. Send himto ne when he
arrive."

Si yuf turned away, notioning to Chenille. "Men are so stupid, do
you think also? It is what renders themless than attractive, even the
most fine. One thing, better | had say, one thing from many. Men
are duty. So we are taught in ny hone. Grls are pleasure.”

Chenill e nodded neekly, blinking to show that she was assimlating

this information. "In Trivigaunte, you mean? That's where your
home is? | still can't get used to |liking sonebody from sonepl ace
so far away."
"This is natural. | have a house there bigger than this Erm ne of

your Viron's, the house which was ny nother's. Al so outside our
city, a farmhouse nmade |l arge for rest and educating ny horses. For the
hunt two houses al so, one in a cave where is nmore cool. Do you perhaps
hunt? I will showit to you. You will be very delighted | think, but
there are places where you could not stand so straight, perhaps."”

"I"'d like to learn. Only | thought all of you were east of here.
The calde, | call himPatera, said sonething about tents out there.
Anyway, it's really nice you ve got this suite too, only I never would
have guessed."

Arms |inked, they started up the broad staircase. "I have ny tent
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outside your city, and my headquarters, which | bring closer soon
Also this is convenient, as we see. | have good hunting there, so
perhaps | will not have to take you hone to teach. Al ready we kil
three wing people and catch one al so."

"Four Fliers?" In her astonishnent Chenille forgot to sound
admiring. "I didn't think anybody could."

Si yuf laughed. "Nine years in Trivigaunte another kill a w ng person,
but she does not catch the round thing on the back that push forward.
| forget this word."

"l have no idea."

"By this we put wings on ny pterotroopers. This tinme it is ne that
kill and |I have catch the things that push al so, but he does not yet
tell ne howit go."

Si yuf noi stened her lips, and for the first tine Chenille felt
frightened. "Not yet he will not tell. But soon. He is like all nen
stupid, and not fine even but small and thin. W take his clothes
and do other things until he is our friend. This is not confusing to

you, | hope?"
"I think I get it."
"W take the clothes, and | ook, he is nothing. | have five husbands,

all are nore fine. Perhaps you would like hinf Wien we have finish,
I will give himto you."
"Ch, no! | don't want him Siyuf."
" CGood. "
"I really don't like nmen at all, except Petera and one other one."
They had reached the top of Ernmine's sweeping and richly carpeted
Grand Staircase. Siyuf glanced to her right and down at her key.
"My husbands | |ike sonetines, but so one |like a hound. For ne,
tall girls and strong over all else. | enjoy, you see, at first a certain
resi stance. "

Mayt era Marbl e paused to stare at the strange processi on crossing
Mant ei on Street; although it was some di stance away, Maytera Rose's

| egacy had inproved her eyes out of reckoning. In the streetlights

gl ow, she saw a | arge and rough-1ooki ng nman, accomnpani ed by a

smal ler man so thin that he seemed a nere assenbl age of sticks.

After them three soldiers, large and handsonme like all soldiers, two
of whom appeared to be carrying a fourth. Behind the soldiers, a tal
augur and--and. ..

"Sib! OCh, sib! General, General Mnt! It's ne, sib!" In her joy Maytera
Marbl e actually sprang into the air. The dimnutive sibyl walking
beside the tall augur |ooked around, and her nouth dropped open

Maytera's eyes were not the only things Maytera Rose's | egacy had
i nproved; Maytera Marbl e dashed up Manteion Street as though
wi nged, and Oreb hinself could not have covered the distance nore
rapidly. Her good hand clutching her coif, she shot between the rough
men, collided with the Ieading soldier with a clang and a fluster of
el i ded apol ogi es, and threw her arnms about Maytera M nt.

"It's you, it's really you! We've been so worried! You don't know

You can't, and when Patera said you were all right | thought that's
just when it happens, when everyone's saying the danger's over,
that's when they get killed, and, and--oh, H erax! Ch, Scylla!
Oh, Thel xiepeia! | sinmply couldn't stand it. You were the |ight of
my existence, sib. | know | never told you but you were, you were!
If 1'd had to live by nyself in the cenoby with just Maytera Rose
and that chem | couldn't have stood it. W'd have gone nad!"

Maytera M nt was | aughi ng and huggi ng her and trying to lift
her off the ground, which was so ridicul ous that Maytera Marble
excl aimed, "Stop, sib, before you hurt yourself!" But it really did not
matter at all. Maytera Mnt was right there, |aughing, and was the
same dear Maytera M nt but better because she was the Maytera
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M nt who had cone back from Tartaros knew where and there was
no not her and daughter, no grandnother and granddaughter hal f
so close as they, and no child or grandchild half so dear

"I''"'m happy to be back, Maytera," Maytera M nt decl ared when she
could stop laughing. "I hadn't really known how happy till now. "

"Where have you been? Dear, dear sib, dear girl! Patera said they'd
got you, they had you in sone horrible place under the city, and then
they didn't, you were with soldiers, but the generalissino, not the fat
one, the other one, said you were dead and--oh, sib! | missed you so
much! | wanted you to neet Chenille. | still do, because Chenille's
been a second granddaughter to ne, but nobody, nobody in the whole
whor| can ever nmean as nuch to nme as you!"

The tall augur said, "The--ah--all Viron. Feels as you do, eh,
Mayt era? Just | ook at them"

Al ready heads were turning and peopl e pointing.

"You- - ah--speak to them GCeneral? O, um | nyself--"

Maytera M nt waved both hands and bl ew t he onl ookers half a
dozen ki sses; then the silver trunpet sounded, the trunpet that
Mayt era Marbl e had heard in Sun Street on that never to be
forgotten Hi eraxday when the Queen of the Worl had nanifested
during her final sacrifice, ringing fromevery wall and cobble Ilike a
call to battle: "I am General Mnt! H's Em nence and | have been down
in the tunnels where the Ayuntanmi ento's hiding, and Pas hinsel f has
given us instructions. W're going to the Gand Manteion! Al of you
are going there, too, aren't you?" She pointed with a wi de gesture that
was |i ke the unsheat hing of a sword.

There were cheers, and several voices shouted, " Yes!

"Lord Pas's prophet, Auk, will be there. W know, because Lord
Pas told us. Please! Do any of you know hi n®"

A giant, taller even than Renpra, waved. He held a ramunder his
left arm and a tame baboon trotted after himas he pushed through
the crowd; Maytera Marbl e thought that she had never seen so big
a bio, a bio nearly as big as a soldier.

"l do." His voice was |ike the thudding of a bass drurn. "I know you,
too, Ceneral. Know you a dog's right, anyhow, but ne an' Auk's a
old knot." Legs like two pillars devoured the di stance between them
with swinging strides.

For a second tine, Maytera Mnt's snall face went blank with
surprise. "G b! You're Gb! W charged the floaters on Cage Street
toget her!"

"Pure quill, General." The giant dropped to one knee, eliciting an
enraged bleat fromthe ram "I'mGb fromthe Cock, an' | was tryin
to stick by you, but that sham horse couldn't keep up. Too nuch
wei ght's what Kingcup says. Then he took a slug an' down we went."
He held up his free armto show a cast, then touched the ridge above his
eyes with the fingertips protruding fromit. "So | can't salute like 1'd like
to, but Bongo here can. Salute the General |ady, Bongo. Salute!"

The baboon rose on his hind | egs, his forepaw seening to shade
startlingly human eyes.

Maytera M nt demanded, "But you know Auk, G b? | nean Pas's
prophet naned Auk?"

Mayt era Marbl e sensed her uncertainty. "She knows a nman called
Auk who went to our palaestra; but | don't believe she's sure he's
the one Pas--Pas told you about this Auk, sib?"

"Yes!" Maytera M nt nodded so hard her short brown hair danced.
"Just now, a few nminutes ago, down in a chapel under the Pal ace. He
came to the Wndow there, Maytera, and all of us could see him even
Spi der and El and. It was wonderful!"

The soldier carrying the feet of the fourth soldier said, "He tal ked
about our sergeant. We gave himto Pas."

The third sol dier objected, "He gave hinself, that's how it was.
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Now Pas wants himfixed. Not 'cause he don't want himbut 'cause
we need him Pas don't want to scrap him"

The augur tossed back a lock of lank black hair. "It--ah--gave.
Sense of the word, hey? | nyself--"

Maytera M nt was not to be distracted. "Do you know Auk the
Prophet, G b? Yes or no!"

"Sure do, GCeneral."

"Describe him™"

"He's part owner in ny place, he's maybe forgot but he is. Pretty
big cully." Gb waved his cast toward the |arger of the rough-Iooking
men. "Bout like him only not so old. Got nore hair than he needs
an' ears that stick out of it anyhow "

"A strong, forthright jaw" She was fairly dancing with anxiety and
i mpati ence.

"That's him General. You could hang your washing onit." Gb
chuckl ed, the | aughter of a happy ogre hiding in his barrel chest. "I
was wantin' to say he | ooks |ike Bongo here. Auk's ny ol' knot an'
woul dn't m nd. Maybe you would of, though, an' maybe the god
that's tapped him Tartaros is what he says."

"This, er, hiatus, General..."

Maytera M nt nodded vigorously. "He's right, Gb. Stand up. You
needn't address ne as if | were a child, just because |I'mnot tall."

She trotted forward, drawi ng the gi ant behind her |ike a nagnet.
"Let's see... You don't know anybody here except nme. Neither does
poor Maytera, whom | ought to have introduced. O have you been
i ntroduced to Hi s Em nence, Maytera?

"Your Em nence, this is ny senior and ny dearest friend, Maytera
Marbl e. Maytera, this is His Emnence the Coadjutor, Putera
Renor a. "

Maytera Marble, hurrying after them paused | ong enough to bow
i n approved fashion.

"An honor, eh? For ne, Maytera. For ne. Very nuch so. Um-privilege.
We begi n our acquai ntance under the nost--ah--propitious
circumstances. You, um concur?"

"Deci dedly, Your Em nence!"

Maytera M nt never broke stride. "This is G b, as you heard, a
friend of Auk's and a conrade-in-arnms of mne. The soldier with
his slug gun pointed at our prisoners--Slate, you really don't need
to do that. They're not going to run."

She gl anced back at Maytera Marble. "Wiere was | ? Oh, yes. That's

Acting Corporal Slate. I've put himin charge of his fell ow soldiers
till Great Pas, as he pronised, restores Sergeant Sand to us by Auk's
agency. "

Catching up to her, Maytera Marble ventured, "That nust be poor
Sergeant Sand they're carrying?"

"That's right, and Schist and Shale are carrying him Qur
prisoners--they're friends now, friends of mne at |east, and Hi s
Em nence's too, |I'd say--are Spider and El and."” She had reached the
mlling cromd before the Gand Manteion and stood on tiptoe in the hope
of catching a glinpse of Auk.

Xi phias had found a candle and lit it; Silk drew Hossaan away from
its light and out into the darkness of the corridor. "Mster X phias
can help her | ook--hold the light, at least, which is all she needs.
You and | have things to talk about."

"CGood man!" Oeb assured Silk.

"I enployed you--knowi ng you are an agent of the Rani's--because
you Trivigauntis are our allies. You realize that, |'msure."

"Certainly, Calde."

"You owe nothing to Viron, and nothing to nme. But if you want
to remain, you'll have to be nore forthcom ng than you' ve been
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thus far."
"Only because the old nan was |istening, Calde. |I know you trust
him and you probably can. But I'mnot you. | try not to trust

anybody nore than |'ve got to."

"l understand. Do they trust you? | nean the officials to whom
you report."

There was a nonentary silence; it was too dark for Silk to see
Hossaan's face, but he sensed that it would have done little good.
Then Hossaan said, "No nore than they have to, Calde. | don't mnd,
though. I"'mused to it."

"I"'mnot. No doubt | rnust becone used to it, too; but I'mfinding
that difficult. You' re deceiving them That was the reason you had
Horn--and others, no doubt--call you Wllet, the nane you had
used here. That was al so why you hel ped serve dinner. You wanted
to show soneone at ny table that you had penetrated ny househol d--soneone
who woul d recogni ze you at once. Isn't that correct?”

Hossaan's only answer was an eerie silence. On Silk's shoul der,
Oreb croaked and fluttered uneasily.

"That person will assune, of course, that | amnot aware you're a
Trivigaunti--"

"Let's not dodge words, Calde. I'ma spy. | know it and you've
known it since you spotted nme on the boat."

"You will be appl auded and rewarded."

Hossaan started to speak, but Silk cut himoff. "I'mnot finished.
Wil e you took us out here, | was thinking about your deception
and your position as ny driver. Please don't tell nme that your lie
is essentially the truth because I'mthe only one who knows and
you intend to informyour superiors that | do. It would only be a
further lie."

"Al right, I won't."

"Then | say this. You may tell your superiors everything you |earn
I'"ve assuned that you would fromthe start, and since | haven't the
| east intention of betraying the Rani, it can do Viron no harm But
you nust afford ne the sane courtesy Doctor Crane did--you nust
tell me everything | want to know about what you're doi ng and
reporting. In return, I'lIl keep your secret."

A second crept by, then two. "All right, Calde. But |I've always
been willing to tell you whatever you needed to know. "

"Thank you. Earlier | asked whether Generalissinm Siyuf or Genera
Saba knew you by sight. You said neither did, and | believed you." For
a monent, it seened to Silk that sonething stealthy noved through
the darkness. He paused to listen, but heard only the sudden flapping
of wings as Oeb | aunched hinself from his shoul der

"l ask again--was it the truth? Does either know you?"

"It is, Calde. |I've never spoken with them and | doubt that they
know what | | ook like, either one of them"

"There was soneone at ny di nner who does. Wio was it?"

"Col onel Abanja. Didn't you ask what she does on Siyuf's staff?
She intelligence officer.”

"Do you report to her?"

"I will now, probably. You still don't see--"

Soft candl el i ght had appeared in Hyacinth's doorway. Oreb
announced, "Cat cone!" from Xi phias's shoul der

Sil k asked, "How are you faring, Mster Xiphias?"

The ol d man shook his head. "Not a thing, lad! Want a bit of silver
chain? Ring worth half a card?"

"No, thank you."

"Me neither! But we found 'eml Think she'd keep 'enf? Threw 'em
on the floor! Fact!"

Oreb confided, "Grl cry."
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"You shouldn't have left her in the dark," Silk nuttered.

"Chased nme out, lad! Candle and all!"

Feeling the pressure of Hossaan's hand on his back, Silk said,
"You're right, of course, Wllet. | nust go in to her. | don't know
that | can help, but | nust try."

Al one, he wal ked down the dark corridor and turned into the darker
doorway of what had been Hyacinth's suite. Here there had been a
dressing table inlaid with gold and ivory, wardrobes crammed with
expensi ve gowns and coats, and a summonabl e gl ass. Only darkness
remai ned, and the nel ancholy sweetness of spilled perfunme. One door
had led to Hyacinth's bal neum Silk rem nded hinsel f, another to her
bedchanber. In vain, he tried to recall which was to the left and which
to the right, although with her sobs to guide himhe did not really
need to know. By touch, he located the correct door and found that
it was open.

After that, there was nothing for it but to walk in, with the ghost
of the Patera Silk that he had been

" Halt! " The voice was male, acconpanied by the rattle of sling swvels
and the click of the safety; Siyuf's intelligence officer raised her hands
while trying to nake out the sentry in the cloud-di med skylight. "I
am Col onel Abanja, in the Rani's service."

Wi spering. There were two or nmore sentries, clearly. "Advance
and give the password."

Abanj a noved forward slowy, hands still in the air. If these nervous
men were fromthe Calde's Guard, they were (or at |east ought to be)
di sciplined troopers. If they were General Mnt's volunteers, they
m ght fire w thout warning.

"Halt in the name of the Rani!"

Abanj a stopped again and identified herself a second tine. Sonewhere
behi nd her, a voice hissed, "They're shaggy shook up, |ady. |
woul dn't stand between 'em

"Thank you," she nmurmured. "That's good advice, |'msure."

A |l anky trooper of the Compani on Cavalry stepped from a shadow,
Abanj a was happy to see that the muzzl e of her slug gun was | owered.
"You nust give to me our password al so, Colonel."

"Boraz." Now she woul d see whether this trooper's lack of famliarity
with the Conmon Tongue, with its inplication of aristocracy, was rea
or feigned.

"You can pass, Sir.

Fei gned.

" Halt! " It was the calde's nmen again. Abanja said, "lI've already
halted for you once.”

"Do you have our password?"

I nwardly, she sighed. "I didn't know one was required. | have to
speak with the officer in charge of our detachnent."

"You can't go in the Juzgado wi thout our password.”

"Then you nmust give it to nme."

Anot her whi spered conference. "It's against regul ati ons, Col onel."
Her eyes were adapting to the darkness; both male sentries were
visible to her now, skylight gleamng on their waxed arnor. "If it's

against regulations to give it to me, you can't expect nme to know
it." She spoke to the cavalry trooper. "CGo get her. You have ny
perm ssion to | eave your post."

Too softly for the nen to overhear, the voice behind Abanja hissed,
"There's a nice place, Trotter's. A street down 'n turn west. W can
have a drink. Tell these hoppies to send her when she cones."

Abanj a shook her head.

"Lady, you need me worse'n | need you."

Wt hout | ooking around Abanja murrmured, "Do |? | hadn't
realized it."
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"I could of got you in without a hitch. Shag, | still will. Tell 'em
_Charter_. This's for free."
"Sentry!" Abanja called. "I renenber your password now. Your

calde told me at dinner."

Bot h advanced with | eveled slug guns. "Gve it."

She sniled. "Unless soneone's changed it w thout notifying your
calde, it's Charter."

"Pass, friend."

"Thank you again," Abanja nurmured.

The hiss was scarcely audible. "Back room Nane's Urus."

"Al'l g-gone." Slowy, Hyacinth's sobs had subsided into sniffles. "All
the tinmes. All that smling. Creamand |otion. Beggar's root and
rust, do this and do that. N-nothing left." The sobs returned. "Ch,
K- k- kypris! Have pity!"

Silk muttered, "I think perhaps she already has."

"Bake here shop!" It was the catachrest. "Cuss-cuss."

He did, kissing Hyacinth's ear and the nape of her neck, and when
she rai sed her face to his, her lips.

"Ni ece! Mow cuss!" The little catachrest attenpted a smacking that
energed between the intended kiss and a squall

The third cuss was not yet over. Wen it was, Hyacinth said, "Wpe

your face. | got snot all over you."
"Tears." Silk took out his handkerchief.
"B-both. | was crying so hard ny nose ran. Don't think | can't cry

pretty when I wwant to."

"Itty | addi e, done! Shop!"

"I'"ve got certain things | think about, and here it cones. Know
what | had when | left h-home?"

He shook his head, then said, "Wat was it?" realizing that she
coul d not have seen the notion.

"Two gowns M Mot her made and her unbrella. She didn't have
a-anything else to give nme, so she gave ne that. A big green unbrella. I
kept it for years, and | don't know what happened to it. H Here's what
I"ve got now. The clothes |'ve got on and a gown Orchid prom sed
to get cleaned, Tick here, and one card. But | owe her seven. That's
w-way too much for what | got, but what could | say?"

Silk stood. "That you'll repay her later. You can say that again,
too."

"Y-y-you know..." A stifled sob. "You're learning, you really are.
Listen, 1'mnot through crying about all this yet. I'll cry mmnore--cry
some mnore..."

" Shop! "

"Tonight. Before | go to sleep. | just about always cry then, and
when |'m asl eep, too, s-sonetimes. Well, by Thel x!'"

"What is it?" Silk inquired.
"Go stand in the doorway. Shut it behind you. Don't ask, do
it quick."
He did, and heard voices in the dark: "Tick? Tick, are you stil
in here?" "Puck Tuck ape no!" "All right, quit pulling my skirt."
"Nod heavey." "Did | say why | got hinf You can open the door
again. | was going to give himto Kypris and ask her to give
me you."
Once nore, Silk was speechl ess.
"The market was cl osed, but sone animal culls are always in there,
and | gave the watchman a card to let ne in and got Tick. The cul
said talking animals are the best."
"So |'ve been told--by the sane seller, I'msure."
"I had a string around his neck, and | held it while | was | ooking
for my things. Sometines | held it in my teeth. When | got to crying
I put my foot on it, but he got it off. Untied it or got it up where he
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could bite it, | guess."

"Nod rum"

"No, you didn't run, and | know you knew what | was going to do,
' cause you kept on begging me not to." To Silk, Hyacinth added, "Then
everybody was going to that big nmanteion uphill, so | did, too."

"l understand."

"But when he got |oose he didn't beat hoof. Wy not, Tick?"

"Say wharf |addie."

"l guess." Abandoning Tick, she addressed Silk. "Wat |I'mtrying
to say is | knowyou're really religious. |I'mnot, but you could
teach ne."

He coul d not escape the thought that it would be better if she
taught him "I'mfar from being the best possible teacher, but 1'lI
try if you wishit."

"You said we'd go to the Prol ocutor's when we were done here.

If it was for nme, we don't have to."

He smiled. "You're not going to offer Tick?"

"I will if you want nme to."

Tick protested, "New "

"l see no point init." Sonmething |large and soft pressed Silk's
| eg; he groped for it in the dark, but there was nothing there.

"You want nme to teach you. The gods--this is what |'ve found--aren't
greatly influenced by our gifts. Wen they give us what

we ask--" The soft pressure resuned, practically pushing him off
his feet.

"What is it?"

"That's what | was wondering nyself, but now | believe | know.
Oeb tried to tell ne out in the hall; and | should have guessed when

he flewthe first time | heard it. Micor calls theml|ynxes. There's one
in the roomwth us."

"Are they like bats?" Hyacinth sounded al arned.

"They're cats."

"Have- -sonet hing touched nme. As big as a big dog."

"That's it; but there's no point in my describing them when you
could see this one for yourself." Silk raised his voice. "Mster Xiphias,
bring your candle, please."

"Are they the big cats the talus used to |l et out at night?" Hyacinth
sounded nore frightened than ever.

"Mucor controls them to her benefit and ours.” Silk tried to sound
reassuring. "lI'd imagine that this one would like us to bring it to the
Cal de' s Pal ace, where she is."

There was a nuted yow, far too deep and reverberant to have
proceeded from Ti ck.

Abanj a gl anced around Trotter's, which seened deserted except for
an old man asleep at a table and a fat man washi ng earthenware
mugs. " Barman?"

"Yeah, sister. You need a drink?"

She shook her head. "I'm addressed as Col onel. Since | want
somet hing, you may call ne sister. Wen you want sonething from
me, call nme Colonel. You mght get it if you do."

The fat man | ooked up. "Hey, I'1l call you Col onel right now,
sister.”

"Though | don't think so. You have a patron named Urus."

"Coupl e, anyhow," the fat man said. "Three | can lay hand to, only
one got the pits."

"Urus is in your back room and he's expecting me. Show ne

where it is.”
"Nobody's in ny back room sister."
"Then I'Il wait there for him That yellow bottle." She pointed. "I

take it that's sauterne?"
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The fat man shrugged. "S posed to be."

"Bring it, and two clean gl asses."

"l got sone that's better, only it's twenty-seven bits. That up there's
si xteen."

"Bring it. You keep accounts for patrons? Start one for ne. My
nane i s Abanja."

"You nmean you'll pay later? Sister, | don't--put that thing
away! "

"You nmen." Abanja smled as she stepped behind the bar. "How are
you to face lances if one snall needler terrifies you? Get the good
sauterne and the glasses. Are you going to send for the Calde's Guard
when you | eave ne? They won't arrest an officer of the Rani's, but |
don't think ny friend Uus will like it."

"l never do that, sister."

"Then it won't be necessary for ne to have you arrested when they
come. Nor will | have to shoot you. | admt | had thought about it."
Abanja smled nore broadly, anused by the clinking of the gl asses
inthe fat man's hand. "Lead the way. |If you don't m sbehave, you
have no reason to be frightened."

Wth her needler in his back, he pushed aside the dirty green curtain

that had conceal ed the entrance to a dark and narrow hall. She said,
"You know, | think |I understand this Trotter's of yours. Are you
Trotter?"

He nodded.

"Your courts neet in the Juzgado, and this is where the accused
drink before they go there. O if they're discharged. It's enpty because
your courts are not in session.”

"The back rooms enpty, too." Trotter had stopped before a door
He gul ped. "You can wait if you want to, only | close--"

She shook her head.

"When you | eave. After that, all right? If anybody called Urus cones
in, I"lI'l tell himyou're here." Trotter opened the door and gaped at the
filthy, bearded man at the table inside.

Wth exaggerated politeness, Uus rose and pulled out a chair for
Abanja. As she sat, Trotter nmunbled, "I forgot the calde let 'em out.
Alot can't hardly walk."

"I sprung nyself," Urus told him "Get nme somethin' to eat. Put it
on her tab."

Still smling, Abanja nodded.

When the door had cl osed behind Trotter, Uus said, "Thanks for
gettin' the bottle 'n standin' nme a neal. You're the dinber danber,
lady." H's voice becanme confidential. "What | got to tell youis I'm
all right too. You treat Urus brick 'n he'll treat you stone. Ain't you
goin' to put your barker up?"

"No. Trotter didn't know you were in here."

"He'd of wanted nme to drink, 'n | didn't have the gelt. Lily

with you, see? Yeah, | been in the pits. | just got out. Yeah,
I"'mflat. Only you need nme, lady, so you're goin' to give nme ten
cards--"

She | aughed.

"*Cause I'mgoin' to tell you a lot. Then I"'mgoin' to find out a
lot nore, 'n you 'n ne'll knot up again, see?"

"Open that and pour yourself as nuch as you want," she told him
"I feel sorry for you, so I'mgiving you a drink, and food if the barnman
has any."
"You know who Spider is?"
"Should | ?"
"Shag yes. You got spies here. Spider knows "emall. He knows
me, too, only he don't know I'mworkin' for you."
"You aren't. Not yet. To whom does this Spider report, assuning
that he exists?"
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"Councillor Potto. He's Potto's right hand. You ever hear of Guan?
How ' bout Hyrax? Sewel |l el ? Paca?"

Abanj a | ooked t houghtful. "Sonme of those names may be fam i ar
to ne."

"They're dead, all of "em 'n | know what happened to 'em Spider
was their jefe, 'n he ain't. | know where he is 'n what he's doin'. |
could bring you. | don't scavy you'd want nme to, only |I could. You

twi g they nabbed General M nt?"
"She's free now. " Abanja hol stered her needler. "That's what |'ve
been told."
"You don't cap to it."
"l believe what | see."
Urus grinned. "Pure keg, lady. Al right, it's the lily, she's | oose. |
could show her to you 'n throw in Spider, 'cause they're together.
Only I'mlike you, see? "N what | want to see's gelt."
Abanja took a card fromher card case and pushed it toward Urus,
across the stained and splintered old table.

Wth a furtive glance into the next room Chenille tapped the surface
of the glass with her forefinger. A floating gray face appeared. "Yes,
madarne. "

"Keep your voice down, all right?" Chenille herself was whispering.
"There's sonebody asleep in the big bed."

"Ceneralissino Siyut madame. She is well within ny field of
vi ew. "

"That's right, and you wouldn't want to wake her up, would you?
So keep it down."

"I shall, madane. | suggest, however, that you close the door. It
woul d provi de additional security, nadane."
Cheni |l e shook her head, her raspberry curls bobbing. "I got to know

if she's waking up. Pay attention. You know the Cal de's Pal ace?"

"Certainly, nmadane."

"I'"ve asked three or four times on the glass there, see? He let ne,
the calde did, I'ma friend of his. What | want to know is are you
the sane one? The nonitor | talked to there?"

"No, nmadane. Each glass has its own, madanme, though | can utilize
others, and consult their nonitors if need be."

"That's good, 'cause he couldn't find Auk for ne, ever, and | saw this
gl ass of yours when me and Generalissino Siyuf came in, and |'ve been
wanting to try it ever since, only not where she could hear 'cause |I'm
| ooking for Auk. | know there's a |ot of Auks. You don't have to tell ne
that. The one | want's the one that lives in the Oilla, the one they cal
Auk the Prophet now. Real big, not too bad | ooking, broken nose--"

"Yes, madane. | have located him It was a nmatter of no difficulty,
the word prophet being a sufficient clue. Do you wi sh to speak
with hinP"

"I--wait. If | speak to him he can see ne, right?"

Like a floating bottle disturbed by a ripple, the gray face bobbed
i n not hingness. "You m ght postpone your conversation until you
are dressed, madane. |f you prefer."

"That's all right. Just tell nme where he is."

"In the Grand Manteion, madane. It is two streets north and one
west, or so | aminformed."

"Yeah, | know. Listen, he's there now? Auk's there right now, in
the Grand Mantei on?"

"Correct, nmadane."

"I's he all right? He's not dead or anything?"

"He appears sonewhat fatigued, nmadane. Otherwi se | judge him
in excellent health. You do not care to converse?"

"I think it would be better if he didn't know about nme and the
generalissinmo. Better if |I don't shove it at him anyhow, and even if
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I close the door he's bound to want to know what |'m doing here."

The gray face nodded sagely. "Prudent, nmdane."

"Yeah, | think so. Wait up, | got to think."

"d adly, nadane." For nearly a minute, there was no sound in the
Lyri chord Room save Siyuf's hoarse respiration

At last Chenille announced, "This is going to be one tough job for
you, Mbnitor."

"W thrive upon adversity, nmadane."

"Good, |'ve got sone for you. | want to get word to a | ady naned
Orchid. Get her, or get anybody that m ght be able to get a nessage
to her. What tinme is it?"

"Two twenty-one, nadane. It is Phaesday norni ng, nadane.
Shadeup is |l ess than four hours distant."

"That's what | was afraid of. If you can't do it, just tell nme. | won't
bl ame you a bit."

"I shall nake the utnost effort, madane, but Orchid is also a wdely
enpl oyed appel | ation. Additional information my be of assistance.”

"Sure. This Ochid s got a yellow house. It's on Lanp Street.
Music runs right in back, and there's a pastry shop across the street.

Across Lanp Street, | nmean. She's a big fat wonman, | guess forty or
forty-five."

"That is sufficient, madanme, | have identified her. There is a gl ass
in her private apartnents, and she is preparing for bed in the room
beyond. Shall | summon her to her gl ass?"

"I know that glass and it doesn't work."

"To the contrary, nmadane, it is fully operational, though it was
out of service for... eighteen years. Wuld you care to speak with
Or chi d?"

Chenille nodded, and in half a mnute saw Ochid standing in front
of her own glass in lacy black pantal oons and a hastily assuned
peignoir. "Chen! How d you get this thing turned on?"

"Never mnd, it just is. Ochid, | need a favor, only there'll be
sonet hing for you. Maybe a card. Maybe nore."

Orchid, who had been eyeing the rich furnishings of the Lyrichord
Room nodded. "I got ny ears up."

"Al'l right, you see the nort in doss in the next roonf She's the
Trivigaunti's generalissino. Her nane's Siyuf."

"You al ways were |ucky, Chen."

"Maybe. The thing is, | got to beat the hoof. Is Violet riding
pretty |ight?"

Orchid shrngged, plunp shoulders rising and falling |Iike pans of
dough. "Pretty much. You know how it is, Chen. Were are you?"

"Ermine's. This's Room Seven and Nine, get it? It's a double room
so seven and nine too. Right at the top of the big stairs. Siyuf likes
tall dells, she would' ve given ne five easy. Five's nothing to her
Vi ol et ought to get nore if she soaps her. Tell her to cone uphil
and play spoons, tell Siyuf she's ny pal and | told her what a nice
time I'd had, so she thought she'd drop by and party. 1'Il |eave the
door unl ocked when | go out."” Chenille's voice hardened. "Only | get
hal f. Don't think you're going to wash ne down."

"Sure thing, Chen."

"The way I"'mset with the calde--" groping the carpet at her feet,
Chenill e found her bandeau, "I ought to be able to throw sonething
your way pretty often. Only don't try to wash ne, Orchid. The word
fromnme could shut you down."

Under her breath, Hyacinth asked, "Do you really want to go through
with this?"

It seenmed too foolish to require a reply, but Silk nodded. "Your
Cogni zance, you and His Enminence, with Patera Jerboa and Patera
Shell, are nore than sufficient, surely."”
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From Echi dna's dark chapel behind the anbul atory, Maytera
Mar bl e call ed, "Just one nmonent nore, please, Patera. Patera |ncus
is working as quickly as he can, and--and..."

Li ke a runbl e of thunder, Hamrerstone's deeper voi ce added,

"She wants to be there, and there's another reason. Hold on, Calde.
Patera's about finished."

Hyaci nth whi spered, "W really don't have to. W could just go
somewhere and do it all night. It doesn't matter to nme, honest." Tick
added, "Goo no!" from her arns.

"I'"ve revoked your vow of chastity," Quetzal said; it was inpossible
to say whether he had overheard her. "You're still an augur. Is
that clear?"

"Perfectly, Your Cognizance."

Renora snmled in a way he neant to be reassuring. "Can't, eh?
Not even Quetzal. Indelible, hey?"

The Prol ocutor hinself nodded. "I could enjoin you from augura
duties, but you'd still be an augur, Patera Cal de."

"1 understand, Your Cogni zance."

"I"'mnot doing it. You're relieved of the requirenents. You need
not say the office and sacrifice, but you can if you want to. You
can and should wear the robe. Qur citizens have chosen an augur,
believing the gods chose for them W nust keep it so. W nust
sustain their faith. If necessary, we nust justify it."

He gl anced at Maytera M nt, who said, "Your Cognizance is

wondering whether | retain nmne after Pas failed to appear. | don't
know, and it may be weeks before | do. Years, even. | w sh Bison
were here."

Spi der nodded. "M, too."

Spokesman for his master, Oreb croaked, "Do now "

Hopi ng his bird had been understood, Silk said, "You told nme what
took place, General, but I'"'mafraid | wasn't listening as closely as
shoul d have been. | couldn't think beyond nmy need to obtain H's
Cogni zance' s permi ssion and persuade Hyacinth to accept ne. D d
Pas actually say that he would grant you a second theophany when
you got here?"

"I..." Maytera M nt sighed, her face in her hands. "To tell you
the truth, | don't renenber. | thought so."

Slate put in, "No, he didn't, sir. He said you take the sarge to the
Grand manteion, 'cause ny prophet Auk's there and | nean to tel
himhowto fix himup. He didn't say nothing about right away."

Renor a nodded.

Auk said, "He told ne he'd teach ne, and he will. Only he ain't
yet." Auk cleared his throat. "This was as queer for ne as for Mytera.
Wrse, when | had to watch what it did to her. Pas had us fetch Patera
Jerboa there--that's Hamrerstone and ne, and Patera |ncus. Al
right we did, only nothing' s happened yet. | had all ny people up
here and they're not here any nore, so | guess you know what they
think about me after this."

Oreb synpat hi zed. "Poor man!"

"Only that don't natter." Defiantly, Auk |ooked around at the
rest of the inpronptu wedding party. "They still think nore of ne
than what | do nyself. It's what they think about the Plan, and
that's what's hardest, harder even than Maytera. But |'m sticking.

If everybody goes, that's all right, only not me. 1'mhere, |ike Pas
said, and |I'msticking."

From deep within the vast nave, far fromthe Iight of the dying
altar fire, a voice runbled, "This's ny fault, Calde." A nman taller
even than Auk rose, and as he did a m sshapen figure sprang to the
top of the pew before him

From his position behind and to the right of Quetzal and Renora,
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old Patera Jerboa quavered, "My son..."
"Probably you don't renenber nme, Calde, only | gave you one on the
house once, 'cause you said Pas for Kalan. I'mGb fromthe Cock."
Sil k nodded and smiled. "OF course | remenber you, G b; though
| admit | didn't expect to neet you here, and | thought we'd net
everyone. Have you been prayi ng?"
"Tryin', anyhow." G b strode down a side aisle, his tane baboon
| eaping fromone pew to the next.
Auk said, "Miuzzle it, Gb. You didn't do anything."
Sil k nodded again. "If by 'fault' you mean this delay, the fault

certainly isn't yours, Gb. If anyone is at fault, | amthe person. |
shoul d have acted nmuch nore expeditiously to have Maytera's hand
repaired.”

Tick said, "Ale rat, nod rung." And Hyacinth, "You always bl ane
yourself. Do you really think you're the only one in the whorl that
makes mi st akes?"

"l tagged al ong after Auk when he went to your place over on

Sun," G b explained. "Me an' hims a old knot. |I'd got Bongo here
when | broke ny flipper, see, Calde? | can't pluck proper. He'll do
for anybody | say. | figured to sell himwhen it was fixed."

"I believe |I'mbeginning to understand,” Silk said.

"Then Auk says to fetch animals, so | fetched him Bongo here,
that is. Then comin' up here |I thought maybe--"

Jerboa's trenbling hand notioned himto silence. "It was |, Calde.
I--" his thin old voice trenbled and broke, "have an aversion to
offering them Just an old fool."

"It isn't, Patera," said a sibyl who seened at |east as old. "Calde,
they renmind himof children. | don't feel that way, but | know how
he feels. W' ve tal ked about it."

Pat era Shell stepped forward. "Soneone brought one once for
Thel xi epeia, Calde, a little black monkey with a white head. Patera
had nme offer it."

Silk cleared his throat. "In your youth--1 understand, Patera
Jerboa. Or at least | believe | do. Let us say that | understand as
much as | need to. You dissuaded G b."

"While we were wal king--" Jerboa coughed. "It's a long, |ong way.
He hel ped nme along. He's a kind nan, Calde. A good nan, though
he doesn't look it. | asked himto refrain for nmy sake. He said he

woul d, and left us to buy a ram | offered it for himtonight."

Gb said, "Only | think that's why Pas won't cone. They kill stuff
at weddin's, don't they? So you--"

" Auk! " Silk recognized Chenille's voice before he saw her. "Auk, is
this a weddi ng?" Holding up her skirt, she sprinted down an ai sl e.
"Hell o, Putera! Hi, Hy! Congrats! Are you going to narry them Your
Cogni zance?"

Quetzal did not reply, snmiling at Hanmerstone and Maytera Marbl e
as they energed from Echidna's chapel. She knelt before him "I begged
your predecessor, Your Cognizance..."

Quet zal ' s hairl ess head bobbed upon his |ong, winkled neck. "M
predecessor no | onger holds the baculus, Mytera."

"l begged himto. | inplored him but he wouldn't. | should tel
you that."

Maytera M nt | ooked down at her in anmazenent

"Your Em nence, you said a nonent ago, | overheard you, that
not even Hi s Cogni zance can unmake an augur. It's true, | know.
But--but..."

"Their vow, eh?" Renora spoke to Silk. "Not indelible, hey? Not
as--ah--serious."

Quet zal inquired, "Do you want ne to free you from your vow,
Maytera? Yes or no will suffice."

"Yes, but | really ought--"
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"To explain. You're right. For your own peace of mnd, you nust.
You' ve good sense, Maytera, |'ve seen that. Doesn't your good sense
tell you I'"'mnot the one to whomyou owe your explanation? Stand,
pl ease. Tell your sib Maytera Mnt. Also Maytera Wod and her
sibs. Be brief."

As Maytera Marble got to her feet, Hanmerstone said, "W knew
each other a long time ago. You renenber, Calde? | told you before
you gave nme the slip. Her nanme was Moly then."

Maytera Marbl e spoke to Maytera M nt and the other sibyls in

a voice so soft that Silk could scarcely hear her. "I was the maid,
the sibyls' maid, when the first bios noved into the city. | got our
cenoby ready for them and in those days | used to look |ike--Iike
Dahlia, | nearly said, sib, but you never knew Dahlia. Like Teasel
alittle." She | aughed nervously. "Can you inmagine ne |ooking |ike
Teasel ? But | did, then."

Still staring, Maytera M nt nanaged to nod.

"There were six then. Six sibyls on Sun Street. | didn't have a room
you see. | don't really need one. But there were never nore than six,

and as time went on, fewer. Five and then four, then three. And then--and
then only two, as it was with us, dear, dear sib, after | died."

The youngest sibyl fromBrick Street started to object, glanced
around at the others, and thought better of it.

Mayt era Marbl e displayed a string of yellowed prayer beads. "Just
Maytera Betel and |I. These were hers. They're ivory." She lifted her
head, a smile and a plea. "The chain is silver. She was a fine, fine
woman. "

"Grl cry," Oeb inforned Silk, although no tears streaked Maytera
Marbl e's snmooth netal face.

"W couldn't do it all. There was just the two of us and young
Patera Pi ke. And ever so many children, and so Maytera called--called
upon..."

Hamrer st one expl ai ned, "She drafted Mly."

"Upon ne. | knew arithnetic. You've got to, to keep any sort of
house. How much to buy for so many, and how nuch you can spend,
that sort of thing. | kept a--a diary, | suppose you call it, to practice
my hand, which was really quite good. So | could teach the youngest
their suns and letters, and | did. Sone parents conpl ai ned, and
There wasn't any reason not to. | put ny hand on the Witings and
prom sed, and Maytera and Maytera Rose witnessed it and kissed
me, and--and then | got new clothes."

She | ooked at Hammer st one, beggi ng his understanding. "A new
nane, too. | couldn't be Mdly any nore once | was a sibyl, or even
Mayt era Mol ybdenum We all take new nanes, and you were gone.
I hadn't seen you in years and years."

"He _slept ," Incus told her. "He was so _ordered .

"Yeah, | did," Hammerstone confirned. "For me a order's a order
Al ways has been. Only now Patera says it's all right. If he'd of said
no--" Slate slapped himon the backplate, the clang of his hand
startingly loud in the religious hush of the G and Mantei on

Xi phi as nudged Sil k. "Double wedding, |ad!"

"Your Cogni zance nust think this terribly strange," Maytera Marbl e

vent ur ed.

"Perfectly natural," Quetzal assured her

"We--we're not |like bios about this. It matters terribly to you how
old sonebody is. | know, |'ve seen it."

"Her and ne are really about the sane age," Hanmerstone confi ded.
"Only | slept so nmuch.™

"What matters to us is--is whether we can." Maytera Marbl e
rai sed her right hand to show Quetzal the weld that had reattached
it, and noved her fingers. "My hand's well again, and |I've got a | ot
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of replacenent parts, and | can. So we're going to. O at |east we
want to, if--if Your Cognizance--"
"You are rel eased," Quetzal told her. "You are a | aywonan agai n,

Mol ybdenum "
"Like a story, right, |ass?" Xiphias edged toward Hyaci nth and spoke
in a tone he intended as confidential. "Mist be the end! Everybody

getting married! Need another ring!"

Chapter 12 -- |'m Auk

It was, Silk thought, no tinme to be wakef ul

O nore persuasively, no time to sleep. Careful not to awaken
Hyacinth, he rolled onto his back and put his hands behind his
head. How many times had he daydreanmed of a night like this, and
thrust the dream away, telling hinmself that its reality could never be
hi s? Now. ..

No, it was no tinme to sleep. As quietly as he could, he slipped from
their bed to bathe and relieve hinsel f. Hyacinth, who wept before
sl eep, had wept that night; he had wept too--had wept in joy and
pain, and in joy at his pain. Wen tears were done and their heads
rested on one pillow, she had said that no man had ever wept with
her before.

Two floors below them their reflected inages knelt in the fishpond
at Thel xi epeia's feet, subsistent but invisible. There she woul d weep
for himlonger than they lived. He | owered his naked body into a
ri sing pool, warm and scarcely | ess ronmantic.

Ermne's, Silk discovered when he rose fromit, provided everything.
Not nmerely soap, water, towels, and an array of perfumes and scented
powders, but thick, woolly robes: one pale and possibly cream or pale
yel low, and a | onger, darker one that m ght have been blue had he
dared clap and rouse the dimsparks that circled one another on the
ceiling.

After drying hinself, he put on the longer robe and tied its
belt, returned to their bedroom and covered Hyacinth's perfect,
naked body with infinite gentleness. Then, standing outside
upon air, watched hinself do it, a darker shadow with tousled
hair pulling up sheet and bl anket to veil his sleeping wife's
I ong, softly rounded | egs and swelling hips--Horn and Nettle

huddl ed in a nusty bed in a small, chill roomin the Calde's
Pal ace.

--Patera Pike cutting the throat of a speckled rabbit he hinself
had bought .

--a ragged child weeping on a mattress of straw

--a blind god netanorphosed froma blind man who remai ned a
blind man still, and was struck.

--a man scarcely larger than the child |lying naked on the ground,
his stark ribs and enaci ated face black with bruises, his arns chai ned
around a tent pole.

--a madman anong tonbs, how ing that the sun would die.

--Violet enbraced by Siyuf in the room bel ow.

--Auk asleep on his back before the snmoking, unpurified altar of
the Grand Mantei on.

" _Auk? Auk?_"

He sat up blinking, and rubbed his eyes. Chenille slept at his side,
her head pillowed on nuscular arns, her skirt hiked to her knees.
Sergeant Sand slept in death at the foot of the Sacred W ndow;
about himlay Pateras Jerboa, Incus, and Shell, Incus face up and
snori ng.
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On the farther side of the lofty marbl e anbion, Spider and El and
slept as well, watched by three soldiers; Slate nodded in friendly
fashi on and touched his forehead. In the third row of pews, Mytera
M nt knelt in prayer.

"Somebody call me?" Auk asked Slate softly.

Slate's big steel head swung fromside to side. "I'd of heard. Mist
of been a dream”

"l guess." Auk lay down again; he was as tired as he could ever
renenber being, and it was good not to have been call ed.

Sci at han soared above a | eafless plain at sunset. Far ahead, Aer flew
alittle higher and a little faster. He called to her al oud, know ng
sonehow that her hel ncomwas out or had been turned off. She
| ooked back, and he glinpsed her smle, the roses in her cheeks,
and a tendril of flaxen hair that had escaped her helnet. _Aer!_he
called. _Aer, conme back!_But she did not |ook back at him again, and
his PM was overheati ng. Monent by nonent, over a |ong hour of
flight, he watched her dwindle into the dark sky ahead.

* * *
" _Auk? Auk!_"

He sat up stiffly, conscious that he had slept for hours. The great
arched wi ndows of the Gand Manteion, which had been featurel ess
sheets of black by night, showed vague traci ngs now -gods, animals,
and past Prol ocutors half visible.

He stood, and Maytera M nt | ooked up fromher vigil at the scrape
of his boots on the floor. Leaving the sanctuary, he knelt beside her.
"Did you call ne? | thought | heard you."

"No, Auk."

He considered that, rubbing his chin. "You been awake all this
time, Mother?"

"Yes, Auk." (A tiny spark of happiness appeared in her red-rimred

eyes; it warnmed himlike a blaze.) "You see, Auk, | swore | would
wait here in prayer until Pas cane, or shade up. |'m keeping
that vow. "

"You've kept it already, Mother. Look at those w ndows." He
gestured. "I was so tired | lay down with nmy boots on, see? | bet

you were just as tired, but you haven't slept a wink. You know what
I"mgoing to do?"

"No, Auk, how could I?"

"I"'mgoing to lay down again and sleep some nore. Only first I'm
going to take off mny boots. Now you lay down and sleep too, or I'm
going to nake a fuss and wake up everybody. The job's done. You
did it just like you prom sed."

Hyaci nth woke and went to the open w ndow to examine her ring
inthe faint gray light of norning--a tarnished silver ring like a
rose with a woman's tiny face at its heart, framed by petals. She
had bought it because a clerk at Sard's had said it resenbl ed
her, never guessing that she was buying her own wedding ring.
She had worn it once or twice, tossed it into a drawer, and
forgotten it.
It didn't really look like her at all, she decided. The woman in the
rose was ol der, at once nore conme-on and nore... She groped for
a word. Not just pretty.
Though Si |l k thought her beautiful, or said he did.
She ki ssed himas he slept, went into the dressing room and tapped
the gl ass.
"Yes, nmadane."
"Show ne exactly the way | | ook right now GCh, gods!"
Her own face, puffy-eyed and retaining traces of smeared cosnetics,
said, "You are actually quite attractive, madanme. If | m ght
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suggest--"

She waved t he suggestion away. "Now | ook at this face in ny ring.
See it? Make me look just atiny little like that."

For a few seconds she studied the result, turning her head left, then
right. "Yes, that's good. Hold that." She picked up the hairbrush and
began a process that Tick the catachrest watched approvingly.

" _Auk? Auk!_"

He sat up and stared at the Sacred Wndow. The voice had comne
fromthere--this tinme he was certain of it. He got up, grasping
hi s hanger to keep the brass fip of the scabbard fromrattling on
the floor, and padded across the sanctuary. Shell and Incus were
clearly sound asl eep, but Jerboa's eyes were not quite closed. Ad
peopl e didn't need rmuch sl eep, Auk rem nded hinself.

He squatted beside Jerboa. "It's all right, | wasn't going to nip
your case or anything, Patera. |s that what you thought? Anything
you got you can keep."

Jerboa did not reply.

"Only sonmebody over here's been calling ne. Was that you? Like
when you were dream ng, maybe?"

Shell grunted something unintelligible and turned his head away,
but Jerboa did not stir. Suddenly suspicious, Auk picked up Jerboa's
| eft hand, then slid his own under Jerboa's tunic.

He rose, w ping his hands absently on his thighs; it would be
well, certainly, to nove the old man's body to some private spot.

The sibyls were sleeping in the sacristy; that, at |east, was where
Maytera M nt had gone when he had persuaded her to |lie down

for an hour or two, and Auk thought he recalled old Maytera

Whod and the ot hers--sibyls whose names he had not | earned--going
in there at about the time he had stretched hinself on the

terrazzo fl oor.

Squatting again, he picked up the old augur's body and carried it
to the anbul atory. Schist straightened up as they canme into view
"He dead?"

"Yeah," Auk whispered. "How d you know?"

Schist's steel shoulders rose and fell with a soft clank. "He | ooks
dead, that's all."

Shal e asked, "How s Pas supposed to get his part back if he's dead?"

Wt hout answering, Auk carried the body into the chapel of Hi erax
and laid it on the altar there.

Slate inquired, "You goin' back to sleep?"

"Shag, | don't know. " Auk discovered that he was w pi ng his hands
again and made hinself stop. "I think maybe 1'Il fetch ny boots and
wal k around outside a little."

"1 thought maybe you could wake the rest of "emup." Slate waited
Il onger for his reply than a bio would have, then asked, "Wat you
| ookin' at over there? Must be shaggy interesting."

"Hm"

Slowmy, Slate clanbered to his feet. "Who?"

"Hm" Auk turned away inpatiendy, striding toward the Sacred
W ndow. "This soldier. He got it in the autofunction coprocessor,
see?" Auk knelt beside Sergeant Sand. "Only his central could handle
that stuff if it had to. There's lots of redundancy there. Hs voluntary
coprocessor could, even."

He funbl ed for his boot knife, discovered that he was not wearing
his boots, and got it. "Look alive, Patera!" He shook Incus's shoul der.
"l need that gadget you got."

"Up!" A boot prodded the captive Flier's ribs. "Reveille an hour ago.
Didn't you hear it?"
Bl i nki ng and shivering, Sciathan sat up.
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"You speak the Common Tongue well," the uniforned worman
| oomi ng over himsaid. "Answer ne!"

"Better than nost of us, yes." Sciathan paused, struggling to clear

his brain of sleep. "I did not hear it, that word you used. | know
did not since | heard nothing. But if | heard it, | would not know
what it was."

The wonman nodded. "I did that to establish a point. Any question
| ask, you are to answer. If you do, and | |ike your answer, you nay
get clothes or sonething to eat. If you don't, or | don't, you'll wsh

you' d been killed, too." She clapped. "Sentry!"

A younger and even taller woman ducked through the door of
the tent and stood stiffly erect, her gun held vertically before her
| eft shoulder. "Sir!"

The first worman gestured. "Get himoff that pole and | ock the chain
again. I'mtaking himto the city." As the younger wonan slung her
gun to funble for the key, the ol der asked, "Do you know ny nane?
What is it?"

He shook his head; a smle might have hel ped, but he coul d not
sunmmon one. "My nanme is Sciathan. | ama Flier."

"Who questioned you yesterday, Sciathan?"

"First Sirka." His hands were free. He held themout so that the
younger worman coul d refasten his manacl es.

"After that."
"Generalissinp."
"Generalissinm Siyuf," the ol der wonan corrected him "I was there.

Do you renenber me?"

He nodded. "You did not speak to ne. Sonetines to her."

"Why did your people attack Major Sirka's troopers?"

Here it was again. "W did not."

She struck his ear with her fist. "You tried to take their weapons.
One escaped, three were killed, and you were captured. Wy did you
break your w ngs?"

"I't is what we do."

"How di d you di sabl e your propul sion nodul e?"

He shrugged, and she struck himon the nmouth. He said, "W
cannot do it. Mechani sns have been proposed, but would increase
wei ght . "

She smled, surprising him "Aren't you going to lick that? My
rings tore your lip."

He shrugged again. "If you want nme to."
"Get hima rag he can tie around his waist," she ordered the taller,
younger worman. Turning back to him she said, "I'm Col onel Abanj a.

Wiy did you attack Sirka's troopers?"

"Because they were shooting at us." He could not actually renmenber
that, but it seened plausible. "I made a face. | do not know why."

"Did you now?" For a fraction of a second Abanja's eyes w dened.
"What kind of face?"

He was able to smle when he reflected that this was vastly
preferable to tal king about the propul sion nodules. "Wth |ips
back. "

"You don't know why you did that. Perhaps | do. Are you saying
we shot your peopl e because you grimaced? You yourself weren't
shot at all."

"Aer saw it and screanmed. They shot her then. W tried to take
their guns so they could not shoot."

Abanj a stepped cl oser, peering down at him "She screaned because
you nmade a face? Most people wouldn't believe that, but | mght, and
per haps Generalissino Siyuf might. Let's see you nake a face like
that for me."

"I will try," he said, and did.

The click of booted heels announced the younger woman's return.
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When Abanja turned toward her, she held up a scrap of cotton sheeting
that had been used to clean sonething greasy. "WII| this do, sir?"
Abanj a shook her head. "Get the coveralls he was wearing. Bring
a winter undershirt and a bl anket, and tell the cooks to give you
sonet hing he can eat on horseback."
She returned to Sciathan. "Stop grinning, it's making your |ip bleed.
You cane here |ooking for a Vironese, a nan. That's what Sirka told
us. You gave his nane, and it was one | think I heard | ast night. Say
it again for nme."
"Auk," Sciathan said. "His name is Auk."

Sergeant Sand's armstirred, then struck the floor of the G and
Mant ei on hard enough to crack it. Chenille shouted a warning.

"Don't worry," Auk told her, "just alittle static, like. | got it fixed
al ready. "

Behind him a voice he did not recognize said, "I only wish Patera
Shell could watch. He'll be _so_ disheartened when we tell hi mwhat
he mi ssed."

"So will H's Em nence," Maytera Mnt nurnured. "But it's his

fault for going back to the Palace, if that can be called a fault.
We're certainly not going to wait to carry out Pas's instructions,
nor would Hi s Enmi nence want us to. You didn't see Pas, Auk? Are
you certain?"

"No, Maytera, | ain't." Auk squinted, still bent over his work.
"Cause he nust've showed ne this stuff some way, after | tal ked
to you, probably." Inspiration struck. "Want to know what | think,
Mayt er a?"

"Yes! Very much!"

"I think it was you keeping your promnise the way you did that

swng it. | think he was asking hinself if we were worth all the
trouble he was taking, till then. Wait a mnute, | got to tie in his
vol untary."

Auk made the | ast connection and | eaned back, easing aching
muscl es. "Think you could fetch one of those holy | anps over here,
Patera? 1'mgoing to need nore |ight."

I ncus scurried away.

"Patera Shell is hoping to engage a deadcoach to return Patera's
body to our nanteion." The owner of the unknown voice proved to
be a young and pretty sibyl. "Maytera said nothing woul d be open,
but he said they would_ be by the tinme he got there, or if they weren't
he'd wait. It was a great tenptation, Maytera adnmitted this to nme, to
ask Hi s Cognizance to pernit Patera's final sacrifice to take place
right here in the Gand Manteion, since he ascended to Minfrane
fromhere. But the faithful of our quarter would never --"

I ncus, returning, knelt beside Auk. "Is this _sufficient? | can pull up
the wick , should nore light be needed." He held up a flane-topped
gl obe of cut crystal

"That's dinber," Auk told him "I can see the place and the register,
and that's all | got to see." Delicately, he eased the point of his knife
into Sand's cranium "Mizzle it, everybody. | got to think." He counted

under his breath.

And Sand spoke, nmaking Maytera Mnt start. "V-fifty-eight, zero.
V-fifty-eight, one. V-fifty-nine, zero. V-fifty-nine, one.

"Those are _voluntary_ coprocessor inputs,” Incus explained in an
awed whi sper. "He's _enabling_ them"

When Auk showed no sign of having heard, the young sibyl from

Brick Street whispered, "I sinply can't believe that your Maytera--she

was, | nmean. That Ml ybdenum and that soldier are going to do

all this, and where are they going to buy these coprocessor things?"
"They nust _nmake them Mytera," |ncus explained, "and | shal

assist them" Maytera M nt shushed him
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Auk returned his knife to his boot. "Don't froth, Maytera. He's
all right. He just don't knowit yet."
As if on cue, Sand raised his head and stared around him
"Hold that right there," Auk told him "I got to put your skull plate
back. How was Mai nfranme?"
The crack-crack-crack of a needler was followed by a savage
snarl, nore shots, and the boom of a slug gun. In the
choir high above them a nephrite inage of Tartaros fell with
a crash.

"I's that warn®?" Abanja asked as she watched Sciathan pull on his
flight suit.

Smiling was easy now. "Not as warmas | wish, sonetines."

"Then you better put the undershirt over it. It's wool and should
be a ot warner than that thing. Once you' re on your horse you can
wrap the bl anket around you." She fingered the needler in her hol ster
"Can you ride?"

"l never have."

"That's good," Abanja told him "It may save your life."

In the cutting wind outside, two bearded nmen held a pair of restive
horses. Abanja said, "That's mine," and to Sciathan's relief pointed
to the larger. "The other one's yours. Let's see you nount."

She watched himfor five nminutes while the bearded nen struggl ed
to contain their mrth., At last she said, "You really can't ride, or you're
a marvel ous actor," and ordered themto help him As they lifted him
into the seat, she swung herself up and onto her own tall horse with a
practiced notion that seened al nost miracul ous. "Now |l et nme explain
sonet hing." She leveled her index finger. "It's two | eagues to the city,
and when we're halfway you're liable to think that all you' ve got to
do to get away is clap your heels to that horse."

He shook his head. "I will not."

"I could chain you to your saddle, |ike you were chained to that
pole. But if you fell, you'd probably be dragged to death, and | don't
want to |ose you. So listen. If you start that horse galloping, you're
going to fall and you could be killed. If you' re not I'Il catch you,
and 1'll nake you wish you'd died. Don't say | didn't warn you." She
sl apped her horse with its own control straps, and it stal ked away a
great deal faster than Sciathan had ever wanted a horse to go.

"I will not ride quicker than you," he prom sed.

For a nonent it appeared he would not ride at all. Then one of the
bearded nmen shouted, " Hup! " and struck the horse with sonething that
made a poppi nhg sound, and he felt that he was bei ng bl owmn about by
the wildest gale in the _Worl _.

Abanja pulled up and | ooked back at him "Another thing. This is
a good horse. Yours isn't. Yours is old, a compn renount nobody
wants. Your horse couldn't gallop as fast as nine if a lion were
after it."

Shaken too hard to nod, he clutched his blanket.

"If you're fooling ne--if you really can ride, and you gallop off
when you see your chance--1'Ill shoot your horse. It's not easy to
bring dowmn an aninal as big as a horse with a needler, but half a
dozen ought to do it. I'lIl try not to hit you, but |I can't promse."

He gasped, "You are a kind woman."

"Don't count on it." After a noment she |aughed. "It's just that
you may be useful. Certainly it will be useful for you to show Siyuf
what you showed ne. | take it wonen aren't kind anobng your
peopl e. "

"Ch, no!" He hoped his shock showed in his face. "Qur wonen are
very Kind."

"That Aer who screaned, wasn't that a wonan? You said, _her _

Stand in the stirrups if you' re getting bounced."
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He tried. "Yes, a wonman. A kind woman."

"You |l oved her." There was a note in Abanja's voice he had not
heard before.

"Very much. If | may say this, Mear loved Sunmaire also. In the
tent last night | thought about them How stupid | was! | did not
know they loved until they died."

"Mear, was that the wonan who killed the troopers?”

For the first time since his capture, Sciathan felt |ike |aughing.
"Mear is a man's name. It was Surmaire who killed the women with
guns, and they killed her."

"Just trying to take away their weapons."

Aer had been shot before Sumaire killed the troopers, but arguing
woul d be worse than usel ess. Sciathan renmi ned silent.

"She was your | eader?" Abanja slowed her horse.

"Thank you." He was genuinely grateful. "W do not fly like that.
Each flies for hinmself. Sunaire was the best at gl eacai ocht , the best
at fighting with hands and feet. | do not know your word."

"l saw her body," Abanja told him "but |I didn't neasure it. | wsh
I had. The bl onde?"

By now Sci athan was able to shake his head. "Dark hair.

Li ke yours."

"The little one?"

He nodded, recalling how cheerful Sumaire had al ways been, nost
cheerful when storns roared up and down the hold. When Mi nfrane
had needed i nformati on and not excuses, it had sent Sunmire.

It would send her no nore.

"Answer nmel"

"I amsorry. | did not intend to be rude." Unconsciously, Sciathan
| ooked down the unpaved track and over the wind-scoured fields,
seeki ng sonet hing that would render his |oss bearable. "The snmall
one, yes. Smaller than Aer."

"But taller than you."

He | ooked at Abanja in sonme astoni shnent.

"WAs she snaller?"

"Yes, much." He considered. "The top of Aer's head cane to ny
eyes. | think the top of Sumaire's head woul d have cone to Aer's
eyes, or lower. To ny nouth or chin."

"Yet she killed troopers a long cubit taller.”

"She was a fine fighter, one who taught others when she was not
flying."

Abanj a | ooked t houghtful. "Wat about you? Do you know this
kind of fighting? | forget the word you used?"

" G eacaiocht . | know sonething, but I amnot as quick and skillful
as Sunmmire was. Few are."

When Abanja said nothing, he added. "W all learn it. W cannot
carry weapons as you do. Even a small knife would be too heavy."

Now t hat he was no | onger bei ng shaken so nuch, he had begun to

feel the cold. He shook out the rough bl anket he had held onto so
desperately and wapped hinself in it as she had suggested, contriving
a hood for his head and neck.

"In that case you can't carry food or water, can you?"

"No, only our instrunments--" He had been on the point of saying
"and our PMs." He substituted, "and ourselves."

"Have you seen our pterotroopers? Troopers with wings who fly
out of the airship?”

"l have not seen these. | was told, and | have seen your airship if
it is what | think."

"You can see it now. " Abanja pointed. "That brown thing catching
the sun above the housetops. Qur pterotroopers carry slug guns and
twenty rounds, but no rations or water. W tried field packs, but they
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| eft them behi nd whenever they coul d."

"Yes," Sciathan said.

"You woul d too, you nmean. So would I, | suppose, though I've
never flown. | doubt that our wings are rmuch better than yours,
and they nay not be as good. | hadn't thought about how you'd
fight, but | should have. Do you have to break your wings if you're
forced down? You said that."

He nodded. "W nust."

"The others didn't. W' ve got them Siyuf is sending a pair back to
Trivigaunte for study, the blond wonman's w ngs and her propul sion
nmodul e. Is that what you call it?"

"In the Common Tongue? Yes."

"What about in your |anguage?"

He shrugged. "It does not natter."

Abanj a stopped her horse and drew her weapon. "It does to you,
manni ki n, because 1I'll shoot if you don't answer. Wat do you
call it?"

He chose the | east revealing word. "The _canna_.

"Her _canna_. You don't know how they work, you say."

"l do not. Shoot ne and end it."

Again; her smile surprised him "Shoot you? |'ve hardly started on
you. \Who makes thenP"

"Qur scientists. | do not know the nanes."

"You have scientists."

"That may not be the correct term" He had said too rmuch, and
knew it. "Makers. Mechanics. |Is that not what it neans?"

"Scientists," Abanja said firmy, then changed the subject with an
abruptness that startled him "You |oved Aer. Were you planning to
be married?"

"No, she was a Flier."

"Fliers don't marry? Here the holy wonmen don't, which seens
pointless to us."

"Marriage is so that there shall be children, new Fliers, in the next
generation." He was floundering. "I do not talk of you or, or--" He
poi nted. "People in the house upon this small hill. But for us, for
Crew, it is for children. A Flier wonan cannot, because she coul d
not fly. She may when she no longer flies. Sonme give up wi ngs for
marriage." He hesitated, renmenbering. "They are not happy soon."

"But you can marry. Are you?"

"Yes. One wife." If he had succeeded in this, he would have been
given one nore at |east, and perhaps as nmany as four; he thrust the
t hought asi de.

"But you | oved Aer. She nust have been handsone when she was
alive, | could see that. Did she | ove you?"

He nodded slowly. "Wen she was alive, | wondered. She did not
like to say. She is dead, and | know she did."

"I know this rmust mean a whole lot to you, Patera, and | really am
sorry." Chenille's face, framed by the nmetal margins of the glass, was
al most conical |l y apol ogeti c.

"Why?" Silk seated hinmself in the | ow backed chair facing it. "Because
my egg will get cold? The kitchen here will send up another if | want
it, I feel sure.”

"W all got together," Chenille drew breath, her form dable breasts
heaving |i ke capsized boats. "That's Auk and me, and General M nt
and Sandy and the other soldiers, and Spider and Patera Incus, and
those sibyls. Maytera Wod and Maytera Maple, and the rest of
them 1 don't renmenmber who nost of themare.”

"l doubt that it matters,"” Silk told her. "Wat were you getting
t oget her about ?"

"EBEverything, but especially the shooting. So much's been--oh,
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hi, Hy! I'msorry about this, truly I am only Patera said you were
fini shed and havi ng breakfast."

"Bird eat," Oreb announced from Hyaci nth's shoul der; Tick countered
with, "Ma durst, due add word!" She hushed them setting Silk's
plate and the toast rack before him "H , Chen. Did you and Auk get
married too?"

"W tal ked about it, but we want Patera to do it, so just Mly and
her soldier."

"I know that soldier," Hyacinth positioned Silk's egg cup, "and
know your Auk, too. Kypris's kindness on both of you. You're going
to need it."

"Auk's all right." Chenille w nked. "You ve got to know how to
handl e him™"

Silk cleared his throat. "You nentioned shooting, and that sounds
very serious. Who was shot ?"

"Eland. Only |'d better start at the beginning, Patera--"

He raised his hand. "One question nore, before you do. W is
El and?"

"This cull General M nt nabbed when she was down in the tunnels
where ne and Auk were."

Oreb whisfied. "Bird see!"

"Yeah. Oreb, too. She had these culls, Spider and Eland, and the

sol diers were watching themfor her. Spider's the fat cull, and the
ski nny one was El and, only he's dead."

Silk's forefinger drew small circles on his cheek. "I said | would
ask only one question, but I'd like a point verified as well. Wen

you listed those who participated in your inpronptu conference,
did you include Sergeant Sand?"

"That's the pure quill, Patera. Auk brought him back, just |ike
General M nt says Pas said he would."
"I see. | ought to have had nore faith in Pas, though at the time

it appeared to ne that Maytera M nt had originally had nore than
enough for both of us, and had been di sappointed."

"Yeah, Auk was too. He got all these culls sold on himand said Pas
woul d come, so after the animals were used up and Pas never did, they
cleared out. Except G b. Then when you and Hy went, and Mly and
Hamrerstone, G b did too. | said |'d start at the beginning. | guess
| have already."

Sil k nodded. "Tell nme everything, please."

"When you and Hy went, the old nman sort of foll owed you. Master
Xi phias, only I don't think he went hone. | think he's probably
hangi ng around there to watch out for you. Then H s Cogni zance
and the augur that talked to us that tinme in your manse |eft. Maybe
it would be easier if | said who didn't, who was still there."

"CGo ahead."

"I''"ll try not to nake it so long. Auk stuck, so | did too. W slept on
the floor and didn't do anything. Everybody fromBrick Street stayed,
and Patera Incus, like | said, and General Mnt and the soldiers, only
Sandy was dead, and those culls the soldiers were watching. | think
that's everybody.

"I't was a soldier shooting that woke me up, Slate his nane is. There
was sonebody way up in the bal cony, and he'd shot El and. Patera
Incus said Pas for him Slate saw himup there and took a shot at
him only he doesn't think he got him He broke a beautiful statue,
is all. Auk went up there with himto | ook, and they brought back
a great big dead cat. | thought it was G b's baboon at first, but it
wasn't. It was spotted, sort of like a big house cat only with a little
beard and a little shon tail."

Hyacinth said, "W brought it in the floater," to which Tick added,
"Add cot!" "I was sort of scared of it," Hyacinth continued, "but Silk
said it wouldn't hurt us, and it didn't."
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He put down his cup. "H s nane was Lion, and he bel onged to
Mucor. We stopped at the Calde's Palace and | et himout, thinking
he woul d go to her; it's only a few streets fromthe G and Manteion, of
course. AmI| to take it that Lion was with the person who shot El and,
and that this Slate hit Lion when he tired at El and's nurderer?"

Chenill e shook her head, her raspberry curls dancing. "It wasn't a
slug gun that did for it, it was a needler. W think when it saw this
cully shoot Eland it went for himand he shot it, too. Auk says he
heard it before Slate shot, and a needl er shooting four or five tines
up there. That's what got everybody worked up, nostly. That and
Pas, only nobody saw him and Auk bringing back Sandy. Only
Sandy' s ki nd of mixed up, on account of being dead."

"I would like to speak to him" Silk said. "I will, at the first
opportunity. Before you proceed, did you know El and, other than
as a prisoner of Maytera Mnt's? Did you, Hyacinth?"

Both said they had not.

"Since Maytera M nt captured him | assune he was one of our
citizens who remmined |loyal to the Ayuntam ento. If that's the case,
he may have been shot by soneone who considered that treachery; but
there are a dozen other possibilities. What took place after that?"

"Did | tell you the old augur fromBrick Street's dead? He'd gone
to Mai nframe when | woke up, only he wasn't shot or anything. It
| ooked |i ke he'd just gone to sleep."

"When Pas cane," Silk nmurnured.

"l guess it could ve been, yeah. Auk says Pas showed himthat stuff
about Sandy, only he doesn't renenber seeing him"

Silk broke the corner of a slice of toast, and dipped it into his egg.
"t hers have been visited by gods, though they did not see them
Pat era Jerboa was safeguarding a fragment of Pas--or so Hyacinth
and | were told."

Hyacinth said, "Sonething's bothering you. Wiat is it?"

Much as Sci athan was just then shrugging in response to a question
from Abanja, Silk shrugged. "I was thinking that the fragnent of Pas
whi ch Patera Jerboa was saf eguardi ng nay have been responsible for
his long life, and that its retrieval may have been responsible in his
deat h--not because Pas willed it, but sinply because that fragnment
of Pas was no |onger present to maintain himin life."

Sil k put the egg-soaked toast into his nmouth, chewed it reflectively,
and swal | oned. When neither wonman spoke, he said, "After that,

| ogi cally enough, | began to wonder which god it is who maintains

the rest of us. | believe | can guess, but we have other things to
talk about. Naturally you were agitated, Chenille. No doubt all of
you were.

"That's right, and General Mnt said we ought to find you and
tell you, only we thought you'd cone here. The sibyls fromBrick
Street--"

"WAit. You're at the Cal de's Pal ace?"

"Ri ght. W thought you and Hy probably came here, so we wal ked
over, except the sibyls. They stayed to watch the old man's body, and
there's a deadcoach supposed to cone. Only you and Hy weren't here.

I went in here where this glass is because | thought the nonitor would
probably know where you went."

Hyacinth exclained, "It couldn't!"

"Last night Hyacinth instructed our nonitor not to reveal our
wher eabouts to anyone,"” Silk explained. He | ooked to her for
confirmation, and she nodded vi gorously.

"It didn't, Violet told ne. See, the one here couldn't find you, so
| tried to figure out where you'd go, you and Hy. You're not going
to like this, Patera."

"I won't be angry, | promse."
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"The first place |I thought of was back to Sun Street, that
little three cornered house where | waited for you. Only the
nmoni tor where the sibyls live didn't think you were around."

Chenille hesitated, unwilling to neet Silk's eyes. "So then

t hought where could they have gone? It was still pretty early.
It was about the tinme the narket opens when we cane over
here. "

He said, "I can think of one other place, though | can't inmagine
why you suppose | might be insulted because you thought of it as
well--ny roons in the Juzgado. | slept there before we reopened
the Cal de's Pal ace."

Cheni |l l e shook her head again, the dance of her fiery hair wlder
than ever. "I knew you wouldn't go there, Patera. You wouldn't want
sonmebody bothering you like I amnow, so it would be the very | ast
place. Only | thought maybe Orchid's, and it couldn't hurt to try.
figured she'd be asleep, but | could ask the nonitor and maybe go
down there and get sonmething at the little bakery across the street
and wait for you and Hy to conme out. So | tried, only Ochid was
awake. You remenber Violet?"

"Of course."

"She sort of spent sone tine with Generalissinp Siyuf [ast night.
Not at Orchid's but up there at Ernmine's. Ochid was kind of |athered
about that because it was Siyuf, so she got up and waited for Violet
to hear howit went."

Hyacinth put in, "And woul d she want sonebody for tonight,
maybe somebody new, and did she have any friends who m ght
want sonebody, and did you renenber to tell her we're avail able
for private parties. | can imagine."

"Yeah, all that stuff. Well, | sort of thought, hey, this is interesting,
so | talked to Violet sonme nyself." Chenille sounded apol ogeti c.

"Sure," Hyacinth said. "Wy shouldn't you?"

"So it pops out that the Trivigauntis caught a Flier. Maybe you
don't know about this, Hy, but | do because | was there when Patera
found out. Renenber, Patera?"

Silk smiled ruefully. "Yes. It was sonething that | had hoped to
di scuss with Ceneralissino Siyuf over dinner."

"Only you didn't know they killed three, did you? Three Fliers.
That's what Siyuf said, Violet says."

"No." Silk pursed his lips. "I certainly did not know that. | thought
only one had | anded, for whatever reason, and the Trivigauntis had
him You're correct, Chenille, this is serious as well as unpleasant."

"I haven't even gotten to the worst stuff yet, Patera. Violet figured
it might be good to know where this Flier was. You know, sonething
sonmebody m ght pay to know. "

"She' Il be rewarded if she's entitled to it, and it sounds to ne as
t hough she is."

"Only she told Ochid, and Orchid didn't try to hold out for noney,
she just wanted nme to tell you, and say where | got it. Then Violet lets
out she spotted you and Hy at Ermine's. It was when she'd just got
there herself and that's how | knew where to find you."

"That's not so bad, surely."

"It's where they put this Flier, Patera." Chenille gulped. "He's in
our Juzgado, and Siyuf's noving her headquarters there. They're
taking it."

Silk sat in stunned sil ence.

"And Violet spilled sonething about nme and Auk, Patera, just
maki ng conversation, she says, with Siyuf. She says as soon as she
said Auk's name Siyuf wanted to know all about him | think maybe
that was why she was so nice to me |last night at dinner. Violet thinks
Auk's mixed up with this Flier sonehow, and now the Trivigauntis
are |l ooking for him"
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The form dabl e breasts heaved again. "So the Juzgado's the main
thing for you, Patera, but Auk's the main thing for me and |I'm
scared. Not for me, but for him"

The little catachrest sprang onto the dressing table for a better
vi ew of Hyacinth. "Shop, itty | addie! Wse rung?"

She wi ped her eyes. "It was just such a short honeynobon, that's
all, Tick."

Sci at han opened his eyes as the key squealed in the | ock, then resolutely
cl osed them The newconer was twi ce his height and three or four
times his weight, brawny, dirty, and bearded. This freezing cell had
been a haven of peace for the past few hours, Sciathan reflected; the
i nterlude was over, and troubles of a new kind had begun
Qut side the warder said, "I can get you clean sheets if you
'em
"Fetch my prog," the newconer runbled. As the iron door swing
i nward: "You upstairs! You hungry?"

"I amnot." Sciathan turned his face to the shiprock wall. "Thank
you very nuch.

"I am" The newconer seated hinself heavily on the | ower bunk
"Shaggy hungry and shaggy tired. | been hungry so long | forgot
I"mhungry. |'mjust sort of enpty. | was up shaggy |ate |ast night
and up shaggy early this norning, and between tines | slept on the
floor. It was a stone floor, too, but I was so shaggy tired it felt better
than this."

He lay down, his position attested by the creaking of the bunk
straps. "This's the easiest |I've had it all week."

"A pleasant sleep to you," Sciathan suggested politely.

"Ch, | ain't going to sleep. | slept on the floor anyhow, l|ike | said,
and | got eating to do." The newconer chuckled, "How 'bout you?

Have a good ni ght ?"

Sci athan risked a quick | ook over the side at the big nman bel ow
"l have rested nore confortably."

"Sonmebody' s been dusting your dial, too, so |'mbetter off
t han you."

Ten nminutes or nmore craw ed by until curiosity tweaked Sci at han
"You are Vironese? You are of this city?"

"Born on Wne Street," the newconer declared sleepily. "You're
scared I'm Trivigaunti, | guess. Been three or four days since | shaved
is all. | been too busy."

"I, nyself, ama stranger here,

"Yeah, Peeper told ne.

At once Sciathan was on guard. "Wo is Peeper?"

"Qut there with the keys. He's sort of a friend of mine. | been in
a couple tines, and it helps. | got gelt, too. That always helps. W're
not going to pluck, anyhow. "

"I understand you," Sciathan said, and fell silent.

"People think it's a nicknane, like, 'cause he looks in to nake sure
we're not chilling each other." The newconer yawned. "But it's his right
tag. A peeper's a kind of a little frog. They're frogs nostly in his famly,
| guess, and toads and such. Twig himconing? Snells dinber."

Sciathan sniffed. "It snells good, the first good odor | have snelled
inthis place.”

"Beef brisket and noodl es. They got some kind of a sour cream
sauce they put on it. Sour cream and red peppers dried and pounded
up, butter, and some other stuff, | guess."

The warder's keys rattled against the cell door; outside it, the
war der hinself said, "Here's your |lunch."

"My breakfast," the newconer told him "I ate sonething sonetine
yesterday, sone kind of a fruit, | forget what." The key squeaked
in the lock, and the newconmer chuckl ed as though the squeak

want

Sci at han ventured
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amused him

"I did the best | could with what you give ne," the warder decl ared.
"l said who it was for and you were real hungry, and half a card but
make it good. |'ve seen you eat, only |I doubt you can wrap yourself
around all this."

"I mean to try." The newcomner sat up

"This big one here--" A faint chime sounded as the warder lifted
the lid froma covered dish; Sciathan, watching fromthe corner of
his eye, saw a cloud of fragrant steamwaft toward the ceiling. "Your
beef brisket and the noodl es, enough for three's what he said. Then
this little one's extra sauce."

There was a sonewhat softer chine, followed by an aroma
i ndescri bably delicious. Sciathan sat up in tine to see the warder
lift the lid froma third dish.

"This here's pickled cabbage. He says you like it."

The newconer rubbed his big hands together. "Yeah, | do."

"Good and hot, he says, and it'll stay hot along tine. Only it's
about as good cold, so if you can't finish you can keep it to eat later."
The warder paused. "Hoppies didn't rough you up nuch.”

"You're a hoppy yourself," the newconer told him

"They don't think so."

"Sure you are. You just don't get the green clothes." The newconer
craned his neck to | ook up at Sci athan. "Renenber what | sai d about
his nanme? It's 'cause his whole fam|y's hoppies, just about. They want
their sprats to be hoppies, too, so they give 'emthose nanes, Peeper
and like that."

The warder said, "I got a brother naned Buffo and he's a hoppy
all right, but not ne."

"Pardon." Sci athan | eaned over the edge of the upper bunk to | ook at
the laden tray that held the newconer's neal. "I do not understand."”

"He's foreign," the warder inforned the newconer. "They got queer
ways in Ubs and places |ike that."

The newconer was unw appi ng napkins to reveal a |oaf as |ong as
Sciathan's arm "Wat's itching you, Upstairs? You figure they don't
feed everybody this good?"

The war der | aughed.

"Your food was not prepared here."

The newconer shook his head. "There's a place over on the other
side of Cage Street. Peeper went over there for ne and told ' em what
I wanted, then after he | ocked ne up he went back and got it. |
fronted hima card, and he gets half for doing it for nme. That's how
we do here."

"You have just arrived," Sciathan objected. "There could not be
time to prepare so nuch."

"He was in the hot room" the warder explained, "only they nade
it easy for him it looks like, and they let me cone in to see if he
want ed anyt hing."

"They know ne, too," the newconer said.

Sci athan gl anced at the snowfl akes drifting down beyond the small,

barred wi ndow, and drew his bl anket about his shoulders. "It is warner
in there?"
Both big nmen | aughed, and the newconer said, "It's where they ask
you questions, only they're pretty easy on everybody today, | figure."
"On nyself as well. It may be so. It will be worse the next tineg,
am sure.”

The newconer was spreadi ng butter over a quarter of the |ong
| oaf. He said, "They have you in the hot roomtoday?"

The warder shook his head.

"l do not think the hot room | was questioned on a horse by
Abanj a, which was not as bad as | feared. Afterward here by Siyuf,
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Abanj a, and others whose nanes are not known to nme. It was worse
then. Siyuf is a hard wonan."

"That's this Trivigaunti that's taking over," the warder explained
to the newconmer. "Generalissino Siyuf, and she's got the cal de doing
everyt hing she says."

"They' re supposed to be here hel ping us out,'
pr ot est ed.

"They're hel ping thenselves, if you ask nme."

The newconer raised his buttered quarter-loaf. "Here, try sone,
Upstairs. You hear what we just said?"

"Thank you. | could not fail to do so."

"Well, that's why the hoppies nade it easy for me. They ain't sure
where they stand yet."

"This is your police? Vironese police?"

"Yeah. Only all of a sudden they're working for the Rani, maybe.
They don't know, and neither do we."

The warder cleared his throat. "Anyhow, it's all here. Red in the
bottle, and here's your tunmbler on top. There's pigs' feet, too, in the
square dish, and lots of other stuff. Yell if you want anything."

"I sure will," the newconer told him and chuckled as the iron door
cl osed behind him "Keep a sharp eye on ne, Peeper. Make sure
don't get out."

"This is good bread," Sciathan said. "Very good. | thank you for
it."

t he newconer

"Sure." The newconer was heapi ng noodl es and brisket onto
his pl ate.
"I wish that | could repay you. | have no neans."

The newconer | ooked up at him "You been in clink before?"

"Last night. My arns were chai ned about a pole, and | was nade to
sl eep upon the ground. There was grass, not as hard as your fl oor,
amcertain."

"Only a lot colder. Had to be. | was pretty warm even on
the floor."

"Col d, yes." Sciathan took another bite of bread; it was soft and
white, with a thick brown crust that required chew ng.

"I had my nort with me, too, and she kept me warm You say you
ate al ready?"

It was a nmonment before Sciathan was able to swallow. "On a horse
A slice of gray neat between bread, bread not as good as this. W
had spoken about the Common Tongue, Abanja and |, this |anguage
in which you and | converse. She said that ny meat was al so comon
tongue, which she thought anusing."

"WAit a minute." The newconer poured the extra sauce fromits
small side dish into his plate. "Want ne to put you sone noodl es

in here? You'll have to eat '"emw th your fingers. W only got the
one fork."
"I should not." Sciathan wrestled against tenptation. "I mnust tel

you there have been many, nmany days on which | have eaten | ess

than the gray neat. Always we eat little, and often we do not eat

at all." He swallowed again, this time only his own saliva. "But, yes.
I would Iike these noodles very nmuch, and it will not trouble ne to
eat themwith ny fingers."

"You got it." The newconer forked noodles into the sauce dish
"You know, | been wondering why you're so weedy, and | hear the
rice is bad in Palustria. You cone |ooking for food?"

"Eating makes one heavy." The concept was so sinple and so basic
that Sciathan had trouble fornulating it. "One no longer flies well. |
ama Flier. That is your term"

The newconer gave him a sceptical |ook. "They don't never cone
down, and they're spies anyhow, everybody says."

"I amnot a spy. Even Siyuf does not think that."
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"Then you better nuzzle that clatter about being a Flier. Sonebody
m ght believe you." The newconer passed the sauce dish up to
Sciathan, "I put a little bit of snoked turtle on top there for you
They give ne a little bit of that, too, snoked turtle and onions. If
it makes you too thirsty, we can get Peeper to fetch water."

"l have never eaten this." Sciathan dipped up the brown concoction
with two fingers and tasted it. "It is delicious."

"Maybe | ought to try sonme nyself."

"l have spoken of beconmi ng heavy," Sciathan nuttered, "but why
should I not? My wings will not fly again."

The newconer peered at him "You really are a Flier, huh? They
go up in the big airship and catch you?"

Si ghi ng, Sciathan shook his head. "W | anded to question them
I knew that it would be hazardous." Mre swiftly than a conjuror's
transformation, his w zened face twisted to display a corpse's rictus.
"Hel l o, Auk."

"H . You really can do this. Jugs and Patera swore you coul d, but
| guess | didn't believe 'em

"Do you need hel p?"

"Nah." Finding the enpty stare that had becone Sciathan's unsettling,
the newconmer returned to his plate. "Tell '"emit's going fine,
and 1'll give a signal when | know which one." He nopped up sauce
with a piece of beef hoping she woul d be gone before he finished.
"I'"ll send Peeper to fetch sonething, too. Be better to get himout
of the way."

"So hungry, this tiny man."

The newconer chewed brisket into subm ssion. "He's got nore
meat on himthan you."

"I"d like some soup. I'Il ask G andnother."

"Do that," the newconer said.

Sci at han blinked and grabbed, discovering that the sauce di sh was
about to slide off his lap. He nade hinself breathe deeply. "This is
not expected."

The newconer nodded wit hout | ooking up. "Wat's that?"

"When one flies too high, one grows faint. Nowtoo | felt faintness.
Coul d your food be drugged?”

"No," the newcomer said.

"You spoke to ne several tines. | replied, but I do not recall what
you said, or what | said."

"Doesn't matter."

Sci at han finished his snoked turtle and started in on his noodl es.
"l have no reason to trust you. You might be a spy."

"Sure."

"l have received good food fromyou, for which | thank you very
much. It is better to be spied upon than beaten.”

"You can say that again."

"There is nothing | know that | have not told Siyuf and Abanja.
Wy am | confined?"

The newconer lifted the lid of another dish. "You |like cheese? He
gave ne sone of that, too."

"I have eaten nore than suffices already. | have not even finished
the bread you gave."

"Here." The newconer offered a blue-streaked, whitish lunp. "Try
sone of this withit."

"Thank you. We make good cheese in ny hone, but | have not
eaten any in a long while."

"Now you |isten up, Upstairs." The newconer poured four fingers of
brandy into his tunbler. "These Trivigauntis you tal k about, Abanja
and Siyuf? | never seen either one of "em | don't know 'emfrom
dirt, but I know about this place here, and the hot room and the
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courts and beaks, and all that. If you want to tell nme what you did
and what's going on with you, | just mght be able to scavy you a
coupl e answers. |f you don't want to, dinber here. Only don't ask
me stuff | don't know, why'm1| confined and that clatter."

"You desire to know nmy crinme. | have done nothing wong."

"Then if they're keeping you here, it's 'cause they're afraid of what
you'd do if you got out. Wiat's that?"

"I would resunme ny searching for the man called Auk. That is all
They know this."

"You going to chill himwhen you find hinP"

Sci at han | eaned over the side of his bunk to | ook down at the
newconer. "lIs this equivalent to kill?_The softer sound instead of
the hard sound at the top of the nouth?"

"Yeah. It's what this holy sibyl that taught us would say was a
al ternate pronunciation.”

"No, | would not chill him | would tell the nasters of the airship
above this city that they nust take me, with this man Auk and those
he chooses, to Mainfranme."

"Wait up." The newconer cleaned his ear with the nail of one
forefinger. "To Mainframe? | ain't sure | heard you right. Say
it again."

"I amfrom Mainfrane. This is where we live, we Crew. It is our
director, it shelters us and we repair it as it directs, when repairs are
needed. "

"Areal place." The newconer sipped brandy.

"Mai nframe is where we live. Viron is where you live."

"If you live there, why are you shaggy flying over here all the tine
making it rain?"

"Because Mainframe directs it. It is the director of the Worl , not
ours alone. If rain did not fall, you Cargo would perish. O if too
much falls. Minframe has many sources of data. W are one, not
the least."

"You want sone red?" The newconer offered his tunbler. "You
still feel like fainting, it mght be good for you."

"No, thank you."

"Al'l right, what's this about cargo? Like on a boat?"

"You people, the aninmals, and the plants. It is the sane as a boat,
yes, because we are in a boat, we as well as you."

"We're the cargo?" Staring up at Sciathan, the newconer tapped
his own chest. "M, and everybody |I know?"

"That is it with precision." Sciathan nodded enphatically. "Abanja
and Siyuf also. So you see that | would not chill Auk. It is our duty
to preserve the Cargo, not to chill it."

"Mai nframe told you to do this?"

"To preserve the Cargo? Yes, always." Sciathan's voice dropped.

"It is increasingly difficult. The sun no |onger responds well, not even
so well as in ny father's day. Heat accunul ates, another difficulty,
because the cooling no | onger functions efficiently. Minframe my

be compelled to blow out the sun. Is that how you say it? Interrupt

its energy. It has warned us, and we have done what we can to

be ready."

The newconer put down his tunmbler. "You're getting ne dizzy
enough without this." He rose, stepping to the snall barred opening
in the iron door. "Hey! Peeper!"

"You think that | am deceiving you. You will seek to have ne
renoved. "

The newconer turned to face him "Cost ne two cards to get this
pad, and now | scavy you're cank. It's getting too hot, you said. The
whol e whorl's getting too hot."

Sci at han nodded. "There are other difficulties, but that is worst."

"So you're going to shut off the cooling--"
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"No, no! The sun. Until the Whorl_can be cooled. I will not do
this, you nmust understand. | could not. Miinfranme nust, if it nust
be done. It will be a terrible darkness."
"Cause the whorl's getting too hot." The newconmer strode to the
wi ndow. "You take a | ook out there. That's snow. "
"You will not credit nme." Sciathan sighed, studying the newconer's
coarse, bearded face for sone sign of belief "I cannot condemm you
but you have fed ne and been kind. | would not deceive you. It was
difficult to nmake the winter this year. Minfranme struggled, and we
fl ew many sorties.”
"I't had to make winter. Mainframe had to nake it?" The newconer
pointed to the window "I always figured winter was just natural."
"Nature is a useful termfor processes that one does not understand,
Sciathan told himwearily. "Once already the sun has bl own out
because Mainfrane was trying to make this winter. This was not

i ntended. "

"Yeah. | heard about that." The newconer sounded | ess argunentative.
"Then the sun cane back, only real bright for a mnute. It set
fire to some trees and stuff. A cull | know asked Patera about it.

Calde Silk. He said it was another god tal king and he knew whi ch
one, only he didn't say."
"It was not a god," Sciathan asserted. "It was the sun's restarting.
Restarting nust be at nmaxi mum energy."
"Anyhow, that's not why you're here." The newconer pulled his
tunic over his head, revealing a red wool undershirt that he renoved

as well. "Mainfrane told you to find this cully Auk."
The warder's face appeared in the opening in the door. "Wat
you need?"

"I want you to go to Trotter's for ne," the newconer told him and
handed himtwo cards. "You tell himany friends of nmine that cone
in, the first one's on ne. Have himtell "em|'I|l be back real soon, and
I"l'l see "emat the Cock. You got it? You got to go straight away."
"Sure. You too hot in there?"

"I got aitchis all. You tell Trotter, then maybe I'll have anot her
little job for you."

When t he warder had gone, Sciathan began, "Is it known here..
I do not wish to offend religious sensibilities."

"You won't," the newconer told him "cause | ain't got any. | got

religion, and that's different."

"I's it known that all the gods are M nfranme?" Sciathan awaited
an explosion with some anxiety; when it did not cone, he added,
"Equally is Mainfrane all gods. Mainfrane in its aspect of darkness,
which in this tongue is termed Tartaros, issued nmy instructions."”

After knotting its sleeves around one of the bars, the newconer
pushed his undershirt out the wi ndow. "You know, | wi sh you'd told
me that sooner, Upstairs."

He picked up his fork, bending its tines with powerful fingers.
"What's your right tag, anyhow?"

"l am Sci at han. And you?"

"I ain't going to tell you, Sciathan. Later | will, only not now, cause
I scavy it mght slow us down. You know where the keyhole is in this
door? About where it is, anyhow?"

Sci at han nodded.

"Di mber. Look here. See how | tw sted the one funny and bent the
other two up out of the way? | want you to stick your armthrough
the peephole there. | could maybe do it if | was to rub butter on ny
arm but you can do it easy. Sort of feel around for the keyhole with
your kate, that's the funny-Iooking one. Wien you find it, stick your
kate in and tw st."

Sci athan accepted the fork. "You are saying this will open the
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door. You cannot know it."

"Sure | do. | seen the key when he was letting me in, and | know
how t hese | ocks work. | know how everythi ng works soon as | see
it, so get cracking. | don't want to keep 'emwaiting outside."

Sl ow y, Sciathan nodded again. "Then you will be free, and |I free
to pursue ny search for Auk, but clothed as | am and ignorant of
the custons of this city."

"We're going to take care of you," the newconer told him
briskly. "Cl othes and everything, and we'll teach you how to act,
all right? Do it!"

Standing on tiptoe, he was able to thrust his armthrough the space
bet ween two bars. The strangely bent tine scratched the door for the
| ock plate, then scratched the lock plate for the keyhole. "I amfearfu
that | may drop it," he told the newconer, "but | will try to --" He had
felt the bolt retract. "It is unlock!"

"Sure." As Sciathan withdrew his arm the newcomer pushed the
door open. "Cone on. There's a couple nort troopers on the outside
door already, so we best bing. Wap that blanket so they can't see
your Kicks."

He | ed Sciathan along the corridor and down a stair to a nassive
iron door. "They ought to of had 'eminside too," he whispered, "only
they figured it was all rufflers and upright nen, so nothing would
happen. It don't matter what's afoot, it gets queered when sone cully
figures nothing's going to happen."

"I understand this," Sciathan told him and wanted to add:
_Yesterday that was | _.

"Only that's the way |I'mfiguring too, 'cause | got to. They'll have
slug guns out there, and if we beat hoof they'|Il pot us sure. So we're
going to wal k easy going out, and just keep going till we're 'cross

the street. And naybe nothing will happen. If they holler or say
sonet hing, don't you stop or even | ook back at 'em You got it?"
"I will try. Yes."
"Di mber." The newcomer pressed his ear to the iron door. "Long
as you do, you don't have to worry. We'll| take care of the rest."
There followed a | engthy silence; at |ast the newconer said, "Pretty
qui et out there. Get set."
The notion of the door seemed nuch too qui ck as Sci at han
stepped, half blinded by winter sunlight, through the doorway at
the newconer's side. Fromthe corner of his eye he glinpsed the
toweri ng wonan whose thick sand-col ored greatcoat his bl anket
brushed.
The wi de street was freezing nmud, rutted by the wheels of carts
and wagons, and al nost enpty. Snowfl akes whirl ed before his eyes,
a few sticking to their |ashes.
"You two!" a woman's voice bawed. "_Halt!_"
So fast that it seened sure to strike them a black vehicle swoped
toward them roaring |like a storm He was airborne once nore, out
of control and w thout wings. For an instant he saw the startled
face of a man in black with whom he collided full tilt, after which
sonet hi ng huge and heavy struck his back
A bang--like a slaming door--and the roar mounted to a deafening
crescendo. Accel eration pushed hi mbackward into two obstacles he
did not at first realize were the shins of the man in black. As though
by some nysterious device of Mainfrane's, the roar was nuffl ed;
above and behind himthe newconer grow ed, "Just the one shot.
Pretty good."
A new voice, that of the man in black, said, "Even one is
too many."
And then, as the pale hands of the man in black and the nuscul ar
hands of the newconer lifted himonto a padded seat, "Wl cone to
Qur Holy City of Viron, in the nanes of its people, its patroness, the
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Qutsider, and all the other gods. I'msorry we couldn't do this with
| ess violence and nore cerenony. Are you hurt? I'm Calde Silk."

Sci athan wi ped his nonth with his fingers, finding to his surprise
that it was not bleeding. "I am sonewhat bruised, but from bl ows
and not fromthis escaping. | am Sci athan." Beyond their enchanted
tranquility, snow swirled and honely bl ank-faced buil dings raced |ike
canels. He blinked, |ooking fromthis pale Cargo to the newconer
and back. "Are we safe?"

"For the tine being at least," the pale Cargo called Calde Silk
assured him

"I amyour prisoner, instead of that of the tall wonmen?"

Cal de Silk shook his head. "Of course not. You nmay conme and go
as you w sh."

The newconer added, "Anyhow, we |ike you."

Sciathan smled; it was very good now to smle, he found. "Then
| amfree to search again?"

"Yeah," the newconer told him "only it ain't going to take you
long. |I'm Auk."

Chapter 13 -- Maki ng Peace

"Good man!" Oreb assured everyone at the table.

"This is Sciathan." Silk indicated the tiny man on his left. "Sciathan
| anded near the Trivigaunti canp on Thel xday, with four of his fellow
Fliers--1 believe while the parade was still in progress. The Trivigauntis
shot three of them and captured him One escaped."

Potto nodded, his round, cheerful face minored in the waxed and
pol i shed wood. "And he escaped yesterday with your help. | won't
congratul ate you on that operation, just on its success. W could
have nmanaged it much better."

Hal fway down the table, Spider concurred. "Shag, yes!"

"I't was hastily inprovised," Silk admitted. "W knew only that
Sci athan had cone to find Auk; we couldn't even guess why he wanted
him Fortunately Generalissinp Oosik was able to get through to the
Guardsnmen on duty in the Juzgado--"

Loris interrupted. "They've been repl aced."

"That's good. |'mglad nothing worse was done to them On
Generalissinmo Qosik's instructions, they pretended that they had
arrested Auk, and he was able to bribe a turnkey to put himin
Sciathan's cell. Quite frankly, we thought it |ikely that Auk woul d
| eave himthere after he had talked to him at least for the tine
being. W were extremely reluctant to worsen our relations with the
Trivigauntis."

Sil k scanned the faces beyond Hyacinth's. Maytera M nt | ooked
angry; Bison, beside her, angrier still. Oosik, eager and expectant,
a slug gun across his lap; he had wanted both councillors Kkilled,
and ni ght conceivably have a subordi nate stationed sonewhere to
kill them

"I'f things had gone as we expected," Silk continued, "the rest would
have been easy. Auk woul d have been escorted out by Guardsnen,
and Siyuf's sentries would have assunmed that he had been questioned
and was bei ng rel eased.

Auk hinself said, "Only | couldn't. W got to get to Minfrane.
That's himand nme and everybody that's going with nme." He gl anced
at Quetzal and Renora, seeking support.

Potto smiled nmore broadly than ever. "I congratulate you again on
the outcone. It was all we could wish for and nmore. Just the sane,
our enem es retain four propul sion nodul es, and three undamaged
pairs of w ngs."
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Hyacinth said loudly, "You' re the enemy!"

Maytera M nt shook her head. "They were the eneny, up to
Thel xday night. Now we've been betrayed, and we're no | onger
sure. | doubt that the Trivigauntis are either. W're all Vironese
here, everybody except the Flier. If Councillor Loris is really here
to nake peace, we ought to welcone it."

She cl osed her eyes. "I do. Echidna, forgive ne!" On the other side
of the table, Renora nodded enphatically.

Sil k asked, "Have you cone to nmake peace, Councillor Loris?
Counci |l or Potto?"

"Qur azoths have been confiscated." Potto giggled. "I was searched!
Me! It was absolutely hilarious, but calling this a peace conference is
funnier."

"I didn't say it was a peace conference," Maytera M nt snapped,

"I inplied it could become one. It should, if there's any chance for
peace. As for taking your weapons, Hi s Eminence and | went to
parlay w thout any, and you know what you did to us. Because of
that, this parley is being held on our ground with us arnmed and you
disarnmed. | will insist upon the sane arrangenents for any future
parleys as well."

Loris snarled, "Your troops are nelting away as we speak!" to which
Potto added, "It was worth it to see your face, nmy dear young Ceneral,
when | threatened you with the teapot. I'd do it again, just for that.
But you have no right--"

Oosik interrupted him drawing his needler and holding it up. "Here
is one of nmy weapons. It will kill ne, or General Mnt, or even Cal de
Silk. Do you want it?" He laid it on the polished tabl etop between
them and gave it a push that sent it past the middle of the table.

Wiile Silk counted three beatings of his heart, no one spoke. Potto
stared at the needler before him and at |ast shook his head.

"Then do not conplain to us about your weapons," Qosik
told him

Silk rapped for order. "Like you, Ceneralissinmo, | do not believe
that Councillor Potto is entitled to conplain about the |Ioss of his
weapons. We are entitled to conplain about the projected | oss of ours,
however, and |'mnot at all sure that Councillor Potto--although
he is inclined to be proud of his information--knows about that.
Councillor Loris seens to be less than current with regard to Genera
Mnt's volunteers."

He addressed Potto directly. "Councillor Loris said they were
mel ting away. Col onel Bison reports that they' ve nelted altogether
We had to hurry it, and hurry it we did. Do you know why?"

Loris said, "He doesn't, but he'll never adnmit it. I'mnot so
pi gheaded. Wy, Cal de?"

Si |l k nodded to Bison, who said, "Generalissino Siyuf has ordered
the Guard to collect our peoples' slug guns and store themin the
Juzgado." Bison | eaned forward, his eyes on Loris and his face tense.
"I't was exactly--exactly!--the right order to split the Guard and our
peopl e, and she didn't even try to route it through Generali ssinp
Qosi k. She sent it to the individual officers in command of the
bri gades. "

Potto put in, "Except Brigadier Erne."

"Except for Erne. That's right. W were lucky, in that the brigadiers
wanted to clear those orders with Generalissinp Oosi k. He counternanded
them naturally. Now we've dispersed our people so that it
will be inpossible for the Trivigauntis to di sarmthemthensel ves."

Potto's giggle nounted to a shrill |augh. He slapped his thigh
"You can't use them agai nst us unless you call themup again. And
you won't dare call them up because your friends from Trivi gaunte
will disarmthem You're in a picklel™

Maytera Mnt told him "Yours is worse."
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She glanced at Silk, who told Potto, "W have a strategy, you see--one
that you cannot frustrate. The Trivigauntis are preparing to
mount a vi gorous offensive agai nst you. You know that, |I'msure."

Lori s nodded.

"I listened to Generalissinmo Siyuf outline her plans |ast night, and
I'"ve been thinking about our options all day. In order to win, all
that we have to do nowis sit back and let themcarry out those
plans. She is a rigid disciplinarian, and she's never been down in
those tunnels. Furthernore, a she's not greatly concerned about the
lives of her troops, especially her infantry, which consists largely of
conscripts.”

Silk | eaned back, his fingers joined in a pointed tower. "As | said,
all we have to do is to let her do as she plans. There will be a terrible
war of attrition, fought underneath the city between foreigners and
sol diers nost of the nmen and wonen who live in it have scarcely seen
In the end, one side or the other will triunph, and it won't make
much difference which it is, since the winner will be too weak to
resist General Mnt's horde when we reassenble it. Either way, we'll
be masters of the city. And either way, you will both be dead."

Potto sneered. Loris said smoothly, "A few minutes ago sonebody
was saying we're all Vironese here, with a single exception. Was it
you, GCeneral ? You, whose troops are to conplete the destruction
once Viron's arny has defeated the Trivigauntis for you?"

"Yes," she told him "It was.

Silk said, "There are at |east three nmajor objections to the strategy
I have just outlined, Councillor, though | do not doubt that it would
succeed--that it will, if we choose to enploy it. You've voiced the
first yourself: it entails the destruction of Viron's arnmy. The second
is that it will take at least half a year, and very possibly several years;

either would be too long, as we'll explain in a nonment. The third
is that there is one part of Siyuf's force that we nust have, and it
is exactly the part that would alnbst certainly escape us. | refer to

General Saba's airship.

"Sciathan, will you please tell these councillors what you told ne?"

The Flier nodded, his small, pinched face sol enmm. "W of Mi nfrane,
we Crew, were visited by the god you call Tartaros. It was the norning
of the day on which | was captured.™

Auk put in, "Right after he left ne, see?"

"H's instructions were urgent. W were to find this man Auk,"

Sci athan pointed, "and bring himand his followers to Mi nfraneg,
so that they can |eave the Worl_to journey to a short-sun
sphere outside." Sciathan turned to Silk. "They do not believe
me. "

"They need only believe that | believe you," Silk told him "as | do.
Conti nue. "

"This very wise man Calde Silk has spoken to you of the airship,
the great vessel that flies without wings, stirring the air with wooden
arns. The god al so spoke to us of this airship. W were to enploy it
to carry back this man who is ny friend now, and those who w sh
to acconmpany him?"

Prof ound conviction lent intensity to Sciathan's voice. "It cannot
be acconplished otherw se. No, not though a god should denand it.

He cannot fly as we do, nor can the others who w sh to acconpany
him For themto walk or ride animals woul d consune nany nonths.
There are nountains and deserts, and many swift rivers."

"We'd need enough bucks with slug guns and | aunchers to fight
our way past anybody that tried to stop us," Auk added. "W ain't
got them" Seeing Chenille enter with a tray, he inquired, "Wat you
got there, Jugs? Tea and cooki es?"

She nodded, "Maytera thought you m ght |ike sonething. She's
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busy with Stony and Patera, so Nettle and | baked."

"There is too nuch eating here," Sciathan protested in a whisper,
"al so, too nuch drinking. Behold that one." He indicated Potto
with a nod.

"l agree," Silk said, accepting a cup of tea, "but we nust consider
hospitality."

"In short," Loris was saying, "you want us to help you take over
the airship. | won't argue about your reason for wanting it, though
I mght if | thought we could do it. | doubt that we can."

Potto rocked fromside to side, bubbling with mirth. "I mght.
Yes, | might! Silk, I'll make you an offer on behalf of my cousins
and nysel f, but you'll have to trust ne."

Maytera M nt shook her head, but Silk told her, "This is progress,
whet her we accept it or not. Let's hear it."
"I''"l'l seize the airship for you within a nmonth, capturing as nany of

the technicians who operate it as possible. I'lIl turn themover to you
after they've agreed to cooperate with you in every way." He tittered.
"They will, | pronise you, when |'ve had them for a few days. Ask

the general there."

He turned to Chenille, who was serving Renora. "May | have a
cup of your tea, ny dear? | can't drink it, but I like the snmell."

Maytera M nt snort ed.

"l do, my dear young Ceneral. You think I'm nocking you, when
I"msinply indulging the only pleasure of the flesh left to ne." As
Chenill e poured, he added, "Thank you very, very nuch. Five bits?

Woul d that be accept abl e?"

Chenille stared. "Is this... | don't--"

Silk said, "Councillor Potto is nmerely using you to nake a point,
Chenille. He prefers to nmake his points in the npst objectionable way
possi ble, as General Mnt and | can testify. Wiat is it, Councillor?"

"That even trivial things are seldomfree." Potto snmiled. "That there
is aprice to pay, even when it's a trivial price. Want to hear mine for
t he airship?"

Sil k nodded, feeling Hyacinth's hand tighten about his,

Loris said, "I've no idea what he has in mnd, but I'mgoing to
attach one of ny own first. You're to do nothing to interfere with
us during the nmonth specified. No attacks on any position of ours,
including Erne's."

Silk said, "W wouldn't, of course--if we accepted. But it's your
cousin's price that concerns ne."

"Two nmen." Potto held up two fingers. "I want to borrow one and
keep the other. Can't you guess which they are?"

"l believe so. Perhaps | should have nade it clear that | haven't
the least intention of accepting. Even if you had offered to do it for
not hing, as a gesture of goodwill, | still could not have accepted."

Auk started to protest, but Silk cut himoff. "Let me say this once
and for all, not just to you, Auk, and not just to these councillors; but
to everyone present. Trivigaunte is our ally. There has been friction
bet ween us, true. | daresay that there is always friction in every
alliance, even the small and sinple alliance of husband with wife."

Hyacinth's |ips brushed his cheek

"I did not ask the Rani to send us help, but | welconmed it with
open arms when she did. | have no intention of turning against her
and her people now, because of a little friction. Maytera Marble often
tells me things she's | earned fromwatching children's ganes, and
received the greatest |lesson of ny life during one such ganme; now I
want to propose a gane for us. Let us pretend for a few nminutes that
I"m CGeneralissinm Siyuf. WIIl all of you accept that, for the sake of
t he gane?"

H s eyes went fromface to face. "Very well, | am Siyuf. | understand
that some of you are nursing grievances in spite of my long and swift
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march to your rescue, and in spite of the aid | brought you. Let ne
hear them now. There is not one | cannot dispose of."

Loris said, "I hope you're not so deep in your part as to
shoot ne."

Silk smled and shook his head.

"Very well then, Generalissinmb Siyuf. | have a conplaint, exactly as
you said. |'m speaking as the presiding officer of the Ayuntan ento,

the legitimte governnent of this city. You and your troops are
interfering in our internal affairs. That is an act of war."

Sil k heaved a sigh, and his gaze strayed to Chenille, who was
pouring tea for Maytera Mnt. "Councillor, your governnent was
never legitimte, because it was established by rmurdering your | awful
calde. | can't say which of you ordered his nurder, or whether you
acted jointly. For the purposes of discussion, let's assune it was
Council l or Lenur, and that he acted al one. You neverthel ess--"

"I didn't intend to get into this," Loris protested. Hi s craggy face

was grim
"You introduced the subject yourself when you referred to yours
as the legitimte governnent, Councillor. | was about to say that

t hough you searched for the adopted son Cal de Tussah had naned

as his successor, as your duty required, you did not hold el ections
for new councillors, as your Charter demands. My ally Calde Silk
governs because the people of your city wish it, and so his claim
is better than yours. Aid given by a friendiy power is not an act of
war. How could it be? Are you saying that we of Trivigaunte attacked
your city? It welconed us with a parade."

Silk waited for a response; when none cane, he said, "You have
al ready heard that | know the contents of your previous calde's wll.

I found a copy in your Jurgado. Let ne say, too, that in ny opinion
the adopted son you searched for with so nmuch diligence did not

exi st. Calde Tussah invented this son to draw your attention from
an other child, an illegitimate child who may or may not have been
born before his death. If she had already been born, referring to an
adopted _son_ was doubly nisleading, as he doubtless intended it to
be." Silk sipped his tea. "Don't go, Chenille."

Potto sprang to his feet. "You!"

"Did you kill ny father, Councillor?" Chenille's dark eyes fl ashed.
"The real one? | don't know, but | don't think it was really Councillor
Lemur. | think it was you!"

Qosik raised his slug gun, telling Potto to sit down.

"If you did and evidence can be found," Silk continued, "you will
have to stand trial. So far we have none."

"Are you Silk or Siyuf?" Potto demanded.

"Silk at present. |I'll resune the game in a nonent. Your Cogni zance,
will you speak? | ask it as a favor." Upon Silk's shoulder, Oeb fluttered
uneasi ly.

"If you want ne to, Patera Calde." Quetzal's glittering gaze was
fixed on Potto. "Not many of us knew Tussah. Patera Renora did,
and Loris. Did you, Generalissinm?"

Qosi k shook his head. "Twenty years ago | was a captain. | saw
hi m several tines, but | doubt that he knew ny nane."

"He knew mine, eh?" Renora cleared his throat. "I had, er, was
coadjutor in those--um-happier days. Ah--nother still living, eh,

General? It, um sufficient in itself, hey? Though there were other
favorabl e circunstances.”

Chenille, who had stopped pouring tea, nmurnured, "I wish | knew
nmore about him™"

"I, um disliked him | confess," Renora told her. "Not hatred, you
understand. And there were tines, eh? But | was, er, substantially
alone init. Wong, too, eh? Wong. |, um concede it now Loud,
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brawl i ng, vigorous, and | was--um-deternined, quite determ ned
secretly, to be offended. But he, er, put the city first. A ways did,
and | --ah--accorded insufficient weight to it."

"He wouldn't flatter ny then coadjutor, Patera Cal de," Quetza
expl ained. "He flattered me, however. He flattered me by confiding
in me. He never married. Are you both aware of that?"

Silk and Chenille nodded.

"Clergy take a vow of chastity. Even with its support, chastity is
too severe for many. He confided to nme, as one friend to another,
that his housekeeper was his mstress."

"Not - - ah- -under the Seal, eh?"

Quetzal 's hairl ess head swayed on its long neck. "I don't and won't
speak of shriving, though | shrove himonce or twice. This was at
di nner, one at which only he and | were present. If he were alive
I wouldn't speak of it. He's dead and can't speak for hinself. He
i ntroduced the woman to me. He asked me to take care of her should
he di e.

Chenille said, "If that was nmy nother, you didn't."

"I did not. | couldn't find her. Though she was good-| ooki ng
in her way, she was an ignorant worman of the servant cl ass.
know she disliked me, and | think she was afraid of me. She
was guilty of adultery weekly, and unable to inmagine forgiveness for it."

Silk said, "You searched for her as soon as you heard Cal de Tussah
was dead?"

"I did, Patera Calde. Not as thoroughly as | should, since she was
alive and | failed to find her."

Loris said, "I renmenber her now. The gardener's w fe. She oversaw
the kitchen and the laundry. A virago."

Quet zal nodded frigidly. "She was the type he adm red, and he was
the type she did."

Auk began, "This gardener cully--"

"A marriage of convenience, perforned by ny prothonotary in five
m nutes. There woul d have been talk if Tussah had a single worman in
this palace. Hi s gardener wasn't intelligent, though a good man and
a hard worker. He was proud to be seen as married, as a nan who'd
won the love of an attractive woman. | imagi ne she dom nated him
conpletely. | thought they would | ook for new enpl oynment when
Tussah died, and | planned to nake places for themon our staff. They
didn't. | know now, thanks to Patera Cal de, that they becane beggars.
At the time | assuned they'd known sonething about Tussah's death,
and had been silenced."

Chenille said, "W sold watercress. But if sonebody wanted to give
us noney, we took it. | used to ask for noney, too, and run errands. Do
little jobs." She swallowed. "After a while | found out there were things
men woul d give ne half a card for. It was a fortune to us, enough food
for a week." She stared at her listeners, challenging them

Loris smled. "Blood will tell, they say."

"Blood won't," Silk declared. "Blood s dead--1 killed him But if
Bl ood were alive, he nmight tell you that it was good business to
give rust, at first, to the young wonmen at Orchid's, and to sell it
to themafterward--to keep themin constant need of nobney, and
thus keep themthere for as long as he and O chid | et them stay.

The Ayuntamiento | et himbring rust and other drugs into our city,
inreturn for what | nust call criminal services."

Hyacinth said, "I use it sonmetimes, and |'ve been telling nyself that
if Chen can kick it so can |, and | hope it's true. But it's hard, don't
ever believe anybody who says it's not.

Quet zal gave Loris a lipless smle. "Blood does tell, ny son." "Watch

out!" Oreb advised; it was not clear to which he spoke.
Maytera M nt asked, "Do you know why they didn't try to find
anot her situation, Calde?"
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"I don't; but |I believe | can guess. Chenille's nother had recently
given birth to the calde's child, or if she had not, she was carrying
that child--and it was her child, too. She nust have guessed, or known,
that the cal de had been nurdered. At that tine, the Ayuntam ento
was searching everywhere for the adopted son nentioned in the
calde's will; and she woul d have supposed, as | believe nbst people
did, that it would kill himif it found him She needn't have been an
educat ed woman, or an inmgi native one, to guess what woul d happen
to another child of the calde's, if it |learned that she existed."

Silk filled his lungs, feeling a twinge fromhis wounded chest.
"We've gotten far off the subject, but since we're here, let's finish

what we' ve begun. Cal de Tussah |left a substantial estate. | have it
now as trustee for his daughter; I'lIl turn it over to Chenille as soon
as she reaches twenty, the |egal age of maturity."

"Good girl!" Oreb assured everyone.

Loris told Silk, "That will have to be adjudicated by the courts,
I"mafraid."

He shook his head. "Qur governnent is sorely in need of funds,
Councillor. W have a war to prosecute, in addition to all the
usual civic expenses; and we gave each of General Mnt's troopers
two cards, as well as his or her weapon, before we sent them
hone. "

Loris said, "You' re generous with the taxpayers' noney."

"In order to do it, we've taken control of the Fisc; the city assunes
responsibility for inactive accounts, and for the accounts in trust, such
as Cal de Tussah's. W' ve sequestered the accounts of the nmenbers
of the Ayuntam ento, as you know. Do you want to tal k about
it now?"

Sci athan said, "W nust speak nore of the airship. It is urgent.

This Potto says he will get it, but in one nonth. W have a few days
at nost. Not nore."

"Why?" Hyaci nth asked him speaking across Silk.

Auk told him "Let 'emjaw about the noney first. If you don't,
they' |l keep going back to it."

"Wse man!" Oreb excl ai nmed.

Silk rapped the table. "Wiich will it be, the airship or your accounts?
Personally 1'd prefer to deal with Generalissinm Oosik's conplaints
agai nst Ceneralissino Siyuf, and General M nt and Col onel Bison's.

It's usually best, |I've found, to consider mnor matters first and get
them out of the way. Ot herwi se they cloud everyone's thinking, as
Auk says."

"We knew you' d stolen our noney," Loris told him "but we also
knew it would be useless to protest the theft."

Maytera M nt declared, "You want to nake peace after all."

"Hardly. But we're prepared to offer you new terns of surrender,
much nore liberal terns than those | proposed at Bl ood's, which
were intended nerely as an opening point for negotiations."

"You said at the tine that they were not negotiable," Silk
rem nded him

"Certainly. One always does. You were willing to listen to Potto's
proposal. WII| you hear ours as well? Qur joint proposal ?"

"Of course."

"Then let nme first explain why you should accept it. You assert that
you have a strategy that will assure your victory, though you are loath
to followit. You are m staken, but we are not. W have a strategy of
our own, one that will assure your defeat in under a year."

Qosik said, "Clearly you do not, or you would followit," and Silk
nodded.

"You have been assisting us with it,'
which we are appropriately grateful."

Loris continued, smling, "for
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Potto grinned. "W're giving away slug guns too!"

"W are," Loris confirned, "and ot her weapons as well, needlers
mostly. We still have access to several stores of weapons. | hope you
wi Il excuse ny keeping their |ocations confidential."

"G ving themto who?" Bison inquired.

"I'n a nonment. Some preparation is necessary. You were underground
not | ong ago, Col onel. The tunnels are extensive, are you
aware of it? You saw not a thousandth part of them"

"I"ve been told the calde went into themfroma shrine by the |ake,
and that General Mnt went in froma house north of the city and
cane out on the Palatine. |If those she saw and those he saw bel ong
to the same conplex, it's pretty large."

Maytera M nt told him "Mich larger than that, according to what
I"ve | earned from Spider."

"I want him" Potto put in. "I want himand the Flier. | offered the
airship and you refused it. Nane your price."
Silk sighed. "I said that trivial points tend to obscure discussions.

This is just such a point, so let's dispose of it. Spider is our prisoner
We will exchange himfor one of equal value, during this truce or
anot her. Have you a prisoner to offer us? Wwo is it?"

Potto shook his head. "I will have, soon. G ve himback, and you'l
get doubl e value as soon as | have it."

"No!" Maytera Mnt struck the table with her snmall fist, and
Hyacinth's catachrest thrust his furry little head above the tabletop,
sayi ng, "Done bay saw nade, |addie."

"Of course not," Silk told Potto, "but may | propose an alternative
| believe workabl e?"

"Let's hear it'

"In a noment. You al so want Sci at han."

"Only tenporarily." Potto giggled. "I'Il pay you a |ine for every
day | keep himover a fortnight, hows that? Like a library book. |
still have a |l ot nore noney than you stole."

Auk declared, "I heard about you from Maytera, and you ain't
taking him"

"Auk speaks for nme as well," Silk said, "and for all of us. Sciathan
is a free individual--"

"Afree _man_," Loris anended

"Precisely. He is not nine to give or keep. He is here in this pal ace
as ny guest, and nothing nore--nothing less, | ought to say. If you
believe he's under restraint, ask him"

Renora tossed back his | ank bl ack hair.
life and property of the stranger you wel cone.

"Furt hernore, he woul d di sappoint you. He's been beaten and
interrogated already by Generalissinm Siyut who hoped to | earn
how the Fliers' propul sion nodul es operate. Councillor Lenmur killed
lolar, who was another Flier, for the same reason; | shrove |lolar
before he died. Since Lenmur hinself died soon after, you nay not
be aware of it. Are you?"

Loris shrugged. "W were aware of his capture, of course. Wat
Lenur learned fromhimdied with Lemur, unfortunately."

"Lemur | earned nothing fromhim that was why Lenur killed him
| discussed the propul sion nodules with Sciathan today. He freely
conceded that their principle is inmportant; that it would be val uabl e
to our city or any other is obvious; but he doesn't have it, and neither
did lolar.

"The scientists who make themrenmain in Miinframe, safe from
capture. The Fliers who use themare kept ignorant of the principle, for
reasons they understand and approve. It's an el enentary precaution,
one that you and your fellow councillors ought to have anti ci pated.

It woul d have been anticipated, surely, by anyone not blinded by the
itch for power. If you want to find out how they operate, you night

"Sacred unto Pas are the
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capture one of those the Trivigauntis have and take it apart; but |
doubt that | could tell leaf fromroot."

"Naturally you couldn't." Potto giggled. "Have you got one?
Nanme your price for Spider. A hundred cards? | want to hear
it, and the price of the propul sion nodule, too, if you've got
one."

"W don't. Councillor Loris, Councillor Lenur told me that he
was a bio, not a chem Are you?"

"Certainly."

"Despite the marbl e bookend you crushed at Bl ood' s?"

"This is not nmy natural body. Physically, |I'mon our boat, well out
of your reach. This body," Loris touched his black velvet tunic, "is a
chem if you like. To sinplify matters, | won't object to your calling
it that. | manipulate it fromny bed, nmaking it nove and speak as
I did when | was younger."

Maytera Mnt told Silk, "I explained all this, I think."

"Yes, you did, Maytera; |'mvery grateful. Spider should be gratefu
as well."

"If it gets nme | oose," Spider grunted.

"It very well may. Fromwhat General M nt has reported,
counterintelligence has been your chief concern. I'mnot so naive
as to think that your organization--what remains of it--could not
be put to other uses, however; and | noticed that Councillor Potto
want ed you back when he was planning to seize control of Genera
Saba's airship."

Potto said, "I do anyhow. He's valuable to us."

"Clearly. Primarily in frustrating spies?"

Loris said, "Primarily, yes."

"Spider, General Mnt says you're a decent man, a patriot in
your way. If | were to release you to Councillor Potto, as you
wi sh, would you be willing to give me your solem prom se that
in so far as our forces are concerned, you would confine your
activities entirely to counterintelligence? By 'our forces' | intend
those headed by Generalissino Qosik and Auk--not only the Guard,
but General Mnt's volunteers, including those conmanded by her
t hrough Col onel Bison."

Spider licked his lips. "If Councillor Potto don't tell ne | can't,
yeah, | wll."
Potto raised a hand. "Wait. | think |I heard sonething funny. Does

your friend Auk have a private horde now?"

Auk grinned. "The best thieves in the whole city, the ones that's
going with ne and Sciathan. A nonth for the airship, you said. |
figure we might nab it a whole | ot sooner."

Sci athan stood up. "W nust! If the Cargo will not |eave the Worl _,
Pas will drive everyone out as one drives a bear froma cave. He wll
starve and afflict Crew and Cargo until we go."

Loris's icy blue eyes twinkled. "A rain of blood. The Chrasnol ogic
Witings speak of such things, I'"'mtold."

Renora nodded sol emmly. "Ah--worse, Councillor. Plagues, hey?

Fam ne, er, |ikew se."

"Listen to ne!" Sciathan s excited tenor cracked. "If a landing craft
| eaves, even one, Pas will wait for nore. But if none | eave everyone
will be driven out. Do you understand now? W Crew have a craft
ready, but so nmuch Crew cannot be spared so early in the Plan. For this
reason Tartaros has readi ed Auk for us, and we nust have them"

"Me and nmy knot," Auk expli cat ed.

Chenille added, "That's ne. | hope you don't mnd that | stayed
to listen, Patera. But when Auk goes, | go too."

"Wth ny blessing," Potto chortled. "Ch, yes! Very nuch so. I'll be
delighted to |l ose ny accuser, and have the eneny lose its airship.”
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He turned to Silk. "WII| Spider be free to act in any way we choose
agai nst your cherished allies? That's what it sounded |ike. You didn't
expect nme to miss that, did you?"

"No." Silk's expression was guarded. "But if you had, | would have
mentioned it to him You nmay not be aware of it, but Maytera Mnt |eft
the tunnels with two other prisoners. One was a convict naned El and.

El and was nurdered yesterday norning in the Grand Mantei on."

"A nystery!" Potto clapped his pudgy hands |ike a happy child. "I
| ove them"

"I don't. | try to clear themup when | can, and |'ve been trying to
clear up this one. My first thought was that this man El and had been
killed by sone old eneny, nobst plausibly someone who had attended
the sacrifice there the previous night and had seen him | asked Auk
to find out who that eneny mght be, and had one of General Skate's
officers inquire as well."

Silk shifted his attention fromPotto to Spider. "The harder they
| ooked, the | ess probable it appeared. Eland had not been a thief,
as | had assuned, but a horse trainer who had killed his enployer
inafit of rage. Presunably there was sone public synpathy for
him since he was not executed. Auk could find nobody who knew
of anyone who bore hima mnurderous grudge."

Maytera M nt asked, "Did you consider Uus, Calde?"

"We did, but we quickly dism ssed him El and had been a usefu
subordinate in the tunnels, where Urus woul d have had any numnber
of opportunities to kill himin conplete safety. Wiy wait? Wiy run
the risk of being shot by Acting Corporal Slate, as the killer very

nearly was? Besides, |'ve gotten a sketchy description of the killer,
and if it's even roughly correct, he was neither dirty nor dressed in
rags. |'1l tell you |later how | obtained it."

"Got to protect his sources," Spider explained. "That's how it is,

Maytera. "

"Most of Eland's friends and rel atives had assumed he was dead
I ong ago," Silk continued, "yet soneone with a needler had quite
deliberately clinbed into the choir of the Gand Manteion to shoot
him Wy? After 1'd turned over the question for an hour or two, it
occurred to nme that soneone ni ght have nmade a mi stake--that he
m ght have intended to shoot another person entirely, and m staken
El and for that person. Chenille here was able to tell me in considerable
detail how everyone present had been dressed, and Auk and Spi der
appeared to be the only possibilities."

Eyei ng Spider, Oreb whistled.

"There were a nunmber of sibyls present. Al wore habits, and could
be dismissed at once. So could Patera Incus and the body of Patera
Jerboa--both were robed in black, as | am No one could m stake a
man for Chenille, and so on. If an error had been nade, the intended
victimwas clearly Auk or Spider."

Auk said, "I don't think he was shooting at nme."

"Neither do |I," Silk told him "You were near the altar, and thus
sonewhat nearer the killer. Furthernore, you were in a relatively
well lit area. Spider and Eland were in a chapel behind the sanctuary,
a nore distant area as well as a nore dimy lit one. | would guess that
the killer had been given a verbal description of Spider, and had been
told that he was being guarded by soldiers."

Silk turned back to Spider. "Wre you and El and awake when he
was shot ?"

Spi der nodded.

"Were you standi ng up?"

Spi der shook his head. "W were sittin' on the floor. That sol dier
woul dn't et us get up unless we had a reason."

"There you have it." Silk shrugged. "At |east, you have as much as
| do. Sitting would tend to conceal the difference in size. Slate was
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guardi ng both of you, and fromwhat |'ve heard, neither of you had
been given an opportunity to wash and change cl othes, as Genera
M nt and Patera Renora did. In the dimlight of the chapel, the killer

may not have seen you at all. Or he may sinply have felt that El and
corresponded nore closely to the description he had been given
"The question then becane, who would want to kill Spider?

Pl ausi bly, the Ayuntam ento or the Trivigauntis. The first because

he knows a great deal about its espionage and counterespi onage
activities, and about the tunnels under the city, information that he
m ght pass on to Generalissinb OQosik, to General Mnt, or to ne."

"I'"d know about it. 1I'd have ordered it." Potto giggled. "I didn't."
Si | k nodded. "And you could easily have found an assassin who
knows Spider by sight, | would think. The Trivigauntis are our allies--but

they are Spider's enemes, and he is said to know a great dea
about their spies in Viron." He fell silent.
Maytera M nt said, "You can't be sure this is true."

"No, | can't; but | believe it very well may be. W stole a prisoner
fromGeneralissinb Siyuf. Is it absurd to suppose that she mght try
to kill one we had? Since that may have been the case, it would be

mani festly unjust to limt Spider's activities with regard to Siyuf and
her horde."
"They went after ne, so | can go after them" Spider said.

"Exactly."

Hyacinth touched Silk's arm "I don't understand. Are we for them
or against then?"

Maytera M nt was staring at Silk. "I feel this is al nbst ancient
hi story, but before all this started--before poor Maytera Rose passed
on, | felt that | understood you, just as | felt | understood nyself. In
the past ten days or so you've beconme sonebody el se, sonebody | don't
understand at all, and so have |I. You're married now, | w tnessed the

cerenony, and |'mthinking about marrying too."

A change in her expression told Silk that Bison's hand had
found hers.

After a noment of silence she added, "You've |ost your faith, or
nmost of it, | think. Wat's happened to us?"

Potto | aughed | oudly.

Quet zal , seated between Oosik and Loris at the other end of the
table, murrmured, "Circunstances have changed, Maytera. That's all
or nearly all. There is an essential core at the center of each nan and
worman that remains unaltered no matter how life's externals may be
transformed or reconbined. But it's smaller than we think."

Si | k nodded his agreenent.

"If I--ah--permtted." Renora pushed back the errant |ock of |ank,
black hair. "The General and | were conpanions in, um adversity.
The--ah--spirit. The inalterable core, as Hi s Cogni zance has, um
finely. The spirit that survives even death. It grows when trod upon,
like the dandelion. | have learned it, eh? So may you, if
you--um-reflect."”

He stared down at his long, bony hands. "Wuldn't have killed
Spi der, hey? In those tunnels? Wuld' ve, er, failed. But | w sh now
| had tried, or very nearly. And here, eh? No |onger coadjutor. GCot
my own nanteion, hey? After all these years. Mwved in today."

He spoke to Silk. "I, er, necessary that | talk to you about it,
eh, Calde? Sun Street. Accounts and so on. \Wen we're, um we've
adj ourned. "

Silk managed to say, "dadly, Patera."

"Stripped of, er, power. That's the expression. Smaller, outside,
growi ng, inside. I--ah--feel it." He held up the ganmadi on he wore;
it was of plain iron.

As much to cover his enbarrassnment as her own, Maytera M nt
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asked Silk, "You said everything Siyuf's done since her horde arrived
coul d be defended, and she's our ally, and yet you're letting Spider
go? Free to attack her and the rest of the Trivigauntis in any way
Potto chooses?"

Potto rocked with nmerrinment. "Be her again, Silk, and you can
shoot yoursel f."

He shook his head. "I'mnot being asked to defend Siyuf's actions
now, but ny own. | have changed, | suppose, General, as you say;
but I don't think I've changed as much as you may inmagi ne. The
faith I had, | had | earned as one | earns other |essons--fromreading
and |l ectures and ny nother's exanple and conversation. |'min
the process, | believe, of replacing it with new faith gained from

experience--from circunstances, as H s Eni nence says. You have
to weck the old structure, or so it seens to ne, before you can build
the new one; otherwise, it's always getting in the way."

He held out his hand to Hyacinth, who took it.

"We're married, as you say. | don't believe ny nother ever was.
Did 1l tell you that?"

Maytera M nt shook her head.

"I told Maytera Marble, I'msure. | know now, or think | know,
how-how | cane to be, as a result of something that happened to
me in the tunnels, or at |east underground. You don't understand
me, | know. "

"Certainly | do! You don't have to tal k about that, Calde, or
anything. But | certainly wasn't asking about that."

Si |l k shook his head. "You don't, you nerely suppose you do.
Councillor Potto, here's a nystery for you. Can you solve it? |I've

lied about it once already tonight, | warn you; and I'll lie again if
I nmust."
Maytera M nt objected, "You don't tell lies, Patera."

Sil k shook his head. "W all do when we nust. Wen we're asked
about sonmething we heard in shriving, for exanple. W say we don't

know. This is something | have to lie about, at least until it no
| onger matters, sinply because everyone would think | lied if | told
the truth."”

Maytera Marble's voice surprised him "Not |, Patera."

He turned in his chair to | ook at her

"Chenill e brought in tea and cookies, the ones she and Nettl e baked,
and she never cane back. Horn seens to have di sappeared, too.

t hought somet hi ng mi ght be wong."

"A great nmany things are, Mly," Silk told her, "but we're trying
to set a fewright. Do you renenber what | told you about ny
enlightennent? | saw Patera Pi ke praying, praying so very hard year
after year for help for his manteion, renenber?"

She nodded.

"Until the Qutsider spoke in his heart, telling himhis prayer was
granted. Wien | had seen that, | waited, waited full of expectation,
to see what help would be sent to him"

Mayt era Marbl e nodded. "I renenber, Patera."

"It arrived, and it was ne. That was all it was. Me. Laugh,
Councillor."

Potto did not oblige.

"But for a nonment, ever so briefly, | saw nyself as Patera Pi ke had
seen nme then. It was a hunbling experience. Better, it was a salutary
one. |'m enbol dened by thenenory now, when | find nyself having to

reckon with councillors and generalissinos, people whose conpany is
alien to me, and whose opposition | find terrifying."
Mayt era Marbl e nodded, "As they find yours, Patera."
"l doubt it." Shaking his head, Silk addressed Loris. "W're prepared
to offer you a very good bargain, Councillor--an exceptional one.
Spi der has promised he'll confine hinmself to counterespionage as
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regards our forces if we will release him W ask no oath on the
Witings, no cerenony of that kind; a man's word is good or it isn't,
and General Mnt has indicated that his is. In exchange, we ask only

your present self. | enphasize present --the Councillor Loris here
with us. You can divert your consciousness to another such body as soon
as we're through conferring, and | assune that you will; it won't be
a violation of our bargain. Do you agree to the exchange?"

"No," Loris said. "I have no second body avail able."

Potto exclained, "I will!"

"I"'mafraid not, Councillor. When you have a prisoner of simlar
i mportance, an exchange can be effected. Until then, Spider nust
remain with us. Councillor Loris, are you certain you won't
reconsi der ?"

Loris shook his head--then stared at Renora, who was seated to
Potto's right.

Quetzal murnured, "He has these fits occasionally, poor fellow I
think Patera Cal de wi tnessed one | ast week."

"I did, shortly before nmy bride and | were reunited at Ermne's."
Longing to enbrace her, Silk tore his gaze from Hyacinth's.

"They're coming, Silk." Renora announced in a flattened voice. "A
col onel and a hundred cavalry troopers."”

Oreb whistled sharply.

"Thank you. Auk, I'mafraid this means we have very little tine.
You and Sci at han nust | eave at once by a side door. Your followers
are neeting at the Cock? Warn themthat Trivigaunti patrols may
search for them Chenille had better go with you; otherw se they're
liable to take her to get you."

Loris stood. "We'd better |eave, too."

"Not with us," Auk snapped. "Qut the front, if you're going. C non,
Upstairs. C nmon, Jugs."

Potto rose, giggling. "He doesn't share Silk's love for you, Cousin

Loris."
Silk notioned for both to sit again. "You have cone under a flag
of truce. They'll respect that, surely."

"So did we," Maytera Mnt told him

He ignored it. "You and Col onel Bison are affronted now because
General i ssinmo Siyuf wished to confiscate the weapons you gave
your troopers. |If she were here, she m ght explain that she acted
in support of our governnent, the one opposed to the Ayuntam ento
that Echidna ordered you to establish and that you have established.
She probably feels sure, as General Saba and Chenille did Thel xday
night, that once freed of the restraint of discipline your troopers wll
use their weapons to overturn it. Renenber that, when we talk to
these Trivigauntis."

Si | k addressed Qosi k. "You, Generalissinp, are piqued because
General i ssino Siyuf bypassed you and Skate, issuing orders to the
commanders of the brigades.”

Qosi k nodded, his face grim

"Bear in mnd that when she tried to collect those weapons she
was doi ng what you woul d have, had you not been restrai ned by
my orders; and that she's shown clearly that she thinks it useless to
try to suborn your loyalty."

"I--er, un?" Renopbra gaped at Quetzal's vacated chair.

"H s Cogni zance has left us,"” Silk explained. | suppose he went
with Auk. You dozed off for a monent, | believe.

"Councillor Loris, Councillor Potto, you said you'd cone to demand
my surrender, with newterns. Let's not trouble about the terns now.
Explain briefly, if you will, how you know that we and our allies wll
be def eated

Loris nodded. "Briefly, as you ask. Siyuf's been sending patrols
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into the countryside to forage for food. They take whatever our

peopl e have and | eave prom ssory notes in which our people have

no confidence. Notes that are alnost certainly valueless, in fact. Qur
farmers have begun hidi ng what food they have and organi zi ng bands

to resist--"
Qosik interrupted him "You gave your pernission, Calde, at the
parade. | was thunderstruck."

Hyacinth said, "You think you're terribly clever, don't you, Qosie.
What woul d you have done?"

Qosi k started to speak, but thought better of it.

"He woul d have told Generalissino Siyuf that she'd have to buy
what our farmers brought her--or so | imagine." Silk shrugged. "They
woul dn't have brought enough, or nearly enough, and they woul dn't
have accepted promises to pay |later. Soon she would have had to send
out patrols, as she's doing now, or shut her eyes to the fact that unit
commanders were foraging for thenselves. In either case, we would
have had to stop them or anyway we would have had to try. Wthin a
short time we'd have been fighting Trivigauntis in the streets. | hoped
to prevent that, or at |least postpone it; but I'mafraid that | gained
very little time for us, and it nmay be that | gained none at all."

"W coul d have sent out foraging parties of our own," Bison
suggest ed.

Maytera M nt shook her head. "Then the farners woul d have hated
us instead of them If they nust hate sonebody, it's far better that
they hate Siyuf and her Trivigauntis."

"The point," Loris interposed, "is that they' re beginning to resist.
You' ve hel ped them and we're hel ping them nore."

Potto grinned at Silk. "Cenenting their loyalty to us, you see. W're
the government of the good old days, com ng up out of the ground
with arm oads of slug guns, and giving themaway." He tittered. "W
get food aplenty for our bios. It's nmostly chens with us down bel ow,
and they don't need it."

"W estimate that fifteen thousand of General Mnt's fifty thousand-odd
were countryfol k," Loris continued. "They're armed now, thanks
to you. W've arned another four thousand thus far, and we continue
to distribute arns. This sibyl--"

"I'"'ma | aywonan again," Maytera Marble told him

"This officious | aywoman once boasted that though others night
be tempted to lie, her figures were accurate. So are mne. Inside of
three nmonths, Siyuf will be unable to feed her troops, to say nothing of
her horses, mules, and canels. Having no alternative, she'll return to
Trivigaunte. By then half the city will have abandoned your rebellion
We cane to informyou of that, and denmand that you restore our
personal accounts."

"And keep your hands off the Fisc," Potto subjoined.

"That will be guaranteed by their surrender." Loris |ooked around
the table, a councillor so rich in wi sdom and experience that even
Maytera M nt was inclined to accept everything that he said. "Wuld
you care to hear our terns?"

"No." Silk paused, listening to the sounds of hurrying feet in the
foyer. "W haven't tine. | accept. We surrender. W can discuss
terns when we have nore |eisure. That was why | hoped you'd
remain, Councillor. It would have facilitated--"

At that nonment | burst into the room "They're coming, Calde,
like you said. A couple of hundred, sone on horses."

"Thank you, Horn." Silk sniled sadly. "They'll knock,
believe--at least | hope they will. If they do, delay themas |ong as you
can, please."

Potto was on his feet again. "W accept your surrender. Let's go,
Cousin!"

Maytera Marbl e stepped into their path. "Let me renind you of
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what | told you at ny son's. Calde Silk's surrender is valid and
bi nds everyone. Patera Silk's neans nothing at all. Do you accept
hi m as Cal de? For |ife?"

The door to the kitchen flew open then, and Hossaan strode in wth
a needl er in each hand; behind himcanme a dozen woren brandi shi ng
slug guns. "That life nay be short," he told Silk. "It will be, unless you
get your hands up. The rest of you, too."

One by one Hyacinth, Silk, Renora, Potto, Spider, and Horn
conplied, Maytera Marble and Bison raising their hands |ast, and
together. Silk said, "You realize, | hope, that this is fundanentally a
m sunderstanding, a falling out anong friends. It can be snpot hed
over, and soon will be."

"Spread out," Hossaan told the women who had entered with him
"Each cover a prisoner." He smiled at Silk, a smle that did not reach
hi s hooded eyes. "I hope you're right, Calde. On the personal |evel,

I like you and your wife. I'mcarrying out Col onel Abanja's--"

The crack of a needler cut himoff. Ragged fire fromthe slug guns
ended in a choking cloud of plaster dust and an ear-splitting roar as
nmost of the west wall fell, severed fromits foundations by the azoth
Silk had received from Doctor Crane and given to Maytera Mnt.

Chapter 14 -- The Best Thieves in the Whorl

"Patera?" Horn inquired softly. "Cal de?"

Silk sat up. "What is it?"

"Nettle's asleep. Just about everybody is, but | knew you weren't.
I could see your eyes."

Si | k nodded, the notion alnpbst invisible in the darkness of the
freezing tent. "You're right, | wasn't; and you're afraid, as we all
are, and want reassurance. |'ll reassure you as nmuch as | can, though
that isn't very nuch."

"l have some questions, too."

Silk smled, his teeth flashing in the gloom "So do |, but you can't

answer mine. | may be able to answer a few of yours. "Il try."
Nettl e whispered, "I'mnot asleep. Horn thought | was, but | was
pretending so he'd sleep." Horn took her hand as she said, "I've got

a question too."

"Reassurance first," Silk told them "You may need it nore than
you realize. It's quite unlikely that Generalissinp Siyuf will have you
executed or even inprisoned. Hossaan--that's Wllet's real nane,
he's a Trivigaunti--knows that you and Horn were at the pal ace
to help Mly. Besides, you're hardly nore than children. Siyuf's a
harsh woman, but not a cruel one fromwhat |'ve seen; she woul dn't

conmmand the loyalty she does if she were. | can only guess, but |
believe that you and Horn will be questioned and rel eased."
Horn asked, "Is there anything you don't want us to tell?"

"No, tell them everything. Nothing you can say can harm Hyacinth
or Moly or me. O Patera Renobra and Patera |ncus, or even Spider
Nor can anything you say harmyou. The better they understand your
place in all this, the nore likely it is that you'll be set free once they've
| earned all they can fromyou--or so it seenms to ne."
In a whisper, Nettle asked, "Does this nean we've failed, Patera?"
"COfF course not. |'mnot sure what you're asking about whether
re afraid we've failed as hunan bei ngs--"
"Failed the gods."
"No." There was resolution in Silk's voice. "How old are you?"
"Fifteen."
"I'"'meight years older. It seens an enornous separation to me, as
no doubt it does to you. How does it appear to H's Cogni zance, do

you
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you t hi nk?"

Horn said, "Like nothing. H's Cognizance was an old, old nan
when we were born."

"When | was, too. Consider then how young we nust appear to Pas,
who built the whorl--or to the Qutsider, who shaped our forebears
fromthe mud of the Short-Sun Worl." Silk fell silent, listening to
the sl ow pacing of the sentries outside, and Renora's soft snores.

"Since the Qutsider began us, let us begin with him |'ve never seen
him except in a dream and even then | couldn't see his face clearly;
but he's seen ne from the begi nning--frombefore nmy own begi nni ng
in fact. He knows nme far better than | know nysel f, and he chose
me to performa small task for him | was to save our manteion
from Bl ood

"Bl ood is dead. Musk, who was the owner of record and who
| once considered worse than Bl ood, is dead too. Patera Renora
over there is the new augur on Sun Street--1 believe that may be
the Qutsider's way of telling me the task is done. You both hel ped
doit, and I'"'msure he's grateful, as I am"

Horn nuttered, "W didn't do anything, Patera.”

"Of course you did--but listen. | nmay be wong, wong about
havi ng saved our mantei on, and wong about the sign. | may fai
after all; | can't be sure. But | can be sure of this--he will forgive
me if | fail, and he would surely forgive you. | know himnore than
wel | enough to be certain of that."

Nettle said, "I was nostly thinking about Echidna. | saw her, when
she talked to Maytera Mnt, | was there."

"So was |. Echidna told her to destroy the Alanbrera. It has been
destroyed, and the convicts have been freed. | freed them"

"Yes, but--"

"Echi dna al so ordered the destruction of the Ayuntamiento. It is
still in existence, if you like, but consider: Lenur, who headed it so

long, is dead; so is Loris, who succeeded him"
"Maytera says that wasn't really him" Nettle objected. "She says

Maytera M nt said Potto just works the councillors that we see, like
you'd work a puppet."”
Sil k chuckled, a small, cheerful sound in the darkness. "Like the

wooden man that Horn had when you were snall."

"Yes, Patera."

"That's true, I'"'msure; and I'mequally sure that at one tine it
was true of all five councillors. Before Doctor Crane killed Lenur,
however, we learned that the real Lenur had died sone tinme before--years
bef ore, probably. The mani pul ated body had beconme Lenur,

the only Lenur in existence, though it thought itself still manipul ated
by the corpse in Lemur's bed. Do you follow this, Horn? Nettle?"

Nettle said, "I think so, Patera."

"When | had tine to think about that, which wasn't until Doctor
Crane and | had been pulled out of the water, | wondered about

the other councillors. If Councillor Loris had renmained with us as
asked, and if he had found it inpossible to divert his consci ousness
to anot her chem | would have known--and we woul d have held the
presiding officer of the Ayuntam ento. As it was, | woul d guess that
Loris hinself knew before he cane to treat with us; if he hadn't, he
woul dn't have snatched up the needl er Generalissinm Qosik offered
to Councillor Potto and begun firing. He understood Generalissinop
Si yuf well enough to realize that she woul d have hi m executed on
sone pretense, and knew he had his life to lose like any other man. In
the event, he lost it sooner; but he had the satisfaction of a conbatant's
deat h, which may have neant sonething to him"

"One of those wonen shot hin®"

Maytera Marble's voice reached them out of the darkness, spectrally
rem ni scent of old Maytera Rose's. "Yes. | watched it. | saw himfall."
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Silk told her, "I've been expecting you to join us, Mdly. | would
have invited you, but | wasn't sure where you were, and it wouldn't
do to go stunbling around waki ng up people."

"Certainly not, Patera."

Nettle said, "I'mglad you're here, Maytera. | want to ask sonet hing.
Everybody says we run things in Trivigaunte. The Rani's a wonman
and so's Generalissinb Siyuf. | saw her. So who were the wonen that

Wllet let in, the ones that shot Councillor Loris? Wiy did they take
orders from hi n?"

Maytera Marble sniffed. "You' ve a great deal to learn, Nettle.
Doesn't Horn do what you tell him sonetines, even when he doesn't

want to?"
"l don't believe | can inprove on that," Silk said, "but I'll enlarge
upon it a trifle. They are spies, of course--agents of the Rani's,
as Hossaan hinself is. |I'mreasonably sure that they' re Vironese as
wel | . Hossaan has told nme that he and Doctor Crane were the only

Trivigauntis in the ring they built up here, and | believe he was telling
the truth."

Horn began anot her question, but Silk stopped him "I ought to
tell you that before | went into the tunnels by the | ake | saw soneone
ahead of ne. Later | saw footprints, and still later | cane across the

body of soneone who Hammerstone told ne had been a worman. "

"Don't even tal k about that place," Nettle said, "every tine | hear
about it, it sounds so awful."

"It is. But if I may talk about the dead wonan, | woul d inmagi ne
she traveled here from Trivigaunte fromtinme to tinme, probably in
the guise of a trader. Chenille carried nessages to a woman in the
mar ket, and the dead woman | found may well have been the sane
person. Hossaan woul dn't have counted her as a part of Doctor
Crane's ring, since she wasn't subject to Doctor Crane's orders.

I'"d imagi ne she stayed here no nore than a few weeks--a nonth
at nost--when she cane."

"Does anybody know about hin?" Nettle inquired. "About
Hamrer st one? Is he, you know, all right?"

Maytera Marble nmurnmured, "You want to know if I'ma w dow so
soon. | don't know, but | doubt it. He was away searching for materials
when Wllet and his wonmen cane in, but he m ght have saved us all if
he'd been there. He would certainly have saved Patera |Incus and ne,
and t he daughter we had begun to build, if he could.

Horn said, "There were two hundred Trivigauntis com ng, Mytera.
Patera had me out in the street watching for them They woul d' ve
killed Hamerstone, unless he gave up."

"We' Il never know." Maytera Marble seated herself beside Nettle.

"He may rescue you still," Silk told Maytera Marble. "He may wel |
rescue us all. Fromwhat |'ve seen of him he will surely try, and that
worries nme--but I1'd like to return to Nettle's question.

"Because wonen have nore power than nen in Trivigaunte, Nettle,
nost peopl e woul d expect that nost or all of the Rani's agents woul d
be wonmen--that's as good a reason for enploying nen as | can think
of. But it would be natural for male agents from Trivigaunte to recruit
worren here. Wonen woul d be nore synpathetic to their point of
vi ew - Hyacinth said sonmething |like that when we first net--and
men from Trivigaunte would naturally seek out courageous, assertive
worren | i ke the ones anong whomthey had |ived at hone.

"W all tend to generalize too nuch, I'mafraid. If nost augurs
are pious and naive, for exanple, we inagine that every augur
is, though if we were to reflect we would see imediately that it
cannot be true. In the sanme way, there are bound to be bold nen
in Trivigaunte and brave and forceful wonen here--in fact there is
a fine exanple of the latter sitting with us now As for those wonen
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foll owi ng Hossaan's instructions, it really doesn't matter if they were
Vironese or Trivigauntis. If they wouldn't obey, they would have
been of no value to Doctor Crane and Hossaan, and woul d have
been eliminated | ong ago."

"I want to ask about sonething else, Calde, but |I'mafraid Maytera
will be nad at ne."

"That's the risk you run, Nettle dear."

Horn said, "Tell nme and | will."

"No. |If those woren coul d spy and shoot a coundilor, | can do
this. Calde, | was listening at the door. Maytera caught ne and
made nme quit, but when she went to work on her child again |
cane back."

"I"'mnot angry," Maytera Marble told her, "but you should be angry
with yourself. It was wong, and you knewit."
Silk said, "It hardly matters now. "
"Yes, it does. Because | heard sonmething fight at the end, and it's
why | got up when | heard you talking to Horn. You--you just... Gave up. The
councillor they shot? Loris? He was tal ki ng about giving away slug guns..
"And | said that we could discuss ternms |later. That we surrendered.”
"Uh- huh. "
Horn objected, "W were w nning. Everybody said so."
"Horn, he said they were, because the farners would fight the
Trivigauntis and they'd have to | eave. Then the Calde said all right
we give up, we'll settle the arrangenents when we've got nore tine.
Only Maytera said he had to be cal de, because if he wasn't it wouldn't
mean anyt hing."
"Patera Silk has never been vindictive, dear."
"I know, Maytera, and | know that word, but | don't know what

you nmean by it. Didn't you want to kill the councillors, Calde?"
"OfF course not. As far as our insunection is concerned, what |'ve
al ways wanted to do is end it. | want peace, and a reunited Viron

Echi dna ordered Maytera M nt to destroy the Ayuntarniento and
return the city to Scylla. Haven't you ever thought about what that
| ast instruction nmeant, Nettle?"

"Not enough, | guess."

"Then think now " Silk's fingers groped for |Ins anmbion. "Returning
to Scylla nmeans returning to our Charter Scylla wote it, and no
quantity of prayers and sacrifices would be a convincing denonstration
of loyalty as long as we violate it. The Charter demands
an Ayuntaniento. Did you know that ?"

Horn said, "I did, Patera."

"Fromthat, it's clear Echidna does not want us to do away with
the institution of the Ayuntam ento. There can be not hi ng wrong,
surely, with a board of advisors elected at three-year intervals,
which is what the Ayuntarniento is intended to be--a council of
experienced nen and wonen to whomthe calde can turn in tine
of trouble. Echidna was denmandi ng that the present and quite
clearly illegitimate Ayuntani ento be dissolved, a demand entirely
in harmony with her inplied denand that our governnent return
to the Charter.

"That being the case, the way to peace was clear, as | had seen from
the beginning. | would remain as calde as |long as the people wanted it. |
coul d declare the present Ayuntam ento ended, announce an el ection,
and urge everyone to support the surviving nenbers of the previous

Api ntami ento. Those who still favored their cause would vote for
themas well, and they would be reel ected. Wuld have been, to be
realistic.”

"You sound so sad, Calde." Nettle shivered, snuggling agai nst Horn.
"I't might happen yet."

"Yes, it may. | was thinking of the tine at Bl ood' s when Councillor
Loris presented a list of demands to Moly and ne."
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"Absurd denmands," Maytera Marbl e decl ared.

"Extrene demands, certainly. He wanted hostages fromthe Rani,
and he woul d have put Generalissinmp Qosik and the other high-ranking
officers on trial. | defied him"

"You offered to resign, too," Maytera Marble said. "You were very
brave, Patera."

"I was very stupid, very tired, and very frightened. If | hadn't been
I woul d have realized that the thing to do was to agree, stop the
fighting, and go to work on the details. Have you ever talked with
the clerks in the Juzgado, Nettle?"

"No, Calde."

"l have. | made it a point to, because | knew Hyacinth's father was
a head clerk; she hates him yet she will always be his daughter. |
| ocated him and wiile we were tal king about reform ng the Fisc he
said that the devils are in the details.

Si | k chuckl ed, cheered by the nenory. "Later, one of the officers of
the Fisc made the sane remark; and | recalled what we were taught in
the schola--that the malice of devils is such that they destroy even evi
people. My teachers didn't really believe in them as Patera Pike did;
but | believe that what they said was true, and that what Hyacinth's
father and the official fromthe Fisc said was true as well

"M right, let the Ayuntani ento accommpdate the devils. Peace
woul d nean that nine-tenths of Siyufs horde could go hone.

Thousands of innocent wonen woul d be spared horribl e deaths

in the tunnels, we could buy enough food for those who renai ned
here, and the Ayuntam ento's chief weapon woul d be snatched from
its hands--let it give our farners slug guns, those guns would only
make us stronger."

"You were going to win by giving up?"

Sil k shook his head. "No one wins by giving up, Nettle, though many

fights are not worth winning. I was going to gain what | wanted--peace--by
persuadi ng nmy eneny that he gained by letting ne have
it, which happened to be the truth. | still hope to do it, though the

prospect isn't bright at the nonment."

Horn said, "General Mnt and Col onel Bison got away. So did
General issinp Qosik." Nettle added, "The fat councillor did, too, |
think. I's there going to be peace now because of what you sai d?"

"I don't know, but | doubt it." Silk sighed. "It will depend nostly
on the Trivigauntis; and as |ong as they hold us, Generalissinp OQosik
and General Mnt are liable to regard them as enem es as bad as the
Ayuntanmi ento, if not worse.

Maytera Marble sniffed. "I don't see why they want us."
"H s Cogni zance is fond of giving short and |long answers,"” Silk told
her. "In this case, he'd probably say that the short answer was that

Si yuf has a bad conscience. She cane to Viron as an ally, ostensibly,
but with the secret hope of naking it dependent upon Trivigaunte -
a servant city."

"Did she actually say that, Patera?"

"OfF course not; but she was quick to believe that we were plotting
agai nst her, and people who al ways suspect they're being cheated are
generally trying to cheat. Wwen General Mnt and Patera Renora
tried to treat with the Ayuntam ento, Siyuf feared we'd cone to an
agreenent unfavorable to Trivigaunte. By taking our Juzgado, she
showed clearly that she intended to govern Viron. Today--though

that's yesterday now, | suppose--1 nmade the mstake of telling
Councillor Loris that he and Potto could confer in person with
us, since that was what they wanted. | thought it was safe, because

Hossaan woul d report everything we said to Col onel Abanja, and
was resolved to say nothing that Siyuf could object to.
"I don't think you did, Calde, except there at the end."
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"Thank you. There at the end it no |onger rnattered. Horn and
Mucor had told me the Trivigauntis were on their way, and | knew
I'"d overplayed ny hand just by letting the councillors into the Calde's

Pal ace. Unfonunately, Hossaan overplayed his as well. |If he and his
spi es had sinply kept us fromleaving until the troopers arrived,
sonet hi ng nmi ght have been gained. | doubt it, but it m ght have

been. As things are, a great deal has been | ost--peace first of all
Peace is always a great deal, but nowit's nore urgent than ever
because of Pas's threat."

Silk wiped his eyes. "Having saved our nanteion, | tried to save
Viron and the whorl, Nettle; and now all | can do is sit here
crying. "

"That's a awfully bigjob for just one man, Cal de, saving the whorl
Do you really think Pas is going to destroy us?"

As if he had not heard her, Silk said, "W were tal king about
those who escaped, and no one nmentioned Oreb. Did he get out?
D d anyone see hi nP"

A horse voice croaked, "Bird here!"

"Oreb! | should' ve known. Conme down here."

Wngs beat in the darkness, and Oreb | anded with a thunp.

"Hi s Cogni zance reni nded ne once that there are people who | ove
birds so nuch they cage them and others who | ove them so rmuch i
they free them Then he said that Echidna and the Seven were
people of the first kind, and Pas a person of the second kind. Wen
| bought Oreb, he was in a cage; and when | freed him| smashed
that cage--never thinking that it mght have seened a place of refuge

to him"

"Horn said, "I never thought of the whorl being a cage."

"I never had either, until the Qutsider showed nme what lies
outside it."

"Maybe Auk and Chenille can steal Ceneral Saba's airship, Calde,
and take Sciathan back to Mainfrane |like he wants."

"CGood man," Oeb inforned them "Man fly."

"He is, Oeb, in both senses, | believe. So is Auk, and even Chenille
is a very conpetent person in her way. But to tell you the truth |I have
no confidence in themat all when it cones to this--less than | would
have in Potto and Spider, if anything. Frankly, |'ve never inagined
that there was any way to get Auk and his followers to Minfrane
other than getting General Saba and her crewto fly themthere.

"That was another reason for wanting peace, and in fact it was the
nmost pressing one--as long as there was war, Siyuf would want to
keep the airship here. It couldn't be used in the tunnels, of course, but
eventual ly the Aytintam ento woul d have to send troops to the surface
if it hoped to win, and the airship would be a terrible adversary.

"Wth the war ended, it mght--1 say m ght--have been possible
to persuade her to do what we wanted. Now we'll have to wait for
it toend, I'mafraid, or at least for Pas to do whatever he plans to
do first to drive humanity out. | can think of a dozen possibilities,
none pl easant."

Silk awai ted anot her question, but even Oeb was silent. At length

he said, "Now let's sleep if we can. W'll have a trying day tonorrow,
I"mafraid."
"Ah--Cal de?" Renpra's nasal voice floated out of the darkness.
"Yes, Patera. I'msorry we woke you. W tried to keep our

voi ces down.
"I have listened with great, um edification. Sorry | did not wake
sooner, eh? But there is one, um point. Eland, eh? | knew him You

sai d- - ah--"

"I said | had a vague description of his killer. Vague from our point
of view, anyway. | believe it was Hossaan, whom you rmay have net
as Wllet, ny driver. | won't tell you at present how | obtained it.
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Let us sleep, Patera."

"Good girl," Oeb confided

"Add cot end add word," Tick commented sleepily fromhis place
at Hyacinth's side.

Staring up at the still-distant airship, Silk clenched his teeth, deternined
equally that the icy wind that whi pped his robe would not nake

them chatter and that the airship would not rmake hi m gape, though so

i mense a flying structure seened | ess an achi evenent than a force of

nature. Ever so slowy, it edged its vast, nmumy-col ored bul k across

the gray mdday sky, lost at times anong | ow cl ouds dark with snow,

al ways reappearing nearer the w nter-wet neadow where he and his

conpani ons wai ted under guard.

Maytera Mnt's grip on his armtightened, and she uttered a sound
like a raindrop falling into a scrub bucket, then another, and anot her
He turned fromhis contenplation of the airship to her. "Wy are you
maki ng that noi se, Mytera?"

Hyaci nt h whi spered, "She's crying. Let her alone."”

"Wse girl!" Oreb approved.

"You won't be able to take your bird, Calde." D snounting and
droppi ng her reins, Saba strode over to them her porcine face
synpat hetic and severe. "lI'msorry, but you can't." She indicated
Hyacinth with her riding crop. "You had sone sort of aninmal too,
girly. Were is it?"

"A c-catachrest," Hyacinth told her through chattering teeth. "I
gave hima little of nmy food this norning and sent him away."

Silk said, "You'll have to |leave, Oeb. Fly back to the place where
you were caught if you can."

"Good Silk!"

"Good bird too, but you nust go. Go back to the Palustrian
Marshes, that's where the nan in the market said you cane from"

"Bird stay," Oreb announced, then squawked and took wi ng as
Saba cut at himwth her quirt.

"Sorry, Calde, | didn't try to hit it. Have a nice breakfast?"

"Baked horse-fodder," Hyacinth told her

"Horde bread, you nean. We turn little girls like you into troopers
withit."

Silk said, "I had assuned that we woul d be questioned by
General i ssino Siyuf."

Behi nd him Incus began, "W are holy _augurs_. You _cannot _

sinmply--" He was jointed by Renpbra, and Renora by Spider

"Quiet!" Saba snapped. "I'Il have the lot of you flogged. By Sphigx,
I"1l flog you nyself!" She counted them her lips twitching. "Ei ght,
that's right."

She raised her voice. "You're going up in nmy airship. The cal de said
he'd like to see it, and he's going to. So are the rest of you, as soon
as they drop the ' _ishsh . W're taking you hone so the Rani and her
m ni sters can have a | ook at you, but anybody who gives us trouble
m ght not get there. She mght sort of fall off first. Understand? If
you--if..."

Seeing Saba's eyes sink and grow dull, Silk took his armfrom
Hyacinth's shoul ders. "Can you and | walk a step or two, Ceneral ?

I'"d like a word with you in private."

Saba's head nodded like a marionette's. "I've been in here all
nmorni ng, Silk. She thinks you won't cone back."

"l see." He drew Saba aside. "But she isn't going to kill us, or she
woul dn't have threatened to. |I'mnot worried about nyself, Micor;
the Qutsider will take care of me in one way or another. |'mworried

about Hyaci nth, and about you."
"Grandnother will take care of her, Silk."
"At the nmonment, Hyacinth's taking care of her; but no doubt you're
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right. Wth your grandrnother gone, however, there's no one to take
care of you."
Saba | aughed, a mirthl ess noise that nade Silk shudder even as

he worried that the watching troopers had heard it. "I'mgoing with
you, Silk, way up in the air. The man who broke his wings is there
al ready. "

"You can't! Can't you understand? You absolutely cannot!" Assistant
Day Manager Feist trotted at Sand's side, snapping and yel ping.

"It's right up there, Sarge." Hamrerstone waved toward the sentries
before Siyufs door. "See the twi st troopers? Got to be it." The "tw st
troopers" in question were noving the safety catches of their slug
guns to the <font size=2>FI RE</font> position

I gnoring them Sand grasped the front of Feist's tunic and
separated his highly polished shoes fromErnine's three-finger-thick
stair runner. "You say we can't go barging in, right?"

Fei st gasped and choked.

"Fine, we've got it. So you're going first. You' ve got to talk your
way past those girls and get inside."

Sand paused at the top of the stair, displaying Feist to the sentries
while covering themwith his slug gun, gripped in one hand like a
needl er. "When you get in, tell the Generalissinb we got big news
to trade real cheap, and if--"

The intricately-carved sandal wood door of the Lyrichord Room
had opened; a tall and strikingly handsonme brunette in a di aphanous
gown peered out. "Hi. You want to see Generalissinm Siyuf?"

"You got it, Plutonium" Sand strode toward the door, as an
af t ert hought tossing Feist over the ornate railing. "You tell her the
First Squad, First Platoon, Conpany 'S,' Arnmy of Viron's here.

You got all that?"

The handsone young worman nodded. "C ose enough, Soldier. |I'm
Violet."

"Sergeant Sand, pleased. You tell her we won't take rmuch of her
time and we aren't asking nuch, and she'll be shaggy gl ad she

tal ked to us."

"WAit a minute, she's getting dressed." The door cl osed.

"What do you think?" Slate asked Hammerstone. "She goin' to
see us?"

"One way or the other," Hanmerstone told him alnost too swiftly
for the eye to follow, his hands shot out, grasped the barrels of the
sentries' slug guns, and crushed them

At | ength, when repeated knocki ngs had produced no result, Maytera
Marble's friend Scl eroderma enpl oyed the butt of her new needler to
pound the rearnost door of the Calde's Pal ace. A second floor w ndow
flew open with a bang, and a cracked nal e voice called, "Wo's there?
Visitor? Want to see the Calde? So do I!"

"I"'mhere to see Moly," Scleroderma announced firmy. "I'm going
to. Is she all right?"

"Ml lie? MIllie? Good nane! Fish name! Relative of nine? Don't
know her! Wait."

The wi ndow sl amred down. Scl erodermrma dropped her needler into
the pocket of her winter coat, drawing the coat so tightly about her
that for a nonent it appeared buttonable.

The door flew open. "Come in! Cone in! Cold out there! In here,
too! Wall's down! Terrible! No Mdlie. You nmean Miucor? She's here,
skinny girl! Know her?"

"l certainly do, she's Mly's granddaughter. Maybe--"

"Wn't talk," the lean old nman who had opened t he door decl ared.
"Asked about Mdllie. She talk to you? Not to ne! Upstairs! Want to
see her? Maybe she will!"
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Scl eroderma, whose wei ght gave her a pronounced aversion to
stairs, shook her head enphatically as she pushed the door shut
behind her. "She'll catch her death up there, the poor starved little
thing. You bring her down here right away." Waddling after him
through the scullery and into the kitchen, she called to the old
man's fast-vani shing back, "I'Il build a fire in the stove and start
her dinner."

H gh above the Trivigaunti airship, Oeb eyed the cage-Ilike enclosure
swi nging below it. The question, as Oeb saw it, was not whether he
should rejoin Silk, but when. It mght be best to wait until Silk was
alone. It might also be best to find something to eat first. There
was al ways food at the big house on the hill, but Oeb had a score

to settle.

Bri ght bl ack eyes sharper than nost tel escopes exam ned the good
girl pressing herself against Silk without result, then scanned the
orderly rows of pointed houses. The target sighted, Oeb began a
wi ngover that quickly became a dive

"You," Pterotrooper Nizamtold her new pet, "are going to have to
be as quiet as a nouse in this barracks bag."

"Ess, laddie."

"As quiet as _two_ mce. As soon as we get aboard--"

A red-and-bl ack projectile shot between themw th a rush of wi nd
and a hoarse cry. The new pet bared small teeth and claws in fury.
"Add, add word! Laddie, done by scarred.”

Sand's soldiers filled the Lyrichord Room s |uxurious sellaria with

polite clankings as Siyuf returned his salute. "I have hear of you,
Sergeant. Wy do you cone?"
"You got a couple prisoners--", he began

"More than this."

"Two |'mtal king about. This's Corporal Hammerstone."

Hanmer stone stiffened to attention

"He's married, only you got his wife and his best buddy. W want
"em back, and what we got to tell you's worth ten of "em So here's
what | say. We tell you, and we leave it up to you, sir. If you don't
think it's worth it, say so and we'll clear off. If you do, give 'em
back. What do you say?"

Si yuf cl apped her hands; when the nonitor appeared in her glass
she said, "Get Col onel Abanja.

"To begin, Sergeant, | do not knowthat | hold the wife or the
friend of this soldier. Violet ny darling, bring for me the |ist that
was | ast night from Col onel Abanja."

Violet grinned and wi nked at Hammerstone. "Sure thing."

"The wife, the friend, they are soldiers al so?"

Hanmer stone said, "No, sir. My wife's a civilian. Her nane's Mly.
She's no bigger'n you, sir, naybe smaller. My friend's a bio, a augur,
Hi s Em nence Patera Incus. People think he's the coadjutor. Really
he's the Prol ocutor, only people don't know yet."

The nonitor's face gained color, reshaping itself to becone that
of Siyuf's intelligence officer.

"There is here too nuch of warl ockery, Colonel. You see here
sol diers, marvels we should have in museuns but here fight us, and
for us also. They are cone to offer a bargain. AmI| not a woman of
honor ?"

Vi ol et nodded enthusiastically and Abanja said, "You are indeed,
General i ssino."

"Just so. | do not cheat, not even these soldiers. So | nust know.
Do we have the holy man Incus? Violet, ny darling, read the nanes.
How many now, Col onel ?"
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"Ei ghty-two, sir. There were some other holy nen besides the cal de,
and | suppose this mght be one of them" Abanja | eafed through papers
bel ow the field of her glass.

Leani ng over Violet's shoul der, Hanmerstone pointed with a finger
thrice the size of hers.

"I don't really read so good," she whispered. "Wat's that second
word? It can't--Sweetheart, there's a Chenille in here. Is that the
Chen we know?"

Abanj a | ooked up. "The paranmour of the Vironese who was plotting
to steal our airship, sir. She was seated across the table fromne at
that dinner at the calde's residence."

Hamrer stone said, "It says, 'Maytera Marble a holy woman,' on
here, sir. That's ny wife, Mly. Patera's here, too. You got them
all right."

"Then you nust give nme your information," Siyuf told Sand. "If it
is worth their freedom | will free themas soon as | can. | do not

say at once. At once may not be possible. But as soon as is possible.
You do not betray your city when you do this?"

Sand shook his head. "Help it, is what we figure. See, if you're
smart you'll let the calde go when we tell you. And with us, it's him
He's the top of the chain of command, and we know you got him"

"Sir, the airship..." Abanja's face was agitated.

Si yuf notioned her to silence. "W speak of that |ater, Col onel
First | nust |earn what this soldier knows."

She turned back to Sand. "I will release your calde, you say. | do
not say this. Wth regard to Calde Silk, | give no promise. You do
not bargain for him | notice this."

"Because we know you wouldn't, sir. You' d say you were going to
keep him and disnissed. But you'll let himgo if you re smart. It'll
be better for us and better for you, too. You' re going to, is what we
think. Only we want to see to it Hanmerstone's w fe and his buddy
get | oose too."

Sand hesitated, glancing at Abanja's face in the glass, then back
to Siyuf. "The insurrection's over. That's what we're here to tell you,
sir. Gve us your word on Mbly and Patera \Wat' shi snarne--"

"Incus," Hamrerstone pronpted.
"And Patera Incus, and we'll give you the details. Have we
got it?"

"I will release both as soon as | am able. Have | not said? Bring
to ne the inage of the sole great goddess, and | swear on it. There
is not one here, | think."

"Your word's good enough for us, sir.
who nodded.

"Al'l right. You want nme to tell you, or you want to ask questions, sir?"

"First | ask one question. Then you tell, and after | ask nore if |
wi sh. When | amsatisfied, | give the order, and if there is a place
to which you wi sh them brought, we will do it. But not nore than
a day's travel

Hanmer st one said, "The Cal de's Pal ace. That's where ne and
Moly have been living." Shale asked, "You got any problemwth
that, sir?"

"No. This is within reason. My question. You say | will let go
your cal de, the head of your governnent. | do not think so, so
am curious. Wiy do you say this?"

"Cause out of all the people you got to deal with here, he's the

Sand gl anced at Har nnerstone,

one that |ikes you the nost," Hamrerstone told her. "I know him
pretty well. Me and Sarge picked himup one tine on patrol, and
shot the bull with himbefore he gave ne the slip. Then too, | been

living in his palace like | said, and | heard a lot fromMly."
"l hel ped Councillor Potto interrogate himthe next tinme we got
him" Sand said, "so | know himpretty well too. He's big for peace.
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He was trying to stop the insurrection before you got here."
For a second or nore, Siyuf studied Sand as if she hoped to find a

clue to his thoughts in his blank nmetal face. "You have kill this man
Potto. After, | suppose? This Mnt tells. But you have not kill him
well. He is now back."

"l been dead too," Sand told her, and Violet gasped. "I could give

you the scoop on that, but it'd take a while."

"Rather | would hear of the end of the insurrection. This you
proposed. "

"Good here. Last night there was a confab at the Calde's
pl ace. None of us were there, but we heard from General Mnt.

Your people tried to grab everybody, only four nade it out,
and Councillor Loris is K The ones that gave you the slip
was her and Col onel Bison, and the Generalissinm and Councillor Potto."

"I know of this." Siyuf delivered a withering glance to Abanja's
i mge in the gl ass.

Schist said, "Tell her about surrendering, Sarge. That's pretty
i mportant.”

"Yeah, he did. The calde did. Maybe you don't know that, sir. It
was before your people cane in."

Si yuf nodded. "Col onel Abanja have report this. She has had
an informant in your cal de's household, a nost prai seworthy
acconpl i shnent . "

Abanj a said, "Thank you, Generalissinmp."

"So the four that got clear put their heads together, see? CQur
generalissino, he'd cone in a Guard floater, and they piled in and
took off, Councillor Potto too. Naturally he said, well, your calde's
called quits so we're in charge again. Councillor Loris's dead so I'm
the new presiding officer. You're working for nme, and if you do what
| say maybe | won't shoot you."

Schist interjected, "He figured they all had it coming, | guess.
What we figure is, not just them He'll probably stop Sarge's works
real good."

Violet said, " _Ah! " and Siyuf |aughed. "Shadeup, after so long a
night. Potto is not friend to this soldier who not one nonth past
shoot him Potto has the... Wat is this word?"

"He'll have it in for him"

Sand nodded. "But he can't hand out anything that | can't take.
been dead already, just like | said. You want to tal k about me, or
you want to hear the rest?"

Hamrer st one said, "They went around quite a bit, to hear Col one
Bison tell it. Only there was one thing they didn't have any trouble
with. Tell 'em Sarge."

"You foreigners, sir." Sand | evel ed his huge forefinger at Siyuf.
"Councillor Potto's nmean as a bad wench, and he hates you worse'n
dirt in his punp. General Mnt, she hates Councillor Potto, but you're
nunmber two on her list."

"She is the central, to be sure. The sol e woran.
thoughtful. "Colonel, what is it you say of this?"

In the glass, Abanja's inmage shrugged. "It doesn't run counter to
any information | have, Generalissino."

"You have | eave off two, Sergeant. \Wat of those?"

"I didn't leave '"emout, sir," Sand protested, "I hadn't got to 'em
yet. Colonel Bison's General Mnt's man. |If she says spit oil, he says
how f ar ?"

"I grasp this. Proceed."

"W haven't seen Generalissinp Qosik, but Corporal Slate here
chewed things over with his driver this norning, the one that brought
himand got themclear. Tell her, Slate."

"He brought a slug gun to the neetin', sir,

Si yuf | ooked

Sl ate began. "That's
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what his driver says, 'n he says he don't usually have nothin' but a
needler 'n his sword, see? So who was that for? Then when they was
talkin' in back--you know how them arned floaters are laid out, sir?
There's no wall or nothin' between the seats up front and the back,
so he tuned in. General Mnt said somethin' about how Councill or
Loris was the head of the Ayuntami ento, and it was Generalissino
Qosi k that said he was dead. He thinks maybe Generalissinm Qosik

did it hinself, he seened so happy about it."

Sand | ooked fromViolet to Abanja, then at Siyuf. "Only Councill or
Potto's got it in for him and he knows it. He was |like a brigadier back
before the insurrection, so he had to be one of the Ayuntamiento's
floor bolts. But when Calde Silk cane al ong, he went over right away
and got made head of the whole host of Viron. He knows Councill or
Potto, so he's got to know how pissed off he is about that."

Si yuf, who had been sl ouching in her chair, straightened up. "You
desire me to set free your calde to save your Viron, so nuch is plain.
I do not care about your Viron."

Violet said, "I do, alittle. Besides, | know his wife."

"You're thinking it's going to go back the way it was," Sand told
Siyuf. "Themin the tunnels and us on top. Stuff it. Like we say,
there's one thing they're together on."

He paused and Abanja said, "That we nust return to our own city,
I"msure. He's probably right, Generalissinop."

"I am only you're not. What they're saying, all four of them is
that they can't let you go back. O won't. To start off, they don't
think you'll go."

Sand wanted for Siyuf to speak, but she did not.

"So they're thinking let's take care of this, wipe "emout--that's
you, sir--before they can get reinforcenments fromTrivigaunte."

Hamrer st one decl ared, "The calde wouldn't do that, or | don't
think so, sir. They're getting set now, getting General Mnt's troopers
together again, and lining up the Guard and getting the Arny into
position. If we weren't detached, we'd be with it this minute. You
got nmaybe a day, naybe two. But if you let the calde go, he'll put
alidonit."

"You are wise," Siyuf said. "I agree. Col onel Abanja, you have our
friend Calde Silk? Bring himto ny Juzgado, | meet himthere. This
holy woman Marbl e, and the holy man, al so. Saba's airship have
not depart?"

"I"'mafraid it left an hour ago, Generalissinp," Abanja sounded
regretful. "I'lIl contact General Saba on the glass, however, and convey
your request that she return to Viron."

Hanmmer st one edged cl oser, his hard features and scratched paint
i ncongruous anmong so nmuch satin, porcelain, and polished rosewood.

"W don't want a request. W want a order. Tell themto turn
around!"

"This | cannot do," Siyuf explained. "Wen the airship has | eave
Viron, it come under control of our War Mnister in Trivigaunte.

She will send it back, | think, when | ask."

"Get her now. Tell her!"

"This | cannot either. Mnitor, this is sufficient of Abanja. She
know what she is to do."

Si yuf turned back to Sand and Hamer stone. "Abanja nust speak
to General Saba, then Saba to our War Mnister. Wiile they speak
I nmust make prepares for this attack. It nmay be we attack first. This
we see."

As Abanja's face faded to gray, Violet nurnured, "1'd help if I
could, only--"

"Sure, Plutonium" Slinging his slug gun, Sand stooped, grasped an
astoni shed Siyuf about the waist, and tossed her headfirst onto his
broad steel shoulder. "You conme too. You can keep her company.”
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Shal e caught Violet's arm "You rmake one nore for us to trade,
see? That don't ever hurt."

Sitting crosslegged on one of the ridicul ous bl adders that served as
mattresses aboard the airship, Silk found it al nost inpossible to
remai n upright without holding onto the swayi ng, whispering banboo

grill that substituted for a floor. "You re wonderfully cheerful,” he told
Auk. "l admire it more than | can say. Cheerfulness is a sacred duty."

He swall owed. "A cheerful agreement with the will of the gods is

a--a--"

"l been sick already," Auk told him "Had the dry heaves, too.
Worst thing since | busted ny head down in the tunnels."

The Flier smiled inpishly. "I heard no cheerful agreement to the
wi shes of Mainfrane at that time, however. Cursing is not a new
thing to ne, and ny own tongue is a superior vehicle to this Comon
Tongue we speak. But never have | heard curses such as that."

Face down and ni serabl e behind Auk, Chenille nuttered, "Just
don't talk about it, all right?"

"I do not. Instead | talk of cursing, a different thing. Should |I say
in this Conmon Tongue, nay your pubic hair grow | onger than your
|ies and beconme entangled in the working of a nmill, it is but |aughable.
In my own tongue, it soars to the sun and | eaves each hearer awed. Yet
the cursing of Auk was new to nme, grand and hi deous as the birth of
devils."

Silk managed to snile. "I have been sick, actually. | was sick in
the cage that swings so horribly in the wind, and we were so tightly
packed into it that | couldn't help soiling nmyself and Hyacinth, and
Patera Renora, too; they bore it with such fortitude and good w ||
that | felt worse.”

Hyacinth smled as she sat down beside him "You didn't get a
whol e ot on ne, but you filled up one of his shoes. If you re feeling
better now, you should take a | ook around. G b showed ne, and it's
pretty interesting."

"Not yet." Silk found his handkerchief and w ped his nose.

"It's not like the Juzgado at all, no bars on the w ndows."

"Sure." Auk winked. "W can clinb right out."

"l opened one and | ooked outside. Not |ong, because it's so cold.

I wish you could see better through the white stuff."

"That's sheep's hide stretched and scraped till it's real thin," Auk
told her. "Wen you get it the way you want it, you rub fat on it,
and it lets the daylight in. They use it in the country 'cause they can
make it thensel ves, but glass costs. It's alot lighter, too, so that's
why they got it here.

"See, Patera, even with this as big as it is, everything's got to be rea
light, 'cause it's lifting the guns and those charges they blew up the
Al anbrera with, and food and water, and palmoil for the engines.
That's going to make it easy for us."

"To do what ?"

G b sat down so violently that Silk feared the grill would give way.
"To hook it, Patera. W got to. Only | wish | had Bongo here. He'd
be abram about this place.”

Chenille groaned. "You're all abram Me, too."

"This ain't bad," Auk told her. "See, Patera, after they |oaded us
oninthe city, it had to go northeast to get you, |ousewi se into the
wind. It was doing this." He illustrated with gestures. "W all got
pretty sick. Only now-"

"I did not," Sciathan objected. "I am accustoned to the vagaries
of winds."

"Me neither," Hyacinth told Auk. "I never have been."

"You weren't on it then. This is nicer, 'cause there's a north w nd
and we're heading south. That's why you can't hear the engi nes nuch.
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They don't have to work hard."

"We're out over the lake," Hyacinth told Silk, who felt (but did
not say) that it would be a blessing if the airship crashed into
the water.

"Thing is, Patera, Terrible Tartaros is setting this lay up for us.
It's |ike we got sonebody inside. The fat councillor said they'd do
it in a nmonth, renenber? Then | said | got the best thieves in the
city, we can do it quicker. | was thinking two or three weeks, 'cause
we' d have to get clothes like these troopers' and get pals up so they
could pull up the rest--"

Spi der joined the group around Silk, sliding across the woven
bamboo as he shook his head.

"You got a better way? Dinber here. | don't say mne's best, just
that's how | was thinking. The queer was it'd have to be nostly norts,
likely all norts. Whuldn't be rum finding norts that wouldn't up tai
if there was a row up here."

"We'd be too sick." Chenille sat up, pale under her tan

Silk began, "If this is indeed the hand of Tartaros--"

"Got to be. What | was saying, | was figuring maybe three weeks,
and the fat one maybe a nonth. Then Upstairs here says we only
got a coupl e days."

Sci at han nodded.

"Tartaros heard it and he says, Auk needs a hand. WIllet, you tel
the Trivigauntis Auk's knot's going to be at the Cock. They nab us
and haul us up. How long was it? Under a day. So right there's the
di fference between a god and a buck |ike nme. Twenty-one to one."

For a nonent there was silence, fined by the distant talk of the
ot her prisoners, the whispered conplaints of the banboo, the al nost
i naudi bl e hum of the engines, and a hundred nanel ess groani ngs
and creakings. Silk said, "They have slug guns, Auk. And needl ers,
| suppose. You--we--have nothing."

"Wong, Patera. W got Tartaros. You watch."

Chenille stood up; sitting at her feet, Silk found hinself a trifle

shocked by her height. She said, "I'mfeeling better, | guess. Want
to show ne around, Hy? I'd like to see it."

"Sure. Wait till you |l ook outside."

He made hinself stand. "May | conme? I'Il try not to..." He groped

for words, rem nding hinmself of Renora.

"Puke," Chenille supplied.

"See their beds?" Hyacinth kicked the side of a bladder. "There's
four rows, and twenty-five in a row, so this gondola's neant for a
hundred pterotroopers. Gondola's what you call this thing we're in,

G b says."

Si | k nodded.

"Look through the floor and you can see the guns. Their floor's
got to be solid, | guess, so it's iron or anyhow sone kind of a netal.

There's three on each side, and the barrels stick out through those
holes. That's why it's so cold here, it comes up through the floor."

"How do you get them open?" Chenille was westing with the
fastenings of a port.

Silk rapped the wall with his knuckles. "Wod."

"You've got to pull out both pins, Chen. You're right, they're
wood, bent |ike on a boat, but really thin."

Chenille slid back the frame of greased parchnent to reveal what
| ooked |i ke a snow covered plain bright with sun.

"There's anot her gondol a ahead of ours," Hyacinth told her, "and

two in back. You can see themif you stick your head out. | don't
know why they don't just have one big, |ong one."
"I't would break, | imagine," Silk told her absently. "This airship

must bend a good deal at tinmes." He | ooked out as she had suggested,
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peering above himas well as to left and right.

"Remenber when we were up in the air in that floater? I was scared
to death." Her thigh pressed his with vol uptuous warnth, and his
el bow was sonehow pushing her breast. "But you weren't scared at
all! This is kind of like that."

"I was terrified." Silk backed away, fighting with all his strength
agai nst the thoughts tugging at his nind.

Chenille put her head through the port as he had; she spoke and
Hyaci nth said, "Because we're blow ng along, or that's what | think
Going with it, you can't feel anything."

Chenille retreated. "It's beautiful, really beautiful, only I can't see
the | ake. You said we were over it, but | guess the fog's too thick
I was hoping to see the place Auk and nme bunped out to, that little
shrine." She turned to Silk. "Is this how the gods see everything?"

"No," he said. The gods who were in sone inconprehensible fashion
contained in Mainframe saw the whorl only through their Sacred
W ndows, he felt sure, no nmatter what augurs night say.

Hi s sweating hands funbl ed the edge of the open port.

Thr ough W ndows and the eyes of those whomthey possessed,
al though Tartaros could not even do that, Auk said; born blind,
Tenebrous Tartaros coul d never see.

Over the snowy plain the |long sun stretched from Mainfrane to
the end of the whorl--a place uninmagi nabl e, though the end of the
whor|l nust cone very soon

Thr ough Sacred W ndows and ot her eyes, and perhaps through
gl asses, too. No, certainly through gl asses when they chose, since
Kypris had spoken through Orchid' s glass, had manifested the Holy
Hues in Hyacinth's glass while Hyacinth slept.

"The Qutsider," he told Chenille. "I think the Qutsider nust be able
to see the whorl this way. The rest of the gods can't--not even Pas.
Perhaps that's what's wong with them" A shoelace had knotted, as
it always did when he tried to take off his shoes quickly. He jerked
the shoe of f anyway.

Hyaci nth asked, "What are you doi ng?"

"Earning you, | hope." He pulled off his stockings and stuffed them
into the toes of his shoes, recalling the chill waters of the tunnels and
Lake Li ma.

"You don't have to earn ne! You' ve already got nme, and if you
didn't I wouldn't charge you."

He had her, perhaps, but he had not deserved her--he despaired
of explaining that. "Doctor Crane and | shared a room at the | ake.
| doubt that |'ve nentioned it."

"l don't care what you did with him It doesn't natter."

"We did nothing. Not the way you nean." Menories flooded back
"I don't believe he was inclined that way; certainly |I'mnot, though
many augurs are. He told ne you'd urged himto give ne the azoth,
and said sonething |I'd forgotten until now. He said, 'Wen | was
your age, it would have had nme swinging on the rafters.'"

Hyacinth told Chenille, "Half the tine | don't understand a thing

he says."
She grinned. "Does anybody?"
"One does, at least. | |ooked out the wi ndow of that roomjust as

we' ve been | ooking out this opening." Silk put his foot on its edge and
stepped up and out, holding the upper edge to keep fromfalling. "I
was afraid the Guard woul d cone."

He had feared the Cvil Guard, and had been willing to try to pul
hinsel f up onto the roof of the Rusty Lantern to escape it; yet very
little had been at stake: if he had been taken, he would have been
killed at worst.

The roof of the gondola was just out of reach; but the side slanted
inward, as the sides of |arge boats did.
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Much, much nore was at stake now, because Auk's faith m ght kil
themall. How many pterotroopers were on this airship? A hundred?
At | east that many, and perhaps tw ce that nany.

Hyacinth was | ooking out at him saying sonething he could not
understand and did not wish to hear; her hand or Chenille's grasped
his left ankle. Absently, he kicked to free it as he waited, gauging the
rhythm of the airship's slight roll

Auk and his followers would wait, biding their tinme until shadel ow
probably, if shadel ow cane before the airship reached Trivi gaunte--break
the hatch that barred themfromits body, clinb the rope | adder
through the canvas tube that he could just glinpse, and strike with a
rush, breaking necks and gougi ng out eyes..

At the next roll. It was useless to wait. Hyacinth would have
called for help already; Auk and G b would grapple his | egs and
pul I himinside.

He junped, caught the edge of the top of the gondola, and to his
delight found it a small coaming. In sonme renote place, soneone
was scream ng. The noi se entered his consciousness as he scranbl ed
frantically up the clinker-laid planks, hooking his | eg over the coam ng
when the slow roll favored hi mnost.

A final effort, and he was up, lying on the safe side of the coam ng
and alnost afraid to look at it. Rolling onto his back put half a cubit
bet ween hi m and the edge; he pressed his chest with both hands and
shut his eyes, trying to control the pounding of his heart.

Al nost he mi ght have been on top of Blood's wall, with its enbedded
sword bl ades at his shoul der. Alnobst, except that a fall fromBlood's
wal | woul d have been survivabl e--he had survived one, in fact.

He sat up and wi ped his face with the hemof his robe.

How f ool i sh he had been not to take off his robe and leave it with
hi s shoes! The gondol a had been cold, the draft fromthe port col der
still; and so he had kept his robe, and never so much as considered that
he m ght have lightened hinself by some small anount by discarding
it. Yet it was conforting to have it now, conforting to draw its soft
wool en warnt h around hi mwhile he considered what to do next.

Stand up, though if he stood he mght fall. Miuttering a prayer to
the Qutsider, he stood.

The top of the gondola was a flat and featurel ess deck, painted
munmy- brown or perhaps nerely varni shed. Six mghty cables
supported the gondol a, angled out and stabbing upward into the
airship's fabric-covered body. Forward, the canvas tube snaked up
like an intestine; aft was a hatch secured with |ashings, a hatch that
would return himto the gondol a--that would, equally, permt those
inside it to | eave. Once again he pictured the stealthy advance and
wild charge, a score of young pterotroopers dead, the rest firing,

di sorgani zed at first.
Soon, shouted orders would render them a coherent body. A few

Vi ronese woul d have weapons by then, and they might kill nore
pt erotroopers; but they would be shot down within a mnute or two,
and the rest shot as well. Auk and Chenille and G b would die, and

with them Horn and Nettle and even poor Maytera Marble, who
called herself Mdly now And not long after that, unless he and
Hyaci nth were | ucky indeed--

"Hello, Silk."

He whirled. Micor was sitting on the deck, her shins enbraced by
her skeletal arns; he gasped, and felt the pain of his wound deep in

hi s chest.

She repeated her greeting.

"Hell o." Another gasp. "I'd nearly forgotten you could do this.
You did it in the tunnel, sitting on the water--1 should have

remenber ed. "
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She bared yellow teeth. "Mrrors are better. Mrrors scare nore.
This isn't, is it? I'"'mjust here."

"It was certainly frightening to hear your voice." Silk sat too, gratefu
for the chance

"I didn't nmean to. | wanted to talk to you, but not where there
were so many people."”
He nodded. "There woul d have been a riot, | suppose.”

"You were worried about me with so many peopl e gone. My
grandfather cane to see if | was all right. The old man and
the fat woman are taking care of nme. He wanted to know where
Grandnot her and the little augur went, and I told him"

_My grandfather_ was Hamrerstone, clearly; Silk nodded and 