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The Bl ue Star

Pr ol ogue

Penfield twirled the stemof his port-glass between thunb and finger.
"I don't agree," he said. "It's nothing but egocentric vanity to
consi der our formof life as unique anong those on the mllions of worlds that



nmust exist.'

"How do you know they exist?" said Hodge.

"Cbservation,"” said McCall. "The astronomers have proved that other
stars beside our sun have planets."

"You're playing into his hands," observed Penfield, the heavy eyebrows
twitching as he cracked a nut. "The statistical approach is better. Wy
doesn't this glass of port suddenly boil and spout all over the ceiling?

You' ve never seen a glass of port behave that way, but the nol ecul es that
conpose it are in constant notion, and any physicist will tell you that
there's no reason why they can't all decide to nmove in the sanme direction at
once. There's only an overwhel m ng possibility that it won't happen. To
believe that we, on this earth, one of the planets of a minor star, are the
only formof intelligent life, is |ike expecting the port to boil any nmoment”

"There are a good many possibilities for intelligent life, though," said
McCal . "Some Swede who wote in German —1 think his name was Lundmark —has
| ooked into the list. He says, for instance, that a chlorine-silicon cycle
would maintain life quite as well as the oxygen-carbon systemthis planet has,
and there's no particul ar reason why nature should favor one form nore than
the other. Oxygen is a very active element to be floating around free in such
guantities as we have it."

"Al'l right," said Hodge, "can't it be that the cycle you nmention is the
normal one, and ours is the eccentricity?"

"Look here," said Penfield, "what in the world is the point you're

maki ng? Pass the port, and let's review the bidding." He |eaned back in his
chair and gazed toward the top of the room where the carved coats of arns
burned dully at the top of the dark panelling. "I don't mean that everything

here is reproduced exactly sonewhere else in the universe, with three nen
naned Hodge, McCall and Penfield sitting down to di scuss sophonore phil osophy
after a sound dinner. The fact that we are here and under these circunstances

is the sumof all the past history of —=

Hodge | aughed. "I find the picture of us three as the crown of human
hi story an arresting one," he said.
"You're confusing two different things. | didn't say we were el egant

creatures, or even desirable ones. But behind us there are certain

ci rcunst ances, each one of which is as unlikely as the boiling port. For
exanpl e, the occurrence of such persons as Beet hoven, CGeorge Washi ngton, and
the man who invented the wheel. They are part of our background. On one of
the other worlds that started approximately as ours did, they wouldn't exist,
and the world would be altered by that much."

"It seens to nme," said McCall, "that once you accept the idea of worlds
starting from approximately the same point —that is, another planet having
t he sane size and chemnical makeup, and about the sane distance fromits sun —=

"That's what | find hard to accept," said Hodge.

"Grant us our folly for a nonent," said McCall. "It leads to sonething
nore interesting than chasing our tails." He snapped his lighter. "Wat |
was saying is that if you grant approximately the same start, you're going to
arrive at approximtely the same end, in spite of what Penfield thinks. W
have evi dence of that right on this earth. | nean what they call convergent
evolution. Wien the reptiles were dom nant, they produced vegetabl e-eaters
and carnivores that fed on them And anong the early mammal s there were
ani mal s that | ooked so nuch like cats and wol ves that the only way to tel
them apart is by the skeleton. Wy couldn't that apply to human evol ution
t 0o0?"

"You mean," said Penfield, "that Beethoven and George Washi ngton woul d be
i nevitabl e?"

"Not that, exactly," said McCall. "But sone kind of nusical inventor
and some sort of high-principled mlitary and political |eader. There m ght
be differences.”

Hodge said: "Wait a minute. |If we are the product of hunman history, so
wer e Beet hoven and Washington. Al you' ve got is a deternminism wth nothing



really alterable, once the sun decided to cast off its planets."

"The doctrine of free will —= began MCall.
"I know that one," said Penfield. "But if you deny free will conpletely,
you'll end up with a universe in which every world like ours is identical —

which is as absurd as Hodge's picture of us is unique, and rather nore
repul sive."

"Well, then," said Hodge, "Wat kind of cosnmplogy are you putting out?
If you won't have either of our pictures, give us yours."

Penfiel d sipped port. "I can only suggest a sanple,” he said. "Let's
suppose this world —or one very like it —with one of those inprobable
boiling-port accidents |left out sonmewhere along the line. | nentioned the
wheel a noment ago. What would life be like nowif it hadn't been invented?"

"Ask McCall," said Hodge. "He's the technician.”

"Not the wheel, no," said MCall. "I can't buy that. |It's too logical a
product of the environment. Happens as soon as a primtive man perceives that
a section of tree-trunk will roll. No. |If you re going to nake a
supposition, you'll have to keep it clean, and think in terms of somnething
that really night not have happened. For exanple, music. There are |lots of
peopl es, right here, who never found the full chromatic scale, including the
classical civilizations. But | suppose that's not basic enough for you."

For a monent or two, the three sipped and snoked in the unspoken
conmuni cation of friendship. A log collapsed in the fireplace, throwi ng out a
spray of sparks. MCall said: "The steamengine is a rather unlikely
i nvention, when you conme to think of it. And nost nodern nachines and their
products are outgrowhs of it in one way or another. But | can think of one
nore peculiar and nore basic than that. Gunpowder."

"Ch, cone," said Hodge, "that's a specialized =

"No it isn't," said Penfield. "He's perfectly right. Gunpowder
destroyed the feudal system and produced the atnosphere in which your steam
engi ne becane possible. And renenber that all the older civilizations, even
in the East, were subject to periodic setbacks by barbarian invasions.
Gunpowder provided civilized man with a techni que no barbarian could imtate,
and hel ped himover the difficult spots.”

McCall said; "All the metal -working techni ques and nost of chemistry
depend on the use of explosives —basically. |nmagine digging out all the ores
we need by hand."

"Al'l right, then," said Hodge, "have your fun. Let's inagine a world
like this one, in which gunpowder has never been invented. What are you going
to have it ook Iike?"

"I don't know," said McCall, "but I think Penfield s wong about one
point. About the feudal system | nmean. It was pretty shaky toward the end,
and the cannon that battered down the castles only hurried up the process.
There m ght be a ot nore pieces of the feudal system hangi ng around w t hout
gunpowder, but the thing would be pretty well shot."

"Now, | ook here," said Hodge. "You' ve overlooked sonething else. |If
you're going to elininate gunpowder and everything that came out of it, you'l
have to replace it with sonething. After all, a large part of the tine and
attention of our so-called civilization have been spent in working out the
results of the gunpowder and steam engine inventions. |f you take those away,
you'll have a vacuum which I'mtold, nature abhors. There would have to be a
correspondi ng devel opnent in sone other field, going 'way beyond where we
are."

Penfiel d drank and nodded. "That's fair," he said. "A devel opnent al ong
some |line we've negl ected because we have been too busy with mechanics. Wy
couldn't it be in the region of ESP, or psychol ogy or psychiatry —science of
the m nd?"

"But the psychol ogists are just operating on the ordinary principles of
physi cal science," said McCall. "CObserving, verifying froma nunber of
exanpl es, and then attenpting to predict. | don't see how another race woul d
have gone farther by being ignorant of these principles or overlooking them"



"You're being insular," said Penfield. "I don't mean that in another
worl d they woul d have turned psychol ogy into an exact science in our terns.
It might be sonething altogether different. Your principles of science are
devel oped along the lines of arithnetic. The reason they haven't worked very

well in dealing with the human m nd may be because they aren't applicable at
all. There may be quite a different |ine of approach. Think it over for a
monent. |t might even be along the line of magic, witchcraft."

"I like that," said McCall. "You want to nake a difference by

substituting sonething phoney for sonething real."

"But it mght not be phoney," insisted Penfield. "Magic and witchcraft
are really pretty late in our world. They began to be tal ked about at the
same time and on the sanme ternms as al cheny, everything surrounded by
superstition, lying and plain ignorance. In this world we're imagining,
somebody mi ght have found the key to sonmething as basic in that field as
gunpowder was to the physical sciences. Sonme people say we al nost made the
di scovery here. You know the story about this house?"

McCal | nodded, but Hodge said: "No. What is it? Another ghost story?"

"Not quite. The old part of the house, the one where the bedroons are
now, is supposed to have been built by one of the Salemw tches. Not one of
t hose they hanged on fal se charges, but a perfectly genuine wtch, who got
away before she was suspected —as a real witch probably would. The story is
that she cane here and set up business anong the Indians, and as they weren't
very expert at carpentry, she helped thembuild that part of the house with
spells, so it would be eternal. The old beans haven't a bit of iron in them
they're all held together with pegs and haven't rotted a bit. There's also a
story that if you make the proper preparations at night, something beyond the
normal will happen. |'ve never done the right thing nyself apparently."

"You probably won't," said Hodge. "The essence of the whole wtchcraft
busi ness is uncertainty. Haven't you noticed that in all the |egends, the
spel s never quite come of f when they're needed?"

"That's probably because there isn't any science of witchcraft, with
predictable results,” said MCall.

Penfield said: "It may be for another reason, too. Have you ever noticed
that magic is the only formof human activity which is dom nated by wonen?
The really scary creatures are all witches; when a man becomes a nmgici an
he's either possessed of a devil or is a glorified juggler. Qur theoretica
worl d woul d have to start by being a matriarchy."

"Or contain the relics of one," said Hodge. "Matriarchies are socially
unstabl e. "

"So is everything," said McCall. "Flow and change fromone formto
another is a characteristic of life —or maybe a definition of life. That
goes for your witchcraft, too. It would change form there'd be resistance to

it, and an effort to find sonmething to replace it."

"Or to renove the disabilities," said Hodge. "The difficulty with any
power we don't really know about is not to define the power itself, but to
di scover its limtations. |If witchcraft were really practical, there would be
some fairly severe penalties going with it, not legally | nean, but
personally, as a result of the practice. O to put the thing in your ternms,
McCall, if there weren't any drawbacks, being a witch would have such high
sel ection value that before long every fenale alive would be a practicing
witch."

McCal | carefully poured nore port. "Hodge," he said, "you're wonderful
and | love you. But that's typical of the way you put things. You cover up a
weak point by following it with one that attracts everyone's attention away
fromthe feebl eness of your real case. Penalties for everything? Wat's the
penalty for having an electric icebox?"

"A panmpered digestive system" said Hodge, readily. "I doubt whether you
could survive the food Queen Elizabeth ate for very long, but she lived to be
wel | over sixty. |If there were witchcraft, or ESP or tel epathy running around

in the world, there couldn't but be defenses against it and troubles for the



practitioners. Had it occurred to you that even a witch couldn't spend al
her time stirring cauldrons, and mght want to lead a normal life, with a
husband and chil dren?"

Penfiel d got up and stepped to the w ndow, where he stood | ooking out and
down at the m dnight Atlantic, throwing its surges agai nst the breast of the
rocks. "I wonder if it really does exist," he said.

Hodge | aughed; but that night all three nen dreaned: and it was as though
a filament ran through the ancient roonms; for each knew that he dreaned, and
dreaned the same dream as the others; and fromtime to time tried to cry out
to them but could only see and hear.

Chapter 1
Net znegon City: March Rain

It was raining steadily outside. The older wonman's tears and words fel
intinme, drip, drip. Cold, for the tall w ndow at the room s end woul d never
quite shut close; bottomand top not nest into the frame simultaneously.
Lalette in her soutane felt goose-pinples and tried to shut out the sound by
thinking of a man with a green hat who woul d gi ve her a handful of gold scud
and not hi ng asked, nerely because it was spring and she put a small spell on
himwith a smle, but it was not quite spring, and the voice persisted:

" all ny life —I have hoped —hoped and pl anned for you —even
bef ore you were born —even before you were born —daughter of nmy own —= (Yes,
t hought Lalette, | have heard that before, and it woul d nove me nore, but the

ni ght you drank the wine with Dane Carabobo, you told her how | was the
product of a chance union in a carriage between Rushaca and Zenss) "—daughter
—and after | saved and worked so hard —you miss the only chance —the only
chance —don't know what I'mgoing to do —and Count Cl eudi's not |ike npst
"You told himwhat he offered was frightful. | heard you."
(Sob) "It was. Onh, it was. Oh, Lalette, it isn't right, you should be
married with a gold coach and six horses —but what can we do? —oh, if your

father had |l eft us anything before the war —all | sacrificed for him—but
that is what all of us must do, make sacrifices, we can't have anything rea
wi t hout giving sonething away . . . Lalette!"

" Madane. "

"You will be able to enploy the Art and have everything you want, you
know nost of the patterns already, he does not go to the Service often
and after all, it's sonmething that happens to every woman one way or anot her
and with the Art, even if he doesn't marry you, he'll find you a husband you
won't mind, it's only nmen like O eudi who want to be the first, a man who
marries would really prefer a girl to have a little experience, | know
Lalette! ™"

Lalette did not answer.

"Al'l the young ones conme to the ball after the opera, Lalette. Count
Cleudi will present you, and even if you don't bring —=

(He woul d have not only a green hat, but southern-nade |ace at wist and
throat and a funny-|ooki ng man who spoke in a Mayern accent, thick as cream
and carried the purse because it spoiled the fit —

" as though he were just one of those . . . so considerate . . ." (I
suppose we cannot control how we cone by our parents) " your father, like
an angel out of heaven, and | could have taught you so nuch nmore if he —= (Now



she is waist-deep in the past again. I'mgoing to hear it all over) ". .
really, for it is nore like one step up than a | eap down from a hi gh pl ace,
which is always what we think before the first time . . . Lalette!"

"Yes, nother."

Sonmeone knocked at the door

Lalette's nother hastily daubed at her cheeks, heaved herself heavily
fromthe chair | ooked sidew se, saying; "W could sell the stone." But before
the girl could reply, the tap again. The ol der woman waddl ed across to the
door and opened it a crack; a long jaw and | ong nose under a wet turn-down hat
poked i n.

"I was just saying to ny daughter — began Dane Leonal da.

A pair of thin shoul ders pushed past her as though not hearing, the nman
stood in the center of the room sniffed and wi ped his nose on his sleeve.
"Listen," he said, "no nore stories. | have heard too many."

Dane Leonal da gave him a dol eful | ook and bustled back to her seat. "But
| assure you, Ser Ruald =

"No nore stories," he said again. "I have charges to neet and taxes."

She put her hands to her face. (Lalette thought: her only device; | hope
| shall not grow like that.) Ruald said; "But | do not wish to be hard, no,
and | know you have no noney just now So | will be fair, and if you render
me a small service, why then, it is not beyond ne to forgive the whole four
nonths' arrears.”

Dane Leonal da t ook down her hands again and said; "Wuat is the service?"
(Her voice had sonmething like a tinge of dread.)

Rual d sniffed again, darted a glance at Lalette, another at the door, and

stepped close. "I have heard that you belong to one of the famlies of the
Blue Star."

"Who told you that?"

"It does not matter. Is it true?"

The dane's lips worked. "And what if it is?"

"Why this, dame: it will not peril your soul to place a small witchery —=

"No, no, | couldn't do such a thing. You have no right to ask ne."

The man's face sneered. "I have a right to ask you for ny noney,
t hough. "

"No, no, | tell you." Her hands waved the air. "That Dame Sauglitz,
t hey punished her with five years and stripes."

"They will punish nobody for this; utterly private between you and
nmyself. |Is not your skill enough so that no suspicion of witchery will fall
on you? Come, |'ll do better. 1'Il nmore than forgive the arrears, I'll give

you quit-rent for four other nonths to cone.”

"Mother," said Lalette fromthe corner

Dane Leonal da turned around. "This does not concern you," she said, and
to Ruald; "But how am| to know that having done as you w sh, you'll not
denounce nme before the episcopal s?"

"Why as for that, might I not want your hel p another tinme?" She put up a
protesting hand, but he; "Come, no nore stories. |'Il =

There was another tap at the door. Ruald | ooked annoyance as Dane
Leonal da crossed the roomin another rustle of skirts. Her voice was al nost
gay. "Come in, Uncle Bontenbi."

Rai n shook shining fromhis cloak. "Ah, charm ng Dane Leonalda." The
paunch hi ndered his bow. "The greetings of the evening to you, Ser Ruald.
Way, this is a true evening gathering."

"I was just leaving," said Ruald, tugging at his jacket. "Well, then
Danme Leonal da, bear in mnd what | have said. |'msure we'll reach

acconmodati on. "
She did not get up as he went. Wen the door was cl osed she turned to

Uncle Bontembi. "It is such a problem dear Uncle,"” she said. "O course the
child is perfectly right in a way, and it would be different if her father had
left her anything at all, but with such a man as Ceudi —=

"The Count is a splendid gentlenman,"” said the priest. "l have seen him



lose fifty gold scudi on a turn, but never his conmposure. And he is in high
favor. |Is there a problemrelative to hin? Not that his eye has fallen on
our little Lalette? | would call that a matter for consent and rejoicing.”
"Ah, Uncle, it is this, if men only behaved as nobly toward wonen as they
do to each other! He has set his eye on this dear child indeed, but not his

hand, and says he will pay all our debts and give her a hundred gold scud
besides, if she will only acconmpany himto the opera and ball of the spring
festival."

Uncl e Bontenbi plucked at the button of his chin, and the snile left his
face. "Hm hm it is certainly on the face of matters a proposal . . . You

are certain you have not been enploying the Art, Dame Leonal da?"

"Ch, no, never, never. And ny dear little girl, how could she?"

The priest glanced sly-eye at the girl. "Yes, yes, she has her first
confession to make. Well, well, let us think this out together. | wll say
the Count Cleudi is highly held in other circles beside the political. There
was sone theol ogi cal discussion at the Pal ace Bregatz | ately, and the
Epi scopal was of the opinion that he had never heard sounder doctrine or
better put than by Ceudi. Wherefore he cannot be very far fromthe | ans of
the good God and right nmoral, can he? And so his plan may be of greater
benefit than first appears.”

"l do not want such benefits,
have the Art!)

"Cho! Qur junior niece resists; this is not the true humlity. Cone,
Demoi selle Lalette, let us look at it this way: we can only truly serve good
and vanqui sh the eternal forces of evil through the happi ness of others, for
if it is our own happiness we seek, then others doing the same will make al
unhappy, and so give victory to evil." He signed hinself. "Thus to bring joy
to others is the true service of religion and noral, no matter what the
appearance may say. Now in this case there would be three people given
happi ness. Yes, yes, the doctrinal point is somewhat delicate, but | cannot
find it in nmy mnd to disapprove. There is a technical violation of noral |aw
involved, and | amafraid the Church will have to assess a certain fine
agai nst you, but I will make it as light as possible. Enough to rem nd that a
good action should be done for noral gain and not nmaterial."

"l do not love him" said Lalette.

"Al'l the nmore unselfish, all the nore." The priest turned to Dane
Leonal da. "Have you not made it clear to our niece that the true | ove which
puts down evil in the nane of the major glory of God is sonmething that rises
out of and after union? Wy, if she talks so, | will have to lay church-duty
on her for approaching the doctrines of the Prophet™

"Ch, | have told her, | have told her." (The nother's voice began to
cloud toward another rain of tears.) "But she is so ronantical and sensitive,
my little daughter, just like those poens by Terquid. Wen | was a girl —=

Lalette Il et her face smpoth out (as she thought about the opera ball and
what it would be like), but even that was not nuch use, their voices kept
pi cking at her until she went behind the curtain to her bed in the corner
where it was even col der beneath the blanket at first, so that she curled up
tight. (If I were really married, the Blue Star would belong to ne and ny
husband, and . . .)

said Lalette, (but thought: then I should

"But is it a genuine Blue Star?" asked Pyax. He turned toward Dr.
Rem gorius, who should know if anyone.

"Ah! O that | cannot say. W have been deceived before. It is certain
that the old woman has practised veritable witcheries; the Center of
Vei erel den found a record of a conviction against her in the church there.



The only surety is in the test; and that is a test that only Friend Rodvard

here can make. If it should be genuine, our gane's won."

The lower lip of Pyax hung open anong his pinples and Me. Kaja's ravaged
face changed line. "It would be wo-on-derful to have it," she said, draw ng
out the Iong sound, and Rodvard felt the blood run warm beneath his skin as
they all |ooked at him "But | do not think her nother would permt a
marriage," he said. "Howw Il you have nme do?"

"Do? Do?" said the doctor, the little white planes at the corners of his
nmout h shi ni ng agai nst the bl ack fantastic cut of his beard. "Shall we schoo
hens to lay eggs or rats to suck themfor you? Do what is npbst natural for a
lad with a willing girl in his arnms, and the Blue Star is ours. WII you have
Mre. Kaja to teach you?"

The flush warmed Rodvard, and he said; "I —will you —=

Mat hurin in the background opened his thin, tight lips. "Qur friend is
| apped in the obligation of the Church. Hey, Rodvard Yes-and-No, what nora
do you follow? If it's to be that of the priests, you have no place with us.
You are engaged as a soldier to the overthrow of all they stand for."

"O-0-o0h, you are so wong, friend Mathurin," said Mre. Kaja. "I
understand. There is the heart —= she pressed a hand to a pendul ous ri ght
breast” —but as ny old friend, the Baroness Bl enau used to say, hearts do not
guide but to sorrow. Ah, friend Rodvard, believe ne, if one is to have the
great peace, one nust deny the heart's nessage and seek the good of all beyond
what gives pain at the nonment." She slapped her breast again and turned to
the others. "I know, he is in love with another."

Wt hout reason, Mathurin said suddenly; "Wen | went to the court service
with deudi last night, the old hog was drunk again. Fell on the floor at her
royal prayers and had to be hel ped —=

Dr. Remigorius; "WIIl you still distract us, Mathurin? There is but one
present question before this Center —the bidding of the H gh Center that
friend Rodvard here obtain the Blue Star from Lal ette Asterhax. Can we report
to themthat the task is undertaken?"

Pyax spoke, running his tongue across lips; "If he will not, I can offer
t hrough marriage and |l awful |ease. M father would be willing to give a dower

Rodvard burst into laughter with the rest, over the thought there could
be enough noney in the world to buy a Dossol an beddi ng for one of Pyax'
Zigraner birth. (But the laugh ended bitterly for the young man at the
t hought that because they could see no better way he rnust give up his ideal of
honor and true love. He tried to imagine howit would be to live with someone
who did not |ove one again, but whomfor honor's sake he nust have narri ed,
and for a nonent the intent candle-l1it faces dissolved away; he felt a
nmonentary strange sweet painful thrill before the picture in his mnd changed
to that of his father and not her quarreling about nmoney, and she began to
screamuntil his father, with contorted face, reached down the cane fromthe

mantel . . . Ch, if one gives in love, it should be forever, ever, |ove and
death —

“—still place him" Dr. Remigorius was saying, “but that will be a
matter for the High Center. No, there's only the one thing, and we'll have

t he answer now. Rodvard Bergelin, we sumon you by your oath to the Sons of
the New Day and your desire to overthrow the w cked rule of the Laughing
Chancel l or and the old Queen, to take your part."

Pyax smled nastily. "Remenber Peribert? W know howto deal with those
who fall away."

"It is not good to be hard on those fromwhom you seek hel p," said Mre.
Kaj a.

"Be still," said Remigorius. "Young nman, your word."

(One nore effort.) "Is it so vital that we have this jewel ?" said
Rodvar d.

"Yes," said Remigorius, sinply; but Mathurin; 'This is the only true Bl ue
Star of which we have record, and even this one may not be true. But if you



will not make the effort to win it, as ordered, there's still an escape. You
are a clerk to the Ofice of Pedigree; find another Blue Star that we can
have, and you're excused. But with matters so approaching a crisis at the
court, we nust have one; for we are the weaker party."

Rodvard saw Pyax touch his knife-hilt and once nore wetly run out his
tongue, so like a lizard's. Beaten; had he not hinself in those |ong
conversations until daybreak, maintained that anbng free men the nore voices
must nake the decisions? Wth a sense that he was assumi ng an obligation to
baseness, he said:

"I will do as you desire."

Dr. Remigorius' face cracked into a red-and-black snmle. "Pfo, young
man, you'll make a witch of her and she will gain her fortune.™

Mre. Kaja cane over to take both his hands as he left. "The heart will

follow " she said.

Chapter 2
April N ght

Lal ette | ooked up through branches to the purpling sky, then down from
the little crest and across the long flat fertile fields, reaching out toward

the Eastern Sea, where night was rising. "l nust go," she said. "M nother
will be back fromthe service." Her voice was flat.

"Not yet," said Rodvard, lifting his head fromarms w apped around his
knees. "You said she would stay to talk with the fat priest. . . . In this

light, your eyes are green."
"It is the sign of a bad tenper, ny nother tells me. She |ooked in the

waters for ne once, and says that when | ammarried, | will be a frightful
shrew." (It was al nost too nuch trouble to nove, she was gl ad even to nmake a
sl ender line of conversation that would hold her immobile in the calm
twilight.)

"Then you nust be fated to marry a bad nan. | do not see —if you really
| oved soneone, how could you be shrewi sh with then®"

"Ch, the girls of our heritage cannot marry for love. It is the
tradition of the witch-famlies." She sat up suddenly. "Now | mnust

absol utely go."

He placed his hand over hers, where it rested on the |ong green noss
under the cedars. "Absolutely, I will not let you go. | wll bind you with
hard bonds, till you tell ne nore about your family. Do you really have a
Bl ue Star?"

"My nother does . . . . | do not know M father would never use it,
that is why we are so poor. He said it was wong and dangerous. My nother's
father used it though, she says, before she got it fromhim It was he who
told her to choose ny father. He was a Capellan in the arny, you know, and
was killed in the war at the siege of Sedad Mr. M nother's father could
read through the Star that my father wanted ny nother for herself and not for
her heritage. It was a |ove-match, but now there is no one that can use the
Star." (Lalette thought: | really nust not tell stories |like that that are not
true, it only slipped out because I do not wish to go back and hear her
tal ki ng about Count C eudi again.)

"Coul d not you sell it?" asked Rodvard

"Who would buy it? It would be a confession that someone wanted to



practice witchery, and then the priests would cone down and there'd be a

church trial. It is a very strange thing and a burden to have witchery in
one's blood." She shuddered a little (attracted and yet depressed, as al ways
when it was a question of That). "I do not want to be a witch, ever =

"Way, | would think —= began Rodvard, (really thinking that in spite of
her beauty, this was the reason she nore than a little repelled).

"—and have people hating ne, and those who want to |like nme not sure
whet her they really do, or whether it is only another witchery. The only rea
friend my mother has is Uncle Bontenbi, and that's because he's a priest, and
| don't think he's a real friend either, but keeps watch of her so that when

she makes a witchery he can collect another fine for the Church." Rodvard
felt the small hand cl ench beneath his own. "I'll never marry, and stay a
virgin, and will not be a witch!"

"What woul d happen to the Blue Star then? You have no sisters, have
you?"

"Only a brother, and he went overseas to Mancherei when the Prophet began
to preach there. Sonebody said he went beyond to the Green Isles afterward,
when the Prophet left. W do not hear fromhimany nore. . . . But he
couldn't use the Blue Star anyway, unless he were bound with a girl from one
of the other famlies, who could witch it for him"

Overhead the sky was deepening, with one faint easterly star agleam a
| ong sl ow snmoke rose in convolutions fromthe chi mey of a cot down there
(and Rodvard thought desperately of the lovely light-haired girl who had cone
so many times to search witch-famly records at his clerk's cabinet in the
O fice of Pedigree, but she was a baron's daughter by her badge, and even if
he did obtain the Blue Star fromthis one, and used it to win the |ight-haired
girl, then Lalette would be a witch and put a spell on him—oh tangle!). The
hand within his stirred.

"I must go," said Lalette again. (He |ooks something like Oeudi, she
was thinking, but not so old and hard and a little romantic, and he had eye
enough to catch the wonderful tiny flash of green anong the bl ue when the sun
di pped under.)

"Ah, no. You shall not go, not yet. This is a magic evening and we wil |
keep it forever till all's dark."

Her face softened a trifle in the fading light, but she pulled to
wi t hdraw her hand. "Truly."

He clung the tighter, feeling heart-beat, vein-beat in the nonentary

small struggle. "Wat if | will not let you go till lantern-glass and the
gates are cl osed?"

"Then Uncl e Bontembi will expect me to nake a confession and if | do not,
he will put a fine on nme, and it will be bad for nmy nother because we are so
poor."

"But if | kept you, it would be to run away with you, ah, far beyond the
Shi ning Mountains, and live with you forever."
Her hand went passive again, she |leaned toward hima trifle, as though to

see nore surely the expression on his face. "Do you nean that, Rodvard
Ber gel i n?"

He caught breath. "Wy —why should | say it else?"

"You do not. Let ne go, let me go, or I'll make you." She half turned,
trying to rise, bringing the other hand to help pull |oose his fingers.

"WIl you witch me, witch?" he cried, straggling, and his grasp slipped
to her wist.

"No —" She snatched at the held hand with the other, catching the thunb
and crying fiercely; "lI'Il break my own finger, | swear it, if you do not |et
go."

"No. . . ." He flung her two hands apart. Lithe as a serpent, she wung
one and then the other fromhis grasp, but it was with an effort that carried
her off bal ance and supine asprawl. He rolled on his hip to pin her down,
hands on her el bows, breast to breast, and was kissing her half-opened nmouth
till she stopped trying, turning her face fromhis and whispering: "Let me go.



It's wong. It's wong."

"I will not," and he rel eased one hand to feel where the rmaddeni ng
sensation of her breast came against himand the | aces began. (The thought
was fleetingly seen in the _canera obscura_ of his inner mnd that he did not
| ove her and would have to pay for this sonmehow)

"Let me go!" she cried again in a strangled voice, and convul sing, struck
himon the side of the head with her free hand. At that noment the | aces
gave, her hand cane round his head instead of against it, drawing his face
down in a long sobbing kiss, through which a nmurmur, softer than a whisper
"Al'l right, oh, all right, go on." (There was one little flash of triunph
across her mind, one trouble solved, Ceudi would never want her now.)

Afterward, he knelt to kiss her skirt-hem Her |lips were conpressed at
the center, a little raised at the corners. "Now | understand,” said she; but
he did not, and all the way home was eaten by the nost dreadful cold fear that
she woul d revenge herself on himwith a witchery that would | eave himstark
idiot or smitten with dreadful disease. And the other, the other; his nind
woul d not form her name, and there was a cry within him

Al three of themwere waiting, with that man of Count Ceudi's —the
ol i ve-skinned one with such intense eyes —what was his nane? Lalette
curtsied: Uncle Bontenbi smiled. Said Ceudi; "Mathurin, the baskets. |
commenced to think we should m ss the pleasure of your conpany tonight,
charm ng Denvi selle Lalette, and ny heart was desol ated. "

"Ch," she said, (thinking —what if they knew?). "But here is Uncle
Bontenbi who will tell you that to be desolate of heart is to serve evil and
not true religion, since God wi shes us to be happy; for since he has created
us in his image, it rmust be an inage of delight.”

"You reason |like an angel, Denpiselle Lalette; pernmt that | salute you."
She noved just enough to make his kiss fall on her cheek. Dane Leonal da
si mpered, but there was, flick and gone again, a frown across Ceudi's
hi gh- cheekboned face. "Wat a lovely color your daughter has!"

Mat hurin laid out the table wth napkins which he unfolded fromthe
baskets. There were oysters packed in snow, bubbling w ne; a pastry of
truffles and pike-livers; small artichokes pickled entire, peaches that nust
have cone fromthe south, since it was only peach-bl ossomtinme in Dossol a;
white bread; a hamenriched with spices; honeyed small sweetneats of dwarf
fruit. (If he were only nore to ne and |less for hinmself, thought Lalette, he
m ght be possible; for he does not stint.) They sat down with herself and her
not her opposite each other and the two nmen at the sides of the table, so small
that knees touched. Mathurin the servant stood beside her chair, but flitted
round to give to the rest as occasi on denanded. C eudi discoursed —a
t housand things, eating with his left hand and letting his right now and again
drop to touch the fabric over Lalette's |l eg, which, laughing with talk and
wi ne, she did not deny him (An aura, like a perfune of virility and desire
and pl easure, emanated fromhim Lalette felt as though she were swaying
slightly in her seat.)

"Lal ette Asterhax; the name has fifteen letters,” said Ceudi, "and the
sum of one and five is six, which fails by one the nystical nunber of seven
Look al so, how you nay take it by another route, L being the twelfth letter of
t he al phabet, so that to it, there is added one for A, another twelve for the
second L and so on, the sumof all being eighty-seven.” (He has prepared this
i n advance, she thought.) Being itself summed up again this eighty-seven is
fifteen, so it is evident that you will be inconplete and thus lacking in
happi ness, until united with a man who can supply the mssing figures."

"I amnot sure that the Church would approve your doctrine," said Uncle



Bontenbi. He had noved his chair around to place his armover the back of
Darme Leonal da's, and she had thrown her head back to rest on the arm

"You are clearly wong, ny friend," said eudi. "The Church itself
t akes cogni zance of the power of nunbers, which are the sign-manual of
enlistment under God against evil, rather than being the projection itself, as

some ignorant persons would nmake them Look, does not the Church in Dossol a
have seven Episcopals? Are there not seven varieties of angels, and is it not
dul cet to make seven prayers within the period? Whereas it is the heretica
foll owers of the Prophet who deny the val ue of nunmbers.”

"Then," said Lalette, "I must never conplete nyself by union with you;
for you have five letters and the seven of ny first nanme being added to them
make twel ve, which is three by your manner of conputation, and an evil onen."

G eudi |aughed. "Ah, divine Lalette, your reasoning is unreason." He
poured nore wine. "For it is clear that man and woman are each inconpl ete by
t hensel ves, not to be conpleted until they are united; else we were not so
formed, Now such union is manifestly to the, pleasure of God, since he
arranged it thus, so that if anything prevent true union, it must be contrary
to the ordinance of God. |Is this not exact, Uncle Bontenbi?"

Through Dame Leonalda's giggle the priest smled, his face curling in
wrinkl es around the fat. "Your lordship |acks only the oath and a drop of oi
inthe palmto be an Episcopal. | resign in your favor ny chance of
prefernent.”

"But 1'll resign no chance of prefernent.” deudi reached to squeeze
Lalette's hand, where it lay on the table. "A stroke of fortune. | happened
to fall in with His Grace the Chancellor only this nmorning. He spoke of the
difficulty in finance which is such that —would you believe it? —there is
even sone question whether Her Majesty will be able to take her sunmer hol i day
in the nountains."

Dane Leonal da raised her head. "Onh, oh, the disgrace!" she sighed.

"I do not see the stroke of fortune," said Lalette sinply.

"A disgrace, yes," said Ceudi, his nobile face for a nmonent norose.

"But | was happily able to suggest to Hs Grace that the matter of taxes be
pl aced in the hands of the lords of court, thenmselves to be taxed an ampunt

equal to that due fromtheir seignories, and they to collect it within their
estates.”

"Again —the stroke of fortune?" said Lalette, not much interested, as
she dipped a finger in the wine and drew arabesques on the tabl e-napkin in the
danp.

"His Gace was so nuch charmed with ny plan that he offered me a place in
the service, with the directorate of the lottery, so that I now am happy
enough to be no nore a Tritul accan, but Dossol an by service of adoption." He

lifted his glass to Lalette. "I shall drink to your grey eyes, and you to ny
fortune."
The gl asses touched. "I do wi sh you good fortune," she said.

"What better fortune could there be than to have you attend with nme the
first opera-ball of the season, and nake the drawing of the lottery as its
queen?"

Said Uncle Bontenbi, in a voice as rich as though he were addressing a
congregation; "Spring is the season nost calculated to show forth the victory
of God over evil and the begi nning of new growt h and happi ness. Not only do
we celebrate the return of the sun, but the rejection of darkness, as the

former Prince and false Prophet." Lalette did not |ook at him
"I will send a costuner to make you one of the new puffed bodices in —
yes, | think it nust be red for your coloring . " began d eudi, and then

stopped, his eyes seenming to jut fromtheir sockets, as he stared at the wet
design under Lalette's finger. Her own gaze focused, and suddenly she felt
tired and very old and not wi nestruck any nore, for w thout thinking at al
she had traced the witch-patterns her nother taught her |ong ago, and now t hey
were snoking gently on the tabl e-cloth.

"Wtchery!" croaked the Count, but recovered faster than the shock



itself, and slid in one notion to his feet, with an ironical bow "Mdane, ny
congratul ations on your skill in deception, which should take you far. You
and your precious nother made ne believe you pure.”

"Yes, witchery." She was up, too. "It would have been the sane in al
cases. | don't want your filthy costume and your filthy scudi. Now, go!"
Before he could sign hinself, she splashed himwith a spray of the dazzling
drops fromher fingertips. "Go, in the nane of Trustermus and Vaton, before
bid you go in such a manner you can never rest again."

Of to one side Lalette heard Her nother sob; Cleudi's face took on a
| ook of dogged bl ankness. Wthout another word he I et his hands drop | oose to
his side, trotted to the door and through it. Cried Uncle Bontenbi; "We'l
see to her later. | nust release him" and rushed after, his fingers funbling
in his robe for the holy oil, his flesh sagging in grey bags above his jow s.

Lalette sat down slowy, (her mnd devoid of any thought save a kind of
regretful cal mnow she had done it), as her nother raised a face where tears

had streaked the powder. "Oh, Lalette, how could you —= (the girl felt a wild
flutter of being trapped again), but both had forgotten the servant Mathurin,
who stepped forward to grip urgently at Lalette's el bow "Rodvard Bergelin?"

he denmanded, and she recoiled fromthe tenper of his face, then renenbered her
new won power, and touched his hand lightly as though to brush it away,
sayi ng:

"And what business of yours if it was?"

"He is the only one can save you. The Blue Star, quickly! deudi wll

never forgive you. He'll have you before the Court of Deacons; he'll -2 He
ran round the table to Dane Leonal da. "Mdane, where is the Blue Star? It
bel ongs to your daughter, and she nust |eave on the monment. You will not know

her if she has the torturers to deal with."

The ol der woman only col | apsed into a passion of al coholic sobbing, head
on arms across the table. "I suppose | must trust you," said Lalette. "I
think I know where it is."

"Believe me, you nust. He is as cruel as a crocodile; would strew your
grave afterward with poenms witten by hinmself, but not till he had the full est
pains fromyou . . . . Is it in that?"

Lalette had pull ed aside her nother's bed, beneath which lay the old
| eat her portmanteau with the bar-lock. Mathurin tried it once, twice; it
woul d not give. Before the girl could protest, he whipped a knife like a
steel tongue from beneath his jacket and expertly splashed around the
fastening. The portmanteau fell open on a collection of such small gauds and
bits of clothing as wonmen treasure, Mthurin shovelling themonto the floor
wi th both hands until at the back he came on an old, old wooden box, maybe a
handsquare across, with a crack in the wood and a thin slab of marble that
m ght once have borne an inscription set in its cover

"That rmust be it," said Lalette, "though | have seen it only outside the
case. | cannot be certain now "

"\py 2"

"Awitchery is needed, and —=

"Cet your cloak and what nmoney you have. Rodvard lives in the Street of
the Weavers, the third house on the left as you turn in, the one with the bl ue
door. Do not wait; | nust attend ny naster."

Chapter 3
Escape



There was a noon to throw bl ack shadows on passing cat and man; Lalette's
little sharp heels clicked so | oud on the pave that she al nost changed to
tiptoe. The Street of the Wavers was known to her; at its gate she had first
met Rodvard, amid booths gay with bunting for the autum festival. He sl apped
her with a bl adder then, and chall enged her to dance the volalelle anong the
reeling violins and sweet recorders

"Fair lady," said a tentative voice. Not even |ooking round, she pulled
t he hood cl oser and hurried her steps until those behind her sounded
irresolute and then di ed away.

One, two, three; noonlight showed a door that would be a worn blue by
day, clearly a pensionnario. Lalette caught her breath at the loud flat rap
of the knocker through the silent street, held it for a |l ong nminute and was
j ust wondering whether she dared strike again, when there was a sound of fuzzy
di sturbance within, and a w cket w ndow besi de the door cane open on an
ill-tempered face, with a long, drooping, dirty noustache.

"What do you want ?"

"I —1 nust speak with Rodvard Bergelin."

"This is a respectabl e house. Speak with himin the norning."

"It is —a matter of life and death —Ch, dear God!" as the wi cket began

to close. "Here." She reached in her purse and recklessly thrust at the face
one of the three silver spadas that were all the noney she had in the world
(What will mother do tomorrow nmorning?). The face expressed a sour

satisfaction; an inarticulate grunble canme out of it, which she interpreted as
a command to wait where she was. (The nusicians' booth had been where the
shadow of a turret split the corner in particular shapes.)

A sound of footsteps approached the door fromwi thin and it opened upon
Rodvard yawni ng, hair awy, hose winkled at the knees, jacket flung around
unl aced.

"Lalette! What is it? Come in."

The noustached face hung itself in the background. "She cannot come in
this house at night."

"The parlor =

"I say she cannot cone in so late. This is a respectable house. Go down
to Losleib Street.”

Face cl osed the door; Rodvard, all anxious, came down the single step
pulling his jacket together (with the fine brown hair curling on his chest in

the formof a many-pointed star). "Wat is it?"

"Can you help me? | do not want to be a burden, but there is trouble.
Truly, not neaning to, | set a witchery on Count C eudi, and they said he
woul d have ne arrested to the Court of Deacons.”

He was all w de awake and grave at once. "lIs there no legalist or priest
you could —=

She stanped. "Wuld | come here, to your respectabl e house?"

"I did not mean —1 only asked —forgive, this is to be thought on. .
Attention; | have heard of an inn by the north gate where provosts never find
anyone who pays. | will go with you."

"l have hardly any noney."

Even in that uncandid light, she saw his face frown and alter, alnost as
G eudi's had, another resenbl ance. (That is what he imagines | amlike, the
qui ck thought crossed her nind, bitterer than the doorman's suspicion.)
"Wait; | think I know where you'll be safe for tonight, with a friend of mne
who is no friend of provosts or court lords, either. But | must get nmy cap
and knife."

She was qui ck enough dodging his kiss to make it seem she was only
m ssing the intention. He went round on his heel and up the stair, back in a
mnute with the feathered cap he had worn that afternoon, and properly belted
with his knife. "This friend of mne is a Dr. Renigorius, have you heard of
hin? A great man to roar at you like a lion, but of good and generous heart.



For the poor he has always a kind word, and often physics themor delivers
their children w thout ever asking paynent."

They passed into the night city. "How did it happen?" questioned he at a
t ur ni ng.

"I'n the beginning an acci dent —ah, do not ask ne." She gestured
i npatient, then put the hand that did not hold his armup to her face. "And
now | ama witch, and | swore | never would be."

"It is ny fault. | amsorry. WII you wed with me?" (The words were
out; he felt a thrill of peril run up his spine.)

"Do you wi sh —no you do not, | knowit. Beside, how would we find a
priest who'd nake a marriage wi thout episcopal |license —and for a witch?"

"But | do truly desire it. | swear —=

"Ch, spare nme your false oaths. Since you ask forgiveness, I'Il forgive

anyt hi ng but those." She gripped his armsuddenly so hard it hurt. At the
corner of the next street was a watch of two, one with hal berd and hel nmet, the
other sword and lantern, but the sight of |ate-wal king couples would be Iess
than novel to them they only gave a gl ance in passing.

Rodvard brought her round another corner and before one of those houses
built with jutting overstoreys in the Zigraner fashion. Small-paned w ndows
wer e beside a door, where a stiff stuffed lizard hung to show t hat someone
within practiced the art nmedic. The bell tinkled crackedly; Rodvard's arm
cane nervous-tight around the girl. "It will turn to a happy issue," he said.
"No harm can touch us, now we have —found each other." She did not try to
draw fromthe warm sweet pressure, and it endured until a second ring brought
the man out, with a fine beard ridicul ously done up in a sleeping-bag to hold
its shape, and a robe like a priest's hastily corded round him

"This is the Denviselle Asterhax," said Rodvard. "Can you help her? She
has put a witchery on one of the court lords, Count Ceudi, and is searched
for by the provosts."

Sleep fell fromthe older nan's eyes. "A witchery? The Tritulaccan
count? He has enough favor to be deadly if he will, and it would involve ne
inthe overthrow . . . But | amsworn by the practice of the healing art to

refuse help to none who cone in distress. Enter fromthe cold."

Lal ette caught a darkling glinpse of shelves lined with jars in glass or
stone as they passed through. Rodvard half stunbl ed agai nst a stool and they
were at an inner door, where Dr. Remigorius said; "Halt," struck flint and
steel to a candle and stood in its light beside the untidy bed, pulling off
his beard-bag. "Now you shall tell me a true tale of how this came about," he
said, "for a physician must know the whol e nature of the disease he is to
cure, ha, ha. WII the denpiselle sit?" He swept the pile of his own
garments fromthe only chair to the bed.

The wine in her linbs and the | ong double walk had left Lalette tired and
safe and not caring very nuch now She sat down slowy. "It was only that
Count O eudi cane with sone baskets of supper and was trying to persuade nme to
go to the opera-ball with him and | was toying with nmy fingers in sone
spilled wine on the table. You know how one does — she nade a little gesture
of appeal. "I accidentally drew witch patterns and when he saw what they
were, he —he —he would have had me against nmy will, so | witched him
That's all."

Not a line changed in Renmigorius' face. Said he; "I see —all but one
detail. What made you flee so fast by midnight to nmy friend Rodvard? What do
you know about this Count d eudi?"

"It was his servant, a man nanmed Mathurin, said | nust instantly take ny
nmot her's Blue Star and go. Because he would have had nme killed."

She saw Rodvard flick up his eyebrows as he glanced at Remi gorius. (The
expression round his nmouth might have been triunph, which was
i nconmpr ehensi bl e); her brow knit, but the doctor's voice was snmooth as ice;

"It is not your nmother's Blue Star, but your man's, while he is your |over,
and | think this nust be the case, or you would not have witched this southern
Count. You have Ser Rodvard's baubl e safe, then?"



(A faint perfume of suspicion —was it to herself or to this Blue Star
that he was offering kindness?) Lalette said; "I have it here," and took the
box from under her cl oak.

The doctor, gravely; "Then you will have the provosts nuch the hotter on
your trail, since the lords tenporal and spiritual are not desirous to have
these things in hands they are not certain of. | think you nust fly fromthe
city as fast as you can, perhaps even beyond the Queen's wit, up to
Kj ermanash. Not Mayern, because of the Prince and his prophecies. But before
that it would be well to provide this Blue Star with the needed w tchery and

| et Ser Rodvard bear it. Wien you are not easily found, be sure they will set
spies out for you, and with this tool you may be sure of people you neet."

Lalette frowned, but |ooked at Rodvard. "Is this your word al so?"

"How could it be other? | think we may need the protection."

"Very well." She lifted one palmto her forehead. "This witching is, |
t hi nk, sonething that |eaves one without force or will, and |I have perforned
one tonight. But | will doit. | would be private."

"There is the shop. Do you require materials, denoiselle?"
"Only alittle water —though wi ne woul d be better."
Rem gorius produced a bottle half-filled with wine froma tall cabinet

against the wall, lighted a candl e-stub, and swung the shop-door with a bow
Wien it had cl osed behind her, Rodvard said; "I do not see how, if she is to
be taken instantly fromthe city, | can use this Blue Star for our purpose.”

The doctor gl anced sidel ong and whi pped a finger to his lips. "Tish
Matter for the High Center. But who said you would go with her?" They were
quiet; a small sound, like the newing of a kitten, cane fromthe shop, then it
stopped, and Lalette came back in. The hood was on her shoul ders, and her
face was white to the hair-roots; the wooden case stood open in her hand, and
init, lying on a bed of white silk so old it had faded to yellow, the Blue
Star, the witch-stone, smaller than m ght have been inmagi ned, barely a
finger-joint across, but seeming to have depth, so that even in the
candl elight all the sapphirean fires of ocean and cold hell were in its heart.

Rodvard shivered slightly. Lalette said; "Open your jacket," and when he
had done so, hung the jewel round his neck on its thin gold chain.

"Now I will tell you as | have been taught,"” she said, "that while you
wear this jewel, you are of the witch-famlies, and can read the thoughts of
those in whose eyes you | ook keenly. But only while you are ny man and | over,

for this power is yours through me. |If you are unfaithful to me, it wll
becorme for you only a piece of glass; and if you do not give it up at once
when | ask it back, there will lie upon you and it a deadly witchery, so that

you can never rest again."

She canme forward to take his face in both hands and kiss himon the lips.
The stone lay like a piece of ice against his bare chest. Rodvard felt no
di fferent, unchanged, but as he | ooked deep into the girl's eyes before him
he knew wi t hout words but beyond any doubt that a black shadow had cl osed
round her m nd, she would never witch him she had decided, but was hating al
this and Remi gorius and himtoo, for the noment. He turned his head, the
t hought flashed away, and the doctor said, with a twist at the corner of his
lips:

"Now we will see if this star is a true marvel or only another of the
bogey-tal es made up by the lords of court to keep nen in subm ssion. Look in
nmy eyes, Ser Rodvard, and tell nme what | amthinking."

Rodvard | ooked. "Wy, why," he said, "I do not altogether understand,
but it is as though you were saying in words that you would try on a living
person whether an infusion of squill in vinegar is useful in a stoppage of the
passages." (It was not the complete thought, there was a fornl ess shadow at
t he back of his mind, something about a treason.) Remi gorius shook his head
and turned fromthe gaze with pressed |ips.

"CGod's splendor! You are beconme a dangerous nman, Ser Bergelin," he said,
or a cleverer one than I think." Then; "I count the night nmore than half
gone, and you will need rest, having far to travel in the norning. | |eave



you two ny bed while | arrange for your journey." He picked up his clothes
and bowed hinself into the shop to dress. Rodvard and Lalette were |eft
al one.

She remained in the chair, with her head drooping and slightly to one

side, so he could see only the angle of cheek and chin. "The bed," he said.
"I amso weary," said she, "that it's not needed. Do you take it and let ne
rest here. I'Il turn nmy back if you wish to undress."

(The thought went tingling through his mnd that after this afternoon —
so | ong ago, now —they needed no nore be nodest with each other.) 1t al nost
reached his lips, but instead; "No, you shall have the bed; you need it," and
held his hand to help her up, but she hardly touched it, on her feet with a
sweep of skirts, to take one stunbling step to the towsel ed bed, where she
flung herself down in her cloak, and as he could tell from her breathing, was
asl eep al nost at once.

He, wakeful as an oW -bird with excitement and having slept earlier, sat
in achair with the ice-cold jewel unfamliar around his neck —bodily contact
had not warmed it at all — half daydreaning, half thinking. A high destiny?
Not with a witch and through witchery. Al he thought revolted against that,
it was cheating, if witchery should rule, there was an end of free choice
where choi ce neant nost, all hopes were then fled. There's no newday if this
rules, we may as well make our beds under the old. Queen's rule, and that of
Fl orest an, the Laughi ng Chancel |l or.

Rem gorius. The doctor would say this was not what he thought, but what
he had been taught; they had quarrelled on this issue before, and Remi gorius
woul d say how Rodvard's reasoning led straight as a line to the support of al
the things that both desired to throw down; how it was precisely the rejection
of witchcraft as devilish and uncl ean that Epi scopals and Queen stood for. |If
there were a good God, as the Church said, He could not allow a free choice
that m ght be turned against H nself and so deprive H m of godhead.

Mat hurin would chine in at this point to say that no nan under tyranny
woul d by free choice choose freedom the generality preferring rather to have
a chance of rising to the tyrant's seat. They nust be conpelled to take the
better way to their own betterment, so that even in the secular affair free
choi ce was a dream —and then he, Rodvard, would be overborne by the whirl and
rush of their arguments.

A high destiny? Let us, Sons of the New Day, conpel them then; ride the
stormmv nd to greatness by setting men free. Ch, it would be noble to be
accl ai med as one of those who had brought about the change. But no; no; that
honor would go to those of the Hi gh Center, the | eaders now hidden in shadow,
whose forms would stand forth in granite with the dawning of the New Day —
whil e the name of Rodvard Bergelin was never heard.

A high destiny? He thought of battle, the close conbat where steel bows
flung their sharp messengers agai nst the doubl e-1ocked shields and horsenen
went past, while the trunpets shouted. The war-tune rang through his head —
"Lift the star of old Dossola, brave nmen rise and tyrants stare . "

No. The star would never rise in this tine. Dossola, defeated and dead
to honor, bound down by treaties which Queen and Fl orestan upheld nerely to
keep their own place. Shane —no high destiny could come from serving such a
cause. For so nuch, what could Rodvard Bergelin do in war, even it the cause
were better? There had been Dagus of G édensteg, to be sure, the archer, the
great hero who sprang from ni ght and nowhere when Zigraners were a terror to
the I and —Rodvard thought of his statue in the Long Square, one armal oft to
hold the deadly bow, the star-badge in his cap. But that was in the far-off
glorious times, when one could clap on a hat and run forth to adventure



instead of a day's toil over yellow docunents at the Ofice of Pedigree. What
could one do in this nodern war, where noble birth and twenty years of service
were needed to nmake a conmmander? He'd lay some captain's bed, no doubt, and
clean his tent; or enter for a ten-year man, |learn the hal berd, how to shoot
the bow and form square —a dull depressing life, with a cold | one grave at
the end of it; "stupid as a spearnman" said the proverb, and all he had known
were stupid enough. No; no destiny. "The destiny of all is to service, for
only so can happi ness be won." W had said that? Some priest; menber of
what Mathurin called the conspiracy agai nst poverty. Yet if it were not true,
one must save one's services for oneself and be false as hell to all the world
beside. Let conscience die . . . and dawn began to poke behind the gray

wi ndow at the sound of the doctor's entry returning.

Chapter 4
Dayl i ght; Refuge

Lalette sat up sleepily and sipped a little wine; there was nothing to
eat but the end of a | oaf, nost of which Rodvard devoured, surprised to find
that he was hungry, (and a tingle running down his veins as he thought of the
eveni ng under the cedars). Remigorius did not even wait for the end of the
nmeager breakfast before breaking out with; "Hark, the provosts are already
forth. This nust be hurried, and you two nmust | eave. | have arranged matters
to the least peril. There's an inn on King Crotinianus' Square, at the north
end, called the Sign of the Linmping Cat, where the north-going coaches halt to
pick up travellers fromthat side of the city. Go there; you can wait on the
bench outside and had better, to avoid talking with someone who mi ght be a

spy. | trust you, denoiselle, to keep your face as much covered as possible;
Rodvard, you shall use that devil-stone to know t he purpose of any who
appr oach.

"There will be a blue-painted coach which goes to Bregatz by way of

Trandit and Liazabon. The driver's nane is Morsens; inquire. Before Trandit
you shoul d nake an argunment for the benefit of others in the coach, you being
a young couple just wed, so joyous in the bridal that the new danme's trunk has
been forgot. At Trandit, then, Ser Rodvard will descend to return for it,
whi | e Denvi selle Asterhax rides on to Bregatz in the care of Mrsens the
coachman and reaches those of the Center there. Are you players enough to
play these parts? . . . It will thus not be strange when Myrsens protects
her, which he will gladly do. But you nust give hima gold scuderius, for he
is not one of ours, and his danger is very great."

Lal ette, who had begun to take down her hair with fingers swift and sure
in order to do it up into the bridal braids, stopped with pursed nmouth. "But

| do not have a scuderius," she said. "I have hardly any noney at all."

An expression of furious indignation held the doctor's face as it turned
toward Rodvard. "You?" But the young man, flushing, reached in his
j acket - pocket for a handful of coppers and one single silver spada. "Perhaps
we can rmake it up together," he said. "They are so deep in arrears of pay at
the office where |"'menployed . . . or if we can find a Zigraner with his shop

open early, | mght pledge ny wage
"O if we find a kind-hearted provost with scudi instead of bilboes for

those he pursues!" cried Remigorius. "Madam you will need all the witchcraft

you can nuster, for you are surely the nost inprovident fool that ever tried



an evasion with what did not belong to her. 1've no noney, either." He
tugged at his beard, |ooking at her fromanger-filled eyes, but before Lalette
could nmore than begin the sound of a hot retort, changed expression, shrugged,
and spread his hands:

"There's a night's work gone glimrering, then. But I'll not send you
back to C eudi and the Deacons' Court, even though you were other than friend
Rodvard's mistress."” He mused (and Rodvard, catching his eye as the head

turned, sawin it a flash of deadly acquisitiveness for the Blue Star, no rea
interest in Lalette's fate whatever). The young man started as from a bl ow
Rem gori us spoke agai n:

"You must hide in the city, then, till somehow transport's found. Wuld
be wel cone to this abode, but too many cone here for physic; the matter would
be bruited about. Nor your place, neither, Rodvard. The Queen's provosts

will not be long in finding your connection with this denoiselle, no. Your
not her know of it?"
Said Lalette; "If you mean of Rodvard, | —I1 do not think so. W net

al ways while she was at the Service. He never canme to the house and there was
only my gossip, Avilda Brekoff, who was ever with us."

"Then we may have a few days before they come on the scent. Wre you
seen coning here |ast night?"

"Only by a watch of two froma di stance, and by the doorman where
live," said Rodvard, but Lalette; "I had to give the nman a silver spada to
call Rodvard and there was some slight bargle over whether | mght enter. |
fear | was not only seen, but noted. | regret.”

"You may well. Here's the few days lost again. |If the matter's pressed,
they will surely question the doorman of every pensionnario in the city."
Rem gorius swing knit brows to Rodvard; "You had best go to your working place
today, for the absence m ght be noted. But | will let you return to your
pensionnario for only the once, and then to bring away nothing but your nopst
intimate needs. Stop for no neal, where there's talk —at least, till we can
be sure of this doorman. What's his name?"

"Krept or sonething like it, I do not know for sure. W call himUdo the
crab. | have one or two books | would not willingly |ose."

"Wuld you rather lose your life?" The doctor scrabbled for a piece of
paper and began to wite. "This is nore dreadful than you know of.
Demoi sell e, you can be secure for a little time with a friend of ours, a
certain Mre. Kaja, who used to be a singer in the opera. She lives on the top
floor of an old goat's nest in the Street Cossao and has young girls visiting

her all the time for instruction in nmusic, so there'll be no coment at your
appearance." H's pen scratched, he stood up, threw sand on the paper and |et
it slide to the floor. "This be your passport. Your |over = (the word was

acconpanied by a lip-turn that nade Lal ette shiver) —can join you there
this twilight. But wait —you may be known in the street."

He bustled into the shop-roomand returned with a pair of quills. "Up
your nose, one on either side. So. I|'dlike it better if there were another
cl oak for you, but |leave the hood of this one down; with your hair changed,
and your face . "

It would be the norning after his weddi ng breakfast on new wi ne and ol d
bread with fear for a sauce, that _she_ should conme to the Ofice of Pedigree
again —with her bands of light hair, fine chin |line and cheekbones, and the
poi nted coronet badge in her hat that showed her a baron's daughter. All
nmor ni ng Rodvard had been dozing and drowsi ng; she greeted himgaily; "Have you
found nore of this matter with which the stem of Stojenrosek is to confound
Count Cl eudi, or has the weather been too fine for work indoors?"



"No, denviselle." (There was a twist in his chest, he could barely get
the words out.) He passed the chair where she showed a turn of ankle, to one
of the tall dark wall-files, and took out a parchment. "One of the recorders
lighted on this —see, it is fromthe reign of King Crotinianus the Second,
the great king, and bears his seal of the boar's head, with that of his

Chancellor. It is a series of decisions on inheritance and guardi anship for
the province of Zenss. At the eleventh year of the reign there is one here —=
he handed the pages over carefully” —giving the son of Stojenrosek |eave to

wed with one Luedecia and pass the inheritance to their daughters, though
she's but a bowran's daughter herself, there being no heiresses female to take
the estate, which would thus have fallen to the crown.”

She had stood up to |l ook at the old crabbed chancery hand of the docunent
where he spread it on the table and her shoul der brushed his. Said she; "D d
t hey wed, then?"

"Alas, denmoiselle, | cannot tell you." (Shoulder did not withdraw ) "So
many of the records of that time were destroyed in the great fire at Zenss a
quadri al of years ago. But | wll search.”

"Do so . . . | cannot read it," she said. "What does this say?" Her

fingers touched his in a small shock, where they were outspread to hold the
parchnent, and the contact rested as she bent to look, in the spring |ight
filtering through the dusty panes. The inner door to the cabinet adjoining
was cl osed; down the corridor outside, soneone was whistling as he wal ked; she
turned her head to face himslowy, he felt the witch-stone cold as ice over
his heart, and to shut out what he feared was coni ng, Rodvard croaked

choki ngl y;

"What is your name?"

"My name is Maritzl." (No use; it cane over sharply —if he kiss nme, |
will not stay him | will marry him | will take himinto ny father's house,
will even be his mstress if he demands it . . . this disappearing in the
lightning-flash of Lalette saying, "If you are ever unfaithful —= and flash on

flash what woul d happen if he lost the Blue Star for which he had sacrificed
so much. Sold, sold.)

She caught her breath a little. He disengaged the parchnent from her
hand. "1 will have it copied for you in a nodern hand," he said.

Under Renigorius’ order, Rodvard did not go hone to the pensionnario at
sun-turning as usual, but took his repast for a pair of coppers on snall beer
and cheese at a tavern near his labor. He had been there not often, but it
seened to himthat the place bubbled with talk beyond custom and he wondered
if the cause were sone tale of Count Cleudi's witching and Lalette's escape, a
specul ation dispelled on his return, for there canme to himyoung Asper Poltén
fromthe next cabinet wth:

"Did you know that girl you squired to the harvest festival turned out to
be a witch? She has witched Count C eudi, and stolen all his money; they say
he's going to die. They have closed the city gates and set a price on her
Your fortune that you carried matters no further with one like that."

Rodvard shuffled papers. Some reply was necessary. "Wy are they so
urgent over a foreigner? People have been wi tched before w thout having al
t he paving stones in Netznegon City torn up about it."

"Do you forever live in dreans? He's the new favorite —named director
of the lottery only yesterday. Perhaps that's the reason the witch rode him —
for jealousy nore than the scudi. She's not to be blaned if, as | hear, he's
nore than a proper man in the parts that matter nost to wonmen. They say
Ceudi and the Florestan held an exhibition for Her Majesty and the
Tritul accan was |onger. Speaking of which, Ser Rodvard, you are not far from



fortune yourself. | saw the Denpiselle of Stojenrosek here again today.
She' || have a shapelier body than Cleudi will ever press, and bring you a
fortune in addition."

("Did you see her indeed, curse you? and what business is it of yours?"
Rodvard wanted to cry; or "Mne's the high destiny of the witch.") But al oud
he could only say; "There's nothing in that. She's only searching out sone
old family records. | nust go to Ser Habbermal's cabinet; he has a project
forward for ne."

He stood up with a trifling stagger, leg tingling with the pain of the
position in which he had cranped it. Asper Poltén nade of fended eyes. "Ah,
pl ah, you are too nice for anything but priesthood!"™ He turned away, flung
open the door to the next cabinet, and could be heard uttering to the three
within; "Bergelin again; this tine pretending he does not know what wonen
carry between their legs or what it's used for —= with a whoop of nerrinent
fromthe rest.

Rodvard hinsel f, before they could all come in and begin their usua
sport of baiting, walked to the outer door, through it, and w thout so nuch as
pausi ng at the garderobe for his cap, straight down the corridor to the street
and away, the last steps running. |If there were stares at seeing himw thout
headgear or mark of condition, he did not return them but hurried on to his
own |iving-place. The pensionnaria was at the foot of the stairs, the little
bl ack hairs on her upper lip quivering as she adninistered sone rebuke to a
maid who held a trayful of dirty dishes, but her eye lighted as she turned to
perceive a new victim

"You are too late, Ser Bergelin. |If we make a rule good for one, it nust
stand for all, because it is only so that | can keep up a place like this, as
cheap as it is, and | sinply can't have you bringing girls here late at night,
| have told Udo. . . ." The end of it he did not hear, as he broke past her up

the stairs, bounding.

The extra set of hose nust come, of course, but his best jacket would not
go on over the other, so he had to make a bundl e with undercl othing and wap
it inthe cloak that it was too fine a day to wear. The festival-cap mnust
stay behind, even though it nmight bring some coppers froma dealer; also the
pair of tiny southern-made heal th-goblets for carrying at the waist on feast
days, of whose acquisition he had been so proud. At the |ast noment he added
the volume of Dostal's ballads; of all the books, he could spare that one
| east. There was a nmonment of fear when a gl ance through the gl ass-w ndowed
door showed callers closeted with Udo the Crab, but side vision registered the
fact that they were only a pair of rough fellows in | eather jackets, not
bl ue- and- green provosts.

He had been to Mre. Raja's only once before, and then at night, for a
nmeeting of the Sons of the New Day. Under this nore vivid light the Street
Cossao showed as a dirty courtyard with a running sore of gutter down the
center, garbages piled in the corners, yelling children underfoot and
somewher e anong the upper stories a hand that practiced the violin
nmonot onousl y, playing the harvest-song, but always goi ng sour on the sane
doubl e- st op passage. Rodvard elected the wong house first, the doorman did
not know of Kaja, but the next one at the back angle of the court was it; he
went up a narrow dark winding stair snelling of yesterday's cabbage and
knocked at the topnost door

Mre. Kaja herself answered, clad in an old dressing-gown, pink silk, and
dirty grey where it dragged along the floor, with her hair packed untidily
atop her head. Past her a space of floor was visible, with light com ng
t hrough a pair of dormer wi ndows, a keyed nusical instrument and chairs. "Ser
Rodvard!" she squeal ed, her voice going into a high musical note. "You are
sooo wel come. We did not expect you this early. The dear girl is waiting."

A door against the slant of the garret opened and Lalette came out,
unaffectedly glad it was he, and this tinme not avoiding as he ran forward to
kiss her on the lips. The older woman; "I |eave you to your greetings, while
| make nysel f beautiful."” She passed through the door fromwhich Lalette had



cone; the girl sat down. After the door had cl osed behind Kaja, "Rodvard,"

she said, very still and | ooking at the floor

"Lalette."

"I have given you ny Blue Star. \Whether to marry you now | do not know.
I think not —it seenms to nme that you are not altogether willing; | feel you
are hol di ng somet hing back fromme. But this | say, and you may |look into ny
heart and find it true —= she raised her head in a blaze of grey eyes "—t hat
| want to be a good partner to you, Rodvard, and will honestly do all in ny

power never to fail you."

Fromthe inner room canme the sound of Mre. Kaja, running scales in what
was | eft of her voice (and what could he say? thought Rodvard, who had won
this loyalty for Rem gorius' reason and not his own desire. Let conscience

die, but not with a tear at the heartstrings.) "I will do as nuch,"” said he
and as her lip quivered at his tone, "if we ever pass this peril with our
lives."

She lifted a hand and let it fall beside her. "It is Iife wthout
account of peril that | have offered," she said. "I do not =

"How do you know? Lalette, look at ne. WIIl you lie with me this night,
in peril or whatever?"

But she would not neet the questioning eyes now (and he thought, she
t hought, they both knew t here had been sonehow a | ack of comunication).

Lal ette said; "You have cone before tine."

He shuddered slightly. 'They picked at ne till | rmust leave. You wll
hardly believe how —how base —=

The inner door sprang open and Mre. Kaja enmerged with al nost a
dance-step, dressed to the eyes in withering finery. "For alittle while
must go forth," she said, "but you will hardly mss me, he, he. 1'Il bring
sup fromthe cook-shop, is there a delicacy you desire or any other way | can
lighten captivity for my two caged birds?"

She beaned on themfondly. Rodvard thought of the cap left at the office
and prayed her for a new one, with the badge of his condition, which took nore
of his slender store of coppers. The door closed; and now they two had not
much to say to each other, having agreed that all that mattered should be |eft
unsai d.

The end of it was that Lalette in all her clothes |lay down on the bed in
the corner to nake up for sone of the sleep lost |last night, while he undid
his parcel and set out to lose hinself in Iren Dostal's harnonies and tales —
but that did not do very well either, the poens he had al ways | oved seened
suddenly pointless. He fell into a kind of doze or waking dream in which the
t hought came to his nmind that if he were really ready to | et conscience die in
exchange for high destiny, he had only to give this witch back her Blue Star
call for the provosts, and claim ng the price set on her, seek out Maritzl of
Stoj enrosek. A destiny not high by the standards of the Sons of the New Day,
no doubt. But |love and position, aye. Rem gorius would approve; would cal
it the act of a great spirit to seek an inner contentnent, no matter what
ot hers thought of how it was achieved, no matter if others were hurt during
t he achi evenent. But Remi gorius thought the struggle nore inportant than its
end —and it mght be that the reason he, Rodvard, could see no high destiny,
was that he did not possess such a spirit, immune to scruple, willing to serve
any cause.

Now he fell on to wondering what was the tangl e of ideas and thoughts
that made up hinmself, Rodvard Bergelin, where they cane from and how they were
put together —could they be altered? —and so drifted deeper into his
daydreamtill it began to grow dusk and Mre. Kaja came back with a covered
di sh of fish and red beans.



Chapter 5
Ni ght; CGenerosity; Treason

She was | ess cooi ng than before, having | earned of the closing of the
city gates and the price on Lalette. (For the first tine she knows what it is
to be a conspirator, Rodvard thought.) There was a self-sacrificing debate
over where to sleep, for the singer had only the one bed and tried to insist

that the pair use it, or at least share it with her. |In the end Rodvard
conposed hinsel f across a pile of old garments on the floor. They snelled, he
felt ill-used, and went to sl eep wondering rather desperately what to do about
noney.

That probl em becane no easier with the norning, when Mre. Kaja said her
own funds were very | ow and she could not receive her pupils while the two
were there. As she was going out Rodvard gave her his last silver spada
whose breakup woul d keep them nourished for a couple of days. Lalette added
t hat she was rmuch concerned over her nother; could the singer obtain news?

Hardly had the receding footsteps left the first flight when Rodvard,
burning inwardly with anxi ety, suspense and the thought of another do-nothing
day, which combined to translate thenselves into desire, swng the girl off
her feet in his arnms and bore her toward the bed without a word. She
struggled a little and the Blue Star told himshe was not very willing, but
the contact of their bodies soon caught her, she only asked to be careful of
her dress as she pulled it off —and Mre. Raja's voice said; "Ch."

Rodvard roll ed over, blood running hot through his cheeks. "I am so-o0-0
sorry," the older woman said. "l was going to the Service and found | had
forgot my Book of Days. But you nust not mind, really you rmust not, when
was in the opera, His Majesty used to nake three of us attend hi mtogether and
when the heart speaks . " rattling like a broken music-box in terns that
Rodvard scarcely heard, as she crossed the roomto take the Book of Days and
left again w thout |ooking at themdirectly.

Lalette (feeling as though she had bathed in a sewer and never wanted to
touch anyt hing cl ean again) took her dress to put it on. Wen Rodvard touched
her shoul der, she shook his hand away and said, sinply; "No."

"It was nmy fault,"”

he said, "and | regret —=

"No. | amthe one nost to blame. It does not matter now for any
reason.” Her nouth nmoved and she | ooked down, tying |laces. "Dear God, what
your fine friends will think of nme! | should have accepted Count O eudi's
of fer; at least I would have been well paid for the name I'Il have."

He felt hinself flush again. "Well, if they call you any nanme you do not
wi sh to have, it will be your own fault,"” he said. "I have offered you
marri age —

"Ah, yes, indeed, with ne furnishing the priest's spada for the
cerenony."

“—and | will hold to the offer. Denviselle, you are not just."

She turned and sat down, (feeling suddenly weary, bitten with the edge of
concern about her nother, so that it was not worthwhile to quarrel). He made
one or two begi nnings of speech, but could settle on nothing worth saying;
nmoved about the room clanking the coppers in his pocket, and | ooked out the
wi ndow; picked at one or two keys of the music in a manner that showed he had
no training with it; found a book of Mre. Kaja's and standing, skimed a few
pages, then set it down; resuned his pacing; abandoned it; wal ked to where he
had pl aced his few bel ongi ngs on a chair, took his own book and settled
hi nsel f purposefully to read, in a position where his face was nostly in
shadow from her.

(The angry shane had run off Lalette now, she could only see that he was
truly unhappy.) After a little while she ran across the room put her arns
around hi s shoul der and ki ssed the side of his face. "Rodvard," she said, "I



really neant it all. |If you want ne, you may have ne any time you wish." He
swung her down to his lap, but (now afraid of interruption) would go no
farther than ki ssing her and hol ding her close, so for a long tinme they
remained thus lip to lip, speaking a little to exchange nenories of things
pl easant in their few nmeetings and not noticing they had m ssed a neal, unti
they heard Mre. Kaja's step outside the door, which this time she made firm
enough to give themwarning. The singer began to talk at once about the
Service and how as the chanters intoned the celestial melody and the viol et
vestments fluttered anong the flowers that fell fromthe galleries to crush
fragrantly beneath the worshi pers' knees, she could feel every power of evil

roll fromher mnd —"though the second baritone was flat in the _nusanna_.
Oh, if only the court would have religion in its heart, as the poor people do,
who sat with tears in their eyes." She sniled suddenly on Lalette:

"I spoke to ny own priest, too, for you. | know you nust have a
confession to make by now — she held up outspread fingers before her face and
tittered through them" —so | made up a story for you, about a jeal ous
husband, and he will hear you after dark, when all's safe, and you won't have
to pay but a copper or two."

Lalette | ooked up. "But there's no confession to make. . . . Did you

find out about ny nother?"
Rodvard saw Mre. Kaja's eyes open wide, and felt the cold stone (she was

not believing Lalette at all, and for sone reason was desperately frightened
that the girl should lie). "Oh, you poooor child," she said. "It was so

unt hi nking of me to forget to tell you. | did not find out rmuch, but | know
t he provosts have not taken her, and Count Ceudi is not as ill as pretended,

that is only a story."

She set down packages of food, a dish of lentils with bread and w ne;
began to make ready the table, keeping her eyes averted, so Rodvard coul d not
read her thinking (it canme to himthat he would not be the first Star-bearer
she had met) as she tal ked rapidly, about the Service once nore. The priest

had sai d that when anyone admitted evil to his heart, peril lay upon al
persons approaching the lost one. "For these powers of evil increase |ike
mce in a granary, running fromone soul to another, and as farmers will often
burn an old grain-bin to keep the vermin fromspreading, so it is |lawful and
even necessary to destroy the body of one infected by the powers of evil. He

was tal king about this poor child here, it was easy to see.”

Rodvard (to whomthis was interesting, if somewhat questionable
di scourse) would have inquired nore as she paused for breath, but Lalette (who
found it nore than tiresone) broke in to ask what of the city? what of the
hunt for her?

"Ch, they have opened the gates again, though | did not go to see, and
put guards everywhere. But it will be all right. Have | ever recounted to
you, friend Rodvard, that | was in arrest once nyself? It was because of that
Oronari, who was so jeal ous because |I could carry the high note in ' The Mayern
Lovers' while she could not, and had nme accused of stealing sone of the jewels
that were | oaned for the spring festival performance. | felt very badly about
it, because she was a friend of mne, but it's just as the priest said, the
power of evil had gained control over her, and there was nothing | could do
but complain to the Baron Coespel, who was mny protector then, and he had her
bani shed the . . ."

She stuffed food into her nouth, masticating noisily as she babbl ed.
Rodvard caught a flash of Lalette's eye (and knew she was thinking how thin
the veneer of half a lifetine around the court was over sonmeone with a
peasant's background). To change things he asked; "Madane, is there any word
of the doctor?"

"He did not send the fruiterer fromhis street?" She sighed and turned to
Lalette. "Then it is likely that he has no nmoney as yet. He is so good and
kind and works for so little that it is often so. Dear child, have you no
funds at all?"

Said Lalette; "Only two spadas. But | took all the noney in the house



when | left, and ny nother =

"Dear child, of course we all |love our parents and do all we can for
them but after all, they are only our relatives by accident and not the
choice of the heart —= she snbte her breast in the gesture Rodvard renenbered
"—and when the heart speaks, God dwells in us to drive out the powers of
evil. Then we are grateful to those who speak to us through the heart, and if
we have anything we give it to them | denied the heart once —=

"Your pardon," said Lalette, and stood up to | eave the table. Her face
was a little white.

Mre. Kaja finished the last of the wine and wi ped her mouth. "I know it
is hard for you, being of the witch-famlies, dear child," she said. "But
Uncle Tutul, who is the priest we are going to see tonight, says that even a
witch may save herself if she gives up everything to those she | oves, and oh,

nmy dear, | really do not mind mssing nmy pupils, but —=

Lalette's nouth strained. She stood up and plucked from her waist the
tiny purse. "Here," she cried, "are the spadas," and flung themringing
silvernly against the plates. "Take them | amgoing to the provosts nyself.
To be seduced, | will, it was ny fault. But I will owe no obligation for it."
She turned to the door so fast that Rodvard barely barred the way before her

"No," said he, as she tried to push himfromthe way. "You shall not go
like this." Their hands caught and she struggled for a nonent. "O if you'l
say you do not love and never will, go; and I will join you before the

Deacons' court. But it was another tale that you told lately."

Said Mre. Kaja; "Ch, dear child, you must not resist such love." She
tittered (and the nerves of both the others jangled).

Lalette sat down. "I amat the nercy of you two," she said.

"Mercy? Mercy?" The singer's bracelets clanked. "Ah, no, we are at
yours, and seek to help you at our own risk. Not so, friend Rodvard?" She
swung to face himfor an unguarded nonment (and he was staggered till he mnust
grip the table-edge at the blast of hate for Lalette behind her eyes. There
was a strange nother-thought in it too, he could not make out the detail).
Kaja's glance went restlessly on across the room She stood up in her turn
saying; "l do not know the hour, ny watch is being repaired, but | amsure by
the dimess outside it nmust be late, and Uncle Tutul is waiting. Denviselle
Asterhax —no, | shall call you Lalette, it is so much nmore friendly —wil|
you conme?"

(Rodvard thought; if I let her go, everything will arrange itself to ny
ut nost advantage.) "Maritzl," he said, "do not go out this evening. There's
no —

Mre. Kaja tittered once nore. "Ah, friend Rodvard," she said, "if you
have wonen kind to you, you rust renmenber their names. WII you cone,

Demoi sell e Lalette? Even if there's no confession, it will be a joy to hear
Uncl e Tutul's discourse.”

Rodvard; "Lalette, | beg you, by all you have said this day and all we
hope for in the future, do not go out now | have a reason." He reached one
hand and took hers, as she | ooked at him (wondering why he was so vehenent in
such a small matter); a child' s look, with trust init.

"Well, then," and she sat down again. A glassy smile appeared on Mre.
Kaja's face, and she shook one finger at Lalette as she hurried to the door.
"You naughty Rodvard; she will certainly have a confession to nmake before

return,” and her steps were audi bl e, going down.
Lalette's hands lay listless in her lap. For a mnute there was sil ence,
i n which she rose, walking slowy to the window to gaze out and down, not

turning around. "Wat is your reason and who is Maritzl?"
He had begun to nmake up his bundle with quick fingers, the volunme of Iren
Dostal inside. "W nust |eave here forthwith. The Blue Star —she will do

you a terrible harmif she can.”
"You have told ne nothing | did not know without that bit of witchery. A
pattern woul d be usel ess agai nst her, though, she is too close to the Church
Rodvard. "



"What will you have?" He pulled the edge of the cloak tight.

"I amsorry | said what lately I did . . . about being seduced. WII you
forgive? | do not wish to be a shrew, as nmy nother said, and | will say that
| do not regret —what we did."

He dropped the knot hal f-made and ran over to her, but she shifted in his
grasp, pointing. "Rodvard!"

Down the line of her finger-he saw hurrying figures pass the lantern at

the gate of the Street Cossao. |Inpossible to miss Mwe. Kaja or the priest, or
the provost with bare alerted sword. Said Rodvard; "I did not think her so
quick in her grimess. |s there another stair?"

"Not that | know. | amsure not. No escape. —

"That cannot be true. Life is to those who struggle for it, says Dr.
Rem gorius." He threw the |atch and pushed the w ndow outward; not a foot

down lay a broad rain-gutter, which being proved solid by foot-weight test, he
went three rapid steps across the roomto sling his bundl e over one shoul der
stepped out cautiously, caught a grip at the edge of the dorner with his right
hand (not daring to | ook down into the dizzy dark), and stretched the other to
Lalette. "Cone."

"Ch, | —=
" Cone! "
He coul d feel her shiver dreadfully as she took the step, she al npst
tri pped over her dress on the sill, but once out, it was she who stretched to

the imt of his restraining hand to swing the wi ndow cl osed. By good fortune
it was a suave spring night; Rodvard could see stars past the rimof the house
as they edged rightward, free hands pressed against the slates of the mansard,
until contact was nade with the second dorner, the one in the dressing room
He gripped at that edge, sliding foot against foot, the bundle al nost pulling
hi m of f bal ance where he cane agai nst the projection. "Hurry," whispered
Lalette. "I can hear them"

Ahead and beyond the roof turned; one night work round that backsl ope but
it would only lead to the opposite side of Mre. Kaja's garret. Rodvard halted
his sliding progress and | ooked over his shoulder to see the | oom of the house
at the back of the court, fortunately of the sane height. A glance down
showed another gutter, with sonething nore than a thigh-1length of black space
in separation. He turned again, face brushing slates, to make out that
Lal ette had seen it, too.

"Shall we try it?" he whispered, and then, incontinently, "I |ove you"
(whi ch was for that enchanted monent true). For answer she di sengaged her
hand from his and began to tuck up her skirt, leaning with cheek agai nst the
roof sl ope. He swung and tossed the bundle to the other gutter; set foot on
t he edge where they were, teetered, and with perspiring pal ns, pushed hinsel f
into the long step, al nost going down when the lip of the opposite gutter
proved higher. But it was wider as well, it held, he was able to reach a hand
out and pull her across.

There were no wi ndows on this side of the other house, they found it easy
to slide along leftward to the corner, and by the especial grace of heaven,
there was a drain at the angle, in which Rodvard' s foot caught to keep them
fromtunbling where the gutter ended suddenly, with the back of the building
goi ng down sheer. They both stood breathless as a window in the building they
had just left cracked open, a voice said; "No, not along the gutter there.

Per haps they junped.” Mme. Kaja's titter was raised. "W nust get nore nen
and search —=

Lal ette pressed Rodvard's hand; the w ndow cl osed, and they stood nmute on
the roof-edge, finger laced in finger, for it seened a long tine. From bel ow
in the court, voices floated up, clear as though they were only a few feet
away, except that one could not make out words, only that Kaja' s tone was
anong the rest. Lalette drew himto her and whi spered; "W nust go back
t hrough before she returns,” and began to |l ead to where they had crossed the
gap. She was clearly right, they had no future there, the roof where they
were had no break, was only the side of the building, which went to its peak



at the front as well as the back.

The return, with its repetition of peril already overcone, was worse than
t he passage. Rodvard had to stand on the very edge of the gutter to swi ng
back. Lalette followed lightly. By the time he had reached the w ndow of the
dressing-room worked it open with one hand, and had a | eg across the sill, he
dared | ook down —and saw what mi ght have nmade them earlier hesitate about
maki ng a return, nanmely a bl ue provost standing watchfully under the |anp at
the street entrance, while two or three figures nore were nmovi ng about. But
i ke nost searchers, they never |ooked al oft.

"Where?" whispered Lalette as they stood in the room and he:

"W dare not | eave the building now Even if they were not below, the
doorman wi Il be awake. Have you seen anyone el se here?"

"l have been a prisoner."

"Then we nmust try at randomwhether it is true, as the priests say, that
not all nen are evil."

Crossing the outer room hand in hand in the dark, Rodvard stumnbl ed
against a chair, swore softly, and they both | aughed under breath. A board
creaked, so did the hinges of the outer door, and they were goi ng down, each
inturn tripping alittle at the short end of the steps where the stairway
turned. By unspoken mnutual agreenent, they tiptoed past the door of the outer
apartment of the fifth and to that at the rear of the house. Rodvard gathered
his breath and knocked.

Chapter 6
Ni ght and Day; The Pl ace of Masks

No step sounded, but as they stood close to catch any stir, a clear
childish treble cane nuffled through the wood:

"What is it?"

Rodvard squeezed Lalette's hand. "I cannot tell you fromhere," she said
with her mouth close to the door, "but we need help. WII you let us in?"

Pause, in which a chain rattled. "In the name and protection of the God
of Love, enter,"” and the door nelted before theminto a darkness different
because it held shapes. "Stand there till | nmake a light," said the young

voi ce. "You nmust be careful not to break things."

There was a small sound of fumbling, flint and steel clicked and the
candle came slowly into light on a scene that nmade Rodvard and Lal ette both
al nost cry out, for the small room seemed crowded wi th people; princes and
gueens with coronets, richly and gaily dressed, beggars in rags of silk,
yellow warriors with ramhorn hel nmets, Zigraners with want-chins and sliding
eyes and all other fantasies of human shape, so life-like in the uncertain
gleamthat it was an eye-flick before they could be recognized as festival
masquerades. In the nmidst of thema smooth-haired boy of it m ght be anywhere
fromtwel ve to sixteen stood bowi ng gravely in his night-hose, candle held at
arm s | ength.

"I amglad to see you," he said. "M/ name is Laduis Domjaiek."

It was a good nane for them fromthe northwestern provinces, where Queen
and Fl orestan were | east popular. Said Rodvard; "W are pursued by the city
provosts because a court lord wishes harmto this lady. WII you help her get
away?"

The boy | ooked at Lal ette, cocking his head on one side, as though



listening to a distant voice. "Yes," he said. "M heart says it is right and
we nust always listen to the heart. Besides, we don't like the provosts."

"Thank you," said Lalette. "Were are your parents?"

"Father is in another world, and nother's at the Marquis of Palm s pal ace
to make the costunes for the spring festival. She's going to stay all night
and she told me | nust go to bed. But this is nore fun." He |ooked at
Lalette again, and his eyes w dened suddenly. "Ch, are you the witch? Wtch
somet hing for nme."

In spite of her situation, Lalette smled. "Aren't you afraid it would
hurt you?"

"Ch, no. W are Anorosians, and so witches can't hurt anything but our
outsides. |'mnot supposed to tell anybody that, only the provosts are after

you, too, so it's all right."

From out si de canme the sound of feet, tranp, tranmp, on the stair, and
di stant voices. "They are going to search," said Rodvard. "Laduis, the |ady
will come back and witch sonething for you another day, but just now we mnust
get her away fromthe provosts. |Is there any way out of this house except by
the main stair?"

The boy was all seriousness. "Not fromthis floor, Ser. | used to go
down the drain-pipe fromSer Tetteran's quarter, but that was when | was
thirteen and it isn't dignified."

"Then we nmust hide her." Rodvard's eye darted round the small room took

in the door to that still smaller, where beds nmust be. "The nasks; can you
hel p us into sone of these?"
Ladui s Domijai ek cl apped his hands, and they set to work — for Lalette a

Kj er manash princess, whose billowing imtation furs would hide the trimess of
her figure; a hunchback Zzi graner noneyl ender for Rodvard, with a bag of
brass-plated scudi. Her dress had to cone off, but the boy took it to hang
with his mother's and cane back to hel p Rodvard adjust the face-nmask as
furniture was noved overhead. The thunping cane to an end, there was the
sound of feet on the stairs once nore, Rodvard and Lal ette squeezed past the
ghostly figures at the front of the assenbled masks, and the boy blew out the
candl e.

Bang! "The Queen's warrant!" said a voice outside. "QOpen!"
Rodvard coul d hear the boy's feet go pad, pad, on the floor fromthe
bedroom acting his part in all detail. "Wat is it?"

"Queen's warrant; we're looking for an assassin.”

Chain rattled. Through the eye-peeps of the mask, Rodvard could see the
priest in the light of the provost's lantern, and held his breath.

"My nother is not here."

"W don't need her. Stand aside." Rodvard stood rigid, cursing hinself
for a fool to have put on this Zigraner guise with its bag of false coins that
mght jingle. "By the Service, the whole assenbly's here." The priest held
high his anulet; this was the monent of test, but it passed so lightly there
m ght have been no test at all. The provost raised his |antern; "Anybody cal
on you tonight, sprout?"

"I was asl eep, ser provost"

The man grunted, light flickered as he went into the bedroom there was a
t hud as though he m ght be kicking something, and he came back"” into the sweep
of sight, a naked shortsword showing in his hand. "Not there," he said. "Ah,
bah, she's a witch and has spirited herself to the Geen Islands. But [|'l

have ny revenge." He swung his sword at the neck of a yell ow arnored Mayern
fighting man, and Rodvard heard the head crack to the fl oor as the boy cried;
"Ch, no." The provost; "Three scudi reward for a foeman down. Tell your

nmot her | saved you froma villain. Hark, now, open your door this night to
none nore; an order in Her Mjesty's nane."

The door banged to leave it dark for those within and feet retreated
beyond. Rodvard stirred cranmped nmuscles. "WII they cone back?" Lalette's
voi ce whi spered

The candle lifted slowy into light. Laduis Donijaiek was on one knee



besi de the fallen head, whose nose was broken off. The eyes that |ooked up
hel d tears.

"That man killed Baron Mndaifer," he said, fiercely, "and I would Iike
to kill him too."

Lalette slipped off her head-nask and ran a hand across her hair, | ooking
very princess with her dark head agai nst the white Kjermanash fur. "A true
sorrow and it is our fault," she said. "Do you have names for themall?"

"Ch, yes. You are the Princess Suninmaa, and she's always getting into
troubl e because it's cold where she cones from and her heart is all ice, and
the others don't |ike her except for Bonsteg the beggar, who is really a
prince in disguise, only she doesn't know it yet. But Baron Mndai fer was one
of nmy favorites. He's from Mayern, you see, and he's always lived in the
forest, even if he is in favor of Prince Pavinius, and thinks he's still a
good prophet."

Sai d Rodvard, undoing laces to get out of his Zgraner dress; "Your

mother will get soneone to fix himand bring himback to life."
"No. His spirit's gone away to another body, like father's and now there
isn'"t anything left but dust. |If nother has a new head nade, | shall have to

give it a different nanme."

The boy | ooked at Rodvard sol emmly, and though the Blue Star was cold as
cold upon his breast, he could not somehow draw quite clear the thought behind
t hose young candid eyes —sonethi ng about a place shrouded in clouds, an old
house sonmewhere, with a diffused golden light. Wariness slit his jaws into a
yawn. "There is a place where we can sl eep?”

They had to take his nother's bed, not neant for nore than one, so that
for the first time they lay close wapped in each other's arns with a night
before them and this, with the sharp menory of the peril shared on the
rooftops hand in hand, was a little nore than either could quite bear unnoved,
even though the boy was in a corner of the room They began kissing and
hol di ng each other very tight; presently deep breaths said Laduis was asl eep
She did not resist (nor desire to). Afterward, Rodvard lay for a long tine
wakeful (thinking that this had been the sobbing, true union, not an arranged
accident like that under the tree; they had pl edged each other and were
somehow one forever. Now he was committed, and there was a deep harsh

sweet ness in the thought of devotion and change, live and | ove, forgetting al
anbition, high destiny and even the Sons of the New Day that had brought him
to this.)

O course lark and Laduis rose before themin the nmorn; the first the
pair heard was a double rap at the outer door and the boy's voice saying;
"Mt her, we have guests.”

Rodvard rolled out to make the best bow he could with half his |aces
still undone, and saw a snmall woman of careworn aspect and maybe thirty-five
years, who had just set a heavy basket on the floor. "Madane Domijaiek, | am
your hunbl e servant, Rodvard Bergelin. Your son took ny —sweetheart and
nmyself in last night to save us fromdistress."

"Mother, | listened to the voice of the heart, as you said," piped the
boy. "They are good. Besides a provost cane and broke Baron Mndaifer."

"It is well done, son." She placed a hand protectingly on his shoul der
"Ser, | amglad that Laduis could help you. Have you breakfasted?"

"I left some of my bread and cheese for them nother. The lady is a
witch."

Rodvard saw the wonman's face alter, and her eyes, which had held only a
m | d questioning, were taken away fromhim She funmbled in her belt-purse.
"Ladui s," she said, "will you get another piotr-weight of nmillet fromthe shop



at the narket-square?"
Lalette cane fromthe bedroom |ooking only by the half as delightful as
Rodvard' s night nenory painted her; curtsied and said straightly; "Mdame, |

amin your benevol ence and honor, so now no conceal ments. | am Lalette
Asterhax, the veritable witch on whomthe provosts have set a price, and if ny
being here will trouble you, I'lIl |leave on the instant. But | swear | have

done nothing for which I mght truly fear froma just God."

Doubt melted from Danme Domijai ek's face; she reached out both hands to
take the two of the girl's, saying; "My dear, | could not let you go from here
i nto danger, for that would not be love. But as for your witchery, we are
also told that if one live in the true world, the outer appearance of evil on
all of us, shall have no force. Each nust find his own way to | ove. Now you
shall tell nme the whole story, while | set forth something to eat."

The girl gave it all fairly, hiding nothing, as they munched on bread and
cheese and pickl ed onions. Wen she had finished on the note of M. Kaja's
treachery, Dane Domijaiek said; "Ill done, but the poor woman's fault is
partly your own."

Sai d Rodvard, surprised; "How can that be, Madane?"

"It takes nore than one to make a nurder. |f you had been wholly rul ed
by the God of |ove, the good will you bore her could not but have been
refl ected back toward you. WAs there not sonething, perhaps seem ng of slight
i mportance, on which you felt alnost in fury with her?"

Rodvard flushed (recalling the nmoment when Mre. Kaja had burst in to find
them on the bed), but Lalette said sinply; "Yes, and on a question that nost
sharply brings angers; to wit, money. Speaking of which, have you the spadas,
Rodvar d?"

"Way, no. | reached for themwhere they were on the table as we went
t hrough the wi ndow, but they were not there, and |I thought you had taken
them™

Lalette's nostrils noved. "A victory for M. Kaja. She has left us
penni | ess. "

"Believe me, an evident result of the fact that you quarrelled with her
on pennies," said Danme Domi jai ek

Rodvard; "I will not say | disbelieve you, madanme; yet | cannot see how
this is valuable in our present necessity. The thing's done. Now we have to
ask how matters can be bettered, and how to carry word to ny good friend, Dr.
Rem gorius, so that we can elude the body of this pursuit."

The wi dow | ooked at himsteadily and though he was new to this Blue Star
he felt surprise that he could make out nothing at all behind her eyes, no
t hought whatever. "Ser Bergelin," she said, "you will one day learn that
bef ore you can escape the world's despairs, you nust first escape the world's
self. But now you have been sent to nme for help, and hel ped you shall be.
Wth what | know of mask-naking, | can so alter your appearance that it will
not be hard to pass a relaxed watch. But will your doctor provide security?"

"Assuredly," said Rodvard, (too quickly, Lalette thought), (and it was
so, for he remenbered the nmonent when he surprised the doctor's mind, his
carel essness of what happened to Lalette.)

Dane Domijaiek gave a trifling sigh. "You will be safe here for the
time. But there is a condition to nmy aid. | believe in a rule nore certain
than yours of witchcraft, dempiselle; and will ask that while you are under ny
roof, you will banish fromyour mnd every thought of evil and horror and
revenge, even toward those who have wonged you. It is a protection | ask for
me and ny son, though you will not believe it."

By this tine it was clear to both Rodvard and Lalette that as the boy had



said, they were certainly in the house of a follower of the Prophet of
Mancherei. Though they did not speak of it, the thought gave them both an

i nner qualm not over being found there, but at the thought of what m ght be
done to their inner selves by one of these insidious probers in secret

t houghts, who had so misused their own Prophet. But a mpbuse cannot choose the
snell of the hole he hides in; they glanced at each other, and gave the w dow
their word, as she had asked. The boy Laduis returned. It was thought better
that the pair be sonewhat disguised again, in case of visitors. Lalette kept
the Kjermanash furs; Rodvard at first donned the garb of an executioner, but
the girl not liking himin that, took the gear of a hunter-guide fromthe
Ragged Mount ai ns i nst ead.

It was a norning of nervous' attent, through which they heard feet cone
and go in the apartnment overhead. Between the pronise to the widow and their
own feelings, there was hardly anything that could be said of what they w shed
to say, so they spent the tine listening to the lad, who told themtal es of
hi s i magi ned peopl e behind the masks. It would be about the noon-glass when a
man knocked, who said he was the butler of the Baroness Stampalia to | ook at a
costume; coming so quickly to the door that Rodvard and Lalette were wi thout
time to don head- nasks, and sought refuge in the bedroom This was as well;
the butler exam ned attentively everything in the outer room

Not long later the wi dow returned, narrowi ng her eyes over the tale of
the Stampalia butler. "She has her own dressmaker. Could he have been a
spy?" Then to the couple; "You see, you obeyed ny injunction as to thought,
and were protected.”

Rodvard woul d have nmade a point of this, but Dame Domi jai ek gave himno
time, turning to Lalette, with; "Touching your nother, ny dear, | think you
have not to be troubled. | have not seen her myself, but the gossip is that
Count d eudi has nost generously sent her a present of noney, which is an
evi dence of the working of the God of |ove, though the instrument may not be
what we woul d desire.”

Rodvard, whomthis style of discourse filled with a disconfort he could
not readily assay, asked about Rem gorius. The dane had visited his shop; she
produced a chit fromthe doctor which confirmed all Rodvard's disconforts on
the matter of Lalette, for it comanded himin guarded words to conme at once,
and wi thout her. Lalette did not understand when he showed her the paper, but
she said he nust clearly go. Danme Donmnijaiek added her voice to the sane
purport, saying that if Rodvard were needed to go el sewhere, Lalette would be
the safer there for hiding al one.

From a cabi net she brought sone of the false hair used on nmasks and
skillfully affixed a fur of it to Rodvard's face, while Lalette, suddenly gay,
changed the dress of his head and added a ribbon that make himquite a
di fferent person. He kissed her farewell; the wi dow sinpered as though it
were she who had been saluted, and said she would offer an answerabl e prayer
to the God of |love for the success of his going.

Chapter 7
Sedad Vix: A New Life

The doorman did not glance fromhis cachet —a |azy doorman —and t he
provost on guard at the street entrance was equally indifferent as Rodvard
went past, feeling a trifle unreal after so long close indoors. Rem gorius



was conpounding a philter with nortar and pestle; he hail ed Rodvard al npst
boi sterously, |aughing over the figure he made in his false facial hair.
"What! WII you have a career as a | adies' |ap-cat, now that you' ve turned
seducer by profession? Wll, |I have sumoned you here because things nount to
a crisis. The court's finance is utterly broke, and the Hi gh Center hol ds
that we rmust nove fast, for though there are stirrings in the west, it seens
they nove in the direction of Pavinius."

Sai d Rodvard; "W are likely to be broke ourselves. Mre. Kaja's a
traitor."

Pestl e stopped in nortar; the doctor's face seemed to narrow over the
m dni ght thicket of his beard and a soft pink tongue came out to run a circlet
round his lips. "I'lIl mx that bitch a draft will burn her guts out. Gve ne
the tale."”

Rodvard told it all plainly, with the hiding on the rooftop and the
househol d of the Anorosian wonan, over which | ast Rem gorius' eye held sone

anxiety. "The one who canme here? You did not tell her of our fellowship?
These people of the Prophet's rule lie as closely together as so many
snowf | akes, and though they're as deep against the court as we, | would not

trust them But touching your affair of the old singer he pl aced one
finger to his cheek and held his eyes averted, so that Rodvard could not see
where his true thought lay "—you're too censorious. | see no real treason
there; she's deep in double intrigues and nmust keep up an appearance, beside
whi ch, no doubt, there is something of an old woman's green-sickness for a
younger nman. It may all have been by order of the H gh Center, indeed; you'd
certainly have been saved yourself by some tale, for you are now too val uabl e.
Now for our affair; you are to take the stage at dawning for Sedad Vix, where
you are to be witer for Count Ceudi at the conference of court.”

Rodvard' s eyes sprang open wide. "The court? WII | not be known?"

"Ah, nya, you're not involved nowin this pursuit of the provosts. The
only one that could establish your communion with the witch is cared for."

"What —who woul d that be?"

"Your pensionnario doorman. An accident happened to himlast night but
one; was found in the river this norning, thoroughly dead and green as a
snelt.” Rem gorius waved a hand goodbye to Udo the Crab and whi pped to his
mai n thenme, the conference of court. Florestan the Chancellor, the arny
restive for want of pay, the revenues hypothecated, the question of a great
assenbly, Cleudi intriguing, the time come for all terrible neasures.

"But Mathurin can discover all this as clearly as |I," said Rodvard (a
little quickfire of suspicion running through him.

"Better in the open, but we'd know the secret purposes, and whomto
trust. WMathurin takes Cleudi to be a spy for the regent of Tritul acca,
despite his ejection fromthe councils there. Is it true? You'll find the
hi di ng place of his mind. Then there's Baron Brunivar, the people's friend,
as they call him A reputation too exalted for credit. He's fromthe West —
is he not by chance in Prince Pavinius' service, seeking to place that
wormbitten saint on the throne, as prince and Prophet, both together? A
t housand such questions; you'll play in high politics, young man, and earn
yoursel f a name.”

Rodvard (heart beating) said;, "Well —=

"Wl l, what do you ask nore?"
(H's mnd made up with a snap, and as though the words canme from sonmeone
else;) "Two things. To wite a letter to Denoiselle Asterhax, who will be

expecting ny return, and to know how | amto reach Sedad Vix w thout a spada.”
Rem gorius shot hima glance, hit and past (in which there was annoyance

and sonmething like a drop of ink about Lalette). "Wat, you grasshopper?
Al ways wi thout noney. To Sedad Vix is a spada and two coppers.” He drew from
his pouch this exact amount. "As for the letter, wite. Here's paper, I'lI

charge nyself with the delivery."
Rodvard wrote his letter; discussed through a falling |ight what persons
m ght be watched at the villa by the sea, and how to give the news to



Mat hurin; dined mserably with the doctor on a stew that had the sharp taste
of meat kept beyond its tine, and |ay down exhausted on the floor, with a
coupl e of cushions and his cl oak

Sleep withheld its hand; his nmnd kept running in a circle round the
t hought of being a controller of destinies, until he made up a kind of
pl ay-show in his head, of being accuser before a court of the people, with
some man who bore a great nane as the accused, and hinmself making a speech —
"But you, your lordship, are a liar and a traitor. What of your secret
adhesi on to the Prophet? . " The scene he could fix clearly, with the
accused's face, and the menbers of the court |ooking grimas the accusation
was driven hone, but sonehow the people of his drama woul d not nmove around or
change expression beyond this- one point, and each tine he reached it, the
whol e thing ended in a white flash, and he drifted for a while between
sl eepi ng and waki ng, wondering whether his Blue Star might not be driving him
foolish, until the inmagi ned play began again, without any will of his own.
Toward day, he must have slept a little, for Rem gorius was laying a cold hand
on his face, and it was tine to | ook toward the new day and new life.

Fromthe city to Sedad Vix by the shore is a fair twelve | eagues, through
the nost fertile fields in all Dossola, now junping with new green orchards
bl ooming in a row and pale yellow jonquils. Another tinme Rodvard had found
the trip after they crossed the high bridge pure pleasure; but now he felt
havi ng m ssed his sleep, and the travel-mate in the opposite seat was a
good- | ooki ng pregnant woman, who said she was going to join her husband, and
babbl ed on about his position in the royal orchestra till one could not even
doze. The Blue Star said coldly that she was a liar and talking to hide the
true fact, nanely that she hated her husband and pregnancy and the | ove of any
man, and as soon as she was free of her condition, hoped to catch the eye of
some wealthy lady and to be maintained for pleasures inpermssible —so vile a
t hought that Rodvard closed his eyes. The man next to himwas a nerchant of
some kind by the badge in his cap; he kept addressing heavy-handed conplinents
to the dane, saying that he would dance with her at the spring festival and
the Iike. Rodvard, turning, could see he thought her licentious, and was
determned to profit by it at some future tine. At Msjon, where they stopped
for lunch, the merchantman bought a whol e roasted chicken and a bottle of that
fine white Tritulaccan wine which is called The Honey of the Hlls.

Rodvard hinself was a little faint fromlack of food when he reached the
royal villa after a solid half-Ieague of trudging

beyond the stage-post, nor did the under-butler who received himoffer

food, but took himat once to a cabinet |ooking out over a terraced
fl ower-garden, at the back of the ranmbling building. This guide said to wait
for the arrival of Ser Tuol én, the butler-in-chief. The nane had a Kjernanash
sound; and sure enough, the tall nman who cane after perhaps half an hour's
retard, had the high-bridged nose and curling hair of that northern |and.
Rodvard stood to greet himw th extended hand, and as he | ooked into the eyes,
recei ved a shock that ran through himlike poison-fire, with its indubitable
message that he was facing another wearer of the Blue Star

"You are Ser Bergelin?' The eyes |ooked at himfixedly though the Iips

did not cease smling. "What is your function to be?"

"Witer to the Count Ceudi for the conference," Rodvard managed to say.
(One al nost seened to drown in those eyes, liquid and northern blue, but he
could not read a single thought behind them)

The smile expanded. "You will find it easier to neet others who know
when you have borne that stone for a time. | perceive it is a novelty to you.

There are not many of us. Hnmm —1 suppose it is little use asking you why



Count Cleudi w shes a Blue Star with him No matter; | have watched him
before, and it is no secret that he wi shes to be Chancellor; even Lord
Fl orestan knows that. | trust you are not an Anorosian or one of that band of
assassins who call thensel ves Sons of the New Day?"

"No," said Rodvard (and thought with the back of his mnd that this was
why all plans to deal directly with the court had broken, and others of the
br ot herhood been laid in the toils of the provosts, this Star-bearer here.)
Wth the front of his thought he concentrated on | ooking at the detail in the
painting of a mlkmid just beyond Tuol én's ear.

The butler-in-chief turned. "It is by Raubasco. He was not satisfied
with the highlights in the mddle distance, as | discovered by a neans you
wi Il understand, so it was easy to persuade the painting away fromhim Do

you intend to bring your wife?"
"No," said Rodvard, (thinking quickly on Lalette and as quickly away).
"Ch, there is something wong with the personal relation. Perhaps it is

just as well if you do not; Her Mjesty is not prudish, but she does not
approve of witches at the court. Your roomw ll be at the depth of the west
wi ng, beyond the hall of conference. | wll have one of the under-butlers

show you." He stood up, then paused with one hand hol ding the bell-rope.

"One last word. A Bearer finds hinself in a strange position here
wi thout his witch. | suppose your wife has given you the usual warni ng about
infidelity, but you are clearly newto the jewel and young, and there are not
a few | adi es who m ght nake the | oss seemwrth the gain —since you can read
their desires. |In particular I warn you to stand clear of the Countess Aiella
of Arjen, in whom!| have noted something of the kind. She is involved with
t he Duke of Aggernmans, a nman who'll protect his own dangerously. . . . Drop
in tonorrow night after Cleudi releases you; it will be a pleasure to conpare
thi ngs seen with another Bearer. | have not met one for long."

In the roomwas a tray of food on the table, anple and well sel ected,
with a bottle of wine; three to four books al so, but they were al
gesling-romances, and of a kind Rodvard found it difficult to bear even when
well witten, as these hardly were. He glanced at each in turn, then tossed
t hem asi de, and was only rescued from boredom by Mathurin's com ng, who
pressed his hands, and said he would conme the next evening again, but for the
now, he nust hurry.

Rodvard replied that the high butler Tuol én was the bearer of a Star, and
Mat hurin must either avoid his eye or keep his own thought on innocuous
subj ect s.

"And his witch? Wit, no, that explains much."

"l do not see," said Rodvard

"Wy, fool, the hold the court party has. No sooner a man turns up
that's in opposition than your Tuol én knows his nbst secret purpose, and | do
not doubt that his wife witches the man. This is sonmething for the Hi gh
Center of the New Day."

A pretty maid brought him breakfast in bed. She gave him a cheerful
norni ng greeting but enbarrassed himby hoping in her thought that he woul d
not make love to her. Her mind held some nenory of how the last man in this
room had done so, but she shied fromthe thought of the outcone so nuch that
i nstead of decently avoiding her | ook Rodvard was tenpted to pry deeper, but
there was hardly tine.

She said it would be near to noon when Count Cl eudi rose and that his
apartment was in one of the pavilions set anong tree and shrub and garden
west fromthe main villa. Rodvard dressed and went to stroll in that
direction through curved avenues anong intricate beds of spring flowers —



tulip and narcissus, with pink azaleas just in the bud beside them and
magnol i a showing its heavy white wax. The pathways had been laid out so that
each sweep brought somewhere into view through trees the pale blue bay, with
the white houses of Sedad Vix clinbing the slope beyond, their walls touched
to gold by genial sunshine; bright yellow birds were singing overhead, or
busily gathering norsels for their nests. Rodvard felt his heart expanding
with a joyous certainty that all would yet be well, though in the same tick
demandi ng of hinself how men who dwelt in such surroundi ngs could be given to
evil and oppression. Ah, if all people could only walk in gardens daily! A
qguestion in philosophy to put to the doctor —but before he could frame it
into words, a turn of the path brought himpast a tall clunmp of rhododendrons
to the front of a red-doored pavilion, where a gardener was letting into the
ground pl ants of bl oom ng hyaci nt h.

The air was rich with their fragrance. "Good norning to you," said
Rodvard cheerfully, for joy of the world.

The man | ooked up with Iips that turned down at the corners. "If you say
it is a good norning, | suppose it must be one for you," he said, and turned
back to his trowel.

"Way, | would call it the best of nornings. Does not the fine air of it
pl ease you?"

"Enough. "

"Then what's ani ss? Have you troubl es?
"Who has not?" The gardener slapped his trowel against the ground beside

his latest plant. "Look at these flowers, now Just snell that white one
there, it's nore fragrant than the blue. Aren't they beautiful things?
Brought here at expense, and in this soil, see how black it is, they would

grow nmore perfect than ever, year by year. But here's the end of them as
soon as the blossons fade ever so little, poor things, they nust be dug up and
t hrown away, because she — he swung his head and rolled an eye in the
direction of the red-doored pavilion " —can't bear to have any but bl oom ng
flowers at her door and will want new lilies."

"Who i s she?" asked Rodvard, lowering his tone for fear that voices wll
sometinmes carry through wood

"The Countess Aiella. Her affair, you will be saying, whether flowers
die or live; she has all that incone fromthe Arjen estates, and doesn't have

to provide for her brothers, who nmarried those two heiresses up in Bregatz,

but a man could still weep for the waste of the flowers. Ser, give a thought
toit, howin the world we never have enough of beauty and those who destroy
any part of it take sonmething fromall other people. Is it not true, now?"

He paused on his knees and | ooked up at Rodvard (who was grow ng
i nterested i ndeed, but now felt the col dness of the Blue Star telling himthat
this earthy phil osopher was not thinking of beauty at all, but only reciting a
| esson and wondering whether his pretty speech might not draw hima gift from
thi s poetical -1 o00king young man.)

"I do not doubt it," he said, "but I have no nobney to give away," and
turned to go, but he had not travelled a dozen paces when he net one who nust
be the Countess Aiella herself by the little double coronet in her drag-edge
hat. Rodvard doffed to the coronet, noting in the fleeting second of his bow
t he passionate, bew | dering beauty of the face surrounded by curves of
['ight-brown hair.

She stopped. "Put it on," she said, and he | ooked up at her. The cl oak

did not conceal the fact that she was still dressed for evening; a |eg showed
through the slit in her dress. "I have not seen you before.”

"No, your grace. | only arrived |last night"

"Your badge says you are a clerk."

"I ama witer to the Count Ceudi for this conference." (He dared to

l ook into the eyes a finger-joint |ength below his own; behind themthere was
boredomwith a faint nicker of interest in hinself and the thought of having
spent a bad night; a weary thought.)

"Count C eudi, oh. You might be himin disguise.”" She |aughed a |augh



that trilled up the scale, slipped past himwith a notion as lithe as a
gazelle's and up the path into the red-doored pavilion. Rodvard |ooked after
her until he heard the gardener cackle, then, a little angry with hinself,
stanped on round the turn of the path, trying to recover the glory of the
nmorni ng. Some of it came back, but not enough to prevent himthinking nore on
t he conpari son between this countess and Lalette than the difference between
this day and any other day; and so he reached Ceudi's door, with its device
of a fishing bird carved into the wood

Mat hurin greeted himproperly in words to show he and Rodvard barely had
met each other. The pavilion was all on one floor, the Count in a roomat the
side, with a man doing his hair while he sipped hot spiced wine, fromwhich a
del i ci ous odor floated. Rodvard had heard of, but never seen this fanobus
exile and intriguer; he |ooked into a narrow face with a broad brow above a
sharp nose and |ips that spoke of self-indul gence. Mathurin pronounced the
nane of the new witer; a pair of dark eyes |ooked at Rodvard broodingly (the
t hought behi nd t hem wonderi ng what his weakness was and how he woul d cheat).
Sai d C eudi

"I do not ask your earlier enployment, since it is of no nmoment if you
are faithful and intelligent. | cannot bear stupidity. Can you read
Tritul accan?"

"Yes, your G ace."

"You will gain nothing by attenpting to flatter me with the form of
address. On the side table are pens and papers, also a horoscope which has
been cast in Tritulaccan and a poemin your own nusical |anguage. Mke fan-
copies of both in Dossolan. Have you breakfasted?" (H s accent had the
slight overenphasis on S which no Tritulaccan ever |oses.)

"Yes, thank you."

The synbols on the astrol ogical chart were new to Rodvard; he had to copy
each by sheer drawing and then translate the ternms as best he might. The poem
was a sonnet in praise of a brown-haired lady; its neter |inped at two points.
Rodvard nmanaged to correct one of themby a transposition of words and
presently laid both papers before deudi, who knit his brows over themfor a
nonment and snil ed:

"You are a very daring witer to inprove on what | have set down, but it
is well done. Mathurin, give hima scuderius. WelIl then, you are to wait on
me in the conference at nine glasses of the afternoon. Everything | say is to
be set down, and also the remarks of the Chancellor Florestan, but nost
especially those of the Baron Brunivar, for these may be of future use. O
t he others, whatever you yourself, consider worthwhile. You are dism ssed."

Mathurin saw himto the door. "The scuderius?" asked Rodvard.

"CGoes into the treasury of our Center," said the servitor.

"But | have no nobney, no noney at all," protested Rodvard.

"Pish, you do not need it here. Wuld you starve our high purpose to

feed your personal pleasure in little things? | will come to your room
toni ght."

Chapter 8

H gh Politic

Al t hough the day was bright outside, little Iight could seep through the
| eaded panes and what little |ight there was had been cut off by heavily



| ooped curtains. There were candles down the long table and in brackets on
the walls. 1In the marble fireplace at the high end of the rooma small flane
snoul dered under the stone cupids; before it three men were standing, with
goes of brandy in their hands. Baron Brunivar was recogni zable by his
description —tall, with a mane of white hair and a firmset nmouth that made
one think of the word "nobility" without reference to civil condition. He was
talking with a short, round man who | ooked as jolly as he could possibly be

and a dark, grave-faced lord who held a kitten in his armtill the little
thing struggled to be set down, whereupon it played round his feet, catching
for the shoe-laces. |In spite of his solemity, this would be Florestan, the

Laughi ng Chancel | or; he was known to favor cats.

In a nonment he | ooked around and signed to Tuol én the head butler, who
rapped a little silver bell on the table. Al the nen fromvarious corners of
the room gathered. Three of them were episcopals in their violet robes with
flowers of office. Florestan quietly waited till all were at rest, his visage
in calmlines (but Rodvard coul d see just enough of his eyes to catch an
intimation that this might be a grimbusiness). He tapped the bell once nore.

"My lords, if you were ignorant of this convocation's purpose, you had
not been sumoned; therefore, let us |eave all prelimnaries and turn straight
to the matter of Her Majesty's finance."

Pause. The appl e-faced man said; "Wat's there to say of it?"

"That it is a very dangerous thing to have the court in poverty when we
are threatened with this question of the succession."

The faces along the table watched himattentively, all set in varying
degrees of stubbornness, and as the kitten scratched at the leg of his chair,

he reached down to pet it. "M lords, this has now grown so grave that we can
di ssol ve our troubles only by measures never taken before; all the old neans
eaten up. Yet we still want nmoney to pay Her Majesty's arny, which is not

only a disgraceful thing but also a perilous. Those who should protect us may
beconme our persecutors.”

The little round nman's snmile was jolly as before, his voice not; "Your
Grace, a bug close to the eye may |l ook as big as a lion. 1s there proof of
true disaffection?"

A man with silver-streaked hair and the breast-star of a general on his
sil k nodded gloomly. "I bear such proof. This brawl anong the Red Archers
of Vei erel den has been given a |ight appearance; but my men have | ooked into
it, and it runs deeper than you think. Nanmely, they were shouting for the
restoration of Pavinius to the succession. W hanged one of his em ssaries, a
Mayern man."

"Pah," said the round man. "Since he was exiled every ruction has been a
shout for his return. They do not mean it."

"Dossola will never bear a king who is hinmself the | eader of a sect
opposed to true religion," observed one of the episcopals. "Even his one-tine
foll owers of the Anorosian faith have rejected him"

Fl orestan held up his hand. "M/ lords, you wander. | summoned you here

on this matter of finance to say that it is within the powers granted to ne as
m ni ster by the Queen's Majesty to establish by decree the new form of

t ax- paynment proposed by our good friend, the Count Cleudi. Yet as sonme of you
have been good enough to let ne know this plan will never succeed, | now ask
what ot her you propose.”

"It is a plan to steal fromthe nobles of the land, and it will surely

not be borne," said a |ong-faced man with great force.

Sai d one of the episcopals; "The estates of the Church nust of course be
exenpt fromthis plan; for it would be an affront to the nost high God to nake
his spiritual mnisters into tax-gatherers for the | esser, or civil estate.”

Chancel l or Florestan threw back his head with a burst of |aughter so
heartily sustained that it was not hard to see how he had won his
calling-nanme. "The same spiritual mnisters,"” he said, "have little trouble
with their consciences when it is a question of collecting taxes to their own
benefit. No, | do not contenplate that the |ords episcopal shall be exenpt,



however ill that sits, and | tell you plainly that I will enforce this plan
with every strength there is. Cone, ny lords, you waste ny tine, which

bel ongs to the Queen; and so dissipate her resources. | ask again; who has a
sharper schene than d eudi's?"

Now they burst in on himwith a fl ood of words like so many dogs barki ng,
whi ch he hardly seened to hear as he | eaned down to pet the kitten. Rodvard,
wat ching the calmindifferent face, could not catch a clear vision of the eyes
in the candlelight and fl ow of novenent. He saw Tuol én advance to pick up one
of the glasses, with his eyes fixed on the horse faced | ord who had been so
vehement (and it cane to himthat Florestan nmust know t here was another Bl ue
Star in the room and be concealing his thought fromreading). The Chancell or
reached over to tap his bell once nore.

"W will hear the Baron Brunivar," he said.

The lord he nentioned turned a stately head, (but though he was squarely
in face, Rodvard could only make out a thought troubled and urgent; nothing
definite.) "Your Gace," he said, "when | first |earned of this plan,
thought it was put forward nerely to provoke a better. Now | see that it is
not, and though | have no plan for raising nore noney, only for spending |ess,
| ask you to think what will happen if you persist init. Mre taxes cannot
be borne by the commnalty; they'll rise, and you'll have Prince Pavinius over
the border with a Mayern arny at his back.”

The Laughi ng Chancel lor turned his head and said to his own witer at the
side table; "Be it noted that Baron Brunivar spoke of treason and wars in the
west, where his seignory lies."

VWite eyebrows flashed up and down over Brunivar's orbits. "You shal
not make me a traitor so, Your Grace. | have stood in the battlefield agai nst
thi s Pavi nius when he was Prophet of Mancherei, with all Tritulacca to aid
him and there were some who fled." He |ooked along the table. "It is not

exterior war | fear, but Dossol ans at each other's throats, and an unpaid arny
agai nst us."

Fl orestan's voice tolled; "Wite it down that the Baron Brunivar doubts
the arny's loyalty to Her Mjesty."

Bruni var's face becane a grimace, but he plunged on. "Let nme beg Your
Grace; could not enough be saved on the househol d budget for the spring
festival to keep the arny happy for |ong?"

"Wite it down that the Baron Brunivar declares Her Majesty to be
extravagant"

“I"lIl say no nore. You have ny conpletest word."

Said Ceudi lightly; "I thank you, ny lord Brunivar, for having shown
that no plan but mne will do."

Brunivar's mouth flew open and shut again. Said one of the episcopals;
"Let us think if there be not another plan. | have heard that in sone of the
estates of Kjernmanash, when extraordi nary neasures are needed, they have a tax
on flour which is levied at the mll; nost collectible, since no one can avoid
it if he wishes to eat bread. Could not a similar be |aid here?"

Florestan's lips twitched. Brunivar struck the table. "I said I'd done,
but this outdoes all. M lord, in the west it is exactly that our people have
not coppers enough to both buy bread and pay their present taxes that has
roused our troubles. WII you starve then®?"

The little fat man said; "Yet the present revenues are not enough."

A general murmur. Brunivar stood up in his place at the table. "My
lords," he said, "I amforced to this issue. The burden lies not on the court
al one, but on all of you. The popular can pay no nore; whatever cones, mnust
cone fromour estates. It has been so since the Tritul accan war and the | oss
of the Mancherei revenues that kept us all in luxury. W in the western
sei gnori es have made sone sacrifice toward the happi ness of our people, out of
free will and the |ove of humanki nd. W have been wi thout the troubles that
such seignories as yours, Your G ace of Aggermans — he | ooked at the round
man "—and w thout witchings. And this, | think, is because we show sone | ove
for those we rule.”



Cleudi lifted his hand for speech and the Chancellor signed to him He

said; "l speak here under perm ssion, being a foreigner, and not famliar with
these new religions that have vexed and divided the ancient real mof Dossola
and its forner dom nion overseas. | would ask whether the Baron Brunivar's

talk of love for humankind places himnore definitely with the Anorosi ans who
follow the first doctrine of the Prince-Prophet, or with those who now accept
hi s word?"

Head bent to set down these words, Rodvard did not catch a glinpse of
Brunivar's face at this accusation, but he heard the quick gasp of breath that
was covered by Florestan's |aughter. The Chancellor said; "My lords, and
fell owscoundrel s of Baron Brunivar's accusation, | think this nost happily
clears the air. You see where the true resistance to Count Ceudi's plan for
taxes lies, and on what ground. WII you make yoursel ves one with that
purpose, which is clearly nothing but the establishnment over us of Pavinius
and his formof witchcraft?"

Hi s eyes swept the table, and the noble |ords and episcopals stirred in

t hen- seats, but nobody said a word. "Now I'Il add nore. You are jeal ous of
your privilege, ny lords, as to this new plan, and fear the government wll be
the only gainer. By no nmeans; it is only a device of finance which will in
the end work favorably for all. You are charged with the taxes due from your
seignories, yes. But when this happens there is created a class of financial
paper which, having value, can be bought and sold; | nean the warrants drawn

by the court on you for the tax-nonies. Good; Her Mijesty's governnent will
sell these warrants at discount to Zigraners and others who | ove to specul ate.

There's a fine speculation; for instance, will the tax on the province of
Aggermans yield twice what it did |ast year —or the half? Thus the paper
wi | | change hands; but at every change of ownership in the paper, the

government takes a small tax on the transaction, small enough not to

di scourage the purchase and sale. Thus we are provided instantly with the
full treasury we nust have, obtaining it fromthe sale of the warrants; and at
the sane tinme we have a steady source of inconme, while you, ny lords, |ose

not hi ng. "
The small fat man who had identified hinmself as the Duke of Aggernans
spoke up; "It all sounds very well, but why nust the nobles of the real mbe

converted into noney-grubbing tax-gatherers as though we had Zi graner bl ood?
What! Can you not cheat fee speculators as well by selling them paper on
taxes collected; direct, in the nane of the Queen?"

The Laughi ng Chancel l or flung out a hand. "Wy, touching your first

question, nmy lord, you'll be no nore a tax-gatherer than you are today; only
t he agents who now speak in Her Majesty's nane will be by degrees transferred
to your service. Fromthis you'll benefit; for some of these taxes will be
paid in early and you will have the handling of the nmonies until the

government's paper against you falls due. As to the second, why if we are to
enlist the speculators to our work, it nust surely be through having papers of
di fferent values, which go up and down from one seignory to another, instead
of all being equal, as the government's own obligation is.”

The general said; "The nonies nust conme soon, if we're to have peace with

the army."
Fl orestan stood. "The session may be considered cl osed.”
I
Qutside the hall it was a shock to come into bright flowers and green

The sun was just plungi ng down behind the I ow green hills westward, the birds
si ngi ng sl eep-songs and everything in perfect peace, not a |leaf in novenent.
Tuol én the butler tapped Rodvard on the shoul der and when they were together
in his cabinet, brought forth a bottle of Kjermanash ceriso, held it up to



contenpl ate the ruby gl ow against the falling light and poured into gobl ets of

crystal.
"You found it diverting, Ser Bergelin? H's Gace is very astute."
Rodvard, sipping, perceived that a reply was asked. "Did he convince
them then?"

"Where were your eyes? Ah, over your papers. But surely you saw enough
to know that conviction was beyond Hi s G ace's purpose? The |ords episcopa
wi || never be convinced; the lords mlitant are convinced already. D d you
wat ch Bruni var when C eudi accused himof being a follower of Pavinius,
whet her as Prince or Prophet?"

"No, | was witing."

“"I't would have been worth your trouble. There was that sonething like a
gol den flash which al ways cones when a nan di scovers that what he has said in
i nnocency may be taken as the product of a guilty mnd."

"Quilty?" Rodvard's surprise broke through the guard he had set on his

thought. "I amnewto this Blue Star, but saw no guilt, only an honest man
who woul d hel p others."

The butler's permanent smile came up out of his crystal. "Honest?
Honest? | imagi ne Brunivar may answer to that. A trademan's quality at best;

I look for it in dealers who furnish the court with pork. But in high policy,
that type will hardly gain one nmore than a length of cold ground —which it
will now do for Brunivar."

Rodvard | ooked down. "Then —then His Grace was playing a gane with
Brunivar, to —=

"To make this public confession that he is either an Anorosian or a
foll ower of the Prince. As you clearly discovered. The episcopals can never
let that fall. They can no nore have a nman of such opinions as
regent - apparent than they could have Pavinius for king. So nowthere will be
an accusation and a trial and Brunivar wal king the walk to nmeet the
throat-cutter on the scaffold, for | doubt they can afford bani shnent. Not
while Her Majesty insists on carrying through the old King's will that makes
Bruni var regent-apparent for his honesty if the throne falls vacant. But mark
the astuteness of H s G ace, who at the same tine destroys the popul ar party
by taking off its best leader. But | do not think more will be until after
the spring festival, since to condemm Brunivar now woul d give himthe
cancel | ati on of punishments which the festival entails."

He gave a grunting | augh, drained his ceriso, refilled his own goblet and
brought Rodvard's up to the brim while the latter's thoughts whirled wldly,
to cover which he asked; "The short nman, always smling, though he spoke so
sourly, was the Duke of Agger mans?"

"Yes. One to watch. | have caught himthinking of schemes by which he
may one day reach the Chancellor's seat. That is why he opposes C eudi
Ser, why are you so deep in turnoil of mnd?"

"I —1 suppose it nust have something to do with Baron Brunivar," said

Rodvard (not daring to try to conceal). "I have always heard himwel|l spoke
of as a man who thinks of the benefit of others than hinself."
The steady snile became a chuckle. "So he does. These are the npst

dangerous kind in politic. The next step beyond thinking on the good of
others is deciding what that good will be. A privilege reserved to God. But
is not Hs Gace astute?"

"Yet it seens to me shocking that a man who has done no wong —

"Ah, | see where you lead. Ser Bergelin, wong is not in acts al one, or
el se every soldier would be a crimnal, but in the thoughts with which they
are done." He tapped the jacket just over his heart, where the Blue Star
woul d hang, and for the first tine the snmle left his face. "Wen you have
borne one of these baubles as long as I, you will |earn sonething —nanely,
that few of us are different fromthe rest. | saw a man in a dungeon once, a

nmur derer, whose thoughts were better than those of the deacon who gave him
consolation. To ny mnd, that is. You or another m ght take those sane
t houghts for hideous. Take now your Baron Brunivar, who seens so |lofty to you



because on one range of topic his desires chine with your own. Yet you are
not his identical; watch him | say, and you will find his gold nore than half
brass in another light. Wong? R ght? | do not know what val ue they have to
one who wears the Blue Star."

Let conscience die. The hours wheeled tineless past as they so often do
when there is a change in outer circunmstance so sharp that | andmarks vani sh
Let conscience die; was it true? Rodvard thought of the high ideals of
service with which he had joined the Sons of the New Day —was any purpose as
good as another? Lalette; his mnd shot off on a sudden tangent of tenderness
toward her, who fairly desired to be a good partner, it mght be for her own
interest, but still making two instead of one against a world; and Mathurin
canme in.

VWhen he was told that Baron Brunivar was likely to be condemmed only for
being the best man in the state and its appointed future regent, his eyes
burned like coal -fires; he said; "It is the thing we need; the people will not
bear to hear it; they will rise. First gain for your Blue Star, friend." He
ran out with his nose sharpened for excitenent, his eyes glowing |ike those of
a rat.

Chapter 9
Spring Festival: Intrigue of Count C eud

"Now t he mask, Mathurin," said Count Cleudi. One corner of his lip
twitched (the black eyes glinting with malice). He seenmed as |ight and strong
as one of those bronze statues of the wi nged man, knuckles resting on the
table. H's own costunme was a rich purple, as he glanced fromthe mrror to
Rodvard' s face, masked down to the | ower cheeks, but with the |ips bare.

"The chin is much alike. Turn around, Bergelin, slowy, pivoting on the
ball of the right foot. So." He lifted his own right arm slightly bent,
dropped his left hand to dagger-hilt, and illustrated. Rodvard tried to
follow him

"Not quite right with the dagger; you are jerky. But you will hardly be
danci ng a corabando. Have the goodness to wal k across the room Stand.

Mat hurin, where does he |ack the resenbl ance?"

The servant's fingers came up to his lip. "The voice is al nost perfect,
my lord, but there is sonething in the nmovenent of the hands not quite . "
"It is only birth that does it," said Ceudi. 'The wist |laces; he is

not very used to handling them But for the rest, Bergelin, you were born a
nost acconplished mmc and swindler. Remind nme to dismss you before your
natural talent is turned in nmy direction. Now the instruction; repeat."

"I amto be at the ball when the opera is over, at |least a glass before

m dni ght. The fourth box on the left-hand side is yours. | amto look at the
door base of the second box, where a handkerchief will be caught. If it is
white, edged with lace, perfunmed with honeynusk, I amto go bel ow and nake

nmysel f seen at the ganming tables. But if the handkerchief is blue and



rose-perfuned, | amto take it away and leave in its place another; then
wi t hout being seen on the dancing floor or at the games, go at once to ny
lord' s box, but |eave the panels up and the curtains closed. Soneone wll

presently tap twice, a lady. | amto greet her with ny lord s sonnet, eat
with her; declare ny passion for her . . . My lord?"

"Yes?"

"What if —that is —I would —=

G eudi shot hima gleam (containing anmusenment mingled with a little dark
shade of cruelty and the thought of shaming himwith the full statement of his

qguaver). "You want noney, apprentice swindler? You should =

"No, my lord, it is not that, but —." The Count's toe tapped, his
expression becane a rictus, and Rodvard rushed on with heat at the back of his
neck. "What if the intrigue does not succeed, that is if you do not appear in
tine =

The rictus becane a bark. "Ha —why, then you nust suffer the horrid
fate of being alone in a secluded apartnment with the shapeliest and nost
willing woman in Dossola. Are you inpotent?”

Rodvard hal f opened his nputh to protest in stunbling words that he was a
prom sed man, who thought it |ess than honest to violate his given word, but
Mathurin tittered and (the stream of hate and fury that flowed fromthose
bl ack eyes!) he only nade a snall sound. d eudi barked again:

"Ha! WIIl you be a theol ogian, then? It is she who should make
conf ession, not you —by the w se decision of the Church, as | was discussing
but lately with the Epi scopal of Zenss. The minor priests will say otherw se;
but it is a reflection fromthe old days; before the present congress of
epi scopals. Listen, peasant; is it not manifestly to the glory of God that
men shoul d seek wonen for their first and hi ghest pleasure, as it is that
daught ers shoul d have all nonetary inheritance? Is it not also manifest that
all would be under the rule of wonmen, who have the Art as well as their arts,
unl ess sonme disability lay upon them . . . Ah, chutte!l Wy do | talk Iike a
deacon to a be-damed clerk? Enough that | have given you an order. Geater
t hi ngs than you think hang on this intrigue, and you'll execute it well, or by
the Service, I'll reduce you to a state where no woman will tenpt you again.
Now t ake of f that finery; be pronpt here at two gl asses before midnight for
Mat hurin to dress you."

"But where does this intrigue | ead?" asked Rodvard.

"Coul d not your Blue Star give you a clue?" asked Mathurin. They sat on
a green bank behind the hall of conference, nmany-colored tulips waving in the
light breeze about them and Rodvard carefully tore one of the long | eaves to
ri bbons as he answered:

"No. There may have been sonet hing about Aggermans in it, but he was not

t hi nking of his central purpose at all, only about how it would be a nasty
joke and a revenge. Wat — (it was behind his Iips to ask what he should do
| est he I ose the power of the Blue Star, but in mdflight he changed) " —what

have you done toward saving Baron Brunivar? WII there be a rising?"

(There was a quick note of suspicion and surprise in the eyes that lifted
to neet his.) "Nothing for now, but to |l et Remigorius, and through himthe
H gh Center, know what's in prospect. There's no accusation as matters stand;
it will gain us nothing nerely to put out the story that the court plots
against him . . . Yet | do not understand why he has failed to fly when it's
as clear as sumer light that Florestan neans the worse toward him™"

"What | do not understand," said Rodvard "is why the High Center has
failed to make nore preparation. It will be too | ate when Brunivar's been
pl aced i n a dungeon, under guard and accusation with a shar of soldiers around



him"

"I't would never pass . . ." Mathurin's voice trailed off; he contenpl ated
the | awns, brow deep, and Rodvard could not see his thought. "I can
understand the Hi gh Center."

"What woul d never pass? You are nore nysterious than the Count, friend
Mat hurin, with your hints here and there."

The servitor turned on himeyes of angry candor. "Rodvard Yes-and-No, ny
friend, Cleudi is right in calling you nore of a noralist than a churchman is.
By what right do you question ne so? Do you think I amof the H gh Center?
Yet | will show you sonme of the considerations. It will never pass that the
Chancel | or shoul d execute Brunivar and then have it proved that this fate cane
on himfor some private reason. And now that you whip ne to it, | will say as
well that it will never pass that Brunivar should not be executed while we cry
shane. W need a general rising, not a rescue that will drive many of us
abroad. People will not |leave their lives to fight until there is sonething
in those lives that may not be sustained."

(Consci ence again.) Rodvard set his nouth. "If you wish the reign of
justice for others, it seens to ne that you nust give it yourself, Mthurin,
and | see no justice in watching a good man condemed to death when he m ght
be saved. | heard the Baron speak out in conference, and he may yet win
somet hing there. But even fled to Tritulacca, or to Mayern and Prince
Pavi nius, he would still be worth nore than with his throat cut."

The serving man stood up. "I'Il not chop | ogic against you; only say,
beware. For you are a nenber under orders; your own will or noral has nothing
to do with the acts of the High Center. Brunivar is nothing to us; down with
him he is a part of the dead past which is all rotten at the heart, and of
which we must rid ourselves for the living future. | wll see you later
friend Bergelin."

A tray had been left in his roomas usual, but Rodvard hardly ate fromit
before flinging hinself down to Iie supine, watching the pattern of |ight

t hrough the shutters as it slowy ticked across the wall, trying to resolve
the problemthat beset him Brunivar with his noble aspect and surely, his
noble mind. "Free will and the |ove of humankind," the Baron had said, and

they called it the doctrine of the apostate Prophet. Yet for what el se had he
hi nsel f joined the Sons of the New Day? Wat else had the Baron put into
practice out there in his province of the west?

Yet here is Mathurin saying that no happi ness coul d be bought by |ove of
humanki nd, since certainly no | ove of humankind would I et a high man go to
shaneful death when it m ght be prevented. No, perhaps that was not true,
ei ther; even barbarians had sacrifices by which one gave his life that many
m ght |ive, though their method in this was all superstition and clearly
wong. . . . But only the consent of the one, Rodvard answered hinself; only
when there was no way but sacrifice

Bruni var had nade no consent; was being pushed to a sacrifice by
mal i gnance on one side, with the other accepting the unwilling gift he gave.
Yet in that acceptance was there not sonething base and sel fish? He
renenbered the curious unformed thought of treachery he had surprised in
Rem gorius' mnd, Mme. Kaja's active betrayal, Mathurin's violence, and was
glad they were joined with him in one of the mnor Centers of the Sons of the
New Day. When that Day rose —but then, too late for Brunivar. Ah, if there
were some deliverance, some warning one could give that woul d be heeded.

A cl ock somewhere booned four tinmes. Rodvard tw sted on the bed,
thinking bitterly howlittle he could do even to save hinself, willing in that
nmonent to be the sacrificed one. Wth witchery one mght —Lalette



Little cold drops of perspiration gathered down his front fromneck to navel
at the perilousness of the intrigue in which he was now enbarked for the

ni ght, perilous and yet sweet, delight and danger, so that with half his mnd
he wi shed to rise and run fromthis accursed place, come "what mght. Wth
the other half it was to stay and hope that Cl eudi would not interrupt the
rendezvous in the box, as he had said, so that the heart-striking |oveliness
he had now and again seen fromfar in the |ast seven days (for he did not
doubt that the nmask to neet himin the box would cover the Countess Aiella)
mght lie in his arnms, conme what might to the felon of Lalette's wtcheries.
Was he hinself one of those whose purposes were hi deous, as Tuol én the butler
had put it, with an inner desire toward treachery toward her who had received
his word of love? Wit —the word had been wung fromhim given under a
conpul sion, was the product of a deed done under another compul sion. This,
too. Before a high court I will plead (thought Rodvard) that | nyself, the

i nner me who cherishes ideals still, in spite of Mathurin or Tuol én, had no
part in betrayals . . . and recognized as he thought thus, that the union in
the place of masks was of that very inner me, given forever . . . or forever

m nus a day.

Flee, then. Were? A marked man and a penniless, trying to escape
across the seignories, with only a clerk's skill, which demands fixities, to
gain bread. Brunivar mght perhaps be held fromflying to safety by
conpul sions as tight as these — at which the wheel of thought had turned ful
circle; and the realization of this shattering the continuance of the notion
Rodvard drifted off into an uneasy doze, twitching in his place.

He cane fully awake with a final jerk, swinging feet to the floor in the
twilight; stood up, nade a light, and not daring to go on with his
sel f-questionings, pecked a little at the gelid remains of his noon viands,
whil e speculating on Cleudi's intrigue. But the Count had so buried the Iine
of his plan that nothing could be made fromthis, either; Rodvard went to seek
Tuol én, in the hope that he m ght have sone light. Vain hope; the butler's
cabi net was dark and everyone el se encountered in the corridors was hurrying,
hurrying, with burdens here and there, in preparation for the grand ball.
There was an atnosphere of anticipatory excitement that built up al ong
Rodvard' s nerve-chains until he stepped forth into the spring eve to escape
it.

Qut there, the evening had turned chill, with a danp breeze off the
Eastern Sea that spoke of rain before sun. Al the flowers seened to have
folded their wings around thenmselves to neet it, and Rodvard felt as though
nature had turned her back. He longed for a voice, and as a girl's form cane
shadowy around a turn of the path, he gave her good-evening and asked if he
m ght bear her burden

"Ah, no, it is not needed," said she, draw ng back; but a shaft of Iight
froma w ndow caught them both and there was nutual recognition, she being the
br eakfast chanbermai d whose nanme was Damari s.

"Ch, your pardon, Ser," she said. "It is nbpst good of you," and let him
t ake her package, which was, in truth, heavy.

"Why, this nmust be gold or |ead or beef, not flowers as it should be on

festival eve," he said, and she trilled a snmall |augh before answering that
festival it might be for those badged with coronets or quills, but for her
class it was a night of labor —"and it is not gold, or I would run away with

it, but one of those double bottles of Arjen fired-wi ne for the box of the
Count d eudi, whomyou serve."

She turned her head, and in the light which threw across the path from
anot her wi ndow, he caught a glint of her eyes. (She was very friendly after a
week of bringing himbreakfasts, in which he had treated her as courteously as
t hough she were high born.) "WIIl you have no festival at all, then?" he
asked.

"Ch, yes, tonorrow afternoon, when all the court's asleep. 1In the
eveni ng when they wake, it will be duty again." They had reached the door of
the great hall; within workmen were attaching flowers to the bowered dais



where the rnusicians would play, there was a sound of hamering from sonewhere
al ong the bal cony behind the boxes, and Tuol én the high butler was revolving
in the mdst of the dancing floor, pointing where a flower-chain should be
draped or a chair placed. H s novement was that al nost-prance which C eud
had denmonstrated. The girl's face turned toward Rodvard (her eyes suddenly
sai d she wi shed himto ask her sonething, he could not quite make out what,
they were so quickly withdrawn, but it was connected with the festival).
"I"1l have no festival nyself unless soneone takes pity on me," he said.
(That was it) "Wuld you —conme and dance with ne? It is only a
servants' ball. " (She was a little frightened at her own bol dness in
aski ng soneone so far above her in station, yet trenbling-hopeful he would

accept)

"Why —have you no partner?"

"My friend has been called away to serve in the arny. | have ny ticket
already and it will only be three spadas for yourself."

(Somehow he would get them it would be an afternoon of real relaxation
fromcomplexities.) "You honor ne, Denviselle Damaris. Were shall | neet
you?"

"Ch, I will wake you with breakfast as usual, and wait for you. Here is
t he door."

The box was larger than one might think fromthe outside, and already
heavy with the perfune of flowers.

Chapter 10
Prelude to the Servants' Bal

Under the colored |lanterns swinging fromtrees, there were already a
score of nore carriages lining the side drives. Coachnasters talked in
groups. The doors of the hall stood open, a wi de bar of l|ight silhouetting
t hose who cane on foot fromthe opera-hall, and turning to a nmore vivid green
the tender grass. Violins sounded piercingly; as Rodvard joined the throng at
the entrance, striving to walk with Ceudi's slight strut, he saw how all the
fl oor beyond was covered with jewels and flashing feet, while nearby the
m ngl ed voices were so high that only the rhythm of the nusic was audibl e,
with wormen's laughter riding on all like a foam R ght behind hima bearded
Prophet of Mancherei showed the slimlegs of a girl through an artfully torn
sil ken robe, and tossed at him a rouge-ball which marked his white jacket; he
must weave his way to the foot of the stairs around a group gaily trying with
tinsel swords to attack an arnored capellan, pausing to bow before one of
twenty queens.

Hal fway up the stairs in the dimof the balustrade, an archer of the
guard, with his star-badge picked out in eneralds, was kissing a sea-witch in
flowi ng blue. They disenbraced at his footfalls; the sea-girl |eaped up and
threw her arnms around Rodvard's neck, crying; "Snow ord from Kj er manash, |
will nelt you. Did1l not tell you, ser archer, that witches are all fickle?"

"But are tamed by those who battle for them" said the archer, as Rodvard
gave her the kiss she sought. (Behind her eyes was nothing but reckless
pl easure.) "My lord of Kjermanash, | challenge you; will you duel or die for
her ?"

"Ch, fie!" cried the sea-girl. "No one shall ever tanme me," and giving
t hem each a box on the ear in a single nmotion, ran |lightfoot and | aughi ng down



the steps to throw herself on the capellan, shouting that he was her prisoner

"Lost! Lost!" cried the archer in nock agony. "Come, ny lord, let us
make an alliance for the conquest of witches less fickle than the marine. |
will provide the armand you the purse, fromthat secret gol d-m ne which al

Kj er manash keep."

"Ah, ser archer, it is magic gold, and at the touch of a witch, would
vani sh." Rodvard bowed and turned up the stairs.

For nmost, it was still too early to retire to the boxes, the corridor
behi nd them was enpty of all but one small group of masks, |aughing together
Rodvard waited a nmonent with beating heart, turning to toss one of his
snowbal I s of perfumed fabric at randominto the crowd bel ow. He thought
someone down there in the group mght have cried, "Ceudi!" as the people at
the end of the corridor entered their box and he was al one. The handkerchi ef
was in place; it was nore than a little dimfor himto be sure of the col or
but as he took it fromits place with a little tear, there could be no doubt
that the perfume was rose.

Ei ght paces counted in automatic nervousness carried himto the door of
Cleudi's box. Misic and voices were muted fromwi thin, it was an island of
al one, the feeling deepened by everything in view Oher servants than
Damari s had been busy; the reek of flowers was heavier than ever, even the
chairs were garlanded and t he odor enhanced by a tall candl e which stood on
t he sideboard, left of the entrance, sending a tiny curl of perfuned snoke
into the still air. Around the candl e were viands; beyond the sideboard
against the wall, a divan with rolling edges; round chairs facing the panels
where the box woul d | ook out over the dancing floor if the panels were |et
down and the curtains drawn back. There were two chairs facing the table and
it was laid, but in the center, only the bottle of fired-wine, its cork
al ready drawn. Rodvard poured hinself a dramand drank it rapidly, savoring
the warm shock as it coursed down his throat.

He wondered if he dared take a second draft and deci ded agai nst, he woul d
need clear wits to play his part. A slice fromthe hamnade himrealize
hunger, but again he fore-bore to go further, it would be ungentle to
di sarrange the neal before the arrival of his guest. He walked slowy across
and seated hinmself in one of the chairs, |ooking outward toward the bl ank
paneling, twisting his back into the confort of the seat, but w thout finding
rest. Frombelow the high note of a violin in crescendo pierced the hangi ngs;
one m ght be one of those gods of antique |egend, who sit on the Shining
Mount ai ns, with heads above the clouds, and control nortal destinies to whom
all bel ow woul d be what he heard now, a babble wi th an occasi onal note of
agony. Ah, but to be the controller instead of the controlled —

The door was tapped.

So rapidly that the chair was overset, Rodvard | eaped to his feet, picked
it up, cursing his clumnsiness, strode swiftly to the door and threw it open
On the threshold stood the Prophet of Mancherei, who had teased himw th the
rouge-ball. He bowed over her hand, drawing her in, and as the door cl osed,
decl ai ned:

"Now that winter's gone, the earth has | ost

Her snow white robes, and now no nore the frost
Candl es the grass or casts an icy cream

Upon the silver |ake or crystal stream

Now do the choir of chirping mnstrels bring
In triunmph to the world the youthful spring
The val l eys, woods and hills in rich array

Wl come the coming of the |onged-for May.

Now all things smle, only ny [ove doth | ower
Nor hath the scaling noon-day sun the power

To melt that marble ice, which still doth hold
Her heart congeal ed and nakes her pity cold.
How shall we call it spring when she doth carry



June in her eyes, in her heart January?"

—in a hal f-whisper, yet joyously, with laughing Iips, as deudi m ght
have done it, passing one hand around her shoul ders, with the other holding
tight to her hand.

"A northern lord to conplain of the cold? And to instruct the Prophet of
Love in |l ove?" she said, in Countess Aiella' s thrilling voice. (If it were
only this one.) "I will not grant your right to sue until you have proved
| ove your prophet."

"Ah, that would be epicene,"” said Rodvard (the fired-wi ne working in him
but it was too dimto wing truth fromher eyes). "You nust convert yourself
to a woman before you can convert me to your sacred |ove."

"Ch, | ove does not remain true |ove when its longings are satisfied,;
therefore the sacred, which can never be satisfied, is above the profane," she
said, stepping to one of the chairs at the table with a graceful play of
ankle. Her hands went up to slip off the head-nmask, and she sat back, hair
falling round her shoulders. "I ama little weary, ny lord of Kjermanash;
give me sonething to drink that will warmyour wintry wit."

Her fingers toyed with a goblet, but he took one of the festival-cups
fromhis belt, poured it full, then as she drank, disengaged it from her
fingers and finished it hinmself, lips carefully at the place where hers had
touched t he edge.

"Not worthy of you, ny lord. |Is this the pronised originality? Go catch
servant-girls with such tricks."

"Alas," he said, using the sanme hal f-whisper (the voice was the
danger-point). "True love and |onging has no tricks, only the expression by
every means of its desire. Let us contest your heresy that satisfied |onging
is the end of love; for in love, the nonmentary assuagenent only |leads to
further |ongings."

He poured her nore fromthe bottle, and this time took the other cup
hinself. The glint of her eye, nonentarily caught, held sone slight
anticipation of pleasure, but there was nmore in it of weariness with the
worl d.)

"Ah, if it only would," she said, and turned her |lovely head aside. "I
am hungry, ny lord."

He | eaped up at once and began to serve her fromthe sideboard, while the
joyous tumult from bel ow and al ong the corridor becane |ouder, and soneone in
t he next box was naking high festival, with squeal s of wonen | aughing and the
runble of nen. They ate, talking a little nore of the nature of |ove and
whet her it lives by satisfaction or by the lack of it. She drank nore than
he. There were springcakes; he set one before her, but she only tasted it and
pushed it away, whereupon he left his own untouched and ran around the table
to gather her in his arms. "You are the only sweet | need," he whispered,
feeling at once strong and weak, but she avoided her head from his kiss, and
when he essayed to hold her, shook herself free, with: "No. Ah, let us not
spoil it."

"Lovely Aiella, do not say that, | inplore,"” he cried, slipping down with
one arm around her waist, his face close to the sweet hair of her turned head
(and now with the fired-w ne and nearness it was not of Maritzl of Stojenrosek
he thought of, Maritzl lost, or of Lalette, or of the interruption that would
cone, but only of desire), and he slipped farther to one knee, not saying
anyt hing any nore, only draw ng her hands to himand kissing them again and
again. She took themfromhimand lifted his face gently to | ook himstraight
in the eyes, for one long breath in which the sound of the twittering
recorders canme fromthe floor beneath; then the Countess Aiella rose a trifle
unsteadily to her feet, and as Rodvard rose al so, holding her in the circle of
his arnms, said; "Shall we kiss?"

Her face was in shadow as the full lips net his, but as he swng her from
her feet toward the divan, her eyes came open (and he saw in those deep pools
that she would resist no |longer, only hope that it would be better than the



others). He half fell across her, with fingers and |lips they devoured each
ot her —

The creak of the opening door shivered through every nmuscle. "Be
careful, ny lord," said Cleudi's voice, strongly. "By the Service! Wat's
her e?"

Rodvard roll ed hinmsel f afoot (the thought of that other union
unconsummated in Me. Kaja's garret shouting a trunpet through his mnd and
maki ng hi mnow glad, glad of this failure) and around to see Ceudi, all in
his purple costune, with the pudgy Duke of Aggernans, and between the two a
masque dressed as a bear. The man was very drunk; as the lolling white head
canme upright in its swing, Rodvard found hinself |ooking into the eyes of the
people's friend, Baron Brunivar, and even in the dimlight, was appalled by
what he saw there, for the nman was not only drunk, he had a w tchery upon him

The nout h opened. "Sh' ny always darling," said Brunivar thickly, and
di sengaging his armfromCeudi's, swng it in a round gesture. "d ad you
foun' her for ne." Aggernans released the other arm the Baron took three
stunbling steps toward Aiella, and as she slipped his clutch, stunbled onto
t he divan, pushed hinself around, focused his eyes with difficulty, and cried;
"Now | foun' her. Festival night. You go |leave us, and | do anything you
want tomorrow, ny lor'."

Agger mans' round face had gone cherry-red. "That | can credit, ny lord,"
he said, |ooking steadily not at Brunivar but at the Countess Aiella. "The
nore since | once would have done the sanme. But it is too high a price for
the tenporary favors of a bona roba."

The Countess | aughed. "The pl easure of your Grace's conpany has been so
smal |l that you must not blame ne if | seek el sewhere.” She turned to O eud
with a certain dignity. "As for you, ny lord, I know whom| have to thank for
this shame, and believe nme, | will not forget it."

He bowed. "If the nmenory lasts until the next time when you | augh over
havi ng gi ven a rendezvous you never neant to keep, | shall feel nyself repaid
for my troubles,” he said. "Ah, she has been deceiving you, too?" said
Agger mans, and turned toward Rodvard as Brunivar nade one nore pawi ng effort
to grasp the girl. "And who is this? | think |I should like to remenber him™"
(Concentrated venom streanmed from his eyes.)

"Why, since this is another costunme of mine, | think this will be ny
witer," said Cleudi. "Take off your nask, Bergelin."

Rodvard drew it off slowy, not knowi ng what to say, but the Countess
Aiella spared himthe trouble. "I see," she said. "It was all planned, not a
part only. At |least he has a heart, and so the advantage over any of you."
She stepped over to take the young man's arm "Ser, will you escort nme as far
as my pavilion?"

C eudi stepped aside to |let them pass through the door and down the

stairs. "Wat, unmasked al ready, my |lady?" cried soneone in the gay crowd
round the door, but she did not turn her head until they were out in the
shadow, when she released his armwth; "Now, go." Fromwthin the hall cane

t he npan of violins.

He woke with scaly tongue, head spinning in the fumes of the fired-w ne
and body burning with unfulfilled desires, to the clink of silver on
porcelain, as the maid Damaris bore in his breakfast tray. She was already in
costume, a mlkmaid and not badly done; her eyes and feet were dancing. "Oh,
where did you get the lovely Kjermanash mask?" she asked as he propped hinself
up anmong the pillows, and giving himthe tray, went to run her fingers
lovingly over the white silk where it hung across the chair. "It's just the
nost beautiful thing ever. 1'Il be so happy to be with you in it."



"Count Cleudi lent it tothe . . . Damaris.”

"What is it?"

"Sit down a minute. On the chair, no matter."

"Il ruffle your beautiful costume. Was it made in Kjermanash?" She
sat facing himon the bed as he noved over to nmake room The neck of her
m | kmai d's dress was cut | ow enough to show the upper round of her breasts
with alittle in between (and the Blue Star told himthat she noticed, and
wanted himto notice; that it was festival day, when all's forgotten in the
new spring).

"Damaris —about this ball . . . I'mafraid | won't be able to go with
you after all."

Rat her than angry, her face was woebegone to the edge of tears. (A world
was crushing in her thoughts.) "You don't want to be with servant-cl ass
peopl e?"

He reached out and patted her hand conciliatingly. "OF course | do, with
you. But Damaris . . . you said it cost three spadas and | haven't hardly
any coppers, even."

"Ch." She perched her head on one side and | ooked at him birdlike under
prettily arched brows. "I can let you have that much." Then, seeing the

expression on his face; "You can give it back to ne when you get it from your
master. "

(He did not really want to go at all, headache and the thought of his
position with O eudi and the Duke of Aggermans gnawed at him he could not

think clearly.) "I —I —=
"I don't mind, really."

"But | don't want to take your noney. | may —nay not get any."
She consi dered, |ooking at himsharply, with eyes narrowi ng. Then; "I
know. You don't want to go with nme because |'mnot your friend." She tipped

suddenly forward, one armround his neck, and kissed himhard, then drew her
head back, and with a long breath, said; "WIIl you go with ne now?"

"I —She kissed himagain, tonguew se, and as her |ips clung, shifted her
body, and with her free hand, guided his to the V of her dress. Her eyes said
she did not want himto stop, and he did not. Near the end it cane to him
that the Blue Star was dead, he could not fathoma single thought in her mnd

Chapter 11
Kaznerga; Two Against a Wrld

Mat hurin entered on his al nmost soundl ess feet and | et the door close
behind himin the dark before saying, "Rodvard," softly. Rodvard, who had
been letting his mnd drift along endl ess alleys rather than thinking, swing
hinmself up. "I will nmake a light."

"Do not. There is danger enough, and its point would so be sharpened.
Do not even speak al oud."

"What is it?"

"The Duke of Aggermans. Hi s bravoes are let loose. No tine. | only
just now learned it fromthe Count." CQutside there was the soft sighing of
rain.

"I amto go?"

"At once. Make your way south, to the Center of Sedad Mr. The contact
is a wool -deal er nanmed St indert, in the second dock street. Can you renenber?



Change clothes with ne quickly. Do not even take the door, which is watched,
but go by the w ndow, across the road, and south into the country."

The serving-man began to undress in the dark; Rodvard recogni zed the
sound. "Is there any noney?" he asked.

The rustling stopped. "You to need noney, who have the Blue Star?"

Even under the dark, Rodvard felt hinself flush (did he dare tell what
had happened? No.) "Still, I will need sonme small anobunt. | have nothing."

Even under his breath Rodvard could catch the fury in the other's tone;
"Ah, you deserve to have your bones broken."

"I know, but is there any noney?" Rodvard funmbled for the unfamliar
| ace- poi nt s.

The man snarled, but pressed a few coins into his grasp. "You are to
regard this as a loan. deudi sends it."

"Ch. You did not tell ne he was aiding this escape."

"He wants you to go south to Tritulacca, and gave ne a letter for you to
carry —which | will transnmit to the High Center."

It mght be a girl's light tap at the door. "Go," whispered Mathurin,
fiercely.

The wi ndow swung wi de; Rodvard felt rain on his face, and the nud of the
fl ower bed squi shed round Mathurin's soft shoes as he took the | eap down. A
light flamed up in the room behind him he began to run, stunmbling up the
terraces with branches snatching at his body, zigzagging to avoid the pennon
of light. A voice shouted across the rain after him (and he thought Mathurin
was a mighty bold fellowto face the Duke of Aggermans' assassins back there).
He cane agai nst a hedge; there was anot her shout and the sound of crashing
footsteps fromthe left, in which direction the hedge ran, no way to turn, and
he stunbl ed over a root, prone, to roll beneath the lip of the shrubbery,

t hi nki ng conceal ment mi ght be a better resource than speed.

So it was; shout echoed shout with an accent of |ost, footsteps went
past, but apparently no one had a |light and before one could be brought,
Rodvard rol |l ed out, and began to work cautiously toward the end of the hedge,
bendi ng double. The bushes turned back to encl ose a square of garden, but
there was a | ocked gate, | ow enough to be clinbed. Over; the gravel path
beyond, for a wonder, did not run circular |like nost, from which he deduced
that it rmust be the one | eading down fromthe main road. It offered the only
real clue to direction, for the lights had wi nked out back there, the villa's
mass and the trees cut off the night-shine fromthe bay, and the slope was no
help at all with everything so gardened. Rodvard pushed forward cautiously;
presently the feel of ruts under his feet told himhis reasoning was sound,
and he paused to consider whether along the road or across it. The second
alternative won; if Aggermans were so in earnest, his people would not give up
easily, and they would likely spread al ong the road.

There was no hedge at the opposite side, but a narrow ditch, in which
Rodvard got one leg well wetted to the knee and alnost fell. Beyond a slope
pi tched upward into what, as nearly as he could nake out by feeling, would be
a sapling grove with | ow underbrush. Having no cloak, he was by this time so
wet that it did not matter when he stunbl ed agai nst small trunks and the
| eaves just bursting above deluged himwith big drops, but the sensation was
so unpl easant that it tipped himinto a despairing nood, where his fatigues of
the night and day rolled in (and he began to ask hinmsel f whether all pleasures
must end in an escape of sone kind). So he followed the pent of the hil
blindly, not thinking at all of where he was going (but only of how he was
trapped by unfairnesses somewhere; and that it could not be altogether a
matter of man's justice, which was the plainder of the Sons of the New Day,
since no justice of man's would hold men fromfiery passion).

Beyond an easy crest there was a dip, and Rodvard hurt his knee against a
wal | of piled stone. 1In the field beyond, he could sense under his feet the
stunps of last year's corn, he was sick with weariness and fear and had begun
to sneeze; there was no light or life in the world. Wat direction? Wth no
reason for any, he followed the Iine of the stone wall for a little tinme, and



it brought himultimately to a sodden straw stack, whose hard surface yiel ded
just enough to the persistence of his fingers so that he could get the upper
hal f of his body in and slide down into unhappy sl eep

He woke with a headache at the top of his spine, which ran around inside
his head to the place over his eyes; nose feeling as though driven with a
wooden plug. Mathurin's decent black clothes were horribly stained and
scratched. Down the way he had come —not at all far fromwhere he had
crossed the wall, now that one could see by the Iight of nmorning —the
footprints lay a finger length deep into the soft ground. At once he was
oppressed by the thought that only too easily could his path fromthe villa be
traced, there was Tuol én's witch behind as well, and fear nounting over the
illness, he clinbed to the wall itself and tried to walk along its top to hide
his marks. After the rain, sky and air had becone clear, and there were
violets visible on the grove-side of the wall, not that they did himany joy
in his msery. The stones quickly tore a hole in shoes nade for indoor
wal ki ng, so he had to junp down agai n and consi der

Ri ght across his direction, at a little distance, there jutted out from
the stone wall a hedge which lack of care had let grow into a screen of |ow,
spraming trees. It slanted down leftward to where a gap would mark a field
entrance; beyond, a slow trickle of snmoke ran up the blue to signal breakfast.
Rodvard, deciding what he would do if he were hunter instead of hunted, found
nore than good the argunent agai nst harborage so near the villa. He clinbed
over the wall again to wi pe his streanm ng nose with a burdock |eaf, whose
bitter juice stung his lips, and perceiving that he left |ess marked traces in
the ground on that side, stayed. The overgrown hedge proved to line a
deep-cut track that in one direction wound down toward the main road past the
villa. Beyond that track was true forest of old trunks and heavy underbrush
It was surely a good place to seek conceal nent, but Rodvard was ignorant of
how far it mght run or what it led to, and with illness galloping through his
veins, felt he nmust have shelter early, so nurnuring half aloud to hinself
that he mght as well die in hot blood as in cold rheum he turned up the
track toward the cottage-snoke.

The buil ding was nore prosperous than nmost in the country, with a barn
out side, and two conpl ete wi ndows under the thatch-edge. No one answered his
knock; as he pushed open the door, a child' s squall was sounding wth
irritable nonotony froma trundl e-bed on the right, and a woman who had been
doi ng something at a table before the fireplace on the left turned to face
him She was bent and dirty; her face was ol der than her figure. "What do
you want ?" she denmanded

"A place to rest, if | can," said Rodvard, "and perhaps sonething to
eat." He crossed the room and came down weak-kneed on a stool by the fireplace
corner.

The lined face held no synpathy as her eyes swept down the detail of his
torn, nudstained clothes and lingered for a tick at the servant's badge on his

breast. "This is not an inn," she said sourly.

“"Madame, | amunwell. | can pay." He funmbled at the waist-pouch

"This is not an inn," she repeated, then spun on her heel, took rapid
steps to where the child in its bed still bawl ed, and administered it a severe
clout on the side of the head. "WII| you be quiet?" The cries sank to
whi npers. She canme to stand | ooki ng down at Rodvard.

"I know about your kind," she said. "You're too lazy to work, so you run

away from a good master down there at the villa and probably rob him too, on
festival day when he's drunk, and then expect honest country-people |ike us,
who have to | abor for everything we get, to hide you fromthe provosts. M



husband and me, we have to get up at dawn and work all day as hard as we can,
and we're never through till the sun goes down, wi nter or sumrer, while you
servant - peopl e are drinking and stealing behind your master's back." Al this
was delivered in a torrent as though it were a single sentence, ending as she
uplifted one armto brandi sh an i magi nary weapon. "Now you | eave here."

Too weary and ill for a reply, a trickle he did not try to disguise
running fromhis nostril, Rodvard did so, out into the bright spring day and
along the track. Where it turned round a boss of hill that thrust in fromthe
westward, a sense of being watched nade hi ml ook back. The farmw fe had cone
out to the end of the house to | ook after him and the sound of the child's
petul ant wail was on the air. (Rodvard felt a surge of bitter anger; there
was an unfairness in life, every pennyweight of pleasure is paid with double
its measure in pain, and only those who grubbed at the ground were entitled to
call themnsel ves honest. Wy, if this be so, then joy must be wong, and God

hi nsel f nmust be evil, in spite of what the priests say.) But his head was too
muzzy to follow any rabbit of reasoning to its hole, so he trudged along for a
whil e wi thout thinking anything at all, until he heard the creak of a cart,

and here was a nule coming out fromthe Sedad Vix direction. The driver
somewhat surlily gave himthe time of the day.

Rodvard asked to go with him and when the nan said he was bound for
Kaznerga, declared that was his destination, though he had never heard of the
pl ace and possessed not the least idea in what direction it lay. The fellow
grunted and let himclinb in; sat silent for a while as Rodvard sneezed and
drizzled, then was noved to remark that this was a heavy case of the phlegm
but it could be cured by an infusion of dandelion root with certain drugs,
such as his old woman nmade, and so well that they often accused her of being a
witch. " —But the drugs are costly now." He evidently wanted conversation
in payment for his favor, and when this beginning failed on Rodvard's nerely
remarki ng that he would pay for any quantity of drugs to get rid of this
rheum fell silent for a couple of nminutes; then | eaned over, touched the
servant's badge, and struck out again wth:

"Runni ng away, ey? \Wat happened, ey? Lying with wong woman on
festival night, perhaps? Ah, there's many and many a high fanly has
daughters born nine nonths fromfestival night that shouldn't rightly inherit,
but lord, young man, don't you run away because of that. | say to you that
| adi es can forgive and be forgive for everything they do that night, when
all's free, and I say to you, you ought to go back to your master."

He chuckl ed and waved his mule-goad. "I do recall, | do, when | was a
sprout no ol der than yourself how one night | went all the way to Masjon for
spring festival and at the dancing in the square there, | found a little cat

as hot as ever could be, so we slipped away for sone conversation, ey? And
when | got back to where | was staying with a friend, what do you think I
found? Wy, in ny bed there was his sister —Phidera, that was her nane —and
she was sayi ng she had thought the bed her own, and no nore clothes on her

than a fish. So there were two of themin one night, all | could do, he, he,
he, and that's the way it always is at spring festival, and maybe it woul d be
with you."

He | ooked at Rodvard, and the latter was glad for once that the Blue Star
had gone dunmb over his heart, for there was a drop of mpoisture on the lip
above the ill-shaven chin, which the gaffer did not bother to suck in or to
Wi pe away.

"I't was nothing like that," said he (and to keep from bei ng drawn deeper
into the norass of the old fellow s thinking); "Have you heard that Baron
Brunivar is like to be decreed in accusation?"

"By, ey. Those westerners, half Mayerns they are. It will be a sad day
when the snow nelts from Her Majesty's head, with only the regents between
that crazy Pavinius and the throne, and no fermale heirs. Ey, ey. Here we are
in the Marquis of Deschera's seignory. For you servant-class it is no matter
you lay out the plates on the table and you have a scuderius in your hand, but
for us farmpeople with all the taxes . "



("l amnot a servant," Rodvard wanted to cry, "but a clerk who makes his
gain as hard as you; and it is you we nost wish to help." But he forebore),
saying only; "Is there an inn at Kaznerga? | need something to eat, being
wi t hout breakfast, and a place to lie down for the cure of ny fluxions."

"No tavern — the nman stopped, and the expression above the uncut whi sker
became crafty (so that now Rodvard | onged for the Blue Star); "Wuld you pay
an i nnkeeper?"

"Way, yes. | have a little noney."

"You be letting me take you to ny hone. The old woman will arrange your
fluxions in less than a minute with her specific if you pay for it, and give
all else you need for less than half what an innkeeper would ask, and no
gquestions if the provosts cone nosing, ey. Go, Mronelle." He |leaned forward
and rammed the goad into the nmule's runp, which shook its ears, danced a
little with the hind feet, and began to trot, so that Rodvard's achi ng head
jounced agoni zingly. There was a turn, the track was broadening, fields
showed, pigs rooted contentedly in a ditch, and the trees gave back to show a
church with its hal f-nmoon synbol at the peak, and around it, |ike the spoke of
a wheel, houses. "Kaznmerga," said the nule-nan. "I live on the other side."

She was fat and one eye | ooked off at the wong angle, but Rodvard was in
a state not to care if she had worn on her brow the mark of evil. He flopped
on the strawbed. There was only one wi ndow, at the other end; the couple
whi spered under it, after which the housewife set a pot on the fire. Rodvard
saw a big striped cat that marched back and forth, back and forth, beside the
straw bed, and it gave hima sense of nanel ess unease. The wonan paid no
attention, only stirring the pot as she cast in an herb or two, and nuttering
to herself.

Curtai ns came down his eyes, though not that precisely, neither; he |ay
in a kind of suspension of life, while the steam of the pot seemed to spread

toward filling the room Tine hung; then the potion must be ready, for
t hrough hal f-closed Iids Rodvard could see her lurch toward himin a manner
somewhat odd. Yet it was not till she reached the very side of the bed and

lifted his head in the crook of one arm while pressing toward his lips the
smal |l earthen bow, that a tired mnd realized he should not fromhis position
have been able to see her at all. A nystery; the pendul ous face opened on
gapped teeth; "Take it now ny prettyboy, take it."

The liquid was hot and very bitter on the lips, but as the first drops
touched Rodvard's tongue, the cat in the background enmitted a screamthat cut

like a rusty saw. The woman jerked violently, spilling the stuff so it
scal ded himall down chin and chest as she let go. She swung round, squawki ng
somet hing that sounded |ike "Pozekshus!" at the animal. Rodvard struggled

desperately as in a nightmare, unable to nove a nmuscle no nore than if he had
been carved out of stone, realizing horribly that he had been bewi tched. He
wanted to vomit and could not; the cottage-wi fe turned back toward himw th an
expression little beautiful

Her grubby hands were shaking a little. She grunbled under her breath as
he felt her detach the belt-pouch with all his nmoney and then slip off his
shoes. The jacket canme next; but as she undid the laces at the top, grunting
and puffing, her hand touched the chain that held the Blue Star, and she
jerked out the jewel. In all his immobility Rodvard's every perception had
become as painfully sharp as an edge of broken ice. He thought she was goi ng
to have a fit, her features seened to twist and nelt into each other, her hand
cane away fromthe stone as though it had been a red coal. "Oh, nonononono,"
she squeal ed, backing away. "No. No. No. Ah, you were right, Tigrette; you
were right to stop ne."



The cat arched agai nst her. As though the snmall act had rel eased sone
spring in herself, the wonan bustled to the invisible end of the room where
Rodvard coul d hear wood click on earthenware, then some kind of a dunb
| ow-toned chant she raised, then becane aware of a different and aromatic
odor. He was wi de awake now and hardly sick at all any nmore; could see how
the mst in the roomwas clearing a little, then heard the door creak open and
the nmul e-driver's voice, saying:

"Did you get it done, ey?"

"Not |, you old fool, you rat-pudding, you dog-bait."

"dd fool yourself." Rodvard heard the sound of a slap. "Call ne old
fool. You weren't so dainty with the |ast one. Taken with the pretty I|ad,
are you? Now go do it, or I'll slice his throat nyself and never nind ness.
What's one runaway servant nore or less, ey? This is real noney, hard npney,
nmore nor you ever seen."

Now she was whinpering. "I tell you you're a fool. He has a Blue Star
a Blue Star, and his witch will know what's put on himand recoil it back to
us, double, triple. Wrns that never die crawling under your skin till you

perish of it. Al the hard noney there is is not worth it."

A sound of steps. The scratchy face | ooked down at Rodvard, he felt the
man palmthe jewel. "Blue Star, ey? Ah, fritzess, this is sone piece of
glass." But the tone was little sure.

"It is a Blue Star and nothing el se, the second one | see. They are
wedded with the great wedding."

The man turned, and though his own head did not, Rodvard could see how

t he expression of craftiness had come on back to him "Blue Star? Now you
witch it for him wife, witch it for him so it will be no | onger good. You
can witch anything. Then I'lIl take himaway from here."

The whi nper becane a sniffle. "I'Il witch, ah, 1'Il wtch, nunble,

munbl e, munbl e.” Rodvard heard her tottering shuffle go and come, the fat face
was over his again, all filled noww th oily kinks that held little beads of
sweat. She looked at himclosely and then flung over her shoul der; "Go out,
old man, and | eave us. There's sonething not healthy for you to see," and
began pl ucking at her garnments to undo them at the |last nmonent pausing to

t hrow an edge of stinking bl anket over Rodvard's face. Hi s heightened senses
caught the stiff rustle of clothes sinking to the floor; the aromatic snell
declared itself over all others, her fingers sought his burned chin beneath

t he bl anket and applied relieving unguent,

"Munbl e, munbl e," cane her voice, and he understandi ng not a word.
"Meowrr-row " shouted the cat, as it raced through the narrow cot fromend to
end. He could have nelted with relief as the fingers soothed his chest, but
then his mnd went off on a picture of Lalette become old in the manner of
this one and he woul d have shuddered if he could have stirred. The crooning
munbl e ended, the witch-wife's ministrations at the sane tinme. There was a
silence set with small sounds, over which the continued mewl ing of the cat.
He heard the woman at the door summon her husband, then the two of them
speaking in voiceless sibilants, a contention going on, which termnated with
the man's strong arns around Rodvard, heaving himup |like a sack of neal.

Exterior air came through the edge of the blanket; step, step, he was
borne, and with a grunt, dunped in what nust be the mule-cart. A pause; the
bl anket was twitched fromhis face and he was | ooking up into the disparate
eyes of the woman.

"Ni ce boy, nice boy," said her voice. "You tell your witch now how | do
good. You tell her | respect the great wedding. Not him he keeps your hard
nmoney. "

She patted his still unnoving cheek, a touch that nade his senses creep

and the Blue Star was suddenly, shockingly cold over his heart, (he could see
beyond any question that there was in the woman's mnd a great fear, but also
the great |onging ki ndness of two joined against an arned world).

From where he was | eading the mule to hitching, the man's voice caneg;
"Wfe, get that badge we took fromthe | ast one, the nechanician. | say to



you, you hurry now. "

Chapter 12
Net znegon City; A Zigraner Festiva

After he had gone, Lalette cried a little, but the w dow pretended not to
notice, busying herself with sewing on one of the festival masks, a task at
which the girl was presently hel ping, so far as she could, for she was no
great artist with the needle, nor wished to be. When they began tal king again
it was about the robe they were working on, grey silk velvet which had been
artfully torn here and there to a pretense of raggedness, through which the
sl ashes were being backed with flame-color. Lalette passed her hands across
the lovely fabric (longing to be gay and courted in such a gown, though it
left so much of the leg bare that she would have felt a little shane to wear
it). Wwo was it nmade for?

"The Countess Aiella of Arjen, for the festival ball at Sedad Vix. The
younger Countess, that is, the unmarried one. | designed it especially for
her. The mask is there." She nodded.

It hung on one of the standards, enpty of eye and nmouth, but no one could
nm st ake the provenance of the high-bridged nose and the cheekbones from which
the full runpled beard fl owed down. "Wy," said Lalette, "it is Prince

Pavi ni us when he was Prophet of Mncherei; | thought you were — and stopped.
" Anor osi ans?" The w dow Domijaiek smled. "I ama follower of that
doctrine, though not yet perfected init. But in spite of what you have been
told, it is not one of gloony reverence. It does not prohibit joy, nor even

keep us away fromthe world, only declares that the joys of the world are

fal se beside those that come to us when we | earn how we have been deceived by
the flesh. You, who are newly married, have the other kind of |ove now, and
wi Il not know what | nmean, but in the end you will come to see that kind of

| ove as sin."

"I amnot married," said Lalette, letting her needle fall (but doubting
that her feeling toward Rodvard were indeed the |ove the poets carolled, and
of whi ch Darme Domi j ai ek spoke), "except in what we who have the Art call the
great marriage. "

"I would as soon not speak as to that," said the widow, "but in our
church we are taught that to love a person is to love the world, which is a
deception due to the God of evil."

Rodvard did not cone back that evening, nor the next, and no word from
himof any kind. Lalette felt unhappy and listless after so | ong indoors;
above her she could hear fromtime to time Me. Kaja's footsteps cone and go,
and when the door was opened, often one of her pupils in song, flatted usually
and nore frequently than not, off key. The boy Laduis soon held little nore
for her, and in any case with the spring festival now rushing on so fast, had
to be taken fromhis academy to run errands for his nother, who now worked
|ate every night. The wi dow said the court had gone down to Sedad Vix, the



doubl ed guards at the city gates were w thdrawn, and the provost sonmewhat
relaxing in vigilance as to their search for the girl

It mght be safe to | eave her refuge, if she had any place to go.
Surely, not to her nother's, who would still be watched by Uncle Bontenbi the
priest if by no other, and it seenmed to Lalette there was no friend of her own
age near enough to be trusted, now that all the world knew her for a wtch.
It was a box. For the present, one was able to pay in sone sort for food and
shelter by labor on the festival costunes, but that would soon be done. Ah,
Rodvard, are you detained or faithless —which? She wi shed himthere before
her for an explanation that would al so be the clue to her new life; and asked
hersel f why a partnership of half an hour and not altogether of her own wll,
shoul d bind her for Iife. Hold himshe thought she could, and though hating
t he dependency into which she was thrown, hating the bond that made dependency
her only resort, there was nothing to do but go see Dr. Rem gorius, know ng
that man hated her, and through him try to find her lover. On, if I could
ever be my own, not ny nother's nor any his, she wi shed desperately, and
t hough not a word of this was put into voice, the wi dow seemed to know her
whol e m nd when Lalette said she thought it might be worth going forth on
festival eve to seek tidings.

"OfF course. You will want the nmask of the Kjernmanash princess, the one
that Laduis calls Sunimaa. | will let you take it."

Not hi ng nore was said at this tine, nor until the afternoon of the
festival eve itself, with horns and whistles already blowing in the street,
t hough the sun had not yet touched the arm of spring, when the w dow hel ped
her into the fur-tipped robe, surveyed her all round, and bade farewell with a
snmle (which Lalette thought a trifle sad). "If all does not go as you woul d
wi sh, return here. You may at all times cone in the name of the God of |ove."

It was just falling twilight when Lalette felt stones under her feet
again and breathed deep the fine air of spring. Sonmeone had hung a pair of
colored lanterns at the gate of the Street Cossao, one of themw th a broken
pane in its side, through which the candle within shed its beamon a group of
three or four premature revelers gathered round a bottle. They hallooed to
Lalette and began to follow her along the boul evard on uneasy | egs, but gave
it up when she saw a hired carriage conme past enpty and hailed it as if to
mount. \Wen she did not after all enter his vehicle, the carriage-naster
swore at her, but want of money to pay left her w thout choice.

At the market-place tables had been set out and nusicians on a stand
surrounded with flowers and green branches were already intoning the
vol alelle, but only three or four couples were dancing. There were sone
mur murs of appreciation for her costune fromthose sitting; none called nor
gave her any sign. It was a poor district; she knew she rmust | ook by the half
too lordly, and that was as well.

Sone way farther along, a group all masked was hol di ng a procession from
a side street behind a hand-drum and | aughingly begged her to join, but she
pul l ed | oose. The sound of bells began to hand over the gay din that rose
fromthe city, and Lalette hurried, feeling nore than ever out of protection
and al one. The street where Rem gorius had his shop was wi der than her nenory
of it. Sonmeone had affixed an absurd green paper ribbon to the neck of the
stuffed lizard over the door, but all seemed dark w thin.

There was no answer when Lalette pulled at the bell. Her heart plunged
down into dreadful syncope —Oh, what will | do without nmoney if he is not
t here nor anyone? Not go back to that wonan of strange gods, no. She rang
again, twice, to nmake her insistence clear, and as sonmeone down the street
greeted guests with a glad shout of welcone, the door cracked open and a voice
said that the doctor was abroad, not even in Netznegon City, but there was
anot her medic around the corner and two stories aloft.

"Ch," said Lalette, "it is not for the curative that | wished him |
desire to find a friend of his and m ne —Rodvard Bergelin."

Door canme fully open. |In the rapidly fading light the girl found herself
| ooki ng at a young man whose chin and sl anting eyes betrayed Zi graner origin.



As always with that race, the smle was an effort to ingratiate, but there was

somet hi ng unpl easant about it. "Are you —=2”
"Lalette Asterhax. Yes."
"Denoi selle, will you come in? The doctor has left me to keep his place

for all that concerns the Sons of the New Day, since matters have reached such
a crisis with what has been di scovered at the conference of court."

Lalette followed him (with dreadful certainty clutching at her heart that
this was the key, then, of so nuch she had failed to understand; Rodvard was
an intimate of that gang of nurderous conspirators and so nust these others
be.) The Zigraner indicated a stool in the shop and struck a light. "You
permt that | introduce nyself? | am Gaidu Pyax. O Rodvard you shoul d not
be concerned. He is doing good work, and the Hi gh Center has forwarded to
ours its praise of him"

(I am planets and centuries away fromthe nan who has chosen ne, she
thought. How can | say it? Wat shall | ask?) "There was no word."

The Zigraner frowned. "The sub-leader of your center doubtless told you
of the plot against Baron Brunivar, the regent prospective? It was Rodvard
who uncovered it"

"Ch." (The conversation was going to stop.) She cried desperately; "

t hought he woul d be back with me for the festival."

"And you have so lovely a costune, denpiselle. Duty bears hard on us."
Hs smle changed to a little bark of a laugh. "But be tranquil for him he
will sport high with the court at Sedad Vix." The tongue of Gaidu Pyax cane
out and made a circle round his lips; he glanced where the clock ticked
against the wall and darted his eye around quickly. "I wll see you hone, or
if youwill —it is only —that is —would you care to see how we Zigraners
keep festival ?"

Qut side the dark was alnost full; the bells were all chinmng in chorus
and Rodvard at Sedad Vix. (I have no home, she thought, and he has sent no
word.) "It would be pleasant."” (For one rmust do sonething.)

Pyax | eaped to his feet, his nouth all twisted with joy. "Cone, let us
go at once. | do not wish to be late for the light." He ran into the rear
roomw th bl undering, skipping steps, tripping at the doorsill. Lalette heard
hi m stunbl e and then, in a break of the street-noises, how a voice in that
rear roomgrowl ed at himheavily. (Remigorius is there after all, she
t hought, and maybe Rodvard; they are lying to ne.) Pyax' high-pitched voice
said; "l don't care if she is a witch. She's going to = and was cut off by
the I ong bellow of a horn bl own nearby, and he was back, his face sonewhat
abashed.

He did not lock the door. |In the street the festival was now full-net,
with lights tossing along and the horns bl own from every w ndow under the
steady bells. Gaidu Pyax wore only a sinple eye-nask and his voice had a lilt

of excitenent. Lalette (knew it was because how all his famly would boast of
having a true Dossolan girl to keep festival with, but she) said;

"I thought you told ne that Doctor Renigorius was abroad."

In the flickering light, his eyes were sidelong. "He is; he truly is,
denvi sel l e. "

"Was that not his voice | heard in the rear roon®"

"Ch, no, that was one of our people for whomthe provosts are searching,
and it is your fault in a way, because he had to elimnate the doorman at
Rodvard' s house, who recognized you — How much further he woul d have carried
the useless lie she did not know or care, for at that nmoment, a girl in a
passing group threw a scent-ball that struck himin the face.

There was a high hall of entry with uphol stered chairs, whose nenbers



were tortured spirals of wood; and a pair of gigantic silver candl esticks from
the floor, rhinanthus plants in form A respectful doorman came to take her
furs, but they were only festival imtations wthout weight, and she kept

them Pyax said; "At our festival we do not wear masks indoors," so she
renoved her headdress, and drew a gl ance of admirati on when he saw t he dark
hair flow ng across the white. The inner door opened and a m ddl e-aged nan
with a grave, kindly face came out, sonewhat ridicul ously caparisoned in the
red under-jacket of a general. Pyax bowed | ow before him

"Father, this is the Denviselle Asterhax, who has cone to keep spring
festival with us."”

Alittle uncertain where the line of politeness lay in a Zgraner house,
she woul d have curtsied, but he, w thout showi ng whet her he recogni zed her
nane, took her by the hand, with; "The friend of nmy son is welcone," and |ed
her in. Beyond the inner door was a narrow hall hung with glyptics, in which
he turned rightward through a second door, and rel easing her, clapped both his
hands together. "This is the Denviselle Asterhax."

A dozen or nore people, who had been sitting in a roomso dun they were
visible only as forns, stood up and chorused, "You are wel cone!" then sat down
again with a rustling of silks. The senior Pyax took Lalette's hand again and
I ed her round through the gloomto a chair, where he bowed and placed a finger
on his lips. Gaidu Pyax took the next seat to her own; no one spoke. The
whol e pl ace had the strange, al nost musty odor that forever hangs round
Zigraners; the sound of the rejoicing city could not penetrate.

Lalette felt that the arm pieces of her chair were carved into aninals'
heads and now turned her attention toward the center of the room where a
single very weak taper burned on a table of alnost eye-level height before a
bronze armillary sphere fornmed in interlaced tracery. A clockwork turned the
sphere; its parts flashed dully. 1In that breathing silence the voice of the
el der Pyax spoke out, deep and al nost om nous:

"Fat her, in our darkness, we who have waited | ong, and | ong hoped, pray
you not to turn your face fromthe children of your creation and the hope of
your glory, but to give us light, light, that we may surround your throne wth
our praises."

Soneone sobbed in the dim Lalette's side-glance caught a glinpse of
Gaidu's face buried in his hands. To her, as the older man went on with his
prayer, the scene that m ght have been novi ng becane painful and ridicul ous —
grown peopl e playi ng make-believe like silly children, weeping before a
machi ne that nust unfailingly cone to the end expected of it —while there
were true matters of life and death and | ove |ying unsolved. So watching the
dull repeated gleamfromthe sphere, she swept into reverie till sphere and
taper reached the termof their nmovenent in a sharp intake of breath from
those around. A tiny runnel of flame slipped across the base beneath the
device, its heart seenmed to split apart, discharging a bright ball of purest
fire, which threw the whole roominto col or

At once the people |leaped to their feet, and shouting "Light! Light!

God sees us!" began enbraci ng and congratul ati ng each other, while servants
hurried in to light tall candles. Lalette found herself in the grip of a
worman with a haired nole on her chin, whose over-anple contours were | aced
into a costume fromone of the knightly | egends. The wonan capered up and
down as she tal ked.

"Isn't it wonderful ?" she cried in a high voice. "W are so glad to have
you cone! Ser Pyax never spends |ess than a hundred scudi on his festival!
You are the one who witched Count C eudi, aren't you? The other two Pyax boys
couldn't come for the cerenony, but they have no sisters, you know. God never
fails as the world turns. You nust try some of our Zigraner w ne."

A servant was at Lalette's side, with the beverage in a huge silver
flagon on a huge silver tray, and Gaidu Pyax was offering her one of his
pai red festival-cups, curiously carved, and so heavy it nust be pure gold.

"My aunt Zanzanna," he said. "A dog bit her when she was a baby and never
since has she been able to control her tongue."



"I will bite you and drive you nadder than | am" replied the woman with
the nole. Lalette |ooked around over the top of her cup fromw ne strongly
flavored with resin. Everybody was tal king at once and in all directions,
disjointedly. The roomwas a little smaller than it had seenmed in the dark
but still large, with heavy hangi ngs worked to tapestry at all the w ndows and
pi ctures occupyi ng every fingerspace of wall between. The chair where the
seni or Pyax had sat was jewelled around its top. At one end of the room
musi ci ans were setting their instruments in order. Mst of the people were
approachi ng m ddl e age and were of a strongly Zi graner cast of countenance,
but there was one girl of surprising |oveliness, blonde enough to be a
Kj ermanash. The man with her did not |ook |ike one of these people either

Now t he nusi ci ans struck up and everybody began danci ng, even quite an
old woman in a corner who had no partner, but stepped al one through the
figures. The groups did not formpatterns, but each pair toed it by
t hensel ves until they reached the end of the nmeasure, when all forned a
circle, partners pledging each other in their festival-cups and crying;
"Light! Light!" Gaidu Pyax danced well, sw nging Lalette strongly when the
step called for it. Food was presently brought in, and fromtime to tine a
servant woul d sumon the el der Pyax, whereupon he would go to the door and
return with a new guest on his arm cl appi ng hands to nmake everyone stop what
t hey were doi ng, whereupon all shouted "You are wel cone!" as before, and there
woul d be nore drinking of pledges.

Lal ette began to feel quite giddy and happy, no |onger mnding that al
t hese peopl e seenmed to be tal king about how terribly expensive everything was,
or staring at her across their shoul ders, as though she were an actress. She
did not think anyone here would betray her to the provosts; the wonen al
seened to be trying to be kind. The thought of what Dane Leonal da woul d say
i f she knew her daughter were in such a place struck Lalette as funny, and she
sat down, |aughing softly to herself over it, to find Aunt Zanzanna bendi ng
over her.

"Wuld you like to lie down for a while in your roon? W have such a
ni ce one for you."

It was easier to walk with the older woman's arm around her. The room
was up two flights, heavily bowered with hangi ngs, and Lal ette thought she
noted a scent of nmusk as she lay down on the rich bed in all her clothes. The
mask made her feel sick; when she returned fromthe cabinet she felt so weak
she had to lie down again, but the nmelody of the volalelle they were dancing
down there would not let her alone, it kept going round and round inside her
head as she slipped down through drowsi ng wakeful ness to full dream and an
uneasy sleep. It nust have been nearly day when she woke again, and she felt
stiff. The scrape of violins still cane frombelow for a few nminutes she
considered returning to the festival, then slipped off her clothes and got
into bed.

IV

She woke again to see conmplete spotted sunlight bright across the wall,
wondering for the first sleepy seconds where she was. It was a footstep that
had roused her; she turned her head and saw Gai du Pyax | ooking down, with
spots on his costune.

"The greeting of the norning," he said. "It is spring."

"Ch," was all Lalette could say, pulling the covers close around her

neck, and then; "Well, | greet you."

The smile she had once thought rather pleasant becane fixed. "I have
cone to keep the spring with you." He laid his hand on the edge of the
covers. "You are ny partner."

"No. Not this tine. No."

"It is festival norning. You nust."

"No. What woul d Rodvard say?"

H s | augh had an edge of nastiness. "H s head will be on another pillow



now. | know him Wy should you not do it as well as he?"

He reached down and began to paw at the bedcl ot hes agai nst her
resi stance, the screamshe tried to give was only a squeak in that heavy-hung
and di stant room and then he flung hinself on her, catching her wist to
twist it around, crying; "Wtch, witch, | will tane you or break all your
bones.” She bit at the hand that touched her face, and with her own arm swung
a sweeping blow that took himwhere head and neck join. He was suddenly
standi ng beside the bed again, and she was saying | ow and furious, through
tears:

"I'f you force me, I will kill nyself and you, too. | swear it by the
Service."

Gai du Pyax' lips pouted out like a little boy's, he sank slowy to one
knee beside the bed, reaching a hand out gropingly. "Ah, | knew it couldn't
be true," he said, and lifted toward her a face of wordl ess m sery.

For a long mnute she | ooked at him all her fierceness and resol ution
nmelting in the face of that unhappy desire. (She felt no spark for this boy,
only thought: and what if | do, they do not want me, it was all a deceit put
upon ne, and | can at |east heal this one's hurt); and was just reaching from
under the covers to draw himto her and confort him—

VWen a flash of lightning wote in letters of fire across the inside of
her mind the words WII| you go with we now?_ and though there was no meaning
in what they said, she understood that it told the unfaithful ness of her
| over.

The hand that had extended to take that of Pyax patted it instead. "I am
sorry," she said. "Perhaps it was ny fault. | should have told you
When others do it, | never could. But | thank you for the good festival."
Chapter 13

Farewel | and Greeting

Back again to the place of masks through streets littered with the sour
debris of festival, anmpng which | anguid sweepers toiled. After what had
happened, Lalette did not ask to say farewell to the elder Pyax or Aunt
Zanzanna. There was a twitch at the corner of the doorman's mouth as he | et
them out; she would not |et Gaidu acconpany her farther than the nmarket square
(for norning had brought back all the anxiety of the price still on her
apprehension). He remarked somewhat spitefully that he coul d understand how
she woul d not wi sh to have her people see a Zigraner bringing her hone.

Ladui s answered her knock; he seened truly happy to see her. The w dow
was at the cookshop; Lalette changed the mask of Sunimaa for her worn cl ot hes,
finishing just as the woman returned. They ate, talking but little, and that
much in

light ternms. Dane Donijaiek sent the boy out, and as his footsteps went
down the stair:

"Did you find hinP" she asked.

"He is at Sedad Vix." Her mouth worked a little, and with the cal meyes
fixed upon her, she could keep it back no nmore. "He has been unfaithful to
ne."

"l do not understand."

“In the witch-fanmlies we cannot help —=

"Ah. Then it is a know edge gained through falsity and w tchcraft, not



t hrough the God of |love, and so will lead to no good end."

"I am unhappy,"” was all Lalette could whisper, (not understandi ng what
the woman was trying to say).

"It is because you |l ook on this man as personal to you. Love nust share
with all."

(There was sonet hi ng passionately wong with this, Lalette felt, but rue
and the after-lash of last night's wine and this nmorning' s experience had | eft
her too low to seek out the flaws.) She began to weep softly.

After a few mnutes, the widow said: "Let us reason. |If you owe him not
less than all |ove, so he owes as nuch to you; and by destroying your joy, he
has failed his obligation. Do you still love him not as we nust |ove all,

but to yourself, as of the material world?"
(It seened to Lalette as though there were sonething big and dark and
heavy in her breast where her heart ought to be, and she had no clear thoughts

at all any nore.) "I did not —ah, | do not know, he is all | have."

"You have a nother, child."

"A nother who tried to sell ne! And still would, if she could find ne."

"Because she wi shes to save you fromdi stresses she herself has felt.
That also is done in love, | think."

"Then I'1l have no love!" cried Lalette, |ooking up furiously, tear-drops
sparkling on her lashes. "I'Il hate and hate and hate."

A tiny red spot appeared on each of Dane Donijaiek's cheeks. "I do not
think you had better say that again in this house," she said. "I have an
arrangenent to nake, and will return before evening. Tell Laduis."

She went out, leaving a Lalette who could hardly bear herself, nor find
anything to do, in her mnd going over and over the dreadful ground of
Rodvard's treachery and the fact that he was one of the Sons of the New Day.
Even if he cane to her now, she would not have him that book was cl osed by
his own hand; and the boy Laduis conming in, she allowed himto draw her out of
her megrinms, so that when the wi dow returned, they were al nost gay together
But it was al nost dawn before sl eep touched her.

She canme awake with a start, and the sense that sonething dreadful had
happened. It must be late norning; the wi dow was gone fromthe other side of
the bed and Laduis' cot was enpty and neatly made up. There was —

Al'l at once the whirl at the back of her mind resolved itself into a
pattern. There were two things in it, a picture of a strange room where nen
tal ked before a fire while a sea beat on a rocky shore, and running through it
as though the picture were transparent, an appeal so naked and desperate that
it brought her to her feet at once —mi nd speaking to mind w thout words to
say that the holder of her Blue Star was |ying bewi tched and near death.

There was no wine; it was horribly hard to trace out the pattern of the
counter-witchery in water, even with the help of some dust fromthe corner
and the effort of the projection left her so weak and shaken that when it was
done she col |l apsed across the bed in the shift that had served her as a
ni ght -dress and did not even hear Dane Domi jai ek cone in.

"So you have done it," said her voice (and Lalette thought that she had
never in her life heard anything so cold).

Lal ette rai sed her head. The ol der woman was | ooking at the patterns

which still nmoved faintly, not at her at all. "I ask your pardon,"” she said.
"It was an energency; | |learned —=

"Not hi ng you can say will change the fact that you have brought w tchery
into ny house."

Lalette struggled to her feet. "Well, | wll go."

"Yes," said the mask-maker, "I think you rmust go. You have brought on ne



and ny son even worse dangers than you dreamof. You rmust go. Wen you spoke
of hating yesterday, | thought it mght cone to that, but |I foolishly Iet
sympat hy overrul e ny judgnent."

In the room above them Mre. Kaja struck a chord on her nusic, and after
one fal se beginning, launched into the bride's aria from"The Disinherited."
Lalette | ooked at the floor and there were tears in her eyes. The w dow spoke
agai n:

"Yet you were sent to me for help, and help you |l will, if you will take
it. | think there is only one chance in the world for you, and that is to go
to Mancherei and pl ace yourself under the donmi nion of the Prophet”

"But | have no nobney to get there, no noney at all, and what could | do
there?" said Lalette (now angry with herself for having jeopardized herself
and the wi dow too, in some manner, for the sake of false Rodvard; and willing

in her contrition to follow this |eading, but not seeing howit could be
done) .

"Love forever finds a way to drawto itself those who need it. There is
a fund for the transportation of those who would go thither; and under the
ordi nance of the Prophet, there have been established the houses called
couvertines of the Myonessae, where there is shelter and gai nful enploy for
such girls as yourself, who need them"

"I —1 do not believe in this religion, and —I ama wtch."
"Few believe in the beginning, but only turn to our doctrine for relief
fromsome condition of the world. It is this witchcraft you nust escape.”

Lal ette heaved a sigh. (Her head ached now, and what was the use of this
struggle to be free and one's own? The strings tightened, one was drawn back
to puppet hood.)

"Very well. If youwill tell me what to do."

The conventicle was held at the back of a warehouse; people sat on bal es
of wool, or |eaned against them QGuards against the provosts had been set at
the door. One, who was addressed as "Initiate" pronounced a di scourse of
which Lalette hardly understood a word, it was so abstract. She could hardly
keep her eyes open; the descent into doze and the jerk back were agonizing. A
desi ccat ed woman who breat hed through her nose was seated on the next bale.

At the end of the discourse, she took Lalette's hands in both her own, with a
gesture astonishing until one observed that all the people in the gathering
were simlarly greeting neighbors. To Lalette's surprise nost of them seened
to be well-to-do people with an expression of al nost dogged cheerful ness, but
t here seened about them sonething |acking, as though they had bought this good
cheer with the sacrifice of some quality.

The thin woman was still talking when a man with an engraved smle
touched Lalette's armand said that the Initiate would like to see her. The
man's face was cal mas though carved in stone; he asked her whether she was
married? Had read the First Book of the Prophet? Drank fortified al cohols?
Practiced the Art? He |ooked at her as though his glance would bore straight
t hrough when she answered the | ast honestly that she had done so, but would
practice it no nore. Then he pronounced a di scourse as inconprehensible as
that he had given to the conpany, ending by saying she nmust be reborn into
purest | ove.

At the close of this he told her that he had | ooked into her heart and
bel i eved her honest, but that she nust carefully study the Prophet's First
Book. He gave her a letter for the cargo-overseer of a vessel even then at
t he wharf; the book, he said, would be furnished to her aboard by the third
mate of the vessel. Dane Dom jaiek had been her guarantee; |ove would be her



protector. She was kissed on the forehead and they all went out into a spring
twilight with drizzles of rain.

At the wharf someone was trying to | ead a protesting horse into the ship,
anong stanpi ngs and confused shouts.

Lal ette huddled in the shadow, as close as she could get to the w dow
Domi j ai ek and regarded the nasts running up into the grey, with their clinbing
triangles of rope tracery. A wide plank |led through a gap in the bul warks
before them but now the horse was di sposed of, the ship's people were engaged
in sone bargle at one end of the vessel; no one paid any attention to the two
worren who tripped to the deck and stood uncertain. At |last a nman detached
hinself fromthe group with a cheerful farewell and came al ong the deck toward
them cap on head and nunching a piece of bread. He would have passed with a
brief stare in the assenbling gloom but the wi dow halted himw th
out stretched hand and asked where was the overseer of cargo?

He halted with mouth open and cheek puffed out with food. "By the
| azarette,"” and before either could put another question, disappeared round a
wooden structure that rose fromthe planking. A few spurts of rain fell.
Lalette shivered nore snugly into her cloak (wondering whether "witch" m ght
not be witten on her forehead to make all shun her save those whom ot hers
shunned, as Anorosians and Zigraners). Now the chatter broke up and three or
four men together cane toward the head of the plank, porters mainly with their
iron hooks in their belts. The exception had broad but stooped shoul ders, a
close grey mat of beard and an unlighted lantern in his hand. To hi m Dane
Domi j ai ek addressed herself, inquiring where the | azarette m ght be.

He waved a hand. "Aft of the tri-mast, leftward"; then glanced at
Lalette, stepped close and peered at her so directly that she shrank away.
"For Ser Brog, nother?" he said, and turned to the ol der woman. "Looky here,
mother, | ha'n't seen you before al ong Netznegon dock, eh? You cone to see ne

when you finish with Ser Brog, and naybe we do busi ness, eh? At Casaldo's."
The porters | aughed and one of them bubbled a derisive sound through his lips
(Lalette was al ready repenting her undertaking).

A voi ce behind a door told themto enter. It belonged to a tall man with
white hair, whose black fuzzy eyebrows | eaped up a long face when he saw t hat
his visitors were wonen. He did not rise, but cast a half-regretful glance at
the sheet of computations on a leaf et down fromthe wall before him The
letter he at first held far away as though it were an affiction of
procl amati on; when he grasped its purport and had seen the signature, he rose,
all courtesy. "Aye, hands nust wash face," he said. "I trust you left Ser
Nimed well? WII you be having a little w ne?"

Dane Domijai ek excused herself, since she must return to her child, but
as she enbraced Lalette farewell, the girl felt thrust into her hand a little
cloth pouch with coins in it, and was suddenly at the edge of weeping. Wen
she turned, Ser Brog had set out a pair of pewter cups and was draw ng the
cork froma bottle of wine. He bowed her to the single chair, hinmself taking
the edge of the built-in bed, which was so hedged about by cabinets that he
nmust bend.

He said; "So you are seeking a sea-voyage, Denviselle |Issensteg?" (This
was the name the letter had given her.) "Are you one of the inland |Issenstegs
from Vei erel den? | hear there have been troubles in that region.”

(Was he trying to draw her into indiscretion, and how much did he really
know of her origin and purpose?) She said that she was not of the Veierel den
branch and waited. He asked her politely whether she had had a joyous
festival and were a good sailor. Wen she said that she had not been at sea
before, his face took on sonme concern, and he regretted that the captain's
wi fe, who usually sailed with them would not do so this voyage. There were
no ot her wormen aboard. He would provide her with a bell for summoning someone
when needed —“Not that you will be mpolested, denobiselle, but I will say the
third maite is as strange —as a dog with two heads."

Wth this, Ser Brog finished his wine and rose to light her to a
duplicate of his own tiny cabin. She decided she had been m staken about the



guestion, he was only expressing interest in the friend of a friend. It was
nice not to have to be afraid. An hour or so later, as she sat curled up on

t he bed, but not yet disrobed, cane a denonstration of how well the Anorosians
cared for their own. A knock on the door turned into a porter with a neatly
strapped small trunk, painted with her assuned nane. It held an assortnent of
body-linens, shoes and a dress in her size, new and of good quality.

IV

She was roused by feet beating in rhythm and the sound of distant shouts;
a big round spot of light swng slowy fromside to side across the door
Last night had shown her a jug and a basin beneath the |et-down |eaf that
formed a witing table, but the water was so cold it gave her goose-pi npl es.
The new dress would need taking in at the shoulders, so after trying it, she
returned to the old before stepping toward the deck al ong a passage that held
three nore doors |like her own. Two nen in yokes were pushing and rel axi ng on
opposite sides of a pivoted bar (to steer the ship, she supposed), under the
orders of an officer in a green cap. One of the workers was the curl -bearded
man who had accosted Dane Domijai ek the evening before. He rel axed one hand
to touch his forelock and had the grace to | ook sheepish. The officer hardly
| ooked at her; he was watching the masts that rose on every side and the small
boats about, for they were well out into the Bredafl oss, moving steadily
downstream though the sails hung so flat, it seenmed they could contain no air
at all.

Lal ette stepped past the steersmen to watch the sl ow pageant of river
nmovi ng by, and heard a step. Ser Brog; he touched his cap and invited her to
breakfast, down a flight of steep stairs and al ong anot her passage to an
apartment at the rear of the ship. A skylight threw dappled gl eans across a
table laid for five, with food already on it. Another man was standing by;
Ser Brog presented the second mate, and as he did so, a big officer with a
firmchin and bags under his eyes cane in with an air of great hurry and sat
down without waiting for the rest. This was the captain, Ser Milvedo; he
bounced half an inch fromhis seat when his name was nentioned, and fell to
eating while the rest were taking their places.

Lal ette thought his courtesy somewhat strange to one who wore a badge of
good condition, and it was stranger still when a youngi sh officer entered, to
be greeted by the Captain with; "You are tardy. You know the rule of the
ship. Take your neal with the crew "

The young of ficer went out sourly, but not before Lalette recognized him
as the one who had directed her toward the |azarette. The neal went on in
silence; when the Captain rose, so did the others, and Ser Brog touched
Lalette's armto take her to the deck again. The spring air was fine, the
stream bank all tricked out in tender green. Lalette |ooked (and felt with a
thrill of delight that all was really now spring for her, she was free from
the old life and everything to win), but Ser Brog was speaking.

"I amsorry to dream" she said

"Wy, dreans do be what we grow by. | would be saying that you had
brought luck and fair weather on our |eave-taking —for all but Tegval ."

"The one sent from his breakfast?"

"He." The cargo-overseer laughed. "Qur third mate is an admirabl e young
man, with only one flaw —that he has di scovered how admirable he is and does
not stint his own admiration."

(The third mate woul d give her the book.) Said Lalette, watching a tal
unpai nted barn without a wi ndow that wal ked sl owy past al ong the shore; "Yet
your captain seened very harsh with himfor so light a fault."

"Ch, that is only the rule of the sea. ©On a ship one learns early that
inthis world there is no such thing as followi ng one's own desire; it is al



a pyramd of orders.™

"You are grim™"

"No, | only see things as they are."” Now he began to make remarks which
she nmust have answered, for he smiled and conti nued (but now her m nd had
| eaped far away, and she was wonderi ng whet her she woul d see Rodvard again
ever, or recover her Blue Star? Bound out to sea and away; it was his fault,
who had gi ven her unfaithful ness and desertion in exchange for the offered
ki ndness and t he abandonnent of her nother. And now she wondered why she had
enbarked on the counter-w tchery w thout even questioni ng whether she shoul d;
she felt a tear behind her eye, and hoped he had

cone to know what resources of fidelity and good will he had lost in her
No, not again, |I'Il never |let another have the making of ny joy.)

A whi stle was bl own; men noved al ong the deck of the ship, and Tegval
cane toward themwi th his cap insouciantly on one side to be presented. He
had the sane | ook of inner peace as the Anorosians of the conventicle, but
mngled with it an air of dash and reckl essness.

Chapter 14
The Eastern Sea; The Captain's Story

A frond of white had spread across the sky as they talked. Lalette went
to her roomin the round covered-house that rose fromthe deck, and applied
herself to the needle. Mking the new dress right was a problem since she
had done little but broidery before, and she becane so taken with fitting and
clipping as not to note the tick of time; then felt drowsy, and |l ay down to be
roused by a knock at the door

It was Tegval, third mate. "May | |ead you to supper?" The ship had no
noti on when they reached air; here they were in the mddle of a brown-blue
tide, with flat shores stretching to green-blue on either flank. Tegval
hel ped her graciously down the stair, and was this tine pronpt enough so that
all of themwere waiting when Captain Milvedo canme in. This officer was now
at ease, cracking his face into a smle for Lalette and trying to converse
wi th her about people a denpiselle of condition m ght be expected to know.
Sone of them she did know, but was forced to avoid the issue lest he learn the
falsity of her nane.

Tegval offered her his armafter the neal, and showed her around the deck
as far forward as the tri-mast, his discourse being of the parts of the ship
and the beauty of the sea. He would answer little when she asked hi m about
Brog, the Captain and other personalities, and as evening was now beginning to
grow shadowy, with a hint of chill, she announced an early return to her
cabin. He |eaned close as he handed her in the door and said in a | ow voice
that he woul d knock at the fourth glass of night with a book, then tipped a
finger to his lips to prevent questions (and she realized that even on a ship
trading to Mancherei, it was not too well to be an Anorosian).

Wth no desire for sleep, she stretched out on the bed and tried to solve
her riddles —how it was that her mind should turn to the seldomfelt nearness
of Rodvard. There had been about himthe faintest trace of some odor I|ike
that of old l|eather, masculine and conforting. She was a little irritated at
herself for feeling the lack of it, and her mind drifted off through other
angers till she lay there in the dark, simering with wordless fury over many
t hi ngs; the ship began to nove. The change in circunstance nade her conscient



of what she was doi ng; she began to weep for her own troubles, the tears
trickling into the hard pillow where her face was buried, thinking that after
all Rodvard had perhaps been right to slip away froma witch with so vile a

t enper.

There was a | anp hanging froma kind of pivoted chandelier. She swung
out of the bed to light it, but had to strike nore than once to obtain a good
spark. By this time there was the queerest feeling in her stomach as though
it were turning; she |ay down again, not sure whether this was the over-robust
supper she had eaten or the veritable nalady of the sea. Oderly stanpings
and the sound of shouts drifted through the cabin's small w ndow as her
illness declared itself nore firmy; she was miserable, her mnd going round
like arat in a slat trap until a whistle was blown four tines and soneone
knocked at the door.

Tegval , of course, with an overjacket on that swng as he stood bal anci ng

to the motion of the ship on wi despread feet. "W sail on a fair and rising
wind," said he, inalilt. "Good fortune. Are you troubled by the sea,
denoi sel | e?"

"I am—ill." (Hating to confess it.)

"No matter. G ve ne your hand."

It was taken in both his in a manner curiously inmpersonal, the eyes were
closed and his |ips noved. They opened pale blue. "You will be well," said
he and sat down on the chair which, for the first time, she noted as bolted to
the floor. She did not believe himand the swing of the | anp made her dizzy
(and now she could feel his personality reaching out toward her with an effort
al nost physical, and was enough ashanmed of her forner angers to put into her
tone some of the kindness now felt toward the race of man):

"You are nost good. | was told you would have a book for ne.

He undid his | acings and produced from beneath the jacket a vol une,
large, flat and all bound in blue |leather with the royal coat of arns of

Dossola on it to indicate who was the author. "You should not let it be
seen," he said. "Qur cargo-overseer takes the law s letter so seriously that
he woul d denounce his best friend —which | amnot."

"You may count on ne." Their fingers touched as he handed it to her, no

| onger inpersonal, and she let the contact linger for a brief second, before
| eafing over the pages. They were printed in heavy-letter with red initials.
"What a beautiful book!" she said.

"It is the word of love," he said. "A true word, a good word — choppi ng
of f suddenly as though there were nore it would be inprudent to tell.

"I will read it." She did not want himto go quite yet and sought for
words. "God knows, | need sonme help in the tangle of ny life."

Said he: "W make a distinction between the god of evil and the God of
love, in whose arns we may lie secure fromthe savagery that infests the
worl d. Ah, inhumanity! Today a plover lit in the rigging, and what nust they

do but net that bird to be eaten by the captain. | could barely consume ny
supper for thinking of it."

Lalette stirred. "I do not understand this feature of your doctrine.
One nust often go hungry by thinking so, it seens to me. Do we not all live
by the death of other beings, and even a plant suffer when it is devoured?"

Tegval stood up. "In true love, as you will learn, all are parts of one
body, and nust give whatever another needs for sustenance. Read the book and
sleep well, denoiselle.” He was gone, and to Lalette's surprise, so was her
illness.

It was a strange book, cast in the formof a marvellous tale about a



young man whose troubl es were manifold, and only because he sought at each
step to control his actions by reason, as he had been taught; it seened that
reason forever deceived him because sonething would arise that was not
conprehended in his philosophy, but was born fromthe natural constitution of
an inperfect world. Thus reason always led himinto doing evil, fromwhich he
woul d only be rescued by rejecting reason for affection to his fell ow nen.

Lest the reader should m ss any part of the thought, he who had set this down
abandoned his romance fromtinme to time to draw a noral, as: "None can turn
fromvileness to virtue but those unbound by the teaching of the academi es
that consistency is a virtue."

Lal ette found such interjections an annoyance, but forgave many of them
for the beauty of the words, which were like a nusic; and the great glory of
t he descriptions of clouds, trees, brilliant night, and all the things that
one person rmay share with all others, but were polluted (said the author) when
the one would hold themto hinmself. Yet the type of the volume nmade it hard
readi ng, the swing of the lanp made it flicker, so after a tine she turned out
the light and drifted to sl eep.

By nmorning the ship was | eaning through | ong surges under a grey sky with
all her sails booming. It was hard to keep food on the table; at breakfast
Captain Milvedo rallied Lalette hilariously, saying she was so good a sail or
he must send her to the masthead to run ropes. Brog smled at her paternally;
the first mate, whose ears noved at the end of a long jaw as he chewed,
| aughed al oud at the Captain's light jest, and offered to teach her to direct
the steering-yoke. On the deck she felt like a princess (that this adventure
woul d succeed after all, glad that she had done with tortured Rodvard), with
her hair blowi ng round her face and salt spray sweet on her lips? The waters
set forth an entrancing portrait of saneness and change; she turned fromthe
rail to see Tegval all jaunty, with his eye fixed bow ward, balancing lightly.

Said Lalette; "I would be glad to know what witchcraft it was you used to
cure nme so quickly."

"No witchcraft, denoiselle,” said he, not turning his head, "but the
speci fic power of |ove, which wipes out msery in joy. And now no nore of
this."

The ship heaved; she would have | ost her bal ance but that he put out a
hand to sustain her, and the Captain's voice bellowed: "Tegval! | wll thank
you to remenber that an officer's duty is to watch his ship and not the pretty
ladies. You will do better in the forward head."

He had conme unobserved upon them now as the third mate nade a croak of
assent, he touched his cap to the girl. "No disrespect to you, denviselle
You know the | egend ol d seanmen have, ha, ha, of sea-witches with green hair
that speak to the spirit of a ship and witch her to a doomthat is yet ecstasy
for her crew? Be careful how you handl e the people of my ship; for at sea
have the rights of justice and can diet you on bread and water." He shook a
finger and ruffled like a cock, laughing till all the |oose nuscles of his
face pulled in | oops.

"But my hair is not green," said she, falling into the spirit of his
words for very joy of the nmorning (but thinking with the back of her mind —
what if he knewl ama witch? and —this one can do nothing for ne; why am|l
here?).

"There was a nate with nme once," he said, "in the old _Quinada_ at the
time of the Tritulaccan war, which you are too young to renenber, denviselle.”
He ducked his head in a kind of bow to enphasize the conplinent. "Yeh, what
atine of it we had in those days, always dodging fromone port to another
and afraid we'd be caught by a rebel cruiser or one of those Tritulaccans and
finish our years pulling an oar under the lash in the galleys of an inshore
squadron. A dangerous tine and a heavy time; you cannot imagi ne the |aziness
of sonme of these sailors, denpiselle, who will see their own lives sacrificed
rather than keep a sharp watch. | do renenber now how we were making into the
Green Islands in broad daylight, when | found one of them sound asl eep,
cradled in the capon-beam forward, where he had been set as a | ookout —and in



the Geen Islands, mnd you, where arnmed vessels would lie in anmong the
branches to pounce on you

"Yet you shall not think it was an exciting life, denoiselle, for the
thing no one will ever believe is that in war you go and go, attendi ng death
wi t h breakfast and nothing ever happening, so that it is alnost a relief to
fight for life. This mte now —what was his nanme? He was always call ed
Rusty for no reason | could ever plumb, since his head was not rusty at all,
but dark as yours —well, Rusty, the mate, you could hardly call hi mhandsone,
but he was gay and lively and had a good tongue. Always telling stories he
was, of things that happened, and the good hal f of them happened to ot her
peopl e, though he took the nane of it. But bless you, nobody m nded, he would
carry off the tale so well. | call to m nd how one night when we were both
toget her at the home of Ser Lipon, that was our factor, Rusty started right in
with the story of a polar-bear hunt in the ice beyond Kjermanash that | had no
nore than finished telling himabout the day before, just as though he had
been in the center of it.

"I sat with ny nouth open, but never saying a word, because it had not
happened to nme, neither, and beside, the Lipons had a daughter, a pretty
little thing naned Belella, who seemed as nuch doting on Rusty as he on her
and it was no part of nmy ganme to spoil him since | was spoken for already, y
see? So he told the story of the pol ar-bear hunt and soon enough the two of
themwere off in an angle of the parlor, and within a week they were married."

Brog approached, touching his cap. "Your pardon, Captain," he said.
"There is a trouble anmong those bales of wool. | can find but six marked for
your account, whereas by the papers it should be thrice that number."

Mil vedo frowned. "Ah, pest, | amengaged.” He took Lalette's armtight
under his own. "See ne |ater, Brog."

They noved a few steps away, the captain steadying her against the
shudderi ng heave of the sea. "That was his nanme now, Piansky, though why he
shoul d have been called Rusty |I never could see. They were narried, as |
said, after one of those lightning courtships we sailors have to nmake because
we have no tinme for any others, and they went to live in a big house in
Candovari a Square, which the old man had built, and some said it was a crue
wast e of money for just the two of them But |I could never follow that, since
she was the only daughter, so she woul d have cone into the whol e inheritance
intinme, and she was only getting what woul d be hers.

"One voyage Rusty nissed while they were building their nest, but after
that he came back to us, happy as a rabbit, and well he might be with a fine
wi fe, a good home and his fortune made. It was about that time ny own w fe
di ed; Rusty took ne home to be with himwhile the ship |ay over for a new
cargo. Dane Belella always had a great deal of wi ne and a house full of
peopl e, different ones always, to whom Rusty nust forever be telling sone tale
of his adventures. She would laugh at the ridiculous parts and | ook proud
over him They were very gay; at least up to the tine of the Tritulaccan war,
whi ch | was speaki ng of.

"I remenber going to Rusty's house after the second or third voyage in
that war, and a dangerous running passage it was, too, out with wool to the
south and back with goods for the arny, but our captain had judged where the
Tritul accans woul d be, and we never saw a sail of them That was the passage
where we slipped through the Green Islands, as | have said. W reached
Rusty's house late In the evening; the parlor was already full wth people
sitting drinking round the fire, and Danme Belella stunbled as she got up to
enbrace him which shows how much cargo she had taken aboard al ready, ha, ha.
She let himtake her place while she sat down on his |l ap, saying we nust be
qui et because here was Ensign d averth of the Red Shar, who had been on a raid
right through the Ragged Mountains, and was just telling about it. | did not
think a thing at the tinme, since this daverth was sitting on the floor with
his back to a red | eather hassock, and besides he was one of those d averths
fromAinsedel, the famly they call the nountain d averths, to distinguish
them from t he ducal branch.



"He was telling how he had requisitioned a bed in a Tritul accan farmhouse
where there was a daughter, and nmade |love to her, so that she told himof an
anbush that had been set for the Shar. As | said, | had no hint that Rusty
would take it ill till he suddenly interrupted the tale by throwing his cup
into the fire and crying that he would have no nore of this southern red,
whi ch he called hog's water and traitors' w ne, but wanted the honest fiery
beverage of the north.

"Two or three of them |l aughed and Dane Belella put her finger over his
lips, and after that she had called the servitor for fired-w ne, she begged
this Gaverth to go on with his tale. Wen he had done and they were al
murmuring to ask him questions, Rusty pushed his wife off his |lap as though
she had been a sack of neal and stood up next to the fireplace, with his own
cup in his hand.

" "You sows of soldiers,' he said (begging your grace, denoiselle, but he
said it so); 'You sows of soldiers talk of your perils, but they are not rea
dangers at all, only what you could neet with on a city street and solve with
a strong armor a little straight talk, or' —well, I will not say what el se
he said, dempiselle, but it was sonething that made all those in the roomto
gasp, if you know what | nean, and at least a third of them wearing coronet
badges.

““Yah!' Rusty said, 'Your Tritulaccan wenches! What could they do at the
worst but slip a steel splinter in your back, so that you go to Heaven wth
the Church's blessing for the glory of old Dossola? But the harridans we
seanen must deal with could cost a man his soul and eternal agony. Even now

may be a lost man —a lost man.' | remenber how he said it, putting both
hands to his face with a sob, and sonebody dropped a cup. They all thought
Rusty taken with wine, d you see, and so did I, but now he began to tell a
long tale, with no sign of w nishness at all in his voice.

"I't was all of our voyage to the south through the G een |Islands and
swear to you, denpiselle, had | heard it before | sailed, | would not have
sailed at all, so gruesonme he nade it, with escapes fromstorm and Tritul accan

raiders and all this only a prelude to telling of a thing he said happened in
the G een Islands, where we | ay becal med one night, and he wal ked the deck

He said then he heard a sound |ike faraway singing, and the ship began to nove
wi thout a wind. Going forward, he said, he saw sonething |ike pools of green
fire in the water; therefore knew the ship was approached of sea-w tches who
were carrying her on. Wuld have |let go the brow anchor, he would, but al

the nmen of the deck watch were staring over the side, so little obeying him
that they even shook off the hands he laid on them The song went to his own

heart and he knew that the ship and all in it must soon be doomed; therefore,
he, Rusty, who still had some part of his wits, conceived the nmeasure of going
forward to say they could have himas a willing victimif they would rel ease

the rest. This was accepted, he said. One of the demon wonen cl anbered to
t he ship through the rope-hangi ngs and conpani oned with himall night, then
bade himfarewell with the word that he nust come to her again.

"Denoi selle, | do tell you that never have | heard Rusty give a tale
better. But when it was finished, the Ensign G averth took Dame Belella's
hand to bid her good night, saying that he would bring his young cousin over
to hear some nore of Rusty's tales, and all the others began to go as well.
When all were departed, Danme Belella canme to sit on the hassock where the
Ensi gn had been, staring into the fire for a while. 'WII you never becone a
man?' she asked her husband when he woul d have touched her

"He | ooked at her a little. 'Have | said the wong thing? he asked, and
was that not a strange question to put?

“’The wong thing, yes,' she said, |looking away into the fire, without as
much as turning her head. 'l couldn't like it any nore, even if it were not
true, Rusty.' | renenber that, because | did not understand and still do not.

"He did not say anything nore at that time, but | noticed that people
were not coming to the house so often as before during this stay of ours in
port, and while we were on the next voyage, she sold the place and went out in



the west to live. So I think perhaps, it was a good fortune to | ose nmy own
wi fe, though a great sorrow at the time, because people do change and grow
apart instead of together."

A wave-crest canme across the bulwarks and wetted the edge of Lalette's
dress a little, so that she noved agai nst the supporting arm Said she
(wondering why he had told her this tale); "But she rmust have known that he
only made it up about the sea-w tches."

"That could be, could be, now Could be that she was angry with him for
saying so much to a coronetted man like that Ensign daverth. But | think
nore |ike that just all of us want a new bed-partner now and again, and she
could not bear it that he thought of it before her."

Chapter 15
Charal kis; The Door C oses

I

Brog | eaned back and lifted up his cup. "As human peopl e age," he said,
"the nmost inportant part of the body does gradually nove northward from organ
to organ, beginning with the feet, on which you will notice a baby's attention
al ways fixed, and ending with old nmen who do nothing but sit still and |et

t houghts go through their heads. Now | have nyself reached the confortable
age of the stomach, for which | give thanks."

"Yaw, " said the first mate through a nout hful of food. "Ye'd put Ser
Tegval | ower down."

"A wee |lower, yes." Brog |ooked at Lalette. "But do not trouble you; in
nmy capacity, | amcharged with the duty of bringing all cargo to port as safe

as it left.”

A smle twisted his face into the cartography of a river-furrowed
mount ai n chain, and he swivelled round to | ook hard at Bl enau Tegval. The
first mate gul ped once and said; "Saving always captain's orders, ser
cargo-overseer. Captain has rights on a ship at sea.”

Lal ette stood up, her body swaying with the slow drift of the slung |anp
over head, and asked perm ssion to | eave, having |l earned that it should be
asked. The | augh began before she reached the deck, Brog's dry snicker
beating tine to the first mate's guffaw. She had so little | ost her
resentment at their remarks and the suggestion that she was spied upon that
when Tegval tapped on her door in the break of twilight as usual, she cried
t hrough the wood for himto begone. But the horror of |onely hours took her
bef ore she had nore than issued the words; she | eaped up, opening the door and
calling that she nmust consult him he was to cone in. This was a m st ake,
too; there inmedi ately arose, the question of what she was to consult on; and
after a blank word or two, she could do no better than ask what the Prophet's
book neant by denying reason? —when it seenmed to her that only a reasonable
person would read it at all

"Ah, no," said the third mate, sitting down and taking her hand in his
(which she did not mnd). "It is the failure of human reason and human | ove
that drives us to the higher love."

(Though she thought this mght be true in her own case, and could even
ook forward with a little exaltation to the newlife in Mancherei, she was
unwilling to break the talk by admtting it, so) she said: "But Bl enau, how
can this higher |ove nmake up to us for sorrow?"

On this he somewhat unexpectedly demanded to know whet her she believed in



another life than that visible, and it was at her lips to say that a witch
could hardly do ot herwi se when he saved her by hurrying on

"Well, then, this other [ife itself nust be Love for us, since we are its
children; and since this is so, it will replace all we have |lost, and nore
beautifully, as one does for a child. |If you have lost a lover —as | think
you must, or you would not be for the Myonessae —it is only that you may find
a better."

(To Lalette it seened that this was hardly nore than half true, and
i ce-cold counsel for a smarting heart); she started to say sonething, but just
then the door was tapped, and here was Brog, with a smile that showed all his
teet h.

"Ah, little denoiselle, | thought to entertain you from being al one, but
see there was no need for nmy trouble.™
He | eaned against the wall, babbling at a great rate and not without

salt, seeming to take delight in Tegval's frown, which also filled Lalette
with so nuch anusenment that she felt herself sparkling at Brog's conceits on
such matters as —can a fish swi mbackwards? The young man grew gri nrer, and
at last rising, said he nmust rest if he were to be a good officer in the night
wat ches. Brog did not stay long after

It was still early in the night; she lay back anong the covers to consult
wi th the book again, but after her good cheer in the company, found the vol une
nmere gl oom ness and dull as could be. Wndering what her manner of life in
Mancherei would be like if all were ordered by such a volunme, and feeling the
despair of a bird bruising its w ngs agai nst a cage of circunstance, she found
happi ness forever elusive. This escape and that slid across her mnd, but al
was either dreamor half-dream and as the rising wind began to rock the ship,
she fell asleep.

Waki ng was bl ended wi th wonder that one creak anmpong the many fromthe
straining vessel should have roused her; then she becane fully sentient,
catching the reason. That single sound had conme from her own door. Her |anp

had gone out. "Wat do you wi sh?" she called on a rising note, and in the
bl ack heard three waves slap the ship before there was an i ndrawn breath and
an answer not higher than a whisper; "Dearest Lalette, | have come to be your
| over."

Tegval .

"No," she said. "I do not wishit."

He was close. "But you nust; to refuse the gift of love is to |lose all
You are of the Myonessae." (Oh, CGod of gods, again, she thought; do nen want

not hi ng but nmy body? The tenptation flashed and passed to give himthis and
live within the confines of her mnd.)

"No, | say. | will cry out."” She withed away fromhis touch, but he
found her in the narrow space, the arm pinned her close and his head canme down
on her breast as he said, thickly; "But you nust, you rmust. | am a diacona
and | have chosen you. | will tell themin Mancherei."

H's grip was so strong that it paralyzed, but he did not for the nonent
attenpt to go further. Screan? Wuld she be heard above the rocking w nd?
"No," she said, "no. Ser Brog will hear. The Captain."

"It is the watch to daybreak. No one aboard will ever know. "

"No, no, | will not,"” replied Lalette, (feeling all her strength
nmelting), though he did not try to hold her hands or to put any conpul sion
upon her but that of the half-sobbing warm cl ose contact, (sonehow sweet, so
that she could hardly bear it, and anything, anything, was better than this
silent struggle). No water; she let a little noisture dribble out of her
averted lips into the pal mof one hand, and with the forefinger of the other
traced the pattern above one ear in his hair, she did not know whether well or

badly. "Go!" she said fierce and | ow (noting, as though it were sonething in
whi ch she had no part how the green fire seemed to run through his hair and to
be absorbed into his head). "Go, and return no nore."

The breathing rel axed, the pressure ceased. She heard his feet shanble
toward the door and the tiny creak again before realizing; then |eaped like a



bird to the heaving deck, night-robed as she was. Too late: even fromthe
door of the cabin, she could see the faint |antern-gleamon Tegval's back as
he took the last stunbling steps to the rail and over into a white curl of
f oam

A whistle blew, soneone cried: "A man lost!" and Lalette was instantly
and horribly seasick

"I will tell you plainly, denpiselle," said Captain Milvedo, "that if it
were not for Ser Brog saying how he saw with his own eyes that this young man
nmoved to the rail w thout your urging, | should have been nobst skeptic. As
things stand, | rmust acquit you of acts direct. As for others, as enpl oynent
of the Art, they are a matter for a court of Deacons, and since you are bound
to Mancherei, you'll be beyond such jurisdiction." He stared at her gloonily.
"As captain of this ship, and therefore judge in instruction, | must ask you
to keep your cabin until we reach port."

Lalette | ooked at the moving gullet of the first mate as he stood by the
Captai n beside the bed, and even this sight seened to make her the nore ill.
Said Brog's voice, dry as a ratchet; "Aye. You have ny word for it. The
little demoi selle never touched a hand to himas he went over. But he cane
from her cabin."

"No nore rehearsing of things known. W know all except what she will
not tell us," said Milvedo. (Her body ached all over fromlying in the one
position.)

"Aye." It was Brog again. "Yesterday he was all quick with life, maybe a
little hasty, but a kindly, helpful young man, and now the fishes are tearing
pi eces of his guts out." Brog's face winkled in what m ght have been a

smle, had there been any mirth init.

She turned her face away and began to retch, but nothing came up beyond a
few drops of spittle, bitter and sour.

"Not nice to think on, no," said Brog. "But nicer than the mnd that
woul d bring such a death to the lad; there's the real, black, stinking hell."

(The bird of Lalette's mind felt the bars shift in tighter, she wanted to
cry and beat with her hands.) Said Captain Milvedo; "Ser Brog, | have acquit

this demoiselle of direct acts. You will oblige ne by not questioning as
t hough the matter were still to decide. |If this were the Art, no jurisdiction
lies in us."

"You are ny captain, and | amtherefore even under your orders, even as
to this court of the ship," said Brog, his thin lips closing sharply. "But |
am master of the cargo, of which she fornms a part, and it is ny province to
know what ki nd of goods | deliver."

(Lalette had a sense without seeing it directly that the chandelier swung
twi ce as she | ooked at the three and thought —the truth? But how to explain
about the trip, what Tegval had done, how he had demanded t he deepest fruit of
| ove as a casual thing like a cup of water, dragging her down?) "Ah, no," she
said in her dying voice, and swall owed again, turning eyes of msery toward

t he Captain.
He frowned (and she knew it for a frown in her favor, and knew the reason
for it and hated himand herself). "Ser Brog," he said, "I now declare the

court shut. This denmpiselle is not cargo but a person.”

Brog's winkles ran deeper; the three passed out, the Captain renaining
till latest, to pat her hand on the coverlet. Revolt ran through her veins at
ki ndness for the wong reason, which was worse than hate or anger; there was
no understanding in this seaman who only wanted to change bed-partners now and
agai n, she was afloat on a sea of desires.

The daylight swung from powder to deep dusk. One knocked, and it was the



gnomne-1li ke creature who stewarded for the Captain, who offered her a bow of
broth. The notion of the ship being a trifle easier, she was able to eat a
little and hold it, in spite of the shadow that lay across her mind. (But I
will not regret, she cried inwardly, and then one-half her mnd played critic
to the other and cried —no, no. |Is there no surcease?) The hours slid by
along a silent stream and she was al one.

Al'l movenent ceased. Sickness dropped fromher like a veil, and from
beneat h burst such a joy of spirit as Lalette had rarely known, so that she
coul d have sung herself a song, as she al nost | eaped fromher place to put on
the new dress. There was no mirror and she had to feel the strands of her
hair into the denpiselle's knot, hoping the result would not | ook too
recklessly wild. CQutside the deckhouse, shouts and confused, orderly
tranpi ngs were toward, but no one cane to call for her until long after she
had packed everything into the small trunk, with the book Tegval had given her
at the bottom The door was tapped; Brog, followed by a man with a red peaked
hat and a fur of sidewhisker, who held an annotation-roll in his hand.

"This is the Denviselle Issensteg,"” said Brog (and Lalette reflected
incontinently that it was hard to distinguish an appearance of nelancholy in a
face fromone of dissipation). "I transmt her to you. She is reconmended
fromSer Kinred, the residentialist at Netznegon." He handed the man in the
hat a folded letter. "It is ny duty to warn you that in this ship she has
been confined on suspicion of man-nurder through witchery. |In the hone
country, | would have brought her before a Court of Deacons."

The dunni er bowed, as unsmling as Brog hinmself, then with his
annotation-roll as a wand, touched Lalette on the armand her little trunk
"This is not Dossola, but Mancherei," he said. "Subject to the regulations of
the real m of Mancherei, and the association of the Myonessae, we accept her
charge and her possessions.” Then, turning to Lalette; "In the nane of the
God of Love, cone with ne."

(Knowi ng barely the nanme of these Myonessae, unwilling to ask nore | est
she sonehow tip over the razor-narrow bridge of safety) Lalette only smled
and turned to the door. A plank-way led to the dock; the sun shone yellowy
upon a row of wharfside houses, whose brick | ooked as though streaked with
wet, while at many wi ndows there was bunting as though for a festival, but
much of it faded, m scolored or torn. As she watched, she brushed against a
hand whi ch had been held out to her and was beginning to fall in
di sappoi ntnent. Captai n Mil vedo.

"I amsorry," she said, and took the hand.

"Farewel |, dempiselle. | do not believe it. |If you are not accepted
here, | —that is —=

He seemed at the edge of tears, a droll thing.

"Thank you. | will remenber your kindness." Brog was in the rear

| ooking right past her (and she had the dreadful feeling that when she was
gone, he would have no trouble in bringing the Captain to his own point of
view on her. This was goodbye to all yesterdays.) She nounted the plank for
the shore.

There was a great press of people about, the men in | oose pantal oons
hangi ng over their shoes, and all wal ki ng about and yamrering as fast as they
could. They seenmed reasonlessly excited, as though this were a day of crisis;
Lalette could hardly make out a sign of that cal massurance that seened to be
the mark of the Anobrosians in her own country. They stared at Lalette, the
nore when two of the guards who waited at the plank with short bills in their
hands and the small "city" arbal ests strapped to their backs, placed
t hensel ves on either side of her at a word fromthe dunnier, |eading across to



a building with a | ow door, over which was a shield painted thickly with
somet hing that mght be a pair of clasped hands on a field of blue.

There was a door down the hallway rightward, with a little man at a desk
behind it, witing | aboriously, his tongue in his cheek, as the light struck
over his shoulder. The guards led Lalette in; he junped up and threw down his
quill so rapidly that a blot was left on the paper. She noticed food-stains
on his jacket.

"You must not interrupt, really you nust not interrupt ne unannounced,"
he said. "You are not authorized. | ama protostylarion."

Hi s big pop-eyes with blue white seenmed to swell as they fell on Lalette;
one of the guards laid a paper before him saying; "A candidate for the
Myonessae, on the inconing ship fromDossola. Oders of the dunnier."

"Ah, ah." The protostylarion was no taller than she herself as he cane
fussing inportantly around the desk to nove a chair two fingerlengths for her
conveni ence, then diddl ed back to his place. The paper made himfrown. "Ah,

ah, suspicion of the Art. This does not happen often these days, but you are
very fortunate to be here, dempiselle, instead of in Dossola. Ah —you have
read the First Book of our great |eader and Prophet? Answer ne now, the

m sfortune of the |oss of patrinmony, why do you think that cane upon hinP"

(Not quite sure whether he meant the character in the book, or the
Prophet's own ejection fromthe heirship of Dossola), Lalette said hesitantly,
"Why, sir, I —I suppose it would be because he tried so arrogantly to
increase it."

"Admirable, admirable. Wereas if he had given of it freely to the old
aunt, it had been returned to himin high neasure. Fromwhich we learn
denoi sel | e?"

(The jargon was distasteful, but) "That we must lovingly give all we
have," said Lalette, remenbering.

The protostylarion bounced up and down behind his desk as he went on
prompting her replies in his eagerness, so that it hardly mattered how little
she had read of the fanbus First Book. A porter came blundering into the
m dst of the colloquy with her trunk on a hook over his shoulder. This placed
a period to the exam nation, for now the protostylarion fussed with his hands,
said "Ah, ah," two or three tines nore, then to the guards; "You are
rel eased. "

As the pair filed out, he drew fromhis desk a |large | edger and a sheet

of blue-col ored paper, pointed his quill and said: "You —swear —that —
what ever —of —the —Art —you —have —practiced —in —the —past —you —
will —abandon —with —all —worldly —vanities —on —reception —into —the
—high —order —of —the —Myonessae," all in one breath. Then, nore
judicially:

"Your nane is —

"Lalette — (should she said "lssensteg?")

"Ah, you made an evasion! The God of |ove demands all truth fromthose
who cone to him"

She felt a cheek-spot heat at this nagging. "Asterhax. | have given you
nothing but truth. If you doubt it I will return to the ship that brought
ne."

"Ch no, oh no, ny dear denoiselle, you nust not mstake. All pasts are
buried in the world of love."

"Well, | have done that."
"And they will welcone you, | amsure, ny dear denoiselle. Ch, the
perfect peace." H's pen went scratch, scratch, skipping fromledger to paper

t he head cocked on one side as he surveyed the result fromone angle, then
another, as an artist mght look at a drawing, and his smile approved. A fly
buzzed in the room

"So. Dempiselle Lalette, you are now regi stered of the honorable estate
of the Myonessae in the service of the God of love." He trotted around the
desk to hand her the paper, with a red seal on it. "Rest here, rest here,
will seek a porter to |lead you to the couvertine."



(What would he say if he knew | am a nurderess? She thought, and
followed this with a quickly-suppressed flash of anger at Tegval for having
made her one.) The protostylarion cane back with a porter who grinned at her

fine new dress and picked up the trunk. "Farewell, farewell," said the little
man, waving fromwhere he sat. "You will hardly need a carriage, it is not
far." He was witing again as Lalette followed the porter through the door

Alittle recovered fromher chagrins, she turned eyes about the street to
see what this strange | aw of the Prophet had nmade of the country that was to
be her new home. The streets seened wider than those in nost of the cities of
the ancient notherland, but the newlife would have little to do with that,
nor with the height of the buil dings, which nostly gave red brick for
Net znegon' s gl oony dark stone. The shop-wi ndows were full of goods; Lalette
could hardly pause to inspect, but fromthe distance, they had an air of
nmeretriciousness and fal se luxury. Al the people seemed to be in a great
hurry, Lalette began to wonder what they would do if she put a small wtchery
on one of these urgent passengers to make himstand |like a post —then
shuddered away from the thought.

The porter turned a corner and they were at the gate of what had
evidently been at one time a very handsonme villa, set back deeply fromthe

street, with alowwall in front of it. One of the trees in the foreyard was
dead and another so yell ow anong the spring-green | eaves that it nmust soon go
as well. There was no gate-tender; the porter pushed his way in and led up to

the tall oaken doubl e door, which showed scars where an earlier knocker had

been taken off and replaced by one in the formof a sun with spreading rays.
He knocked; after a long mnute an old woman opened on a darkish hall with a
pronounced odor of javelle, and asked what was wanted.

"I amregistered of the Myonessae," said Lalette, extending her paper

"You must give it to the mattern," said the bel dame. "Set the box
there."”

"Two obul as,"” said the porter, and as Lalette produced her purse, shot a
swi ft, suspicious glance at the old woman.

"No. Not in Dossolan noney. Do you want ne to be thrown into a
dungeon?"

Lalette flushed. "It is all | have; | only arrived fromthere today.
Can somneone change it for ne?" She appealed to the woman who had admitted
her .

"Certainly not. It is contrary to the regulation.”

The porter rather surprisingly lost his tenmper. "Wy, you cheap whore,
you cheat, you pig-sucker !'" he shouted. "I should have known better than to
carry for one of you Myonessae." He stanped his foot. "I'd take your dirty
box and throw it in the street, if | didn't know the snell would kill half the
people in town when it burst open."

A door opened on a sound of fem nine background voices. There appeared a
worman in black, with hair piled severely close to her head. "Wat is this,
Mrcell a?" she asked.

"Denoi selle is new She came w thout two obulas to pay her porter.™

The dark woman reached to the purse at her belt, drew forth coins and

pl aced themin the porter's hand. "Here. You are never to appear at this
couvertine again." She turned to Lalette. "You may cone in and show nme your
paper. It is evident that you are in need of instruction."

As they passed into the side room light fell on the woman's face, and

Lalette saw that, although it was both strong and stern, it bore the sane
expression of distant peace she had seen in the w dow Domnij ai ek.

Chapter 16
The Eastern Sea: Systole



The queasi ness had gone from Rodvard's stomach and the illness fromhis
head, but all his senses were nore alive than jets of flame. Every rut gave
hi magony in the jolting mule-cart, he could not draw away from pain | ong
enough for anger or fear. Yet shortly the very keenness of his hurt
anaest hetized all down to no nore than an aching tooth; and now t he senses,
oversharpened by witchery, began to report the world around him They were
passi ng two people afoot, then another cart, to none of which the driver nade
sal ut ati on.

They nmust be out of the village, for right overhead, branches began to go
past agai nst a sky where horses' tails slid across tender blue. A bird lit on
one of the branches and tipped its head to | ook down. It seened to Rodvard as
he gazed into the single reveal ed eye that he could, with his Blue Star, read
t he avi an thought —of food and sex, confused, and not unlike a human's. This
m ght only be another effect of the witchery, but it set himthinking about
his own confusion of mnd and what the butler Tuol én had sai d about
Star-bearers and their wonmen; so he considered what species of joy or
conpl eteness was to be had fromthese skirted creatures, who for a spiritless
conpl ai sance woul d exact a slave's devotion

Lalette. He wondered whether her witchcraft would give her know edge of
his infidelity of thought with the Countess Aiella, and of deed with the maid
Damaris; and if so, what penalty woul d be demanded of him Ah, no; why should
penalty be due? This was not marriage, he had taken no oath nor neant any.

G ve back the Blue Star, let us pronounce a bill of farewell, and be dammed to
Mat hurin and his nmenaces, or even to Remigorius and the cause for which al
was done

The nmul e's feet klopped on a bridge, the clouds were thickening toward
grey above and buds chirping as they will when a stormis toward. No, no,
friend Rodvard, he answered hinsel f; be honorable as you hope to receive
honor. Acqui escence she gave you, aye, beneath the trees; but you half forced

her then. The night in the w dow Dom jaiek's bed was no unwilling gift, but
for both of themthe end of Iife and its beginning. A newlife with Lalette
the witch, holding the sweetness of peril, not that of repose, sonething

beyond any connection that m ght have been formed with Maritzl of Stojenrosek
Had she laid some witchery upon himto nmake it so, not being herself affected?
Seek her out, anywhere; discover if that enchantnment were forever.

Coul d such things be? Wtchery was sonething which, |ike death, he had
no nmore than heard of fromthe world beyond his world. Wen he was a lad in
the village anong the spurs of the Shining Muntains, there was the fat old
worman who had grown so dreadfully thin, all in a week, and people saying it
was witchery on her. The priest cane with his oils, but it was too late, and
she died the next day, and no one ever found the witch, if there were one.

Ch, aye, there were prosecutions of witchery in town, and now the

mul e-driver's wife, Lalette, the Blue Star, and he hinself caught into

somet hing he did not understand and which made himafraid . . . and because
he had done no nore than cherish high ideals and obey orders.

The pains were less, but all his nuscles so i mobile that they afforded
no yielding to the throw of the cart, and thus piled bruise on bruise. A long
ride; it nmust be after the nmeridian of the sun, though even hei ght ened
perception would not tell himif this were so, since he had lost all sense of
direction in the intricacy of the turnings. The nmule's feet and cart's tires
struck paving stones, the novenent became uneven, voices were audible and they
were entering a town, so that Rodvard began to hope of a rescue —and with
that hope, a fear of what woul d happen if there were no rescue. What did the
man mean to do with hin? He found no visible answer, for though it was



evi dent that though the repul sive spouses were m nded for nurders, and hinsel f

not the first to fall into their clutches, it hardly seened they woul d have
fixed the mechanician's badge on his breast in nere anticipation of disposing
of a body.

Droll to think of oneself as a body —an idea he did not renenber having
hel d before, ever. Hs nind achieved a weddi ng between this |line of thought
and the earlier one, or howit was when that urge toward the Countess Aiella
had slipped out of nmerely playing a part into deep desire, it was the voice of
body speaking to body. But it was not that way on the wi dow s bed; that night
it was as though a flame sprang up, to which their bodi es responded | ast of
all. Ah, Maritzl (he thought), with you also there m ght have been such a
union of flames, to last forever and ever, only | did not know, | did not
dare, before the Blue Star had bound ne to this other

Now a certain brightening of the diffused light reflected into the cart
told himthey were passing houses with snowwhite walls; by this, with the
time and di stance, they nmust be in Sedad Vix city. Odors floated to him—
salt water, fish, the spicy products of the south, not unpleasantly bl ended.
The docks. Was the man going to nake him a body by heaving himinto the sea?
To his futile angers was added that of not being able to see the old rascal's
eye —now the Blue Star had recovered its virtue under the witch-wife's
mnistration —but there was time for little nore of thinking, for the cart
drew up with a cry to the nule, the driver got down heavily, his feet sounding
on stones and then on plank

He was gone briefly; Rodvard felt the covering taken fromhim and with a
grunt, he was hoisted to a shoulder, stiff as a log. A whirling view of
pal lid docksi de houses, the masts of a tall ship with her sails hanging in
di sorderly | oops; he cane down with a jar that shook every bone onto what
appeared to be sone structure projecting fromthe deck, where a red face
surrounded by whi sker | ooked into his owmn. One eye in the face was only a
gl obul e of spoiled mlk; (the cold Blue Star on Rodvard's heart told himthe
good eye held both cruelty and greed).

"Yah," said Redface. "The fish is cold."

"I tell you now, live as an eel. Fetch a mrror."

Redf ace reached out a dirty-nailed hand and pi nched Rodvard's cheek
hard. "Mmmb. A spada's worth of life. To save argument, |'ll give you
two. "

"Ey, look at him a proved nmechanician with a badge and all. | say to
you, ny old woman she has done with himso he'll work |like a clock, pick

pi ck, never mind time nor nothing. A gold scuderius; you should give me two."

They chaffered horribly over his body, while Rodvard | ay novel ess as a
statue (thinking of how he was one, alas not cradled in light and speed |ike
the Wnged Man to whom he had conpared Count C eudi when C eudi narked the
resenbl ance between them not upborne by spirit like the figure of the
archer-hero; but a stiff corpse, subject of a sale, a carcass, a beef). He
heard the chink of nmoney passing; the one-eyed man gave an order that Rodvard
was to be taken bel ow, and someone carried himawkwardly wi th many bunpi ngs
down a | adder to a tight roomsnelling of dirty hunmans. He was tossed high
onto a kind of shelf and left alone for a long time (thinking all the while of
what the mul e-driver had said about his being witched to work like a clock
and wondering whether it were true).

After a while, a doze cane upon him for which there was no energence
till the round hole in the ship's wall had ceased to give light. The place
filled suddenly then with feet and words, many of the latter with a Kjermanash
accent, or in that |language itself. One of these persons pointed to himand
there was a laugh. Rodvard tried to turn his head, and to his surprise found
it would nove a tiny arc, though by an effort that redoubl ed the agony
t hr oughout the brui sed mass of his body. Yet the stirring was a joy as great
as any he had ever experienced, and he lay repeating it, as the assenbl age
bel ow —garrul ous as all Kjernmanash —cane and went wi th panni kins from which
floated an appetizing perfume of stew Rodvard found ot her novenments beside



his head, and lay repeating themthrough the twi nge of pain. A whistle blew,
some of the men went out and up, while the others undressed noisily, put out
the I'ight and conposed thensel ves for sleep on shelves |like that which bore

t he young nan.

For himthere was little sleep, and as life fl owed al ong ankyl osed
nmuscl es, he was invaded by a sense of irrevocabl e disgrace, so poighant that
it drowned fear. Damaris the maid . . . he had sold his soul for a copper
there . . . not that he felt to the girl any profound debt as to Lalette, or
that such a debt were just —but whether fromthe priests' teaching at the
acadeny, or the words of Remi gorius, he had sonmehow grown into a pattern of
[ife which, being violated, one was cast down into a sea of life by mnerest
impulse . . . ah, no, should it not be rather that each event must be judged
by itself? . . . and no, again —for by what standard shall one judge?
| mpul se or an absolute, there is no third choice.

So thinking, so seeking to find a clue to conduct (or to justify his own,
nerely, Rodvard told hinmself in a noment of bitterness), he lay on his
confortless couch, aware that the ship had begun to nove with uneasy trenors;
and presently dawn began to flower. At the roomis entrance a lantern showed a
bearded face, into which a whistle was thrust to blow piercingly. Al the nen
| eaped fromtheir shelves with a gabble Iike a cormon grow and began dressing
in the greatest haste. The bearded man shoved through them and shook Rodvard
so rudely that he was jerked fromhis shelf, com ng down thunp on the deck
with feet that would not hold him

"Rouse out!" said the bearded man, catching hima clout across the
headbone. "You lazy scum of shore mechanicians nust learn to | eap when the
mat e sounds. "

Rodvard staggered ami d coarse | aughter, but having no neans of protest,
foll owed the Kjernmanash, who were scranbling rapidly up the | adder. They were
in open sea; the breeze was light, the day clear and the air fine, but even
so, the slight nmotion gave hima frightful qualm His first steps were across
the deck to the rail, where he retched up all that lay on his stomach, which
was very little.

"You, what's your nane?" said the bearded mate. "Rodvard —Bergelin."

"I call you Puke-face. GCo forward to the mai nmast, Puke-face, eat your
breakfast if you can, and then repair the iron fitting that holds the
drop-gear repetend. The carpenter's cabinet under the break of the prowhouse

will give you tools."
"I —1 cannot use tools. | am—a clerk, not a nechanician."
"Death and dragons! Cone aft with nme, you cunnilingus bastard!" The

mate' s hand m ssed Rodvard's neck, but caught a clutch of jacket at the

shoul der, and dragged himal ong the deck to where a flight of steps went up
and the one-eyed captain stood, an ocular under his arm "Captain Betzensteg!
This lunmp of excrement says it knows nothing of mechanic.”

Si ck though he was, Rodvard felt the Blue Star burn cold and | ooked up
into an eye (brimring with sonething nore than nere fury, something strange
fromwhich his mnd turned). "D ddled, by the Service!" said the voice
bet ween heavy lips. "Wen next —ah, throw your can of piss up here."

Rodvard was jerked agai nst the steps, striking his shin, and stunbled up
by using his hands. The one-eyed captain reached out and ripped the badge
fromhis breast, tearing the cloth. "Go below, stink-pot," said he, "and tel
nmy boy he's pronmoted to seaman. You shall serve nmy table."

"Yes, sir," said Rodvard and | ooked around for his route, since all the
architecture of a ship was stranger to himthan that of a cathedral

"CGo!" said the captain, and lifted an armas though to strike himwth
t he ocul ar, but changed his nmind. "Wat held you fromtelling your status?"

"Not hi ng," said Rodvard, and gripped the rail of the stair-head, for his
gorge began rising wthin.

"I'f you puke on my deck you shall lick it up.'
back and shouted; "Lift the topper peak-ropes!”

Down the stairs again there were not so nmany ways to choose from so he

The captain turned his



took to the door to the right (hoping under his mind that this would be an
onen) along a passage and into a room where a sullen-faced | ad of maybe

ei ghteen was folding a cloth froma table. "You are Captain Betzensteg's
boy?" asked Rodvard, trying to keep from | ooking through the w ndow, where the
sea- edge rocked slowy up and down. "I amto say you are pronoted seaman."

The lad's mouth popped open as though driven by a spring, he dropped the
napery and ran around the table to seize Rodvard by both arms. "Truly? |If
you trick me —= For one instant pale eyes flashed fury and the small down
before first shaving trenbled. But he nmust have seen honesty before him
("Born for the sea and freedom " his thought read), and quickly thrust past to
make for the door.

"Stay," said Rodvard, holding himby the jacket. "WIIl you not show ne
—2" The spasm caught himand he retched, nmouth full of sour spittle.

The | ad turned | aughi ng, but w thout malice, and cl apped himon the back
"Heave hearty!" he said. "It will come better when you cone to learn the free
way of the ocean; growto love it and care nothing for |landlouts. Here are
the linens.” He opened the nidnpst of a set of drawers built into the wall.
"The ol d man takes no napkins save when there are guests aboard —a real dog
of the brine, with fish-blood in his veins, that onel | amcalled Krotz;
what's your nanme?"

Rodvard's telling, he hardly seened to notice, but continued his flood of
instructions. "In these racks are the silvers; he uses only the best, and be
careful at dinner to set his silver bear on the table, it was given himby the
syndics at the tine of the Tritulaccan war for his seamanlike skill. The
bed- bunk you nust carefully fold in at the base, but he likes the top | oose,
so. Wne always with the early neals, it is here. |If the weather's fair, he
sometines takes fired-wine in the evening. |If he orders it so —=

The lad Krotz halted, |ooked sidew se out of his eyes and | eaned cl ose.
"Hark, Bergelin, I amnot what you would call jealous. Have you ever —t hat
is, when he has fired-wine, he may desire to treat you as his lover."

"I — Rodvard recoiled, and retched again.

"Ah, do not be so dainty. It is something that every true seaman nust
| earn, and keeps us frombeing like the landl outs. You do not know how it can
be, and he gives you silver spadas after. But if you will not, listen, al

the better, when the old nman calls for his fired-wine, set the bottle on the
table, take away the silver bear, and call ne."
Said Rodvard (no little astonished, that the enotion of which the Bl ue

Star spoke was indeed jealousy); "No. |[I'lIl have none of it, ever."

A smle of delight so pure that Rodvard wondered how he had thought the
lad's | ook sullen. "The cook will give you breakfast. | nmust go —to be a
seaman. "

Captai n Betzensteg ate by hinself. Rodvard was gl ad that he renenbered
the silver bear, but when he tried to hold forward the platter of neat as he
renenbered seeing Mathurin do it for Ceudi, he got things wong, of course,
and the one-eyed man grow ed; "Not there, you fool. The other side." The
nmeat itself was sonething with nmuch grease, pork probably, which it sickened
Rodvard even to | ook at as the captain chewed liquidly, pointing with his fork
to a corner of the cabin and declaring he woul d barber soneone of his ears
unless it were kept cleaner. That night there was no call for fired-w ne;
Rodvard felt a surge of gratitude for preservation as he cleared up after the
nmeal , and nade his way forward to the crew quarters in what he now had | earned
to be the peak-jow .

Si ckness sent himto his shelf at once, for the noverment of the ship was
becoming nore vivid as twilight fell, but sleep had not yet reached hi mwhen
there was a change of duty, as in the norning, and of those who cane tunbling
down the | adder, Krotz was one. He was nuch less the lord of the earth than
earlier; no sooner was the lad in place than all the Kjermanash were after him
unnercifully, with hoots and ribald remarks, pinching his cheeks and his
behind, till at the last the lad, crying; "Let me alone!" flung his arnms out
so wildly that he caught one of the sailors a clip on the nose and sent him



staggering. The fellow snarled like a tiger, all his rough hunor dissolved in
bl ack bile, and recovering, whipped out a tongue of steel. But Rodvard,

wi t hout knowi ng how or why he did so, rolled fromhis shelf onto the shoul der
and armthat held the knife, bearing the man to the floor.

The Kjermanash fought upward; Rodvard took two or three nasty blows on
the side of the head, as he clung with both his hands to the dagger, and knew
with nore interest than fear that he nmust lose in the end to the overbearing
strength of the man. But just as he was giving way, a pair of hands beneath
the arnpits wrenched himclear and flung hi magai nst the shelves, while a big
foot kicked the knife.

"What's here?" demanded the voice of the bearded mate. "Puke-face,
you'll have a dozen |lashes for this, damme if you don't! You to attack a
full -grade seaman!"

Sai d Rodvard, feeling of his head; "He would have knifed Ser Krotz."

"Ser!" The nmate barked derision, and his head darted round like a
snake's. "Is this veritable?"

Al the Kjermanash began cawi ng together; the mate appeared to conprehend
their babble, for after a minute or two of it, he held up his hand with; "Shut

up. | see it. This is the sentence —Vetehi kko, three days' pay stopped for
knifing. As for you, Puke-face, your punishnment's remtted, but in the
future, you'll sleep in the lazarette to teach you your true status aboard
this basket."

He turned to the ladder, and not a word fromthe Kjernmanash for once, hut
as they gl owered anong t hensel ves, young Krotz cane to throw his arns around

Rodvard. "I owe you a life," he said, at the edge of tears.
Sai d Rodvard; "But | will pay for it."
"Ah, no. | —wll surely buy you free."

"I did not know there was status aboard a sea-ship; you said the life on
one was free as a bird."

"Way, so it is, indeed, but not for lack of status, which is the natura
order of things. Are you an Anorosian?"

It nearly slipped off Rodvard's lips that he was rather of the Sons of
t he New Day, but Krotz' words showed how little he would find such a
conf ession acceptable, and he did not trust the Kjermanash; and by another
nmorni ng, the ship's nmotion told on himsomewhat | ess heavily.

Chapter 17
Charal ki s: The Depth and R se

It woul d be maybe on the fourth day out (for time had little meaning on
that wi de blue field) when Rodvard remarked how at the evening neal Captain
Bet zenst eg took nore than usual wine, glowering sullenly at his plate while he
j abbed a piece of bread into gravies as though they had done hima harm The
| ast nout hful vani shed, he sucked fingers undaintily and w thout | ooking up
said; "Set out the fired-wne."

Rodvard felt a cold sweat of peril. The silver bear |eaped fromhis
fingers, and it was his fortune that he caught it before it reached the fl oor
The captain sat with eyes down, not appearing to notice. Bottle clacked on
tabl e; the one-eyed man poured hinself a deep draught, and at the sound of the
door opening, said; "Stay."

Rodvard turned. Both the captain's hands were on the table, gripping the



Wi necup and he was staring into it as though it were a mniature of his
bel oved. "Cone here."

(Fear: but what could one do or say?) Rodvard glided to his post in
serving-position behind the chair. For a |long breathless monent no sound but
t he steady pace of sonmeone on the deck above, nuted slap of waves and clatter
of ship's gear. Then the head came up, Rodvard saw how the rich lips were
working (and in that single eye read not only the horrible |ust he had
expected, but that which gave him sonething akin to pity, a ghastly agony of
spirit, a question that read; "Shall | never be free?" Captain Betzensteg
lifted the cup in his two hands and tossed off the contents at a gul p, gagged,
gave a grow of "Arrgh!" and, reaching up his left hand, ran it pattingly over
Rodvard' s buttocks.

"No," said the young man under his breath, pulling away. The captain
jerked to his feet, violently oversetting his chair, and with distorted face,
drove his fist against the table. "Idiot!" he cried. "Do you not know your
benefit?" and reaching to his purse, tossed cl anking against the bottle a
handf ul of coins. Rodvard shrunk away, and giving a kind of newing cry as the
one-eyed creature |l eaped, tried for the door. Hi s foot caught sonething, he
took three desperate lunges, gripped the handle as the huge fist caught the
side of his head and spilled himthrough onto the deck, sensel ess.

When next he knew, there was a sour snell of wine, it was dark and
dri ppi ng sounded. He could not think through the curtain of headache; the
scanperi ng was undoubtedly rat, but why? Were was added to why with slowy
gat hering menory —still on the ship certainly, since the bare boards on which
he | ay heaved with a slow and even beat.

The right side of his neck was sore, and the opposite soreness was on his
head. He thought: ah, for why am| so punished? and heaved hi nmsel f upon an
el bow to find a pannikin of water by his side, which he drank greedily. It
was dark, a kind of velvet twilight; yet not so dark that he failed to make
out that he lay prisoned in a narrow passage between tall casks that rose on
ei ther hand, groaning in their lashings. The quantity of Iight must mean day
was outside, and he had lain a long tinme. Now he came af oot and wondered
whet her he shoul d seek the deck, but decided contrary, since someone for sone
reason had brought himhere, and there m ght be perils abroad. Sleep? Ah,
no. He sat down to think out his situation, but could make no sense of any
part, therefore abandoned the effort, and with a tinge of regret over his |ost
books, let his mnd run along the line of Iren Dostal's sweet rhynmes unti
tears reached his eyes.

This could not occupy himforever, either; a profound and trenbling ennui
cane on him so his fingers nmade small notions tracing out an inaginary
design. A long tinme; a step sounded, com ng down from somewhere and then
al ong anong the casks. Krotz. He said:

"You nust be careful. Ch, do not nake a noise. He would hurt nme if he
knew | hel ped you. Here."

In the gl oom sonet hing was thrust agai nst Rodvard's hand which, by the
touch, he knew for a dish of congealing food. "What is it?" he asked. "I was
struck and | ost renmenbrance.”

"You truly do not know? | thought it was feigned when you failed to
speak as he said you were to be thrown overside, and he took the young
Kj ermanash —" A shout sounded flatly fromabove. "Ch, | could hurt him |
must go." The last words went dimas Krotz disappeared anong the tall colums
of casks and Rodvard was left to his neditations. The food was a stew of
lanb, and it tasted |ike candl e-grease.

Dark had come before the lad did again, with a nmeal even worse than its



foregoer; trenbling and unwilling to talk. Rodvard found hinself fingering
round the great casks fromone curve to another, counting the planks in them
and thi nki ng whether there m ght not be sone mathematical relation in the
figures he counted. A futile thing to do, he told hinself, w shing he had Dr.
Rem gorius' phil osophy, who often spoke of how a man should be conplete in

hi nsel f, since each one lives in a self-built cell of pellucid glass and may

touch another only with, not through, that veil. Ah, bah! It is not true (he
t hought); | have been touched sharply enough by this very Rem gorius, but for
whom |'d not be in such a coil, with Lalette and Damaris, ideals thrown down,
and on a mad voyage to nowhere. . . . There was something wong with this,

on whi ch he could not put the finger —so now he fell to counting the planks
again, or try to make a poem ending the effort with an inward twitter, as

t hough mce were running under his skin, as he waited, not with patience, for
the next arrival of Krotz with his purloined food.

The lad was faithful, but always |ooking over his shoulder; trenbling so
that it was nearly inpossible to get two consecutive words from him by which
it cane about that there was no plan for Rodvard's escape when the word was
that Charal kis Head had come in sight. The ship would Iie that night in the
har bor of Mancherei's brick-built capital, and what counsel now? Shifting his
feet like a dancer, Krotz said he thought Rodvard might easily slip past the
deck-guard into the water; but this scheme split on the fact that he | acked
the skill of swiming. Al was still undecided that night; a sharp sword of
apprehensi on pricked his fitful sleep, nor were matters amended when he was
fully roused by hamrering over the doors of his prison

Kj er manash voi ces sounded their custonmary cackle. A shaft of |ight
struck down, so brilliant that Rodvard's dark-hooded eyes coul d scarcely bear
it, and he shrank back al ong the cask-alley, hands over face. It was not the
best neans of hiding; down swung one of the Kjermanash to fix the tackle for
lifting out the cargo, gave a whoop and pounced, being presently joined by
other sailors. There was nmuch | aughter and excited talk in their own
| anguage; they patted Rodvard and tweaked the |ong-grown hair on his face,
then urged himup the | adder deckward, with "Key —yip! Kee-yup!" and a
sheat h-knife that banged himin the crotch from behind as he clinbed,
bl i nki ng.

At the top he stunmbled out on a deck where the mate stood, winkling eyes
agai nst the sun. "Puke-face, by the Service! | thought you had been
fish-farts long ago. ©hé, captain! Here's your cheating nmechanician!"”

Now Rodvard noticed that Captain Betzensteg was a few paces beyond
talking to a man in a decent grey jacket and a red-peaked hat, but wearing no
badge of status. The one-eyed nonster turned, and his full lips tw sted.

"Put himin the lazarette with chains, since he's so slippery. W'Il|l have the
trial at sea.”

The single eye | ooked on Rodvard (and it said one thing only —Death.")

The young man staggered; he cried desperately: "l appeal.”

"A captain's judge on his own ship. | reject your appeal. Take him
away. "

Said the man in grey; "A nmonment, Ser Captain. This is not good | aw for
t he dom nion of Mancherei, in whose authority you now stand. W have one
judge that stands above every nortal protestation, that is, the God of |ove,
whose | aw was set forward by our Prophet.”

The captain snarled, black and sour; "This is nmy ship. | order you to
| eave it."

The man in the grey jacket had a thin, ascetic face. One eyebrow jagged
upward; "This is our port. | order you to leave it w thout discharging a

single item of your cargo."

"You dare not. CQur Queen —

"Has no rule in Mancherei. That was tried out at the time of the
Tritulaccan war. Young ser, what is the ground of your appeal to our |aw?"

(The Blue Star was cold as cold on Rodvard's heart, but there seened a
bright shimrer like a haze in the eyes that met his, and not a thought could



he make out through it.) He said; "Because the captain of this ship would be
both jury and accuser."

"He lies," grow ed Betzensteg. "M underofficer is the accuser, for that
this man refused to repair a drop-gear."”

"That is a question of fact, to be decided by a court which can gain
nothing fromthe decision," said the man in grey, calmy. He swing to

Rodvard. "Young man, do you place yourself in the justice of Mancherei, to
accept the rule and decision of its authority?"
"Ch, yes," cried Rodvard (willing to do anything to escape the terror of

t hat baneful optic),

The man in grey produced a small paper scroll and touched Rodvard lightly
on the arm 'Then | do declare you under the |aw of the Prophet of Mncherei
and you, Ser Captain, will interfere at your gravest peril. Young man, take
your place in ny boat"

Rodvard was notioned to the bow of the craft, fromwhich floated a banner
with a device nuch resenbling a dove, but it was in the false heraldry of grey
on white, and hard to make out. Spray was salt on his face; as they reached a
stone dock a | adder was | owered down, and he woul d have waited for the grey
man, but the latter notioned himinperiously to go up first.

The pierside street hummed with an activity that to Rodvard seened far
nore purposeful than that of |anguid Netznegon, with horses and drays, porters
beari ng packages, nen on horseback or in little two-wheel ed cal eches, pausing
to talk to each other under the striped shadows thrown across the wharfs by a
forest of tall masts. Their clothes were different. Froma tavern canme a
sound of song, though it was early in the morning. (It seemed to Rodvard that
nost of the people were nore cheerful than those of his honeland; and he
thought it mght be that the Prophet's rule had sonmething to do with it.)

"This way," said one of the barge-rowers, and touched himon the arm He
was gui ded across the dock and up to a pillared door where persons hurried in
and out. "What is your nane?" asked the grey man, pausing on the step; made
an annotation, then said to the rower guide; "Take himto the Hawkhead Tavern
and see that he has breakfast. Here is your warrant. | will send archers for
the conplaining mate, but | do not think the court will hear the case before
the tenth glass of the afternoon.”

"I ama prisoner?" asked Rodvard

The other's face showed no break. "No; but you will find it hard to run
far. Be warned; if you are not condemmed unheard, no nore are you rel eased
because the accuser overrode his right. The doctrine of our Prophet gives
every grace, but not until every debt is paid and the learner finds by what it
was he has been deceived."”

He made a perfunctory salutation and turned on his heel. Rodvard went
with the rower, a burly man in a shirt with no jacket over it, asking as he
strode along; "Wat was it he neant by saying I'd find it hard to run far?"

The face conposed in winkles of astonishnent. "Wy, he's an Initiatel
You'd no nore than think on an evasi on when the guards would be at your
heel s. "

Rodvard | ooked at himin counter-surprise (and a shiver ran through him
at the thought that these people of the Prophet m ght sonehow have | earned to
read m nds without the intervention of any Blue Star, a thing he had heard

before only as a runmor). "Wat!" he said to change the subject. "I see no
badges of status anywhere. |Is it true that you have none in Mancherei ?"

The man nmade a face. "No status in the dominion —at |east that is what
the I earners and diaconals say in their services." He |ooked across his

shoul der. "They'll give you status enough, though, if you hold to their diet



of greens and fish. Bah. Here we are."

The breakfast was not fish, but an excellent casserole of chicken, served
by a red-faced maid, who sl apped the rower when he reached for her knee. He
| aughed like a waterfall and ordered black ale. Rodvard hardly heard him
eating away with appetite in a little world of hinself al one (hope mngling
wi th danger at the back of his mind), so that it was a surprise when the rower
nudged hi m and st ood.

"The reckoning's made for you, Bogolan," he said. "Come the neridian
you've only to ask for bread and cheese and beer. Go out, wander, see our
city; but do not fail to return by the tenth glass; and take notice, your
Dossol an coin will buy nothing in shops here, it is a crine to take such
noni es. "

He swaggered out. The last words recalled Rodvard to his penniless
condition, and he | ooked al ong hinsel f unconfortably, seeing for the first
ti me how the bl ack servant's costune he had from Mathurin was all streaked,
dirty and odorous, with a tear at the breast where the badge had been wenched
off. There was no desire to present hinself to the world in such an
appearance. He shrank back behind the table into the angl e nade by panelling
and the tall settee to think and wait out his time, watching the room around
him On the floor of the place, the press of breakfasters was rel axing; naids
were deliberate over clattering dishes, calling to one another in strong,
harsh voices. He could not catch the eye of any to use his Blue Star in
readi ng her thought, which mght have been a pastine; and his own affairs were
in such suspense and turnoil that thinking seemed little use. After a while
the shame of merely crouching there overcame that of his garb, so he got up
and went outside.

The town was in full tide, and noisy. There was no clear vista in any
direction, the streets | acking Netznegon city's |ong boul evards, angling and
wi ndi ng instead. The buildings were set well apart from each other. Rodvard
feared being | ost anong the intricacies of these avenues, therefore formed the
desi gn of keeping buildings on his right hand and so goi ng around a square,
crossing no streets, which nmust ultimately bring himsafely to his
starting-pl ace.

The district was one of houses of conmerce, mingled with tall,
bl ank-faced tenenments. A droll fact: there were no children in sight. 1In the
shop-w ndows were many articles of clothing, so beautifully nmade they m ght
have been worn by |lords and princesses. He did not see nmany other goods, save
i n one wi ndow that displayed a quantity of clerks' materials, rolls of
parchnent, quills and books, nearly all finely arabesqued or gilded —which
set himto wondering about what manner of clerks worked with such tools.

The inn swung round its circle to present himits door again. It was not
yet the neridian, therefore he crossed the street and nade another circuit,
this time reaching a street where there were many warehouses with carts
unl oading. Round the turn fromthis was a house of religion, with the two
pillars surmounted by an arch, as in Dossola, but the arch was altered by
being marked with the device of a pair of clasped hands, carved in wood. A
man came out; |ike the one who had rescued Rodvard fromthe ship, he was
dressed in grey. The look of his face and cant of his head were so like the
other's that Rodvard al nbst spoke to himbefore di scovering he was heavi er
built. The grey clothing nust be a kind of uniformor costune.

A wall bordered the grounds of this building, with a cobbled alley, which
had a trickle down its mddle. Rodvard followed it, pausing to | ook at
wi nd-torn placards which | ay one over the other, proclaimng nowa festival
for a byegone date, the departure of a ship for Tritulacca, a notice against
t he perusal of the | atest book by Prince Pavinius, or a fair for the sale of
goods made by certain persons called the Myonessae, a new word to Rodvard.

The alley at length carried himto face the inn again. He w shed for a book
to beguile the tine, but that being a vain desire, went in to seek his forner
pl ace. Not until he sat down did he see that the nook opposite himwas
occupi ed.



It was a little man, hunched in a long cloak, so old that his nose hooked
over his chin, nmaking himlook |like a bird. Before himwas a nmug of pale
beer; he was deep in thought and did not | ook up as Rodvard sat down, but
after a monent or two sipped, snacked his |ips and said; "Wrk, work, work,
that's all they think of."

Sai d Rodvard (gl ad of any conpany); "It does not do to work too heavily."

The gaffer still did not elevate his eyes. "I can remenber, | can, how
it used to be in the Grand Governor's tine, before he called hinmself Prophet,
when on holy days we did not |labor. And we going out on the streets to watch
processi ons pass from Service with the colors and silks, but now they only
sneak off to the churches as though they were ashanmed of it, then work, work,
wor k, "

He drank nore of his beer. Rodvard was sonewhat touched by his speech
for though he was hardly one to defend Anmorosians to each other, it was just
t hese processions in silks while so nmany were wi thout bread that bore hard on
Dossola. He said; "Ser, it would seemto nme that no man would worry for
wor ki ng, if he could have his reward.” The old nman lifted his eyes fromhis
mug (Rodvard catching behind thema feeling of indifference to any reward but
calm and said; "Silence for juniors, speech for seniors."

One of the maids approached; Rodvard asked for his bread and cheese and
beer, and drew fromher a snile so generous that he | ooked sharp (and saw t hat
she woul d wel come an advance, but the thought at the back of her mnd was
nmoney). The ancient shivered down into his cloak again, not speaking till she
was gone

Then he said; "Reward, eh? What use is your reward and finding nmoney to
spend when it buys nothing but gaudy cl othes and a skinfull of Iiquor, no
credit or position at all? Answer nme that. | tell you | would not be unhappy
if we went back to the old Queen's rule, and that's the truth, even if they
send me to instruction for it."

"Ser, may | pose you a question?" asked Rodvard.

"Questions show proper respect and willingness to be taught. Ask it."

The food canme. Rodvard nibbled at his cheese and asked; "Ser; is it not
better and freer to live here where there is no status?"

"No status, no," said the old man, gloonmly. "And there's the pain,
right there. 1In the old days a man was reasonabl e secure where he stood, he
could l ook up to those above and share their glory, and we had real nusicians
and dancing troupes as nany as a hundred, who nmade it an art, so that the
soul s of those who watched them were advanced. Were are they now? All gone
off to Dossol a; and now all anyone here can do is work, work, work, grub
grub, grub. It is the sane in everything. | can recall how joyous |I was when
| was a young man in the days of the Grand Governor before the last, and
received ny first commission, which was to carve a portrait bust for Count
Bel odon, who was secretary financial. A bust of his mstress it was, and
made it no higher than this, out of walrus ivory from Kjermanash, as fine a
thing as | ever did. But now all they want is dadoes for doorways. No art in
that."

"Yet it would seemto nme," said Rodvard, "that you have sone security of
life here, so that no man need go hungry if he will |abor."

"No spirit init. WIIl go on, nen working like ants till one day they
are gone and another ant falls into their place. No spirit in it; nothing
done for the joy of creation, so they nmust have |aws to make nmen work,"

He went silent, staring into his beer, nor could Rodvard draw nore words
fromhim Presently a young lad with long, fair hair came peering down the
line of booths until he reached this one, when he said that the old man, whom
he addressed as grandfather, nust follow himat once to the shop, where he was
wanted for carving the face of a clock



Chapter 18
Decide for Life

It was like no court Rodvard had ever seen. Behind a sinple table sat
two of the nen in grey, their features calmand strangely |ike each other. At
the end, one with an inkpot and sheets of paper before himwote down
Rodvard's name as it was given. The guards at either side carried no weapons
but short truncheons and daggers at the belt. The burly mate was already in
one chair, looking truculent, with a pair of Kjermanash sailors beside him
one of thema fat-faced |ad, unhealthy of appearance. A man of negligent air,
richly dressed, occupied the end of the table opposite fromthe witer. There
were no other spectators and the proceedi ng began w t hout cerenony when one of
the Initiates asked sinply what was charged agai nst Ser Bergelin.

"Mutiny," said the mate. "l gave the rat a task to do, which he flatly
refused. "

The wel | -dressed nan said; "It is Dossolan |aw that cases of mnutiny at
sea be tried by the captain of the ship, who bears judicial powers for this
pur pose; else mutiny would spread through a ship. | would have your witer
here record that | make formal demand for the body of this crimnal, in
accordance with the treaty of amty and respect between your nation and the
Queen, ny mstress.”

One of the grey men said calmy; "Be it recorded. Record also that the
treaty decl ares none shall be delivered before the adjudgnent of guilt, for
t hough we be all crinmnous, it is not love's desire that nen shall exploit
each other for anything but sins determned as such by the word of human | aw. "

(The wel |l -dressed nan's eyes said utter disgust.) H's lips said; "How
can there be an adjudgnment before trial? It is to try himthat we denmand
him"

The second Initiate spoke. "This young man has placed hinself in the
protection of the domain of Mancherei. Before he is delivered for trial there
is required proof of a wongdoing that would nerit sentence. |s there such
pr oof ?"

"Why, damme, yes!" said the mate. "I sawthe fellowdo it; | heard him
refuse ny order. Here are two of ny crew to say as much." He swept a hand
toward the Kjermanash, who began to cackle at once, but the first Initiate
nmerely nodded to the witer, who laid the pen down and clicked at the pair in
their own tongue. When they had answered, he said; "They declare it is true
that Ser —= he consulted his sheet “— Bergelin was ordered to repair a mast,
and he refused.”

The Initiate | ooked at Rodvard (and not a thing could he read behind
t hose cold eyes, though they seemed to pierce himthrough), saying, "The
evidence is sufficient for a trial unless you can contradict it."

Sai d Rodvard; "I could not make the repair. | did not know how. "

The Initiate; "That is a question for the trial to determ ne; no reason
for not hearing the case."

The mate guffawed. Cried Rodvard, in despair; "But Serb, this captain —
| pray you . . . it is not for this . . . heis . "

"You shall clearly speak your trouble; for it is the will of love that
nothing is to be hidden."

Rodvard felt the rosy flush light up his cheek. "Well, then, it is not
for any failure of duty that this captain pursues nme, but because | woul d not
be the partner of his unnatural lust."

Wth an excl amati on, the anbassador of Dossol a brought his hand down on
the table, and the hard-faced mate gave a grow, but the Initiates were as



unnmoved as mountains. One of themsaid; "No lust is nore natural or |ess so
than another, since all are contrary to the Iaw of |ove, and the soul in which
love runs full tide may and should give to this unreal world of matter al

that it desires, without inmputation of sin. Yet we do find that if the wong
cause for this trial has been stated, there is a basis of appeal to our I|aw
W woul d hear of this further."

He signed; the witer spoke to the Kjermanash, while the mate gl ared
venom at them his glances darting fromone to the other. The seanen seened
hesitant, especially the fat young one, to whomthe witer chiefly addressed
hi nsel f. Though Rodvard could not understand a word, the voice-lilt told
clearly enough how the tale was going. Now the |ad began to catch at his
breath and sniffle, saying a few nmore words. The mate's head turned slowy
round (hardest nurder staring fromhis eyes), while his hand slid, slid toward
belt and knife —

"No!" cried Rodvard. "He's going to kill him" The mate | eaped snarling
to his feet, bringing out the knife with the sanme notion, but Rodvard's shout
had qui ckened the guards. One stepped forward, striking with his truncheon
while the other seized his man from behind, arm around neck. A roar fromthe
mat e, squeaks fromthe Kjermanash, and with a crash of heavy bodies, the big
man was down and firmy held, cursing and trying to wing a broken hand. One
of the Initiates said serenely; "This is an act of self-accusation"; then to
the witer; "Do these al so accuse?"

"Yes, Brother. The |esser one says that he has been this captain's
catam te and that Ser Bergelin was cabin-keeper to the captain and nust have
been solicited to such purpose, for this was his customwith all. They say
further that an order was given to throw Ser Bergelin into the sea. Further
they say they were instructed as to what they should report on the repairing
of the mast."

"Love is illumnation," said the Initiate. H s conpanion; "Qur decision
is that this mate shall pay a fine of ten Dossolan scudi for ruffling the
peace of this court; but for having brought fal se accusati ons agai nst one
under the protection of the Prophet, he shall be submitted to detention of the
body and instruction in doctrine until such time as the court shall rel ease
him"

The mate gave a yell. "I protest,” said the well-dressed anbassador
"agai nst the condemmation of one of our gracious Queen's subjects on perjured
evi dence and as the result of the actions of one who is not only hinself a
crimnal, but a provocator of others.”

"Your protest is recorded. W declare the business of this case has been

di spatched.” The two Initiates rose as though their muscles were controlled
by a single mnd, but as the Dossol an rose al so and the guards frognmarched
their prisoner out, one of them|ooked at Rodvard. "You will renain, young
man, " he said.

They sat down again. One of themsaid; "Be seated,” and the pair stared
at himunnoving with those inpassive eyes. The inspection |lasted a good three
or four mnutes; Rodvard itched and hardly dared to squirm One of them
addressed him

"You bear a Blue Star."

(I't was not a question, but a statenment; Rodvard did not feel an answer
called for, therefore nmade none.)

"Be warned," said the second Initiate, "that it is sonewhat |ess potent
here than el sewhere, since it is the command of the God of |ove that all shal
deal in truth, and therefore there is little bidden for it to reveal."

"But | — began Rodvard. The Initiate held up his hand for silence:



"Doubt | ess you thought that your charmpernmitted you to read all that is
inthe mnd. Learn, young man, that the value of this stone being founded on

witchery and evil, will teach you only the thoughts that stem fromthe Evi
god; as hatred, licentiousness, cruelty, deception, mnurder."

Now Rodvard was silent (thinking swiftly that this nmight be true, that
al t hough he was no veteran of this jewel, it had never told himanything good

about anyone).

"Where is your witch?" said one of the Initiates.

"I n Dossol a."

"I't will be inpossible for you to return there with the case of today's
court standi ng agai nst you, and the mate of your ship in our detention, by our
necessary action."

"Perhaps, in time began Rodvard.

"Nor can you well bring her here," said the other Initiate. "The
practice of witchery is not forbidden anong us as it is by the laws of your
country. But we hold it to be a sin against the God of love, and it is
required that those found in w tchery undergo a period of instruction in the
couvertines of the Myonessae."

(A wld wave of longing for Lalette swept across him drowning the
form ess regret of |eaving behind the Sons of the New Day —a new life —an

enpty life — “No spirit init,"” the old man had said.) Before Rodvard could
think of anything to say, one of the Initiates spoke again:

"All lifein this material world is a turning fromone void to another
and shall be escaped only by filling the void with love. And this is the

essence of Spirit."

(Ajar like a fall froma height told himthat he was facing nen who
could follow his thought alnost as clearly as he could that of others, and
Rodvard hal f thought of how the butler at Sedad Vix had said it was possible
to conceal one's thoughts; half wondered what these strange nen wanted with

him) The strong, resonant voice went on; "It is not the thought of the m nd
but the purpose of the heart for which we seek; for the mind is as material as
the world on which it |ooks —a creature of evil —while the other is arcane.”

Said the second Initiate, as though this matter had now seen settl ed;
"What is your profession?"

"I ama clerk. 1 was in the Ofice of Pedigree at Netznegon."
"Here we have no pedigrees. Soil-tillers are needed; but if you lack the
skill or desire for such |abor, you may serve in the conmercial counter which

pl aces for sale the products of the Prophet's benevol ence."

"I think I would prefer the second,” said Rodvard (not really thinking it
at all; for tillage and conmercial clerkship, he held to be equal m series,
yet the latter mght offer a better chance of rel ease).

The Initiates stood up. "We will informthe stylarion at the door, who
will find you harborage and instruct you where you are to report for work.

You nust give himyour noney of Dossol an coi hage, which he will replace with
that of ours."”

"But | have no nobney of any coinage, none at all," said Rodvard.

The two stopped in their progress toward the door and turned on himfaces
which, for the first time, were struck with fromm. One of them said severely;
"Young man, you have evidently been under the control of the god of Evil.

Unl ess this financial stringency di sappears, we shall be required to order
that you take doctrinal instruction; and it were better if you did so in any
case. The stylarion will give you a warrant for new garnents and your ot her
i medi ate needs, but all rnust be strictly repaid, and within no long tine."

They left. Rodvard thought their final remarks a very strange pendant to
t he generosity they had ot herw se shown; and wondered unhappily whet her he
woul d ever see Lal ette again.



The | odgi ng assigned was in a roomover the shop of a tailor naned
Gual dis, at a corner where three streets ran together. The man had a fat wife
and three daughters, one of whom brought from a cookshop on the corner a big
dish of lentils and greens with bits of sausage through it, from which they
all ate together. The girls chattered profusely, curious as so many nagpi es
about Rodvard and how life was lived in Dossola, for they were too young to
renenber when Prince Pavinius had turned from Grand Governor to Prophet and
the Tritul accan war began.

Rodvard |iked the middl e one best; called Leece. She had thick and
vividly bl ack eyebrows that gave her eyes a sparkle when she | aughed, which
was frequently. (The Blue Star told himthat behind the sparkle crouched a
ki nd of dunb question whether he m ght not be the destined man, and the
t hought of being sought by her was not unpleasant to him but she turned her
head so rapidly and tal ked so much that he coul d make out no nore.)

After he had been shown to his bed, the usual sleeplessness of a changed
condition of life cane to him and he began to exani ne his thoughts. He felt
happy beneath all, and doubting whether he were entitled to, searched for sone
background of the sense of approaching peril which had held himthe night
Lal ette came to his pensionnario door, and agai n when he spoke with Tuol én the
butler. But it was nowhere; all seemed well in spite of the fact that he was
nmore or less a prisoner in this land. The common report had it that this was
not an unusual experience, that Anorosian agents circulated all through the
honel and, recruiting for their own purposes especially those with any touch of
wi tchery, and he thought that night be true. The Initiate on the ship had
taken himvery readily into protection, and if he were like those in the
court, nust have known that Rodvard bore a Blue Star

Yet it seemed to himthat these Anorosians were so well disposed toward
each other that one m ght do worse to live out a life anbng them in spite of
a certain unearthliness anong their Initiates. Now also he began to | ook back
toward Dossola and to understand why it was that Mancherei should be so hated,
nost particularly by the upper orders. For it seened that if he could but
return, persuade Remi gorius, Mathurin and the rest how the people of the
Prophet |ived anong thensel ves, the Sons of the New Day mght fulfill their
m ssion by striking an alliance in Mancherei. No, never (he answered
hinsel f); that would be to set the son above the parent, the col ony over the
honel and, and politic would never permt it.

Yet was it not cardinal in the thinking of the Sons of the New Day t hat
to hold such a thing wong was in itself wong? The evil in the old rule was
that it set one man above another for no other reason but his birth. Ws not
Pyax the zZigraner, with his odd snmell and slanted eye, entitled to as nuch
consi deration as Baron Brunivar? Wy not then, up with the standard of
Mancherei and its Prophet? For that, what had Pavinius found so wong in this
pl ace that he had deserted the very rule he founded?

Rodvard twi sted in his bed, and thought —of course; | have been sl ow
indeed to mss the flaw. For though there were no episcopals here, the
Initiates surely filled their office. |If freedomfromtyranny were won only
by maki ng epi scopals into judges, then it was only a viler slavery. Ws life,
then, a question of whether spirit or body should be free? But on this
guesti on Rodvard found hinsel f becoming so involved that he went to sleep, and
did not wake till day burned behind the shutters.

Leece brought himhis breakfast on a tray and wi shed hima nerry norning,
but when he woul d have spoken to her said she nmust hurry to her enploy. (Her
eyes had some nmessage he could not quite read; if the Initiates were right, it
woul d be a gentle one, and kindly.) H s mnd was nore on her than on his new
fortune as he went forth, and he mssed a turning in the streets, so that his
task began badly with a tardy arrival

The building of his toil, like so many in Charal kis, was new and of



brick, with rmullioned wi ndows along the street front and a | ow, w de door at
one side, through which carts passed enpty to pick up bales at a platform
within. Rodvard entered to see a row of clerks on stools sitting before a
single Il ong desk and witing away as though for dear life. A short, round man
paced up and down nervously behind them now and again speaking to one of the
witers, or hearing a question from anot her

This short man cane over to Rodvard and | ooked up and down his | ength.

"I amthe protostylarion," he announced. "Are you Bergelin, the Dossol an
clerk? You are in retard by a third of a glass. The fine is two obul as.
Cone this way."

He led down to the inner end of the desk, where under the least |ight
stood a vacant stool. "Here is your place. For the beginning, you have the
task of posting to the records of individual couvertines fromthose of the
general sales by ships. Here —this is a ship's manifest froma voyage to
Tritulacca. Three clocks fromthe couvertine Arpik, as you see, have been
sold for eight reuls Tritulaccan. You will open a sheet for Arpik, on which
noting this fact, one sheet for each couvertine, then place a mark here to
show that the matter is cared for, not pausing to translate —yes, |vrigo?"

The interrupter held his |l edger in hand and diddled fromfoot to foot, as
t hough being held froma cabinet of ease. "Ch, Ser Maltusz, | crave pardon
but | cannot carry through this posting according to systemuntil | have a
ruling on where falls the sea-l1oss in such a case."

"Hm Let ne see —why, stupidity, look there! It is plainly stated that
no of fer had been nade on the said | ost bales. They were therefore couvertine
goods still, and not regardi ng whether the | oss were caused by piracy or not,
it must fall there." He turned back to Rodvard. "Do not try to translate
into our noney, for that is the function of another. You are expected to
finish this nmanifest by evening."

"l have never done this —=

"Wrk is prayer. There is the lanp."

Chapter 19
Two Choi ces

The stern-faced mattern's nane was Danme Quasso; she told Mrcella to show
Lalette to a small brown room angled by a dormer, where a bed with one
bl anket, a chair and a chiffonier were the only furniture.

"The dress-roomis down here," said the servant, pointing. "The
regul ation is that all denoiselles stir thenselves together at the ringing of
the norning-bell, so that the day's tasks may be assigned."

"Why?" said Lalette, sitting down on the edge of the bed (so glad to hear
a voice without malice or innuendo in it that the words hardly mattered).
The eyes were round and the nouth was round; a series of rounds. Said

Mrcella; "It is the regulation. . . . You must dress your best for evening.
It is the day of the diaconals.”

" Ah?ll

"Ch, sone of them are quite rich. W wll have roast neat for supper
Wuldn't it be nice if one of themwould take you way up in the nountains?"

Lalette felt her heart contract. "Wat do you nmean?" she asked. "I am

from Dossola, and this is all newto ne."
"Wy, the diaconals. Those |learners who are in the second stage, al nost



Initiates, so they can't be married, and once a nonth they cone

"Mrcellal!" came Dame Quasso's voice, inpatiently.

"I must go. You won't have to work today. You never do on the first
day."

Lalette thought: what trap am| caught in? It was a diaconal that Tegval
said he was, and that he had chosen ne, that horrible night when-when-. A
fierce surge of anger burned through her at the w dow Dom jaiek, who had
babbl ed so of |ove and God, yet brought her to this dubious resort; and once
nore, as when she stood in the mask-maker's parlor, there was the feeling of
being henmed in by nmetal walls. But before her fury could rise to the
perform ng of the black witchery already formng at the back of her mind, the
door was tapped and a toothless old man brought in her chest and said Dane
Quasso awai ted her attendance.

The entrance broke a spell; Lalette was inwardly assuring herself there
was sone m stake, the thing mght be better than appearances, while the
mattern began in the nost ordinary way to ask her what work she had done or
m ght be fitted for. At |ast Dane Quasso said:

"I do not know what you Dossolan girls are trained for by your nothers,
except marriage to counts. No one of you can earn the worth of her clothing.

You know nothing; but I will place you with the stitchers who work on |inen
till you have | earned sonmething better. You will find your witchery of little
val ue here. | suppose the charge is justified?"

Lalette stanped her foot (all the fury returning at this treatnent).
"Madame, " she cried, "as | was brought up, a girl sold into prostitution had
al ready earned the worth of her clothing and sonething el se beside."

There was a silence, in which the cool, hard eyes did not change, nor the
face around them (and Lalette had the sensation that if she | ooked into them
any |onger, she would drown). Danme Quasso said; "Sit dowmn. . . . W have had
girls like you before, and al ways they nake ne doubtful of those who admt you
to the conpany of the Myonessae. Nevertheless, it is our task, who conduct
t hese couvertines, to see that you are instructed to a better way of life.
Listen attentively; there is in this domain of Mancherei and in our honorable
order no question of prostitution, which concerns those who sell for noney
what they should give for love. But it is the wi se ordinance of our Prophet
that they who would attain to the state of Initiates shall not marry before
quitting this material body for that life which is the God of |ove. For
marriage is viewed with approval by the old churches as though it were
something to be desired. Yet it is but a license to serve the god of Evil, in
whose arnory no weapon is so potent as the propagation of further mankind into
this bodily world, which he wholly rules. Therefore it is ordered that when
one who has reached the diaconal estate is overcone by the desires which the
god of Evil has placed in all flesh, he shall seek out the Myonessae, choose
one, and cohabit with her for as long as they both will. It is a matter of
free choice and no conpul sion. Yet during such time, the diaconal is not
allowed to continue his studies, thus standing in danger of never becomn ng
Initiate, but of dying and being reborn into sonme ugly form as a serpent or
an insect."”

Said Lalette, nipping a lip in her little white teeth; "And what of us,
who merely satisfy the lusts of these nen?"

From severity, the mattern's face turned to astonishrment. "Wy, this is
the very service of love, that we offer our bodies, not in exchange for the
sustai nment a nman gives us and the satisfaction of our own desires, but in the
nane of the love of God, that all may benefit by |earning the vanity of
earthly w shes."

"l was not told of this, and | do not think I like it."

Dane Quasso's face turned stern again. "Very well," she said in an iron
voice. "There are sone who will not accept instruction. | wll have the
account made up of what you owe for the passage here. Wen it is paid, you
may have a porter take your box wherever you pl ease.™

(Where, indeed? And how pay? Panic nmingled with the anger that boil ed



anew in Lalette's mnd.) "Ah," she said, "you talk of love and holiness, and
— then burst into tears, leaning forward with her hands covering her face.
The mattern cane around and placed a surprisingly gentle hand on the girl's
shoul der.

"My child," she said. "It is not | nor the Initiates of Mancherei that
pl ace you under hard conpul sion, but this material world, in which the god of
Evil has all power. Al you have |learned, all you have gai ned through
witchery is straight fromhell. Return to your roony neditate what | have
said until supper, when sonme of the diaconals will conme, and see for yourself

whether it is as sour a fate to be of the Myonessae as you now think."

Rodvard had no nmeal at noon (| acking noney), his eyeballs ached from
toiling under |anplight, and the others had finished their eating when he
reached the Gualdis' shop. The dane's voice was not very pleasant (the Bl ue
Star told himshe hoped he was not going to be as nuch trouble as —sonet hing
he coul d not nake out). But Leece and VWana, the ol dest daughter, reheated
for himsome of the stewin a casserole, and nmade to entertain himby asking
hi m about his work. (Wen he told themit was casting accounts for the
Myonessae, there was sonething behind VWana's eyes that canme to himas a
shapel ess whirl of fear and desire, but he could neither draw her thought nore
clear, nor cause the subject to be pursued.)

Now the talk turned to Dossola, and especially to Count C eudi, for the
whol e fam |y became much excited when they | earned Rodvard had actually seen
that famous person in the flesh and even worked for him It took himsevera
nmonents to realize that here in Mancherei he need not w thhold his tongue, for
t hese peopl e thought the Count as great a villain as did the Sons of the New
Day. Rodvard related the trick deudi had played on Aiella of Arjen (keeping
his own nane out of it for a reason he did not quite know), whereupon Leece
asked innocently what a "mstress" mght be, and the el ders |aughed.

H s own roomwas very small, with the window right over the bed and only
space for a garderobe, a cabinet and one chair. The next nmorning the girl
brought his breakfast very early, and it needed no Blue Star to see that she
wanted to talk, so he made her sit on the chair and took the tray across his
knees, as he asked why Wana had been so strange about the Myonessae the night
bef ore.

"Her sweetheart is a |earner who has now becone diaconal and wi shes to
join the sisterhood. But father and nother want her to marry in the usua

way." She leaned close and in a voice that was little above a whisper said;
"You won't tell, will you? . . . But we are afraid he'll bring an Initiate to
persuade them and then he'll find out that father and nother really believe
inthe old religion, and he’'ll send both of themaway for instruction, and al
three of us will have to go into the Myonessae, and | don't want to."

(So many questions whirled in Rodvard's head that he could not find words
fast enough; and all his senses were tingling with the sudden nearness of
Leece's red lips, the swelling breasts and the nmessage that darted from her
eyes, saying she was pleased with the same nearness, but not as Danaris the
mai d, she held herself high and. . . .) He said, rather stupidly, not
t hi nking of his words; "And why not? | would think —=

She | eaned back again; (the eyes went dead) the thick brows cane
together. "Ah, but you do not think |like a woman. W —we —want —

"What, charming Leece?"

She flashed a snmile which accepted his tiny apol ogy and announced t hey
two woul d play the gane so set in nmotion. "W want to be |oved for ourselves,
here in this world. There!l | have said it. Now, when you rmake your
fourth-day report before the stylarion, you have only to conplain that | am



out of the law of Love, and they'll send me sonmewhere for instruction, and you
won't have to be bothered with my questions about Dossol a."

"Defend the day! But tell me, Leece, is it contrary to the law not to be
Anor osi an?"

"Ch, no, you don't understand. It isn't that hard, really. Only the
Initiates have to see that people don't do wong things, and doi ng somnet hing
wrong al ways begins w th thinking, so they send people away for instruction
when they begin to think the wong way."

She rattled this off like a | esson | earned. Rodvard said;

"But who deci des whether the Initiates thenselves are right?"

"Why, they have to be! They learn everything through the God of |ove,
and one of themcouldn't be wong without the others finding it out. That was
how t hey found out that the Prophet was falling under the power of the god of
Evil, when he tried to change everything and had to | eave us."

Rodvard picked at the bedcover for a noment (deciding it was as well to
change the subject). "But tell me —why can't your Myonessae be |oved for
t hensel ves? | amonly two days here, and know so little about your custons.”

"By the diaconals who choose them you nean? Ah, no. Al the Myonessae
know t hey are only second choice. The diaconals have already chosen the
service of the God of |love first."

"Then the Myonessae are jeal ous of the church —or of your God of |ove?"

"Ch, no. Whnen think nore spiritually than nen. You nust go to a

service with me and then you'll understand.” The corner of her mouth tw tched
slightly; she reached over to touch his hand. "I must go," she said, and was
gone.

This was the beginning of a custom by which she came to hi meach norning
to be his instructor in all that concerned Mancherei. Once or twi ce fat Dane
Gual di s wheezed up the stair and sniled through the door at the two, w shing
t hem good norning as she went past on sone errand, real or pretended; she
seened to find it decorous that the girl often sat on the edge of Rodvard's
bed. Their conversation never seened to fail, and they took delight in ninor
contacts, as when he showed Leece the fashion of sitting westle he had
| earned as a lad, with each opponent gripping the other's right el bow and only
that arm engaged. Leece was so nearly as strong as hinself as to make the
contest a true one (and she was as greedy as he of the al nost-neeting of
bodi es, as the Blue Star told him She would go a long way with him it said,
perhaps all the way if pressed, but felt alittle fearful of her own desires,
and woul d want himas a husband in permanence. Wen she |left, he would think
of Damaris the nmaid as he dressed, and how she al so had sat on his bed, and
the end of that neeting, sweet and terrifying, how she had killed his Blue
Star, and how he woul d surely have been trapped into sone regul ar connection
wi th her, had not circunstance ordered his flight from Sedad Vix. At this it
seened to him walking the street to his daily toil, that there was nothing in
the world so precious as that jewel and the use to which it nust be put, and
he must reach Dossol a again, and by no nmeans do the thing that would rob the
Blue Star of its virtue; and then he thought of the penalty Lalette had
prom sed, which lay at the back of his mind like a dark cloud of dread. But
as he took his place on his stool, the thought came that he had al ready earned
what ever penalty there was. It was not credible that the accident of having
the Star's power restored by the old woman in the hut woul d di sannul what he
had to bear; nor was it likely that the restoration would hide his action from
one possessed of the witch-powers of the far-away girl to whom he was bound.
But why was he bound to Lalette? Now the sweetness of the touch of Leece and
the desire of her body ran through himlike a liquid fire, and he felt as
t hough he were running across a bridge no wider than a knife-blade over a
yawni ng chasm toward a goal hidden in mist, and all his inner organs were
W ung. )

"Bergelin!" said the protostylarion. "You will renenber that this work
is given to you as a charity, which it will profit you not to abuse."



Chapter 20
| nevi tabl e

Anot her girl was already before the mrror in the dress-room running a
conb through fair hair; taller than Lalette. She |ooked over her shoul der at
the newconer with an expression not unlike that of a satisfied cat and went on
with her task, humming a little tune; Lalette felt that she was being asked to

speak first. "Your pardon," she said, "but | have just come. Can you tell ne
where the soap is kept?"

The tall girl surveyed her. "W use our own," she said, "but if you have
not brought any, you nmay take sone of nmine tonight. |In the

bl ack-dressi ng-box, there on the table —that is, if you do not mind viol et
scent . "

"Ch, thank you. | didn't nean . . . M nane is Lalette" (again the
hesitation, a nmonentary question whether to say "Bergelin" here, but that was
all dead and gone, she woul d never see him again) "Asterhax."

"My nanme is Nanhilde. W don't use second nanes in the Myonessae unl ess
we have been married. Have you, ever?"

Onh, you must get rid of old-fashioned prejudices in a place like this.

| used to think that being married was sonething I wanted so ruch; but it

isn'"t really. It only chains you to some man, and next thing you know, you're
sewi ng jackets and raising brats for him You wait till you' re chosen; he'l
want to marry you and give up being an Initiate. They always do, and if you
say yes, you're lost, not your own mstress any nore, and he'll always bl ane
you. "

Lal ette had been washing her face. Now she lifted it fromthe towel in
time to catch the mddle termof the series. "But are you —are we of the
Myonessae prevented from having children, then?"

"You are a greenie, aren't you? O course not; only we don't have to
snivel around any man for their upkeep. There's a couvertine for that. |
have one there now, the diaconal who fathered himon nme had his mniature
painted and I'll show it to you. Hurry with your dress and we'll go down
together. dd quince-face doesn't |ike anybody to be late."

She took Lalette's arm and gui ded her along a hall already powder-grey
with dusk, to the stairwell, where the racking note of a violin floated in a
funnel of light. Below, it was all so different that Lalette had seen it in
the norning, or even at noon, when she had eaten a rather gl oony neal of pulse
and one apple, while the others around her chattered in a subdued manner under
the eye of Dame Quasso. The whole place was now gay with | anps and soneone
had hung spring branches anong them under which girls were gathered in
excited little groups, sone of themtalking to young nmen, the ruffles of their
dresses vibrating, as though they too had caught the nmpbod of animation. Anbng
t he novi ng heads Lalette could see how t he doubl e doors of the eating-hal
were flung wide; at its entry the mattern stood, talking with a white-headed
man dressed in grey, whose expression never changed. Dane Quasso beckoned; as

Lalette worked her way in that direction, a voice floated past, ". . . | told
her he already said he would choose nme, and | don't care if | do | ose ny
place, I"'mgoing to ask for an Initiate's trial. "

The eyes | ooked down into hers froma height. "This is our newest

menber, called Lalette," said the mattern. "She is from Dossol a, where she



was accused of witchery, and she is sonewhat troubled in nmind."

A long gaze. The grey man said; "It is because she feels conpelled and
has not | earned the wonderful freedomof the service of the God of love. MW
child, witches find it harder than anyone else to forget the material self,
but once they do so, attain the nost surely to perfection."

(Perfection? Lalette wanted to cry that it was no desire of hers.) She

said; "The material self? | don't really care what | eat —or where | sleep.”
The grey man said; "Do not think in nere terns of nourishnent, which is a
means of maintaining the material body we despise. In love, we serve the
soul . "
(Lalette felt her inner gorge rising toward forbidden anger.) "I am not

sure | understand.”

"Do not be troubled. Many fail to understand in the beginning and to
many, perfection cones after a long struggle in self-denial."

The rebecks and flutes broke out, all in tune. Danme Quasso offered her
armto the grey man and Lalette | ooked around to see other pairings, two and
two, noving into the eating-hall. She herself was suddenly |eft unattended,
to go in with the blonde Nanhilde. The taller girl |eaned close and said;
"Nobody. "

"What do you nean?" said Lalette

"Nobody. Not an obula tonight,"” replied Nanhil de.

"Listen," said Leece. "Oh, hear. | amnot ignorant. |If you really
desire that | should cone no nore, | will not. | amnot one to intrude."

"Lovely Leece," he said, "it is for you, not I," (yet knowing it was for
hi nsel f) and drew her hand to his lips, folding her fingers round the kiss he
pl aced in the pal m

She | ooked at himintently. "There is a cold breeze," she said, and
stepping to the door, closed it before she ran across the roomwth little
qui ck steps to throw back the covers and slip in beside him The bl ack brows
brushed his cheek

"I'f you hated nme and really wanted to get rid of me, let nme ask you, what
woul d you do? How different would you behave toward me than you are now
doing? You tell nme that talking with you here in the norning gives you
pl easure and is a help to you. Wy do you wish to stop it then, if | am
willing to cone? And if you are thinking of any danage to ne, why surely that
is nmy concern.”

As her arm cane around his neck and their lips met in the |ong deep kiss,
he cl osed his eyes, not daring to look into hers, for this was no Damaris the
maid (and it was not that he dared not, but that he would not). They cane
shuddering fromthe contact. "Ah, no," he cried and drew her cl ose again and
for athird tine. But then she said suddenly; "Three is enough,” and wi thout
anot her word slipped from beside himand was gone.

Al nights were now turned into a prelude to the nornings, and all days
to a prelude for the evenings, when one of the other sisters would talk with
them and gently jest at themfor a pair of lovers, until Rodvard and Leece
went out for a stroll under avenues of plane-trees, where lights flickered
through the I eaves in the warm sunmer air. The elder Vyana or the younger
Madai | | e often acconpani ed them on these journeys, |aughing a great deal as
t hey conversed on matters of no inportance, for it was as though he and Leece
had signed a treaty never to show anyone outside how deeply they were
concerned with each other. In the nornings, when the subject turned to
t hensel ves, there were checks and uncertainties in their words; yet it was a
topic they could not avoid. Rodvard would often | eave his breakfast uneaten
the better to lie beside her, kissing and kissing, with now and then sone



little thing said.

"You must not love ne," she whispered one norning, turning her burning
face fromhis; "not in the human way."

"Why not, Leece? | love —this," and ki ssed her again.

"Ah, so doIl. But tolove, tolove —it wuld be falling into the hands
of the Bvil god for ne to |l ove you or you to | ove ne, before you had been to
i nstruction and accepted the doctrine of the Prophet. Do you understand?"

He did not (nor, when he broke the rule he had set on hinself and | ooked
into her eyes, could he read behind themany illumnation). "l amnot sure
want to be an Anorosian," he said gravely, "but if you say | shall not |ove
you, | will try not to. Only =

She hugged himcl ose then, and her lips sought his to end this, and to
say without words that this conmrerce of theirs was a pleasure for its own sake
and m ght be brought to destruction by any talk of a deeper relation —or so
he reasoned out her action, that night, as he lay in the hour between waking
and sleep. The pleasure of it was so sweet that he dared do nothing to change
the pattern; though when she tried to tell himof the strange religion of the
Prophet, he woul d change the conversation to the nystery of their nutua
attraction —in the mdst of which a vertigo of kissing and cl asping woul d
cone upon them and there would be silence for a long tinme. The door was
al ways cl osed now, sonetimes the footsteps of Dame CGualdis could be heard
outside, but after the first tine, when Leece slipped fromthe bed in panic,
they paid no attention, for the nother neither knocked nor entered. Only when
t he steps sounded, Leece would gently hold his hand to make hi m cease fondling
her breasts, which she now allowed himfreely to do at all tines, lying with
dark | ashes on her cheek and |ips half parted.

She would not let himgo further than this, nor did the cold Blue Star
speak of any willingness to do so. Wen once, with senses reeling, he would
have pressed the matter on, she said no, soneone might come, there was no
time, and made ot her excuses, though she kissed himas she said it, and
caressed himw th curious fingers. Yet it had become part of an unspoken
agreement between themthat he should ask for no nore, only kiss her and be as
bold as she permitted; and it was she who ultimately brought the matter into
wor ds.

"I'f we were married, you could have nme whenever you wi shed." She said it
hal f regretfully (and he did | ook this time, catching behind her eyes
something like a color, something that spoke of a desire in her, though
somehow not of the same kind as his own).

By the convention into which they had fallen, he must now cl asp her
eagerly and say, "Ah, Leece," and kiss her for a long tinme, before saying;

"Yet if we did marry, and the m xture proved inperfect, consider how we m ght
hate each other."

"I like to kiss you," she said sinply. "Wana cried |ast night. She saw
himin the afternoon, and does not know what to do."

"Feel ny heart beat," he said, placing her hand over it. "It would seem
to nme that she and her lover are really nmeant for a perfect union. Could she
not enter the Myonessae and be chosen and persuade himto marri age afterward?"

The girl went stiff in his arnms, looking at himwith eyes wide in

astoni shment. "Wy, " she cried, "that would be deception and sin —I eading
himfromthe service of the God of love to Evil. Ch, Rodvard, never say such
t hi ngs."

There was a true trenbling in her voice and he felt the noisture of a
tear, where her face was pressed into the crotch of his neck. (It did not
seemto himthat a chance remark was a matter for such fervor, for as he knew
religion, it was a guide, and the world would go mad if one tried to observe
its commands in every particular.) But all this was only the background of a
flicker of surprise across his mnd, as he left her face and ki ssed her closed
eyes. "lLeece, Leece," he said, "I didn't nean and did not know what nore
to say.

"Ch, Rodvard, | could not bear it if you deceived ne like that."



"Do you think I amtrying to?" (Kiss.)

"l do not know. No. Ah, we nmust not do this. It leads us into the
hands of Evil. Rodvard, Rodvard, you must, if you want ne.... — The word
died into Iips noving without sound, on which his |ips closed, her breath
began to come fast, she let his seeking fingers Iinger a noment at her breasts
and slide past, he could not see her eyes, but without the intervention of his
anul et, he knew that this was the nonent —but at the very point of sliding
fromthe crest, Leece flung herself gasping fromhis arnms, and with a sob was
gone.

Next norning his breakfast was |eft outside the door

The linen stitching was very tedious. Five or six of them all novices
like herself, sat in a circle and went round the edges of napkins, draw ng
three threads, stitching them home, drawing three threads, bringing them hone
again, while the mattern or Mrcella or one of the older girls read slowy
fromthe First Book of the Prophet, pausing now and again to make exposition
of the neaning of a passage. Talking was di scouraged. At noon there was
al ways the same nmeal of pulse with fresh greens or fruit, but in the evening
sometinmes a piece of neat

Every fourth-day they all marched in procession to the house of religion
and there was a service, not like those in the Dossol an churches, with their
flowers and nusic, but merely a discourse, such as Lalette had first heard at
the conventicle in Netznegon, with everybody enbraci ng each other afterward,
and prayers of grace pronounced by an Initiate. This took place at noon
after the service, no nore work was done on these days.

After dinner and on the free afternoons, all were at liberty except for
such matters as personal laundry. Mst of the girls walked two and two for a
while in the garden, where tall alleys of hollyhocks divided the vegetable
pl ots on which sonme of the Myonessae | abored during the day. Going on, out
into the street was not forbidden, but not encouraged. Neither —as Lalette
qui ckly di scovered —was it very pleasant, for although these peopl e of
Mancherei had no badges of status, which at first seemed a very strange thing,
everybody seemed to know at once that she was one of the sisterhood. This was
all right as to older people, but in the half-twlight, young nmen woul d cal
out to her, or what was worse, sidle alongside her on the pave and try to nake
conversation, or offer a glass of wine.

She found their insinuation so infuriating that the second tine this
happened, with the fell ow al nost directly making an insinuation, only the
menory of Tegval kept her fromputting a witchery on himthen and there. Dane
Quasso had been wal king in the garden that night As Lalette canme hurrying
t hrough the gate, she |ooked so long and intently that it seemed she mnust
somehow have caught part of the Initiates' trick of thought-reading, and to
Lalette's other troubles was added the fear of being known for a nurderess.

On this night of all, the bl onde Nanhil de would choose to cone to her
room for a tal k, babbling against the clerks of account, who had all owed her
far I ess than she deserved for sone broideries she had done; " —and they gave
"Zina just double ny price. | knowwhat it is; she slips out of here on
fourt h-days and gets drunk with some of those clerks and | ets them do anyt hi ng
they want. She's awful."

Lalette (upset, and wanting to tal k about anything but this); "But how
can she keep the mattern from know ng about it?"

"Ch, she is careful. A girl has to be in this place. She always gets
back before bedtinme, and her sister in town says she spends the afternoons
there."”

Lalette sighed. "I thought, when | came here —=



Nanhi | de said; "Wat did you expect to be different?"

Lalette's hands fluttered. "Is there no way we can escape fromthe
overwhel m ng lusts of nmen?"
"Agirl in the Myonessae can do very well if she does not fear herself."

Lal ette burst into tears.

Chapter 21
M dwi nter: The Return

"Make up this account for closing," said the protostylarion, handing
Rodvard a dossier which bore the endorsenent: "Approved to expel the subject
fromthe Myonessae for contunmacious refusal to accept any choice —Tradit, I."

Rodvard dragged weary feet to the bench, for his night had been
sleepless, with this matter of Leece reaching a crisis. Al week, she had
striven to pretend in the presence of others that nothing was changed, but
woul d neither bring his breakfast, nor allow himany opportunity to speak with
her alone in the evening. A crisis —the sl eepl ess night began when he had
refused to walk with her and VWyana under planes still clinging to their |ast
| eaves, then felt unhappy over the | ook of a friend betrayed that canme into
her eyes. A crisis; for that | ook was a trap as grimas the one the witch had
set for him He did not really want the dark-browed Leece (he told hinself),
overall, at the price of permanent union she set upon her body. It would have
been, it was, enough nerely to talk with her and be gay conpani ons, as he was
with the other sisters. Only the nmoments when a contact of |ips or body sent
a devouring flane along his veins were different. Yet there was now upon him
a conpulsion to find the next nove in the gane and carry it through, as though
he were involved in a conpl ex dance and dared not mi ss a pace.

VWhat is this, then? (he asked hinself). Am1l a nechanician's
instrument, or so weak | amnot ny own master? 1Is it that | owe her a duty,
and by what sanction am| held thereto? The priest at the academy mi ght have
had an answer for that. He would have said that the sanction was of Cod, "who
sends us all peace, so that even those nisguided nen who say there is no God
must nake an inner peace, through a claimto be true to some i mage of the
I deal , which they call thenselves. So that God is not bal ked, but enters in
t hem unawar es, and they only make their own path harder by reaching H m
t hr ough devi ous ways instead of sinmple." He could remenber the argunent
accurately, and howits force had once struck him Thus the priest, then; but
if the sanction was of God, did God (Rodvard now asked hinself) urge himto
this pursuit of Leece? No matter what; he knew that when he reached the
Gual di s' house that night, the intricate pavanne woul d continue, and he a part
of it as before.

Leave then. No. Not in this |and, where he was a public prisoner
required still to report on every tenth day, an irritating routine. For that
matter, |eave for where? Not Dossola, with the prosecution hanging over his
head; not any other place. Dance out the dance.

The protostylarion's step roused himfromreverie. He opened the dossier
and with a feeling of vertigo, perceived that it was fromthe couvertine
Lol au: “—on the account of the Myonessan Lal ette Asterhax."



Wthout a knock the door opened, Leece slipped in and stood with her back
to it, |ooking down. Rodvard began hastily to nmake good his jacket-| aces.

"It was my fault," she said in a thin voice, then hurriedly; "Wat | did
was contrary to the law of love. Do you want ne to bring your breakfast in
t he norni ng?"

Her eyes were veiled, but one could guess what |ay behind them (and one

must —one nust tread the right neasure). "Yes."

"You are still angry with ne."

He ran across the room and seized her in his arnms, so she let her dark
head slide down against his neck. "What can | say?" kissing her ear and the

side of her neck (yet at the same tine feeling a revul sion al nost physi cal
and all the time the thought of that other was at the back of his nind, not
conm ng forward because he dared not let it).

A sudden tenseness was in her grip; she flung her head back and | ooked at
him (out of eyes that spoke distrust). "Rodvard! What is w ong?"

"Not hing. W nust hurry and go to supper or they will mss us." A
rivul et of perspiration coursed down his spine. She kissed himlong and hard
(with the doubt still there) and was gone.

Afterward it was the tall VWana who went to walk with them Leece took
his hand; all gay, but casting glances that seemed to show an unasked question
in her mind (so that Rodvard wondered whet her she m ght not have sone part of

the Blue Star's gift). He said to Wana; "Tell nme something. If you were in
t he Myonessae, how could | cone to see you?"
Her face fell sober. "I amnot a Myonessan yet. But if | were, it would

not be easy unl ess you becane at |east a |l earner. The Myonessans have no
contacts with the outer world save those they make thensel ves. ™"

"A strange rule," he said, not daring to push the matter further |est he
betray his thought.

Now Leece spoke, trying to justify the regi nen under which the girls
lived, but VWyana, being so near to the sisterhood, was doubtful, and Rodvard
heard both of themw th only part of his mind, considering what he nust do.
There was no question but he rmust do it, ah, no; the expelled of the
Myonessae, he knew well, were shut away in gl oony prisons for "instruction"
it might be for years. The couvertine Lolau was —

“—do you not think so, Rodvard?" said Leece's voice

"I amsorry. | was thinking of a thing."
Al her attention and affection suddenly rushed at him she pressed his
hand hard. "I was only saying —= and in spite of that warmgrip, his nind

went off again under the babble. The Blue Star woul d perhaps | et him nmake his
way in, if the light were good —and they reached the door. Leece squeezed
hi s hand agai n, possessively; he knew she woul d have sought a corner and

ki ssed him but he managed to avoid that, with a certain shame picking at him

I nside he went rapidly upstairs, then stood tingling in his own room as
outer steps went to and fro. Hi s nmind toiled at details —the |ock of the
street-door was a heavy one, usually turning with a grating sound, he mnust
have a story ready to tell if soneone woke and asked hi m questions. But
before he could work out a tale the snmall sounds died to a single series of
pat, pat, pat, and he had a noment of dreadful fear and excitenent m ngled
that it mght be Leece, conming to himthat night.

This was his turning-point in life (he thought) and the choi ce was being
made from outside hinmself. The steps went past; Rodvard rel eased his breath,
sat down and, trying to use up the time until all should be asl eep, began to
repeat to hinmself Iren Dostal's ballad of the archer and the bear. But at the
third stanza a rhyme sonehow el uded him and he nearly went nad trying to
recall it, while at the same tinme the other half of his mind went round the
probl em of Leece-Lalette, Lalette-Leece, w thout once making a real effort
toward the plan he nust have. Then he tried to solve how the line of duty



m ght be considered to lie, according to one or another system of phil osophy;
but all this yielded was the unsatisfactory conclusion that he did not know
where duty or even true desire lay, only what he was going to do. Now he
began to count boards in the floor, as he had counted the cask-staves of the
ship, nerely to pass tinme; and tine passed. He cracked the door ajar, heard
someone snore, and reached the odd thought that even the |loveliest of girls
sometines snore. Tip, tap, and he was down the hall to the stairs. A board
creaked there; he paused. The key grated even nore harshly than he had
antici pated, and again he stood breathless a mnute, then was in the street.

A sense of freedom swelled through himas he | ooked up at the winter
stars —this nmust be the right Iine, the glorious Iine, hurrah! even though
the adventure failed. A silent street, down which advanced in the near
di stance a cl oaked couple picking their way along with a |ight-boy before.

The checkered gl eans fromthe wi ndow of his lantern caught the tree-trunks and
hal f-reflected fromthe dull surfaces, seenmed like weary fireflies. A

one- horse cal eche went past, its formdimy outlined agai nst the darker
shadows beneath the branches. Step on, Rodvard, the way is here. He stunbled
in the dark over the edge of a cobble, turned a corner and another wondering
how t he gl ass stood, and reached the couvertine Lolau at |ast.

He renenbered it as the building he had passed on his first day in
Charalkis, with a foreyard in which a dead tree stood. The |odge-box held no
porter; its w ndow was broken. Rodvard thought —now this is sonehow the
nodel of the Myonessae, if | could trace the resenbl ance, as his feet clicked
on the pave up to the door, where one light burned behind a transomin a fan
of glass. Summing his force, he knocked. No answer. He knocked agai n.

Far in the interior a step sounded, com ng. The door was thrown back to
show a fat beldane with a robe gathered round her, whose hand trenbl ed
slightly with pal sy.

"What is it?" she said. The light was above and behind her, he could not
see her eyes to use his jewel.

"I amfromthe office of account,'

he sai d (dependi ng upon sudden

inspiration), "in the matter of the Denpiselle Asterhax."
"A poor hour to be conming," she grunmbled. "Ay, ay, the Lalette. | wll
call the mattern. They will take her in the norning."

She noved aside to let himenter, and as she did so, the |light caught her
face. (H s glance, quickened by emergency, caught in those nuddy eyes a green
flash of mngled hate and greed.)

"Wait," he said, and touched her wist. "Perhaps it is not needed to
rouse anyone." (That covetousness —if he could use it.)

"What do you nean?"

"It is asinple matter; not official accounts.’
two and pressed themin her hand.

He funbl ed out a coin or

The fat face noved into a leer. "Eh, eh, so that's the story. Wnt to
take her, do you? And poor Mrcella will be blamed, maybe sent for
instruction. It should be worth nore."

(Money agai n; he experienced a nonment of panic.) "I amfromthe office of
account,"” he repeated. "I amto take her there to close her reckoning. You
wi Il have the perquisite of her possessions.”

"He, he, and you the best perquisite. It should be worth nore."

"Sh, soneone will hear us." He found another pair of coins. "This is al

—if not, give back the rest and call your mattern."

He turned; she clutched his arm grunbling in her throat (and he could
see she did not believe himin the |least, but would be satisfied if given a
story to tell). "Come. Cone."

Anot her stair-journey through a silent house, this time upward. The
pl ace had the indefinable perfume of nany wonen. The guide shuffled along in
a dark al nost conplete; Rodvard heard the chink of keys, then a tick agai nst
the I ock and the door opened.

"Strike a light." Rodvard felt a candle pressed into his hand; being
forced to give his attention to it, Lalette saw himfirst when the |ight



flared, he heard her gasp and | ooked past the little flame to see her standing
wi th di shevel ed hair, so | ovely beyond the inmagi ned picture that he could not
resi st running across the roomto kiss her astonished Iips. She nmust have
been sitting fully dressed in the dark

"Rodvard! How did you come here?" The fat woman shuffled in the
background, and he:

"No matter now, it can wait. We rmust go quickly."

She stared at himlike a sleepwal ker. "\Were?"

"Hurry."

There were no nore words between themat this time or place. Lalette
turned in the feeble light to nake a package, but the fat woman said; "Nah, ny
perquisite,"” so she only snatched a cloak. The bel dane addressed Rodvard;
"Now you use your knife on the lock to show where it was picked, then |eave
it. Then they know ny story is true, a man was here."

He hacked at the brass plate that held the keyhole for a nonent, and
fortune favored by letting one of the screws cone | oose with a snap, and the
fat woman clawed his armto indicate that was enough. She |led the way down
the stair, Rodvard could see no eyes, and he and Lal ette were suddenly out the
door.

She turned to face himunder the dead tree.

"You do not want me any nmore. How did you find me? Were did you cone
fronP"

(He thought: out of one pattern-dance of compul sions and into another.)
"I do want you or | would not have come. | could not help it. D d you not
receive ny letter?"

"l suppose you have sonme story to cover your utter desertion.”

"I swear | left with Dr. Remigorius a letter for you, telling how | was
called to Sedad Vix on the nost urgent of affairs; and then things happened.
I will tell you."

"Then it is true. You are one of the Sons of the New Day." (The eyes
wer e hidden, but the tone told clearly how deep was her anger and despair.)

"I have cone for you," he said, sinply.

She uttered a bitter little laugh. "It is sonmewhat late, ny friend. |
am one of the licensed whores they call Myonessae, and now an attainted
crimnal."

"I know —and so am | for bringing you fromthere."

She took three steps in silence. "Were are you taking ne?"

"A tavern." (He had not thought, this was part of the plan he had been
too excited to make.)

"Do you lodge in it?" (The voice was so small that he knew sonething | ay
behi nd the words.)

"I have been working in the office of account, and | earned of your
trouble there," he said, inconsecutively.

She turned toward himin the dark street, where far down, soneone wal ked
with a light, the hand on his armtrenbling a little. "OCh, Rodvard —they
woul d have put nme in that prison for instruction and then turned ne into the
street wi thout an obula."

"I know. See —that is what we are |ooking for."

An inn it was, a palpable inn, beyond the corner, with |ight streamn ng
fromits windows. They entered through the public-roomwhere a table of nen
with nmugs before themall turned their heads |ike sunflowers. One of them
whi spered behind a hand, and there was a snicker. A lugubrious person in a
dirty apron canme to the inner door and said yah, he would give them wel cone
for the night. Supper? No, said they both, and a small girl with her hair in



tight braids showed themto a roomwhere there was only one chair and a bed
where they would sleep together for the first tine since the night in Dane
Domijaiek's room nowin a far country and | ong ago. (Rodvard thought: she is
wearing her hair down as an unwedded girl, and that is why they snickered.)
She sat on the edge of the bed, tossing her head back

"Rodvard," she said, "you have been unfaithful to ne."

"No!" (He answered in reaction nmerely, and the thought that crossed his
m nd was not of the maid Damaris, but of Leece, now perhaps herself sleepless,
and waiting for the dawn, when ) "Your Blue Star is still bright."

She did not nove, only crossed her eyes in a spasmof pain. "I think
perhaps it was another witch. | know one put a spell on you. Did you know
saved you fromit? You can go to her, if you wi sh; even take the Blue Star
| do not want it any nore."

"Lalette! Do not talk so."

He stepped to her on the bed, slipped his armunder both hers where she
supported hersel f, |eaning backward, and drove her down, his |ips seeking

hers. She met him passively, neither giving nor avoiding. "Lalette," he
br eat hed agai n.

Now she twisted in his arnms. "Ah, nmen think there is only one way to
resol ve every problemwith a girl. It was that | wished to get away from |
will go back."

He rel eased her then, and | ay beside her, unspeaking for a nonent. Then

"And be sent for instruction and then turned out? It was that | canme to
save you from™"

"Ch, | amgrateful. | wll not go back, then, and you can have what you
have bought."

(There was a torture in it that he should at this noment think of Maritzl
of Stojenrosek.) He double-jointed to his feet and began to pace the fl oor
"Lalette," he said, "truly you do not understand. W are in real danger, both
of us, and cannot afford bitterness. | have not been in this country |ong
enough to know its laws, but | know we have broken nore than one; and they are
very intent after both of us, you as a witch and ne with the Blue Star, even
t hough they say witchery is not forbidden here. Now | ask your true help, as
| have hel ped you."

"Ah, ny friend, of course. What would you have ne do?"

She sat up suddenly, with a tear in the corner of her eye (which he
affected not to notice), all kindliness; and they began to talk, not of their
present energency, but of their adventures and how strangely they were mnet
there. He gave her a fair tale on alnost all, except about Damaris and Leece.
She interrupted now and agai n, as sonething he said rem nded her of one detai
or another, so that neither of them even thought of sleeping until the candle
burni ng down and a pal e wi ndow spoke of approachi ng day.

"But where our line lies now, | do not know," he concl uded.
I nconsequentially, she said; "Tell ne truly, Rodvard, about the Sons of
the New Day." (Her face was toward himas she spoke; he was astonished to

catch in her eye a conplex thought, something about feeling herself no better
than the group she considered thieves and nurderers.)

"Well, then, we are not murderers and steal fromnone," he said (as she,
renmenbering the power of the jewel, |owered her head; for she had not told him
of the fate of Tegval). "W are only trying to make a better world, where
badges of condition are no nore needed than here in Mancherei, and nen and
worren too, do not obtain their possessions by being born into them"

"That is a strange thing to say to one who was born into a witch-famly,"
she said. "But no matter now. \What shall we do? | doubt if we can reach the
i nner border before they set the guards after us, and with the case of this
captai n agai nst you, you cannot now return to Dossola. O can you? W m ght
get a ship that would take us to the Green Islands. | have a brother there
sonewhere. "

"Who's to pay the passage? For | have little nmoney. Mich of ny gain has
been withheld to pay for the things | needed when | cane."



"And | no noney at all. But did you cone here from Dossol a by payi ng?
Can we not offer service?"

He (thought of the one-eyed captain and the service demanded then, but)
took her hand. "You are right, and it is the only thing to try," he said.
"Come, before any pursuit fairly starts.”

They crept down the stairs, hand in hand, |ike conspirators. At the
parl or Rodvard sacrificed one of his coins to pay for his night's | odging.
(The thought of Leece and what she woul d be doing at this hour was in his mnd
as) they stepped into a street fromwhich the grey light had rubbed out al
the night's romance to | eave the city drab and wintry.

A mlk-vendor net themw th his goats and gave a swirl of his pipes in
greeting. There were few other passengers abroad, but nore began to appear as
they drew near the harbor area; carters and busy nen, and hand-porters.
Presently they were anong warehouses and pl aces of commerce. Beyond lay the
gquays and a tangle of masts. Here was a tavern, opening for the day; the
proprietor said that a Captain 'Zenog had a ship at the fourth dock down, due
to sail for the Geen Isles with the tide. The place was not hard to find,
nor the captain either, standing by the board of his vessel, strong and squat,

like a giant beaten into |l esser stature by the nmallet of one still stronger

"A Geen Islands captain, aye, | amthat," he said. "I'Il take you there
on the smoothest ship that sails the waters."

Sai d Rodvard; "I do not doubt it. But we have no nobney and wi sh to work
our way."

Bl uff heartiness fell away fromhim (and the gl ance said he was
suspi ci ous of something). "Wat can you do?"

"I ama clerical, really, but would take other |abor nerely to reach the
G een I|slands."”

Lalette said: "I have done sewing and could nmend a sail here and there."

The captain rubbed a chin peppered with beard. "A clerical | could use
fair enough, one that could cast accounts." He | ooked around. "Modst of you
Anmor osi ans, though —=

Rodvard said joyously; "I amnot of Mancherei, but Dossol an, educated
there, and can cast up an account as easily —=

"There'd be no pay in it. The voyage nerely," said the man quickly.

"W will do it for that," said Rodvard, and touched Captain 'Zenog's hand
in acceptance. The squat man turned. "Ché!" he shouted. "H nze, take these
two to the port office and get themcleared for a voyage with us."

Chapter 22
The Law of Love

(For a nonment after the man had spoken, Rodvard felt as though he were
falling.) He |ooked at Lalette (and saw the same bl ack fear was in her also),
but the step was taken, they could only hope to carry matters through at the
port office. H nze was a thin man in a sailor's jacket, who | ooked over his
shoul der back at the captain as he |l ed them down the cobbles to a brick
buil ding that Lalette renenbered all too well. "You will find it a good
voyage. The ship is tight as an egg, but the food not too good," said he.

There was a doorman in his coop, who directed H nze down a hall,
wher eupon the girl clutched Rodvard's armand said; "I do not like this. | —=

(A silly remark, he thought.) "W cannot run away now," he said. "It is



the only chance"; and H nze was back to say that the protostylarion would
entertain themat once, there could be only a nmoment of waiting. They |ooked
at each ot her apprehensively; Lalette | eaned against a wall and cl osed her
eyes, and a man cane down the hall to call themin.

Rodvard led the way into a roomwhere a little man sat behind a desk with
i nes of disobligingness set round his mouth. He said; "You wish to | eave the
domi ni on of Mancherei for the barbarous G een |slands?"

"It is because of a famly matter," said Rodvard. "My wife and I —=

The protostylarion | ooked at Lalette's hair, down in the mai densweep,
then qui ckly at Rodvard and back to her face. Winkles shot up the niddle of
his forehead. "Wfe? Wfe? Wat is your profession? Were is your
certificate of enploy?" He came up out of his seat (like a small bear
Rodvard thought), peering the nore intently at the girl. "Ah, | have it! |
know You are the one | registered for the Myonessae. The Dossol an; and a
witch, too. Guards! Guards!" H's voice went treble; two or three arned nen
tunbled into the room

"An inquiry!" said the protostylarion, flinging up his armto point at

the couple as Hi nze shrank back. "These two for an inquiry! | accuse her of
bei ng a runaway Myonessan!" The face was distorted (the thought behind it one
of the purest delight and triunmph). "Be careful with her; she is a witch!"

Rodvard was gri pped above the el bow and jerked stunmbling to the door
catching only a glinpse of Lalette's despairing face. Qutside, people stopped
and goggled as the two were hurried along and into a carriage, with a guard

besi de each. "I amsorry," began Rodvard, but one of the guards said; "Cl ose
your clack; not tal king anmobng prisoners.” (H's eyes spoke a brutality that
woul d have taken pleasure in a blow)

They came to a structure with a battlenented gate, like a small fortress;

an odor of sewage emanated fromit. A pair of guards brought forward bills in
salutation to those entering. Rodvard and Lalette were swung into a

gat ehouse, where a man | ounged at a wi ndow —an of ficer by his shoul der-knot.
One of the guards said; "These two are in for an inquiry. Authority of the

Protostylarion Barthvédi. He says to be careful of the woman, she's a witch."
The officer |ooked at Lalette appreciatively, then seated hinself at the
desk and drew out a paper. "Your nanes and professions," he said.

Rodvard gave his; Lalette checked over the profession (wishing to cry out
that she would not give it, wishing to defy the man). The officer |ooked at
her. "You are warned," he said, "that | amdiaconal, and your witchery wll
be wasted on ne."

"Ch," she said, and half-choking; "Monessan."

"Which couvertine? . . . The nore trouble it is to obtain the
i nformation, the harder it will be with you."
"Lol au. "
The officer turned to one of the guards. "Go to the couvertine of Lolau

and informthe mattern that she is to come here tonorrow nmorning at the fourth
glass for an inquiry in the matter of Denpiselle Lalette." He addressed the
other guard. "You wait here while | draw the proclamation calling for
information on this Bergelin, then take it around."

(Rodvard thought of Leece, and wondered what she would say in answer to
the proclamation), (Lalette of facing Dame Quasso again.) Another pair of
guards cane in to take themto stone cells, set in the wall of the fortress.
Rodvard saw Lal ette vani sh into one and heard the door clang behind her, then
was himself thrust into another. There was a stool and straw on the floor, an
archery-slit for the only lighting. The place stank, the origin of which odor
was a bucket beneath the archery-slit. He sat on the stool and tried to
think, but the turnoil of fear held himso that he could do little nore than
run around back and over his own conduct |ike a nouse, to ask where he had
st epped wongly and what el se he could have done to nake things cone out other
than they were. This was the norning when Leece . . . and he woul d have been
bound to her for life. . . . No, that could not have been the right path
Farther back, then? When he asked that, he went off into a train of



rem ni scence in which thought al nost ceased.

Hi s throat was dry; there was no water in the cell. Nor did he seemto
have near nei ghbors, all being silence around, save that sonewhere a tiny drip
of water increased his thirst. Wuld he be able to hold anything back
tomorrow norning at the inquiry, where an Initiate would surely question?
Round the circuit of his failure, his mind ran again, and slid off into a
consi deration of present circunmstance. He rose, going to the iron-bound door
but even the small trap in it would not open fromhis side. Al one.

Not for the first time. How like the inprisonnment on the ship this was,
and how dark the prospect had | ooned then! Qut of that he had risen, but to
what ? A choi ce between Leece and this. A wave of misery swept across him
and then he thought of Lalette, and her msery equal to his own, and naybe
nor e.

But this was no help either, and he began to exam ne his prison
finger-breadth by finger-breadth, for something that might take his m nd away
fromthis procession of regrets and anxieties toward a future he could not
know. There were only accidents of the wall at first, in which he tried to
see pictures and carvings, making up a tale for hinmself, |like those in the
bal | ads. This had not gone far when he cane to a trace of writing which
| ooked as though sonmeone had tried to wipe it out, for there were only a few
words to be read:

"Horv . . . in the month . . . only for lov. . . God."

A cryptic nmessage, indeed; he tried to imagine the tale behind it, and
how t he | ove of which these Anorosians forever gabbl ed had brought soneone to
this cell. This caused himto ask hinself whether it was really |ove for
Lalette that had brought himthere; for that matter whether he | oved her, and
what | ove was; and to none of these questions could he find a satisfactory
answer, because he kept conparing her with Maritzl and wonderi ng whether the
enotion were the same. But this in turn brought a deep weariness; he flung
hinself on the strawto rest and work the matter out; and so doing, fell into
an uneasy slumber —product of his sleepless night —in which he dreaned t hat
that world was ruled, not by the God he had been taught to believe in, nor
di sputed by the two gods of whomthe Anorosians spoke, but by three denons,
who sat in a closed space with snoke pouring fromtheir nouths, and deci ded
what penalties should be exacted for wtchery.

A key grated; he woke to see the trap being pulled back fromwi thout, and
a voi ce said roughly:

"Here's your banquet, nmy lord. The sweetneats conme with the dancing
girls.”

A plate was thrust through, with a pewter nmug of water. On the forner
were some vegetables, cold and sticky, and no table utensils, but Rodvard was
in a nood of hunger that forbade himto be over-nice and he ate, saving part
of his water to cleanse his fingers after the nmeal. It was hardly done before
the trap opened again, and the outer voice demanded; "The tools, pig-face.

The adm ni stration doesn't give souvenirs to its guests."

Rodvard passed the di shes through and seated hinsel f again. Tinme ticked;
the Iight that had been fadi ng when he woke was all gone, he had slept so much
that he could do so no nore, and the uncertainty of his lot held himfrom
consecutive thought. Somewhere outside there was a thin cry and a sound of
feet. Then quiet again, but for the briefest space; and now anot her key
grated, in the main |l ock of his door. It was flung open; in the space stood a
small man and a dark, with no cap. Behind him a snmoky torch held by anot her
showed this first visitor to be holding a naked sword, that dripped, plash,
pl ash, on the stone.

"You are Bergelin?" he said. "I call nyself Demadé Slair. The revolt
has begun. Have you the Blue Star safe?"



Questions whirled in Rodvard's mnd, but the larger of the pair said;
"Hurry," and gripped himby the el bow like the guard who had brought himin,
draggi ng al ong the corridor

"Wait!" said Rodvard, resisting. "There is another =

"We must hurry," said Denadé Slair. "You do not know how desperate a
business this is. W have had to kill."

"No. | will not leave her. She is ny sweetheart; my witch."

"You have her here? O the two of you, she is the nore inportant! \Where
is she?"

"At the third cell here, 1 think."

W thout another word, Slair counted off. "The torch, Cordisso," and
began to try keys froma chain of them The big man advanced the torch, but
the place held only sone babbling, furtive creature with white hair and idiot
eyes. The next cell was enpty. Slair swore furiously. "You are sure your
doxy's here?"

"She was brought in with ne."

He tried another door. It was she, rising surprised fromthe floor in a
whirl of dresses. Rodvard pushed past the small man to grip her by the hands.
"Come, and quickly."

She made smal |l unconprehendi ng sounds. Rodvard put an arm around her and
drew her toward the door. Reverse of the stair by which they had been brought
in; in the torchlight Rodvard saw a pair of feet at the base. A dead man, one
of the guards. |In spite of the hurry, he paused to unbelt the fellow s dag,
and rushed with the rest, feeling nore a man again now the | ost knife was
repl aced.

At the outer gate stood two more nmen, hoods pulled over their faces.

They sal uted Demadé respectively and | ed across the street to where a carriage
stood, pushing Lalette into the back seat There were three horses, one in
front of the pair, according to the Mancherei fashion. One of the hooded nen
cracked his whip, and they were off at a bunping pace, as Denadé Slair said;
"It is as well you were placed in arrest and proclaimed this afternoon. W
shoul d not have known how to find you otherw se."

"Who sent you —Dr. Rem gorius?"

A shadow wi nked across the nan's face, even in the dark. "The Hi gh
Center; | say the revolt has begun and they are in rule. But you shall be
told everything soon." He would say no nore; the carriage bunped across

cobbl es, and they were at the dock, with a man holding a candle-lantern by its
side. Slair |eaped down without offering a hand to Lal ette and sprang across
the plank of a ship with "Hurry!" Already, as she and Rodvard reached the
deck a whistle was bl own, and men were noving rapidly anong the ropes. They
foll owed their guide' s beckoning down a |adder to a cabin; he set the lantern
on a table.

"Let yourselves be placed, and hear ne carefully,"” he said. "It is of
the utnost nonment to the cause and everything that you are not caught or even
hel d back. |If the guards cone aboard, if we are stopped by a galley as we

| eave the harbor, you are strictly to go down the | adder leftward of this
cabin. At its base is a pile of bales of goods, of which one is hollowed out
to take a man, with a flap at the edge that can be pulled to fromi nside.
Insert yourself and pull the flap."

(Athrill nore of excitement than apprehension shot through Rodvard; the
t hought of being as inportant as this to the great enterprise.) He said; "If
this ship's invaded, they will likely have an Initiate or at |east one of
their diaconals with them and fromthe mnd of anyone aboard, he will be
likely to know where the hiding place is."

Slair grinned. "That has been thought of. No one knows of this hollow
but me. | made it and can take care of nyself."

Lalette said; "And |; what shall | do?"

Slair frowned. "You are a problem denoiselle. W canme for friend



Rodvard and his Blue Star, imagining you were still in Dossola, and there's no
preparation.” He put an index finger on his chin. "You have the Art. Could

you not —*

She raised a hand, "Ah, no. Never." (In the flash of her eye Rodvard
saw how she was thinking of sone witchery on a ship, sonething terrible and
si ckening connected with it.) "O course,"” said Slair. "Against an Initiate,

it would miss nine times out of ten. And conceal nent's a weak resource. No,
the problemis one of hiding you in plain sight; that is, to let them| ook but
not know your identity. . . . Ah, | have it; let your hair down and the hem
of your dress up to show an ankle; be one of those traveling strunpets who
call thensel ves sea-witches."

Lalette said steadily; "How will this deceive one of the Initiates?"

Demadé Slair nmade a twisting with his nouth. "Wy, denvoiselle, these
Initiates are not magi ci ans; they can read no nore than thoughts and not al
of those. Al wonen have in thema trifle of the strunpet; you have but to
t hi nk yourself one, be one with your mnd. It would be a rare Initiate to
tell the difference."

(Lalette's mind beat frantic wings; the bars were there again, whatever
route she took led to the same cage); (and Rodvard caught enough of her
t hought to know how deep was her trouble.) "lIs there not sone better plan?"
he asked.

"No time; see, the shipis stirring." Denadé Slair stood up. "So now
nmust | eave you." The door banged behind him

Lalette said; "This is a second rescue —from one prison to another, each
time. | thank you, Rodvard." (Her eyes flashed a dark col or of anger, he
knew what was stirring in her mind, but also that if he nentioned it directly,
there would be a flash.)

He said; "Lalette, let me inplore you. | will not quarrel with you about
whose making this trouble is, or how we seemto go fromone difficulty to
another. But if we can work together, this escape shall be better than the

last. | did not |eave you at the couvertine."
"Ch, | amgrateful,"” she said, in the tone of one who is not grateful in
the least, turning aside her head. "If you had only —=

(He had wit enough not to carry this line on.) "Do you know anyt hing of
this revolt?" he asked.

She turned again. "Ah, | cannot bear if that | should never have a

t hought of nmy own while | amwth you. WIIl you give me back the Blue Star?"
"No! It is all our lives and fortune now, and the fate of many nore

i mportant than we."
"I am not beautiful and brilliant |ike those girls of noble houses; but

even so, would like to be wanted for nyself, and not what | can bring."

Qutside, the first harbor-swell caught the ship; she turned her face
agai n, queasy at her stomach. They slept in shut-beds on opposite sides of
t he cabin.

Chapter 23
Net znegon: Return to G ory

The skies were filled with glory, the new day rising. The man who call ed
hi rsel f Denadé Sl air explained, |eaning against the rail at the waist of the
ship, in the blue-and-gold nmorning, a day anointed with white in the formof a



circling seagull

"It's an intricate tale,"” he said, "of which the sumis that we are
unlikely to see queens in Netznegon again. But 1'll begin with Ceudi's plan
for having the nobles gather taxes in their seignories. They would not have
it."

"Somet hing |like that seemed to be happening when | was at the conference
of court," said Rodvard.

"They say there was a scene to renmenber when Florestan told the old bitch

there was no nore noney," Slair went on with a |l augh. "She beat hi mabout the
head with a slipper and for days he wore a patch over one eye."
Lalette said; "She is your queen." (She wanted to cry out, to say

somet hing that would drive this man to fury.)
Rodvard drew her hand toward him but she pulled it away; Denadé Slair

said; "l crave your pardon, denviselle; truly. | did not know you were so
royalist. . . . Then Brunivar fell. You heard of it?"
Rodvard said; "I have had little news, buried in Charal kis; only that

there were troubles.”

"Attained of treasons, and sent to the throat-cutter. The case was
pressed by the Duke of Aggermans, very violent against him no one altogether
knows why. "

"I think I could find a reason."

"No doubt, with your stone. But d'you see the situation that left? Wth
Bruni var gone, there's no regent-apparent in the case of Her Mpjesty's death,
which may fall any day. | think it was you who sent word to the Center that
Fl orestan expected the regency in his room Very like he would have had it,
too, but for the tax matter; but the regency question furnishing an excuse the
nobl es sumoned a general assenbly of all the estates, and once they were net,
t hey began to consider everything."

"And the revolt?"

"Ch, it began in the west —at Veierelden, with sone of the army and not
with our party at all. Brunivar's people joined, setting forward the nanme of
Prince Pavinius, and how he was wongfully set aside fromthe succession, and
had | ong since abandoned bei ng an Anorosian. They even persuaded the old man
to come out of Mayern and raise his standard. Mst of the nobl es have gone
there with what troops there are, but | don't know how nmuch fighting there has
been. Neither side's very anxious for war. The inportant thing is that the
great assenbly was left in session with the nobles out of it, and you can see
what that neans."”

"Not quite. Enlighten ne."

"Why our party in the majority and Mathurin in control of everything."

Rodvard turned a face of utter astonishnment. "Mathurin? How —Wat -2
| mght have thought Dr. Rem gorius —

Slair |laughed again, a sharp bark. "Bergelin, for one who can see the
t houghts in a head, you are the ignorantest nman | have seen —or one of the
cleverest." He shot a quick glance of suspicion at Rodvard. "You truly did
not know that Mathurin was the head of the Hi gh Center, the major |eader of
the Sons? As for Remigorius, the less you nmention him the better. Sone
connections are not quite healthy."

"I did not know," said Rodvard slowy (trying in his nmind to re-assort
t he tunbl ed buil di ng-bl ocks of his world). "But |I? The Blue Star's a
treasure, but why send a ship for such a nouse as | an®?"

"Answer your own question, friend Bergelin. Look, here's Pavinius; the
court; our party with its control of the great assenbly; maybe sone of
Tritul accan tendency, and a few Anorosians —all opposed to each other. You
are the only man we know can untangle where the true loyalties lie and
di scover whom we can trust."

"But surely, this is not the only Blue Star."

"The only one we can be sure of. W know the court butler Tuol én had
one; perhaps there is one or nore in Pavinius' party.”

"You say 'had.' Does Tuol én have it no | onger?"



Slair | ooked sidewise (with something a little savage in his glance).
"An accident befell him You know Mathurin."

Said Lalette; "If | understand what you nmean, you had himkilled. But
this would not affect the Blue Star itself."

"Not if we could find the heiress. And there's another question also;
suppose we have found her, does she know enough of the Art to make the Star
active? True witches are very hard to find, with the episcopals so bitter
against the Art on the one hand, and the Anorosians draining so many off to
Mancherei on the other."

"My nother — began Lalette.
"Ch, Mathurin followed that line up long ago. She could instruct, but
woul d she? | think not for our party; the last | heard she had foll owed

C eudi and the court out to Zenss. You two are our nainstay."
Rodvard (thinking of the witch of Kaznerga, and thinking also that it
would be little good for the Sons of the New Day to have comerce with her)

said; "It should not be hard to trace Tuolén's heiress. | was in the Ofice
of Pedi gree nyself once."
"One nore reason why you're a figure. [1'll conceal nothing; nost of

t hose who can read the old hands, or trace the pedigrees, are either fled with
the court or little trusty. W dare not place reliance in them and it's a
matter of hurry with the armes in the west both anxious to do us harns, and
even the Tritulaccans calling out new troops."

A whistle blew, nen noved anong the ropes, the ship changed sl ant.

Rodvard said; "Wat you say is very strange. | would like to know —=
"Ah, enough of politics for now | nust make nmy apologies to this |ovely
denpi sel l e for having spoken unthinkingly." He offered his armto Lalette.

"WIl you honor ne?"

Rodvard was | eft standing; and not for the only tine either, in the next
three or four days, for Lalette formed the habit of walking with Slair al ong
t he deck, she | aughing and both of themtalking of trifles in a manner that
seened to Rodvard inane and pointless. O an evening the girl would hardly
speak at all, of if she did so, it was in a flat voice, shunning his eyes, so
that he could tell little of what she was thinking; at night, she shut herself
in her |ock-bed before undressing. This becane so intolerable that at |ast he
rose one night and tapped on the door of her bed.

"Open," he said, and over the noise of the thuttering rigging, heard her
say faintly, "Rodvard, no."

"Open | say," he cried again. "You nmust hear nme.
of seven breaths, and then he heard her spin the |ock

"Lalette," he said, "why do you treat me so?"

"Have | treated you worse than you have treated ne?"

(He fought back an inpulse to a retort that would bring angers.) "I do
not know that | follow all you nean."

(There was only night-shine fromthe wi ndow, she enbol dened at know ng he

There was a sil ence

could not learn her fullest thought.) "WIIl you still say you did not cheat
ne? Now that | know you were al ways one of the Sons of the New Day. Tuol én
had an acci dent —and the doorman at your house —and how many nore? | used

to believe in sonme things before you trapped ne."
"No trap," said he, jerking back so violently he struck a beam and gave

an exclamation. "No trap. You cannot nake a new world w thout destroying
some of the old, and some suffer unjustly for every gain."

In a small voice she said; "I feel —used."

"Lalette," he said gravely, and not taking offense. "Listen to me. W

of the Sons of the New Day are truly striving for a better world, one in which
there are such things as honesty and justice for everyone. But this mnuch
have | earned, and not from Dr. Remi gorius, that any such effort is a sw nm ng
against the world's stream and nmust be paid for. You feel used? WMself no
less. But | like to think of myself as used for the betternent of nen —
per haps by God."

Hs voice was a little unsteady at the end, and now it was her turn to be



silent for a noment. At |ast she said; "And how do you know the use is for
betterment —not soneone's personal pleasure in ordering others? What you say
is not too different fromthe teaching | heard at the couvertine. Only there
they woul d say that God uses no earthly vessels."

"Do you believe that?"

"Ah, | do not know. | only know that | amtired, and al one, alone
The words tailed off, he heard her shift in the darkness of the bed, and
then the intake of a sob

"Lalette, don't cry." He bent over, wiping a tear fromher face, then as
it was followed by nore, fell to kissing her eyes. "I love you" (for the
first time since that night on the roofs). "Lalette, Lalette.” Mre and nore

he ki ssed, fromeyes to lips, and she gripped her arnms around hi m (because he
was the nearest anchor in a shifting world), and his kissing turned to passion
(as she had known it would, and what did it matter?) (But she was only a
recipient, and to Rodvard it was a relief and an agony. |In that nonent he

wi shed it had been Leece.)

It was after sunset bell when they came upstreamto Netznegon city, its
gated towers rising dark against the west |ike the worn teeth of giants.
Rodvard stood near the prow, hearing the neasured cry of seanmen at the sweeps;
through all he felt the golden note of glory returning. Dossola (he murnmnured
to hinmself) —Dossola strong and fair, how shall | contribute to your
greatness and so find my owmn? He felt hinmself naking a poemof it, but in a
rush of enotion so intense that he could not bring the rhynes quite true, nor
the rhythm neither, quite; and when he tried to pause and think consciously of
how t he verses should go, the enotion vani shed, and the dark city was only a
tunbl ed pile of stone.

The bridge | eading to the southern suburbs blotted out the prospect;
little white cakes of ice came swinmng |ike ducks down the stream and the
ship swng to its quay, the one around the curve. There were lanterns there
and a little group waiting; they nust have been seen fromthe walls, and the
word passed through to neet them  Someone hall ooed to Rodvard fromthe stern
of the ship; Denmadé Slair was waiting there with Lalette, muffled close in her
| ong cl oak. (Rodvard thought: we are cone back to Dossola, both of us, as
naked as when we left it, but at least with nore hope.) Said Slair:

"It would be as well to hurry. It does not do to be on the streets too
much at ni ght these days."

(The back of Rodvard's m nd recognized that he had given Lalette no nore
than a priest's argunent that night in the |ock-bed, and wi shed that he had
found a better, since she nust see the defect in this one. But what? How
educate her to the ideal?) The plank was flung. Five or six men were at the
other end, one of themin a provost's cloak, but the shoes were not |ike what
t hey should be, nor did the doublet seemto belong to the uniform A
| ongsword bul ged out the cloak; the eyes flicked past Rodvard to rest on
Lalette. Dermadé Slair identified hinself and shepherded his charges past a
dark shed to the quayside street. A man was there with a horse; Slair spoke
to him he swung hinmself into the saddl e and rode off.

Sai d Rodvard (to say sonething); "That provost seened in an inquiring
nood. "

Slair; "This was no provost. The general assenbly has abolished that
hat eful order. What you saw was a people's guard."

Rodvard; "This is a different Dossola."

Slair; "It will be a better one."

Lalette said; "Wiere are we goi ng?"

"To the guest-house of the nation, that used to be the pal ace of Baron



Uutz, who has fled to join Pavinius. The man has gone for a carriage."

The conversation w nked out. Around a corner of the street somewhere in
the dim there was a shout that came to themonly as the confused "Yaya!" of
many throats, followed by a crash of glass and then another shout. "What is
it?" Rodvard | ooked at Slair.

"Some of the people, doubtless. You should know, there are many debts
bei ng paid these days." He shrugged.

Lalette stirred; (without the Blue Star's intervention Rodvard knew t hat
she would find in this wild | awl essness the case against his new day). He
said; "lIs there much of this fromday to day?"

The man's voice was indifferent. "Enough. It is mostly Zigraner
nmoneyl enders who suffer."”

Round the corner cane a carriage with a single horse, the nessenger

ri di ng ahead.

"You will report to the office of the committee at the second glass in
the norning," said Slair to the rider. The fellow s chin was badly shaven; he
| eaned fromthe saddle and said; "Well, friend Slair, | will do the best |
can, but it will be hard to ride nore nessages so early, for Musey here is

nearly done, and she's ny livelihood."

Rodvard now noticed that the horse was drooping w th weariness, but
Demadé Slair said; "If you | ose one, there's another. The people's business
will not wait. Be on time."

The man got slowy down and patted the neck of the horse. "Friend
Slair," he said, "I amas nmuch for the people as anyone, but there's nore to
this than livelihood. This is nmy friend." The tired horse sniffed at the
hand he put up

Slair surprisingly burst into |laughter. "Go, then, with your friend.
"Il be your warranty if you are late."

The carriage had wi de seats; Lalette huddl ed down in the corner, so that
Rodvard was barely touching the edge of her cloak, and Slair sat facing them
Beyond the corner, where the turbul ence was, figures were visible at a little
di stance and torches nmovi ng, but nobody said anything in the vehicle (because,
t hought Rodvard, there was so nmuch to say).

Presently they turned in at the gate of the wi de-flung U utz pal ace,
where sone statue on the entrance-pillar had been thrown down, |eaving broken
stone across the cobbles. There were lights in the building, but no doornan.
Demadé Slair led the way, and straight up the wide flight of marble steps to a
tall-walled room where he struck light to a candle. A huge bed stood in the
corner, and one of the chairs had been slit, so that the material of the

uphol stery flowed upon the carpet. "I bid you good-night," said their guide.
"There's a kitchen bel owstairs where you can have breakfast, and a nessenger
will call for you in the norning, friend Bergelin."

VWen they were alone, Lalette sat in the good chair with her hands in her
| ap, and | ooked at her feet. "Rodvard," she said at |ast.

"Yes?" (H s heart junped hopefully.)

"Be careful. You are not so inportant to themas you think. |f you were

—gone, they mght nake ne give the Blue Star to soneone else."

"Coul d they conpel you to put the witchery on it?"

"No. But they mght find another witch . . . Rodvard."

He went over to her, but at his touch she made a small gesture of
di smissal, as though to rebuke himfor bringing sonething childish into a
monent of utter intensity.

"I amafraid, Rodvard. Don't let themdo that to ne."

He stepped away from her. "Ah, pest, you are shying at shadows. | ama
menber of the Sons; and even so you have the Art."
"Yes. | have that."

She only undressed to a shift, and wapped it close around her, sleeping
on the far side of the bed. The water was very col d.



Chapter 24
Speeches in the Great Assenbly

It was the old Hall of Presence. The throne stood as before, its dark
wood bright with jewels, and the jewelled star bright above it, so that
Rodvard felt at his back al nbst a pal pabl e emanati on of Dossol a's high fane.
Before him chairs had been swung out fromthe walls into the space where al
had once stood to hear judgnments pronounced fromthe throne, as in the great
days of King Crotinianus; and other chairs brought in, not consonant with
those already there. He hinself occupied the seat once reserved to the
Announcer, two steps up; a board was placed for himto wite on, since this
was to be the pretence for his being there. To the right, another step up
was the place once occupi ed by the Chanberlain, which Mathurin would presently
take. It also had a board.

Rodvard | ooked out across the hall, now filling with nen, nmost of whom
bowed to the throne on entering, in the ancient form Very few were badged
with coronets, and it seenmed to Rodvard a cause of hope and pl easure that this
was so. There was a solid group of legists; some merchants; and a few nen
fromthe | esser orders, though not as many as he had expected. As he watched,
t he Episcopals cane in, six of the seven at once, not |ooking around at the
fall and sudden rise of chatter that attended their entrance. They noved to
pl aces in the premer row of chairs; |egist badges began drifting toward them
as straws on a streamw ||l be drawmn by a | og.

Mat hurin came in. He wore his servant's black and badge of |ow condition
as though they were robes and a crown, strutting visibly. He did not bowto
the throne, but wal ked straight up to the Chanberlain's place, sat down,
bounced up again imredi ately and sl apped his palmon the board for attention
As the buzz of talk died reluctantly and nmen took their places, he watched
with tight lips; when only two or three whisperers remai ned, he struck the
board again and said; "There is a new matter of utnopst inportance before the
assenbly of the nation."

A solid-1ooking man who bore the coronet badge stood up into the dramatic
pause and said; "I amthe Marquis of Palm There is an old matter for which
this assenbly was called that | shall never cease to urge. No regent-apparent
has been =

He was allowed to say no nmore. A chorus of angry babbling covered his
voi ce, and Mathurin slapped sharply. His voice rose; "I amonly the witer
before this assenbly, and will place before it whatever is desired; but it
does not seemto nme that it wi shes to hear your proposal, Ser Marquis. The
nore since the matter of which | speak is so great that it overrides every

other. | have to say that the nation, already threatened by exterior enemes,
is now called upon to face a worse danger, one that will call for all our
exertions. It is this: the |eaders in whomwe have nost trusted have turned

traitor, and are conspiring with the enem es of the people."

Now t here were nore babblings, and angry cries, such as "Cut their
throats!" with a couple of fists brandi shed al oft; but Rodvard noticed that
all the outcry cane fromone section of the hall, behind the Episcopals. One
of the latter began fanning hinmself rapidly. |Instead of quieting, the tumult
augnmented as Mathurin stood sweeping his eyes across it with a half-triunphant
air. At last he raised a hand.

"I will tell you the worst,"” he said, "not in fine words but brutally,
for this is a brutal thing." He shuffled a handful of papers. "No, wait,



will begin with the tale of how this know edge reached us.

"At Drog, below the pass that |eads through the Ragged Mountains to
Rushaca, there is an inn. Some eight days gone there cane to it a carriage,
bearing one of the ladies of the court, oh, a beautiful lady, all dressed as
though for a ball. She came fromthe north, from Zenss, where the court is,
and as the road leads to Tritulacca ultimtely, her actions roused sone
suspicion in the mind of the innkeeper. He is a true patriot, and thought she
m ght be carrying wealth away out of the country in violation of the decree
against it; watched her, and noticed that she was very careful of a certain
casket. The innkeeper thereupon summoned people's guards, who seized the
casket and broke it open. They found no noney, but they found —this."

Mat hurin drew from his papers one that seened to be of parchnment, and
waved it aloft, so that all could see that it bore at its foot a huge bl ue
seal , star-shaped, the sign-nmanual of the chancery of the realm There were
sharp intakes of breath and stirring anong the chairs; the Epi scopal who had
been fanning hinself stopped. The sturdy man who had described hinself as the
Marqui s of Palmstared aloft with his nouth open and a frown on his face.

"Shall | read it to you? No, not word for word, for it is witten in
Tritulaccan, and with the stupid, decorative court phrases that try to hide
real neaning." (Rodvard thought: he has nore orator's tricks than | ever
woul d have i nagi ned.)

Pause. "Here it is, then: a mssive, signed with the nane of Count

Ceudi, hinmself a Tritulaccan by birth, to Perisso, Lord Regent of Tritul acca,
but bearing as proof of genuineness, the seal of our G acious Mijesty, the
Queen. The substance of it is that while w thout doubt the rebellion of her
cousi n Pavinius, aided though he is by the Mayerns, will soon be put down, the
war is likely to be long and wasteful. Her gracious majesty therefore
consents to the proposal of the Lord Perisso, made in the nane of true
religion and the old friendship between the two houses, that he shall join the
arnmy of Dossola with not |ess than sixteen shars; and in return for this, it
is graciously conceded that Tritulacca has a just claimto the city and
province of Sedad Mr. And some of these Tritulaccan shars shall pass to the
war by way of Netznegon city, to suppress certain disorders there. The rats!
There is no dealing with such people!™

"Shame! " shout ed soneone al nost before he had finished, and now all over
the hall nen were on their feet and shouting, but among other cries there was
one of "Forgery!"

Mat hurin seenmed to be waiting for that monment. “"Forgery!" he cried, his
voi ce going up alnmpst to the cracking-point. "If you think it is forgery,
ook at it yourself," and threw the paper outward, as one m ght the caught
hunted animal to the dogs. "WII you call it forgery when |I tell you also
that the whole Tritulaccan fleet has been placed on war standard? The nation
i s betrayed!"

Now the tunult seened conpletely out of hand, men noving fromplace to
pl ace confusedly or trying to say something (and in every eye Rodvard coul d
catch there was nothing but nere fury, which expressed itself in a color of
maroon). Mathurin | ooked out on the scene, making no effort at control; but
fromthe first rowthere rose a tall old man with white hair and a face set in
a habi tual expression of benevol ence, who raised high his white staff of
of fice, by which Rodvard recogni zed himas the Arch-Epi scopal, Teurapis
G oadon.

Eyes caught the staff; voice after voice was abstracted fromthe uproar
until only a few still tried to speak, then two, then none. The
Arch- Epi scopal waited until there was a silence broken only by a cough;

Mat hurin pressed Rodvard's shoulder to read the eyes, but the old man only
cast one swift glance at the dais before turning to address the assenbly.

"Ser witer," he said, "and you, lords and estates of the realm this is
not a pleasant thing that we have heard. There may be sonme question of the
authenticity of this nmessage, or it may have been witten nerely to deceive; a
docunment from the hand of the heretic Pavinius, who would make hinself the



equal of God. Yet | will not deny that we nust behave as though it were true

for if we do nothing, and it proves to be so, it will be too late. And for
myself | fear it is true; for it is given to the spiritual estate to discern
t he machi nati ons of the powers of evil. There is before us, then the question

of how, joying in the protection of God, we can circument the nachi nation of
t he Enemny, who has made man and women naturally good, into instrunents of
evil.

"Let us therefore prayerfully address ourselves to the question of how
the real m may escape this trouble. 1n an emergency equal to this, in the
reign of King Cloar with Queen Berdette the First, the assenbly of the realm
set aside their rule in favor of their daughter, w th her husband, the great
King Crontinianus, of glorious menory. But now there are no heirs fermale, and
of heirs male, only Prince Pavinius. Thus we seemfaced with the hard choice
of accepting him and so swelling the soul to preserve the body, or of
adhering to the Queen's will and saving the soul through bodily subm ssion to
Tritulacca. But | do not think God demands of us such subm ssion, for our Cod
is a God of joy.

"We are here net in the high assenbly of the realm which I hold to
represent what of the power material has failed to protect its own; and the
power spiritual is fully represented. Therefore, though such a step has no
basis in law or custom | say let us set up a regency in the time of a living
Queen. It should have nenbers of lords and estates to show forth the .source
of its authority; and since the true eneny is that power of evil which has |ed
our good Queen astray, | hunbly offer to preside."

He sat. There was a runor, alnost of agreenent, but with a little edge
init that left Rodvard glad the Arch-Epi scopal had ended so, for all the rest
of what he said might have led themto agree, and it seenmed to Rodvard that a
regency with lords and Epi scopate on it would be only the old rul e again.

Mat hurin jerked his finger toward one of the brown | egists, who had risen and
was waiting for attention

"I amthe kronzlar Escholl,"” said the man. "I will say that this
proposal of a regency in the time of a living ruler has good support in | aw
and custom though it is not generally known. It is now over eight quadrials

of years since King Bel odon the Second was killed at Bregatz during the
Zigraner wars, and few renenber that only three weeks before his death, it was
determ ned that he had gone nad, and the barons set up a council of regency.
W may, | think, assunme a |like madness in the Queen's Mjesty, since her offer
to Perisso is clearly contrary both to the law of the realmand true religion
His claimto Sedad Mr is based on descent in the nale line, since it is well
known that the |ast Count of that seignory wongfully di spossessed his sister
who survived himto pass on her rights to the crown of Dossola."

The bright morning light struck through the wi ndow, fairly on the
speaker's face (and as he took his place, Rodvard caught fromhis eye a quick
gl eam of greed and lust for power, altogether surprising in one who had spoken
so dry and calmy). He touched Mathurin's armto nmention this, but now half a
dozen nmore were on their feet to speak, and the witer before the assenbly
shot his finger at a man with a nmerchant's badge, in the group that had nmade
the tumult when the Marquis of Pal mwas shouted down.

"I protest!" this one bawed. "I amcalled Brosen Zelitza. W are the
assenbly of the nation, and therefore already regents in our own right. Wy
vest the regency in a council? Wy should Episcopals have the tenporal power
as well as the spiritual? |If no one else dares to speak, | will tell you why;
it is because they are sold —sold to Tritulacca. They wi sh to have the power
to conplete Cleudi's contract, and their objection to it is only a sham"

(The voice had a curious dynamic quality that seemed to stir the very bones,
but in Rodvard's mind, watching the face, there grew only a picture of
something with teeth, he could not make out any mind or thought.) “—by the
rul e of these Episcopals and their nercenaries of the priesthood the old
custons of Dossola were set aside, and it is forbidden that wonmen shall use
the Art. So Dossola is being nmade a half-nation |like the savage Kjermanash



wi th woren in bondage, unable to defend - (The voice was stirring them
excitement in the hall, with nmovenments and the scratch of a pushed-back
chair.) “—corrupt priesthood, refuge of scoundrels and bastards,"” (Rodvard
swept the line of the Episcopals, and though they were turned so he could
catch no eyes, every pose told of rising indignation.) “—who cannot define

the God they profess to serve =

"Stop!" The Arch-Epi scopal was on his feet again, staff upraised.
"Ah, the sword bites, does it? Conspirator! Plot —=
"Stop!" The voice that was accustomed to dom nating the vast recesses of

the cat hedral was thunderous.

Up | eaped Mathurin. "My lord Episcopal," he said, "this is the great
assenbly of the people, where each may speak in turn. Wen you have heard
him we will hear you."

The Arch- Epi scopal swung round (and fromhis eyes Rodvard could catch the
flash of anger clearly enough, but that was not the sole emption, and the rest
was veiled). "I will never hear blaspheny," he said. "As the highest officer
of governnent remaining loyal to the realm | declare this assenbly dissol ved.
Al'l who | ove God and Dossola, follow ne."

Amid a renewed outburst, catcalls and shouts of approval ningled, he
lifted his staff high and strode toward the door, followed by the others of
his class. A good half the legists came behind. The nobles stood, but hung
hesitant, |ooking toward the strong Marquis of Palm and then, seeing himsit,
sone returned to their seats. O the nerchants sone followed, but the little
knot where the shouting started remained in their seats.

VWen the procession had passed, Mathurin said; "The session for this day
is closed.”" He turned toward Rodvard (and the latter saw in the smling eyes
t hat everything had gone exactly according to plan, and Zelitza was a good
man) .

Rodvard left the Hall of Presence alone, nore than a little prideful at
being a partaker in great deeds at |ast, and wondering what the old conpanions
at the Ofice of Pedigree would say, who had so | ooked down on and baited him
when they knew he was one of the witers before the great assenbly of the
nation. Silver spadas were in his pouch; the new clothes were neat; it was
the finest day of w nter.

He felt he nmust tell someone of his delight in all; lifted his head as he
strode, and so striding, inadvertently trod on the heel of one before. The
man turned to show a face as young as his own and a clerical badge. Hi s hands
wer e hunched beneath the edge of his jacket.

"I beg your grace," said Rodvard.

"No matter," said the other.

"I was thinking. Did you know that the great assenbly is going to make
itself a regency in the place of Queen Berdette?"

"No." A pause. "Well, now the Tritulaccan Count will find hima better
bedfell ow. Perhaps we'll have this Prince Pavinius."

"The Episcopals left the assenbly."

"Ch." Another stop to the conversation, step, step to the corner, side
by side. The encounter glanced around (with disconfort in his eyes at having
nothing to say). "Have you seen the new representation at Leverdaos? It is

called ' The Maid's Problem and Mnora is playing."



Chapter 25
Interview at the Nation's Guest-House

Lalette lay curled on the bed, half propped by pillows under her arnpit.
Demadé Slair had unbelted his sword to sit down; it |eaned against his chair.
Mat hurin sat in the one by the table, the candle throwing his sharp profile
into strong silhouette. Rodvard shifted in the damaged chair, whose | ost
stuffing nade his seat uneasy.

"And that was all?" said the witer to the assenbly, pinching his |ower

lip. "Nothing nore fromPalm nothing nmore fromthe other Episcopals? Pest,
Bergelin, you are less useful than | had expected."
"There was the | egist who spoke,"” said Rodvard. "I think he is a man to

beware of. Hi s thought was so ruthl ess and desirous of power that he woul d
ri de down anything."

"You nean the kronzlar Escholl? That is of some use at all events,"” said
Mat hurin. "We need nore like that, whether as allies or enem es. Things mnust
be stirred; too many people are careless of who wins." He stood up and began
to pace the floor slowy, head thrust forward a little, hands behind him
"Listen, Bergelin, | will be wholly frank with you. W held a neeting of the
H gh Center this afternoon, follow ng the session."

Rodvard said; "Are the names of its nmenmbers still a secret, except for
your sel f?"
Mat hurin gave a snort. "They will not be long, for things have so fallen

out that the Hi gh Center and the Council of Regency will be one. You will
have guessed that Brosen Zelitza of Arjen is one, there's the best speaker in
Dossol a. Ceneral Stegaller; he's in charge of the recruit bureau technically,
but is really organizing what will be a people's arny. It may surprise you to
know t hat your old friend Mre. Kaja is a nenber; a wonderful woman for
handling matters of detail, and we have to have one of her sex because of our
position about the Art, but | could wish it were sonmeone beside her, she's so
religious.” Lalette nade a little sound; Rodvard caught sight of her face
(and knew she was about to burst into one of her angers).

"WIl no one tell ne what has becone of Doctor Rem gorius?" he asked
(hoping to forestall the outburst).

Mat hurin's pacing stopped. "I forgive you and will tell you, but if you
wi sh health, you will not mention himagain. Rat, spy, tool; he has fled to
hi s enpl oyer, Prince Pavinius —but he will not live long, so no nore of him"

(Lalette thought: these are the creatures round my husband, ny man —if
he is my man, and not merely using ne and ny Blue Star.)

"It was decided — Mat hurin began, but before he had finished, a nmouse

slipped fromunder the edge of the bed, and ran rapidly across the floor as

t hough on tiny wheels. Slair's armflashed up and out with the scabbarded
sword |like a striking bird; blade and beast together arrived at the center of
the carpet and the nobuse twitched once and died. Denadé Slair picked up the
smal | corpse and stood looking at it.

"Poor creature," he said, "I ask your pardon. Now your children in the
hole will starve for |lack of the food you went in search of."

Rodvard was astounded to see a tear glitter at the edge of the
swordsman's eye. "Ah, bah!" said Mathurin. "WII| you defend vermn, Slair?
You' || have use enough for your steel when the new decrees are passed."”

Rodvard stirred. "Wat decrees?"

Mat hurin turned (with his back carefully to the candl es, Rodvard noted,
so that his face was dark). "There's to be a new court, to try special cases;

it was what | was about to nention when interrupted. Treason against the
people and nation. You will be witer to it; nore inmportant than the sessions



of the assenbly.” He turned to Lalette. "There is also a part for you; you
are one of the keys now "

Lal ette said unhappily; "lIn what way?"

"As versus these Episcopals. They spread venom represent the greatest
danger we now have to face. Pavinius? | give hima snap of the fingers; he
is too nice, with his Mayern foreigners and western herdsnmen. The
Tritul accans? Nothing by thensel ves, they had never beaten Dossola in the
former war but for the revolt of Mancherei, Mayern help and the treason of the
Kj ermanash chieftains. The court? Now sold to Tritulacca, and destitute by
its own action. But the Episcopals are still not out of credit with the
peopl e, who have been lulled by their solemm numery. W drove themfromthe
assenbly of the nation this norning, good. But now they may join Tritul acca
in the name of what they call true religion."

"But what have | to do with the Episcopal s?" asked the girl.

"Child, fool, use your Art. Not to the death; they'd only fill the
of fice with another man, but paralyze, cripple, drive idiot The Arch- Epi scopal
Groadon, notably. H's loss would hurt them nost”

Lalette sat up. "Ser Mathurin, you do not by any neans understand this
matter of the Art. Goadon is protected by the holy oils, and nothing | can
do will bite on him"

"It is you that do not understand. | do assure you that if G oadon be
taken in a noment of anger, as today, or other violent passion, neither his
oils nor any other thing can protect himfromyour mnistrations. Be assured,
we will provide the occasion."

Lalette's nouth twitched. (She wanted to cry; "Not for any reward or
puni shment you can give!" but) it was a nonent before she said; "Am| the only
—wi tch in Dossol a?"

Mat hurin made a grating sound. "No. |1'll be open; we are pressing the
search. Have found three others —aside fromthose who clained the Art, but
could witch nothing nore consequential than a frog or chicken. One is an old
bel dane who has nearly lost her wits, and can be nmade to understand not hi ng.

One's a young girl —w tch enough, but never taught, did not know the
patterns, and besides, she ran away. One we caught, not found —she was in
Chancel l or Florestan's pay." He drew a finger across his throat. "None of

them heiress to a Blue Star."
"I amnot sure | can follow all the patterns nysel f,"'
have used the Art —so little."

said Lalette. "I

Mat hurin | ooked at her sharply, "Hark!" he said. "I see your slowness,
but you nore than another should be on our side; as witch and wonan. The Art
has al nost died out; driven down by priest and Episcopal. There are likely

many with the right inheritance who do not know it. Never taught. Yet it's a
wonan' s defence. W have the butler Tuol én's Blue Star, for instance. But
where's the girl can bring it to life? W do not even know her nane."

He whirl ed suddenly and flung out an armtoward Rodvard in an oratorica

gesture. "Bergelin! | renenber; that was the other matter. You were in the
Ofice of Pedigree; knowits secrets. Forget the great assenbly for the tineg;
that's under control. Until the new court's set up your task is seeking out
Tuol én's heiress. 1'll give you an authority."”

"It may be somewhat harder than you think," said Rodvard.

"I did not say it would be easy. | said it would be done," said

Mat hurin. "Slair, let us go."

VWen they were out, he turned to look at Lalette. She had sagged down,
with her face in the pillow, and now w thout noving, she said as before;
"Rodvard. "



He went across the roomand put an armaround her. "What is it?"

"My nother. She is with the court, and she knows the patterns. |f that
man takes her, he will have her throat cut."

(The fate of many thousands, and the guarantee of the future, with the
Art not in the hands of ignorant peasants, but wonen of intelligence and good

wi || —bal anced against one lie. But howto say it?) He said; "Has she shown
so much concern for you?"
Lalette twisted under his arm "If she had, would I know it? You hold

me a prisoner —you and your Dr. Remigorius, who does not deliver letters, and
your Mre. Kaja, who will sell ne, and your Mathurin, who wants to cut ny
mother's throat. | never knew what dirt was till | knew you."

(Rodvard felt the bl ood beat at his tenples; he wanted to strike her, to
make a fiery retort.) He rel eased her, stood up, and began to wal k the fl oor
(No: no. A quarrel so entered could never be conposed. Look beyond it,
Rodvard; see how the world would be w thout her. Somewhere perhaps there was
anot her who woul d have nore response for an interior fidelity deeper than any

single act; would not drive himfromher side with bitter words when . . . He
t hought of Maritzl of Stojenrosek; and by this route cane again to the high
purpose. No. It was nere selfishness to let his own thought, his own

problem stand first; the very thing he had wished to bring her to see. Keep
t he peace.)

A smal |l sound made himturn. She was just settling into place anong the
covers, and her face turned toward him "Ch, Rodvard," she said, "help nme. |
can't do it. The Episcopal."

Not hi ng nore was said on the subject, but that night they slept in each
other's armns.

Chapter 26 The Court of Special Cases

I

Punctual to the hour, as Rodvard and Lalette sat at breakfast with the
worman who cared for the kitchen and a Green |slands buyer of northern wools,
there arrived a messenger bearing the authority signed by Mathurin to consult
all documents and registers in the Ofice of Pedigree, even those hitherto
hel d under ecclesiastical seal. For Lalette also, a note; the Arch-Episcopa
had decl ared hinself in seclusion for prayer, and she would be notified
further. Between themthat norning there was a truce to contention; they
wal ked for a while in the gardens anong dead rustling | eaves, and she ki ssed
hi m sweetly when he left.

On the way to the O fice of Pedigree, Rodvard thought of Asper Poltén and
the rest when he walked in with an authority to exam ne the seal ed registers,
but this small triunmph was denied him Poltén was nowhere to be seen, and in
the distributing office was only an old, dry, dusty nman Rodvard remenbered as
havi ng seen once or twice with some docunent close to his nose. He held
Rodvard' s paper in the same manner, sniffed as though it had an unpl easant
odor, and shufflingly led the way to the seal ed strongroom which he unl ocked
with a creaking key. There seenmed fewer people than usual in the halls.

The sealed files thensel ves showed the search likely to be a I ong one;
nmostly old, witten in crabbed hands, and | argely concerned with the
illegitimcies of persons now forgotten, or convictions of witchery in cases
that now had no neaning. O the specific line of Tuol én there was no trace
that norning, and the ol der records of famlies having Kjermanash bl ood were
so badly kept as to indicate a | ong search



At noon, Rodvard went to a tavern and |lingered over his nmug to savor the
gossip of the town, but that was sonmething of a failure, too, for there was
none of the high excitement over the doings of the great assenbly he had
expected. The only group he overheard specifically were three or four
merchants at a table, rather gloomly discussing the rise in the price of wool
caused by the troubles in the west, and the fall in the price of southern
wi ne, which kept conming in fromoversea and coul d not be dispatched to the
di sturbed seignories. Nobody said a word about the Episcopals; the only tine
the court was nentioned, there was a little growling over the name of
Fl or est an.

In the afternoon, Rodvard began by setting aside the registers that had
to do with the three northernnost seignories, Bregatz, Vivensteg and dtrug;
but the task was so wearisone and his mnd so occupied with other topics that
he put themaway early. It seemed to him as he sunmoned the caretaker to
lock the room that there was nothing in the world as dear or desirable as
Lalette, if he could only somehow reach an agreement with her, all troubles
woul d vani sh away. As he wal ked back toward the U utz pal ace, he thought that
if they could only sit down in the clear winter air after last night's storm
all coils would be unwoven.

But she was not in the roomwhen he arrived, and when he found her, it
was on a bench anong the garden alleys, wapped in a cloak and | aughing at she
tal ked to Denmadé Slair. The swordsman | eaped up at his comng. "Hai
daunt| ess donpter of the witten page!" he said, in a tone which was that of
banter between friends, but with something in it that nmade Rodvard | ook
sharply at the eyes. (C ear as speech, the thought cane through; "And this

| ong- | egged booby who has never handl ed a weapon in his life will lie with her
tonight while |I'm al one. ")

Rodvard said, a little unevenly; "I have made a beginning. Are there any
tidi ngs?"

"Not in the assenbly," said Slair. "Mich discussion of howto raise

troops for the people's army, and a report by Ceneral Stegaller. The decree
for your court."

"My court?" said Rodvard (thinking of the Queen).

"That of judgnment in special cases." (The eyes had gone blank.) "You'l
be witer to it, as Mathurin to the assenbly. |If there's anyone you have a
grudge against, nane himfor trial."

He | aughed; so did Lalette (and as Rodvard caught her eye, he sawin it a
color of regret that he could not be as gay as the swordsman, and a wave of
dislike for the man who had rescued himfrom Charal kis prison contracted his
veins). "I think | sawin the library a book by Monoroso that | have never
read," he said. "I will see you before table, Lalette."

I
"The session will recess," said the kronzlar Escholl. He rose and swept
the courtroomw th his curious |acklustre eye, that never seenmed to be settled
on anything. "I will go over the evidence with you, Bergelin."

The legist on his right, the Zigraner, frowned; he on the left |eaned his
chin on his hand and his el bow on the table. The accused, a man with a
coronet badge, iron-grey hair and heavy dew aps, |ooked di sconcerted. Rodvard
gat hered his papers and followed the president of the court to the little room
in rear.

VWen they were there; "Wat have you found?" asked the |egist.

"I think he tells the truth,"” said Rodvard, "when he says he has given no
help to the Queen's party or Pavinius. Wen you asked himthat, however,
there was sonething |ike fear —perhaps for his brother. It was not clear."



"Ah." The legist placed his fingers together and studi ed them
"Bergelin," he said, after a nonent, "you are to remenber that this is a
special court of inquiry. W are enpowered to handle not only direct
treasons, but matters which the ordinary |law holds crimnal. Such acts
di ssipate the resources that of right belong to the nation. You tend to be
narrow. Let us return.”

As they cane in, one of the guards nudged the prisoner forward again.

The jurist president frowned on himportentously. "Kettersel," he said, "a
bri ef exam nation of the record shows no evidence of your giving aid to either
of the two destituted persons who claimto rule the real mof Dossola. Unless

my fellowjurists disagree, of that you are acquitted.” He glanced at one and
the other; the Zigraner gave a sonewhat unwilling nod, the third | egist had
only an absent expression. "But in pleading innocence of giving such aid, you
are answering a charge that has never been brought. |If you say you are not

guilty of garroting people by night in King Crotinianus' Square, we will find
you i nnocent of that also, and so through a list of possible crimes, did it
not waste this court's tinme to agree with you that you have committed none of
them But you are charged with treason to the nation, which in its essence
consi sts not of any specific act, but of a point of view, which may be proved
by a nunber of actions, in thenmsel ves bearing an i nnocent appearance unti
they are assenbled with each other. | take it my fellowjurists agree."

He | ooked again, and again those in the | ower seats nodded.

"Kettersel," he said, "answer ne. You have a brother with the court?"

The man cleared his throat. "I have answered that. He is a capellan in
the Eagl e Shar of Her Majesty's lancers." (The shadow of worry was behind the
man' s eye; now deepened, and very surprising in such a person, whom one woul d
have expected to be concerned about gold scudi or the fidelity of his
m stress.)

"The nation's lancers," corrected Escholl. "Kettersel, are both you and
your brother married?"

"Only him the Baron."

"Has he daughters?"

"No. Only a son."

"I'f your brother should fall in the fighting, where would the inheritance
l[ie?" (Now the fear was at the front and perfectly sharp; it was a fear of
being left penniless.) Kettersel said slowy (and lying); "I amnot sure;
woul d have to consult the Office of Pedigree. There is a cousin, | think, to
whom the incone would fall. The title and the estate would pass to the son
of course.”

"How old is the son."

"Twenty-four."

"I see." The jurist president noved his lips (and Rodvard observed t hat
the man before himwas perspiring with the effort to keep sone thought down; a
t hought whi ch came to the watcher dark as sin and mdnight). "Is your nephew

married?"

"To one of the Blenau fanmly."

Rodvard signed; w thout appearing to see himthe jurist president said,
"Kettersel, you are engaged in concealnents. It is useless. Wat is the
troubl e between you and your nephew?"

The man's self-control split apart suddenly. He flung at Rodvard a
gl ance of purest venom and burst out; "The dammed young puppy is trying to
have his own father killed so he may have the title for his whore of a wife.
There is no reason, none at all, why he should take a command in the Eagle
Shar. He is an old man, taking the task of that young bastard in the |ancers,
where all the fighting is."

There was a little murnur in the courtroom The jurist president said;
"Why did he accept the charge?"

(I't was the wong line; Kettersel's eyes were perfectly clear.) "To
spare his son, | suppose. M nephew was appointed earlier."

Rodvard coughed. Kronzlar Escholl said; "Were are your nephew and his



wi fe now?"

The man paused (and in that pause the thing cane through; it took Rodvard
a mnute or two to realize what it was). "l heard of themlast at
Landensenza. "

Rodvard stepped up to the jurist's seat, with one finger on the paper to
mai ntain the fiction, and whispered; "H s true concern is not his brother, but

because he wishes to lie with his nephew s wife. | think she may have refused
him but he still believes it may be done sonehow i f the nephew can be killed
before his brother."

Eschol |l put a finger beside Rodvard's. "That is correct, after all," and
turned to the prisoner. "Kettersel, your concern for your brother does you
the greatest credit. It is evident that you have been in correspondence with
him but | think nmy brother jurists will agree when | pronounce you guiltless
of true treason and order your rel ease."

The two jurists wagged their heads silently and in unison, |ike those
toys with flexible necks which children play with during the winter festival.

"W will hear the next case.”

Chapter 27

Wnter Light

As Rodvard left the courtroom Denadé Slair fell into step beside him
(The man was determnedly, if coldly, friendly; howto shake himoff? instead
of leading himhonme to Lalette and another of those conversations in three,
where Rodvard felt hinself so much hearing a | anguage he did not understand
that he always ultimately fled themfor a book or the outer air.)

"Eschol|l is one of our best," said the swordsman, kicking at the skin of
a fruit, "but there's a judgnent | failed to understand."

"Whi ch one? The merchant who was confiscated for bringing wool-carts
past the Mayern canp?"

"Ah, bah, no. He had noney, the nation needs it; that's crime enough. |
spoke of the baron's brother, the noble Kettersel."

"No nore did | understand it," said Rodvard. "As dirty a character as |
ever saw, but the kronzlar let himgo and praised him™"

"Cho!" said Slair. "It begins to cone clear. What's the tale?"
"Why, he was after his nephew s wife —whether for her noney or her body
the nobst, | amnot sure, but he wants both." (He could not resist adding);

"And it's a poor task to break up a couple at any time, for it destroys two
peopl e's chance of happi ness for the tenporary pleasure of one."

"Not always," said Slair, avoiding his eyes. "But | aminterrupting. |Is
there nore?"

"His only fear is that the Baron will die before the son, and so the
right of remarrying the girl will pass to another famly. | did not tell the

kronzl ar because it was not clear enough, but | think he was planni ng mnurder
Yet Escholl let himgo."

Slair laughed. "Bergelin," he said, "do not |ose your innocence; it nmay
save your life sone day, for no one will ever believe you are subtle enough to
be dangerous. | said Escholl was one of our best; depend upon it, he thought

nore deeply than you, and without any witch-stone to help him Wy, it is
preci sely because Kettersel has nurder and rape at the back of his nmind that
he was let go. For exactly the opposite reason, the court will condemm Pal m



as soon as there's a pretext for a trial. Mthurin has arranged it so."

"I aminnocent again and do not quite understand the reason."

"Yet you will dabble in high politic! Hark, now are not all of the
nobl e order enemies to the New Day by constitution, by existence? Are not al
their private virtues overwhelned by this public fault? The true villains
anong themw Il sooner or later dig their own graves and save us the trouble,
bringing discredit on the whole in the process. But when you have one |ike
Pal mor the |l ate Baron Brunivar, he's dangerous; sets people to |loving the
institution because they cannot hate the man, and so nust be pulled down by
force. . . . For that matter, we need sonething to stir the people, make them
fight for their liberty."

"This seenms a hard way," said Rodvard, (trying to resolve the torsion in
his m nd).

"It is a hard life, and hardest for those who avoid battle," said Denadé
Slair; and Rodvard not replying, they walked in silence. (Wuld this new
syst em sonehow produce nmen of better heart and purpose? For he did not see
how t he hardness could be justified else. And now his mnd fell to wagging
bet ween man-system system man, and he decided that the justification of the
systemwoul d be that it produced better men generally, and not nmerely a few of
the best. No, not that either, for that was to confuse politic with ethic,
and each was itself a system for the one would make men good without regard
to their happiness, and the other make them happy w thout regard to their
good. . . . O what was good? Were was the standard? By the system of
Mancherei —

"WIl you go on to the quays?" said Slair's voice, suddenly, and Rodvard
found hinmsel f three steps beyond the entrance to the Pal ace U utz.

"I amweary tonight," said Rodvard. "Perhaps because | am so i nnocent
that this affair of spying upon the mnds of my fellows is sonmewhat
unpl easant . "

He extended his hand to bid goodnight.

"Ch, | amgoing with you," said the swordsman, and as he caught Rodvard's
gl ance of aversion, "I cannot bear to be wi thout your company." Hi s face went
sober as he quick-stepped beside Rodvard's draggi ng feet up the entrance-wal k.
"This is Mathurin's arrangenent, also, in case it troubles you. Did you not
notice those two nmen who followed us fromthe court at half a square's
di stance? There will be another outside tonight. People' s guards."

(A trenmor of peril.) "But | have =

"Done nothing but your duty to the nation. True; and for that reason
precisely it is needful to guard you |like an egg sought after by weasels. Do
you think that the fact you bear a Blue Star is a secret? There are not a few
persons who may be brought before the court that would rather conceal an
assassi nation than what they have in their mnds. You and | may have a fight
on our hands." His face lighted with pleasure at the prospect.

They paced slowy through the dead garden, along a wal k so narrow t hat
shoul ders sonetinmes touched. Lalette could hear the tiny tinkle of the chain
that bound Slair's sword to his hip when that touch came; she knew he was
stirred, and the rousing of enotion was not unpleasant to her. Beyond the
slate roofs of the town the sun was sinking redly through striations of cloud;
all things lay in a peace that was the peace of the end of the world. He
turned his head.

"Denoi selle,” he said, "what will you give for news?"

"Ch, hush," said she. "You spoil it. For a nonent | was imortal."

"I ask your grace. But truly | have news for you, and it should pl ease

you.



"Sit here and tell ne. She took her place on a marbl e bench beneath the
skel eton of an espaliered peach agai nst the wall

"You will not have to use your Art against the arch-priest Goadon. Does
that not please you?"

"More than you know. What is the reason?"

"He has fled; slipped through the watch set on his pal ace and gone —
whether to hell, the court or Tritulacca, no one knows."

"I amglad." She |ooked straight before her for a monent. "Ah, if
t hi ngs were better ordered.™

"You are not as pleased as you mght be."

"Ch, | am But Rodvard —=

"What has he done? I'Il —=

"Ch, it's no fault of his. You will tell no one?" She laid a cold hand
on his warmone. "He has found who the heiress of Tuol én is, but does not
know whether to tell Mthurin or not."

"Who is she?"

"Achild, thirteen years old. She lives at Dyolana, up in Atrug
seignory. But | do not know how | ong Rodvard will keep the secret. He feels
a sense of duty."

"Why should he not? What withholds himfromtelling?"

"I would have to teach her the patterns and everything. | do not w sh
it." She shivered slightly. "And to be a witch —=

The rising shades had drowned the sun. A silence cane on the garden, so
utter that Lalette felt she could hear her own heart beat, and Demadé Slair's
besi de her. The trees stood straight; the ruins of the flowers did not stir.
In that enchanted stillness she seened to float w thout power of notion. He
| eaned toward her, his armcl ose agai nst her back, his other hand crept over
her two.

"Denviselle —Lalette," he said in a voice so low it did not break the
quiet. "I love you. Cone away with ne."

Her down-bent head shook slowy; tears gathered behind the al nost-closed
eyes.

The arm around her back slid slowy beneath her own arm the hand groped
to close slowy around one soft breast; as though it were by no volition of
her own, her head cane back to neet the kiss. The tears ran down her cheek to
touch his; he drew from her and began to speak rapidly in a voice | ow and
urgent:

"Come with me. | will take you away from every unhappi ness; W can go
beyond finding. | ama fighting man, can find a need for ny service anywhere.
It does not matter; we can forget all this entangl enent and nmake our own
worl d. | have noney enough. W can go to the Green Islands, and you will
never have to use the Art again. Oh, Lalette, | would even take you to the
court and join your nother. Do you wish it?"

Her |ips barely noving, she said; "And Rodvard?"

He ki ssed her again. "Bergelin? You owe himnothing. Wat has he done
to you? And now he will tell Mthurin about the heiress of Tuol én, and there
will be no nore place for you —except with me. | wll always have a place
for you, Lalette, now or a thousand years fromnow O do you fear hin? | am

the better man."

Now her eyes opened wide on the first star, lowin the darkening sky, and
wi th one hand she gently di sengaged his clasp fromher breast. "No," she said
in a voice clearer than before. "No, Demadé, | cannot. Perhaps for that
reason, but | cannot. W had better go in now "

"Friend Ber-ge-lin! Friend Ber-ge-lin!" the voice frombelowstairs



brought back to a consci ousness of unhappiness the nmnd that had | ost itself
in the sweet cadences and i magi ned worl ds of Mpnoroso. Rodvard sprang up and
t hrew open the door.

"What will you have?"

"Soneone to see you."

Down the hall another door closed. It would be the little old man who
asked so many questions and went al nost a-tiptoe, as though always prepared to
| ook through a keyhole. Fromthe stairhead, Rodvard could see in the
evening's first shades a figure covered with a |long cl oak, sonehow fanili ar
but the face hooded over

"Beg her to conme up,"” he called. The figure nounted with one hand on the
banni ster, in the sl ow manner of the old. Near the last step his mnd
clicked; he was not surprised when in the roomthe hood fell back to show Mre.
Kaja. Face cold as ice, he remnined standing. She cane across the roomin a
whirl of skirts, with both hands out.

"My de-ear boy," she said.

Wth the hangings at the windows, it was too dimto tell how far her
sincerity went. "I amnore than honored to have one of the regents —," he
said, and let it hang.

"Ch, you are the nost necessary of all,’

she said, and frou-froued to the

best chair. "I hope you have forgiven nme. |t was S0-0-0 necessary; someone
had filed an information! wth the provost that | was part of the New Day,
and it was such a help. Isn't it to-o bad about the Episcopals not

cooperating? But there are so nany of the priests on our side."

She had seated herself where her face was in the shadow

"Madanme, why have you cone?" he asked brutally.

There was a silence in the darkening room Then: "To help you," said the
voi ce that, though it might no longer sing, had not lost its silver in speech

"I will make a light."

She stirred. "Do not. It is better so . . . | know —you are thinking
of the Blue Star. Do you imagine that |I fear your using it? No."

He sat quietly (noting with the back of his mnd how the dubious nicety
had dropped from her voice, and thinking that this was the wonman who had been
taken into the High Center). Once nore she seened to gather her forces.
"Rodvard Bergelin," she said, "do you know why I amin the H gh Center?"

"I . . . think so."”

"I will tell you. It may be that in nmy ancestry there is a strain from
one of the witch-famlies. It nmay be because | sincerely serve God. | do not
know. But it has been given to ne to be able to trace certain secrets of the
heart." Her nultitudinous bracelets jingled as she lifted a hand to her
breast. "Not as you do with the Blue Star."

She was silent again, and he (unable to restrain an inpul se toward
mal i ce) said; "Your success in understanding Dr. Renigorius was —as great as
my own."

"Rodvard, you are so-o unfair." She dropped for a nonent into the old
manner, then seened to shake herself. "I know Your —witch will never
forgive me. Not that | brought the provosts, but that | cane in that day when
you were on the bed. | do not care; she brings an evil Art into our New Day."

"Do you think so?"

"Rodvard, hear ne. This witch, to whomyou are affected, will one day be
the end of you. | have seen her but little, yet | know —it is your nature to
give offense, and hers to take it. Sooner or later it will happen that she
will find something not to be borne and put a witchery on you that will strike
like |ightning."

(This clipped himclose; with a certain convul sion round the heart, he
renenbered Lal ette's occasional sudden rages.) "Well," he said, "what would
you have ne do?"

"Bid her farewell. Both of you can find partners better suited."

Rodvard cane to his feet and wal ked across the roomslowy (thinking in
little flashes of sweet Leece and Maritzl of Stojenrosek). Mme. Kaja sat



i mobi | e.
"No," he said. "Better or worse, | will not give her up for anything."
Mre. Kaja also stood. "Forgive an old woman," she said, and gathering
her cl oak around her, slipped out the door

Chapter 28
Enbers Revi ved

"W will hear the next case,"” said the kronzlar Escholl.

The peopl e's guard opened the door to the room of the accused and call ed,
"Bring her in," while a sharp-faced countryman stepped forward fromthe rear
of the court, two nore guards behind him The countryman had a merchant's
badge and so quick an eye that Rodvard gazed at him fascinated to see what it

woul d tell, and was therefore unprepared when he turned his head to see the
accused.

It was Maritzl of Stojenrosek.

A Maritzel pale behind her red lips, still even when she noved, and nuch

changed. (How? Rodvard asked hinmself and could find no answer but in a
certain lessening of fibre that was expressed around the nouth, though the

breathtaking thrill of her presence was still so much there that he
swal | owed.) The craggy-faced prosecutor stepped forward. "I present an
accusation of treason against the nation on the part of the Denvoiselle Mritzl
of Stojenrosek, mstress of Count Cleudi, the foreign traitor. | call the

i nnkeeper of Drog."

("M stress of Count deudi?" and Drog?) The sharp-faced man stood forth.
Maritzl turned to look at him and as her eyes turned back, they fell on
Rodvard. She started (and before she | ooked down agai n he caught fromthem an
arrow of purest and nost astounding hatred). "Tell us your story," said the
jurist president.

"I keep a good house," said the man, twisting his cap in his hands, "and
| have to be careful to preserve its reputation, because —=

The prosecutor touched his arm "G ve your condition first."

Head bobbed. "Thank you, friend. | am keeper of the inn Star of Dossol a

at Drog, on the road through the Pass of Pikes in the Ragged Muntai ns, and
mne is the largest inn there, with three upper roons beside the general

chanmber."” (Maritzl was | ooking at himagain, not now with hatred, but

weari ness of the world, and the thought that he, Rodvard, was as dreary as any
part of it.) "It has never been necessary for the provosts to come to ny

pl ace except when | called them Now when this wonan cane into ny inn, | knew

right away that sonething was wong. Late at night it was, and she in a
t hree- horse coach with a driver, and that seemed strange —

The prosecutor halted himagain. "Explain why you thought something was
wr ong. "

"Look at her; she cones evidently fromthe court and bears the nmarks of
it." He jabbed a finger at the girl, but it was Rodvard she | ooked at (a |ong
sl ow gl ance, in which was sone decision to nake a desperate appeal). "Wen I
saw her, | think to nyself, as a nman often will, that this is not the place
for a court woman to be, not with the court in Zenss. So | think this is a
good one to watch and perhaps | will learn sonething, and while she is supping
—she sat apart fromthe coachmaster in the high dining room she did —while
she was supping, | served her nyself and narked how there was a little casket



she kept beside herself and touched her hand to, even while she was eating."

(Her face now outwardly held the appeal, but a plan was building in her
m nd; he could see it grow stone by stone, but not clearly what it was,
because little hate-flashes kept jagging across the picture.)

"So | said to her that if her casket was that precious, | ought to hold
it in the strongbox of the inn, there being so many wandering sol di ers about.
When | said this, her ladyship — he grinned a vulpine grin to show this was
i ntended for a joke " —said no, she would as soon lose her life as the
casket, which being so small, | think it nmust have in it something besides

jewels. So | said to nyself, here is sone mystery, but if anyone can unl ock
it, it is ny friend Khlab, that was a provost of the court at Sedad Vix til

it was broken up. So while her ladyship was at the dessert, | slipped out to
find my friend Khlab, and |l et himwal k past the door to | ook at her. The

m nute he saw her —

"One nmonent," said the prosecutor, and addressed the court. "I present
the former provost Khlab, now a people's guard.” He notioned to a man behi nd,
who took the innkeeper's place. "Tell your story."

"Yes, your —friend. | saw her through the door as | went past and

knew her at once for Maritzl of Stojenrosek because | had seen her before.
She is the one Count C eudi brought to Sedad Vix to be his mistress after the

spring festival. | told this to friend Brezel, and he said if she was as
close as that to deudi, she had no business in Drog. So we went in and under
pain of the sword, made her give up the casket. It had some jewels in it, but

underneath the lining was the letter."

"The letter is here," said the prosecutor, handing up a parchnent, partly
torn, but bearing the unm stakable blue star seal. "It is a docunent already
fanous, in which O eudi beseeches the aid of the Tritulaccans in return for
cessions of territory. Myst treasonable matter."

"Hm hm " said kronzlar Escholl, |ooking at it as though he had never seen
it before. The Zigraner jurist craned his neck. (Her plan was conplete now)
she took one step forward and in a | ow urgent whisper said; "Rodvard, help
ne."

(I't was an entreaty, and as though she knew of the use of the jewel, she
was projecting a pronise behind the entreaty; and the plan was behind the
prom se. But it was as though that "Help ne" laid a conpul sion on him)
Rodvard turned round, as Escholl was banding the parchnent to the third
jurist. "Your pardon, kronzlar."

Afrown. "Very well, | will seeit.”

Rodvard stepped to the bench and whi spered: "She is thinking of sone sort
of plan, | do not know for what. | think | could find out, if I could
qguestion her alone. | knew her in the old days."

"I see."

Eschol | addressed the court. "This is perhaps the foul est piece of

treason in the history of Dossola; and we have proof that the nmessage is no
forgery in the recent march of the Tritul accan share over the southern border
and the delivery to themw thout a battle of the castle of Falsteg. It is
evident that the accused had full know edge of the contents of this letter

and is therefore guilty of taking part in a vile conspiracy against the
nation. But this court is required to follow every treason to its source, not
nerely to establish individual guilts. W wll postpone this matter for
inquiry, and pass to the next case."

Rodvard sprang up as she was led into the room hurrying to get her one
of the confortless chairs fromthe row against the wall. The guard | eered at
him(with a thought so nasty that) Rodvard's tongue stunbled as he said; "She



wants to —tell ne sonething in private." The guard |aughed, glanced at the
barred wi ndow and sl anmed the door

Maritzl said; "Rodvard, | do not want to go to the throat-cutter."
"What can | do?" said he.
Her hand cl enched, fingers entwined in fingers. "Take me away. You are

the witer to this court. Can you not make an order or something for ny
rel ease to be transported el sewhere?"

(This was the plan, but it was not the whole plan; and yet under the
magi ¢ of her presence, the words seenmed to count nore than what |ay behind

them) "It —it would be very difficult,” he said. "The order would have to
be countersigned, and —=

"And you are a witer!" A note of scorn in her voice.

"You mean —I| should forge the signature?"

"Why not? This regency of yours is hopeless. | have been confined, but

even | know that. How nany shar of soldiers do you order? Enough to fight
the court and all Tritul acca?"

(Now it was Rodvard's turn to be uneasy, for he had asked hinsel f these
questions.) "The people will rise," he said.

"Have they risen yet? \Were are their weapons? How nmany | eaders do you

have who can set a battle in order? Pavinius will never fight with the
Tritul accans; they'll conmpose.” (Now genuine black anger jutted from her
eyes.) "All you can do, here in this little dreamworld, is lay the ground
for vengeance on yourselves." She was near enough to reach out a hand and
touch him "Take me away. | do not want to go to the throat-cutter, and | do
not want you to, either."

"And you woul d have nme betray . . . ?"

(Her eyes flashed a resolve;) before he could say nore, she was out of
her chair, arns around his shoul ders, cheek caressing his head. "Ah, Rodvard,
I will make it up to you."

He stood up in the circle of her arms; her head tilted back, the |ong
| ashes lying on her cheek over veiled eyes. (M stake, he thought, a sudden
rivulet of cold running down his spine. It cannot be true, you were hating ne
a nonent ago; | think | see your plan now)

He held her off w th rough hands on her shoulders. "You are Ceudi's
m stress,” he said.

The liquid flesh changed to brass, the eyes snapped open as she shook
herself free. "Yes, | amCeudi's mistress," she cried. "And whose fault is
it? 1 was a good girl once; | would have given you everything and renai ned
good, no matter what | did for you. You did not want ne."

She was down in the chair again, crying through her fingers. "You are
too much like him" she said, and he (wung by the thought of that fair neck
delivered to the executioner) laid a hand on her shoulder and said; "I will do
what | can." Now kronzlar Escholl nust be persuaded, if possible, that though
there had been treason, it was treason done for |ove and coul d be passed over.

Rodvard cane in late, and had had no supper save sone bread and cheese
caught at an inn with the two people's guards who acconpani ed him Denadé
Slair having left Iong before. Lalette was arranging her hair before the
mrror, with a candle on either side, and did not turn round. (At the sight
of her lifted graceful arns, a wave of tenderness swept over him) "Lalette,"
he said, alnost lilting the word.

"Good evening." She still did not turn, and the voice was formal

He hurried across the roomin long steps and turned her around. "What
has happened?"

There was an inpatient noverent. "Don't. You will spoil mny hair.



Not hi ng. "

"Lalette, there is sonething. Tell ne.

She kept her eyes away fromhim "Nothing," and then, as he nerely
stood, waiting in burning intensity; "A small thing, truly. You need not be
troubled. Only | know now who it was you were unfaithful to me with."

(He was hot and cold together.) "Wo says | was unfaithful ?"

" "WIIl you conme with me now?'" she quoted. "Rodvard, you may be able to
read sone of ny thoughts, but do not forget why. |Is she a witch, too? She
must be, or ny Blue Star that | lent you would be dead. O did she give you

anot her before you shared her with Count d eudi ?" (She wanted to hurt him as
she had been hurt, to nmake himregret and feel that no regret in any fashion
could repl ace what had been | ost.)

"Shared her with Count Ceudi?" (He could feel honest indignation now)
"Lalette, who are you tal king about?"

"I amglad you saved her life," said she, still not looking at him "It
is apity ny hair is dark and my skin muddy. Wen these troubles are over,
you can have a good tinme with her on the estate. It is in 'Zada, isn't it?"

(The indignation no | onger needed to be pushed; all he could think of was
how he had rejected the shell of that Maritzl once desired.) He said;

"Lalette, | swear to you that | have never been with Maritzl of Stojenrosek
if that is the one you nean. | swear that | never will, | don't even want
her."

(The accent of sincerity was maki ng her doubt, but the bitterness
persi sted beneath, she had only lost the |line sonewhere, and was not yet ready
to release him) "If you are really in love with her, you may go. Only I'lI
not be one of your —casual contacts."

(He was invaded by despair of making her understand, with or w thout the
fullest tale of the maid Damaris and the witch of Kaznmerga.) "Wy," he cried,
"it would seemto nme that it is asked of any pair who live together to protect
each other from casual contacts by one neans or another. But this is merely
not true. WII you listen to every tal ebearer who tries to split us apart for
reasons of his own?"

She | owered her head (nelting a little, knowi ng he knew of Denadé Slair's
desire, if not of her own tenptation). "There are some tales you night have
borne to me yourself instead of letting ne learn them by hazard. Wy did you
betray me by telling Mathurin of the child of Dyol ana, Tuol én's heiress?"

Now he took her strongly by the shoulders. "Lalette," he said; "I never
told him You accuse ne of being liar and betrayer, do you think I ama foo
as well? |If Mathurin knows of her, he has learned it through some ot her
source; you are the only one | told."

(Suddenly and dreadfully, she knew where that other source was —t hat
ni ght in the garden, when she herself told Denadé Slair, Mathurin's voice and
sword.) She noved close, putting both arns around himin a convul sive

gesture. "Oh, Rodvard," she said, "I amafraid. He is having her brought
here, and will make her a witch hinmself —that little girl."

She began to cry then. That night, as they sought and received from each
ot her whatever confort passion could give, she touched himand said; "It is
true. | ama witch and your partner. The great narriage."

Chapter 29

No and Yes



"You hel ped me so nuch before,"” said Lalette.

The wi dow Donij ai ek contenplated her tranquilly from anong the husks of
characters who never lived. "Yet you are again in need of help."

"The Myonessae. | could not —=

"You could not give up the desires of this false, material world for the
God of love. However, it is not necessary to agree with everything that is
done under the rule of the Prophet, and when the mattern and the diaconals

tried to force you to an advancenent for which you were not ready, they were

al so submitting to the rule of Evil. It is asked only to take steps we are
prepared for."
"Yes," said Lalette.

"I do not know whether | can help you. Let us exam ne circunmstance. Are
you still stricken by |ack of noney?"

"I had not thought of it. Rodvard touches the fees of the court where he
is witer. Qur needs are small."

The widow s snile was approving. "That is an elenent of progress. But
he recei ves these fees because he uses the witchery of the Blue Star, does he
not ?"

"Yes "
"Then that is an elenent contrary to progress and very dangerous."
Lalette | ooked at the floor. "I know. Everything seenms to be a danger

I amso afraid of Mathurin. He keeps those guards around Rodvard, but | think
they are nore like jailers.™

"One thing you nust not do is let fear enter your heart; for it wll
breed fearful things. Renmenber that all in this false material world is only
the reflection of your thoughts. Have you any word from your nother?"

"Yes. A man brought a note. She wants me to escape and join her at the
court."

"Do you wi sh to go?"

"I would like to see her again . Lalette | ooked up to see Dane
Domi j ai ek watching her attentively, though she remained very quiet, and under
the pressure of that silent scrutiny, the girl noved. "She is under Count
Cleudi's protection. And | told you about Denadé; he is very kind and gay,
and | think heis in love with me, but —=

"Go on."

"He told Mathurin about the little girl, the heiress.”

"He was also trying to do the best for you, in his own way. Do you want
to go? O would you rather stay with Rodvard?"

In a small voice, Lalette said; "I think I would rather stay with him
Is it wong?"
"Not if it is done in love and good will, rather than for any hope of

gain. Have you asked himto take you away fromthe city?"

"No. This —regency is so much to him"

The widow stirred. "You will find help, child. Come to ne again when he
makes a plan."

She stood up, but before the words of farewell could be pronounced, the
door was flung open and the boy Laduis burst in, crying; "Mdther! | was at
the market, and —=

"Ladui s, we have a guest."

He | ooked enbarrassed and made to Lalette the bow of a mniature
courtier. "Oh, | renenber you," he said. "You are the Princess Sunima, only
you are not cold any nore. | amglad to see you." He turned again. "NMother
everybody at the market is excited. They say there has been a battle in the
Ragged Mount ai ns, and Prince Pavinius has beaten the Tritul accans and taken
three of their generals, and the rest of themare all running away."



She had gone quietly to sleep; Rodvard had to rouse her with the
finger-touch behind the right ear that wakens without shock. Even then, she
tried for a nonent to draw himclose until he whispered; "W nust hurry."

Beyond the wi ndow there was only cold wintry starshine and little enough
of that; but Rodvard had hoped for snow or rain. Lalette gathered her
smal | est of bundles; he led along the bal cony three wi ndows down, to where the
trellis was, and stepped off backward into night, resting a nonent on each
step before taking the next. Lalette's dresses al nost made her stunble on the
| ast steps; she sank into his arns with a little gasp at the bottom They had
carefully worked out the matter of getting over the garden-wall, fromthe
barrel to the shed-roof, the shed-roof to the wall itself.

It was too late for the bracket-torch on the back street to have renained
alight. As soon as she was down, they dodged shivering past the plane-trees,
across, around a corner and into the appointed alley. Sonmething jingled; the
man said; "Are you the travellers?"

"Dame Domijaiek's travellers," said Rodvard, as agreed, and; "Here is
your horse and your |et-pass," the other

Rodvard got up first; the man, whose features renai ned indistinguishable,
hel ped Lal ette up behind and gave thema farewell in tones not unfriendly.
Rodvard had sel dom fol | owed the naze of streets toward the northwest quarter
but it was fairly easy to maintain direction, and there was only one gate
| eading to the Archer's Highroad. The horse wal ked, and Lalette felt so
sleepy that it was al nost agony to keep her place.

There was no one noving on any street and hardly a light at any w ndow.
Once a wong turn led into a blind alley, but that did not hold them back
I ong, and now they were in the shadow of the gate, with a sentry barring the
path with a pi ke and another holding up a lantern

"This is a fine hour to be leaving the city," grunbled the first.

"Al'l hours are fine when one nust go," said Rodvard, and produced his
paper; this was the nonent of test.

The sentry puzzled over it a nmonent, |ooked back at them to the paper
again, and said; "Pass friends." As he turned back to the sentry-cachet with
hi s pi ke-bearing compani on, Rodvard caught a fragnment of words " won't be
too glad to see that couple,” and wondered what the paper had said.

As they reached the far end of the bridge, where the ancient stone
| eopard stands, he urged his nount to trot, but the pace was too fast for
Lalette, she had to beg himnot to. They noved for a long tinme through a
space without figures until, like a conjurer's trick, trees and houses began
to appear in grey outline around them and then slowy to take on color. The
road turned leftward, and the river was beyond, with ice on it. Lalette said;
"Rodvard. "

He did not turn his head. "Wat will you have?"

"Can you forgive nme?"

"For what ?"
"Taki ng you away from —everything. Your new day, the work."
"There is nothing to forgive. | had to go."

They were silent again, and in that silence the sun grew behind streaked
clouds. Lalette was so tired and sore that she felt she nust say sonething
about it, but just before endurance reached its lint, they came to the fanobus
bri dge of boats at Gogau, with its inn on the opposite bank, and Rodvard sai d;
"Let us rest here and take refreshnent."”

He hel ped her down and inside to a seat, still w thout words, and a
round- cheeked i nnkeeper cane to themw th a good norning. After he had gone,
Rodvard sai d:

"No . . . | do not know quite what | w shed or what | w sh now, but | am
sure it is not to be conpelled to use all | have in Mathurin's way. "

He stared across the room away from her, and she (grateful that he was
not | ooking to read her thought with the Blue Star) said; "Do you think he can



make hi s regency stand?"

"I do not know, but I think not in the long run. |If Prince Pavinius has
beaten the Tritulaccans so badly . . ." He touched the jacket where the
cold stone lay. "This is not me, and I'Il not be ruled by it, no nore than
you by your gift of wtchery."

She shuddered slightly. "It is a gift | never wi shed."

Now his face showed trouble. He stood up and paced the floor, then
turned to the ion portal, where after a noment she joined him [|ooking out.
The sun had daunted down the clouds, picking everything out in winter's white
gol d; beneath themthe river hurried past, carrying little pieces of ice
agai nst the black boats. At last he said; "Sonmewhere | have lost the line.

| suppose that the nbst we can do is try to use the lesser evil to

overcome the greater, forgiving what we can. . . . It is | who ask you to
forgive nme."

She put an arm around his waist. "You do not need to. | think I |ove
you. "

For an enchanted nonment they stood so. Then Rodvard' s hands went to his
neck, and with a swift notion, he drew out the Blue Star, over his head and
holding it in his hand, glanced at the streamand then at Lalette.

"Yes," she said. It made only a small splash where it struck the water.

Epi | ogue

In view of the speed with which the | ow hung clouds were driving past the
wi ndow, there would evidently be no business with ducks that day. Hodge
hel ped hinmself to nore coffee.

"I wonder what happened to them afterward,” he said.

"Does it matter?" said Penfield. "Wen an enotional problemis sol ved,
the others becone unreal."

"You don't consider poverty a real problen?" asked MCall.

"Only in a social and relative sense. Go look at the natives in the

hill-country of any Latin-Anmerican state. They live on rice, beans and
fifteen cents a day, and remain quite happy."

Hodge said; "I agree that poverty is a minor matter in this particular
case. But it seens to ne that you're assuning too rmuch when you speak of the
enoti onal problem of that couple as solved. It's not like a sumin

arithmetic, with a sinple answer in definite figures. There are all sorts of
sub-and si de-probl ens involved, to which no definite values can be assigned.
For instance, isn't the nenory of the girl, Leece, together with one of
Lalette's outbursts of tenper, going to produce an explosive mxture at somne
point? And aren't they keeping a good deal from each other?"

Penfield' s long face was thoughtful. "There are secrets in the
background of every union," he said. "Even secrets as black as the nurder by
wi tchcraft, and as inexplicable as the failure and recovery of the Blue Star.
But it seems to ne that they are |ike the disagreenments of parties in a
politically stable state. Once the essential agreenent to abi de has been
reached, any difficulties can be resolved or conprom sed. Another thing —

t hese peopl e have a capacity for . . . well, close attunenent to each ot her
More of it than we have. \What puzzles me —* he took a pull at his cigarette
“—is a certain preoccupation with sex."

McCal | |aughed. "Since it was the product of all three of us, that

probably came out of Hodge's m nd sonmehow. Persons of your age and mine



Hodge said; "I don't know where it cane from but | think | can explain

it. It goes with religion, which is so often an outgrowh of sex —or a
substitute for it."

"What really interests ne," said McCall, "is what happened in a politica
sense. "

"Well, the short-range devel opments seemfairly obvious," said Penfield,

"and | ong-range ones are al ways unpredictable."

"I wonder if it really exists," said Hodge, as Penfield had the night
bef ore.

Penfield got up, went to the wi ndow, and | ooked out at the scuddi ng
clouds. "I wonder if we do," he said.

About the Author

Fl etcher Pratt was born in 1897 and died in 1956, only four years after
The Blue Star was published. In a long and fruitful collaboration with L.
Sprague de Canmp, he produced a nunber of fantasies which were distinguished by
wit, sophistication, a sense of hunmor, and a delightful and lively imagination
—books such as the "Harold Shea" trilogy, conprised of The Inconplete
Enchanter* (1941), The Castle of Iron (1950), and Wall of Serpents (1960); and
novel s |li ke Land of Unreason (1942), The Cornelian Cube (1948), and a bookf ul
of nodern-day Runyonesque stories: Tales from Gavagan's Bar (1953).

On his own, Pratt lived to produce only two works of epic fantasy. Both
are long, intelligent and carefully plotted novels laid in i mginary nedieval
wor | dscapes. O these two, The Well of the Unicorn (1948) is perhaps the best
known.

But The Blue Star —in some ways the nore thoughtfully conceived and nore
brilliantly worked out —is alnost conpletely unknown. This novel was never
published in a magazine, unlike the majority of Pratt's fantasy fiction. The
one and only other edition of the book was published —together with two ot her
novel s (Conjure Wfe, by Fritz Leiber and There Shall Be No Darkness, by James

Blish) —by Twayne Publishers, Inc., in 1952 in a fat ommibus vol ume under the
title of Wtches Three.
Pratt was a witer of unusual skill, who found nore excitenent in the

interplay of ideas in action than in the fanmliar sort of swashbuckling
heroics. He was a born storyteller in the grand tradition —the sort of man
who read Norse sagas in the original, adored Eddi son's The Wrm Curoboros, and
read coll ections of obscure national nythol ogies for pleasure. As de Canp
points out in an article on his late friend, "Pratt stories nove right along.
Sonet hing is always happening. H's witing is full of novel conceits, flashes
of wit and interesting turns of phrase. The settings are lush and vivid."

Such a man was Fletcher Pratt Such a book is The Blue Star. | conmend
both to you, with affection

—LIN CARTER, Hollis, Long Island, New York

*In the Spring of 1976, Ballantine will publish THE COVMPLEAT ENCHANTER
The Magi cal M sadventures of Harold Shea —a giant vol une that includes both
The I nconpl ete Enchanter and The Castle of Iron.






