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We live our short lives on one side of the door; on the other is all of eternity. Time is the wind that blows through the keyhole.

—Stephen King, e-mail correspondence

October 15, 2011

FOR MARK

FOR STEVE

FOR ROLAND

Commala-come-come,

A new journey has just begun!
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FOREWORD
BY STEPHEN KING


The tale of Roland of Gilead’s search for the Dark Tower is a single tale, picaresque in nature (think Huckleberry Finn with monsters, and characters who raft along the Path of the Beam instead of the Mississippi), spanning seven volumes, involving dozens of plot twists and hundreds of characters. It’s hard to tell how much time passes “inside the story,” because in Roland Deschain’s where and when, both time and direction have become plastic.1 Outside the story—in what we laughingly call “the real world”—thirty-two years passed between the first sentence and the last one.

How long were the lapses between the individual books that make up the entire story? In truth, Constant Reader, I do not know. I think the longest lapse might have been six years (between The Waste Lands and Wizard and Glass). It is a miracle the story was ever finished at all, but perhaps an even greater one that a second volume ever followed the first, which was originally published in a tiny edition by Donald M. Grant, Publishers.2 The manuscript of that first volume, wet and barely readable, was rescued from a mildewy cellar. The first forty handwritten pages of a second volume (titled, as I remember, Roland Draws Three) were missing. God knows where they wound up.

Will I tell you what happens to a story when it lies fallow over such long periods of time? Will you hear? Then close your eyes and imagine a vast department store, all on one level, lit by great racks of overhead fluorescent lights. You see every kind of item under those lights—underwear and automotive parts, TVs and DVDs, shoes and stationery and bikes for the kiddies, blue jeans and mattresses (Oh look, Herbie, they’re on sale, 40% off!), cosmetics and air rifles, party dresses and picnic gear.

Now imagine the lights failing, one by one. The huge space grows darker; the goods so temptingly arrayed grow dimmer and harder to see. Finally you can hardly see your hand in front of your face.

That was the kind of room I came to when it was finally time to write The Drawing of the Three, except then the store wasn’t so big—the first volume was less than three hundred pages long, so it was actually more of a mom n pop operation, do ya not see it. I was able to light it again simply by reading over the first volume and having a few ideas (I also resurrected a few old ones; I hadn’t entirely forgotten what was in those handwritten pages, or the purpose of the tale).

Coming back to write the third volume (The Waste Lands) in the mid-eighties was harder, because the store was once again almost completely dark, and now it was much bigger. Once again I began by reading over what I’d written, taking copious notes, and filling paperback copies of the first two books with yellow highlighted passages and pink Post-it notes.

Another four years passed . . . or perhaps this time it was six. The store had once again grown dark, and by the time I was ready to write Wizard and Glass, it was bigger than ever. This time I wanted to add a whole new annex (call it Roland’s Past instead of the Bridal Shoppe). Once again out came the books—three of them, this time—the yellow highlighter, and the packets of Post-it notes.

When I sat down to complete Roland’s story in the year 2001, I knew that just rereading and writing myself Post-it notes wouldn’t be enough. By now the store that was my story seemed to cover whole acres; had become a Wal-Mart of the imagination. And, were I to write three more volumes, I’d be adding dozens of characters (I actually ended up adding more than fifty), a whole new dialect (based on the pidgin English used by the natives of West Africa and first encountered by me in Richard Dooling’s extraordinary White Man’s Grave), and a backstory that would—I hoped—finally make Roland’s wandering present clear to the patient reader.

This time, instead of reading, I listened to Frank Muller’s extraordinary audio recordings of the first four Dark Tower stories. Unabridged audio forces the reader to slow down and listen to every word, whether he or she wants to or not. It also lends a new perspective, that of the reader and the audio director. But I knew even that would not be enough. I needed some sort of exhaustive written summary of everything that had gone before, a Dark Tower concordance that would be easy to search when I needed to find a reference in a hurry. In terms of the store metaphor, I needed someone to replace all the fluorescents, and inventory all the goods on offer, and then hand me a clipboard with everything noted down.

Enter Robin Furth. She came to me courtesy of my old friend and teacher at the University of Maine, Burton Hatlen. Burt is a wonderful scholar of poetry and popular fiction. He has written about Roland for several scholarly journals, and was sympathetic to what I was up to with the books (indeed, he seemed to understand what I was up to better than I did myself). So I gave him my list of requirements with some confidence (some hope, at least) that he would find the right person.

Someone who was bright and imaginative.

Someone who had read a good deal of fantasy (although not necessarily the Tower books themselves), and was therefore familiar with its rather unique language and thematic concerns.

Someone who could write with clarity and verve.

Someone who was willing to work hard and answer arcane and often bizarre questions (Who was the mayor of New York in 1967? Do worms have teeth?) on short notice.

He found Robin Furth, and my wandering gunslinger had found his Boswell. The concordance you hold in your hands—and which will surely delight you as it has delighted me—was never written to be published. As a writer I like to fly by the seat of my pants, working without an outline and usually without notes. When I have to slow down to look for something—a name in Volume III, say, or a sequence of events way back in Volume I—I can almost feel the story growing cold, the edge of my enthusiasm growing blunt and flecking out with little blooms of rust. The idea of the concordance was to limit these aggravating pauses by putting Roland’s world at my fingertips—not just names and places, but slang terms, dialects, relationships, even whole chronologies.

Robin provided exactly what I needed, and more. One day I walked into my office to discover her down on her knees, carefully sticking photographs to a huge piece of poster paper. It was, she explained, a “walking tour” of Second Avenue in New York, covering the avenue itself and all the cross streets from Fortieth to Sixty-sixth. There was the U.N. Plaza Hotel (which has changed its name twice since I started writing Roland’s story); there was Hammarskjöld Plaza (which did not even exist back in 1970); there was the spot where Tom and Jerry’s Artistic Deli (“Party Platters Our Specialty”) once stood. That poster eventually went up on the wall of my writing room in Florida, and was of invaluable help in writing Song of Susannah (The Dark Tower VI). In addition to the “walking tour” itself, Robin had patiently winkled out the history of the key two blocks, including the real shops and buildings I’d replaced with such fictional bits of real estate as Chew Chew Mama’s and The Manhattan Restaurant of the Mind. And it was Robin who discovered that, across the street from 2 Hammarskjöld Plaza, there really is a little pocket park (it’s called a “peace garden”) that does indeed contain a bronze turtle sculpture. Talk about life imitating art!

As I say, her concordance was never meant to be published; it was created solely as a writer’s tool. But, even with most of my mind preoccupied by the writing of my tale, I was aware of how good it was, how interesting and readable it was. I also became aware, as time passed and the actual publication of the final three volumes grew closer, of how valuable it might be to the Constant Reader who’d read the first three or four volumes of the series, but some years ago.

In any case, it was Robin Furth who inventoried the goods I had on sale, and replaced all the dim overhead lights so I could see everything clearly and find my way from Housewares to Appliances without getting lost . . . or from Gilead to Calla Bryn Sturgis, if you prefer. That in no way makes her responsible for my errors—of which I’m sure there are many—but it is important that she receive credit for all the good work she has done on my behalf. I found this overview of In-World, Mid-World, and End-World both entertaining and invaluable.

So, I am convinced, will you.

January 26, 2003


ABOUT THIS BOOK

This book had its first stirrings more than twenty years ago. I was fourteen, and I was spending the summer with my grandparents in Maine. I have always been obsessed by books, and so that July I arrived with a stack of them. Top of the pile wasn’t The Gunslinger. No. Not yet. But it was a novel called ’Salem’s Lot.

I can still remember the feeling I had when I read that book. My body was on the tiny, weedy beach of Patten Pond, but the rest of me was in the Marsten House, or crouched by Mark Petrie’s side as he held up a glow-in-the-dark cross to ward off the vampire at his window. I climbed on the Greyhound Bus behind Father Callahan—my hand burned and my mouth still tasting Barlow’s blood—and the two of us set off for that unknown destination of Thunderclap, a haunted place on the lip of End-World.1

I closed the novel and, still caught in that dream-web, I began to walk back toward home. And there, in the pine woods, with my feet deep in leaf mould and my skin still smelling of pond water, I saw myself as an adult. I was grown-up, and I was working for Stephen King. I didn’t know exactly what I was doing, but I knew it had to do with books, and Father Callahan, and with that dreaded place called Thunderclap. The vision was so vivid, so convincing, and so quickly over. I held on to the feeling of it long enough to write my first horror story (it wasn’t very good), but as the vision faded, I began to doubt what I had seen. I buried that vision, lost the story, and didn’t think about either for two decades. That is, until one day when I went to check my mail in the English department office at the University of Maine. As I was sorting through the grade sheets and memos, I felt a tap on my shoulder. It was Burt Hatlen, one of my professors. Stephen King needed a temporary research assistant, he said. Would I be interested . . .

Sometimes, art imitates life, and sometimes life imitates art, and sometimes the two of them blend to such a degree that we can’t figure out where one ends and the other begins. For months before my chat with Burt, I’d been dreaming about roses, moons with demon faces, and huge, imposing, smoke-colored Towers. I didn’t think I was losing my mind, but then there was the tall, lanky, ghostlike man pacing at my writing-room door. He seemed to want to get through to our world, to need to get through to our world, and for some reason he thought I could help him. And every time I laid out my tarot cards, my future came out Towers.

Ka is a wheel, its one purpose is to turn, and so often it brings us back to just where we started. Twenty years had passed since I boarded that bus to Thunderclap, but in Roland’s world, in the world of the Tower quest, twenty years in the past, or twenty years in the future, are only just a doorway apart. I climbed back on that Greyhound Bus only to find myself, as a young girl, still sitting behind Callahan. I’d never really disembarked in the first place.

Pere Callahan waited in Calla Bryn Sturgis, on the border of Thunderclap, and Roland had to reach him. All he needed was somebody from our world to help crack open Steve’s doorway. I knew many of Steve’s other works, I loved fantasy and horror, and I had those rather sinister initials that implied I might be good for writing something other than academic essays. All that remained for me to do was open Roland’s biography and read that first, all-important line. The man in black fled across the desert, and the gunslinger followed . . .

It is now 2012, and I have lived in Roland’s world for more than twelve years. During that time I’ve collected much of the myth, history, and folklore of Mid-World. Just as, when you wake up from a dream, you try to capture what you saw during your night travels, the book that follows is my attempt to capture my journey with Roland. My goal, when I started, was to make a doorway between worlds. I hope that I have, at least, made a small window.

R.F.

March 12, 2003

(revisited July 16, 2006

and again, June 27, 2012)



THE WIND THROUGH THE KEYHOLE AND THE WINDS OF MID-WORLD

“There’s nothing like stories on a windy night when folks have found a warm place in a cold world.”

Roland Deschain

The Wind Through the Keyhole, 34

Like all Dark Tower fans, I always hoped that Stephen King would return to Mid-World after the seventh, and seemingly final, installment of the Dark Tower saga. Hence, in 2009, when Steve told me that he had another idea for a Dark Tower story, I was delighted. At that point, the novel had the working title Black Wind. The title alone was intriguing, since as every Tower junkie knows, the winds of Mid-World are intrinsically linked to sai King’s artistic inspiration. As he says in Song of Susannah, “the wind blows and the story comes.” In Black Wind, however, that wind would have special significance, since it linked three stories, three eras of Mid-World history, and two vastly different periods in Roland’s life. 

By 2010, Steve had begun writing in earnest. The title, Black Wind, had become The Wind Through the Keyhole, and the story was firmly placed between Wizard and Glass and Wolves of the Calla. Since it wasn’t technically a gunslinger novel—Steve had set out instead to write a fairy tale—he thought that the subtitle would be A Novel of Mid-World. In those early days, Steve sent me a beautiful epigraph that he wanted to place at the beginning of the book:


We live our short lives on one side of the door; on the other is all of eternity. Time is the wind that blows through the keyhole.



Eventually both the subtitle and the epigram were cut, but I wanted to record them here, in this guide to all things Mid-World. Hence, the epigram appears at the beginning of this volume, and the old title is here too, along with The Wind Through the Keyhole’s many new characters, magical objects, fantastic places, games, words, and maps. Longtime readers will notice that my map of Mid-World’s Beams has also altered. The Lion-Eagle Beam now runs north to south, which is fitting, since the starkblasts of North’rd Barony begin in the land of endless snows, which is also where Aslan, Guardian of Gilead’s Beam, resides.

To me, The Wind Through the Keyhole is a very special novel. Throughout so much of the Dark Tower series Roland remains aloof: a character we love but don’t fully understand, a reticent loner whose battle scars are so numerous that we can’t help but feel that he has a thick layer of protective scar tissue over his heart. Yet in The Wind Through the Keyhole we not only see the world through Roland’s eyes, but we gain a sense of how Roland sees himself. In both Wizard and Glass and The Wind Through the Keyhole, Roland’s adventures with his American ka-tet serve as frame stories for tales about Roland’s younger days. But while in Wizard and Glass Roland’s autobiographical adventure is recounted in the third person by an unseen narrator, in The Wind Through the Keyhole, Roland tells his story in his own voice. In this novel, Roland is not just a young gunslinger-prodigy with dazzlingly quick reflexes and a precociously subtle sense of battle strategy. He is a young man struggling to make sense of the decisions he has made in his life, and to cope with the terrible consequences of his actions. Over the course of the novel, he comes closer to making peace between his conflicting emotions and allegiances. Somehow, his rigid sense of duty to the way of the gun and his resulting rage against Gabrielle Deschain for betraying her husband and her Barony, must sit beside the profound but confusing grief he feels over the accidental shooting of his mother.

Just as in Wizard and Glass, Roland’s encounter with a thinny prompts him to tell his American ka-tet about his coming-of-age test and the trials he faced in Hambry soon after he won his guns, so in The Wind Through the Keyhole, the starkblast which sweeps along the Path of the Beam inspires Roland to recount two interlinked tales. All three narratives—the frame story of Roland’s tet traveling along the path of the Beam, the autobiographical adventure in which Roland and his ka-mate Jamie DeCurry hunt for the skin-man of Debaria, and the folktale about Tim Ross, who discovered that his father had been murdered by his jealous best friend, are all linked by the sound of Mid-World’s winds. But to Roland, the ferocious starkblast is not merely a catalyst for talespinning. That powerful storm is intrinsically bound to his memory of his mother and to his guilt over her death.

All that Roland knows about starkblasts—from the unseasonable warmth that precedes them to the erratic behavior of bumblers that warns farmers of impending disaster—was passed on to him by Gabrielle. Hence it is not surprising that, at the beginning of the novel, everything that Roland knows about starkblasts has been suppressed, just as his grief and guilt over his matricide has been suppressed. It is not until the ferryman Bix points out the approaching storm’s many warning signs that the door of memory opens and Roland recalls both the autobiographical tale of “The Skin-Man,” which took place shortly after Gabrielle’s passing, and “The Wind Through the Keyhole,” the folktale which his mother often read to him in the tower bedroom of his childhood.

From the outset of “The Skin-Man,” we know that fifteen-year-old Roland is struggling with an overwhelming grief. Though he has not been back from Hambry for very long, Roland has appointed himself as nurse to his old teacher Cort. Roland claims that he nurses Cort out of respect (after all, Cort never recovered from Roland’s coming-of-age battle against him), but his father suspects a darker motivation. Roland is searching for absolution for his accidental murder of his mother. In order to remove Roland from the unhealthy atmosphere of Gilead, and to try to get the boy to expiate his sense of sin in a more fitting manner, Steven Deschain sends Roland and his ka-mate Jamie DeCurry to Debaria, so that the boys can track down the bloodthirsty skin-man who has been terrorizing that western barony.

On the way to Debaria, Roland and Jamie stop at Serenity, the women’s retreat where Roland’s mother stayed after her betrayal of her husband and her city. There they not only see the terrible wounds inflicted upon one of the skin-man’s few surviving victims, but they meet the retreat’s prioress, the flamboyant but warm giantess, Everlynne of Serenity. Even this early in the tale, Roland begins to question the view of reality imparted to him by his father and the other gunslingers. After all, Everlynne is not the man-hating vixen that he has been led to believe she would be, but a vivacious, brave, and welcoming woman who maintained her respect for Roland’s dead mother despite her crimes. In fact, she calls our young gunslinger son-of-Gabrielle rather than son-of-Steven, which is the more usual form of address in patriarchal Mid-World.

Once in Debaria, Roland must once again face the division between his mind and his heart. In order to catch the skin-man, he must play the role of adult gunslinger. This means operating with the intellect and instincts of a hunter, though it goes against the more humane instincts of the boy. Faced with the horrors of the skin-man’s attacks, Roland decides that the only way he will be able to catch the shapeshifting killer is by setting a trap, baited with the only living person to have seen the skin-man in his human form—an eleven-year-old boy named Bill Streeter. Roland’s ka-mate, Jamie DeCurry, is very uncomfortable with Roland’s decision to use Young Bill in this way. As Roland says, “It was a thing [Jamie]’d never have done himself, even if he’d though of it. Which is why my father had put me in charge. Not because I’d done well in Mejis—I hadn’t, not really—and not because I was his son, either. Although in a way, I suppose that was it. My mind was like his: cold.”

Like any general, Roland-the-gunslinger knows that in war, the innocent are often sacrificed. But the way he describes the reason for his position of leadership is harsh. Though he was the youngest gunslinger ever to win his guns, and though as little more than an adolescent, he had defeated the brutal Big Coffin Hunters of Hambry, Roland does not think it is his bravery or his heroism or his skill that has made Steven Deschain put him in charge of this mission. Gilead’s dinh let him lead the hunt for Debaria’s skin-man because Roland is cold-minded and cold-blooded, just like the best of the tet of the gun.

But despite the coldness required by his calling, the young Roland tries to keep alive his own humanity. Although Roland puts Young Bill at risk, he tries to minimize that risk. He takes the boy to Debaria’s jail—the most defendable building in the town—and locks the two of them in together. (If the skin-man tries to attack Billy, then Roland will defend the boy with his life.) While in that jail cell, listening to the wailing of the simoom outside, Roland tells Young Bill the story of another young boy—Tim Ross—who like Billy had to face terrible dangers in order to bring his father’s killer to justice. Like Bill Streeter, Tim Ross was of low birth, but because of his bravery he not only became a gunslinger, but became the legendary hero, Tim Stoutheart. It is little wonder then, that in order to screw up his courage and face the skin-man, Young Bill pretends that he is Tim Stoutheart.

In many ways, The Wind Through the Keyhole is an exploration of how we deal with grief. All of the young protagonists—Roland, Bill Streeter, and Tim Ross—are forced to come to terms with the violent death of a parent. But the novel is not just about grief, it is also about how we react to the unfair vicissitudes of life. Roland has committed a crime, but he must come to accept that the death of his mother was an accident. Bill Streeter’s father was brutally murdered by a shapeshifter who was not a mindless beast, but a human being who took some form of pleasure from his kills. Bill cannot bring his father back to life, but by identifying the killer he can bring some form of closure to the horrors he has faced, and he can also help to prevent future massacres. Similarly, Tim Ross discovers that his father—whom he has been told was incinerated by a dragon—was in truth slaughtered by his partner and best friend, Bern Kells, who coveted Tim’s mother. Tim cannot wind back time any more than he can untie the knot that binds his mother to her violent and drunken new husband, but he can expose his stepfather’s crime and also minimize the impact that Kells has on his own, and his mother’s, life.

As well as the personal traumas that Roland, Bill, and Tim must face, there are the greater social injustices that echo throughout the three tales. On his way to Debaria, Roland is made uncomfortably aware of how successful his mother’s lover, Marten Broadcloak, has been in turning the people of Mid-World against the gunslingers. (In Debaria, too many people have secretly given their allegiance to the mad harrier, John Farson.) As the adult Roland of the frame story knows, Farson’s destiny is to bring about Mid-World’s second destruction. In Tim Ross’s world, the greedy Covenant Man (who is but another face of Roland’s eternal enemy, Marten Broadcloak/Walter O’Dim) has poisoned the reputation of Gilead by squeezing as much tax as possible out of the people of Tree. Even in the land of fairytale, people whisper that Gilead’s taxes are unfair, and that the people’s covenant with the Eld has been paid a dozen times over, in blood as well as silver. As when he is in his Broadcloak disguise, the Covenanter knows full well that he is destroying the fabric of Mid-World society, but this is exactly what he wants to do. The wastelands that Roland and his American tet traverse are as much the fault of O’Dim as they are the fault of Mid-World’s Old People.

Although the emotions explored in The Wind Through the Keyhole are dark ones, the novel’s closure is redemptive. Before Roland leaves Debaria, Everlynne of Serenity gives him a note penned by Gabrielle before she left the women’s retreat. Though the letter is as disjointed and distraught as the mind of the woman who had written it, Gabrielle tells her son that she knew she was destined to die by his hand, but returned to Gilead anyway. Although Gabrielle has already entered the clearing at the end of the path, from beyond the grave she offers her son absolution. The final words of her letter, written in High Speech, say, I forgive you everything. Can you forgive me? At the end of the novel, Steven King states that the two most beautiful words in any language are I forgive. I must say, I agree. Unless we are able to open our hearts and forgive others, we can never learn to forgive ourselves.

For all of us who have waited so long for another tale about our favorite wandering gunslinger, The Wind Through the Keyhole is a gift. Thank you, Steve. And thank you, my fellow Constant Readers, for perusing yet another version of my Concordance, this massive book which I regard as my travel log for Mid-World.

Long days and pleasant nights, and may the sun never fall in your eyes.

Robin Furth

August 6, 2012


ABBREVIATIONS AND TEXT GUIDE

ABBREVIATIONS USED FOR PRIMARY TEXTS BY STEPHEN KING

I: King, Stephen. The Gunslinger © 1982. (London, New English Library, a division of Hodder & Stoughton, 2003)

II: The Drawing of the Three © 1987. (London, New English Library, a division of Hodder & Stoughton, 1997 and 2003)

III: The Waste Lands © 1991. (London, New English Library, a division of Hodder & Stoughton, 1997 and 2003)

IV: Wizard and Glass © 1997. (London, New English Library, a division of Hodder & Stoughton, 1997 and 2003)

V: Wolves of the Calla © 2003. (London, Hodder & Stoughton, a division of Hodder Headline, 2003)

VI: Song of Susannah © 2004. (London, Hodder & Stoughton, a division of Hodder Headline, 2004)
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W: The Wind Through the Keyhole © 2012. (London, Hodder & Stoughton, a division of Hodder Headline, 2012)

SECONDARY TEXTS BY STEPHEN KING

King, Stephen. Bag of Bones © 1998. (London, New English Library, a division of Hodder & Stoughton, 1999)

Desperation © 1996. (London, New English Library, a division of Hodder & Stoughton, 1997)

The Eyes of the Dragon © 1988 (London, Warner Books, a division of Little Brown and Company, 1992)

Insomnia © 1994. (London, New English Library, a division of Hodder & Stoughton, 1995)

It © 1996. (London, New English Library, a division of Hodder & Stoughton, 1997)

 ‘Low Men in Yellow Coats.’ Hearts in Atlantis © 1999. (London, New English Library, a division of Hodder & Stoughton, 2000)

 ‘The Mist’. Skeleton Crew © 1985. (London, Warner Books, a division of Little Brown and Company, 1993)

The Regulators (Stephen King writing as Richard Bachman) © 1996. (London, New English Library, a division of Hodder & Stoughton, 1987)
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SECONDARY TEXTS BY STEPHEN KING AND PETER STRAUB

Black House © 2001. (London, HarperCollinsPublishers, 2002)

The Talisman © 1984 (London, New English Library, a division of Hodder & Stoughton, 1996)

PLEASE NOTE


	As frequent visitors to Mid-World know, in 2003, Stephen King rewrote The Gunslinger. In the process, a number of characters and places were cut, renamed, or otherwise significantly altered. In this Concordance, I have tried to document these changes, keeping old information (for those who are familiar with the earlier version of the book) but adding the new. Any character, place, or term which has undergone change is marked with a double asterisk (**). Since the page references contained within this Concordance correspond to the most recent version of The Gunslinger, readers will note that some marked entries have no page references. This is because those characters and places do not play a role in Roland’s updated adventures.

	Page references are as follows:
    V:199
    (volume):(page number)

	Although Mid-World was the name of a specific historical kingdom, Stephen King also uses this term when he needs to refer (in general terms) to Roland’s version of Earth. I have followed this practice.

	In Volume I of this Concordance, I often capitalized the term Our World. In the last three books of the series, we find out that there are many, many versions of our world, so I no longer use capitals. However, when I refer specifically to the world in which Stephen King writes his novels (and where I’m fairly certain you and I are reading them), I use the term Keystone Earth.


	Constant Readers will notice that the Map of the Beams, located in Appendix VII, has changed so that it can remain consistent with the information imparted in The Wind Through the Keyhole. The Lion Eagle Beam, which passes through the Endless Forest of North’rd Barony, now flows north-south.

	The page references for The Gunslinger, The Drawing of the Three, The Waste Lands, and Wizard and Glass relate to Hodder’s mass market paperback editions, and the page references for The Wolves of the Calla, Song of Susannah, and The Dark Tower relate to Hodder’s hardcover and trade paperback editions. Page references for The Wind Through the Keyhole relate to Hodder’s hardcover, trade paperback, and mass market paperback editions.
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Commala, come-come,

Journey’s almost done . . .
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GILEAD FAIR-DAYS

WINTER

WIDE EARTH

Riddling

SOWING

(**New Earth)

(**Fresh Commala)

The Sowing Night Cotillion

called Commala

a courting rite dance

celebrating spring

MID-SUMMER

FULL EARTH

Riddling

Full Earth babies born

REAPING

Charyou Tree and burning of stuffy-guys,

Reaping lass and Reaping lad, Reap charms.

In the Outer Arc, a prize is given on Reap Day to the person or group that collects the greatest number of rattlesnake skins.

Children planted on Reap come due on Full Earth.

This is the true Year’s End.

Reap kisses

Orgy of Reap

Propitiating old gods

Reap Morn: First day of Winter

YEAR’S END


MID-WORLD MOONS

KISSING MOON

A perfect disk of silver

Moon of Romance

Shadows of lovers

On its bright skin

PEDDLER’S MOON

Late-summer moon

Huge and orange

And the Peddler, who comes out of the Nones

With his sack of squealing souls

HUNTRESS MOON

Last moon of summer, first moon of autumn

Picking apples, cutting hay

Snakes and scorpions wander east from the desert

Day moon

The huntress fills her belly

And becomes

A pallid, vampire woman

Season of Reap

The beginning of endings

Clearer and clearer on each starry night

The Huntress pulls back her bow

DEMON MOON

Blood red

Death moon

Closing of the year

Blade nose

Bone grin

Reap’s scythe

Above

He grins and winks

Though a scarlet

Shifting

Scrim


STEPHEN KING’S THE DARK TOWER: THE COMPLETE CONCORDANCE


INTRODUCTION PART ONE
 VOLUMES I–IV
 ROLAND, THE TOWER, AND THE QUEST

Spoiler’s Warning: Read this essay only after you have read the first four books of Roland’s saga. Otherwise, you’ll get more than a glimpse of what is to come . . .

To any reader of the Dark Tower series, Roland Deschain is an instantly recognizable character. As I write this, I see him in my mind’s eye, striding across the yellowing grasses of the River Barony savannah, his black hair threaded with gray, his body tall and lanky, his holster and gun belt strapped to his hips. Only one of those fabled sandalwood-handled six-shooters is with him; it rests against his left thigh. The other is back at camp, secure in the docker’s clutch strapped to Eddie Dean’s side. As I stare, Roland turns his head and regards me pragmatically. If you need to talk to me, he says, then come. Time may be a face on the water, but in Roland’s world, water is scarce.

Roland watches as I pass through the doorway of the page. His pale blue eyes really are like those of a bombardier, both cool and assessing. By necessity, this meeting will be brief. I’m another one of Roland’s secrets, and he thinks it better to keep me that way. He’s not certain what level of the Tower I come from, but he knows one thing. I am mapping his travels.

Finding some shade, Roland hunkers. I hand him one of the rolling papers I’ve brought, and he accepts it silently. Unlacing the leather thongs of his traveling purse, he removes his tobacco poke and rolls a smoke. Despite the missing fingers on his right hand, he works the paper dexterously, licking the gummed side with a grimace. He strikes a match against the seam of his jeans and lights his cigarette. For a moment his face is illuminated with an eerie glow that makes his features look drawn and more than a little haggard. He has a few days’ worth of stubble on his cheeks, and his lips are chapped. Once again I try to show him this concordance, but he waves the bound manuscript away as he exhales a cloud of smoke. As always, he thinks that my constant revisions waste paper. Besides, he’s only interested in the maps. But today I’ve brought a short piece, and this he has agreed to hear. It’s my interpretation of his epic journey. Taking another deep drag, Roland rolls his hand in that gesture which means only one thing, in any world. Get on with it. So I clear my throat and (rather nervously) begin.

ROLAND, THE TOWER, AND THE QUEST

Roland Deschain is Mid-World’s final gunslinger. Like a knight from the Arthurian legends of our world, Roland is on a quest. His “grail” is the Dark Tower, the linchpin of the time/space continuum, and his goal is to climb to its very top and question the god or demon who resides there. Roland’s world is unraveling. The Beams that maintain the proper alignment of time, space, size and dimension are breaking down and the Tower itself is foundering. This structural instability affects all worlds, but in Roland’s, the symptoms are dramatic. As the fabric of reality wears away, thinnies form and spread. These squalling mist bogs swallow all those that stumble into them, letting their captives fall into the dark no-places between worlds. As the landscape stretches, directions drift. What is west today may be southwest tomorrow and southeast the day after. A goal that lay only fifty miles away can suddenly become a hundred, or even a thousand, miles distant.

As the direct descendant of Arthur Eld, King of All-World-that-was, and as Mid-World’s last dinh, Roland must rescue his land from annihilation. But his task is gargantuan. He must find a way to safeguard the framework, the loom, upon which the interpenetrating realities are woven. But to do so—in order to shore up that central Tower and the Beams which radiate out from it—he must find his way across a landscape so fragmented that neither map nor memory can help him pinpoint his destination. In fact, Roland does not even know where the Tower stands. He realizes that he must head toward a place called End-World, but where does that land lie? How can he find it? During the early stages of his journey, Roland the warrior chooses the path of the ascetic. Believing he can only reach his goal as a solitary traveler, he sacrifices all human relationships, even when it means betrayal, because he thinks such sacrifice will speed him along his way. Comrades and lovers are left behind like abandoned water skins.

Roland believes that to climb the Tower he must have no ties holding him to Mid-World. He must be isolated, self-sufficient, cut off from the nurturing tides of relationship. Thinking in terms of conquest and battle, Roland follows the duplicitous Walter across the deserts of Mid-World, believing that this enemy will eventually lead him to his goal. Similarly, as a boy, he followed the path set for him by Maerlyn’s Grapefruit, a magic ball whose evil, distorting visions tricked him into first sacrificing his lover, Susan Delgado, and then murdering his own mother.

What Roland doesn’t at first realize is that, like any young knight, he is being tested. The initial path he chooses is a false start, no more than a glammer thrown by the enemies who want to thwart him. What their treachery exposes is that the young Roland is driven by ambition, personal glory, and revenge as much as he is by a desire to fulfill his destiny as the last warrior of the White. By tempting him to betray all that a knight should hold sacred, Roland’s enemies ensure that Roland will repeat the mistakes of his fathers and either abandon his quest as hopeless or become lost in the deserts and golgothas of Mid-World which, in the end, but mirror the dry wreckage of his heart.

Roland, the young warrior, does not understand the ultimate nature of his quest. He does not realize that, as the trickster Walter says in the golgotha, he already stands so close to the Tower that worlds turn about his head.1 Because of his own preconceptions, his inherited worldview, he does not understand that his fate, and the fate of Mid-World, are one and the same.

Roland’s story is not just an adventure tale; it is one with symbolic meaning. His pilgrimage is intrinsically linked to a legend from our world, a legend which was an important influence upon the Modernists and which formed the basis for a famous poem by T. S. Eliot. That legend is the story of the Waste Land. In its incarnation in the Dark Tower series, this legend is bound to another belief, one that dates back to the time when men and women thought that their kings and queens were appointed by God. According to this worldview, the body of the king is the body of the land, and the well-being of one is indivisible from the well-being of the other. If the king is sick, in body or in mind, then the land falls to ruin. To cure the land, you must first cure the king. The one will only flourish if the other is in balance.

As above, so below. The disease of the larger is the same as that of the smaller, and they both progress according to the same principle. To understand what dries and devastates the land, what threatens the very fabric of the universe and the stability of the interpenetrating worlds, one must also understand what ails the king. All are affected by the same illness, but to cure this illness we must discover its underlying cause. And this is the true purpose of Roland’s journey.

We all know that as the Beams snap, the Tower falters. But what is its equivalent on the human plane? What malaise weakens the bonds of Mid-World’s culture? What disease affects Roland, the foremost representative of his fragmenting world?

High Speech, the tongue of gunslingers, is a subtle and complex language. Its words are difficult to define because they are so full of nuance. Each word has multiple meanings which refer, simultaneously, to ordinary human interaction, to the web that joins the interacting individuals, and to the greater pattern of humanity’s past and future movements. No human interaction, then, is meaningless. They all reflect both individual and cultural ka.

Ka, we know, resembles a wheel. In fact, it looks much like the wheel Roland draws in The Waste Lands, a wheel meant to represent the Tower, the Beams, and the Portals in and out of Mid-World. In Roland’s map, the hub of the wheel is the Tower, the spokes are the Beams, and the rivets are the Guardians, who are the Portals’ sentries. Some Guardians, like the Turtle, are protective, while others, like the Bear Guardian Shardik, are downright dangerous. But they all serve the Beams, the Beams serve the Tower, and the Tower is what keeps the universe united. And perhaps these Beams work like Batteries, with positive and negative charges, the one balancing the other. That would explain why the Turtle is kind and the Bear—the opposite end of the Beam—is negative. Even polarity has its place, like light and darkness. That is, as long as the whole remains in balance.

Although it would be difficult to map the wheel of ka in this way—it is much too big—we can, at least, map the forces of ka-tet, remembering that the small is a miniature of the larger. As dinh of his ka-tet and as dinh of Mid-World, Roland sits at the center of the wheel. The Guardians of his present ka-tet are his companions Jake, Susannah, Eddie, and Oy. The sorcerer Walter—who plays a large part in the drawing and binding of this ka-tet—can also be placed as one of the Guardians, though his polarity is negative.

Just as there is a word for the pattern of ka-tet, there is a word for the bonds (or Beams) that hold the tet together. This word is khef. Like almost all the words of High Speech, khef has multiple meanings, including birth and life force, but perhaps the most ubiquitous of these meanings is also the simplest. And that meaning is water.

As Roland knows all too well from his journey in the Mohaine Desert, a human will die much sooner from dehydration than he will from lack of food. The same can be said about the land, about society, and about the individual soul. Once again, the patterns and forces remain the same; what changes are the superficial forms. Khef can be literal water, the essence of life, but it can also mean emotion, the essence and bond of relationship. Whether this bond is one of loyalty or hatred, it always binds. That is, as long as the forces of the positive and the negative remain in dynamic balance. A certain amount of conflict is necessary for growth and change, but too much of the negative—too much repellent—and the ka-tet ceases to exist.

The patterns of ka-tet can be used to describe the subtle interactions which hold a society together. Without these emotional interactions, which create dynamic and forceful cohesion, society devolves and disintegrates; it becomes a mass of warring individuals, or warring clans. The beneficial interconnectedness of the whole is lost.

The bonds of khef are reciprocal. Both parties must contribute or else the connection is at best unstable, at worst illusory. Each side must give of itself. The unity of ka-tet depends on the forces of khef. In order for the ka-tet to survive, the Guardians of ka-tet must remain true, but their loyalty depends, in turn, upon the truth and honesty of the center. When the center does not hold true, the fabric begins to unravel, and this is exactly what has happened to Roland’s world, and what has, in turn, happened over and over in Roland’s life.

Ka is a wheel; its one purpose is to turn. The spin of ka always brings us back to the same place, to face and reface our mistakes and defeats until we can learn from them.2 When we learn from the past, the wheel continues to move forward, toward growth and evolution. When we don’t, the wheel spins backward, and we are given another chance. If once more we squander the opportunity, the wheel continues its rotation toward devolution, or destruction. While the High Speech terms for life and relationship have multiple meanings and subtle nuances, char, the Tongue’s word for Death, has no other meaning. Char is bleak and final. The wheel continues to turn, but we are forcefully removed from it. Since we each have a place in the greater pattern, breaking of khef rends the fabric of the All.

What can be said of individuals can also be said of societies, and Roland’s society is no exception. Although Mid-World enjoyed periods of stability, its history remains predominantly a story of sacrifice and bloodshed. Although High Speech shows that unity and relationship were valued, in the everyday of life they were, more often than not, forgotten. Many of Mid-World’s sins were sins against khef, the bonding force of ka and culture. In Mid-World-that-was, the balance between positive and negative was lost; creating and maintaining khef became less important than the propagation of char. Just as the Beams began to weaken, the khef which was meant to unite began to repel. The waters of life withdrew, and Mid-World became a desert. The result? Fragmentation and dehydration on all levels of reality, and on all levels of the Tower.

In “The Little Sisters of Eluria,” Roland says that the religions of his world taught that “love and murder were inextricably bound together—that in the end, God always drank blood.”3 Upon intensive scrutiny, Roland’s statement certainly seems to hold true. The Druits, the most ancient of Mid-World’s people, raised the stones of the Speaking Rings in order to have temples devoted to human sacrifice. Although these practices may have drawn some of the people together, giving them a sense of unity and strength, they would have also created a blood-debt to the victim, and the victim’s ka-tet, rending the fabric of the All. Even at this early stage of Mid-World’s cultural evolution, the negative energy released by these acts began to thin reality. The forces of char became more powerful and the forces of khef were weakened. Within these circles doorways formed, but the sentries of these lesser portals were demons, not Guardians.

Although technologically advanced, the later generations of Mid-World gave little more thought to the forces of khef, or life-water, than their ancestors. The Great Old Ones created computerized wonders, such as Blaine, and accomplished amazing engineering and architectural feats, such as the building of Lud and the laying of the train lines deep below the Cyclopean Mountains, but even these seemingly “good” things were eventually tainted by the death-drive of their makers. Blaine developed a psychotic personality and drove the people of Lud on to Mid-World’s oldest practice—human sacrifice. The city of Lud, once the gem of the Imperium, fell into the hands of diseased and warring gangs, and the train lines of the mountains seethed with Slow Mutants, those terrible creatures who were once human but who had been completely mutated by the Old Ones’ poisons. No matter what grand plan they had for the future of the interpenetrating universes, the Old Ones worshiped the gods of char, the gods of destruction. The Old Ones’ technological wizardry was focused on one endpoint, and that endpoint was the creation of more and more dangerous weapons. In this they succeeded. In fact, they succeeded so completely that they wiped out their own civilization and transformed Mid-World into a poisoned, desiccated wasteland.

As Susan Delgado says to Roland when they stand, horrified, by a line of resurrected war tankers, the ways of the Great Old Ones were the ways of death.4 But over the course of the series we learn that the ways of death are, and always have been, the ways of Mid-World. Even during the time of Arthur Eld, Mid-World’s greatest hero, human beings were thrown onto Charyou Tree fires to appease the gods of Reap, and in Roland’s day those old ways were not completely abandoned. As we see when Susan Delgado is made into such a scapegoat, having the blame for her town’s sins heaped upon her innocent head, such sacrifice and hypocrisy undermine all human relationships. No matter what their stated aims might be, such practices breed duplicity and mistrust and treachery, all of which are the opposite of khef.

In the more central parts of Roland’s world, stuffy-guys were usually burned in lieu of men and women, but life was still harsh and leaders were bred to be killers before they were taught to be statesmen. All that the ruling gunslingers had to do to justify this sacrifice of khef was to point west to the lands that were already torn apart by anarchy and rebellion. In Gilead, the light of civilization was championed, but its ideals of fairness, justice, compassion—of fundamental human worth whatever class or land that person might come from—were left to the gentle and the lame, like Roland’s old tutor, Vannay, to promulgate. Although Roland loved Vannay, by far his most influential teacher was Cort, who taught him how to survive in a world where a knife would constantly be at his back, or at his throat.

In Gilead, the sons of the aristocracy trained to be an Eye and a Hand, an aim and a trigger, before they were trained to be a heart and a mind. And often, as Roland found to his later distress, such training meant that the hand could act before the mind had time to think. Gilead’s coming-of-age battles were brutal, and the cost of defeat was banishment, a complete destruction of the khef that linked the young apprentice gunslinger to his society. The end—the creation of a strong, fearless, hardened gunslinger elite that could keep the anarchic darkness at bay—justified both the violence and the humiliation of the means. But ka makes no exceptions. As one sows, so one reaps, and the harvest is not always pleasant. Those trained killers—such as Eldred Jonas—who were banished from their society became the foot soldiers of Mid-World’s next apocalypse.

The gunslingers could not see that the rot eating away at the fabric of their world was also at work upon the khef of their city, and upon the khef of their personal relationships. Roland’s father, Steven Deschain, is a prime example. Trained as he was in the ways of char, the waters of khef dried up in him, and around him. He was bound to his fellow gunslingers, his fellow human hawks, but the bond he had with his wife became arid and his relationship with his magician (who also happened to be his foremost councillor) was duplicitous. Even his relations with Roland—whom he obviously loved—were gruff and distant. The situation was no better in the castle, or the kingdom. Hax, the head cook, turned traitor, as did at least some of the guards. All bonds of loyalty were broken, there was no longer a sense of cultural ka-tet, so many turned away to serve the forces of the enemy. Farson’s propaganda about equality and democracy was only effective because it contained the grains of truth and exploited the alienation and anger of a society out of balance.

In the end, the gunslingers were destroyed and their city razed, its former castle becoming the filthy nest of a band of Slow Mutants. The forces of dissolution gained their coveted ground, and the universal waters of khef drew back a little more. With the fall of Gilead, the ka-tet of the Affiliation finally collapsed, and another part of the world stretched and unraveled.

As we have seen in the case of Steven Deschain, the reserved and isolated ruler who does not serve the greater ka-tet does not create the reciprocity and empathy needed to bind the parts of society into a whole. He is not behaving as a true dinh should. Although the disease predates him, and though he is, ultimately, another victim of the universal malaise, as the heir to the throne he carries the sins of both past kings and past kingdoms. As the center of cultural ka-tet, he must choose: either he must become the stable center of his kingdom and combat the malady of fragmentation or he must suffer the ultimate fate of his ancient forefathers. He can either perpetuate a cycle or pay penance, atone, and change. The disease of the land, and the disease of society, mirror the king’s ka. In order to reverse the spin of the wheel and halt the process of dissolution, the king must look into the world-mirror but see the reflection of his own face, and the faces of his fathers.

When we first meet Roland in The Gunslinger, he is an anti-hero every bit as much as he is a hero. He is a man willing to sacrifice the members of his ka-tet in pursuit of his personal vision, just as his ancestors justified the drying of khef in the name of “progress” or “necessity.” Susan Delgado, Roland’s first and only true love, burns on a Charyou Tree fire because he will not be swayed from his quest long enough to save her. Jake Chambers falls into the abyss beneath the Cyclopean Mountains because Roland refuses to pause in his pursuit of the Man in Black. Even Roland’s mother dies under his guns, those symbolic weapons of his fathers. As the trickster Walter hints during Roland’s tarot reading in the golgotha, unless he, the Hanged Man, occupies the symbolic, central place of the Tower—unless he surrenders to the need of the world and focuses on the forces of khef which unite him to The Prisoner, The Lady of Shadows, The Sailor—his ka will encompass only Death, not Life. Unless he reclaims his humanity—which is, by its very definition, benevolence and respect for the needs of life—he will never reach the Tower, he will only be oppressed by its weight.

Roland, the isolated individual, is a survivor, but he is no more than a fragment of a larger, lost mosaic. He has no meaning. Like the landscape he travels, his soul has become a Wasteland. As we see in both The Gunslinger and the beginning of The Drawing of the Three, every time Roland betrays khef, he finds himself in an increasingly barren landscape. After his misadventures in Tull, Roland is almost killed by the parching dryness of the Mohaine Desert. After he lets Jake fall into the abyss, he finds himself first in the golgotha, an ancient bone-strewn killing ground, and then on the purgatorial beach of the Western Sea where lobstrosities devour two of his fingers and a chunk of one of his toes. It is only when Roland draws companions to him—first Jake, then Eddie and Susannah—that the landscape becomes more hospitable. At these points Roland, the isolated warrior focused only on himself and his desires, rediscovers his humanity. Significantly, it is at these points that he actually moves closer to the fulfillment of his quest. It is no accident that Roland discovers Jake at the Way Station, the place where he finds the water he needs to survive, and that with Jake he catches up with the Man in Black. Similarly, it is only after he has drawn Eddie and Susannah into his world (and out of their own personal hells) that he escapes the lobstrosity-infested beach of the Western Sea. And it is with Eddie and Susannah that he discovers the Bear-Turtle Beam, which will eventually lead him directly to his destination.

Unlike his ancestors, Roland is beginning to understand the relationship between his world and himself. He is beginning to learn from both his personal past and the past of Mid-World. Throughout the series, Eddie Dean accuses Roland of being a Tower-obsessed killing machine, but as Roland progresses on his journey, this accusation becomes less and less accurate. This Roland is determined to maintain his humanity despite the perils along his path. This Roland wants to live honorably, to live well and to live justly. And this is, in large part, what he strives to do over the course of the series.

In The Gunslinger, Roland lets Jake fall into the abyss beneath the Cyclopean Mountains, but in The Waste Lands, he risks his own life to save him from the Dutch Hill Mansion Demon and then from the boy-hungry gangs of Lud. When the wheel of ka turns and brings him back to a thinny so like the one he knew as a boy in Hambry, Roland tells his new companions about his betrayal of Susan Delgado, and then about the murder of his mother. It is almost as if he needs to confess his own sins against khef before he can move beyond them. This later Roland is conscious of himself and acknowledges his past mistakes. He recognizes his potential for treachery and fights against it. He is evolving, despite the twittering, goading, vindictive voice of the Man in Black. He is evolving from a mere warrior into a king.

Ka is destiny, but it is not just individual destiny. The sins Roland must expiate are not just his own, but those of all the rulers and cultures that came before him. Ka encompasses the past. Hence Roland’s pilgrimage through the wastelands is also a penance for the human sacrifice of Arthur Eld’s time, and for the time of the Speaking Rings. It is for the Great Old Ones and their hunger for power and their hubris, which drove them on to destroy the very fabric of the world. It’s for the hierarchical inflexibility of Gilead-that-was, and the violent, destructive rebellion staged by Farson’s army. It is his penance for, and his weapon against, the fragmentation generated by that gloating Prince of Chaos, the Crimson King.

Khef is what unites dinh and ka-tet, what unites king and kingdom, but it is also, ultimately, the force of the Beams and the force that keeps the multiple universes spinning like sequins around the needle of the Tower. In order to save the Tower, and in order to save all of the worlds that depend upon it, Roland must preserve the waters of khef. He must reenvision the world, redefine the cultural meaning of progress, and return to his lands a sense of what is truly sacred. In order to maintain the purity and strength of khef, he must, somehow, lessen the atrocity of Mid-World’s history.

If each decision—personal, national, global—has a thousand different possible outcomes, each of those outcomes presents another possible future. Each of those futures will be different, and each will spin a unique timeline which exists only in that newborn world. But each of those future worlds remain linked, though they have no awareness of each other. Their link is the seed-moment that they came from, a seed held in the Eternal which encompasses every moment that ever has been or ever will be. They are all linked by the Tower.

In order to save the Tower, in order to ensure that there is a future for all these worlds and to ensure that more and more worlds are born, Roland must journey into the mythic history of his world—he must journey into our world. His quest, in the books to come, will be to save not a king or a kingdom but a single rose. A rose which sits in a vacant lot of a city which will someday become the technological Oz of the Great Old Ones, the foundation of their pride and the seed of their Fall. Before Roland, the great Warrior of the White, can save the Tower, he will have to risk his life to save a delicate flower whose yellow center is the womb of all worlds, and whose voice is the voice of Yes and of Always. He must save a simple rose which is, in our world, the symbol of unity and the symbol of love.

In their very imagery, the Tower and the Rose unite the symbolic male and the symbolic female, the two parts that join to give birth to the universe, and to life. In this unity they become One, which is simultaneously the center of all existence and the center of the integrated self. These two polarities, which seem so separate, bring together aggressive adventuring and passive nurturing, that within us which strives to conquer, to hold fast to high ideals, and that which is flexible enough to allow for human foibles, in ourselves and in others. They unite us with ourselves, our personal pasts, but also with the greater world. Although the Tower may reach higher than the heavens, and though the Rose may sing a single aria that rises from the deepest well of the universe, both are—as Roland sees and hears in his visions and his dreams—woven of many voices and faces. The Tower and Rose unite to form the self’s axis, but they also function as a brutally honest mirror, exposing where we have betrayed both ourselves and the world. The two, which are One, contain the voices and faces of Roland’s betrayed loves, the reminders of his sins against khef. And it is these, in the final reckoning, that Roland will have to face.

Roland journeys through the purgatorial wastelands of his world as both sinner and redeemer. He is simultaneously the king, the land, and the Everyman. Through the course of his journey he must come to Know Himself. And only in this way can he begin to approach the Tower.



 

INTRODUCTION PART TWO
 VOLUMES V–VII
 FOUR CHARACTERS (AND A BUMBLER) IN SEARCH OF AN AUTHOR: OR, A FEW REFLECTIONS ON THE SIMILARITIES BETWEEN FICTION AND REALITY

Spoiler’s Warning: This Concordance  keeps no secrets. Read it only after you have finished all seven of the Dark Tower books.

For those of us who have traveled with Roland Deschain from the wastes of the Mohaine Desert to the Castle of the Crimson King and then beyond, to the farthest reaches of End-World, the journey has been a long one, say thankya. For many Constant Readers, it has taken more than twenty years; for sai King, the travels have spanned more than thirty. And for Roland, who is able to leap over whole generations in pursuit of his quarry and his quest, the pilgrimage has lasted more than three hundred.1 Yet as Eddie Dean points out at the beginning of Wolves of the Calla, time is elastic. Despite what we’ve been told about the accuracy of clocks, no two sixty-second periods are ever identical. Although a minute may move like dried mud while we’re waiting or when we’re bored, it speeds to the point of invisibility when we’re in the throes of change. And what is a novel but a tale of transformation and discovery?

Over the course of the Dark Tower series, we witness tremendous transformation, both in our characters’ natures and in the parameters of their quest. What began, in The Gunslinger, as the story of one man’s obsessive pursuit of a goal becomes, in the final three books of our story, a tale of personal, and universal, redemption. By the time we reach the final page of our saga, we have witnessed so much. Roland, once a lone traveler willing to sacrifice anything and anyone to the achievement of his end, has drawn three companions to him2 and has trained them to be gunslingers. With his new tet-mates, Roland discovers the Bear-Turtle Beam and follows it to the haunted regions of End-World, where the Dark Tower sits. Along the Path of the Beam, the bonds of khef, which unite his new ka-tet, are tested and proved strong. And Roland, always an emotionally reticent man, rediscovers his ability to trust and to love. With this newfound knowledge, he can finally admit, and repent, all of his previous betrayals.

In many ways, the Dark Tower series falls into two parts: the adventures that Roland and his companions have in Mid-World (all of which were written before Stephen King’s accident in 1999) and those that take place in the borderlands and End-World, which were penned after our author began to recover from the accident that almost claimed his life. The adventures our ka-mates have in both halves of their tale are dramatic, but the nature of the changes they undergo as a result are quite different. In the first four Tower books, the transformations our tet experiences are, in large part, personal. As well as bonding as a group, united in their vision of one day reaching the Dark Tower, each member has to battle his or her own demons. Eddie overcomes heroin addiction. Susannah’s dual personalities of Detta and Odetta merge into a unified whole. Jake abandons his lonely life in New York to join his adopted father’s quest, and Roland, who up until this point has been a self-obsessed loner, learns to value his tet as highly as he values his search for the linchpin of existence.3 Yet if the first four Dark Tower books are about the khef4 that binds self to ka-tet, in the final three novels, the responsibilities of khef ripple outward, encompassing not just the debt the individual owes to his tet-mates but the responsibilities each of us has to the greater world—or, in the case of the Dark Tower series, to the multiple worlds.

In the final three books of the Dark Tower series, Roland and his friends extend the scope of their quest. While keeping their ultimate goal in mind, they set out to accomplish a number of specific tasks that, when taken together, simultaneously halt the erosion of the Beams, frustrate the apocalyptic plans of the Crimson King, and work for the common good. First, in Wolves of the Calla, they destroy the robotic, green-cloaked horsemen who have been stealing children from Mid-World’s borderlands for more than six generations.5 By so doing, they not only liberate the people of the Callas but undermine the efficiency of the Breakers—those prisoners of the Crimson King who have been forced to erode the Beams with the equivalent of psychic battery acid. Second, in Song of Susannah, Jake and Callahan manage to put Black Thirteen, the most evil of Maerlyn’s magic balls, out of commission. And third, with the help of John Cullum (their Stoneham, Maine, dan-tete), Roland and Eddie begin to lay plans for the Tet Corporation, a company created to undermine the powers of the evil Sombra Corporation and to protect both the wild Rose, found in New York City’s Vacant Lot, and our kas-ka Gan, Stephen King, creator of our tale.6

By accomplishing these tasks, our tet remains true to the Way of Eld, which demands that gunslingers protect the weak and vulnerable from those who would oppress or exploit them. Yet in defending the White against the ever-encroaching tide of the Outer Dark, our tet (like our author) comes under the shadow of ka-shume, the shadow of death.7 In The Dark Tower, Roland and his friends destroy the Devar-Toi, or Breaker prison, and free the Breakers.8 They halt the erosion of the Beams (which we are assured will regenerate), but Eddie Dean pays for this victory with his life. Not long after, when Roland and Jake travel to the year 1999 so that they can save their maker, Stephen King, from his predetermined collision with a Dodge minivan, Jake Chambers heaves his last breath. It seems that ka demands a life for a life, and though Stephen King survives his terrible accident, Jake does not.

And it is here, on Slab City Hill in Lovell, Maine, by the prostrate and profoundly injured body of our kas-ka Gan, and by the side of our gunslinger Roland, who grieves over the corpse of his adopted son, that I would like to pause. It is not a comfortable place to be—either for sai King, who lies bleeding in a ditch, or for us, who are unable to help—but it is an important place. Like Detta Walker’s Drawers, this little patch of road in the year 1999 (when the ka of our world and the ka of Roland’s world are united) is a place of power. It is a doorway between the rational and irrational worlds, a place where the veil is at its thinnest. And it is in this place where life and death meet that Roland accomplishes something worth discussing. By sacrificing what he loves above all else in order to save the life of the man who created his universe—a man who must live if the story of the Dark Tower is to exist in any world—Roland does what we assume is impossible. He stops the wheel of ka and alters its path.

Throughout the final three books of the Dark Tower series, we are told that, in the Keystone World we inhabit, there are no do-overs. Once an event has taken place, it cannot be changed. Yet it seems that this “truth” is not necessarily true. At the end of Song of Susannah, we are given Stephen King’s obituary—ostensibly taken from the Portland Sunday Telegram—which states that King died at 6:02 pm on Saturday, June 20, 1999, at Northern Cumberland Memorial Hospital in Bridgton, Maine. Yet Stephen King didn’t die. As we all know, he survived (albeit with terrible injuries) and returned to his computer keyboard to finish the last three books of his Dark Tower saga. On one level of the Tower, King’s life was saved by paramedics and doctors, and that most fickle of mistresses, Lady Luck. But on another level, the one that we all inhabit when our rational minds switch off and our imaginations wake up, Stephen King was saved by his characters.

When I was nineteen, I read a play by the Italian playwright Luigi Pirandello. The play was called Six Characters in Search of an Author. In it, six characters—all of whom have been abandoned by their original creator—go in search of a new person to pen their story. The person they turn to is a theater manager, already in the process of staging a different play. At first, the theater manager thinks these characters are either mad or joking, but as their traumatic story begins to unfold, he finds himself drawn into it. But no matter how the new playwright (for that is what he becomes) tries to bend the plot or alter the characters’ temperaments, he can’t. You see, the story already exists, from beginning to end, and the characters who live within its unwritten pages stubbornly hold on to their unique identities. What they want, and what they demand, is a writer who is willing to stand and be true—a person able to facilitate their tale and give it life, tragic as that tale turns out to be.

A number of years ago, in a writers’ magazine, I read a firsthand account of an author’s experience creating a character, and that, too, has remained with me. The author of the article (who was writing for an audience of apprentice authors) told of her experience with a character she called Bird. And though I lost the article long ago (which, like so many things in my life, I put in a place that at the time I had deemed “safe”), I still remember Bird. You see, Bird saved his author’s life.

The story began when the author in question received a grant to finish her novel. She and her husband went to a remote cottage where the isolation and quiet would be perfect for the task at hand. However, it was winter, the cottage was old and cold, and the journey had been long. The woman and her husband shut the door and windows, turned on the stove, and decided to take a nap.

What felt like hours later, the writer was roused by Bird shaking her. Groggily, she opened her eyes and there was her character, standing by the bed. Bird put his hands by his throat. “I can’t breathe!” he said. And then suddenly, the author realized what had happened. The old cottage was much less drafty than it had originally seemed, and the fire had eaten almost all of the oxygen. She and her husband, unconscious beside her, were asphyxiating.

Almost unable to move, the writer rolled onto the floor, crawled to the door, and managed to push it open. Fresh winter air wafted into the room, and both she and her husband survived. But only because of Bird. The explanation this author gave for her paranormal experience was this: She hadn’t finished telling Bird’s story yet, and Bird couldn’t survive without the umbilical cord of thought which connected them. In order to live, Bird needed her to live, and Bird was determined to exist in the world. Self-serving heroism? Perhaps. But does that lessen the act’s importance? Definitely not. Especially as far as the author was concerned.

I once read an article about the early-twentieth-century French explorer Alexandra David-Neel. Evidently, while she studied with monks in Tibet, she learned how to create thought-forms by focused concentration. These thought-forms, which spring from the imagination of the creator, eventually gain an independent existence and can even (if they are especially powerful) become visible to other people. For me, characters are a kind of thought-form. An author creates them (or facilitates their passage into our world), but then the characters exist in the minds of many. They can live well beyond the lifespan of their creators; they can even exist independently of the book or story they originally inhabited. Think of Hamlet or Heathcliff or Dracula. Or of Roland Deschain.

There are some Dark Tower fans out there (including some very close to my heart) who like it when Stephen King appears in his films, but who are not comfortable with him entering his fiction. The reason? When King enters his own stories and his characters are shown to be just characters, it breaks the spell. When you think about it, such a reaction—even among devoted Tower junkies—isn’t so surprising. Given the world we are expected to live in, where fact is supposed to be fact and fiction is supposed to be fiction, the two of them as separate as our waking lives and our dreaming lives, the events that take place in the final two books of the Dark Tower cycle are bound to confound us. The traditional suspension of disbelief, which we put on like a thinking cap whenever we sit down to read a fantasy adventure of any kind, isn’t enough anymore. We have to allow the magic of that world—the world of the book—into our world, where we must earn a living, pay rent, eat, argue, and worry. In other words, those barriers we erect for our self-protection—barriers which separate our imaginative lives from our mundane ones—begin to break down. And if we’re not careful, the guardrails of the rationalist, no-nonsense universe begin to snake out of control. And if those rails disappear, then we can free-fall into todash space, that no-place between worlds where monsters lurk.

As normal, functioning adults, we can’t believe in surreal experiences any more than we can maintain that clapping our hands will bring Tinkerbell back to life. After all, we left all that behind in grade school. Or did we?

For me, the scenes where Stephen King’s characters enter his life, and change it, are very powerful. They are powerful because they express the secret relationship King has with his creations. As every writer knows, writing is a two-way street. We may give birth to our characters, but our characters also change us. When Steve King writes about Eddie and Roland visiting him in Bridgton and then, many years later, Roland and Jake coming to him in his hour of deepest need, he is spinning a yarn, but he is also sharing with us the secret story that, in some deep part of his mind, he is telling himself. For the members of Roland’s ka-tet, saving Stephen King is essential. But for Stephen King, his characters call him back from the void. Their need explains his survival. Some people have guardian angels. Authors have characters. This may be a strange thing to say, but all of you out there who write know it’s true.

I suppose I have always believed that reality is a subjective affair. Of course, there are always events outside ourselves that are concrete and real, and that—small as we are—we cannot change. Yet in the backs of our minds, there is a voice that takes our experience in the world and weaves a story from it, for good or dis. And I suppose that it is this doorway, the doorway of the imagination, that is the ultimate Door to Anywhere. It gives us hope when there seems to be no hope, and it allows us to enter worlds that our rationalist culture tells us are unreal. I don’t know about you, but I’m certainly glad the rationalists are wrong.

And so, my fellow Constant Readers, on this note, I will leave you. During my 1,396 days living and working in Mid-World,9 I, too, have changed. But that’s the nature of both life and fiction, isn’t it? Ka turns, and the world moves on. If we’re lucky, we move on with it.


Cam-a-cam-mal,

Pria-toi,

Gan delah.

 (White Over Red,

Thus Gan Wills Ever.)



I wish you well.

Robin of the Calvins

January 26, 2005

Tell Gan Thankya.


CHARACTERS,1 MAGICAL OBJECTS, MAGICAL FORCES

The man in black fled across the desert, and the gunslinger followed.

I:3

There’s only three boxes to a man. . . . Best and highest is the head, with all the head’s ideas and dreams. Next is the heart, with all our feelings of love and sadness and joy and happiness. . . . In the last box is all what we’d call low-commala: have a fuck, take a shit, maybe want to do someone a meanness for no reason . . .

V:543–44

A

AARON JAFFORDS

See JAFFORDS, AARON

ABAGAIL, MOTHER

In the alternate version of KANSAS which our tet traveled through in Wizard and Glass, JAKE CHAMBERS found a note tucked under a camper windshield. The note read, “The old woman from the dreams is in Nebraska. Her name is Abagail.” Although our tet never meets this 108-year-old black woman, her path is nevertheless linked to Roland’s. In STEPHEN KING’s novel The Stand, this daughter of a former slave is a Warrior of the WHITE, and her archenemy is the evil RANDALL FLAGG.

In Song of Susannah, we discover that Mother Abagail’s world is definitely linked to Roland’s. Both the Red Death (the plague which devastated the END-WORLD town of FEDIC) and the superflu (the disease which wiped out 99 percent of the people in Abagail’s version of Earth) are both physical manifestations of a metaphysical illness. As the GREAT OLD ONES’ technology fails and the mechanical BEAMS collapse, such viruses and plagues are breaking out on many levels of the TOWER.

IV:786, VI:421

ABRAHAM, DAUGHTER OF

See TASSENBAUM, IRENE

ADAMS, DIEGO

See CALLA BRYN STURGIS CHARACTERS: RANCHERS

ADAMS, RICHARD

See GUARDIANS OF THE BEAM: SHARDIK

ADAMS, SAREY

See ORIZA, SISTERS OF

**AFFILIATION

The Affiliation was the name given to the network of political and military alliances that united MID-WORLD’s baronies during Roland’s youth. By the time Roland reached adulthood, the Affiliation was in tatters, due in large part to the bloody rebellions and terrible betrayals staged by THE GOOD MAN (JOHN FARSON) and his followers.

The Affiliation—which played such a large part in Wizard and Glass—does not figure directly in the following three books of the Dark Tower series. However, we can guess that the gunslingers who fought beside Roland in the final battle of JERICHO HILL were all that remained of the Affiliation’s forces. See also DEMULLET’S COLUMN.

IV:185–87, IV:189, IV:204, IV:218, IV:225, IV:226, IV:228, IV:230, IV:234, IV:237, IV:238, IV:240, IV:250, IV:251, IV:252, IV:257, IV:259, IV:265, IV:276, IV:278, IV:281, IV:283, IV:287, IV:288, IV:291, IV:314, IV:315, IV:316, IV:321, IV:327, IV:348, IV:381, IV:382, IV:431, IV:450, IV:474, IV:478, IV:517, IV:525, IV:532, IV:542, IV:545, IV:552, IV:631

**AGELESS STRANGER (LEGION, MAERLYN)

In the original version of The Gunslinger, we learned that the Ageless Stranger was actually just another name for the great sorcerer MAERLYN. Like WALTER, he was a minion of the TOWER, only a more powerful one. As Walter said in the GOLGOTHA, the Ageless Stranger darkled and tincted—in other words, he could live simultaneously in all times. According to Walter, if Roland wanted to reach the Tower, he would have to slay this formidable enemy.

In the new version of The Gunslinger, we learn something quite different about this strange being. According to Walter the true name of the Ageless Stranger is not Maerlyn but Legion, and he is a creature of END-WORLD. Roland must slay him in order to meet the Tower’s present controller—the CRIMSON KING. Like Roland, we don’t yet know whether slippery Walter is telling the truth or is spreading lies for his own ends.

See also MAERLYN and CRIMSON KING.

I:232–33, III:357, III:358 (another name for Maerlyn)

AIDAN

See TET CORPORATION: FOUNDING FATHERS: CULLUM, JOHN

**AILEEN OF GILEAD (AILEEN RITTER)

In the original version of The Gunslinger, we learned that Aileen was Roland’s second important lover. He became intimate with her after his return from MEJIS but before GILEAD’s fall. However, Aileen plays a smaller role in the 2003 version of The Gunslinger. Instead of remembering his love for beautiful, bright-eyed Aileen, Roland longingly recalls SUSAN DELGADO of HAMBRY. In the updated Gunslinger, Aileen becomes Roland’s dancing companion, not his beloved, and the woman his parents want him to marry, not the girl he chooses to be his lover.

I:150

ALAIN JOHNS

See JOHNS, ALAIN

**ALAN

See ALLEN. See also DESCHAIN, GABRIELLE

ALBINO BEES

See MUTANTS

ALBRECHT

See VAMPIRES: TYPE THREE

ALEXANDER, BEN

See CAN-TOI

ALEXANDER, TRUMAN

See ENRICO, BALAZAR: BALAZAR’S MEN

ALIA (NURSE)

See TAHEEN: RAT-HEADED TAHEEN

**ALICE OF TULL (ALLIE)

In both versions of The Gunslinger, Roland meets Alice when she serves him from behind the plank bar of SHEB’S honky-tonk in TULL. Although she may once have been beautiful, by the time we see her she is straw-haired and scarred. Like so many people in MID-WORLD, Alice has been sucked dry—both physically and emotionally—by the sterile hardpan of the desert. The overall impression she gives is of a woman who has been worn down into an early menopause. Her dirty blue dress is held at the strap by a safety pin and the livid scar corkscrewing across her forehead is emphasized, rather than hidden, by her face powder.

Although she initially reacts to him with hostility, Alice soon becomes Roland’s lover. Unfortunately, she also becomes his victim. During the battle between Roland and SYLVIA PITTSTON’s followers, Allie’s former lover SHEB uses Alice as a human shield. Like so many of Roland’s other friends and confidants, Alice dies under Roland’s guns.

In the 2003 version of The Gunslinger, Allie still dies under Roland’s guns, but before that she is the psychological victim of the MAN IN BLACK, also known as WALTER O’DIM. After he brings the weed-eater NORT back to life, Walter gives Nort a note for Allie. The note confides that Walter has planted a magical word in Nort’s mind. The word is NINETEEN. If Allie says this word to him, the weed-eater will blurt out all that he saw in the world beyond.

But this message is a cruel trick, a Catch-22. Alice has always wanted to know what comes after this life, but attaining such forbidden knowledge will drive her mad. However, knowing the word, and not being able to speak it, is also guaranteed to drive her mad. In the end, Alice cannot control her curiosity and she says “Nineteen” to Nort, forcing him to spill forth all of his terrible, repressed secrets. Hence, when Roland aims his gun at her, a distressed Allie does not beg to be spared but begs to be killed so that her psychic torture will come to an end. Unfortunately for Alice, she ends up in the very place she wanted her imagination to escape—the LAND OF NINETEEN.

I:22–43, I:46, I:47–49, I:50, I:54, I:56–57, I:62, I:63–64, I:69, I:70, I:82, I:84, I:97, I:129, I:144, I:157, I:170, II:260, III:57, III:60, III:176, VI:301

**ALLEN

In the original version of The Gunslinger, Allen was part of Roland’s ka-tel, or class of apprentice gunslingers, and was one of the boys who witnessed Roland’s battle with CORT. In the 2003 version of The Gunslinger, Allen’s name is replaced with that of ALAIN JOHNS.

SPELLED ALAN: II:131

**ALLGOOD, CUTHBERT (ARTHUR HEATH, LAUGHING BOY)

Talkative, brown-haired Cuthbert Allgood was Roland’s beloved but restless childhood friend. Under the name Arthur Heath, he accompanied Roland and ALAIN JOHNS on Roland’s dangerous MEJIS adventure, which figured so prominently in Wizard and Glass. Despite the comma of brown hair always falling over his forehead and his anarchic sense of humor, tall, narrow-hipped Bert was quite handsome. His dark, beautiful eyes made SUSAN DELGADO wonder whether—under different circumstances—she would have fallen in love with Cuthbert rather than with Roland.

Cuthbert had a kind nature but a complex and at times unpredictable character. Despite his constant stream of jokes and his deep-seated belief in human dignity (after all, it was Cuthbert who saved vulnerable SHEEMIE from the deadly bullying of the BIG COFFIN HUNTERS), Cuthbert’s vision often took a dark turn. Like other apprentice gunslingers, Cuthbert was bred to be a killer, an instinct which showed itself when he secretly raged against CORT’s chastisement in The Gunslinger. It also arose when, at age eleven, he and Roland informed upon the traitorous cook HAX and then watched him hang upon the gallows tree. (Cuthbert said he liked watching the dead man’s jig.) Although our gunslinger Roland was Cuthbert’s best friend, on occasion Cuthbert even felt a jealous rage rise up against his more ambitious companion.

Although Roland loved Cuthbert more than any of his other old friends, he also found Bert’s constant humor irritating. Long before EDDIE DEAN took the job of being Roland Deschain’s wisecracking mouthpiece, thin, dark-haired Cuthbert held that position. In fact, in Song of Susannah we find out that Eddie and Bert—both considered by Roland to be ka-mais, or ka’s fools—are actually twins. The two of them appeared to seven-year-old STEPHEN KING, who was on punishment duty in his uncle’s barn. They saved him from the CRIMSON KING (who appeared in the form of tiny red spiders) and won him over to the cause of the WHITE.

Roland once predicted that Bert would die laughing, and so he did, on the battlefield of JERICHO HILL. Still holding the HORN OF ELD, the horn of Roland’s fathers, a laughing but badly wounded Bert accompanied his friend in a final, suicidal charge against the legions of GRISSOM’S MEN. Unlucky Cuthbert was shot through the eye by RUDIN FILARO (another manifestation of Roland’s longtime nemesis, WALTER) and entered the clearing at the end of the path at the much too young age of twenty-four. The Horn of Eld tumbled into the dust and Roland, perhaps out of grief, did not bother to retrieve it, a decision which he regrets greatly by the time he reaches the TOWER.

I:4 (dying friend), I:92, I:95, I:103, I:104–12, I:113, I:115–21, I:122, I:129, I:135, I:161, I:163–65 (boys with Roland), I:170, I:176, I:177, I:183–91, I:207, I:215, II:36, II:49 (and Eddie), II:131, II:197, II:260 (his corpse), II:401, II:448, III:44, III:55, III:82, III:171, III:332, III:359, III:368, III:370, III:381, III:579, IV:8, IV:70, IV:72, IV:73, IV:80, IV:148–49 (in Grapefruit), IV:185 (Arthur Heath), IV:191, IV:192 (indirect), IV:197 (indirect), IV:200–3, IV:205, IV:218–19 (Jonas and Reynolds discuss), IV:221–22, IV:224–53 (Seafront and flashback to Avery’s office), IV:258, IV:263, IV:265 (young man), IV:274–79, IV:281, IV:282–89 (Sheriff’s office after standoff with Big Coffin Hunters), IV:291, IV:292, IV:293, IV:303, IV:307, IV:312, IV:316, IV:317 (indirect), IV:321, IV:326–27, IV:328–32, IV:334, IV:335 (indirect), IV:339, IV:362–64, IV:368, IV:370 (Roland’s friends), IV:372 (on watch), IV:378 (friends), IV:383 (friends), IV:385 (friends), IV:422–23, IV:431–34, IV:438–42 (Jonas and Rimer), IV:447–53, IV:455–57, IV:460, IV:461 (subject), IV:462–63, IV:469 (indirect), IV:476 (In-World boys), IV:476–77, IV:484–85 (brats), IV:487–88, IV:490–96 (Jonas defaces bunkhouse), IV:501–7, IV:513–28, IV:529, IV:532–35 (discussed by Jonas and Latigo), IV:536 (meeting in graveyard), IV:539–58 (550 flashback to Gilead), IV:568, IV:569 (baby knights), IV:573–76, IV:584 (boys), IV:597–605, IV:607 (pinboys), IV:608, IV:609 (cubs), IV:613 (plaguey boys), IV:615 (brats), IV:630, IV:631 (young men), IV:634, IV:635, IV:637, IV:638, IV:640–54, IV:657 (In-World brats), IV:659–61, IV:666 (boys), IV:667–71, IV:673–74 (Jonas and Rhea discuss), IV:675 (indirect), IV:676–77, IV:682, IV:689 (boys), IV:690–92, IV:698–707 (attacks Jonas), IV:712–13 (murderers and culls), IV:724–26, IV:727–29, IV:731–34, IV:737–39, IV:743–61 (final battle), IV:764, IV:766, IV:769–72, IV:781–82, IV:817, IV:827, IV:534, IV:836, E:60, E:206, V:52, V:68, V:69, V:73, V:74, V:143, V:147–49, V:158, V:190, V:208, V:300, V:344 (indirect), V:353, V:509, VI:16, VI:138, VI:305, VI:306, VII:27, VII:94, VII:177 (Arthur), VII:218, VII:327, VII:404, VII:447, VII:563, VII:615, VII:618, VII:649, VII:663, VII:668, VII:671, W:43, W:45, W:46, W:73, W:289, W:296

CUTHBERT’S FAMILY AND ASSOCIATES:

ALLGOOD, ROBERT (CUTHBERT’S FATHER): I:113, I:117 (indirect), IV:283 (indirect), IV:361, IV:501, IV:541, IV:542, IV:550–53, IV:691, IV:733, IV:781, V:74

CUTHBERT’S MOTHER: IV:356, IV:491, IV:501, IV:548

GLUEBOY: Glueboy was the horse Cuthbert rode during his MEJIS adventures. For page references, see entries for ALLGOOD, CUTHBERT, Volume IV.

HEATH, GEORGE: “Arthur Heath’s” father. IV:190–91

THE LOOKOUT (ROOK’S SKULL): While in HAMBRY, Bert keeps this skull perched on the horn of his saddle. He also occasionally wears it as a comical pendant. Unfortunately, the BIG COFFIN HUNTERS use the Lookout to frame Cuthbert and the others for MAYOR HART THORIN’s murder. IV:148, IV:200–1, IV:203, IV:225, IV:237, IV:238, IV:239, IV:274, IV:282, IV:286, IV:293, IV:308, IV:326, IV:328, IV:343, IV:348, IV:432 (lost), IV:476–77 (Jonas finds), IV:514, IV:595, IV:630, V:148

ALLGOOD, ROBERT

See ALLGOOD, CUTHBERT, above

ALORA FARM CHARACTERS

See SKIN-MAN: SKIN-MAN’S VICTIMS

AM

See PRIM

AMMIES, WHITE

See GILEAD’S WHITE AMMIES

AMOCO PREACHER

This hermit gained a quasi-religious following because of the wild sermons he preached while holding an ancient gasoline hose between his legs. (We don’t know which was more popular among his followers—the sermons or the hose.) The words on the pump (amoco unleaded) were pretty much indecipherable, but this weird cult made AMOCO into the totem of a thunder god. They worshiped this destructive force with a mad slaughter of sheep.

I:167–68, III:134

ANDERSON, DELBERT

See DEAN, SUSANNAH: ODETTA HOLMES AND THE CIVIL RIGHTS MOVEMENT: ODETTA’S “MOVEMENT” ASSOCIATES

ANDERSON, JUSTINE

See MAINE CHARACTERS: TOOTHAKER, ELVIRA

ANDERSON, RUPERT

See TREE VILLAGE CHARACTERS: ANDERSON, RUPERT

ANDOLINI, CLAUDIO

See BALAZAR, ENRICO: BALAZAR’S MEN

ANDOLINI, JACK

See BALAZAR, ENRICO: BALAZAR’S MEN

ANDREW (ANDREW FEENY)

See DEAN, SUSANNAH: ODETTA HOLMES’S ASSOCIATES

ANDREW (LOW MAN IN TUX)

See CAN-TOI

ANDRUS, CORTLAND

See CORT

ANDY

See NORTH CENTRAL POSITRONICS

ANGSTROM, JUNIOR

See MAINE CHARACTERS

ANSELM, HUGH

See CALLA BRYN STURGIS CHARACTERS: FARMERS (SMALLHOLD)

ANTASSI, OFFICER PAUL

See GUTTENBERG, FURTH, AND PATEL: DAMASCUS, TRUDY

APON

See GODS OF MID-WORLD: OLD STAR

ARDELIA SMACK

See WIDOW SMACK

ARMANEETA

The first time we hear about the existence of the SIGHE, or Mid-World’s fairyfolk, is in the folktale which ROLAND recounts in The Wind Through the Keyhole. “Watch for the green sighe,” the tax-collecting COVENANT MAN says to the tale’s young hero, TIM ROSS. “She glows, so she does!” The sighe that the Covenant Man mentions is actually his lovely but wicked little co-conspirator, Armaneeta.

Much like a sensual Tinkerbell, green little Armaneeta is four inches tall and has transparent wings on her back. These wings beat so quickly when she flies that they are almost invisible. (Their beating makes a purring sound.) Unlike Tinkerbell, Armaneeta is naked. (Tim can’t tell whether her skin is green or it is just tinted by the bright green light that surrounds her.) Armaneeta’s upturned, almond-shaped eyes are pupilless, and her laughter sounds like distant bells.

If the rest of the sighe are like Armaneeta, they are wonderful fliers. Despite her small size, she can soar upwards in dizzying spirals, higher than the tallest IRONWOODS, and then somersault down like a girl diving into a pool. Unfortunately, she is as treacherous as she is beautiful. At the Covenant Man’s direction, flirtatious little Armaneeta leads Tim into the middle of the FAGONARD, and leaves him there.

W: 178 (sighe), W:185 (sighe), W:197–98 (sighe), W:206–213 (named & deserts Tim), W:214, W:220, W:234, W:240, W:244

ARMITAGE, FRANK

See WARRIORS OF THE SCARLET EYE: DEVAR-TOI CHARACTERS: HUMANS

ARN

See DEBARIA CHARACTERS: JEFFERSON RANCH CHARACTERS

ARRA

See MANNI: CANTAB; see also CALLA BRYN STURGIS CHARACTERS: FARMERS (SMALLHOLD)

ARTHUR, KING

In our world, King Arthur (also known as King Arthur of the Round Table) was the legendary King of the Britons whose men went in search of the Holy Grail. In Roland’s world, he was the ancient King of ALL-WORLD and the ancestor of the line of DESCHAIN. In Song of Susannah, pregnant MIA searches SUSANNAH DEAN’s memory for a name for her CHAP and settles on one from the Arthurian storycycle. She chooses MORDRED, the name of Arthur’s betraying son-nephew who was born to Arthur’s sister after their incestuous coupling.

I:102, III:99, III:358, IV:97, V:272 (Tales of), VI:113 (indirect)

ARTHUR ELD

See ELD, ARTHUR

ASLAN

In The Chronicles of Narnia, Aslan is the great lion—King of the wood and the son of the great Emperor-Beyond-the-Sea. In the Dark Tower series, Aslan is a GUARDIAN OF THE BEAM.

According to the NORTH CENTRAL POSITRONICS Portable Guidance Module, DARIA, if Aslan is still alive he lives in the LAND OF ENDLESS SNOWS. It is possible that the BLEEDING LION, which the TAHEEN FINLI O’TEGO says has been seen stalking to the north, is none other than Aslan.

W:252, W:269

ATWOOD, TIM

See BREAKERS: BRAUTIGAN, TED

AUNT BLUE

See DEAN, SUSANNAH: ODETTA HOLMES’S ASSOCIATES: SISTER BLUE

AUNT CORDELIA

See DELGADO, CORDELIA

AUNT MOLLY

See BREAKERS: BRAUTIGAN, TED

AUNT TALITHA

See RIVER CROSSING CHARACTERS

AVEN KAL

See APPENDIX I; see also BEAMS, PATH OF THE, in PORTALS

AVERY, BONNIE

See PIPER SCHOOL CHARACTERS

AVERY, HERK

See HAMBRY CHARACTERS: SHERIFF’S OFFICE

B

BABY MICHAEL

See MIA: MIA’S ASSOCIATES

BACHMAN, CLAUDIA Y INEZ

See CHARLIE THE CHOO-CHOO

BACHMAN, RICHARD

Richard Bachman began life as one of STEPHEN KING’s pseudonyms, but as often happens with fictional characters, he soon assumed his own identity and made a break for freedom by taking up residence on one of the other levels of the DARK TOWER. During his lifetime, Bachman published five novels. These were Rage, The Long Walk, Roadwork, The Running Man, and Thinner. Although Bachman, a survivor of adult-onset leukemia, died of cancer of the pseudonym in 1985, additional manuscripts (including The Regulators) were discovered by his widow, CLAUDIA INEZ BACHMAN (now Claudia Inez Eschelman), as late as 1994. This raises the inevitable question—did all of the Richard Bachmans, on all levels of the Tower, actually reach the clearing at the end of the path? Or is it possible that at least one Bachman still lives on? If so, we will see more of his books mysteriously appearing in our world.

VI:301, VI:408

BADMOUTH KING

See WARRIORS OF THE SCARLET EYE: CASSE ROI RUSSE: HUMANS: FEEMALO/FIMALO/FUMALO

BAEZ, VAN GOGH

See CAN-TOI

BAJ

See BREAKERS

BALAZAR, ENRICO (EMILIO BALAZAR, IL ROCHE)

In The Drawing of the Three, Enrico Balazar (also known as Emilio Balazar and “Il Roche”) is a high-caliber big shot in New York’s drug world. For a very short while, EDDIE DEAN works for him as a drug runner. Although his mob is based in BROOKLYN, Balazar’s headquarters are in a Midtown bar called THE LEANING TOWER. The first time Roland sees the neon sign for this bar he thinks he is approaching the DARK TOWER itself.

Balazar is a second-generation Sicilian who looks like both a fat Italian peasant and a small-time Mafioso. However, despite his looks (and his nasty business methods), he has a quiet and cultured voice. He also has an associate’s degree from the New York University Business School. One of Balazar’s passions is building houses (or perhaps I should say palaces) out of cards. In fact, he once shot a man (THE MICK) for blowing down his creation.

In The Drawing of the Three, a very ill Roland and a naked Eddie Dean have a shoot-out with Balazar’s men in the Leaning Tower. They escape after killing Balazar and his thugs. One of the most grisly weapons launched at Eddie during this fray is the decapitated head of his brother, HENRY DEAN. This shoot-out left some mighty bad ka between Eddie and this short, chubby, but murderous second-generation Sicilian, a ka destined to replay between Eddie and all of the Balazars on all levels of the Dark Tower.

At the beginning of Wolves of the Calla, Eddie Dean and JAKE CHAMBERS return to a TODASH version of NEW YORK and witness a much younger Balazar and two of his men harassing CALVIN TOWER, owner of the MANHATTAN RESTAURANT OF THE MIND. It turns out that Balazar has been hired by the SOMBRA CORPORATION (one of the many companies serving the CRIMSON KING) to “persuade” Tower to sell them the Vacant LOT, home of the ROSE. Caught in the invisible (or dim) todash state, neither Jake nor Eddie can intervene on Tower’s behalf. However, they do get a good look at the document which Tower signed almost a year previously, promising not to sell the Lot for twelve months but giving Sombra first right of purchase after that time.

Deciding that the Rose must be kept safe from the WOLVES of New York every bit as much as the children of CALLA BRYN STURGIS must be kept safe from the Wolves of THUNDERCLAP, Eddie returns to New York (this time via the UNFOUND DOOR) to persuade Tower to sell the Lot to him rather than to Sombra. However, when he arrives at Tower’s bookshop, he finds two of Balazar’s “gentlemen”—namely JACK ANDOLINI and GEORGE BIONDI—leaning over Tower in his office, threatening to burn his precious books unless he agrees to sell. With a skillful use of Roland’s gun (both the firing end and the sandalwood butt) Eddie sends a double message to Balazar, courtesy of his two thugs. First, Tower isn’t selling the Lot to Sombra because he has already decided to sell to the TET CORPORATION. Second, Calvin Tower is now under the protection of people who make Balazar and his cohorts look like hippies attending WOODSTOCK.

Not surprisingly, Balazar doesn’t listen. Acting on a tip given to the agents of the Crimson King by MIA, SUSANNAH DEAN’s demon possessor, he sends his gunmen to EAST STONEHAM, MAINE, both to flush Tower out of hiding and to give Eddie and Roland (destined to enter our world here through the Unfound Door) an unpleasantly warm welcome. Thanks to Roland and Eddie’s amazing gunslinger reflexes, they survive Balazar’s ambush. They even manage to persuade an anally retentive Calvin Tower to sell them his Lot.

II:44, II:45, II:47, II:61–62, II:72, II:98, II:99, II:103, II:108, II:114, II:115, II:116, II:118, II:119, II:120, II:121, II:123–30, II:131, II:132, II:137, II:139–49, II:157–67 (164 shot by Eddie; 167 dies), II:175, II:229, II:231, II:395, II:418, III:21, III:70, III:93, III:94, III:247, III:359, III:470, III:479, V:53–60, V:79, V:84, V:91, V:143, V:145, V:154, V:155 (bum), V:156, V:338, V:341, V:389, V:434, V:445, V:446, V:447, V:448, V:450, V:451, V:452, V:453, V:454, V:460–61, V:466, V:467, V:472–73, V:541, V:608, VI:28, VI:129, VI:138, VI:147, VI:149, VI:150, VI:198, VI:202, VI:224, VI:290

BALAZAR’S ENEMIES:

MICK, THE: Fourteen years before our story takes place, this Irishman made the mistake of blowing down one of Balazar’s card houses. Balazar shot him in the head with a .45 and instructed ’CIMI DRETTO and TRUMAN ALEXANDER to bury him under a chicken house somewhere outside of SEDONVILLE, CONNECTICUT. II:127

BALAZAR’S FAMILY:

TIO VERONE: Balazar’s uncle who told him never to trust a junkie. II:128

BALAZAR’S MEN: V:79, V:156 (gentlemen), V:338, V:446, V:447, V:448–54, V:455, V:466 (goons), V:473, V:608, VI:135–54, VI:161 (indirect), VI:170 (indirect), VI:193 (hoodlums), VI:202, VI:224

ALEXANDER, TRUMAN: Truman Alexander died four years before our story takes place. He was one of the thugs who buried THE MICK under a chicken house in SEDONVILLE, CONNECTICUT. II:127

ANDOLINI, CLAUDIO: JACK ANDOLINI’s brother. He is also one of Balazar’s bodyguards. II:123–25, II:137–45, II:158–63 (163 killed), V:454

ANDOLINI, JACK (OLD DOUBLE-UGLY): Jack Andolini is known to his enemies as “Old Double-Ugly.” Although his bulging forehead, bulky body, and tufted ears make him look like a Cro-Magnon, he’s anything but stupid. Jack is Balazar’s number-one lieutenant. Unfortunately for him, Andolini meets an especially nasty end. Told by his boss to follow Eddie into the headquarters’ lavatory, he ends up being pulled by Eddie onto the monster-infested beach of the WESTERN SEA, where he is devoured by LOBSTROSITIES.

In Wolves of the Calla, Old Double-Ugly is the man the big boss Balazar puts in charge of working over CALVIN TOWER and then ambushing EDDIE and Roland in EAST STONEHAM, MAINE. During the battle at the EAST STONEHAM GENERAL STORE, Andolini takes to calling Eddie “Slick.” However, his sticks and stones break no one’s bones, and at the end of the day, Andolini—a NEW YORK big shot—ends up sitting in a Maine county jail. Humiliating as Andolini might find this particular fate, it’s better than the one that awaits one of his other selves on the Drawing of the Three level of the DARK TOWER, where he becomes a lobstrosity dinner special. II:114–23, II:124, II:133, II:137–56 (eaten by lobstrosities), II:184, II:334, III:70, V:54–60, V:79 (indirect), V:147, V:448–56, V:457, V:461, V:466 (goons), V:467, V:538, VI:136, VI:138–54, VI:157, VI:170, VI:172, VI:174, VI:176, VI:192, VI:193, VI:194, VI:198, VI:200, VI:202, VI:205, VI:220, VI:222, VII:32, VII:94, VII:321, VII:338, VII:345, VII:402, VII:412 (indirect)

ANDOLINI FAMILY: V:453, V:502

BERNIE (OF BERNIE’S BARBER SHOP): EDDIE DEAN briefly considers holding up Bernie’s Barber Shop (home of Balazar’s weekend poker games) in order to scrape funds together so that CALVIN TOWER can leave NEW YORK CITY and escape the serious maiming that Balazar is sending his way. Instead, Tower borrows money from his old friend AARON DEEPNEAU and the two of them flee to MAINE. V:461

BIONDI, GEORGE (BIG NOSE): George Biondi is known as “Big George” to his friends and “Big Nose” to his enemies. During a game of Trivial Pursuit, he gives heroin-addicted HENRY DEAN his final deadly fix. “Big Nose” Biondi isn’t as intelligent as his gun-bunny workmate, JACK ANDOLINI. When EDDIE sees this particular piece of pond scum during the battle at the EAST STONEHAM GENERAL STORE, he’s still blue from the bruises Eddie gave him in the backroom office of CALVIN TOWER’s bookshop. Biondi doesn’t have to worry about his looks for long, though. Eddie uses Roland’s gun to (literally) blow the bruises away. (And the rest of his face as well.) II:123–24, II:130, II:135–37, II:145–46, II:167–68 (shootout), V:54–60, V:79, V:85, V:448–54, V:461, V:466 (goons), VI:138–46 (mentioned on 146; killed), VI:149, VI:174, VII:321, VII:402, VII:412 (indirect)

MOTHER: VI:146

BLAKE, KEVIN: In The Drawing of the Three, redheaded Kevin Blake is one of the hit men who plays a final (and deadly) game of Trivial Pursuit with HENRY DEAN. During the shoot-out which follows, he lobs Henry’s decapitated head at EDDIE. II:136, II:168–70 (throws Henry’s head; 170 killed), II:171, V:53, V:467

DARIO: Although he is one of Balazar’s “gentlemen,” during the LEANING TOWER’S shoot-out he is accidentally killed by TRICKS POSTINO’s incredible Rambo machine. II:165

DRETTO, CARLOCIMI (’CIMI): One of Balazar’s personal bodyguards. In The Drawing of the Three we learn that ’Cimi and ALEXANDER TRUMAN buried THE MICK under a chicken house in CONNECTICUT. The Mick’s crime? Blowing down Balazar’s house of cards. II:123–28, II:136, II:142–49, II:158–63, V:454, V:467

BITCH-OF-A-WIFE: II:125–26

FATHER: II:125

LA MONSTRA: ’Cimi’s much-hated mother-in-law. II:125–26

GINELLI: Ginelli owns both the FOUR FATHERS Restaurant and the Ginelli’s Pizza truck. He is a mobster in cahoots with Balazar. II:91–95 (his truck follows Eddie), II:98, II:395

HASPIO, JIMMY: II:135–37

POSTINO, TRICKS: One of Balazar’s thugs. With a name like Tricks, this guy couldn’t become anything other than a hit man. He is part of the deadly Trivial Pursuit game that takes place in Balazar’s headquarters. II:124, II:135–37, II:146, II:158–66 (166 killed by Eddie), II:168, V:454, V:461, VI:140 (present from 136; dies this section), VI:141

VECHHIO, RUDY: II:168

VINCENT, COL: Col Vincent is a “glorified goofer” with a big yellow-toothed grin. He smells like old sweat. II:114–23, II:133, II:138–49

BALAZAR’S NASSAU CONNECTION:

SALLOW BRITISH MAN: While working as Balazar’s cocaine mule in NASSAU, EDDIE DEAN has to have dealings with this unsavory and untrustworthy character. This guy tries to give Eddie Dean poison rather than a heroin fix. He hopes to kill Eddie or at least screw up his drug run and rob him. Eddie wins out. II:45–48, V:479 (indirect)

WILSON, WILLIAM: William Wilson is a soft-spoken American who specializes in strapping drugs onto smugglers. Although he doesn’t know it, he shares a name with the narrator of Edgar Allan Poe’s famous story entitled “William Wilson.” II:57–58, II:77

BALDY ANDERSON

See TREE VILLAGE CHARACTERS: ANDERSON, RUPERT

’BAMA

See CHAMBERS, JAKE

BAMBRY, JOHN

See DEAN, SUSANNAH: ODETTA HOLMES AND THE CIVIL RIGHTS MOVEMENT: ODETTA’S “MOVEMENT” ASSOCIATES

BAMBRY, LESTER

See DEAN, SUSANNAH: ODETTA HOLMES AND THE CIVIL RIGHTS MOVEMENT: ODETTA’S “MOVEMENT” ASSOCIATES

BANDERLY

See DEBARIA CHARACTERS: SALT MINE CHARACTERS

BANDY BROOKS

See CALLAHAN, FATHER DONALD FRANK: CALLAHAN’S HIDDEN HIGHWAYS ASSOCIATES

BANGO SKANK

See SKANK, BANGO

BARBARIANS WITH BLUE FACES

See FARSON, JOHN: FARSON’S MEN

BARKER, JUNIOR

See MAINE CHARACTERS

BARLOW, KURT

See VAMPIRES: TYPE ONE

BARONY COVENANT MAN

See WALTER: WALTER’S ALIASES

BARONY TAX MAN

See WALTER: WALTER’S ALIASES

BASALE, MIGUEL

See DEAN, SUSANNAH: DETTA WALKER’S ASSOCIATES

BASIN, MAGICAL

See MAGICAL WAND/MAGICAL BASIN

BEAM BOY

In the seventh book of the Dark Tower series, SHEEMIE RUIZ (now a BREAKER in THUNDERCLAP) meets this human incarnation of the BEAM. To Sheemie, the Beam Boy looks like JAKE CHAMBERS, only his face is covered with blood, one of his eyes has been poked out, and he limps. Although this dream-creature was beautiful when he arose from the PRIM, by the time Sheemie sees him he is near collapse. Despite the torture he has undergone, the Beam Boy still loves the world. If our tet can save him, he promises to bring magic back to the multiverse.

VII:269–70, VII:271–73, VII:306 (Beam says thankya), VII:314 (Beam says thankya), VII:316 (Beam speaks to Sheemie), VII:324

BEAM BREAKERS

See BREAKERS

BEAMS

See entry in PORTALS

BEAMS, GUARDIANS OF THE

See GUARDIANS OF THE BEAM

BEAR GUARDIAN

See GUARDIANS OF THE BEAM

BEASLEY, JESSICA

See DEAN, SUSANNAH: ODETTA HOLMES’S ASSOCIATES

BEAST, THE

See GUARDIANS OF THE BEAM

BECKHARDT, DICK

See MAINE CHARACTERS

BEECH, MRS.

See HAMBRY CHARACTERS: OTHER CHARACTERS

BEELIE TOWN CHARACTERS

Beelie Town played a small but important role in the story of the SKIN-MAN, which ROLAND recounts in Wind Through the Keyhole. According to STROTHER and PICKENS, DEBARIA’s two not-so-good deputies, Beelie was once a MILITIA OUTPOST and the location of BEELIE STOCKADE. It was here that Debaria’s circuit judge sent thieves, murderers, and card cheats. According to Pickens, witches and warlocks were sent here too. Anyone who spent time in the stockade had a blue ring tattooed around his ankle, though whether the tattoo was part of a convict’s punishment or just identification to prevent him from running away from his work gang, no one can remember.

Not only was Beelie the location of the stockade, but it was also a hanging ground. Beelie’s hangings were like carnivals, complete with jugglers and booths and dogfights. Many of those who came to witness the executions brought picnic lunches and made a day of it. Five years after the close of the stockade and the departure of the militia, Beelie died a final death. Since the town was no longer protected by fighting men, harriers tore through it. Some say that the harriers worked for JOHN FARSON. By the time ROLAND DESCHAIN and JAMIE DeCURRY began their search for any tattooed SALTIES who spent time in BEELIE STOCKADE, the stockade had been closed for ten years.

CANNIBAL WHO ATE HIS WIFE: This hungry fellow was hanged for his crime. W:112

CARD CHEADS: W:112

CIRCUIT JUDGE: Once upon a bye, the circuit judge sent thieves, murderers, and card cheats to BEELIE STOCKADE. According to PICKENS, he sent witches and warlocks here too. W:112

HARRIERS WHO TORE THROUGH IT: After the MILITIA left BEELIE STOCKADE, these harriers tore through the town. Some people say that the harriers were JOHN FARSON’s MEN. W:112

MILITIA: Once upon a bye, there was a militia outpost in BEELIE, and the BEELIE STOCKADE was their place of business. W:112, W:113

MURDERERS: W:112

THIEVES: W:112

WITCHES AND WARLOCKS: According to the CIRCUIT JUDGE, practicing magic was a crime. Hence, he sent witches and warlocks to the BEELIE STOCKADE. W:112

BEEMAN

See CAN-TOI

BEEMER, CHARLIE

See MAINE CHARACTERS

BEEMER, RHODA

See MAINE CHARACTERS

BEEMER, RUTH

See MAINE CHARACTERS

BEESFORD-ON-ARTEN, CHARACTERS

See FARSON: FARSON SUPPORTERS; see also DESCHAIN, GABRIELLE

BENDS O’ THE RAINBOW

See MAERLYN’S RAINBOW

BENZYCK, OFFICER (BENZYCK O’ THE WATCH)

Benzyck is a rather chubby officer of the law. Each day he gives a ticket to REVEREND EARL HARRIGAN (CHURCH OF THE HOLY GOD-BOMB) for parking illegally on the corner of SECOND AVENUE.

IV: 270–72 (Benzyck o’ the Watch), VI:328, VI:330, VI:334

BERNARDO

See CALLA BRYN STURGIS CHARACTERS: OTHER CHARACTERS

BERNIE’S BARBER SHOP

See BALAZAR, ENRICO: BALAZAR’S MEN

BERNSTEIN, MRS.

See DEAN, EDDIE: EDDIE’S PAST ASSOCIATES

BERTOLLO, DORA

See DEAN, EDDIE: EDDIE’S PAST ASSOCIATES

BESSA

See GODS OF MID-WORLD

BESSIE

See DANDELO

BIBLICAL FIGURES (OUR WORLD)

See APPENDIX VI

BIG COFFIN HUNTERS

The Big Coffin Hunters (also known as REGULATORS) were the nasty harriers that Roland and his childhood friends CUTHBERT ALLGOOD and ALAIN JOHNS were forced to fight in HAMBRY. Their name came from the blue coffin-shaped tattoos located on the webbing between right thumb and forefinger. Although they initially hid their true allegiance from Roland and his friends, Roland’s ka-tet eventually found out that the Big Coffin Hunters worked for FARSON. Despite appearances, the Big Coffin Hunters held much of the power in MEJIS (much more than the mayor, HART THORIN) and were working to bring down the AFFILIATION.

In Wolves of the Calla, we find out that many of PERE CALLAHAN’s LOW MEN bear similar coffin-shaped tattoos. Evidently, this sinister insignia is a sigul of the CRIMSON KING. EDDIE DEAN believes that BALAZAR and his associates are our world’s version of the Big Coffin Hunters.

I:49, IV:143, IV:144, IV:148, IV:180, IV:194 (reason for their name), IV:217, IV:222, IV:269, IV:276, IV:284, IV:290, IV:294 (Jonas’s ka-tet), IV:327 (Jonas’s boys), IV:334, IV:359, IV:366, IV:369, IV:380, IV:385, IV:413, IV:429, IV:435, IV:452, IV:470, IV:472, IV:474, IV:533, IV:572, IV:590, IV:593, IV:594, IV:596, IV:614, IV:615, IV:627, IV:638, IV:641, IV:642, IV:659, IV:681, IV:690, IV:713–19 (Sheemie follows), IV:812, V:87, V:90, V:251, V:402, V:444

INDIVIDUAL BIG COFFIN HUNTERS:

DEPAPE, ROY: Roy Depape was a twenty-five-year-old redhead who wore gold-rimmed glasses. His laughter sounded like the braying of a loud donkey. Roy was obsessed with a fifteen-year-old whore named DEBORAH who wouldn’t give up working. This often put Roy in a foul humor. In fact, the standoff at The TRAVELLERS’ REST was the direct result of Depape’s black mood and his desire to vent his rage on innocent SHEEMIE. As punishment for the events at the Rest, ELDRED JONAS, leader of the Coffin Hunters, sent Depape to the town of RITZY. While there, Depape learned Roland’s true identity.

Although not particularly clever, Depape had plenty of spite in him. On Jonas’s orders, he killed HART THORIN and then framed Roland, CUTHBERT, and ALAIN for the murder. To incriminate the boys, he left both Cuthbert’s LOOKOUT and a drawing of FARSON’s sigul next to Thorin’s corpse. IV:79, IV:80, IV:143, IV:144, IV:148, IV:176, IV:180 (Mayor’s new men), IV:193, IV:194, IV:215, IV:217, IV:219, IV:220, IV:269–78 (specs), IV:281, IV:282–92 (289 red hair), IV:307, IV:327 (Jonas’s boys), IV:333–41, IV:359–60, IV:361, IV:364, IV:369, IV:381, IV:385, IV:402, IV:413 (indirect), IV:435–38, IV:441, IV:456, IV:461, IV:465, IV:466, IV:474, IV:484–85, IV:491, IV:507–9, IV:512, IV:529–35, IV:568, IV:575 (Jonas’s pals), IV:583–84, IV:594 (Jonas’s friends), IV:595–96 (kills Thorin), IV:602 (carrot top), IV:603, IV:605, IV:608–11, IV:614–21, IV:627–28, IV:658, IV: 667, IV:685–89 (Jonas’s party attacked by Roland’s ka-tet; shot), IV:705, V:162, VI:254, VII:177

DEBORAH (GERT MOGGINS): Deborah (whose real name was Gert Moggins) was Depape’s fifteen-year-old whore. Deborah was also known as “Her Nibs,” “Her Majesty,” and “Roy’s Coronation Cunt.” Gert preferred to call herself a “cotton-gilly.” IV:217, IV:269–70, IV:271, IV:274, IV:334, IV:563 (Gert Moggins), IV:765

DEPAPE, AMOS: Brother of ROY DEPAPE. Roland thought he was stung to death by a snake. Actually, he was fucked to death by SUSANNAH DEAN’s demon possessor, MIA, who (while still a wraith) functioned as a kind of sexual VAMPIRE. VI:254

JONAS, ELDRED: Eldred Jonas was the leader of the Big Coffin Hunters. He was a failed gunslinger who was lamed in one leg by CORT’s father, FARDO, in GILEAD. Like other failed gunslingers, limping Jonas was sent west, and in bitterness he forsook the WHITE and took up the cause of JOHN FARSON and the OUTER DARK.

Jonas had tufted eyebrows, long silky white hair, and a white mustache. Often described as a white-haired wolf, he seemed to have held some palaver with the MANNI since he knew about travel between worlds. Jonas’s back was covered with scars which he said were inflicted in GARLAN. We don’t know why. Jonas became CORAL THORIN’s lover. Roland killed him after taking MAERLYN’S GRAPEFRUIT from him. I:49, I:93, IV:79, IV:80, IV:143, IV:144, IV:146, IV:148, IV:151, IV:162 (Thorin’s new man), IV:176, IV:180 (Mayor’s new man), IV:193, IV:194, IV:215–23 (playing patience), IV:241–64 (Seafront party. Jonas directly mentioned on the following pages: 245–53, 254, 257, 259, 262, 263), IV:265, IV:267 (Il Spectro), IV:269, IV:273, IV:277, IV:278–79, IV:281, IV:282–89, IV:290–92, IV:294, IV:295, IV:307, IV:308, IV:313, IV:327, IV:334, IV:335, IV:338, IV:341, IV:359–60, IV:361, IV:364, IV:369, IV:380, IV:381, IV:402, IV:413, IV:414–17, IV:418, IV:422, IV:435–42, IV:446, IV:449, IV:455–57, IV:461–62, IV:463, IV:465–69, IV:470–77, IV:482–86, IV:487, IV:490–96, IV:501–2, IV:504, IV:505, IV:506, IV:507–13, IV:517, IV:525, IV:529–35, IV:547, IV:558, IV:564, IV:572, IV:575, IV:580, IV:583, IV:584, IV:588, IV:594, IV:596, IV:597, IV:602–5, IV:608–11, IV:614–21, IV:625, IV:630, IV:631, IV:632, IV:634, IV:649, IV:654–59, IV:660, IV:663, IV:664–67, IV:671–76, IV:677–80, IV:681, IV:683–89, IV:690, IV:692, IV:698–706 (Party attacked. Shot by Roland), IV:707, IV:708, IV:709, IV:710, IV:720, IV:731, IV:732, IV:740, IV:741, IV:748, IV:790, IV:812, IV:813, IV:817, IV:836, E:216

REYNOLDS, CLAY: Although not as sly as JONAS, Clay Reynolds—the final member of the Coffin Hunter ka-tet—was smarter than ROY DEPAPE. Although he walked with his left foot turned in, Reynolds was a vain womanizer who liked to swirl his fancy silk-lined cloak. He was either a redhead (see IV:173 and IV:537) or black-haired (IV:226).

Along with CORAL THORIN, Reynolds was one of the few of Roland’s enemies to escape HAMBRY alive. Clay and Coral became lovers and formed a gang of professional bank robbers. Their gang was eventually trapped by a sheriff in the town of OAKLEY. Reynolds ended up dancing the hanged man’s jig. IV:79, IV:80, IV:143, IV:144, IV:148, IV:176, IV:180 (Mayor’s new men), IV:193, IV:194, IV:216–23 (red-hair and cloak), IV:269–78, IV:281, IV:282–89 (284 black-haired), IV:289–92, IV:308, IV:327 (Jonas’s boys), IV:334, IV:338, IV:342, IV:359, IV:364, IV:369 (cloak), IV:376, IV:381, IV:413 (indirect), IV:435–38, IV:441, IV:455–57, IV:460–61, IV:465, IV:466, IV:474, IV:481, IV:484–85, IV:509, IV:529–35, IV:568–70, IV:575 (Jonas’s pals), IV:584, IV:592–93, IV:594 (Jonas’s friends), IV:605, IV:608–11, IV:614–21, IV:656–59, IV:664–67, IV:671–76, IV:678–80, IV:681 (redhead), IV:683–89 (Jonas’s party), IV:690, IV:692–93, IV:706, IV:708, IV:713–19 (Sheemie follows), IV:732, IV:739–42, IV:762–64, IV:765–68 (at Susan’s burning), IV:785–86, V:162

LITTLE COFFIN HUNTERS: This is the term HAMBRY folk used for Roland’s ka-tet. Needless to say, Roland didn’t like it much. IV:260, IV:327, IV:362, IV:363

BIG SKY DADDY

See GODS OF MID-WORLD

BILLY-BUMBLERS/THROCKEN (GENERAL INFORMATION)

A billy-bumbler looks like a cross between a raccoon, a woodchuck, and a dachshund. Bumblers have black-and-gray-striped fur and lovely gold-ringed eyes. Although they sometimes wag their tails like dogs, they are much more intelligent than canines. Before the world moved on, every barony castle in MID-WORLD kept a dozen or so. They were excellent ratters and sheep herders.

In the days they lived with men, bumblers could parrot the words they heard; some could even count and add. By the time Roland draws his American ka-tet into Mid-World, most bumblers wander the land in wild but harmless packs. Few remember their old skills, though Jake’s pet OY does.

According to BIX, the ferryman whom we meet in The Wind Through the Keyhole, a bumbler’s bright (or talent) is his ability to predict the coming of the terrible storm known as a STARKBLAST. In olden days, bumblers’ strange pre-storm behavior was often the only warning farmers had about this impending disaster. Several days before a starkblast was due to roll along the PATH OF THE BEAM, a bumbler would sit down and turn to face the direction of the coming storm. He would lift his nose to the wind, prick his ears, and curl his tail around himself. When the storm was about to blow, the throcken would begin turning in circles. This advance warning was urgently needed by farmers in places frequently hit by starkblasts, such as those living in the GREAT WOODS north of NEW CANAAN.

Because of their special talent, Bumblers play a large role in The Wind Through the Keyhole. In the folktale which young Roland recounts to the young BILL STREETER in DEBARIA’s JAIL, the youthful hero TIM ROSS met a throcket of bumblers in the forest beyond the FAGONARD. While traveling along the PATH OF THE BEAM toward the NORTH FOREST KINNOCK DOGAN, Tim spotted a half dozen of these pretty creatures sitting on a fallen ironwood tree, their snouts raised to the crescent moon, their eyes gleaming like jewels. Thanks to the warning given to him by the WIDOW SMACK, Tim understood that the bumblers’ behavior indicated that a deadly starkblast was on its way. Roland’s vivid description of these bumblers is drawn from a hand-colored woodcut which he remembers from his childhood days. It was one of a dozen well-loved illustrations from Magic Tales of the Eld, a book that his mother, GABRIELLE DESCHAIN, read to him when he was a boy.

I:15, I:215, III:22, III:219, III:226, III:300, III:302, III:324, III:347, IV:342, IV:722, VII:131–32, VII:133–34, VII:144, VII:146, W:3, W:4, W:5, W:7, W:8, W:9, W:14, W:16, W:17, W:18, W:27, W:31, W:76, W:165 (throcket), W:181, W:237 (throcken), W:242, W:243, W:244, W:250, W:331

See also OY

OLD GROOM FROM ROLAND’S YOUTH WHO PRAISED BUMBLERS: III:302, III:347

BILL STREETER

See STREETER, YOUNG BILL; for Young Bill’s father, see SKIN-MAN: SKIN-MAN’S VICTIMS: JEFFERSON RANCH; see also DEBARIA CHARACTERS

BILLY THE KID

See GUNSLINGERS (OUR WORLD)

BIONDI, GEORGE

See BALAZAR, ENRICO: BALAZAR’S MEN

BIRD GUARDIAN

See GUARDIANS OF THE BEAM

BIRDMEN

See TAHEEN

BISHOP DUGAN

See CALLAHAN, FATHER DONALD FRANK: CALLAHAN’S OTHER PAST ASSOCIATES

BISSETTE, LEN

See PIPER SCHOOL CHARACTERS

BIX

ROLAND, EDDIE, SUSANNAH, JAKE, and OY come across Bix’s bright green boathouse and red-and-yellow striped ferry near the beginning of The Wind Through the Keyhole. (At this particular point in the tale, our tet has just left the GREEN PALACE and is traveling southeast along the PATH OF THE BEAM toward CALLA BRYN STURGIS.) When Bix sees the big guns that Roland and Eddie wear, he drops to one knee, puts an arthritis-swollen fist to his forehead And cries, “Hile gunslinger. I salute thee.” Obviously, Bix is loyal to both the WHITE and to GILEAD-that-was.

In the conversation that follows, Bix states that he has been running his ferry across the RIVER WHYE for ninety years. Once upon a bye, there had been farms and trading posts on both sides of the river, but by the time our tet arrives and asks for passage, his services have not been needed for years. Although he has lost count of his birthdays, Bix knows that he is over a hundred-and-twenty years old. Considering his age, Bix is doing extremely well. Although he has trouble carrying heavy picnic baskets, he still manages to work his ferry. Bix wears a vast straw hat, baggy green pants, and longboots. On the top half of his body he wears a thin white slinkum.

After feeding our tet some well-stuffed fish popkins (the river is full of shannies), Bix takes them across the river. In order to do this Bix attaches a ringbolt to the top of the post which sits like a mast in the center of the ferry, then he hooks the ringbolt to the cable which runs across the river. To move the ferry, he cranks a large metal crank shaped like a block Z. Not surprisingly, the crank is stamped with the NORTH CENTRAL POSITRONICS logo. According to Bix, both the steel cable and the crank were at the ferry when he took his job more than ninety years previously. He thinks that they came from an underground BUNKER or DOGAN, located near the GREEN PALACE. Bix says that this underground area goes on for miles, and that it is full of things that belonged to the OLD PEOPLE. Strange, tooth-rattling music still plays from overhead speakers. If you stay there too long, you break out in sores, puke, and start to lose your teeth.

During the hour it takes to cross the river, Bix asks our tet about the fate of LUD. (Long ago, Bix had a woman in that city and so he remembers both BLAINE the Insane Mono, and Blaine’s suicidal twin, PATRICIA.) As our tet disembarks, he warns them about the ASIMOV ROBOT, ANDY, whom our friends are destined to meet in Calla Bryn Sturgis. (“If you see that cussed Andy, tell him I don’t want no songs, and I don’t want my gods-damned horrascope read!”) It is Bix who reminds Roland about the coming of the STARKBLAST, and who tells our tet about the GOOK meetinghouse where they can hide and be safe from the storm. Unfortunately, the storm comes much more quickly than anyone expects. We can only hope that Bix made it back to his boathouse in time to take cover.

W:6 (indirect), W:7 (indirect), W:8–17, W:22, W:32

BLACK AMMIES

See SERENITY, SISTERS OF

BLACKIE

See WALTER: WALTER’S ALIASES: COVENANT MAN

BLACK MAN IN GRAY FATIGUES

See HARRIGAN, REVEREND EARL: CROWD

BLACK MAN IN JAIL CELL

See GAN

BLACK MAN WITH WALKMAN

EDDIE DEAN and JAKE CHAMBERS first see this man singing along with his Walkman when they travel via TODASH to 1977 NEW YORK. While preparing himself to travel back to 1977 through the magical UNFOUND DOOR, Eddie fixes the date in his mind by imagining this man walking in front of CHEW CHEW MAMA’S.

V:42, V:201, V:442

BLACK THIRTEEN

See MAERLYN’S RAINBOW

BLACKBIRD, LADY

See DEAN, SUSANNAH

BLACKBIRD MOMMY

See DEAN, SUSANNAH

BLAINE

See NORTH CENTRAL POSITRONICS

BLAKE, KEVIN

See BALAZAR, ENRICO: BALAZAR’S MEN

BLEEDING LION

Even though the CRIMSON KING’s followers in END-WORLD are systematically and purposefully eroding the final two BEAMS so that the DARK TOWER will collapse and the macroverse will blink out of existence, they have their own set of superstitions concerning the fearful end of the world and about how their master’s plans may yet be thwarted. Though we don’t know the details of these superstitions, we do know that at least one concerns a Bleeding Lion stalking to the north. Another is about a gunslinger-man coming out of the west to save the Tower. There is a good chance that the Bleeding Lion is none other than the LION GUARDIAN, ASLAN.

VII:192, VII:194

BLUE

See SUSANNAH DEAN: ODETTA HOLMES’S ASSOCIATES

BLUE DEER

See MUTANTS: ANIMALS, BIRDS, REPTILES

BLUE-FACED BARBARIANS

See FARSON, JOHN: FARSON’S MEN

BLUE LADY

See DEAN, SUSANNAH: ODETTA HOLMES’S ASSOCIATES: SISTER BLUE

BOOM-FLURRY

Boom-flurry is a Calla term for the fantastically misshapen organ-pipe cacti that live in the desert dividing CALLA BRYN STURGIS from THUNDERCLAP. Their thick barrel arms are covered with long, nasty needles and they smell of gin and juniper. Unlike the cacti of our world, boom-flurry are sentient, vicious, and carnivorous. Hence, they make remarkably good sentries. JAKE and OY encounter some boom-flurry on their way to the CALLA DOGAN. Luckily, the salivating plant-monsters don’t manage to pierce them with any of their spikes, but they are plenty fashed by the time ANDY the Messenger Robot and the treacherous BEN SLIGHTMAN come upon them.

V:483–84, V:487, V:491–92, V:497

BORDER DWELLERS

Border Dwellers were the people who lived beyond TULL, just on the edges of the MOHAINE DESERT. Their partially submerged huts had low sod roofs and were designed to retain nighttime coolness. Dwellers burned devil grass for fuel, though they refused to look into the flames, which they believed contained beckoning devils. Their main crop was corn, though they occasionally grew peas. All of these meager crops had to be watered from deep hand-dug wells.

Many dwellers were either madmen or lepers, suffering from a disease known as the rot. The mad preacher SYLVIA PITTSTON was originally a Border Dweller.

I:5, I:8, I:45, I:56, III:57

INDIVIDUAL BORDER DWELLERS:

**BROWN: Roland met Brown the Border Dweller after his disastrous experience in the town of TULL and before his long and almost deadly journey into the MOHAINE DESERT. Although his long, strawberry-colored hair was ringleted and wild, Brown was neither a madman nor a rotter. He lived with his pet raven, ZOLTAN, and his thin, thirsty corn crop. In The Dark Tower he is mistakenly called a weed-eater.

In the 2003 version of The Gunslinger, we learn that Brown’s wife was MANNI and that he spent some time living with this sect. When Roland met him, Brown’s speech was still peppered with terms such as “thee” and “thou.” I:9–17, I:69–70, I:76 (indirect), I:92 (indirect), II:26 (outlander), III:57 (indirect), IV:791, VI:296, VII:669 (mistakenly called a weed-eater)

PAPPA DOC: Pappa Doc brought beans to Brown. His name is very close to that of the Haitian despot Papa (Poppa) Doc Duvalier. I:9 (bean man), I:11 (bean man), I:16

WIFE: I:11

ZOLTAN: Zoltan, the scrawny talking raven, was the rather sinister companion of Brown, the redheaded Border Dweller that Roland met in The Gunslinger. Zoltan’s favorite sayings were “Beans, beans, the musical fruit, the more you eat the more you toot” and “Screw you and the horse you rode in on.” He ate the eyes of Roland’s dead mule. Zoltan was also the name of a folksinger and guitarist that STEPHEN KING knew at the UNIVERSITY OF MAINE. I:10–11, I:12, I:13, I:14, I:15, I:16, I:17, I:69, I:70, I:76 (indirect), I:92, II:26, III:55, III:57, IV: 791, VI:296, VII:669

BOSCO BOB

See DEAN, EDDIE: EDDIE’S PAST ASSOCIATES: OFFICER BOSCONI

BRANDON

See GRAYS: GRAY HIGH COMMAND

BRANNI BOB

See MANNI

BRANNIGAN, SKIPPER

See DEAN, HENRY: HENRY DEAN’S KA-TET

BRASS

See WARRIORS OF THE SCARLET EYE: CASSE ROI RUSSE: HUMANS: FEEMALO/FIMALO/FUMALO: FEEMALO

BRAUTIGAN, TED

See BREAKERS

BRAVE BILL

See MID-WORLD FOLKLORE

BRAWNY MAN

See CALLAHAN, FATHER DONALD FRANK: CALLAHAN’S HIDDEN HIGHWAYS ASSOCIATES

BREAKERS (BEAM BREAKERS)

The Breakers of THUNDERCLAP are both the prisoners and the servants of the CRIMSON KING. Imprisoned in the DEVAR-TOI, located in the poisoned land of END-WORLD, they use their psychic abilities to weaken the BEAMS, which hold the DARK TOWER in place. Although few (if any) of the Breakers willingly undertook the job of destroying the macroverse (most were tricked into accepting an offer-of-a-lifetime—an offer which really did turn out to be for a lifetime, since most of the MECHANICAL DOORS leading into Thunderclap are one-way only), almost none of them complain once they experience the diverse pleasures available beneath the Devar’s artificial sun.

“To break is divine,” or so we are told. The Devar’s 307 Breakers make use of their so-called wild talents in the STUDY, a room which looks like a richly endowed library in a nineteenth-century gentlemen’s club. They work in shifts of thirty-three individuals, each sitting in his or her accustomed place, seemingly reading magazines or contemplating pictures, while actually their minds are rising, reaching the Beams, searching out cracks and crevices, and expanding those fault lines as much as they possibly can. Although the damage done by this activity is almost incomprehensible, the act of Breaking is intensely pleasurable, both for the Breakers who are doing it and for the balcony guards who relax in the “good mind” vibe which rises from below.

Even if an individual doggedly ignores the moral (or perhaps I should say immoral) implications of Breaking, this act has another very human cost. To keep their skills at top form, the Breakers are regularly fed pills which contain a chemical culled from the brains of prepubescent twins, a chemical which causes “twin-telepathy” and which, once removed, leaves the culled child ROONT, or ruined. Although few Breakers know exactly what they are being fed, many have their suspicions but choose to ignore their consciences. Why worry when the accommodation is classy, the food is great, and the sim sex is almost as good as the real thing? As the Breaker saying goes, “Enjoy the cruise, turn on the fan, there’s nothing to lose, so work on your tan.”

According to TED BRAUTIGAN, most of the Breakers are able to turn off guilt at will because they are morks (a term taken from the 1970s sitcom Mork & Mindy) and so don’t readily form deep attachments to other people. It’s not that morks are antisocial—in fact many of them are very sociable—it’s just that their “friendships” are based on convenience rather than emotional compatibility. For example, if you have a pack of cigarettes in your pocket, a mork who is jonesing for a smoke will suddenly be your greatest buddy. Although this emotional coldness is disturbing to contemplate, it serves a protective purpose. Most of the Breakers spent their KEYSTONE EARTH lives (and most of them are from Keystone Earth) as the butt of jokes. Their talents have forced them to be perennial outsiders, freaks, and they have always been treated (as DINKY EARNSHAW so aptly puts it) like “Carrie at the fuckin prom.” Hence, emotional distance from their fellow humans has been a matter of survival. It’s not surprising, then, that for most Breakers, existence in the Devar is preferable to life on ordinary Earth. (That is, once they get used to the eczema, acne, and multiple illnesses which come from inhabiting a poisoned land.)

In the final book of the Dark Tower series, Roland’s ka-tet arrives in Thunderclap and—with the help of a number of rebel Breakers—puts an end to the abominable practices of the Devar-Toi. Although they slaughter most of the Devar’s CAN-TOI, TAHEEN, and hume (or human) guards, they do not harm the Breakers themselves, but tell them to make their way to the CALLAS and beg the folken’s forgiveness. (Their only other option is to stay in the ruins of the Devar.) Needless to say, most of the mork Breakers are incensed at such a suggestion, claiming that they had no idea what they were really doing in the Study. Rather than taking responsibility for their past actions, they choose to blame Roland’s ka-tet as well as those Breakers who joined forces with the “enemy.”

We never find out what happens to the majority of Breakers, but those who aided our ka-tet in their time of need decide to go to CALLA BRYN STURGIS. Once there, they hope to pass through the UNFOUND DOOR and back to America-side. We can only hope that the Calla folken help them achieve their goal.

V:568, V:569, VI:16, VI:18, VI:117, VI:121, VI:122, VI:257, VI:266, VI:396, VII:46, VII:96, VII:119, VII:120, VII:122, VII:123, VII:143, VII:144, VII:151, VII:169, VII:170–76, VII:186–99, VII:212, VII:233, VII:234–49, VII:252, VII:263–64, VII:269, VII:273, VII:288–338, VII:410, VII:412, VII:414, VII:432, VII:468, VII:483

INDIVIDUAL BREAKERS:

ADDICTS: Addiction of any kind is not tolerated in the DEVAR, since addiction can interfere with Breaking. Those Breakers who arrive at the Devar hooked on drugs or booze are quickly detoxed. However, those who can’t seem to give up their habits simply disappear. VII:170

BAJ: Like SEJ, gentle little Baj is a hydrocephalic savant. In other words, he is a person who has hydrocephalus (enlargement of the head due to water collecting in the brain) but who is amazingly gifted. Baj has no arms, and so has no way to protect himself from the dangers of falling. During the DEVAR’s final battle, eleven-year-old DANI ROSTOV tries to save both Baj and Sej from choking to death in the smoke of DAMLI HOUSE. However, while she is pulling them on wagons, Baj tumbles out and falls on his head. He doesn’t survive. VII:171–72 (indirect), VII:304–5 (dies)

BANKERLY LOOKING BREAKER NUMBER ONE: See WORTHINGTON, FRED, listed below

BANKERLY LOOKING BREAKER NUMBER TWO: Despite holding our ka-tet personally responsible for destroying his life in the DEVAR-TOI, this morose, gray-haired gentleman has a certain amount of courage. Acting as a group spokesman, he confronts Roland with the ruination of the Breakers’ lives. Roland reminds him what terrible crimes he and the other Breakers have been committing and tells him that he and his friends should travel to the CALLAS and beg the folken’s forgiveness. VII:333–35

BRAUTIGAN, TED STEVENS: To STEPHEN KING’s CONSTANT READERS, the totally eventual Ted Brautigan is a familiar, well-loved character. We first met Ted in “Low Men in Yellow Coats,” the opening story of Hearts in Atlantis. In that tale, Ted was a powerful psychic who could pass his talent on to others when he touched them. Because of this unusual ability, he was pursued by the CAN-TOI (referred to in the context of the story as the LOW MEN) who wanted to force him to use his skill for evil ends. Trying to remain unseen, a fugitive Ted moved into a CONNECTICUT boardinghouse already occupied by a young boy named BOBBY GARFIELD and his young but bitter widowed mother, LIZ. Thanks to their shared love of books, Ted and Bobby became friends. Bobby agreed to work for Ted, ostensibly to read the paper to him each day, but actually to act as a spotter for the garishly dressed low men and for the lost-pet posters and strange, occult designs which they used to hunt for their prey.

At the end of “Low Men in Yellow Coats,” Ted was betrayed by Bobby’s mother, Liz, who wanted to collect the low men’s reward money. The last distressing glimpse Bobby had of Ted was of him sitting in the backseat of a huge DeSoto, surrounded by low men. He was on his way back to END-WORLD and a job he despised. However, he agreed to Beam-Break, as long as the low men left Bobby and his other young friends alone.

When we meet up with Ted again in The Dark Tower, he is imprisoned once more in the DEVAR-TOI in End-World. We also learn that he has not kept his promise to his captors. Although he appears to Break willingly enough, he and two of his fellow inmates—DINKY EARNSHAW and STANLEY RUIZ (otherwise known as SHEEMIE)—are preparing for the arrival of Roland Deschain, the savior-gunslinger whose appearance he predicted at the end of “Low Men in Yellow Coats.”

In The Dark Tower, we find out that although Ted isn’t from KEYSTONE EARTH, he is much more than a run-of-the-mill Breaker. He is a facilitator, or a psychic whose special skill is his ability to increase the power of other psychics. This, we learn, is why the servants of the RED KING were so determined to bring Ted back to the Devar, and why he was not severely punished for his “little vacation” in Connecticut. While the other Breakers work shifts in the STUDY, Ted comes and goes as he pleases. But whenever he arrives, the number of darks generated by the Breakers increases exponentially. Much to his chagrin, Ted’s special skill has taken years off the Red King’s work, and by the time our tet arrives in THUNDERCLAP, only two of the BEAMS are still intact.

Like his twinner, FATHER CALLAHAN, Ted Stevens Brautigan becomes a temporary member of Roland’s ka-tet. He, Dinky, and Sheemie help our tet destroy the Devar and begin the healing of the Beams. Not only does Ted use his psychic abilities to help confuse both guards and Breakers during our tet’s attack, but he also employs his deadly mind-spear to kill the can-toi guard TRAMPAS. When we finally take leave of Ted in the twisting corridors beneath the FEDIC DOGAN, he, Dinky, FRED WORTHINGTON, and DANI ROSTOV are on their way to the CALLAS. From there they hope to pass through the UNFOUND DOOR to one of the MULTIPLE AMERICAS. VI:423, VI:425, VII:158–78, VII:189–90, VII:193, VII:197–98, VII:200, VII:202–7, VII:212, VII:214–49 (Ted’s story), VII:255, VII:258–76, VII:282, VII:288–89, VII:290, VII:297, VII:303, VII:304–5, VII:308, VII:309–12, VII:314–17, VII:318, VII:324, VII:327–30, VII:333–38, VII:434, VII:435, VII:436–39, VII:454–57, VII:649

TED BRAUTIGAN’S ASSOCIATES:

ATWOOD, TIM: Tim Atwood was Ted’s wealthy, childless uncle. He paid for Ted’s education, hoping that Ted would take over his furniture business. Needless to say, Ted didn’t. VII:221, VII:223

AUNT MOLLY: Ted’s Aunt Molly and UNCLE JIM lived in BRIDGEPORT, CONNECTICUT. VII:336

DALE, MR.: A butcher. VII:224

DOCTOR NUMBER ONE (SAM): This doctor gave Ted a 4F when he tried to enlist as a soldier during the First World War. He was deeply disturbed by Ted’s psychic abilities. VII:221–22, VII:226

GUY: Doc Number One’s brother. VII:222

DOCTOR NUMBER TWO: This doctor consciously undermined Ted’s “proof” of his psychic ability. VII:274–75, VII:277, VII:280, VII:286

GARFIELD, BOBBY: Redheaded Bobby Garfield was Ted’s eleven-year-old CONNECTICUT friend, and the main character of the story “Low Men in Yellow Coats.” Despite the difference in hair color, he and JAKE CHAMBERS are practically identical twins. PIMLI PRENTISS, the Devar Master, and FINLI O’TEGO, his security chief, have both made it clear to Ted that if he tries to run away again, Bobby will be put to death. VI:423, VI:425, VII:159, VII:160, VII:167, VII:173, VII:176, VII:190, VII:233, VII:240–41

GARFIELD, LIZ: Bobby’s young but bitter mother. She never forgave Bobby’s dad for dying of a heart attack at age thirty-six. She turned Ted in to the LOW MEN for the reward money they offered. VII:176

GERBER, CAROL: Carol Gerber was BOBBY GARFIELD’s friend/girlfriend in “Low Men in Yellow Coats,” the first story in Hearts in Atlantis. Carol also appears in “Why We’re in Vietnam,” “Heavenly Shades of Night Are Falling,” and the book’s title story. Like Bobby, Carol would have been killed by the LOW MEN had Ted attempted to escape from the DEVAR-TOI. VII:190, VII:241

MOTHER: VII:241

KIDS PLAYING KICK-THE-CAN: These kids in AKRON, OHIO, witnessed the first throw of Ted’s deadly mind-spear. VII:224–25

MUGGER: Directly after attacking Ted, this fleeing mugger dropped dead. The reason? Ted had arrowed a thought in his direction. This event changed Ted’s life and made him fear his psychic ability. VII:224–25, VII:272

SERGEANT AT ARMS: This sergeant at arms threw Ted out of a First World War recruiting station. VII:222–23

SOUTH AMERICAN SEABEES: Listed separately

SULLIVAN, JOHN (SULLY JOHN): Sully John was friends with both BOBBY GARFIELD and CAROL GERBER. He and Carol became a couple after Bobby left town, but Carol later abandoned the relationship. In the story “Why We’re in Vietnam,” found in STEPHEN KING’s novel Hearts in Atlantis, we learn that Sully John had one of his testicles shot off in VIETNAM. VI:423, VII:233, VII:241

UNCLE JIM: Ted’s AUNT MOLLY and Uncle Jim lived in BRIDGEPORT, CONNECTICUT. VII:336

DICK: We never learn Dick’s last name, even though he arrived at the DEVAR on the same day as TED BRAUTIGAN. Dick died six months after entering THUNDERCLAP. HUMMA O’TEGO insisted he died of pneumonia, but Ted thinks he committed suicide. VII:283 (not yet named), VII:231–34

EARNSHAW, DINKY: CONSTANT READERS know Dinky Earnshaw (born Richard Earnshaw) from “Everything’s Eventual,” the autobiographical tale he narrated in STEPHEN KING’s book of the same name. At the time “Everything’s Eventual” was written, Dinky worked for a POSITRONICS subsidiary as a psychic assassin. His method of attack was a personalized letter (either posted or sent via computer) which contained strange shapes and designs, the meanings of which not even Dinky seemed to know. Dinky’s death-magic was incredibly powerful, and his employers rewarded him well for his services. Dinky’s only problem was that he wasn’t a full mork. When he began to admit to himself what he was doing—and when he started to learn about the people he was employed to kill—he decided to cut and run. Dinky sent one final personalized death letter (this time to his control, the sinister MR. SHARPTON) before trying to retire in obscurity. However, to the WARRIORS OF THE SCARLET EYE, psychics stand out like blazing fires. He was recaptured and sent to the DEVAR-TOI, where his skills were used to help destroy the BEAMS.

Like many of the other Breakers, Dinky is a precog. However, since the future is always a multi-forked path, Dinky cannot always tell which particular future will manifest. Despite this uncertainty, he joins forces with TED BRAUTIGAN, SHEEMIE RUIZ, and Roland’s ka-tet to end the horrors of the Devar. After the future of the Beams is assured, he, Ted, FRED WORTHINGTON, and DANI ROSTOV set off for CALLA BRYN STURGIS. Once there, they hope to pass through the UNFOUND DOOR to one of the MULTIPLE AMERICAS. VII:158–78, VII:184, VII:187–88, VII:200, VII:216–20, VII:225, VII:233, VII:234, VII:235, VII:236, VII:237, VII:239, VII:241, VII:242, VII:248, VII:258–76, VII:289, VII:290–92, VII:295–96, VII:301, VII:303, VII:304, VII:308, VII:311–12, VII:314–17, VII:319–20, VII:322–23, VII:324, VII:333, VII:335–38, VII:434, VII:435, VII:436–39, VII:454–57, VII:649

DINKY EARNSHAW’S ASSOCIATES:

J.J. THE BLUE JAY: VII:263

SHARPTON, MR.: Mr. Sharpton was a talent scout for a NORTH CENTRAL POSITRONICS subsidiary. His specialty was recruiting psychic assassins. Before going alleyo, Dinky sent Mr. Sharpton a death letter. He personalized it with the word EXCALIBUR—the magical sword which was printed on Mr. Sharpton’s ties. VII:188, VII:322

ITTAWAY, DAVE: Dave Ittaway was recruited to be a Breaker at the same time as TED BRAUTIGAN. VII:228 (not yet named), VII:231–34

LEEDS, TANYA (TANYA LEEDS RASTOSOVICH): Like DAVE ITTAWAY, JACE McGOVERN, and DICK of the unknown last name, Tanya Leeds of BRYCE, COLORADO, was recruited to be a Breaker at the same time as TED BRAUTIGAN. Tanya is a tough young woman, but though she may once have been willing to join forces with Roland, by the time our ka-tet arrives in THUNDERCLAP she is newly married and wants only to snuggle with her fella, JOEY RASTOSOVICH. Unfortunately, during the DEVAR’s battle chaos, Joey is run over by a robotic fire truck. VII:187, VII:228, VII:231–34, VII:238, VII:272–73, VII:302, VII:318 (indirect)

McCANN, BIRDIE: Birdie is an ex-carpenter with a receding hairline. VII:300

McGOVERN, JACE: Jace entered the service of the CRIMSON KING at the same time as TED BRAUTIGAN. VII:283 (not yet named), VII:231–34

RAPED BREAKER: This unnamed Breaker was raped by a LOW MAN called CAMERON, who said that the act was required of him by the CRIMSON KING and that it was part of his process of becoming (or becoming human). The DEVAR MASTER sentenced Cameron to death, and the Breakers were invited to watch. VII:263–64

RASTOSOVICH, JOSEPH: Joseph Rastosovich (never Joey, at least to his face) married TANYA LEEDS in the DEVAR-TOI. Although the Devar Master PIMLI PRENTISS performed the official ceremony, the couple asked TED BRAUTIGAN to marry them in secret, since Ted’s blessing meant a lot more to them. During the chaos of the final Devar battle, Joseph is run over by a robotic fire truck. VII:187, VII:238, VII:273, VII:288, VII:301, VII:302

ROSTOV, DANEEKA (DANI): As far as we know, eleven-year-old Daneeka Rostov is the youngest of the Breakers. She is also Russian, which sets her apart from most of the others we’ve met. Unlike the selfish mork Breakers, Dani has a good heart. During the DEVAR’s final battle, she tries to save BAJ and SEJ from the smoking wreck of DAMLI HOUSE. After EDDIE DEAN’s death, she also helps TED BRAUTIGAN, DINKY EARNSHAW, SHEEMIE RUIZ, and FRED WORTHINGTON send Roland and JAKE back to NEW YORK. (At this time, she gives Jake his first and only romantic kiss.) Like her Breaker friends, Dani hopes to travel to CALLA BRYN STURGIS so that she can enter one of the MULTIPLE AMERICAS via the UNFOUND DOOR. VII:196–97, VII:304–5, VII:318, VII:328–30, VII:336–38, VII:435, VII:436–39, VII:454–57

**RUIZ, STANLEY (SHEEMIE): We first met the mildly mentally handicapped (but extremely sweet) Sheemie in Wizard and Glass. In that novel, we learned that Sheemie was the bastard offspring of DELORES SHEEMER and STANLEY RUIZ. He worked at the TRAVELLERS’ REST and was described as having black kinky hair which he often topped with a pink sombrero. After CUTHBERT ALLGOOD saved Sheemie from the BIG COFFIN HUNTERS, Sheemie became devoted to Roland’s ka-tet. In the 2003 version of The Gunslinger, Roland remembers Sheemie and his humorous relationship with the mule CAPRICHOSO.

When we meet Sheemie again in The Dark Tower, he is one of the most powerful Breakers in THUNDERCLAP. At this point he appears to be about thirty-five years old and mute. However, the arrival of Roland (good old WILL-DEARBORN-that-was) cures Sheemie of his muteness. Once Sheemie’s voice returns, he confesses his love for SUSAN DELGADO and the terrible guilt he feels about her death.

Sheemie possesses the one wild talent which is absolutely forbidden in the DEVAR-TOI—the ability to teleport. With the help of his friends TED BRAUTIGAN and DINKY EARNSHAW, he uses this skill to transport our ka-tet from THUNDERCLAP STATION to the relative safety of STEEK-TETE, located several miles from the Devar-Toi. Unfortunately, teleportation has its own risks. When Sheemie teleports himself, Ted, and Dinky to Steek-Tete to see how Roland and his friends are progressing with their war plans, he suffers a mild stroke. It turns out that Sheemie has had four such strokes already, the first of which hit him when he helped Ted escape to 1960 CONNECTICUT. (The tale of Ted’s Connecticut adventure is told in the short story “Low Men in Yellow Coats,” found in STEPHEN KING’s book Hearts in Atlantis.) However, Sheemie’s teleportation skill is not his only unusual psychic talent. Unlike any other person in the Devar, Sheemie can make fistulas in time, or balconies on the edifice of the DARK TOWER. The fistula which Sheemie creates for his friends Ted and Dinky looks like a GINGERBREAD HOUSE out of a child’s fairy tale.

Although Sheemie survives the Devar’s final battle, during the resulting chaos he steps on a tainted piece of glass. Sheemie dies on a train heading for FEDIC. Roland never gets to say good-bye to him. I:13, IV:215, IV:238–39, IV:268, IV:270–79, IV:284 (present for standoff on 282–84), IV:287, IV:302–5, IV:307–8, IV:320, IV:362–64, IV:413, IV:422, IV:430, IV:431, IV:479, IV:483, IV:488–90, IV:496–500, IV:506–7, IV:519, IV:525, IV:546, IV:559, IV:564–68, IV:574, IV:585, IV:626, IV:635, IV:637–39, IV:645, IV:646, IV:648–54, IV:659–61, IV:662, IV:664, IV:667–68, IV:677–78, IV:681–82, IV:689–90, IV:713–19, IV:721, IV:726–27, IV:730, IV:731, IV:732, IV:734–37, IV:739, IV:751, IV:787, VII:66, VII:158–78, VII:184, VII:189, VII:200, VII:207, VII:214, VII:215, VII:216–20, VII:225, VII:230, VII:234, VII:239–40, VII:248, VII:249, VII:258–76, VII:289, VII:290, VII:296–97, VII:306, VII:312, VII:314, VII:316, VII:318, VII:324, VII:327–30, VII:335–38, VII:352, VII:434, VII:436, VII:571, VII:649

SHEEMIE RUIZ’S ASSOCIATES:

CAPPI: Sheemie’s mule from the TRAVELLERS’ REST in HAMBRY. For page references, see SHEEMIE RUIZ, above, volume IV as well as VII:270.

RUMBELOW, GRACE: Grace Rumbelow was originally from ALDERSHOT, ENGLAND. She reminds JAKE CHAMBERS of the lifetime president of his mother’s garden club. Grace is a true mork. VII:319

SEJ: Like BAJ, Sej is a hydrocephalic savant. However, unlike Baj, Sej has arms. Sej survives the DEVAR-TOI battle, although we don’t know what becomes of him later. VII:171–72 (indirect), VII:304–5

SHEEMIE: See RUIZ, STANLEY, listed above

WAVERLY: Waverly is a fat Breaker who was a bookkeeper in his former life. VII:301–3

WORTHINGTON, FRED (BANKERLY LOOKING BREAKER NUMBER ONE): Fred Worthington looks like a banker, but despite his staid appearance he is willing to take risks. After the DEVAR’s final battle, he helps TED BRAUTIGAN, DINKY EARNSHAW, DANI ROSTOV, and SHEEMIE RUIZ teleport Roland and JAKE to KEYSTONE EARTH so that they can save the life of STEPHEN KING. Fred hopes to eventually make his way to one of the MULTIPLE AMERICAS. VII:318, VII:328–30, VII:337–38, VII:436–39, VII:454–57

YOUNG WOMAN ON MALL: JAKE sees this young woman forming what seems to be a séance circle with TED BRAUTIGAN and the other members of his Breaker ka-tet. Although we can’t say for certain, it seems likely that she is actually TANYA LEEDS. See LEEDS, TANYA, listed above

BRIANA OF SERENITY

See SERENITY, SISTERS OF

BRICE, MR.

See TOWER, CALVIN

BRIGGS, MR.

See CHARLIE THE CHOO-CHOO

**BROADCLOAK, MARTEN

See WALTER: WALTER’S ALIASES

BROTHER OUTFIT

See CALLAHAN, FATHER DONALD FRANK: CALLAHAN’S HIDDEN HIGHWAYS ASSOCIATES: COVAY MOVERS

BROWN

See BORDER DWELLERS

BRUMHALL, DR.

See KATZ: KATZ’S EMPLOYEES, CUSTOMERS AND COMPETITORS

BUCKSKIN

See JOHNS, ALAIN

BUFFALO STAR

See GODS OF MID-WORLD

BUGS, FLESH-EATING

See ROSS, BIG JACK

BULLET

See KING, STEPHEN: SMITH, BRYAN

BUNKOWSKI, DEWEY

See DEAN, EDDIE: EDDIE’S ASSOCIATES, PAST AND PRESENT

BUNKOWSKI, MRS.

See DEAN, EDDIE: EDDIE’S ASSOCIATES, PAST AND PRESENT

BURKE, DAVID

See WARRIORS OF THE SCARLET EYE: DEVAR-TOI CHARACTERS: HUMANS

BURKE, MATTHEW

See CALLAHAN, FATHER DONALD FRANK: ’SALEM’S LOT CHARACTERS

BURLINGTON ZEPHYR

See CHARLIE THE CHOO-CHOO

BUSINESSMAN (MARK CROSS BRIEFCASE)

See VAMPIRES: TYPE THREE: MARK CROSS BRIEFCASE BUSINESSMAN

BUSKER

See DEAN, SUSANNAH: SUSANNAH’S PRESENT ASSOCIATES

C

C3PO

See NORTH CENTRAL POSITRONICS: ANDY

CAGNEY, JAMES

See CAN-TOI

CALDERWOOD, FLOYD

See KING, STEPHEN

CALLA BRYN STURGIS CHARACTERS

Near the beginning of Wolves of the Calla, our ka-tet is approached by six representatives from the town of Calla Bryn Sturgis—TIAN JAFFORDS, ZALIA JAFFORDS, WAYNE OVERHOLSER, BEN SLIGHTMAN, BENNY SLIGHTMAN, and PERE CALLAHAN. The Calla folken are in dire need of help, and at least three of their representatives believe that our posse of gunslingers is their only hope of salvation.

Although the Calla has been settled for more than a thousand years, over the last six generations it has been plagued by giant, green-cloaked marauders riding out of THUNDERCLAP. These predators (called WOLVES because of the terrible snarling masks that they wear) sweep down on the BORDERLAND CALLAS each generation to steal one of every pair of prepubescent twins. Although none of the Calla folken understand exactly what is being done to their children, they do know that when the children are finally returned to them, their minds and bodies are ruined, or ROONT.

The people of the Callas realize that in most parts of the world, twins are rarities and singletons are common, and that it is only in the arc of the borderlands that this natural phenomenon is reversed. It has led some among them to conclude that their children are being taken to the dark land so that a chemical which causes twin-telepathy can be culled from their brains. When our story begins, twenty-three years have passed since the last invasion. According to the town’s one Messenger Robot, called ANDY, by the rise of the coming Demon Moon, the Wolves will be upon them once more.

The Calla folken are farmers and ranchers, not fighters. Most of the 140 men tend smallhold patches of rice near the river, and the majority of them are relatively poor. Only the wealthiest—such as the rancher VAUGHN EISENHART—have any guns at all, and everyone knows that those rusty shooting-irons are no match for the light-sticks, fire-hurling weapons, and sneetches wielded by the Greencloaks.

Although most of the Calla’s attempts to stand up to the Wolves have ended in death and disaster, seventy years before Roland and his friends entered the borderlands, one of the SISTERS OF ORIZA, accompanied by a small group of friends, managed to bring a Greencloak down with one of her sharpened flying plates. The only member of that posse to survive (now an ancient old man) remembers all too well what the twitching Greencloak looked like behind its mask. According to GRAN-PERE JAFFORDS, the Wolf looked just like Andy.

By sending false battle plans to the Wolves via Andy and the traitorous Ben Slightman, Roland, EDDIE, SUSANNAH, JAKE, and the Sisters of Oriza defeat their enemies despite being vastly outnumbered. In the battle of the EAST ROAD, MARGARET EISENHART and Jake’s friend Benny Slightman are killed. However, their deaths are not in vain since the Calla’s children are saved.
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