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Introduction: & A Voyage of Wonder


There are those who think that fantasy fiction first appeared with J. R. R. Tolkien and Lord of the Rings, and that’s the only type of fantasy there is. Others think it all began with Terry Pratchett’s Discworld novels, and I suspect yet others may think there was nothing before J. K. Rowling’s brilliant Harry Potter books.


I know when I first discovered the wonders of fantasy fiction (and this was with a retelling of the Greek legends, so I’m going back a while) I searched around for anything else like it. At that time it was not easy to find anything. So much of the older material had gone out of print and we had not yet entered the boom period that came with the paperback publication of Lord of the Rings in the mid-sixties.


Then I discovered the magazines, especially Fantastic and Science Fantasy, and these opened up whole new worlds to me. Suddenly I discovered Michael Moorcock and Robert E. Howard and Roger Zelazny and Mervyn Peake and plenty more.


I also began to appreciate just what a huge world fantasy fiction was. It wasn’t just retellings of myths, or adventure stories set in magical worlds, or stories of goblins and elves. It covered almost everything where something unusual happens, something magical, something that makes you realize that the world is rather more special than you thought.


In a fantasy world anything can happen – anything. But a good fantasy story doesn’t rely on the extreme. It takes you from the ordinary to the extra-ordinary and en route it opens your mind, stimulates your imagination and awakens your senses of awe and wonder. That’s what I want this anthology to do. To take you on a voyage of wonder. And to do that I’ve selected stories that show the range and development of fantasy fiction and how much more there is to it than simply Tolkien, Pratchett or Rowling, no matter how wonderful they all are.


Mike Ashley





The Wall Around the World


Theodore R. Cogswell




When I read the first of the Harry Potter books parts of it reminded me of the following story. I doubt that J. K. Rowling has read this story, so I can’t imagine it served as any inspiration, but it goes to show how great minds think alike. Except that in the case of Ted Cogswell it was over sixty years ago. Cogswell (1918–87) was an American author and academic, who was refreshingly challenging. His fiction, of which there is all too little, was always original, clever and ingenious. His best work will be found in the story collections The Wall Around the World (1962) and The Third Eye (1968).





[image: image]HE WALL THAT WENT ALL THE WAY AROUND the World had always been there, so nobody paid much attention to it – except Porgie.


Porgie was going to find out what was on the other side of it – assuming there was another side – or break his neck trying. He was going on fourteen, an age that tends to view the word impossible as a meaningless term invented by adults for their own peculiar purposes. But he recognized that there were certain practical difficulties involved in scaling a glassy-smooth surface that rose over 1,000 feet straight up. That’s why he spent a lot of time watching the eagles.


This morning, as usual, he was late for school. He lost time finding a spot for his broomstick in the crowded rack in the school yard, and it was exactly six minutes after the hour as he slipped guiltily into the classroom.


For a moment, he thought he was safe. Old Mr Wickens had his back to him and was chalking a pentagram on the blackboard.


But just as Porgie started to slide into his seat, the schoolmaster turned and drawled, “I see Mr Mills has finally decided to join us.”


The class laughed, and Porgie flushed.


“What’s your excuse this time, Mr Mills?”


“I was watching an eagle,” said Porgie lamely.


“How nice for the eagle. And what was he doing that was of such great interest?”


“He was riding up on the wind. His wings weren’t flapping or anything. He was over the box canyon that runs into the east wall, where the wind hits the wall and goes up. The eagle just floated in circles, going higher all the time. You know, Mr Wickens, I’ll bet if you caught a whole bunch of eagles and tied ropes to them, they could lift you right up to the top of the wall!”


“That,” said Mr Wickens, “is possible – if you could catch the eagles. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll continue with the lecture. When invoking Elementals of the Fifth Order, care must be taken to . . .”


Porgie glazed his eyes and began to think up ways and means to catch some eagles.


The next period, Mr Wickens gave them a problem in Practical Astrology. Porgie chewed his pencil and tried to work on it, but couldn’t concentrate. Nothing came out right – and when he found he had accidentally transposed a couple of signs of the zodiac at the very beginning, he gave up and began to draw plans for eagle traps. He tried one, decided it wouldn’t work, started another—


“Porgie!”


He jumped. Mr Wickens, instead of being in front of the class, was standing right beside him. The schoolmaster reached down, picked up the paper Porgie had been drawing on, and looked at it. Then he grabbed Porgie by the arm and jerked him from his seat.


“Go to my study!”


As Porgie went out the door, he heard Mr Wickens say, “The class is dismissed until I return!”


There was a sudden rush of large-, medium-, and small-sized boys out of the classroom. Down the corridor to the front door they pelted, and out into the bright sunshine. As they ran past Porgie, his cousin Homer skidded to a stop and accidentally on purpose jabbed an elbow into his ribs. Homer, usually called “Bull Pup” by the kids because of his squat build and pugnacious face, was a year older than Porgie and took his seniority seriously.


“Wait’ll I tell Dad about this. You’ll catch it tonight!” He gave Porgie another jab and then ran out into the schoolyard to take command of a game of Warlock.


Mr Wickens unlocked the door to his study and motioned Porgie inside. Then he shut and locked it carefully behind him. He sat down in the high-backed chair behind his desk and folded his hands.


Porgie stood silently, hanging his head, filled with that helpless guilty anger that comes from conflict with superior authority.


“What were you doing instead of your lesson?” Mr Wickens demanded.


Porgie didn’t answer.


Mr Wickens narrowed his eyes. The large hazel switch that rested on top of the bookcase beside the stuffed owl lifted lightly into the air, drifted across the room, and dropped into his hand.


“Well?” he said, tapping the switch on the desk.


“Eagle traps,” admitted Porgie. “I was drawing eagle traps. I couldn’t help it. The wall made me do it.”


“Proceed.”


Porgie hesitated for a moment. The switch tapped. Porgie burst out, “I want to see what’s on the other side! There’s no magic that will get me over, so I’ve got to find something else!”


Tap, went the switch. “Something else?”


“If a magic way was in the old books, somebody would have found it already!”


Mr Wickens rose to his feet and stabbed one bony finger accusingly at Porgie. “Doubt is the mother of damnation!”


Porgie dropped his eyes to the floor and wished he was somewhere else.


“I see doubt in you. Doubt is evil, Porgie, evil! There are ways permitted to men and ways forbidden. You stand on the brink of the fatal choice. Beware that the Black Man does not come for you as he did for your father before you. Now, bend over!”


Porgie bent. He wished he’d worn a heavier pair of pants.


“Are you ready?”


“Yes, sir,” said Porgie sadly.


Mr Wickens raised the switch over his head. Porgie waited. The switch slammed – but on the desk.


“Straighten up,” Mr Wickens said wearily. He sat down again. “I’ve tried pounding things into your head, and I’ve tried pounding things on your bottom, and one end is as insensitive as the other. Porgie, can’t you understand that you aren’t supposed to try and find out new things? The Books contain everything there is to know. Year by year, what is written in them becomes clearer to us.”


He pointed out the window at the distant towering face of the wall that went around the world. “Don’t worry about what is on the other side of that! It may be a place of angels or a place of demons – the Books do not tell us. But no man will know until he is ready for that knowledge. Our broomsticks won’t climb that high, our charms aren’t strong enough. We need more skill at magic, more understanding of the strange unseen forces that surround us. In my grandfather’s time, the best of the broomsticks wouldn’t climb over 100 feet in the air. But Adepts in the Great Tower worked and worked until now, when the clouds are low, we can ride right up among them. Some day we will be able to soar all the way to the top of the wall—”


“Why not now?” Porgie asked stubbornly. “With eagles.”


“Because we’re not ready,” Mr Wickens snapped. “Look at mind-talk. It was only thirty years ago that the proper incantations were worked out, and even now there are only a few who have the skill to talk across the miles by just thinking out their words. Time, Porgie – it’s going to take time. We were placed here to learn the Way, and everything that might divert us from the search is evil. Man can’t walk two roads at once. If he tries, he’ll split himself in half.”


“Maybe so,” said Porgie. “But birds get over the wall, and they don’t know any spells. Look, Mr Wickens, if everything is magic, how come magic won’t work on everything? Like this, for instance—”


He took a shiny quartz pebble out of his pocket and laid it on the desk.


Nudging it with his finger, he said:




Stone fly,


Rise on high,


Over cloud


And into sky.





The stone didn’t move.


“You see, sir? If words work on broomsticks, they should work on stones, too.”


Mr Wickens stared at the stone. Suddenly it quivered and jumped into the air.


“That’s different,” said Porgie. “You took hold of it with your mind. Anybody can do that with little things. What I want to know is why the words won’t work by themselves.”


“We just don’t know enough yet,” said Mr Wickens impatiently. He released the stone and it clicked on the desktop. “Every year we learn a little more. Maybe by your children’s time we’ll find the incantation that will make everything lift.” He sniffed. “What do you want to make stones fly for, anyhow? You get into enough trouble just throwing them.”


Porgie’s brow furrowed. “There’s a difference between making a thing do something, like when I lift it with my hand or mind, and putting a spell on it so it does the work by itself, like a broomstick.”


There was a long silence in the study as each thought his own thoughts.


Finally Mr Wickens said, “I don’t want to bring up the unpleasant past, Porgie, but it would be well to remember what happened to your father. His doubts came later than yours – for a while he was my most promising student – but they were just as strong.”


He opened a desk drawer, fumbled in it for a moment, and brought out a sheaf of papers yellow with age. “This is the paper that damned him: ‘An Enquiry into Non-Magical Methods of Levitation’. He wrote it to qualify for his Junior Adeptship.” He threw the paper down in front of Porgie as if the touch of it defiled his fingers.


Porgie started to pick it up.


Mr Wickens roared, “Don’t touch it! It contains blasphemy!”


Porgie snatched back his hand. He looked at the top paper and saw a neat sketch of something that looked like a bird – except that it had two sets of wings, one in front and one in back.


Mr Wickens put the papers back in the desk drawer. His disapproving eyes caught and held Porgie’s as he said, “If you want to go the way of your father, none of us can stop you.” His voice rose sternly, “But there is one who can . . . Remember the Black Man, Porgie, for his walk is terrible! There are fires in his eyes and no spell may defend you against him. When he came for your father, there was darkness at noon and a high screaming. When the sunlight came back, they were gone – and it is not good to think where.”


Mr Wickens shook his head as if overcome at the memory and pointed towards the door. “Think before you act, Porgie. Think well!”


Porgie was thinking as he left, but more about the sketch in his father’s paper than about the Black Man.


The orange crate with the two boards across it for wings had looked something like his father’s drawing, but appearances had been deceiving. Porgie sat on the back steps of his house feeling sorry for himself and alternately rubbing two tender spots on his anatomy. Though they were at opposite ends, and had different immediate causes, they both grew out of the same thing. His bottom was sore as a result of a liberal application of his uncle’s hand. His swollen nose came from an aerial crack-up.


He’d hoisted his laboriously contrived machine to the top of the woodshed and taken a flying leap in it. The expected soaring glide hadn’t materialized. Instead, there had been a sickening fall, a splintering crash, a momentary whirling of stars as his nose banged into something hard.


He wished now he hadn’t invited Bull Pup to witness his triumph, because the story’d got right back to his uncle – with the usual results.


Just to be sure the lesson was pounded home, his uncle had taken away his broomstick for a week – and just so Porgie wouldn’t sneak out, he’d put a spell on it before locking it away in the closet.


“Didn’t feel like flying, anyway,” Porgie said sulkily to himself, but the pretence wasn’t strong enough to cover up the loss. The gang was going over to Red Rocks to chase bats as soon as the sun went down, and he wanted to go along.


He shaded his eyes and looked towards the western wall as he heard a distant halloo of laughing voices. They were coming in high and fast on their broomsticks. He went back to the woodshed so they wouldn’t see him. He was glad he had when they swung low and began to circle the house yelling for him and Bull Pup. They kept hooting and shouting until Homer flew out of his bedroom window to join them.


“Porgie can’t come,” he yelled. “He got licked and Dad took his broom away from him. Come on, gang!”


With a quick looping climb, he took the lead and they went hedge-hopping off towards Red Rocks. Bull Pup had been top dog ever since he got his big stick. He’d zoom up to 500 feet, hang from his broom by his knees and then let go. Down he’d plummet, his arms spread and body arched as if he were making a swan dive – and then, when the ground wasn’t more than 100 feet away, he’d call and his broomstick would arrow down after him and slide between his legs, lifting him up in a great sweeping arc that barely cleared the treetops.


“Show-off!” muttered Porgie and shut the woodshed door on the vanishing stick-riders.


Over on the workbench sat the little model of paper and sticks that had got him into trouble in the first place. He picked it up and gave it a quick shove into the air with his hands. It dived towards the floor and then, as it picked up speed, tilted its nose towards the ceiling and made a graceful loop in the air. Levelling off, it made a sudden veer to the left and crashed against the woodshed wall. A wing splintered.


Porgie went to pick it up. Maybe what works for little things doesn’t work for big ones, he thought sourly. The orange crate and the crossed boards had been as close an approximation of the model as he had been able to make. Listlessly, he put the broken glider back on his workbench and went outside. Maybe Mr Wickens and his uncle and all the rest were right. Maybe there was only one road to follow.


He did a little thinking about it and came to a conclusion that brought forth a secret grin. He’d do it their way – but there wasn’t any reason why he couldn’t hurry things up a bit. Waiting for his grandchildren to work things out wasn’t getting him over the wall.


Tomorrow, after school, he’d start working on his new idea, and this time maybe he’d find the way.


In the kitchen, his uncle and aunt were arguing about him. Porgie paused in the hall that led to the front room and listened.


“Do you think I like to lick the kid? I’m not some kind of an ogre. It hurt me more than it hurt him.”


“I notice you were able to sit down afterwards,” said Aunt Olga dryly.


“Well, what else could I do? Mr Wickens didn’t come right out and say so, but he hinted that if Porgie didn’t stop mooning around, he might be dropped from school altogether. He’s having an unsettling effect on the other kids. Damn it, Olga, I’ve done everything for that boy I’ve done for my own son. What do you want me to do, stand back and let him end up like your brother?”


“You leave my brother out of this! No matter what Porgie does, you don’t have to beat him. He’s still only a little boy.”


There was a loud snort. “In case you’ve forgotten, dear, he had his thirteenth birthday last March. He’ll be a man pretty soon.”


“Then why don’t you have a man-to-man talk with him?”


“Haven’t I tried? You know what happens every time. He gets off with those crazy questions and ideas of his and I lose my temper and pretty soon we’re back where we started.” He threw up his hands. “I don’t know what to do with him. Maybe that fall he had this afternoon will do some good. I think he had a scare thrown into him that he won’t forget for a long time. Where’s Bull Pup?”


“Can’t you call him Homer? It’s bad enough having his friends call him by that horrible name. He went out to Red Rocks with the other kids. They’re having a bat hunt or something.”


Porgie’s uncle grunted and got up. “I don’t see why that kid can’t stay at home at night for a change. I’m going in the front room and read the paper.”


Porgie was already there, flipping the pages of his schoolbooks and looking studious. His uncle settled down in his easy chair, opened his paper, and lit his pipe. He reached out to put the charred match in the ashtray, and as usual the ashtray wasn’t there.


“Damn that woman,” he muttered to himself and raised his voice: “Porgie.”


“Yes, Uncle Veryl?”


“Bring me an ashtray from the kitchen, will you please? Your aunt has them all out there again.”


“Sure thing,” said Porgie and shut his eyes. He thought of the kitchen until a picture of it was crystal-clear in his mind. The beaten copper ashtray was sitting beside the sink where his aunt had left it after she had washed it out. He squinted the little eye inside his head, stared hard at the copper bowl, and whispered:




Ashtray fly,


Follow eye.





Simultaneously he lifted with his mind. The ashtray quivered and rose slowly into the air.


Keeping it firmly suspended, Porgie quickly visualized the kitchen door and the hallway and drifted it through.


“Porgie!” came his uncle’s angry voice.


Porgie jumped, and there was a crash in the hallway outside as the bowl was suddenly released and crashed to the floor.


“How many times have I told you not to levitate around the house? If it’s too much work to go out to the kitchen, tell me and I’ll do it myself.”


“I was just practising,” mumbled Porgie defensively.


“Well, practise outside. You’ve got the walls all scratched up from banging things against them. You know you shouldn’t fool around with telekinesis outside sight range until you’ve mastered full visualization. Now go and get me that ashtray.”


Crestfallen, Porgie went out the door into the hall. When he saw where the ashtray had fallen, he gave a silent whistle. Instead of coming down the centre of the hall, it had been 3 feet off course and heading directly for the hall table when he let it fall. In another second, it would have smashed into his aunt’s precious black alabaster vase.


“Here it is, Uncle,” he said, taking it into the front room. “I’m sorry.”


His uncle looked at his unhappy face, sighed and reached out and tousled his head affectionately.


“Buck up, Porgie. I’m sorry I had to paddle you this afternoon. It was for your own good. Your aunt and I don’t want you to get into any serious trouble. You know what folks think about machines.” He screwed up his face as if he’d said a dirty word. “Now, back to your books – we’ll forget all about what happened today. Just remember this, Porgie: if there’s anything you want to know, don’t go fooling around on your own. Come and ask me, and we’ll have a man-to-man talk.”


Porgie brightened. “There’s something I have been wondering about.”


“Yes?” said his uncle encouragingly.


“How many eagles would it take to lift a fellow high enough to see what was on the other side of the wall?”


Uncle Veryl counted to ten – very slowly.


The next day Porgie went to work on his new project. As soon as school was out, he went over to the public library and climbed upstairs to the main circulation room.


“Little boys are not allowed in this section,” the librarian said. “The children’s division is downstairs.”


“But I need a book,” protested Porgie. “A book on how to fly.”


“This section is only for adults.”


Porgie did some fast thinking. “My uncle can take books from here, can’t he?”


“I suppose so.”


“And he could send me over to get something for him, couldn’t he?”


The librarian nodded reluctantly.


Porgie prided himself on never lying. If the librarian chose to misconstrue his questions, it was her fault, not his.


“Well, then,” he said, “do you have any books on how to make things fly in the air?”


“What kind of things?”


“Things like birds.”


“Birds don’t have to be made to fly. They’re born that way.”


“I don’t mean real birds,” said Porgie. “I mean birds you make.”


“Oh, Animation. Just a second, let me visualize.” She shut her eyes and a card catalogue across the room opened and shut one drawer after another. “Ah, that might be what he’s looking for,” she murmured after a moment, and concentrated again. A large brass-bound book came flying out of the stacks and came to rest on the desk in front of her. She pulled the index card out of the pocket in the back and shoved it towards Porgie. “Sign your uncle’s name here.”


He did and then, hugging the book to his chest, got out of the library as quickly as he could.


By the time Porgie had worked three-quarters of the way through the book, he was about ready to give up in despair. It was all grown-up magic. Each set of instructions he ran into either used words he didn’t understand or called for unobtainable ingredients like powdered unicorn horns and the blood of redheaded female virgins.


He didn’t know what a virgin was – all his uncle’s encyclopedia had to say on the subject was that they were the only ones who could ride unicorns – but there was a redhead by the name of Dorothy Boggs who lived down the road a piece. He had a feeling, however, that neither she nor her family would take kindly to a request for 2 quarts of blood, so he kept on searching through the book. Almost at the very end he found a set of instructions he thought he could follow.


It took him two days to get the ingredients together. The only thing that gave him trouble was finding a toad; the rest of the stuff, though mostly nasty and odoriferous, was obtained with little difficulty. The date and exact time of the experiment was important and he surprised Mr Wickens by taking a sudden interest in his Practical Astrology course.


At last, after laborious computations, he decided everything was ready.


Late that night, he slipped out of bed, opened his bedroom door a crack, and listened. Except for the usual night noises and resonant snores from Uncle Veryl’s room, the house was silent. He shut the door carefully and got his broomstick from the closet – Uncle Veryl had relented about that week’s punishment.


Silently he drifted out through his open window and across the yard to the woodshed.


Once inside, he checked carefully to see that all the windows were covered. Then he lit a candle. He pulled a loose floorboard up and removed the book and his assembled ingredients. Quickly, he made the initial preparations.


First there was the matter of moulding the clay he had taken from the graveyard into a rough semblance of a bird. Then, after sticking several white feathers obtained from last Sunday’s chicken into each side of the figure to make wings, he anointed it with a noxious mixture he had prepared in advance.


The moon was just setting behind the wall when he began the incantation. Candlelight flickered on the pages of the old book as he slowly and carefully pronounced the difficult words.


When it came time for the business with the toad, he almost didn’t have the heart to go through with it; but he steeled himself and did what was necessary. Then, wincing, he jabbed his forefinger with a pin and slowly dropped the requisite three drops of blood down on the crude clay figure. He whispered:




Clay of graveyard,
White cock’s feather,
Eye of toad,
Rise together!





Breathlessly he waited. He seemed to be in the middle of a circle of silence. The wind in the trees outside had stopped and there was only the sound of his own quick breathing. As the candlelight rippled, the clay figure seemed to quiver slightly as if it were hunching for flight.


Porgie bent closer, tense with anticipation. In his mind’s eye, he saw himself building a giant bird with wings powerful enough to lift him over the wall around the world. Swooping low over the schoolhouse during recess, he would wave his hands in a condescending gesture of farewell, and then as the kids hopped on their sticks and tried to follow him, he would rise higher and higher until he had passed the ceiling of their brooms and left them circling impotently below him. At last he would sweep over the wall with hundreds of feet to spare, over it and then down – down into the great unknown.


The candle flame stopped flickering and stood steady and clear. Beside it, the clay bird squatted, lifeless and motionless.


Minutes ticked by and Porgie gradually saw it for what it was – a smelly clod of dirt with a few feathers tucked in it. There were tears in his eyes as he picked up the body of the dead toad and said softly, “I’m sorry.”


When he came in from burying it, he grasped the image of the clay bird tightly in his mind and sent it swinging angrily around the shed. Feathers fluttered behind it as it flew faster and faster until in disgust he released it and let it smash into the rough boards of the wall. It crumbled into a pile of foul-smelling trash and fell to the floor. He stirred it with his toe, hurt, angry, confused.


His broken glider still stood where he had left it on the far end of his workbench. He went over and picked it up.


“At least you flew by yourself,” he said, “and I didn’t have to kill any poor little toads to make you.”


Then he juggled it in his hand, feeling its weight, and began to wonder. It had occurred to him that maybe the wooden wings on his big orange-box glider had been too heavy.


Maybe if I could get some long, thin poles, he thought, and some cloth to put across the wings . . .


During the next three months, there was room in Porgie’s mind for only one thing: the machine he was building in the roomy old cave at the top of the long hill on the other side of Arnett’s grove. As a result, he kept slipping further and further behind at school.


Things at home weren’t too pleasant, either; Bull Pup felt it was his duty to keep his parents fully informed of Porgie’s shortcomings. Porgie didn’t care, though. He was too busy. Every minute he could steal was spent in either collecting materials or putting them together.


The afternoon the machine was finally finished, he could hardly tear himself away from it long enough to go home for dinner. He was barely able to choke down his food, and didn’t even wait for dessert.


He sat on the grass in front of the cave, waiting for darkness. Below, little twinkling lights marked the villages that stretched across the plain for a full 40 miles. Enclosing them like encircling arms stretched the dark and forbidding mass of the wall. No matter where he looked, it stood high against the night. He followed its curve with his eyes until he had turned completely around, and then he shook his fist at it.


Patting the ungainly mass of the machine that rested on the grass beside him, he whispered fiercely, “I’ll get over you yet. Old Eagle here will take me!”


Old Eagle was an awkward, boxkite-like affair; but to Porgie she was a thing of beauty. She had an uncovered fuselage composed of four long poles braced together to make a rectangular frame, at each end of which was fastened a large wing.


When it was dark enough, he climbed into the open frame and reached down and grabbed hold of the two lower members. Grunting, he lifted until the two upper ones rested under his armpits. There was padding there to support his weight comfortably once he was airborne. The bottom of the machine was level with his waist and the rest of him hung free. According to his thinking, he should be able to control his flight by swinging his legs. If he swung forward, the shifting weight should tilt the nose down; if he swung back, it should go up.


There was only one way to find out if his ifs were right. The Eagle was a heavy contraption. He walked awkwardly to the top of the hill, the cords standing out on his neck. He was scared as he looked down the long steep slope that stretched out before him – so scared that he was having trouble breathing. He swallowed twice in a vain attempt to moisten his dry throat, and then lunged forward, fighting desperately to keep his balance as his wobbling steps gradually picked up speed.


Faster he went, and faster, his steps turning into leaps as the wing surfaces gradually took hold. His toes scraped through the long grass and then they were dangling in free air.


He was aloft.


Not daring even to move his head, he slanted his eyes down and to the left. The earth was slipping rapidly by a dozen feet below him. Slowly and cautiously, he swung his feet back. As the weight shifted, the nose of the glider rose. Up, up he went, until he felt a sudden slowing down and a clumsiness of motion. Almost instinctively, he leaned forward again, pointing the nose down in a swift dip to regain flying speed.


By the time he reached the bottom of the hill, he was 150 feet up. Experimentally, he swung his feet a little to the left. The glider dipped slightly and turned. Soaring over a clump of trees, he felt a sudden lifting as an updraught caught him.


Up he went – 10, 20, 30 feet – and then slowly began to settle again.


The landing wasn’t easy. More by luck than by skill, he came down in the long grass of the meadow with no more damage than a few bruises. He sat for a moment and rested, his head spinning with excitement. He had flown like a bird, without his stick, without uttering a word. There were other ways than magic!


His elation suddenly faded with the realization that, while gliding down was fun, the way over the wall was up. Also, and of more immediate importance, he was half a mile from the cave with a contraption so heavy and unwieldy that he could never hope to haul it all the way back up the hill by himself. If he didn’t get it out of sight by morning, there was going to be trouble, serious trouble. People took an unpleasant view of machines and those who built them.


Broomsticks, he decided, had certain advantages, after all. They might not fly very high, but at least you didn’t have to walk home from a ride.


If I just had a great big broomstick, he thought, I could lift the Eagle up with it and fly her home.


He jumped to his feet. It might work!


He ran back up the hill as fast as he could and finally, very much out of breath, reached the entrance of the cave. Without waiting to get back his wind, he jumped on his stick and flew down to the stranded glider.


Five minutes later, he stepped back and said:




Broomstick fly,
Rise on high,
Over cloud
And into sky.





It didn’t fly. It couldn’t. Porgie had lashed it to the framework of the Eagle. When he grabbed hold of the machine and lifted, nine-tenths of its weight was gone, cancelled out by the broomstick’s lifting power.


He towed it back up the hill and shoved it into the cave. Then he looked uneasily at the sky. It was later than he had thought. He should be home and in bed – but when he thought of the feeling of power he had had in his flight, he couldn’t resist hauling the Eagle back out again.


After checking the broomstick to be sure it was still fastened tightly to the frame, he went swooping down the hill again. This time when he hit the thermal over the clump of trees, he was pushed up 100 feet before he lost it. He curved through the darkness until he found it again and then circled tightly within it.


Higher he went and higher, higher than any broomstick had ever gone!


When he started to head back, though, he didn’t have such an easy time of it. Twice he was caught in downdraughts that almost grounded him before he was able to break loose from the tugging winds. Only the lifting power of his broomstick enabled him to stay aloft. With it bearing most of the load, the Eagle was so light that it took just a flutter of air to sweep her up again.


He landed the glider a stone’s throw from the mouth of his cave.


Tomorrow night! he thought exultantly as he unleashed his broomstick. Tomorrow night!


There was a tomorrow night, and many nights after that. The Eagle was sensitive to every updraught, and with care he found he could remain aloft for hours, riding from thermal to thermal. It was hard to keep his secret, hard to keep from shouting the news, but he had to. He slipped out at night to practise, slipping back in again before sunrise to get what sleep he could.


He circled the day of his fourteenth birthday in red and waited. He had a reason for waiting.


In the world within the wall, fourteenth birthdays marked the boundary between the little and the big, between being a big child and a small man. Most important, they marked the time when one was taken to the Great Tower where the Adepts lived and given a full-sized broomstick powered by the most potent of spells, sticks that would climb to a full 600 feet, twice the height that could be reached by the smaller ones the youngsters rode.


Porgie needed a man-sized stick, needed that extra power, for he had found that only the strongest of updraughts would lift him past the 300-foot ceiling where the lifting power of his little broomstick gave out. He had to get up almost as high as the wall before he could make it across the wide expanse of flat plain that separated him from the box canyon where the great wind waited.


So he counted the slowly passing days and practised flying during the rapidly passing nights.


The afternoon of his fourteenth birthday found Porgie sitting on the front steps expectantly, dressed in his best and waiting for his uncle to come out of the house. Bull Pup came out and sat down beside him.


“The gang’s having a coven up on top of old Baldy tonight,” he said. “Too bad you can’t come.”


“I can go if I want to,” said Porgie.


“How?” said Bull Pup and snickered. “You going to grow wings and fly? Old Baldy’s 500 feet up and your kid stick won’t lift you that high.”


“Today’s my birthday.”


“You think you’re going to get a new stick?”


Porgie nodded.


“Well, you ain’t. I heard Mom and Dad talking. Dad’s mad because you flunked Alchemy. He said you had to be taught a lesson.”


Porgie felt sick inside, but he wouldn’t let Bull Pup have the satisfaction of knowing it.


“I don’t care,” he said. “I’ll go to the coven if I want to. You just wait and see.”


Bull Pup was laughing when he hopped on his stick and took off down the street. Porgie waited an hour, but his uncle didn’t come out.


He went into the house. Nobody said anything about his new broomstick until after supper. Then his uncle called him into the living room and told him he wasn’t getting it.


“But, Uncle Veryl, you promised!”


“It was a conditional promise, Porgie. There was a big if attached to it. Do you remember what it was?”


Porgie looked down at the floor and scuffed one toe on the worn carpet. “I tried.”


“Did you really, son?” His uncle’s eyes were stern but compassionate. “Were you trying when you fell asleep in school today? I’ve tried talking with you and I’ve tried whipping you and neither seems to work. Maybe this will. Now you run upstairs and get started on your studies. When you can show me that your marks are improving, we’ll talk about getting you a new broomstick. Until then, the old one will have to do.”


Porgie knew that he was too big to cry, but when he got to his room, he couldn’t help it. He was stretched out on his bed with his face buried in the pillows when he heard a hiss from the window. He looked up to see Bull Pup sitting on his stick, grinning malevolently at him.


“What do you want?” sniffed Porgie.


“Only little kids cry,” said Bull Pup.


“I wasn’t crying. I got a cold.”


“I just saw Mr Wickens. He was coming out of that old cave back of Arnett’s grove. He’s going to get the Black Man, I’ll bet.”


“I don’t know anything about that old cave,” said Porgie, sitting bolt upright on his bed.


“Oh, yes, you do. I followed you up there one day. You got a machine in there. I told Mr Wickens and he gave me a quarter. He was real interested.”


Porgie jumped from his bed and ran towards the window, his face red and his fists doubled. “I’ll fix you!”


Bull Pup backed his broomstick just out of Porgie’s reach, and then stuck his thumbs in his ears and waggled his fingers. When Porgie started to throw things, he gave a final taunt and swooped away towards old Baldy and the coven.


Porgie’s uncle was just about to go out in the kitchen and fix himself a sandwich when the doorbell rang. Grumbling, he went out into the front hall. Mr Wickens was at the door. He came into the house and stood blinking in the light. He seemed uncertain as to just how to begin.


“I’ve got bad news for you,” he said finally. “It’s about Porgie. Is your wife still up?”


Porgie’s uncle nodded anxiously.


“She’d better hear this, too.”


Aunt Olga put down her knitting when they came into the living room.


“You’re out late, Mr Wickens.”


“It’s not of my own choosing.”


“Porgie’s done something again,” said his uncle.


Aunt Olga sighed. “What is it this time?”


Mr Wickens hesitated, cleared his throat, and finally spoke in a low, hushed voice: “Porgie’s built a machine. The Black Man told me. He’s coming after the boy tonight.”


Uncle Veryl dashed up the stairs to find Porgie. He wasn’t in his room.


Aunt Olga just sat in her chair and cried shrilly.


The moon stood high and silver-lit the whole countryside. Porgie could make out the world far below him almost as if it were day. Miles to his left, he saw the little flickering fires on top of old Baldy where the kids were holding their coven. He fought an impulse and then succumbed to it. He circled the Eagle over a clump of trees until the strong rising currents lifted him almost to the height of the wall. Then he twisted his body and banked over towards the distant red glowing fires.


Minutes later, he went silently over them at 800 feet, feeling out the air currents around the rocks. There was a sharp downdraught on the far side of Baldy that dropped him suddenly when he glided into it, but he made a quick turn and found untroubled air before he fell too far. On the other side, towards the box canyon, he found what he wanted, a strong, rising current that seemed to have no upward limits.


He fixed its location carefully in his mind and then began to circle down towards the coven. Soon he was close enough to make out individual forms sitting silently around their little fires.


“Hey, Bull Pup,” he yelled at the top of his lungs.


A stocky figure jumped to its feet and looked wildly around for the source of the ghostly voice.


“Up here!”


Porgie reached in his pocket, pulled out a small pebble and chucked it down. It cracked against a shelf of rock 4 feet from Bull Pup. Porgie’s cousin let out a howl of fear. The rest of the kids jumped up and reared back their heads at the night sky, their eyes blinded by firelight.


“I told you I could come to the coven if I wanted to,” yelled Porgie, “but now I don’t. I don’t have any time for kid stuff; I’m going over the wall!”


During his last pass over the plateau he wasn’t more than 30 feet up. As he leaned over, his face was clearly visible in the firelight.


Placing one thumb to his nose, he waggled his fingers and chanted, “Nyah, nyah, nyah, you can’t catch me!”


His feet were almost scraping the ground as he glided over the drop-off. There was an anxious second of waiting and then he felt the sure, steady thrust of the up-current against his wings.


He looked back. The gang was milling around, trying to figure out what had happened. There was an angry shout of command from Bull Pup, and after a moment of confused hesitation they all made for their brooms and swooped up into the air.


Porgie mentally gauged his altitude and then relaxed. He was almost at their ceiling and would be above it before they reached him.


He flattened out his glide and yelled, “Come on up! Only little kids play that low!”


Bull Pup’s stick wouldn’t rise any higher. He circled impotently, shaking his fist at the machine that rode serenely above him.


“You just wait,” he yelled. “You can’t stay up there all night. You got to come down some time, and when you do, we’ll be waiting for you.”


“Nyah, nyah, nyah,” chanted Porgie and mounted higher into the moonlit night.


When the updraught gave out, he wasn’t as high as he wanted to be, but there wasn’t anything he could do about it. He turned and started a flat glide across the level plain towards the box canyon. He wished now that he had left Bull Pup and the other kids alone. They were following along below him. If he dropped down to their level before the canyon winds caught him, he was in trouble.


He tried to flatten his glide still more, but instead of saving altitude, he went into a stall that dropped him 100 feet before he was able to regain control. He saw now that he could never make it without dropping to Bull Pup’s level.


Bull Pup saw it, too, and let out an exultant yell: “Just you wait! You’re going to get it good!”


Porgie peered over the side into the darkness where his cousin rode, his pug face gleaming palely in the moonlight.


“Leave him alone, gang,” Bull Pup shouted. “He’s mine!”


The rest pulled back and circled slowly as the Eagle glided quietly down among them. Bull Pup darted in and rode right alongside Porgie.


He pointed savagely towards the ground: “Go down or I’ll knock you down!”


Porgie kicked at him, almost upsetting his machine. He wasn’t fast enough. Bull Pup dodged easily. He made a wide circle and came back, reaching out and grabbing the far end of the Eagle’s front wing. Slowly and maliciously, he began to jerk it up and down, twisting violently as he did so.


“Get down,” he yelled, “or I’ll break it off!”


Porgie almost lost his head as the wrenching threatened to throw him out of control.


“Let go!” he screamed, his voice cracking.


Bull Pup’s face had a strange excited look on it as he gave the wing another jerk. The rest of the boys were becoming frightened as they saw what was happening.


“Quit it, Bull Pup!” somebody called. “Do you want to kill him?”


“Shut up or you’ll get a dose of the same!”


Porgie fought to clear his head. His broomstick was tied to the frame of the Eagle so securely that he would never be able to free it in time to save himself. He stared into the darkness until he caught the picture of Bull Pup’s broomstick sharply in his mind. He’d never tried to handle anything that big before, but it was that or nothing.


Tensing suddenly, he clamped his mind down on the picture and held it hard. He knew that words didn’t help, but he uttered them anyway:




Broomstick stop,
Flip and flop!





There was a sharp tearing pain in his head. He gritted his teeth and held on, fighting desperately against the red haze that threatened to swallow him. Suddenly there was a half-startled, half-frightened squawk from his left wingtip, and Bull Pup’s stick jerked to an abrupt halt, gyrating so madly that its rider could hardly hang on.


“All right, the rest of you,” screamed Porgie. “Get going or I’ll do the same thing to you!”


They got, arcing away in terrified disorder. Porgie watched as they formed a frightened semicircle around the blubbering Bull Pup. With a sigh of relief, he let go with his mind.


As he left them behind in the night, he turned his head back and yelled weakly, “Nyah, nyah, nyah, you can’t catch me!”


He was only 50 feet off the ground when he glided into the far end of the box canyon and was suddenly caught by the strong updraught. As he soared in a tight spiral, he slumped down against the arm-rests, his whole body shaking in delayed reaction.


The lashings that held the front wing to the frame were dangerously loose from the manhandling they had received. One more tug and the whole wing might have twisted back, dumping him down on the sharp rocks below. Shudders ran through the Eagle as the supports shook in their loose bonds. He clamped both hands around the place where the rear wing spar crossed the frame and tried to steady it.


He felt his stick’s lifting power give out at 300 feet. The Eagle felt clumsy and heavy, but the current was still enough to carry him slowly upwards. Foot by foot he rose towards the top of the wall, losing a precious 100 feet once when he spiralled out of the updraught and had to circle to find it. A wisp of cloud curled down from the top of the wall and he felt a moment of panic as he climbed into it.


Momentarily, there was no left or right or up or down. Only damp whiteness. He had the feeling that the Eagle was falling out of control; but he kept steady, relying on the feel for the air he had got during his many practice flights.


The lashings had loosened more. The full strength of his hands wasn’t enough to keep the wing from shuddering and trembling. He struggled resolutely to maintain control of ship and self against the strong temptation to lean forward and throw the Eagle into a shallow dive that would take him back to normalcy and safety.


He was almost at the end of his resolution when with dramatic suddenness he glided out of the cloud into the clear moon-touched night. The up-current under him seemed to have lessened. He banked in a gentle arc, trying to find the centre of it again.


As he turned, he became aware of something strange, something different, something almost frightening. For the first time in his life, there was no wall to block his vision, no vast black line stretching through the night.


He was above it!


There was no time for looking. With a loud ping, one of the lashings parted and the leading edge of the front wing flapped violently. The glider began to pitch and yaw, threatening to nose over into a plummeting dive. He fought for mastery, swinging his legs like desperate pendulums as he tried to correct the erratic side swings that threatened to throw him out of control. As he fought, he headed for the wall.


If he were to fall, it would be on the other side. At least he would cheat old Mr Wickens and the Black Man.


Now he was directly over the wall. It stretched like a wide road underneath him, its smooth top black and shining in the moonlight. Acting on quick impulse, he threw his body savagely forward and to the right. The ungainly machine dipped abruptly and dived towards the black surface beneath it.


Eighty feet, 70, 60, 50 – he had no room to manoeuvre, there would be no second chance – 30, 20—


He threw his weight back, jerking the nose of the Eagle suddenly up. For a precious second the wings held, there was a sharp breaking of his fall; then, with a loud, cracking noise, the front wing buckled back in his face. There was a moment of blind whirling fall and a splintering crash that threw him into darkness.


Slowly, groggily, Porgie pulled himself up out of the broken wreckage. The Eagle had made her last flight. She perched precariously, so near the outside edge of the wall that part of her rear wing stretched out over nothingness.


Porgie crawled cautiously across the slippery wet surface of the top of the wall until he reached the centre. There he crouched down to wait for morning. He was exhausted, his body so drained of energy that in spite of himself he kept slipping into an uneasy sleep.


Each time he did, he’d struggle back to consciousness trying to escape the nightmare figures that scampered through his brain. He was falling, pursued by wheeling, batlike figures with pug faces. He was in a tiny room and the walls were inching in towards him and he could hear the voice of Bull Pup in the distance chanting, “You’re going to get it.” And then the room turned into a long, dark corridor and he was running. Mr Wickens was close behind him, and he had long, sharp teeth and he kept yelling, “Porgie! Porgie!”


He shuddered back to wakefulness, crawled to the far edge of the wall and, hanging his head over, tried to look down at the outside world. The clouds had boiled up and there was nothing underneath him but grey blankness hiding the sheer 1,000-foot drop. He crawled back to his old spot and looked towards the east, praying for the first sign of dawn. There was only blackness there.


He started to doze off again and once more he heard the voice: “Porgie! Porgie!”


He opened his eyes and sat up. The voice was still calling, even though he was awake. It seemed to be coming from high up and far away.


It came closer, closer, and suddenly he saw it in the darkness – a black figure wheeling above the wall like a giant crow. Down it came, nearer and nearer, a man in black with arms outstretched and long fingers hooked like talons!


Porgie scrambled to his feet and ran, his feet skidding on the slippery surface. He looked back over his shoulder. The black figure was almost on top of him. Porgie dodged desperately and slipped.


He felt himselt shoot across the slippery surface towards the edge of the wall. He clawed, scrabbling for purchase. He couldn’t stop. One moment he felt wet coldness slipping away under him; the next, nothingness as he shot out into the dark and empty air.


He spun slowly as he fell. First the clouds were under him and then they tipped and the star-flecked sky took their places. He felt cradled, suspended in time. There was no terror. There was nothing.


Nothing – until suddenly the sky above him was blotted out by a plummeting black figure that swooped down on him, hawk-like and horrible.


Porgie kicked wildly. One foot slammed into something solid and for an instant he was free. Then strong arms circled him from behind and he was jerked out of the nothingness into a world of falling and fear.


There was a sudden strain on his chest and then he felt himself being lifted. He was set down gently on the top of the wall.


He stood defiant, head erect, and faced the black figure.


“I won’t go back. You can’t make me go back.”


“You don’t have to go back, Porgie.”


He couldn’t see the hooded face, but the voice sounded strangely familiar.


“You’ve earned your right to see what’s on the other side,” it said. Then the figure laughed and threw back the hood that partially covered its face.


In the bright moonlight, Porgie saw Mr Wickens!


The schoolmaster nodded cheerfully. “Yes, Porgie, I’m the Black Man. Bit of a shock, isn’t it?”


Porgie sat down suddenly.


“I’m from the Outside,” said Mr Wickens, seating himself carefully on the slick black surface. “I guess you could call me a sort of observer.”


Porgie’s spinning mind couldn’t catch up with the new ideas that were being thrown at him. “Observer?” he said uncomprehendingly. “Outside?”


“Outside. That’s where you’ll be spending your next few years. I don’t think you’ll find life better there, and I don’t think you’ll find it worse. It’ll be different, though, I can guarantee that.” He chuckled. “Do you remember what I said to you in my office that day – that man can’t follow two paths at once, that mind and nature are bound to conflict? That’s true, but it’s also false. You can have both, but it takes two worlds to do it.


“Outside, where you’re going, is the world of the machines. It’s a good world, too. But the men who live there saw a long time ago that they were paying a price for it; that control over nature meant that the forces of the mind were neglected, for the machine is a thing of logic and reason, but miracles aren’t. Not yet. So they built the wall and they placed people within it and gave them such books and such laws as would ensure development of the powers of the mind. At least they hoped it would work that way – and it did.”


“But – but why the wall?” asked Porgie.


“Because their guess was right. There is magic.” He pulled a bunch of keys from his pocket. “Lift it, Porgie.”


Porgie stared at it until he had the picture in his mind and then let his mind take hold, pulling with invisible hands until the keys hung high in the air. Then he dropped them back into Mr Wickens’s hand.


“What was that for?”


“Outsiders can’t do that,” said the schoolmaster. “And they can’t do conscious telepathy – what you call mind-talk – either. They can’t because they really don’t believe such things can be done. The people inside the wall do, for they live in an atmosphere of magic. But once these things are worked out, and become simply a matter of training and method, then the ritual, the mumbo-jumbo, the deeply ingrained belief in the existence of supernatural forces will be no longer necessary.


“These phenomena will be only tools that anybody can be trained to use, and the crutches can be thrown away. Then the wall will come tumbling down. But until then” – he stopped and frowned in mock severity – “there will always be a Black Man around to see that the people inside don’t split themselves up the middle trying to walk down two roads at once.”


There was a lingering doubt in Porgie’s eyes. “But you flew without a machine.”


The Black Man opened his cloak and displayed a small, gleaming disc that was strapped to his chest. He tapped it. “A machine, Porgie. A machine, just like your glider, only of a different sort and much better. It’s almost as good as levitation. Mind and nature . . . magic and science . . . they’ll get together eventually.”


He wrapped his cloak about him again. “It’s cold up here. Shall we go? Tomorrow is time enough to find out what is outside the wall that goes around the world.”


“Can’t we wait until the clouds lift?” asked Porgie wistfully. “I’d sort of like to see it for the first time from up here.”


“We could,” said Mr Wickens, “but there is somebody you haven’t seen for a long time waiting for you down there. If we stay up here, he’ll be worried.”


Porgie looked up blankly. “I don’t know anybody Outside. I—” He stopped suddenly. He felt as if he were about to explode. “Not my father!”


“Who else? He came out the easy way. Come, now, let’s go and show him what kind of man his son has grown up to be. Are you ready?”


“I’m ready,” said Porgie.


“Then help me drag your contraption over to the other side of the wall so we can drop it inside. When the folk find the wreckage in the morning, they’ll know what the Black Man does to those who build machines instead of tending to their proper business. It should have a salutary effect on Bull Pup and the others.”


He walked over to the wreckage of the Eagle and began to tug at it.


“Wait,” said Porgie. “Let me.” He stared at the broken glider until his eyes began to burn. Then he gripped and pulled.


Slowly, with an increasing consciousness of mastery, he lifted until the glider floated free and was rocking gently in the slight breeze that rippled across the top of the great wall. Then, with a sudden shove, he swung it far out over the abyss and released it.


The two stood silently, side by side, watching the Eagle pitch downwards on broken wings. When it was lost in the darkness below, Mr Wickens took Porgie in his strong arms and stepped confidently to the edge of the wall.


“Wait a second,” said Porgie, remembering a day in the schoolmaster’s study and a switch that had come floating obediently down through the air. “If you’re from Outside, how come you can do lifting?”


Mr Wickens grinned. “Oh, I was born Inside. I went over the Wall for the first time when I was just a little older than you are now.”


“In a glider?” asked Porgie.


“No,” said the Black Man, his face perfectly sober. “I went out and caught myself a half-dozen eagles.”
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A Boat-Song from West Havnor




Where my love is going


There will I go.


Where his boat is rowing


I will row.


We will laugh together,


Together we will cry.


If he lives I will live,


If he dies I die.


Where my love is going


There will I go.


Where his boat is rowing


I will row.





IN THE WEST OF HAVNOR, among hills forested with oak and chestnut, is the town of Glade. A while ago, the rich man of that town was a merchant called Golden. Golden owned the mill that cut the oak boards for the ships they built in Havnor South Port and Havnor Great Port, he owned the biggest chestnut groves; he owned the carts and hired the carters that carried the timber and the chestnuts over the hills to be sold. He did very well from trees, and when his son was born, the mother said, “We could call him Chestnut, or Oak, maybe?” But the father said, “Diamond,” diamond being in his estimation the one thing more precious than gold.


So little Diamond grew up in the finest house in Glade, a fat, bright-eyed baby, a ruddy, cheerful boy. He had a sweet singing voice, a true ear, and a love of music, so that his mother, Tuly, called him Songsparrow and Skylark, among other loving names, for she never really did like Diamond. He trilled and carolled about the house, he knew any tune as soon as he heard it, and invented tunes when he heard none. His mother had the wise woman Tangle teach him The Creation of Éa and The Deed of the Young King, and at Sunreturn when he was eleven years old he sang the Winter Carol for the Lord of the Western Land, who was visiting his domain in the hills above Glade. The lord and his lady praised the boy’s singing and gave him a tiny gold box with a diamond set in the lid, which seemed a kind and pretty gift to Diamond and his mother. But Golden was a bit impatient with the singing and the trinkets. “There are more important things for you to do, son,” he said. “And greater prizes to be earned.”


Diamond thought his father meant the business – the loggers, the sawyers, the sawmill, the chestnut groves, the pickers, the carters, the carts – all that work and talk and planning, complicated, adult matters. He never felt that it had much to do with him, so how was he to have as much to do with it as his father expected? Maybe he’d find out when he grew up.


But in fact Golden wasn’t thinking only about the business. He had observed something about his son that had made him not exactly set his eyes higher than the business, but glance above it from time to time, and then shut his eyes.


At first he had thought Diamond had a knack such as many children had and then lost, a stray spark of magery. When he was a little boy, Golden himself had been able to make his own shadow shine and sparkle. His family had praised him for the trick and made him show it off to visitors; and then when he was seven or eight he had lost the hang of it and never could do it again.


When he saw Diamond come down the stairs without touching the stairs, he thought his eyes had deceived him, but a few days later, he saw the child float up the stairs, just a finger gliding along the oaken banister rail. “Can you do that coming down?” Golden asked, and Diamond said, “Oh, yes, like this,” and sailed back down smooth as a cloud on the south wind.


“How did you learn to do that?”


“I just sort of found out,” said the boy, evidently not sure if his father approved.


Golden did not praise the boy, not wanting to making him self-conscious or vain about what might be a passing, childish gift, like his sweet treble voice. There was too much fuss already made over that.


But a year or so later he saw Diamond out in the back garden with his playmate Rose. The children were squatting on their haunches, heads close together, laughing. Something intense or uncanny about them made him pause at the window on the stairs landing and watch them. A thing between them was leaping up and down: a frog? a toad? a big cricket? He went out into the garden and came up near them, moving so quietly, though he was a big man, that they in their absorption did not hear him. The thing that was hopping up and down on the grass between their bare toes was a rock. When Diamond raised his hand the rock jumped up in the air, and when he shook his hand a little the rock hovered in the air, and when he flipped his fingers downwards it fell to earth.


“Now you,” Diamond said to Rose, and she started to do what he had done, but the rock only twitched a little. “Oh,” she whispered, “there’s your dad.”


“That’s very clever,” Golden said.


“Di thought it up,” Rose said.


Golden did not like the child. She was both outspoken and defensive, both rash and timid. She was a girl, and a year younger than Diamond, and a witch’s daughter. He wished his son would play with boys his own age, his own sort, from the respectable families of Glade. Tuly insisted on calling the witch “the wise woman”, but a witch was a witch and her daughter was no fit companion for Diamond. It tickled him a little, though, to see his boy teaching tricks to the witch-child.


“What else can you do, Diamond?” he asked.


“Play the flute,” Diamond said promptly, and took out of his pocket the little fife his mother had given him for his twelfth birthday. He put it to his lips, his fingers danced, and he played a sweet, familiar tune from the western coast, “Where My Love Is Going”.


“Very nice,” said the father. “But anybody can play the fife, you know.”


Diamond glanced at Rose. The girl turned her head away, looking down.


“I learned it really quickly,” Diamond said.


Golden grunted, unimpressed.


“It can do it by itself,” Diamond said, and held out the fife away from his lips. His fingers danced on the stops, and the fife played a short jig. It hit several false notes and squealed on the last high note. “I haven’t got it right yet,” Diamond said, vexed and embarrassed.


“Pretty good, pretty good,” his father said. “Keep practising.” And he went on. He was not sure what he ought to have said. He did not want to encourage the boy to spend any more time on music, or with this girl, he spent too much already, and neither of them would help him get anywhere in life. But this gift, this undeniable gift – the rock hovering, the unblown fife – well, it would be wrong to make too much of it, but probably it should not be discouraged.


In Golden’s understanding, money was power, but not the only power. There were two others, one equal, one greater. There was birth. When the Lord of the Western Land came to his domain near Glade, Golden was glad to show him fealty. The lord was born to govern and to keep the peace, as Golden was born to deal with commerce and wealth, each in his place, and each, noble or common, if he served well and honestly, deserved honour and respect. But there were also lesser lords whom Golden could buy and sell, lend to or let beg, men born noble who deserved neither fealty nor honour. Power of birth and power of money were contingent, and must be earned lest they be lost.


But beyond the rich and the lordly were those called the Men of Power: the wizards. Their power, though little exercised, was absolute. In their hands lay the fate of the long-kingless kingdom of the Archipelago.


If Diamond had been born to that kind of power, if that was his gift, then all Golden’s dreams and plans of training him in the business, and having him help in expanding the carting route to a regular trade with South Port, and buying up the chestnut forests above Reche – all such plans dwindled into trifles. Might Diamond go (as his mother’s uncle had gone) to the School of Wizards on Roke Island? Might he (as that uncle had done) gain glory for his family and dominion over lord and commoner, becoming a Mage in the Court of the Lords Regent in the Great Port of Havnor? Golden all but floated up the stairs himself, borne on such visions.


But he said nothing to the boy and nothing to the boy’s mother. He was a consciously close-mouthed man, distrustful of visions until they could be made acts; and she, though a dutiful, loving wife and mother and housekeeper, already made too much of Diamond’s talents and accomplishments. Also, like all women, she was inclined to babble and gossip, and indiscriminate in her friendships. The girl Rose hung about with Diamond because Tuly encouraged Rose’s mother the witch to visit, consulting her every time Diamond had a hangnail, and telling her more than she or anyone ought to know about Golden’s household. His business was none of the witch’s business. On the other hand, Tangle might be able to tell him if his son in fact showed promise, had a talent for magery . . . but he flinched away from the thought of asking her, asking a witch’s opinion on anything, least of all a judgment on his son.


He resolved to wait and watch. Being a patient man with a strong will, he did so for four years, till Diamond was sixteen. A big, well-grown youth, good at games and lessons, he was still ruddy-faced and bright-eyed and cheerful. He had taken it hard when his voice changed, the sweet treble going all untuned and hoarse. Golden had hoped that that was the end of his singing, but the boy went on wandering about with itinerant musicians, ballad-singers and such, learning all their trash. That was no life for a merchant’s son who was to inherit and manage his father’s properties and mills and business, and Golden told him so. “Singing time is over, son,” he said. “You must think about being a man.”


Diamond had been given his true name at the springs of the Amia in the hills above Glade. The wizard Hemlock, who had known his great-uncle the Mage, came up from South Port to name him. And Hemlock was invited to his nameday party the year after, a big party, beer and food for all, and new clothes, a shirt or skirt or shift for every child, which was an old custom in the west of Havnor, and dancing on the village green in the warm autumn evening. Diamond had many friends, all the boys his age in town and all the girls too. The young people danced, and some of them had a bit too much beer, but nobody misbehaved very badly, and it was a merry and memorable night. The next morning Golden told his son again that he must think about being a man.


“I have thought some about it,” said the boy, in his husky voice.


“And?”


“Well, I,” said Diamond, and stuck.


“I’d always counted on your going into the family business,” Golden said. His tone was neutral, and Diamond said nothing. “Have you had any ideas of what you want to do?”


“Sometimes.”


“Did you talk at all to Master Hemlock?”


Diamond hesitated and said, “No.” He looked a question at his father.


“I talked to him last night,” Golden said. “He said to me that there are certain natural gifts which it’s not only difficult but actually wrong, harmful, to suppress.”


The light had come back into Diamond’s dark eyes.


“The master said that such gifts or capacities, untrained, are not only wasted, but may be dangerous. The art must be learned, and practised, he said.”


Diamond’s face shone.


“But, he said, it must be learned and practised for its own sake.”


Diamond nodded eagerly.


“If it’s a real gift, an unusual capacity, that’s even more true. A witch with her love potions can’t do much harm, but even a village sorcerer, he said, must take care, for if the art is used for base ends, it becomes weak and noxious . . . Of course, even a sorcerer gets paid. And wizards, as you know, live with lords, and have what they wish.”


Diamond was listening intently, frowning a little.


“So, to be blunt about it, if you have this gift, Diamond, it’s of no use, directly, to our business. It has to be cultivated on its own terms, and kept under control – learned and mastered. Only then, he said, can your teachers begin to tell you what to do with it, what good it will do you. Or others,” he added conscientiously.


There was a long pause.


“I told him,” Golden said, “that I had seen you, with a turn of your hand and a single word, change a wooden carving of a bird into a bird that flew up and sang. I’ve seen you make a light glow in thin air. You didn’t know I was watching. I’ve watched and said nothing for a long time. I didn’t want to make too much of mere childish play. But I believe you have a gift, perhaps a great gift. When I told Master Hemlock what I’d seen you do, he agreed with me. He said that you may go study with him in South Port for a year, or perhaps longer.”


“Study with Master Hemlock?” said Diamond, his voice up half an octave.


“If you wish.”


“I, I, I never thought about it. Can I think about it? For a while – a day?”


“Of course,” Golden said, pleased with his son’s caution. He had thought Diamond might leap at the offer, which would have been natural, perhaps, but painful to the father, the owl who had – perhaps – hatched out an eagle.


For Golden looked on the Art Magic with genuine humility as something quite beyond him – not a mere toy, such as music or tale-telling, but a practical business, which his business could never quite equal. And he was, though he wouldn’t have put it that way, afraid of wizards. A bit contemptuous of sorcerers, with their sleights and illusions and gibble-gabble, but afraid of wizards.


“Does Mother know?” Diamond asked.


“She will when the time comes. But she has no part to play in your decision, Diamond. Women know nothing of these matters and have nothing to do with them. You must make your choice alone, as a man. Do you understand that?” Golden was earnest, seeing his chance to begin to wean the lad from his mother. She as a woman would cling, but he as a man must learn to let go. And Diamond nodded sturdily enough to satisfy his father, though he had a thoughtful look.


“Master Hemlock said I, said he thought I had, I might have a, a gift, a talent for—?”


Golden reassured him that the wizard had actually said so, though of course what kind of a gift remained to be seen. The boy’s modesty was a great relief to him. He had half-consciously dreaded that Diamond would triumph over him, asserting his power right away – that mysterious, dangerous, incalculable power against which Golden’s wealth and mastery and dignity shrank to impotence.


“Thank you, Father,” the boy said. Golden embraced him and left, well pleased with him.


Their meeting place was in the sallows, the willow thickets down by the Amia as it ran below the smithy. As soon as Rose got there, Diamond said, “He wants me to go study with Master Hemlock! What am I going to do?”


“Study with the wizard?”


“He thinks I have this huge great talent. For magic.”


“Who does?”


“Father does. He saw some of the stuff we were practising. But he says Hemlock says I should come study with him because it might be dangerous not to. Oh.” And Diamond beat his head with his hands.


“But you do have a talent.”


He groaned and scoured his scalp with his knuckles. He was sitting on the dirt in their old play-place, a kind of bower deep in the willows, where they could hear the stream running over the stones nearby and the clang-clang of the smithy further off. The girl sat down facing him.


“Look at all the stuff you can do,” she said. “You couldn’t do any of it if you didn’t have a gift.”


“A little gift,” Diamond said indistinctly. “Enough for tricks.”


“How do you know that?”


Rose was very dark-skinned, with a cloud of crinkled hair, a thin mouth, an intent, serious face. Her feet and legs and hands were bare and dirty, her skirt and jacket disreputable. Her dirty toes and fingers were delicate and elegant, and a necklace of amethysts gleamed under the torn, buttonless jacket. Her mother, Tangle, made a good living by curing and healing, bone-knitting and birth-easing, and selling spells of finding, love-potions, and sleeping-draughts. She could afford to dress herself and her daughter in new clothes, buy shoes, and keep clean, but it didn’t occur to her to do so. Nor was housekeeping one of her interests. She and Rose lived mostly on boiled chicken and fried eggs, as she was often paid in poultry. The yard of their two-room house was a wilderness of cats and hens. She liked cats, toads and jewels. The amethyst necklace had been payment for the safe delivery of a son to Golden’s head forester. Tangle herself wore armfuls of bracelets and bangles that flashed and crashed when she flicked out an impatient spell. At times she wore a kitten on her shoulder. She was not an attentive mother. Rose had demanded, at seven years old, “Why did you have me if you didn’t want me?”


“How can you deliver babies properly if you haven’t had one?” said her mother.


“So I was practice,” Rose snarled.


“Everything is practice,” Tangle said. She was never ill-natured. She seldom thought to do anything much for her daughter, but never hurt her, never scolded her, and gave her whatever she asked for, dinner, a toad of her own, the amethyst necklace, lessons in witchcraft. She would have provided new clothes if Rose had asked for them, but she never did. Rose had looked after herself from an early age, and this was one of the reasons Diamond loved her. With her, he knew what freedom was. Without her, he could attain it only when he was hearing and singing and playing music.


“I do have a gift,” he said now, rubbing his temples and pulling his hair.


“Stop destroying your head,” Rose told him.


“I know Tarry thinks I do.”


“Of course you do! What does it matter what Tarry thinks? You already play the harp about nine times better than he ever did.”


This was another of the reasons Diamond loved her.


“Are there any wizard musicians?” he asked, looking up.


She pondered. “I don’t know.”


“I don’t either. Morred and Elfarran sang to each other, and he was a mage. I think there’s a Master Chanter on Roke, that teaches the lays and the histories. But I never heard of a wizard being a musician.”


“I don’t see why one couldn’t be.” She never saw why something could not be. Another reason he loved her.


“It always seemed to me they’re sort of alike,” he said, “magic and music. Spells and tunes. For one thing, you have to get them just exactly right.”


“Practice,” Rose said, rather sourly. “I know.” She flicked a pebble at Diamond. It turned into a butterfly in mid-air. He flicked a butterfly back at her, and the two flitted and flickered a moment before they fell back to earth as pebbles. Diamond and Rose had worked out several such variations on the old stone-hopping trick.


“You ought to go, Di,” she said. “Just to find out.”


“I know.”


“What if you got to be a wizard! Oh! Think of the stuff you could teach me! Shapechanging – We could be anything. Horses! Bears!”


“Moles,” Diamond said. “Honestly, I feel like hiding underground. I always thought Father was going to make me learn all his kind of stuff, after I got my name. But all this year he’s kept sort of holding off. I guess he had this in mind all along. But what if I go down there and I’m not any better at being a wizard than I am at bookkeeping? Why can’t I do what I know I can do?”


“Well, why can’t you do it all? The magic and the music, anyhow? You can always hire a bookkeeper.”


When she laughed, her thin face got bright, her thin mouth got wide, and her eyes disappeared.


“Oh, Darkrose,” Diamond said, “I love you.”


“Of course you do. You’d better. I’ll witch you if you don’t.”


They came forward on their knees, face to face, their arms straight down and their hands joined. They kissed each other all over their faces. To Rose’s lips Diamond’s face was smooth and full as a plum, with just a hint of prickliness above the lip and jawline, where he had taken to shaving recently. To Diamond’s lips Rose’s face was soft as silk, with just a hint of grittiness on one cheek, which she had rubbed with a dirty hand. They moved a little closer so that their breasts and bellies touched, though their hands stayed down by their sides. They went on kissing.


“Darkrose,” he breathed in her ear, his secret name for her.


She said nothing, but breathed very warm in his ear, and he moaned. His hands clenched hers. He drew back a little. She drew back.


They sat back on their ankles.


“Oh, Di,” she said, “it will be awful when you go.”


“I won’t go,” he said. “Anywhere. Ever.”


But of course he went down to Havnor South Port, in one of his father’s carts driven by one of his father’s carters, along with Master Hemlock. As a rule, people do what wizards advise them to do. And it is no small honour to be invited by a wizard to be his student or apprentice. Hemlock, who had won his staff on Roke, was used to having boys come to him begging to be tested and, if they had the gift for it, taught. He was a little curious about this boy whose cheerful good manners hid some reluctance or self-doubt. It was the father’s idea, not the boy’s, that he was gifted. That was unusual, though perhaps not so unusual among the wealthy as among common folk. At any rate he came with a very good prenticing fee paid beforehand in gold and ivory. If he had the makings of a wizard Hemlock would train him, and if he had, as Hemlock suspected, a mere childish flair, then he’d be sent home with what remained of his fee. Hemlock was an honest, upright, humourless, scholarly wizard with little interest in feelings or ideas. His gift was for names. “The art begins and ends in naming,” he said, which indeed is true, although there may be a good deal between the beginning and the end.


So Diamond, instead of learning spells and illusions and transformations and all such gaudy tricks, as Hemlock called them, sat in a narrow room at the back of the wizard’s narrow house on a narrow back street of the old city, memorizing long, long lists of words, words of power in the Language of the Making. Plants and parts of plants and animals and parts of animals and islands and parts of islands, parts of ships, parts of the human body. The words never made sense, never made sentences, only lists. Long, long lists.


His mind wandered. “Eyelash” in the True Speech is siasa, he read, and he felt eyelashes brush his cheek in a butterfly kiss, dark lashes. He looked up startled and did not know what had touched him. Later when he tried to repeat the word, he stood dumb.


“Memory, memory,” Hemlock said. “Talent’s no good without memory!” He was not harsh, but he was unyielding. Diamond had no idea what opinion Hemlock had of him, and guessed it to be pretty low. The wizard sometimes had him come with him to his work, mostly laying spells of safety on ships and houses, purifying wells, and sitting on the councils of the city, seldom speaking but always listening. Another wizard, not Roke-trained but with the healer’s gift, looked after the sick and dying of South Port. Hemlock was glad to let him do so. His own pleasure was in studying and, as far as Diamond could see, doing no magic at all. “Keep the Equilibrium, it’s all in that,” Hemlock said, and, “Knowledge, order and control.” Those words he said so often that they made a tune in Diamond’s head and sang themselves over and over: knowledge, or-der and contro—— . . .


When Diamond put the lists of names to tunes he made up, he learned them much faster; but then the tune would come as part of the name, and he would sing out so clearly – for his voice had re-established itself as a strong, dark tenor – that Hemlock winced. Hemlock’s was a very silent house.


Mostly the pupil was supposed to be with the master, or studying the lists of names in the room where the lorebooks and wordbooks were, or asleep. Hemlock was a stickler for early abed and early afoot. But now and then Diamond had an hour or two free. He always went down to the docks and sat on a pierside or a waterstair and thought about Darkrose. As soon as he was out of the house and away from Master Hemlock, he began to think about Darkrose, and went on thinking about her and very little else. It surprised him a little. He thought he ought to be homesick, to think about his mother. He did think about his mother quite often, and often was homesick, lying on his cot in his bare and narrow little room after a scanty supper of cold pea-porridge – for this wizard, at least, did not live in such luxury as Golden had imagined. Diamond never thought about Darkrose, nights. He thought of his mother, or of sunny rooms and hot food, or a tune would come into his head and he would practise it mentally on the harp in his mind, and so drift off to sleep. Darkrose would come to his mind only when he was down at the docks, staring out at the water of the harbour, the piers, the fishing boats, only when he was outdoors and away from Hemlock and his house.


So he cherished his free hours as if they were actual meetings with her. He had always loved her, but had not understood that he loved her beyond anyone and anything. When he was with her, even when he was down on the docks thinking of her, he was alive. He never felt entirely alive in Master Hemlock’s house and presence. He felt a little dead. Not dead, but a little dead.


A few times, sitting on the waterstairs, the dirty harbour water sloshing at the next step down, the yells of gulls and dock workers wreathing the air with a thin, ungainly music, he shut his eyes and saw his love so clear, so close, that he reached out his hand to touch her. If he reached out his hand in his mind only, as when he played the mental harp, then indeed he touched her. He felt her hand in his, and her cheek, warm-cool, silken-gritty, lay against his mouth. In his mind he spoke to her, and in his mind she answered, her voice, her husky voice saying his name, “Diamond . . .”


But as he went back up the streets of South Port he lost her. He swore to keep her with him, to think of her, to think of her that night, but she faded away. By the time he opened the door of Master Hemlock’s house he was reciting lists of names, or wondering what would be for dinner, for he was hungry most of the time. Not till he could take an hour and run back down to the docks could he think of her.


So he came to feel that those hours were true meetings with her, and he lived for them, without knowing what he lived for until his feet were on the cobbles, and his eyes on the harbour and the far line of the sea. Then he remembered what was worth remembering.


The winter passed by, and the cold early spring, and with the warm late spring came a letter from his mother, brought by a carter. Diamond read it and took it to Master Hemlock, saying, “My mother wonders if I might spend a month at home this summer.”


“Probably not,” the wizard said, and then, appearing to notice Diamond, put down his pen and said, “Young man, I must ask you if you wish to continue studying with me.”


Diamond had no idea what to say. The idea of its being up to him had not occurred to him. “Do you think I ought to?” he asked at last.


“Probably not,” the wizard said.


Diamond expected to feel relieved, released, but found he felt rejected, ashamed.


“I’m sorry,” he said, with enough dignity that Hemlock glanced up at him.


“You could go to Roke,” the wizard said.


“To Roke?”


The boy’s drop-jawed stare irritated Hemlock, though he knew it shouldn’t. Wizards are used to overweening confidence in the young of their kind. They expect modesty to come later, if at all. “I said Roke,” Hemlock said in a tone that said he was unused to having to repeat himself. And then, because this boy, this softheaded, spoiled, moony boy had endeared himself to Hemlock by his uncomplaining patience, he took pity on him and said, “You should either go to Roke or find a wizard to teach you what you need. Of course you need what I can teach you. You need the names. The art begins and ends in naming. But that’s not your gift. You have a poor memory for words. You must train it diligently. However, it’s clear that you do have capacities, and that they need cultivation and discipline, which another man can give you better than I can.” So does modesty breed modesty, sometimes, even in unlikely places. “If you were to go to Roke, I’d send a letter with you drawing you to the particular attention of the Master Summoner.”


“Ah,” said Diamond, floored. The Summoner’s art is perhaps the most arcane and dangerous of all the arts of magic.


“Perhaps I am wrong,” said Hemlock in his dry, flat voice. “Your gift may be for Pattern. Or perhaps it’s an ordinary gift for shaping and transformation. I’m not certain.”


“But you are – I do actually—”


“Oh yes. You are uncommonly slow, young man, to recognize your own capacities.” It was spoken harshly, and Diamond stiffened up a bit.


“I thought my gift was for music,” he said.


Hemlock dismissed that with a flick of his hand. “I am talking of the True Art,” he said. “Now I will be frank with you. I advise you to write your parents – I shall write them too – informing them of your decision to go to the School on Roke, if that is what you decide; or to the Great Port, if the Mage Restive will take you on, as I think he will, with my recommendation. But I advise against visiting home. The entanglement of family, friends, and so on is precisely what you need to be free of. Now, and henceforth.”


“Do wizards have no family?”


Hemlock was glad to see a bit of fire in the boy. “They are one another’s family,” he said.


“And no friends?”


“They may be friends. Did I say it was an easy life?” A pause. Hemlock looked directly at Diamond. “There was a girl,” he said.


Diamond met his gaze for a moment, looked down, and said nothing.


“Your father told me. A witch’s daughter, a childhood playmate. He believed that you had taught her spells.”


“She taught me.”


Hemlock nodded. “That is quite understandable, among children. And quite impossible now. Do you understand that?”


“No,” Diamond said.


“Sit down,” said Hemlock. After a moment Diamond took the stiff, high-backed chair facing him.


“I can protect you here, and have done so. On Roke, of course, you’ll be perfectly safe. The very walls, there . . . But if you go home, you must be willing to protect yourself. It’s a difficult thing for a young man, very difficult – a test of a will that has not yet been steeled, a mind that has not yet seen its true goal. I very strongly advise that you not take that risk. Write your parents, and go to the Great Port, or to Roke. Half your year’s fee, which I’ll return to you, will see to your first expenses.”


Diamond sat upright and still. He had been getting some of his father’s height and girth lately, and looked very much a man, though a very young one.


“What did you mean, Master Hemlock, in saying that you had protected me here?”


“Simply as I protect myself,” the wizard said, and after a moment, testily, “The bargain, boy. The power we give for our power. The lesser state of being we forgo. Surely you know that every true man of power is celibate.”


There was a pause, and Diamond said, “So you saw to it . . . that I . . .”


“Of course. It was my responsibility as your teacher.”


Diamond nodded. He said, “Thank you.” Presently he stood up. “Excuse me, Master,” he said. “I have to think.”


“Where are you going?”


“Down to the waterfront.”


“Better stay here.”


“I can’t think, here.”


Hemlock might have known then what he was up against, but having told the boy he would not be his master any longer, he could not in conscience command him. “You have a true gift, Essiri,” he said, using the name he had given the boy in the springs of the Amia, a word that in the Old Speech means Willow. “I don’t entirely understand it. I think you don’t understand it at all. Take care! To misuse a gift, or to refuse to use it, may cause great loss, great harm.”


Diamond nodded, suffering, contrite, unrebellious, unmovable.


“Go on,” the wizard said, and he went.


Later he knew he should never have let the boy leave the house. He had underestimated Diamond’s willpower, or the strength of the spell the girl had laid on him. Their conversation was in the morning; Hemlock went back to the ancient cantrip he was annotating; it was not till suppertime that he thought about his pupil, and not until he had eaten supper alone that he admitted that Diamond had run away.


Hemlock was loth to practise any of the lesser arts of magic. He did not put out a finding spell, as any sorcerer might have done. Nor did he call to Diamond in any way. He was angry, perhaps he was hurt. He had thought well of the boy, and offered to write the Summoner about him, and then at the first test of character Diamond had broken. “Glass,” the wizard muttered. At least this weakness proved he was not dangerous. Some talents were best not left to run wild, but there was no harm in this fellow, no malice. No ambition. “No spine,” said Hemlock to the silence of the house. “Let him crawl home to his mother.”


Still it rankled him that Diamond had let him down flat, without a word of thanks or apology. So much for good manners, he thought.


As she blew out the lamp and got into bed, the witch’s daughter heard an owl calling, the little, liquid hu-hu-hu-hu that made people call them laughing owls. She heard it with a mournful heart. That had been their signal, summer nights, when they sneaked out to meet in the willow grove, down on the banks of the Amia, when everybody else was sleeping. She would not think of him at night. Back in the winter she had sent to him night after night. She had learned her mother’s spell of sending, and knew that it was a true spell. She had sent him her touch, her voice saying his name, again and again. She had met a wall of air and silence. She touched nothing. He would not hear.


Once or twice, all of a sudden, in the daytime, there had been a moment when she had known him close in mind and could touch him if she reached out. But at night she knew only his blank absence, his refusal of her. She had stopped trying to reach him, months ago, but her heart was still very sore.


“Hu-hu-hu,” said the owl, under her window, and then it said, “Darkrose!” Startled from her misery, she leaped out of bed and opened the shutters.


“Come on out,” whispered Diamond, a shadow in the starlight.


“Mother’s not home. Come in!” She met him at the door.


They held each other tight, hard, silent for a long time. To Diamond it was as if he held his future, his own life, his whole life, in his arms.


At last she moved, and kissed his cheek, and whispered, “I missed you, I missed you, I missed you. How long can you stay?”


“As long as I like.”


She kept his hand and led him in. He was always a little reluctant to enter the witch’s house, a pungent, disorderly place thick with the mysteries of women and witchcraft, very different from his own clean comfortable home, even more different from the cold austerity of the wizard’s house. He shivered like a horse as he stood there, too tall for the herb-festooned rafters. He was very highly strung, and worn out, having walked 40 miles in sixteen hours without food.


“Where’s your mother?” he asked in a whisper.


“Sitting with old Ferny. She died this afternoon, Mother will be there all night. But how did you get here?”


“Walked.”


“The wizard let you visit home?”


“I ran away.”


“Ran away! Why?”


“To keep you.”


He looked at her, that vivid, fierce, dark face in its rough cloud of hair. She wore only her shift, and he saw the infinitely delicate, tender rise of her breasts. He drew her to him again, but though she hugged him she drew away again, frowning.
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