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FOREWORD

by Stephen King

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Someone who was bright and imaginative.

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

Someone who could write with clarity and verve.

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

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

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

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

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

So, I am convinced, will you.

January 26, 2003


ABOUT THIS BOOK

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

R. F.

March 12, 2003


ABBREVIATIONS AND TEXT GUIDE

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

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

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

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

E: - - -. ‘The Little Sisters of Eluria’, in Everything’s Eventual © 2002. (London, New English Library, a division of Hodder & Stoughton, 2002)

PLEASE NOTE

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

2. Page references are as follows:


III:323

(volume):(page number)



3. Although Mid-World is the name of a specific historical kingdom, in both Wizard and Glass and ‘The Little Sisters of Eluria’ Roland uses this term as a general name for his world. I have followed this practice.
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GILEAD FAIR-DAYS

WINTER

WIDE EARTH

Riddling

SOWING

(**NEW EARTH)

(**FRESH COMMALA)

The Sowing Night Cotillion

called Commala

a courting rite dance

celebrating spring

MID-SUMMER

FULL EARTH

Riddling

Full Earth babies born

REAPING

Charyou Tree and burning of stuffy-guys, Reaping lass and

Reaping lad, Reap charms.

In the Outer Arc, a prize is given on Reap Day to the

person or group

that collects the greatest number of rattlesnake skins.

Children planted on Reap come due on Full Earth.

This is the true Year’s end.

Reap kisses

Orgy of Reap

Propitiating old gods

Reap Morn: First day of winter

YEAR’S END


MID-WORLD MOONS

KISSING MOON

A perfect disk of silver

Moon of Romance

Shadows of lovers

On its bright skin

PEDDLER’S MOON

Late summer moon

Huge and orange

And the Peddler, who comes out of the Nones

With his sack of squealing souls

HUNTRESS MOON

Last moon of summer, first moon of autumn

Picking apples, cutting hay

Snakes and scorpions wander east from the desert

Day moon

The huntress fills her belly

And becomes

A pallid, vampire woman

Season of Reap

The beginning of endings

Clearer and clearer on each starry night

The Huntress pulls back her bow

DEMON MOON

Blood red

Death moon

Closing of the year

Blade nose

Bone grin

Reap’s scythe

Above

He grins and winks

Though a scarlet

shifting

scrim


INTRODUCTION: ROLAND, THE TOWER, AND THE QUEST


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



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

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

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

ROLAND, THE TOWER, AND THE QUEST

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHARACTERS1


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

1:3



A

ABAGAIL

In the alternative KANSAS of Wizard and Glass, JAKE finds a note tucked under the windshield of a camper. The note reads: ‘The old woman from the dreams is in Nebraska. Her name is Abigail.’ Somehow, BLAINE the insane Mono transported Roland’s ka-tet to a parallel version of our world – one devastated by the genetically engineered superflu found in Stephen King’s novel The Stand. Although Mother Abigail does not actually appear in the Dark Tower series (at least not yet), in her own particular where and when she is a champion of the White. Like Roland, this one-hundred-and-eight-year-old black woman is an enemy of the evil RANDALL FLAGG.


IV:786



**AFFILIATION

The Affiliation was the name given to the network of political and military alliances that united Mid-World’s baronies when Roland was a boy. With the IN-WORLD Barony of NEW CANAAN as its hub, the Affiliation gave military strength – and perhaps economic strength – to even the most far-flung baronies. Although Mid-World was not one united land as it had been in the days of ARTHUR ELD, the Affiliation helped to keep alive many of the more civilized ways that were under threat. It was also designed to help battle against the tides of chaos that were constantly washing over the world.

By the time Roland won his guns, the western part of Mid-World was in the throes of revolution and the Affiliation itself was under threat. Although the Affiliation served order and peace, the revolutionary and harrier JOHN FARSON claimed that the Affiliation worked against democracy and equality and in favor of Mid-World’s old aristocratic order. Although Farson was a criminal and a liar, his words had their effect. By the time Roland and his first ka-tet reached HAMBRY, the Affiliation was already disintegrating. Many of those who once supported it had turned traitor.

Although the gunslingers of GILEAD supported the Affiliation, they thought it was small cheese compared to their own codes of culture and honor. This was eventually their undoing. Behind the Affiliation was the power of the White; its sign was Arthur’s sword, Excalibur. GILEAD’s fall at the hands of Farson’s men marked the end not only of the Affiliation but of the gunslingers as well.

In the new Gunslinger we find out that John Farson was actually just another one of WALTER’s magical disguises, as was MARTEN BROADCLOAK, Steven Deschain’s betraying sorcerer and counselor. Hence, the Affiliation’s collapse, and the collapse of Mid-World, can be attributed to Walter’s master, that ancient agent of chaos – THE CRIMSON KING.


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



**AGELESS STRANGER (LEGION)

In the original version of The Gunslinger, we learned that the Ageless Stranger was actually just another name for the great sorcerer MAERLYN. (According to SUSANNAH DEAN, the Ageless Stranger is another term for the MERLIN of Our World too.) Like WALTER, the Ageless Stranger was a minion of the TOWER, only a more powerful one. As Walter said in the GOLGOTHA, the Ageless Stranger ‘darkles and tincts’ – in other words, he could live simultaneously in all times. If he wanted to reach the Tower, Roland would have to slay this formidable enemy.

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

It seems quite likely that the Ageless Stranger is actually another incarnation of R. F., who is, in turn, another face of Walter. If this is the case, then Roland must battle Walter again before he reaches his final, magical destination.

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

**AILEEN OF GILEAD (AILEEN RITTER)

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


THE DARK TOWER V


WOLVES OF THE CALLA


Don’t miss Wolves of the Calla, the eagerly-awaited fifth novel in Stephen King’s unique bestselling Dark Tower series – partly inspired many years ago by The Lord of the Rings.


In the fertile lands of the East, the farming community has been warned that the wolves are coming back. Four gunslingers, led by Roland of Gilead, are heading their way. And the farmers of the Calla want to enlist some hard calibers.


Torn between protecting the innocent community and his urgent quest, Roland faces his most deadly perils as he journeys through the Mid-World towards the Dark Tower.


A hardcover edition, with colour illustrations by Bernie Wrightson, will be available from Hodder and Stoughton from November 2003.


And readers won’t have long to wait for the final two tales in the series: Song of Susannah and The Dark Tower are coming in 2004…


And the Tower is closer…


Hodder & Stoughton
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STEPHEN KING


THE DARK TOWER II


THE DRAWING OF THE THREE


On his journey across the Mid-World to reach the Dark Tower, errant knight Roland of Gilead, the Last Gunslinger, encounters three doors – each leading to New York. Here he joins forces with the defiant Eddie Dean and courageous, volatile Odetta Holmes. And must confront deadly serial killer Jack Mort.


As the titanic forces gather, a savage struggle between underworld evil and otherworldly enemies threatens to bring an end to Roland’s quest for the Dark Tower . . .


Masterfully weaving dark fantasy and gritty realism, The Drawing of the Three propels readers towards the next chapter.


And the Tower is closer . . .
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STEPHEN KING


THE DARK TOWER


Set in a world of extraordinary circumstances, filled with stunning visual imagery and unforgettable characters, The Dark Tower series is Stephen King’s most visionary piece of storytelling that may well be his crowning achievement.


THE DARK TOWER I


THE GUNSLINGER


This newly revised and expanded edition of The Gunslinger, for which Stephen King has written a special introduction and foreword, is the mesmerizing first book in his spectacular, epic Dark Tower series.


In The Gunslinger, Stephen King introduces readers to one of his most enigmatic heroes, Roland of Gilead, the Last Gunslinger. He is a haunting figure, a loner, on a spellbinding journey into good and evil, in a desolate world which frighteningly echoes our own.


In his first step towards the powerful and mysterious Dark Tower, Roland encounters an alluring woman named Alice, begins a friendship with Jake, a kid from New York, and faces an agonizing choice between damnation and salvation as he pursues the Man in Black.


Both grippingly realistic and eerily dreamlike, The Gunslinger leaves readers eagerly awaiting the next chapter.


And the Tower is closer…
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STEPHEN KING


THE DARK TOWER IV


WIZARD AND GLASS


The Dark Tower beckons Roland, the Last Gunslinger, and the four companions he has gathered along the road. In a terrifying journey where hidden dangers lie at every junction – a malevolent runaway train, Roland’s staunch enemy and the temptation of the wizard’s diabolical glass ball – they narrowly escape one world and slip into the next.


It is here that Roland tells them a long-ago tale of love and adventure involving a beautiful woman named Susan Delgado.


With driving narrative force and exciting plot twists, Wizard and Glass will leave readers clamouring for the next chapter.


And the Tower is closer…


[image: Logo Missing]
STEPHEN KING




OEBPS/OEBPS/add3.xhtml

THE DARK TOWER III


THE WASTE LANDS


Roland, the Last Gunslinger, is moving ever closer to the Dark Tower, which haunts his dreams and nightmares.


Pursued by the Ageless Stranger, he and his friends follow the perilous path to Lud, a scarred urban waste land. As Roland crosses a desert of damnation in this macabre new world, revelations begin to unfold about who – and what – is driving him forward.


A blend of thrilling action and powerful drama, The Waste Lands leaves readers breathlessly awaiting the next chapter.


And the Tower is closer…
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