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For Tabby, who knew when it was done



"Go, then. There are other worlds than these."

John "Jake" Chambers

"] am amaid of constant sorrow

I've seen trouble al my days

All through the world I'm bound to ramble
| have no friends to show my way . . ."

Traditional

"Fair iswhatever God wantsto do."
Leif Enger
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1st STANZA

BEAMQUAKE

Beamquake

ONE



"How long will the magic stay?"

At first no one answered Roland's question, and so he asked it again, this time looking
across the living room of the rectory to where Henchick of the Manni sat with Cantab, who
had married one of Henchick's numerous grand- daughters. The two men were holding
hands, as was the Manni way. The older man had |lost a granddaughter that day, but if he
grieved, the emotion did not show on his stony, composed face.

Next to Roland, holding no one's hand, silent and dreadfully white, sat Eddie Dean.
Beside him, cross-legged on the floor, was Jake Chambers. He had pulled Oy into hislap, a
thing Roland had never seen before and would not have believed the billy-bumbler would
allow. Both Eddie and Jake were splattered with blood. That on Jake's shirt belonged to his
friend Benny Slightman. That on Eddie's belonged to Margaret Eisenhart, once Margaret
of Redpath, thelost granddaughter of the old patriarch. Both Eddie and Jake |ooked astired
as Roland felt, but he was quite sure there would be no rest for them this night. Distant,
from town, came the sounds of fireworks and singing and celebration.

There was no celebration here. Benny and Margaret were dead, and Susannah was gone.
"Henchick, tell me, | beg: how long will the magic stay?’

The old man stroked his beard in adistracted fashion. "Gunslinger —Roland — | can't
say. The magic of the door in that cave is beyond me. As thee must know."

"Tell mewhat you think. Based on what youdo know."

Eddie raised his hands. They were dirty, there was blood under the nails, and they
trembled. "Tell, Henchick," he said, speaking in avoice, humble and lost, that Roland had
never heard before. "Tdll, | beg.”

Rosalita, Pere Callahan's woman of all work, camein with atray. There were cupsonit,
and a carafe of steaming coffee. She, at least, had found time to change out of her
bloody, dusty jeans and shirt and into a housedress, but her eyes were still shocked. They
peered from her face like small animals from their burrows. She poured the coffee and
passed the cups without speaking. Nor had she gotten all the blood, Roland saw as he took
one of the cups. There was a streak of it on the back of her right hand. Margaret's or
Benny's? He didn't know. Or much care. The Wolves had been defeated. They might or
might not come again to
CdlaBryn Sturgis. That was ka's business. Theirs was Susannah Dean, who had
disappeared in the aftermath, taking Black Thirteen with her.

Henchick said: "Y e ask of kaven?"
"Aye, father," Roland agreed. "The persistence of magic."

Father Callahan took a cup of coffee with anod and a distracted smile, but no word of



thanks. He had spoken little since they'd come back from the cave. In hislap was a book
called'Salem'sLot , by a man of whom he had never heard. It purported to be awork of
fiction, but he, Donald Callahan, wasin it. He had lived in the town of which it told, had
taken part in the eventsit recounted. He had looked on the back and on the rear flap for the
author's photograph, queerly certain that he would see a version of his own face looking
back at him (the way he'd looked in1975 , when these events had taken place, most likely),
but there had been no picture, just a note about the book's writer that told very little. He
lived in the state ofMaine . He was married. He'd written one previous book, quite well
reviewed, if you believed the quo- tations on the back.

"The greater the magic, the longer it persists,” Cantab said, and then looked at Henchick
guestioningly.

"Aye," Henchick said. "Magic and glammer, both are one, and they do unroll from the
back." He paused. "From the past, do'ee ken."

"This door opened on many places and many timesin the world my friends came from,"
Roland said. "1 would open it again, but just on the last two. The most recent two. Can that
be done?’

They waited as Henchick and Cantab considered. The Manni were great travelers. If
anyone knew, if anyone could do what Roland wanted — what they all wanted — it would
be these folk.

Cantab leaned deferentially toward the old man, the dinh of Calla Redpath. He
whispered. Henchick listened, his face expressionless, then turned Cantab's head with one
gnarled old hand and whispered back.

Eddie shifted, and Roland felt him getting ready to break loose, perhaps to begin
shouting. He put a restraining hand on Eddi€'s shoulder, and Eddie subsided. For the time
being, at least.

The whispered consultation went on for perhaps five minutes while the others waited.
The sounds of celebra- tion in the distance were difficult for Rolando take; God knew how
they must make Eddie fed.

At last Henchick patted Cantab's cheek with his hand and turned to Roland.

"We think this may be done," he said.

"Thank God," Eddie muttered. Then, louder: "ThankGod! Let's go up there. We can
meet you on theEast Road — "

Both of the bearded men were shaking their heads, Henchick with akind of stern sorrow,
Cantab with alook that was almost horror.



"WEe'll not go up to the Cave of the Voicesin the dark," Henchick said.

"Wehaveto!" Eddie burst out. 'Y ou don't understand! It's not just aquestion of how long
themagic will or won't last, it's aquestion of time on the other side! It goesfaster over there,
and once it's gone, it's gone! Christ, Susannah could be having that baby right now, and if
it's some kind of cannibal — "

"Listen to me, young fellow,"” Henchick said, "and hear me very well, | beg. Theday is
nigh gone."

Thiswastrue. Never in Roland's experience had a day run so quickly through hisfingers.
There had been the battle with the Wolves early, not long after dawn, then cel ebration there
on the road for the victory and sorrow for their losses (which had been amazingly small, as
things had fallen). Then had come the realization that Susannah was gone, the trek to the
cave, their discoveriesthere. By the time they'd gotten back to theEast Road battlefield, it
had been past noon. Most of the townsfolk had |eft, bearing their saved chil- dren homein
triumph. Henchick had agreed willingly enough to this palaver, but by the time they'd
gotten back to the rectory, the sun had been on the wrong side of the sky.

We're going to get a night's rest, after all,Roland thought, and didn't know whether to be
glad or disappointed. He could use sleep; that much he did know.

"l listen and hear," Eddie said, but Roland's hand was still on his shoulder, and he could
feel the younger man trembling.

"Even were we willing to go, we couldn't persuade enough of the othersto comewi' us,”
Henchick said.

"You'retheir dinh—"

"Aye, so you call it, and so | suppose | am, although it isn't our word, ye ken. In most
thingsthey'd follow me, and they know the debt they owe your ka-tet out of this day'swork
and would say thank yaany way they could. But they wouldn't go up that path and into that
haunted place after dark." Henchick was shaking his head slowly and with great cer- tainty.
"No — that they will not do.

"Listen, young man. Cantab and | can be back at Red-path Kra-ten well before full dark.
There well call our men- folk to the Tempa, which isto us as the Meeting Hall isto the
forgetful folk." He glanced briefly at Callahan. "Say pardon, Pere, if the term offends ye."

Callahan nodded absently without looking up from the book, which he was turning over
and over in his hands. It had been covered in protective plastic, as valuable first edi- tions
often are. The price lightly penciled on the flyleaf was$950. Some young man's second
novel. He wondered what made it so valuable. If they ran into the book's owner, aman
namedCalvinTower , he would surely ask. And that would only be the start of his
guestioning.



"WEe'll explain what it is ye want, and ask for volun- teers. Of the sixtyeight men of
Redpath Kra-ten, | believe al but four or five will agree to help — to blend their forces
together. It will make powerful khef. Isthat what ye call it? Khef? The sharing?”

"Yes," Roland said. "The sharing of water, we say."

"Y ou couldn't fit anywhere that number of men in the mouth of that cave, "Jake said.
"Not even if half of them sat on the other half's shoulders.”

"No need," Henchick said. "Well put the most power- ful inside— what we call the
senders. The others can line up aong the path, linked hand to hand and bob to bob. They'll
be there before the sun goes rooftop tomorrow. | set my watch and warrant onit."

"WEe'll need tonight to gather our mags and bobs, any- way," Cantab said. He was|ooking
at Eddie apologetically, and with some fear. The young man was in terrible pain, that was
clear. And he was agunslinger. A gunslinger might strike out, and when one did, it was
never blindly.

"It could betoo late," Eddie said, low. He looked at Roland with his hazel eyes. They
were now bloodshot and dark with exhaustion. "Tomorrow could be too late even if the
magichasn't gone away."

Roland opened his mouth and Eddie raised afinger.
"Don't say ka, Roland. If you say ka one moretime, | swear my head'll explode.”
Roland closed his mouth.

Eddie turned back to the two bearded men in their dark, Quakerish cloaks. "And you
can't be sure the magic will stay, can you? What could be opened tonight could be closed
against us forever tomorrow. Not all the magnets and plumb-bobsin Manni creation could
open it."

"Aye," Henchick said. "But your woman took the magic ball with her, and whatever'ee
may think, Mid-World and the Borderlands are well shed of it."

"I'd sell my soul to have it back, and in my hands,” Eddie said clearly.

They all looked shocked at this, even Jake, and Roland felt a deep urgeto tell Eddie he
must take that back, must unsay it. There were powerful forces working against their quest
for the Tower, dark ones, and Black Thirteen was their clearest sigul. What could be used
could also be mis- usé, and the bends o' the rainbow had their own malevolent glammer,
Thirteen most of al. Was the sum of all, perhaps. Even if they had possessed it, Roland
would have fought to keep it out of Eddie Dean's hands. In his current state of sor- rowing
distraction, the ball would either destroy him or make him its slave in minutes.



"A stone might drink if it had a mouth,"Rosa said dryly, startling them all. "Eddie,
guestions of magic aside, think of the path that goes up there. Then think of five dozen men,
many of them nigh as old as Henchick, one or two blind as bats, trying to climb it after
dark."

"Theboulder," Jake said. "Remember the boulder you haveto kind of slide by, with your
feet sticking out over the drop?’

Eddie nodded reluctantly. Roland could see him trying to accept what he couldn't change.
Groping for sanity.

"Susannah Dean isaso agunslinger,” Roland said. "Mayhap she can take care of herself
alittlewhile."

"I don't think Susannah'sin charge anymore," Eddie replied, "and neither do you. It's
Mids baby, after al, and it'll be Miaat the controls until the baby — the chap — comes."”

Roland had an intuition then, and like so many he'd had over the years, it turned out to be
true. "She may have been in charge when they left, but she may not be able to stay in
charge."

Callahan spoke at last, looking up from the book which had so stunned him. "Why not?'

"Because it's not her world," Roland said. "It's Susan- nah's. If they can't find away to
work together, they may die together."

TWO

Henchick and Cantab went back to Manni Redpath, first to tell the gathered (and entirely
male) elders about the day's work, and then to tell them what payment was required.
Roland went withRosa to her cottage. It stood up the hill from aformerly neat privy which
was now mostly in ruins. Within this privy, standing useless sentinel, was what remained
of Andy the Messenger Robot (many other func- tions). Rosalita undressed Roland slowly
and completely. When he was mother-naked, she stretched beside him on her bed and
rubbed him with special oils: cat-oil for his aches, acreamier, faintly perfumed blend for
his most sensitive parts. They made love. They came together (the sort of physical accident
foolstakefor fate), listening to the crackle of fire- crackers from the Calla's high street and
the boisterous shouts of thefolken, most of them now well past tipsy, from the sound.

"Sleep,” she said. "Tomorrow | see you no more. Not me, not Eisenhart or Overholser,
not anyonein the Calla."



"Do you have the sight, then?" Roland asked. He sounded relaxed, even amused, but
even when he had been deep in her heat and thrusting, the gnaw of Susannah had never left
hismind: one of hiska-tet, and lost. Even if there had been no more than that, it would have
been enough to keep him from true rest or ease.

"No," said she, "but | have feelings from time to time, like any other woman, especially
about when her man is get- ting ready to move on."

"Isthat what | am to you? Y our man?"

Her gaze was both shy and steady. "For thelittle time ye've been here, aye, | liketo think
so. Do'ee call me wrong, Roland?’

He shook hishead at once. It was good to be some woman's man again, if only for a short
time.

She saw he meant it, and her face softened. She stroked his lean cheek. "We were
well-met, Roland, were we not? Well-met in the Cdla."

"Aye, lady."
Shetouched the remains of hisright hand, then hisright hip. "And how are your aches?"
To her hewouldn't lie. "Vile."

She nodded, then took hold of hisleft hand, which he'd managed to keep away from the
lobstrosities. "And thisun?'

"Fine," he said, but he felt a deep ache. Lurking. Wait- ing its time to come out. What
Rosdlita called the dry twist.

"Roland!" said she.
"Aye?" -

Her eyeslooked at him calmly. She still had hold of hisleft hand, touching it, culling out
its secrets. "Finish your business as soon as you can."

"Isthat your advice?'

"Aye, dearheart. Before your business finishes you."

THREE



Eddie sat on the back porch of the rectory as midnight came and what these folk would
ever after call The Day of the East Road Battle passed into history (after which it would
passinto myth . . . always assuming the world held together long enough for it to happen).
In town the sounds of celebration had grown increasingly loud and feverish, until Eddie
seriously began to wonder if they might not set the entire high street afire. And would he
mind? Not awhit, say thanks and you're welcome, too. While Roland, Susan- nah, Jake,
Eddie, and three women — Sisters of Oriza, they called themselves — stood against the
Wolves, therest of the Calla-folkenhad either been cowering back in town or in the rice by
the riverbank. Y et ten years from now — maybe even five! — they would be telling each
other about how they'd bagged their limit one day in autumn, standing shoulder to shoulder
with the gunslingers.

It wasn't fair and part of him knew it wasn't fair, but never in hislife had he felt so
helpless, so lost, and so consequently mean. He would tell himself not to think of
Susan- nah, to wonder where she was or if her demon child had yet been delivered and find
himself thinking of her, anyway. She had gonetoNew Y ork , of that much he was sure. But
when? Were people traveling in hansom cabs by gaslight or jetting around in anti-grav
taxis driven by robots from North Cen- tral Positronics?

Is she even alive?

He would have shuddered away from this thought if he could have, but the mind could
be so cruel. He kept seeing her in the gutter somewhere down inAlphabetCity , with a
swastika carved on her forehead, and a placard reading GREETINGS FROM Y OUR
FRIENDS IN OXFORD TOWN hung around her neck.

Behind him the door from the rectory's kitchen opened. There was the soft padding
sound of bare feet (his ears were sharp now, trained like the rest of hiskiller's equipment),
and the click of toenails. Jake and Oy.

The kid sat down next to him in Callahan's rocking chair. He was dressed and wearing
his docker's clutch. In it was the Ruger Jake had stolen from his father on the day he had
run away from home. Today it had drawn . . . well, not blood. Not yet. Oil? Eddie smiled a
little. There was no humor in it.

"Can't deep, Jake?"

"Ake," Oy agreed, and collapsed at Jake's feet, muzzle resting on the boards between his
paws.

"No," Jake said. "I keep thinking about Susannah.” He paused, then added: "And
Benny."



Eddie knew that was natural, the boy had seen his friend blown apart before his very
eyes, ofcourse he'd be thinking about him, but Eddie still felt a bitter spurt of jeal- ousy, as
if al of Jake's regard should have been saved for Eddie Dean's wife.

"That Tavery kid," Jake said. "It's his fault. Panicked. Got running. Broke his ankle. If
not for him, Benny'd still beaive." And very softly — it would have chilled the heart of the
boy in question had he heard it, Eddie had no doubt of that — Jake said: "Frank . . .
fucking . .. Tavery."

Eddie reached out a hand that did not want to comfort and made it touch the kid's head.
His hair was long. Needed awash. Hell, needed a cut. Needed a mother to make sure the
boy under it took care of it. No mother now, though, not for Jake. And alittle miracle:
giving comfort made Eddie feel better. Not alot, but alittle.

"Letit go," Hesaid. "Doneis done."
"Ka," Jake said hitterly.
"Ki-yet, ka," Oy said without raising his muzzle.

"Amen," Jake said, and laughed. It was disturbing in its coldness. Jake took the Ruger
from its makeshift holster and looked at it. " Thisonewill go through, becauseit came from
the other side. That's what Roland says. The others may, too, because we won't be going
todash. If they don't, Henchick will cache them in the cave and maybe we can come back
for them."

"If wewind up inNew York ," Eddie said, "therelll be plenty of guns. And we'll find
them."

"Not like Roland's. | hope like hell they go through. There aren't any guns left in any of
the worlds like his. That'swhat | think."

It was what Eddie thought, too, but he didn't bother say- ing so. From town there came a
rattle of firecrackers, then silence. It was winding down there. Winding down at last.
Tomorrow there would undoubtedly be an all-day party on the common, a continuation of
today's celebration but alit- tle less drunk and alittle more coherent. Roland and his katet
would be expected as guests of honor, but if the gods of creation were good and the door
opened, they would be gone. Hunting Susannah. Finding her. Never mind hunting.Finding.

Asif reading his thoughts (and he could do that, he was strong in the touch), Jake said:
"She's still alive."

"How can you know that?"

"We would have felt it if she was gone."



"Jake, can you touch her?'
"No, but — "

Before he could finish, adeep rumbling came from the earth. The porch suddenly began
torise and fall like aboat on aheavy sea. They could hear the boards groaning. From the
kitchen came the sound of rattling china like chattering teeth. Oy raised his head and
whined. His foxy little face was comically startled, his earslaid back along his skull. In
Callahan's parlor, something fell over and shattered.

Eddie's first thought, illogical but strong, was that Jake had killed Suze simply by
declaring her till dive.

For amoment the shaking intensified. A window shat- tered as its frame was twisted out
of shape. There was a crump from the darkness. Eddie assumed — correctly — that it was
the ruined privy, now falling down completely. Hewas on hisfeet without realizing it. Jake
was standing beside him, gripping hiswrist. Eddie had drawn Roland's gun and now they
both stood asif ready to begin shooting.

There was afinal grumbling from deep in the earth, and then the porch settled under
thelir feet. At certain key points along the Beam, people were waking up and looking
around, dazed. In the streets of oneNew Y ork when, afew car alarms were going off. The
following day's papers would report a minor earthquake: broken windows, no reported
casual- ties. Just alittle shake of the fundamentally sound bedrock.

Jake was looking at Eddie, eyes wide. And knowing.

The door opened behind them and Callahan came out onto the porch, dressed in flimsy
white underpants that fell to his knees. The only other thing on him was the gold crucifix
around his neck.

"It was an earthquake, wasn't it?' he said. "I felt one in northernCalifornia once, but
never since coming to the Calla."

"It wasahell of alot morethan an earthquake,” Eddie said, and pointed. The screened-in
porch looked east, and over there the horizon was lit by silent artillery bursts of green
lightning. Downhill from the rectory, the door of Rosalita's snug creaked open and then
banged shut. She and Roland came up the hill together, shein her chemise and the
gunslinger in apair of jeans, both barefoot in the dew.

Eddie, Jake, and Callahan went down to them. Roland was|ooking fixedly at the already
diminishing flickers of lightning in the east, where theland of Thunderclap waited for them,
and the Court of the Crimson King, and, at the end of End-World, theDarkTower itself.

If, Eddie thought.If it still stands .



"Jake was just saying that if Susannah died, we'd know it," Eddie said. "That there'd be
what you call asigul. Then comesthis." He pointed to the Pereslawn, where a new ridge
had humped up, peeling the sod apart in one ten-foot line to show the puckered brown lips
of the earth. A chorus of dogs was barking in town, but there were no sounds from
thefolken, at least not yet; Eddie supposed a goodly number had slept through the whole

thing. The sleep of the drunken victorious. "But it wasn't anything to do with Suze. Was
it?'

"Not directly, no."

"Andit wasn't ours,” Jake put in, "or the damage would have been alot worse. Don't you
think?"

Roland nodded.

Rosal ooked at Jake with a mixture of puzzlement and fright. "Wasn't ourwhat, boy?
What are you talking about? It wasn't an earthquake, sure!”

"No," Roland said, "aBeam gquake.One of the Beams holding up the Tower — which
holds up everything — just let go. Just snapped.”

Evenin the faint light from the four 'seners flickering on the porch, Eddie saw Rosalita
Munoz's face lose its color. She crossed herself. "ABeam? One of theBeams? Say no! Say
not true!"

Eddie found himself thinking of some long-ago base- ball scandal. Of some little boy
begging,Say it ain't so, Joe.

"I can't,” Roland told her, "becauseit is."
"How many of these Beams are there?' Callahan asked.

Roland looked at Jake, and nodded slightly:Say your les- son, Jake ofNew York—speak
and betrue.

"Six Beams connecting twelve portals,” Jake said. "The twelve portals are at the twelve
ends of the earth. Roland, Eddie, and Susannah really started their quest from the Portal of
the Bear, and picked me up between there and Lud."

"Shardik," Eddie said. He was watching the last flickers of lightning in the east. "That
was the bear's name."

"Yes, Shardik," Jake agreed. "So we're on the Beam of the Bear. All the Beams come
together at theDarkTower . Our Beam, on the other side of the Tower . . .?" He looked at
Roland for help. Roland, in turn, looked at Eddie Dean. Even now, it seemed, Roland was
not done teaching them the Way of Eld.



Eddie either didn't see the look or chose to ignoreit, but Roland would not be put off.
"Eddie?" he murmured.

"We're on the Path of the Bear, Way of the Turtle," Eddie said absently. "I don't know

why it would ever matter, since the Tower's as far as we're going, but on the other sideit's
the Path of the Turtle, Way of the Bear." And he recited:

"See the TURTLE of enormous girth!
On his shell he holds the earth,
His thought is slow but always kind;

He holds us al within hismind."

At this point, Rosalitatook up the verse

"On his back thetruth iscarried,
And there are love and duty married.
He loves the earth and loves the sea,

And even loves achild like me."

"Not quite theway | learned it in my cradle and taught it to my friends,” Roland said,
"but close enough, by watch and by warrant.”

"The Great Turtle's nameisMaturin ," Jake said, and shrugged. "If it matters.”

"Y ou have no way of telling which one broke?" Callahan said, studying Roland closely.

Roland shook his head. "All | know isthat Jake's right — it wasn't ours. If it had been,
nothing within ahundred miles of CallaBryn Sturgiswould be standing.” Or maybe within

athousand miles— who could know? "The very birds would have fallen flaming from the
sky."



"Y ou speak of Armageddon,” Callahan said in alow, troubled voice.

Roland shook his head, but not in disagreement. "1 don't know that word, Pere, but I'm
speaking of great death and great destruction, sure. And somewhere — aong the Beam
connecting Fish to Rat, perhaps — that has now happened.”

"Are you positive thisis true?'Rosa asked, low.

Roland nodded. He had been through this once before, whenGilead fell and civilization
as he then under- stood it had ended. When he had been cast |oose to wander with Cuthbert
and Alain and Jamie and the few others of their ka-tet. One of the six Beams had broken
then, and almost certainly not the first.

"How many Beams remain to hold the Tower?' Callahan asked.

For the first time, Eddie seemed interested in some- thing other than the fate of hislost
wife. He was looking at Roland with what was almost attention. And why not? This was,
after al, the crucial question.All things serve the Beam, they said, and although the actual
truth was that al things served the Tower, it was the Beams which held the Tower up. If
they snapped —

"Two," Roland said. "There have to be at least two, 1'd say. The one running through
CallaBryn Sturgis and another. But God knows how long they'll hold. Even without the
Breakers working on them, | doubt they'd hold for long. We have to hurry."

Eddie had stiffened. "If you're suggesting we go on without Suze — "

Roland shook his head impatiently, asif to tell Eddie not to be afool. "We can't win
through to the Tower without her. For al | know, we can't win through without Mia's chap.
It'sin the hands of ka, and there used to be a saying in my coun- try. 'Ka has no heart or
mind."

"That one | can agree with," Eddie said.

"We might have another problem,” Jake said.

Eddie frowned at him. "We don'tneed another problem."

"I know, but . . . what if the earthquake blocked the mouth of that cave? Or . . ."Jake
hesitated, then reluctantly brought out what he was really afraid of. "Or knocked it down
completely?'

Eddie reached out, took hold of Jake's shirt, and bun- dled it into hisfist. "Don'tsay that.
Don't you eventhink that."

Now they could hear voices from town. Thefolken would be gathering on the common



again, Roland guessed. Hefur- ther guessed that this day— and now this night — would be
remembered in CallaBryn Sturgis for athousand years. If the Tower stood, that was.

Eddie let go of Jake's shirt and then pawed at the place he had grabbed, asif to erase the
wrinkles. He tried a smile that made him look feeble and old.

Roland turned to Callahan. "Will the Manni still turn up tomorrow? Y ou know this
bunch better than 1."

Callahan shrugged. "Henchick's aman of hisword. Whether he can hold the othersto his
word after what just happened . . . that, Roland, | don't know."

"He better be able to,” Eddie said darkly. "He just better be."
Roland of Gilead said, "Who's for Watch Me?"
Eddie looked at him, unbelieving.

"We're going to be up until morning light," the gunslinger said. "We might as well pass
thetime.”

So they played Watch Me, and Rosalitawon hand after hand, adding up their scoreson a
piece of slate with no smile of triumph — with no expression at all that Jake could read. At
least not at first. He was tempted to try the touch, but had decided that to useit for any but
the strongest reasons was wrong. Using it to see behindRosa 's poker face would be like
watching her undress. Or watching her and Roland make love.

Y et as the game went on and the northeast finally began to grow lighter, Jake guessed he
knew what she was thinking of after al, because it was whathe wasthinking of. On some
level of their minds, all of them would be thinking of those last two Beams, from now until
the end.

Waiting for one or both of them to snap. Whether it was them trailing Susannah or Rosa
cooking her dinner or even Ben Slightman, mourning his dead son out there on Vaughn
Eisenhart's ranch, all of them would now be thinking of the same thing: only two left, and
the Breakers working against them night and day, eating into them,killing them.

How long before everything ended? Andhow would it end? Would they hear the vast
rumble of those enormous slate-colored stones as they fell? Would the sky tear open like a
flimsy piece of cloth, spilling out the monstrosities that lived in the todash darkness?
Would there be time to cry out? Would there be an afterlife, or would even Heaven and
Hell be obliterated by the fall of theDarkTower ?

He looked at Roland and sent athought, as clearly as he could:Roland, help us.

And one came back, filling his mind with cold comfort (ah, but comfort served cold was



better than no comfort at all):If | can.

"Watch Me," said Rosalita, and laid down her cards. She had built Wands, the high run,
and the card on top was Madame Dezath.

STAVE:Commal a-come-come
There's a young man with agun.
Y oung man lost his honey

When she took it on the run.

RESPONSE: Commal a-come-one !
Shetook it on the run!
Left her baby lonely but

Her baby ain't done.
2nd STANZA

The Persistence of Magic

The Persistence of Magic



ONE

They needn't have worried about the Manni-folk showing up. Henchick, dour as ever,
appeared at the town common, which had been the designated setting-out point, with forty
men. He assured Roland it would be enough to open the Unfound Daoor, if it could indeed
be opened now that what he called "the dark glass' was gone. The old man offered no word
of apology for showing up with less than the promised number of men, but he kept tugging
on his beard. Some- times with both hands.

"Why does he do that, Pere, do you know?" Jake asked Callahan. Henchick'stroopswere
rolling eastward in a dozen bucka waggons. Behind these, drawn by a pair of albino asses
with freakishly long ears and fiery pink eyes, was atwo-wheeled fly completely coveredin
white duck. To Jakeit looked like a big Jiffy-Pop container on wheels. Henchick rode upon
this contraption alone, gloomily yanking at his chin-whiskers.

"I think it means he's embarrassed,” Callahan said.
"I don't see why. I'm surprised so many showed up, after the Beamquake and all."

"What he learned when the ground shook is mat some of his men were more afraid of
that than of him. Asfar as Henchick's concerned, it adds up to an unkept promise. Not
justany unkept promise, either, but one he madeto your dinh. He'slost face." And, without
changing his tone of voice at al, tricking him into an answer he would not otherwise have
given, Callahan asked: "Is she still dive, then, your molly?”

"Yes, but inter — " Jake began, then covered his mouth. He looked at Callahan
accusingly. Ahead of them, on the seat of the two-wheeled fly, Henchick looked around,
startled, asif they had raised their voicesin argu- ment. Callahan wondered if everyonein
this damned story had the touch but him.

It's not a story. It's not a story, it'smy lifel

But it was hard to believe that, wasn't it, when you'd seen yourself set in type as amajor
character in abook with the word fiction on the copyright page. Doubleday and
Company,1975 . A book about vampires, yet, which every- onénew weren't real. Except
they had been. And, in at least some of the worlds adjacent to this one, still were.

"Don't treat melike that," Jake said. "Don'ttrick melike that. Not if we're all on the same
side, Pere. Okay?"

"I'm sorry," Callahan said. And then: "Cry pardon.”

Jake smiled wanly and stroked Oy, who was riding in the front pocket of his poncho.



"lsshe—"

The boy shook his head. "I don't want to talk about her now, Pere. It's best we not even
think about her.1 have afeeling — | don't know if it's true or not, but it's strong — that
something's looking for her. If thereis, it's better it not overhear us. And it could.”

"Something . . .?"

Jake reached out and touched the kerchief Callahan wore around his neck, cowboy-style.
It was red. Then he put a hand briefly over hisleft eye. For amoment Callahan didn't
understand, and then he did. Thered eye. The Eye of the King.

He sat back on the seat of the waggon and said no more. Behind them, not talking,
Roland and Eddie rode horseback, side by side. Both were carrying their gunnaas well as
their guns, and Jake had his own in the waggon behind him. If they came back to Calla
Bryn Sturgis after today, it wouldn't be for long.

Interrorwas what he had started to say, but it was worse than that. Impossibly faint,
impossibly distant, but still clear, Jake could hear Susannah screaming. He only hoped
Eddie did not.

TWO

So they rode away from atown that mostly slept in emotional exhaustion despite the quake
which had struck it. The day was cool enough so that when they started out they could see
their breath on the air, and alight scrim of frost coated the dead cornstalks. A mist hung
over the Devar-tete Whye like the river's own spent breath. Roland thought: Thisisthe edge
of winter.

An hour's ride brought them to the arroyo country. There was no sound but the jingle of
trace, the squeak of wheels, the clop of horses, an occasional sardonic honk from one of the
albino asses pulling the fly, and distant, the call of rusties on the wing. Headed south,
perhaps, if they could still find it.

Ten or fifteen minutes after the land began to rise on their right, filling in with bluffsand
cliffs and mesas, they returned to the place where, just twenty-four hours before, they had
come with the children of the Calla and fought their battle. Here atrack split off from
theEast Road and rambled more or less northwest. In the ditch on the other side of the road
was araw trench of earth. It wasthe hide where Roland, his ka-tet, and the ladies of thedish
had waited for the Wolves.



And, speaking of the Wolves, where were they? When they'd | eft this place of ambush, it
had been littered with bodies. Over sixty, al told, man-shaped creatures who had come
riding out of the west wearing gray pants, green cloaks, and snarling wolf-masks.

Roland dismounted and walked up beside Henchick, who was getting down from the
two-wheeled fly with the stiff awkwardness of age. Roland made no effort to help him.
Henchick wouldn't expect it, might even be offended by it.

The gundlinger let him give hisdark cloak afinal settling shake, started to ask his
guestion, and then realized he didn't have to. Forty or fifty yards farther along, on the right
side of the road, was avast hill of uprooted corn-plants where no hill had been the day
before. It was afunerary heap, Roland saw, one which had been constructed without any
degree of respect. He hadn't lost any time or wasted any effort wondering how thefolken
had spent the previous afternoon — before beginning the party they were now undoubtedly
sleeping off — but now he saw their work before him. Had they been afraid the Wolves
might come back to life? he wondered, and knew that, on somelevel, that was exactly what
they'd feared. And so they'd dragged the heavy, inert bodies (gray horses as well as
gray-clad Wolves) off into the corn, stacked them willy-rully, then covered them with
uprooted corn-plants. Today they'd turn this bier into a pyre. And if the seminon winds
came? Roland guessed they'd light it up anyway, and chance a possible conflagrationin the
fertile land between road and river. Why not? The growing season was over for the year,
and there was nothing like fire for fertilizer, so the old folks did say; besides, thefolken
would not really rest easy until that hill was burned. And even then few of them would like
to come out here.

"Roland, look," Eddie said in avoice that trembled somewhere between sorrow and rage.
"Ah, goddammit,|ook. "

Near the end of the path, where Jake, Benny Slightman, and the Tavery twins had waited
before making their final dash for safety across the road, stood a scratched and bat- tered
wheelchair, its chrome winking brilliantly in the sun, its seat streaked with dust and blood.
The left wheel was bent severely out of true.

"Why do'ee speak in anger?' Henchick inquired. He had been joined by Cantab and half
adozen elders of what Eddie sometimes referred to as the Cloak Folk. Two of these elders
looked a good deal older than Henchick himself, and Roland thought of what Rosalita had
said last night:Many of them nigh as old as Henchick, trying to climb that path after dark.
WEell, it wasn't dark, but he didn't know if some of these would be able to walk asfar asthe
upsy part of the path toDoorwayCave, let alone the rest of the way to the top.

"They brought your woman's rolling chair back here to honor her. And you. So why
do'ee speak in anger?’

"Becauseit's not supposed to be all banged up, and she's supposed to beinit,” Eddietold
the old man. "Do you ken that, Henchick?'



"Anger isthe most useless emotion,” Henchick intoned, "destructive to the mind and
hurtful of the heart.”

Eddi€'slipsthinned to no more than awhite scar below his nose, but he managed to hold
in aretort. He walked over to Susannah's scarred chair — it had rolled hundreds of miles
since they'd found it inTopeka, but its rolling days were done — and looked down at it
moodily. When Callahan approached him, Eddie waved the Pere back.

Jake was looking at the place on the road where Benny had been struck and killed. The
boy's body was gone, of course, and someone had covered his spilled blood with a fresh
layer of the oggan, but Jake found he could see the dark splotches, anyway. And Benny's
severed arm, lying palm-up. Jake remembered how his friend's Da' had stag- gered out of
the corn and seen his son lying there. For five seconds or so he had been capable of no
sound whatever, and Jake supposed that was time enough for someone to have told sai
Slightman they'd gotten off incredibly light: one dead boy, one dead rancher'swife, another
boy with abro- ken ankle. Piece of cake, really. But no one had ad then Slightman the
Elder had shrieked. Jake thought he would never forget the sound of that shriek, just as he
would always see Benny lying here in the dark and bloody dirt with his arm off.

Beside the place where Benny had fallen was some- thing eke which had been covered
with dirt. Jake could see just asmall wink of metal. He dropped to one knee and exca- vated
one of the Wolves' death-balls, things called sneetches. The Harry Potter model, according
to what was written on them. Y esterday he'd held a couple of these in his hand and felt
them vibrating. Heard their faint, malevolent hum. This one was as dead as arock. Jake
stood up and threw it toward the heap of corn-covered dead Wolves. Threw hard enough to
make his arm hurt. That arm would probably be stiff tomorrow, but he didn't care. Didn't
care much about Henchick's low opinion of anger, either. Eddie wanted hiswife back; Jake
wanted his friend. And while Eddie might get whathe wanted somewhere down the line,
Jake Chambers never would. Because dead was the gift that kept on giving. Dead, like
diamonds, was forever.

He wanted to get going, wanted this part of theEast Road looking at his back. He also
wanted not to have to look at Susannah's empty, beat-up chair any longer. But the Manni
had formed a ring around the spot where the battle had actually taken place, and Henchick
was praying in ahigh, rapid voice that hurt Jake's ears: it sounded quite alot like the squeal
of afrightened pig. He spoke to something called the Over, asking for safe passage to yon
cave and suc- cess of endeavor with no loss of life or sanity (Jake found this part of
Henchick's prayer especially disturbing, as he'd never thought of sanity as athing to be
prayed for). The boss-man a so begged the Over to enliven their mags and bobs. And
finally he prayed for kaven, the persistence of magic, aphrase that seemed to have aspecial
power for these people. When he was finished, they all said "Over-sam, Over-kra,
Over-can-tah” in unison, and dropped their linked hands. A few went down on their knees
to have alittle extra palaver with the reallybig boss. Cantab, meanwhile, led four or five of
the younger men to the fly. They folded back its snowy white top, revealing a number of
large wooden boxes. Plumb-bobs and magnets, Jake guessed, and alot bigger than the ones
they wore around their necks. They'd brought out the heavy artillery for thislittle adventure.



The boxes were covered with designs— stars and moons and odd geometri c shapes— that
looked cabalistic rather than Christian. But, Jake realized, he had no basis for believing the
Manni were Christians. They mightlook like Quakers or Amish with their cloaks and
beards and round-crowned black hats, might throw the occasionalthee orthouinto their
conversation, but so far as Jake knew, neither the Quakers nor the Amish had ever made a
hobby of traveling to other worlds.

Long polished wooden rods were pulled from another wagon. They were thrust through
metal sleeves on the undersides of the engraved boxes. The boxes were called coffs, Jake
learned. The Manni carried them like religious artifacts through the streets of amedieval
town. Jake sup- posed that in away theyvere religious artifacts.

They started up the path, which was still scattered with hair-ribbons, scraps of cloth, and
afew small toys. These had been bait for the Wolves, and the bait had been taken.

When they reached the place where Frank Tavery had gotten hisfoot caught, Jake heard
the voice of the useless git's beautiful sister in hismind:Help him, please, sai, | beg. He had,
God forgive him. And Benny had died.

Jake looked away, grimacing, then thoughtYou're a gunslinger now, you gotta do better.
He forced himself to look back.

Pere Callahan's hand dropped onto his shoulder. "Son, are you al right? You're awfully
pae."

"I'm okay," Jake said. A lump had risen in histhroat, quite alarge one, but he forced
himself to swallow past it and repeat what he'd just said, telling the lie to himself rather
than to the Pere: 'Y eah, I'm okay."

Callahan nodded and shifted his own gunna (the half-- hearted packsack of atown man
who does nat, in his heart, believe he's going anywhere) from his left shoulder to hisright.
"And what's going to happen when we get up to that cave?If wecan get up to that cave?"

Jake shook his head. He didn't know.

THREE

The path was okay. A good deal of loose rock had shaken down on it, and the going was
arduous for the men carrying the coffs, but in one respect their way was easier than before.
The quake had dislodged the giant boulder that had almost blocked the path near the top.
Eddie peered over and saw it lying far below, shattered into two pieces. There was some
sort of lighter, sparkly stuff inits middle, making it look to Eddie like the world's largest



hard-boiled egg.

The cave was still there, too, although alarge pile of talus now lay in front of its mouth.
Eddie joined some of the younger Manni in helping to clear it, tossing handfuls of
busted-up shale (garnets gleaming in some of the pieces like drops of blood) over the side.
Seeing the cave's mouth eased a band which had been squeezing Eddie's heart, but he didn't
like the silence of the cave, which had been damnably chatty on his previous visit. From
somewhere deep in its gullet he could hear the grating whine of a draft, but that was all.
Where was his brother, Henry? Henry should have been bitching about how Balazar's
gentlemen had killed him and it was all Eddi€'s fault. Where was his Ma, who should have
been agreeing with Henry (and in equally dolorous tones)? Where was Margaret Eisenhart,
com- plaining to Henchick, her grandfather, about how she'd been branded forgetful and
then abandoned? This had been the Cave of the Voices long before it had been
theDoorwayCave , but the voices had fallen silent. And the door looked . . .stupid was the
word which first came to Eddie's mind. The second wasunimportant. This cave had once
been informed and defined by the voices from below; the door had been rendered awful
and mysterious and pow- erful by the glass ball— Black Thirteen — which had come into
the Calathrough it.

But now it's | eft the same way, and it's just an old door that doesn't—
Eddietried to stifle the thought and couldn't.
—that doesn't go anywhere.

Heturned to Henchick, disgusted by the sudden welling of tearsin his eyesbut unableto
stop them. "There's no magic left here," he said. His voice was wretched with despair.
"There's nothing behind that fucking door but stale air and fallen rock. You're afool and
I'm another.”

There were shocked gasps at this, but Henchick looked at Eddie with eyes that almost
seemed to twinkle. "Lewis, Thonnie!" he said, amost jovialy. "Bring me the Branni coff."

Two strapping young men with short beards and hair pulled back in long braids stepped
forward. Between them they bore an ironwood coff about four feet long, and heavy, from
the way they carried the poles. They set it before Henchick.

"Openit, Eddie of New York."

Thonnie and Lewislooked at him, questioning and alit- tle afraid. The older Manni men,
Eddie saw, were watching with akind of greedy interest. He supposed it took afew yearsto
become fully invested in the Manni brand of extrava- gant weirdness; in time Lewis and
Thonnie would get there, but they hadn't made it much past peculiar as yet.

Henchick nodded, alittleimpatiently. Eddie bent and opened the box. It was easy. There
was no lock. Inside was a silk cloth. Henchick removed it with a magician's flourish and



disclosed a plumb-bob on achain. To Eddieit |ooked like an old-fashioned child'stop, and
was nowhere near as big as he had expected. It was perhaps e ghteen inches long from its
pointed tip to its broader top and made of some yel- lowish wood that looked gresy. It was
on asilver chain that had been looped around a crystal plug set in the coff's top.

"Takeit out,” Henchick said, and when Eddie |ooked to Roland, the hair over the old
man's mouth opened and a set of perfect white teeth displayed themselvesin a smile of
astounding cynicism. "Why do'ee ook to your dinh, young snivelment? The magic's gone
out of thisplace, you said so yourself! And would'ee not know? Why, thee must beall of . . .
| don't know . . . twenty-five?'

Snickers from the Manni who were close enough to hear this jape, several of them not
yet twenty-five them- selves.

Furious with the old bastard — and with himsalf, as well — Eddie reached into the box.
Henchick stayed his hand.

"Touch not the bob itself. Not if thee'd keep thy cream in on one side and thy crap on the
other. By the chain, do'ee kennit?"

Eddie aimost reached for the bob anyway — he'd already made afool of himself in front
of these people, there was really no reason not to finish the job — but he looked into Jake's
grave gray eyes and changed his mind. The wind was blowing hard up here, chilling the
sweat of the climb on his skin, making him shiver. Eddie reached forward again, took hold
of the chain, and gingerly unwound it from the plug.

"Lift him out,” Henchick said.

"What'll happen?’

Henchick nodded, asif Eddie had finally talked some sense. "That'sto see. Lift him out.”

Eddie did so. Given the obvious effort with which the two young men had been carrying
the box, he was astounded at how light the bob was. Lifting it was like lifting a feather
which had been attached to afour-foot length of Fine-link chain. He looped the chain over
the back of hisfin- gersand held his hand in front of his eyes. He looked alittle like a man
about to make a puppet caper.

Eddie was about to ask Henchick again what the old man expected to happen, but before
he could, the bob began to sway back and forth in modest arcs.

"I'm not doing that,” Eddie said. "At least, | don't think | am. It must be the wind."
"I don't think it can be," Callahan said. "There are no flukesto — "

"Hush!" Cantab said, and with such aforbidding look that Callahan did hush.



Eddie stood in front of the cave, with al the arroyo country and most of CallaBryn
Sturgis spread out below him. Dreaming blue-gray in the far distance was the forest
through which they had come to get here — the last vestige of Mid-World, where they
would never go more. The wind gusted, blowing his hair back from his forehead, and
sud- denly he heard a humming sound.

Except he didn't. The humming was inside the hand in front of his eyes, the one with the
chain lying upon the spread fingers. It was in hisarm. And most of al, in his head.

At thefar end of the chain, at about the height of Eddie'sright knee, the bob's swing grew
more pronounced and became the arc of a pendulum. Eddie realized a strange thing: each
time the bob reached the end of its swing, it grew heavier. It was like holding onto
something that was being pulled by some extraordinary centrifugal force.

The arc grew longer, the bob's swings faster, the pull at the end of each swing stronger.
And then —

"Eddie!" Jake called, somewhere between concern and delight. "Do you see?’

Of course he did. Now the bob was growingdim at the end of each swing. The downward
pressure on his arm — the bob's weight — was rapidly growing stronger as this hap- pened.
He had to support hisright arm with hisleft hand in order to maintain his grip, and now he
was al so swaying at the hips with the swing of the bob. Eddie suddenly remem- bered
where he was — roughly seven hundred feet above the ground. This baby would shortly
yank him right over the side, if it wasn't stopped. What if he couldn't get the chain off his
hand?

The plumb-bob swung to the right, tracing the shape of an invisible smilein the air,
gaining weight as it rose toward the end of itsarc. All at once the puny piece of wood he'd
lifted from its box with such ease seemed to weigh sixty, eighty, a hundred pounds. And as
it paused at the end of its arc, momentarily balanced between motion and gravity, he
realized he could see theEast Road through it, not just clearly butmagnified. Then the
Branni bob started back down again, plummeting, shedding weight. But when it started up
again, thistimeto hisleft . . .

"Okay, | get the point!" Eddie shouted. "Get it off me, Henchick. At least make it stop!"

Henchick uttered asingle word, one so guttural it sounded like something yanked from a
mudflat. The bob didn't slow through a series of diminishing arcs but smply quit, again
hanging beside Eddie's knee with the tip point- ing at hisfoot. For amoment the humming
in hisarm and head continued. Then that also quit. When it did, the bob's disquieting sense
of weight lifted. The damn thing was once more feather-light.

"Do'ee have something to say to me, Eddie of New Y ork?" Henchick asked.



"Y eah, cry your pardon.”

Henchick's teeth once more put in an appearance, gleaming briefly in the wilderness of
his beard and then gone. "Thee's not entirely slow, is thee?"

"I hope not," Eddie said, and could not forbear a small sigh of relief as Henchick of the
Manni lifted the fine-link silver chain from his hand.

FOUR

Henchick insisted on a dry-run. Eddie understood why, but he hated all thisforeplay crap.
The passing time now seemed almost to be a physical thing, like a rough piece of cloth
slip- ping beneath the palm of your hand. He kept silent, never- theless. He'd alreadyissed
off Henchick once, and once was enough.

The old man brought six of hisamigos (five of them looked older than God to Eddi€) into
the cave. He passed bobs to three of them and shell-shaped magnets to the other three. The
Branni bob, aimost certainly the tribe's strongest, he kept for himself.

The seven of them formed aring at the mouth of the cave.
"Not around the door?" Roland asked.
"Not until we have to," Henchick said.

The old men joined hands, each holding abob or a mag at the clasping point. As soon as
the circle was compl ete, Eddie heard that humming again. It was asloud as an over-amped
stereo speaker. He saw Jake raise his hands to his ears, and Roland's face tighten in a brief
grimace.

Eddie looked at the door and saw it had lost that dusty, unimportant look. The
hieroglyphs on it once more stood out crisply, some forgotten word that meantunfound .
The crystal doorknob glowed, outlining the rose carved there in lines of white light.

Could I open it now?Eddie wondered.Open it and step through? Hethought not. Not yet,
anyway. But he was a hell of alot more hopeful about this process than he'd been five
minutes ago.

Suddenly the voicesfrom deep in the cave came alive, but they did soin aroaring jumble.
Eddie could make out Benny Slightman the Y ounger screaming the wordDogan, heard his
Martelling him that now, to top off a career of los- ing things, he'd lost hisvife, heard some
man (probably EImer Chambers) telling Jake that Jake had gone crazy, he wasfou, he



wasMonsieur Lunatique. More voicesjoined in, and more, and more.

Henchick nodded sharply to his colleagues. Their hands parted. When they did, the
voices from below ceased in mid-babble. And, Eddie was not surprised to see, the door
imme- diatel regained its ook of unremarkable anonymity — it was any door you ever
passed on the street without a second look.

"What in God's name wasthat? " Callahan asked, nod- ding toward the deeper darkness
where the floor sloped down. "It wasn't like that before.”

"I believe that either the quake or the loss of the magic ball has driven the cave insane,”
Henchick said calmly. "It doesn't matter to our business here, anyroa’. Our businessiswith
the door.” He looked at Callahan's packsack. "Once you were a wandering man."

"So | was."

Henchick's teeth made another brief guest appearance. Eddie decided that, on somelevel,
the old bastard was enjoying this. "From the look of your gunna, sai Callahan, you've lost
the knack."

"I supposeit's hard for me to believe that we're really going anywhere," Callahan said,
and offered asmile. Com- pared to Henchick's, it was feeble. "And I'm older now."

Henchick made a rude sound at that —fah!, it sounded like.

"Henchick," Roland said, "do you know what caused the ground to shake early this
morning?"

The old man's blue eyes were faded but still sharp. He nodded. Outside the cave's mouth,
in aline going down the path, almost three dozen Manni men waited patiently. "Beam let
go iswhat we think."

"What | think, too," Roland said. "Our business grows more desperate. I'd have an end to
idletalk, if it doesya. Let's have what palaver we must have, and then get on with our
business.”

Henchick looked at Roland as coldly as he had looked at Eddie, but Roland's eyes never
wavered. Henchick's brow furrowed, then smoothed out.

"Aye," hesaid. "Asee will, Roland. Thee's rendered us a great service, Manni and
forgetful folk alike, and we'd return it now as best we can. The magic's still here, and thick.
Wants only a spark. We can make that spark, aye, easy as commala. Y ou may get what'ee
want. On the other hand, we all may go to the clearing at the end of the path together. Or
into the darkness. Does thee understand?”

Roland nodded.



"Would'ee go ahead?"

Roland stood for a moment with his head lowered and his hand on the butt of his gun.
When he looked up, he was wearing his own smile. It was handsome and tired and
des- perate and dangerous. He twirled hiswhole left hand twce in the air:Let's go.

FIVE

The coffs were set down — carefully, because the path leading up to what the Manni
called Kra Kammen was narrow — and the contents were removed. Long-nailed fingers
(the Manni were allowed to cut their nails only once ayear) tapped the magnets, producing
ashrill hum that seemed to slice through Jake's head like aknife. It reminded him of the
todash chimes, and he guessed that wasn't surprising; those chimeswer e thekammen.

"What does Kra Kammen mean?" he asked Cantab. "House of Bells?'

"House of Ghosts," he replied without looking up from the chain he was unwinding.
"Leave me alone, Jake, thisis delicate work."

Jake couldn't see why it would be, but he did as bade. Roland, Eddie, and Callahan were
standing just inside the cave's mouth. Jake joined them. Henchick, meanwhile, had placed
the oldest members of his group in asemicircle that went around the back of the door. The
front side, with itsincised hieroglyphs and crystal doorknob, was unguarded, at |east for
the time being.

The old man went to the mouth of the cave, spoke briefly with Cantab, then motioned for
the line of Manni waiting on the path to move up. When thefirst manin linewasjust inside
the cave, Henchick stopped him and came back to Roland. He squatted, inviting the
gunslinger with a gesture to do the same.

The cave's floor was powdery with dust. Some came from rocks, but most of it was the
bone residue of small ani- mals unwise enough to wander in here. Using afingernd,
Henchick drew arectangle, open at the bottom, and then a semicircle around it.

"The door," he said. "And the men of my kra. Do'ee kennit?"

Roland nodded.

"Y ou and your friends will finish the circle,” he said, and drew it.

"The boy's strong in the touch,” Henchick said, looking at Jake so suddenly that Jake



jumped.
"Yes," Roland said.

"Well put him direct in front of the door, then, but far enough away so that if it opens
hard — and it may — it won't clip his head off. Will'ee stand, boy?"

"Yes, until you or Roland says different," Jake replied.

"You'll feel something in your head — like a sucking. It's not nice." He paused. "Ye'd
open the door twice."

"Yes," Roland said. "Twim."

Eddie knew the door's second opening was aboutCalvinTower , and he'd lost what
interest he'd had in the bookstore proprietor. The man wasn't entirely without courage,
Eddie supposed, but he was aso greedy and stubborn and self-involved: the perfect
twentieth-centuryNew Y ork City man, in other words. But the most recent person to use
this door had been Suze, and the moment it opened, he intended to dart through. If it
opened a second time on the littleMaine town whereCalvinTower and his friend, Aaron
Deepneau, had gone to earth, fine and dandy. If the rest of them wound up there, trying to
protect Tower and gain ownership of acertain vacant lot and a certain wild pink rose, also
fine and dandy. Eddi€'s priority was Susannah. Everything el se was secondary to that.

Even the tower.

SIX

Henchick said: "Who would'ee send the first time the door opens?"

Roland thought about this, absently running his hand over the bookcaseCalvinTower
had insisted on sending through. The case containing the book which had so upset the Pere.
He did not much want to send Eddie, a man who was impulsive to begin with and now all
but blinded by his concern and hislove, after hiswife. Y et would Eddie obey him if Roland
ordered him after Tower and Deepneau instead? Roland didn't think so. Which meant —

"Gunslinger?' Henchick prodded.

"Thefirst time the door opens, Eddie and | will go through," Roland said. "The door will
shut on its own?"

"Indeed it will," Henchick said. "Y ou must be as quick asthe devil's bite, or you'll likely



be cut in two, half of you on the floor of this cave and the rest wherever the brown-skinned
woman took herself off to."

"WEe'll be as quick as we can, sure,” Roland said.

"Aye, that's best,” Henchick said, and put his teeth on display once more. Thiswas a
smile

(what's he not telling? something he knows or only thinks he knows?)
Roland would have occasion to think of not long hence.

"I'd leave your guns here," Henchick said. "If you try to carry them through, you may
lose them."

"I'm going to try and keep mine," Jake said. "It came from the other side, so it should be
al right. If it'snot, I'll get another one. Somehow."

"I expect mine may travel, aswell," Roland said. He'd thought about this carefully, and
had decided to try and keep the big revolvers. Henchick shrugged, as if to sayAs you will.

"What about Oy, Jake?" Eddie asked.

Jake's eyes widened and hisjaw dropped. Roland real- ized the boy hadn't considered his
bumbler friend until this moment. The gunslinger reflected (not for the first time) how easy
it was to forget the most basic truth about John "Jake" Chambers: he was just akid.

"When we went todash, Oy — "Jake began.

"Thisain't that, sugar,” Eddie said, and when he heard Susannah's endearment coming
out of his mouth, his heart gave a sad cramp. For the first time he admitted to himself that
he might never see her again, any more than Jake might see Oy once they |eft this stinking
cave.

"But . . ."Jake began, and then Oy gave areproachful little bark. Jake had been squeezing
him too tightly.

"WEe'll keep him for you, Jake," Cantab said gently. "Keep him very well, say true.
Therelll be folk posted here until thee comes back for thy friend and all the rest of thy
goods."If you ever do was the part he was too kind to state. Roland read it in his eyes,
however.

"Roland, are you sure | can't. . . that hecan't . . . no. | see. Not todash this time. Okay.
NO."

Jake reached into the front pocket of the poncho, lifted Oy out, set him on the powdery



floor of the cave. He bent down, hands planted just above his knees. Oy looked up,
stretching his neck so that their faces aimost touched. And Roland now saw something
extraordinary: not the tearsin Jake's eyes, but those that had begun to well upin Oy's. A
billy-bumbler crying. It was the sort of story you might hear in a saloon as the night grew
late and drunk — the faithful bumbler who wept for his departing master. Y ou didn't
believe such stories but never said so, in order to save brawl- ing (perhaps even shooting).
Yet here it was, he was seeing it, and it made Roland feel a bit like crying himself. Wasiit
just more bumbler imitation, or did Oy really understand what was happening? Roland
hoped for the former, and with all his heart.

"Oy, you have to stay with Cantab for alittle while. Y ou'll be okay. He's apal.”
"Tab!" the bumbler repeated. Tears fell from his muzzle and darkened the powdery
surface where he stood in dime-sized drops. Roland found the creature's tears uniquely

awful, somehow even worse than a child's might have been. "Ake! Ake!"

"No, | gottasplit,” Jake said, and wiped at his cheeks with the heels of his hands. He left
dirty streaks like warpaint all the way up to histemples.

"No! Ake!"

"I gotta. You stay with Cantab. I'll come back for you, Oy — unless I'm dead, I'll come
back." He hugged Oy again, then stood up. "Go to Cantab. That's him." Jake pointed. "Go
on, now, you mind me."

"Ake! Tab!" The misery in that voice was impossible to deny. For amoment Oy stayed
where he was. Then, still weeping — or imitating Jake's tears, Roland still hoped for that
— the bumbler turned, trotted to Cantab, and sat between the young man's dusty
shor'boots.

Eddie attempted to put an arm around Jake. Jake shook it off and stepped away from him.
Eddie looked baffled. Roland kept his Watch Me face, but inside he was grimly delighted.
Not thirteen yet, no, but there was no shortage of stedl there.

And it wastime.

"Henchick?'

"Aye. Would'ee speak aword of prayer first, Roland? To whatever God thee holds?’

"I hold to no God," Roland said. "l hold to the Tower, and won't pray to that."

Severa of Henchick's migos |ooked shocked at this, but the old man himself only
nodded, asif he had expected no more. He looked at Callahan. "Pere?’

Callahan said, "God, Thy hand, Thy will." He sketched a crossin the air and nodded at



Henchick. "If we're goin, let'sgo."

Henchick stepped forward, touched the Unfound Door's crystal knob, then looked at
Roland. His eyes were bright. "Hear me thislast time, Roland of Gilead."

"I hear you very well."

"I am Henchick of the Manni Kra Redpath-a-Sturgis. We are far-seers and far travelers.
We are sailors on ka's wind. Would thee travel on that wind? Thee and thine?"

"Aye, to whereit blows."

Henchick slipped the chain of the Branni bob over the back of his hand and Roland at
once felt some power let loose in this chamber. It was small as yet, but it was growing.
Blooming, like arose.

"How many calls would you make?"

Roland held up the remaining fingers of hisright hand. "Two. Which isto saytwimin the
Eld."

"Two or twim, both the same," Henchick said. "Commala-come-two." he raised his
voice. "Come, Manni! Come-commala, join your force to my force! Come and keep your
promise! Come and pay our debt to these gunslingers! Help me send them on their
way!Now! "

SEVEN

Before any of them could even begin to register the fact that ka had changed their plans, ka
had worked its will on them. But at first it seemed that nothing at all would happen.

The Manni Henchick had chosen as senders — six elders, plus Cantab — formed their
semicircle behind the door and around to its sides. Eddie took Cantab's hand and laced his
fingersthrough the Manni's. One of the shell-shaped magnets kept their palms apart. Eddie
could feel it vibrating like something alive. He supposed it was. Callahan took his other
hand and gripped it firmly.

On the other side of the door, Roland took Henchick's hand, weaving the Branni bob's
chain between his fingers. Now the circle was compl ete save for the one spot directly in
front of the door. Jake took a deep breath, looked around, saw Oy sitting against the wall of
the cave about ten feet behind Cantab, and nodded.



Oy, stay, I'll be back,Jake sent, and then he stepped into his place. He took Callahan's
right hand, hesitated, and then took Roland's |eft.

The humming returned at once. The Branni bob began to move, not in arcs this time but
inasmall, tight circle. The door brightened and became morethere — Jake saw this with
his own eyes. The lines and circles of the hieroglyphs spellingunfound grew clearer. The
rose etched into the doorknob began to glow.

The door, however, remained closed.
(Concentrate, boy!)

That was Henchick's voice, so strong in his head that it almost seemed to slosh Jake's
brains. He lowered his head and looked at the doorknob. He saw the rose. He saw it very
well. Heimagined it turning as the knob upon which it had been cast turned. Once not so
long ago he had been obsessed by doors and the other world

(Mid-World)

he knew must lie behind one of them. Thisfelt like going back to that. He imagined all
the doors he'd known in his life— bedroom doors bathroom doors kitchen doors closet
doors bowling alley doors cloakroom doors movie theater doors restaurant doors doors
markedkeep out doors markedemployees only refrigerator doors, yes even those —and
then saw them all opening at once.

Open! he thought at the door, feeling absurdly like an Arabian princeling in some ancient
story.Open sesame! Open says me!

From the cave's belly far below, the voices began to babble once more. There was a
whooping, windy sound, the heavy crump of something falling. The cave's floor trembled
beneath their feet, asif with another Beamquake. Jake paid no mind. The feeling of live
force in this chamber was very strong now — he could fedl it plucking at his skin, vibrating
in his nose and eyes, teasing the hairs out from his scalp —but the door remained shut. He
bore down more strongly on Roland's hand and the Pere's, concentrating on firehouse doors,
police station doors, the door to the Principal's Office at Piper, even a science fiction book
he'd once read calledThe Door into Summer. The smell of the cave — deep must, ancient
bones, distant drafts — seemed suddenly very strong. He felt that brilliant, exuberant
uprush of certainty —Now, it will happen now, | know it will — yet the door till stayed
closed. And now he could smell something else. Not the cave, but the slightly metallic
aromaof hisown sweat, rolling down his face.

"Henchick, it's not working. | don't think | — "
"Nar, not yet — and never think thee needsto do it all thyself, lad. Feel for something

between you and the door . . . something likeahook . . . or athorn. .." Ashe spoke,
Henchick nodded at the Manni heading the line of reinforcements. "Hedron, come forward.



Thonnie, take hold of Hedron's shoulders. Lewis, take hold of Thonnie's. And on back! Do
it

The line shuffled forward. Oy barked doubtfully.
"Feel, boy! Fedl for that hook! It's between thee and t'door! Feel for it!"

Jake reached out with his mind while hisimagination suddenly bloomed with a powerful
and terrifying vividness that was beyond even the clearest dreams. He sawFifth Avenue
between Forty-eighth and Sixtieth ("the twelve blocks where my Christmas bonus
disappears every January,” hisfather had liked to grumble). He saw every door, on both
sides of the street, swinging open at once: Fendi! Tiffany! Bergdorf Goodman! Carrier!
Doubleday Books! The Sherry Netherland Hotel! He saw an endless hallway floored with
brown linoleum and knew it wasin the Pentagon. He saw doors, at least athousand of them,
all swinging open at once and generating a hurricane draft.

Y et the door in front of him, the only one that mat- tered, remained closed.
Yeah, but—
It was rattling in its frame. He could hear it.

"Go, kid!" Eddie said. The words came from between clamped teeth. "I you can't openit,
knock the fucker down!"

"Help me!" Jake shouted. "Help me,goddammit! All of you! "

Theforcein the cave seemed to double. The hum seemed to be vibrating the very bones
of Jake's skull. His teeth were rattling. Sweat ran into his eyes, blurring his sight. He saw
two Henchicks nodding to someone behind him: Hedron. And behind Hedron, Thonnie.
And behind Thonnie, al the rest, snaking out of the cave and down thirty feet of the path.

"Get ready, lad,” Henchick said.

Hedron's hand dlipped under Jake's shirt and gripped the waistband of hisjeans. Jake felt
pushed instead of pulled. Something in his head bolted forward, and for a moment he saw
all the doors of athousand, thousand worlds flung wide, generating a draft so great it could
almost have blown out the sun.

And then his progress was stopped. There was some- thing . . . something right in front of
the door . . .

The hook! It's the hook!

He dlipped himself over it asif his mind and life-force were some sort of loop. At the
same time he felt Hedron and the others pulling him backward. The pain was immediate,



enormous, seeming to tear him apart. Then the draining sensation began. It was hideous,
like having someone pull hisgutsout aloop at atime. And always, the manic buzzingin his
ears and deep in his brain.

Hetried to cry out —No, stop, let go, it's too much! — and couldn't. He tried to scream
and heard it, but only inside his head. God, he was caught. Caught on the hook and being
ripped in two.'

One creaturedid hear his scream. Barking furiously, Oy darted forward. And as he did,
the Unfound Door sprang open, swinging in ahissing arc just in front of Jake's nose.

"Behold!" Henchick cried in avoice that was at once ter- rible and exalted. Behold, the
door opens! Over-sam kammen! Can-tah, can-kavar kammen! Over-can-tah!"

The others responded, but by then Jake Chambers had already been torn loose from
Roland's hand on hisright. By then he was flying, but not alone.

Pere Cdlahan flew with him.

EIGHT

There wasjust time for Eddie to hearNew Y ork ,smelINew Y ork , and to realize what was
happening. In away, that was what made it so awful — he was able to register everything
going diabolically counter to what he had expected, but not able to do anything about it.

He saw Jake yanked out of the circle and felt Callahan's hand ripped out of his own; he
saw them fly through the air toward the door, actually looping the loop in tandem, like a
couple of fucked-up acrobats. Something furry and barking like a motherfucker shot past
the side of hishead. Oy, doing barrel-rolls, hisearslaid back and histerrified eyes seeming
to start from his head.

And more. Eddie was aware of dropping Cantab's hand and lunging forward toward the
door —his door,his city, and somewhere in ithis lost and pregnant wife. He was aware
(exquisitely so) of the invisible hand thatpushed him back, and a voice that spoke, but not
in words. What Eddie heard was far more terrible than any words could have been. With
words you could argue. Thiswas only an inartic- ulate negation, and for al he knew, it
came from theDarkTower itself.

Jake and Callahan were shot like bullets from a gun: shot into a darkness filled with the
exotic sounds of honking horns and rushing traffic. In the distance but clear, like the voices
you heard in dreams, Eddie heard arapid, rap- ping, ecstatic voice streetbopping its
message: "SayGawd, brotha, that's right, sayGawd onSecond Avenue , sayGawd on



Avenue B, sayGawd in theBronx , | sayGawd, | sayGawd-bomb, | sayGawd! " The voice
of an authenticNew Y ork crazy if Eddie had ever heard one and it laid his heart open. He

saw Oy zip through the door like a piece of newspaper yanked up the street in the wake of
aspeeding car, and then the door slammed shut, swinging so fast and hard that he had to dlit

his eyes against the wind it blew into his face, awind that was gritty with the bone-dust of
this rotten cave.

Before he could scream his fury, the door slapped open again. Thistime he was dazzled
by hazy sunshine loaded with birdsong. He smelled pine trees and heard the distant
back- firing of what sounded like abig truck. Then he was sucked into that brightness
unable to yell that this was fucked up, ass-backw —

Something collided with the side of Eddie's head. For one brief moment he was
brilliantly aware of his passage between the worlds. Then the gunfire. Then the killing.

STAVE:Commala-come-coo
Thewind 'll blow ya through.
Y a gotta go where ka's wind blows ya

Cause there's nothin else to do.

RESPONSE:Commal a-come-two !
Nothin else to do!

Gotta go where ka's wind blows ya
Cause there's nothin else to do.

3rd STANZA

TRUDY AND MIA



Trudy and Mia

ONE

Until June first of1999 , Trudy Damascus was the sort of hard-headed woman who'd tell
you that most UFOs were weather balloons (and those that weren't were probably the
fabrica tions of peoplevho wanted to get on TV), the Shroud of Turin was some
fourteenth-century con man's trick, and that ghosts — Jacob Marley's included — were
either the per- ceptions of the mentally ill or caused by indigestion. She was hardheaded,
sheprided herself on being hard-headed, and had nothing even slightly spiritual on her
mind as she walked down Second Avenue toward her business (an accounting firm called
Guttenberg, Furth, and Patel) with her canvas carry-bag and her purse slung over her
shoulder. One of GF& P's clients was a chain of toy stores called Kidz-Play, and KidzPlay
owed GF& P a goodly sum of money. The fact that they were also tottering on the edge of
Chapter Eleven meant €l zippo to Trudy. She wanted that $69,211.19, and had spent most
of her lunch-hour (in aback booth of Dennis's Waffles and Pancakes, which had been
Chew Chew Mama's until1994 ) mulling over ways to get it. During the last two years she
had taken several steps toward changing Guttenberg, Furth, and Patel to Guttenberg, Furth,
Patel and Damascus; forcing KidzPlay to cough up would be yet another step — along one
— inthat direction.

And so, as she crossedForty-sixth Street toward the large dark glass skyscraper which
now stood on the uptown corner of Second and Forty-sixth (where there had once been a
certain Artistic Deli and then a certain vacant lot), Trudy wasn't thinking about gods or
ghosts or visitations from the spirit world. She was thinking about Richard Gold- man, the
asshole CEO of a certain toy company, and how —

But that was when Trudy's life changed. Atl :19P.M., EDT, to be exact. She had just
reached the curb on the downtown side of the street. Was, in fact, stepping up. And all at
once awoman appeared on the sidewalk in front of her. A wide-eyed African-American
woman. There was no shortage of black women in New Y ork City, and God knew there
had to be afair percentage of them with wide eyes, but Trudy had never seen one emerge
directly from thin air before, which was what this one did. And there was something el se,
some- thing even more unbelievable. Ten seconds before, Trudy Damascus would have
laughed and saidnothing could be more unbelievabl e than awoman flicking into existence



in front of her on a Midtown sidewalk, but there was. There def- initely was.

And now she knew how all those people who reported seeing flying saucers (not to
mention ghosts wrapped in clanking chains) must feel, how they must grow frustrated by
the entrenched disbelief of peoplelike. . . well, people like the one Trudy Damascus had
been atl :18p.m. on that day in June, the one who said goodbye for good on the downtown
side of Forty-sixth Street. Y ou could tell peopleYou don't understand, this REALLY
HAPPENED! and it cut zero ice. They said stuff likeWell, she probably came out from
behind the bus shelter and you just didn't notice orShe probably came out of one of thelittle
stores and you just didn't notice. Y ou could tell them that therewas no bus shelter on the
downtown side of Second and Forty-sixth (or on the uptown side, for that matter), and it
did no good. Y ou could tell them therewere no little stores in that area, not since2
Hammarskj6ld Plaza went up, and that didn't work, either. Trudy would soon find these
things out for herself, and they would drive her close to insanity. She was not used to
having her perceptions dismissed as no more than a blob of mustard or a bit of underdone
potato.

No bus shelter. No little shops. There were the steps going up toHammarskjoldPlaza,,
where afew late lunchers were still sitting with their brown bags, but the ghost-woman
hadn't come from there, either. The fact was this. when Trudy Damascus put her
sneaker-clad |eft foot up on the curb, the sidewalk directly ahead of her was completely
empty. As she shifted her weight preparatory to lifting her right foot up from the street, a
woman appeared.

For just amoment, Trudy could seeSecond Avenue through her, and something else, as
well, something that looked like the mouth of a cave. Then that was gone and the woman
was solidifying. It probably took only a second or two, that was Trudy's estimate; she
would later think of that old sayinglf you blinked you missed it and wish she had blinked.
Because it wasn't just the materialization.

The black lady grew legsright in front of Trudy Damascus's eyes.
That's right; grew legs.

There was nothing wrong with Trudy's powers of obser- vation, and she would later tell
people (fewer and fewer of whom wanted to listen) that every detail of that brief encounter
was imprinted on her memory like atattoo. The apparition was a little over four feet tall.
That was abit on the stumpy side for an ordinary woman, Trudy supposed, but probably
not for one who quit at the knees.

The apparition was wearing a white shirt, splattered with either maroon paint or dried
blood, and jeans. The jeans were full and round at the thighs, where therewere legs inside
them, but bel ow the kneesthey trailed out on the side- walk like the shed skins of weird blue
snakes. Then, suddenly, they plumped up.Plumped up, the very words sounded insane, but
Trudy saw it happen. At the same moment, the woman rose from her
nothing-bel ow-the-knee four-feet-four to her all-there height of perhapsfive-six or -seven.



It was like watching some extraordinary cameratrick in amovie, but thiswas no movie, it
was Trudy'dife.

Over her left shoulder the apparition wore a cloth-lined pouch that looked asif it had
been woven of reeds. There appeared to be plates or dishesinsideit. In her right hand she
clutched afaded red bag with adrawstring top. Some- thing with square sides at the bottom,
swinging back and forth. Trudy couldn't make out everything written on the side of the bag,
but she thought part of it wasmidtown lanes.

Then the woman grabbed Trudy by the arm. "What you got in that bag?' she asked.
"Y ou got shoes?"

This caused Trudy to look at the black woman's feet, and she saw another amazing thing
when she did: the African-American woman's feet werewhite. As white as her own.

Trudy had heard of people being rendered speech- less; now it had happened to her. Her
tongue was stuck to the roof of her mouth and wouldn't come down. Still, there was nothing
wrong with her eyes. They saw everything. The white feet. More droplets on the black
woman's face, almost certainly dried blood. The smell of sweat, as if materiaizing
onSecond Avenue like this had only come as the result of tremendous exertion.

"If you got shoes, lady, you best give em to me. | don't want to kill you but | got to get to
folks that'll help me with my chap and | can't do that barefoot."

No one on this little piece of Second Avenue . People —a few, anyway — sitting on the
steps of2 Hammarskjold Plaza, and a couple were looking right at Trudy and the black
woman (themostly black woman), but not with any alarm or even interest, what the hell
waswrong with them, were they blind?

Well, it's not them she's grabbing, for one thing. And it's not them she's threatening to
kill, for anoth—

The canvas Borders bag with her office shoes inside it (sensible half-heels,
cordovan-colored) was snatched from her shoulder. The black woman peered insideit,
then looked up at Trudy again. "What size're these?"

Trudy's tongue finally came unstuck from the roof of her mouth, but that was no help; it
promptly fell dead at the bottom.

"Ne'mine, Susannah says you look like about aseven. These'll d — "

The apparition's face suddenly seemed to shimmer. She lifted one hand — it rosein a
loose loop with an equally loose fist anchoring the end, as if the woman didn't have very
good control of it — and thumped herself on the forehead, right between the eyes. And
suddenly her face was different. Trudy had Comedy Central as part of her basic cable deal,
and she'd seen stand-up comics who specialized in mimicry change their faces that same



way.

When the black woman spoke again, her voice had changed, too. Now it was that of an
educated woman. And (Trudy would have sworn it) afrightened one.

"Help me," shesaid. "My nameis Susannah Deanand 1 ...l ...ohdear ... ohChrist—

Thistimeit was pain that twisted the woman's face, and she clutched at her belly. She
looked down. When she looked back up again, the first one had reappeared, the one who
had talked of killing for apair of shoes. She took a step back on her bare feet, still holding
the bag with Trudy's nice Ferragamo low-heels and herNew York Times inside it.

"Oh Christ," she said. "Oh don't that hurt!Mama. "You got to make it stop. It can't come
yet, not right out here on the street, you got to make it stop awhile."

Trudy tried to raise her voice and yell for acop. Noth- ing came out but a small,
whispering sigh.

The apparition pointed at her. "Y ou want to get out of here now," she said. "And if you
rouse any constabulary or raise any posse, I'll find you and cut your breasts off." She took
one of the plates from the reed pouch. Trudy observed that the plate's curved edge was
metal, and as keen as a butcher's knife, and suddenly found herself in a struggle to keep
from wetting her pants.

Find you and cut your breasts off,and an edge like the one she was looking at would
probably do the job. Zip-zoop, instant mastectomy, O dear Lord.

"Good day to you, madam,” Trudy heard her mouth saying. She sounded like someone
trying to talk to the den- tist before the Novocain has worn off. "Enjoy those shoes, wear
them in good health."

Not that the apparition looked particularly healthy. Not even with her legs on and her
fancy white feet.

Trudy walked. She walked downSecond Avenue . She tried to tell herself (with no
success at all) that she hadnot seen a woman appear out of thin air in front of2
Hammarskj6ld, the building the folks who worked there jokingly called the Black Tower.
Shetried to tell herself (also with no success at all) that this was what she got for eating
roast beef and fried potatoes. She should have stuck to her usual waffle-and-egg, you went
to Dennis's forwaffles, not for roast beef and potatoes, and if you didn't believe that, |ook
what had just happened to her. Seeing African-American appari- tions, and—

And her bag! Her canvas Borders bag! She must have dropped it!

Knowing better. All the time expecting the woman to come after her, shrieking like a



headhunter from the deep- est, darkest jungles of Papua. There was a ninglytumb place on
her back (she meanta tingly-numb place, but ningly-tumb was how it actually felt, kind of
loose and cool and distant) where she knew the crazy woman's plate would bite into her,
drinking her blood and then eating one of her kidneys before coming to rest, still quivering,
in the live chalk of her spine. She would hear it coming, somehow she knew that, it would
make awhistling sound like a child's top before it chunked into her and warm blood went
splashing down over her buttocks and the backs of her legs —

She couldn't help it. Her bladder let go, her urine gushed, and the front of her slacks, part
of atr ésexpensive Norma Kamali suit, went distressingly dark. She was amost at the
corner of Second and Forty-fifth by then. Trudy —never again to be the hard-headed
woman she'd once fan- cied herself— was finally able to stop and turn around. She no
longer felt quite so ningly-tumb. Only warm at the crotch.

And the woman, the mad apparition, was gone.

TWO

Trudy kept some softball-practice clothes— tee-shirts and two old pairs of jeans— inside
her office storage cabinet. When she got back to Guttenberg,Furth , and Patel, she made
changing her first priority. Her second was acall to the police. The cop who took her report
turned out to be Offi- cer Paul Antassi.

"My nameis Trudy Damascus," she said, "and | was just mugged onSecond Avenue ."

Officer Antassi was extremely sympathetic on the phone, and Trudy found herself
imagining an Italian George Clooney. Not a big stretch, considering Antassi's name and
Clooney'sdark hair and eyes. Antassi didn't look abit like Clooney in person, but hey, who
expected miracles and movie stars, it was area world they were living in. Although . . .
considering what had happened to her on the corner of Second and Forty-sixth at1 :19p.m.,
EDT...

Officer Antassi arrived at about three-thirty, and she found herself telling him exactly
what had happened to her,everything, even the part about feeling ningly-tumb instead of
tingly-numb and her weird certainty that the woman was getting ready to throw that dish at
her —

"Dish had a sharpened edge, you say?' Antassi asked, jotting on his pad, and when she
said yes, he nodded sym- pathetically. Something about that nod had struck her as familiar,
but right then she'd been too involved in telling her tale to chase down the association.
Later, though, she wondered how she could possibly have been so dumb. It was every
sympathetic nod she'd ever seen in one of those lady-gone-crazy films, fromGirl,



Interrupted with Winona Ryder all the way back toThe Shake Pit, with Oliviade
Havilland.

But right then she'd been too involved. Too busy telling the nice Officer Antassi about
how the apparition's jeans had been dragging on the sidewalk from the knees down. And
when she was done, she for the first time heard the one about how the black woman had
probably come out from behind a bus shelter. Also the one — thislI killya— about how
the black woman had probably just stepped out of some little store, there were billions of
them in that neigh- borhood. Asfor Trudy, she premiered her bit about how thergvere no
bus shelters on that corner, not on the down- town side of Fortysixth, not on the uptown
side, either. Also the one about how al the shops were gone on the downtown side since2
Hammarskj6ld went up, that would prove to be one of her most popular routines, would
prob- ably get her onstage at Radio Goddam City someday.

She was asked for the first time what she'd had for lunch just before seeing this woman,
and realized for the first time that she'd had a twentieth-century version of what Ebenezer
Scrooge had eaten shortly before seeing his old (and long-dead) business partner: potatoes
and roast beef. Not to mentionseveral blots of mustard.

Sheforgot all about asking Officer Antassi if he'd like to go out to dinner with her.
In fact, she threw him out of her office.

Mitch Guttenberg poked his head in shortly there- after. "Do they think they'll be able to
get your bag back, Tru —"

"Get lost,” Trudy said without looking up. "Right now."

Guttenberg assessed her pallid cheeks and set jaw. Then he retired without saying
another word.

THREE

Trudy left work at four-forty-five, which was early for her. She walked back to the corner
of Second and Forty-sixth, and although that ningly-tumb feeling began to work itsway up
her legs and into the pit of her stomach again as she approached Hammarskjold Plaza, she
never hesitated. She stood on the corner, ignoring both white walk and reddon't walk . She
turned in atight little circle, amost like abal- let dancer, also ignoring her fellowSecond
Avenue -ites and being ignored in turn.

"Right here," she said. "It happened right here. | know it did. She asked me what size |
was, and before | could answer — Iwould have answered, | would havetold her what color



my underwear was if she asked, | was in shock —before | could answer, shesaid . . ."
Ne'mine, Susannah says you look like about a seven. These'll do.

WEell, no, she hadn't quite finished that last part, but Trudy was sure that was what the
woman had meant to say. Only then her face had changed. Like a comic getting ready to
imitate Bill Clinton or Michael Jackson or maybe even George Clooney. And she'd asked
for help. Asked for help and said her namewas . . . what?

"Susannah Dean," Trudy said. "That was the name. | never told Officer Antassi.”

WEell, yeah, but fuck Officer Antassi. Officer Antassi with his bus shelters and little
stores,justfuck him.

That woman—Susannah Dean, Whoopi Goldberg, Coretta Scott King, whoever she was
—thought she was pregnant. Thought she was in labor.I'm almost sure of it. Did she look
pregnant to you, Trudes ?

"No," she said.

On the uptown side of Forty-sixth, white walk once again became reddon't walk . Trudy
realized she was calm- ing down. Something about just standing here, with2 Dag
Hammarskj6ld Plaza on her right, was caming. Like a cool hand on a hot brow, or a
soothing word that assured you that there was nothing, absolutel ynothing to feel
ningly-tumb about.

She could hear ahumming, sherealized. A sweet hum- ming sound.

"That's not humming,” she said as reddon't walk cycled back to whitewalk one more
time (she remembered a date in college once telling her the worst karmic disaster he could
imagine would be coming back as atraffic light). "That's not humming, that'ssinging. "

And then, right beside her — startling her but not frightening her — aman's voice spoke.
"That'sright," he said. Trudy turned and saw a gentleman who looked to be in his early
forties. "1 come by here al thetime, just to hear it. And I'll tell you something, since we're
just ships passing in the night, so to speak — when | was a young man, | had the world's
most terrible case of acne. | think coming here cleared it up, somehow."

"Y ou think standing on the corner of Second and Forty-sixth cleared up your acne," she
said.

Hissmile, only asmall one but very sweet, faltered atiny bit. "I know it sounds crazy —

"I saw awoman appear out of nowhere right here," Trudy said. "Three and a half hours
ago, | saw this. When she showed up, she had no legs from the knees down. Then she grew



the rest of em. So who's crazy, my friend?”

He waslooking at her, wide-eyed, just some anonymous time-server in asuit with histie
pulled down at the end of the work-day. And yes, she could see the pits and shadows of old
acne on his cheeks and forehead. "Thisistrue?"

She held up her right hand. "If I'm lyin, I'm dyin. Bitch stole my shoes.” She hesitated.
"No, she wasn't abitch. | don't believe she was a bitch. She was scared and she was
barefooted and she thought she was in labor. | just wish I'd had time to give her my
sneakers instead of my good god- dam shoes.”

The man was giving her a cautious ook, and Trudy Damascus suddenly felt tired. She
had an idea this was alook she was going to get used to. The sign said walk again, and the
man who'd spoken to her started across, swinging his briefcase.

"Mister!"
He didn't stop walking, but did look back over his shoulder.
"What used to be here, back when you used to stop by for acne treatments?"

"Nothing," he said. "It was just a vacant lot behind afence. | thought it would stop —
that nice sound — when they built on the site, but it never did.”

He gained the far curb. Walked off upSecond Avenue . Trudy stood where she was, lost
in thought.l thought it would stop, but it never did.

"Now why would that be?' she asked, and turned to ook more directly at2
Hammarskjold Plaza. TheBlackTower . The humming was stronger now that she was
concentrating on it. And sweeter. Not just one voice but many of them. Like achoir. Then
it was gone. Disappeared as suddenly as the black woman had done the opposite.

No it didn't, Trudy thought.l just lost the knack of hearing it, that's all. If | stood here
long enough, | bet it would come back. Boy, thisis nuts. I'mnuts.

Did she believe that? The truth was that she did not. All at once the world seemed very
thin to her, more an ideathan an actual thing, and barely there at all. She had never felt less
hard-headed in her life. What she felt wasweak in her knees and sick to her stomach and on
the verge of passing out.

FOUR



There was alittle park on the other side of Second Avenue . In it was afountain; nearby
was ametal sculpture of aturtle, its shell gleaming wetly in the fountain's spray. She cared
nothing for fountains or scul ptures, but there was also a bench.

Walkhad come around again. Trudy tottered acrossSecond Avenue, like awoman of
eighty-three instead of thirty-eight, and sat down. She began to take long, slow breaths, and
after three minutes or so felt alittle better.

Beside the bench was a trash receptacle withkeep litter in its place stenciled on the side.
Below this, in pink spray-paint, was an odd little graffito:See the TURTLE of enormous
girth. Trudy saw theturtle, but didn't think much of its girth; the sculpture was quite
modest. She saw something else, as well: a copy of theNew York Times, rolled up as she
alwaysrolled hers, if she wanted to keep it alittle longer and happened to have abag to
stow it in. Of course there were probably at least a million copies of that day'sTimes
floating aroundM anhattan , but this one was hers. She knew it even before fishing it out of
the litter basket and verifying what she knew by turning to the crossword, which she'd
mostly completed over lunch, in her distinctive lilac-colored ink.

Shereturned it to the litter basket and looked acrossSecond Avenue to the place where
her idea of how things worked had changed. Maybe forever.

Took my shoes. Crossed the street and sat here by the turtle and put them on. Kept my
bag but dumped theTimes.Why'd she want my bag? She didn't have any shoes of her own to
putinit.

Trudy thought she knew. The woman had put her platesinit. A cop who got alook at
those sharp edges might be curious about what you served on dishes that could cut your
fingers off if you grabbed them in the wrong place.

Okay, but then where did she go?

There was a hotel down at the corner of First and Forty-sixth. Once it had been
theU.N.Plaza. Trudy didn't know what its name was now, and didn't care. Nor did she want
to go down there and ask if a black woman in jeans and a stained white shirt might have
comein afew hoursago. She had astrong intuition that her version of Jacob Marley's ghost
had done just that, but here was an intuition she didn't want to follow up on. Better to let it
go. The city was full of shoes, butsanity, one'ssanity —

Better to head home, take a shower, and just . . . let it go. Except —

"Something iswrong," she said, and a man walking past on the sidewalk looked at her.
She looked back defi- antly. "Somewhere something isery wrong. It's— "

Tippingwas the word that came to mind, but she would not say it. Asif to say it would
cause the tip to become atopple.



It was a summer of bad dreams for Trudy Damascus. Some were about the woman who
first appeared and thengrew. These were bad, but not the worst. In the worst ones she was

in the dark, and terrible chimes were ringing, and she sensed something tipping further and
further toward the point of no return.

STAVE:Commala-come-key

Can yatell me what ya see?

Isit ghosts or just the mirror

That makes yawant to flee?

RESPONSE: Commal a-come-three!

| begy a, tell me!
Isit ghosts or just your darker self

That makes yawant to flee?

4th STANZA

SUSANNAH'S DOGAN

Susannah'sDogan



ONE

Susannah's memory had become distressingly spotty, unre- liable, like the halfstripped
transmission of an old car. She remembered the battle with the Wolves, and Miawaiting
patiently whileit wenton . . .

No, that wasn't right. Wasn't fair. Mia had been doing alot more than waiting patiently.
She had been cheering Susannah (and the others) on with her own warrior's heart. Holding
the labor in abeyance while her chap's surrogate mother dealt death with her plates. Only
the Wolves had turned out to be robots, so could you really say . . .

Yes. Yes, you can. Because they were more than robots, much more, and we killed them.
Rose up righteous and killed their asses.

But that was neither here nor there, because it was over. And once it was, she had felt the
labor coming back, and strong. She was going to have the kid at the side of the damn road if
she didn't look out; and there it would die, because it was hungry, Mia's chap washongry,
and. ..

You got to help me!

Mia. And impossible not to respond to that cry. Even while she felt Mia pushing her
aside (as Roland had once pushed Detta Walker aside), it was impossible not to respond to
that wild mother's cry. Partly, Susannah supposed, because it washer body they shared, and
the body had declared itself on behalf of the baby. Probably could not do otherwise. And so
she had helped. She had done what Miaherself no longer could do, had stopped the labor a
bit longer. Although that in itself would become dangerous to the chap (funny how that
word insinuated itself into her thoughts, became her word as well as Mia's word) if it was
allowed to go on too long. She remembered a story some girl had told dur- ing alatenight
hen party in the dorm atColumbia, half a dozen of them sitting around in their pj's,
smoking cigarettes and passing a bottle of Wild Irish Rose — absol utel yverboten and
therefore twice as sweet. The story had been about a girl their age on along car-trip, agirl
who'd been too embar- rassed to tell her friends she needed a peestop. According to the
story, the girl had suffered a ruptured bladder and died. It was the kind of tale you
simultaneously thought was bull- shit and believed absolutely. And this thing with the
chap . .. thebaby . . .

But whatever the danger, she'd been able to stop the labor. Because there were switches
that could do that. Some- where.

(in the Dogan)

Only the machinery in the Dogan had never been meant to do what she — they —



(uswe)
were making it do. Eventually it would overload and
(rupture)

al the machines would catch fire, burn out. Alarms going off. Control panelsand TV
screens going dark. How long before that happened? Susannah didn't know.

She had avague memory of taking her wheelchair out of a bucka waggon while the rest
of them were distracted, cel- ebrating their victory and mourning their dead. Climbing and
lifting weren't easy when you were legless from the knees down, but they weren't ashard as
some folks might believe, either. Certainly she was used to mundane obsta- cles—
everything from getting on and off the toilet to getting books off a shelf that had once been
easily accessible to her (there had been a step-stool for such choresin every room of her
New Y ork apartment). In any case, Miahad been insist- ing— had actually beendriving her,
asacowboy might drive astray dogie. And so Susannah had hoisted herself into the bucka,
had lowered the wheelchair down, and then had lowered herself neatly into it. Not quite as
easy asrolling off alog, but far from the hardest chore she'd ever done since losing her last
Sixteen inches or so.

The chair had taken her one last mile, maybe alittle more (no legs for Mia, daughter of
none, not in the Calla). Then it smashed into aspur of granite, spilling her out. Luckily, she
had been able to break her fall with her arms, sparing her turbulent and unhappy belly.

She remembered picking herself up — correction, she remembered Mia picking up
Susannah Dean's hijacked body — and working her way on up the path. She had only one
other clear memory from the Calla side, and that was of trying to stop Miafrom taking off
the rawhideloop Susannah wore around her neck. A ring hung fromit, abeautiful light ring
that Eddie had made for her. When he'd seen it was too big (meaning it as a surprise, he
hadn't measured her finger), he had been disappointed and told her he'd make her another.

You go on and do just that if you like,she'd said,but I'll always wear this one.

She had hung it around her neck, liking theway it felt between her breasts, and now here
was this unknown woman, thisbitch, trying to take it off.

Detta hadcome forward, struggling with Mia. Detta had had absolutely no successin
trying to reassert control over Roland, but Miawas no Roland of Gilead. Mias hands
dropped away from the rawhide. Her control wavered. When it did, Susannah felt another
of those labor pains sweep through her, making her double over and groan.

It has to come off! Mia shouted.Otherwise, they 'll have hisscent as well as yours! Your
husband's! You don't want that, believe me!



Who?Susannah had asked.Who are you talking about?

Never mind—there's no time. But if he comes after you —and | know you think he'll try
—they mustn't have his scent! I'll leave it here, where he'll find it. Later, if ka wills, you
may wear it again.

Susannah had thought of telling her they could wash the ring off, wash Eddie's smell off
it, but she knew it wasn't just asmell Miawas speaking of. It was alove-ring, and that scent
would always remain.

But for whom?

The Wolves, she supposed. TherealWolves. The onesinNew Y ork . The vampires of
whom Callahan had spoken, and the low men. Or was there something else? Something
even worse?

Help me!Miacried, and again Susannah found that cry impossible to resist. The baby
might or might not be Mia's, and it might or might not be amonster, but her body wanted to
haveit. Her eyes wanted to seeit, whatever it was, and her ears wanted to hear it cry, even
if the crieswere really snarls.

She had taken the ring off, kissed it, and then dropped it at the foot of the path, where
Eddie would surely seeit. Because he would follow her at least this far, she knew it.

Then what? She didn't know. She thought she remem- bered riding on something most of
the way up a steep path, surely the path which led to theDoorwayCave .

Then, blackness.

(not blackness)

No, notcomplete blackness. There were blinking lights. The low glow of television
screens that were, for the time being, projecting no pictures but only soft gray light. The
faint hum of motors; the click of relays. Thiswas

(the Dogan Jake's Dogan)

some sort of control room. Maybe a place she had con- structed herself, maybe her
imagination's version of a Quonset hut Jake had found on the west side of the River Whye.

The next thing she remembered clearly was being back inNew Y ork . Her eyes were
windows she looked through as Mia stole some poor terrified woman's shoes.

Susannahcame forward again, asking for help. She meant to go on, to tell the woman she
needed to go to the hospital, needed a doctor, she was going to have a baby and something
waswrong with it. Before she could get any of that out, another labor pain washed over her,



this one monstrous, deeper than any pain she had ever felt in her life, worse even than the
pain she'd felt after the loss of her lower legs. This, though —this —

"Oh Chrigt," shesaid, but Miatook over again before she could say anything else, telling
Susannah that she had to make it stop, and telling the woman that if she whistled for any
John Laws, she'd lose apair of something alot more valu- able to her than shoes.

Mia, listen to me,Susannah told her.Ican stop it again —Ithinklcan —but you have to
help. You have to sit down. If you don't settle for awhile, God Himself won't be able to stop
your labor from running its course. Do you understand? Do you hear me?

Miadid. She stayed where she was for amoment, watching the woman from whom she'd
stolen the shoes. Then, almost timidly, she asked a question:Where should | go?

Susannah sensed that her kidnapper was for the first time becoming aware of the
enormous city in which she now found herself, was finally seeing the surging schools of
pedestrians, the floods of metal carriages (every third one, it seemed, painted a yellow so
bright it almost screamed), and towers so high that on a cloudy day their tops would have
been lost to view.

Two women looked at an alien city through one set of eyes. Susannah knew it washer
city, but in many ways, it no longer was. She'd leftNew Y ork in1964 . How many years
further along was this? Twenty? Thirty? Never mind, let it go. Now was not the time to
worry about it.

Their combined gaze settled on the little pocket park across the street. The labor pains
had ceased for the time being, and when the sign over there saidwalk , Trudy Damascus's
black woman (who didn't look particularly preg- nant) crossed, walking slowly but steadily.

On the far side was a bench beside afountain and ametal sculpture. Seeing the turtle
comforted Susannah alit- tle; it was asif Roland had eft her this sign, what the gunslinger
himself would have called asigul.

He'll come after me, too,she told Mia.And you should 'ware him, woman. You should
‘ware him very well.

I'll do what | need to do,Miareplied.You want to see the woman's papers. Why?
| want to see when thisis. The newspaper will say.

Brown hands pulled the rolled-up newspaper from the canvas Borders bag, unrolled it,
and held it up to blue eyesthat had started that day as brown as the hands. Susannah saw the
date — -Junel st,1999 — and marveled over it. Not twenty years or even thirty, but
thirty-five. Until this moment she hadn't realized how little she'd thought of the world's
chances to survive so long. The contemporaries she'd known in her old life— fellow
students, civil rights advocates, drink- ing buddies, and folkmusi caficionados — would



now be edg- ing into late middle age. Some were undoubtedly dead.

Enough,Mia said, and tossed the newspaper back into the trash barrel, whereit curled
into its former rolled shape. She brushed as much dirt as she could from the soles of her
bare feet (because of the dirt, Susannah did not notice they had changed color) and then put
on the stolen shoes. They were alittletight, and with no socks she supposed they'd give her
blistersif she had to walk very far, but —

What do you care, right?Susannah asked her.Ain't your feet. And knew as soon as she'd
said it (for thiswas aform of talk- ing; what Roland called palaver) that she might be wrong
about that. Certainly her own feet, those which had marched obediently through life below
the body of Odetta Holmes (and sometimes Detta Walker), were long gone, rotting or —
more likely — burned in some municipal incinerator.

But she did not notice the change in color. Except later she'd think:You noticed, all right.
Noticed it and blocked it right out. Because too much is too much.

Before she could pursue the question, as much philo- sophical asit was physical, of
whose feet she now wore, another labor pain struck her. It cramped her stomach and turned
it to stone even asit loosened her thighs. For the first time she felt the dismaying and
terrifying need topush.

You have to stop it'Mia cried.Woman, you have to! For the chap's sake, and for ours,
too!

Yes, dl right, but how?

Close your eyes, Susannah told her.

What? Didn't you hear me? You've got to—

| heard you,Susannah said.Close your eyes.

The park disappeared. The world went dark. She was a black woman, still young and
undoubtedly beautiful, sit- ting on a park bench beside afountain and ametal turtle with a
wet and gleaming metal shell. She might have been meditating on this warm late-spring
afternoon in the year 0f1999 .

I'm going away for a little while now,Susannah said.I'll be back. In the meantime, sit
where you are. St quiet. Don't move. The pain should draw back again, but even if it

doesn't at first, sit still. Moving around will only make it worse. Do you under stand me?

Miamight be frightened, and she was certainly deter- mined to have her way, but she
wasn't dumb. She asked only a single question.

Where are you going?



Back to the Dogan,Susannah said. MyDogan. The one inside.

TWO

The building Jake had found on the far side of the River Whye was some sort of ancient
communications-and-surveillance post. The boy had described it to them in some detail,
but he still might not have recognized Susannah's imagined version of it, which was based
on atechnology which had been far out of date only thirteen years later, when Jake had
leftNew Y ork for Mid-World. In Susannah's when, Lyndon Johnson had been President
and color TV was still acuriosity. Computers were huge things that filled whole buildings.
Y et Susannah had visited the city ofLud and seen some of the wonders there, and so
Jakemight have recog- nized the place where he had hidden from Ben Slightman and Andy
the Messenger Robot, after all.

Certainly he would have recognized the dusty linoleum floor, with its checkerboard
pattern of black and red squares, and the rolling chairs along consoles filled with blinking
lights and glowing dials. And he would have recognized the skeleton in the corner,
grinning above the frayed collar of its ancient uniform shirt.

She crossed the room and sat in one of the chairs. Above her, black-and-white TV
screens showed dozens of pic- tures. Some were of CallaBryn Sturgis (the town common,
Callahan's church, the general store, the road leading east out of town). Some were still
pictures like studio photographs: one of Roland, one of a smiling Jake holding Oy in his
arms, and one — she could hardly bear to look at it — of Eddie with his hat tipped back
cowpoke-style and his whit- tling knife in one hand.

Another monitor showed the slim black woman sitting on the bench beside the turtle,
knees together, hands folded in her lap, eyes closed, apair of stolen shoes on her feet. She
now had three bags: the one she'd stolen from the woman onSecond Avenue, the rush sack
with the sharpened Orizasinit . . . and abowling bag. This one was afaded red, and there
was something with square cornersinside it. A box. Looking at it in the TV screen made
Susannah fedl angry —betrayed — but she didn't know why.

The bag was pink on the other side,she thought.It changed color when we crossed, but
only a little.

The woman's face on the black-and-white screen above the control board grimaced.
Susannah felt an echo of the pain Mia was experiencing, only faint and distant.

Got to stop that. And quick.



The question still remained: how?

The way you did on the other side. While she was horsing her freight up to that cave just
as fast as she damn could.

But that seemed along time ago now, in another life. And why not? Ithad been another
life, another world, and if she ever hoped to get back there, she had to help right now. So
what had she done?

You used this stuff, that's what you did. It's only in your head, anyway—what Professor
Overmeyer called "a visualization tech- niquéback in Psych One. Close your eyes.

Susannah did so. Now both sets of eyes were closed, the physical onesthat Mia
controlled inNew Y ork and the ones in her mind.

Visualize.
Shedid. Or tried.
Open.

She opened her eyes. Now on the panel in front of her there were two large dialsand a
single toggle-switch where before there had been rheostats and flashing lights. The dials
looked to be made of Bakelite, like the oven-dials on her mother's stove back in the house
where Susannah had grown up. She supposed there was no surprise there; al you
imag- ined, no matter how wild it might seem, was no more than a disguised version of
what you already knew.

Thedial on her left was labeled emotional temp. The markings on it ran from32 to212
(32inblue;212in bright red). It was currently set at160 . The dia in the middle was
markedlabor force. The numbers around its face went from0 to10 , and it was currently
turned to9 . The label under the toggle-switch simply read CHAP, and there were only two
settings.awake andasleep . It was currently set to AWAKE.

Susannah looked up and saw one of the screens was now showing ababyin utero. It was
aboy. Abeautiful boy. Histiny penisfloated like a strand of kelp below thelazy curl of his
umbilical cord. His eyes were open, and athough the rest of the image was black and white,
those eyes were a piercing blue. The chap's gaze seemed to go right through her.

They're Roland's eyes,she thought, feeling stupid with wonder.How can that be?

It couldn't, of course. All this was nothing but the work of her own imagination, a
visualization technique. But if so, why would she imagine Roland's blue eyes? Why not
Eddi€e's hazel ones? Why not her husband's hazel eyes?

No time for that now. Do what you have to do.



She reached out toemotional temp with her lower lip caught between her teeth (on the
monitor showing the park bench, Mia also began biting her lower lip). She hesi- tated, then
dialed it back to72, exactly asif it was athermo- stat. And wasn't it?

Cam immediately filled her. Sherelaxed in her chair and let her lip escape the grip of
her teeth. On the park monitor, the black woman did the same. All right, so far, so good.

She hesitated for amoment with her hand not quite touching thelabor forcedial, then
moved on tochap instead. She flipped the toggle fromawake toasleep. The baby's eyes
closed immediately. Susannah found this some- thing of arelief. Those blue eyes were
disconcerting.

All right, back tolabor force . Susannah thought this was the important one, what Eddie
would call the Big Casino. She took hold of the old-fashioned dial, applied alittle
experimental force, and was not exactly surprised to find the clunky thing dully resistant in
its socket. It didn't want to turn.

But you will,Susannah thought.Because we need you to. We needyou to.

She grasped it tightly and began turning it slowly counter-clockwise. A pain went
through her head and she grimaced. Another momentarily constricted her throat, asif she'd
gotten afishbone stuck in there, but then both pains cleared. To her right an entire bank of
lights flashed on, most of them amber, afew bright red.

"WARNING," said avoice that sounded eerily like that of Blaine the Mono. "THIS
OPERATION MAY EXCEED SAFETY PARAMETERS."

No shit, Sherlock,Susannah thought. Thelabor force dial was now down to6 . When she
turned it past5 , another bank of amber and red lights flashed on, and three of the monitors
showing Calla scenes shorted out with sizzling pops. Another pain gripped her head like
invisible pressing fingers. From somewhere beneath her came the start-up whine of motors
or turbines. Big ones, from the sound. She could feel them thrumming against her feet,
which were bare, of course — Mia had gotten the shoes.Oh well, she thought,l didn't have
any feet at all before this, so maybe I'm ahead of the game.

"WARNING," said the mechanical voice. "WHAT Y OU'RE DOING IS DANGEROUS,
SUSANNAH OFNEW YORK . HEAR ME | BEG. IT'SNOT NICE TO FOOL MOTHER
NATURE."

One of Roland's proverbs occurred to her: Y ou do whatyou need to, and I'll do whatl
need to, and we'll see who getsthe goose. She wasn't sure what it meant, but it seemed to fit
this situation, so she repeated it aloud as she slowly but steadily turned thelabor force dial
past4 , to3. ..

She meant to turn the dial al the way back tol , but the pain which ripped through her



head when the absurd thing passed2 was so huge — sosickening — that she dropped her
hand.

For amoment the pain continued — intensified, even —and she thought it would kill her.
Miawould topple off the bench where she was sitting, and both of them would be dead
before their shared body hit the concrete in front of the turtle scul pture. Tomorrow or the
next day, her remains would take a quick trip to Potter's Field. And what would go on the
death certificate? Stroke? Heart attack? Or maybe that old standby of the medical manina
hurry, natural causes?

But the pain subsided and she was still alive when it did. She sat in front of the console
with the two ridiculous dials and the toggle-switch, taking deep breaths and wiping the
sweat from her cheeks with both hands. Boy-howdy, when it came to visualization
technique, she had to be the champ of the world.

Thisis more than visualization—you know that, right ?

She supposed she did. Something had changed her —had changed all of them. Jake had
gotten the touch, which was a kind of telepathy. Eddie had grown (was still growing) into
some sort of ability to create powerful, talismanic objects — one of them had already
served to open adoor between two worlds. And she?

I...see. That'sall. Except if | seeit hard enough, it startsto bereal. The way Detta
Walker got to bereal.

All over thisversion of the Dogan, amber lights were glowing. Even as shelooked, some
turned red. Beneath her feet — special guest feet, she thought them — the floor trem- bled
and thrummed. Enough of this and cracks would start to appear in its elderly surface.
Cracks that would widen and deepen. Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the House of
Usher.

Susannah got up from the chair and looked around. She should go back. Was there
anything else that needed doing before she did?

One thing occurred to her.

THREE

Susannah closed her eyes and imagined aradio mike. When she opened them the mike
was there, standing on the con- sole to the right of the two dials and the toggleswitch. She
had imagined a Zenith trademark, right down to the light- ningbolt Z, on the microphone's
base, butnorth central positronics had been stamped there, instead. So something was



messing in with her visualization technique. She found that extremely scary.

On the control panel directly behind the microphone was a semicircular, tri-colored
readout with the wordsSusannah-Mioprinted below it. A needle was moving out of the
green and into the yellow. Beyond the yellow segment the dial turned red, and asingle
word was printed in black:Danger.

Susannah picked up the mike, saw no way to useit, closed her eyes again, and imagined
atoggle-switch like the one-marked withawake andasleep , only thistime on the side of the
mike. When she opened her eyes again, the switch was there. She pressed it.

"Eddie," she said. She felt alittle foolish, but went on, anyway. "Eddie, if you hear me,
I'm okay, at |east for the time being. I'm with Mia, inNew York . It's Junefirst 0of 1999 , and
I'm going to try and help her have the baby. | don't see any other choice. If nothing else, |
have to berid of it myself. Eddie, you take care of yourself. | . .." Her eyes welled with
tears. "l love you, sugar. So much."

The tears spilled down her cheeks. She started to wipe them away and then stopped
herself. Didn't she have aright to cry for her man? As much right as any other woman?

She waited for aresponse, knowing she could make one if she wanted to and resisting
the urge. Thiswasn't a situation where talking to herself in Eddi€'s voice would do any
good.

Suddenly her vision doubled in front of her eyes. She saw the Dogan for the unreal shade
that it was. Beyond its walls were not the deserty wastelands on the east side of the Whye
butSecond Avenue with its rushing traffic.

Mia had opened her eyes. She was feeling fine again —thanks to me, honeybunch,
thanks to me— and was ready to move on.

Susannah went back.

FOUR

A black woman (who still thought of herself as a Negro woman) was sitting on a bench
inNew Y ork City in the spring of '99. A black woman with her traveling bags— her gunna
— gpread around her. One of them was afaded red.Nothing but strikes at midtown lanes
was printed on it. It had been pink on the other side. The color of the rose.

Miastood up. Susannah promptlycame forward and made her sit down again.



What did you do that for? Mia asked, surprised.

| don't know, | don't have a clue. But let'sus palaver alittle. Why don't you start by telling
me wher e you want to go?

| need a telefung. Someone will call.

Telephone, Susannah said.And by the way, there's blood on our shirt, sugar, Margar et
Eisenhart's blood, and sooner or later someone's gonna recognize it for what it is. Then
where will you be?

The response to this was wordless, aswell of smiling con- tempt. It made Susannah
angry. Five minutes ago — or maybe fifteen, it was hard to keep track of time when you
were having fun — this hijacking bitch had been screaming for help. And now that she'd
gotten it, what her rescuer got was an internal contemptuous smile. What made it worse
was that the bitch was right: she could probably stroll around Midtown al day without
anyone asking her if that was dried blood on her shirt, or had she maybe just spilled her
chocolate egg-cream.

All right,she said,but even if nobody bother s you about the blood, where are you going to
store your goods? Then another question occurred to her, one that probably should have
come to her right away.

Mia, how do you even know what a telephone is? And don't tell me they have emwhere
you came from, either.

No response. Only akind of watchful silence. But she had wiped the smile off the bitch's
face; she'd done that much.

You have friends, don't you? Or at least you think they're friends. Folks you've been
talking to behind my back. Folks that 'l help you. Or so you think.

Areyougoing to help me or not? Back to that. And angry. But beneath the anger, what?
Fright? Probably that was too strong, at least for now. But worry, certainly.How long have
| —have we —got before the labor starts up again?

Susannah guessed somewhere between six and ten hours — certainly before midnight
saw in June second — but tried to keep thisto herself.

| don't know. Not all that long.
Then we have to get started. | have to find a telefung.Phone.In a private place.
Susannah thought there was a hotel at theFirst Avenue end of Forty-sixth Street , and

tried to keep thisto herself. Her eyes went back to the bag, once pink, now red, and
sud- denly she understood. Not everything, but enough to dismay and amer her.



I'll leave it here,Miahad said, speaking of the ring Eddie had made her,I'll leave it here,
where he'll find it. Later, if ka wills, you may wear it again.

Not a promise, exactly, at least not adirect one, but Mia had certainlyimplied —

Dull anger surged through Susannah's mind. No, she'd not promised. She had simply led
Susannah in acer- tain direction, and Susannah had done the rest.

She didn't cozen me; she let me cozen myself.

Miastood up again, and once again Susannahcame forward and made her sit down. Hard,
thistime.

What? Susannah, you promised! The chap—

I'll help you with the chap,Susannah replied grimly. She bent forward and picked up the
red bag. The bag with the box inside it. And inside the box? The ghostwood box with
UNFOUND written upon it in runes? She could feel abaleful pulse even through the layer
of magical wood and cloth which hid it. Black Thirteen was in the bag. Mia had taken it
through the door. And if it was the ball that opened the door, how could Eddie get to her
now?

| did what | had to,Mia said nervously.It's my baby, my chap, and every hand is against
me now. Every hand but yours, and, you only hel p me because you have to. Remember what
| said. . . if kawills, | said —

It was Detta Walker's voice that replied. It was harsh and crude and brooked no
argument. "1 don't give a shit bout ka," she said, "and you bes be rememberin dat. Y ou got
problems, girl. Got a rug-monkey comin you don't know what it is. Got folks say they'll
he'p you and you don't know whatdey are. Shit, you doan even know what atelephoneis or
where to find one. Now we goan sit here, and you're goan tell me what happens next. We
goan palaver, girl, and if you don't play straight, we still be sittin here with these bags come
nightfall and you can have your precious chap on this bench and wash him off in the fuckin
fountain.”

Thewoman on the bench bared her teeth in agrue- some smilethat wasall Detta Walker.

"Youcare bout dat chap . . . and Susannah, she care adlittle bout dat chap . . . but | been
mosly turned out of thisbody, and | .. . don't. . .give ashit."

A woman pushing astroller (it looked as divinely light- weight as Susannah's abandoned
wheelchair) gave the woman on the bench a nervous glance and then pushed her own baby
onward, so fast she was nearly running.

"So!" Dettasaid brightly. "It's be purty out here, don't you think? Good weather for



talkin. Y ou hear me, mamma?"'

No reply from Mia, daughter of none and mother of one. Detta wasn't put out of
countenence; her grin widened.

"Y ou hear me, al right; you hear me justfahn. So let's us have alittle chat. Let's us
paaver."

STAVE:Commala-come-ko
Whatcha doin at my do'?
If you doan tell me now, my friend,

I'll lay yaon deflo'.

RESPON SE:Commala-come fo'!
| can lay yalow!

The things | done to such as you
Y ou never want to know.

5th STANZA

THE TURTLE



The Turtle

ONE

Miasaid:Talking will be easier —quicker and clearer, too —if we do it face-to-face.
How can we?Susannah asked.

We'll have our palaver inthe castle Miareplied promptly. The Castle on the Abyss. In the
banguet room. Do you remember the banquet room?

Susannah nodded, but hesitantly. Her memories of the banquet room were but recently
recovered, and conse- quently vague. She wasn't sorry, either. Mia's feeding there had
been. .. wel, enthusiastic, to say the very least. She'd eaten from many plates (mostly with
her fingers) and drunk from many glasses and spoken to many phantomsin many borrowed
voices. Borrowed? Hell,stolen voices. Two of these Susannah had known quite well. One
had been Odetta Holmes's nervous — and rather hoity-toity — "socia" voice. Another had
been Delta's raucous who-gives-a-shit bellow. Mias thievery had extended to every aspect
of Susannah's personality, it seemed, and if Detta Walker was back, pumped up and ready
to cut butt, that wasin large part this unwel- come stranger's doing.

The gunslinger saw me there,Mia said.The boy, too.

There was a pause. Then:

| have met them both before.

Who? Jake and Roland?

Aye, they

Where? When? How could y—

We can't speak here. Please. Let us go somewhere more private.

Someplace with a phone, isn't that what you mean? So your friends can call you.

| only know a little, Susannah ofNew York , but what little I know, | think you would



hear.

Susannah thought so, too. And although she didn't necessarily want Miato realizeit, she
was also anxious to get off Second Avenue . The stuff on her shirt might look like spilled
egg-cream or dried coffee to the casual passerby, but Susannah herself was acutely aware
of what it was: not just blood, but the blood of abrave woman who had stood true on behal f
of her town's children.

And there were the bags spread around her feet. She'd seen plenty of bag-folkeninNew
York , aye. Now shefelt like one herself, and she didn't like the feeling. She'd been raised
to better, as her mother would have said. Each time someone passing on the sidewalk or
cutting through thelit- tle park gave her aglance, shefelt liketelling them she wasn't crazy
in spite of how she looked: stained shirt, dirty face, hair too long and in disarray, no purse,
only those three bags at her feet. Homeless, aye — had anyone ever been as homeless as
she, not just out of house but out of time itself? — but in her right mind. She needed to
palaver with Mia and get an understanding of what all this was about, that was true. What
shewanted was much simpler: to wash, to put on fresh clothes, and to be out of public view
for at least alit- tlewhile.

Might as well wish for the moon, sugar,she told her- self . . . and Mia, if Miawas
listening.Privacy costs money. You'rein a version ofNew York where a single hamburger
might cost as much as a dollar, crazy as that sounds. And you don't have a sou. Just a
dozen or so sharpened plates and some kind of black-magic ball. So what are you gonna
do?

Before she could get any further in her thinking,New Y ork was swept away and she was
back in theDoorwayCave . She'd been barely aware of her surroundingson her first visit —
Miahad been in charge then, and in a hurry to make her getaway through the door — but
now they were very clear. Pere Callahan was here. So was Eddie. And Eddie's brother, ina
way. Susannah could hear Henry Dean's voice floating up from the cave's depths, both
taunting and dis- mayed: "I'm in hell, bro! I'min hell andl can't get afix andt's all your
fault! "

Susannah's disorientation was nothing to the fury she felt at the sound of that nagging,
hectoring voice. "Most of what was wrong with Eddie wasyour fault! " she screamed at
him. "Y ou should have done everyone a favor and died young, Henry!"

Those in the cave didn't even look around at her. What was this? Had she come here
todash fromNew York , just to add to the fun? If so, why hadn't she heard the chimes?

Hush. Hush, love.That was Eddie's voice in her mind, clear as day.Just watch.
Do you hear him? she asked Mia.Do you —

Yes! Now shut up!



"How long will we have to be here, do you think?' Eddie asked Callahan.

"I'm afraid it'll be awhile," Callahan replied, and Susan- nah understood she was seeing
something that had already happened. Eddie and Callahan had gone up to
theDoorwayCave to try to locateCalvinTower and Tower's friend, Deepneau. Just before
the showdown with the Wolves, this had been. Callahan was the one who'd gone through
the door. Black Thirteen had captured Eddie while the Pere was gone. And almost killed
him. Callahan had returned just in time to keep Eddie from hurling himself from the top of
the bluff and into the draw far below.

Right now, though, Eddie was dragging the bag — pink, yes, she'd been right about that,
on the Callaside it had been pink — out from underneath the troublesomesai Tower 's
bookcase of first editions. They needed the ball inside the bag for the same reason Mia had
needed it: because it opened the Unfound Door.

Eddie lifted it, started to turn, then froze. He was frown- ing. . .
"What isit?" Callahan asked.

"There's something in here," Eddie replied.

"The box — "

"No, in the bag. Sewn into the lining. It feelslike alittle rock, or something.” Suddenly
he seemed to be looking directly at Susannah, and she was aware that she was sitting on a
park bench. It was no longer voices from the depths of the cave she heard, but the watery
hiss and plash of the foun- tain. The cave was fading. Eddie and Cdahan were fading. She
heard Eddie'slast words as if from a great distance: "Maybe there's a secret pocket."

Then he was gone.

TWO

She hadn't gone todash at all, then. Her brief visit to theDoorwayCave had been some kind
of vision. Had Eddie sent it to her? And if he had, did it mean he'd gotten the message she'd
tried to send him from the Dogan? These were ques- tions Susannah couldn't answer. If she
saw him again, she'd ask him. After she'd kissed him athousand times or so, that was.

Mia picked up the red bag and ran her hands slowly down its sides. There was the shape
of the box inside, yes. But halfway down there was something else, asmall bulge. And
Eddie wasright: it felt like a stone.



She — or perhapsit was they, it no longer mattered to her — rolled the bag down, not
liking the intensified pulse from the thing hidden inside but setting her mind against it.
Hereit was, right in here . . . and something that felt like a seam.

Sheleaned closer and saw not a seam but some kind of aseal. She didn't recognizeit, nor
would Jake have done, but Eddie would have known Velcro when he saw it. Shehad heard
acertain Z.Z. Top tribute to the stuff, asong called "Velcro Fly." She got afingernail into
the seal and pulled with her fingertip. It came loose with a soft ripping sound, reveal- ing a
small pocket on the inside of the bag.

What isit?Mia asked, fascinated in spite of herself.
Well, let'sjust see.

She reached in and brought out not a stone but asmall scrimshaw turtle. Made of ivory,
from thelook of it. Each detail of the shell wastiny and precisely executed, although it had
been marred by one tiny scratch that |ooked almost like a question-mark. The turtle's head
poked halfway out. Its eyes were tiny black dots of some tarry stuff, and looked incredibly
alive. She saw another small imperfection in the turtle's beak — not a scratch but a crack.

"It's old," she whispered aoud. "So old."
Yes, Miawhispered back.
Holding it made Susannah feel incredibly good. It made her feel safe, somehow.

See the Turtle,she thought.See the Turtle of enormous girth, on his shell he holds the
earth. Was that how it went? She thought it was at least close. And of course that was the
Beam they had been following to the Tower. The Bear at one end — Shardik. The Turtle at
the other —Maturin .

Shelooked from the tiny totem she'd found in the lin- ing of the bag to the one beside the
fountain. Barring the difference in materials — the one beside her bench was made of dark
metal with brighter coppery glints— they were exactly the same, right down to the scratch
on the shell and the tiny wedge-shaped break in the beak. For amoment her breath stopped,
and her heart seemed to stop, also. She went along from moment to moment through this
adventure — sometimes even from day to day — without think- ing much but simply
driven by events and what Roland insisted was ka. Then something like this would happen,
and she would for amoment glimpse a far bigger picture, one that immobilized her with
awe and wonder. She sensed forces beyond her ability to comprehend. Some, like the ball
in the ghostwood box, were evil. But this. . .this. ..

"Wow," someone said. Almost sighed.

Shelooked up and saw abusinessman — avery success- ful one, from the look of hissuit
— standing there by the bench. He'd been cutting through the park, probably on hisway to



someplace as important as he was, some sort of meet- ing or a conference, maybe even at
the United Nations, which was close by (unless that had changed, too). Now, how- ever, he
had come to a dead stop. His expensive briefcase dangled from his right hand. His eyes
were large and fixed on the turtle in Susannah-Mias hand. On his face was alarge and
rather dopey grin.

Put it away!" Miacried, alarmed.He'll steal it!

Like to see himtry,Detta Walker replied. Her voice was relaxed and rather amused. The
sun was out and she — all parts of she— suddenly realized that, al else aside, thisday was
beautiful. And precious. And gorgeous.

"Precious and beautiful and gorgeous,” said the busi- nessman (or perhaps he was a
diplomat), who had forgotten all about his business. Wasit the day he was talking about, or
the scrimshaw turtle?

It's both,Susannah thought. And suddenly she thought she understood this. Jake would
have understood, too — no one better! Shelaughed. Inside her, Dettaand Miaalso laughed,
Miaabit against her will. And the businessman or diplomat, he laughed, too.

"Yah, it'sboth," the businessman said. In his faint Scandinavian accent,both came
outboad. "What alovely thing you have!"Whad a | offly thing!

Yes, itwaslovely. A lovely little treasure. And once upon atime, not so long ago, Jake
Chambers had found some- thinggueerly similar. InCalvinTower 's bookshop, Jake had
bought a book calledCharlie the Choo-Choo, by Beryl Evans. Why? Because it had called
to him. Later — shortly before Roland's ka-tet had come to Calla Bryn Sturgis, in fact —
the author's name had changed to Claudiay Inez Bachman, making her a member of the
ever-expanding Ka-Tet of Nine- teen. Jake had dlipped akey into that book, and Eddie had
whittled adouble of it in Mid-World. Jake's version of the key had both fascinated the folks
who saw it and made them extremely suggestible. Like Jake's key, the scrimshaw turtle had
its double; she was sitting beside it. The question was if the turtle was like Jake's key in
other ways.

Judging from the fascinated way the Scandinavian busi- nessman was lookinggt it,
Susannah was pretty sure the answer was yes. She thought,Dad-a-chuck, dad-a-churtle,
don't worry, girl, you got the turtle! It was such asilly rhyme she almost laughed out loud.

To Miashe said,Let me handlethis.

Handle what? | don't understand—

| know you don't. So let me handle it. Agreed?

She didn't wait for Mia's reply. She turned back to the businessman, smiling brightly,
holding the turtle up where he could see it. She floated it from right to left and noted the



way his eyesfollowed it, although his head, with itsimpres- sive mane of white hair, never
moved.

"What's your name, sai?" Susannah asked.

"Mathiessen van Wyck," he said. His eyesrolled slowly in their sockets, watching the
turtle. "1 am second assistant to the Swedish Ambassador to the United Nations. My wife
has taken alover. This makes me sad. My bowels are regular once again, the tea the hotel
masseuse recommended worked for me, and this makes me happy.” A pause. Then:

"Y ourskdl padda makes me happy."

Susannah was fascinated. If she asked this man to drop his trousers and evacuate his
newly regularized bowels on the sidewalk, would he do it? Of course he would.

Shelooked around quickly and saw no onein theimmediate vicinity. That was good, but

she thought it would still behoove her to transact her business here as quickly as she could.

Jake had drawn quite the little crowd with his key. She had no urge to do the same, if she
could avoid it.

"Mathiessen," she began, "you mentioned — "

"Mats," he said.

"Beg your pardon?"

"Cal me Mats, if you would. | prefer it.”

"All right, Mats, you mentioned a— "

"Do you speak Swedish?'

"No," she said.

"Then we will speak English.”

"Yes, I'd prefer —

"I have quite an important position,” Mats said. His eyes never left theturtle. "I am

meeting many important peoples. | am going to cocktail parties where good-looking
women are wearing 'the little black dress." "

"That must be quite athrill for you. Mats, | want you to shut your trap and only open it to
speak when | ask you adirect question. Will you do that?"

Mats closed his mouth. He even made a comical little zipping gesture across hislips, but
his eyes never left the turtle.



"Y ou mentioned a hotel. Do you stay at a hotel ?"

"Yah, | am staying at the New Y ork Plaza-Park Hyatt, at the corner of First and
Forty-sixth. Soon | am getting the condominium apartment — "

Mats seemed to realize he was saying too much again and shut his mouth.

Susannah thought furiously, holding the turtle in front of her breasts where her new
friend could seeit very well.

"Mats, listen to me, okay?"

"I listen to hear, mistress-sai, and hear to obey." That gave her anasty jolt, especially
coming out asit did in Mats's cute little Scandihoovian accent.

"Do you have a credit card?’

Mats smiled proudly. "I have many. | have American Express, MasterCard, and Visa. |
have the Euro-Gold Card. | have — "

"Good, that's good. | want you to go down to the — " For amoment her mind blanked,
and then it came. " — to the Plaza-Park Hotel and rent aroom. Rent it for a week. If they
ask, tell themit'sfor afriend of yours, alady friend.” An unpleasant possibility occurred to
her. ThiswasNew Y ork , thenorth, in the year1999 , and a person liked to believe that
things continued to go in theright direction, but it was best to be sure. "Will they make any
unpleasantness about me being a Negro?"

"No, of course not." He looked surprised.

"Rent the room in your name and tell the clerk that awoman named Susannah Mia Dean
will be using it. Do you understand?’

"Y ah, Susannah Mia Dean."

What else? Money, of course. She asked him if he had any. Her new friend removed his
wallet and handed it to her. She continued to hold the turtle where he could seeit in one
hand while sheriffled through the wallet, avery nice Lord Buxton, with the other. There
was awad of traveler's checks — no good to her, not with that insanely convoluted
signature — and about two hundred dollarsin good old American cabbage. Shetook it and
dropped it into the Bor- ders bag which had lately held the pair of shoes. When she |ooked
up she was dismayed to seethat a couple of Girl Scouts, maybe fourteen years old and both
wearing back- packs, had joined the businessman. They were staring at the turtle with shiny
eyes and wet lips. Susannah found herself remembering the girlsin the audience on the
night Elvis Presley had playedThe Ed Sullivan Show.



"Toocoooool, " one of them said, amost in asigh.
"Totally awesome," said the other.
"Y ou girls go on about your business," Susannah said.

Their facestucked in, assuming identical looks of sor- row. They could almost have been
twins from the Calla. "Do we have to?" asked the first.

"Yes!" Susannah said.

"Thankee-sal, long days and pleasant nights," said the second. Tears had begun to roll
down her cheeks. Her friend was a so crying.

"Forget you saw me!" Susannah called as they started away.

She watched them nervously until they reachedSecond Avenue and headed uptown, then
turned her attention back to Mats van Wyck. "Y ou get awiggle on, too, Mats. Hoss your
freight down to that hotel and rent aroom. Tell them your friend Susannah will be right
along."

"What is this freight-hossing? | do not understand — "

"It means hurry up." She handed back hiswallet, minus the cash, wishing she could have
gotten alonger look at all those plastic cards, wondering why anyone would need so many.
"Once you have the room nailed down, go on to where you were going. Forget you ever
saw me."

Now, like the girlsin their green uniforms, Mats began to weep. "Must | also forget
theskolpadda? "

"Yes." Susannah remembered a hypnotist she'd once seen performing on some TV
variety show, maybe evenEdSullivan. "No turtle, but you're going to feel good the rest of
the day, you hear me? You're going to fedl like. . ." Amillion bucks might not mean that
much to him, and for all she knew amillion kroner wouldn't buy ahaircut. 'Y ou're going to
fedl like the Swedish Ambassador himself. And you'll stop wor- rying about your wife's
fancy-man. To hell with him, right?"

"Yah, to hell witdot guy!" Mats cried, and although he was still weeping, he was now
smiling, too. There was some- thing divinely childish in that smile. It made Susannah feel
happy and sad at the same time. She wanted to do some- thing else for Mats van Wyck, if
she could.

"And your bowels?"

"Yah?'



"Like clockwork for the rest of your life," Susannah said, holding the turtle up. "What's
your usual time, Mats?"

"I am going yust after breakfast.”

"Then that's when it'll be. For the rest of your life. Unless you're busy. If you're late for
an appointment or something likethat, just say . .. um. . .Maturin, and the urge'll pass until
the next day."

"Maturin."

"Correct. Go on, now."

"May | not take theskélpadda? "

"No, you may not. Go on, now."

He started away, then paused and looked back at her. Although his cheeks were wet, his
expression was pixie-ish, atrifle dy. "Perhaps | should takeit,” he said. "Perhapsit ismine
by right."

Like to see you try, honkywas Detta's thought, but Susan- nah— who felt more and more
in charge of thiswacky triad, at least for the time being — shushed her. "Why would you
say that, my friend? Tell, | beg."

The sy look remained.Don't kid a kidder, it said. That was what it looked liketo
Susannah, anyway. "Mats,Maturin ," he said. "Maturin, Mats. Y ou see?’

Susannah did. She started to tell him it was just a coin- cidence and then thoughtCalla,
Callahan.

"I see," she said, "but theskélpadda isn't yours. Nor mine, either.”

"Then whose?' Plaintive.Den hoose? itsounded like.

And before her conscious mind could stop her (or at least censor her), Susannah spoke
the truth her heart and soul knew: "It belongsto the Tower, sai. TheDarkTower . And it'sto
there I'll return it, kawilling."

"Gods be with you, lady-sai."

"And you, Mats. Long days and pleasant nights."

She watched the Swedish diplomat walk away, then looked down at the scrimshaw turtle
and said, "That was pretty amazing, Mats old buddy."”



Miahad no interest in the turtle; she had but a single object. This hotel, she said.Will
there be a telephone?

THREE

Susannah-Mia put the turtle into the pocket of her blugjeans and forced herself to wait for
twenty minutes on the park bench. She spent much of this time admiring her new lower
legs (whoever they belonged to, they were pretty fine) and wiggling her new toesinside her
new

(stolen)

shoes. Once she closed her eyes and summoned up the control room of the Dogan. More
banks of warning lights had gone on there, and the machinery under the floor was
throbbing louder than ever, but the needle of the dial markedSusannah-Miowas still just a
little way into the yellow. Cracks in the floor had begun to appear, as she had known they
would, but so far they didn't look serious. The situation wasn't that great, but she thought
they could live with it for now.

What are you waiting for?Mia demanded.Why are we just sitting here?

I'm giving the Swede a chance to do his business for us at the hotel and clear
out,Susannah replied.

And when she thought enough time had passed for him to have done that, she gathered

her bags, got up, crossedSecond Avenue, and started downForty-sixth Street to the
Plaza-Park Hotel.

FOUR

Thelobby was full of pleasant afternoon light reflected by angles of green glass. Susannah
had never seen such abeau- tiful room— outside of St. Patrick's, that was — but there was
something alien about it, too.

Because it's the future, she thought.

God knew there were enough signs of that. The carslooked smaller, and entirely



different. Many of the younger women she saw were walking around with their lower
bellies exposed and their bra-straps showing. Susannah had to see this latter phenomenon
four or five times on her stroll downForty-sixth Street before she could completely

con- vince herself that it was some sort of bizarre fashion fillip, and not a mistake. In her
day, awoman with a bra-strap show- ing (or an inch of slipsnowing down south they used
to say) would have ducked into the nearest public restroom to pin it up, and at once. Asfor
the deal with the nude bellies. . .

Would have gotten you arrested anywhere butConey Island ,she thought.No doubt about
it.

But the thing which made the biggest impression was a so the hardest thing to define: the
city just seemedbigger. It thundered and hummed all around her. It vibrated. Every breath
of air was perfumed with its signature smell. The women waiting for taxis outside the hotel
(with or without their bra-straps showing) could only be New Y ork women; the doormen
(not one but two) flagging cabs could only be New Y ork doormen; the cabbies (she was
amazed by how many of them were dark-skinned, and she saw one who was wearing
aturban) could only be New Y ork cabbies, but they were all . . . different. The world had
moved on. It was asif herNew York , that 0f1964 , had been atriple-A ball-club. Thiswas
the major leagues.

She paused for amoment just inside the lobby, pulling the scrimshaw turtle out of her
pocket and getting her bear- ings. © her left was a parlor area. Two women were sitting
there, chatting, and Susannah stared at them for amoment, hardly able to credit how much
leg they were showing under the hems of their skirts(what skirts, ha-ha?). And they weren't
teenagers or kollege kuties, either; these were women in their thirties, at least (although she
supposed they might be in theirsixties, who knew what scientific advances there might
have been over the last thirty-five years).

To theright was alittle shop. Somewhere in the shad- ows behind it a piano wastinkling
out something blessedly familiar — "Night and Day" — and Susannah knew if she went
toward the sound, she'd find alot of leather seats, alot of sparkling bottles, and agentleman
in awhite coat who'd be happy to serve her even if itwas only the middle of the afternoon.
All thiswas a decided relief.

Directly ahead of her was the reception desk, and behind it was the most exotic woman
Susannah had ever seen in her life. She appeared to be white, black, and Chi- nese, dll
whipped together. In1964 , such awoman would undoubtedly have been called amongrel,
no matter how beautiful she might have been. Here she had been popped into an extremely
handsome ladies suit and put behind the reception desk of alarge first-class hotel.
TheDarkTower might be increasingly shaky, Susannah thought, and the world might be
moving on, but she thought the lovely desk clerk was proof (if any were needed) that
noteverything was falling down or going in the wrong direction. She was talk- ingto a
customer who was complaining about hisin-room movie bill, whatever that might be.

Never mind, it's the future,Susannah told herself once again.It's science fiction, like the



City ofLud . Best leave it at that.

| don't carewnhat it isor when,Miasaid.l want to be near atelephone. | want to seeto my
chap.

Susannah walked past a sign on atripod, then turned back and gave it a closer |ook.

ASOFJULY1ST,1999, THE NEW YORK PLAZA-PARK HYATT
WILL BECOME THE REGAL U.N. PLAZA HOTEL

ANOTHER GREATSOMBRA/NORTH CENTRAL PROJECT!!

Susannah thought,Sombra as inTurtleBay Luxury Con- dominiums. . . which never got
built, from the look of that black-glass needle back on the corner. And North Central asin
NorthCen- tral Pogtronics. Interesting.

She felt a sudden twinge of pain go through her head. Twinge? Hell, abolt. It made her
eyes water. And she knew who had sent it. Mia, who had no interest in the Sombra
Corporation, North Central Positronics, or theDarkTower itself, was becoming impatient.
Susannah knew she'd have to change that, or at least try. Miawas focused blindly on her
chap, but if she wanted tokeep the chap, she might have to widen her field of vision alittle
bit.

Shefight you ever' damn step of the way,Detta said. Her voice was shrewd and tough and
cheerful.You know dat too, don't you?

She did.

Susannah waited until the man with the problem fin- ished explaining how he had
ordered some movie calledX-Rated by accident, and he didn't mind paying as long as it
wasn't on his bill, and then she stepped up to the desk her- self. Her heart was pounding.

"I believe that my friend, Mathiessen van Wyck, has rented aroom for me," she said.
She saw the reception clerk looking at her stained shirt with well-bred disapproval, and
laughed nervousdly. "l really can't wait to take a shower and change my clothes. | had a
small accident. At lunch."

"Y es, madam. Just let me check."” The woman went to what looked like asmall TV
screen with atypewriter attached. She tapped afew keys, looked at the screen, and then
said: "Susannah Mia Dean, is that correct?"



You say true, | say thank yarose to her lips and she squelched it. 'Y es, that's right.”
"May | see some identification, please?"

For amoment Susannah was flummoxed. Then she reached into the rush bag and took
out an Oriza, being care- ful to hold it by the blunt curve. She found herself remem- bering
something Roland had said to Wayne Overholser, the Callas big rancher:We deal in lead.
The'Rizasweren't bullets, but surely they were the equivaent. She held the plate up in one
hand and the small carved turtle in the other.

"Will thisdo?" she asked pleasantly.

"What — " the beautiful desk clerk began, then fell silent as her eyes shifted from the
plate to the turtle. They grew wide and slightly glassy. Her lips, coated with an interesting
pink gloss (it looked more like candy than lipstick to Susannah), parted. A soft sound came
from between them:ohhhh . . .

"It'smy driver'slicense,” Susannah said. "Do you see?' Luckily there was no one else
around, not even a bellman. The late-day checkouts were on the sidewalk, fighting for
hacks; in here, the lobby was a-doze. From the bar beyond the gift shop, "Night and Day"
gave way to alazy and intro- spective version of "Stardust.”

"Driver'slicense," the desk clerk agreed in that same sighing, wondering voice.
"Good. Are you supposed to write anything down?'

"No...Mr. Van Wyck rented theroom . . . adl | needisto. .. to check your ... may |
hold the turtle, maam?"

"No," Susannah said, and the desk clerk began to weep. Susannah observed this
phenomenon with bemusement. She didn't believe she had made so many people cry since
her disastrous violin recital (both first and last) at the age of twelve.

"No, | may not hold it," the desk clerk said, weeping freely. "No, no, | may not, may not
hold it, ah, Discordia, | may not — "

"Hush up your snivel," Susannah said, and the desk clerk hushed at once. "Give me the
room-key, please.”

But instead of akey, the Eurasian woman handed her a plastic card in afolder. Written
on the inside of the folder —so would-be thieves couldn't easily see it, presumably — was
the number1919 . Which didn't surprise Susannah at all. Mia, of course, could not have
cared less.

She stumbled on her feet alittle. Reeled alittle. Had to wave one hand (the one holding
her "driver's license") for balance. There was a moment when she thought she might



tumble to the floor, and then she was okay again.

"Maam?' the desk clerk inquired. Looking remotely —veryremotely — concerned.
"Areyou feding al right?"

"Yeah," Susannah said. "Only . . . lost my balance there for a second or two."

Wondering,What in the blue hell just happened? Oh,but she knew the answer. Miawas
the one with the legs,Mia. Susannah had been driving the bus ever since encountering old
Mr. May | Not Take TheSkolpadda, and this body was starting to revert to its
legless-bel ow-the-knee state. Crazy but true. Her body was going Susannah on her.

Mia, get up here. Take charge.

| can't. Not yet. As soon aswe're alone | will.

And dear Christ, Susannah recognized that tone of voice, recognized it very well. The
bitch wasshy.

To the desk clerk, Susannah said, "What's thisthing? Isit akey?"

"Why — yes, sai. You useit inthe elevator aswell asto open your room. Just pushit into
the slot in the direction the arrows point. Remove it briskly. When the light on the door
turns green, you may enter. | have slightly over eight thou- sand dollarsin my cash drawer.
I'll giveit all to you for your pretty thing, your turtle, yourskolpadda, yourtortuga,
yourkawit, your — "

"No," Susannah said, and staggered again. She clutched the edge of the desk. Her
equilibrium was shot. "I'm going upstairs now." She'd meant to visit the gift shop first and
spend some of Mats's dough on a clean shirt, if they carried such things, but that would
have to wait.Everything would have to wait.

"Yes, sai." No morema'am, not now. The turtle was working on her. Sanding away the
gap between the worlds.

"You just forget you saw me, al right?'
"Yes, sai. Shall | put a do-not-disturb on the phone?"

Mia clamored. Susannah didn't even bother paying attention. "No, don't do that. I'm
expecting acal."

"Asyou like, sai." Eyeson theturtle. Ever on the turtle. "Enjoy the Plaza-Park. Would
you like abellman to assist you with your bags?’

Look like I need help with these three pukey li'l things?Dettathought, but Susannah only



shook her head.
"Very well."
Susannah started to turn away, but the desk clerk's next words swung her back in ahurry.
"Soon comes the King, he of the Eye."

Susannah gaped at the woman, her surprise close to shock. She felt gooseflesh crawling
up her arms. The desk clerk's beautiful face, meanwhile, remained placid. Dark eyes on the
scrimshaw turtle. Lips parted, now damp with spittle aswell as gloss.If | stay here much
longer, Susannah thought,she'll start to drool.

Susannah very much wanted to pursue the business of the King and the Eye — it washer
business — and she could, she was the one up front and driving the bus, but she stag- gered
again and knew she couldn't . . . unless, that was, she wanted to crawl to the elevator on her
hands and knees with the empty lower legs of her jeanstrailing out behind her.Maybe | ater,
she thought, knowing that was unlikely; things were moving too fast now.

She started across the lobby, walking with an educated stagger. The desk clerk spoke
after her in avoice expressing pleasant regret, no more than that.

"When the King comes and the Tower falls, sai, all such pretty things as yours will be
broken. Then there will be darkness and nothing but the howl of Discordia and the cries of
the can toi."

Susannah made no reply, athough the gooseflesh was now all the way up the nape of her
neck and she could feel her scalp tightening on her very skull. Her legs(someone's legs,
anyway) were rapidly losing al feeling. If she'd been able to look at her bare skin, would
she have seen her fine new legs going transparent? Would she have been able to see the
blood flowing through her veins, bright red going down, darker and exhausted heading
back up to her heart? The interwoven pigtails of muscle?

She thought yes.

She pushed theup button and then put the Oriza back into its bag, praying one of the
three elevator doors would open before she collapsed. The piano player had switched to
"Stormy Weather."

The door of the middle car opened. Susannah-Mia stepped in and pushed19 . The door
glid shut but the car went nowhere.

The plastic card,she reminded herself.You have to use the card.

She saw the slot and slid the card into it, being careful to push in the direction of the
arrows. This time when she pushed19 , the number lit up. A moment later she was shoved



rudely aside as Miacame forward.

Susannah subsided at the back of her own mind with akind of tired relief. Yes, let
someone el setake over, why not? Let someone el se drive the busfor awhile. She could feel
the strength and substance coming back into her legs, and that was enough for now.

FIVE

Miamight have been a stranger in a strange land, but she was afast learner. In the
nineteenth-floor lobby she located the arrow with1911 -1923beneath it and walked briskly
down the corridor t01919 . The carpet, some thick green stuff that was delightfully soft,
whispered beneath her

(their)

stolen shoes. Sheinserted the key-card, opened the door, and stepped in. There were two
beds. She put the bags on one of them, looked around without much interest, then fixed her
gaze on the telephone.

Susannah! Impatient.
What?
How do | makeit ring?

Susannah laughed with genuine amusement.Honey, you aren't the first person to ask
thatquestion, believe me. Or the millionth. It either will or it won't. In its own good time.
Meanwhile, why don't you have a look around. See if you can't find a place to store your
gunna.

She expected an argument but didn't get one. Mia prowled the room (not bothering to
open the drapes, although Susannah very much wanted to see the city from this height),
peeked into the bathroom (palatial, with what looked like a marble basin and mirrors
everywhere), then looked into the closet. Here, sitting on a shelf with some plastic bags for
dry-cleaning on top, was asafe. Therewasasign on it, but Miacouldn't read it. Roland had
had similar problems from time to time, but his had been caused by the difference between
the English language alphabet and In-World's "great letters." Susannah had an idea that
Mias problems were alot more basic; although her kidnapper clearly knew numbers,
Susannah didn't think the chap's mother could read at all.

Susannahcame forward, but not all the way. For amoment she was |ooking through two
sets of eyesat two signs, the sensation so peculiar that it made her feel nause- ated. Then the



images came together and she could read the message:

This Safe is provided for yourPer sonalBelongings
The Management of the Plaza-Park Hyatt assumes no
responsibility for items left here
Cash and jewelry should be deposited in the Hotel safe
Downstairs
To set Code, punch in four numbers plus ENTER

TO OPEN, ENTER YOUR FOUR NUMBER CODE AND PUSH OPEN

Susannah retired and let Mia select four numbers. They turned out to be a one and three
nines. It was the current year and might be one of the first combinations aroom bur- glar
would try, but at least it wasn't quite the room number itself. Besides, they were theright
numbers. Numbers of power. Asigul. They both knew it.

Miatried the safe after programming it, found it locked tightly, then followed the
directions for opening it. There was awhirring noise from somewhere inside and the door
popped gjar. She put in the faded redmidtown lanes bag —the box inside just fit on the
shelf- — and then the bag of Oriza plates. She closed and locked the safe's door again, tried
the handle, found it tight, and nodded. The Borders bag was still on the bed. She took the
wad of cash out of it and tucked it into the right front pocket of her jeans, along with the
turtle.

Have to get a dean shirt,Susannah reminded her unwel- come guest.

Mia, daughter of none, made no reply. She clearly caredbupkes for shirts, clean or dirty.
Miawas|ooking at the tel ephone. For the time being, with her labor on hold, the phonewas
all she cared aboui.

Now we palaver,Susannah said.You promised, and it's a promise you're going to keep.
But not in that banquet room. She shuddered. Somewhere outside, hear me | beg. | want
fresh air. That banqueting hall smelled of death.

Miadidn't argue. Susannah got a vague sense of the other woman riffling through
various files of memory —examining, rejecting, examining, rejecting — and at last
find- ing something that would serve.



How do we go there? Mia asked indifferently.

The black woman who was now two women (again) sat on one of the beds and folded
her handsin her lap.Like on a sled, the woman's Susannah part said.I'll push, you steer. And
remember, Susannah-Mio, if you want my cooperation, you give me some straight answers.

| will,the other replied.Just don't expect to like them. Or even understand them.

What do you—

Never mind! Gods, | never metanyonewho could ask so many questions! Timeis short!
When the telephone rings, our palaver ends! So if you'd palaver at all —

Susannah didn't bother giving her a chance to finish. She closed her eyes and let herself
fall back. No bed stopped that fall; she went right through it. She was falling for real,
falling through space. She could hear the jangle of the todash chimes, dim and far.

Here | go again,she thought. And:Eddie, | love you.

STAVE:Commala-gin-jive
Ain'tit grand to be dive?
To look out on Discordia

When the Demon Moon arrives.

RESPONSE:Commala-come-five !
Even when the shadows rise!

To see the world and walk the world
Makes yaglad to be dive.

6th STANZA

THE CASTLE ALLURE



The Castle Allure

ONE

All at once she was falling into her body again and the sen- sation provoked a memory of
blinding brilliance: Odetta Holmes at sixteen, sitting on her bed in her dip, sittingin a
brilliant bar of sun and pulling up a silk stocking. For the moment this memory held, she
could smell White Shoulders perfume and Pond's Beauty Bar, her mother's soap and her
mother's borrowed perfume, so grown-up to be alowed perfume, and she thought:It's the
Soring Hop! 1'm going with Nathan Freeman!

Then it was gone. The sweet smell of Pond's soap was replaced by a clean and cold (but
somehow dank) night breeze, and all that remained was that sense, so queer and perfect, of
stretching into anew body asif it were a stocking one was pulling up over one's calf and
knee.

She opened her eyes. The wind gusted, blowing afine grit in her face. She squinted
against it, grimacing and rais- ing an arm, as if she might have to ward off a blow.

"Over here!l" awoman'svoice caled. It wasn't the voi ce Susannah would have expected.
Not strident, not atri- umphant caw. "Over here, out of the wind!"

She looked and saw atall and comely woman beckoning to her. Susannah's first look at
Miain the flesh astounded her, because the chap's mother waswhite. Apparently
Odetta-that-was now had a Caucasian side to her personality, and how that must frost Detta
Walker's racially sensitive butt!

She herself was legless again, and sitting in akind of rude one-person cart. It had been
parked at anotch in alow parapet wall. She looked out at the most fearsome, forbidding
stretch of countryside she had ever seenin her life. Huge rock formations sawed at the sky



and jostled into the distance. They glistened like aien bone beneath the glare of a savage
sickle moon. Away from the glare of that lunar grin, abillion stars burned like hot ice.
Amid the rocks with their broken edges and gaping crevices, a single narrow path wound
into the distance. Looking at it, Susannah thought that a party would haveto travel that path
in single file.And bring plenty of supplies. No mushrooms to pick along the way; no
pokeberries, either. And in the distance— dim and bale- ful, its source somewhere over the
horizon — adark crimson light waxed and waned.Heart of the rose, she thought, and
then:No, not that. Forge of the King. She looked at the pulsing sullen light with helpless,
horrified fascination. Flex . . . and loosen. Wax . . . and wane. An infection announcing
itself to the sky.

"Cometo me now, if you'd come at al, Susannah of New York,"” said Mia. She was
dressed in a heavy serape and what looked like |eather pants that stopped just below the
knee. Her shins were scabbed and scratched. She wore thick-soledhuaraches on her feet.
"For the King can fascinate, even at a distance. We're on the Discordia side of the Castle.
Would you like to end your life on the needles at the foot of thiswall? If he fascinates you
and tellsyou to jump, you'll do just that. Y our bossy gunslinger-men aren't hereto help you
now, are they? Nay, nay. You're on your own, so y'are."

Susannah tried to pull her gaze from that steadily puls- ing glow and at first couldn't doit.
Panic bloomed in her mind

(if he fascinates you and tells you to jump)

and she seized it as atool, compressing it to an edge with which to cut through her
frightened immobility. For a moment nothing happened, and then she threw herself
backward so violently in the shabby little cart that she had to clutch the edge in order to
keep herself from tumbling to the cobbles. The wind gusted again, blowing stone-dust and
grit against her face and into her hair, seeming to mock her.

But that pull . . . fascination . . .glammer . . . whatever it had been, it was gone.

Shelooked at the dog-cart (so she thought it, whether that was the right name or not) and
saw at once how it worked. Simple enough, too. With no mule to draw it,she wasthe mule.
It was miles from the sweet, light little chair they'd found inTopeka, and light-years from
being able to walk on the strong legs that had conveyed her from the little park to the hotel.
God, she missed having legs. Missed it already.

But you made do.

She seized hold of the cart's wooden wheels, strained, produced no movement, strained
harder. Just as she was deciding she'd have to get out of the chair and hop-crawl her
ignominious way to where Mia waited, the wheels turned with a groaning, oilless creak.
She rumbled toward Mia, who was standing behind a squat stone pillar. There were agreat
many of these, marching away into the dark along a curve. Susannah supposed that once
upon atime (before the world had moved on), archers would have stood behind them for



protection while the assaulting army fired their arrows or red-hot catapults or whatever you
called them. Then they'd step into the gaps and fire their own weapons. How long ago had
that been? What worldwas this? And how close to theDarkTower ?

Susannah had an idea it might be very close indeed.

She pushed the balky, gawky, protesting cart out of the wind and looked at the woman in
the serape, ashamed to be so out of breath after moving less than a dozen yards but unable
to help panting. She drew down deep breaths of the dank and somehow stony air. The
pillars — she had an idea they were called merlons, or something like that — were on her
right. On her left was acircular pool of darkness sur- rounded by crumbling stone walls.
Across the way, two tow- ersrose high above the outer wall, butone had been shattered, as
if by lightning or some powerful explosive.

"Thiswherewe stand isthe allure,” Miasaid. "Thewall-walk of the Castle on the Abyss,
once known as Castle Discordia. Y ou said you wanted fresh air. | hopethisdoesya, asthey
say inthe Calla. Thisisfar beyond there, Susannah, thisis deep in End-World, near the
place where your quest ends, for good or for ill." She paused and then said, "For ill, almost
surely. Yet | care nothing for that, no, not I. | am Mia, daughter of none, mother of one. |
care for my chap and nothing more. Chap be enough for me, aye! Would you palaver? Fine.
I'll tell you what | may and be true. Why not? What isit to me, one way or the other?"

Susannah looked around. When she faced in toward the center of the castle — what she
supposed was the courtyard —she caught an aroma of ancient rot. Mia saw her wrinkle her
nose and smiled.

"Aye, they're long gone, and the machines the later ones left behind are mostly stilled,
but the smell of their dying lingers, doesn't it? The smell of death always does. Ask your
friend the gunglinger, thetrue gunslinger. He knows, for he's dealt his share of it. Heis
responsible for much, Susannah of New Y ork. The guilt of worlds hangs around his neck
like arotting corpse. Y et he's gone far enough with his dry and lusty determination to
finally draw the eyes of the great. He will be destroyed, aye, and all those who stand with
him. | carry hisdoom in my own belly, and | care not." Her chin jut- ted forward in the
starlight. Beneath the serape her breasts heaved . . . and, Susannah saw, her belly curved. In
thisworld, at least, Miawas very clearly pregnant. Ready to burst, in fact.

"Ask your questions, have at me," Miasaid. "Just remem- ber, we exist in theother world,
too, the one where we're bound together. We'relyingon abedintheinn, asif asleep . . . but
wedon't sleep, do we, Susannah? Nay. And when the telephone rings, when my friends call,
weleavethisplace and go to them. If your questions have been asked and answered, fine. If
not, that's also fine. Ask. Or . . . are you not agunslinger?' Her lips curved in adisdainful
smile. Susan- nah thought she was pert, yes, pert indeed. Especially for someone who
wouldn't be able to find her way fromForty-sixth Street to Forty-seventh in the world they
had to go back to. "Soshoot! Ishould say."

Susannah looked once more into the darkened, broken well that was the castl€'s soft



center, where lay its keeps and lists, its barbicans and murder holes, its God-knew-what.
She had taken a course in medieval history and knew some of the terms, but that had been
long ago. Surely there was a banqueting hall somewhere down there, one that she herself
had supplied with food, at least for awhile. But her catering days were done. If Miatried to
push her too hard or too far, she'd find that out for herself.

Meantime, she thought she'd start with something rel- atively easy.

"If thisisthe Castle on the Abyss,” she said, "where'sthe Abyss? | don't see anything out
that way except for amine- field of rocks. And that red glow on the horizon."

Mia, her shoulder-length black hair flying out behind her (not abit of kink in that hair, as
therewasin Susannah's; Miaswaslike silk), pointed across the inner chasm below them to
the far wall, where the towers rose and the allure continued its curve.

"Thisistheinner keep," she said. "Beyond it is thevil- lageofFedic , now deserted, all
dead of the Red Death a thousand years ago and more. Beyond that — "

"The Red Death?" Susannah asked, startled (also frightened in spite of herself).
"Poe'sRed Death? Like in the story?' And why not? Hadn't they already wandered into
—and then back out of — L. Frank Baum's Oz? What came next? The White Rabbit and
the Red Queen?

"Lady, | know not. All | can tell you isthat beyond the deserted villageis the outer wall,
and beyond the outer wall isagreat crack in the earth filled with monsters that cozen,
diddle, increase, and plot to escape. Once there was a bridge across, but it fell long ago. 'In
the time before counting,’ as 'tis said. They're horrors that might drive an ordinary man or
woman mad at aglance.”

She favored Susannah with a glance of her own. A decidedly satiric one.

"But not agunslinger. Surely not one such asthee. "

"Why do you mock me?' Susannah asked quietly.

Mialooked startled, then grim. "Was it my ideato come here? To stand in this miserable
cold where the King's Eye dirties the horizon and sullies the very cheek of the moon with
itsfilthy light? Nay, lady! "'Twas you, so harry me not with your tongue!"

Susannah could have responded that it hadn't been her ideato catch preg with ademon'’s
baby in thefirst place, but thiswould be aterrible timeto get into one of those yes-you-did,
no-I-didn't squabbles.

"I wasn't scolding,” Susannah said, "only asking."

Miamade an impatient shooing gesture with her hand as if to sayDon't split hairs, and



half-turned away. Under her breath she said, "I didn't go to Morehouse orno house. And in
any case I'll bear my chap, do you hear? Whichever way the cards fall. Bear him and feed
him!"

All at once Susannah understood a great deal. Mia mocked because she was afraid. In
spite of all she knew, so much of herwas Susannah.

| didn't go to Morehouse or no house,for instance; that was fromlinvisible Man, by Ralph
Ellison. When Mia had bought into Susannah, she had purchased at |east two personalities
for the price of one. It was Mia, after al, who'd brought Detta out of retirement (or perhaps
deep hibernation), and it was Dettawho was particularly fond of that line, which expressed
so much of the Negro's deep-held disdain for and suspicion of what was sometimes called
"the finer post--war Negro education.” Not to Morehouse orno house; | know what | know,
in other words, | heard it through the grapevine, | got it on the earie, dearie, | picked it up
on the jungle telegraph.

"Mia," she said now. "Whose chap isit besides yours? What demon was his father, do
you know?"

Miagrinned. It wasn't agrin Susannah liked. There was too much Dettain it; too much
laughing, bitter knowledge. "Aye, lady, | know. And you're right. It was a demon got him
onyou, avery great demon indeed, say true! A human one! It had to have been so, for know
you that true demons, those left on the shore of these worlds which spin around the Tower
when thePrim receded, are sterile. And for a very good reason."

"Then how —"

"Your dinh isthe father of my chap," Miasaid. "Roland of Gilead, aye, he. Steven
Deschain finally has his grandson, although he lies rotten in his grave and knows it not."

Susannah was goggling at her, unmindful of the cold wind rushing out of the Discordia
wilderness. "Roland. . . ? It can't be! He was beside me when the demon wasin me, he was
pulling Jake through from the house on Dutch Hill and fucking was thelast thing on his
mind . . ." Shetrailed off, thinking of the baby she'd seen in the Dogan. Thinking of those
eyes. Those blue bombardier's eyes.No. No, | refuse to believeit.

"All the same, Roland is hisfather," Miainsisted. "And when the chap comes, | shall
name him from your own mind, Susannah of New Y ork; from what you learned at the same
time you learned of merlons and courtyards and trebouchets and barbicans. Why not? Tisa
good name, and fair."

Professor Murray's Introduction to Medieval History, that's what she's talking about.
"I will name him Mordred," said she. "He'll grow quickly, my darling boy, quicker than

human, after his demon nature. He'll grow strong. The avatar of every gunslinger that ever
was. And o, like the Mordred of your tale, will he slay his father."



And with that, Mia, daughter of none, raised her armsto the star-shot sky and screamed,
although whether in sor- row, terror, or joy, Susannah could not tell.

TWO

"Hunker," Miasaid. "l havethis."

From beneath her serape she produced a bundle of grapes and a paper sack filled with
orange pokeberries as swollen as her belly. Where, Susannah wondered, had the fruit come
from? Was their shared body sleepwalking back in the Plaza-Park Hotel ? Had there
perhaps been a fruit basket she hadn't noticed? Or were these the fruits of pure
imagination?

Not that it mattered. Any appetite she might have had was gone, robbed by Mia's claim.
The fact that it wasimpos- sible somehow only added to the monstrosity of the idea.
And she couldn't stop thinking of the baby she'd seenin utero on one of those TV screens.
Those blue eyes.

No. It can't be, do you hear? Itcannot be!

The wind coming through the notches between the merlons was chilling her to the bone.
She swung off the seat of the cart and settled herself against the allure wall beside Mia,
listening to the wind's constant whine and looking up at the alien stars.

Miawas cramming her mouth with grapes. Juice ran from one corner of her mouth while
she spat seeds from the other corner with the rapidity of machine-gun bullets. She
swallowed, wiped her chin, and said: "It can. It can be. And more: it is. Are you still glad
you came, Susannah of New Y ork, or do you wish you'd left your curiosity unsatisfied?"

"If I'm gonnahave ababy | didn't hump for, I'm gonna know everything about that baby
that | can. Do you understand that?'

Miablinked at the deliberate crudity, then nodded. "If you like."

"Tell me how it can be Roland's. And if you want me to believe anything you tell me,
you better start by making me believe this."

Miadug her fingernailsinto the skin of a pokeberry, stripped it away in one quick
gesture, and ate the fruit down greedily. She considered opening another, then simply
rolled it between her palms (those disconcertingly white palms), warming it. After enough
of this, Susannah knew, the fruit would split its skin on its own. Then she began.



THREE

"How many Beams do there be, Susannah of New Y ork?'
"Six," Susannah said. "At least, there were. | guess now there are only two that — "

Miawaved ahand impatiently, asif to sayDon't waste my time. "Six, aye. And when the
Beams were created out of that greater Discordia, the soup of creation some (including the
Manni) call the Over and some call thePrim, what made them?"

"I don't know," Susannah said. "Was it God, do you think?'

"PerhapsthereisaGod, but the Beamsrose from thePrim on the airs of magic, Susannah,
the true magic which passed long ago. Was it God that made magic, or was it magic that
made God? | know not. It's aquestion for philoso- phers, and mothering's my pb. But once
upon atimeall was Discordiaand from it, strong and all crossing at asingle uni- fying point,
camethe six Beams. There was magic to hold them steady for eternity, but when the magic
left from all thereis but theDarkTower , which some have called Can Calyx, the Hall of
Resumption, men despaired. When the Age of Magic passed, the Age of Machines came.”

"North Central Positronics,” Susannah murmured. "Dipolar computers. Slo-trans
engines." She paused. "Blainethe Mono. But not in our world."

"No? Do you say your world is exempt? What about the sign in the hotel lobby?' The
pokeberry popped. Miastripped it and gobbled it, drizzling juice through a knowing grin.

"I had an ideayou couldn't read," Susannah said. Thiswas beside the point, but it was all
she could think of to say. Her mind kept returning to the image of the baby; to those
brilliant blue eyes. Gunslinger's eyes.

"Aye, but | know my numbers, and when it comesto your mind, | read very well. Do you
say you don't recall the sign in the hotel lobby? Will you tell me that?"

Of course she remembered. According to the sign, the Plaza-Park would be part of an
organization called Sombra/North Central in just another month. And when she'd saidNot
in our world, of course she had been thinking of 1964 — the world of black-and-white
television, absurdly bulky room-sized computers, and Alabama cops more than willing to
sic the dogs on black marchers for voting rights. Things had changed greztly in the
intervening thirty-five years. The Eurasian desk clerk's combination TV and typewriter, for
instance — how did Susannah know that wasn't a dipolar computer run by some form of
slo-trans engine? She did not.



"Go on," shetold Mia.

Mia shrugged. "Y ou doom yourselves, Susannah. Y ou seem positively bent on it, and
the root is aways the same: your faith fails you, and you replace it with rational thought.
But there is no love in thought, nothing that lasts in deduc- tion, only death in rationalism."

"What does this have to do with your chap?"

"I don't know. There's much | don't know." She raised a hand, forestalling Susannah
before Susannah could speak. "And no, I'mnot playing for time, or trying to lead you away
from what you'd know; I'm speaking as my heart tells me. Would you hear or not?'

Susannah nodded. She'd hear this. . . for alittlelonger, at least. But if it didn't turn back
to the baby soon, she'd turn it back in that direction herself.

"The magic went away. Maerlyn retired to his cave in one world, the sword of Eld gave
way to the pistols of the gunslingersin another, and the magic went away. And across the
arc of years, great alchemists, great scientists, and great —what? — technicians, | think?
Great men of thought, any- way, that's what | men, great men ofdeduction — these came
together and created the machines which ran the Beams. They were great machines but
they weremortal machines. They replaced themagic withmachines,do ya kennit, and now
the machines are failing. In some worlds, great plagues have decimated whole
populations.”

Susannah nodded. "We saw one of those," she said quietly. "They called it the superflu.”

"The Crimson King's Breakers are only hurrying along a process that's aready in train.
The machines are going mad. Y ou've seen thisfor yourself. The men believed there would
always be more men like them to make more machines. None of them foresaw what's
happened. This. . . thisuniver- sal exhaustion.”

"The world has moved on."

"Aye, lady. It has. And left no one to replace the machines which hold up the last magic
in creation, for thePrim has receded long since. The magic is gone and the machines are
failing. Soon enough theDarkTower will fall. Perhaps there'll be time for one splendid
moment of uni- versalrational thought before the darkness rules forever. Wouldn't that be
nice?"

"Won't the Crimson King be destroyed, too, when the Tower falls? Him and all his crew?
The guys with the bleed- ing holesin their foreheads?"

"He has been promised his own kingdom, where he'll rule forever, tasting his own
special pleasures." Distaste had crept into Mias voice. Fear, too, perhaps.



"Promised? Promised by whom? Who is more powerful than he?"

"Lady, | know not. Perhaps thisis only what he has promised himself." Mia shrugged.
Her eyes wouldn't quite meet Susannah's.

"Can nothing prevent the fall of the Tower?"

"Not even your gunslinger friend hopes toprevent it,” Miasaid, "only to slow it down by
freeing the Breakers and —perhaps — saying the Crimson King. Saveit! Saveit, O delight!
Did he ever tell you that was his quest?’

Susannah considered this and shook her head. If Roland had ever said that, in so many
words, she couldn't remember. And she was sure she would have.

"No," Miawent on, "for hewon't lie to his ka-tet unless he hasto, 'tis his pride. What he
wants of the Tower isonly toseeit." Then she added, rather grudgingly: "Oh, perhaps to
enter it, and climb to the room at the top, his ambition may strike so far. He may dream of
standing on its allure as we hunker on this one, and chant the names of hisfallen com- rades,
and of hislineall the way back to Arthur Eld. Butsave it? No, good lady! Only areturn of
the magic could possibly saveit, and — as you yourself well know — your dinh deals only
inlead."

Never since crossing the worlds had Susannah heard Roland's trade of hand cast in such
apaltry light. It made her feel sad and angry, but she hid her feelings as best she could.

"Tell me how your chap can be Roland's son, for | would hear.”

"Aye, 'tisagood trick, but one the old people of River Crossing could have explained to
you, I've no doubt.”

Susannah started at that. "How do you know somuch of me?"
"Because you are possessed,” Miasaid, "and | am your possessor, sure. | can ook

through any of your memoriesthat I like. | can read what your eyes see. Now be quiet and
listen if you would learn, for | sense our time has grown short."

FOUR

Thisiswhat Susannah's demon told her.

"Thereare six Beams, as you did say, but there are twelve Guardians, one for each end of
each Beam. This— for we're still on it — is the Beam of Shardik. Were you to go beyond



the Tower, it would become the Beam of Maturin, the great turtle upon whose shell the
world rests.

"Similarly, there are but six demon elemental's, one for each Beam. Below them isthe
whole invisible world, those creatures left behind on the beach of existence when thePrim
receded. There are speaking demons, demons of house which some call ghosts, ill-sick
demons which some — makers of machines and worshippers of the great false god
ratio- nality, if it does ya— call disease. Many small demons but only six demon
elementals. Y et as there are twelve Guardians for the six Beams, there are twelve
demonaspects, for each demon elemental is both male and female.”

Susannah began to see where this was going, and felt asudden sinking in her guts. From
the naked bristle of rocks beyond the allure, in what Mia called the Discordia, there came a
dry, feverish cackle of laughter. This unseen humorist was joined by a second, athird, a
fourth and fifth. Suddenly it seemed that the whole world was laughing at her. And
per- haps with good reason, for it was a good joke. But how coutl she have known?

Asthe hyenas — or whatever they were — cackled, she said: "Y ou're telling me that the
demon elementals are her- maphrodites. That's why they're sterile, because they're both."

"Aye. In the place of the Oracle, your dinh had inter- course with one of these demon
elementalsin order to gain information, what's calledprophecy in the High Speech. He had
no reason to think the Oracle was anything but a succubus, such as those that sometimes
exist inthe lonely places— "

"Right,” Susannah said, "just a run-of-the-mill demon sexpot.”

"If you like," Miasaid, and thistime when she offered Susannah a pokeberry, Susannah
took it and began to roll it between her palms, warming the skin. She still wasn't hun- gry,
but her mouth was dry. So dry.

"The demon took the gunslinger's seed as female, and gave it back to you as male."

"When we were in the speaking ring," Susannah said dis- mally. She was remembering
how the pouring rain had pounded against her upturned face, the sense of invisible hands
on her shoulders, and then the thing's engorgement filling her up and at the same time
seeming to tear her apart. The worst part had been the coldness of the enormous cock inside
her. At the time, she'd thought it was like being fucked by anicicle.

And how had she gotten through it? By summoning Detta, of course. By calling on the
bitch, victor in ahundred nasty little sex-skirmishes fought in the parking lots of two dozen
roadhouses and county-line honky-tonks. Detta, who had trapped it —

"It tried to get away," shetold Mia. "Once it figured out it had its cock caught in adamn
Chinese finger-puller, it tried to get away."



"If it had wanted to get away," Miasaid quietly, "itwould have."

"Why would it bother fooling me?' Susannah asked, but she didn't need Miato answer
that question, not now. Because it had needed her, of course. It had needed her to carry the
baby . ..

Roland'sbaby.

Roland's doom.

"Y ou know everything you need to know about the chap,” Miasaid. "Don't you?"

Susannah supposed she did. A demon had taken in Roland's seed while female; had
stored it, somehow; and then shot it into Susannah Dean as male. Miawas right. She knew
what she needed to know.

"I've kept my promise,” Miasaid. "Let's go back. The cold's not good for the chap.”

"Just aminute longer," Susannah said. She held up the pokeberry. Golden fruit now
bulged through ruptures in the orange skin. "My berry just popped. Let me edt it. | have
another question.”

"Eat and ask and be quick about both."

"Who areyou? Who are you really? Are you this demon? Does she have a name, by the
way? She and he, do they have a name?’

"No," Miasaid. "Elementals have no need of names; they are what they are. Am | a
demon? Isthat what you'd know? Yar, | suppose | am. Or | was. All that isvague now, like
adream.”

"And you'renot me. . . or are you?"

Miadidn't answer. And Susannah realized that she probably didn't know.

"Mia?' Low Musing.'

Miawas hunkering against the merlon with her serape tucked between her knees.
Susannah could see that her ankles were swollen and felt amoment's pity for the woman.
Then she squashed it. Thiswas no time for pity, for there was no truth in it.

"You ain't nothing but the baby-sitter, girl." f

The reaction was al she'd hoped for, and more. Mias face registered shock, then anger.

Hell fury. "Youlie! I'm this chap'smother! And when he comes, Susannah, there will be no
more combing the world for Breakers, for my chap will be the greatest of them all, able to



break both of the remaining Beams all by himself!" Her voice had filled with pride that
sounded alarmingly close to insanity. "My Mordred! Do you hear me?’

"Oh, yes," Susannah said. "I hear. And you're actually going to go trotting right to those
who've made it their businessto pull down the Tower, aren't you? They call, you come."
She paused, then finished with deliberate softness. "And when you get to them, they'll take
your chap, and thank you very much, and then send you back into the soup you came
from."

"Nay! | shall have the raising of him, for so they have promised!" Mia crossed her arms
protectively over her belly. "He's mine, I'm his mother and | shall have the raising of him!"

"Girl, why don't you getreal? Do you think they'llkeep their word?Them? How can you
See so much and not see that?"

Susannah knew the answer, of course. Motherhood itsalf had deluded her.

"Why would they not let me raise him?' Mia asked shrilly. "Who better? Who better
than Mia, who was made for only two things, to bear a son and raise him?'

"But you're not just you," Susannah said. "Y ou're like the children of the Calla, and just
about everything else my friends and | have run into along the way. Y ou're atwin, Mial I'm
your other half, your lifeline. Y ou see the world through my eyes and breathe through my
lungs. | had to carry the chap, because you couldn't, could you? You're as sterile asthe big
boys. And once they've got your kid, their A-bomb of a Breaker, they'll get rid of you if
only so they can get rid of me."

"I have their promise," she said. Her face was downcast, set in its stubbornness.

"Turnitaround,” Susannah said. "Turnit around, | beg. If | werein your placeand you in
mine, what would you think if | spoke of such a promise?’

"I'd tell you to stop your blabbering tongue!”

"Who areyou, really? Wherein the hell did they get you? Wasit like anewspaper ad you
answered, 'Surrogate Mother Wanted, Good Benefits, Short Term of Employ- ment? Who
areyou, really?"

"Shut up!"

Susannah leaned forward on her haunches. This posi- tion was ordinarily exquisitely
uncomfortable for her, but she'd forgotten both her discomfort and the half-eaten
pokeberry in her hand.

"Come on!" she said, her voice taking on the rasping tones of Detta Walker. "Come on
and take off yo' blindfold, honeybunch, jus' like you made me take off mine! Tell the truth



and spit in the devil's eye! Who the fuck are you? "

"I don't know"Miascreamed, and below them the jack- als hidden in the rocks screamed
back, only their screams were laughter. "l1don't know, | don't know who | am, does that

satisfy?"

It did not, and Susannah was about to press on and press harder when Detta Walker
spoke up.

FIVE

Thisis what Susannah's other demon told her.

Baby-doll, you need to think bout this a little, seem to me.Shecain't, she stone dumb,
cain't read, cain't cipher more than just a little, ain't been to Morehouse, ain't been to
nohouse, but youhave, Miss Oh-Detta Holmes been to Co- lum-bee-ya, |lah-de-dah, de
Gem ob de Ocean, ain't we jus' so fine.

You need to think bout how she pregnant, for one thing. She say she done fucked Roland
out of hisjizz, then turn male, into the Demon of the Ring, and shot it into you, and den you
carryin it, you tossin all those nasty things she made you eat down yo' throat, so
whereshein all this now, dat what Detta like to know. How come shesettin there pregnant
under dat greaser blanket shewearin? Isit moreof dat . . . what you call it . . . visualization
technique?

Susannah didn't know. She only knew that Miawas looking at her with suddenly
narrowed eyes. She was doubt- less picking upsome of this monologue. How much? Not
much at all, that was Susannah's bet; maybe aword here and there, but mostly it was just
guack. And in any case, Miacer- tainly acted like the baby's mother. Baby Mordred! It was
like a Charles Addams cartoon.

Dat she do,Detta mused.She acklike a Mommy, she wrapped around it root and branch,
you right bout dat much.

But maybe, Susannah thought, that was just her nature. Maybe once you got beyond the
mothering instinct, therewas no Mia.

A cold hand reached out and seized Susannah's wrist.
"Who isit?Isit that nasty-talking one? If it is, banish her. She scares me."

She still scared Susannah alittle, in all truth, but not as much as when she'd first cometo



accept that Detta was real. They hadn't become friends and probably never would, but it
was clear that Detta Walker could be a powerful ally. She was more than mean. Once you
got past the idiotic Butterfly McQueen accent, she was shrewd.

Dis Mia make a mighty pow'ful ally her ownself, if you c'd get her on yo' side. Ain't
hardly nothin in the world as pow'ful as a pissed-off Mommy.

"We're going back," Miasad. "I've answered your questions, the cold's bad for the baby,
and the mean one's here. Palaver's done.”

But Susannah shook off her grip and moved back alit- tle, out of Miasimmediate reach.
In the gap between the merlons the cold wind knifed through her light shirt, but it aso
seemed to clear her mind and refresh her thinking.

Part of her is me, because she has access to my memories. Eddie's ring, the people of
River Crossing, Blaine the Mono. But she's got to bemorethan me as well, because. . .
because. . .

Go on, girl, you ain't doin bad, but youslow.

Because she knows all thisotherstuff, aswell. She knows about the demons, both thelittle
ones and the elemental s. She knows how the Beams came into being —sort of- —and about
this magical soup of creation, the Prim.As far as| ever knew, prim's a word you use for
girlswho are always yanking their skirts down over their knees. She didn't get that other
meaning from me.

It occurred to her what this conversation was like: par- ents studying their new baby.
Their new chap. He'sgot your nose, Y es but he's gotyour eyes, and But my goodness,where
did he get that hair?

Detta said: And she also got friens back inNew York , don't forget dat.Least she want to
thinkthey her friens.

S0 she's someone or something else, as well. Someone from the invisible world of house
demons and ill-sicks. But who? Is she really one of the el emental s?

Detta laughed.She say so, but she lyin bout dat, sugar! | know sheis!

Then what is she? Whatwasshe, before she was Mia?

All at once a phone, amplified to amost ear-splitting shrillness, began to ring. It was so
out of place on this aban- doned castle tower that at first Susannah didn't know what it was.
The things out there in the Discordia— jackals, hyenas, whatever they were — had been
subsiding, but with the advent of this sound they began to cackle and shriek again.

Mia, daughter of none, mother of Mordred, knew that ringing for what it was



immediately, however. Shecame for- ward.Susannah at once felt thisworld waver and lose
itsreal- ity. It seemed almost to freeze and become something like a paintirgy. Not avery
good one, either.

"Nol" she shouted, and threw hersalf at Mia.

But Mia— pregnant or not, scratched up or not, swollen ankles or no swollen ankles —
overpowered her easily. Roland had shown them several hand-to-hand tricks (the Detta
part of her had crowed with delight at the nastiness of them), but they were usel ess against
Mia; she parried each before Susan- nah had done more than get started.

Sure, yes, of course, she knows your tricks just like she knows about Aunt Talitha in
River Crossing and Topsy the Sailor in Lud, because she has access to your memories,
because sheis, at least to some extent,you —

And here her thoughts ended, because Mia had twisted her arms up behind her and oh
dear God the pain was enormous.

Ain't you just the most babyish cunt,Detta said with akind of genial, panting contempt,
and before Susannah could reply, an amazing thing happened: the world ripped open like a
brittle piece of paper. Thisrip extended from the dirty cobbles of the allure's floor to the
nearest merlon and then on up into the sky. It raced into that star-shot firmament and tore
the crescent moon in two.

There was a moment for Susannah to think that this was it, one or both of the final two
Beams had snapped and the Tower had fallen. Then, through the rip, she saw two women
lying on one of thetwin bedsin room1919 of the Plaza-Park Hotel. Their arms were around
each other and their eyes were shut. They were dressed in identical bloodstained shirts and
blugieans. Their features were the same, but one had legs below the knee and straight silky
hair and white skin.

"Don't you mess with me!" Mia panted in her ear. Susannah could feel afine, tickling
spray of saliva. "Don't you mess with me or with my chap. Because I'm stronger, do you
hear?I'm stronger! "

There was no doubt about that, Susannah thought as she was propelled toward the
widening hole. At least for now.

Shewas pushed through therip in reality. For amoment her skin seemed simultaneously
on fire and coated with ice. Somewhere the todash chimes were ringing, and then —

SIX



— she sat up on the bed. One woman, not two, but at least one with legs. Susannah was
shoved, reeling, to the back. Miain charge now. Miareaching for the phone, at first getting
it wrong-way-up and then reversing it.

"Hello? Hello!™

"Hello, Mia. My nameis—"

She overrode him. "Are you going to let me keep my baby? This bitch inside me says
you're not!"

There was a pause, first long and then too long. Susan- nah felt Miasfear, first arivulet
and then aflood.You don't have to feel that way, she tried to tell her.You're the one with
what they want, with what they need,don't you see that'?

"Hello, are you there? Gods,are you there? PLEASE TELL ME YOU'RE STILL THERE!

"I'm here,” the man's voice said calmly. " Shall we start again, Mia, daughter of none? Or
shall I ring off until you'refeeling . . . alittle more yourself?'

"No! No, don't do that, don't do that | beg!"
"Y ou won't interrupt me again? Because there's no reason for unseemliness.”
"I promise!”

"My nameis Richard P. Sayre." A name Susannah knew, but from where? "Y ou know
where you need to go, don't you?"

"Yes!" Eager now. Eager to please. "The Dixie Pig, Sixty-first and Lexingworth."
"Lexington," Sayre said. "Odetta Holmes can help you find it, I'm sure.”

Susannah wanted to screamThat's not my name! She kept silent instead. This Sayre
would like her to scream, wouldn't he? Would like her to lose control.

"Are you there, Odetta?" Pleasantly teasing. "Are you there, you interfering bitch?’
She kept silent.

"She'sinthere,” Miasaid. "I don't know why she's not answering, I'm not holding her
just now."

"Oh, | thinkl know why," Sayre said indulgently. "She doesn't like that name, for one



thing." Then, in arefer- ence Susannah didn't get: " 'Don't call me Clay no more, Clay my
slave name, call me Muhammad Ali!" Right, Susan- nah? Or was that after your time? A
little after, | think. Sorry. Time can be so confusing, can't it? Never mind. | have something
to tell you in aminute, my dear. Y ou won't like it very much, | fear, but | think you should
know."

Susannah kept silent. It was getting harder.

"Asfor theimmediate future of your chap, Mia, I'm sur- prised you'd even fedl it
necessary to ask," Sayretold her. He was a smoothie, whoever he was, his voice containing
exactly the right amount of outrage. "The King keeps his promises, unlike some | could
name. And, issues of our integrity aside, think of thepractical issues! Who el se should have
the keep- ing of perhaps the most important child to ever be born . . including
Christ,including Buddha,including the Prophet Muhammad? To who else's breast, if | may
be crude, would we trust his suck?"

Music to her ears,Susannah thought dismally.All the things she's been thirsting to hear.
And why? Because she is Mother.

"You'd trust him to me!" Miacried. "Only to me, of course! Thank you! Thank you!"
Susannah spoke at last. Toldher not to trusthim. And was, of course, roundly ignored.

"I'd no more lie to you than break a promise to my own mother," said the voice on the
phone.(Did you ever have one, sugar? Detta wanted to know.) "Even though the truth
some- timeshurts, lies have away of coming back to bite us, don't they? The truth of this
matter is you won't have your chap for long, Mia, his childhood won't be like that of other
children, normal children — "

"l know! Oh, | know!"

" — but for the five years youdo have him . . . or perhaps seven, it might be as many as
seven . . . hell have the best of everything. From you, of course, but also from us. Our
inter- ference will be minimal— "

Detta Walker leaped forward, as quick and as nasty as a grease-burn. She was only able
to take possession of Susannah Dean's vocal cords for amoment, but it was aprecious
moment.

"Dass raht, dahlin, dass raht," she cackled, "he won't come in yo' mouf or get it in you'
hair!"

"Shut that bitch UP!" Sayrewhipcracked, and Susannah felt the jolt as Mia shoved Detta
head over heels— but still cackling — to the back of their shared mind again. Once more
into the brig.



Had mah say, though, damn if | didn't! Detta cried.Ah tolethat honky muhfuh!

Sayre's voice in the telephone's earpiece was cold and clear. "Mia, do you have control
or not?"

"Yes! Yes, | do!"
"Then don't let that happen again.”
"I won't!"

And somewhere — it felt like above her, athough there were no real directions here at
the back of the shared mind — something clanged shut. It sounded like iron.

Werreallyarein the brig, she told Detta, but Detta just went on laughing.

Susannah thought:I'm pretty sure | know who sheis, anyway. Besides me, that is. This
truth seemed obvious to her. The part of Miathat wasn't either Susannah or something
summoned from the void world to do the Crimson King's bid-ding . . . surely the third part
really wasthe Oracle, elemental or not; thefemaleforcethat had at first tried to molest Jake
and then had taken Roland, instead. That sad, craving spirit. She finally had the body she
needed. One capable of carrying the chap.

"Odetta?" Sayre'svoice, teasing and cruel. "Or Susan- nah, if you like that better? |
promised you news, didn't 1? It's kind of a good news-bad news thing, I'm afraid. Would
you like to hear it?"

Susannah held her silence.

"The bad newsisthat Mias chap may not be ableto ful- fill the destiny of his name by
killing his father, after all. The good news is that Roland will ailmost surely be dead in the
next few minutes. Asfor Eddie, I'm afraid there's no ques- tion. He doesn't have either your
dinh's reflexes or his bat- tle experience. My dear, you're going to be a widow very soon.
That's the bad news."

She could hold her silence no longer, and Mialet her speak. "Y ou lie! Abouteverything!

"Not at al," Sayre said camly, and Susannah realized where she knew that name from:
the end of Callahan's story.Detroit . Where he'd violated his church's most sacred teaching
and committed suicide to keep from falling into the hands of the vampires. Callahan had
jumped out of asky- scraper window to avoid that particular fate. He had landed first in
Mid-World, and gone from there, via the Unfound Door, into the Calla Borderlands. And
what he'd been think- ing, the Pere had told them, wa3'hey don't get to win, they don't get to
win. And he was right about that,right, goddammit. But if Eddie died —



"We knew where your dinh and your husband would be most likely to end up, should
they be swept through a cer- tain doorway," Sayre told her. "And calling certain people,
beginning with a chap named Enrico Balazar . . . | assure you, Susannah, that waseasy. "

Susannah heard the sincerity in hisvoice. If he didn't mean what he said, then he wasthe
world's best liar.

"How could you find such athing out?' Susannah asked. When there was no answer she
opened her mouth to ask the question again. Before she could, she was tumbled backward
once more. Whatever Mia might have been once, she had grown to incredible strength
inside Susannah.

"Is she gone?" Sayre was asking.
"Yes, gone, in the back." Servile. Eager to please.

"Then cometo us, Mia. The sooner you come to us, the sooner you can look your chap in
the face!"

"Yes!" Miacried, ddlirious with joy, and Susannah caught a sudden brilliant glimpse of
something. It was like peeking beneath the hem of acircustent at some bright wonder. Or a
dark one.

What she saw was as simple as it was terrible: Pere Callahan, buying a piece of salami
from a shopkeeper. A Yankee shopkeeper. One who ran a certain general store in the town
of East Stoneham ,Maine, in the year 0of1977 . Callahan had told them all this story in the
rectory . . .and Mia had been listening.

Comprehension came like ared sun rising on afield where thousands have been
slaughtered. Susannah rushed forward again, unmindful of Mia's strength, screaming it
over and over again:

"Bitch! Betraying bitch! Murdering bitch! You told them where the Door would send
them! Where it would send Eddie and Roland! Oh youBITCH!"

SEVEN

Miawas strong, but unprepared for this new attack. It was especially ferocious because
Detta had joined her own mur- derous energy to Susaniah's understanding. For a moment
the interloper was pushed backward, eyes wide. In the hotel room, the telephone dropped
from Mids hand. She stag- gered drunkenly across the carpet, almost tripped over one of
the beds, then whirled about like atipsy dancer. Susannah slapped at her and red marks



appeared on her cheek like exclamation points.

Sapping myself, that's all I'm doing,Susannah thought.Beating up the equipment, how
stupid is that? Butshe couldn't help it. The enormity of what Mia had done, the
betrayingenormity —

Inside, in some battle-ring which was not quite physical (but not entirely mental, either),
Miawas finaly able to clutch Susannah/Detta by the throat and drive her back. Mia's eyes
were still wide with shock at the ferocity of the assault. And perhaps with shame, as well.
Susannah hoped she was able to feel shame, that she hadn't gone beyond that.

Idid what | had to do,Miarepeated as she forced Susan- nah back into the briglt's my
chap, every hand is against me, | did what | had to do.

You traded Eddie and Roland for your monster, that's what you did! Susannah
screamed.Based, on what you overheard and then passed on, Sayre was sure they'd use the
Door to go after Tower, wasn't he? And how many has he set against them?

The only answer was that iron clang. Only thistime it was followed by a second. And a
third. Mia had had the hands of her hostess clamped around her throat and was
consequently taking no chances. Thistime the brig's door had been triple-locked. Brig?
Hell, might aswell call it the Black Hole of Calcutta.

When | get out of here, I'll go back to the Dogan and disable all the switches! she cried.|
can't believe | tried to help you! Well, fuck that! Have it on the street, for all of me!

Youcan'tget out , Miareplied, almost apologetically.Later, if | can, I'll leave you in peace

What kind of peace will there be for me with Eddie dead? No wonder you wanted to take
his ring off! Hoxu could you bear to have it lie against your skin, knowing what you'd
done?

Mia picked up the telephone and listened, but Richard P. Sayre was no longer there.
Probably had places to go and diseases to spread, Susannah thought.

Miareplaced the telephonein its cradle, looked around at the empty, sterile room the
way people do when they won't be coming back to a place and want to make sure they've
taken everything that matters. She patted one pocket of her jeans and felt the little wad of
cash. Touched the other and felt the lump that was the turtle, theskélpadda.

I'm sorry, Mia said.lhave to take care of my chap. Every hand is against me now .
That's not true,Susannah said from the locked room where Mia had thrown her. And

wherewasit, really? In the deepest, darkest dungeons of the Castle on the Abyss? Probably.
Did it matter?l wason your side. | helped you. | stopped your damn labor when you needed



it stopped. And look what you did. How could you ever be so cowardly and low?

Mia paused with her hand on the room'’s doorknob, her cheeks flushing a dull red. Yes,
shewas ashamed, all right. But shame wouldn't stop her.Nothing would stop her. Until, that
was, she found herself betrayed in turn by Sayre and his friends.

Thinking of that inevitability gave Susannah no satis- faction at all.

You're damned,she said.You know that, don't you?

"I don't care,” Miasaid. "An eternity in hell'safair priceto pay for onelook in my chap's
face. Hear me well, | beg."

And then, carrying Susannah and Detta with her, Mia opened the hotel room door,

re-entered the corridor, and took her first steps on her course toward the Dixie Pig, where
terrible surgeons waited to deliver her of her equally terrible chap.

STAVE:Commala-mox-nix !
You'rein anasty fix!
To take the hand in atraitor's glove

Isto grasp a sheaf of sticks!

RESPONSE:Commala-come-six !

Nothing there but thorns and sticks!

When you find your hand in atraitor's glove
You'rein anasty fix

7th STANZA

THE AMBUSH



The Ambush

ONE

Roland Deschain wasthelast of Gilead's last great band of warriors, for good reason; with
his queerly romantic nature, hislack of imagination, and his deadly hands, he had ever
been the best of them. Now he had been invaded by arthritis, but there was no dry twist in
his ears or eyes. He heard the thud of Eddie's head against the side of the Unfound Door as
they were sucked through (and, ducking down at the last split second, only just avoided
having his own skull broken in by the Door's top jamb). He heard the sound of birds, at first
strange and distant, like birds singing in a dream, then immediate and prosaic and
completely there. Sunlight struck hisface and should have dazzled him blind, coming ashe
was from the dimness of the cave. But Roland had turned his eyes into slits the moment
he'd seen that bright light, had done it without thinking. Had he not, he surely would have
missed the circular flash from two o'clock as they landed on hard-packed, oil-darkened
earth. Eddie would have died for sure. Maybe both of them would have died. In Roland's
experience, only two things glared with that perfect brilliant circularity: eyeglasses and the
long sight of aweapon.

The gunslinger grabbed Eddie beneath the arm as unthinkingly as he'd ditted his eyes
against the glare of onrushing sunlight. He'd felt the tension in the younger man's muscles
astheir feet |eft the rock- and bone-littered floor of the Doorway Cave, and he felt them go
slack when Eddie's head connected with the side of the Unfound Door. But Eddie was
groaning, still trying to talk, so he was at least partly aware.

"Eddie, tome." Roland bellowed, scrambling to his feet. Bitter agony exploded in his
right hip and raced amost all the way down to his knee, but he gave no sign. Barely
regis- teredit, in fact. He hauled Eddie with him toward a building, some building, and past
what even Roland recognized as oil or gasoline pumps. These were markedmobil instead
ofcitgo orsunoco , two other names with which the gunslinger was familiar.



Eddie was semiconscious at best. His left cheek was drenched with blood from a
laceration in his scalp. Never- theless, he put hislegsto work as best he could and stumbled
up three wooden steps to what Roland now recognized as agenera store. It was quite abit
smaller than Took's, but oth- erwise not much d—

A limber whipcrack of sound came from behind and slightly to the right. The shooter
was close enough for Roland to feel confident that if he had heard the sound of the shot, the
man with the rifle had already missed.

Something passed within an inch of his ear, making its own perfectly clear
sound:Mizzzzzz! The glass in the little mercantile's front door shattered inward. The sign
which had been hanging there( WE'RE OPEN, SO COMEIN 'NVISIT)jumped and
twisted.

"Rolan . .." Eddie's voice, weak and distant, sounded as if it were coming through a
mouthful of mush. "Rolanwha.. .. who...OWF! " Thislast agrunt of surprise as Roland
threw him flat inside the door and landed on top of him.

Now came another of those limber whipcracks; there was a gunner with an extremely
high-powered rifle out there. Roland heard someone shout "Aw, fuck ‘at, Jack!" and a
moment later a speed-shooter — what Eddie and Jake called a machine-gun — opened up.
The dirty display windows on both sides of the door came crashing down in bright shards.
The paperwork which had been posted inside the glass —town notices, Roland had no
doubt — went flying.

Two women and a gent of going-on-elderly years were the only customersin the store's
aisles. All three were turned toward the front — toward Roland and Eddie — and on their
faces was the eternal uncomprehending look of the gunless civilian. Roland sometimes
thought it agrass-eating look, as though such folk — those in Calla Bryn Sturgis mostly no
dif- ferent— were sheep instead of people.

"Down!" Roland bellowed from where helay on his semiconscious (and now breathless)
companion. "For the love of your godsget DOWN! *

The going-on-elderly gent, who was wearing a checked flannel shirt in spite of the
store's warmth, let go of the can he'd been holding (there was a picture of atomato on it)
and dropped. The two women did not, and the speed-shooter's second burst killed them
both, caving in the chest of one and blowing off the top of the other's head. The chest-shot
woman went down like a sack of grain. The one who'd been head-shot took two blind,
blundering steps toward Roland, blood spewing from where her hair had been like lava
from an erupting volcano. Outside the store a second and third speed-shooter began, filling
the day with noise, filling the air above them with adeadly crisscross of slugs. The woman
who'd lost the top of her head spun around twice in afinal dance-step, arms flailing, and
then collapsed. Roland went for his gun and was relieved to find it still in its holster: the
reassuring sandalwood grip. So that much was well. The gamble had paid off. And he and
Eddie certainly weren't todash. The gunners had seen them, seen them very well.



More. Had beenwaiting for them.

"Movein!" someone was screaming. "Move in, move in, don't give em a chance to find
their peckers, move in, youcatzarros! "

"Eddie!” Roland roared. "Eddie, you have to help me now!"

"Hizz . ..?" Faint. Bemused. Eddie looking at him with only one eye, the right. The | eft
was temporarily drowned in blood from his scal p-wound.

Roland reached out and slapped him hard enough to make blood fly from his hair.
"HarrierslComing to kill us! Kill al here!"

Eddie's visible eye cleared. It happened fast. Roland saw the effort that took — not to
regain hiswits but to regain them at such speed, and despite a head that must be pound- ing
monstrously — and took a moment to be proud of Eddie. He was Cuthbert Allgood all over
again, Cuthbert to the life.

"What the hell's this?' someone called in a cracked, excited voice. "Justwhat in the
bluehdll isthis?"

"Down," Roland said, without looking around. "If you want to live, get on the floor."

"Do what he says, Chip," someone else replied — prob- ably, Roland thought, the man
who'd been holding the can with the tomato on it.

Roland crawled through litters of broken glass from the door, feeling pricks and prinks
of pain as some cut his knees and knuckles, not caring. A bullet buzzed past his temple.
Roland ignored that, too. Outside was a brilliant summer day. In the foreground were the
two oil-pumps with MOBIL printed on them. To one side was an old car, probably
belonging to either the women shoppers (who'd never need it again) or to Mr. Flannel Shirt.
Beyond the pumps and the oiled dirt of the parking area was a paved country road, and on
the other side of that alittle cluster of buildings painted a uniform gray. One was
markedtown office , onestoneham fire and rescue . The third and largest was thetown
garage . The parking areain front of these buildings was also paved(metaled was Roland's
word for it), and a number of vehicles had been parked there, one the size of alarge
bucka-waggon. From behind them came more than half a dozen men at full charge. One
hung back and Roland recognized him: Enrico Balazar's ugly lieutenant, Jack Andolini.
The gunslinger had seen this man die, gunshot and then eaten alive by the carnivorous
lobstrosities which lived in the shal- low waters of theWesternSea , but here he was again.
Because infinite worlds spun on the axle which was theDarkTower , and here was another
of them. Y et only one world was true; only one where, when things were finished,
theystayed finished. It might be this one; it might not be. In either case, thiswas no timeto
worry about it.



Up on his knees, Roland opened fire, fanning the trig- ger of his revolver with the hard
ridge of hisright hand, aim- ing first at the boys wth the speed-shooters. One of them
dropped dead on the country road's white centerline with blood boiling out of his throat.
The second was flung back- ward all the way to the road's dirt shoulder with ahole between
his eyes.

Then Eddie was beside him, also on his knees, fanning the trigger of Roland's other gun.
He missed at |east two of histargets, which wasn't surprising, given his condition. Three
others dropped to the road, two dead and one scream- ing T'mhit! Ah, Jack, help me, I'm hit
in the guts!”

Someone grabbed Roland's shoulder, unaware of what a dangerous thing that was to do
to agunglinger, especialy onein afire-fight. "Mister, what in the hell — "

Roland took a quick look, saw a fortyish man wearing both atie and a butcher's apron,
had timeto think,Shop- keeper, probably the one who gave Pere directionsto the post office,
and then shoved the man violently backward. A split second later, blood dashed backward
from the left side of the man's head. Grooved, the gunslinger judged, but not seri- ously hurt,
at least not yet. If Roland hadn't pushed him, however —

Eddie was reloading. Roland did the same, taking a bit longer thanks to the missing
fingers on hisright hand. Meanwhile, two of the surviving harriers had taken cover behind
one of the old cars on this side of the road. Too close. Not good. Roland could hear the
rumble of an approaching motor. He looked back at the fellow who'd been quick- witted
enough to drop when Roland told him to, thus avoid- ing the fate of thdadies.

"You!" Roland said. "Do you have agun?’

The man in the flannel shirt shook his head. His eyes were a brilliant blue. Frightened,
but not, Roland judged, panicky. In front of this customer, the shopkeeper was sitting up,
spread-1egged, looking with sickened amazement at the red dropl ets pattering down and
spreading on his white apron.

"Shopkeeper, do you keep agun?’ Roland asked.

Before the shopkeeper could answer — if he was capable of answering — Eddie
grabbed Roland's shoulder. "Charge of the Light Brigade," he said. The words came out
mushy —sharruwva lie briggay — but Roland wouldn't have understood the referencein
any case. Theimportant thing was that Eddie had seen another six men dashing across the
road. Thistime they were spread out and zig-zagging from side to side.

"Vai, vai, vail" Andolini bawled from behind them, sweeping both hands in the air.
"Christ, Roland, that's Tricks Postino," Eddie said. Tricks was once more toting an

extremely large weapon, although Eddie couldn't be sure it was the oversized M-16he'd
called The Wonderful Rambo Machine. In any case, he was no luckier here than he'd been



in the shootout at thel eaningTower : Eddiefired and Tricks went down on top of one of the
guys already lying in theroad, still firing his assault weapon at them as he did so. Thiswas
probably nothing more heroic than a finger-spasm, final signals sent from a dying brain,
but Roland and Eddie had to throw themselves flat again, and the other five outlaws
reached cover behind the old cars on this side of the road. Worse still. Backed by covering
fire from the vehicles across the street —the vehicles these boys had come in, Roland was
quite sure— they would soon be able to turn thislittle store into a shooting gallery without
too much danger to themselves.

All of thiswas too close to what had happened at Jeri- cho Hill.
It was time to beat aretreat.

The sound of the approaching vehicle continued to swell — abig engine, laboring under
aheavy load, from the sound. What topped the rise to the |eft of the store was a gigantic
truck filled with enormous cut trees. Roland saw the driver's eyes widen and his mouth
drop open, and why not? Here in front of this small-town mercantile where he had
doubtless stopped many times for a bottle of beer or ale at the end of along, hot day in the
woods, lay half adozen bleeding bodies scattered in theroad like soldierskilled in abattle.
Which was, Roland knew, exactly what they were.

The big truck's front brakes shrieked. From the rear came the angry-dragon chuff of the
airbrakes. There was an accompanying scream of huge rubber tiresfirst locking and then
smoking black tracks on the metaled surface of the road. The truck's multi-ton load began
to slew sideways. Roland saw splinters flying from the trees and into the blue sky as the
outlaws on the far side of the road continued to fire heedlessly. There was something
almost hypnotic about all this, like watching one of the Lost Beasts of Eld come tum- bling
out of the sky with itswings on fire.

Thetruck's horselessfront end ran over thefirst of the bodies. Gutsflew in red ropes and
splashed the dirt of the shoulder. Legs and arms were torn off. A wheel squashed Tricks
Postino's head, the sound of hisimploding skull like a chestnut bursting in ahot fire. The
truck's load broached sideways and began to totter. Wheels fully as high as Ro- land's
shoulders dug in and tossed up clouds of bloody dirt. The truck slid by the store with a
majestic lack of speed. The driver was no longer visiblein the cab. For amoment the store
and the people inside it were blocked from the supe- rior firepower on the other side of the
road. The shop- keeper— Chip — and the surviving customer — Mr. Flannel Shirt — were
staring at the broaching truck with identical expressions of helpless amazement. The
shopkeeper absently wiped blood from the side of hishead and flicked it onto thefloor like
water. His wound was worse than Eddi€'s, Roland judged, yet he seemed unaware of it.
Maybe that was good.

"Outback," the gunslinger said to Eddie. "Now."

"Good call."



Roland grabbed the man in the flannel shirt by the arm. The man's eyesimmediately |eft
the truck and went to the gunslinger. Roland nodded toward the back, and the elderly gent
nodded back. His unguestioning quickness was an unexpected gift.

Outside, the truck's load finally overturned, mashing one of the parked cars (and the
harriers hiding behind it, Roland dearly hoped), spilling logs first off the top and then
simply spilling them all. There was a gruesome, endless sound of scraping metal that made
the gunfire seem puny by comparison.

TWO

Eddie grabbed the storekeeper just as Roland had grabbed the other man, but Chip showed
none of his customer's awareness or instinct for survival. He merely went on staring
through the jagged hole where his windows had been, eyes wide with shock and awe asthe
pulp-truck out there entered the final phase of its self-destructive ballet, the cab twisting
free of the overloaded carrier and bouncing down the hill beyond the store and into the
woods. Theload itself went sliding up the right side of the road, creating a huge bow-wave
of dirt and leaving behind a deep groove, aflattened Chevrolet, and two more flattened
harriers.

There were plenty more where those came from, though. Or so it seemed. The gunfire
continued.

"Come on, Chip, timeto split," Eddie said, and thistime when he tugged the shopkeeper
toward the back of the store Chip came, still looking back over his shoulder and wip- ing
blood from the side of hisface.

At the rear of the market, on the left, was an added-on lunchroom with a counter, afew
patched stools, three or four tables, and an old |obster-pot over a newsstand which seemed
to contain mostly out-of-date girlie magazines. As they reached this part of the building,
the gunfire from outside intensified. Then it was dwarfed again, this time by an explosion.
The pulper's fuel-tank, Eddie assumed. He felt the droning passage of abullet and saw a
round black hole appear in the picture of alighthouse mounted on the wall.

"Whoare those guys?' Chip asked in a perfectly con- versationa voice. "Who are you?
Am | hit? My son wasinViet Nam , you know. Did you see that truck?"

Eddie answered none of his questions, just smiled and nodded and hustled Chip alongin
Roland's wake. He had absolutely no idea where they were going or how they were going
to get out of thisfuckaree. The only thing he was com- pletely sure of was thatCa/inTower
wasn't here. Which was probably good. Tower might or might not have brought down this
particular batch of hellfire and brimstone, but the hellfire and brimstone wasabout old Cal,



of that Eddie had no doubt. If oldCal had only —

A darning-needle of heat suddenly tore through his arm and Eddie shouted in surprise
and pain. A moment later another punched him in the calf. His lower right leg exploded
intoserious pain, and he cried out again.

"Eddie!" Roland chanced alook back. "Areyou —"
"Y eah, fine, go, go!"

Ahead of them now was a cheap fiberboard back wall with three doorsin it. One was
markedbuoys , onegulls, one EMPLOYEES ONLY.

"Employees only!" Eddie shouted. He looked down and saw a blood-ringed holein his
blugj eans about three inches below his right knee. The bullet hadn't exploded the knee
itself, which was to the good, but oh Mama, it hurt like the veriest motherfucker of
creation.

Over his head, alight-globe exploded. Glass showered down on Eddie's head and
shoulders.

"I'm insured, but God knows if it covers somethin likethis, " Chip said in his perfectly
conversational voice. He wiped more blood from his face, then datted it off hisfin- gertips
and onto the floor, where it made a Rorschach inkblot. Bullets buzzed around them. Eddie
saw one flip up Chip's collar. Somewhere behind them, Jack Andolini —old Double-Ugly
— was hollering in Italian. Eddie somehow didn't think he was calling retreat.

Roland and the customer in the flannel shirt went through theemployees only door.
Eddie followed, pumped up on the wine of adrenaline and still dragging Chip. Thiswas a
storeroom, and of quite agood size. Eddie could smell different kinds of grain, some sort of
minty tang, and, most of all, coffee.

Now Mr. Flannel Shirt had taken the lead. Roland fol- lowed him quickly down the
storeroom'’s center aisle and between pallets stacked high with canned goods. Eddie limped
gamely along after, till hauling the shopkeeper. Old Chip had lost alot of blood from the
wound on the side of his head and Eddie kept expecting him to pass out, but Chip actually
seemed . . . well, chipper. He was currently asking Eddie what had happened to Ruth
Beemer and her sis- ter. If he meant the two women who'd been in the store (Eddievas
pretty sure he did), Eddie hoped that Chip wouldn't suddenly regain his memory.

There was another door at the back. Mr. Flannel Shirt opened it and started out. Roland
hauled him back by the shirt, then went out himself, low. Eddie stood Chip beside Mr.
Flannel Shirt and himself just in front of them. Behind them, bullets smacked through
theemployees only door, creating startled white eyes of daylight.

"Eddie!” Roland grunted. "To me!"



Eddie limped out. There was aloading dock here, and beyond it about an acre of
unlovely, churned-up ground. Trash barrels had been stacked haphazardly to the right of
the dock and there were two Dumpsters to the left, but it didn't look to Eddie Dean asiif
anyone had worried too much about putting litter in its place. There were also several piles
of beercans almost big enough to qualify as archaeo- logical middendNothing like relaxing
on the back porch after a hard day at the store, Eddie thought.

Roland was pointing hisgun at another oil-pump, thisonerustier and older than the ones
out front. On it was asingle word. "Diesal,” Roland said. "Does that mean fuel? It does,
doesn't it?"

"Yeah," Eddie said. "Chip, does the diesel pump work?"
"Sure, sure," Chip said in adisinterested tone of voice. "Lotsa guysfill up back here.”

"I can runit, mister," said Flannel Shirt. Y ou better let me, too — it's tetchy. Can you
and your buddy cover me?"

"Yes," Roland said. "Pour it in there." And jerked athumb at the storeroom.
"Hey, no!" Chip said, startled.

How long did all these things take? Eddie could not have said, not for sure. All he was
aware of was a clarity he had known only once before: while riddlingBlaine the Mono. It
overwhelmed everything with its brilliance, even the pain in hislower leg, where the tibia
might or might not have been chipped by a bullet. He was aware of how funky it smelled
back here — rotted meat and moldy produce, the yeasty scent of athousand departed
brewskis, the odors of don't-care laziness — and the divinely sweet fir-perfume of the
woods just beyond the perimeter of this dirty little roadside store. He could hear the drone
of aplanein some distant quadrant of the sky. He knew heloved Mr. Flannel Shirt because
Mr. Flannel Shirt washere, waswith them, linked to Roland and Eddie by the strongest of
bonds for these few minutes. But time? No, he had no true sense of that. But it couldn't
have been much more than ninety seconds since Roland had begun their retreat, or surely
they would have been overwhelmed, crashed truck or no crashed truck.

Roland pointed left, then turned right himself. He and Eddie stood back to back on the
loading dock with about six feet between them, guns raised to their cheeks like men about
to commence aduel. Mr. Flannel Shirt hopped off the end of the dock, spry asacricket, and
seized the chrome crank on the side of the old diesel pump. He began to spinit rapidly. The
numbersin their little windows spun back- ward, but instead of returning to all zeros, they
froze at001 9 . Mr. Flannel Shirt tried the crank again. When it refused to turn, he shrugged
and yanked the nozzle out of itsrusty cradle.

"John, no!" Chip cried. He was still standing in the doorway of his storeroom and
holding up his hands, one clean and the other bloody all the way up the forearm.



"Get out of the way, Chip, or you're gonna— "

Two men dashed around Eddie's side of the East Stoneham Genera Store. Both were
dressed in jeans and flannel shirts, but unlike Chip's shirt, these looked brand-new, with the
creases still in the sleeves. Purchased especially for the occasion, Eddie had no doubt. And
one of the goons Eddie recognized quite well; had last seen him in The Manhattan
Restaurant of the Mind,CalvinTower 's bookshop. Eddie had also killed this fellow once
before. Ten yearsin the future, if you could believeit. In The Leaning Tower, Baazar's
joint, and with the same gun he now held in his hand. A snatch of old Bob Dylan lyric
occurred to him, something about the price you had to pay to keep from going through
everything twice. . .

"Hey, Big Nose!" Eddie cried (as he seemed to each time he saw this particular piece of
pond scum). "How you doing, pal?" In truth, George Biondi did not appear to be doing well
at al. Not even his mother would have considered him, much more than presentable, even
on his best day (that humungous beak), and now his features were puffed and discolored by
bruises that had only just begun to fade. The worst of them was right between the eyes.

| did that,Eddie thought.In the back of Tower's bookstore. It was true, but it also seemed
like something that had hap- pened a thousand years ago.

"You," said George Biondi. He seemed too stunned to even raise his gun. "You. Here."

"Me here," Eddie agreed. "Asfor you, you should have stayed inNew Y ork ." With that
said, he blew George Biondi's face off. His friend's face, too.

Flannel Shirt squeezed the pump handl€e's pistol grip and dark diesel sprayed from the
nozzle. It doused Chip, who cawed indignantly and then staggered out onto the loading;
dock. "Sings!"heshouted. "Gorry, don't that sting! Quit it, John!"

John did not. Another three men came dashing around Roland's side of the store, took
onelook at the gunslinger's calm and awful face, tried to backtrack. They were dead before
they could do more than get the heels of their new country walking shoes planted. Eddie
thought of the half-dozen cars and the big Winnebago that had been parked across the street
and had time to wonder just how many men Balazar had sent on this little expedition.
Certainly not just his own guys. How had he paid for the imports?

He didn't have to,Eddie thought.Someone loaded him up with dough and told himto go
buy the farm. As many out-of-town goons as he could get. And somehow convinced himthe
guys they were going after deserved that kind of coverage.

From inside the store there came a dull, percussive thud. Soot blew out of the chimney
and was lost against the darker, oilier cloud rising from the crashed pulp truck. Eddie
thought somebody had tossed a grenade. The door to the storeroom blew off its hinges,
walked halfway down the aisle surrounded by a cloud of smoke, and fell flat. Soon the



fellow whao'd thrown the grenade would throw another, and with the floor of the storeroom
now covered in an inch of diesel fuel —

"Slow him down if you can,” Roland said. "It's not wet enough in there yet."
"Slow down Andolini?' Eddie asked. "How do | do that?"

"With your everlastingmouth. " Roland cried, and Eddie saw awonderful, heartening
thing: Roland was grinning. Almost laughing. At the same time he looked at Flannel Shirt
— John — and made a spinning gesture with his right hand:keep pumping.

"Jack!" Eddie shouted. He had no idea where Andolini might be at this point, and so
simply yelled as loud as he could. Having grown up ramming aroundBrooklyn 's less
savory streets, this was quite loud.

There was a pause. The gunfire slowed, then stopped.

"Hey," Jack Andolini called back. He sounded surprised, but in a good-humored way.
Eddie doubted he was really sur- prised at all, and he had no doubt whatsoever that what
Jack wanted was payback. He'd been hurt in the storage area behind Tower's bookshop, but
that wasn't the worst of it. He'd also been humiliated. "Hey, Slick! Are you the guy who
was gonna send my brains toHoboken , then stuck a gun under my chin? Man, | got amark
there!"

Eddie could see him making this rueful little speech, al the time gesturing with his
hands, moving his remaining men into position. How many was that? Eight? Maybe ten?
They'd aready taken out a bunch, God knew. And where would the remainder be? A
couple on the left of the store. A couple more on the right. The rest with Monsieur
Grenades R Us. And when Jack was ready, those guys would charge. Right into the new
shallow lake of diesel fuel.

Or so Eddie hoped.

"I've got the same gun with metoday!" he called to Jack. "Thistime I'll jam it up your ass,
how'd that be?"

Jack laughed. It was an easy, relaxed sound. An act, but a good one. Inside, Jack would
beredlining: heart-rate up over one-thirty, blood-pressure up over one-seventy. Thiswasit,
not just payback for some little punk daring to blind-side him but the biggest job of his
stinking bad-guy career, the Super Bowl.

Balazar gave the orders, undoubtedly, but Jack Andolini was the one on the spot, the
field marshal, and this time the job wasn't just beating up a dice-dopey bartender who
wouldn't pay the vig on what he owed or convincing some Yid jewelry-store owner
onLenox Avenue that he needed protection; this was an actual war. Jack was smart — at
least compared to most of the street-hoods Eddie had met while doped up and running with



his brother Henry — but Jack was also stupid in some fundamental way that had nothing to
do with IQ scores. The punk who was currently taunting him had already beaten him once,
and quite handily, but Jack Andolini had contrived to forget that.

Diesel sloshed quietly over the loading dock and rippled along the old warped boards of
the mercantil€'s storeroom. John, aka Sai Y ankee Flannel Shirt, gave Roland aques- tioning
look. Roland responded by first shaking his head and then twirling his right hand again:
more.

"Where's the bookstore guy, Slick?' Andolini's voice just as pleasant as before, but
closer now. He'd crossed the road, then. Eddie put him just outside the store. Too bad diesel
fuel wasn't more explosive. "Where's Tower? Give him to us and we'll leave you and the
other guy alone until next time."

Sure,Eddie thought, and remembered something Susannah sometimes said (in her best
growling Detta Walker voice) to indicate utter disbelief:Also | won't comein yo' mouth or
get any in yo' hair.

This ambush had been set up especially for visiting gunslingers, Eddie was almost sure
of it. The bad boys might or might not know where Tower was (he trusted what came out of
Jack Andolini's mouth not at all), but someone had known to exactly which where and
when the Unfound Door was going to deliver Eddie and Roland, and had passed that
knowledge on to Balazar.You want the boy who embarrassed yourboy, Mr. Balazar? The
kid who peeled Jack Andolini andGeorge Biondi off Tower before Tower had time to give
in and give you what you wanted? Fine. Here's where he's going to show up. Him and one
other. And by the way, her€'s enough dough to buy an army of mercenariesin tu-tone shoes.
Might not be enough, the kid's hard and his buddy's wor se, but you might get lucky. Even if
you don't, even if the one named Roland gets away and leaves a bunch of dead guys
behind . . . well, getting the kid's a start. And there are always more gunnies, aren't there?
Sure. Theworld's full of them. The worlds.

And what about Jake and Callahan? Had there been a reception party waiting for them,
too, and had it been twenty-two years up the line from this when? The little poem on the
fence surrounding the vacant lot suggested that, if they'd followed hiswife, it had been
—susannah-mio, divided girl of mine, the poem had said,parked her riginthedixiepigin
the year OF '99 . And if therehad been arecep- tion party waiting, could they possibly still
be alive?

Eddie clung to one idea: if any member of the ka-tet died — Susannah, Jake, Callahan,
even Oy — he and Roland would know. If he was kidding himself about that, suc- cumbing
to some romantic fallacy, so beiit.

THREE



Roland caught the eye of the man in the flannel shirt and drew the side of his hand across
histhroat. John nodded and let go of the oil-pump's squeeze-handle at once. Chip, the store
owner, was now standing beside the loading dock, and where his face wasn't lathered with
blood, he was look- ing decidedly gray. Roland thought he would pass out soon. No |oss
there.

"Jack!" the gunslinger shouted. "Jack Andolini!" His pronunciation of the Italian name
was a pretty thing to listen to, both precise and rippling.

"Y ou Slick's big brother?" Andolini asked. He sounded amused. And he sounded closer.
Roland put him in front of the store, perhaps on the very spot where he and Eddie had come
through. He wouldn't wait long to make his next move; this was the countryside, but there
were gtill people about. The rising black plume of smoke from the over- turned
wood-waggon would aready have been noticed. Soon they would hear sirens.

"I suppose you'd call me hisforeman,” Roland said. He pointed at the gun in Eddie's
hand, then pointed into the storeroom, then pointed at himself:Wait for my signal. Eddie
nodded.

"Why don't you send him out,mi amigo? This doesn't have to be your concern. I'll take
him and let you go. Slick's the one | want to talk to. Getting the answers | need from him
will be a pleasure.”

"Y ou could never take us,” Roland said pleasantly. "Y ou've forgotten the face of your
father. Y ou're abag of shit with legs. Y our own ka-daddy is a man named Balazar, and you
lick hisdirty ass. The others know and they laugh at you. 'Look at Jack,' they say, 'al that
ass-licking only makes him uglier.' "

Therewas abrief pause. Then: "Y ou got amean mouth on you, mister." Andolini‘'svoice
waslevel, but all the bogus good humor had gone out of it. All the laughter. "But you know
what they say about sticks and stones.”

In the distance, at last, asiren rose. Roland nodded first to John (who was watching him
alertly) and then at Eddie.Soon, that nod said.

"Balazar will be building his towers of cards long after you're nothing but bonesin an
unmarked grave, Jack. Some dreams are destiny, but not yours. Y ours are only dreams."”

"Shut up!"
"Hear the sirens? Y our time'samost u — "

"Vai!"Jack Andolini shouted. "Vai!Get em! | want that old fucker's head, do you hear
me? | want his head! "



A round black object arced lazily through the hole where theemployees onlydoor had
been. Another grenado. Roland had been expecting it. He fired once, from the hip, and the
grenado exploded in midair, turning the flimsy wall between the storeroom and the
lunchroom into a storm of destructive, splintery blowback. There were screams of surprise
and agony.

"Now, Eddie!" Roland shouted, and began to fireinto the diesel. Eddiejoined in. At first
Roland didn't think any- thing was going to happen, but then asluggish ripple of blue flame
appeared in the center aisle and went snaking toward where the rear wall had been. Not
enough! Gods, how he wished it had been the kind they called gasoline!

Roland tipped out the cylinder of his gun, dropped the spent casings around his boots,
and rel oaded.

"On your right, mister," John said, amost conversa- tionally, and Roland dropped flat.
One bullet passed through the place where he'd been. The second flipped at the ends of his
long hair. He'd only had time to reload three of hisrevolver's six chambers, but that was
one more bullet than he needed. The two harriers flew backward with identical holesin the
center of their brows, just below the hairline.

Another hoodlum dashed around the corner of the store on Eddi€e's side and saw Eddie
waiting for him with a grin on his bloody face. The fellow dropped his gun imme- diately
and began to raise his hands. Eddie put a bullet through his chest before they got as high as
his shoulders.He's learning, Roland thought.Gods help him, but heis.

"That fire'salittle slow for my taste, boys," said John, and leaped up onto the loading
dock. The store was barely visible through the rolling smoke of the deflected grenado, but
bullets came flying through it. John seemed not to notice them, and Roland thanked ka for
putting such a good man in their path. Such a hard man.

John took a square silver object from his pants pocket, flipped up thelid, and produced a
good flame with the flick of histhumb on asmall wheel. He tossed the little flaming
tinderbox underhand into the storeroom. Flames burst up al around it with awhoomp
sound.

"What's the matter with you?" Andolini screamed. "Get them!"

"Comeand do it yourself!" Roland called. At the sametime he pulled on John's pantsleg.
John jumped off the loading dock backward and stumbled. Roland caught him. Chip the
storekeeper chose this moment to faint, pitching forward to the trash-littered earth with a
groan so soft it was almost a sigh.

"Y eah, come on!" Eddie goaded. "Come onSlick, what-samattaSick, don't send a boy to
do aman's work, you ever hear that one? How many guys did you have over there, two
dozen? And we're still standing! So come on! Come on and do it yourself! Or do you want



to lick Enrico Balazar's ass for the rest of your life?"

More bullets came through the smoke and flame, but the harriersin the store showed no
interest in trying to charge through the growing fire. No more came around the sides of the
store, either.

Roland pointed at Eddie's lower right leg, where the hole was. Eddie gave him a
thumbs-up, but the leg of his jeans now seemed too full below the knee — swollen — and
when he moved, his shor'boot squelched. The pain had settled to a steady hard ache that
seemed to cycle with the beat of his heart. Y et he was coming to believe it might have
missed the bone.Maybe, he admitted to himself,because | want to believeit.

The first siren had been joined by two or three others, and they were closing in.

"Go!" Jack screamed. He now sounded on the verge of hysterics. "Go, you chickenshit
motherfuckers, go get them!"

Roland thought that the remaining badmen might have attacked a couple of minutes ago
— maybe even thirty seconds ago — if Andolini had led their charge personally. But now
the frontal-assault option had been closed off, and Andolini must surely know that if heled
men around either side of the store, Roland and Eddie would pick them off like clay birds
in a Fair-Day shooting contest. The only workable strategies left to him were siege or a
long flanking movement through the woods, and Jack Andolini had no time for either.
Standing their ground back here, however, would pre- sent its own problems. Dealing with
the local constabulary, for instance, or the fire brigade if that showed up first.

Roland pulled John to him so he could speak quietly. "We need to get out of here right
now. Can you help us?"

"Oh, ayuh, | think so." The wind shifted. A draft blew through the mercantile's broken
front windows, through the place where the back wall had been, and out the back door.

The diesel smoke was black and oily. John coughed and waved it away. "Follow me.
Let'sstep lively."

John hurried across the ugly acre of waste ground behind the store, stepping over a
broken crate and weaving his way between arusty incinerator and a pile of even rustier
machine parts. There was aname on the biggest of these that Roland had seen beforein his
wanderings: JOHNdeere .

Roland and Eddie walked backward, protecting John's back, taking little glances over
their own shouldersto keep from tripping. Roland hadn't entirely given up hope that
Andolini would make afinal charge and he could kill him, as he had done once before. On
the beach of theWesternSea , that had been, and here he was again, not only back but ten
yearsyounger.



While |,Roland thought,feel at least a thousand years older.

Y et that was not really true. Yes, he was now suffering —finaly — theills an old man
could reasonably expect. But he had aka-tet to protect again, and not just any ka-tet but one
ofgunslingers, and they had refreshed hislifein away he never would have expected. It all
meant something to him again, not just theDarkTower butall of it. So he wanted Andolini
to come. And if hekilled Andolini in thisworld, he had an idea Andolini would stay dead.
Because thisworld wasdifferent. It had aresonance al the others, even hisown, lacked. He
felt it in every bone and every nerve. Roland looked up and saw exactly what he expected:
cloudsin aline. At the rear of the barren acre, a path slipped into the woods, its head
marked by a pair of good-sized granite rocks. And here the gunslinger saw herringbone
patterns of shadows, overlapping but all pointing the same way. Y ou had to look to seeit,
but once seen it was unmistakable. Asintheversion of New Y ork where they had found the
empty bag in the vacant lot and Susannah had seen the vagrant dead, thiswasthe true world,
the one where time always ran in asingle direction. They might be able to hop into the
futureif they could find adoor, as he was sure Jake and Callahan had done (for Roland also
remembered the poem on the fence, and now understood at least part of it), but they could
never return to the past. This was the true world, the one where no roll of the dice could
ever be taken back, the one closest to theDarkTower . And they were still on the Path of the
Beam.

John led them onto the way into the woods and quickly down it, away from the rising
pillars of thick dark smoke and the approaching whine of the sirens.

FOUR

They hadn't gone even a quarter of amile before Eddie began seeing blue glints through
the trees. The path was slip- pery with pine needles, and when they came to the fina slope
— the one leading down to along and narrow lake of surpassing loveliness — Eddie saw
that someone had built a birch railing. Beyond it was a stub of dock jutting out into the
water. Tied to the dock was a motorboat.

"That'smine," John said. "I come over for m'groceries and a bite of lunch. Didn't expect
no excitement."

"WEell, you got it,” Eddie said.

"Ayuh, that's atrue thing. Mind this last bit, if you don't want to go on your keister."
John went nimbly down the final slope, holding therail for balance and dliding rather than
walking. On hisfeet was a pair of old scuffed workboots that would have looked perfectly
at homein Mid-World, Eddie thought.



He went next himself, favoring his bad leg. Roland brought up the rear. From behind
them came a sudden explosion, as sharp and limber asthat first high-powered rifleshot but
far louder.

"That'd be Chip's propane,” John said.
"Cry pardon?"' Roland asked.
"Gas," Eddie said quietly. "He means gas.”

"Ayuh, stove-gas," John agreed. He stepped into his boat, grabbed the Evinrude's
starter-cord, gave it ayank. The engine, a sturdy little twenty-horse sewing machine of a
thing, started on thefirst pull. "Get in here, boys, and let's us vacate t' area,” he grunted.

Eddie got in. Roland paused for amoment to tap his throat three times. Eddie had seen
him perform thisritua before when about to cross open water, and reminded himself to ask
about it. He never got the chance; before the question occurred to him again, death had
slipped between them.

FIVE

The skiff moved as quietly and as gracefully over the water as any motor-powered thing
can, skating on its own reflection beneath a sky of summer's most pellucid blue. Behind
them the plume of dark smoke sullied that blue, rising higher and higher, spreading as it
went. Dozens of folk, most of them in shorts or bathing costumes, stood upon the banks of
thislit- tle lake, turned in the smoke's direction, hands raised to shade against the sun. Few
if any marked the steady (and completely unshowy) passage of the motorboat.

"Thisis Keywadin Pond, just in case you were wonderin," John said. He pointed ahead
of them, where another gray tongue of dock stuck out. Beside this one was anedt little
boathouse, white with green trim, its overhead door open. Asthey neared it, Roland and
Eddie could see both a canoe and a kayak bobbing inside, at tether.

"Boathouse is mine," the man in the flannel shirt added. Theboat inboathouse came out
in away impossible to reproduce with mere | etters —bwut woul d probably come closest —
but which both men recognized. It was the way the word was spoken in the Calla.

"Looks well-kept," Eddie said. Mostly to be sayingsome- thing.

"Oh, ayuh," John said. "I do caretakin, camp-checkin, some rough carpenterin. Wouldn't
look good f'business if | had a fallin-down boathouse, would it?"



Eddie smiled. "Suppose not."

"My placeis about half amile back from the water. Name's John Cullum.” He held out
hisright hand to Roland, continuing to steer astraight course away from therising pil- lar of
smoke and toward the boathouse with the other.

Roland took the hand, which was pleasantly rough. "I'm Roland Deschain, of Gilead .
Long days and pleasant nights, John."

Eddie put out his own hand in turn. "Eddie Dean, fromBrooklyn . Nice to meet you."

John shook with him easily enough but his eyes studied Eddie closely. When their hands
parted, he said: "Y oung fella, did somethin just happen? It did, didn't it?"

"I don't know," Eddie said. Not with complete honesty.
"You ain't been toBrooklyn for along time, son, have you?"

"Ain't been to Morehouse or tono house," Eddie Dean said, and then quickly, before he
could lose it: "Miaslocked Susannah away. Locked her away in the year of '99. Suze can
get to the Dogan, but going there's no good. Mia's locked off the controls. There's nothing
Suze can do. She's kidnapped. She. .. she..."

He stopped. For amoment everything had been soclear, like adream upon the instant of
waking. Then, as so often happens with dreams, it faded. He didn't even know if it had been
areal message from Susannah, or pure imagi- nation.

Young fella, did somethin just happen?

So Cullum had felt it, too. Not imagination, then. Some form of the touch seemed more
likely.

John waited, and when there was no more from Eddie, turned to Roland. "Does your pal
come over funny that way often?"

"Not often, no. Sai . . .Mister, | mean. Mister Cullum, | thank you for helping us when
we needed help. | thank yabig-big. It would be monstrous impudent of usto ask for more,
but —"

"But you're gonna. Ayuh, figgered.” John made a minute course correction toward the
little boathouse with its square open mouth. Roland estimated they'd be therein five
minutes. That was fine by him. He had no objection to riding in thistight little
motor-powered boat (even though it rode rather low in the water with the weight of three
grown men inside), but Keywadin Pond was far too exposed for histaste. If Jack Andolini
(or his successor, should Jack be replaced) asked enough of those shore-gawkers, he would
eventually find afew who remembered the little skiff with the three meninit. And the



boathouse with the neat green trim.John Outturn's bwut-huss, may it do ya fine, these
witnesses would say. Best they should be farther along the Beam before that happened,
with John Cullum packed off to somewhere safe. Roland judged "safe" in this case to be
perhaps three looks to the horizon-line, or about a hundred wheels. He had no doubt that
Cullum, atotal stranger, had saved their lives by stepping in decisively at the right moment.
The last thing he wanted was for the man to lose his own as aresult.

"Wéll, I'll dowhat | can for ya, already made up m'mind to that, but | got to ask you
somethin now, while | got the chance.”

Eddie and Roland exchanged a brief look. Roland said, "We'll answer if we can. Which
isto say, John of East Stone-ham, if we judge that the answer won't cause you harm.”

John nodded. He seemed to gather himself. "I know you're not ghosts, because we all
saw you back at the store and | just now touched you to shake hands. | can see the shadders
you cast." He pointed at where they lay across the side of the boat. "Real asreal. So my
guestion isthis: are you walk-ins?"

"Walk-ins," Eddie said. He looked at Roland, but Roland's face was completely blank.
Eddielooked back at John Cullum, sitting in the stern of the boat and steering them toward
the boathouse. "I'm sorry, but | don't .. . ."

"Been alot of em around here, last few years," John said. "Waterford,Stoneham , East
Stoneham,Lovell ,Swe- den . . . even over in Bridgton andDenmark ." This last township
name came outDenmaa-aaak.

He saw they were still puzzled.

"Walk-ins're people who justappear " he said. "Some- times they're dressed in
old-fashioned clothes, asif they camefrom. . .ago, | guess you'd say. One was nekkid as a
jay-bird, walkin right up the middle of Route5 . Junior Angstrom seen im. Last November
this was. Sometimes they talk other languages. One came to Don Russert's house over in
Water-ford. Sat right there in the kitchen! Donni€'s aretired history professor
fromVanderbiltCollege and he taped the fella. Fellajabbered quite awhile, then went into
the laundry room. Donniefigured he must'ataken it for the bathroom and went after him to
turn him around, but the fellawas already gone. No door for him to go out of, but gone he
was.

"Donnie played that tape of hisfor just about everyone in the Vandy Languages
Department(Depaaa-aatment) , and wasn't none of em recognized it. One said it must be a
com- pletely madeup language, like Esperanto. Do you sabby Esperanto, boys?'

Roland shook his head. Eddie said (cautiously), "I've heard of it, but | don't really know
whatiti —"

"And sometimes,” John said, his voice lowering as they glided into the shadows of the



boathouse, "sometimes they're hurt. Or disfigured. Roont."

Roland started so suddenly and so hard that the boat rocked. For a moment they were
actually in danger of being tipped out. "What? What do you say? Speak again, John, for |
would hear it very well."

John apparently thought it was purely an issue of verbal comprehension, because this
time hewas at painsto pro- nounce the word more carefully. Ruined.Likefolkswho'd been
in anuclear war, or afallout zone, or something.”

"Slow mutants,” Roland said. "I think he might be talk- ing about slow muties. Herein
thistown."

Eddie nodded, thinking about the Grays and Pubesin Lud. Also thinking about a
misshapen beehive and the monstrous insects which had been crawling over it.

John killed the little Evinrude engine, but for a moment the three of them sat where they
were, listening to water slap hollowly against the aluminum sides of the boat.

"Slow mutants,” the old fellow said, almost seeming to taste the words. "Ayuh, | guess
that'd be as good a name for em as any. But they ain't the only ones. There's been animals,
too, and kinds of birds no one's ever seen in these parts. But mostly it'sthe walk-insthat've
got people worried and talkin amongst themselves. Donnie Russert called someone he
knew at Duke University, and that fella called someonein their Department of Psychic
Studies— amazin they've got such athing asthat in areal college, but it appearsthey do —
and the Psychic Studies woman said that's what such folks are called: walk-ins. And then,
when they disappear again —which they always do, except for one fella over
inEastConwayVillage , who died — they're called walk-outs. The lady said that some
scientists who study such things— | guess you could call em scientists, although | know a
lot of folks might argue — b'lieve that walk-ins are aliens from other planets, that
spaceships drop em off and then pick em up again, but most of em think they're
time-travelers, or from different Earthsthat liein aline with ours."

"How long has this been going on?" Eddie asked. "How long have the walk-ins been
showing up?"

"Oh, two or three years. And it's gettin worse ruther'n better. | seen a couple of such
fellas myself, and once awoman with abald head who looked like she had this bleedin eye
in the middle of her forread. But they was dl at adis- tance, and you fellas are up close.”

John leaned toward them over his bony knees, his eyes (as blue as Roland's own)
gleaming. Water slapped hol- lowly at the boat. Eddie felt a strong urge to take John
Cullum'shand again, to seeif something el se would happen. There was another Dylan song
called "Visions of Johanna." What Eddie wanted was not avision of Johanna, but the name
was at |east close to that.



"Ayuh," John was saying, "you boys are right up close and personal. Now, I'll help you
along your way if | can, because | don't sense nothing the least bit bad about either of you
(although I'm going to tell you flat out that | ain'tnever seensuch shooting), but | want to
know: are you walk-ins or not?"

Once more Roland and Eddie exchanged looks, and then Roland answered. "Yes," he
said. "I suppose we are.”

"Gorry," John whispered. In his awe, not even his seamed face could keep him from
looking like a child. "Walk-insl And whereisit you're from, can you tell me that?' He
looked at Eddie, laughed the way people do when they are admitting you've put agood one
over on them, and said: "NotBrooklyn. "

"But lam fromBrooklyn ," Eddie said. The only thing was it hadn't beenthis
world'sBrooklyn , and he knew that now. In the world he came from, a children's book
namedCharlie the Choo-Choo had been written by a woman named Beryl Evans; in this
oneit had been written by someone named Claudiay Inez Bachman. Beryl Evans sounded
real and Claudiay Inez Bachman sounded phony as a three-dollar bill, yet Eddie was
coming more and more to believe that Bachman was the true handle. And why? Because it
came as part of thisworld.

"lam fromBrooklyn , though. Just not the .. . . well . . . the same one.”

John Cullum was still looking at them with that wide-eyed child's expression of wonder.
"What about those other fellas? The ones who were waiting for you? Arethey . . .?"

"No," Roland said. "Not they. No more time for this, John — not now." He got
cautiously to hisfeet, grabbed an overhead beam, and stepped out of the boat with alittle
wince of pain. John followed and Eddie came last. The two other men had to help him. The
steady throb in hisright calf had receded alittle bit, but the leg was stiff and numb, hard to
control.

"Let'sgo to your place," Roland said. "There's aman we need to find. With the blessing,
you may be able to help us do that."

He may be able to help us in more ways than that,Eddie thought, and followed them
back into the sunlight, gimping along on his bad leg with his teeth gritted.

At that moment, Eddie thought he would have slain a saint in exchange for a dozen
aspirin tablets.

STAVE:Commal a-loaf-leaven !

They go to hell or up to heaven!



When the guns are shot and the fire's hot,

Y ou got to poke em in the oven.

RESPONSE:Commala-come-seven !
Salt and yow 'for leaven!
Heat em up and knock em down

And poke em in the oven.

8th STANZA

A GAME OF TOSS

A Game of Toss

ONE

In the winter 0of 1984 -85, when Eddie's heroin use was qui- etly sneaking across the border
from theLand of Recre- ational Drugs and into theKingdomofReally Bad Habits , Henry
Dean met agirl and fell briefly in love. Eddie thought Sylvia Goldover was a SkankEl



Supremo (smelly armpits and dragon breath wafting out from between a pair of Mick
Jagger lips), but kept his mouth shut becauseHenry thought she was beautiful, and Eddie
didn't want to hurt Henry's feelings. That winter the young lovers spent alot of time either
walk- ing on the windswept beach at Coney Island or going to the moviesinTimes Square,
where they would sit in the back row and wank each other off once the popcorn and the
extra-large box of Goobers were gone.

Eddie was philosophic about the new person in Henry's life; if Henry could work his
way past that awful breath and actually tangle tongues with Sylvia Goldover, more power
to him. Eddie himself spent alot of those mostly gray three months alone and stoned in the
Dean family apartment. He didn't mind; liked it, in fact. If Henry had been there, he would
have insisted on TV and would have ragged Eddie con- stantly about his storytapes. ("Oh
boy! Eddie's gonnawissen to his wittle sto-wy about theel ves and theogs and the cute
wittlemidgets! ")Always calling the ores the ogs, and always call- ing the Ents "the scawwy
walkingtwees. " Henry thought made-up shit was queer. Eddie had sometimes tried to tell
him there was nothing more made-up than the crud they showed on afternoon TV, but
Henry wasn't having any of that; Henry could tell you al about the evil twins
onGeneralHospital and the equally evil stepmother onThe Guiding Light .

In many ways, Henry Dean's great |ove affair — which ended when Sylvia Goldover
stole ninety bucks out of hiswal- let, |eft anote sayind'msorry, Henry inits place, and took
off for points unknown with herold boyfriend — was arelief to Eddie. He'd sit on the sofa
in the living room, put on the tapes of John Gielgud reading Tolkien'sRings trilogy,
skin-pop along the inside of hisright arm, and nod off to the Forests of Mirkwood or the
Mines of Moria aong with Frodo and Sam.

He'd loved the habbits, thought he could have cheer- fully spent the rest of hislifein
Hobbiton, where the worst drug going was tobacco and big brothers did not spend entire
daysragging on little brothers, and John Cullum's lit-tle cottage in the woods returned him
to those days and that dark-toned story with surprising force. Because the cottage had a
hobbit-hole feel about it. The furniture in the living room was small but perfect: a sofaand
two overstuffed chairs with those white doilies on the arms and where the back of your
head would rest. The gold-framed black-and-white photograph on one wall had to be
Cullum's folks, and the one opposite it had to be his grandparents. There was a framed
Certificate of Thanks from the East Stoneham Vol- unteer Fire Department. There was a
parakeet in acage, twit- tering amiably, and a cat on the hearth. She raised her head when
they came in, gazed greenly at the strangers for a moment, then appeared to go back to
sleep. There was a standing ashtray beside what had to be Cullum's easy chair, and in it
were two pipes, one a corncob and the other a briar. There was an old-fashioned Emerson
record-player/radio (the radio of the type featuring a multi-band dial and alarge knurled
tuning knob) but no television. The room smelled pleasantly of tobacco and potpourri. As
fabulously neat asit was, a single glance was enough to tell you that the man who lived
here wasn't married. John Cullum's parlor was a modest ode to the joys of bachel orhood.

"How's your leg?' John asked. " 'Pears to have stopped bleeding, at least, but you got a
pretty good hitch in your gitalong.”



Eddie laughed. "It hurts like a son of abitch, but | can walk onit, so | guess that makes
me lucky."

"Bathroom'sin there, if you want to wash up,” Cullum said, and pointed.
"Think | better," Eddie said.

The washing-up was painful but also arelief. Thewound in hisleg was deep, but seemed
to have totally missed the bone. The onein hisarm was even less of a problem,; the bul- let
had gone right through, praise God, and there was hydro- gen peroxide in Cullum's
medi cine cabinet. Eddie poured it into the hol e, teeth bared at the pain, and then went ahead
and used the stuff on both his leg and the laceration in his scalp before he could lose his
courage. Hetried to remem- ber if Frodo and Sam had had to face anything even closeto the
horrors of hydrogen peroxide, and couldn't come up with anything. Well, of course they'd
had elves to heal them, hadn't they?

"I got somethin might help out,” Cullum said when Eddie re-appeared. The old guy
disappeared into the next room and returned with a brown prescription bottle. There were
three pillsinsideit. He tipped them into Eddi€'s palm and said, "Thisis from when | fell
down on theice last win- ter and busted my goddam collarbone. Percodan, it's called. |
dunno if there's any good left in em or not, but — "

Eddie brightened. "Percodan, huh?" he asked, and tossed the pillsinto his mouth before
John Cullum could answer.

"Don't you want some water with those, son?"

"Nope," Eddie said, chewing enthusiastically. "Neat's atreat.”

A glass case full of baseballs stood on atable beside the fireplace, and Eddie wandered
over tolook at it. "Oh my God," he said, "you've got asigned Mel Parnell ball! And a Lefty
Grove! Holy shit!"

"Those ain't nothing," Cullum said, picking up the briar pipe. "Look up on't' top shelf.”
Hetook a sack of Prince Albert tobacco from the drawer of an endtable and began tofill his
pipe. As he did so, he caught Roland watching him. "Do ya smoke?"

Roland nodded. From his shirt pocket he took a single bit of leaf. "Praps | might roll
one."

"Oh, | can do ya better than that,” Cullum said, and left the room again. The room
beyond was a study not much bigger than a closet. Although the Dickens desk in it was
small, Cullum had to sidle hisway around it.

"Holy shit,” Eddie said, seeing the baseball Cullum must have meant. " Autographed by



the Babe!"

"Ayuh," Cullum said. "Not when he was a Y ankee, either, | got no use for baseballs
autographed by Y ankees. That 'us signed when Ruth was still wearing aRed Sox . . ." He
broke off. "Here they are, knew | had em. Might be stale, but it's alot staler where there's
none, my mother used to say. Here you go, mister. My nephew left em. He ain't hardly old
enough to smoke, anyway."

Cullum handed the gunslinger a package of cigarettes, three-quartersfull. Roland turned
them thoughtfully over in his hand, then pointed to the brand name. "I see a picture of a
dromedary, but that isn't what this says, isit?"

Cullum smiled at Roland with akind of cautious won- der. "No," he said. "That
word'sCamd. It means about the same."

"Ah," Roland said, and tried to look asif he under- stood. He took one of the cigarettes
out, studied the filter, then put the tobacco end in his mouth.

"No, turnit around," Cullum said.
"Say true?'
"Ayuh."

"Jesus, Roland! He's got a Bobby Doerr . . . two Ted Williamsballs. . . a Johnny
Pesky . .. aFrank Mazone. . ."

"Those names don't mean anything to you, do they?" John Cullum asked Roland.

"No," Roland said. "My friend.. . . thank you." Hetook alight from the match sai Cullum
offered. "My friend hasn't been on this side very much for quite awhile. | think he misses
it."

"Gorry," Cullum said. "Walk-ins! Walk-insinmy house! | can't hardly believeit!"

"Where's Dewey Evans?' Eddie asked. Y ou don't have a Dewey Evans ball."

"Pardon?' Cullum asked. It came outpaaa-aaadon .

"Maybe they don't call him that yet," Eddie said, amost to himself. "Dwight Evans?
Right fielder?"

"Oh." Cullum nodded. "Well, | only have the best in that cabinet, don't you know."

"Dewey fillsthe bill, believe me," Eddie said. "Maybe he's not worthy of being in the
John Cullum Hall of Fame yet, but wait afew years. Wait until '86. And by the way, John,



as afan of the game, | want to say two words to you, okay?"
"Sure," Cullum said. It came out exactly as the word was said in the CallaSHO-ah.

Roland, meanwhile, had taken a drag from his smoke. He blew it out and looked at the
cigarette, frowning.

"The words areRoger Clemens, " Eddie said. "Remember that name."

"Clemens," John Cullum said, but dubiously. Faintly, from the far side of Keywadin
Pond, came the sound of more sirens. "Roger Clemens, ayuh, I'll remember. Who is he?"

"You're gonnawant him in here, leaveit at that," Eddie said, tapping the case. "Maybe
on the same shelf with the Babe."

Cullum's eyes gleamed. "Tell me somethin, son. Have the Red Sox won it all yet? Have
they — "

"Thisisn't asmoke, it's nothing but murky air,” Roland said. He gave Cullum a
reproachful look that was so un-Roland that it made Eddie grin. "No taste to speak of at all.
Peopl e here actuallysmoke these?'

Cullum took the cigarette from Roland's fingers, broke the Filter off the end, and gaveit
back to him. "Try it now," he said, and returned his attention to Eddie. "So? | got you out of
ajam on t'other side of the water. Seems like you owe me one. Have they ever won the
Series? At least up to your time?"

Eddie'sgrin faded and helooked at the old man seri- oudy. "I'll tell youif you really want
me to, John. Butdo ya?'

John considered, puffing his pipe. Then he said, "I spose not. Knowin'd spail it."

"Tell you one thing,” Eddie said cheerfully. The pills John had given him were kicking
in and hefelt cheerful. A little bit, anyway. "Y ou don't want to die beforel986 . That one's
gonna be a corker.”

"Ayuh?"

"Say absolutely true." Then Eddie turned to the gunslinger. "What are we going to do
about our gunna, Roland?"

Roland hadn't even thought about it until this moment. All their few worldly possessions,
from Eddie's fine new whittling knife, purchased in Took's Store, to Roland's ancient
grow-bag, given to him by hisfather far on the other side of time's horizon, had been | eft
behind when they came through the door. When they had beenbl own through the door. The
gunslinger assumed their gunna had been left lying in the dirt in front of theEast Stoneham



store, athough he couldn't remember for sure; he'd been too fiercely focused on getting
Eddie and himself to safety before the fel- low with the longsighted rifle blew their heads
off. It hurt to think of all those companions of the long trek burned up in the fire that had
undoubtedly claimed the store by now. It hurt even worse to think of them in the hands of
Jack Andolini. Roland had a brief but vivid picture of his grow-bag hanging on Andolini's
belt like a 'backy-pouch (or an enemy's scalp) and winced.

"Roland? What about our — "

"We have our guns, and that's all the gunnawe need,” Roland said, more roughly than he
had intended. " Jake has theChoo-Choo book, and I can make another compass should we
need one. Otherwise — "

"But — "

"If you're talkin about your goods, sonny, | ¢'n ask some questions about em when the
time comes," Cullum said. "But for the time being, | think your friend's right."

Eddieknew hisfriend wasright. Hisfriend was almostalways right, which was one of the
few things Eddie still hated about him. He wanted his gunna, goddammit, and not just for
the one clean pair of jeans and the two clean shirts.

Nor for extraammo or the whittling knife, fine asit was. There had been alock of
Susannah's hair in his leather swag-bag, and it had still carried afaint whiff of her
smell.That waswhat he missed. But done was done.

"John," he said, "what day isthis?"

The man's bristly gray eyebrows went up. "Y ou seri- ous?' And when Eddie nodded:
"Ninth of July. Year of our Lord nineteen-seventy-seven."

Eddie made a soundless whistling noise through his pursed lips.

Roland, the last stub of the Dromedary cigarette smol- dering between his fingers, had
gone to the window for alooksee. Nothing behind the house but trees and a few seductive
blue winks from what Cullum called "the Keywadin." But that pillar of black smoke still
rosein the sky, asif to remind him that any sense of peace he might fedl in these
surroundings was only an illusion. They had to get out of here. And no matter how terribly
afraid he was for Susan- nah Dean, now that they were here they had to findCalvinTower
and finish their business with him. And they'd haveto do it quickly. Because —

Asif reading his mind and finishing his thought, Eddie said: "Roland? It's speeding up.
Timeon thissideis speeding up."

"l know."



"It meansthat whatever we do, we haveto get it right thefirst time, becausein thisworld
you can never come back earlier. There are no do-overs.”

Roland knew that, too.

TWO

"The man we're looking for isfromNew Y ork City ," Eddie told John Cullum.
"Ayuh, plenty of those around in the summertime."
"His name'sCalvinTower . He'swith afriend of his named Aaron Degpneau.”

Cullum opened the glass case with the baseballs inside, took out one withCarl
Y astrzemski written across the sweet spot in that weirdly perfect script of which only
pro- fessional athletes seem capable (in Eddie's experience it was the spelling that gave
most of them problems), and began to toss it from hand to hand. "Folks from away really
pile in once June comes — you know that, don't ya?"

"I do," Eddie said, feeling hopeless already. He thought it was possible old Double-Ugly
had already gotten toCal Tower . Maybe the ambush at the store had been Jack's idea of
dessert. "l guess you can't — "

"If I can't, | guess | better goddam retire," Cullum said with some spirit, and tossed the
Y az ball to Eddie, who held it in his right hand and ran the tips of his lefthand fingers
over the red stitches. The fedl of them raised a wholly unexpected lump in histhroat. If a
baseball didn't tell you that you were home, what did? Only this world wasn't home
anymore. John was right, he was a walk-in.

"What do you mean?"' Roland asked. Eddie tossed him the ball and Roland caught it
without ever taking his eyes off John Cullum.

"I don't bother with names, but | know most everyone who comes into thistown just the
same," he said. "Know em by sight. Same with any other caretaker worth his salt, | Spose.
Y ou want to know wha's in your territory." Roland nodded at this with perfect
understanding. "Tell me what this guy looks like."

Eddie said, "He stands about five-nine and weighs.. . . oh, I'm gonna say two-thirty."

"Heavyset, then."

"Doya. Also, most of hishair'sgone on the sides of hisforehead.” Eddie raised hishands



to his own head and pushed his hair back, exposing the temples (one of them still oozing
blood from his near-fatal passage through the Unfound Door). Hewinced alittle at the pain
this provoked in his upper left arm, but there the bleeding had aready stopped. Eddie was
more worried about the round he'd taken in the leg. Right now Cullum's Percodan was
dealing with the pain, but if the bullet was still in there— and Eddie thought it might be —
it would eventually have to come out.

"How old is he?" Cullum asked.

Eddielooked at Roland, who only shook his head. Had Roland ever actually seen Tower?
At this particular moment, Eddie couldn’t remember. He thought not.

"] think in hisfifties."

"He's the book collector, ain't he?' Cullum asked, then laughed at Eddie's expression of
surprise. "Told you, | keep aweather eye out on the summah folk. Y ou never know when
one's gonnaturn out to be a deadbeat. Maybe an outright thief. Or, eight or nine years ago,
we had this woman fromNew Jersey who turned out to be a firebug.” Cullum shook his
head. "L ooked like asmall-town librarian, the sort of lady who wouldn't say boo to agoose,
and she was lightin up barns al overStoneham , Lovell, andWaterford ."

"How do you know he's abook dealer?' Roland asked, and tossed the ball back to
Cullum, who immediately tossed it to Eddie.

"Didn't knowthat, " he said. "Only that he collects em, because he told Jane Sargus.
Jane's got alittle shop right whereDimity Road branches off from Route5 . That's about a
mile south of here. Dimity Road's actually wherethat fellaand hisfriend are stayin, if we're
talking about the right ones. | guess we are."

"Hisfriend's nameis Deepneau,” Eddie said, and tossed the Y az ball to Roland. The
gunslinger caught it, tossed it to Cullum, then went to the fireplace and dropped the last
shred of his cigarette onto the little pile of logs stacked on the grate.

"Don't bother with names, like | told you, but the friend's skinny and looks about seventy.
Walks like his hips pain him some. Wears steel-rimmed glasses.”

"That's the guy, al right," Eddie said.

"Janey has alittle place called Country Collectibles. She gut some furniture in the barn,
dressers and armoires and such, but what she speciaizesin is quilts, glassware, and old
books. Sign says so right out front."

"SoCaTower . . . what? Just went in and started brows- ing?' Eddie couldn't believeit,
and at the same time he could. Tower had been balky about leavingNew Y ork even after
Jack and George Biondi had threatened to burn his most valuable booksright in front of his
eyes. And once he and Deepneau got here, thefool had signed up for general delivery at the



post office— or at least hisfriend Aaron had, and as far as the bad guys were concerned,
one was as good as the other. Callahan had left him anote telling him to stop advertising
his presence inEast Stoneham .How stupid can you be??? had been the Pere's find
communication tosai Tower , and the answer seemed to be more stupid than a bag of
hammers.

"Ayuh,” Cullum said. "Only he did alot more'n browse.” His eyes, as blue as Roland's,
were twinkling. "Bought a couple of hundred dollars worth of readin material. Paid with
traveler's checks. Then he gut her to give him alist of other used bookstores in the area.
There's quite afew, if you add in Notions inNorway and that Y our Trash, My Treasure
place over in Fryeburg. Plus he got her to write down the names of some local folks who
have book collections and sometimes sell out of their houses. Jane was awful excited.
Taked about it al over town, shedid.”

Eddie put a hand to his forehead and groaned. That was the man he'd met, all right, that
wasCalvinTower to thelife. What had he been thinking? That once he "gut" north ofBoston
he was safe?

"Can you tell us how to find him?* Roland asked.

"Oh, | c'n do better'n that. | can take you right to where they're stayin."

Roland had been tossing the ball from hand to hand. Now he stopped and shook his head.
"No. You'll be going somewhere else.”

"Where?"

"Anyplace you'll be safe," Roland said. "Beyond that, sai, | don't want to know. Neither
of usdo.”

"Well call me Sam, | say goddam. Dunno's | like that much."”

"Doesn't matter. Time is short." Roland considered, then said: "Do you have a
cartomobile?"

Cullum looked momentarily puzzled, then grinned.

"Y ep, a cartomobile and a truckomobile both. I'm loaded.” The last word came
outludded.

"Then you'll lead us to Tower'sDimity Road place in one while Eddie. . ." Roland
paused for amoment. "Eddie, do you still remember how to drive?’

"Roland, you're hurtin my feelings.”

Roland, never avery humorousfellow even at the best of times, didn't smile. Hereturned



his attention to the dan-tete — little savior — ka had put in their way, instead. "Once we've
found Tower, you'll go your course, John. That's any course that isn't ours. Take alittle
vacation, if it does ya. Two days should be enough, then you can return to your busi- ness."
Roland hoped their own business here in East Stone-ham would be done by sundown, but
didn't want to hex them by saying so.

"I don't think you understand that thisis my busy sea- son,” Cullum said. He held out his
hands and Roland tossed him the ball. "I got a boathouse to paint . . . abarn that needs
shinglin—"

"If you stay with us,” Roland said, "you'll likely never shingle another barn."

Cullum looked at him with an eyebrow cocked, clearly trying to gauge Roland's
seriousness and not much liking what he saw.

Whilethiswas going on, Eddie found himself returning to the question of whether or not
Roland had ever actually seen Tower with his own eyes. And now he realized that hisfirst
answer to that question had been wrong — Rolandhad seen Tower.

Sure he did. It was Roland who pulled that bookcase full of Tower'sfirst editions into

theDoorwayCave . Roland was looking right at him. What he saw was probably distorted,
but. ..

That train of thought drifted away, and by the seemingly inevitable process of
association, Eddie’'s mind returned to Tower's precious books, such rarities asThe Dogan,
by Ben- jamin Slightman, Jr., andSalem's Lot, by Stephen King.

"I'll just get mkeys and we're off," Cullum said, but before he could turn away, Eddie
said: "Wait."

Cullum looked at him quizzically.

"We've got alittlemoreto talk about, | think." And he held up his hands for the baseball.

"Eddie, our timeis short,” Roland said.

"I know that,” Eddie said.Probably better than you, since it's my woman the clock's
running out on. "If I could, I'd leave thatassholeTower to Jack and concentrate on getting
back to Susannah. But kawon't let me do that. Y our damned old ka."

"Weneed — "

"Shut up." He had never said such athing to Roland in hislife, but now the words came

out on their own, and he felt no urge to call them back. In his mind, Eddie heard a ghostly
Calla-chant: Commal a-come-come, the palaver's not done.



"What's on your mind?" Cullum asked him.
"A man named Stephen King. Do you know that name?’

And saw by Cullum's eyes that he did.

THREE

"Eddie,” Roland said. He spoke in an oddly tentative way the younger man had never
heard before.He's as at sea as| am. Not a comforting thought. "Andolini may still be
look- iy for us. More important, he may be looking for Tower, now that we've slipped
through hisfingers. . . and assai Cullum has made perfectly clear, Tower has made himself
easy to find."

"Listen to me," Eddiereplied. "I'm playing a hunch here, but a hunch isnot al thisis.
We've met one man, Ben Slightman, who wrote a book in another world. Tower's
world.Thisworld. And we've met another one, Donald Callahan, who was acharacter in a
book from another world. Again,thisworld." Cullum had tossed him the ball and now
Eddie flipped it underhand, and hard, to Roland. The gunslinger caught it easily.

"This might not seem like such a big deal to me, except we've beenhaunted by books,
haven't we?The Dogan. The Wiz- ard of Oz Charlie the ChoeChoo. Even Jake's Final
Essay. And now'Salem'sLot . | think that if this Stephen Kingisreal — "

"Oh, he'sredl, al right,” Cullum said. He glanced out his window toward Keywadin
Pond and the sound of the sirens on the other side. At the pillar of smoke, now diffusing the
blue sky with its ugly smudge. Then he held his hands up for the baseball. Roland threw it
in asoft arc whose apogee almost skimmed the ceiling. "And | read that book you're all het
up about. Got it up to the City, at Bookland. Thought it was a corker, too."

"A story about vampires.”
"Ayuh, | heard him talkin about it on the radio. Said he got the idea fromDracula. "

"Y ou heard the writer on the radio,” Eddie said. He was having that
through-the-looking-glass, down-the-rabbit-hole, off-on-a-comet feeling again, and tried
to ascribe it to the Percodan. It wouldn't work. All at once he felt strangely unreal to
himself, a shade you could almost see through, asthinas. . . well, asthin asapagein a
book. It was no help to real- izehat thisworld, lying in the summer 0f 1977 on time's beam,
seemed real in away all the other wheres and whens —including his own — did not. And
that feeling was totally subjective, wasn't it? When you came right down to it, how did
anyone know they weren't a character in some writer's story, or atransient thought in some



bus-riding schmoe's head, or a momentary mote in God's eye? Thinking about such stuff
was crazy, and enough such thinking coulddrive you crazy.

Andyet. ..
Dad-a-chum, dad-a-chee, not to worry, you've got the key.

Keys, my specialty,Eddie thought. And then:King's a key, isn't he? Calla, Callahan.
Crimson King, Stephen King. Is Stephen King the Crimson King of this world?

Roland had settled. Eddie was sure it hadn't been easy for him, but the difficult had ever
been Roland's specidty. "If you have questions to ask, have at it." And made the twirling
gesture with his right hand.

"Roland, | hardly know whereto start. Theideas I've got are so big ... so. .. | don't
know, so fundamentally fuck- ingcary .. ."

"Best to keep it simple, then." Roland took the ball when Eddie tossed it to him but now
looked more than alittle impatient with the game of toss. "We reallydo have to move on.”

How Eddie knew it. He would have asked his ques- tions while they wererolling, if they
all could have ridden in the same vehicle. But they couldn't, and Roland had never driven a
motor vehicle, which made it impossible for Eddie and Cullum to ride in the same one.

"All right," he said. "Who is he? Let's start with that. Who is Stephen King?"

"A writer,"” Cullum said, and gave Eddie alook that said,Are you a fool, son? "He lives
over in Bridgton with his family. Nice enough fella, from what I've heard."

"How far away is Bridgton?"
"Oh. .. twenty, twenty-five miles."

"How old ishe?' Eddie was groping, maddeningly aware that the right questions might
be out there, but he had no clear idea of what they were.

John Cullum squinted an eye and seemed to calculate. "Not that old, | sh'd think. If he's
thirty, he just got there.”

"Thisbook . .. 'Salem'sLot. .. wasit abestseller?”
"Dunno,” Cullum said. "Lots of people around here read it, tell you that much. Because
it'sset in Maine. And because of the ads they had on TV, you know. Also there was a

movie made out of hisfirst book, but | never went to seeit. Looked too bloody."

"What was it called?"



Cullum thought, then shook his head. "Can't quite remember. "Twas just one word, and
I'm pretty sure it was a girl's name, but that's the best | can do. Maybe it'll come to me.”

"He's not awalk-in, you don't think?"

Cullum laughed. "Born and raised right here in the State of Maine. Guessthat makeshim
aive-in."

Roland was looking at Eddie with increasing impa- tience, and Eddie decided to give up.
This was worse than playing Twenty Questions. But goddammit, Pere Callahan wasreal
and hewas also in abook of fiction written by thisman King, and King lived in an areathat
was a magnet for what Cullum called walk-ins. One of those walk-ins had sounded very
much to Eddie like a servant of the Crimson King. A woman with abald head who seemed
to have a bleeding eye in the center of her forehead, John had said.

Timeto drop this for now and get to Tower. Irritating he might be, but Calvin Tower
owned a certain vacant lot where the most precious rose in the universe was growing wild.
Also, he knew all sorts of stuff about rare books and the folks who had written them. Very
likely he knew more about the author of'Salem's Lot than sai Cullum. Timeto let it go. But

"Okay," he said, tossing the ball back to the caretaker. "Lock that thing up and we'll head
off to the Dimity Road, if it does ya. Just a couple more questions.”

Cullum shrugged and put the Y az ball back into the case. "It's your nickel."

"I know," Eddie said . . . and suddenly, for the second time since he'd come through the
door, Susannah seemed weirdly close. He saw her sitting in aroom filled with
antiquey-looking science and surveillance equipment. Jake's Dogan, for sure. . . only as
Susannah must have imagined it. He saw her speaking into a mike, and although he
couldn't hear her, he could see her swollen belly and her frightened face. Nowvery pregnant,
wherever she was. Pregnant and ready to pop. He knew well enough what she was
saying:Come, Eddie, save me, Eddie, save both of us, do it before it'stoo late.

"Eddie?' Roland said. 'Y ou've come over al gray. Isit your leg?"

"Yeah," Eddie said, although right now hisleg didn't hurt at all. He thought again of
whittling the key. The dread- ful responsibility of knowing it had to be just right. And here
hewas again, in much the same situation. He had hold of something, he knew hedid . . . but
what?"Y eah, my leg."

He armed sweat from his forehead.

"John, about the name of the book.'Salem's Lot. That's actually Jerusalem's Lot, right?"



"Ayuh."

"It's the name of the town in the book."
"Ayuh."

" Stephen King's second book."

"Ayuh."

"His secondnovel ."

"Eddie,” Roland said, "surely that's enough.”

Eddie waved him aside, then winced at the pain in his arm. His attention was fixed on
John Cullum. "Thereis no Jerusalem's Lot, right?"

Cullum looked at Eddie as if he were crazy. "Course not,” he said. "It's a made-up story
about made-up folks in a made-up town. It's aboutvampires. "

Yes,Eddie thought,and if | told you | have reason to believe that vampiresarereal . . .
not to mention invisible demons, magic balls, and witches. . . you'd be absolutely positive |
was nuts, wouldn't you?

"Do you happen to know if Stephen King has been liv- ing in this Bridgton town his
whole life?"

"No, he hasn't. He 'n his family moved down here two, maybe three years ago. | b'lieve
they lived in Windham first when they got down from the northern part of the state. Or
maybe ‘twas Raymond. One of the towns on Big Sebago, anyway."

"Would it be fair to say that these walk-ins you men- tioned have been turning up since
the guy moved into the area?"

Cullum'’s bushy eyebrows went up, then knitted together. A loud and rhythmic hooting
began to come to them from over the water, a sound like a foghorn.

"Y ou know," Cullum said, "you might have some thin there, son. It might only be
coincidence, but maybe not."

Eddie nodded. He felt emotionally wrung out, like alawyer at the end of along and
difficult cross-examination. "Let's blow this pop-shop,” he said to Roland.

"Might beagood idea," Cullum said, and tipped his head in the direction of the rhythmic
foghorn blasts. "That's Teddy Wilson's boat. He's the county constable. Also agame
warden." Thistime he tossed Eddie a set of car-keys instead of abaseball. "I'm givin you



the automatic transmission," he said. "Just in case you're alittle rusty. The truck's a stick
shift. You follow me, and if you get in trouble, honk the horn."

"1 will, believe me," Eddie said.

Asthey followed Cullum out, Roland said: "Wasit Susannah again? Isthat why you lost
all the color out of your face?"

Eddie nodded.
"WEe'l help her if we can,” Roland said, "but this may be our only way back to her."

Eddie knew that. He a so knew that by the time they got to her, it might be too late.

STAVE:Commala-ka-kate
You'rein the hands of fate.
No matter if you'rereal or not,

The hour groweth late.

RESPONSE:Commala-come-eight !
The hour groweth |ate!

No matter what the shade ya cast
You'rein the hands of fate.

9th STANZA

EDDIE BITESHISTONGUE



Eddie Bites His Tongue

ONE

Pere Callahan had made a brief visit to the East Stoneham Post Office almost two weeks
before the shootout at Chip McAvoy's store, and there the former Jerusalem's Lot parish
priest had written a hurried note. Although addressed to both Aaron Deepneau and Calvin
Tower, the note inside the envelope had been aimed at the latter, and its tone had not been
particularly friendly:

6/27/77
Tower —

I'm afriend of the guy who helped you with Andolini. Wherever you are, you need to
move right away. Find a barn, unused camp, even an abandoned shed if it comes down to
that. Y ou probably won't be comfortable but remember that the alternative is being dead.l
mean every word | say! Leave some lights on where you are staying now and leave your
car in the garage or driveway. Hide a note with directions to your new location under the
driver's-side floormat, or under the back-porch step. We'll be in touch. Remember that we
are the only ones who can relieve you of the burden you carry. But if we are to help you,
you must help us.

Callahan, of the Eld

And make thistrip to the post office your LAST! How stupid can you be???

Callahan had risked hislife to leave that note, and Eddie, under the spell of Black



Thirteen, had nearly lost his. And the net result of those risks and close calls? Why, Calvin
Tower had gone jaunting merrily around the western Maine countryside, looking for buys
on rare and out-of-print books.

Following John Cullum up Route5 with Roland sitting silently beside him, then turning
to follow Cullum onto the Dimity Road, Eddie felt his temper edging up into the red zone.

Gonna have to put my hands in my pockets and bite my tongue,he thought, but in this
case he wasn't sure even those old reliables would work.

TWO

About two miles from Route5 , Cullum's Ford F-150made aright off Dimity Road. The
turn was marked by two signs on arusty pole. The top one saidrocket rd . Below it was
another (rustier still) which promisedlakeside cabinsbythe wk mo OR seas . Rocket Road
was little more than atrail winding through the trees, and Eddie hung well behind Cullum
to avoid the rooster-tail of dust their new friend's old truck was kicking up. The
"cartomobile" was another Ford, some anonymous two-door model Eddie couldn't have
named without looking at the chrome on the back or in the owner's manual. But it felt most
religiously fine to be driving again, with not a single horse between his legs but several
hundred of them ready to run at the slightest motion of hisright foot. It was also good to
hear the sound of the sirens fading farther and farther behind.

The shadows of overhanging trees swallowed them. The smell of fir and pinesap was
simultaneously sweet and sharp. "Pretty country,” the gunslinger said. "A man could take
hislong ease here." It was his only comment.

Cullum's truck began to pass numbered driveways. Below each number was a small
legend readingjaffords rentals . Eddie thought of pointing out to Roland that they'd known
aJaffordsin the Calla, known him very well, and then didn't. It would have been
bel aboring the obvious.

They passed15,16 , and17 . Cullum paused briefly to consider at18 , then stuck hisarm
out the cab's window and motioned them on again. Eddie had been ready to move on even
before the gesture, knowing perfectly well that Cabinl8 wasn't the one they wanted.

Cullum turned in at the next drive. Eddie followed, the tires of the sedan now whispering
on athick bed of fallen pine needles. Winks of blue once more began to appear between the
trees, but when they finally reached Cabin19 and a view of the water, Eddie saw that this,
unlike Key-wadin, was a true pond. Probably not much wider than afoot- ball field. The
cabin itself looked like a two-room job. There was a screened-in porch facing the water
with acouple of tatty but comfortable-looking rockerson it. A tin stovestack poked up



from the roof. There was no garage and no car parked in front of the cabin, although Eddie
thought he could see where one had been. With the cover of duff, it was hard to tell for sure.

Cullum killed the truck's engine. Eddie did likewise. Now there was only the lap of
water against the rocks, the sigh of a breeze through the pines, and the mild sound of
birdsong. When Eddie looked to the right, he saw that the gunslinger was sitting with his
talented, long-fingered hands folded peaceably in hislap.

"How doesit feel to you?' Eddie asked.

"Quiet." The word was spoken Calla-fashion:Cahh-it.

"Anyone here?"

"I think so, yes."

"Danger?’

"Yar. Beside me."

Eddie looked at him, frowning.

"You, Eddie. Y ou want to kill him, don't you?'

After amoment, Eddie admitted it was so. This uncov- ered part of his nature, as ssmple
asit was savage, sometimes made him uneasy, but he could not deny it was there. And who,
after al, had brought it out and honed it to a keen edge?

Roland nodded. "There cameinto my life, after years during which | wandered in the
desert as solitary as any anchorite, a whining and self-involved young man whose only
ambition was to continue taking adrug which did little but make him sniffleand feel sleepy.
Thiswas a posturing, self- ish, loudmouthed loutkin with little to recommend him—"

"But good-looking," Eddie said. "Don't forget that. The cat was a true sex mo-chine.”

Roland looked at him, unsmiling. "If | could manage not to kill you then, Eddie of New
Y ork, you can manage not to kill Calvin Tower now." And with that, Roland opened the

door on his side and got out.

"Well, saysyou ,"Eddietold theinterior of Cullum's car, and then got out himself.

THREE



Cullum was still behind the wheel of his truck when first Roland and then Eddie joined
him.

"Place feels empty to me," he said, "but | see alight on in the kitchen."
"Uh-huh," Eddie said. "John, I've got — "

"Don't tell me, you got another question. Only person | know who's got more of em is
my grand-nephew Aidan. He just went three. Go on, ask."

"Could you pinpoint the center of the walk-in activity in this area over the last few
years?' Eddie had no idea why he was asking this question, but it suddenly seemed vitally
important to him.

Cullum considered, then said: "Turtleback Lane, over in Lovell."
"Y ou sound pretty sure of that."

"Ayuh. Do you remember me mentionin my friend Donnie Russert, the history prof
from Vandy?'

Eddie nodded.

"Wéll, after he met one of these fellas in person, he got interested in the phenomenon.
Wrote severa articles about it, although he said no reputable magazine'd publish em no
matter how well documented his facts were. He said that writin about the walk-insin
western Maine taught him some- thing he'd never expected to learn in hisold age: that some
things people just won't believe, not even when you can prove em. He used to quote aline
from some Greek poet. 'The column of truth hasaholeinit.'

"Anyway, he had a map of the seven-town area mounted on one wall of his study:
Stoneham, East Stoneham, Water-ford, Lovell, Sweden, Fryeburg, and East Fryeburg.
With pins stuck in it for each walk-in reported, do ya see?’

"See very well, say thank ya," Eddie said.

"And I'd haveto say . . . yeah, Turtleback Lane's the heart of it. Why, there were six or
eight pinsright there, and the whole damn rud can't be more'n two mileslong; it'sjust a
loop that runs off Route7 , along the shore of Kezar Lake, and then back to7 again.”

Roland was looking at the house. Now he turned to the | eft, stopped, and laid his left
hand on the sandalwood butt of his gun. "John," he said, "we're well-met, but it's time for
you to roll out of here."

"Ayuh? Y ou sure?"



Roland nodded. "The men who came here are fools. It still has the smell of fools, which
is partly how | know that they haven't moved on. Y ou're not one of that kind."

John Cullum smiled faintly. "Sh'd hope not," he said, "but | gut t'thankya for the
compliment.” Then he paused and scratched his gray head. "If 'tis a compliment.”

"Don't get back to the main road and start thinking | didn't mean what | said. Or worse,
that we weren't here at al, that you dreamed the whole tiling. Don't go back to your house,
not even to pack an extrashirt. It'sno longer safe. Go somewhere else. At least three looks
to the horizon."

Cullum closed one eye and appeared to calculate. "In thefifties, | spent ten miserable
years as aguard at the Maine State Prison,” he said, "but | met a hell of a nice man there
named — "

Roland shook his head and then put the two remaining fingers of hisright hand to hislips.
Cullum nodded.

"Well, | f'git what hisnameis, but he livesover in Ver- montand I'm sure I'll remember
it — maybe where he lives, too — by thetime | get acrost the New Hampshire state line."

Something about this speech struck Eddie as alittle false, but he couldn't put his finger
on just why, and he decided in the end that he was just being paranoid. John Cullum was a
straight arrow . . . wasn't he? "May you do well," he said, and gripped the old man's hand.
"Long days and pleasant nights.”

"Sameto you boys," Cullum said, and then shook with Roland. He held the gundlinger's
three-fingered right hand a moment longer. "Was it God saved my life back there, do ya
think? When the bullets first started flyin?"

"Yar," the gunslinger said. "If you like. And may he go with you now."

"Asfor that old Ford of mine—"

"Either right here or somewhere nearby," Eddie said. "You'll find it, or someone else
will. Don't worry."

Cullum grinned. "That's pretty much what | was gonnatell you."
"Vaya con Dios," Eddie said.

Cullum grinned. "Goes back double, son. Y ou want to watch out for those walk-ins." He
paused. "Some of em aren't very nice. From all reports.”

Cullum put histruck in gear and drove away. Roland watched him go and said,



"Dan-tete."

Eddie nodded. Dan-tete. Little savior. It was as good a way to describe John Cullum —
now as gone from their lives as the old people of River Crossing — as any other. And
hewas gone, wasn't he? Although there'd been something about the way he'd talked of his
friendin Vermont . . .

Paranoia.

Simple paranoia

Eddie put it out of hismind.

FOUR

Since there was no car present and hence no driver's-side floormat beneath which to |ook,
Eddie intended to explore under the porch step. But before he could take more than asingle
stridein that direction, Roland gripped his shoulder in one hand and pointed with the other.
What Eddie saw was a brushy slope going down to the water and the roof of what was
probably another boathouse, its green shingles covered with alayer of dry needles.

"Someone there," Roland said, his lips barely moving. "Probably the lesser of the two
fools, and watching us. Raise your hands."

"Roland, do you think that's safe?"

"Yes." Roland raised his hands. Eddie thought of asking him upon what basis he placed
his belief, and knew the answer without asking: intuition. It was Roland's specialty. With a
sigh, Eddie raised his own handsto his shoulders.

"Deepneau!" Roland called out in the direction of the boathouse. "Aaron Deepneau!
We're friends, and our timeis short! If that's you, come out! We need to palaver!"

There was a pause, and then an old man's voice called: "What's your name, mister?"
"Roland Deschain, of Gilead and the line of the Eld. | think you know it."

"And your trade?"

"I deal inlead!" Roland called, and Eddie felt goose-bumps pebble his arms.

A long pause. Then: "Have they killed Calvin?"



"Not thatwe know of," Eddie called back. "If you know something we don't, why don't
you come on out here and tell us?’

"Are you the guy who showed up while Cal was dicker- ing with that prick Andolini?"

Eddie felt another throb of anger at the worddickering. At the slant it put on what had
actually been going down in Tower's back room. "A dicker? Isthat what he told you it
was?' And then, without waiting for Aaron Deepneau to answer: "Y eah, I'm that guy.
Come out here and let's talk."

No answer. Twenty seconds slipped by. Eddie pulled in breath to call Deepneau again.
Roland put a hand on Eddie's arm and shook his head. Another twenty seconds went by,
and then there was the rusty shriek of a spring as a screen door was pushed open. A tall,
skinny man stepped out of the boathouse, blinking like an owl. In one hand he held alarge
black automatic pistol by the barrel. Deepneau raised it over hishead. "It's a Beretta, and
unloaded," he said. "There'sonly one clip and it'sin the bedroom, under my socks. Loaded
guns make me nervous. Okay?'

Eddierolled his eyes. Thesefolken were their own worst enemas, as Henry might have
said.

"Fine," Roland said. "Just keep coming.™

And — wonders never ceased, it scemed — Deepneau did.

FIVE

The coffee he made was better by far than any they'd had in Calla Bryn Sturgis, better than
any Roland had had since his daysin Mgjis, Drop-riding out on the Rim. There were also
strawberries. Cultivated and store-bought, Deepneau said, but Eddie was transported by
their sweetness. The three of them sat in the kitchen of Jaffords Rentals' Cabin #19,
drinking coffee and dipping the big strawberries in the sugarbowl. By the end of their
palaver, all three men looked like assassins who'd dabbled the tips of their fingersin the
spilled blood of their latest victim. Deepneau’'s unloaded gun lay forgotten on the
windowsill.

Deepneau had been out for awalk on the Rocket Road when he heard gunfire, loud and
clear, and then explo- sions. He'd hurried back to the cabin (not that he was capa- ble of too
much hurry in his current condition, he said), and when he saw the smoke starting to risein
the south, had decided that returning to the boathouse might be wise, after all. By then he
was almost positive it was the Italian hoodlum, Andolini, so —



"What do you mean, youreturned to the boathouse?" Eddie asked.

Deepneau shifted his feet under the table. He was extremely pallid, with purple patches
beneath his eyes and only afew wisps of hair, fine as dandelion fluff, on his head. Eddie
remembered Tower's telling him that Deepneau had been diagnosed with cancer a couple
of years ago. He didn't look great today, but Eddie had seen folks — especialy in the City
of Lud — who looked alot worse. Jake's old pal Gasher had been just one of them.

"Aaron?' Eddie asked. "What did you mean — "

"I heard the question,” he said, atrifleirritably. "We got a note via general delivery, or
rather Cal did, suggesting we move out of the cabin to someplace adjacent, and keep a
lower profilein general. It was from a man named Callahan. Do you know him?"

Roland and Eddie nodded.
"This Callahan . . . you could say hetook Cal to the woodshed."
Cal, Calla, Callahan, Eddie thought, and sighed.

"Cal's adecent man in most ways, but he does not enjoy being taken to the woodshed.
We did move down to the boathouse for afew days . . ." Deepneau paused, possibly
engaging in abrief struggle with his conscience. Then he said, "Two days, actualy. Only
two. And then Cal said we were crazy, being in the damp was making his arthritis worse,
and he could hear me wheezing. 'Next thing I'll have you in that little shitpot hospital over
in Norway," he said, ‘with pneumonia as well as cancer.' He said there wasn't achancein
hell of Andolini finding us up here, aslong as the young guy — you" — he pointed a
gnarled and strawberry-stained fin- ger at Eddie— "kept his mouth shut. "Those New Y ork
hood- lums can't find their way north of Westport without a compass,’ he said.”

Eddie groaned. For oncein his life he absolutelyloathed being right about something.

"He said we'd been very careful. And when | said, 'Well,somebody found us, this
Callahan found us,’ Cal said well of course.” Again the finger pointed at Eddie. " Youmust
have told Mr. Callahan where to look for the zip code, and after that it was easy. Then Cal
said, 'And the post office was the best he could do, wasn't it? Believe me, Aaron, we're safe
out here. No one knows where we are except the rental agent, and she'sback in New Y ork."

Deepneau peered at them from beneath his shaggy eyebrows, then dipped a strawberry
and ate half of it.

"Isthat how you found us? The rental agent?"

"No," Eddie said. "A local. He took us right to you, Aaron."



Deepneau sat back. "Ouch."

"Ouch isright,” Eddie said. "So you moved back into the cabin, and Cal went right on
buying books instead of hiding out here and reading one. Correct?"

Deepneau dropped his eyes to the tablecloth. "Y ou have to understand that Cal is very
dedicated. Books are hislife."

"No," Eddie said evenly, "Cal isn't dedicated. Cal isobsessed, that's what Cal is."

"I understand that you are a scrip,” Roland said, speak- ing for the first time since
Deepneau had led them into the cabin. He had lit another of Cullum's cigarettes (after
plucking the filter off asthe caretaker had shown him) and now sat smoking with what
looked to Eddie like absolutely no satisfaction at all.

"A scrip? | don't. . ."
"A lawyer."
"Oh. Wéll, yes. But I've been retired from practice since — "

"We need you to come out of retirement long enough to draw up acertain paper,” Roland
said, and then explained what sort of paper he wanted. Degpneau was nodding before the
gunslinger had done more than get started, and Eddie assumed Tower had already told his
friend thispart of it. That was okay. What he didn't like wasthe expression ontheold fella's
face. Still, Deepneau let Roland finish. He hadn't forgotten the basics of relating to
potential clients, it seemed, retired or not.

When he was sure Rolandwas finished, Deepneau said: "I feel | must tell you that Calvin
has decided to hold onto that particular piece of property alittle longer.”

Eddie thumped the unwounded side of his head, being careful to use his right hand for
this bit of theater. His left arm was stiffening up, and his leg was once more start- ing to
throb between the knee and the ankle. He supposed it was possible that good old Aaron was
traveling with some heavy-duty painkillers and made a mental note to ask for afew if he
was.

"Cry pardon,” Eddie said, "but | took aknock on the head while | was arriving in this
charming little town, and | think it's screwed up my hearing. | thought you said that sai . . .
that Mr. Tower had decided against selling us the lot.”

Deepneau smiled, rather wearily. "Y ou know perfectly well what | said.”

"But he'ssupposed to sell it to us! He had aletter from Stefan Toren, his
three-times-great grandfather, saying just that!"



"Cal saysdifferent,” Aaron responded mildly. "Have another strawberry, Mr. Dean."
"No thank you!"
"Have another strawberry, Eddie," Roland said, and handed him one.

Eddietook it. Considered squashing it against Long, Tall, and Ugly's beak, just for the
hell of it, then dipped it first in asaucer of cream, then in the sugarbowl. He began to eat.
And damn, it was hard to stay bitter with that much sweetness flooding your mouth. A fact
of which Roland (Deepneau too, for that matter) was surely aware.

"According to Cal," Deepneau said, "there was nothing in the envel ope he had from
Stefan Toren except for thisman's name." Hetilted his mostly hairless head toward Roland.
"Toren's will — what was in the olden days sometimes called a 'dead-letter' — was long
gone."

"I knew what was in the envelope," Eddie said. "He asked me, andl knew! "

"So hetold me." Deepneau regarded him expressionlessly. "He said it was atrick any
streetcorner magician could do."

"Did he aso tell you that hepromised to sell usthelot if | could tell him the name? That
he fuckingpromised? "

"He claims to have been under considerable stress when he made that promise. As| am
sure he was."

"Does the son of abitch think we mean to weasel on him?' Eddie asked. His temples
were thudding with rage. Had he ever been so angry? Once, he supposed. When Roland
had refused to let him go back to New Y ork so he could score some horse. "Is that it?
Because wewon't. Well come up with every cent hewants, and more. | swear it on theface
of my father! And on the heart of my dinh!"

"Listen to me carefully, young man, because thisis important.”

Eddie glanced at Roland. Roland nodded slightly, then crushed out his cigarette on one
bootheel. Eddie looked back at Deepneau, silent but glowering.

"Hesays that is exactly the problem. He says you'll pay him some ridiculously low token
amount — adollar isthe usual sum in such cases — and then stiff him for the rest. He
clamsyou tried to hypnotize him into believing you were asupernatural being, or someone
withaccess to supernatural beings. . . not to mention access to millions from the Holmes
Dental Corporation . . . but he was not fooled."

Eddie gaped at him.



"These are things Calvinsays, " Deepneau continued in that same calm voice, "but they
are not necessarily the things Calvinbelieves. "

"What in hell do you mean?"

"Calvin hasissues with letting go of things," Deepneau said. "He is quite good at finding
rare and antiquarian books, you know — aregular literary Sherlock Holmes —and heis
compulsive about acquiring them. I've seen himhound the owner of abook he wants— I'm
afraid there's no other word that really fits— until the book's owner givesin and sells.
Sometimes just to make Cal stop calling on the tele- phone, I'm sure.

"Given his talents, his location, and the considerable sum of money to which he gained
complete access on his twenty-sixth birthday, Cal should have been one of the most
successful antiquarian book-dealersin New Y ork, or in the whole country. His problem
isn't with buying but selling. Once he has an item he's really worked to acquire, he hatesto
let it go again. | remember when abook collector from San Francisco, afellow amost as
compulsive as Cal himself, finally wore down Cal enough to sell him asigned first
ofMoby-Dick. Cal made over seventy thousand dollars on that one deal alone, but he also
didn't sleep for aweek.

"He feels much the same way about the lot on the cor- ner of Second and Fortysixth. It's
the only real property, other than his books, which he still has. And he's convinced himself
that you want to steal it from him."

There was a short period of silence. Then Roland said: "Does he know better, in his
secret heart?”

"Mr. Deschain, | don't understand what — "
"Aye, yado," Roland said. "Does he?"
"Yes," Deepneau said at last. "'l believe he does.”

"Does he understand in his secret heart that we are men of our word who will pay him for
his property, unless we're dead?”

"Yes, probably. But — "

"Does he understand that, if he transfers ownership of thelot to us, and if we make this
transfer perfectly clear to Andolini's dinh — his boss, a man named Balazar — "

"I know the name," Deepneau said dryly. "It's in the papers from time to time."
"That Balazar will then leave your friend alone? If, that is, he can be made to understand

that thelot isno longer your friend'sto sell, and that any effort to take revenge on sai Tower
will cost Balazar himself dearly?"



Deepneau crossed his arms over his narrow chest and waited. He was looking at Roland
with akind of uneasy fas- cination.

"In short, if your friend Calvin Tower sells usthat lot, his troubles will be over. Do you
think he knowsthat in his secret heart?”

"Yes," Deepneau said. "It'sjust that he's got this. . . this kink about letting stuff go."

"Draw up a paper,” Roland said. "Object, the vacant square of waste ground on the
corner of those two streets. Tower the seller. Us the buyer.”

"The Tet Corporation as buyer," Eddie put in.

Deepneau was shaking his head. "I could draw it up, but you won't convince him to sell.
Unless you've got aweek or so, that is, and you're not averse to using hot irons on his feet.
Or maybe his balls."

Eddie muttered something under his breath. Deepneau asked him what he'd said. Eddie
told him nothing. What he'd said wasSounds good.

"Wewill convince him,"” Roland said.
"I wouldn't be so sure of that, my friend."
"We will convince him," Roland repeated. He spoke in his driest tone.

Outside, an anonymous little car (aHertz rental if Eddie had ever seen one) rolled into
the clearing and came to a stop.

Bite your tongue, bite your tongue,Eddie told himself, but as Calvin Tower got briskly
out of the car (giving the new vehiclein his dooryard only the most cursory glance), Eddie
felt histemples begin to heat up. He rolled his hands into fists, and when his nails bit into
the skin of his palms, he grinned in bitter appreciation of the pain.

Tower opened the trunk of hisrental Chevy and pulled out alarge bag.His latest haul,
Eddie thought. Tower looked briefly south, at the smoke in the sky, then shrugged and
started for the cabin.

That'sright,Eddie thought,that'sright, you whore, just something on fire, what'sit to you?
Despite the throb of pain it caused in his wounded arm, Eddie squeezed his fists tighter,
dug his nailsin deeper.

You can't kill him, Eddie,Susannah said.You know that, don't you?

Did he know it? And even if he did, could he listen to Suze's voice? To any voice of



reason, for that matter? Eddie didn't know. What he knew was that the real Susannah was
gone, she had a monkey named Mia on her back and had disappeared into the maw of the
future. Tower, on the other hand, was here. Which made sense, in away. Eddie had read
someplace that nuclear war's most likely survivors would be the cockroaches.

Never mind, sugar, you just, bite down on your tongue and letRoland handle this. You
can't kill him!

No, Eddie supposed not.

Not, at least, until sai Tower had signed on the dotted line. After that, however . . . after
that . .

SIX

"Aaron!" Tower called as he mounted the porch steps.
Roland caught Deepneau’s eyes and put afinger across hislips.

"Aaron, heyAaron !" Tower sounded strong and happy to be alive — not aman on the
run but aman on awonderful busman's holiday. "Aaron, | went over to that widow's house
in East Fryeburg, and holy Joe, she's got every novel Herman Wouk ever wrote! Not the
book club editions, either, which iswhat | expected, but — "

Thescroink! of the screen door's rusty spring being stretched was followed by the clump
of shoes across the porch.

" — the Doubleday firsts!Marjorie Morningstar! The Caine Mutiny! | think somebody
across the lake better hope their fire insuranceis paid up, because — "

He stepped in. Saw Aaron. Saw Roland sitting across from Deepneau, looking at him
steadily from those fright- ening blue eyes with the deep crow'sfeet at the corners. And, last
of all, he saw Eddie. But Eddie didn't see him. At the last moment Eddie Dean had lowered
his clasped hands between his knees and then lowered his head so his gaze was fixed upon
them and the board floor below them. He was quitelit- erally biting histongue. There were
two drops of blood on the side of hisright thumb. He fixed his eyes on these. He fixed
every iotaof his attention on them. Because if he looked at the owner of that jolly voice,
Eddie would surely kill him.

Saw our car. Saw it but never went over for alook. Never called out and asked hisfriend
who was here, or if everything was okay. IfAaronwas okay. Because he had some guy
named Herman Wouk on his mind, not book club editions but the real thing. No worries,



mate. Because you've got no more short-term imagination than Jack Andolini. You and
Jack, just a couple ragged cockroaches, scut- tling acrossthe floor of the universe. Eyeson
the prize, right'? Eyes on the fucking prize.

"You," Tower said. The happiness and excitement were gone from hisvoice. "The guy
from—"

"The guy from nowhere," Eddie said without looking up. "The one who peeled Jack
Andolini off you when you were about two minutes from shitting in your pants. And thisis
how you repay. Y ou're quite the guy, aren't you? As soon as he finished speaking, Eddie
clamped down on histongue again. His clasped hands were trembling. He expected Roland
to intervene — surely he would, Eddie couldn't be expected to deal with this selfish
monster on his own, he wasn't capable of it — but Roland said nothing.

Tower laughed. The sound was as nervous and brittle as his voice when he'd realized
who was sitting in the kitchen of hisrented cabin. "Oh, sir ... Mr. Dean . . . | really think
you've exaggerated the seriousness of that situation — "

"What | remember," Eddie said, still without looking up, "isthe smell of the gasoline. |
fired my dinh's gun, do you recall that? | suppose we were lucky there were no fumes, and
that | fired it in the right direction. They poured gaso- line d over the corner where you
keep your desk. They were going to burn your favorite books. . . or should | say your best
friends, your family? Because that's what they are to you, aren't they? And Deepneau, who
the fuck is he? Just some old guy full of cancer who ran north with you when you needed a
running buddy. Y ou'd leave him dying in aditch if someone offered you afirst edition of
Shakespeare or some specia Ernest Hemingway."

"I resent that!" Tower cried. "I happen to know that my bookshop has been burned flat,
and through an oversight it's uninsured! I'm ruined, and it'sall your fault! | want you out of
here!”

"Y ou defaulted on the insurance when you needed cash to buy that Hopalong Cassidy
collection from the Clarence Mulford estate last year,” Aaron Deepneau said mildly. 'Y ou
told me that insurance lapse was only temporary, but — "

"It was!" Tower said. He sounded both injured and sur- prised, asif he had never
expected betrayal from this quar- ter. Probably he hadn't. "Itas only temporary,
goddammit!”

" — but to blame this young man,” Deepneau went on in that same composed but
regretful voice, "seems most unfair.”

"I want you out of here!" Tower snarled at Eddie. Y ou and your friend, aswell! | have
no wish to do business with you! If you ever thought | did, it wasa. . . amisapprehension!
" He seized upon this last word as though upon a prize, and nearly shouted it out.



Eddie clasped his hands more tightly yet. He had never been more aware of the gun he
was wearing; it had gained akind of balefully lively weight. He reeked with sweat; he
could smell it. And now drops of blood began to ooze out from between his paims and fall
to thefloor. He could feel histeeth beginning to sink into histongue. Well, it was cer- tanly
away to forget the pain in one's leg. Eddie decided to give the tongue in question another
brief conditional parole.

"What | remember most clearly about my visit to you — "

"Y ou have some books that belong to me," Tower said. "I want them back. linsist on —

"Shut up, Cal," Deepneau said.
"What?" Tower did not sound wounded now; he sounded shocked. Almost breathl ess.

"Stop squirming. Y ou've earned this scolding, and you know it. If you're lucky, a
scoldingisal it will be. So shut up and for oncein your life takeit like a man."

"Hear him very well," Roland said in atone of dry approval.

"What | remember most clearly," Eddie pushed on, "is how horrified you were by what |
told Jack — about how | and my friends would fill Grand Army Plaza with corpses if he
didn't lay off. Some of them women and children. Y ou didn't like that, but do you know
what, Cal? Jack Andolini's here, right now, in East Stoneham."

"Youlie! " Tower said. Hedrew in breath as he said it, turning the words into an inhal ed
scream.

"God," Eddiereplied, "if only I did. | saw two innocent women die, Cal. In the general
store, thiswas. Andolini set an ambush, and if you were apraying man — | suppose you're
not, unless there's some first edition you fedl in danger of losing, but if you were — you
might want to get down on your knees and pray to the god of selfish, obsessed, greedy,
uncaring dishonest bookstore owners that it was a woman namedMia who told Balazar's
dinh where we were probably going to end up,her, not you. Because if they followedyou,
Calvin, those two women's blood is onyour hands! "

Hisvoice wasrising steadily, and although Eddie was still looking steadfastly down, his
whole body had begun to tremble. He could feel his eyes bulging in their sockets and the
cords of strain standing out on his neck. He could feel his balls drawn all the way up, as
small and as hard as peach-pits. Most of all he could feel the desire to spring across the
room, as effortless as aballet dancer, and bury hishandsin Calvin Tower'sfat white throat.
He was waiting for Roland to intervene —hoping for Roland to intervene — but the
gunslinger did not, and Eddi€'s voice continued to rise toward the inevitable scream of
fury.



"One of those women went right down but the other . . . she stayed up for a couple of
seconds. A bullet took off the top of her head. | think it was a machine-gun bullet, and for
the couple of seconds she stayed on her feet, she looked like avolcano. Only she was
blowing blood instead of lava. Well, but it was probably Miawho ratted. I've got afedl- ing
about that. It's not entirely logical, but luckily for you, it'sstrong. Mia using what Susannah
knew and protecting her

chap.”
"Mia? Y oung man — Mr. Dean — | know no — "

"Shut up!" Eddie cried. "Shut up, you rat! You lying, reneging weasel! Y ou greedy,
grasping, piggy excuse for aman! Why didn't you take out afew billboards?Hi, I'm cal
tower! I'm staying on the rocket road in east stoneham! Why don't you come see me and my
friend, aaron! Bring guns!”

Slowly, Eddielooked up. Tears of rage wererolling down hisface. Tower had backed up
against the wall to one side of the door, his eyes huge and moist in his round face. Sweat
stood out on his brow. He held his bag of freshly acquired books against his chest like a
shield.

Eddielooked at him steadily. Blood dripped from between histightly clasped hands; the
spot of blood on the arm of his shirt had begun to spread again; now atrickle of blood ran
from the left side of his mouth, as well. And he supposed he understood Roland's silence.
Thiswas Eddie Dean's job. Because he knew Tower inside as well as out, didn't he? Knew
him very well. Once upon atime not so long ago hadn't he himself thought everything in
the world but heroin pale and unimportant? Hadn't he believed every- thing in the world
that wasn't heroin up for barter or sale? Had he not come to a point when he would literally
have pimped his own mother in order to get the next fix? Wasn't that why he was so angry?

"That lot on the corner of Second Avenue and Forty-sixth Street was never yours," Eddie
said. "Not your father's, or hisfather's, al the way back to Stefan Toren. Y ou were only
custodians, the same way I'm custodian of the gun | wear."

"| deny that!"

"Do you?' Aaron asked. "How strange. I've heard you speak of that piece of land in
amost those exact words — "

"Aaron, shut up!"
" — many times," Deepneau finished calmly.
There was apop. Eddie jumped, sending afresh throb of pain up hisleg from the holein

his shin. It was amatch. Roland was lighting another cigarette. Thefilter lay on the oilcloth
covering the table with two others. They looked like little pills.



"Hereiswhat you said to me," Eddie said, and al at once he was calm. The rage was out
of him, like poison drawn from a snakebite. Roland had let him do that much, and despite
his bleeding tongue and bleeding palms, he was grateful.

"Anything | said . . . | wasunder stress. . . | was afraid you might kill me yourself!"

"Y ou said you had an envelope from March of 1846 . Y ou said there was a sheet of paper
in the envelope, and a name written on the paper. You sad — "

"l deny —"

"You said that if | could tell you the name written on that piece of paper, you'd sell me
the lot. For one dollar. And with the understanding that you'd be getting a great deal more
— millions — between now and . . .1985, let's say."

Tower barked alaugh. "Why not offer me the Brooklyn Bridge while you're at it?"

"Y ou made a promise. And now your father watches you attempt to break it."

Calvin Tower shrieked: "I DENY EVERY WORD YOU SAY!"

"Deny and be damned,” Eddie said. "And now I'm going to tell you something, Cal,
something | know from my own beat-up but still beating heart. Y ou're eating a bitter meal.
Y ou don't know that because someone told you it was sweet and your own tastebuds are
numb."

"I have no ideawhat you're talking about! Y ou're crazy!"

"No," Aaron said. "He's not. You're the one who's crazy if you don't listen to him. |
think . . . I think he's giving you a chance to redeem the purpose of your life."

"Giveit up," Eddie said. "Just once listen to the better angel instead of to the other one.
That other one hates you, Cal. It only wantsto kill you. Believe me, | know."

Silence in the cabin. From the pond came the cry of aloon. From across it came the less
lovely sound of sirens.

Calvin Tower licked hislips and said, "Are you telling the truth about Andolini? Is he
realy in this town?"

"Yes," Eddie said. Now he could hear thewhuppa-whuppa-whup of an approaching
helicopter. A TV news chopper? Wasn't this still about five yearstoo early for such things,
especially up here in the boondocks?

The bookstore owner's eyes shifted to Roland. Tower had been surprised, and he'd been
guilt-tripped with a vengeance, but the man was already regaining some of his composure.



Eddie could seeit, and he reflected (not for the first time) on how much simpler life would
beif people would stay in the pigeonholes where you originally put them. He did not want
to waste time thinking of Calvin Tower as a brave man, or as even second cousin to the
good guys, but maybe he was both those things. Damn him.

"You'retruly Roland of Gilead?"

Roland regarded him through rising membranes of cigarette smoke. 'Y ou say true, | say
thank ya."

"Roland of the EId?"

"Yes."

"Son of Steven?”

"Yes."

"Grandson of Alaric?

Roland's eyes flickered with what was probably sur- prise. Eddie himself was surprised,
but what he mostly felt was akind of tired relief. The questions Tower was asking could
mean only two things. First, more had been passed down to him than just Roland's name
and trade of hand. Sec- ond, he was coming around.

"Of Alaric, aye," Roland said, "him of thered hair."

"I don't know anything about his hair, but I know why he went to Garlan. Do you?"

"To slay adragon.”

"And did he?"

"No, hewastoo late. Thelast in that part of the world had been slain by another king,
one who was later mur- dered.”

Now, to Eddie's even greater surprise, Tower haltingly addressed Roland in alanguage
that was a second cousin to English at best. What Eddie heard was something likeHad heet
Rol-uh, fa heet gun, fa heet hak, fa-had gun?

Roland nodded and replied in the same tongue, speaking slowly and carefully. When he
was finished, Tower sagged against the wall and dropped his bag of books unheeded to the
floor. "I've been afool," he said.

No one contradicted him.



"Roland, would you step outsidewithme? 1 need...|...need..." Tower beganto cry.
He said some- thing else in thatnot-English language, once more ending on arising
inflection, asif asking a question.

Roland got up without replying. Eddie also got up, wincing at the pain in hisleg. There
was aslug in there, all right, he could fedl it. He grabbed Roland's arm, pulled him down,
and whispered in the gunslinger's ear: "Don't forget that Tower and Deepneau have an
appointment at the Turtle Bay Washateria, four years from now. Tell him Forty-seventh
Street, between Second and First. He probably knows the place. Tower and Deepneau
were. .. are. . .will bethe oneswho save Don Calahan'slife. I'm amost sure of it."

Roland nodded, then crossed to Tower, who initially cringed away and then straightened
with a conscious effort. Roland took his hand in the way of the Calla, and led him outside.

When they were gone, Eddie said to Deepneau, "Draw up the contract. He's selling.”
Deepneau regarded him skeptically. 'Y ou really think so?'

"Yeah," Eddie said. "l really do."

SEVEN

Drawing the contract didn't take long. Deepneau found a pad in the kitchen (there was a
cartoon beaver on top of each sheet, and the legenddam important things to do ) and wrote
it on that, pausing every now and then to ask Eddie a question.

When they werefinished, Deegpneau |ooked at Eddie's sweat-shiny faceand said, "1 have
some Percocet tablets. Would you like some?"

"You bet," Eddie said. If he took them now, he thought — hoped — he would be ready
for what he wanted Roland to do when Roland got back. The bullet was till in there, in
there for sure, and it had to come out. "How about four?"

Deepneau’s eyes measured him.

"I know what I'm doing," Eddie said. Then added: "Unfortunately."

EIGHT



Aaron found a couple of children's Band-Aids in the cabin's medicine chest (Snow White
on one, Bambi on another) and put them over the hole in Eddi€'s arm after pouring another
shot of disinfectant into the wound's entry and exit points. Then, while drawing a glass of
water to go with the painkillers, he asked Eddie where he came from. "Because," he said,
"although you wear that gun with author- ity, you sound alot morelike Cal and methan you
do him."

Eddie grinned. "There's a perfectly good reason for that. | grew up in Brooklyn. Co-Op
City." And thought:Suppose | wereto tell you that I'mthere right now, as a matter of fact?
Eddie Dean, the world's horniest fifteen-year-old, running wild in the streets? For that
Eddie Dean, the most important thing in the world is getting laid. Such things asthe fall of
the Dark Tower and some ultimate baddie named the Crimson King won't bother me for
another —

Then he saw the way Aaron Degpneau was looking at him and came out of his own head
inahurry. "What? Have | got a booger hanging out of my nose, or something?’

"Co-Op City's not in Brooklyn," Deepneau said. He spoke as one does to asmall child.
"Co-Op City'sin the Bronx. Always has been.”

"That's— " Eddie began, meaning to addridiculous, but before he could get it out, the
world seemed to waver on its axis. Again he was overwhelmed by that sense of fragility,
that sense of the entire universe (or an entirecontinuum of uni- verses) made of crystal
instead of steel. There was no way to speak rationally of what he was feeling, because there
was nothing rational about what was happening.

"Thereare moreworldsthan these," he said. "That waswhat Jake told Roland just before
he died. 'Go, then —there are other worlds than these." And he must have been right,
because he came back."

"Mr. Dean?" Deepneau looked concerned. "I don't understand what you're talking about,
but you've come over very pale. | think you should sit down.”

Eddie allowed himself to be led back into the cabin's combination kitchen and sitting
room. Did he himself understand what he was talking about? Or how Aaron Deep- neau—
presumably alifelong New Y orker — could assert with such casual assurance that Co-Op
City was in the Bronx when Eddie knew it to be in Brooklyn?

Not entirely, but he understood enough to scare the hell out of him. Other worlds.
Perhaps an infinite number of worlds, all of them spinning on the axle that was the Tower.
All of them were similar, but therewere differences. Different politicians on the currency.
Different makes of automo- biles— Takuro Spirits instead of Datsuns, for instance — and
different major league baseball teams. In these worlds, one of which had been decimated
by a plague called the super-flu, you could time-hop back and forth, past and future.
Because. . .



Because in some vital way, they aren't the real world. Or if they'rereal, they're not the
key world.

Yes, that felt closer. He had come from one of those other worlds, he was convinced of it.
So had Susannah. And Jakes One and Two, the one who had fallen and the one who had
been literally pulled out of the monster's mouth and saved.

But this world was the key world. And he knew it because he was akey-maker by
trade:Dad-a-chum, dad-a-chee, not to worry, you've got the key. "

Beryl Evans? Not quite real. Claudiay Inez Bachman? Real.

World with Co-Op City in Brooklyn? Not quite real. World with Co-Op City in the
Bronx? Real, hard as it was to swallow.

And he had an idea that Callahan had crossed over from the real world to one of the
others long before he had embarked on his highways in hiding; had crossed without even
knowing it. He'd said something about officiating at some little boy's funeral, and how,
after that . . .

"After that he said everything changed,” Eddie said as he sat down. "Thateverything
changed. "

"Yes, yes," Aaron Deepneau said, patting him on the shoulder. "Sit quietly now."

"Perewent from aseminary in Boston to Lowell, real. ‘'Salem's Lot, not real. Made up by
awriter named — "

"I'm going to get a cold compress for your forehead."
"Good idea," Eddie said, closing his eyes. His mind was whirling. Real, not real. Live,
Memorex. John Cullum's retired professor friend was right: the column of truthdid have a

holeiniit.

Eddie wondered if anyone knew how deep that hole went.

NINE

It was adifferent Calvin Tower who came back to the cabin with Roland fifteen minutes
later, aquiet and chastened Calvin Tower. He asked Deepneau if Deepneau had written a
bill of sale, and when Deepneau nodded, Tower said noth- ing, only nodded back. He went



to the fridge and returned with several cans of Blue Ribbon beer and handed them around.
Eddie refused, not wanting to put a cohol on top of the Percs.

Tower did not offer atoast, but drank off half his beer at asingle go. "It isn't every day |
get called the scum of the earth by a man who promises to make me amillionaire and also
to relieve me of my heart's heaviest burden. Aaron, will this thing stand up in court?”

Aaron Deepneau nodded. Rather regretfully, Eddie thought.

"All right, then,"” Tower said. Then, after apause: "All right, let'sdoit.” But still hedidn't
sign.

Roland spoke to him in that other language. Tower flinched, then signed hisnamein a
quick scrawl, hislipstucked into aline so narrow his mouth seemed amost not to be there.
Eddie signed for the Tet Corporation, marveling at how strange the pen felt in his hand —
he couldn't remember when last he had held one.

When the thing was done, sai Tower reverted — looked at Eddie and cried in a cracked
voice that was almost ashriek, "There! I'm a pauper! Give me my dollar! I'm promised a
dollar! | feel aneed to take a shit coming on and | need something to wipe my ass with!"

Then he put his hands over hisface. He sat like that for several seconds, while Roland
folded the signed paper (Deepneau had witnessed both signatures) and put it in his pocket.

When Tower lowered his hands again, his eyes were dry and his face was composed.
There even seemed to be atouch of color in hisformerly ashy cheeks. "I think | actually do
feel alittle better,” he said. He turned to Aaron. "Do you suppose these twocockuhs might
be right?"

"I think it'sareal possibility,” Aaron said, smiling.

Eddie, meanwhile, had thought of away to find out for sureif it really was these two
men who would save Callahan from the Hitler Brothers — or amost for sure. One of them
had said . . .

"Listen," he said. "There'sa certain phrase, Yiddish, | think.Gai cocknif en yom. Do you
know what it means? Either of you?'

Deepneau threw back hishead and laughed. "Y eah, it's Yiddish, all right. My Maused to
say it all the time when she was mad at us. It means go shit in the ocean.”

Eddie nodded at Roland. In the next couple of years, one of these men — probably
Tower — would buy aring with the wordsEx Libris carved into it. Maybe — how crazy
wasthis— because Eddie Dean himself had put the ideainto Cal Tower's head. And Tower
— selfish, acquisitive, miserly, book-greedy Calvin Tower — would save Father
Callahan'slife whilethat ring was on hisfinger. He was going to be shit-scared (Deepneau,



too), but he was going to do it. And —

At that point Eddie happened to look at the pen with which Tower had signed the bill of
sale, aperfectly ordinary Bic Clic, and the enormous truth of what had just hap- pened
struck home. They owned it. They owned the vacant |ot.They, not the Sombra
Corporation.They owned the rose!

Hefelt asif he'd just taken a hard shot to the head. The rose belonged to the Tet
Corporation, which was the firm of Deschain, Dean, Dean, Chambers & Oy. It was now
their responsibility, for better or for worse. This round they had won. Which did not change
the fact that he had abullet in hisleg.

"Roland," he said, "there's something you have to do for me."

TEN

Five minutes later Eddie lay on the cabin's linoleum floor in his ridiculous knee-length
Calla Bryn Sturgis underbritches. In one hand he held a leather belt which had spent its
pre- vious life holding up various pairs of Aaron Deepneau’s pants. Beside him was abasin
filled with adark brown fluid.

The hole in hisleg was about three inches below his knee and alittle bit to the right of
the shinbone. The flesh around it had risen up in ahard little cone. This miniature volcano's
calderawas currently plugged with ashiny red-purple clot of blood. Two folded towels had
been laid beneath Eddie's calf.

"Are you going to hypnotize me?" he asked Roland. Then he looked at the belt he was
holding and knew the answer. "Ah, shit, you're not, are you?"

"No time." Roland had been rummaging in the junk-drawer to the left of the sink. Now
he approached Eddie with apair of pliersin one hand and a paring knifein the other. Eddie
thought they made an exceedingly ugly combo.

The gunslinger dropped to one knee beside him. Tower and Deepneau stood in theliving
area, side by side, watching with big eyes. "There was athing Cort told us when we were
boys,” Roland said. "Will | tell it to you, Eddie?"

"If you think it'll help, sure.”

"Pain rises. From the heart to the head, pain rises. Double up sai Aaron'sbelt and put itin
your mouth."



Eddie did as Roland said, feeling very foolish and very scared. In how many Western
movies had he seen aversion of this scene? Sometimes John Wayne bit a stick and
some- times Clint Eastwood bit a bullet, and he believed that in some TV show or other,
Robert Culp had actually bitten a belt.

But of course we have to remove the bullet,Eddie thought.No story of this type would be
complete without at least one scene where —

A sudden memory, shocking in its brilliance, struck him and the belt tumbled from his
mouth. He actually cried out.

Roland had been about to dip hisrude operating instrumentsin the basin, which held the
rest of the disin- fectant. Now he looked at Eddie, concerned. "What isit?"

For amoment Eddie couldn't reply. His breath was quite literally gone, his lungs as flat
asoldinner tubes. He was remembering a movie the Dean boys had watched one afternoon
on TV in their apartment, the onein

(Brooklyn)

(the Bronx)

Co-Op City. Henry mostly got to pick what they watched because he was bigger and
older. Eddie didn't protest too often or too much; heidolized his big brother. (When hedid
protest too much he was apt to get the old Indian Rope Burn or maybe a Dutch Rub up the
back of his neck.) What Henry liked was Westerns. The sort of movies where, sooner or
later, some character had to bite the stick or belt or bullet.

"Roland," he said. His voice was just afaint wheeze to start with. "Roland, listen.”

"I hear you very well."

"There was amovie. | told you about movies, right?’

"Stories told in moving pictures.”

"Sometimes Henry and | used to stay in and watchthemon TV. Television'sbasically a
home movie-machine."

"A shit-machine, some would say,"” Tower put in.
Eddie ignored him. "One of the movies we watched was about these Mexican peasants
—folken, if it does ya— who hired some gunslingers to protect them from thebandidos

who came every year to raid their village and steal their crops. Does any of thisring abell?"

Roland looked at him with gravity and what might have been sadness. 'Y es. Indeed it



does."

"And the name of Tian'svillage. | dways knew it sounded familiar, but | didn't know
why. Now | do. The movie was calledThe Magnificent Seven, and just by the way, Roland,
how many of us were in the ditch that day, waiting for the Wolves?"

"Would you boys mind telling us what you're talking about?' Deepneau asked. But
although he asked politely, both Roland and Eddie ignored him, too.

Roland took a moment to cull his memory, then said: "Y ou, me, Susannah, Jake,
Margaret, Zalia, and Rosa. There were more — the Tavery twins and Ben Slightman's boy
— but seven fighters."

"Yes. And thelink | couldn't quite make was to the movie's director. When you're
making a movie, you need a director to run things. He's the dinh.”

Roland nodded.
"The dinh of The Magnificent Seven was a man named John Sturges.”
Roland sat a moment longer, thinking. Then he said: "Ka."

Eddie burst out laughing. He ssmply couldn't help it. Roland always had the answer.

ELEVEN

"In order to catch the pain,” Roland said, "you have to clamp down on the belt at the
instant you fedl it. Do you understand?The very instant. Pin it with your teeth."

"Gotcha. Just makeit quick."
"I'll do the best | can.”

Roland dipped first the pliers and then the knife into the disinfectant. Eddie waited with
the belt in his mouth, lying across his teeth. Y es, once you saw the basic pattern, you
couldn't unsee it, could you? Roland was the hero of the piece, the grizzled old warrior
whao'd be played by some griz- zled but vital star like Paul Newman or maybe Eastwood in
the Hollywood version. He himself was the young buck, played by the hot young boy star
of themoment. Tom Cruise, Emilio Estevez, Rob Lowe, someonelikethat. And here'saset
we all know, a cabin in the woods, and a situation we've seen many times before but still
relish, Pulling the Bul- let. All that was missing was the ominous sound of drumsin the
distance. And, Eddie realized, probably the drums were missing because they'd already



been through the Ominous Drums part of the story: the god-drums. They had turned out to
be an amplified version of aZ.Z. Top song being broadcast through streetcorner speakers
in the City of Lud. Their situation was becoming ever harder to deny:they were characters
in someone's story. This whole world —

| refuseto believethat. | refuseto believethat | wasraised in Brooklyn simply because of
some writer's mistake, something that will eventually be fixed in the second draft. Hey,
Pere, I'mwith you—I refuse to believe I'm a character. Thisis my fucking life!

"Go on, Roland,” he said. "Get that thing outta me."

The gunslinger poured some of the disinfectant from the bowl over Eddi€e's shin, then
used thetip of the knife to flick the clot out of the wound. With that done, he lowered the
pliers. "Beready to bite the pain, Eddie," he murmured, and a moment later Eddie did.

TWELVE

Roland knew what he was doing, had done it before, and the bullet hadn't gone deep. The
whole thing was over in ninety seconds, but it was the longest minute and a half in Eddie's
life. At last Roland tapped the pliers on one of Eddi€e's closed hands. When Eddie managed
to unroll his fingers, the gunslinger dropped aflattened slug into it. "Souvenir,” he said.
"Stopped right on the bone. That was the scraping that you heard.”

Eddie looked at the mashed piece of lead, then flicked it across the linoleum floor like a
marble. "Don't want it," he said, and wiped his brow.

Tower, ever the collector, picked up the cast-off slug. Deepneau, meanwhile, was
examining the toothmarks in his belt with silent fascination.

"Cal," Eddie said, getting up on his elbows. 'Y ou had a book in your case — "

"I want those books back," Tower said immediately. "Y ou better be taking care of them,
young man."

"I'm sure they'rein great condition,” Eddie said, telling himself once more to bite his
tongueif he had to.Or grab Aaron's belt and bite that again, if your tongue won't do.

"They better be, young man; now they're all | have left.”
"Y es, along with the forty or so in your various safe deposit boxes," Aaron Deepneau

said, completely ignoring the vile look hisfriend shot him. "The signedUlyssesis probably
the best, but there are several gorgeous Shake- speare folios, a complete set of signed



Faulkners — "
"Aaron, would you please be quiet?"

" — and aHuckleberry Finn that you could turn into aMer- cedesBenz sedan any day of
the week," Deepneau finished.

"In any case, one of them was abook called 'Salem's Lot," Eddie said. "By a man named

"Stephen King," Tower finished. He gave the slug afinal look, then put it on the kitchen
table next to the sugarbowl. "I've been told he lives close to here. I've picked up two copies
of Lot and also three copies of hisfirst novel,Car- riel washoping to take atrip to Bridgton
and get them signed. | suppose now that won't happen.”

"] don't understand what makesit so valuable," Eddie said, and then: "Ouch, Roland, that
hurts!"

Roland was checking the makeshift bandage around the wound in Eddie'sleg. "Bestill,"
he said.

Tower paid no attention to this. Eddie had turned him once more in the direction of his
favorite subject, his obses- sion, his darling. What Edde supposed Gollum in the Tolkien
books would have called "his precious.”

"Do you remember what | told you when we were dis- cussing he Hogan, Mr. Dean?
OrThe Dogan, if you prefer? | said that the value of arare book — like that of arare coin or
arare stamp — is created in different ways. Sometimesit's just an autograph — "

"Y our copy of'Salem's Lot isn't signed.”

"No, because this particular author is very young and not very well known. He may
amount to something one day, or he may not.” Tower shrugged, almost asif to say that was
up to ka. "But this particular book . . . well, thefirst edi- tion was only seventyfive hundred
copies, and amost al of them sold in New England.”

"Why? Because the guy who wrote it is from New En- gland?”

"Yes. As so often happens, the book's value was cre- ated entirely by accident. A local
chain decided to promote it heavily. They even produced a TV commercial, whichis
almost unheard-of at the local retail level. And it worked. Bookland of Maine ordered five
thousand copies of the first edition — almost seventy per cent — and sold nearly every
single one. Also, as withThe Hogan, there were misprints in the front matter. Not the title,
in this case, but on the flap. Y ou can tell an authentic first of'Salem's Lot by the clipped
price — at the last minute, Doubleday decided to raise the price from seven-ninety-five to
eight-ninety-five — and by the name of the priest in the flap copy.”



Roland looked up. "What about the name of the priest?”

"In the book, it's Father Callahan. But on the flap someone wrote FatherCody, which is
actualy the name of the town's doctor."

"And that's al it took to bump the price of a copy from nine bucks to nine hundred and
fifty," Eddie marveled.

Tower nodded. "That's all — scarcity, clipped flap, mis- print. But there'saso an element
of speculation in collect- ing rare editionswhich | find . . . quite exciting."

"That's one word for it," Deepneau said dryly.

"For instance, suppose this man King becomes famous or critically acclaimed? | admit
the chances are small, but suppose that did happen? Available first editions of his sec- ond
book are so rare that, instead of being worth seven hundred and fifty dollars, my copy
might be worth ten times that.” He frowned at Eddie. "So you'd better be taking good care
of it."

"I'm sureit'll be fine," Eddie said, and wondered what Calvin Tower would think if he
knew that one of the book’s characters had it on a shelf in his arguably fictional rec- tory.
Said rectory in atown that was the fraternal twin of onein an old movie starring Y ul
Brynner as Roland's twin, and introducing Horst Buchholz as Eddi€'s.

He'd think you were crazy, that's what he'd think.

Eddie got to hisfeet, swayed alittle, and gripped the kitchen table. After afew moments
the world steadied.

"Can you walk on it?" Roland asked.
"| was before, wasn't 17"
"No one was digging around in there before.”

Eddietook afew experimental steps, then nodded. His shin flared with pain each time he
shifted hisweight to hisright leg, but yes— he could walk on it.

"I'll give you the rest of my Percocet,” Aaron said. "I can get more."
Eddie opened his mouth to say yeah, sure, bring it on, and then saw Roland looking at
him. If Eddie said yes to Deepneau's offer, the gunslinger wouldn't speak up and cause

Eddieto loseface. . . but yes, his dinh was watching.

Eddie thought of the speech he'd made to Tower, all that poetic stuff about how Calvin



was eating a bitter meal. It was true, poetic or not. But that apparently wouldn't stop Eddie
from sitting back down to that same dinner himself. First afew Percodan, then afew
Percocet. Both of them too much like horse for comfort. So how long would it be before he
got tired of kissing his sister and started looking for somereal pain relief?

"I think I'll skip the Peres," Eddie said. "We're going to Bridgton — "
Roland looked at him, surprised. "We are?’

"We are. | can pick up some aspirin on the way."

"Astin," Roland said, with unmistakable affection.

"Are you sure?' Deepneau asked.

"Yeah," Eddiesaid. "l am." He paused, then added: "Say sorry."

THIRTEEN

Five minutes later the four of them stood in the needle-carpeted dooryard, listening to
sirens and looking at the smoke, which had now begun to thin. Eddie was bouncing the
keysto John Cullum's Ford impatiently in one hand. Roland had asked him twiceif thistrip
to Bridgton was necessary, and Eddie had told him twice that he was almost sure it was.
The second time he'd added (almost hopefully) that as dinh, Roland could overrule him, if
he wished.

"No. If you think we should go see thistale-spinner, we will. | only wish you knewwhy.

"I think that when we get there, we'll both understand.”

Roland nodded, but still looked dissatisfied. "l know you're as anxious as | am to leave
thisworld — thislevel of the Tower. For you to want to go against that, your intuition must
be strong."

It was, but there was something else, as well: he'd heard from Susannah again, the
message once more coming from her version of the Dogan. She was a prisoner in her own
body — at least Eddiethought that was what she wastrying to tell him — but shewasin the
year1999 and she was al right.

This had happened while Roland was thanking Tower and Deepneau for their help.
Eddie was in the bathroom. He'd gone in to take a leak, but suddenly forgot all about that



and simply sat on the toilet's closed lid, head bent, eyes closed. Trying to send a message
back to her. Trying to tell her to low Miadown if she possibly could. HeE'd gotten the sense
of daylight from her — New Y ork in the after- noon— and that was bad. Jake and Callahan
had gone through the Unfound Door into New Y ork at night; this Eddie had seen with his
own eyes. They might be able to help her, but only if she could slow Mia down.

Burn up the day,he sent to Susannah . . . or tried to.You have to burn up the day before
she takes you to wherever she's sup- posed to lave the kid. Do you hear me? Suze, do you
hear me? Answer if you hear me! Jake and Pere Callahan are coming and you haveto hold
on!

June, asighing voice had replied.June of1999 . The girls walk around with their bellies
showing and —

Then came Roland's knock on the bathroom door, and Roland's voice asking if Eddie
was ready to roll. Before the day was over they'd make their way to Turtleback Lanein the
town of Lovell — a place where walk-ins were common, according to John Cullum, and
reality was apt to be corre- spondingly thin— but first they were going to make atrip to
Bridgton, and hopefully meet the man who seemed to have created Donald Callahan and
the town of 'Salem’s L ot.

Be a hoot if King was out in California, writing the movie ver- sion, or somethingEddie
thought, but he didn't believe that was going to be the case. They were still on the Path of
the Beam, in the way of ka. So, presumably, was sai King.

"Y ou boyswant to takeit very easy," Deepneau told them. "There are going to be alot of
cops around. Not to mention Jack Andolini and whatever remains of his merry band."

"Speaking of Andolini,” Roland said, "I think the time has come for the two of you to go
somewhere heisn't."

Tower bristled. Eddie could have predicted it. "Gonow? Y oumust bejoking! | havealist
of amost adozen peo- plein the areawho collect books— buy, sell, trade. Some know
what they're doing, but others. . ." He made aclip- ping gesture, asif shearing an invisible

sheep.

"There'll be people selling old books out of their barns over in Vermont, too," Eddie said.
"And you want to remember how easy it was for usto find you. It was you who made it

easy, Cal."

"He'sright,” Aaron said, and when Calvin Tower made no reply, only turned his sulky
face down to regard his shoes, Deepneau looked at Eddie again. "But at least Cal and | have
driver'slicensesto show, should we be stopped by the local or the state police. I'm guessing
neither of you do."

"That would be correct," Eddie said.



"And | very much doubt if you could show a permit to carry those frighteningly large
handguns, either."”

Eddie glanced down at the big — and incredibly ancient — revolver riding just below
his hip, then looked back up at Deepneau, amused. "That would also be correct,” he said.

"Then be careful. You'll be leaving East Stoneham, so you'll probably be okay if you
are."

"Thanks," Eddie said, and stuck out his hand. "Long days and pleasant nights."

Deepneau shook. "That'salovely thing to say, son, but I'm afraid my nights haven't been
especialy pleasant just lately, and if things on the medical front don't take aturn for the
better soon, my days aren't apt to be especially long, either.”

"They're going to be longer than you might think," Eddie said. "I have good reason to
believe you've got at |least another four yearsin you."

Deepneau touched a finger to hislips, then pointed at the sky. "From the mouth of man
to the ear of God."

Eddie swung to Calvin Tower while Roland shook hands with Deegpneau. For amoment
Eddie didn't think the bookstore owner was going to shake with him, but at last he did.
Grudgingly.

"Long days and pleasant nights, sai Tower. You did the right thing."

"I was coerced and you know it,” Tower said. "Storegone. . . property gone. . . about to
be run off thefirst real vacation I've had inten years. . ."

"Microsoft," Eddie said abruptly. And then: "Lemons."
Tower blinked. "Beg pardon?"

"Lemons" Eddie repeated, and then he laughed out loud.

FOURTEEN

Toward the end of his mostly useless life, the great sage and eminent junkie Henry Dean
had enjoyed two things above all others: getting stoned; getting stoned and talking about
how he was going to make akilling in the stock market. In investment matters, he



considered himself aregular E. F. Hutton.

"One thing | would most definitelynot invest in, bro," Henry told him once when they
were up on theroof. Not long before Eddie's trip to the Bahamas as a cocaine mule, thishad
been. "One thing | would most apple-solutelynot sink my money into is all this computer
shit, Microsoft, Macintosh, Sanyo, Sankyo, Pentium, all that."

"Seems pretty popular,” Eddie had ventured. Not that he'd much cared, but what the hell,
it was a conversation. "Microsoft, especially. The coming thing."

Henry had laughed indulgently and made jacking-off gestures. "My prick, that's the
coming thing."

"But — "

"Y eah, yeah, | know, people'reflocking to that crap. Driving all the prices up. And when
| observe that action, do you know what | see?"

"No, what?"
"Lemons!"

"Lemons?' Eddie had asked. He'd thought he was fol- lowing Henry, but he guessed he
was lost, after all. Of course the sunset had been amazing that evening, and he had been
most colossally fucked up.

"Y ou heard me!" Henry had said, warming to the sub- ject. "Fuckin lemons! Didn't they
teach you anything in school, bro? Lemons are these little animals that live over in
Switzerland, or someplace like that. And every now and then — | think it's every ten years,
I'm not sure — they get sui- cidal and throw themselves over the cliffs.”

"Oh," Eddie said, biting hard on the inside of his cheek to keep from bursting into mad
cackles. "Thoselemons. | thought you meant the ones you use to make lemonade.”

"Fuckin wank," Henry said, but he spoke with the indul- gent good nature the great and
eminent sometimes reserve for the small and uninformed. "Anyway, mypoint is that all
these people who are flockin to invest in Microsoft and Macintosh and, | don't know,
fuckin Nervous Norvus Speed Dia Chips, al they're gonnado is make Bill Fuckin Gates
and Steve Fuckin Jobs-a-rino rich. This computer shit is gonna crash and burn by1995 , all
the experts say so, and the people investin in it? Fuckin lemons, throwin themselves over
the cliffs and into the fuckin ocean.”

"Just fuckin lemons," Eddie agreed, and sprawled back on the still-warm roof so Henry
wouldn't see how close he wasto losing it entirely. He was seeing billions of Sunkist
lemons trotting toward these high cliffs, all of them wearing red jogging shorts and little
white sneakers, like M&MsinaTV ad.



"Y eah, but | wish I'd gotten into that fuckin Microsoft in '82," Henry said. "Do you
realize that sharesthat were sellin for fifteen bucks back then are now sellin for thirty-five?
Oh, man!"

"Lemons," Eddie had said dreamily, watching the sunset's colors begin to fade. At that
point he'd had less than a month to live in his world — the one where Co-Op City wasin
Brooklyn and always had been — and Henry had less than a month to live, period.

"Yeah," Henry had said, lying down beside him, "but man, | wish | coulda gotten in back
in'82."

FIFTEEN

Now, still holding Tower's hand, he said: "I'm from the future. Y ou know that, don't you?'

"I know thathe says you are, yes." Tower jerked his head toward Roland, then tried to
pull his hand free. Eddie held on.

"Listen to me, Cal. If you listen and then act on what | tell you, you can earn what that
vacant lot of yours would be worth on the real estate market five, maybe even ten times
over."

"Big talk from aman who isn't even wearing socks,"” Tower said, and once again tried to
pull hishand free. Again Eddie held it. Once he supposed he wouldn't have been ableto do
that, but his hands were stronger now. So was his will.

"Big talk from aman who's seen the future," he cor- rected. "And the future is computers,
Cal. The futureis Microsoft. Can you remember that?"

"lcan," Aaron said. "Microsoft."
"Never heard of it," Tower said.

"No," Eddie agreed, "1 don't think it even existsyet. But it will, soon, and it's going to be
huge. Computers, okay? Computersfor everybody, or at least that was the plan.Will be the
plan. The guy in chargeis Bill Gates. Always Bill, never William."

It occurred to him briefly that since thisworld was dif- ferent from the one in which he
and Jake had grown up —the world of Claudiay Inez Bachman instead of Beryl Evans —
that maybe the big computer genius herewouldn't be Gates; could be someone named Chin
Ho Fuk, for al Eddie knew. But he also knew that wasn't likely. Thisworld was very close



to his: same cars, same brand names (Coke and Pepsi rather than Nozz-A-La), same people
on the currency. He thought he could count on Bill Gates (not to mention Steve Jobs-a-rino)
showing up when he was supposed to.

In one way, he didn't even care. Calvin Tower was in many respects atotal shithead. On
the other hand, Tower had stood up to Andolini and Balazar for as long as he had to. He'd
held onto the vacant lot. And now Roland had the bill of sale in his pocket. They owed
Tower afair return for what he'd sold them. It had nothing to do with how much or how
little they liked the guy, which was probably a good thing for old Cal.

"This Microsoft stuff,” Eddie said, "you can pick it up for fifteen dollars ashare in1982 .
By1987 — which iswhen | sort of went on permanent vacation — those shares will be
worth thirty-five apiece. That's a hundred per cent gain. A little more.”

"Says you," Tower said, and finally succeeded in pulling his hand free.

"If he says s0," Roland said, "it's the truth."”

"Say thanks," Eddie said. It occurred to him that he was suggesting that Tower take a
fairly big leap based on a stone junki€'s observations, but he thought that in this case he
could do that.

"Comeon," Roland said, and made that twirling gesture with hisfingers. "If we're going
to see the writer, let'sgo."

Eddie dlid behind thewheel of Cullum'scar, suddenly surethat he would never see either
Tower or Aaron Deepneau again. With the exception of Pere Callahan, none of them would.
The partings had begun.

"Do wéll," he said to them. "May ya do well."

"And you," Deepneau said.

"Yes," Tower said, and for once he didn't sound a bit grudging. "Good luck to you both.
Long days and happy nights, or whatever it is.”

There was just room to turn around without backing, and Eddie was glad — he wasn't
quite ready for reverse, at least not yet.

As Eddie drove back toward the Rocket Road, Roland |ooked over his shoulder and
waved. Thiswas highly unusual behavior for him, and the knowledge must have shown on
Eddie's face.

"It's the end-game now," Roland said. "All I've worked for and waited for al the long
years. Theend iscoming. | fedl it. Don't you?'



Eddie nodded. It was like that point in a piece of music when al the instruments begin
rushing toward some inevitable crashing climax.

"Susannah?' Roland asked.

"Still alive.”

"Mia?"

"Still in control."

"The baby?'

"Still coming.”

"And Jake? Father Callahan?"

Eddie stopped at the road, looked both ways, then made his turn.

"No," he said. "From them | haven't heard. What about you?"

Roland shook his own head. From Jake, somewhere in the future with just an
ex-Catholic priest and abilly-bumbler for protection, there was only silence. Roland hoped

the boy was all right.

For the time being, he could do no more.

STAVE:Commala-me-mine
Y ou haveto wak theline.
When you finally get the thing you need

It makes you feel so fine.

RESPONSE:Commala-come-nine !
It makes yafee fine!
But if you'd have the thing you need

Y ou have to walk theline.



10th STANZA

SUSANNAH-MIO, DIVIDED GIRL OF MINE

Susannah-Mio, Divided Girl of Mine

ONE

"John Fitzgerad Kennedy died this afternoon at Parkland Memorial Hospital."

Thisvoice, this grieving voice: Walter Cronkite's voice, in adream.

"Americaslast gunslinger is dead. O Discordial"

TWO

As Mialeft room1919 of the New Y ork Plaza-Park (soon to be the Regal U.N. Plaza, a
Sombra/North Central project, O Discordia), Susannah fell into a swoon. From a swoon
she passed into a savage dream filled with savage news.



THREE

The next voice isthat of Chet Huntley, co-anchor of The Huntley-Brinkley Report. It's also
— in some way she cannot understand — the voice of Andrew, her chauffeur.

"Diem and Nhu are dead,” saysthat voice. "Now do slip the dogs of war, the tale of woe
begins; from here the way to Jericho Hill is paved with blood and sin. Ah, Discordial
Charyou tree! Come, reap!"

Wheream |?

She looks around and sees a concrete wall packed with ajostling intaglio of names,
slogans, and obscene drawings. In the middle, where anyone sitting on the bunk must seeiit,
isthis greeting:hello nigger welcome to oxford don't [t THE SUN SET ON YOU HERE!

The crotch of her slacksis damp. The underwear beneath is downright soaked, and she
remembers why: although the bail bondsman was notified well in advance, the cops held
onto them as long as possible, cheerfully ignoring the increasing chorus of pleasfor a
bathroom break. No toi- letsin the cells; no sinks; not even atin bucket. Y ou didn't need to
be a quiz-kid onTwenty-one to figure it out; they weresupposed to pissin their pants,
supposed to get in touch with their essential animal natures, and eventually she had,she,
Odetta Holmes —

No,she thinks,] am Susannah. Susannah Dean. |'ve been taken prisoner again, jailed
again, but I amstill I.

She hears voices from beyond thiswing of jail cells, voices which for her sum up the
present. She's supposed to think they're coming from aTV out in the jail's office, she
assumes, but it's got to be atrick. Or some ghoul's idea of ajoke. Why else would Frank
M cGee be saying President Kennedy's brother, Bobby, is dead? Why would Dave
Garroway from theToday show be saying that the President's lit- ti&oy is dead, that
John-John has been killed in a plane crash? What sort of awful lieisthat to hear as you sit
in astinking southern jail with your wet underpants clinging to your crotch? Why is
"Buffalo” Bob Smith of theHowdy Doody show yelling "Cowabunga, kids, Martin Luther
King isdead"? And the kids all screaming back, "Commala-come-Yay! We love the things
yasay! Only good nigger's adead nigger, so kill a coontoday!

The bail bondsman will be here soon. That's what she needs to hold onto,that.

She goes to the bars and grips them. Yes, thisis Oxford Town, al right, Oxford all over
again, two men dead by the light of the moon, somebody better investigate soon. But she's
going to get out, and she'll fly away, fly away, fly away home, and not long after that there
will be an entirely new world to explore, with anew person to love and anew per- son tie.



Commala-come-come, the journey's just begun.
Oh, but that'salie. The journey isamost over. Her heart knows this.

Down the hall adoor opens and footsteps come clicking toward her. She looks in that
direction — eagerly, hoping for the bondsman, or a deputy with aring of keys— but
instead it's a black woman in apair of stolen shoes. It's her old self. It's Odetta Holmes.
Didn't go to Morehouse, but did go to Columbia. And to all those coffee housesdown in the
Village. And to the Castle on the Abyss, that house, too.

"Listen to me," Odetta says. "No one can get you out of this but yourself, girl."

"Y ou want to enjoy those legs while you got em, honey!" The voice she hears coming
out of her mouth is rough and confrontational on top, scared underneath. The voice of
Detta Walker. 'Y ou goan lose em fore long! They goan be cut off by the A train! That
fabled A train! Man named Jack Mort goan push you off the platform in the Christopher
Street sta- tion!"

Odettalooks at her calmly and says, "The A train doesn't stop there. It'snever stopped
there."

"What the fuck youtalkin about, bitch?"

Odettais not fooled by the angry voice or the profanity. She knows who she'stalking to.
And she knows what she's talking about. The column of truth hasaholein it. These are not
the voices of the gramophone but those of our dead friends. There are ghosts in the rooms
of ruin. "Go back to the Dogan, Susannah. And remember what | say: only you can save
yourself. Only you can lift yourself out of Discordia."

FOUR

Now it's the voice of David Brinkley, saying that someone named Stephen King was
struck and killed by a Dodge minivan while walking near his home. King wasfifty-two, he
says, the author of many novels, most notablyThe Sand, The Shining, and'Salem's Lot. Ah
Discordia, Brinkley says, the world grows darker.

FIVE



OdettaHolmes, the woman Susannah once was, points through the bars of the cell and past
her. She saysit again: "Only you can save yourself. But the way of the gun is the way of
damnation as well as salvation; in the end there is no dif- ference'

Susannah turnsto look where the finger is pointing, and isfilled with horror at what she
sees. The blood! Dear God, theblood! There is abowl filled with blood, and in it some
monstrous dead thing, a dead baby that's not human, and has she killed it herself?

"No!" she screams. "No, | will never!l will NEVER! "

"Then the gunslinger will die and the Dark Tower will fall,” says the terrible woman
standing in the corridor, the terrible woman who is wearing Trudy Damascus's shoes.
"Discordiaindeed.”

Susannah closes her eyes. Can shemake herself swoon? Can she swoon herself right out
of this cdll, this terrible world?

She does. Shefallsforward into the darkness and the soft beeping of machinery and the
last voice she hearsisthat of Walter Cronkite, telling her that Diem and Nhu are dead,
astronaut Alan Shepard is dead, Lyndon Johnson is dead, Richard Nixon is dead, Elvis
Presley is dead, Rock Hudson is dead, Roland of Gilead is dead, Eddie of New York is
dead, Jake of New Y ork isdead, theworld isdead, theworlds, the Tower isfalling, atrillion
universes are merging, and all is Discordia, al isruin, al isended.

SIX

Susannah opened her eyes and looked around wildly, gasp- ing for breath. She amost fell
out of the chair in which she was sitting. It was one of those capable of rolling back and
forth along the instrument panels filled with knobs and switches and blinking lights.
Overhead were the black-and-white TV screens. She was back in the Dogan. Oxford

(Diem and Nhu are dead)

had only been adream. A dream within adream, if you pleased. This was another, but
marginally better.

Most of the TV screens which had been showing pic- tures of Calla Bryn Sturgis the last
time she'd been here were now broadcasting either snow or test-patterns. On one, how- ever,
was the nineteenth-floor corridor of the Plaza-Park Hotel. The camerarolled down it
toward the elevators, and Susannah realized that these were Mia's eyes she was looking
through.



My eyes,she thought. Her anger was thin, but she sensed it could be fed. Wouldhave to
befed, if shewasever to regard the unspeakabl e thing she'd seen in her dream. Thethingin
the corner of her Oxford jail cell. The thing in the bow! of blood..

They're my eyes. She hijacked them, that's all.

Another TV screen showed Miaarriving in the elevator lobby, examining the buttons,
and then pushing the one marked with the down arrow.We're off to see the midwife,
Susannah thought, looking grimly up at the screen, and then barked a short, humorless
laugh.Oh, we're off to see the midwife, the wonderful midwife of Oz. Because because
because because be-CAUZZZ . . . Because of the wonderful things she does!

Here were the dials she'd reset at some considerable inconvenience —
hell,pain,emotional temp still at72 . The toggle-switch markedchap still turned toasleep ,
and in the monitor above it the chap thus still in black-and-white like everything else: no
sign of those disquieting blue eyes. The absurdlabor force oven-dial was still at2 , but she
saw that most of the lights which had been amber the last time she'd been in this room had
now turned red. There were more cracks in the floor and the ancient dead soldier in the
corner had lost his head: the increasingly heavy vibration of the machinery had toppled the
skull from the top of its spine, and it now laughed up at the fluorescent lightsin the ceiling.

The needle on theSusannah-Mioreadout had reached the end of the yellow zone; as
Susannah watched, it edged into the red. Danger, danger, Diem and Nhu are dead. Papa
Doc Duvalier is dead. Jackie Kennedy is dead.

She tried the controls one after another, confirming what she aready knew: they were
locked in place. Miamight not have been able to change the settings in the first place, but
locking things up once those settings were to her liking? That much she had been able to
do.

There was a crackle and squall from the overhead speakers, loud enough to make her
jump. Then, coming to her through heavy bursts of static, Eddi€'s voice.

"Suzel ...ay!...Ear me?Burn...ay! Doit before...ever...posed...id! Doyou
hear me?"

On the screen she thought of as Mia-Vision, the doors of the central elevator car opened.
The hijacking mommy-bitch got on. Susannah barely noticed. She snatched up the
microphone and pushed the toggle-switch on the side. "Eddie!" she shouted. "1'm in1999 !
The girlswalk around
with their bellies showing and their bra-straps — " Christ, what was she blathering on
about? She made a mighty effort to sweep her mind clear.

"Eddie, | don't understand you! Say it again, sugar!”

For amoment there was nothing but more static, plus the occasional spooky wail of



feedback. She was about to try the mike again when Eddie's voice returned, thistimealittle
clearer.

"Burnup...day! Jake...PereCal ... holdon! Burn.. .before she. .. to wherever
she. .. havethekid! If you. . . knowledge!"

"I hear you, | acknowledge that much!" she cried. She was clutching the silver mike so
tightly that it trembled in her grasp. "I'm in1999 ! June 0f1999 ! But I'm not under- standing
you aswell as | need to, sug! Say again, and tell meif you're al right!"

But Eddie was gone.

After calling for him half adozen times and getting nothing but that blur of static, she set
the microphone down again and tried to figure out what he had been trying to tell her.
Trying also to set aside her joyjust in knowing that Eddie could still try to tell heranything.

"Burn up day," she said. That part, at least, had come through loud and clear. "Burn
upthe day. Asin kill sometime." She thought that amost had to be right. Eddie wanted
Susannah to slow Mia down. Maybe because Jake and Pere Callahan were coming? About
that part she wasn't so sure, and she didn't much likeit, anyway. Jake was a gunslinger, all
right, but he was also only akid. And Susannah had an ideathat the Dixie Pig was full of
very nasty people.

Meanwhile, on Mia-Vision, the elevator doors were opening again. The hijacking
mommy-bitch had reached the lobby. For the time being Susannah put Eddie, Jake, and
Pere Callahan out of her mind. She was recalling how Mia had refused tocome forward,
even when their Susannah-Mio legs were threatening to disappear right out from under
their shared Susannah-Mio body. Because she was, to misgquote some old poem or other,
alone and afraid in aworld she never made.

Because she wasshy .

And my goodness, thingsin the lobby of the Plaza-Park had changed while the hijacking
mommy-bitch had been upstairs waiting for her phone call. They had changed alot.

Susannah leaned forward with her elbows propped on the edge of the Dogan's main
instrument panel and her chin propped on the palms of her hands.

This might be interesting.

SEVEN



Mia stepped out of the elevator, then attempted to step right back in. She thumped against
the doorsinstead, and hard enough to make her teeth come together with alittleivory click.
She looked around, bewildered, at first not sure how it was that the little descending room
had disappeared.

Susannah! What happened to it?

No answer from the dark-skinned woman whose face she now wore, but Miadiscovered
she didn't actually need one. She could see the place where the door slid in and out. If she
pushed the button the door would probably open again, but she had to conquer her sudden
strong desire to go back up to Room1919 . Her business there was done. Herreal business
was somewhere beyond the |obby doors.

Shelooked toward those doorswith the sort of lip-biting dismay which may escalate into
panic at asingle rough word or angry look.

She'd been upstairs for alittle over an hour, and during that time the lobby's
early-afternoon lull had ended. Haifadozen taxis from La Guardiaand Kennedy had pulled
up in front of the hotel at roughly the same time; so had a Japan- ese tourbus from Newark
Airport. Thetour had originated in Sapporo and consisted of fifty coupleswith reservations
at the Plaza-Park. Now the lobby wasrapidly filling with chat- tering people. Most had dark,
slanted eyes and shiny black hair, and were wearing oblong objects around their necks on
straps. Every now and then one would raise one of these objects and point it a someone
else. There would be abril- liant flash, laughter, and cries oDomo! Domo! There were
three lines forming at the desk. The beautifulwoman who'd checked Miain during quieter
times had been joined by two other clerks, all of them working like mad. The
high-ceilinged lobby echoed with laughter and mingled conver- sation in some strange
tongue that sounded to Mialike the twittering of birds. The banks of mirror-glass added to
the general confusion by making the lobby seem twice as full asit actualy was.

Mia cringed back, wondering what to do.

"Front!" yelled adesk clerk, and banged a bell. The sound seemed to shoot across Mia's
confused thoughts like a silver arrow. "Front, please!”

A grinning man — black hair slicked against his skull, yellow skin, slanting eyes behind
round spectacles — came rushing up to Mia, holding one of the oblong flash-things. Mia
steeled herself to kill him if he attacked.

"Ah-yoo takea pickcha me and my wife?"

Offering her the flash-thing. Wanting her to take it from him. Mia cringed away,
wondering if it ran on radia- tion, if the flashes might hurt her baby.

Susannah! What do | do?



No answer. Of course not, shereally couldn't expect Susannah's help after what had just
happened, but . . .

The grinning man was still thrusting the flash-machine at her. He looked atrifle puzzled,
but mostly undaunted. "Y ooo take-ah pickcha, preese?' And put the oblong thing in her
hand. He stepped back and put his arm around alady who looked exactly like him except
for her shiny black hair, which was cut across her forehead in what Miathought of asa
wench-clip. Even the round glasses were the same.

"No," Miasaid. "No, cry pardon . . . no." The panic was very close now and very bright,
whirling and gibbering right in front of her

(yooo take-ah pickcha, we kill-ah baby)

and Mia's impulse was to drop the oblong flasher on the floor. That might break it,
however, and rel ease the deviltry that powered the flashes.

She put it down carefully instead, smiling apologetically at the astonished Japanese
couple (the man still had his arm around his wife), and hurried across the lobby in the
direction of the little shop. Even the piano music had changed; instead of the former
soothing melodies, it was pounding out some- thing jagged and dissonant, akind of musical
headache.

| need a shirt because there's blood on this one. I'll get the shirt and then I'll go to the
Dixie Pig, Sxty-first and Lexing-worth . . . Lexington, | mean, Lexington. . . and then I'll
have my baby. I'll have my baby and all this confusion will end. I'll think of how | was
afraid and I'll laugh.

But the shop was also full. Japanese women examined souvenirs and twittered to each
other in their bird-language while they waited for their husbands to get them checked in.
Mia could see a counter stacked with shirts, but there were women all around it, examining
them. And there was another line at the counter.

Susannah, what should | do? You've got to help me!

No answer. She wasin there, Mia could feel her, but she would not help.And really, she
thought,would I, if | werein her position?

WEéll, perhaps she would. Someone would have to offer her the right inducement, of
course, but —

The only inducement | want from you is the truth,Susannah said coldly.
Someone brushed against Mia as she stood in the door to the shop and she turned, her

hands coming up. If it was an enemy, or some enemy of her chap, she would claw his eyes
out.



"Solly," said asmiling black-haired woman. Like the man, she was holding out one of
the oblong flash-things. In the middlewas acircular glass eyethat stared at Mia. She could
see her own facein it, small and dark and bewildered. "Y ou take pickcha, preese? Take
pickcha me and my fliend?'

Mia had no idea what the woman was saying or what she wanted or what the
flash-makers were supposed to do. She only knew that there were too many people, they
were every- where, this was a madhouse. Through the shop window she could se that the
front of the hotel was likewise thronged. There were yellow cars and long black cars with
windows you couldn't look into (although the peopleinside could doubt- lesslook out), and
ahuge silver conveyance that sat rumbling at the curb. Two men in green uniformswerein
the street, blowing silver whistles. Somewhere close by something began to rattle loudly.
To Mia, who had never heard ajackhammer, it sounded like a speed-shooter gun, but no
one outside was throwing himself to the sidewalk; no one even looked alarmed.

How was she supposed to get to the Dixie Pig on her own? Richard P. Sayre had said he
was sure Susannah could help her find it, but Susannah had fallen stubbornly silent, and
Mia herself was on the verge of losing control entirely.

Then Susannah spoke up again.

If I help you a little now—get you to a quiet place where you can catch your breath and
at least do something about your shirt —will you give me some straight answers?

About what?
About the baby, Mia. And about the mother. About you.
| did!

| don't think so. | don't think you're any more elemental than . . . well, than | am. | want
the truth.

Why?

| want the truth,Susannah repeated, and then fell silent, refusing to respond to any more
of Mias questions. And when yet another grinning little man approached her with yet
another flash-thing, Mias nerve broke. Right now just get- ting across the hotel 1obby
looked like more than she could manage on her own; how was she supposed to get all the
way to this Dixie Pig place? After so many yearsin

(Fedic)

(Discordia)



(the Castle on the Abyss)

to be among so many people made her feel like scream- ing. And after all, why not tell
the dark-skinned woman what little she knew? She — Mia, daughter of none, mother of
one— was firmly in charge. What harm in alittle truth-telling?

All right,she said.I'll do as you ask, Susannah or Odetta or whoever you are. Just help
me. Get me out of here.

Susannah Deancame forward.

EIGHT

There was awomen's restroom adjacent to the hotel bar, around the corner from the piano
player. Two of the yellow-skinned, black-haired |adies with the tipped eyes were at the
basins, one washing her hands, the other fixing her hair, both of them twittering in their
birdy-lingo. Neither paid any attention to thekokujin lady who went past them and to the
stalls. A moment later they left her in blessed silence except for the faint music drifting
down from the overhead speakers.

Miasaw how the latch worked and engaged it. She was about to sit down on the toilet
seat when Susannah said: Turn it inside out.

What?

The shirt, woman. Turn it inside out, for your father's sake!

For amoment Mia didn't. She was too stunned.

The shirt was a rough-woven calum-ka, the sort of ssm- ple pullover favored by both
sexesin the rice-growing country during cool er weather. It had what Odetta Holmes would

have called a boatneck. No buttons, so yes, it could very easily be turned inside out, but —

Susannah, clearly impatient:Are you going to stand there commala-moon all day? Turn
it inside out! And tuck it into your jeans thistime.

W ... Why?

It'll give you adifferent look,Susannah replied promptly, but that wasn't the reason.
What she wanted was alook at herself below the waist. If her legs were Mia's then they
were quite probably white legs. She was fascinated (and alit- tle sickened) by the idea that
she had become a kind of tu-tone halfbreed.



Mia paused a moment longer, fingertips rubbing the rough weave of the shirt above the
worst of the bloodstains, which was over her |eft breast. Over her heart. Turn it inside out!
In the lobby, a dozen half-baked ideas had gone through her head (using the scrimshaw
turtle to fascinate the people in the shop had probably been the only one even close to
workable), but simply turning the damned thing inside out hadn't been one of them. Which
only showed, she sup- posed, how close to total panic she had been. But now . . .

Did she need Susannah for the brief time she would be in this overcrowded and
disorienting city, which was so dif- ferent from the quiet rooms of the castle and the quiet
streets of Fedic? Just to get from here to Sixty-first Street and Lexingworth?

Lexington,said the woman trapped inside her.Lexing- ton. You keep forgetting that, don't
you?

Yes. Yes, shedid. And there was no reason to forget such a simple thing, maybe she
hadn't been to Morehouse, Morehouse or no house, but she wasn't stupid. So why —

What? she demanded suddenly.What are you smiling about ?

Nothing,said thewomaninside. . . but she was still smiling. Almost grinning. Miacould
fed it, and she didn't like it. Upstairs in Room1919 , Susannah had been scream- ing at her
in amixture of terror and fury, accusing Mia of betraying the man she loved and the one
she followed. Which had been true enough to make Mia ashamed. She didn't enjoy feeling
that way, but she'd liked the woman inside better when she was howling and crying and
totally discombobulated. The smile made her nervous. This version of the brown-skinned
woman wastrying to turn the tables on her; maybe thought shehad turned the tables. Which
was impossible, of course, she was under the protection of the King, but . . .

Tell me why you're smiling!

Oh, it don't amount to much,Susannah said, only now she sounded like the other one,
whose name was Detta. Mia did more than dislike that one. She was alittle afraid of that
one.lt'sjust that there was this fella named Sgmund Freud, honey chile —honky muhfuh,
but not stupid. And he said that when someone always be f'gittin sump 'in, might be because
that personwantto be f'gittin it.

That's stupid,Mia said coldly. Beyond the stall where she was having this mental
conversation, the door opened and two more ladies came in — no, at |east three and maybe
four — twittering in their birdy-language and giggling in away that made Mia clamp her
teeth together.Why would | want to forget the place where they're waiting to help me have
my baby?

Well, dis Freud—dis smart cigar-smoking Viennese honky muhfuh —he claim dat we
got dis mind underour mind, he call it the unconscious or subconscious or somefuckin
conscious. Now | ain't claimin dereis such a thing, only dat he saydere was.



(Burn up the day,Eddie had told her, that much she was sure of, and she would do her
best, only hoping that she wasn 't working on getting Jake and Callahan killed by doing it.)

Ole Honky Freud,Detta went on,he say in lots of ways de subconscious or unconscious
mind smarterdan de one on top. Cut through de bullshit fasterdan de one on top. An maybe
yours understand what | been tellin you all along, that yo 'frien Sayre nothin but a lyin
rat-ass muhfuh goan steal yo baby and, Idunno, maybe cut it up in dis bowl and den feed it
to the vampires like dey was dawgs an dat baby nuffin but a big-assbowl o' Alpo or Purina
Vampire Ch —

Shut up! Shut up your lying face!

Out at the basins, the birdy-women laughed so shrilly that Miafelt her eyeballs shiver
and threaten to liquefy in their sockets. She wanted to rush out and seize their heads and
drive them into the mirrors, wanted to do it again and again until their blood was splashed
all the way up to the ceil- ing and theibrains —

Temper, temper, said the woman inside, and now it sounded like Susannah again.
Shelies! That bitch LIES

No,Susannah replied, and the conviction in that single short word was enough to send an
arrow of fear into Mia's heart.She says what's an her mind, no argument there, but she
doesn't lie. Go on, Mia, turn your shirt inside out.

With afinal eye-watering burst of laughter, the birdy-women left the bathroom. Mia
pulled the shirt off over her head, baring Susannah's breasts, which were the color of
cof- fee with just the smallest splash of milk added in. Her nip- ples, which had aways been
as small as berries, were now much larger. Nipples craving a mouth.

There were only the faintest maroon spots on the inside of the shirt. Mia put it back on,
then unbuttoned the front of her jeans so she could tuck it in. Susannah stared, fasci- nated,
at the point just above her pubic thatch. Here her skin lightened to a color that might have
been milk with the smallest splash of coffee added in. Below were the white legs of the
woman she'd met on the castle allure. Susannah knew that if Mialowered her jeans dl the
way, she'd see the scabbed and scratched shins she had already observed as Mia— thereal
Mia— looked out over Discordiatoward the red glow marking the castle of the King.

Something about this frightened Susannah terribly, and after a moment's consideration
(it took no longer), the reason cameto her. If Miahad only replaced those parts of her legs
that Odetta Holmes had | ost to the subway train when Jack Mort pushed her onto the tracks
she would have been white only from the knees or so down. But herthighs were white, too,
and her groin area was turning. What strange lycanthropy was this?

De body-stealin kind,Detta replied cheerfully.Pretty soon you be havin a white belly . . .



white breas’s. . . whiteneck . . . white cheeks. . .

Sop it,Susannah warned, but when had Detta Walker ever listened to her warnings?
Hers or anybody's?

And den, las' of all, you have a whitebrain,girl! A Miabrain! And won't dat be fahn? Sho!
You be all Mia den! Nobody give you no shit if you want to ride right up front on de bus!

Then the shirt was drawn over her hips; the jeans were again buttoned up. Mia sat down
on thetoilet ring that way. In front of her, scrawled on the door, was this graffito: BANGO
SKANK AWAITS THE KING!

Who is this Bango Shank?Mia asked.

| have no idea.

| think. . . It was hard, but Miaforced herself.l think | owe you a word of thanks.

Susannah's response was cold and immediate. Thank me with the truth.

First tell mewhy you 'd help meat all, after I . ..

Thistime Mia couldn't finish. She liked to think of herself as brave — as brave as she
had to be in the service of her chap, at least — but this time she couldn't finish.

After you betrayed the man | love to men who are, when you get right down to it,
footsoldiers of the Crimson King? After you decided it would be all right for themto kill
mine so long as you could keep yours? |Is that what you want to know?

Mia hated to hear it spoken of that way, but boreit.Had to bear it.

Yes, lady, if you like.

It was the other one who replied this time, in that voice — harsh, cawing, laughing,
triumphant, and hateful —that was even worse than the shrill laughter of the birdy-women.

Worse by far.

Because mah boys got away, dass why! Fucked those honkies mos' righteous! The ones
dey didn't shoot all blowed to smithereens!

Miafelt adeep stirring of unease. Whether it was true or not, the bad laughing woman
clearlybelieved it was true. And if Roland and Eddie Dean were still out there, wasn't it
possible the Crimson King wasn't as strong, as all-powerful, as she had been told? Wasn't it
even possible that shehad been misled about —

Sop it, stop it, you can't think that way!



There'sanother reason | helped. The harsh one was gone and the other was back. At least
for now.

What?
It's my baby, too,Susannah said.l don't want it killed.
| don't believe you.

But she did. Because the woman inside was right: Mordred Deschain of Gilead and
Discordia belonged to both of them. The bad one might not care, but the other, Susannah,
clearly felt the chap's tidal pull. And if she was right about Sayre and whoever waited for
her at the Dixie Pig . . . if they wereliars and cozeners. . .

Sopit. Sop. | have nowhere else to go but to them.
You do,Susannah said quickly.With Black Thirteen you can go anywhere.
You don't understand. He'd follow me. Followit.

You'reright, Idon'tunderstand. She actually did, orthought she did, but . . .Burn up the
day, he'd said.

All right, I'll try to explain. | don't understand everything myself-—there are things |
don't know —nbut I'll tell you what | can.

Thank y—

Before she could finish, Susannah was falling again, like Alice down the rabbit-hole.
Through the toilet, through the floor, through the pipes beneath the floor, and into another
world.

NINE

No castle at the end of her drop, not this time. Roland had told them afew stories of his
wandering years — the vampire nurses and little doctors of Eluria, the walking waters of
East Downe, and, of course, the story of his doomed first love — and thiswas alittle like
falling into one of those tales. Or, perhaps, into one of the oat-operas ("adult Westerns," as
they were called) on the still relatively new ABC-TV net- workSugarfoot, with Ty
Hardin,Maverick, with James Garner, or — Odetta Holmes's personal favorite —Cheyenne,
starring Clint Walker. (Odetta had once written aletter to ABC pro- gramming, suggesting



they could simultaneously break new ground and open up awhole new audienceif they did
aseries about awandering Negro cowboy in the years after the Civil War. She never got an
answer. She supposed writing the letter in the first place had been ridiculous, a waste of
time.)

There was alivery stable with asign out front readingTACK MENDED CHEAP. The
sign over the hotel promisedQUIET ROOMS, GUD BEDS. There were at least five
saloons. Outside one of them, arusty robot that ran on squalling treads turned its bulb head
back and forth, blar- ing a comeon to the empty town from the horn-shaped speaker in the
center of its rudimentary face: "Girls, girls,girls! Some are humie and some are cybie, but
who cares, you can't tell the difference, they do what you want without complaint, won't is
not in their vo-CAB-u-lary, they give sat- isfaction with every action! Girls, girls, girls!
Some are cybie, some are real, you can't tell the difference when you cop afeel! They do
what you want! They want whatyou want!"

Walking beside Susannah was the beautiful young white woman with the swollen belly,
scratched legs, and shoul- derlength black hair. Now, asthey walked below the gaudy false
front of THE FEDIC GOOD-TIME SALOON, BAR, AND DANCE EMPORIUM, she
was wearing afaded plaid dress which advertised her advanced state of pregnancy in away
that made it seem freakish, almost a sign of the apocalypse. Thehuaraches of the castle
alure had been replaced by scuffed and battered shor'boots. Both of them were wearing
shor'boots, and the heels clumped hollowly on the boardwalk.

From one of the deserted barrooms farther along came the herky-jerky jazz of ajagtime
tune, and a snatch of some old poem came to Susannah: A bunch of the boys were whooping
it up in the Malamute Saloon!

She looked over the batwing doors and was not in the least surprised to see the
wordsSERVICE'SMALA- MUTE SALOON.

She slowed long enough to peer over the batwing doors and saw a chrome piano playing
itself, dusty keys popping up and down, just a mechanical music-box no doubt built by the
ever-popular North Central Positronics, entertaining a room that was empty except for a
dead robot and, in the far cor- rr, two skeletons working through the process of final
decomposition, the one that would take them from bone to dust.

Farther along, at the end of the town's single street, loomed the castle wall. It was so high
and so wide it blotted out most of the sky.

Susannah abruptly knocked her fist against the side of her head. Then she held her hands
out in front of her and snapped her fingers.

"What are you doing?' Miaasked. "Tell me, | beg.”

"Making sure I'm here. Physically here."



"You are."
"So it seems. But how can that be?'

Miashook her head, indicating that she didn't know. On this, at least, Susannah was
inclined to believe her. There was no dissenting word from Detta, either.

"Thisisn't what | expected,” Susannah said, looking around. "It's not what | expected at
al."

"Nay?" asked her companion (and without much interest). Miawas moving in that
awkward but strangely endearing duck-footed waddl e that seemsto best suit women in the
last stages of their carry. "And what was it ye did expect, Susannah?’

"Something more medieval, | guess. More like that." She pointed at the castle.

Miashrugged asif to say takeit or leaveit, and then said, "Isthe other onewith you? The
nasty one?'

Detta, she meant. Of course. "She's always with me. She's a part of me just as your chap
isapart of you." Although how Mia could be pregnant when it had been Susannah who
caught the fuck was something Susannah was still dying to know.

"I'll soon be delivered of mine," Miasaid. "Will yanever be delivered of yours?'

"I thought | was," Susannah said truthfully. " She came back. Mostly, | think, to deal with
you."

"I hate her."
"I know." And Susannah knew more. Miafeared Detta, as well. Feared her big-big.
"If she speaks, our palaver ends.”

Susannah shrugged. " She comes when she comes and speaks when she speaks. She
doesn't ask my permission.”

Ahead of them on this side of the street was an arch with asign aboveit:

FEDICSTATION
MONO PATRICIA DISCONTINUED
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SHOW TICKET

NORTH CENTRAL POSITRONICS THANKS YOU FOR YOUR PATIENCE

The sign didn't interest Susannah as much as the two things that lay on the filthy station
platform beyond it: a child's doll, decayed to little more than a head and one floppy arm,
and, beyond it, a grinning mask. Although the mask appeared to be made of steel, a good
deal of it seemed to have rotted like flesh. The teeth poking out of the grin were canine
fangs. The eyes were glass. Lenses, Susannah felt sure, no doubt also crafted by North
Central Positronics. Sur- rounding the mask were afew shreds and tatters of green cloth,
what had undoubtedly once been this thing's hood. Susannah had no trouble putting
together the remains of the doll and the remains of the Wolf; her mamma, as Detta
sometimesliked to tell folks (especially horny boysin road-house parking lots), didn't raise
no fools.

"Thisis where they brought them,” she said. "Where the Wolves brought the twins they
stole from Calla Bryn Sturgis. Where they — what? — operated on them."

"Not just from Calla Bryn Sturgis,” Mia said indiffer- ently, "but aye. And once the
babbies were here, they were taken there. A place you'll also recognize, I've no doubt.”

She pointed across Fedic's single street and farther up. Thelast building before the castle
wall abruptly ended the town was along Quonset hut with sides of filthy corrugated metal
and arusty curved roof. The windows running along the side Susannah could see had been
boarded up. Also aong that side was a steel hitching rail. To it were tied what looked like
seventy horses, al of them gray. Some had fallen over and lay with their legs sticking
straight out. One or two had turned their heads toward the women's voi ces and then seemed
to freezein that position. It was very un-horselike behavior, but of course these weren't real
horses. They were robots, or cyborgs, or whichever one of Roland'sterms you might liketo
use. Many of them seemed to have run down or worn out.

In front of this building was asign on arusting steel plate. It read:

NORTH CENTRAL POSITRONICS, LTD.
Fedic Headquarters

Arcl6 Experimental Station
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"It's another Dogan, isn't it?" Susannah asked.
"WEell, yes and no,” Miasaid. "It'sthe Dogan of al Dogans, actually."
"Where the Wolves brought the children.”

"Aye, and will bring them again,” Miasaid. "For the King's work will go forward after
this disturbance raised by your friend the gunslinger is past. | have no doubt of it."

Susannah looked at her with real curiosity. "How can you speak so cruel and yet be so
serene?" she asked. "They bring children here and scoop out their headslike. . . like gourds.
Children, who've harmed nobody! What they send back are great galumphing idiots who
grow to their full sizein agony and often die in much the same way. Would you be so
sanguine, Mia, ifyour child was borne away across one of those saddles, shrieking for you
and holding out his arms?"

Miaflushed, but was able to meet Susannah's gaze. "Each must follow the road upon
which ka has set her feet, Susannah of New Y ork. Mineisto bear my chap, and raise him,
and thus end your dinn's quest. And hislife."

"It's wonderful how everyone seems to think they know just what ka means for them,"
Susannah said. "Don't you think that's wonderful ?*

"I think you're trying to make jest of me because you fear,” Miasaid levelly. "If such
makes you feel better, than aye, have on." She spread her arms and made alittle sarcastic
bow over her great belly.

They had stopped on the boardwalk in front of a shop advertisngMILLINERY &
LADIES WEAR and across from the Fedic Dogan. Susannah thought:Burn up the day,
don't forget that's the other part of your job here. Kill time. Keep the oddity of a body we
now seem to share in that women's restroom just as long as you possibly can.

"I'm not making fun," Susannah said. "I'm only asking you to put yourself in the place of
all those other mothers."

Miashook her head angrily, her inky hair flying around her ears and brushing at her
shoulders. "I did not make their fate, lady, nor did they make mine. I'll save my tears, thank
you. Would you hear my tale or not?"



"Yes, please.”

"Then let us sit, for my legs are sorely tired.”

TEN

In the Gin-Puppie Saloon, afew rickety storefronts back in the direction from which they'd
come, they found chairs which would still bear their weight, but neither woman had any
taste for the saloon itself, which smelled of dusty death. They dragged the chairs out to the
boardwalk, where Mia sat with an audible sigh of relief.

"Soon," she said. "Soon you shall be delivered, Susan- nah of New Y ork, and so shall 1."

"Maybe, but | don't understand any of this. Least of all why you're rushing to this guy
Sayre when you must know he serves the Crimson King."

"Hush!" Miasaid. She sat with her legs apart and her huge belly rising before her,
looking out across the empty street. " "Twas a man of the King who gave me a chance to
ful- fill the only destiny kaever left me. Not Sayre but one much greater than he. Someone
to whom Sayre answers. A man named Walter."

Susannah started at the name of Roland's ancient nemesis. Mialooked at her, gave her a
grim smile.

"Y ou know the name, | see. Well, maybe that'll save some talk. Gods know there's been
far too much talk for my taste, already; it's not what | was madefor. | was made to bear my
chap and raise him, no more than that. And no less."

Susannah offered no reply. Killing was supposedly her trade, killing time her current
chore, but in truth she had begun to find Mia's single-mindedness a trifle tiresome. Not to
mention frightening.

Asif picking thisthought up, Miasaid: "I am what | am and | am content wi' it. If others
are not, what's that to me? Spit on em!"

Sooken like Detta Walker at her fei stiest,Susannah thought, but made no reply. It seemed
safer to remain quiet.

After apause, Miawent on. 'Yet I'd belying if | didn't say that being here bringsback . . .
certain memories. Yar!" And, unexpectedly, she laughed. Just as unexpectedly, the sound
was beautiful and melodic.



"Tell your tale," Susannah said. "Thistime tell me all of it. We have time before the
labor starts again.”

"Do you say so?'
"I do. Tell me."

For afew moments Miajust looked out at the street with its dusty cover of oggan and its
air of sad and ancient aban- donment. As Susannah waited for storytime to commence, she
for the first time became aware of the still, shadeless qual- ity to Fedic. She could see
everything very well, and there was no moon in the sky as on the castle allure, but she still
hesi- tatedto call this daytime.

It'snotime, avoice inside her whispered — she knew not whose. Thisis a place between,
Susannah; a place where shadows are cancelled and time holds its breath.

Then Miatold her tale. It was shorter than Susannah had expected (shorter than she
wanted, given Eddie's abju- ration to burn up the day), but it explained a great deal. More,
actually, than Susannah had hoped for. She listened with growing rage, and why not? She
had been more than raped that day in the ring of stones and bones, it seemed. She had been
robbed, as well — the strangest robbery to which any woman had ever been subject.

And it was still going on.

ELEVEN

"Look out there, may it do yafine," said the big-bellied woman sitting beside Susannah on
the boardwalk. "Look out and see Mia before she gained her name.”

Susannah looked into the street. At first she saw nothing but a cast-off waggon-wheel, a
splintered (and long-dry) watering trough, and a starry silver thing that looked like the lost
rowel from some cowpoke's spur.

Then, slowly, amisty figure formed. It was that of a nude woman. Her beauty was
blinding — even before she had come fully into view, Susannah knew that. Her age was
any. Her black hair brushed her shoulders. Her belly wasflat, her navel a cunning cup into
which any man who ever loved women would be happy to dip his tongue. Susannah (or
per- hapsit was Detta) thoughtiHell, | could dip my own. Hidden between the
ghost-woman's thighs was a cunning cleft. Here was a different tidal pull.

"That's me when | came here," said the pregnant ver- sion sitting beside Susannah. She



spoke almost like a woman who is showing slides of her vacation.That's me at the Grand
Canyon, that's me in Seattle, that's me at Grand Coulee Dam; that's me on the Fedic high
street, do it please ya. The pregnant woman was aso beautiful, but not in the same eerie
way as the shade in the street. The pregnant woman looked a certain age, for instance —
late twenties — and her face had been marked by experience. Much of it painful.

"I said | was an elemental — the one who made love to your dinh — but that was alie.
As| think you suspected. | lied not out of hope of gain, but only . . . I don't know . . . from
akind of wishfulness, | suppose. | wanted the baby to be mine that way, too — "

"Yours from the start.”

"Aye, from the start — you say true." They watched the nude woman walk up the street,
arms swinging, muscles of her long back flexing, hips swaying from side to side in that
eternal breathless clock of motion. She left no tracks on the oggan.

"I told you that the creatures of the invisible world were |l eft behind when thePrim
receded. Most died, as fishes and sea-animals will when cast up on a beach and left to
stranglein the alien air. But there are dways some who adapt, and | was one of those
unfortunates. | wandered far and wide, and whenever | found men in the wastes, | took on
the form you see."

Like amodel on arunway (one who has forgotten to actually put on the latest Paris
fashion she's supposed to be displaying), the woman in the street pivoted on the balls of her
feet, buttockstensing with lovely silken ease, creating momentary crescent-shaped hollows.
She began to walk back, the eyes just below the straight cut of her bangs fixed on some
distant horizon, her hair swinging beside ears that were without other ornament.

"When | found someone with aprick, | fucked him,” Miasaid. "That much | had in
common with the demon elemen- tal who first tried to h&e congress with your soh and then
did have congress with your dinh, and that al so accountsfor my lie, | suppose. And | found
your dinh passing fair." Thetini- est bit of greed roughened her voice as she said this. The
Dettain Susannah found it sexy. The Dettain Susannah bared her lipsin agrin of gruesome
understanding.

"I fucked them, and if they couldn't break free | fucked them to death."
Matter-of -fact.After the Grand Coulee, we went to Yosemite. Would you tell your dinh
something for me, Susannah? If you see him again?"

"Aye, if you like."

"Once he knew a man — abad man — named Amos Depape, brother of the Roy Depape
who ran with Eldred Jonasin Mgjis. Y our dinh believes Amos Depape was stung to death
by asnake, and in away hewas. . . but the snake was me."

Susannah said nothing.



"I didn't fuck them for sex, | didn't fuck them to kill them, although | didn't care when
they died and their pricks finally wilted out of me like melting icicles. In truth | didn't
knowwhy | was fucking them, until I came here, to Fedic. In those early days there were
still men and women here; the Red Death hadn't come, do ye ken. The crack in the earth
beyond town was there, but the bridge over it till stood strong and true. Those folk were
stubborn, trying not to let go, even when the rumors that Castle Discordia was haunted
began. Thetrains still came, although on no regu- lar schedule— "

"The children?" Susannah asked. "The twins?' She paused. "The Wolves?"

"Nay, al of that was two dozen centuries|ater. Or more. But hear me now: there was one
couple in Fedic who had ababy. Y ou've no idea, Susannah of New Y ork, how rare and
wonderful that was in those days when most folk were as ster- ile as the elementals
themselves, and those who weren't more often than not produced either slow mutants or
mon- sters so terriblethey werekilled by their parentsif they took more than asingle breath.
Most of them didn't. Butthis baby!"

She clasped her hands. Her eyes shone.

"It was round and pink and unblemished by so much as a portwine stain — perfect —
and | knew after asingle look what I'd been made for. | wasn't fucking for the sex of it, or
because in coitus | was almost mortal, or because it brought death to most of my partners,
but to have a baby like theirs. Like their Michagl."

Shelowered her head slightly and said, "I would have taken him, you know. Would have
goneto the man, fucked him until he was crazy, then whispered in his ear that he should kill
his molly. And when she'd gone to the clearing at the end of the path, | would have fucked
him dead and the baby — that beautiful little pink baby — would have been mine. D'you
see?"'

"Yes," Susannah said. She felt faintly sick. In front of them, in the middle of the street,
the ghostly woman made yet another turn and started back again. Farther down, the
huckster-robot honked out his seemingly eternal spiel:Girls, girls, girls! Some are humie
and some are cybie, but who cares, you can't tell the difference! "

"I discovered | couldn't go near them," Miasaid. "It was as though amagic circle had
been drawn around them. It was the baby, | suppose.

"Then came the plague. The Red Death. Some folks said something had been opened in
the castle, some jar of demonstuff that should have been left shut forever. Others said the
plague came out of the crack — what they called the Devil's Arse. Either way, it was the
end of lifein Fedic, life on the edge of Discordia. Many left on foot or in waggons. Baby
Michael and his parents stayed, hoping for atrain. Each day | waited for them to sicken —
for the red spots to show on the baby's dear cheeks and fat little arms— but they never did;
none of the three sickened. Perhaps theywere in amagic circle. | think they must have been.



And atrain came. It was Patricia. The mono. Do yaken — "

"Yes," Susannah said. She knew all she wanted to about Blaine's companion mono.
Once upon atime her route must have taken her over here aswell asto Lud.

"Aye. They got on. | watched from the station plat- form, weeping my unseen tears and
wailing my unseen cries. They got on with their sweet wee one. . . only by then he was
three or four years old, walking and talking. And they went. | tried to follow them, and
Susannah, | could not. | was aprisoner here. Knowing my purpose was what made me so."

Susannah wondered about that, but decided not to comment.

"Y ears and decades and centuries went by. In Fedic there were by then only the robots
and the unburied bodies left over from the Red Death, turning to skeletons, then to dust.”

"Then men came again, but | didn't dare go near them because they werehis men." She
paused. "ltsmen."

"The Crimson King's."

"Aye, they with the endlessly bleeding holes on their foreheads. They went there." She
pointed to the Fedic Dogan — the Arc16 Experimental Station. "And soon their accursed
machines were running again, just asif they still believed that machines could hold up the
world. Not, ye ken, that holding it up is what they want to do! No, no, not they! They
brought in beds — "

"Beds!" Susannah said, startled. Beyond them, the ghostly woman in the street rose once
more on the balls of her feet and made yet one more graceful pirouette.

"Aye, for the children, although thiswas still long years before the Wolves began to
bring em here, and long before you were part of your dinh's story. Y et that time did draw
nigh, and Walter came to me."

"Can you make that woman in the street disappear?' Susannah asked abruptly (and
rather crossly). "I know she's aversion of you, | get theidea, but she makesme. . . | don't
know . . . nervous. Can you make her go away?"

"Aye, if you like." Mia pursed her lips and blew. The dis- turbingly beautiful woman—
the spirit without a name —disappeared like smoke.

For several moments Miawas quiet, once more gather- ing the threads of her story. Then
shesaid, "Walter . . . saw me. Not like other men. Even the ones | fucked to death only saw
what they wanted to see. Or whatl wanted them to see." She smiled in unpleasant
reminiscence. "I made some of them die thinking they were fucking their own mothers!

Y ou should have seen their faces!" Then the smile faded. "But Waltersaw me."



"What did he look like?"

"Hard to tell, Susannah. He wore ahood, and insideit he grinned — such agrinning man
he was — and he palavered with me. There." She pointed toward the Fedic Good-Time
Saloon with afinger that trembled slightly.

"No mark on his forehead, though?"

"Nay, I'm sure not, for he's not one of what Pere Callahan callsthelow men. Their jobis
the Breakers. The Breakers and no more."

Susannah began to feel the anger then, although she tried not to show it. Mia had access
to al her memories, which meant al the inmost workings and secrets of their ka-tet. It was
like discovering you'd had a burglar in the house who had tried on your underwear as well
as stealing your money and going through your most personal papers.

It was awful.

"Walter is, | suppose, what you'd call the Crimson King's Prime Minister. He often
travelsin disguise, and is known in other worlds under other names, but always heisa
grinning, laughing man — "

"I met him briefly," Susannah said, "under the name of Flagg. | hope to meet him again.'
"If you truly knew him, you'd wish for no such thing."

"The Breakers you spoke of — where are they?"

"Why . .. Thunderclap, do'ee not know? The shadow-lands. Why do you ask?"

"No reason but curiosity,” Susannah said, and seemed to hear Eddie:Ask any question
she'll answer. Burn up the day. Give us a chance to catch up. She hoped Mia couldn't read
her thoughts when they were separated like this. If she could, they were all likely up shit
creek without a paddle. "Let's go back to Walter. Can we speak of him abit?"

Miasignaled aweary acceptance that Susannah didn't quite believe. How long had it
been since Mia had had an ear for any tale she might care to tell? The answer, Susannah
guessed, was probably never. And the questions Susannah was asking, the doubts she was
articulating . . . surely some of them must have passed through Mia's own head. They'd be
banished quickly as the blasphemies they were, but still, come on, this was not a stupid
woman. Unless obsessionmade you stupid. Susannah supposed a case could be made for
that idea.

"Susannah? Bumbler got your tongue?"

"No, | wasjust thinking what arelief it must have been when he came to you."



Miaconsidered that, then smiled. Smiling changed her, made her look girlish and artless
and shy. Susannah had to remind herself that wasn't alook she could trust. 'Yes! It was! Of
courseit was!"

"After discovering your purpose and being trapped here by it . . . after seeing the Wolves
getting ready to store the kids and then operate onthem. . . . after al that, Walter comes. The
devil, in fact, but at least he can see you. At least he can hear your sad tale. And he makes
you an offer.”

"He said the Crimson King would give me achild,” Miasaid, and put her hands gently
against the great globe of her belly. "My Mordred, whose time has come round at last.”

TWELVE

Mia pointed again at the Arc16 Experimental Station. What she had called the Dogan of
Dogans. The last remnant of her smile lingered on her lips, but there was no happiness or
real amusement in it now. Her eyes were shiny with fear and — perhaps — awe.

"That's where they changed me, made me mortal. Once there were many such places —
there must have been — but I'd set my watch and warrant that's the only one left in al of
In-World, Mid-World, or End-World. It's a place both won- derful and terrible. And it was
there | wastaken."

"I don't understand what you mean." Susannah was thinking of her Dogan. Which was,
of course, based onJake's Dogan. It was certainly a strange place, with its flashing lights
and multiple TV screens, but not frightening.

"Beneath it are passages which go under the castle,” Miasaid. "At theend of oneisa
door that opens on the Calla side of Thunderclap, just under the last edge of the darkness.
That's the one the Wolves use when they go on their raids.”

Susannah nodded. That explained alot. "Do they take the kiddies back the same way?'

"Nay, lady, do it please you; like many doors, the one that takes the Wolves from Fedic
to the Callaside of Thun- derclap goesin only one direction. When you're on the other side,
it's no longer there."

"Because it's not amagic door, right?"

Miasmiled and nodded and patted her knee.



Susannah looked at her with mounting excitement. "It's another twin-thing."
"Do you say so?'
"Yes. Only thistime Tweedledum and Tweedl edee are science and magic. Rational and

irrational. Sane and insane. No matter what terms you pick, that's a double-damned pair if
ever there was one.”

"Aye? Do you say so?"

"Y eslMagic doors— like the one Eddie found and you took me through to New Y ork —
go both ways. The doors North Central Positronics made to replace them when thePrim
receded and the magic faded . . . they go only one way. Have | got that right?"

"I think so, aye."
"Maybe they didn't have time to figure out how to make teleportation a two-lane

highway before the world moved on. In any case, the Wolves go to the Calla side of
Thunderclap by door and come back to Fedic by train. Right?"

Mia nodded.

Susannah no longer thought she was just trying to kill time. Thisinformation might
come in handy later on. "And after the King's men, Pere'slow men, have scooped the kids
brains, what then? Back through the door with them, | suppose — the one under the castle.
Back to the Wolves staging point. And atrain takes them the rest of the way home."

"Aye."

"Why do they bother takin em back at al?"

"Lady, | know not." Then Mia's voice dropped. "There's another door under Castle
Discordia. Another door in the rooms of ruin. Onethat goes. . ." Shelicked her lips. "That
goes todash."

"Todash?. .. | know the word, but | don't understand what's so bad — "

"There are endless worlds, your dinh is correct about that, but even when those worlds
are close together — like some of the multiple New Y orks — there are endless spaces
between. Think yaof the spaces between the inner and outer walls of ahouse. Places where
it'saways dark. But just because a place is aways dark doesn't mean it's empty. Doesit,
Susannah?"

There are monsters in the todash darkness.

Who had said that? Roland? She couldn't remember for sure, and what did it matter? She



thought she under- stood what Miawas saying, and if so, it was horrible.

"Ratsin the walls, Susannah.Batsin the walls. All sorts of sucking, biting bugsin the
walls."

"Stop it, | get the picture.”

"That door beneath the castle — one of their mistakes, | have no doubt — goes
tonowhere at all. Into the darkness between worlds. Todash-space. But not empty space.”
Her voice lowered further. "That door is reserved for the Red King's most bitter enemies.
They're thrown into a darkness where they may exist — blind, wandering, insane — for
years. But in the end, something alwaysfinds them and devoursthem. Monsters beyond the
ability of such minds as oursto bear thought of."

Susannah found herself trying to picture such a door, and what waited behind it. She
didn't want to but couldn't help it. Her mouth dried up.

In that same low and somehow horrible tone of confi- dentiality, Miasaid, "There were
many places where the old people tried to join magic and science together, but yon may be
the only one left.” She nodded toward the Dogan. "It was there that Walter took me, to
make me mortal and take me out of Prim's way forever.

"To make melike you."

THIRTEEN

Miadidn't know everything, but so far as Susannah could make out, Walter/Flagg had
offered the spirit later to be known as Miathe avatar of Faustian bargains. If she was
will- ing to give up her nearly eternal but discorporate state and become a mortal woman,
then she could become pregnant and bear a child. Walter was honest with her about how
lit- tle she would actually be getting for al she'd be giving up. The baby wouldn't grow as
normal babies did — as Baby Michael had done before Mia's unseen but worshipful eyes
—and she might only have him for seven years, but oh what wonderful years they could
be!

Beyond this, Walter had been tactfully silent, allowing Miato form her own pictures:
how she would nurse her baby and wash him, not neglecting the tender creases behind the
knees and ears; how she would kiss him in the honeyspot between the unfledged wings of
his shoul derblades; how she would walk with him, holding both of his handsin both of hers
as he toddled; how she would read to him and point out Old Star and Old Mother in the sky
and tell him the story of how Rustie Sam stole the widow's best loaf of bread; how she
would hug him to her and bathe his cheek with her grateful tears when he spoke his first



word, which would, of course, beMama.

Susannah listened to this rapturous account with amix- ture of pity and cynicsm.
Certainly Walter had done one hell of ajob selling theideato her, and as ever, the best way
to do that wasto let the mark sell herself. He'd even proposed a properly Satanic period of
proprietorship: seven years.Just sign on the dotted line, madam, and please don't mind that
whiff of brimstone; | just can't seemto get the smell out of my clothes.

Susannah understood the deal and still had trouble swallowing it. This creature had
given up immortality for morning sickness, swollen and achy breasts, and, in the last six
weeks of her carry, the need to pee approximately every fifteen minutes. And wait, folks,
there's more! Two and a half years of changing diapers soaked with piss and loaded with
shit! Of getting up in the night as the kid howls with the pain of cutting hisfirst tooth (and
cheer up, Mom, only thirty-one to go). That first magic spit-up! That first heartwarming
spray of urine across the bridge of your nose when the kid lets go as you're changing his
clout!

And yes, there would be magic. Even though she'd never had a child herself, Susannah
knew there would be magic even in the dirty diapers and the colic if the child were the
result of aloving union. But to have the child and then have him taken away from you just
when it was getting good, just as the child approached what most people agreed was the
age of reason, responsibility, and accountability? To then be swept over the Crimson
King's red horizon? That was an awful idea. And was Mia so besotted by her impending
motherhood that she didn't realize the little shehad been promised was now being whittled
away? Walter/Flagg had come to her in Fedic, Scenic Aftermath of the Red Death, and
promised her seven years with her son. On the tele- phone in the PlazaPark, however,
Richard Sayre had spoken of amerefive.

In any case, Miahad agreed to the dark man's terms. And really, how much sport could
there have been in getting her to do that? She'd been made for motherhood, had arisen from
thePrimwith that imperative, had known it herself ever since seeing her first perfect human
baby, the boy Michael. How could she have said no? Even if the offer had only been for
three years, or for one, how? Might as well expect along-time junkie to refuse a loaded
spike when it was offered.

Miahad been taken into the Arc16 Experimental Sta- tion. She'd been given atour by the
smiling, sarcastic (and undoubtedly frightening) Walter, who sometimes called himself
Walter of End-World and sometimes Walter of All-World. She'd seen the great room filled
with beds, awaiting the children who would come to fill them; at the head of each was a
stainless-steel hood attached to a segmented steel hose. She did not like to think what the
purpose of such equipment might be. She'd also been shown some of the pas- sages under
the Castle on the Abyss, and had been in places where the smell of death was strong and
suffocating. She —there had been ared darkness and she —

"Were you mortal by then?" Susannah asked. "It sounds as though maybe you were."



"I was on my way," she said. "It was a process Walter calledbecoming. "
"All right. Go on."

But here Miasrecollections werelost in adark fugue —not todash, but far from pleasant.
A kind of amnesia, and it wasred. A color Susannah had cometo distrust. Had the pregnant
woman's transition from the world of the spirit to the world of the flesh — her trip to Mia
— been accomplished through some other kind of doorway? She herself didn't seem to
know. Only that there had been atime of darkness — unconsciousness, she supposed —
and then she had awak- ened ". . . as you see me. Only not yet pregnant, of course.”

According to Walter, Mia could not actually make a baby, even as a mortal woman.
Carry, yes. Conceive, no. So it came to pass that one of the demon elementals had done a
great service for the Crimson King, taking Roland's seed as female and passing it on to
Susannah as male. And there had been another reason, aswell. Walter hadn't mentioned it,
but Mia had known.

"It'sthe prophecy,” she said, looking into Fedic's deserted and shadowless street. Across
the way, arobot that looked like Andy of the Calla stood silent and rusting in front of the
Fedic Cafe, which promisedGOOD MEELS CHEEP .

" 'What prophecy?" Susannah asked.

" 'He who ends the line of Eld shall conceive a child of incest with his sister or his
daughter, and the child will be marked, by hisred heel shall you know him. It is he who
shall stop the breath of the last warrior." "

"Woman,I'mnot Roland's sister, or his daughter, either! Y ou maybe didn't notice asmall
but basic difference in the color of our hides, namely his beingwhite and mine beingblack.
" But she thought she had a pretty good idea of what the prophecy meant, just the same.
Families were made in many ways. Blood was only one of them.

"Did he not tell you what dinh means?* Mia asked.

"Of course. It means leader. If he was in charge of awhole country instead of just three
scruffy-ass gunpuppies, it'd mean king."

"Leader and king, you say true. Now, Susannah, will you tell me that such words aren't
just poor substitutes for another?"

Susannah made no reply.

Mia nodded as though she had, then winced when a fresh contraction struck. It passed,
and she went on. "The sperm was Roland's. | believe it may have been preserved somehow
by the old peopl€'s science while the demon ele- mental turned itself inside out and made
man from woman, but that isn't the important part. The important part isthat it lived and



found the rest of itself, as ordained by ka."

"My egg.”

"Your egg.”

"When | was raped in the ring of stones.”
"Say true."

Susannah sat, musing. Finally she looked up. "Seem to me that it'swhat | said before.
You didn't like it then, not apt to like it now, but — girl, you just the baby-sitter."

There was no rage thistime. Miaonly smiled. "Who went on having her periods, even
when she was being sick in the mornings? Y ou did. And who's got the full belly today?l do.
If there was a baby-sitter, Susannah of New Y ork, it was you."

"How can that be? Do you know?"

Miadid.

FOURTEEN

The baby, Walter had told her, would betransmitted to Mia; sent to her cell by cell just asa
fax issent line by line.

Susannah opened her mouth to say she didn't know what afax was, then closed it again.
She understood thegist of what Miawas saying, and that was enough to fill her with a
terrible combination of awe and rage. Shehad beenpreg- nant. Shewas, in areal sense,
pregnant right this minute. But the baby was being:

(faxed)

sent to Mia. Wasthisaprocessthat had started fast and slowed down, or started slow and
speeded up? The latter, she thought, because as time passed she'd felt less pregnant instead
of more. The little swelling in her belly had mostly flattened out again. And now she
understood how both she and Mia could feel an equal attachment to the chap: it did, infact,
belong to both of them. Had been passed on like a.. . . ablood transfusion.

Only when they want to take your blood and put it into some- one else, they ask your
permission. If they'redoctors, that is, and not one of Pere Callahan'svampires. You'realot
closer to one of those, Mia, aren't you?



"Science or magic? " Susannah asked. "Which one wasit that allowed you to steal my
baby?"

Miaflushed alittle at that, but when she turned to Susannah, she was able to meet
Susannah's eyes squarely. "1 don't know," she said. "Likely amixture of both. And don't be
so self-righteous! It'sinme, not you. It's feeding off my bones and my blood, not yours."

"So what? Do you think that changes anything? Y ou stoleit, with the help of somefilthy
magician."

Miashook her head vehemently, her hair a storm around her face.

"No?" Susannah asked. "Then how comeyou weren't the one eating frogs out of the
swamp and shoats out of the pen and God knows what other nasty things? How come you
needed all that make-believe nonsense about the banquets in the castle, where you could
pretend to be the one eating? In short, sugarpie, how come your chap's nourishment had to
go downmy throat?"

"Because. . . because. . ." Mids eyes, Susannah saw, were filling with tears. "Because
thisisspoiled land! Blasted land! The place of the Red Death and the edge of the Discordial
I'd not feed my chap from here!"

It was agood answer, Susannah reckoned, but not thecomplete answer. And Miaknew it,
too. Because Baby Michadl, perfect Baby Michael, had been conceived here, had thrived
here, had been thriving when Mialast saw him. And if she was so sure, why were those
tears standing in her eyes?

"Mia, they're lying to you about your chap."

"Y ou don't know that, so don't be hateful!"

"Ido know it." And she did. But there wasn't proof, gods damn it! How did you prove a
feeling, even one as strong as this?

"Flagg — Walter, if you like that better — he promised you seven years. Sayre says you
can have five. What if they hand you a card,good for three years of child-rearingwith
stamp , when you get to this Dixie Pig? Gonna go with that, too?"

"That won't happen! Y ou're as nasty as the other one! Shut up!"

"Y ou got anerve callingme nasty! Can't wait to give birth to a child supposed to murder
his Daddy."

"] don't carel™



"You'reall confused, girl, between what you want to happen and whatwill happen. How
do you know they aren't gonnakill him before he can cry out hisfirst breath, and grind him
up and feed him to these Breaker bastards?"

"Shut . .. up!"
"Kind of a super-food? Finish the job all at once?"
"Shutup, | said,shut UP! "

"Point is, you don't know. Y ou don't know anything. Y ou just the babysitter, just the au
pair. You know they lie, you know they trick and never treat, and yet you go on. And you
wantme to shut up.”

"YeslYes!"

"I won't," Susannah told her grimly, and seized Mias shoulders. They were amazingly
bony under the dress, but hot, asif the woman were running afever. "I won't becauseiit's
really mine and you know it. Cat can have kittensin the oven, girl, but that won't ever make
em muffins.”

All right, they had madeit back to all-out fury after all. Mia'sface twisted into something
both horrible and unhappy. In Mia's eyes, Susannah thought she could see the endless,
craving, grieving creature this woman once had been. And something else. A spark that
might be blown into belief. If there was time.

"I'llshut you up,” Miasaid, and suddenly Fedic's main street tore open, just as the allure
had. Behind it was akind of bulging darkness. But not empty. Oh no, not empty, Susannah
felt that very clearly.

They fell toward it. Miapropelled them toward it. Susan- nah tried to hold them back
with no success at all. Asthey tumbled into the dark, she heard a singsong thought run- ning
through her head, running in an endless worry-circle:Oh Susannah-Mio, divided girl of
mine, Done parked her RIG

FIFTEEN

inthe DIXIE PIG, In the year of—

Before this annoying (but ever so important) jingle could finish itslatest circuit through
Susannah-Mio's head, the head in question struck something, and hard enough to send a
galaxy of bright stars exploding across her field of vision. When they cleared, she saw,



very large, in front of her eyes:

NK AWA

She pulled back and sawbango skank awaits the king! It was the graffito written on the
inside of thetoilet stall's door. Her life was haunted by doors — had been, it seemed, ever
since the door of her cell had clanged closed behind her in Oxford, Mississippi — but this
one was shut. Good. She was coming to believe that shut doors presented fewer prob- lems.
Soon enough this one would open and the problems would start again.

Mialtold you all I know. Now are you going to help me get to the Dixie Pig, or do | have
todoit on my own? | canif | have to, especially with the turtle to help me.

Susannah:I'll help .

Although how much or how little help Miagot from her sort of depended on what timeit
was right now. How long had they been in here? Her legs felt completely numb from
the knees down — her butt, too — and she thought that was a good sign, but under these
fluorescent lights, Susannah supposed it was always half-past anytime.

What doesit matter to you?Miaasked, suspicious.What doesit matter to you what timeit
is?

Susannah scrambled for an explanation.

The baby. You know that what | did will keep it from coming only for so long, don't you?
Of course | do. That's why | want to get moving.

All right. Let's see the cash our old pal Mats left us.

Miatook out the little wad of bills and looked at them uncomprehendingly.

Take the one that says Jackson.

|. .. Embarrassment.Ican't read .

Let mecome forward. I'llread it .

No!



All right, all right, calm down. It's the guy with the long white hair combed back kind of
like Elvis..

Idon't know this Elvis—

Never mind, it's that one right on top. Good. Now put the rest of the cash back in your
pocket, nice and safe. Hold the twenty in the palm of your hand. Okay, we're blowing this
pop-stand.

What's a pop-stand?

Mia, shut up.

SIXTEEN

When they re-entered the lobby — walking slowly, on legs that tingled with pins and
needles — Susannah was margin- ally encouraged to see that itwas dusk outside. She
hadn't succeeded in burning up the entire day, it seemed, but she'd gotten rid of most of it.

The lobby was busy but no longer frantic. The beautiful Eurasian girl who'd checked
her/them in was gone, her shift finished. Under the canopy, two new men in green
monkeysuits were whistling up cabs for folks, many of whom were wearing tuxedos or
long sparkly dresses.

Going out to parties,Susannah said.Or maybe the theater.

Susannah, | care not. Do we need to get one of the yellow vehi- cles from one of the men
in the green suits?

No. We'll get a cab on the corner . . .
Do you say so?

Oh, quit with the suspicion. You'retaking your kid to either itsdeath or yours, I'm sure of
that, but | recognize your intention to do well and I'll keep my promise. Yes, | do say so.

All right.
Without another word — certainly none of apology —Mialeft the hotel, turned right,

and began walking back toward Second Avenue,2 Hammarskjold Plaza, and the beautiful
song of the rose.



SEVENTEEN

On the corner of Second and Forty-sixth, a metal waggon of faded red was parked at the
curb. The curb was yellow at this point, and a man in ablue suit — a Guard o' the Watch,
by his sidearm — seemed to be discussing that fact with atall, white-bearded man.

Inside of her, Miafelt aflurry of startled movement.
Susannah? What is it?

That man!

The Guard o' the Watch? Him?

No, the one with the beard! He looks almost exactly like Henchick! Henchick of the
Manni! Do you not see?

Mianeither saw nor cared. She gathered that although parking waggons aong the
yellow curb was forbidden, and the man with the beard seemed to understand this, he il
would not move. He went on setting up easels and then putting pictures on them. Mia
sensed thiswas an old argu- ment between the two men.

"I'm gonna have to give you aticket, Rev."
"Do what you need to do, Officer Benzyck. God loves you."
"Good. Delighted to hear it. Asfor the ticket, you'll tear it up. Right?"

"Render unto Caesar the things that are Caesar's; ren- der unto God those things that are
God's. So says the Bible, and blessed be the Lord's Holy Book."

"I can get behind that," said Benzyck o' the Watch. He pulled athick pad of paper from
his back pocket and began to scribble on it. This also had the feel of an old ritual. "But let
me tell you something, Harrigan — sooner or later City Hall is gonna catch up to your
action, and they're gonna ren- der unto your scofflaw holyrollin'ass. | only hope I'm there
when it happens.”

He tore a sheet from his pad, went over to the metal waggon, and slipped the paper
beneath a black window-dlider resting on the waggon's glass front.

Susannah, amused:He's gettin a ticket. Not the first one, either, from the sound.



Mia, momentarily diverted in spite of herself:What doesit say on the side of hiswaggon,
Susannah?

There was a dlight shift as Susannacame partwayforward, and the sense of a squint. It
was a strange sensation for Mia, like having atickle deep in her head.

Susannah, still sounding amused: It sayschurch of the holy god-bomb, Rev. Earl
Harrigan. It also says your contribu- tions WILL BE REWARDED IN HEAVEN.

What's heaven?

Another name for the clearing at the end of the path.

Ah.

Benzyck o' the Watch was strolling away with his hands clasped behind his back, his
considerabl e ass bunching beneath his blue uniform trousers, his duty done. The Rev.
Harrigan, meanwhile, was adjusting his easels. The picture on one showed a man being let
out of jail by afellow in awhite robe. The whiterobe's head was glowing. The picture on
the other showed the whiterobe turning away from amonster with red skin and hornson his
head. The monster with the horns looked pissed like a bear at sai Whiterobe.

Susannah, isthat red thing how the folk of this world see the Crimson King?

Susannah:| guess so. It's Satan, if you care —lord of the underworld. Have the god-guy
get you a cab, why don't you? Use the turtle.

Again, suspicious (Mia apparently couldn't help it):Do you say so?
Say true! Aye! Say Jesus Christ, woman!

All right, all right.Mia sounded a bit embarrassed. She walked toward Rev. Harrigan,
pulling the scrimshaw turtle out of her pocket.

EIGHTEEN

What she needed to do cameto Susannah in aflash. She withdrew from Mia (if the woman
couldn't get ataxi with the help of that magic turtle, she was hopeless) and with her eyes
sgueezed shut visualized the Dogan. When she opened them, she was there. She grabbed
the microphone she'd used to call Eddie and depressed the toggle.



"Harrigan!" she said into the mike. "Reverend Earl Harrigan! Are you there? Do you
read me, sugar?Do you read me? "

NINETEEN

Rev. Harrigan paused in his labors long enough to watch a black woman — one
fine-struttin honey, too, praise God — get into a cab. The cab drove off. He had alot to do
before beginning his nightly sermon — his little dance with Officer Benzyck was only the
opening gun — but he stood there watching the cab's taillights twinkle and dwindle, just
the same.

Had something just happened to him?
Had...? Wasit possiblethat . . .?

Rev. Harrigan fell to his knees on the sidewalk, quite oblivious of the pedestrians
passing by (just as most were oblivious of him). He clasped his big old praise-God hands
and raised them to his chin. He knew the Bible said that praying was a private thing best
donein one's closet, and he'd spent plenty of time getting kneebound in his own, yes Lord,
but he also believed God wanted folks to see what a praying man looked like from time to
time, because most of them — sayGawd! — had forgotten what that looked like. And there
was no better, nonicer place to speak with God than right here on the corner of Second and
Forty-sixth. There was a singing here, clean and sweet. It uplifted the spirit, clarified the
mind . . . and, just incidentally, clarified the skin, aswell. Thiswasn't the voice of God, and
Rev. Harrigan was not so blasphemously stupid asto think it was, but he had an ideathat it
was angels. Y es, sayGawd, sayGawd-bomb, the voice of the ser-a-phim!

"God, did you just drop alittle God-bomb on me? | want to ask was that voice | just
heard yours or mine own?"

No answer. So many times there was no answer. He would ponder this. In the meantime,
he had asermon to pre- parefor. A show to do, if you wanted to be perfectly vulgar about it.

Rev. Harrigan went to his van, parked at the yellow curb as always, and opened the back
doors. Then he took out the pamphlets, the silk-covered collection plate which he'd put
beside him on the sidewalk, and the sturdy wooden cube. The soapbox upon which he
would stand, could you raise up high and shout hallelujah?

And yes, brother, while you wereright at it, could you give amen?



STAVE:Commala-come-ken
It's the other one again.
Y ou may know her name and face

But that don't make her your friend.
RESPONSE:Commala-come-ten !
Sheisnot your friend!

If you let her get too close

Shell cut you up again.
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By the time they reached the little shopping center in the town of Bridgton — a
supermarket, alaundry, and a surpris- ingly &rge drugstore — both Roland and Eddie
sensed it: not just the singing, but the gathering power. It lifted them up like some crazy,
wonderful elevator. Eddie found himself thinking of Tinkerbell's magic dust and Dumbo's
magic feather. Thiswaslike drawing near the rose and yet not like that. There was no sense
of holiness or sanctification in this little New England town, butsomething was going on
here, and it was powerful.

Driving here from East Stoneham, following the signs to Bridgton from back road to
back road, Eddie had sensed something else, as well: the unbelievablecrispness of this
world. The summer-green depths of the pine forests had avalidity he had never
encountered before, never even sus- pected. The birds which flew across the sky fair
stopped his breath for wonder, even the most common sparrow. The very shadows on the
ground seemed to have a velvety thickness, as if you could reach down, pick them up, and
carry them away under your arm like pieces of carpet, if you so chose.

At some point, Eddie asked Roland if he felt any of this.
"Yes," Roland said. "l fedl it, seeit, hear it . . . Eddie, Itouch it."

Eddie nodded. He did, too. Thisworld was real beyond reality. It was . . .anti -todash.
That was the best he could do. And they were very much in the heart of the Beam. Eddie
could feel it carrying them on like ariver rushing down a gorge toward a waterfall.

"But I'm afraid,” Roland said. "I feel as though we're approaching the center of
everything — the Tower itself, mayhap. It's asif, after al these years, the quest itself has
become the point for me, and the end is frightening.”

Eddie nodded. He could get behind that. Certainly he was afraid. If it wasn't the Tower
putting out that stupendous force, then it was some potent and terrible thing akin to the rose.
But not quite the same. Atwin to the rose? That could be right.

Roland looked out at the parking lot and the people who came and went beneath a
summer sky filled with fat, slow-floating clouds, seemingly unaware that the whole world
was singing with power around them, and that all the clouds flowed a ong the same ancient
pathway in the heavens. They were unaware of their own beauty.

The gundlinger said, "I used to think the most terrible thing would be to reach the Dark
Tower and find the top room empty. The God of all universes either dead or nonexistent in
thefirst place. But now . . . suppose thereis someone there, Eddie? Someone in charge who
turnsout to be. . ." He couldn't finish.

Eddie could. "Someone who turns out to be just another bumhug? Is that it? God not
dead but feeble-minded and malicious?"

Roland nodded. Thiswas not, in fact, precisely what he was afraid of, but he thought



Eddie had at |east come close.
"How can that be, Roland? Considering what we feel ?"
Roland shrugged, asif to say anything could be.
"In any case, what choice do we have?"
"None," Roland said bleakly. "All things serve the Beam."

Whatever the great and singing force was, it seemed to be coming from the road that ran
west from the shopping center, back into the woods. Kansas Road, according to the sign,
and that made Eddie think of Dorothy and Toto and Blaine the Mono.

He dropped the transmission of their borrowed Ford into Drive and started rolling
forward. His heart was beating in his chest with slow, exclamatory force. He wondered if
Moses had felt like this when he approached the burning bush which contained God. He
wondered if Jacob had felt like this, awakening to find a stranger, both radiant and fair, in
his camp — the angel with whom he would wrestle. He thought that they probably had. He
felt sure that another part of their journey was about to come to an end — another answer
lay up ahead.

God living on Kansas Road, in the town of Bridgton, Maine? It should have sounded
crazy, but didn't.

Just don't strike me dead,Eddie thought, and turned west.l need to get back to my
sweetheart, so please don't strike me dead, whoever or whatever you are.

"Man, I'm so scared,” he said.

Roland reached out and briefly grasped his hand.

TWO

Three miles from the shopping center, they came to a dirt road which struck off into the
pine trees on their |eft. There had been other byways, which Eddie had passed without
slowing from the steady thirty miles an hour he had been maintaining, but at this one he
stopped.

Both front windows were down. They could hear the wind in the trees, the grouchy call
of a crow, the not-too-distant buzz of a powerboat, and the rumble of the Ford's engine.
Except for a hundred thousand voices singing in rough harmony, those were the only



sounds. The sign mark- ing the turnoff said no more than private drive. Neverthe- less,
Eddie was nodding.

"Thisisit."

"Yes, | know. How's your leg?"

"Hurts. Don't worry about it. Are we gonna do this?’

"Wehaveto," Roland said. 'Y ou wereright to bring us here. What's here is the other half
ofthis. " Hetapped the paper in his pocket, the one conveying ownership of the vacant lot to
the Tet Corporation.

"Y ou think this guy King is the rose's twin."

"You say true." Roland smiled at his own choice of words. Eddie thought he'd rarely
seen one so sad. "We've picked up the Calaway of talking, haven't we? Jake first, then all
of us. But that will fall away."

"Further to go," Eddie said. It wasn't a question.

"Aye, and it will be dangerous. Still . . . maybe nothing so dangerous as this. Shall we
roll?"

"In aminute. Roland, do you remember Susannah mentioning a man named Moses
Carver?"

"A stem .. .whichisto say aman of affairs. Hetook over her father's business when sai
Holmes died, am | correct?’

"Y eah. He was also Suze's godfather. She said he could be trusted completely.
Remember how mad she got at Jake and me when we suggested he might have stolen the
company's money?"

Roland nodded.

"I trust her judgment,” Eddie said. "What about you?'

"Yes."

"If Carveris honest, we might be able to put him in charge of the things we need to
accomplish in thisworld."

None of this seemed terribly important compared to the force Eddiefelt rising al around
him, but he thought it was. They might only have one chance to protect the rose now and
ensureits survival later. They had to do it right, and Eddie knew that meant heeding the



will of destiny.
In aword, ka.

"Suze says Holmes Dental was worth eight or ten mil- lion when you snatched her out of
New Y ork, Roland. If Carver'sas good as | hope heis, the company might be worth twelve
or fourteen million by now."

"That'salot?'

"Delah," Eddie said, tossing his open hand at the hori- zon, and Roland nodded. "It
sounds funny to talk about using the profits from some kind of dental process to save the
viniverse, but that'sjust what lamtalking about. And the money the tooth-fairy left her may
only be the beginning. Microsoft, for instance. Remember me mentioning that name to
Tower?'

Roland nodded. "Slow down, Eddie.Calm down,| beg."
"I'm sorry," Eddie said, and pulled in a deep breath.

"It'sthis place. The singing. Thefaces. . . do you see the faces in the trees? In the
shadows?"

"I see them very well."

"It makes mefed alittle crazy. Bear with me. What I'm talking about is merging Holmes
Dental and the Tet Cor- poration, then using our knowledge of the future to turn it into one
of the richest combinations in the history of the world. Resources to equal those of the
Sombra Corpora- tion . . . or maybe North Central Positronics itself.”

Roland shrugged, then lifted ahand asif to ask how Eddie could talk about money while
in the presence of the immense force flowing along the barrel of the Beam and through
them, lifting the hair from the napes of their necks, making their sinuses tingle, turning
every woodsy shadow into awatching face. . . asif amultitude had gathered here to watch
them play out a crucial scenein their drama.

"I know how you feel, but itmatters, " Eddie insisted. "Believe me, it does. Suppose, for
instance, we were to grow fast enough to buy out North Central Positronics before it can
riseas aforcein thisworld? Roland, we might be able to turn it, the way you can turn even
the biggest river with no more than a single spade up in its headwaters, whereit'sonly a
trickle.

At this Roland's eyes gleamed. "Take it over," he said. "Turn its purpose from the
Crimson King'sto our own. Y es, that might be possible.”

"Whether itisor isn't, we have to remember that we're not just playing for1977, or1987



where | came from, or1999 , where Suze went." In that world, Eddie realized, Calvin
Tower might be dead and Aaron Deepneau would be for sure, their final action in the Dark
Tower's drama— saving Donald Callahan from the Hitler Brothers — long finished.
Swept from the stage, both of them. Into the clearing at the end of the path along with
Gasher and Hoots, Benny Slight-man, Susan Delgado

(Calla, Callahan, Susan, Susannah)

and the Tick-Tock Man, even Blaine and Patricia. Roland and his ka-tet would also pass
into that clearing, beit early or late. In the end — if they were fantastically lucky and
suicidally brave — only the Dark Tower would stand. If they could nip North Central
Positronicsin the bud, they might be able to save all the Beamsthat had been broken. Even
if they failed at that, two Beams might be enough to hold the Tower in place: therosein
New Y ork and a man named Stephen King in Maine. Eddie's head had no proof that this
was indeed the case.. . . but his heart believed it.

"What we're playing for, Roland, is the ages."

Roland made afist and thumped it lightly on the dusty dashboard of John Cullum's old
Ford and nodded.

"Anything can go onthat lot, you realize that?Any- thingA building, apark, amonument,
The National Gramophone Institute. As long as the rose stays. This guy Carver can make
the Tet Corporation legal, maybe working with Aaron Deepneau — "

"Yes," Roland said. "l liked Deepneau. He had atrue face."

Eddie thought so, too. "Anyway, they can draw up legal papersthat take care of the rose
— the rose always stays, no matter what. And I've got afeeling that it
will.2007 ,2057 ,2525 ,3700. . . hell, the year19,000. . . | think it'll always be there.
Because it may be fragile, but | think it's also immor- tal. We have to do it right while we
have the chance, though. Because this is the key world. In this one you never get a chance
to whittle alittle more if the key doesn't turn. In thisworld | don't think there are any
do-overs.”

Roland considered this, then pointed to the dirt road leading into the trees. Into a forest
of watching faces and singing voices. A harmonium of all that filled life with worth and
meaning, that held to the truth, that acknowl- edged the White. "And what about theman
who lives at the end of thisroad, Eddie? If heisaman.”

"I think heis, and not just because of what John Cullum said. It'swhat | feel here." Eddie
patted his chest above the heart.

"Sodol."

"Do you say so, Roland?"



"Aye, | do. Isheimmortal, do you think? Because I've seen much in my years, and heard
rumors of much more, but never of a man or woman who lived forever."

"I don't think he needs to be immortal. | think all he needs to do iswrite the right story.
Because some storiesdo live forever."

Understanding lit up Roland's eyes.At last, Eddie thought. At last he seesiit.

But how long had it taken him to see it himself, and then to swallow it? God knew he
should have been ableto, after all the other wonders he'd seen, and yet still thislast step had
eluded him. Even discovering that Pere Callahan had seemingly sprung alive and breathing
from afiction called Salem's Lot hadn't been enough to take him that last crucia step. What
had finally done it was finding out that Co-Op City was in the Bronx, not Brooklyn. In this
world, at least. Which was the only world that mattered.

"Maybe he's not at home," Roland said as around them the whole world waited. "Maybe
this man who made usis not at home."

"You know heis."

Roland nodded. And the old light had dawned in his eyes, light from afire that had never
gone out, the one that had lit his way along the Beam all the way from Gilead.

"Then drive on!" he cried hoarsely. "Drive on, for your father's sake! If he's God — our
God — I'd look Him in the eye and ask Him the way to the Tower!"

"Would you not ask him the way to Susannah, first?"

As soon as the question was out of his mouth, Eddie regretted it and prayed the
gunslinger would not answer it.

Roland didn't. He only twirled the remaining fingers on his right hand: Go, go.
Eddie put the gearshift of Cullum's Ford into Drive and turned onto the dirt road. He
drove them into a great singing force that seemed to go through them like awind, turning

them into something as insubstantial as athought, or adream in the head of some sleeping
god.

THREE

A quarter of amilein, the road forked. Eddie took the left-hand branch, athough the sign



pointing that way said row-den, not king. The dust raised by their passage hung in the
rearview mirror. The singing was a sweet din, pouring through him like liquor. His hair
was still standing up at the roots, and his muscles were trembling. Called upon to draw his
gun, Eddie thought he would probably drop the damned thing. Even if he managed to hold
onto it, aming would be impossible. He didn't know how the man they were looking for
could live so close to the sound of that singing and eat or sleep, let alone write stories. But
of course King wasn't justcloseto the sound; if Eddie had it right, King was thesour ce ofthe
sound.

But if he has a family, what about them? And even if he doesn't, what about the
neighbors?

Here was a driveway on the right, and —

"Eddie, stop." It was Roland, but not sounding the least bit like himself. His Callatan
was thin paint over an immense pallor.

Eddie stopped. Roland fumbled at the doorhandle on his side, couldn't make it work,
levered himself out the win- dow all the way to hiswaist irstead (Eddie heard the chink his
belt buckle made on the chrome strip which faced the window-well), and then vomited
onto the oggan. When he fell back into the seat, he looked both exhausted and exalted. The
eyes which rolled to meet Eddie's were blue, ancient, glittering. "Drive on.”

"Roland, are you sure — "

Roland only twirled hisfingers, looking straight out through the Ford's dusty
windshield.Go, go. For your father's sake!

Eddie drove on.

FOUR

It was the sort of house real-estate agents call aranch. Eddie wasn't surprised. Whatdid
surprise him alittle was how modest the place was. Then he reminded himself that not
every writer was arich writer, and that probably went double foryoung writers.Some sort of
typo had apparently made his second novel quite the catch among bibliomaniacs, but Eddie
doubted if King ever saw acommission on that sort of thing. Or royalties, if that was what
they called it.

Still, the car parked in the turnaround driveway was a new-looking Jeep Cherokeewith a
nifty Indian stripe run- ning up the side, and that suggested Stephen King wasn't exactly
starving for his art, either. There was awooden jun- gle gym in the front yard with alot of



plastic toys scattered around it. Eddie's heart sank at the sight of them. One lesson which
the Calla had taught exquisitely was that kids com- plicated things. The ones living here
werdittle kids, from the look of the toys. And to them comes a pair of men wearing hard
calibers. Men who were not, at this point in time, strictly in their right minds.

Eddie cut the Ford's engine. A crow cawed. A power- boat— bigger than the one they'd
heard earlier, from the sound — buzzed. Beyond the house, bright sun glinted on blue
water. And the voices sangCome, come, come-come-commala.

There was a clunk as Roland opened his door and got out, slewing alittle as he did so:
bad hip, dry twist. Eddie got out on legs that felt as numb as sticks.

"Tabby? That you?"

This from around the right side of the house. And now, running ahead of the voice and
the man who owned the voice, came a shadow. Never had Eddie seen one that so filled him
with terror and fascination. He thought, and with absolute certainty: Yonder comes my
maker. Yonder is he, aye, say true. And the voices sang,Commal a-come-three, he who
made me.

"Did you forget something, darling?' Only the last word came out in a downeast
drawl,daaa-lin, the way John Cullum would have said it. And then came the man of the
house, then came he. He saw them and stopped. He sawRoland and stopped. The singing
voices stopped with him, and the powerboat's drone seemed to stop aswell. For amoment
the wholeworld hung on ahinge. Then the man turned and ran. Not, however, before Eddie
saw the terrible thunder- struck lookof recognition on his face.

Roland was after him in aflash, like a cat after a bird.

FIVE

But sai King was aman, not abird. He couldn't fly, and there was really nowhere to run.
The side lawn sloped down amild hill broken only by a concrete pad that might have been
the well or some kind of sewage-pumping device. Beyond the lawn was a postage
stamp-sized bit of beach, littered with more toys. After that came the lake. The man
reached the edge of it, splashed into it, then turned so awkwardly he almost fell down.

Roland skidded to a stop on the sand. He and Stephen King regarded each other. Eddie
stood perhaps ten yards behind Roland, watching both of them. The singing had begun
again, and so had the buzzing drone of the power- boat. Rrhaps they had never stopped, but
Eddie believed he knew better.



The man in the water put his hands over hiseyeslikeachild. 'Y ou're not there," he said.

"I am, sal." Roland's voice was both gentle and filled with awe. "Take your hands from
your eyes, Stephen of Bridgton. Take them down and see me very well."

"Maybe I'm having a breakdown," said the man in the water, but he slowly dropped his
hands. He was wearing thick glasses with severe black frames. One bow had been mended
with abit of tape. His hair was either black or avery dark brown. The beard was definitely
black, the first threads of white in it startling in their brilliance. He was wearing bluejeans
below atee-shirt that saidthe ramones androcket to Russia andgabba-gabba-hey . He
looked like starting to run to middle-aged fat, but he wasn't fat yet. He wastall, and as
ashy-pale as Roland. Eddie saw with no real surprise that Stephen Kinglooked like Roland.
Given the age difference they could never be mistaken for twins, but father and son? Y es.
Eadly.

Roland tapped the base of histhroat three times, then shook his head. It wasn't enough. It
wouldn't do. Eddie watched with fascination and horror as the gunslinger sank to his knees
amid the litter of bright plastic toys and put his curled hand against his brow.

"Hile, tale-spinner,” he said. "Comes to you Roland Deschain of Gilead that was, and
Eddie Dean of New Y ork. Will you open to us, if we open to you?'

King laughed. Given the power of Roland's words, Eddie found the sound shocking.
"I ... man, this can't be happening.” And then, to himself: "Can it?"

Roland, still on his knees, went on as if the man stand- ing in the water had neither
laughed nor spoken. "Do you see us for what we are, and what we do?"

"You'd be gunslingers, if you were real.” King peered at Roland through his thick
gpectacles. "Gunslingers seeking the Dark Tower."

That'sit,Eddie thought as the voices rose and the sun shimmered on the blue water. That
nailsit.

"You say true, sai. We seek aid and succor, Stephen of Bridgton. Will'ee giveit?"

"Mister, | don't know who your friend is, but asfor you . . . man, Imade you. Y ou can't be
standingther e because the only place you really exist ishere. " He thumped afist to the
center of hisforehead, asif in parody of Roland. Then he pointed to his house. His
ranch-style house. "And in there. Y ou'rein there, too, | guess. In adesk drawer, or maybe a
box in the garage. Y ou're unfinished business. | haven't thought of youin...in..."

His voice had grown thin. Now he began to sway like someone who hears faint but
delicious music, and his knees buckled. He fell.

"Roland!" Eddie shouted, at last plunging forward. "Man's had a fucking heart attack!"



Already knowing (or perhaps only hoping) better. Because the singing was as strong as
ever. The facesin the trees and shadows as clear.

The gunslinger was bending down and grasping King —who had aready begun to
thrash weakly — under the arms. "He's but fainted. And who could blame him? Help me
get him into the house."

SIX

The master bedroom had a gorgeous view of thelake and ahideous purple rug on thefloor.
Eddie sat on the bed and watched through the bathroom door as King took off his wet
sneakers and outer clothes, stepping between the door and the tiled bathroom wall for a
moment to swap his wet under-shorts for adry pair. He hadn't objected to Eddie following
him into the bedroom. Since coming to — and he'd been out for no more than thirty
seconds — he had displayed an amost eerie calm.

Now he came out of the bathroom and crossed to the bureau. "Isthisapractical joke?" he
asked, rummaging for dry jeans and a fresh tee-shirt. To Eddie, King's house said money
— some, at least. God knew what the clothes said. "Is it something Mac McCutcheon and
Floyd Calderwood dreamed up?"

"I don't know those men, and it's no joke."

"Maybe not, but that man can't be real." King stepped into the jeans. He spoke to Eddie
in areasonable tone of voice. "I mean, Iwrote about him!"

Eddie nodded. "I kind of figured that. But he's readjust the same. I've been running with
him for — " How long? Eddie didn't know. " — for awhile," he finished. "Y ou wrote about
him but not me?"

"Do you fed left out?”

Eddielaughed, but in truth hedid feelleft out. A little, anyway. Maybe King hadn't gotten
to him yet. If that was the case, he wasn't exactly safe, was he?

"This doesn'tfeel likea breakdown,” King said, "but | suppose they never do."

"Y ou're not having a breakdown, but | have some sym- pathy for how you feel, sai. That
man —"

"Roland. Roland of . . . Gilead?'



"You say true."

"I don't know if | had the Gilead part or not," King said. "I'd have to check the pages, if1
could find them. But it'sgood. Asin Thereisno bamin Gilead.'"

"I'm not following you."

"That's okay, neither am I." King found cigarettes, Pall Malls, on the bureau and lit one.
"Finish what you were going to say."

"He dragged me through a door between thisworld and hisworld. | also felt like | was
having a breakdown." It hadn't been this world from which Eddie had been dragged, close
but no cigar, and he'd been jonesing for heroin at the time — jonesing bigtime — but the
situation was complicated enough without adding that stuff. Still, there was one ques- tion
he had to ask before they rejoined Roland and the real palaver began.

"Tell me something, sai King — do you know where Co-Op City is?"

King had been transferring his coins and keys from his wet jeans to the dry ones, right
eye squinted shut against the smoke of the cigarette tucked in the corner of his mouth. Now
he stopped and looked at Eddie with his eyebrows raised. "Is this atrick question?’

"No."

"And you won't shoot me with that gun you're wearing if | get it wrong?'

Eddie smiled alittle. King wasn't an unlikable cuss, for agod. Then he reminded himself
that God had killed hislit- tle sister, using adrunk driver as atool, and his brother Henry as
well. God had made Enrico Balazar and burned Susan Delgado at the stake. His smile
faded. But he said, "No one's getting shot here, sai.”

"In that case, | believe Co-Op City'sin Brooklyn. Where you come from, judging by
your accent. So do | win the Fair-Day Goose?"

Eddie jerked like someone who's been poked with a pin. "What?"

"Just athing my mother used to say. When my brother Dave and | did all our chores and
got em right the first time, she'd say 'Y ou boys win the Fair-Day Goose.' It was ajoke. So
do | win the prize?"

"Yes," Eddie said. "Sure."

King nodded, then butted out his cigarette. "Y ou're an okay guy. It's your pal | don't
much care for. And never did. | think that's part of the reason | quit on the story."

That startled Eddie again, and he got up from the bed to cover it. "Quiton it?"



"Yeah.The Dark Tower, it was called. It was gonna be myLord of the Rings,
myGor menghast, my you-name-it. One thing about being twenty-two is that you're never
short of ambition. It didn't take me long to see that it was just too big for my little brain.
Too... I don'tknow ... outré? That'sasgood aword asany, | guess. Also," he added dryly,
"I lost the outline.”

"Y ou didwhat ?'

"Sounds crazy, doesn't it? But writing can be a crazy deal. Did you know that Ernest
Hemingway once lost a whole book of short stories on atrain?"

"Really?"

"Really. He had no back-up copies, no carbons. Just poof, gone. That's sort of what
happened to me. One fine drunk night — or maybe | was done up on mescaline, | can no
longer remember — | did acomplete outline for thisfive-or ten-thousand-page fantasy epic.
It was a good outline, | think. Gave the thing some form. Some style. And then | lost it.
Probably flew off the back of my motorcycle when | was coming back from some fucking
bar. Nothing like that ever happened to me before. I'm usually careful about my work, if
nothing else.”

"Uh-huh," Eddie said, and thought of askingDid you happen to see any guysin loud
clothes, the sort of guys who drive flashy cars, around the time you lost it? Low men, not to
put too fine a point on it? Anyonewith ared mark on hisor her forehead? The sort of thing
that looks a little like a circle of blood? Any indications,in short, that someone stoleyour
outline'? Someone who might have an interest in making sure The Dark Towernever gets
fin- ished?

"Let's go out to the kitchen. We need to palaver." Eddie just wished he knew what they
were supposed to palaverabout. Whatever it was, they had better get it right, because this
was the rea world, the one in which there were no do-overs.

SEVEN

Roland had no idea of how to stock and then start the fancy coffee-maker on the counter,
but he found a battered coffee pot on one of the shelves that was not much different from
the one Alain Johns had carried in his gunnalong ago, when three boys had come to Mejis
to count stock. Sai King's stoveran on electricity, but achild could have figured out how to
make the burners work. When Eddie and King came into the kitchen, the pot was
beginning to get hot.



"I don't use coffee, mysdlf,” King said, and went to the cold-box (giving Roland awide
berth). "And | don't ordi- narily drink leer before five, but | believe that today I'll make an
exception. Mr. Dean?'

"Coffeell do mefine."
"Mr. Gilead?"
"It's Deschain, sai King. I'll also have the coffee, and say thank ya."

Thewriter opened a can by using the built-in ring in the top (a device that struck Roland
as superficialy clever and almost moronically wasteful). There was a hiss, fol- lowed by
the pleasant smell:

(commala-come-come)

of yeast and hops. King drank down at least half the can at a go, wiped foam out of his
mustache, then put the can on the counter. He was still pale, but seemingly composed and
in possession of his faculties. The gunslinger thought he was doing quite well, at least so
far. Was it possible that, in some of the deeper ranges of his mind and heart, King had
expected their visit? Had been waiting for them?

"You have awife and children,” Roland said. "Where are they?"

"Tabby's folks live up north, near Bangor. My daughter's been spending the last week
with her nanna and poppa. Tabby took our youngest — Owen, he's just a baby — and
headed that way about an hour ago. I'm supposed to pick up my other son— Joe—in..."
He checked hiswatch. "In just about an hour. | wanted to finish my writing, so thistime
we're taking both cars.”

Roland considered. It might be true. It was amost cer- tainly King's way of telling them
that if anything happened to him, he would be missed in short order.

"I can't believe thisis happening. Have | said that enough to be annoying yet? In any
case, it's too much like one of my own stories to be happening.”

"Like 'Salem's Lot, for instance," Eddie suggested.

King raised his eyebrows. "So you know about that. Do they have the Literary Guild
wherever you came from?' He downed the rest of his beer. He drank, Roland thought, like
amanwith agift for it. "A couple of hours ago there were sirensway over on the other side
of the lake, plus abig plume of smoke. | could see it from my office. At the time | thought
it was probably just a grassfire, maybe in Harrison or Stoneham, but now | wonder. Did
that have anything to do with you guys? It did, didn't it?"

Eddiesaid, "He'swriting it, Roland. Or was. He says he stopped. But it's calledThe Dark



Tower. So he knows."

King smiled, but Roland thought he looked really, deeply frightened for the first time.
Setting aside that initial moment when he'd come around the corner of the house and seen
them, that was. When he'd seen his creation.

Isthat what | am? His creation?

It felt wrong and right in equal measure. Thinking about it made Roland's head ache and
his stomach feel dippery all over again.

"'He knows," King said. "I don't like the sound of that, boys. In a story, when someone
says 'He knows,' the next lineis usually ‘Well haveto kill him." "

"Believe mewhen | tell you this,” Roland said. He spoke with great emphasis. "Killing
you isthe last thing we'd ever want to do, sai King. Your enemies are our enemies, and
those who would help you along your way are our friends."

"Amen," Eddie said.

King opened his cold-box and got another beer. Roland saw a great many of them in

there, standing to frosty atten- tion. More cans of beer than anything else. "In that case," he
said, "you better call me Steve."

EIGHT

"Tell usthe story with meinit,” Roland invited.

King leaned against the kitchen counter and the top of his head caught a shaft of sun. He
took asip of hisbeer and considered Roland's question. Eddie saw it then for thefirst time,
very dim — acontrast to the sun, perhaps. A dusty black shadow, something swaddled
around the man. Dim. Barely there. But there. Like the darkness you saw hiding behind
things when you traveled todash. Was that it? Eddie didn't think so.

Barely there.

But there.

"Y ou know," King said, "I'm not much good at telling stories. That sounds like a paradox,
but it's not; it's the rea- son | write them down."

Isit Roland he talks like, or me?Eddie wondered. He couldn't tell. Much later on he'd



realize that King talked likeall of them, even Rosa Munoz, Pere Callahan's woman of work
inthe Calla.

Then the writer brightened. "Tell you what, why don't | seeif | can find the manuscript?
I've got four or five boxes of busted stories downstairs.Dark Towers got to be in one of
them."Busted. Busted stories. Eddie didn't care for the sound of that at al. "Y ou can read
someof it while | go get my lit- tleboy." He grinned, displaying big, crooked teeth. "Maybe
when | get back, you'll be gone and | can get to work on thinking you were never here at
al."

Eddie glanced at Roland, who shook his head slightly. On the stove, the first bubble of
coffee blinked in the pot's glass eye.

"Sal King— " Eddie began.
"Steve."

"Steve, then. We ought to transact our business now. Matters of trust aside, we'rein a
ripping hurry."

"Sure, sure, right, racing against time," King said, and laughed. The sound was
charmingly goofy. Eddie suspected that the beer was starting to do its work, and he
wondered if the man was maybe a juice-head. Impossible to tell for sure on such short
acquaintance, but Eddie thought some of the signs were there. He didn't remember awhole
hell of alot from high school English, but he did recall some teacher or other telling him
that writersreally liked to drink. Hem- ingway, Faulkner, Fitzgerald, "The Raven" guy.
Writers liked to drink.

"I'm not laughing at you guys,” King said. "It's actually against my religion to laugh at
men who are toting guns. It's just that in the sort of books | write, people are amost always
racing against time. Would you like to hear thefirst line of The Dark Tower? "

"Sure, if you remember it," Eddie said.

Roland said nothing, but his eyes gleamed bright under brows that were now threaded
with white.

"Oh, | remember it. It may be the best opening line | ever wrote." King set hisbeer aside,
then raised his hands with the first two fingers of each held out and bent, asif making
guotation marks. "'The man in black fled across the desert, and the gunslinger followed.’
The rest might have been puff and blow, but man, that was clean." He dropped his hands
and picked up his beer. "For the forty-third time, is this really happening?"

"Was the man in black's name Walter?' Roland asked.

King's beer tilted shy of his mouth and he spilled some down his front, wetting his fresh



shirt. Roland nodded, asif that was al the answer he needed.
"Don't faint on usagain," Eddie said, atrifle sharply. "Once was enough to impress me."

King nodded, took another sip of his beer, seemed to take hold of himself at the same
time. He glanced at the clock. "Are you gentlemen really going to let me pick up my son?"

"Yes," Roland said.

"You..." King paused to consider, then smiled. "Do you set your watch and your
warrant on it?"

With no smilein return, Roland said, "So | do."

"Okay, then,The Dark Tower, Reader's Digest Con- densed Book version. Keeping in
mind that oral story- telling isn't my thing, I'lldo the best I can.”

NINE

Roland listened as if worlds depended on it, as he was quite sure they did. King had begun
his version of Roland's life with the campfires, which had pleased the gunslinger because
they confirmed Walter's essential humanity. From there, King said, the story went back to
Roland's meeting with akind of shirttail farmer on the edge of the desert. Brown, his name
had been.

Life for your crop,Roland heard across an echo of years, andLife for your own. Hed
forgotten Brown, and Brown's pet raven, Zoltan, but this stranger had not.

"What | liked," King said, "was how the story seemed to be going backward. From a
purely technical standpoint, it was very interesting. | start with you in the desert, then slip
back a notch to you meeting Brown and Zoltan. Zoltan was named after afolk-singer and
guitarist I knew at the Uni- versity of Maine, by the way. Anyway, from the dweller's hut
the story slips back another notch to you coming into the town of Tull . . . named after a
rock group — "

"Jethro Tull," Eddie said. "Goddam of course! Iknew that name was familiar! What
about Z.Z. Top, Steve? Do you know them?* Eddie looked at King, saw the
incompre- hension, and smiled. "l guessit's not their when quite yet. Or if it isyou haven't
found out about them."

Roland twirled his fingers:Go on, go on. And gave Eddie alook that suggested he stop
interrupting.



"Anyway, from Roland coming into Tull, the story slips back another notch to tell how
Nort, the weed-eater, died and was resurrected by Walter. Y ou see what buzzed me about it,
don't you? The early part of it was al told in reverse gear. It was bass-ackwards.”

Roland had no interest in the technical aspects that seemed to fascinate King; this was
hislifethey weretalking about, after all, hislife, and to him it had al been moving for- ward.
At least until he'd reached the Western Sea, and the doors through which he had drawn his
traveling companions.

But Stephen King knew nothing of the doors, it seemed. He had written of the way
station, and Roland's meeting with Jake Chambers; he had written of their trek first into the
mountains and then through them; he had written of Jake's betrayal by the man he had
come to trust and to love.

King observed the way Roland hung his head during this part of the tale, and spoke with
odd gentleness. "No need to look so ashamed, Mr. Deschain. After all, | was the one who
made you do it."

But again, Roland wondered about that.

King had written of Roland's palaver with Walter in the dusty golgotha of bones, the
telling of the Tarot and the terrible vision Roland had had of growing right through the roof
of the universe. He had written of how Roland had awakened following that long night of
fortune-telling to find himself years older, and Walter nothing but bones. Finally, King said,
he'd written of Roland going to the edge of the water and sitting there. "You said, 'l loved
you, Jake' "

Roland nodded matter-of-factly. "I love him still."
"Y ou speak as though he actually exists."

Roland looked at him levelly. "Do | exist? Do you?'
King was silent.

"What happened then?' Eddie asked.

"Then,sefior, | ran out of story — or got intimidated, if you like that better — and
stopped.”

Eddie also wanted to stop. He could see the shadows beginning to lengthen in the
kitchen and wanted to get after Susannah before it was too late. He thought both he and
Roland had a pretty good idea of how to get out of this world, suspected Stephen King
himself could direct them to Turtle-back Lane in Lovell, where reality was thin and —
according to John Cullum, at least — the walk-ins had been plentiful of late. And King



would be happy to direct them. Happy to get rid of them. But they couldn’t go just yet, and
in spite of hisimpatience Eddie knew it.

"Y ou stopped because you lost your lineout,” Roland said.

"Outline. And no, not really." King had gone after his third beer, and Eddie thought it
was no wonder the man was getting pudgy in the middle; he'd already consumed the caloric
equivaent of aloaf of bread, and was starting on Loaf #2. "I hardly ever work from an
outline. Infact . . . don't hold meto this, but that might have been the only time. And it got
too big for me. Too strange. Alsoyou became a problem, sir or sai or whatever you call
yourself." King grimaced. "Whatever form of addressthat is, | didn't makeit up.”

"Not yet, anyway," Roland remarked.

"You started as aversion of Sergio Leone's Man With No Name."

"In the Spaghetti Westerns," Eddie said. "Jesus, of course! | watched a hundred of em at
the Majestic with my brother Henry, when Henry was still at home. | went by myself or

with this friend of mine, Chuggy Coter, when Henry was in the Nam. Those wereguy
flicks."

King was grinning. 'Y eah,” he said, "but my wife went ape for em, so go figure.”
"Cool on her!" Eddie exclaimed.

"Yeah, Tab'sacool kitty." Kinglooked back at Roland. "As The Man With No Name —
afantasy version of Clint Eastwood — you were okay. A lot of fun to partner up with."

"Isthat how you think of it?"

"Y es. But then you changed. Right under my hand. It got so | couldn't tell if you werethe
hero, the antihero, or no hero at all. When you let the kid drop, that was the capper.”

"Y ou said you made me do that."

Looking Roland straight in the eyes — blue meeting blue amid the endless choir of
voices— King said: "l lied, brother."

TEN

There was alittle pause while they all thought that over. Then King said, "Y ou started to
scare me, so | stopped writ- ing about you. Boxed you up and put you in adrawer and went



on to a series of short stories | sold to various men's magazines." He considered, then
nodded. "Things changed for me after | put you away, my friend, and for the better. |
started to sell my stuff. Asked Tabby to marry me. Not long after that | started a book
calledCarrie. It wasn't my first novel, but it was the first one | sold, and it put me over the
top. All that after saying goodbye Roland, so long, happy trailsto you. Then what happens?
| come around the corner of my house one day six or seven years later and see you standing
in my fucking driveway, big as Billy-be-damned, as my mother used to say. And all | can
say now isthat thinking you're a hallucination brought on by overwork is the most
optimistic conclusion | can draw. And | don't believe it. How can I?" King's voice was
rising, becoming reedy. Eddie didn't mistake it for fear; this was outrage. "How can |
believeit when | see the shadows you cast, the blood on your leg— " He pointed to Eddie.
"And the dust on your face?' Thistimeto Roland. "Y ou've taken away my goddam options,
and | canfeel my mind. .. | don't know ... tipping?Isthat theword? I think it is. Tipping."

"You didn't just stop,” Roland said, ignoring this last completely for the self-indulgent
nonsense it probably was.

"No?"

"I think telling storiesis like pushing something. Push- ing against uncreation itself,
maybe. And one day while you were doing that, you felt something pushing back."

King considered this for what seemed to Eddie like a very long time. Then he nodded.
'Y ou could beright. It was more than the usual going-dry feeling, for sure. I'm used to that,
although it doesn't happen as often asit used to. It's. . . | don't know, one day you just start
having less fun while you're sitting there, tapping the keys. Seeing less clearly. Getting less
of abuzz from tellingyour self thestory. And then, to make thingsworse, you get anew idea,
onethat's al bright and shiny, fresh off the showroom floor, not a scratch on her.
Completely unfucked-up by you, at least asof yet. And . .. well ..."

"And you felt something pushing back.” Roland spoke in the same utterly flat tone.

"Yeah." King's voice had dropped so low Eddie could barely hear him. "No trespassing.
Do not enter. High voltage." He paused. "Maybe evendanger of death ."

You wouldn't like that faint shadow | see swirling around you,Eddie thought.That black
nimbus. No, sai, | don't think you'd like that at all, and what am | seeing? The cigarettes?
The beer? Something el se addictive you maybe have a taste for? A car accident one drunk
night? And how far ahead? How many years?

He looked at the clock over the Kings' kitchen table and was dismayed to see that it was
quarter to four in the afternoon. "Roland, it's getting late. This man's got to get hiskid.”" And
we've got to find my wife before Mia has the baby they seem to be sharing and the Crimson
King has no more use for the Susannah part of her.

Roland said, "Just alittle more." And lowered his head without saying anything.



Thinking. Trying to decide which questions were the right questions. Maybe just one right
guestion. And it was important, Eddie knew it was, because they'd never be able to return
to the ninth day of July in the year1977 . They might be able to revisit that day in some
other world, but not in thisone. And would Stephen King exist in any of those other worlds?
Eddie thought maybe not.Probably not.

While Roland considered, Eddie asked King if the name Blaine meant anything special
to him.

"No. Not particularly."
"What about Lud?'

"Asin Luddites? They were some sort of machine-hating religious sect, weren't they?
Nineteenth century, | think, or they might have started even earlier. If I've got it right, the
ones in the nineteenth century would break into factories and bash the machinery to
pieces." He grinned, dis- playing those crooked teeth. "I guessthey were the Greenpeace of
their day.”

"Beryl Evans? That namering a bell?"

IINOlll

"Henchick? Henchick of the Manni?"

"No. What are the Manni?"

"Too complicated to go into. What about Claudiay Inez Bachman? That one mean anyth

King burst out laughing, startling Eddie. Startling King himself, judging from the ook
on hisface. "Dicky's wife!" he exclaimed. "How in the hell do you know about that?"

"I don't. Who's Dicky?'

"Richard Bachman. I've started publishing some of my earliest novels as paperback
originas, under apseudonym. Bachmanisit. One night when | was pretty drunk, | made up
awhole author bio for him, right down to how he beat adult-onset leukemia, hooray Dickie.
Anyway, Claudiashiswife. Claudialnez Bachman. They part, though . . . that | don't know
about.”

Eddiefelt asif ahuge invisible stone had suddenly rolled off his chest and out of his
life.Claudia Inez Bachman only had eighteen letters. So something had added they, and

why? To make nineteen, of course. Claudia Bachman was just aname. Claudiay Inez
Bachman, though . . .she was ka-tet.



Eddie thought they'd just gotten one of the things they'd come here for. Yes, Stephen
King had created them. At least he'd created Roland, Jake, and Father Callahan. Therest he
hadn't gotten to yet. And he had moved Roland like a piece on a chessboard: go to Tull,
Roland, sleep with Allie, Roland, chase Walter across the desert, Roland. But even as he
moved his main character along the board, so hadKing himself beenmoved. That one letter
added to the name of his pseudonym'swifeinsisted upon it. Something had wanted to make
Claudia Bachmannineteen. So —

"Steve."
"Yes, Eddie of New York." King smiled self-consciously.

Eddie could fed his heart beating hard in his chest. "What does the number nineteen
mean to you?"

King considered. Outside the wind soughed in the trees, the powerboats whined, and the
crow — or another —cawed. Soon along this lake would come the hour of barbe- cues, and
then maybe atrip to town and a band concert on the square, all in this best of all possible
worlds. Or just the one most real.

At last, King shook his head and Eddie let out afrus- trated breath.

"Sorry. It'saprime number, but that'sall | can come up with. Primes sort of fascinate me,
have ever since Mr. Soychak's Algebra | class at Lisbon High. And | think it'show old |
was when | met my wife, but she might dispute that. She has a disputatious nature.”

"What about ninety-nine?’

King thought it over, then ticked items off on hisfin- gers. "A hell of an age to be.
‘Ninety-nine years on the old rock-pile." A song called — | think — "The Wreck of Old
Ninety-nine.' Only it might be "The Wreck of theHesperus' I'm thinking about. 'Ninety-nine
bottles of beer on the wall, we took one down and passed it all around, and there were
ninety-eight bottles of beer.' Beyond that,nada. "

Thistimeit was King'sturn to look at the clock.

"If | don't leave soon, Betty Jonesisgoing to call to seeif | forgot lhave a son. And after
| get Joe I'm supposed to drive a hundred and thirty miles north, there's that. Which might
beeasierif | quit with the beer. And that, in turn, might be easier if | didn't have a couple of
armed spooks sit- ting in my kitche."

Roland was nodding. He reached down to his gunbelt, brought up a shell, and began to
roll it absently between the thumb and forefinger of hisleft hand. "Just one more ques- tion,
if it does ya. Then we'll go our course and let you go yours."

King nodded. "Ask it, then." He looked at his third can of beer, then tipped it down the



sink with an expression of regret.
"Wasit you wroteThe Dark Tower? "

To Eddie this question made no sense, but King's eyes|lit up and he smiled brilliantly.
"No!" hesaid. "Andif | ever do abook onwriting— and | probably could, it'swhat | taught
before | retired to do this— I'll say so. Not that, not any of them, not really. | know that
there are writers whodo write, but I'm not one of them. In fact, whenever | run out of
inspi- ration and resort to plot, the story I'm working on usually turnsto shit.”

"I don't have a clue what you're talking about," Eddie said.

"It'slike. .. hey, that's neat!"

The shell rolling back and forth between the gunslinger's thumb and forefinger had
jumped effortlessly to the backs of hisfingers, where it seemed to walk along Roland's
rippling knuckles.

"Yes," Roland agreed, "itis, isn't it?"

"It's how you hypnotized Jake at the way station. How you made him remember being
killed."

And Susan,Eddie thought.He hypnotized Susan the same way, only you don't know about
that yet, sai King. Or maybe you do. Maybe somewhere inside you know all of it.

"I'vetried hypnosis,” King said. "In fact, a guy got me up onstage at the Topsham Fair
when | was akid and tried to make me cluck like ahen. It didn't work. That was around the
time Buddy Holly died. And the Big Bopper. And RitchieValens. Todana! Ah, Discordial”

He suddenly shook his head asif to clear it, and looked up from the dancing shell to
Roland's face. "Did | say something just then?’

"No, sai." Roland looked down at the dancing shell —back and forth it went, and back
and forth — which quite naturally drew King's eyes back as well.

"What happens when you make a story?' Roland inquired. "Mystory, for instance?"

"It just comes," King said. His voice had grown faint. Bemused. "It blows into me —
that's the good part — and then it comes out when | move my fingers. Never from the head.
Comes out the navel, or somewhere. There was an edi- tor . . . | think it was Maxwell
Perkins.. . . who called Thomas Wolfe — "

Eddie knew what Roland was doing and knew it was probably abad ideato interrupt, but
he couldn't help it. "A rose," he said. "A rose, a stone, an unfound door."



King's face lighted with pleasure, but his eyes never lifted from the shell dancing along
the heddles of the gunslinger's knuckles. "Actually it's a stone, aleaf, adoor," he said. "But
| like rose even better."

He had been entirely captured. Eddie thought he could almost hear the sucking sound as
the man's conscious mind drained away. It occurred to him that something as simpleasa
ringing phone at this critical moment might change the whole course of existence. He got
up, and — moving quietly in spite of his stiff and painful leg— went to where it hung on
the wall. He twisted the cord in his fingers and applied pres- sure until it snapped.

"A rose, astone, an unfound door,” King agreed. "That could be Wolfe, all right.
Maxwell Perkins called him ‘adivine wind-chime.' O lost, and by the wind grieved! All the
forgotten faces! O Discordial”

"How does the story come to you, sai?' Roland asked quietly.

"I don't likethe New Agers. . . the crystal-wavers. . . al the it-don't-matter,
turn-the-pagers. . . but they call it chan- neling, and that's. . . how it feels. . . like something
inachannd . .."

"Or on abeam?' Roland asked.

"All things serve the Beam," the writer said, and sighed. The sound was terrible in its
sadness. Eddie felt his back prickle up in helpless waves of gooseflesh.

ELEVEN

Stephen King stood in a shaft of dusty afternoon sunlight. It lit his cheek, the curve of his
left eye, the dimple at the cor- ner of his mouth. It turned each white hair on the |eft side of
his beard into aline of light. Hestood in light, and that made the faint darkness around him
clearer. Hisrespiration had slowed to perhaps three or four breaths a minute.

"Stephen King," Roland said. "Do you see me?"
"Hile, gunslinger, | see you very well."
"When did you first see me?'

"Not until today."

Roland looked surprised at this, and alittle frustrated. It was clearly not the answer he
had expected. Then King went on.



"I saw Cuthbert, not you." A pause. "Y ou and Cuthbert broke bread and scattered it
benesath the gallows. That's in the part that's already written."

"Aye, so we did. When Hax the cook swung. We were but lads. Did Bert tell you that
tale?"

But King did not answer this. "l saw Eddie. | saw him very well." A pause. "Cuthbert
and Eddie are twins."

"Roland — " Eddie began in alow voice. Roland hushed him with a savage shake of the
head and put the bullet he'd used to hypnotize King on the table. King kept looking at the
place where it had been, asif he till saw it there. Prob- ably he did. Dust motes danced
around his dark and shaggy head of hair.

"Where were you when you saw Cuthbert and Eddie?"

"In the barn." King's voice dropped. His lips had begun to tremble. "Auntie sent me out
because we tried to run away."

"Who?"

"Me and my brother Dave. They caught us and brought us back. They said we were bad,
bad boys."

"And you had to go into the barn.”
"Y es, and saw wood."
"That was your punishment.”

"Yes." A tear welled in the corner of King's right eye. It slipped down his cheek to the
edge of hisbeard. "The chickens are dead.”

"The chickensin the barn?"

"Yes, them." More tears followed the first.

"What killed them?"

"Uncle Oren says it was avian flu. Their eyes are open. They're. . . alittle scary.”

Or perhaps more than just alittle, Eddie thought, judging by the tears and the pallor of
the man's cheeks.

"Y ou couldn't leave the barn?"



"Not until | saw my share of the wood. David did his. It's my turn. There are spidersin
the chickens. Spidersin their guts, little red ones. Like specks of red pepper. If they get on
me I'll catch the flu and die. Only then I'll come back."

"Why?"

"I'll be avampire. I'll be a slave tohim. His scribe, maybe. His pet writer."

"Whose?"

"The Lord of the Spiders. The Crimson King, Tower-pent."

"Christ, Roland," Eddie whispered. He was shuddering. What had they found here?
What nest had they exposed? "Sai King,Seve, how old were you — are you?"

"I'm seven." A pause. "l wet my pants. | don't want the spiders to bite me. The red
spiders. But thenyou came, Eddie, and | went free." He smiled radiantly, his cheeks
gleaming with tears.

"Are you asleep, Stephen?' Roland asked.

"Aye."

"Go deeper."

"All right."

"I'll count to three. On three you'll be as deep as you can go."

"All right."

"One...two...three." Onthree, King's head lolled for- ward. His chin rested on his
chest. A line of silver drool ran from his mouth and swung like a pendulum.

"So now we know something,” Roland said to Eddie. "Something crucial, maybe. He
was touched by the Crimson King when he was just a child, but it seems that we won him
over to our side. Oryou did, Eddie. Y ou and my old friend, Bert. In any case, it makes him
rather special.”

"I'd feel better about my heroismif | remembered it,” Eddie said. Then: "Y ou realize that
when this guy was seven, | wasn't even born?"

Roland smiled. "Kais awheel. Y ou've been turning on it under different names for a
long time. Cuthbert for one, it seems.”



"What's this about the Crimson King being
“Tower-pent'?"

"I have no idea."

Roland turned back to Stephen King. "How many times do you think the Lord of
Discordia hastried to kill you, Stephen? Kill you and halt your pen? Shut up your
trouble- some mouth? Since that first timan your aunt and uncle's barn?’

King seemed to try counting, then shook his head. "Delah,”" he said.Many.

Eddie and Roland exchanged a glance.

"And does someone always step in?' Roland asked.

"Nay, sai, never think it. I'm not helpless. Sometimes | step aside.”

Roland laughed at that — the dry sound of a stick bro- ken over aknee. "Do you know
what you are?"

King shook his head. His lower lip had pooched out like that of a sulky child.
"Do you know what you are?'

"The father first. The husband second. The writer third. Then the brother. After
brotherhood | am silent. Okay?"

"No. Not oh-kay. Do you know what you are?"

A long pause. "No. | told you all | can. Stop asking me."

"I'll stop when you speak true. Do you know — "

"Yes, dl right, | know what you're getting at. Satisfied?"

"Not yet. Tell mewhat — "

"I'm Gan, orpossessed by Gan, | don't know which, maybe there's no difference.” King
began to cry. Histears were silent and horrible. "But it's not Dis, | turned aside from Dis,
Irepudiate Dis, and that should be enough but it's not, kais never satisfied, greedy old ka,
that's whatshe said, isn't it? What Susan Delgado said before you killed her, or | killed her,
or Gan killed her. 'Greedy old ka, how | hateit.' Regardless of who killed her,| made her
say that, I, for | hateit, so | do. | buck against ka's goad, and will until the day | go into the
clearing at the end of the path.”

Roland sat at the table, white at the sound of Susan's name.



"And still kacomesto me, comesfrom me, | trandlate it, ammade to trangdlateit, kaflows
out of my navel likearibbon. I am not ka, | am not the ribbon, it's just what comes through
meand | hateit | hateit! The chickenswere full ofspiders, do you understand that, full
ofspiders! "

"Stop your snivelment,” Roland said (with aremarkable lack of sympathy, to Eddie's
way of thinking), and King stilled.

The gunslinger sat thinking, then raised his head.

"Why did you stop writing the story when | came to the Western Sea?’

"Are you dumb? Becausel don't want to be Gan! Iturned aside from Dis, | should be able
to turn aside from Gan, aswell. | love my wife. | love my kids. | love to write stories, but |
don't want to writeyour story. I'm always afraid. He looks for me. The Eye of the King."

"But not since you stopped,” Roland said.

"No, since then he looks for me not, he sees me not."

"Nevertheless, you must go on.”

King's face twisted, asif in pain, then smoothed out into the previous look of sleep.

Roland raised his mutilated right hand. "When you do, you'll start with how | lost my
fingers. Do you remem- ber?"

"Lobstrosities,” King said. "Bit them off."

"And how do you know that?"

King smiled alittle and made a gentlewissshhh ing sound. "The wind blows," said he.
"Gan bore the world and moved on," Roland replied. "Is that what you mean to say?"

"Aye, and the world would have fallen into the abyssif not for the great turtle. Instead of
falling, it landed on his back."

"Sowe'retold, and we al say thank ya. Start with the lobstrosities biting off my fingers.”

"Dad-a-jum, dad-gjingers, goddam lobsters bit off your fingers," King said, and actually
laughed.

"Yes."



"Would have saved me alot of troubleif you'd died, Roland son of Steven."

"I know. Eddie and my other friends, aswell." A ghost of a smile touched the corners of
the gunslinger's mouth. "Then, after the lobstrosities — "

"Eddie comes, Eddie comes," King interrupted, and made a dreamy little flapping
gesture with hisright hand, asif to say he knew all that and Roland shouldn't waste histime.
"The Prisoner the Pusher the Lady of Shadows. The butcher the baker the
candle-mistaker." He smiled. "That's how my son Joe saysit. When?"

Roland blinked, caught by surprise.

"When, when,when? " King raised his hand and Eddie watched with surprise as the
toaster, the waffle maker, and the drainer full of clean dishesrose and floated in the
sun- shine.

"Are you asking me when you should start again?'

"Yes, yesyes! " A kniferose out of the floating dish drainer and flew the length of the
room. Thereit stuck, quivering, in the wall. Then everything settled back into place again.

Roland said, "Listen for the song of the Turtle, the cry of the Bear."

"Song of Turtle, cry of Bear. Maturin from the Patrick O'Brian novels. Shardik from the
Richard Adams novel."

"Yes. If you say so."

"Guardians of the Beam."

"Yes."

"Ofmy Beam."

Roland looked at him fixedly. "Do you say so?"
"Yes."

"Then let it be so. When you hear the song of the Tur- tle or the cry of the Bear, then you
must start again.”

"When | open my eye to your world, he seesme." A pause. "It."
"I know. WEe'l try to protect you at those times, just as we intend to protect the rose.”

King smiled. "I love the rose.”



"Have you seen it?" Eddie asked.

"Indeed | have, in New Y ork. Up the street from the U.N. PlazaHotel. It used to beinthe
deli. Tom and Jerry's. In the back. Now it's in the vacant lot where the deli was."

"You'll tell our story until you'retired,” Roland said. "When you can't tell any more,
when the Turtle's song and the Bear's cry grow faint in your ears, then will you rest. And
when you can begin again, youwill begin again. You —"

"Roland?"

"Sal King?"

"I'll do asyou say. I'll listen for the song of the Turtle and each time | hear it, I'll go on
with thetale. If1 live. But you must listen, too. Forher song."

"Whose?'

"Susannah's. The baby will kill her if you aren't quick. And your ears must be sharp.”
Eddie looked at Roland, frightened. Roland nodded. It was time to go.

"Listen to me, sai King. We're well-met in Bridgton, but now we must leave you."
"Good," King said, and he spoke with such unfeigned relief that Eddie almost laughed.
"You will stay here, right where you are, for ten min- utes. Do you understand?’
"Yes."

"Then you'll wake up. You'll feel very well. Y ou won't remember that we were here,
except in the very deepest depths of your mind.”

"In the mudholes."

"The mudholes, do ya. On top, you'll think you had a nap. A wonderful, refreshing nap.
You'l get your son and go to where you're supposed to go. You'll feel fine. You'll go on
with your life. You'll write many stories, but every one will be to some greater or lesser
degree about this story. Do you understand?”

"Yar," King said, and he sounded so much like Roland when Roland was gruff and tired
that Eddie's back pricked up in gooseflesh again. "Because what's seen can't be unseen.
What's known can't be unknown.” He paused. "Save perhaps in death.”

"Aye, perhaps. Every time you hear the song of the Turtle — if that'swhat it soundslike



to you — you'll start on our story again. The only rea story you have to tell. And well try
to protect you."

“I'm afraid.”
"I know, but well try — "

"It's notthat. I'm afraid of not being ableto finish." His voice lowered. "I'm afraid the
Tower will fall and I'll be held to blame.”

"That isup to ka, not you,” Roland said. "Or me. I've satisfied myself on that point. And
now — " He nodded to Eddie, and stood up.

"Wait," King said.
Roland looked at him, eyebrows raised.
"I am allowed mail privileges, but only once."

Sounds like a guy in a POW camp,Eddie mused. And aoud: "Who alows you mail
privileges, Steve-O?"

King'sbrow wrinkled. "Gan?' heasked. "Isit Gan?' Then, like the sun breaking through
on afoggy morning, his brow smoothed out and he smiled. "I think it'sme! " he said. "I can
send aletter to myself . . . perhaps even asmall pack- age. . . but only once." His smile
broadened into an engag- ing grin. "All of this. .. sot of like afairy-tale, isn't it?"

"Yesindeed," Eddie said, thinking of the glass palace they'd come to straddling the
Interstate in Kansas.

"What would you do?" Roland asked. "To whom would you send mail?"
"To Jake," King said promptly.
"And what would you tell him?"

King's voice became Eddie Dean's voice. It wasn't an approximation; it wasexact. The
sound turned Eddie cold.

"Dad-a-chum, dad-a-chee,” King lilted, "not to worry, you've got the key!"
They waited for more, but it seemed there was no more. Eddie looked at Roland, and this
timeit wasthe younger man'sturnto twirl hisfingersin thelet's-go gesture. Roland nodded

and they started for the door.

"That was fucking-A creepy," Eddie said.



Roland didn't reply.

Eddie stopped him with atouch on the arm. "One other thing occurs to me, Roland.
While he's hypnotized, maybe you ought to tell him to quit drinking and smoking.
Especiadly the ciggies. He's afiend for them. Did you see this place? Fuckin ashtrays
everywhere."

Roland looked amused. "Eddie, if one waits until the lungs are fully formed, tobacco
prolongs life, not shortensit. It's the reason why in Gilead everyone smoked but the very
poorest, and even they had their shuckies, like as not. Tobacco keeps away ill-sick vapors,
for one thing. Many dan- gerous insects, for another. Everyone knows this."

"The Surgeon General of the United States would be delighted to hear what everyone in
Gilead knows," Eddie said dryly. "What about the booze, then? Suppose he rolls his Jeep
over some drunk night, or gets on the Interstate going the wrong way and head-ons
someone?"

Roland considered it, then shook his head. "I've med- dled with his mind— and kaitself
— asmuch as | intend to. As much as Idare to. W€l have to keep checking back over the
yearsin any ... why do you shake your head at me? The tale spins fromhim! "

"Maybe so, but we won't be able to check on him for twenty-two years unless we decide
to abandon Susan- nah . . . and Il never do that. Once we jump ahead t01999 , there's no
coming back. Not in thisworld."

For amoment Roland made no reply, just looked at the man leaning his behind against
his kitchen counter, asleep on hisfeet with his eyes open and his hair tumbled on his brow.
Seven or eight minutes from now King would awaken with no memory of Roland and
Eddie. . . always assuming they were gone, that was. Eddie didn't seriously believe the
gunslinger would leave Suze hung out on theline. . . but he'd let Jake drop, hadn't he? Let
Jake drop into the abyss, once upon atime.

"Then helll haveto go it done,” Roland said, and Eddie breathed a sigh of relief. "Sai
King."

"Yes, Roland."

"Remember — when you hear the song of the Turtle, you must put aside all other things
and tell this story."

"I will. At least I'll try."
"Good."

Then the writer said: "The ball must be taken off the board and broken."



Roland frowned. "Which ball? Black Thirteen?"

"If it wakes, it will become the most dangerous thing in the universe. And it's waking
now. In some other place. Some other where and when."

"Thank you for your prophecy, sai King."

"Dad-a-shim, dad-a-shower. Take the ball to the double Tower."

To this Roland shook his head in silent bewilderment.

Eddie put afist to hisforehead and bent dlightly. "Hile, wordslinger.”
King smiled faintly, asif thiswereridiculous, but said nothing.

"Long days and pleasant nights,” Roland told him. "Y ou don't need to think about the
chickens anymore."

An expression of almost heartbreaking hope spread across Stephen King's bearded face.
"Do you redlly say so?"

"I really do. And may we meet again on the path before we all meet in the clearing.” The
gunslinger turned on his bootheel and left the writer's house.

Eddietook afinal ook at thetall, rather stooped man standing with his narrow ass
propped against the counter. He thought: The next time | see you, Stevie —if | do —your
beard will be mostly white and ther€'ll be lines around your face. . . and I'll still be young.
How's your blood-pressure, sai? Good to go for the next twenty-two years? Hope so. What
about your ticker? Does can- cer run inyour family, and if it does, how deep?

There was time for none of these questions, of course. Or any others. Very soon the
writer would be waking up and going on with hislife. Eddie followed his dinh out into the
latening afternoon and closed the door behind him. He was beginning to think that, when
ka had sent them here instead of to New Y ork City, it had known what it was doing, after
all.

TWELVE

Eddie stopped on the driver's side of John Cullum'’s car and looked across the roof at the
gunslinger. "Did you see that thing around him? That black haze?"



"The todana, yes. Thank your father that it's still faint."

"What's atodana? Sounds like todash."

Roland nodded. "It's a variation of the word. It means deathbag. He's been marked."
"Jesus," Eddie said.

"It'sfaint, | tell you."

"But there."

Roland opened his door. "We can do nothing about it. Ka marks the time of each man
and woman. Let's move, Eddie.”

But now that they were actually ready to get rolling again, Eddie was queerly reluctant to
go. He had a sense of things unfinished with sai King. And he hated the thought of that
black aura.

"What about Turtleback Lane, and the walk-ins? | meant to ask him — "
"We can find it."
"Are you sure? Because | think we need to go there.”

"I think so, too. Come on. We've got alot of work ahead of us."

THIRTEEN

Thetaillights of the old Ford had hardly cleared the end of the driveway before Stephen
King opened his eyes. The first thing he did was look at the clock. Almost four. He should
have been rolling after Joe ten minutes ago, but the nap he'd taken had done him good. He
felt wonderful. Refreshed. Cleaned out in some weird way. He thought,If every nap could
do that, taking them would be a national law.

Maybe so, but Betty Jones was going to be seriously worried if she didn't see the
Cherokee turning into her yard by four-thirty. King reached for the phone to call her, but
his eyes fell to the pad on the desk below it, instead. The sheets were headedcalling all
blowhards . A little some- thng from one of his sisters-in-law.

Face going blank again, King reached for the pad and the pen beside it. He bent and
wrote:



Dad-a-chum, dad-a-chee, not to worry, you've got the key.

He paused, looking fixedly at this, then wrote:

Dad-a-chud, dad-a-ched, seeit, Jake! The key isred!

He paused again, then wrote:

Dad-a-chum, dad-a-chee, give this boy a plastic key.

Helooked at what he had written with deep affection. Almost love. God amighty, but he
felt fine! These lines meant nothing at all, and yet writing them afforded a satis- faction so
deep it was amost ecstasy.

King tore off the sheet.
Baled it up.
Ateit.

It stuck for amoment in his throat and then — ulp! —down it went. Good deal! He
snatched the

(ad-a-chee)

key to the Jeep off the wooden key-board (which was itself shaped like a key) and
hurried outside. He'd get Joe, they'd come back here and pack, they'd grab supper at
Mickey-Dee'sin South Paris. Correction, Mickey-Ztee's. He felt he could eat a couple of
Quarter Pounders all by himself. Fries, too.Damn, but he felt good!

When he reached Kansas Road and turned toward town, he flipped on the radio and got
the McCoys, singing "Hang On, Sloopy" — always excellent. His mind drifted, asit so
often did while listening to theradio, and he found him- self thinking of the charactersfrom



that old story, The Dark Tower. Not that there were many left; as herecalled, he'd killed
most of them off, even the kid. Didn't know what else to do with him, probably. That was
usually why you got rid of characters, because you didn't know what else to do with them.
What had his name been, Jack? No, that was the haunted Dad inThe Shining. TheDark
Tower kid had beenJake. Excellent choice of name for a story with a Western motif,
something right out of Wayne D. Overholser or Ray Hogan. Was it possible Jake could
come back into that story, maybe as aghost? Of course he could. The nice thing about tales
of the supernatural, King reflected, was that nobody had toreally die. They could always
come back, like that guy Barnabas onDark Shadows. Barnabas Collins had been avampire.

"Maybe thekid comes back as avampire,” King said, and laughed. "Watch out, Roland,
dinner is served and dinner be you!" But that didn't feel right. What, then? Nothing came,
but that was adl right. In time, something might. Probably when he least expected it; while
feeding the cat or changing the baby or just walking dully along, as Auden said in that
poem about suffering.

No suffering today. Today he feltgreat .

Yar, just call me Tony the Tiger.

On the radio, the McCoys gave way to Troy Shondell, singing "This Time."

ThatDark Tower thing had been sort of interesting, actually. King thought,Maybe when
we get back from up north | ought to dig it out. Take a look at it.

Not abad idea.

STAVE:Commal a-come-call
We hail the One who made us all,
Who made the men and made the maids,

Who made the great and small.

RESPONSE: Commala-come-call !
He made the great and small!
And yet how great the hand of fate

That rules us one and all.



12th STANZA

JAKE AND CALLAHAN

Jake and Callahan

ONE

Don Callahan had had many dreams of returning to Amer- ica. Usually they began with
him waking up under ahigh, fair desert sky full of the puffy clouds baseball players call
"angels' or in hisown rectory bed in the town of Jerusalem's Lot, Maine. No matter which
locale it happened to be, he'd be nearly overwhelmed with relief, hisfirst instinct for
prayer.Oh, thank God. Thank God it was only a dream and finally | am awake.

He was awake now, no question of that.

He turned acomplete circle in the air and saw Jake do exactly the samein front of him.
Helost one of his sandals. He could hear Oy yapping and Eddie roaring in protest. He
could hear taxi horns, that sublime New Y ork street music, and something else, aswell: a
preacher. Really cruising along, by the sound of him. Third gear, at least. Maybe over-
drive. ..

One of Callahan's ankles clipped the side of the Unfound Door as he went through and
therewasaburst of terrific pain from that spot. Then the ankle (and the areaaround it) went
numb. There was a speedy riffle of todash chimes, like a thirty-three-and-a-third record
played at forty-five rpm. A buffet of conflicting air currents hit him, and suddenly he was
smelling gasoline and exhaust instead of the Doorway Cave'sdank air. First street music;



now street per- fume.

For amoment there weretwo preachers. Henchick behind, roaring "Behold, the door
opens!" and another one ahead, bellowing "Say GAWD, brotha, that's right, say GAWD on
Second Avenue!™

Mor e twins,Callahan thought — there was time for that —and then the door behind him
blammed shut and the only God-shouter was the one on Second Avenue. Callahan aso had
time to thinkWelcome home, you sonofabitch, welcome back to America, and then he
landed.

TWO

It was quite an all-out crash, but he came down hard on his hands and knees. His jeans
protected the latter parts to some degree (although they tore), but the sidewalk scraped
what felt like an acre of skin from his palms. He heard the rose, singing powerfully and
undisturbed.

Callahan rolled over onto his back and looked up at the sky, snarling with pain, holding
his bleeding, buzzing hands in front of hisface. A drop of blood from the |eft one splashed
onto his cheek like atear.

"Where the fuck didyou come from, my friend?" asked an astounded black man in gray
fatigues. He seemed to have been the only one to mark Don Callahan's dramatic re-entry
into America. He was staring down at the man on the sidewalk with wide eyes.

"Oz," Callahan said, and sat up.

His hands stung fiercely and now his ankle was back, complaining in
loudyozvp-yowp-yowp bursts of pain that were in perfect synch with his elevated heartbeat.
"Go on, fella. Get out of here. I'm okay, so twenty-three skidoo."

"Whatever you say, bro. Later."

The man in the gray fatigues — ajanitor just off-shift was Callahan's guess — started
walking. He favored Callahan with one final glance — still amazed but already beginning
to doubt what he'd seen — and then skirted the little crowd lis- tening to the street preacher.
A moment later he was gone.

Callahan got to hisfeet and stood on one of the steps leading up to Hammarskjold Plaza,
looking for Jake. He didn't see him. He looked the other way, for the Unfound Door, but
that was gone, too.



"Now listen, my friends! Listen, | say God, | say God'slove,lsay gimme hallelujah! "

"Hallelujah,” said amember of the street preacher's crowd, not really sounding all that
intoit.

"Isay amen, thank you, brotha! Now listen because thisis America'stime of TESTING
and America is FAILING her TEST! This country needs a BOMB, not a new-kew-lar one
but a GAWD-BOMB, can you say hallelujah'?"

"Jake!" Callahan shouted. "Jake, where are you? Jake!"
"Oy." That was Jake, hisvoice raised in ascream. "Oy, LOOK OUT!"

There was a yapping, excited bark Callahan would have recognized anywhere. Then the
scream of locked tires.

The blare of ahorn . . .

And the thud.

THREE

Callahan forgot about his bashed ankle and sizzling pams. He ran around the preacher's
little crowd (it had turned as oneto the street and the preacher had quit his rant in mid-flow)
and saw Jake standing in Second Avenue, in front of a'Yellow Cab that had slewed to a
crooked stop no more than an inch from hislegs. Blue smoke was still drifting up from its
rear tires. The driver'sface was a pallid, craning O of shock. Oy was crouched between
Jake's feet. To Callahan the bumbler looked freaked out but otherwise al right.

The thud came again and yet again. It was Jake, bring- inghis balled-up fist down on the
hood of the taxi. "Asshole!" Jake yelled at the pallid O on the other side of the
wind- shieldThud! "Why don't you— "Thud! " —watch where — "THUD! "— the fuck
you're GOING!"THUD-THUD!

"You giveit toim, Cholly!" yelled someone from across the street, where perhaps three
dozen people had stopped to watch the fun.

Thetaxi's door opened. The long tall helicopter who stepped out was wearing what
Callahan thought was called a dashiki over jeans and huge mutant sneakers with
boomerangs on the sides. There was afez on his head, which probably accounted
somewhat for the impression of extreme height, but not entirely. Callahan guessed the guy



was at least six and a half feet tall, fiercely bearded, and scowling at Jake. Callahan started
toward this developing scene with a sinking heart, barely aware that one of his feet was
bare, slapping the pavement with every other step. The street preacher was aso moving
toward the devel oping confrontation. Behind the taxi stopped in the intersection, another
driver, interested in nothing but his own sched- uled evening plans, laid on his horn with
both hands —WHEEEOOOONNNNNNK!!! —and leaned out his window, hollering
"Moveit, Abdul, you're blockin the box!"

Jake paid no attention. Hewasin atotal fury. Thistime he brought both fists down on the
hood of the taxi, like Ratso Rizzo inMidnight Cowboy —THUD! "You almost ran my
friend down, you asshole, did you even LOOK— "THUD! " —where you were GOING? "

Before Jake could bring his fists down on the hood of the taxi again — which he
obviously meant to do until he was satisfied — the driver grabbed his right wrist. " Stop
doing that, you little punk!" he cried in an outraged and strangely high voice. "I am telling
you —"

Jake stepped back, breaking free of thetall taxi driver'sgrip. Then, in aliquid motion too
quick for Calahan to fol- low, the kid yanked the Ruger from the docker's clutch under his
arm and pointed it at the driver's nose.

"Tell mewhat? "Jake raged at him. "Tell mewhat? Thatyou were driving too fast and
amost ran down my friend? That you don't want to die herein the street with aholein your
head? Tell meWHAT? "

A woman on the far side of Second Avenue either saw the gun or caught awhiff of Jake's
homicidal fury. She screamed and started hurrying away. Severa more fol- lowed her
example. Others gathered at the curb, smelling blood. Incredibly, one of them — ayoung
man wearing his hat turned around backward — shouted: "Go on, kid! Venti- late that
camel-jockey!"

Thedriver backed up two steps, his eyeswidening. He held up hishandsto his shoulders.
"Do not shoot me, boy! Please!”

"Then say you're sorry!" Jake raved. "If you want to live, you cry my pardon! And hisl!
Andhis! " Jake's skin was dead pale except for tiny red spots of color high up on his
cheekbones. His eyes were huge and wet. What Don Calla-han saw most clearly and liked
least was the way the barrel of the Ruger was trembling. "Say you're sorry for the way you
were driving, you careless motherfucker! Do it now!Do it now! "

Oy whined uneasily and said, "Ake!"

Jake looked down at him. When he did, the taxi driver lunged for the gun. Callahan hit
him with afairly respectable right cross and the driver sprawled against the front of his car,
his fez tumbling from his head. The driver behind him had clear lanes on either side and
could have swung around but continued to lay on his horn instead, yelling "Move it buddy,



move it!" Some of the spectators on the far side of Sec- ond were actually applauding like
spectators at a Madison Square Garden fight, and Callahan thought:Why, thisplaceis a
madhouse. Did | know that before and forget, or isit something | just |earned?

The street preacher, a man with abeard and long white hair that descended to his
shoulders, was now standing beside Jake, and when Jake started to raise the Ruger again,
the preacher laid a gentle, unhurried hand on the boy's wrist.

"Holster it, boy," he said. "Stick it away, praise Jesus."

Jake looked at him and saw what Susannah had seen not long before: a man who |ooked
eerily like Henchick of the Manni. Jake put the gun back into the docker's clutch, then bent
and picked up Oy. The bumbler whined, stretched his face toward Jake's on his long neck,
and began to lick the boy's cheek.

Callahan, meanwhile, had taken the driver's arm and was leading him back toward his
hack. He fished in his pocket and palmed a ten-dollar bill which was about half the money
they'd managed to put together for this little safari.

"All over," he said to the driver, speaking in what he hoped was a soothing voice. "No
harm, no foul, you go your way, he goes his— " And then, past the hackie, yelling at the
relentless horn-honker: "Horn works, you nimrod, so why not give it arest and try your
lights?"

"That little bastard was pointing the gun at me," said the taxi driver. He felt on his head
for hisfez and didn't find it.

"It'sonly amodel," Callahan said soothingly. "The kind of thing you build from akit,
doesn't even fire pellets. | assurey — "

"Hey, pal!" cried the street preacher, and when the taxi driver looked, the preacher
underhanded him the faded red fez. With this back on his head, the driver seemed more
will- ing to be reasonable. More willing yet when Callahan pressed the ten into his hand.

The guy behind the cab was driving an elderly whale of a Lincoln. Now helaid on his
horn again.

"Y ou may be biting my crank, Mr. Monkeymeat!" the taxi driver yelled at him, and
Callahan almost burst out laughing. He started toward the guy in the Lincoln. When the
taxi driver tried to join him, Callahan put his hands on the man's shoulders and stopped
him.

"Let me handle this. I'm areligious. Making the lion lie down with the lamb is my job."

The street preacher joined them in time to hear this. Jake had retired to the background.
He was standing beside the street preacher's van and checking Oy's legs to make sure he



was uninjured.

"Brother!" the street preacher addressed Callahan. "May | ask your denomination? Y our,
| say hallelujah, yourview of theAlmighty? "

"I'm a Catholic,” Callahan said. "Therefore, | view the Almighty's a guy."

The street preacher held out alarge, gnarled hand. It produced exactly the sort of fervent,
just-short-of-crushing grip Callahan had expected. The man's cadences, com- bined with
hisfaint Southern accent, made Callahan think of Foghorn Leghorn in the Warner Brothers
cartoons.

"I'm Earl Harrigan," the preacher said, continuing to wring Callahan's fingers. "Church
of the Holy God-Bomb, Brooklyn and America. A pleasure to meet you, Father."

"I'm sort of semi-retired,” Callahan said. "If you have to call me something, makeit Pere.
Or just Don. Don Callahan.”

"Praise Jesus, Father Don!"

Callahan sighed and supposed Father Don would have to do. He went to the Lincoln.
The cab driver, meanwhile, scooted away with his off duty light on.

Before Callahan could speak to the Lincoln's driver, that worthy got out on his own. It
was Callahan's night for tall men. This one went about six-three and was carrying alarge
belly.

"It'sall over," Calahan told him. "l suggest you get back in your car and drive out of
here."

"It ain't over until | say it's over,” Mr. Lincoln demurred. "1 got Abdul's medallion
number; what | want from you, Sparky, is the name and address of that kid with the dog. |
also want a closer look at the pistol he just —ow, ow! OWW! OWMWAMAMWW Quiit it! ™

Reverend Earl Harrigan had seized one of Mr. Lincoln's hands and twisted it behind his
back. Now he seemed to be doing something creative to the man's thumb. Callahan couldn't
see exactly what it was. The angle was wrong.

"God loves you so much," Harrigan said, speaking qui- etly into Mr. Lincdn's ear. "And
what He wants in return, you loudmouth shithead, isfor you to give me hallelujah and then
go on your way. Can you give me hallelujah?’

"OWW, OVWWWV, let go! Police! POLEECE!"

"Only policeman apt to be on this block around now would be Officer Benzyck, and he's
already given me my nightly ticket and moved on. By now he'll be in Dennis's, having a



pecan waffle and double bacon, praise God, so | want you to think about this." There came
acracking sound from behind Mr. Lincoln's back that set Callahan'ts teeth on edge. He
didn't like to think Mr. Lincoln's thumb had made that sound, but didn't know what else it
could have been. Mr. Lincoln cocked his head skyward on histhick neck and let out along
exhalation of pure pain —Yaaaahhhhhhh!

"Y ou want to give me hallelujah, brother,” advised Rev. Harrigan, "or you'll be, praise
God, carrying your thumb home in your breast pocket."

"Hallelujah," whispered Mr. Lincoln. His complexion had gone an ocher shade.
Callahan thought some of that might be attributable to the orangey streetlamps which at
some point had replaced the fluorescents of his own time. Probably not all of it, though.

"Good! Now say amen. You'll feel better when you do."

"A-Amen."

"Praise God! Praise Jee-eee-ece-esus!”

"Let mego. .. let go of mythumb —!"

"Are you going to get out of here and stop blocking thisintersection if | do?"

"Yes!"

"Without any more fiddle-de-dee or hidey-ho, praise Jesus?'

" Yes!"

Harrigan leaned yet closer to Mr. Lincoln, hislips stopping less than haf aninch from a
large plug of yellow-orange wax caught in the cup of Mr. Lincoln's ear. Callahan watched
this with fascination and complete absorption, all other unresolved issues and unfulfilled
goals for the time being forgotten. The Pere was more than halfway to believ- ing that if

Jesus had had Earl Harrigan on Histeam, it probably would have been old Pontius who
ended up on the cross.

"My friend, bombswill soon beginto fall: God-bombs. And you have to choose whether
you want to be among those who are, praise Jesus, up in the skydropping those bombs, or
those who arein the villages bel ow, getting blown to smithereens. Now | sensethisisn't the
time or place for you to make a choice for Christ, but will you at least think about these
things, sir?'

Mr. Lincoln's response must have been atad slow for Rev. Harrigan, because that
worthy did something else to the hand he had pinned behind Mr. Lincoln's back. Mr.
Lin- coln uttered another hidp, breathl ess scream.



"I said, will youthink about these things?'
"Yes! Yesl Yes!"
"Then get in your car and drive away and God bless you and keep you."

Harrigan released Mr. Lincoln. Mr. Lincoln backed away from him, eyes wide, and got
back into his car. A moment later he was driving down Second Avenue — fast.

Harrigan turned to Callahan and said, "Catholics are going to Hell, Father Don. Idolators,
each and every one of them; they bow to the Cult of Mary. And the Pope! Don't get me
started onhim! Y et | have known some fine Catholic folks, and have no doubt you're one of
them. It may be | can pray you through to a change of faith. Lacking that, | may be able to
pray you through the flames." Helooked back at the sidewalk in front of what now seemed
to be called Ham-marskjold Plaza. "1 believe my congregation has dispersed.”

"Sorry about that," Callahan said.

Harrigan shrugged. "Folks don't come to Jesus in the summertime, anyway," he said
matter-of-factly. "They do alit- té window-shopping and then go back to their sinning.
Winter's the time for serious crusading . . . got to get you alit- tle storefront where you can
give em hot soup and hot scripture on acold night." He looked down at Callahan's feet and
said, "Y ou seem to have lost one of your sandals, my mack- erelsnapping friend." A new
horn blared at them and a per- fectly amazing taxi— to Callahan it looked like a newer
version of the old VW Microbuses — went swerving past with a passenger yelling
something out at them. It probably wasn't happy birthday. "Also, if we don't get out of the
street, faith may not be enough to protect us.”

FOUR

"He'sal right,” Jake said, setting Oy down on the sidewalk. "l flipped, didn't 1? I'm sorry."

"Perfectly understandable,” the Rev. Harrigan assured him. "What an interesting dog!
I've never seen one that looked quite like that, praise Jesus!” And he bent to Oy.

"He'samixed breed," Jake said tightly, "and he doesn't like strangers.”

Oy showed how much he disliked and distrusted them by raising his head to Harrigan's
hand and flattening his earsin order to improve the stroking surface. He grinned up at the
preacher asif they were old, old pals. Callahan, mean- while, was looking around. It was
New York, andin New Y ork people had atendency to mind their business and let you mind
yours, but still, Jake had drawn a gun. Callahan didn't know how many folks had seenit,



but hedid know it would only take one to report it, perhaps to this Officer Benzyck
Harrigan had mentioned, and put them in trouble when they could least afford it.

He looked at Oy and thought,Do me a favor and don't say anything, okay? Jake can
maybe pass you off as some new kind of Corgi or Border Collie hybrid, but the minute you
start talking, that goes out the window. So do me a favor and don't.

"Good boy," said Harrigan, and after Jake's friend miraculously didnot respond by
saying "Oy!" the preacher straightened up. "I have something for you, Father Don. Just a
minute."

"Sir, wereally haveto — "

"I have something for you, too, son — praise Jesus, say dear Lord! Butfirst.. . . thiswon't
take but asecond. . ."

Harrigan ran to open the side door of hisillegally parked old Dodge van, ducked inside,
rummaged.

Callahan borethisfor awhile, but the sense of passing seconds quickly became too much.
"Sir, I'm sorry, but —"

"Heretheyare!" Harrigan exclaimed and backed out of the van with the first two fingers
of hisright hand stuck into the heels of apair of battered brown loafers. "If you're less than
asize twelve, we can stuff em with newspaper. More, and | guess you're out of luck."

"A twelveis exactly what | am,” Callahan said, and ven- tured a praiseGod aswell asa
thank-you. He was actually most comfortable in size eleven and a half shoes, but these
were close enough, and he slipped them on with genuine gratitude. "And now we — "

Harrigan turned to the boy and said, "The woman you're after got into a cab right where
we had our little dust-up, and no more than half an hour ago." He grinned at Jake's rapidly
changing expression — first astoni shment, then delight. " She said the other oneisin charge,
that you'd know who the other one was, and where the other one istak- ing her."

"Y eah, to the Dixie Pig," Jake said. "Lex and Sixty-first. Pere, we might still have time
to catch her, but only if we go right now. She —"

"No," Harrigan said. "The woman who spoke to me —inside my head she spoke to me
and clear as a bell, praise Jesus — said you were to go to the hotel first."

"Which hotel?" Callahan asked.

Harrigan pointed down Forty-sixth Street to the Plaza-Park Hyatt. "That'sthe only onein
the neighborhood . . . and that's the direction she came from."



"Thank you," Callahan said. "Did she say why we were to go there?'

"No," Harrigan said serenely, "l believe right around then the other one caught her
blabbing and shut her up. Then into the taxi and away she went!"

"Speaking of moving on — "Jake began.

Harrigan nodded, but also raised an admonitory finger. "By all means, but remember
that the God-bombs are going to fall. Never mind the showers of blessing — that's for
Methodist wimps and Episcopalian scuzzballs! Thebombs are gonnafall! And boys?"

They turned back to him.

"I know you fellas are as much God's human children as | am, for I've smelled your
sweat, praise Jesus. But what about the lady? The lay-dees,for in truth | b'lieve there were
two of em. What aboutthem? "

"The woman you met's with us," Callahan said after abrief hesitation. "She's okay."

"I wonder about that," Harrigan said. "The Book says—praise God and praise His Holy
Word — to beware of the strange woman, for her lips drip as does the honeycomb but her
feet go down to death and her steps take hold on hell. Remove thy way from her and come
not nigh the door of her house." He had raised one lumpy hand in a benedictory ges- ture as
he offered this. Now he lowered it and shrugged. "That ain't exact, | don't have the memory
for scripture that | did when | was younger and Bible-shoutin down south with my Daddy,
but | think you get the drift.”

"Book of Proverbs," Callahan said.

Harrigan nodded. "Chapter five, sayGawd. "Then he turned and contemplated the
building which rose into the night sky behind him. Jake started away, but Callahan stayed
him with atouch . . . although when Jake raised his eyebrows, Callahan could only shake
his head. No, he didn't know why. All he knew was that they weren't quite through with
Har- rigan yet.

"Thisisacity stuffed with sin and sick with transgres- sion," the preacher said at last.
"Sodom on the halfshell, Gomorrah on a graham cracker, ready for the God-bomb that will
surely fall from the skies, say halelujah, say sweet Jesus and gimme amen. But this right
hereis agood place. Agood place. Can you boys fedl it?"

"Yes," Jake said.

"Can youhear it ?"

"Yes," Jake and Callahan said together.



"Amen! | thought it would al stop when they tore down the little deli that stood here
years and years ago. But it didn't. Those angelic voices— "

"So speaks Gan along the Beam," Jake said.

Callahan turned to him and saw the boy's head cocked to one side, his face wearing the
cam look of entrancement.

Jake said: " So speaks Gan, and in the voice of the can calah, which some call angels.
Gan deniesthe can toi; with the merry heart of the guiltless he deniesthe Crimson King and
Discordiaitself."

Callahan looked at him with wide eyes — frightened eyes — but Harrigan nodded
matter-of-factly, asif he had heard it al before. Perhaps he had. "There was a vacant lot
after the deli, and then they built this. Two Hammarskjold Plaza. And | thought,
'Well,that'll end it and then I'll move on, for Satan's grip is strong and his hoof printsleave
deep tracksin the ground, and there no flower will bloom and no grain will grow.' Can you
saysee -lah?' Heraised his arms, his gnarly old man's hands, trembling with the outriders
of Parkinson's, turned upward to the sky in that open immemorial avatar of praise and
surrender. "Y et still it sings,” he said, and dropped them.

"Selah,” Callahan murmured. "Y ou say true, we say thank ya."

"Itisaflower,” Harrigan said, "for once | went in there to see. In the lobby, somebody
say hallelujah, | say in thelobby between the doors to the street and the elevators to those
upper floors where God knows how much dollarbill fuckery is done, there's alittle garden
growing in the sun which falls through the tall windows, a garden behind velvet ropes, and
the sign saysgiven by the tet corporation, in honor of THE BEAME FAMILY, AND IN
MEMORY OF GILEAD."

"Doesit?" Jake said, and his face lit with aglad smile. "Do you say so, sai Harrigan?"

"Boy, if I'm lyin I'm dyin.Gawd- bomb! And in the middle of all those flowers there
grows asinglewild rose, so beautiful that | saw it and wept as those by the waters of
Babylon, the great river that flows by Zion. And the men coming and going in that place,
them with their briefcases stuffed full of Satan's piecework, many ofthem wept, too. Wept
and went right on about their whores' business asif they didn't even know."

"They know," Jake said softly. "Y ou know what | think, Mr. Harrigan? | think theroseis
asecret their hearts keep, and that if anyone threatened it, most of them would fight to
protect it. Maybe to the death." He looked up at Callahan. "Pere, we have to go."

"Yes."

"Not abad idea," Harrigan agreed, "for mine eyes can see Officer Benzyck headed back
thisway, and it might be well if you were gone when he gets here. I'm glad your furry little



friend wasn't hurt, son."
"Thanks, Mr. Harrigan."
"Praise God, he's no more adog than | am, is he?"
"No, sir,” Jake said, smiling widely.

"Beware that woman, boys. She put athought in my head. | call that witchcraft. And she
wastwo. "

"Twins-say-twim, aye," Callahan said, and then (without knowing he meant to do it until
it was done) he sketched the sign of the crossin front of the preacher.

"Thank you for your blessing, heathen or not,” Earl Harrigan said, clearly touched. Then
he turned toward the approaching NY PD patrolman and called cheerfully, "Offi- cer
Benzyck! Good to see you and there's some jam right there on your collar, praise God!"

And while Officer Benzyck was studying the jam on his uniform collar, Jake and
Callahan dlipped away.

FIVE

"Whoo-eee" Jake said under his breath as they walked toward the brightly underlit hotel
canopy. A whitelimousine, easily twice the size of any Jake had seen before (and he'd seen
his share; once hisfather had even taken him to the Emmys), was offloading laughing men
in tuxedos and women in evening dresses. They came out in a seemingly endless stream.

"Yesindeed," Callahan said. "It's like being on aroller coaster, isn't it?"

Jake said, "We're not even supposed tobe here. This was Roland and Eddie's job. We
were just supposed to go see Calvin Tower."

"Something apparently thought different.”
"WEell, it should have thought twice,” Jake said gloomily. "A kid and a priest, with one
gun between them? It's ajoke. What are our chances, if the Dixie Pig isfull of vampires

and low men unwinding on their day off?"

Callahan did not to respond to this, athough the prospect of trying to rescue Susannah
from the Dixie Pig terrified him. "What was that Gan stuff you were spouting?"



Jake shook hishead. "I don't know — | can barely remember what | said. | think it's part
of the touch, Pere. And do you know where | think I got it?"

"Mia?'

The boy nodded. Oy trotted neatly at his heel, hislong snout not quite touching Jake's
calf. "And I'm getting something else, aswell. | keep seeing this black man in ajail cell.
There's aradio playing, telling him all these people are dead — the Kennedys, Marilyn
Monroe, George Harrison, Peter Sellers, Itzak Rabin, whoeverheis.l think it might be the
jail in Oxford, Mississippi, where they kept Odetta Holmes for awhile.”

"But thisis aman you see. Not Susannah but aman ."

"Y es, with atoothbrush mustache, and he wears funny little gold-rimmed glasses, like a
wizard in afairy-tale."

They stopped just outside the radiance of the hotel's entrance. A doorman in agreen
swallowtail coat blew an ear-splitting blast on hislittle silver whistle, hailing down a
Y ellow Cab.

"Isit Gan, do you think? Isthe black man in the jail cell Gan?'

"I don't know." Jake shook his head with frustration. "There's something about the
Dogan, too, all mixed in."

"And this comes from the touch."

"Yes, but it's not from Miaor Susannah or you or me. | think . . ."Jake'svoice lowered. "
think | better figure out who that black man is and what he meansto us, because | think that
what I'm seeing comes from the Dark Tower itself." He looked at Callahan solemnly. "In
some ways, we're getting very closeto it, and that's why it's so dangerous for the ka-tet to
be broken likeit is.

"In some ways, we're amost there."

SIX

Jake took charge smoothly and completely from the moment he stepped out of the
revolving doorswith Oy in hisarms and then put the billy-bumbler down on the lobby'stile
floor. Callahan didn't think the kid was even aware of it, and probably that was all to the
good. If he got self-conscious, his confidence might crumble. . .



Oy sniffed delicately at his own reflection in one of the lobby's green glass walls, then
followed Jake to the desk, his claws clicking faintly on the black and white marble squares.
Callahan walked beside him, aware that he was looking at the future and trying not to
goggle at it too obvioudly.

"Shewas here," Jake said. "Pere, | can aimost see her. Both of them, her and Mia"

Before Callahan could reply, Jake was at the desk. "Cry pardon, maam,” he said. "My
nameis Jake Chambers. Do you have amessage for me, or a package, or something? It'd be
either from Susannah Dean or maybe from aMiss Mia."

The woman peered down doubtfully at Oy for amoment. Oy looked up at her with a
cheery grin that revealed agreat many teeth. Perhaps these disturbed the clerk, because she
turned away from him with afrown and examined the screen of her computer.

"Chambers?' she asked.

"Yes, maam." Spoken in his best getting-al ong-with-grownups voice. It had been
awhile since he'd needed to use that one, but it was still there, Jake found, and within easy
reach.

"I have something for you, but it's not from awoman. It's from someone named Stephen
King." She smiled. "I don't suppose it's the famous writer? Do you know him?'

"No, maam," Jake said, and snuck a sidewards glance at Callahan. Neither of them had
heard of Stephen King until recently, but Jake understood why the name might give his
current traveling companion the chills. Callahan didn't look particularly chilly at the
moment, but his mouth had thinned to asingle line.'

"Well," shesaid, "l suppose it's a common enough name, isn't it? Probably there
arenormal Stephen Kingsall over the United Stateswhowish he'djust. . .| don't know. ..
giveit arest. " She voiced a nervous little laugh, and Callahan wondered what had set her
on edge. Oy, who got less doggy the longer you looked at him? Maybe, but Calla- han
thought it was more likely something in Jake, something that whispereddanger. Perhaps
evengunslinger. Certainly there was something in him that set him apart from other
boys.Far. Callahan thought of him pulling the Ruger from the docker's clutch and sticking
it under the unfortunate taxi
driver's nose.Tellme that you were driving too fast and almost ran down my friend! he'd
screamed, hisfinger aready white on the trigger.Tell me that you don't want to die herein
the street with a holein your head!

Was that the way an ordinary twelve-year-old reacted to a near-miss accident? Callahan
thought not. He thought the desk clerk was right to be nervous. As for himself, Calahan
realized he felt alittle better about their chances at the Dixie Pig. Not alot, but alittle.



SEVEN

Jake, perhaps sensing something alittle off-kilter, flashed the clerk his best
getting-along-with-grownups smile, but to Callahan it looked like Oy's. too many teeth.

"Just amoment,” she said, turning away from him.

Jake gave Callahan apuzzled what's up-with-herlook. Callahan shrugged and spread his
hands.

The clerk went to a cabinet behind her, opened it, looked through the contents of a box
stored inside, and returned to the desk with an envelope bearing the Plaza-Park's |ogo.

Jake's name — and something else — had been written on the front in what 1ooked like
half-script and half-printing:

Jake Chambers

Thisisthe Truth

She dlid it across to the desk to him, careful that their fingers should not touch.

Jake took it and ran his fingers down the length of it. There was a piece of paper inside.
Something else, aswell. A hard narrow strip. He tore open the envelope and pulled out the
paper. Folded inside it was the slim, white plastic rec- tangle of a hotel MagCard. The note
had been written on a cheeky piece of stationery headedcalling al blowhards . The
message itself was only three lines long:

Dad-a-chum, dad-a-chee, not to worry, you've got the key.

Dad-a-chud, dad-a-ched,seeit, Jake! The key isred!

Jake looked at the MagCard and watched color abruptly swirl into it, turning it the color
of blood almost instantly.



Couldn't be red until the message was read,Jake thought, smiling alittle at the idea's
riddle-ish quality. He looked up to see if the clerk had seen the MagCard's transformation,
but she had found something which required her atten- tion at the far end of the desk. And
Callahan was checking out a couple of women whao'd just come strolling in from the street.
He might be a Pere, Jake reflected, but his eye for the ladies still seemed to be in proper
working order.

Jake looked back at the paper and was just in time to read the last line:

Dad-a-chum, dad-a-chee, give this boy a plastic key.

A couple of years before, his mother and father had given him aTyco Chemistry Set for
Christmas. Using the instruction booklet, he'd whipped up a batch of invisible ink. The
words written in the stuff had faded almost as quickly as these words were fading now,
only if you looked very closely, you could still read the message written in chemistry set
ink. This one, however, was authenticallygone, and Jake knew why. Its purpose had been
served. There was no more need for it. Ditto the line about the key being red, and sure
enough, that was fading, aswell. Only the first line remained, asif he needed reminding:

Dad-a-chum, dad-a-chee, not to worry, you've got the key.

HadStephen King sent this message? Jake doubted it. More likely one of the other
playersin the game — perhaps even Roland or Eddie — had used the name to get his
atten- tion. Still, he'd run upon two things since arriving here that encouraged him
enormousdly. The first was the contin- ued singing of the rose. It was stronger than ever,
really, even though a skyscraper had been built on the vacant |ot. The second was that
Stephen King was apparently still alive twenty-four years after creating Jake's traveling
companion. And no longer just awriter but afamous writer.

Great. For now things were still rattling precariously along the right set of tracks.

Jake grabbed Father Callahan's arm and led him toward the gift shop and tinkling
cocktail piano. Oy followed, padding at Jake's knee. Along the wall they found aline of
house phones. "When the operator answers,” Jake said, "tell her you want to talk to your
friend Susannah Dean, or toher friend, Mia."

"She'll ask me what room," Callahan said.



"Tell her you forgot, but it's on the nineteenth floor."
"How do you — "

"It'll be the nineteenth, just trust me."

"l do," Callahan said.

The phone rang twice and then the operator asked how she could help. Callahan told her.
He was connected, and in some room on the nineteenth floor, a telephone began to ring.

Jake watched the Pere begin to speak, then subside into listening again with asmall,
bemused smile on his face. After afew moments, he hung up. "Answering machine!" he
said. "They have amachine that takes guests' calls and then tapes messages! What a
wonderful invention!"

"Yeah," Jake said. "Anyway, we know for sure that she's out and for pretty sure she
didn't leave anyone behind to watch her gunna. But, just in case.. . ." He patted the front of
his shirt, which now concealed the Ruger.

Asthey crossed the lobby to the elevator bank, Callahan said: "What do we want in her
room?'

"I don't know."
Callahan touched him on the shoulder. "I think you do."

The doors of the middle elevator popped open and Jake got on with Oy still at hedl.
Callahan followed, but Jake thought he was all at once dragging his feet alittle.

"Maybe," Jake said as they started up. "And maybe you do, too."

Callahan's stomach suddenly felt heavier, asif he'd just finished alarge meal. He
supposed the added weight was fear. "I thought | wasrid of it," he said. "When Roland took
it out of the church, | really thought | wasrid of it."

"Some bad pennies just keep turning up,” Jake said.

EIGHT

Hewas prepared to try hisuniquered key in every door on the nineteenth floor if he had to,



but Jake knew1919 was right even before they reached it. Callahan did, too, and a sheen of
sweat broke on hisforehead. It felt thin and hot. Feverish.

Even Oy knew. The bumbler whined uneasily.

"Jake," Callahan said. "We need to think this over. That thing is dangerous. Worse,
it'smalevolent. "

"That's why we gottatakeit,” Jake said patiently. He stood in front 0f1919 , drumming
the MagCard between his fingers. From behind the door — and under it, and through it —
came a hideous drone like the singing voice of some apocalyptic idiot. Mixed in was the
sound of jangling, out-of-tune chimes. Jake knew the ball had the power to send you todash,
and in those dark and mostly doorless spaces, it was all too possibleto becomelost forever.
Evenif you found your way to another version of Earth, it would have a queer darknessto
it, asif the sun were always on the verge of total eclipse.

"Have you seen it?' Callahan asked.
Jake shook his head.

"I have," Callahan said dully, and armed sweat from his forehead. His cheeks had gone
leaden. "There'san Eyeinit. | think it's the Crimson King's eye. | think it's a part of him
that's trapped in there forever, and insane. Jake, taking that ball to a place where there are
vampires and low men — ser- vants of the King— would be like giving Adolf Hitler an
A-bomb for his birthday."

Jake knew perfectly well that Black Thirteen was capa- ble of doing great, perhaps
illimitable, damage. But he knew something else, as well.

"Pere, if Mialeft Black Thirteen in this room and she's now going to wherethey are,
they'll know about it soon enough. And they'll be after it in one of their big flashy cars
before you can say Jack Robinson."”

"Can't we leave it for Roland?" Callahan asked miser- ably

"Yes," Jake said. "That'sagood idea, just liketaking it to the Dixie Pig isabad one. But
we can't leaveit for himhere. " Then, before Callahan could say anything else, Jake dlid the
blood-red MagCard into the slot above the doorknob. There was aloud click and the door
swung open.

"Qy, stay right here, outside the door."

"Ake!" He sat down, curling his cartoon squiggle of atail around his paws, and |looked at
Jake with anxious eyes.

Before they went in, Jake laid a cold hand on Callahan's wrist and said a terrible thing.,



"Guard your mind."

NINE

Mia had left the lights on, and yet a queer darkness had crept into Room1919 since her
departure. Jake recognized it for what it was: todash darkness. The droning song of the
idiot and the muffled, jangling chimes were coming from the closet.

It's awake, he thought with mounting dismay.It was asleep before —dozing, at least
—~but all this moving around woke it up. What do | do "? Are the box and the bowling bag
enough to make it safe? Do | have anything that will make it safer? Any charm, any sigul?

As Jake opened the closet door, Callahan found himself exerting all the force of hiswill
— which was considerable —just to keep from fleeing. That atonal humming and the
occasional jangling chimes beneath it offended his ears and mind and heart. He kept
remembering the way station, and how he had shrieked when the hooded man had opened
the box. Howslick the thing inside had been! It had been lying on red velvet . . . and it
hadrolled. Hadlooked at him, and all the malevolent madness of the universe had been in
that dis- embodied, leering gaze.

| will not run.Iwill not.If the boy can stay, | can stay.

Ah, but the boy was agunslinger, and that made a difference. He was more than ka's
child; he was Roland of Gilead's child as well, his adopted son.

Don't you see how pale heis? He'sas scared asyou are, for Christ's sake! Now get hold
of yourself, man!

Perhaps it was perverse, but observing Jake's extreme pallor steadied him. When an old
bit of nonsense song occurred to him and he began to sing under his breath, he steadied yet
more.

"Round and round the mulberry bush,” he sang in a whisper, "the monkey chased the
weasd . . . the monkey thought 'twas all infun..."

Jake eased open the closet. There was aroom safeinside. He tried1919 and nothing
happened. He paused to | et the safe mechanism reset itself, wiped sweat from his forehead
with both hands (they were shaking), and tried again. This time he punched1999 , and the
safe swung open.

Black Thirteen's droning song and the contrapuntal jangle of the todash chimes both



increased. The sounds were like chilly fingers prying around in their heads.

And it can send you places,Callahan thought.All you have to do islet down your guard a
little bit . . . openthebag. .. openthebox . ..andthen ... oh, the places you 'll go' Pop
goes the weasel!

True though he knew thisto be, part of himwanted to open the box.Lusted to. Nor was he
the only one; as he watched, Jake knelt before the safe like a worshipper at an dtar.
Callahan reached to stop him from lifting the bag out with an arm that seemed incredibly
heavy.

It doesn't matter if you do or don't,a voice whispered in hismind. It was sleep-inducing,
that voice, and incredibly per- suasive. Nonetheless, Callahan kept reaching. He grasped
Jake's collar with fingers from which all feeling seemed to have departed.

"No," he said. "Don't." His voice sounded draggy, dispir- ited,depressed. When he
pulled Jake to one side, the boy seemed to go asif in slow motion, or underwater. Theroom
now seemed lit by the sick yellow light that sometimes falls over alandscape before a
ruinous storm. As Callahan fell onto his own knees before the open safe (he seemed to
descend through the air for at least afull minute before touching down), he heard the voice
of Black Thirteen, louder than ever. It was telling him to kill the boy, to open the boy's
throat and give the ball arefreshing drink of hiswarm life's blood. Then Callahan himself
would be allowed to leap from the room's window.

All the way down to Forty-sixth Street you will praise me,Black Thirteen assured himin
avoice both sane and lucid.

"Doit," Jake sighed. "Oh yes, do it, who gives adamn.”
"Akel" Oy barked from the doorway. "Ake!"They both ignored him.

As Callahan reached for the bag, he found himself remembering hisfinal encounter with
Barlow, the king vampire— the Type One, in Callahan's own parlance — who had cometo
thelittle town of 'Salem's Lot. Found himself remembering how he'd confronted Barlow in
Mark Petrie's house, with Mark's parents lying lifeless on the floor at the vampire's feet,
their skulls crushed and their oh-so-rational brains turned to jelly.

While you fall, I'll let you whisper the name ofmyking, Black Thirteen whispered.The
Crimson King.

As Callahan watched his hands grasp the bag — what- ever had been there before,
nothing but strikes at mid-world lanes was now printed on the side — he thought of how
his crucifix had first glared with some otherworldly light, driving Barlow back . . . and then
had begun to darken again.

"Openit!" Jake said eagerly. "Open it, | want to seeit!"



Oy was barking steadily now. Down the hall someone yelled " Shut that dog up!" and
was likewise ignored.

Callahan dlipped the ghostwood box from the bag — the box that had spent such a
blessedly quiet time hidden beneath the pulpit of his church in CallaBryn Sturgis. Now he
would open it. Now he would observe Black Thirteen in al its repellent glory.

And then die. Gratefully.

TEN

Sad to see aman'sfaith fail ,the vampire Kurt Barlow had said, and then he'd plucked Don
Callahan's dark and useless cross from his hand. Why had he been able to do that? Because
— behold the paradox, consider the riddle — Father Callahanhad failed to throw the cross
away himself. Because he had failed to accept that the cross was nothing but one sym- bol
of afar greater power, one that ran like ariver beneath the universe, perhaps beneath a
thousand universes —

Ineed no symbol,Callahan thought; and then:Is that why God let me live? Was He giving
me a second chance to learn that?

It was possible, he thought as his hands settled on the lid of the box. Second chances
were one of God's specialties.

"Folks, you got to shut your dogup. " The querulous voice of a hotel maid, but very
distant. Then it said: "Madre de Dios,why'sit sodark in here? What'sthat . . . what'sthat . . .
n...n..."

Perhaps she was trying to saynoise. If so, she never fin- ished. Even Oy now seemed
resigned to the spell of the humming, singing ball, for he gave up his protests (and his post
at the door) to come trotting into the room. Callahan supposed the beast wanted to be at
Jake's side when the end came.

The Pere struggled to still his suicidal hands. The thing in the box raised the volume of
itsidiot's song, and the tips of hisfingers twitched in response. Then they stilled
again.lhave that much of a victory, Callahan thought.

"Ne'mine,I'll doit." The voice of the maid, drugged and avid. "l want to seeit.Dios! |
want tohold it!"

Jake's arms seemed to weigh aton, but he forced them to reach out and grab the maid, a



middle-aged Hispanic lady who couldn't have weighed more than a hundred and five
pounds.

As he had struggled to still his hands, so Callahan now struggled to pray.
God, not my will but Thine. Not the potter but the potter's clay.

If I can't do anything else, help meto take it in my arms and jump out the window and
destroy the gods-damned thing once and for all. But if it be Your will to help me make it
still, instead—to make it go back to sleep —then send me Your strength. And help me to
remem- ber.

Drugged by Black Thirteen he might have been, but Jake still hadn't lost histouch. Now
he plucked the rest of the thought out of the Pere's mind and spoke it aloud, only changing
the word Callahan used to the one Roland had taught them.

"I need no sigul,” Jake said. "Not the potter but the potter's clay,and | need no sigul! "

"God," Calahan said. Theword was as heavy asastone, but once it was out of hismouth,
the rest of them came eas- ier. "God, if You're still there, if You still hear me, hisis
Calla- han. Please still thisthing, Lord. Please send it back to sleep. | ask it in the name of
Jesus."

"In the name of the White," Jake said.

"[te!" Oyyapped.

"Amen," said the maid in a stoned, bemused voice.

For amoment the droning idiot's song from the box rose another notch, and Callahan
understood it was hope- |ess, that not even God Almighty could stand against Black
Thirteen.

Then it fell silent.

"God be thanked," he whispered, and realized his entire body was drenched with sweat.

Jake burst into tears and picked up Oy. The chamber- maid aso began to weep, but had
no oneto comfort her. As Pere Callahan slid the meshy (and oddly heavy) material of the
bowling bag back around the ghostwood box, Jake turned to her and said, "Y ou need to
take anap, sa."

It was the only thing he could think of, and it worked. The maid turned and walked

acrossto the bed. She crawled up on it, pulled her skirt down over her knees, and appeared
to fall unconscious.



"Will it stay asleep?" Jake asked Callahan in alow voice. "Because. . . Pere. . . that was
too close for comfort.”

Perhaps, but Callahan's mind suddenly seemed free — freer than it had been in years. Or
perhapsit was his heart that had been freed. In any case, his thoughts seemed very clear as
he lowered the bowling bag to the folded dry-cleaning bags on top of the safe.

Remembering a conversation in the alley behind Home. He and Frankie Chase and
Magruder, out on a smoke-break. The talk had turned to protecting your valuables in New
York, especidly if you had to go away for awhile, and Magruder had said the safest storage
in New York . . . the absolute safest storage. . .

"Jake, there's also abag of platesin the safe.”

"Orizas?'

"Yes. Get them." While he did, Callahan went to the maid on the bed and reached into
the left skirt pocket of her uniform. He brought out a number of plastic MagCards, afew
regular keys, and a brand of mints he'd never heard of —Altoids.

He turned her over. It was like turning a corpse.

"What're you doing?" Jake whispered. He had put Oy down so he could sling the
silk-lined reed pouch over his shoulder. It was heavy, but he found the weight comforting.

"Robbing her, what does it ook like?" the Pere replied angrily. "Father Callahan of the
Holy Roman Catholic Church is robbing a hotel maid. Or would, if shehad any . . . ah!"

In the other pocket was the little roll of bills hed been hoping for. She had been
performing turndown service when Oy's barking had distracted her. Thisincluded
flush- ing the john, pulling the shades, turning down the bed, and leaving what the maids
called "pillow candy." Some- times patrons tipped for the service. This maid was carrying
two tens, three fives, and four ones.

"I'll pay you back if our paths cross,” Callahan told the unconscious maid. "Otherwise,
just consider it your service to God."

"Whiiiite," the maid said in the slurred whisper of one who talks and yet sleeps.

Callahan and Jake exchanged a look.

ELEVEN



In the elevator going back down, Callahan held the bag containing Black Thirteen and
Jake carried the one with the 'Rizas inside. He also carried their money. It now cameto a
total of forty-eight dollars.

"Will it be enough?' It was his only question after hear- ing the Pere's plan for disposing
of the ball, a plan which would necessitate another stop.

"I don't know and | don't care," Callahan replied. They were speaking in the low voices
of conspirators, athough the elevator was empty save for them. "If | can rob a sleeping
chambermaid, stiffing a cab driver should be aleadpipe cinch.”

"Yeah," Jake said. He was thinking that Roland had done more than rob a few innocent
people during his quest for the Tower; he'd killed a good many, aswell. "Let'sjust get this
done and then find the Dixie Pig."

"Y ou don't have to worry so much, you know," Callahan said. "If the Tower falls, you'll
be among the very first to know."

Jake studied him. After amoment or two of this, Calla- han cracked a smile. He couldn't
help it.

"Not that funny, sai," Jake said, and they went out into the dark of that early summer's
night in the year of '99.

TWELVE

It was quarter to nine and there was still aresidue of light across the Hudson when they
arrived at thefirst of their two stops. The taximeter's tale was nine dollars and fifty cents.
Callahan gave the cabbie one of the maid's tens.

"Mon, don't hurt yose'f,” the driver said in apowerful Jamaican accent. "I dreadful 'fraid
you might leave yose'fshote. "

"You'relucky to get anything at al, son," Callahan said kindly. "We're seeing New Y ork
on abudget.”

"My woman got a budget, too," said the cabbie, and then drove away.

Jake, meanwhile, was looking up. "Wow," he said softly. "I guess | forgot howbig all
thisis."



Callahan followed his glance, then said: "Let's get it done.” And, as they hurried inside:
"What are you getting from Susannah? Anything?"

"Man with a guitar,” Jake said. "Singing . . . | don't know. And | should. It was another
one of those coinci- dences that aren't coincidences, like the owner of the book- store being
named Tower or Balazar's joint turning out to be The Leaning Tower. Some song. . . |
should know."

"Anything else?’|

Jake shook hishead. "That's thelast thing | got from her, and it was just after we got into
the taxi outside the hotel. | think she's gone into the Dixie Pig and now she's out of touch.”
He smiled faintly at the unintentional pun.

Callahan veered toward the building directory in the center of the huge |obby. "Keep Oy
close to you."

"Don't worry."

It didn't take Callahan long to find what he was looking for.

THIRTEEN

The sign read:

LONG-TERM STORAGE
10-36MOS.
USE TOKENS
TAKE KEY
MANAGEMENT ACCEPTS NO RESPONSIBILITY FORLOST

PROPERTY!

Below, in aframed box, was alist of rules and regula- tions, which they both scanned



closely. From beneath their feet came the rumble of a subway train. Callahan, who hadn't
been in New Y ork for almost twenty years, had no ideawhat train it might be, where it
might go, or how deep in the city's intestine it might run. They'd aready come down two
levels by escalator, first to the shops and then to here. The subway station was deeper still.

Jake shifted the bag of Orizasto his other shoulder and pointed out the last line on the
framed notice. "We'd get adiscount if we were tenants,” he said.

"Count!" Oy cried sternly.

"Aye, laddie,” Callahan agreed, "and if wishes were horses, beggars would ride. We
don't need a discount."

Nor did they. After walking through ametal detector (no problem with the Orizas) and
past a rent-a-cop dozing on a stool, Jake determined that one of the smallest lockers
—those on the far lefthand side of the long room — would accommodate themid-world
lanes bag and the box inside. To rent the box for the maximum length of time would cost
twenty-seven dollars. Pere Callahan fed billsinto the various slots of the token-dispensing
machine carefully, prepared for amalfunction: of all the wonders and horrors he'd seen
dur- ing their brief time back in the city (the latter including atwedollar taxi drop-charge),
this was in some ways the hard- est to accept. A vending nachine that accepted paper
cur- rency? A lot of sophisticated technology had to lie behind this machine with its dull
brown finish and its sign com- manding patrons toinsert bills face up ! The picture
accom- panying the command showed George Washington withthe top of his head facing
to theleft, but the bills Callahan fed into the machine seemed to work no matter which way
the head was facing. Just as long as the picture was on top. Callahan was almost relieved
when the machinedid mal- function once, refusingo accept an old and wrinkled dollar bill.
Therelatively crisp fives it gobbled up without a mur- mur, dispensing little showers of
tokensinto the tray beneath. Callahan gathered up twenty-seven dollars worth of these,
started back toward where Jake was waiting, and then turned around again, curious about
something. He looked on the side of the amazing (amazing to him, at least, it was)
cur- rencyeating vending machine. Toward the bottom, on a series of little plaques, wasthe
information he'd been look-ing for. This was a Change-Mak-R2000 , manufactured in
Cleveland, Ohio, but alot of companies had chipped in: General Electric, DeWalt
Electronics, Showrie Electric, Pana- sonic, and, at the bottom, smallest of all but very much
there, North Central Positronics.

The snake in the garden,Callahan thought. This guy Stephen King, who supposedly
thought me up, may only exist in one world, but what do you bet North Central Positronics
existsin all of them1? Sure, because that's the Crimson King'srig, just like Sombra'shisrig
and he only wants what any power-mad despot in history has wanted: to be everywhere,
own everything, and basically control the universe.

"Or bring it to darkness,” he murmured.

"Perel” Jake called impatiently. "Perel”



"I'm coming,” he said, and hurried across to Jake with his hands full of shiny gold
tokens.

FOURTEEN

The key came out of Locker883 after Jake had inserted nine of the tokens, but he went on
putting them in until all twenty-seven were gone. At this point the small glass port- hole
under the locker-number turned red.

"Maxed out," Jake said with satisfaction. They were still talking in those low
mustn't-wake-the-baby tones, and this long, cavernous room was indeed very quiet. Jake
guessed it would be bedlam at eight in the morning and five in the afternoon on working
days, with folks coming and going from the subway station below, some of them storing
their gear in the short-term coin-op lockers. Now there was just the ghostly sound of
conversation drifting down the escalator well from the few shops still open in the arcade
and the rum- ble of another approaching train.

Callahan dlid the bowling bag into the narrow opening. Slid it back as far asit would go
with Jake watching anxiously. Then he closed the locker and Jake turned the key. "Bingo,"
Jake said, putting the key in his pocket. Then, with anxiety: "Will it Sleep?’

"I think so," Callahan said. "Like it did in my church. If another Beam breaks, it might
wake up and work mischief, but then, if another Beam letsgo — "

"If another Beam lets go, alittle mischief won't matter,” Jake finished for him.

Callahan nodded. "The only thing is. . . well, you know where we're going. And you
know what we're apt to find there.”

Vampires. Low men. Other servants of the Crimson King, maybe. Possibly Walter, the
hooded man in black who sometimes shifted his shape and form and called him- self
Randall Flagg. Possibly even the Crimson King himself.

Y es, Jake knew.

"If you have the touch," Callahan continued, "we have to assume that some of them do,
too. It's possible they could pick this place — and the locker-number — out of our minds.
We're going to go in there and try to get her, but we have to recognize that the chances of
failure arefairly high. I've never fired agun in my life, and you're not — forgive me, Jake,
but you're not exactly a battle-hardened veteran.”



"I've got one or two under my belt,” Jake said. He was thinking about his time with
Gasher. And about the Wolves, of course.

"Thisis apt to be different,” Callahan said. "I'm just say- ing it might be abad ideafor us
to betaken dlive. If it comesto that. Do you understand?”

"Don't worry," Jake said in atone of chilling comfort. "Don't worry about that, Pere. We
won't be."

FIFTEEN

Then they were outside again, looking for another cab. Thanks to the maid's tip-money,
Jake reckoned they had just about enough remaining cash to take them to the Dixie Pig.
And he had an idea that once they entered the Pig, their need for ready cash — or anything
else— would cease.

"Here's one," Callahan said, and waved hisarm in aflag- ging gesture. Jake, meanwhile,
looked back at the building from which they had just emerged.

"You're sureit'll be safe there?' he asked Callahan as the cab swerved toward them,
honking relentlessly at a slow- poke between him and his fares.

"According to my old friend sai Magruder, that's the safest storage areain Manhattan,”
Callahan said. "Fifty times safer than the coin-op lockers in Penn Station and Grand
Central, he said . . . and of course here you've got the long-term storage option. There are
probably other storage placesin New Y ork, but we'll be gone before they open — one way
or the other."

The cab pulled over. Callahan held the door for Jake, and Oy hopped unobtrusively in
right behind him. Callahan spared one final glance at the twin towers of the World Trade
Center before getting in himself.

"It's good to go until June of two thousand and two, unless someone breaks in and steals
it."

"Or if the building falls down on top of it," Jake said.

Callahan laughed, although Jake hadn't quite sounded asif he were joking. "Never
happen. Andif itdid. .. well, one glass ball under ahundred and ten stories of concrete and

steel? Even aglass ball filled with deep magic? That'd be one way to take care of the nasty
thing, | guess.”



SIXTEEN

Jake had asked the cabbie to drop them off at Lexington and Fifty-ninth, just to be on the
safe side, and after looking to Callahan for approval, he gave the sai al but their last two
dollars.

On the corner of Lex and Sixtieth, Jake pointed to a number of cigarette ends mashed
into the sidewalk. "Thisiswhere he was," he said. "The man playing the guitar."

He bent down, picked up one of the butts, and held it in his palm for a moment or two.
Then he nodded, smiled cheerlessly, and readjusted the strap on his shoulder. The Orizas
clanked faintly inside the rush bag. Jake had counted them in the back of the cab and hadn't
been surprised to find there were exactly nineteen.

"No wonder she stopped,” Jake said, dropping the butt and wiping his hand on his shirt.
And suddenly he sang, low but perfectly on pitch: "I amaman . . . of constant sor- row . . .
I'veseentrouble. .. al mydays...I'mboundtoride...that Northernrailroad. .. Perhaps
I'll take. .. the very next train."

Callahan, keyed up aready, felt his nerves crank yet tighter. Of course he recognized the
song. Only when Susannah had sung it that night on the Pavilion — the same night Roland
had won the hearts of the Calla by dancing the fiercest commala many had ever seen —
she'd substituted "maid” for "man."

"She gave him money," Jake said dreamily. "And she said . . ." He stood with his head
down, biting hislip, think- ing hard. Oy looked up at him raptly. Nor did Callahan interrupt.
Understanding had come to him: he and Jake were going to diein the Dixie Pig. They
would go down fight- ing, but thg were going to die there.

And he thought dying would be all right. It was going to break Roland's heart to lose the
boy . . . yet he would go on. Aslong as the Dark Tower stood, Roland would go on.

Jake looked up. "She said, 'Remember the struggle.”

"Susannah did."

"Y es. Shecame forward. Mialet her. And the song moved Mia. She wept."
"Say true?'

"True. Mia, daughter of none, mother of one. And while Miawas distracted . . . her eyes
blind with tears .. . ."



Jake looked around. Oy looked around with him, likely not searching for anything but
only imitating his beloved Ake. Callahan was remembering that night on the Pavil- ion. The
lights. The way Oy had stood on his hind legs and bowed to thefolken. Susannah, singing.
Thelights. The dancing, Roland dancing the commalain the lights, the colored lights.
Roland dancing in the white. Always Roland; and in the end, after the others had fallen,
murdered away one by one in these bloody motions, Roland would remain.

| can live with that,Callahan thought.And die with it.

"She left something but it'sgone! " Jake said in adis- tressed, amostcrying voice.
"Someone must havefound it . . . or maybe the guitar-player saw her drop it and took it . . .
this fucking city! Everyone steals everything! Ah,shit! "

"Letit go."

Jake turned his pale, tired, frightened face up to Callahan's. " She left us something and
weneed it! Don't you understand how thin our chances are?"

"Yes. If you want to back off, Jake, now would be the time."

The boy shook his head with no doubt nor the slightest hesitation, and Callahan was
fiercely proud of him. "Let's go, Pere," he said.

SEVENTEEN

On the corner of Lex and Sixty-first they stopped again. Jake pointed across the street.
Callahan saw the green awning and nodded. It was imprinted with a cartoon porker that
was grinning blissfully in spite of having been roasted a bright and smoking red.The dixie
pig was written on the awning's overhang. Parked in arow in front of it were five long
black limousines with their accent lights glowing a slightly blurred yellow in the dark.
Callahan realized for the first time that a mist was creeping down the Avenue.

"Here," Jake said, and handed him the Ruger. The boy rummaged in his pockets and
came up with two big handfuls of cartridges. They gleamed dully in the pervasive orange
glow of the streetlamps. "Put em all in your breast pocket, Pere. Easier to get at that way,
al right?

Callahan nodded.

"Ever shot agun before?’



"No," Cdlahan said. "Have you ever fired one of those plates?"

Jake'slips parted in agrin. "Benny Slightman and | snuck a bunch of the practice dishes
out to the riverbank and had a match one night. He wasn't much good, but . . ."

"Let me guess. You were."

Jake shrugged, then nodded. He had no words to express how fine the plates had felt in
his hands, how sav- agely right. But perhaps that was natural. Susannah had also taken
quickly and naturally to throwing the Oriza. That Pere Callahan had seen for himself.

"All right, what's our plan?' Callahan asked. Now that he had decided to go throughit all
the way to the end, he was more than willing to give leadership over to the boy. Jake was,
after al, the gunslinger.

The boy shook his head. "Thereis none," he said, "not really. | go in first. You right
behind me. Once we're through the door, we spread apart. Ten feet between us any timewe
have ten feet to give, Pere — do you understand? So that no matter how many there are or
howclose they are, no one of them can get both of us at the same time."

This was Roland's teaching, and Callahan recognized it as such. He nodded.

"I'll be ableto follow her by touch, and Oy will be ableto by scent," Jake said. "Move
with us. Shoot whatever asks to be shot, and without hesitation, do you understand?”

llAye.ll

"If you kill something that has what |ooks like a useful weapon, takeit. If you can scoop
it up on the move, that is. We have to keep moving. We have to keep taking it to them. We
have to be relentless. Can you scream?’

Callahan considered it, then nodded.

"Scream at them," Jake said. "I'll be doing the same. And I'll be moving. Maybe running,
morelikely at agood fast walk. Make sure that every time | look on my right, | seethe side
of your face."

"You'll seeit,” Callahan said, and thought:Until one of them drops me, at least. "After
we bring her out of there, Jake, am | a gunslinger?"

Jake's grin was wolfish, all his doubts and fears put behind him. "Khef, ka, and ka-tet,"
he said. "Look, there's thewalk light. Let's cross.”

EIGHTEEN



The driver's seat of the first limo was empty. There was afel- low in acap and auniform
behind the wheel of the second, but to Pere Callahan the sai |ooked asleep. Another manin
cap and uniform was leaning against the sidewalk side of the third limo. The coal of a
cigarette made alazy arc from his side to his mouth and then back down again. He glanced
their way, but with no appreciableinterest. What was there to see? A man going on elderly,
aboy going on teenage, and a scurrying dog. Big deal.

When they gained the other side of Sixty-first, Callahan saw asign on achrome stand in
front of the restaurant:

CLOSED FOR PRIVATE FUNCTION

What exactly did you call tonight's function at the Dixie Pig? Callahan wondered. A
baby shower? A birthday party?

"What about Oy?" he asked Jake in alow voice.
"Qy stays with me."

Only four words, but they were enough to convince Callahan Jake knew what he did:
thiswas their night to die. Callahan didn't know if they'd manage to go out in a blaze of
glory, but they would be going out, all three of them. The clearing at the end of the path was
now hidden from their view by only a single turn; they would enter it three abreast. And
little as he wanted to die while his lungs were still clear and his eyes could still see,
Callahan understood that things could have been much worse. Black Thirteen had been
stuffed away in another dark place where it would sleep, and if Roland did indeed remain
standing when the hurly-burly was done, the battle lost and won, then he would track it
down and dispose of it as he saw fit. Meanwhile —

"Jake, listen to me a second. Thisisimportant.”
Jake nodded, but he looked impatient.

"Do you understand that you arein danger of death, and do you ask forgiveness for your
sins?'

The boy understood he was being given last rites. "Yes," he said.

"Are you sincerely sorry for those sins?"



"Yes."
"Repent of them?"
"Yes, Pere."

Callahan sketched the sign of the crossin front of him. "Nomine Patris, nomini Fili,
nomine— "

Oy barked. Just once, but with excitement. And it was abit muffled, that bark, for he had
found something in the gutter and was holding it up to Jake in his mouth. The boy bent and
took it.

"What?" Callahan asked. "What isit?"’

"It'swhat she left for us,” Jake said. He sounded enor- mously relieved, almost hopeful
again. "What she dropped while Miawas distracted and crying about the song. Oh man —
we might have a chance, Pere. We might just have a chance after all.”

He put the object in the Pere's hand. Callahan was surprised by its weight, and then
struck almost breathless by its beauty. He felt the same dawning of hope. It was probably
stupid, but it was there, al right.

He held the scrimshaw turtle up to his face and ran the pad of hisindex finger over the
guestion-mark-shaped scratch on its shell. Looked into its wise and peaceful eyes. "How
lovely itis,” he breathed. "Isit the Turtle Maturin? It is, isn't it?"

"I don't know," Jake said. "Probably. She calsit theskdlpadda, and it may help us, but it
can't kill the harriers that are waiting for usin there." He nodded toward the Dixie Pig.
"Only we can do that, Pere. Will you?'

"Oh yes," Callahan said camly. He put the turtle, theskélpadda, into his breast pocket.
"I'll shoot until the bullets are gone or I'm dead. If | run out of bullets before they kill me,
I'll club them with the gun-butt.”

"Good. Let's go givethem some last rites.”

They walked past theclosed sign on its chrome post, Oy trotting between them, his head
up and his muzzle wearing that toothy grin. They mounted the three steps to the dou- ble
doorswithout hesitating. At the top, Jake reached into the pouch and brought out two of the
plates. He tapped them together, nodded at the dull ringing sound, and then said: "L et's see
yours."

Callahan lifted the Ruger and held the barrel beside hisright cheek like a duelist. Then
he touched his breast pocket, which bulged and drooped with shells.



Jake nodded, satisfied. "Once we're in, we stay together. Always together, with Oy
between. On three. And once we start, we don't stop until we're dead.”

"Never stop.”
"Right. Are you ready?"
"Yes. God's love on you, boy."

"And on you, Pere. One. . . two. . .three. " Jake opened the door and together they went
into dim light and the sweet tangy smell of roasting pork.

STAVE:Commala-come-ki ,
There'satimeto liveand oneto die.
With your back against the final wall

Yagottalet the bullets fly.

RESPONSE:Commala-come ki !
Let the bullets fly!

Don't 'ee mourn for me, my lads
When it comes my day to die.

13th STANZA

"Hile, Mia, Hile, Mother"



"Hile, Mig,Hile, Mother"

ONE

Kamight have put that downtown bus where it was when Mia's cab pulled up, or it might
only have been coinci- dence. Certainly it's the sortof question that provokes argument
from the humblest street-preacher (can you give me hallelujah) all the way up to the
mightiest of theological philosophers (can you give me a Socratic amen). Some might
consider it almost frivolous; the mighty issuesthat loom their shadows behind the question,
however, are any- thing but.

One downtown bus, half empty.
But if it hadn't been there on the corner of Lex and Sixty-first, Mialikely would never

have noticed the man playing the guitar. And, had she not stopped to listen to the man
playing the guitar, who knows how much of what fol- lowed might have been different?

TWO

"Awwww, man, wouldja looka-dat!" the cab driver exclaimed, and lifted his hand to his
windshield in an exasperated ges- ture. Abus was parked on the corner of Lexington and
Sixty-first, its diesel engine rumbling and itstaillights flash- ing what Miatook to be some
kind of distress code. The bus driver was standing by one of the rear wheels, looking at the
dark cloud of diesel smoke pouring from the bus's rear vent.

"Lady," said the cab driver, "you mind getting off on the corner of Sixtieth? Thabe all
right?"

Isit? Miaasked.What should | say ?

Sure, Susannah replied absently.Sxtieth'sfine.



Mias question had called her back from her version of the Dogan, where she'd been
trying to get in touch with Eddie. She'd had no luck doing that, and was appalled at the state
of the place. The cracksin thefloor now ran deep, and one of the ceiling panels had crashed
down, bringing the flu- orescent lights and several long snarls of electrical cable withit.
Some of the instrument panels had gone dark. Oth- ers were seeping tendrils of smoke. The
needle on theSusannah-Miodial was al the way over into the red. Below her feet, the floor
was vibrating and the machinery was screaming. And saying that none of thiswas redl, it
was all only avisualization technique, kind of missed the whole point, didn't it? She'd shut
down avery powerful process, and her body was paying a price. The Voice of the Dogan
had warned her that what she was doing was dangerous; that it wasn't (in thewordsof aTV
ad) niceto fool Mother Nature. Susannah had no ideawhich of her glands and organs were
taking the biggest beating, but she knew that theywere hers.Not Mias. It wastimeto call a
halt to this madness before everything went sky-high.

First, though, she'd tried to get in touch with Eddie, yelling his name into the mike
withnorth central positronics stamped on it again and again. Nothing. Y elling Roland's
name al so brought no result. If they were dead, she would have known it. She was sure of
that. But not to be able to get in touch with them atall . . . what did that mean?

It mean you once mo'been fucked mos' righteous, honey chile, Dettatold her, and
cackled.This what you get fo' messin wit' honkies.

| can get out here?Miawas asking, shy asagirl arriving at her first dance.Really?

Susannah would have slapped her own brow, had she had one. God, when it was about
anything but her baby, the bitch was so goddamtimid!

Yes, go ahead. It's only a single block, and on the avenues, the blocks are short.
Thedriver . .. how much should | give the driver?
Give him aten and let him keep the change. Here, hold it out for me—

Susannah sensed Mia's reluctance and reacted with weary anger. Thiswas not entirely
without amusement.

Listen to me, sweetheart, | wash my hands of you. Okay? Give him any fucking bill you
want.

No, no, it'sall right.Humble now. Frightened.| trust you, Susannah. And she held up the
remaining bills from Mats, fanned out in front of her eyeslike a hand of cards.

Susannah almost refused, but what was the point? Shecame forward, took control of the
brown hands holding the money, selected aten, and gave it to the driver. "Keep the
change,” she said.



"Thanks, lady!"

Susannah opened the curbside door. A robot voi ce began to speak when shedid, startling
her — startling both of them. It was someone named Whoopi Goldberg, reminding her to
take her bags. For Susannah-Mia, the question of her gunnawas moot. There was only one
piece of baggage which concerned them now, and of this Miawould soon be delivered.

She heard guitar music. At the same time she felt her control over the hand stuffing
money back into her pocket and the leg swinging out of the cab begin to ebb. Mia, taking
over again now that Susannah had solved another of her lit- tle New Y ork dilemmas.
Susannah began to struggle against this usurpation

(mybody, goddammit, mine,at least from the waist up, and that includes the head and
the braininsideit!)

and then quit. What was the use? Miawas stronger. Susannah had no ideawhy that
should be, but she knew that it was.

A kind of queerBushido fatalism had come over Susan- nah Dean by this point. It wasthe
sort of calmness that cloaks the drivers of cars skidding helplessly toward bridge
overpasses, the pilots of planes that heel over into their final dives, their enginesdead . . .
and gunslingersdriven to their final cave or draw. Later she might fight, if fighting seemed
either worthwhile or honorable. She would fight to save herself or the baby, but not Mia—
thiswas her decision. Miahad forfeited any chance of rescue she might once have deserved,
in Susannah's eyes.

For now there was nothing to do, except maybe to turn thelabor force dial back t010 .
She thought she would be allowed that much control.

Before that, though . . . the music. The guitar. It was a song she knew, and knew well.
She had sung aversion of it to thefolken the night of their arrival in CallaBryn Sturgis.

After al she had been through since meeting Roland, hearing "Man of Constant Sorrow"
on this New Y ork street-corner did not strike her as coincidenta in the least. And it was a
wonderful song, wasn't it? Perhaps the avatar of all the folk songs she had so loved asa
younger woman, the ones that had seduced her, step by step, into activism and had led her
finally to Oxford, Mississippi. Those days were gone — she felt ever so much older than
she had then — but this song's sad simplicity still appealed to her. The Dixie Pig was less
than ablock from here. Once Mia had transported them through its doors, Susannah would
bein the Land of the Crimson King. She had no doubts or illusions about that. She did not
expect to return from there, did not expect to see either her friends or her beloved again,
and had an idea she might have to die with Mia's cheated howls for com- pany . . . but none
of that had to interfere with her enjoy- ment of this song now. Was it her deathsong? If so,
fine.



Susannah, daughter of Dan, reckoned there could have been far worse.

THREE

The busker had set up shop in front of a cafe called Black- strap Molasses. His guisr case
was open in front of him, its purple velvet interior (exactly the same shade asthe rug in sai
King's Bridgton bedroom, can you say amen) scattered with change and bills, just so any
unusually innocent passersby would know the right thing to do. He was sitting on a sturdy
wooden cube which looked exactly like the one upon which the Rev. Harrigan stood to
preach.

There were signs that he was almost through for the night. He had put on his jacket,
which bore aNew York Yan- kees patch on the sleee, and a hat withJOHN
LENNONLIVES printed above the bill. There had apparently been asign in front of him
but now it was back in hisinstrument case, words-side down. Not that Miawould have
known what was writ upon it in any case, not she.

He looked at her, smiled, and quit his fingerpicking. She raised one of the remaining
billsand said, "I'll give you thisif you'll play that song again. All of it, thistime."

The young man looked about twenty, and while there was nothing very handsome about
him, with his pale, spotty complexion, the gold ring in one of hisnostrils, and the cig- arette
jutting from the corner of his mouth, he had an engaging air. His eyes widened as he
realized whose face was on the bit of currency she was holding. "Lady, for fifty bucksI'd
play every Ralph Stanley song | know . . . and | know quite afew of em."”

"Just thisone will do usfine,” Miasaid, and tossed the bill. It fluttered into the busker's
guitar case. He watched its prankish descent with disbelief. "Hurry," Mia said. Susannah
was quiet, but Mia sensed her listening. "My time is short. Play."

And so the guitar-player sitting on the box in front of the cafe began to play a song
Susannah had first heard in The Hungry i, a song she had herself sung at God only knew
how many hootenannies, a song she'd once sung behind a motel in Oxford, Mississippi.
The night before they had all been thrown in jail, that had been. By then those three young
voter-registration boys had been missing amost a month, gone into the black Mississippi
earth somewherein the general vicinity of Philadelphia (they were eventually found in the
town of Longdale, can you give me hallelujah, can you please say amen). That fabled
White Sledgehammer had begun once more to swing in the redneck toolies, but they had
sung anyway. Odetta Holmes — Det, they called her in those days — had begun this
particular song and then the rest of them joined in, the boys singingman and the girls
singingmaid. Now, rapt within the Dogan which had become her gulag, Susannah listened
as this young man, unborn in those terrible old days, sang it again. The cofferdam of her



memory broke wide open and it was Mia, unprepared for the violence of these recollections,
who was lifted upon the wave.

FOUR

In the Land of Memory, the time is alwaysNow.

In the Kingdom of Ago, the clockstick . . . but their hands never move.
There is an Unfound Door

(O los))

and memory is the key which opensit.

FIVE

Their names are Cheney, Goodman, Schwerner; these are those who fall beneath the
swing of the White Sledgeham- mer on thel9 th of June, 1964 .

O Discordial

SIX

They're staying at aplace called the Blue Moon Motor Hotel, on the Negro side of Oxford,
Mississippi. The Blue Moon is owned by Lester Bambry, whaose brother John is pastor of
the First Afro-American Methodist Church of Oxford, can you give me hallelujah, can you

say amen.

ItisJulyl9th 0f1964 , a month to the day after thedisap- pearance of Cheney, Goodman,
and Schwerner. Three days after they disappeared somewhere around Philadel phia there
was a meeting at John Bambry's church and the local Negro activiststold the three dozen
or so remaining white northeners that in light of what was now happening, they were of
course free to go home. And some of themhavegone home, praise God, but Odetta Holmes



and eighteen others stay. Yes. They stay at the Blue Moon Motor Hotel. And some- times at
night they go out back, and Delbert Anderson brings his guitar and they sing.

"I Shall Be Released,"they sing and

"John Henry,"they sing, gonna whop the steel on down (great Gawd, say Gawd-bomb),
and they sing

"Blowin in the Wind"and they sing

"Hesitation Blues'by the Rev. Gary Dauvis, all of them laugh- ing at theamiably risque
verses. adollar isadollar and adimeisadimel got a houseful of chillun ain't none of em
mine, and they sing:

"I Ain't Marchin Anymore*and they sing

in the Land of Memory and the Kingdom of Ago they sing

in the blood-heat of their youth, in the strength of their bodies, in the confidence of their
minds they sing,

to deny Discordia

to deny the can toi

in affirmation of Gan the Maker, Gan the Evil-taker
they don't know these names

they know all these names

the heart sings what it must sing

the blood knows what the blood knows

on the Path of the Beam our hearts know all the secrets
and they sing

sing

Odetta begins and Delbert Anderson plays; she sings

"I am amaid of constant sorrow . . . I've seentroubleall my days. .. | bid farewell . .. to
old Kentucky . . ."



SEVEN

So Miawas ushered through the Unfound Door and into the Land of Memory, transported
to the weedy yard behind Lester Bambry's Blue Moon Motor Hotel, and so she heard —

(hears)

EIGHT

Mia hears the woman who will become Susannah as she sings her song. She hears the
othersjoin in, one by one, until they are al singing together in a choir, and overhead isthe
Mississippi moon, raining its radiance down on their faces —some black, some white —
and upon the cold stedl rails of the tracks which run behind the hotel, tracks which run
south from here, which run out to Longdale, the town where on August5 th 0f1964 the
badly decomposed bodies of their amigos will be found — -James Cheney, twenty-one;
Andrew Goodman, twenty-one; Michael Schwerner, twenty-four; O Discordial And to you
who favor darkness, give you joy of the red Eye that shines there.

She hears them sing.

All thro' thisEarth I'mbound toramble. .. Thro' ssormand wind, thro' Sleetandrain . . .
I'm bound to ride that Northern rail- road . . .

Nothing opens the eye of memory like asong, and it is Odetta's memories that lift Mia
and carry her asthey sing together, Det and her ka-mates under the silvery moon. Mia sees
them walking hence from here with their arms linked, singing

(ohdeepinmy heart.. .| dobelieve...)

another song, the one they feel defines them most clearly. The faces lining the street and
watching them are twisted with hate. The fists being shaken at them are cal-lused. The
mouths of the women who purse their lips to shoot the spit that will clabber their cheeks
dirty their hair stain their shirts are paintless and their legs are without stockings and their
shoes are nothing but runover lumps. There are men in overalls (Oshkosh-by-gosh,
someone say hallelujah). There are teenage boys in clean white sweaters and flattop
haircuts and one of them shouts at Odetta, care- fuly articulating each word:We Will Kill!
Every! Goddam! Nigger! Who Steps Foot On The Campus Of Oh Miss!



And the camaraderie in spite of the fear.Because of the fear. The fedling that they are
doing something incredibly important: something for the ages. They will change Amer- ica,
and if the priceisblood, why then they will pay it. Say true, say hallelujah, praise God, give
up your loud amen.

Then comes the white boy named Darryl, and at first he couldn't, he was limp and he
couldn't, and then later on he could and Odetta's secret other — the screaming, laughing,
ugly other — never came near. Darryl and Det lay together until morning, slept spoons
until morning beneath the Mis- sissippi moon. Listening to the crickets. Listening to the
owls. Listening to the soft smooth hum of the Earth turning on its gimbals, turning and
turning ever further into the twentieth century. They are young, their blood runs hot, and
they never doubt their ability to change everything.

It's fare you well, my own true lover . . .

Thisis her song in the weeds behind the Blue Moon Motor Hotel; thisis her song
beneath the moon.

I'll never see your face again . . .

It's Odetta Holmes at the apotheosis of her life, and Miaisthere! She seesit, feelsit, is
lost inits glorious and some would say stupid hope (ah but | say hallelujah, we al say
Gawd-bomb). She understands how being afraid all the time makes one's friends more
precious; how it makes every bite of every meal sweet; how it stretches time until every
day seemsto last forever, leading on to velvet night, and theyknow James Cheney is dead

(say true)

theyknow Andrew Goodman is dead

(say hallelujah)

theyknow Michael Schwerner — oldest of them and still just a baby at twenty-four — is
dead.

(Give up your loudest amen!)

They know that any of them is also eligible to wind up in the mud of Longdale or
Philadel phia. At any time. The night after this particular hoot behind the Blue Moon, most
of them, Odetta included, will be taken to jail and her time of humiliation will begin. But
tonight she's with her friends, with her lover, and they are one, and Discordia has been
ban- ished. Tonight they sing swaying with their arms around each other.

The girls singmaid, the boys singman.

Miais overwhelmed by their love for one another; sheis exalted by the ssmplicity of



what they believe.

At first, too stunned to laugh or to cry, she can only lis- ten, amazed.
NINE

Asthe busker began the fourth verse, Susannah joined in, at first tentatively and then — at
his encouraging smile — with awill, harmonizing above the young man's voice:

For breakfast we had bulldog gravy
For supper we had beans and bread
The miners don't have any dinner

And atick of straw they call abed. ..

TEN

The busker quit after that verse, looking at Susannah-Miawith happy surprise. "'l thought |
was the only one who knew that one," he said. "It's the way the Freedom Riders used to —

"No," Susannah said quietly. "Not them. It was the voter-registration people who sang
the bulldog-gravy verse. The folks who came down to Oxford in the summer of '64. When

those three boys were killed."
"Schwerner and Goodman," he said. "'l can't remember the name of the — "
"James Cheney," she said quietly. "He had the most beautifulhair. "
"You talk as though you knew him," he said, "but you can't be much over . . . thirty?"
Susannah had an idea she looked a good deal older than thirty, especially tonight, but of

course this young man had fifty dollars more in his guitar case now than had been there a
single song ago, and it had perhaps affected his eyesight.



"My mother spent the summer of '64inNeshoba County,” Susannah said, and with two
spontaneously chosen words —my mother — did her captor more damage than she could
have imagined. Those words flayed open Mia's heart.

"Cool on Mom!" the young man exclaimed, and smiled. Then the smile faded. He fished
the fifty out of the guitar case and held it up to her. "Take it back. It was a pleasure just to
sing with you, maam."

"I realy couldn't," Susannah said, smiling. "Remember the struggle, that'd be enough for
me. And remember Jimmy, Andy, and Michadl, if it doesya. | know it would do me just
fine."

"Please," the young man persisted. He was smiling again but the smile was troubled and
he might have been any of those young men from the Land of Ago, singing in the
moonlight between the slumped ass-ends of the Blue Moon's shacky little units and the
double-hammered heatless moon- light gleam of therailroad tracks; he could have been any
in his beauty and the careless flower of his youth and how in that moment Mialoved him.
Even her chap seemed secondary in that glow. She knew it was in many ways afalse glow,
imparted by the memories of her hostess, and yet she sus- pected that in other ways it might
bereal. She knew onething for sure: only acreature such as herself, who'd had immortality
and given it up, could appreciate the raw courage it took to stand against the forces of
Discordia. To risk that fragile beauty by putting beliefs before persona safety.

Make him happy, take it back,she told Susannah, but would notcome forward and make
Susannah do so. Let it be her choice.

Before Susannah could reply, the alarm in the Dogan went off, flooding their shared
mind with noise and red light.

Susannah turned in that direction, but Mia grabbed her shoulder in agrip like aclaw
before she could go.

What's happening? What's gone wrong?
Let me loose!

Susannah twisted free. And before Mia could grab her again, she was gone.

ELEVEN

Susannah's Dogan pulsed and flared with red panic-light. A Klaxon hammered an audio



tattoo from the overhead speak- ers. All but two of the TV screens— one still showing the
busker on the corner of Lex and Sixtieth, the other the sleeping baby — had shorted oui.
The cracked floor was hum- ming under Susannah's feet and throwingup dust. One of the
control panels had gone dark, and another was in flames.

This looked bad.

Asif to confirm her assessment, the Blaine-like Voice of the Dogan began to speak
again. "WARNING!" it cried. "SYSTEM OVERLOAD! WITHOUT POWER
REDUCTION IN SECTION ALPHA, TOTAL SYSTEM SHUTDOWN WILL OCCUR
IN40 SECONDS!"

Susannah couldn't remember any Section Alphafrom her previous visits to the Dogan,
but wasn't surprised to now see asign labeled just that. One of the panels near it suddenly
erupted in agaudy shower of orange sparks, setting the seat of achair on fire. More celling
panels fell, trailing snarls of wiring.

"WITHOUT POWER REDUCTION IN SECTION ALPHA, TOTAL SYSTEM
SHUTDOWN WILL OCCUR IN30 SECONDS!"

What about theemotional temp dial?

"Leaveit done," she muttered to herself.

Okay, chap? What about that one?

After amoment's thought, Susannah flipped the toggle fromasleep toawake and those
disconcerting blue eyes opened at once, staring into Susannah's with what looked like

fierce curiosity.

Roland's child,she thought with a strange and painful mixture of emotions.And mine. As
for Mia? Girl, you nothing but a ka-mai. I'm sorry for you.

Kamal, yes. Not just afool, but ka's fool — afool of destiny.

"WITHOUT POWER REDUCTION IN SECTION ALPHA, TOTAL SYSTEM
SHUTDOWN WILL OCCUR IN25 SECONDS!"

So waking the baby hadn't done any good, at |east not in terms of preventing a complete
system crash. Time for Plan B.

She reached out for the absurdlabor force control-knob, the one that looked so much like
the oven-dia on her mother's stove. Turning the dial back to2 had been difficult, and had
hurt like abastard. Turning it the other way was eas- ier, and there was no pain at all. What
she felt was aneasing somewhere deep in her head, asif some network of muscles which
had been flexed for hours was now letting go with alit- tle cry of relief.



The blaring pulse of the Klaxon ceased.

Susannah turnedlabor force to8 , paused there, then shrugged. What the hell, it wastime
to go for broke, get this over with. Sheturned thedial al theway to10 . The moment it was
there, agreat glossy pain hardened her stomach and then rolled lower, gripping her pelvis.
She had to tighten her lips against a scream.

"POWER REDUCTION IN SECTION ALPHA HAS BEEN ACCOMPLISHED," said
the voice, and then it dropped into a John Wayne drawl that Susannah knew all too well.
"THANKS A WHOLE HEAP, LI'L COWGIRL."

She had to tighten her lips against another scream —not pain thistime but outright terror.
It was all very well to remind herself Blaine the Mono was dead and this voice was coming
from some nasty practical joker in her own sub- conscious, but that didn't stop the fear.

"LABOR...HASCOMMENCED," said the amplified voice, dropping the John Wayne
imitation. "LABOR ... HAS COMMENCED." Then, in ahorrible (and nasal) Bob Dylan
drawl that set her teeth on edge, the voice sang: "HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO
YOU ...BABE! ... HAPPY BIRTH- DAY ... TOYOU! HAPPY BIRHDAY ...DEAR
MORDRED .. .HAPPY BIRTHDAY ... TOYOU!"

Susannah visualized afire extinguisher mounted on the wall behind her, and when she
turned it was, of course, right there (she had not imagined the little sign reading ONLY
YOU AND SOMBRA CAN HELP PREVENT CONSOLE FIRES, how-ever — that,
along with adrawing of Shardik o' the Beam in a Smokey the Bear hat, was some other
joker'streat). As she hurried across the cracked and uneven floor to get the extinguisher,
skirting the fallen ceiling panels, another pain ripped into her, lighting her belly and thighs
on fire, making her want to double over and bear down on the outrageous stone in her
womb.

Not going to take long,she thought in avoice that was part Susannah and part Detta.No
ma'am. This chap comin in on the express train!

But then the pain let up dlightly. She snatched the extinguisher off the wall when it did,
trained the slim black horn on the flaming control panel, and pressed the trigger. Foam
billowed out, coating the flames. There was a baleful hissing sound and asmell like
burning hair.

"THEFIRE...ISOUT," the Voiceof the Dogan pro- clamed. "THEFIRE...ISOUT."
And then changing, quick as aflash, to a plummy British Lord Haw-Haw accent: "I
SAY,JOLLY GOOD SHOW, SEW-ZANNAH, AB-SO-LUTELYBRILLLL-IANT! "

She lurched across the minefield of the Dogan's floor again, seized the microphone, and
pressed the transmit toggle. Above her, on one of the TV screens still operating, she could
see that Miawas on the move again, crossing Six- tieth.



Then Susannah saw the green awning with the car- toon pig, and her heart sank. Not
Sixtieth, but Sixty-first.The hijacking mommyhbitch had reached her destination.

"Eddie!" she shouted into the microphone. "Eddie or Roland!" And what the hell, she
might as well make it a clean sweep. "Jake! Pere Callahan! We've reached the Dixie Pig
and we're going to have this damn baby! Come for usif you can, but be careful!"

She looked up at the screen again. Miawas now on the Dixie Pig side of the street,
peering at the green awning. Hes- itating. Could she read the wordsdixie pig ? Probably not,
but she could surely understand the cartoon. The smiling, smok- ing pig. And she wouldn't
hesitate long in any case, now that her labor had started.

"Eddie, | haveto go. | love you, sugar! Whatever else happens, you remember that!
Never forget it!lllove you! Thisis..." Her eyefell on the semicircular readout on the panel
behind the mike. The needle had fallen out of the red. She thought it would stay in the
yellow until the labor was over, then subside into the green.

Unless something went wrong, that was.

Sherealized she was still gripping the mike. "Thisis Susannah-Mio, signing off. God be
with you, boys. God and ka."

She put the microphone down and closed her eyes.

TWELVE

Susannah sensed the difference in Miaimmediately. Although she'd reached the Dixie Pig
and her labor had most emphatically commenced, Mias mind was for once elsewhere. It
had turned to Odetta Holmes, in fact, and to what Michael Schwerner had called the
Mississippi Summer Project. (What the Oxford rednecks had calledhim was The Jewboy.)
The emotiona atmosphere to which Susannah returned wasfraught,like still air before a
violent September storm.

Susannah! Susannah, daughter of Dan!
Yes, Mia.
| agreed to mortality.

S0 you said.



And certainly Mia had looked mortal in Fedic. Mortal andterribly pregnant.

Yet I've missed most of what makes the short-time life worth- while. Haven't I”? Theyrief
in that voice was awful; the surprise was even worse.And there's no time for you to tell me.
Not now.

Go somewher e el se,Susannah said, with no hope at all.Hail a cab, go to a hospital. We'll
have it together, Mia. Maybe we can even raise it toge —

If I have it anywhere but here, it will die and we'll die with it.She spoke with utter
certainty.And | willhave it. |I've been cheated of all but my chap, and Iwillhaveit. But . . .
Susan- nah . . . beforewe goin . . you spoke of your mother.

| lied. It was me in Oxford. Lying was easier than trying to explain time travel and
parallel worlds.

Show me the truth. Show me your mother. Show me, | beg!

There was no time to debate this request pro and con; it was either do it or refuse on the
spur of the moment. Susannah decided to do it.

Look, she said.

THIRTEEN

In the Land of Memory, the time is alwaysNow.

There is an Unfound Door

(Olost)

and when Susannah found it and opened it, Mia saw awoman with her dark hair pulled
back from her face and startling gray eyes. Thereis a cameo brooch at the woman's throat.
She's sitting at the kitchen table, thiswoman, in an eternal shaft of sun. Inthismemory itis
always ten minutes past two on an afternoon in October 0f1946 , the Big War isover, Irene
Daye is on the radio, and the smell is always gingerbread.

"Odetta, come and sit with me," says the woman at the table, she who is mother. "Have
something sweet. Y ou lookgood, girl."

And she smiles.



O lost, and by the wind grieved, ghost, come back again!

FOURTEEN

Prosaic enough, you would say, so you would. A young girl comes home from school with
her book-bag in one hand and her gym-bag in the other, wearing her white blouse and her
pleated St. Ann's tartan skirt and the knee-socks with the bows on the side (orange and
black, the school colors). Her mother, sitting at the kitchen table, looks up and offers her
daughter a piece of the gingerbread that just came out of the oven. It isonly one moment in
an unmarked million, asingle atom of event in alifetime of them. But it stole Mids breath

(you lookgood,girl)

and showed her in a concrete way she had previously not understood how rich
motherhood could be . . .if,that was, it was alowed to run its course uninterrupted.

The rewards?

Immeasurable.

In the endyou could be the woman sitting in the shaft of sun.You could be the one
looking at the child sailing bravely out of childhood's harbor. Y ou could be thewind in that
child's unfurled sails.

Y ou.

Odetta, come and sit with me.

Mias breath began to hitch in her chest.

Have something sweset.

Her eyes fogged over, the smiling cartoon pig on the awning first doubling, then
quadrupling.

You lookgood,girl .

Some time was better than no time at all. Even five years — or three — was better than
no timeat all. She couldn't read, hadn't been to Morehouse, hadn't been tono house, but she
could do that much math with no trouble: three = better than none. Even one = better than
none.



Oh...

Oh, but . . .

Miathought of a blue-eyed boy stepping through a door, one that was found instead of
lost. She thought of say- ing to hinYou look good,son!

She began to weep.

What have | donewas aterrible question.What else couldl have done was perhaps even
worse.

O Discordial

FIFTEEN

This was Susannah's one chance to do something: now, while Mia stood at the foot of the
steps leading up to her fate. Susannah reached into the pocket of her jeans and touched the
turtle, theskol padda. Her brown fingers, separated from Miaswhiteleg by only athin layer

of lining, closed around it.

She pulled it out and flipped it behind her, casting it into the gutter. From her hand into
the lap of ka

Then shewascarried up the three steps to the double doors of the Dixie Pig.

SIXTEEN

It wasvery dim inside and at first Mia could see nothing but murky, reddish-orange lights.
Electricflambeaux of the sort that still lit some of the rooms in Castle Discordia. Her
sense of smell needed no adjusting, however, and even as a fresh labor pain clamped her
tight, her stomach reacted to the smell of roasting pork and cried out to be fed. Herchap

cried out to be fed."
That's not pork, Mia,Susannah said, and was ignored.

Asthe doors were closed behind her — there was aman (or a manlike being) standing at
each of them — she began to see better. She was at the head of along, narrow dining room.



White napery shone. On each table was a candle in an orange-tinted holder. They glowed
like fox-eyes. The floor here in the foyer was black marble, but beyond themaitre d's stand
there was arug of darkest crimson.

Beside the stand was a sai of about sixty with white hair combed back from alean and
rather predatory face. It was the face of an intelligent man, but his clothes — the blaring
yellow sportcoat, the red shirt, the black tie — were those of a used-car salesman or a
gambler who specializes in rooking small-town rubes. In the center of hisforehead was a
red hole about an inch across, asif he had been shot at close range. It swam with blood that
never overflowed onto his pal- lid skin.

At the tablesin the dining room stood perhaps fifty men and half again as many women.
Most of them were dressed in clothes as loud or louder than those of the white-haired gent.
Big rings glared on fleshy fingers, diamond eardrops sparked back orange light from
theflambeaux.

There were a'so some dressed in more sober attire —jeans and plain white shirts seemed
to be the costume of choice for this minority. Thesefolken were pallid and watch- ful, their
eyes seemingly all pupil. Around their bodies, swirling so faintly that they sometimes
disappeared, were blue auras. To Miathese pallid, aura-enclosed creatures |looked quite a
bit more human than the low men and women. They were vampires — she didn't have to
observe the sharpened fangs which their smiles disclosed to know it — but till they looked
more human than Sayre's bunch. Perhaps because they once hadbeen human. The others,
though . . .

Their faces are only masks,she observed with growing dismay.Beneath the ones the
Wolves wear lie the electric men —the robots —but what is beneath these?

The dining room was breathlessly silent, but from some- where nearby came the
uninterrupted sounds of conversa- tion, laughter, clinking glasses, and cutlery against china.
There was a patter of liquid — wine or water, she supposed —and a louder outburst of
laughter.

A low man and alow woman — he in atuxedo equipped with plaid lapels and ared
velvet bow tie, shein astrapless sil- ver lame evening dress, both of startling obesity—
turned to look (with obvious displeasure) toward the source of these sounds, which seemed
to be coming from behind some sort of swaggy tapestry depicting knights and their ladies
at sup. When the fat couple turned to look, Mia saw their cheeks wrinkle upward like
clingy cloth, and for amoment, beneath the soft angle of their jaws, she saw something
dark red and tufted with hair.

Susannah, was thatskin? Mia asked.Dear God, was it their skin?
Susannah made no reply, not evenltold you so orDidn't | warn you? Things had gone

past that now. It was too late for exasperation (or any of the milder emotions), and
Susannah felt genuinely sorry for the woman who had brought her here. Yes, Miahad lied



and betrayed; yes, she had tried her best to get Eddie and Roland killed. But what choice
had she ever had? Susannah realized, with dawning bitterness, that she could now give the
perfect definition of aka-mai: one who has been given hope but no choices.

Like giving a motorcycle to a blindman, she thought.

Richard Sayre — slim, middle-aged, handsome in afull-lipped, broad-browed way —
began to applaud. Theringson hisfingersflashed. Hisyellow blazer blared in the dim light.
"Hile, Mia" he cried.

"Hile, Mial!" the others responded.
"Hile, Mother!"

"Hile, Mother!" the vampires and low men and low women cried, and they, too began to
applaud. The sound was certainly enthusiastic enough, but the acoustics of the room dulled
it and turned it into the rustle of batwings. A hungry sound, one that made Susannah feel
sick to her stomach. At the same time afresh contraction gripped her and turned her legsto
water. She reeled forward, yet amost welcomed the pain, which partially muffled her
trepida- tion. Sayre stepped forward and seized her by the upper arms, steadying her before
she could fall. She had thought histouch would be cold, but hisfingers were as hot asthose
of acholeravictim.

Farther back, she saw atall figure come out of the shadows, something that was neither
low man nor vampire. It wore jeans and a plain white shirt, but emerging from the shirt's
collar was the head of abird. It was covered with sleek feathers of dark yellow. Its eyes
were black. It patted its hands together in polite applause, and she saw — with
ever-- growing dismay— that those hands were equipped with talons rather than fingers.

Half a dozen bugs scampered from beneath one of the tables and looked at her with eyes
that hung on stalks. Hor- ribly intelligent eyes. Their mandibles clicked in a sound that was
like laughter.

Hile, Mialshe heard in her head. Aninsectile buzzing.Hile, Mother! And then they were
gone, back into the shadows.

Miaturned to the door and saw the pair of low men who blocked it. And yes, thosewere
masks; this close to the door-guards it was impossible not to see how their sleek black hair
had been painted on. Miaturned back to Sayre with asink- ing heart.

Too late now.

Too late to do anything but go through with it.



SEVENTEEN

Sayre's grip had slipped when sheturned. Now here-estab- lished it by taking her lefthand.
At the same moment her right hand was seized. She turned that way and saw the fat woman
in the silver lame dress. Her huge bust overflowed the top of her gown, which struggled
gamely to hold it back. The flesh of her upper arms quivered loosely, giving off a
suffocating scent of talcum powder. On her forehead was ared wound that swam but never
overflowed.

It's how they breathe,Miathought.That's how they breathe when they're wearing their —

In her growing dismay, she had largely forgotten about Susannah Dean and completely
about Detta. So when Detta Walkercame forward — hell, when sheleaped forward —
there was no way Mia could stop her. She watched her arms shoot out seemingly of their
own accord and saw her fingers sink into the plump cheek of the woman in the silver lame
gown. The woman shrieked, but oddly, the others, Sayre included, laughed uproariously,
asif thiswere the funniest thing they'd ever seen in their lives.

The mask of humanity pulled away from the low woman's startled eye, then tore.
Susannah thought of her final moments on the castle allure, when everything had frozen
and the sky had torn open like paper.

Dettaripped the mask almost entirely away. Tatters of what looked like latex hung from
the tips of her fingers. Beneath where the mask had been was the head of ahugered rat, a
mutie with yellow teeth growing up the outside of its cheeksin acrust and what looked like
white worms dan- gling from its nose.

"Naughty girl," said the rat, shaking aroguish finger at Susannah-Mio. Its other hand
was still holding hers. The thing's mate — the low man in the garish tuxedo — was
laugh- ing so hard he had doubled over, and when he did, Mia saw something poking out
through the seat of his pants. It was too bony to be atail, but she supposed it was, all the
same.

"Come, Mia," Sayre said, drawing her forward. And then he leaned toward her, peering
earnestly into her eyeslike alover. "Or isit you, Odetta? It is, isn't it? It'syou, you
pes- tering, overeducated, traiblesome Negress.”

"No, it beme, you ratface honky mahfah!" Detta crowed, and then spat into Sayre's face.

Sayre's mouth opened in agape of astonishment. Then it snapped shut and twisted into a
bitter scowl. The room had gone silent again. He wiped the spit from his face — from the
mask he woreover hisface — and looked at it unbelievingly.

"Mia?" he asked. "Mia, you let her do this tome? Me, who would stand as your baby's



godfather?"

"You ain't jack shit!" Dettacried. "Y ou suck yo' ka-daddy's cock while you diddle yo'
fuckfinger up his poop-chute and thass all you good fo'! You — "

"Get RID of her!" Sayre thundered.

And before the watching audience of vampires and low men in the Dixie Pig's front
dining room, Miadid just that. The result was extraordinary. Detta's voice began todwindle,
asif she were being escorted out of the restaurant (by the bouncer, and by the scruff of the
neck). She quit try- ing to speak and only laughed raucously, but soon enough that, too, was
gone.

Sayre stood with his hands clasped before him, looking solemnly at Mia. The others
were also staring. Somewhere behind the tapestry of the knights and their ladies at feast,
the low laughter and conversation of some other group continued.

"She's gone,” Miasaid at last. "The bad oneis gone." Even in the room's quiet she was
hard to hear, for she spoke in little more than awhisper. Her eyes were timidly cast down,
and her cheeks had gone deathly white. "Please, Mr. Sayre. . .saiSayre. . . now that I've
done as you ask, please say you've told methetruth, and | may have the raising of my chap.
Please say so! If you do, you'll never hear from the other oneagain, | swear it on my father's
face and my mother's name, so | do."

"Y ou had neither," Sayre said. He spokein atone of dis- tant contempt. The compassion
and mercy for which she begged owned no spacein his eyes. And above them, thered hole
in the center of hisforehead filled and filled but never spilled.

Another pain, this one the greatest so far, sank itsteeth into her. Mia staggered, and this
time Sayre didn't bother steadying her. She went to her knees before him, put her hands on
the rough, gleaming surface of his ostrich-skin boots, and looked up into his pale face. It
looked back at her from above the violent yellow scream of his sports jacket.

"Please," she said. "Please, | beg you:keep your promiseto me. "

"I may," hesaid, "or | may not. Do you know, | have never had my boots licked. Can you
imagine? To have lived aslong as | have and never to have had a single good old-
fashioned boot-licking."

Somewhere a woman tittered.

Mia bent forward.

No, Mia, thee mustn't,Susannah moaned, but Mia made no reply. Nor did the paralyzing

pain deep in her vitals stop her. She stuck her tongue out between her lips and began licking
the rough surface of Richard Sayre's boots. Susannah could taste them, at a great distance.



It was a husky, dusty, leathery taste, full of rue and humiliation.
Sayre let her go on so for abit, then said: "Stop it. Enough."

He pulled her roughly to her feet and stood with hisunsmiling face not three inches from
her own. Now that she'd seen them, it was impossible to unsee the masks he and the rest of
them wore. The taut cheeks were ailmost trans- parent, and whorls of dark scarlet hair were
faintly visible beneath.

Or perhaps you called it fur when it covered the whole face.

"Y our beggary does you no credit,” he said, "although | must admit the sensation was
extraordinary.”

"Y ou promised!" she cried, attempting to pull back and out of his grip. Then another
contraction struck and she doubled over, trying only not to shriek. When it eased alittle,
she pressed on. 'You said five years .. . . or maybe seven . . . yes, seven . . . the best of
everything for my chap, you said — "

"Yes," Sayresaid. "I do seem to recall that, Mia." He frowned as one does when
presented with an especially per- nicious problem, then brightened. The area of mask
around one corner of his mouth wrinkled up for a moment when he smiled, revealing a
yellow snag of tooth growing out of the fold where hislower lip met hisupper. Helet go of
her with one hand in order to raise afinger in the gesture pedagog- ical. "The best of
everything, yes. Question is, do you fill that particular bill?"

Appreciative murmurs of laughter greeted this sally. Miarecalled them calling her
Mother and saluting herhile, but that seemed distant now, like a meaningless fragment of
dream.

You was good enough to tote him, though, wasn't you?Detta asked from someplace deep
inside— from the brig, in fact.Yassuh! You 'us good enough to do dot, sho!

"I was good enough to carry him, wasn't 1?' Miaamost spat at him. "Good enough to
send the other oneinto the swamp to eat frogs, her al the time thinking they were caviar . . .
| was good enough forthat, wasn't 1?"

Sayre blinked, clearly startled by so brisk aresponse.

Mia softened again. "Sai, think of all | gave up!”

"Pish, you hadnothing! " Sayre replied. "What were you but a meaningless spirit whose
existence revolved around no more than fucking the occasional saddletramp? Slut of the
winds, isn't that what Roland calls your kind?"

"Then think of the other ong," Mia said. "She who calls herself Susannah. | have stolen



all her life and purpose for my chap, and at your bidding."

Sayre made a dismissive gesture. "Y our mouth does you no credit, Mia. Therefore close
it."

He nodded to hisleft. A low man with awide, bulldoggy face and a luxuriant head of
curly gray hair came forward. Thered hole in his brow had an oddly slanted Chinese |ook.
Walking behind him was another of the bird-things, this one with afierce, dark brown
hawk's head protruding from the round neck of atee-shirt with duke blue devils printed on
it. They took hold of her. The bird-thing's grip was repulsive — scaly and alien.

"Y ou have been an excellent custodian,” Sayre said, "on that much we can surely agree.
But we must also remem- ber that it was Roland ofGilead'sjilly who actually bred the child,
mustn't we?"

"That's a lie!"shescreamed. "Oh, that isa filthy . . . LIE!"

Hewent on asif he'd not heard her. "And different jobs require different skills. Different
strokes for different folks, asthey say."

"PLEASE!" Miashrieked.

The hawkman put its taloned hands to the sides of its head and then rocked from side to
side, asif deafened. Thiswitty pantomime drew laughter and even afew cheers.

Susannah dimly felt warmth gush down her legs —Mia's legs — and saw her jeans
darken at the crotch and thighs. Her water had finally broken.

"L et'sgo-000-000 . . . and have aBABY! " Sayre proclaimed in game-show-host tones of
excitement. There were too many teeth in that smile, a double row both top and bottom.
"After that, we'll see. | promise you that your request will be taken under consideration. In
the meantime . . . Hile, Mial Hile, Mother!"

"Hile, Mia! Hile, Mother!" therest cried, and Mia sud- denly found herself borne toward
the back of the room, the bulldog-faced low man gripping her left arm and the hawk- man
gripping her right. Hawkman made afaint and unpleas- ant buzzing sound in histhroat each
time he exhaled. Her feet barely touched the rug as she was carried toward the bird-thing
with the yellow feathers; Canaryman, she thought him.

Sayre brought her to a stop with asingle hand-gesture and spoke to Canaryman, pointing
toward the Dixie Pig's street door as he did. Miaheard Roland's name, and also Jake's. The
Canaryman nodded. Sayre pointed emphati- cally at the door again and shook his
head.Nothing getsin, that headshake said.Nothing!

The Canaryman nodded again and then spoke in buzzing chirps that made Miafeel like
screaming. She looked away, and her gaze happened on the mural of the knights and their



ladies. They were at atable she recog- nized— it was the one in the banqueting hall of
Castle Discordia. Arthur Eld sat at the head with his crown on his brow and hislady-wife at
his right hand. And his eyes were a blue she knew from her dreams.

Kamight have chosen that particular moment to puff some errant draft across the dining
room of the Dixie Pig and twitch aside the tapestry. It was only for a second or two, but
long enough for Miato see there was another dining room — aprivate dining room —
behind it.

Sitting at along wooden table beneath ablazing crystal chandelier were perhaps adozen
men and women, their appledoll faces twisted and shrunken with age and evil. Their lips
had burst back from great croggled bouquets of teeth; the days when any of these
monstrosities could close their mouths were long gone. Their eyes were black and 00z- ing
some sort of noisome tarry stuff from the corners. Their skin was yellow, scaled with teeth,
and covered with patches of diseased-looking fur.

What are they?Mia screamed.What in the name of the gods are they?

Mutants,Susannah said.Or perhaps the word is hybrids. And it doesn't matter, Mia. You
saw what matters, didn't you?

She had, and Susannah knew it. Although the velvet swag had been twitched aside but
briefly, it had been long enough for both of them to see the rotisserie which had been set in
the middle of that table, and the headless corpse twirling upon it, skin browning and
puckering and sizzling fragrant juices. No, the smell in the air hadn't been pork. The thing
turning on the spit, brown as a squab, was a human baby. The creatures around it dipped
delicate china cups into the drippings beneath, toasted each other . . . and drank.

Thedraft died. The tapestry settled back into place. And before the laboring woman was
once more taken by the arms and hustled away from the dining room and deeper into this
building that straddled many worlds along the Beam, she saw the joke of that picture. It
wasn't adrumstick Arthur Eld was lifting to hislips, as afirst, casual, glance might have
sug- gested; it was ababy's leg. The glass Queen Rowena had raised in toast was not filled
with wine but with blood.

"Hile, Mial" Sayre cried again. Oh, he was in the best of spirits, now that the homing
pigeon had come back to the cote.

Hile, Mia!the others screamed back. It was like some sort of crazy football cheer. Those
from behind the mural joined in, although their voices were reduced to little more than
growls. And their mouths, of course, were stuffed with food.

"Hile, Mother!" This time Sayre offered her a mocking bow to go with the mockery of
his respect.

Hile, Mother!the vampires and the low men responded, and on the satiric wave of their



applause she was carried away, first into the kitchen, then into the pantry, and then down
the stairs beyond.

Ultimately, of course, there was a door.

EIGHTEEN

Susannah knew the kitchen of the Dixie Pig by the smell of obscene cookery: not pork
after al, but certainly what the pirates of the eighteenth century had calledlong pork.

For how many years had this outpost served the vam- pires and low men of New Y ork
City? Since Callahan'stime, in the seventies and eighties? Since her own, in the sixties?
Almost certainly longer. Susannah supposed there might have been aversion of the Dixie
Pig here since the time of the Dutch, they who had bought off the Indians with sacks of
beads and planted their murderous Christian beliefs ever so much more deeply than their
flag. A practical folk, the Dutch, with ataste for spareribs and little patience for magic,
either white or black.

She saw enough to recognize the kitchen for the twin of the one she had visited in the
bowels of Castle Discordia. That was where Miahad killed arat that had been trying to
claim the last remaining food in the place, a pork-roast in the oven.

Except there was no oven and no roast,she thought.Hell, no kitchen. There was a piglet
out behind the barn, one of Tian and Zalia Jaffords's. And | was the one who killed it and
drank its hot blood, not she. By then she mostly had me, although | still didn't know it. |
wonder if Eddie —

AsMiatook her away for the last time, tearing her free from her thoughts and sending
her a-tumbleinto the dark, Susannah realized how compl etely the needy, terrible bitch had
possessed her life. She knew why Miahad done it —because of the chap. The question was
why she, Susannah Dean, had allowed it to happen. Because she'd been pos- sessed before?
Because she was as addicted to the stranger inside as Eddie had been to heroin?

Shefeared it might be true.

Swirling dark. And when she opened her eyes again, it was upon that savage moon
hanging above the Discordia, and the flexing red glow

(forge of the King)

on the horizon.



"Over here!l” cried awoman'svoice, just asit had cried before. "Over here, out of the
wind!"

Susannah looked down and saw shewas legless, and sit- ting in the same rude ag-cart as
on her previous visit to the allure. The same woman, tall and comely, with black hair
streaming in the wind, was beckoning to her. Mia, of course, and all this no more real than
Susannah's vague dream-memories of the banquet room.

She thought:Fedic, though, was real. Mia's body isthere just as mineis at this very
moment being hustled through the kitchen behind the Dixie Pig, where unspeakable meals
are prepared for inhuman customers. The castle allure is Mia's dream-place, her refuge,
her Dogan.

"To me, Susannah of Mid-World, and away from the Red King's glow! Come out of the
wind and into the lee of this merlon!™

Susannah shook her head. "Say what you have to say and be done, Mia. We've got to
have a baby — aye, somehow, between us — and once it's out, we're quits. You've
poisoned my life, so you have."

Mialooked at her with desperate intensity, her belly blooming beneath the serape, her
hair harried backward at the wind's urging. ""Twas you who took the poison, Susan- nah!
‘Twas you who swallowed it! Aye, when the child was still a seed unbloomed in your
belly!"

Wasit true? And if it was, which of them had invited Miain, like the vampire she truly
was? Had it been Susan nah, or Detta?

Susannah thought neither.

She thought it might actually have been Odetta Holmes. Odetta who would never have
broken the nasty old blue lady's forspecial plate. Odettawho loved her dolls, even though
most of them were as white as her plain cotton panties.

"What do you want with me, Mia, daughter of none? Say and have finished with it!"

"Soon we'll be together — aye, really and truly, lying together in the same childbed. And
al | ask isthat if achance comesfor me to get away with my chap, you'll help metakeit.”

Susannah thought it over. In the wilderness of rocks and gaping crevasses, the hyenas
cackled. The wind was numb- ing, but the pain that suddenly clamped her midsection in its
jaws was worse. She saw that same pain on Mia's face and thought again how her entire
existence seemed to have become a wilderness of mirrors. In any case, what harm could
such a promise do? The chance probably wouldn't come, but if it did, was she going to let
the thing Miawanted to call Mordred fall into the hands of the King's men?



"Yes," shesad. "All right. If | can help you get away with him, Iwill help you."

"Anywhere!" Miacried in aharsh whisper. "Even . . ." She stopped. Swallowed. Forced
herself to go on. "Even into the todash darkness. For if | had to wander forever with my son
by my side, that would be no condemnation.”

Maybe not foryou,sister, Susannah thought, but said nothing. In truth, she was fed up
with Mias megrims.

"And if there'sno way for usto befree," Miasaid, "kill us."

Although there was no sound up here but the wind and the cackling hyenas, Susannah
could sense her physical body still on the move, now being carried down aflight of stairs.
All that real-world stuff behind the thinnest of mem- branes. For Miato have transported
her to thisworld, espe- cialy whilein the throes of childbirth, suggested a being of great
power. Too bad that power couldn't be harnessed, somehow.

Mia apparently mistook Susannah's continued silence for reluctance, for she rushed
around the allure's circular walkway in her sturdyhuaraches and amost ran to where
Susannah sat in her gawky, balky cart. She seized Susan- nah's shoulders and shook her.

"Yar!" she cried vehemently. "Kill us! Better we be together in death thanto . . ." She
trailed off, then spoke in adull and bitter voice: "I've been cozened al along. Haven't 17"

And now that the moment had come, Susannah felt neither vindication nor sympathy nor
sorrow. She only nodded.

"Do they mean to eat him? To feed those terrible elders with his corpse?”

"I'm amost sure not,” Susannah said. And yet canni- balism wasin it somewhere; her
heart whispered it was so.

"They don't care about me at al," Miasaid. "Just the baby-sitter, isn't that what you
called me? And they won't even let me havethat, will they?"

"I don't think so," Susannah said. 'Y ou might get six months to nurse him, but even
that . . ." She shook her head, then bit her lip as afresh contraction gusted into her, turning
all the musclesin her belly and thighsto glass. When it eased allittle she finished, "I doubt
it."

"Then kill us, if it comesto that. Say you will, Susannah, do ya, | beg!"

"Andif | do for you, Mia, what will you do for me? Assuming | could believe any word
out of your liar's mouth?"

"I'd free you, if chance allows."



Susannah thought it over, and decided that a poor bargain was better than no bargain at
all. She reached up and took the hands which were gripping her shoulders. "All right. |

agree.

Then, as at the end of their previous palaver in this place, the sky tore open, and the
merlon behind them, and the very air between them. Through the rip, Susannah saw a
moving hallway. Theimage was dim, blurry. She under- stood she was |ooking through her
own eyes, which were mostly shut. Bulldog and Hawkman still had her. They were bearing
her toward the door at the end of the hallway —always, since Roland had comeinto her life,
there was another door — and she guessed they must think she'd passed out, or fainted. She
supposed that in away, she had.

Then she fell back into the hybrid body with the whitelegs. . . only who knew how
much of her previously brown skin was now white? She thought that situation, at |east, was
about to end, and she was delighted. She would gladly swap those white legs, strong
though they might be, for alittle peace of mind.

A little peacein her mind.

NINETEEN

" She's coming around,” someone growled. The one with the bulldog face, Susannah
thought. Not that it mattered; underneath they all looked like humanoid rats with fur
growing out of their bone-crusty flesh.

"Good deal." That was Sayre, walking behind them. She looked around and saw that her
entourage consisted of six low men, Hawkman, and atrio of vampires. The low men wore
pistolsin docker's clutches. . . only she supposed that in this world you had to call them
shoulder holsters. When in Rome, dear, do ya as the Romans do. Two of the vampires had
bahs, the crossbow weapon of the Callas. The third was carrying abitterly buzzing electric
sword of the sort the Wolves had wielded.

Ten-to-one odds,Susannah thought coolly.Not good . . . but it could be worse.
Can you— Mids voice, from somewhere inside.
Shut up,Susannah told her.Talking's done.

Ahead, on the door they were approaching, she saw this:
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It was familiar, and Susannah instantly knew why. She'd seen asign similar to this
during her one brief visit to Fedic. Fedic, where the real Mia— the being who had assumed
mortality in what might be history's worst bargain — was imprisoned.

When they reached it, Sayre pushed past her on Hawkman's side. He leaned toward the
door and spoke something guttural deep in his throat, some alien word Susannah never
could have pronounced herself.It doesn't matter, Miawhispered.Ican say it, and if | need to,
| can teach you another that you can say. But now . . . Susannah, I'm sorry for everything.
Fare you well.

The door to the Arc16 Experimental Station in Fedic came open. Susannah could hear a
ragged humming sound and could smell ozone. No magic powered this door between the
worlds; this was the work of the old people, and failing. Those who'd made it had lost their
faith in magic, had given up their belief in the Tower. In the place of magic was this
buzzing, dying thing. This stupid mortal thing. And beyond it she saw a great room filled
with beds. Hundreds of them.

It's wher e they operate on the children. Where they take from them whatever it isthe
Breakers need.

Now only one of the beds was occupied. Standing at its foot was awoman with one of
those terrible rat's heads. A nurse, perhaps. Beside her was a human — Susannah didn't
think he was avampire but couldn't be sure, as the view through the door was as wavery as
the air over an incinerator. He looked up and saw them.

"Hurry!" he shouted. "Move your freight! We have to connect them and finish it, or
shelll die! They both will!™ The doctor — surely no one but a doctor could have mus- tered
such ill-tempered arrogance in the presence of Richard P. Sayre — made impatient
beckoning gestures. "Get her in here! You're late, goddam you!"

Sayre pushed her rudely through the door. She heard ahumming deep in her head, and a
brief jangle of todash chimes: She looked down but wastoo late; Mias borrowed legs were
already gone and she went sprawling to the floor before Hawkman and Bulldog could



come through behind her and catch her.

She braced on her elbows and looked up, aware that, for the first timein God knew how
long — probably since she'd been raped in the circle of stones— she belonged only to
her- self. Miawas gone.

Then, asif to prove thiswasn't so, Susannah’'strouble- some and newly departed guest | et
out a scream. Susannah added her own cry — the pain was now too huge for silence—and
for amoment their voices sang of the baby's immi- nence in perfect harmony.

"Christ," said one of Susannah's guards— whether vampire or low man she didn't know.
"Are my ears bleeding? Theyfeel like they must be — "

"Pick her up, Haber!" Sayre snarled. "Jey! Grab hold! Get her off the floor, for your
fathers' sakes!"

Bulldog and Hawkman — or Haber and Jey, if you liked that better — grabbed her
beneath the arms and quickly car- ried her down the aisle of the ward that way, past the
rows of empty beds.

Miaturned toward Susannah and managed a weak, exhausted smile. Her face was wet
with sweat and her hair was plastered to her flushed skin.

"Well-met . . . and ill," she managed.

"Push the next bed over!" the doctor shouted. "Hurry up, gods damn you! Why are you
so Christingslow? "

Two of the low men who'd accompanied Susannah from the Dixie Pig bent over the
nearest empty bed and shoved it next to Miaswhile Haber and Jey continued to hold her up
between them. There was something on the bed that looked like a cross between a
hair-dryer and the sort of space helmet you saw in the oldFlash Gordon serials. Susan- nah
didn't much care for the look of it. It had a brain-sucking |ook.

The rathead nurse, meanwhile, was bending between her patient's splayed legs and
peering under the hiked-up hospital gown Mia now wore. She patted Mia's right knee with
a plump hand and made a mewling sound. It was almost surely meant to comfort, but
Susannah shuddered.

"Don't just stand there with your thumbs up your butts, you idiots!" the doctor cried. He
was a stoutish man with brown eyes, flushed cheeks, and black hair swept back against his
skull, where each track of the comb seemed as wide as agutter. He wore alab-coat of white
nylon over atweed suit. His scarlet cravat had an eye figured into it. This sigul did not
surprise Susannah in the slightest.

"We wait your word," said Jey, the Hawkman. He spoke in a queer, inhuman monotone,



as unpleasant as the rat-head nurse's mewl but perfectly understandable.

"Y ou shouldn'tneed my word!" the doctor snapped. He flapped his handsin aGallic
gesture of disgust. "Didn't your mothers have any children that lived?’

"I — " Haber began, but the doc went right over him. Hewas on aroll.

"How long have we been waiting for this, hmmm? How many times have we rehearsed
the procedure? Why must you be so fuckingstupid, so Christingslow? Put her down on the
b _ n

Sayre moved with a speed Susannah wasn't sure even Roland could have equaled. At
one moment he was standing beside Haber, the low man with the bulldog face. At the next
he'd battened on the doctor, digging his chin into the doc's shoulder and grabbing his arm,
twisting it high behind his back.

The doc's expression of petulant fury vanished in aheartbeat, and he began to scream in
achildish, breaking treble. Spit spilled over hislower lip and the crotch of histweed
trousers darkened as his urine let go.

"Sop!" he howled. "I'mno good to you if you break my arm! Oh stop, that HURRRTS"

"If 1 sh'd break your arm, Scowther, I'd just drag some other pill-pusher in off the street
to finish this, and kill him later. Why not? It's awoman having a baby, not brain-surgery,
for Gan's sake!"

Y et he relaxed his hold alittle bit. Scowther sobbed and wriggled and moaned as
breathlessly as someone having sexual intercourse in ahot climate.

"And when it was done and you had no part init."

Sayre continued, "I'd feed you tothem. " He gestured with his chin.

Susannah looked that way and saw that the aisle from the door to the bed where Mialay
was now covered with the bugs she'd glimpsed in the Dixie Pig. Their knowing, greedy
eyes were fixed on the plump doctor. Their mandibles clicked.

"What . . . sai, what must | do?"

"Cry my pardon.”

"C-Cry pardon!”

"And now these others, for ye've insulted them as well, so you have."

"Sirs, 1...1...ccry—"



"Doctor!" the rathead nurse broke in. Her speaking voice was thick but understandable.
She was still bent between Miaslegs. "The baby's crowning!"

Sayre let go of Scowther'sarm. "Go on, Dr. Scowther. Do your duty. Deliver the child.”
Sayre bent forward and stroked Mia's cheek with extraordinary solicitude. "Be of good
cheer and good hope, lady-sai,” he said. "Some of your dreams may yet come true.”

She looked up at him with atired gratitude that wrung Susannah's heart.Don't believe
him, hislies are endless, she tried to send, but for the nonce their contact was broken.

She was tossed like a sack of grain onto the bed which had been pushed next to Mias.
She was unabl e to struggle as one of the hoods was fitted over her head; another labor pain
had gripped her, and once again the two women shrieked together.

Susannah could hear Sayre and the others murmuring. From below and behind them, she
could aso hear the unpleasant clittering of the bugs. Inside the helmet, round metal
protuberances pressed against her temples, amost hard enough to hurt.

Suddenly a pleasant female voice said, "Welcome to the world of North Central
Positronics, part of the Sombra Group! 'Sombra, where progress never stops!’ Stand by for
up-link."

A loud humming began. At first it was in Susannah's ears, but then she could fedl it
boring in on both sides. She visualized apair of glowing bullets moving toward each other.

Dimly, asif from the other side of the room instead of right next to her, she heard Mia
scream, "Oh no, don't, that hurts!”

The left hum and the right hum joined in the center of Susannah's brain, creating a
piercing telepathic tone that would destroy her ability to think if it kept up for long. It was
excruciating, but she kept her lips shut tight. She would not scream. Let them see the tears
0o0zing out from beneath her closed lids, but she was agunslinger and they would not make
her scream.

After what seemed an eternity, the hum cut out.

Susannah had a moment or two in which to enjoy the blessed silence in her head, and
then the next labor pain struck, this one very low down in her belly and with the force of a
typhoon. With this pain shedid alow herself to scream. Because it was different, somehow;
to scream with the baby's coming was an honor.

Sheturned her head and saw asimilar steel hood had been fitted over Mia's sweaty black
hair. The segmented steel hoses from the two helmets were connected in the middle. These
were the gadgets they used on the stolen twins, but now they were being put to some other
purpose. What?



Sayre leaned down to her, close enough so she could smell his cologne. Susannah
thought it was English Leather.

"To accomplish the final labor and actually push the baby out, we need this physical
link," he said. "Bringing you here to Fedic was absolutely vital." He patted her shoulder.
"Good luck. It won't be long now." He smiled at her winsomely. The mask he wore
wrinkled upward, revealing some of the red horror which lay beneath. "Then we can kill
you."

The smile broadened.

"And eat you, of course. Nothing goes to waste at the Dixie Pig, not even such an
arrogant bitch as yourself."

Before Susannah could reply, the female voice in her head spoke again. "Please speak
your name, slowly and distinctly."

"Fuck you!" Susannah snarled back.

"Fuk Y u does not register as avalid name for anon-Asian,” said the pleasant female
voice. "We detect hostility, and apologize in advance for the following procedure.”

For amoment there was nothing, and then Susannah’'s mind lit up with pain beyond
anything she had ever been called upon to endure. M ore than she had suspected could exist.
Y et her lipsremained closed asit raved through her. She thought of the song, and heard it
true even through the thunder of the pain:l ama maid . . . of constant sorrow . . . I've seen
trialsall my days. ..

At last the thunder ceased.

"Please speak your name, slowly and distinctly,” said the pleasant female voice in the
middle of her head, "or this procedure will be intensified by afactor of ten.”

No need of that,Susannah sent the female voice.l'm con- vinced.

"Suuuu-zaaaa-nahhh," she said. "Suuu-zannn-ahhh . . ."

They stood watching her, all of them except for Ms. Rat-head, who was peering
ecstatically up to where the baby's down-covered head had once again appeared between
the withdrawing lips of Mias vagina.

"Miiii-aaaahhhh . . ."

"Suuuu-zaaa. . ."



"Miiii .. "
"annn-ahhh . . ."

By the time the next contraction began, Dr. Scowther had seized a pair of forceps. The
voices of the women became one, uttering aword, a name, that was neitherSusannah
norMia but some combination of both.

"Thelink," said the pleasant female voice, "has been established.” A faintclick. "Repeat
the link has been estab- lished. Thank you for your cooperation.”

"Thisisit, people,” Scowther said. His pain and terror appeared forgotten; he sounded
excited. He turned to his nurse. "It may cry, Alia. If it does, let it alone, for your father's
sake! If it doesn't, swab out its mouth at once!"

"Yes, doctor." Thething'slips quivered back, revealing adouble set of fangs. Wasthat a
grimace or asmile?

Scowther looked around at them with atouch of his previous arrogance. "All of you stay
exactly where you are until | say you can move,” he said. "None of us knows exactly what
we've got here. We only know that the child belongs to the Crimson King himself — "

Miascreamed at that. In pain and in protest.

"Oh, you idiot," Sayre said. He drew back a hand and slapped Scowther with enough
forceto make hishair fly and send blood spraying against the white wall in a pattern of fine
droplets.

"No!" Miacried. Shetried to struggle up onto her elbows, failed, fell back. "No, you said
| should havetherais- ing of him! Oh, please. . . if only for alittlewhile, | beg. . ."

Then the worst pain yet rolled over Susannah — over both of them, burying them. They
screamed in tandem, and Susannah didn't need to hear Scowther, who was com- manding
her topush, topush NOW

"It's coming, doctor!" the nurse cried in nervous ecstasy.

Susannah closed her eyes and bore down, and as shefelt the pain begin to flow out of her
like water whirlpooling its way down adark drain, she aso felt the deepest sorrow she had
ever known. For it was Miathe baby was flowing into; the last few lines of the living
message Susannah's body had somehow been made to transmit. It was ending. Whatever
happened next, this part was ending, and Susannah Dean let out a cry of mingled relief and
regret; acry that wasitself like a song.

And on the wings of that song, Mordred Deschain, son of Roland (and one other, O can
you say Discordia), came into the world.



STAVE:Commal a-come-kass!
The child has come at | ast!
Sing your song, O sing it well,

The child has come to pass.
RESPONSE:Commala-come-kass,
The worst has come to pass.
The Tower trembles on its ground;

The child has come at | ast.

CODA

THE WRITER'S JOURNAL

Coda:Pages From a Writer's Jour nal

July12 th,1977



Man, it's good to be back in Bridgton. They aways treat us well in what Joe still calls
"Nanatown," but Owen fussed almost nonstop. He's better since we got back home. We
only stopped once, in Waterville to grab grub at the Silent Woman (I've had better meals
there, | must add).

Anyway, | kept my promise to myself and went on a grand hunt for thatDark Tower
story assoon as| got back. I'd almost given up when | found the pagesin the farthest corner
of the garage, under abox of Tab's old catalogues. There was alot of "spring thaw drip"
over there, and those funny blue pages smell all mildewy, but the copy is per- fectly
readable. | finished going over it, then sat down and added a small section to the Way
Station material (where the gunslinger meets the boy Jake). | thought it would be kind of
fun to put in awater pump that runs on an atomic slug, and so | did so without delay.
Usually working on an old story is about as appetizing as eating a sandwich made with
moldy bread, but thisfelt perfectly natural . . . like slipping on an old shoe.

What, exactly, was this story supposed to be about?

| can't remember, only that it first came to me along, long time ago. Driving back from
up north, with my entire family snoozing, | got thinking about that time David and | ran
away from Aunt Ethelyn's. We were planning to go back to Connecticut, | think. The grups
(i.e., grownups) caught us, of course, and put us to work in the barn, sawing wood.
Punishment Detail, Uncle Oren called it. It seems to me that something scary happened to
me out there, but I'llbe damned if | can remember what it was, only that it wasred . And |
thought up ahero, amagic gunslinger, to keep me safe from it. There was something about
magnetism, too, or Beams of Power. I'm pretty sure that was the genesis of this story, but
it's strange how blurry it all seems. Oh well, who remembers all the nasty little nooks of
their childhood? Whowants to?

Not much else happening. Joe and Naomi made Play- ground, and Tabby's plans for her
trip to England are pretty much complete. Boy, that story about the gunslingerwon't get out
of my head!

Tell you what ole Roland needs: some friends!

July19 th,1977

| went to seeStar Wars on my motorcycle tonight, and | think it'll be thelast timel climb
on the bike until things cool off alittle. | ate aton of bugs. Talk about protein!

| kept thinking about Roland, my gunslinger from the Robert Browning poem (with atip
of Hatlo's Hat to Sergio Leone, of course), while | rode. The manuscript is anovel, no
doubt — or a piece of one— but it occurs to me that the chapters also stand on their own.
Or almost. | wonder if | could sell them to one of the fantasy mags? Maybe even toFantasy



and Science Fiction , which is, of course, the genre's Holy Grail.

Probably a stupid idea.

Otherwise, not much doing but the All-Star Game (National League7 , American
Leagueb ). | was pretty ham- mered before it was over. Tabbyot pleased . . .

August9 th,1978

Kirby McCauley sold the first chapter of that oldDark Tower story of mine toFantasy
and Science Fiction ! Man, | can hardly believeit! That isjust so cool! Kirby sez he thinks
Ed Ferman (the Ed-in-chief there) will probably run every- thing of th®T story that I've
got. He's going to call thefirst bit ("The man in black fled across the desert, and the
gun- slinger followed," etc., etc., blahblah, bang-bang) "The Gunslinger," which makes
sense.

Not bad for an old story that was moldering away forgotten in awet corner of the garage
last year. Ferman told Kirby that Roland "has afeel of reality” that's missing in alot of
fantasy fiction, and wanted to know if there might be even more adventures. I'm sure
thereare even more adven- tures (owere, orwill be — what's the proper tense when you're
talking about unwritten tales?), but | have no idea what they might be. Only that John
"Jake" Chambers would have to come back into it.

A rainy, muggy day by the lake. No Playground for the kids. Tonight we had Andy
Fulcher sit the big kidswhile Tab & | & Owen went to the Bridgton Drive-in. Tabby
thought the film (The Other Side of Midnight. . . from lastyear , actu- ally) was a piece of
shit, but | didn't hear her begging to be taken home. Asfor me,1 found my mind drifting of f
to that damn Roland guy again. Thistimeto questions of hislost love. "Susan, lovely girl at
the window."

Who, pray, be she?

September9 ,1978
Got my first copy of the October issue with "The Gunslinger” in it. Man, thislooks fine.
Burt Hatlen called today. He's talking about me maybe doing a year at the University of

Maine as writer in residence. Only Burt would be ballsy enough to think of ahack like me
in connection w/ ajob like that. Sort of an interesting idea, though.



October29 ,1979

Wi, shit, drunk again. | can barely see the goddam page, but suppose | better put
downsomething before | go staggering off to bed. Got aletter from Ed Ferman atF& SF
today. He's going to do the second chapter of The Dark Tower — the part where Roland
meetsthe kid — as"The Way Station.” He really wants to publish the entire run of stories,
and I'm agreeable enough. | just wish there was more. Mean- while, there3he Stand to
think about — and, of course,The Dead Zone .

All of this doesn't seem to mean much to me just now. Ihate being here in Orrington —
hate being on such a busy road, for one thing. Owen damned near got creamed by one
of those Cianbro trucks today. Scared the hell out of me. Also gave me an ideafor astory,
having to do with that odd little pet cemetery out in back of the house. PETSEMATARY is
what the sign sez, isn't that weird? Funny, but also creepy. Almost aVault of Horror type of
thing.

Junel9 th,1980

Just got off the phone with Kirby McCauley.He got a call from Donald Grant, who
publishes |ots of fantasy stuff under his own imprint (Kirby likesto joke that Don Grant is
"the man who made Robert E. Howard infamous"). Anyway, Don would like to publish my
gunslinger stories, and under their original title, The Dark Tower (subtitleThe Gunslinger ).
Isn't that neat? My own "limited edition.” He'd do10,000 copies, plus500 signed and
numbered. | told Kirby to go
ahead and make the deal.

Anyway, it lookslike my teaching career isover, and | got pretty well baked to celebrate.
Took out thePet Sematary ms. and looked it over. Good God, is that grim! Readers would
lynch meif | published it, | think. That's one book that'll never seethelight of day . . .

July27th,1983

Publishers Weekly(our son Owen calls itPudlishers Weakness, which is actually sorta
accurate) reviewed the lat- est Richard Bachman book . . . and once more, baby, |
gotroasted. They implied it was boring, and that, my friend, it ain't. Oh well, thinking about
it made it that much easier to go to North Windham and pick up those2 kegs of beer for the
party. Got em at Discount Beverage. I'm smoking again, too, so sue me. I'll quit the day |
turn40 and that's a promise.

Oh, andPet Sematary is published exactly two months from today. Then my career
reallywill beover (joke. . . at least | hopeit'sajoke). After somethought, | addedThe Dark
Tower to the author's ad-card at the front of the book. In the end, | thought, why not? Y es,



| know it's sold out —there were only10,000 copiesto start with, fa Chrissake— but it was
areal book and I'm proud of it. | don't suppose I'll ever go back to ole Roland the
Gun-Toting Knight Errant, but yes, I'm proud of that book.

Good thing | remembered the beer run.

February21 st,1984

Man, | got thiscrazy call from Sam Vaughn at Doubleday this afternoon (he editedPet
Sem, you will remember). | knew there were some fans who wantThe Dark Tower and are
pissed off they can't get it, because | also get letters. But Sam sez they have gotten over
THREE THOUSAND!! |etters. And why, you ask? Because | wasdumb enough to putThe
Dark Tower on thePet Sematary author ad-card. | think Sam's alittle pissed at me, andl
suppose he's got a point. He says listing a book that fans want & can't get isalit- tlelike
holding out a piece of meat to a hungry dog and then yanking it back, saying "No, no, you
can't haveit, har-har." On the other hand, God & the Man Jesus, people are so
fuck- ingpoiled ! They just assumethat if there's abook any- wherein the world theyvant ,
then they have a perfectright to that book. This would be news indeed to those folks in the
Middle Ages who might have heardrumors of books but never actually saw one; paper was
valuable (which would be a good thing to put in the next "Gunslinger/Dark Tower" novel,
if I ever get around to it) and books were treasures you protected with your life. | love being
able to make my living writing stories, but anyone who sez there's no dark sideto it isfull
of shit. Someday I'm going to do anovel about a psy- chotic rare book dealer! (Joke)

Meanwhile, today was Owen's birthday. He's seven! The age of reason! | can hardly
believe my youngest is seven and my daughter is thirteen, alovely young woman.

August14 th,1984 (NYC)

Just got back from ameeting with Elaine Koster from NAL and my agent, the ole Kirboo.
Both of them pitched me on doingThe Gunslinger as atrade-sized paperback, but | passed.
Maybe someday, but | won't give that many people a chance to read something so
unfinished unless/until | go back to work on the story.

Which | probably never will. Meantime, | have this other idea for along novel about a
clown that'sreally the worst monster in the world. Not abad idea; clowns are scary. To me,
at least. (Clowns & chickens, go figure.)

Novemberl8 th,1984



| had adream last night that | think breaks the creative logjam onlt . Suppose there's a
kind of Beam holding the Earth (or even multiple Earths) in place? And that the Beam's
generator rests on the shell of aturtle? | could makethat part of the book's climax. | know it
sounds crazy, but I'm sure | read somewhere that in Hindu mythology there's a great turtle
that bears us all on his shell, and that he serves Gan, the creative overforce. Also, |
remember an anecdote where some lady sez to some famous scientist, "This evolu- tion
stuff isridiculous. Everyone knows that a turtle holds up the universe." To which the
scientist (wish | could remember his name, but | can't) replies, "That may be, madam, but
what holds up the turtle?* Scornful laugh from the lady, who says, "Oh, you can't fool me!
It'sturtles all the way down."

Hal Takethat , ye rational men of science!

Anyway, | keep ablank book by my bed, and have got- ten so | write down alot of
dreams and dream elements w/o even fully waking up. This morning I'd writtenRemember
the Turtle ! And this:See the TURTLE of enormous girth! On his shell he holds the earth.
His thought is slow but always kind; he holds us all within his mind . Not great poetry, |
grant you, but not bad for a guy who was three-quarters asleep when he wrote it!

Tabby has been on my case about drinking too much again. | suppose she'sright, but . . .

JunelO th,1986(L ovell/Turtleback Lane)

Man, am | glad we bought this house! | was scared of the expense to begin with, but I've
never written better than | have here. And — thisis scary, but it'strue — | think | want to
go back to work onThe Dark Tower story. In my heart, | thought | never would, but |ast
night when | was going to the Center General for beer, | could amost hear Roland saying,
"There are many worlds and many tales, but not much time."

| ended up turning around and coming back to the house. Can't remember the last time |
spent atotally sober night, but thisis one of that dying breed. It actually feels fucked up not
to be fucked up. That's pretty sad, | guess.

Junel3 th,1986

| woke up in the middle of the night, hung-over and needing to pee. While | was standing
at the bowl, it was almost asiif | couldsee Roland of Gilead. Telling me to start with the
lobstrosities. | will.

I know just what they are.



Junel5 th,1986

Started the new book today. Can't believe I'm actually writing about old long, tall, and
ugly again, but it felt right from the first page. Hell, from the firstword. I've decided it'll be
almost likethe classic fairy-talesin structure: Roland walks along the beach of the Western
Sea, getting sicker & sicker as he goes, and there's a series of doorsto our world. He'll draw
anew character from behind each one. The first one will be a stone junkie named Eddie
Dean. ..

July16 th,1986

| can't believe this. | mean, I've got the manuscript on the desk right in front of me so |
sortahave to, but I still can't. | have written!!300!! PAGES in the last month, and the copy
IS so clean it's positively squeaky. I'venever felt like one of those writers who can actually
take credit for their work, who say they plot every move and incident, but I've also never
had abook that seemed to flow through me like this one has. It's pretty much taken over my
life from Day One. And do you know, it seemsto methat alot of the other things I've
written (especiallylt ) are like "practice shots" for this story. Certainly I've never picked
something up after it lay fallow for fifteen years! | mean, sure, | did aittle work on the
stories Ed Ferman published inF& SF , and | did alittle more when Don Grant
publishedThe Gunslinger , but nothing like what I'm up to now. | evendream about this
story. | have days when | wish | could quit drinking, but I'll tell you something: I'm almost
scared to stop. | know inspiration doesn't flow from the neck of a bottle, but there's
some- thing. ..

I'm scared, okay? | feel like there's something —Some- thing— that doesn't want me to
finish this book. That didn't even want me to start it. Now | know that's crazy ("Like
something out of a Stephen King story,” har-har), but at the same time it seems very real.
Probably a good thing no on€lll ever read this diary; very likely they'd put me away if they
did. Anyone want to buy a used fruitcake?

I'm going to call itThe Drawing of the Three, | think.

September19 th,1986

It's done.The Drawing of the Threeis done. | got drunk to celebrate. Stoned, too. And
what's next? Well, It will be published in amonth or so, and in two days I'll be thirty-nine.
Man, | can hardly believeit. Seems just about a week ago that we were living in Bridgton
and the kids were babies.

Ah, fuck. Timeto quit. The writer's gettin' maudlin.



Junel9 th,1987

Got my first author's copy of Drawing from Donald Grant today. It's a beautiful package.
I've also decided to let NAL go ahead and do bothDark Tower books in paper- back— give
the people what they want. Why the hell not?

Of course, | got drunk to celebrate.. . . only these days who needs an excuse?

It'sagood book but in many waysit seemslike | didn't writethe damn thing at al, that it
just flowed out of me, like the umbilical cord from ababy's navel. What I'm tryingto say is
that the wind blows, the cradlerocks, and sometimes it seemsto me thatnone of this stuff is
mine, that I'm nothing but Roland of Gilead's fucking secretary. | know that's stu- pid, but a
part of me sort of believesit. Only maybe Roland's got his own boss. Ka?

| do tend to get depressed when | ook at my life: the booze, the drugs, the cigarettes. As
if I'm actually trying to kill myself. Or something elseis. . .

October19 th,1987

I'min Lovell tonight, the house on Turtleback Lane. Came down here to think about the
way I'm living my life. Something's got to change, man, because otherwise | might as well
just cut to the chase and blow my brains out.

Something's got to change.

The following item from the North Conway (N.H.)Mountain Earwas pasted into the
writer'sjournal, marked April12 th,1988 :

LOCAL SOCIOLOGIST DISMISSES "WALK-IN" TALES

By Logan Merrill

For at least10 years, the White Mountains have resounded with tales of "Walk-Ins,"
creatures who may be aliens from space, time travelers, or even "beings from another
dimension." In alively lecture last night at the North Conway Public Library, local



sociologist Henry K. Verdon, author of Peer Groups and Myth-Making , used the Walk-In
phenomenon as an illus- tration of just how myths are creaed and how they grow. He said
that the "Walk-1ns" were probably originally created by teenagers in the border towns
between Maine and New Hampshire. He al so specul ated that sightings of illegal alienswho
crossover the northern border from Canada and then into the New England states may have
played a part in kindling this myth, which has become so prevalent. "I think we all know,"
Professor Verdon said, "that there is no Santa Claus, no Tooth Fairy, and no actual beings
called Walk-Ins. Y et these tales

(Continued on P.8)

Therest of the articleis missing. Nor is there any explanation as to why King may have
included it in hisjournal.

Junel9 th,1989

| just got back from my one-year Alcoholix Anonymous "anniversary.” An entire year
w/o drugs or booze! | can hardly believeit. No regrets; sobering up undoubtedly saved my
life (and probably my marriage), but | wish it wasn't so hard to write storiesin the aftermath.
Peoplein "the Pro- gram™ say don't pushit, it'll come, but there's andher voice (I think of it
asthe Voice of the Turtle) telling me to hurry up and get going, timeis short and | have to
sharpen my tools. For what? ForThe Dark Tower , of course, and not just because letters
keep coming in from people who readThe Drawing of the Three and want to know what
happens next. Something in me wants to go back to work on the story, but I'll be damned if
| know how toget back.

July12 th,1989

There are some amazing treasures on the bookshelves down herein Lovell. Know what |
found this morning, while | was looking for something to read?Shardik , by Richard
Adams. Not the story about the rabbits but the one about the giant mythological bear. |
think I'll read it over again.

Am still not writing much of interest . . .

September21 ,1989

Okay, thisisrelatively weird, so prepare yourself.



Around10A .M., while | was writing (while | was staring at the word processor and
dreaming about how great it would beto have anice-cold keg of Bud, at |east), the doorbell
rang. It was a guy from Bangor House of Flowers, with a dozen roses. Not for Tab, either,
but for me. The card readHappy Birthday from the Mansfields — Dave, Sandy, and

Megan .

| had totally forgotten, but today I'm the Big Four-Two. Anyway, | took one of the roses
out, and | kind of got lost init. | know how strange that sounds, believe me, but | did. |
seemed to hear this sweet humming, and | just went down & down, following the curves of
the rose, kind of splashing thru these drops of dew that seemed as big as ponds. And al the
time that humming sound got louder & sweeter, and therosegot . . . well,rosier . And |
found myself thinking of Jake from the firstDark Tower story, and Eddie Dean, and a
bookstore. | even remember the name: The Manhattan Restaurant of the Mind.

Then, boom! | feel ahand on my shoulder, | turn around, and it's Tabby. She wanted to
know who sent me the roses. She also wanted to know if I'd fallen asleep. | said no, but |
kind of did, right there in the kitchen.

Y ou know what it was like? That scene at the Way Station in theThe Gunslinger, where
Roland hypnotizes Jake with abullet. I'm immune to hypnosis, myself. A guy got me up on
stage at the Topsham Fair when | was akid and tried it on me, but it didn't work. As |
remember, my brother Dave was quite disappointed. He wanted meto cluck like a chicken.

Anyway, | think | want to go back to work onThe Dark Tower . | don't know if I'm ready
for anything that com- plex— after some of the failures of the last couple of years|et's say
I'm dubious — but | want to giveit a shot, just the same. | hear those make-believe people
calling to me. And who knows? There might even be a place in this one for a giant bear,
like Shardik in the Richard Adams novel!

October7 th,1989

| started the nextDark Tower book today, and — as withThe Drawing of the Three — |
finished my first session wondering why in God's name | waited so long. Being with
Roland, Eddie, and Susannah is like adrink of cool water. Or meeting old friends after a
long absence. And, once again, there is a sense that I'm not telling the story but only
providing a conduit for it. And you know what? That's okie-fine with me. | sat at the word
processor for four hours this morning and did not once think of a drink or any sort of
mind-altering drug. | think I'll call this oneThe Wastelands

October9 th,1989

No—Waste Lands.2 words, asintheT. S. Eliot poem (hisisactually "The Waste Land,"



| think).

January19 th,1990

FinishedThe Waste L ands tonight, after a marathon5 -hour session. People are going to
hate the way it ends, w/ no conclusion to the riddle contest, and | thought the story would
go on longer myself, but | can't help it. | heard avoice speak up clearly in my head (as
alwaysit sounds like Roland's) saying, "Y ou're done for now — close thy book,
wordslinger."

Cliffhanger ending aside, the story seems fine to me, but, as always, not much like the
other ones | write. The man- uscript is @rick , over800 pages long, and | created said brick
injust alittle over three months.

Un-fucking-real.

Once again, hardly any strike-overs or re-takes. There are afew continuity glitches, but
considering the length of the book, | can hardly believehow few. Nor can | believe how,
when | needed some sort of inspiration, the right book seemed to fly into my hand time
after time. LikeThe Quin- cunx, by Charles Palliser, with al the wonderful, growly17
th-century slang: "Aye, so ye do" and "So ye will" and "my cully." That argot sounded
perfect coming out of Gasher's mouth (to me, at least). And how cool it was to have Jake
come back into the story the way he did!

Only thing that worries meiswhat's going to happen to Susannah Dean (who used to be
Detta/Odetta). She's preg- nat, and I'm afraid of who or what the father might be. Some
demon? 1 don't think so, exactly. Maybe | won't have to deal w/ that until acouple of books
further down the line. In any case, my experienceisthat, in along book, whenever a
woman gets pregnant and nobody knows who the father is, that story is headed down the
tubes. Dunno why, but as a plot-thickener, pregnancy just naturally seems tosuck!

Oh well, maybe it doesn't matter. For the time being I'm tired of Roland and his ka-tet. |
think it may be awhile before | get back to them again, athough the fans are going to howl
their heads off about that cliffhanger ending on the train out of Lud. Mark my words.

I'm glad | wroteit, tho, and to me the ending seemsjust right. In many waysWaste L ands
feelslike the high point of my "make-believelife.”

Even better thanThe Stand , maybe.

November27 th,1991



Remember me saying that 1'd get bitched at about the ending of Waste Lands ? Look at
thig!

Letter follows from John T. Spier, of Lawrence, Kansas:

Novemberl6 ,91

Dear Mr King,
Or should | just cut to the chase and say "Dear Asshole"?
| can't believe | paid such big bucks for aDonald Grant Edition of your GUNSLINGER

bookThe Waste Lands and thisiswhat | got. It had theright title anyway, for it was "atrue
WASTE."

| mean the story was all right don't get me wrong, great in fact, but how could you "tack
on" an ending like that? It wasn't an ending at all but just a case of you getting tired and
saying "Oh well, what the fuck, | don't need to strain my brain to write an ending, those
slobs who buy my books will swallow anything”

| was going to send it back but will keep it becausel at least liked the pictures (especially
Oy). But the story was a cheat.

Can you spell CHEAT Mr. King? M-O-O-N, that spells CHEAT.
Sincerely yoursin criticism,
John T. Spier

Lawrence, Kansas

March23,1992

In away, this one makes me feel even worse.

Letter follows from Mrs. Coretta Vele, of Stowe, Vermont:



March6 th,1992

Dear Stephen King,

I don't know if this letter will actually reach you but one can always hope. | have read
most of your books and have loved them al. | am a76 -yrs-young "gramma’ from your
"sister state”" of Vermont, and | especially like your Dark Tower stories. Well, to the point.
Last month | went to see ateam of Oncologists at Mass General, and they tell me that the
brain tumor | have looks to be malignant after all (atl st they said "Don't worry Corettaits
benine"). Now | know you have to do what you have to do, Mr. King, and "follow your
muse,” but what they're saying isthat | will be fortunate to see the4 th of July this year. |
guess I'veread my last "Dark Tower yarn." So what I'm wondering is, Can you tell me how
the Dark Tower story comes out, at least if Roland and his"Ka-Tet" actually get to the
Dark Tower? And if so what they find there? | promise not to tell a soul and you will be
making a dying woman very happy.

Sincerdly,

CorettaVee

Stowe, V.

| feel like such ashit when | think of how blithe | was concerning the ending of Waste
Lands. | gottaanswer Coretta Vele's letter, but | don't know how to. Could | make her
believe | don't know any more than she does about how Roland's story finishes? | doubt it,
and yet "that isthe truth," as Jake sez in his Final Essay. | have no more ideawhat's inside
that damned Tower than . . . well, thanQy does! | didn't even know it wasin afield of roses
until it came off my fingertips and showed up on the screen of my new Mac- intosh
computer! Would Coretta buy that? What would she say if | told her, "Cory, listen: The
wind blows and the story comes. Then it stops blowing, and all | can do iswait, same as
you."

They think I'm in charge, every one of them from the smartest of the critics to the most
mentally challenged reader. And that's areal hoot.

Because I'm not.



September22 ,1992

The Grant edition of The Waste Lands is sold out, and the paperback edition is doing
very well. | should be happy and guess | am, but I'm still getting aton of |etters about the
cliffhanger ending. They fall into3 major categories. People who are pissed off, people
who want to know when the next book in the series is coming out, and pissed-off people
who want to know when the next book in the seriesis coming out.

But I'm stuck. The wind from that quarter just isn't blowing. Not just now, anyway.

Meanwhile, | have anideafor anovel about alady who buysapicturein a pawnshop and
then kind of fallsinto it. Hey, maybe it'll be Mid-World she fallsinto, and she'll meet
Roland!

July9 th,1994

Tabby and | don't fight much since | quit drinking, but oboy, this morning we had adilly.
We're at the Lovell house, of course, and as | was getting ready to leave on my morning
walk, she showed me a story from today's LewistonSun. It seems that a Stoneham man,
Charles"Chip" McCaus-land, was struck and killed by a hit-and-run driver while walking
on Route7 . Which isthe road | walk on, of course. Tabby tried to persuade meto stay on
Turtleback Lane, | tried to persuadeher that | had as much right to use Route7 as anyone
else (and honest to God, | only do half a mile on the blacktop), and things went downhill
from there. Finally she asked meto at |east stop walking on Slab City Hill, where the
sightlines are so short and there's nowhere to jJump if someone happensto get off the road
and onto the shoulder. | told her I'd think about it (it would have been noon before | got out
of the house if we kept on talking), but in truth I'll be damned if I'll live my lifein fear that
way. Besides, it seemsto me that this poor guy from Stoneham has made the odds of me
getting hit while out walking about amillion to one. | told thisto Tabby and she said, "The
odds of you ever being as successful at writing as you have been are even higher. You've
said so yourself." To that I'm afraid | had no comeback.

Junel9 th,1995 (Bangor)

Tabby and | just got back from the Bangor Auditorium where our youngest (and about
four hundred of his class- mates) finally got a diploma. He's now officialy a high school
graduate. Bangor High and the Bangor Rams are behind him. Helll be starting collegein
the fall and then Tab and | will have to start dealing w/ the ever-popular Empty Nest
Syndrome. Everybody sez it all goes by in the wink of an eye and you sayyeah yeah
yeah ... and then it does.



Fuck, I'm sad.

Feel lost. What's it al for, anyway? (What'sit all about, Alfie, ha-ha?) What, just a big
scramble from the cradle to the grave? "The clearing at the end of the path"? Jesus, that's
grim.

Meantime, we're headed down to Lovell and the house on Turtleback Lane this
afternoon — Owen will join usin aday or two, he sez. Tabby knows | want to write by the
lake, and boy, she's so intuitiveit's scary. When we were coming back from the graduation
exercises, she asked me if the wind was blowing again.

Infactitis, and thistimeit'sblowing agale. | can't wait to start the next volume of theDT
series. Timeto find out what happensin the riddling contest (that Eddie blows Blaine's
computerized mind with "silly questions’ — i.e., rid- dles— is something I've known for
several monthsnow), but I don't think that'sthe major story | havetotell thistime. | want to
write about Susan, Roland's first love, and | want to set their "cowboy romance” in a
fictional part of Mid-World caled Mgjis (i.e., Mexico).

Time to saddle up and take another ride w/ the Wild Bunch.

Meantime, the other kids are doing well, although Naomi had some kind of allergic
reaction, maybe to shell- fish. ..

July19 th,1995 (Turtleback Lane. Lovell)

Ason my previous expeditionsto Mid-World, | feel like somebody who's just spent a
month on ajet-propelled rocket-sled. While stoned on hallucinatory happygas. | thought
this book would be tougher to get into,much , but in fact it was once more as easy as
dlipping into apair of com- fortable old shoes, or those Westernstyle short-boots | got from
Bally'sin New Y ork3 or4 years ago and cannot bear to give up.

I've already got over200 pages, and was delighted to find Roland and his friends
investigating the remains of the superflu; seeing evidence of both Randall Flagg and
Mother Abagail.

| think Flagg may turn out to be Walter, Roland's old nemesis. Hisreal name is Walter
o'Dim, and he was just a country boy to start with. It makes perfect sense, inaway. | can
see now how, to agreater or lesser degree, every story I've ever written is about this story.
And you know, | don't have a problem with that. Writing this story is the one that always
feels like coming home.

Why doesit always feeldangerous, as well? Why should | be so convinced that if I'm
ever found slumped over my desk, dead of a heart attack (or wiped out on my Harley,
probably on Route? ), it will be while working on one of these Weird Westerns? | guess



because | know so many peo- ple are depending on meto finish the cycle. And | want to
finishit! God, yes! NoCanterbury Tales orMystery of Edwin Drood in my portfolioif I can
helpit, thank you very much. And yet | alwaysfeel asif some anti-creative forceislooking
around for me, and that | am easier to see when I'm working on these stories.

Well, enough w/ the heebigjeebies. I'm off on my walk.

September2 ,1995

I'm expecting the book to be done in another five weeks. This one has been more
challenging, but still the story comes to mein wonderful rich details. Watched
Kurosawa'sThe Seven Samurai last nite, and wonder if that might not be the right direction
for Vol. #6,The Werewolves of End-World (or some such). | probably ought to seeif any
of the little side-0'-the-road video rental places around here have gotThe Magnificent
Seven , which isthe Americanized ver- sion of the Kurosawa film.

Speaking of side-0'-the-road, | amost had to dive into the ditch this afternoon to avoid a
guy in avan — swerving from side to side, pretty obviously drunk — on the last part of
Route7 before | turn back into therelatively sheltered envi- rons of Turtleback Lane. | don't
think I'll mention thisto Tabby; she'd go nuclear. Anyway, I've had my one "pedestrian
scare," and I'm just glad it didn't happen on the Slab City Hill portion of the road.

October19 th,1995

Took me alittle longer than | thought, but | finishedWizard and Glass tonight . . .

August19 th,1997

Tabby and | just said goodbye to Joe and his good wife; they're on their way back to New
York. | wasglad | could give them acopy of Wizard and Glass . The first bunch of finished
books came today. What looks & smells better than a new book, especialy one w/ your
name on thetitle page? Thisisthe world's best job I've got; real people pay mereal money
to hang out in my imagination. Where, | should add, the only oneswho feel completely real
to me are Roland and his ka-tet.

| think the CRs* arereally going to like this one, and not just because it finishes the story
of Blaine the Mono. | wonder if the Vermont Grammawith the brain tumor is still alive?
I'Spoze not, but if shewas, 1'd be happy to send her acopy . . .



*Constant Readers

July6 th,1998

Tabby, Owen, Joe, and | went to Oxford tonight to see the filmArmageddon . | liked it
more than | expected, in part because | had my family w/ me. The movieis sfx-driven
end-of-the-world stuff. Got me thinking about the Dark Tower and the Crimson King.
Probably not surprising.

| wrote for awhile this morning on my Vietnam story, switching over from longhand to
my PowerBook, so | guess I'm serious about it. | like the way Sully John reappeared.
Question: Will Roland Deschain and his friends ever meet Bobby Garfield's pal, Ted
Brautigan? And just who are those low men chasing the old Tedster, anyway? More and
more my work feels like a slanted trough where everything even- tually drainsinto
Mid-World and End-World.

The Dark Toweris myuber story, no question about that. When it's done, | plan to ease
back. Maybe retire com- pletely.

August7 ,1998

Took my usua walk this afternoon, and tonight | took Fred Hauser with me to the AA
meeting in Fryeburg. On the way home he asked me to sponsor him and | said yes; | think
he's finally getting serious about sobering up. Good for him. Anyhow, he got talking about
the so-called "Walk-Ins." He says there are more of them around the Seven Towns than
ever, and all sorts of folks are gossiping about them.

"How come | never hear anything, then?" | asked him. To which | got no answer but an
extremely funny look. | kept prodding, and finally Fred sez,

"People don't like to talk about them around you, Steve, because there have been two
dozen reported on Turtle-back Lane in the last8 months andyou claim not to have seen a
single one.”

To me this seemed like anon sequitur and | made no reply. It wasn't until after the
meeting — and after 1'd dropped my new pigeon off — that | realized what he was say- ing:
people don't talk about the "Walk-Ins" around me because they think that in some crazy
way I'M RESPONSIBLE.

| thought | was pretty well used to being "America's boogey-man," but thisis actually
sort of outrageous. . .



January?2 ,1999 (Boston)

Owen and | are at the Hyatt Harborside tonight, and head off to Floridatomorrow.
(Tabby and | aretalking about buying aplace there but haven't told the kids. | mean, they're
only27 ,25 and21 — maybe when they're old enough to understand such things, ha-ha.)
Earlier we met Joe and saw afilm calledHurlyburly , from the play by David Rabe. Very
odd. Speaking of odd, | had some sort of New Y ear's Night nightmare before leaving
Maine. Can't remember exactly what it was, but when | woke up this morning I'd writ- ten
two thingsin my dreambook. One wasBaby Mordred,like something out of a Chas Addams
cartoon . That | sort of understand; it must refer to Susannah's baby in theDark Tower
stories. It's the other thing that puzzles me. It says6/19/99. O Discordia .

Discordia aso sounds like something out of theDT sto- ries, but it's not anything | have
invented. Asfor6 /19/99, that's a date, right? Meaning what? Junel9 th of this year. Tabby
and | should be back at the Turtleback Lane house by then, but so far as| can remember it's
not anybody's birthday.

Maybe it's the date I'm going to meet my first walk-in!

Junel? ,1999
It's wonderful to be back at the |ake!

I've decided to takel0 days off, then finally return to work on the how-to-write book. I'm
curious aboutHearts in Atlantis ; will folks want to know if Bobby Garfield's friend Ted
Brautigan plays apart in theT ower saga? Thetruthis| really don't know the answer to that.
In any case, readership of theTower stories hasfallen off alot lately — the figures are
really disappointing, compared to that of my other books (except forRose Madder , which
was areal tankjob, at |east in the sales sense). But it doesn't matter, at least to me, and if the
series ever gets done, sales may go up.

Tabby and | had another argument about my walking route; she asked me again to quit
going out on the main road. Also she asked me "Is the wind blowing yet?' Meaning am |
thinking about the nextDark Tower story. | said no, commala-come-come, the tale has not
begun. But it will, and there's a dance called thecommalain it. That's the one thing | see
clearly: Roland dancing. Why, or for whom, | don't know.

Anyway, | asked T. why she wanted to know about the Dark Tower and she said,
"You're safer when you're with the gunslingers.”

Joking | suppose, but an odd joke for T. Not much like her.



Junel?7 ,1999

Talked with Rand Holsten and Mark Carliner tonight. They both sounded excited about
moving on fromStorm of the Century toRose Red (orKingdom Hospital ), but either one
would fill my plate up again.

| dreamed of my walk last night & wike up crying.The Tower will fall , I thought.O
Discordia, the world grows dark .

777?

Headline from thePortlandPress-Herald,Junel8 ,1999 :

"WALK-IN" PHENOMENON IN WESTERN MAINE

CONTINUES TO RESIST EXPLANATION

Junel9 ,1999

Thisislike one of those times when all the planets line up, except in this case it's my
family all lined up here on Turtleback Lane. Joe and his family arrived around noon; their
little boy isreally cute. Say true! Sometimes | ook in the mirror and say,"You are a
grandfather.” And the Steve in the mirror just laughs, because theideais so ridiculous. The
Stevein the mirror knows I'm still acollege sophomore, going to classes and protesting the
war in Viet Nam by day, drinking beer down at Pat's Pizzawith Flip Thompson and George
McLeod by night. Asfor my grandson, the beautiful Ethan? He just tugs on the balloon tied
to histoe and laughs.

Daughter Naomi and son Owen got here late last night. We had a great Father's Day
dinner; people saying things to me that were so nice | had to check to make sure | wasn't
dead! God, I'm lucky to have family, lucky to have more sto- riesto tell, lucky to still be
alive. The worst thing to happen this week,1 hope, will be my wife's bed collapsing under
the weight of our son and daughter-in-law — the idiots were wrestling on it.

Y ou know what? I've been thinking of going back to Roland's story after al. As soon as
| finish the book on writ- ing On Writingwould actually not be abad title— it'ssimple and
to the point). But right now the sun is shining, the day is beautiful, and what I'm going to do



istake awalk.

More later, maybe.

From the Portland SundayTelegram,June20 ,1999 :

STEPHEN KING DIES NEAR

LOVELL HOME

POPULAR MAINE WRITER KILLED

WHILE TAKING AFTERNOON WALK

INSIDER CLAIMS MAN DRIVING LETHAL
VAN "TOOK EYES OFF THE ROAD" ASHE

APPROACHED KING ON ROUTEY

By Ray Routhier

lovell, me. (Exclusive) Maine's most popular author was struck and killed by avan while
walking near his summer home yesterday afternoon. The van was driven by Bryan Smith
of Fryeburg. According to sources close to the case, Smith has admitted that he "took his
eyes off the road" when one of his Rottweilers got out of the back of the van and began
nosing into a cooler behind the driver's seat.

"I never even saw him,"” Smith is reported to have said shortly after the collision, which
took place on what locals call Slab City Hill.

King, author of such popular novels aslt, 'Salem's Lot, The Shining, andThe Stand, was
taken to Northern Cumber- land Memorial Hospital in Bridgton, where he was pro- nounced
dead at6 :02PM Saturday evening. He wasb2 years old.



A hospital source said the cause of death was extensive head injuries. King's family,
which had gathered in part to celebrate Father's Day, isin seculusion tonight . . .

Commal a-come-come,
The battle's now begun!
And all the foes of men and rose

Rise with the setting sun.

Wordslinger's Note

I'd once more like to acknowledge the invaluable contri- butions of Robin Furth, who read
this novel in manuscript — and those preceding it — with great and sympathetic attention
to detail. If thisincreasingly complex tale hangs together, Robin should get most of the
credit. And if you don't believeit, check out herDark Tower concordance, which makes
fascinating reading in and of itself.

Thanks are also due to Chuck Verrill, who has edited the final five novelsin the Tower
cycle, and to the three pub- lishers, twdarge and one small, who cooperated to make this
massive project aredlity: Robert Wiener (Donald M. Grant, Publisher), Susan Petersen
Kennedy and Pamela Dorman (Viking), Susan Moldow and Nan Graham (Scribner).

Spe- cial thanksto Agent Moldow, whose ironyand bravery have saved many a bleak day.
There are others, plenty of them, but I'm not going to annoy you with the whole list. After
all, thisain't the fucking Academy Awards, isit?

Certain geographical detailsin this book and in the con- cluding vel of the Tower cycle
have been fictionalized. The rea people mentioned in these pages have been used in a



fic- tiona way. And to the best of my knowledge, there were never coirop storage lockers
in the World Trade Center.

Asfor you, Constant Reader . . .

One more turn of the path, and then we reach the clearing.

Come aong with me, will yanot?

Stephen King

May28 ,2003

(Tell God thank ya.)



