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For Qui

First came the seen, then thus the palpable Elysium, though it were in the halls of hell, What
thou lovest well is thy true heritage What thou lovest well shall not be reft from thee.

Ezra Pound Pisan Cantos (81)

1

Two young people sat quite comfortably on the grassy bank of astream, leaning against awillow
whose ancient body seemed designed for leaning. Plangent water reflected the little green leaves of the
willow, including even thetiny round crystals of dew which hung from the leaves, with only artistic
distortion, while below the line of the water cool fish brooded, wearing coats of bright enamelwork.

On either side of the stream alawn spread out, tended by cloudy sheep. Other beasts, too, roamed at
their graceful will across the landscape: the ox and the wide-horned aurochs, the douching camel opard,
the corkindrill—each animal asfat asaburgher and smilarly complacent. None were ragged, none
scarred. None raised its elegant head except in wonder at the sweetness of the air.

Of coursethere were birds, and even in the lacy mass of the willow they sang, regardless of the
presence of two or three deek and platter-faced cats who meditated while resting upon the largest
branches, their white, gray, or many-striped tails curled below them like fishhookstrolling the air.

Although there were aurochs and a camel opard, and it has been said that these are wary beasts and
unsocid, this park which contained them had not the appearance of wilderness. Beyond the copse of
fruiting trees on the far sde of the river rose awhite paace of intricate shape and exquisite proportion,
though through distance and the balmy air its exact lineaments were confused. Another, more homey sort
of house rose closer to hand, on the bank of the stream itself. This edifice was square, three storiestall,
and aso white—sparkling white—except for aroof of red tile and certain tasteful borders of red and
gold about the windows.

These windows were large, as though the house had been built without care for winter, and they
yawned wide and shutterless, as though no thief had ever been born. From these windows hung pots of
diversherbs. A pretty gravel path wound away from the tower and kept company with the stream for a
while, before humping itsdf over on apainted bridge and heading toward the ambiguous pal ace.

The two young people who lounged beside the path (and beneath the birds, and the cats, and the
willow leaves al hung with dew) were both decorative and restful to the eye—of a piece with therest of
the scene. Onewas asmall and delicately made maiden al dressed in white save for ared kerchief which



shewore around her neck, hanging down in back. Her hair was not flaxen, but as white as her
dress—and yet there was no mistaking this child for an old woman. Her pleasant triangular face was as
innocent of wrinkles asit seemed of thought. Her eyes were soft and brown. With ayawn and a stretch
this child rolled away from the tree and began rooting about in the grassin the most unladylike fashion, on
al fours, gpparently searching for something, while she turned those strange, heavy-pupiled eyes on her
companion with amixture of fawning and mischief.

He, too, had large brown eyes, and he was a so dressed in white, though upon his glimmering garment
there were certain touches (as there were in the square tower) of scarlet and gold. Hewas not pale,
however, but swarthy, and his hair was amass of lazy curls. He continued to lean againgt the willow tree
while his hands played over the strings of a perfectly plain, perfectly perfect lute. He happened to be
seated (in seeming content) on a dead branch, which he took care should not be visble to the girl.

The music he made was like the light which bathed and enfolded this garden without awall:
impossibly rich and smple, too fine-textured for the world of days. And he didn't play aone, for his
melody was answered by a descant from the winged sky, while below the grass murmured a sweet
continuo.

It was a piece without beginning or end, and aglance at the rapt face of the musician communicated
that he was wel| sttisfied with the work. But at some time during that long morning, the musician raised
his head and left the music to continue without him. His eyes, like those of the girl, were drowned drunk
as though they witnessed something beyond sky, river, leafy tree, and rippling grasses.

Asthough they witnessed glory.

His eyes were 0 because he, she, the corkindrill, and dl of those who strolled, Souched, soared, or
sang their perfection in that crystd air, were the dead—the blessed dead—and thiswas their realm.

And in truth there was neither stream nor willow, nor leaves of the willow nor dew to hang from its
leaves, nor tower nor palace nor pretty gravel paths winding between them.

There was only peace here: great peace, bought with pain, perhaps. Redeemed by love, most
certainly. Peace, a any rate, and it had shattered the bonds of time.

But this particular blessed soul (the one with the lute) raised his head and the beautiful drowned eyes
squinted, like those of a nearsghted man trying to focus at adistance.

"What isit, Darni? asked the white girl, and she plumped hersdf down in front of him.

For some moments he did not respond, but stared past her, and past the stream and the copse of fruit
trees and the white palace beyond, into unimaginable or unremembered distance. Then he met her gaze,
while hisfingers evoked atrickle of emotion from the lute strings.

"| felt, little dear,” he said dowly, "as though someone had floated here on the wind from far away,
offering meal of heaven and earth to follow him."

She scooted closer, until her soft and innocent (though not particularly clever) face rested mereinches
from his. "Whet did that fed like?"

Hesighed. "It felt like astomachache.”

Macchiata snorted and sat back heavily on the grass. "But, Master—Master! You dont HAVE a
gomech!"

She peered at him sdelong, grinning, and sought again in the grass around the willow. At last she
found the branch Damiano had concealed, and she pulled it out from under hislegs.

"Hah! Thereitis.

"Comeon, Darni," she wheedled winsomely. "Throw the stick for me again.”

He looked into her eyes. "Areyou pining for your natural form, little dear? Would you liketo bea
dog once agan?'

Macchiatadipped his gaze and looked hungrily at the branch in her masters hand. "Not pining. | like
my girl shape. Especidly the hands, which make it easy to pick up sticks.

"Please, Darni. PLEASE throw it again.”



The greatest of the archangels, Lucifer by name, had a palace as grand as that behind the orchard in
Tir NanOg— the Ide of the Ever Y oung—though L ucifer'swatchful fortress was neither white nor
charmingly Situated. Atop the square box of it wasasmdll, high chamber possessing four windows.
These reached from the floor to the vaulted ceiling, and they stood aways open.

One of thesewindows' looked grudgingly toward the clean north, just as one beheld the generous
south with due suspicion. The third window kept awary eye againgt the wisdom of the east whilethe last
window denied al hope of the west. Despite this eclectic airiness, the atmosphere in the chamber wasa
bit suffy and it smelled like adead fire. A single grayish, dirty fly droned in frustrated circlesthough the
air of the chamber, asthough despite dl the windowsit could not find away out.

Within the arches of this high room stood only atable and a chair. On the table was placed a small
replica of the paaceitsdf, which was asintricate as its origina—as squatly heavy and as drear—and
only lessfearsome because of itssize. At the very top of the model perched atiny cupolaof four
windows, within which rested two tiny atomies of furniture: atable and achair. The chair in the modd,
likethat inthe origina, was empty.

But the owner of the palace (and the model) was returning, ploughing hisway through the sky on
wyvern'swings. He came not from the north or south or from any other clear direction, but in greet,
frustrated circles, and he stopped to pant on the black iron roof of this highest chamber before dithering
in.

Asthelight of one window was darkened for amoment by his serpentine bulk, the fly found itsway
cutely into the modd of the palace, where it settled itself upon the match-stick perfection of thetiny table
in the highest chamber.

Lucifer doughed off his hideous wyvern shape and appeared with asneer upon his elegant carndlian
features. He despised ugliness dmost as much as he distrusted beauty, but since his own angelic wings
had shriveled long ago, he had to take some other shapeif hewereto fly. He threw himsdlf into the hard
chair and scowled out each window in turn.

A long climb and a bootless errand in a place which could not be seen out of any of hiswatch
windows. A place beyond the limits of hisdominion. Lucifer wasin afoul, foul mood.

Cursethe deaf, dimwit shade!

If only Lucifer COULD curse him, or indulge himsalf in any deed on physical or spiritud planewhich
could do damage to the object of hisdidike. But he could no more sting the little cresture than he could
ging God Himsdlf, who held it in Hisinfuriatingly careful hands. He could only cdl it names out loud, not
the worst of which was "dago." He stared at his new toy paace, unseeing.

Someone new entered the chamber through the hatch in the floor which led into the rest of the palace.
This someone was asmall demon, raspberry-colored and raspberry-shaped, with two long feet and a
very small head. Observing that its master had returned, the demon waddled over to the table and pulled
itself up with its very agile and workmanlike hands.

A sngleglance a the Infernd Faceled it to dip once more to the floor, where with amuted, worried
buzzing it started to waddle its way once more to the door hole.

But Lucifer reached out and snatched up the thing, which was named K adjebeen, plumping it ungently
down on the tabletop.

The demon, thus presented, had a strong resemblance to that sort of fat-bottomed toy which haslead
weights built into the round wooden base and which cannot be knocked over, no matter how hard or
how many times one hitsit. Lucifer was very aware of thisresemblance, for he had used the little demon
in this manner many times. Now he did not gtrikeit, except with aglare.

It had feet longer than itslegs. Thiswas perhaps necessary in order to keep itsrotundity in balance
when it walked. It was not strictly necessary, however, for itsfeet to curl up in ornamenta curlicues at the
toeslike Turkish shoes. Thiswas a piece of pureindividudity on the demon's part, and Lucife—who
was in many ways responsible for the rest of the demon's gppearance—ground his predatory teeth at it.

The demon cringed. "Y—Y our Magnificences new paace imageisfinished,” it announced, itsvoice



the timbre of atreefrog's. "D—does Y our Magnificence approve?’

Lucifer let hiseyes dip for amoment to the marvelous model on the table beside the demon. Then his
baeful gaze returned. "Therdsafly init," he sated flatly.

The demon rolled his eyes. (He could do this very well, because they were on stalks.) He examined
the work of hishands carefully, and he, too, noticed theinsect. He stuck one of his spider-thin fingers
into the cupolawindow and made shooing gestures. A bad-tempered buzz responded.

But Lucifer was no longer paying attention to the image. He had sunk back into histhrone with an
amost adolescent sullenness, and was biting hisfingernails.

"Something isn't right, indl this" he grumbled between histeeth. "'From the very beginning, every
carefully thought-out plan | made regarding that—that Eyetaian— went awry."

The demon knew better than to ask questions of its master; it merely held one rococo toe in each
nervous hand and pulled on them dternately.

"It wasn't my failure, either,” continued the twisted angel, as he brooded and destroyed his cuticles. |
led him to me with perfect logic and baited every trap with hisheartsdesire. | should have had him a
hundred times." He shot a pointed look at his servant.

"Not that Delstrego had any importance in himsalf, mind you. No more than any of that. .. that morta
tillage of mine. But such as he was, he was Raphad's weakness."

Lucifer straightened in his chair and dropped hisfist to the table. His face was a sculpture of cold
hate, at which the demon stared in aterror of admiration. "Raphael's weakness,” repeated L ucifer,
gaining fury ashe spoke.

"Oh, my sickly swest, sainted brother!"

The Devil flung himsdf to hisfeet. Thetable wasjarred and the intricate, careful palace mode
skidded over its smooth surface. The raspberry demon flailed and caught it just before it went over.

"Don't do thet, please, Y our Magnificence!"

"Raphadl! Raphad!" hissed Lucifer. Hisface went from cora to blotched snow and rubies. " After
Michadl, | hate you more than any created being! And since you've never had the Sword-Angel's
hard-headed good sense, you have let events carry you to ME.

"Andyoudidit dl by yourself." And a some sudden memory, Lucifer snickered, as his anger was cut
with ugly hope. He stopped before aheavy metallic tapestry which hung between north and east, and he
fingered it, following its embroidered story with hiseyes.

"Once you were no more than amirror for Him, like that other sheep, Urid: beautiful, blank, and...
and quite safe from influence.

"Now you've become nearly as much adave to the earth as some sylph of earth'sair, brother. Y ou
bob right and |eft as the winds take you, and there is no one down there—absolutely no one, you will
find—who can protect you."

And with these words, and the more complex thoughts which went behind them, Lucifer's mood
flipped over, from immedi ate disappointment to eventual success and he looked inward upon abamy
future steeped in revenge.

"Y ou see, Kadjebeen, my playing at dice for the soul of thelittle witch man wasn't aloss, after all.
No—for every time he escaped me, it was by some great expense of Raphadl's, until now, after only a
little time a the gambling whedls of earth, my brother is near bankrupt.”

Lucifer giggled then, and in amoment he had himsalf convinced that he had never been interested in
Damiano Delstrego's soul at dl.

"My only mistake," concluded L ucifer, raising his eyes and pointing at the raspberry demon,
Kadjebeen, who gill sat on thetable, clutching his cunning image between his curly feet, "wasintrying to
use the man asthefind bait to my trap now that he is dead and therefore untouch—or rather, | mean,
without importance to me. Though as agesture it would have had such artistic merit..."

K adjebeen folded his hands and stared at hismoddl, lest he be accused of acquiescencein theidea



that Lucifer had made any mistake at al. And that he was wise to do so was proven in the next moment,
for Lucifer smote hispamwith afist and cried, "Why, by my own powers! Of course. Therewas no
error! He CAN bethe bait of my trap, even now."

And then Lucifer strode over to the window of the south, where lay expanses both of desert and
plenty. "Woe, my dear Raphad," he whispered, as his blue eyes wandered, making plans. "Y ou have
loved well, but not at al wisdly.”

The baked white earth threw the heat againgt the baked white wall, which threw it back again. Hidden
cicadas produced a tranced droning which was the perfect aura equivaent of the heat shimmer: asound
which aperson might ignore for hours at atime before his consciousness came up againg it, and which
then would become unbearable.

Above San Gabride the dark hills gathered, looming over the village like large friends who stood too
closefor one's comfort. Their blackish evergreen dopes promised ardief from the August heet to anyone
who had the energy to walk so far.

For the mogt part, the San Gabrieleans preferred the blackish relief to be found within the wineshop.
There, stretched out on the bosom of Mother Earth (the shop boasted no other floor), a handful of men
with nothing to do let the sun fry the world outsde.

Not that they were dl drinking wine. Signor Tedesco, proprietor of the little store, would have been
very happy had that been the case. But in dl the village of San Gabriele there was not aman who had the
money to spend his weekdaysin ahaze of vinousglory.

One man had a bottle which had been passed around a bit, and another had a half-bottle, which had
not. The same fellow possessed aloaf of bread longer than hisarm, which he guarded, waiting for the
cool of the afternoon to give him the energy with which to egt. Another refugee from the sun had brought
hislute, avery fine instrument, bright, sonorous, covered with a paper-thin inlay of mother-of-pearl, upon
which he was trading songs with a chitarre player A second lute, also belonging to the chitarrist, lay on
the table unused because it would not stay in tune with the other instruments.

Signor Tedesco regarded his patrons with ajaundiced eye. He had had no intention of creating an
atmosphere conducive to the promulgation of the arts. He hadn't even intended for the wine that he sold
to be consumed in the confines of his shop.

He knew what an inn was. enough to know hiswineshop didn't quaify. He wouldn't mind being an
innkeeper, mind you, for he rather thought aman of that occupation might be alittle wedthier than a
villager who bought twenty casks of cheap red per season and filled bottles with the stuff. But if hewere
an innkeeper, Signor Tedesco would havetried to keep riffraff like this off hisfloor.

Especidly the redhead in the corner making strange noises on the lute. He was the kind of musician
Tedesco liked to refer to as having his ears on upside down. No more than seventeen years old, surely,
the young pup bounced his hands up and down the neck of his pretty instrument with great concentration
and produced avariety of soundsthat Tedesco found quite unpleasant.

(But then, to be fair to the redheaded lutenist, Signor Tedesco had about twenty songs he liked,
having known them from childhood, and he liked them played only in certain ways and on certain
ingruments, and thought the rest of the musical world might just aswell go hang.)

The gangling youth pinched asmart octave on the sixth of the scale, then added to it atenth above,
then an eleventh and even atwelfth. Instead of resolving the progression, the musi cian then damped out
thefina sound on the beat and called the song complete.

Tedesco didn't know what an eeventh interva was, but he knew how to shudder.

"That's... very origina," murmured the chitarrist, for although his ears, too, were a bit shocked, he
waswilling to try to understand. "Why doesit end like that? Bomp!™

The redhead had an aggressve chin and eyes of apeculiar pale sage green, in aface which had not
yet settled into its adult proportions (if indeed it had any intention of setting). His Adam's apple rehearsed
his answer before he opened his mouth.

"That's S0 you don't fall adeep.” Then he shrugged enormoudy and cast the question behind him.



"What can | say? What do you expect meto say? That's how the song cameto me."

"Cameto you?" echoed the chitarrist, who was around-faced fellow with abristling mustache and
threefat little babies a home. ™Y ou madeit up?"

Gagpare drummed hisfingers on the soundboard atrifle self-conscioudy and let his oversized eyes
wander out the door as he replied. "Of course | madeit up. Everything | play ismy own.

"To play another man'smusic,” he added righteoudy, "is akin to theft."

Onewho knew Gaspare well—one like hissster Evienne, for example—might have falen face first
upon the dirt, hearing this statement uttered in this tone by Gaspare of San Gabriele. But Evienne was not
in San Gabriele but in Avignon, tending her own fat babies, and the villagers Gaspare had | eft behind
some years ago found it easy to forget the scrawny, light-fingered street dancer when looking at this
insolent youth with hisforeign manners and hisexquidte lute.

The chitarrist took this opportunity to run afingernail down hisstrings. Signor Tedesco, behind his
counter, perked up. But Gaspare had so cowed the round-faced man that he dared not go smply from
the root to the fifth and then back again, as he had intended, so his endeavor led to nothing. The chitarrist
dared glumly at hisfingernalls.

"But what about the master musician of whom you are dways speaking, whom you followed from
Lombardy to

France? | was under theimpression it was his tunes with which you educate the village."

Gaspare's eyes did not exactly mist over, for he had not the sort of eye for that, but they expressed a
certain feding. He dumped back, letting hislute liein hislap like an empty bowl.

"Ah, yes. Delstrego. Y ou know—uwhile | waswith him | never touched the lute. Never dared, |
guess. And then afterward, though | have had my training at the hands of his own teacher, and it was my
ideato sound as much like him aspossible..."

The redhead sighed. "It didn't work that way.

"And now | seethat it could not, and | no longer desire to imitate him, for Delstrego wasinaway a
soft man. Wheressl..."

The bristling mustache stood out like a hedgehog's quills, asthe chitarrist reflected on Gaspare'slack
of softness. Gaspare himsalf ignored the smile.

"And when | tried to play Delstrego's songs with my own hands and my own spirit, then they sounded
likelittle birds that had been put in acage of iron." Hislong nose twitched and he sat up again.

"So | let them go." The redhead gestured theetrically toward the rough stone doorway.

"Still, if Damiano Delstrego himself were to come stepping in that door out of the summer hegt, with
hislittle lute under his arm—then you would hear some music,” vouched Gaspare, whose
sdf-importance, though considerable, had never been permitted to come between himsdf and his
admiration for hisfirst friend. "Y ou would hear music more origind than mine, and yet music even Signor
Tedesco could appreciate.”

The proprietor raised his head, frowning, uncertain whether he had just been praised or insulted.

Gaspare, gtill with hishand raised, stared out the pale shimmer of the open door. Cold water seemed
to trickle up and down his spine, unpleasant despite the heat, and he wondered if perhaps he had said
something he should not have said.

* % %

Behind the wineshop, and behind every other shop and dwelling in their nudging row aong this street
in San Gabride, was astraight and narrow aley, which (since the battle of the same name as the town,
four years before) led to nothing but apile of rubble. Without a steedy stream of feet to keep the clay
packed, thisdley had been conquered by grass, which had in turn suffered from alack of sun. Summer
had killed this unfortunate growth and dipped it in bronze, but till it held some vaue for agelding who
had discovered it in the process of avoiding the sun.

Thisanima was black and lean. Itslong neck was sinuous. Itslong legswere... well, very long. One



of itsearsrested maevolently back againgt its head, but the horse gave the impression that itsill-temper
was a chronic condition, not about to manifest itsdlf into action on this stifling afternoon. The horses other
ear made circles of uneasiness. He chewed half ajawful of yellow grass and let the remainder drop.

Under the thatch of the wineshop roof sat abrown wood dove, colored such apale and desiccated
brown that she might have been molded of clay and left to dry in the sun. She was keeping asort of
uncommunicative company with the gelding. Shewas aso ligening to the music within.

Doves arefor the most part very conservative singers, and do not appreciate any music but their own.
Thisdove, however, was only adove part-time. She was awitch, and what is more, asinging witch. She
listened to Gaspares lute playing with aquick and educated mind.

It tended to give her a headache.

Bird eyes regarded the stripe of uncompromising blue sky which was visible under the ragged thaich.
She didn't know what it was about the heavens which seemed so fase, or at least dubious, today. She
rather suspected that Gaspare was about to do something he shouldn't. The boy was much wiser than he
used to be—the Eagle Chiefsinfluence, if not her own—buit still he had along tria to ded before he
could be safely Ieft to hisown devices.

Saara could easily imagine Gaspare accepting a challengeto adud: he who had never held asword in
hislife. She could even imagine him chalenging some other to adud. Over some picayune point of music,
of course.

Some hot-tempered village maiden could run him through with a pitchfork. Or her father could. At
least, being smple (not awitch born), Gaspare could not lose himsdlf in the myriad dangers and
seductionsthat cameto ayoungster with Sight.

Saarafelt a certain responsbility for Gaspare, born out of both friends and adventure shared. She
shifted from foot to foot. Because she was adove, thislooked much like around pot rolling from sideto
sde on the table. She heard the chitarrist in the wineshop make his tentative dribble of sound and, like
Signor Tedesco himself, she had hopes. But it seemed fated the man would not continue his plain,
confident melody.

The day would not permit.

Fedtilligambe, the horse standing below, felt the same unease, for he wiggled an ear in the direction of
Saara (whom he knew quite well, both as bird and as human) and he stepped out into the unfriendly sun.

That white disk of light bleached the color of the soul, and it stole the will away. Even Gaspare (bright
of hue and mightily determined) ceased playing. The two beasts heard the murmur of his voice seeping
through the metalic-hot air. Then that sound, too, died away.

Someone was coming up the hill of San Gabriele, striding long-legged past the ruin of the village wall.
The rhythm of his steps, and the regular thumping of his wooden stick, broke the cicada's drone.

He was dressed in black, and his hair was black, and as he lifted his eyes toward the yawning door of
the wineshop, they, too, were black. His face was comely, though the nose was atrifle broad, and in
those quick black eyes shone intelligence. From his staff flashed red and yellow, which shimmered, along
with the entirefigure, in the glare of the sun.

Cold shock crept from Saara's scaled feet up to her bare besk as she watched the form of her dead
love approach. Her dun feathers fluffed into ridges. The horse below switched histail and snorted.

That Damiano, so wise beyond his years, and so hungry for understanding, should walk the scenes of
his past like some miser riven from hishorde. .. it was unthinkable. And unspeskably sad.

"When | am dead,” he had said, "you must let go anything of mine which you hold. The dead should
be dead.”

But Saards sadness was reflective and momentary, for she knew that this apparition was not
Damiano. For one thing, Damiano did not wear black. For another, Saara hersalf had taught Damiano to
do without his staff, and she did not believe that, once dead, he would go back to using crutches he had
left behind inlife.

And more importantly, this Damiano shape stood now beneath her, in the wineshop doorway, and



was unaware of her very presence. Even in his smple days, Damiano would have known Saarawas
near.

The horse, who saw something different from that which Saara saw, and from that which Gaspare
saw from within the wineshop (with al the hair on the back of his neck rising in protest), made no more
sound, but turned his elegant tail and disappeared down the grassy dley.

The gpparition carried alute, Saara saw now, leaning her deek dove head over the ledge of stone
where she sat. It wasamarveloudy ornate lute: Gaspares own lute, in fact. That made quite a paradox,
as even now Saara heard the original of this spectrd lute thumped clumsily upon the top of thetrestle
tablewithin.

"Delstrego!" gasped the youth, in tones of mixed joy and terror.

Thisishow Gaspareisgoing to get himself into trouble, said Saarato hersdlf, as she launched out
from the eaves of the building.

2

The Devil had his plans. He would work upon the unfortunate Gaspare with histwin needles of guilt
and pride. The youth would provide no challenge, certainly, for his haughty and sullen tempers stood out
like o many hooks on which the Devil could latch. Raise that hauteur, ruffle that temper, and there
Gaspare would be, trussed like Sundays goose. L ucifer's greatest worry so far had been that he would
be required to play the lute as Delstrego had, which was athing he could not do, having abjured music
aong with the heavenly chair.

It was not that the prize in this game was Gaspar€'s little soul; such as Gaspare was merely coarse
bread and dry. But his peril was sure to bring Raphae! fluttering in, for the angel watched his protegeslike
ahawk.

So L ucifer was understandably surprised to find himsdf under the assault of not a hawklike angd, but
asmal dove, round of ked—at the moment of his subtle plan's unfolding. With not the least peep of
warning, thisavian flew at his man-shape and pecked it smartingly under the eye. Lucifer flinched away
from it, displaying very natura confusion and annoyance.

The greatest of angdls had no interest in the animal kingdom. The world'sfurred, feathered, or finny
creatures were as much beneath his peculiar temptations as the denizens of Tir NanOg were beyond
them. He was not even very knowing about anima behavior. Did this miserable atom think that Lucifer,
wingless as he appeared in his present form, was yet a sort of greater bird and therefore a competitor?
Did it have anest nearby? He cast a glance around him, as the dove swooped to the ground at his feet.

Even as Lucifer perceived the obvious truth, that the creature was not abird at al but ahuman
shape-changer, it had swallen to itsfull atus: that of awoman amost astall as he stood in his Delstrego
form.

"Liar!" she rilledin hisear. "Filthy liar!" Curioudy enough, she spoke a barbaric tongue of the far
north.

Lucifer had no ideawhat a Lapp would be doing in a Piedmont village by the Lombardy border. He
was further piqued to discover he didn't recognize thiswoman at al. Perhaps, he considered
momentarily, he hadn't given thetriba primitives of the earth their share of hisatention.

In certain ways they were so much like the beasts.

And he reacted to this unknown creature in the way in which he usualy reacted to anything which
frustrated him or set back his plans. He turned color and hissed at her, and prepared to strike her to
cinders where she stood.



But, worse luck, this was not merely a shape-changer, but one of those unspeakable Lappish singing
witches.

Hefdt her puerile sng-song cutting through his disguise like arazor through hide. As shepefel away,
he was obliged to grope for wyvern form to cover his nakedness. He shot at the woman ablast of pure,
shriveling hate, only to seeit deflected by athread of melody. The mdice shuddered sdeways and
scraped lime off the wineshop wall.

She dared smile through her teeth as she said, speaking in heavily accented Itdian, "Y ou made
another of your great mistakes when you took the face of Damiano, you greedy old man. | will crush you
for it." Then the bitch's song actudly did try to squeeze him. Though Lucifer himsalf wasfar beyond being
hurt by the spell, the wyvern he wore could not breathe.

With the vision of his spirit, the Devil was very aware of the round eyes and dropped jawsin the
wineshop so near. Cursing, he gave up his present ambitions toward Gaspare and roseinto the air,
determined to escape this constraint and blast the beast-woman from the face of the earth.

Certainly Lucifer had the power to destroy one silly witch, once held recovered from his surprise and
from the unbearable feding of having been cheated by this beast-woman's popping from nowhere.
Simple physica destruction was both L ucifer's pleasure (dbeit not his highest pleasure), and hisright.

Thewyvern circled intheair, persecuted by the witch who was once more in dove shape. Lucifer
snarled at the bird with the contempt hefelt for al smple or straightforward creatures. Once lured out of
human shape, the witch's ability to sing (and therefore her power) was sadly curtailed. The wyvern drew
adeep breath, gathering fire.

But the bird's anger was so insane as to approach the maternal, and she seemed unaware of her
danger as she fluttered about the two-legged dragon-thing, pecking &t its eyes.

Lucifer, once collected to himsdlf, was avery clever spirit, and excellent at drawing together odd
threads of information and making tangles of them. It occurred to him that there was some connection
between this creature and the matter at hand; after dl, it was the shape of Delstrego that seemed to set
her off.

And then he remembered asmadl interchange with Damiano on the streets of Avignon inthe morta's
lagt days. an interchange not comfortably called to mind.

He had dropped a gentle hint that the fellow had carried the plague with him into Avignon. (Not true,
asit happens, but it very well might have been true, given the dreadful medica ignorance of the
populace.) The man had dared to bray back at him adeniad. "Wewered| clean. Saarasaid s0."

And when asked who this Saarawas, Delstrego had replied, " Someone you don't know."

Now Lucifer laughed, and ashes sullied the hot air around him. So even that septic little trading of
insults could be turned to good use.

Someone he didn't know. Perhaps. But such an oversight was quite easily rectifiable. He beet off the
drab-colored dove (quite gently) with awing as hard and as supple as chain mail, and he peered at her
with new curiogty.

A mascot of some sort? She could have meant little more, farouche as she was. Pretty enough, in
human shape, but he knew quite well that Itaians liked their women both clinging and coy. Probably a
pet. Whatever, she was doubtless of some valueto his sentimenta brother, and Lucifer was not oneto
turn hisface from fortune. He cringed from the bird and fled upward.

Saaras anger was like awind which blew through every room of her soul, cleaning it of years of
uffering.

Not since sheleft the fens had she had an enemy she could fight with whole heart: an enemy she had
no compunction about hurting. And she had no fear for hersdlf, for after losing two children and three
loversto desth, it was avery familiar presence to her. Infact, there was nothing more appropriate which
could happen in her life now, after dl she had been through, than to be given the Liar himself astarget
and aclear fidd of attack. Especidly when she remembered the miserable confusion this breath of
wickedness had caused in Damiano, both to the man's head and his heart, before cutting short hislife.



Along with Saaras dow-blooming happiness. Saara had never thought to ask herself why the Liar
had oppressed Damiano so; she knew that too much interest in that demon's mentations only invited him
into ongslife. But still she could hate him for it.

For she had loved Damiano and loved him ill, not with the wise passion Saara had felt for other men
in her time, but with the sweet and choking emotion aways before reserved for her children.

Saarahad neither hope nor plan for surviva as she spun about the loathsome, heavy reptilian shape,
buffeted by the wind of itswings and suffocated by fumes; surviva was meaningless next to the chance to
do harm to the Father of Lies. Thiswild and sdflessfury with which abird weighing dl of three ounces
flung hersdf at the Devil he mistook (as he dways must) for lack of brain.

Up they went in aflurry of wings, until the air about them grew cooler and lost the flavor of earth, and
the sun spun about the sky as adizzying white disk. Without warning, Saaratraded her bird shape for
that of an owl, and her talons raked the wyvern inits greet yellow eyes. But the owl was hdf-blind in the
light and the wyvern, disdaining battle, escaped it with abob and dart to theright.

Saarafollowed, her muffled white wings straining, and for amoment she hung above the wyvern,
untouching. Then suddenly the witch flickered and changed shape again, not thistimeto any sort of bird
but to an enormous white bear of the north, which dropped like stone onto the reptiles back.

The wyvern'swings collapsed like sails of paper, and both beasts plummeted toward the earth.

After hisfirst shock at thisattack, Lucifer decided to let the bear fall—he could escape the wyvern
form before impact: et the witch do the same, if she could. But then he shrieked, for the bear had its
massive jaws around the snake neck of the wyvern and those jaws were closing. He suffered acertain
amount of pain before he could dissolve his physica form, fleeing Saara now with no more substance
than apassing thought, nor any more ability to do harm.

In an ingtant the bear, too, had vanished, and though it took Saara precioustimeto pull out of the
tallgpin caused by thislast transformation, the pale dove skimmed the Lombard forest unharmed and
returned to her pursuit, chasing nothing more than anasty glitter in the sky.

There was no hope she could catch a disembodied spirit, however, and furious though she was (with
the taste of the Devilsblood in her memory, if not in her mouth), she had half amind to give up and return
to San Gabriele.

Gaspare deserved some explanation, after al.

But againgt dl expectation, she saw the Liar resume his damaged wyvern form in the sky high above
her. She flapped harder to catch up, wishing she had studied the shape of the chimney swift instead of
that of the dove.

She could not gain on the cregture, but neither did she fall behind. Now they were so high above the
earth that she was giddy, and her smdl lungsworked like bellows in the thin air. The wyvern, too,
seemed affected, for itswings beat more dowly and blood sprayed in sunlit droplets from its wounded
neck. It looked behind it and hissed.

Then Saaras giddiness grew very serious, for down seemed suddenly to become sideways, and the
dovelogt its purchasein theair and fell Sckeningly beforerighting itsdf in adifferent attitude.

Saaralooked around her and cursed, for her perceptions had been quite correct; down had become
sideways, and below her naked tucked feet she beheld a broken regiment of peaks, touched here and
there with snow. What it was that had happened to bring her here she was not quite sure, and how to
return, if there was any question of return, she had no idea.

But the wyvern was still ahead of her, and that was what counted. She chased the scaly thing down
among the mountain peaks; it seemed so weary now and weak from loss of blood that she dowly gained
onit.

A spirit could not be destroyed utterly: not even the spirits of little things like mice and frogs, let done
astrong spirit older than mankind. But if she could get over the wyvern again and crash it into the rocks
bel ow, then she could do harm to the Liar—oh yes, red, satisfying harm.

With the prize so near, Saara's own weariness dropped away. She saw the wyvern disappear behind



the shoulder of agaunt gray peek, but she found it again in moments. Once more she lost the cresture
and once more found it.

Now purplish blood spattered the bare stone shelves below as the wyvern snaked its way deeper into
the cracks of the mountains. It was heading for one high, solitary cone shape on the horizon. Perhaps
there to make a stand.

Saarapressed still harder, for she did not want to encounter thisthing on the ground, where even a
bear of the north would be no match for the half-dragon. She wanted to drop it from the sky—to smash
ittojdly. Shewasamost uponit.

But the wyvern, with al the appearance of terror, put on aburst of speed and together they
approached the face of the mountain, tiny beak to writhing greet tail. Saaracried in fury, and the wyvern
bellowed back itswrath.

Therewas awindow in the sheer cliff of the mountain: aperfect, tal, arched window, larger than the
doors of men. The dove gave one astounded blink and cry, watching the wyvern disappear into it. She
beat her wingswildly to the front, but it was far too late to stop her own progress, and Saara fluttered
ralling into Satan's watchtower.

Lucifer, seated in histall chair, caught the bird easily asit skidded across the table. He prisoned her
within the compass of hisfingersand lifted her, feet upward, into thelight for better viewing.

In neither his appearance nor demeanor was there any trace of the wyvern he had been: no scales, no
blood. Hewasin hismost usua and comfortable form, that of aking in red (red showed off hisgolden
hair to good advantage), and the family features rested agreeably on his face. He regarded the rumpled
dovewith acertain curiogty. .

But none of thisisto say he wasin agood mood, or that he had forgotten the jaws of the white bear
on the wyverns neck. Pink flesh showed between the rutched feathers and down of the dove's breast and
belly. Thelittle legs kicked, and the head which protruded from between hisfinger and thumb squirmed
right and left. Lucifer fet the tremor of her heart, quick and nervous as atree of leavesin thewind.

He discovered that when he squeezed the creature, her tiny twiglike beak opened, and when he
released the pressure of hishand, it closed again. He amused himsdlf in thisfashion for aminute or so,
and then he said camly, "Y ou have asadly inflated idea of your own ahilities, little hen."

Suddenly the dove writhed in his hand, and at the expense of afew feathers, twisted around enough
to deliver a sound peck on the skin between his thumb and forefinger.

Lucifer cursed and shifted his grip. He called K adjebeen, and before many seconds had passed, the
smdll raspberry-shaped demon had erupted through the door in the floor.

"Bring me string,” said Satan very quietly. Kadjebeen disappeared once more through the door.

After the demon's disappearance, Lucifer's complacent smile returned. Kadjebeen was his current
favorite among the paace gaff, being quite handy and even more afraid of him than most. Very soon he
returned with aspool of red twine, which he carefully tied around one of the dove'slegs.

The other end of the length of twine was attached to one of the barbed turrets of the image of the
palace on the table. Kadjebeen bit hislips anxioudy asthiswas done, for he feared damageto his
handiwork.

Lucifer was aware of his servantstrepidation, and it gave him agood ded of satisfaction. Throwing
the spool of red twine at Kadjebeen's head, he pointed to afar corner of the room,-to which the demon
retired.

Saarawas dumped onto the tabletop, where she lay panting and blinking. After amoment or two
Lucifer found the sight of the tied dove less than interesting. He gestured vaguely toward her and her bird
shape melted into Saara shape, complete with bare feet and embroidered blue dress, but no bigger than
the dove had been.

Saaraplucked at the red band around her ankle, but it was so much rusty iron. "Filthy liar," she spat
once more, somewhat wearily. "Y ou cannot touch me.”

Lucifer giggled. "But my deer little pullet! Obvioudy | have touched you.



"And you madeit inevitable that | should," he added, in the tone of exaggerated seriousness which
adultsreservefor talking intelligently with children.

Andwhich drivesdl inteligent children wild.

"If aman gives methe, dightest encouragement, | am ableto help him hither to my fastness. But
you—how lovely it was—came here under your own power, dmost againgt my very will."

"l am not aman,” said Saara, Sitting with one leg folded and the other knee propped. "And | till say
you cannot touch me.”

Lucifer smiled wider than was hiswont, until Saara could see the serrated edges of histeeth. "It
doesn't matter that you are not aman, for ‘the male,’ (he quoted) 'embracesthe femae." Helaughed at
his own rather gale wit and poked her belly with hislittle finger.

Saara had never been to aschooal in her life and her knowledge of grammar was embryonic. "What
on earth are you talking about, you dirty thing? Nobody would embrace you!™

Then thewhimsica light went out of hiseyes. "Scrawny pullet,” he barked, and he ground histeeth a
her. "1 will derive agreat ded of pleasure out of pulling you apart.”

Saaralooked directly at him, and then through him, and finaly turned her back on him and sat staring
at thewin-dowlesswall of the model to which shewastied.

Lucifer'shigh color rose higher, from carndlian to the hue of fresh-butchered meat. Hissing, he
plucked up the red thread and dangled the woman by her ankle. Her brown braids swung below her
head, and her dress crawled up to her armpits. Sniggering, he pulled it off, leaving her to dangle naked.
Bestowing this additiona humiliation upon Ssaradid alot toward restoring the Devil's temper.

Her body was lithe, and blushed like the skin of a peach.

"Y ou know, little inggnificant peeper, that you weren't even the sparrow | was out to snare? Not even
THAT important.”

Saaraclimbed up her own leg and then up the length of red string until she hung upright by her two
hands. She didn't seem to care or notice that she was naked.

"l know," shereplied. "It was pretty obvious you were after Gaspare. Well, you won't be able to use
that trick on him again, dressing up like Damiano. Gaspare must have seen an eyeful .

The red cord trembled with Lucifer's annoyance. "Have you no sense but to hang there and throw
offense a me, savage? Don't you know how I'm going to make you suffer?

"I know how you made Damiano suffer,” was her undisturbed retort. "Y et it didn't get you anywhere,
didit?'

The tiny woman's body was pinning around with the natura movement of the twine, and the chamber
of four windows passed under her review. She noted it as carefully as she could, especidly thevista
outside the window by which she had entered.

Obvioudy they were not redlly in the Alpine mountains. They were probably in no definite place at dll;
Saara had enough experience in the realms of magic to know that its geography was unpredictable.
When her spinning brought her around to Kadjebeen, squatting in hisdim corner, she actually laughed.

"What an unfortunate cresture!" she cried doud. "I wonder how it can manage, looking like that!"

The raspberry-shaped and raspberry-colored demon did not particularly like being laughed at, but he
found some comfort in the knowledge thet this stranger had immediate sympathy with his biggest problem
inlife. HisMagnifi cence (who had had a clear hand in the molding of Kadje-been) had never deigned to
express any interest in his servants consequent plight.

Still Saara spun, coming back around to face the Devils perfect features and exposed fangs.

"So you noticed little Kadjebeen, did you?' Lucifer snickered, enjoying his captives dizzying
movement. "How would you like to be turned into ancther like him?"

But Saara had spent too much time as a bird to be made motion sick. Y ou can't," shereplied
casudly. "l am not afraid of hunger, so you have no power over my belly or mouth, and | am not afraid of
Y OU, s0 you cannot make me shrink like that againgt the ground. And asfor his eyes— well, they must



bug out from fear, aswell, for he can have no great desire to be able to look back at that face of hisl™

"Enough eementary lessonsin transmigration,” Lucifer growled. He blew Saarainto afaster spin.

"Thereis, after al, areason | have brought you here,"

"Y OU brought ME?" The spin added a peculiar tremolo to Saara's words. "A moment ago you said |
camein spite of you."

"Some of each," replied the Devil equably, and losing interest, he dropped the whirling woman to the
tabletop. "It is of no account by which way you came. Nor doesit redly matter that you're not Gaspare
of San Gabriedle. What mattersisthat you are agood enough bait to draw my brother Raphadl to me.”

Saarahad landed on her feet, dill holding the length of red twine in her hands. She stared blankly at
the huge carmine face above her, "Raphadl? Y ou mean the Chief of Eagles? Y ou mean the music
teacher?"

Lucifer'samusement spread dl over hisface. "We certainly have the same party in mind, little witch.
Raphael the many-feathered warbler, who happensto be my disgusting lesser brother."

The naked woman rolled acoil of twine and sat hersalf down upon it. She examined Lucifer
gppraisngly. "They say the eagleiskin to the bald-headed vulture—who aso has avery red face, like
yours"

In an ingtants ungovernable fury Lucifer spat at Saara: spat an incendiary spittle which exploded
around her like Greek fire. She barely had timeto roll hersdf into abal before the flash was around her.
To the Suffiness of the air was added the stench of burnt hair.

Saarauncoiled, dightly pinker than she had been and missing most of her braids. Her heart was
pounding and she could fed the blood rushing into her face and even through her ears.

But none of thiswasfear. Instead she felt amad exhalta-tion, asit seemed her long life had &t last
come to some point.

"Y ou picked abad bait to use, if you want to attract the Chief of Eagles,” she said casudly, examining
adightly charred fingernail. "We havent gotten dong very well."

"l wonder who you HAV E gotten aong with, you tusked sow!" growled the Devil, but he was unable
to hide thefact that thisinformation displeased him. He drummed enormous fingers on the tabletop (his
rhythm was off).

"That hardly matters,”" he said at last. "Raphad isthe sort who would not let asmdl thing like justly
despising you stand in the way of self-sacrifice. Heis quite perverse that way, my brother. Infact, a
mortal he didikes may be the better for my purpose.” Then Lucifer yawned.

"Likely ANY mortd would have done.”

Boredom recalled L ucifer to hisown intention. "Why do | St here communing with thisbit of
inggnificant spleen?' he murmured. "1 need only raise my voice now, and..."

Suddenly the witch on the table seemed infected by madness. She rose from her stringy chair and
began to jump up and down, her round breasts jouncing in opposition to her movement. "HEll blast you,
windbag! The Eaglewill tear you limb from limb. Hell turn you into abright-red leather handbag. Hell..."
and then Saara stopped bouncing long enough to perform an extremely complex and obscene gesture
which she had learned in the Itaics. When she felt she once more had L ucifer's attention, she began to
cursehimin earnest.

Forbearance was not the Devil's strongest attribute. Y et hisonly visible reaction to thistorrent of
abuse was amo mentary tightening of thejaw. "If you didn't believe | could damage this spirit you claim
to hate" (Saaraactudly had claimed no such thing), "you would not be so eager now to have mekill you.

"You will just haveto be patient,” he adjured the tiny woman, and turned from the table.

Lucifer looked out each of hiswindowsin turn, wasting not a glance on Kadjebeen, who was ill
squitting obediently in his corner, feding his mouth with his spidery fingers and staring ruefully at his
stumpy short legs.

In the Prince of Earth afierce emotion wasrising: a satisfaction which thought itself joy but bore more



resemblanceto pride. Like aplayer of some intricate, dow-moving board game, he had plotted out a
hundred future moves in this bitter duel with Raphagl (more bitter because he suspected that Raphadl was
not even aware of it asadud) and had decided that he could not lose.

Meanwhile the Lappish curses continued from the little witch tied to the model on thetable. Only
K adjebeen listened.

"Raphad," called Lucifer composedly, in avoice no louder than that he had used to call his servant.
"Raphael, my dear brother, why don't you drop by and see me?

Therewasaminutes silence. Lucifer knew thisdidn't indicate that Raphagl hadn't heard him, or that
the roads were bad. Sharpening hisvery flexible voice, the Devil added,""! advise you very strongly to
makethe vigt, brother. Y ou will find you are not my only guest.”

Suddenly awind swirled through the windows of the chamber, as though whatever barrier had kept
the airs of the world from entering had been breached. It was a confused wind, as the mint dryness of the
Alps met the breath of orchids, while sand and sandawood clashed with pine. But it was very fresh. It
made Saaralift her head and sniff, and little Kadjebeen, in his corner, began to burble with worry.

Theair flickered with alight like sun filtered through anet of pearls: a soft radiance which rippled and
danced. It wasthe gleam given off by the white wings of Rephadl.

The face was the same as L ucifer's, though perhaps there was agreeter virility in the high, sharp set of
Lucifer's cheekbones. Lucifer's hair, too, was aricher color, to match the more-than-ruddyness of his
in.

But Lucifer's eyes were a pale and watchful blue, while those of Raphagl were summer evening itsdlf,
with stars shining through darkness.

He was dressed very smply, dmost sketchily, in awhite garment which Lucifer caled (under his
breath) "the same old undershirt." He was shorter and dighter than Lucifer. But the thing which
distinguished Raphael from his brother was, of course, that frame of enormous, opa escent, galleon-sall
wings. wings which seemed to be nothing more than the radiance of his nature taking on form.

So dthough Lucifer was striking, Raphadl was beautiful, and no creature who had ever had the luck
to see him had denied his beauty, or had come away unaffected by the sight.

Raphadl had never seen himsdlf, nor had he ever had any desire to see himsdlf

Kad)jebeen saw Raphael and his blue eyes yearned forward on their stalks. He regarded the face of
light and the brilliant wings—yes, especidly the wings—and he thought in hisartisanly way thet hed like
to build something that looked like that.

Saara gazed at Raphael with an expression akin to pain. She was not considering hisface or form,
however, but his danger. And as she remembered that Damiano had loved the angel, she dso
remembered that she had not aways been understanding about that. She turned her head away.

Lucifer looked at his brother and flinched; the Devil himsdlf flinched and uttered a strangled cry, for he
was as senditive to beauty as any cresture born. It hurt him.

Raphadl saw his brother's wincing without surprise. Lucifer ways reacted to the sight of him like
that. He regarded Lucifer with hisown, quite different fedlings. "What isit, Satan? What wicked deed is
inyour hands now?'

Lucifer'sgreat eyesrounded and helifted hishandsin protest, if not to heaven, then at least to the
sky. "And they dareto cal me cruel! He convicts me of crime without knowing there has been acrime,
and though heiskin to me, refuses me my proper name!

"Raphad, you are nothing but a bigot—a narrow-minded and conventiona burgher anong asimilar
rabble, fearing to be anything more or less than your neighbor.” Lucifer sighed with sad disgpprova, but
hefound hiseyesdiding away from that visage of light.

"But no matter, brother. | brought you here only to help meidentify a creature. Y ou have always been
S0 interested in... animal husbandry.

"See," he proclaimed, gesturing openhanded toward Saara on the table. "It attacked me in Lombardy
and hung around my neck hafway home."



As he approached the table; Lucifer waved his hand once more and a buff-colored dove appeared,
wings spread and beak open in threat. At another motion of Lucifer's the dove became a snowy owl
which blinked, hissng, inthelight of day.

At athird command the bird swelled into awhite bear, which, though miniature, was till large enough
to yank Ka-djebeen'smodd after it asit lunged wildly at the Devil'sthroat. The demon squeaked in
gpprehension.

"What do you supposeit is?" inquired Lucifer of hisbrother.

Raphad stood beside the table. Hiswings spread out sdeways, amost dividing the chamber in two.
Hisface was gentle,

"Sheisthe greatest witch inthe Itdics," hereplied to Lucifer. "Perhapsthe greatest in dl Europe.

"God be with you, Saara of the Saami,” said Raphadl to her.

Asthough she were throwing off a great weight, Saara divested hersdlf of the shapesthe Devil forced
upon her.

"Get out of here, Chief of Eagles. It'satrap.”

Raphad met her eyes, but made no reply. Instead hiswings rose dowly to the vaulted ceiling, and he
asked, "Why did you do this, Satan? This woman was never any business of yours."

Lucifer's sculpted eyebrows echoed the movement of the angd'swings. " Satan you cal me, asthough
you were some grubbing morta yourself! And you tell mewhat ismy business..."”

He strode across the room, his hands locked behind his back and his gaze wandering mildly out the
windows. "That is miserable manners even when the busybody isright, but in this case, Raphae, you are
quite mistaken. Thereisin thislittle female astresk of bitternessand jedousy | can quite
appreciate—jedousy of whom, | wonder, brother? But even if therewerenot... evenif shewerethat
rare, maformed, or brainless sort of morta content with everything that befell him...

"All mortas are my business and have been so since the plague of them were spawned. They arefar
more MY business, Raphadl, than yours. In fact, one might dmost say that | stand in the place of their
shepherd.

"On earth, that is”

Then Lucifer turned in place and regarded Raphadl with bored disdain. "But we have had this
discussion before.”

The angd nodded. "I remember the last time. It was with Damiano. He won the argument.”

Theddlicate, carmine nodtrilsflared. "Hedied.”

"He won the argument,” repested Raphael evenly.

All the while he sparred with Lucifer, Raphael's wings twitched, keeping time like a steady heartbest,
or liketherhythm of a song. Hisface was very quiet, but not with a stiffness which suggested he was
conceding hisfedings. Rather it seemed the angel's fedlings were so consonant with hisform that they did
not disarray hisfeatures. He glanced over to Saaraon the table, and his head was hidden from Lucifer by
amomentary upcurl of hisright wing.

Hewinked at her.

At thislittle message of reassurance, Saarasfinerage bid fair to desert her, and shefelt her throat
closein panic.

To perish in combat with evil was one thing, but to die dragging with you one who was greater and
older than you: one you had been asked to protect, aswell...

"Go away!" she hissed at Raphad again, and made ineffectua shooing gestureswith her hands. "This
iISMY fight, spirit. Y ou can only get hurt!"

But Raphagl was speaking to his brother. "What do you think to do with her, aside from burning off
her braids?'

"Think?" snorted Lucifer, returning to the table. He stared down at Saara and the air around her once
again began to grow very warm. "I THINK, dear brother, that | will keep her awhilefor observation.



That is the accepted course when one studies nature, isn't it? In ajar, perhaps, with straw over the
bottom. Of courseit might get smelly, and | have no great enthusiasm for catching her naturd food..."

The Devil scratched his chin reflectively. "But then, after asuitable length of time—say ayear, | will
make a closer sudy. Of theinner organs. It will be interesting to see whether they realy resemble more
those of abird or those of a bear.”

As Lucifer spoke, Raphad's wings expanded up and out Sdeways, as stiff and smooth-feathered as if
they had been carved of stone.

So would an angry hawk have displayed, protecting the fledglingsin itsnest. And, in fact, one of
those stainless wings did block Saarafrom Lucifer's sight or touch, while the other pushed Kadjebeen
bodily out of his corner. The demon stopped to finger awhite pinion appreciatively.

It was afigure of Byzantine splendor that confronted the Devil. Pde glory circled Raphael's head and
his gown gleamed like the noonday sun. The four winds rose together and swirled about the chamber,
lifting ancient dead ashes from the cracks between the flagstones and blowing them away.

Lucifer seemed to have memories of what it meant when an archangel spread out hiswingslike that,
and when hismild face went as hard asjustice. For he stepped back, once and then again. His hedl
touched the low sill of the window ledge and Lucifer put a steadying hand out. A sneer covered his
embarrassment.

Thiswas not the vanguard of the Almighty, sent to cast him once more from his heights. Thiswasa
single spirit, and one that had undergone change in the streams of earth. Lucifer had planned carefully,
and he wasin the house of his own power. He was not about to be intimidated by empty show. Hewas
now bigger than Raphadl in al but wings, and wings were not wegpons of war. He advanced again and
stood beside his brother, looking down. He . laughed.

Raphael spoke, and his voice cut through the forced and raucous laughter. "I am supposed to beg you
to release her, Satan. That isobvioudy your plan. You, in turn, will refuseto do so."

Lucifer did not demur.

"There are two reasons,” said Raphad, "why you might have called me here to participatein this
charade. Either you want me to know you are engaged in this cruelty, or you want something from mein
exchange for foregoing your pleasure.

"If you only wanted an audience, then | tell you that you have failed. Now that you have brought me
here, | will not permit you to harm Saara of the Saami. | will oppose you inany way | can.

"If, on the other hand, you want to bargain—then explain your terms.”

Lucifer stifled alaugh. "Well spoken, Raphael. Y ou have condensed what might have been ahalf
hour's stimulating conversation into a scrap of dull prose.

"And | will answer inthe sameterms.

"Dear brother, you cannot prevent me from harming this morta. Perhaps once you might have, though
| doubt it. But when you might have had the power, you certainly wouldn't have had the interest to do so.
Now you can't.

"Let melist for you the reasons why: First, you answered the summons of amortal and, not content
with that indelicacy, you stayed to talk to him. And you returned to him, again and again. Y ou taught him
astyle of music and of morals he had no right to know, and in the end he was unfit for the place and time
inwhich he had been born. And if he was not what he had been..."” The Devil paused and glanced at his
brother from under an exquisite eyebrow.

"... nather wereyou."

Lucifer took another step forward, as though to prove to himself that hisretreat had been an accident.
"Secondly, in the wretched village of Sous Pont Saint Martin, you stood for some secondson adimplein
the snow. Below that dimple was an uncovered well, and a mortal man was forced to walk around you
and missthe drop. It was aquick and smoothly handled bit of prestidigitation on your part, and I'm sure
you thought that since the mortal never noticed you had saved his skin, perhaps no one ese would. You
were wrong.



“Thirdly, inthe dmost equaly wretched village of San Gabriele, and a the ingtigation of an unaesthetic
and inconsequentid little dog shade, you opened alocked door and cheated the hangman of his
employment.”

Another smal step. He was dmost in touching distance of Raphadl now. Saara shouted awarning.

"Fourthly, you cut aman's hair and tied his horse's harnessin nest little bows. Very decorétive, but
not your destined work, | think.

"Fifthly—if thereis such aword asfifthly—you committed what even among mortalsisacrime. You
hid adying man from sght for an entire day, preventing anyone who might have saved hislife from
discovering him.

"And last of dl, the decisive moment came here not three minutes ago, Raphadl, as you announced
quite badly that you intended to squabble with me over my little prize.

"Could you not fed yoursdlf shrivel asyou spoke, brother? And each time you dirtied your handsin
thismortal muck, weren't you aware of your light dimming? Y ou have diminished till you arelittle more
than alength of black wick lying in a puddle of wax."

Lucifer'stone was soft, sorrowful, dmost caressing, and as he finished speaking he reached out into
that clear brightness which surrounded Raphadl. He put his hand toward his brother's face.

It stopped, or was stopped by something: some quality of the light or of the shining smooth cheek
itsdlf, and the hand clenched empty air as Raphael answered.

"My size and form are whatever they are. | have done nothing to cause our Father pain.”

"HE ISNOT MY ..." The Devil's skin went from red to purple. Both of his hands leaped out at
Raphad'sthroat, but it was asthough awall of glass came between them.

Lucifer swung angrily toward the table. Though Raphae's wing concedled the witch from hissight, the
intricate dollhouse sat there, vulnerable. Heraised hisfist aboveit.

From the far corner came asquedl of dispair, and Kadje-been hid hisfacein hishands.

Inthe middle of hisrage Lucifer smiled, hearing the music he loved best. He allowed hisfist to unclose
and once more turned to Raphadl. "Y ou are quite right, Raphael. | do want something of you—something
very easly in your power to give, and agenerous act besides. And if you giveit to me, | promise | will
put the creature back where | found it. Unharmed. | further promiseto leaveit donein the future: aslong
asit leavesME done!" Lucifer spared ahaughty and scandalized glancein the direction of his captive.

"It'salie" shrilled Saarafrom behind her white screen. "He won't release me, no matter what you do
for him. He hatesme; | bit his neck.

"And he hates you, Chief of Eagles, worse than he does me!™

Lucifer smiled sdelong. "Just ligen to the little shrew. And what a name she gives you, brother. 'Chief
of Eagles Don't you find it embarrassing?'

"Not at dl. | prefer it to being caled the Liar,” replied Raphad shortly. "Now enough of thistuneless
twigt. Tdl mewhat it isyour want of me."

Lucifer's shrug and smilewere abit coy. "My desireis smal and well-meaning. | want to break down
the old and unfortunate barrier which has stood so long between you and me, dear brother."

Then his pae gaze sharpened. "I ask nothing of you, Raphael, neither service nor friendship nor
understanding (for | know | will get none of these), but only that you take my hand in yours once more.”

Raphael stood unmoving, but the feathers on the backs of hiswings where they joined the body
rutched out, as the hair on a man's head may seem to crawl. And the wings themselves started a barely
perceptible tremor.

"No!" cried Saara. "Whatever he says, it istill treachery!™

But the angdl was not listening, or at least not to her. He stood motionless, his head tilted dightly to
one side, and his dark eyes unfocused. Then Raphagl answered his brother. "I want to see Saara sent
back firg."

"NO!" screamed the witch.



Lucifer smiled and his eyes grew white-pale. "Afterward, dear brother. | don't trust your decision will
remain the same once the motivationisgone.”

"Yes, you do," replied the angdl, as he shook hisfeathersinto place. "Y ou DO trust my word, Satan,
or you would never have called me. The only reason you would refrain from returning Saaranow that |
have agreed to your termsisthat you have no intention of returning her. Therefore it must be done now."

Lucifer, who had admitted to Seara already that he did not intend to free her, sulked for amoment. "If
neither of ustrust the other, Raphael, then | guess there can be no bargain, and the woman is sacrificed to
your stiff-neckedness.”

"Itisyour bargain, Satan. Y ou offered it, and you must perform your promisefirdt. If thisentire scene
was set with me in mind, then you should have no objectionsto letting your bait go free."

Now it was Raphadl's turn to close the space between them. "Otherwise it iswar between us, and
though you are stronger than | and | cannot prevail, you will gtill not escape that battle unharmed.”

Lucifer growled in histhroat, but he reached anegligent hand toward Saara, in her conced ment
behind thewing.

"One moment,” called the angel, and the pearly screen lifted like afan. He leaned toward the woman
and spoke. " Saara, when you are home you must forget this and not try to involve yoursdf with the Liar,
neither out of anger nor revenge. Or once again he will have the power to take you captive."

The miniature naked woman ran toward him until the cord tightened againgt her leg. "Listento me,
Spirit! | don't want my life from your hands. | can't take another sacrifice on my behaf. Youand | love
the same person and by his own request | was to watch over you. | cannot live with the shame of this
falurd"

"Thereisno shame, Saara," whispered Raphagl. "And no failure. Not for you nor for me."

Lucifer found this conversation immensdly distasteful. He completed the gesture which caused the tiny
shapeto vanish.

"Sheisnow back where| found her," he announced.

Raphadl's eyes grew abit vague as he made sure the Devil spoke the truth. Then he glanced once
more at thetable. "Y ou forgot her dress.”

"Wedidn't bargain for the dress,”" snapped L ucifer. Then he strode away from the table and let the
irritation of thisminor defest disappear in the satisfaction with the great victory it had bought him. He
stared at Raphael with an expression of rapt wonder for some moments, knowing he had won. Knowing,
despite his own accusation, that Raphael was true to hisword and would make no effort to avoid what
he had promised.

His. HIS. The beautiful and hated brother, symbol of al that feathered crew who had dared to
conspire againgt him and to stand againgt him at the gates of eternity with their inane swords aflame! The
Devil was trembling as Raphagl had trembled, hearing Satan'sterms. But it was neither fear nor disgust
that caused him to shake, but alust that was nearly love: alust to touch once more, in the person of his
brother, the very substance of heaven. A broad smile split Lucifer'sface, exposing al his unangelic teeth.

Raphadl dso stood silent. Once again he did not seem fully aware of Lucifer before him. Hiseyes
were amost closed. The angd's lips moved and he nodded, though no sound was audible in the
chamber. Finally he came toward his brother. He held out his hand.

But now that the moment had come, Lucifer felt adesreto delay it. "A moment more, Raphadl," he
whispered. "Let meredize my success." Hisface wastight, and white patches stood out againg his
mottled cheeks. Hisjaw worked. His cloak of urbanity fell away from hisface and form, revealing the
demon tyrant that he was.

"Y ou would have done better to go with me from thefirst, brother!" he hissed, and adderlike he
struck out with both his blood-red hands, clasping Raphadl's hand of ivory.

A shock passed through the room, sending stinging pain through K adjebeen's ears, and causing the
little round demon to go rolling over the floor. It vibrated the dolIhouse palace until itstiny turrets rattled.

Raphael gasped. Hefdll to hisknees. But for the grip upon his hand hewould have falen flat on the



floor. Hisface was blank, like that of aman struck by lightning, and his mouth hung open. Wings best
gpasmodicaly.

Lucifer'sface wasamask of lust as he gazed down at Raphael. His nostrils were distended like those
of apig, and like apig histushes overlapped histhin lips. His eyes became dits and he whined abestia
adight.

Two outstretched wings beet the floor tiffly, showering the walls and ceiling of the chamber with
glimmersof pearl. The slvery pinionsweretwisted in disarray. Then, ceasing their convulsive movement,
they fell twitching on the stones.

Lucifer grasped Raphaels hand harder, brutally squeezing it, and he panted with the effort of his
satisfaction; hisashy breath fell gray and dismal onto Raphad!.

Wherethe ashesfell the great wings smoked. Their luster faded to the color of snow, and like snow
they melted away into the wind which scoured the room.

Under that dusty fall of ash the gleam of Raphadl's gown, too, faded, till it was nothing but shabby
linen cloth, and the radiance of hisface went out.

With an audible pop the chamber asserted itsrights. The wind trapped within the four windows threw
itself againgt the barriersand died.

There was nothing on the flagstones of the chamber but ayelow-haired man lying motionless: hiseyes
closed and hislips parted. Already abruise was forming where his face had struck the floor.

K adjebeen emitted asmall grunt of unhappiness. He had redlly been very interested in those wings.
But it wasasmdl grunt meant for his own ears only. He watched his master drop the pale hand, which
dapped the flagstones limply.

Lucifer raised hiseyes. He found hewas il trembling. He paced over tothesinglechair and satinit,
waiting for the tremor to pass. Unaccountably he was tired—tired and somewhat shaken—somewnheat at
aloss. Asthough it had been he himsalf reduced to athing of clay and blood, and not his enemy.

But he had hisvictory, and he stared down at it. Things could hardly be better. Of course Raphadl's
new shape was dtill beautiful, as measured by the standards of man. Lucifer briefly considered making
dterations.

He could cut off the fellow's nose and ears, or put out hisleft eye. A holein the cheek, perhaps, by
which the food would dribble out. That would be amusing.

But frowning reflectively, he put away that further pleasure. Anything which changed that face would
make him seem lesslike Raphadl to Lucifer, and therefore damage rather than enhance hisrevenge. It
was sufficient that his brother was reduced to the scum over whose interests he had dared oppose
Lucifer. That was the main thing. And besides, there would be plenty of time later to add artistic touches.

Let him sing hissongs of praise now, and boast of his close relaivesin high places. Asthe Almighty
hadn't lifted afinger in defense of his sergph up until now, Lucifer was confident that He wouldn't be
quick to reach out ahand to an archange of human clay.

Now—wheat to do with the felow. Lucifer'sfirst idea, when he had solidified his Srategy, had been to
keep his brother as he had discussed keeping Saara: caged in squalor, under hiseye.

But he had had to toss that idea away, for even in the wretched form into which he had been locked,
Lucifer didn't trust Raphad's influence upon the paace Steff.

Not one of them wasloyal, he reflected bitterly. Not a damned one of them, no matter how much he
burned and besat them.

Least of dl did he trust Kadjebeen, who had trundled out into the middie of the room and stood
regarding the man on the floor. Kadjebeen was TOO handy, and inclined to have idess.

But he was useful.

"Havethisthing scourged,” Lucifer growled to hisservant. "I want him haf-killed. Thenfind... find
Perfecto of Granadawherever heisand sdll the brute to him. If the daver hasno money, give Raphadl to
him anyway and tell him I'll collect |ater.



"Heisnot to refuse.”

As Kadjebeen scuttled (albeit unwillingly) off to set the whedls of torture in motion, Lucifer regarded
the fruit of hislabor.

Thefdl of flaxen hair half hid Raphadl’'s features—which were as dways, except for thelight which
had gone out of them. But there was apale dust of hair on the arm which poked out of the smple white
deeve, and anetwork of finelines creased the flesh between the thumb and forefinger. The robe had
falen crumpled to one sSide, exposing one quite ordinary leg up to the knee. The man's bresth came
raggedly, and atrickle of blood ran out of his nose.

Lucifer chuckled to himsdlf. As perfectly imperfect asany on the earth!

"Behold! | have made aman," he whispered adoud, and then he shook hishead at his own cleverness.
"If that isn't creation,” he added, "then | don't know what is."

3

Dull anguish rolled over him like waves of an untiring ocean, pierced by bolts of lancing pain. But
worse than the pain was a hagging conviction which lay benegth it that something was missing; something
wasterribly wrong. Confusion thwarted all of Rephadl's efforts to think; he had no weapon with which to
fight it, for he had never before known what it was to be confused.

"l am screaming a mysdlf," he thought wonderingly. He heard the parts of his body—hiswounded
back, his bruised cheek, and savagedly twisted hand—howling their protest against the rest of him. "I
know," hereplied to the pain. "1 know what you are saying, but | can't helpit. | can't.”

Not for comfort exactly, but for understanding, he threw himself upon mercy.

"Tdl mewhat it is, Father," he begged within himself. "Tell me how to hear thispainrightly. I'm
frightened; tell mewhat it isthat is so wrong, which I've forgotten and | know | must remember.”

But this message only echoed in hisravaged head. No answer came.

No music, no words. No vision, comfort, chiding, or ingtruction. No touch of awareness at dl. The
Other within him was gone as though it had never existed. And suddenly Raphael knew that THAT was
what had been wrong— wrong beyond pain and beyond confusion. A dreadful closed emptinesswithin
him.

Heflailed hisarms, not knowing what the motions were. He made noises.

Lombardy in August could not hold a candle to the heat of the Moorish State of Granada during the
same month. In Lombardy the grasswas dry, but at least it was grass.

On the brown hillsforty miles south of the Andalusian city the ground was crazed like pottery glazing.
The midday heat drove even the birds from the sky. Beasts of al sorts sheltered in the shadows of the
rocks.

Beside asheer walled table of stone (adivot laid carefully on the dry dirt) asingleiron chain looped in
swags through seven iron collars. Seven daves had spaced themsalves out evenly like birds on afence,
seeking their own spacein the diver of shadow |eft by the table's overhang.

Three of the women were Sagalibah: the pale, broad-faced people who had been davesto the
Moorsfor so many hundreds of yearsthat they fell in the same classwith the Arab horse and other
animals of pedigree. Two others had spoken Spanish as children, and one spoke Spanish, Arabic, and
Langue d'Cuil, dl of them badly, and was uncertain in her muddled memory which language had come
first. The last woman, at the end of the chain, was ablack, dressed in heavy desert indigo, complete with
tassals and coins. She had been put at the end of the chain because she picked fights.

All the daves were women. The merchants Perfecto and Hakiim speciaized in women—women and



eunuchs,

Hakiim gazed sourly at an eighth dave, who writhed over the sandy ground at the end of a separate
chain. His partner, Perfecto, had brought him in about an hour ago, dung over the back of apack horse,
and dumped him there on the ground. Neither Perfecto nor Hakiim could bring himsdlf to touch him.

"The currency of that one's understanding has been devaued, | think," Hakiim drawled to Perfecto.
"If it isnot entirdly counterfeit.”

Perfecto could do little, but shrug. "I had reasonsto buy him."

Hakiim didn't want to start an argument, for Perfecto was aman of chancy temper. And he was
underhanded (like most Chrigtians), and unpredictable. Hakiim was not a Spaniard, and he had no desire
to gain enemiesin acountry where he had so few friends.

Stll, that the fellow should wander off into the dry hills and return with THIS—this piece of damaged
property, probably crazy to boot. Perfecto usudly had good business sense, at least.

"Sagdibah?' mused the Moor, turning the blond head gently with aboot toe. "Either that or
Northman, | imagine. We might aswell claim heis Sagalibah; with a. eunuch, purity of line cannot matter.

"Wereit not for the scars, he would make a good harem boy. Or... plaything. Fineface, to be sure,
and the coloring is uncommon.”

Perfecto regarded his prize with ajaundiced eye. Truth to tell, heliked his prize lessthan Hakiim did,
having been forced to pay good money for him and to act grateful into the bargain.

And he shuddered, remembering the interview during which he had acquired the dave. Perfecto hated
doing businesswith the Devil's crew. His fears ate through him like acid, worse and worse with every
summons, and he longed for agraceful way to close the account which stood between the Devil and
himsdf. But it had been amost twenty years now since Perfecto opened this account with abit of casua
homicide, and pay out as he might, the Spaniard ways seemed to bein the red.

Perfecto wasn't at al sure what he had been forced to purchase. Was this pretty-faced imbecile a
Sraight bit of goods—some court eunuch who had incurred hellish displeasure, or the dave of somehigh
official who had perhaps made contract with Satan and then tried to recant? He had a splendidly noble
face, after dl, or would have had, had any intelligence remained behind it.

Or wasthis but the Devil's bad joke on Perfecto himsdlf, ready to changeinto alion or amonstrous
adder when least expected? Perfecto had certain nightmares. ..

He answered Hakiim grimly. "He must have been some man'slittle toy once. But hesabit large for
such cuddles now.

"And of course there will be scars on the back, especidly with theway he's grinding the dirt in.”

For the blond dave had stopped thrashing and lay quietly now in his much stained linen, directly on
the wounds of his back.

Hakiim glanced covertly at his partners disgusted face. The Moor could no longer restrain himself. "
quite agree! My friend, tell me; why did you accept the creature? Even for free he would have cost too

Perfecto'sfingers pierced holesin the arid Andalusian earth. Sand dribbled out of hisballed fistsand
hiseyeswerelikelittle beads of brass.

Hakiim relapsed into silence.

At thefar end of the line the black woman began to chant a Berber chant, in the tight-throated,
ornate, ululating fashion of the desert. Every time the little company stopped, the black had to do
something strange: throwing pebbles at atree, or covering herself with sand, or swinging her chain back
and forth. Otherwise she ignored everyone in the « party, dave and dave merchant aike, except when
they got in her way.

Perfecto'slips drew back. Now al he needed was trouble from that bitch, who was unfortunately too
vauableto bruise,

Hakiim, too, lifted his head. He had more tolerance for the chanting than Perfecto had, for it was



familiar music to him. But because it wasin the Berber tradition, it unsettled him. The Berber tribes had
swept the length and breadth of 1damic Spain ahandful of times. They out-Arabed the Bedouin tribes
with their narrow-minded asceticism and xenophobia. Even now, under the more urbane rule of
Muhammad V of the Nasrid dynasty, Berber warriors made up agoodly number of the forces of the
Alhambra. Berbers were not to be found on the end of achain.

Perhaps it was not only on account of her temperament that Djoura had sold so cheap. ..

Hakiim forced thisworry out of hismind. After al—who in the State of Granada knew or cared with
what accents ablack dave sang her songs? " There's our lovely she-ass again,” he sighed instead.
"Making her presence known." Then he shrugged.

In Granada they would sdll the black. None of the upstart Muwalladun would care what she called
hersdf; to them, al blackswere Nubian, just asal blonds were Sagalibah. Being young, sound, and
well-proportioned, she'd bring agood price. In Granadathey'd get rid of the entire chain of daves

Except, perhaps...

But as hisglance fell on the eunuch, who lay within two yards of the rug the merchants had spread for
themsalvesto Sit on, Hakiim started and did a clear double take.

For theimbecile had lifted himsdlf up by hishands, and he sat bolt upright, hisludicroudy fine face
filled with wonder as his deep blue eyes sought aong the length of chain, until they rested on the ebony
face of the anger. He stared intently, swaying side to side with the beat of the chant.

Hakiim almost choked with amusement. Perfecto followed his partner's eye and agrin stretched his
features. Theimbecil€'s parody of emotion wasjust too perfect.

"Look," giggled the Spaniard. "Our eunuch isin love. With Djourathe Nubian, no less.

"At least he can St up,” Perfecto continued. "Maybe by tomorrow hell be able to walk, and then we
can moveagan.”

"Hell walk," retorted Hakiim. " Just let the Nubian lead him, like a goat |eads the sheep.”

And that quip called forth an idea. "The fellow isabloody mess and must eventualy be cleaned up.
Let'sgivehim aredl treat in the process. We can bring Djourato take care of him."

Perfecto looked less than satisfied by thisidea. "What if shekillshim? What if hekillsher? The
investment!"

"If shekillshim," answered Hakiim, rising to hisfeet, "then I'll cover whatever he cost you out of my
own pocket, and I'll buy her abox of sweetsaswell. If hekills he—well, I'll crawl to Meccaon my
knees."

Then the swarthy Moor turned and grimaced pleasantly down at his partner. "Or do you want the
privilege of washing the half-wit yoursdf?'

Perfecto waved his acquiescence to Hakiim's plan.

Since the black was at one end of the long chain and the only place where the eunuch's collar could
be attached was on the other, bringing them together occasioned much shifting, curses, and complaints.
None of the women wanted to squat in the sun, so the displaced daves bickered and poked at one
another over afew square inches of shadow, until the chain was folded in the middle, and the unhappy
daves were crowded together with exactly haf the elbowroom they'd had before.

Hakiim sat the woman down with arag and a pot of water. Beside the pot he placed asmall lump of
lard soap.

"Y ou seethat big baby there," he said to her in Arabic, pointing at Raphael. "Y ou pretend he's your
baby. Wash him dl over. And don't waste soap.”

She glared not at Raphael (who had greeted her arriva like the coming of springtime) but at the sky.
The Moor stood above them both with arms folded. He scowled, but he was rather more curious than
annoyed.

Raphael smiled a Djoura, and he sighed. He put his hand out toward her neck, awkwardly, and
when sheflinched away he touched his own throat.



"Helikesyour snging," explained the patient Hakiim.

"Does he?" replied the black dubioudly, for no one esein the dave chain had expressed smilar
fedings. (She addressed her master without respect, indeed without civility, but Hakiim had expected no
different.) But then Djoura, like Hakiim, had to laugh at Raphadl's e oquent expression. "Wdll, then, he
must be a person of very good taste.”

She soaked the rag, wrung it out, and soaped it. "Close your eyes," she barked at Raphagl and she
touched therag to his cheek.

He started with surprise at the cold contact and Djoura laughed again. She proceeded to lather his
puzzled face.

"Hah! Y ou poor seve-head! How pink you are, underneath the dirt!" she chortled. "Well seejust
how pink we can make you. Well get that hair too. Maybeit's pink aswell, when al the sand is out of
it

But when she dribbled water onto the blond head, he sputtered and shook like adog. Perfecto
cursed from his spot on the square of carpet, and Hakiim backed off. Both the merchants retreated some
yards away.

"Good," growled the black. "Being stupid hasits uses. Y ou got rid of them, and if I'd done it, they'd
besat me. Or they'd try!

"l don't like them," she whispered, pouting furioudy. "And | most especidly don't like the Spaniard.
They can crawl inwith any of the girlsthey like, they think—it'stheir naturd right, they think.

"Until they met ME! | showed them, you can tell theworld."

Raphad's head and face ran with thin lather. He squinted his eyes againgt the sting of soap. Djoura
gave him acareful rinse, using aslittle water as possible. "Sand is better for washing," sheingructed him.
"It doesn't crack the skin like soap, and doesn't waste good water. We had sand yesterday and | gave
myself agood scrub. Hah! Y ou should have seen these ignorant oneslook at me, like baby owlsaong a
branch, blinking. They know nothing, being content to stink.

"But here thereis not sand, but only dirt. Who can wash hersdf indirt, | ask?’

Looking dyly around first, she dabbed the soapy rag at her own face and hands, and then thrust her
arm with the rag down the front of her many-layered clothing. Asthe cool rag swabbed her skin, she
sghed in ecstasy. Raphadl watched every move with interest.

Having washed down to the fellow's neck and up each arm, Djoura sat back and announced, "Now
you have to get up off your hams, eunuch, so we can pull that shirt off you."

But she had no real hope of being understood. She scuttled around behind the fellow and yanked on
the garment, but there was too much of it, and hislegsweretangled initsfolds. "Curse you!" she
growled, but without redl rancor, for washing the eunuch wasthe first interesting thing for her snce being
sold to Hakiim in Tunis. "How you stare at me with those big blue eyes of yours—just like awhite cat! |
wonder you can even see through them. Well, the shirt'sal stuck to your back with blood. Well haveto
soak it off "

When the water hit Raphael's back, he stiffened and gasped. Djoura put ahand on his shoulder. "It's
al right. It won't hurt forever," she whispered, adding soap. She examined the length and number of the
scourge marks with akind of respect. "Pinkie, you must have done something pretty terrible to deserve
THIS

"1, too, cannot be broken," she hissed into his ear, "though maybe they will make measieve-head in
theend, likeyou."

She amiled grimly at the thought. "Or maybe I'll only pretend to be one, and amuse mysdlf laughing a
them dl." There were long openingsin the back of the eunuch's gown—not whip dices, for they were
paralel and neatly hemmed. She wondered at them while she reached her hand through and worried the
cloth from the wounds. Perhaps some kind of iron chain or body-collar had passed through these. If so,
this eunuch must have been ahandful when he still had his senses. Her approva of him grew by legpsand
bounds.



"Y ou may not know it," she whispered (asthough the hillswerefull of spies), "but | am a Berber!
People think | am not, because | am black, but Berbersareredly of dl colors." Then she giggled.
"Maybe even pink!

"To beaBerber, itisonly necessary that you live like a Berber and follow the ways of the Prophet,”
she added with hauteur, and she crawled back in front of him to glare degp into hiseyes. "To bea
Berber isto be free!" she hissed, with no thought of theirony of her words.

She threw back her head and all the coins and tassels on her headdress bobbed together.

Raphadl listened carefully to the sounds Djouramade. His eyes devoured her color and shape and his
skin regjoiced at her touch, even when it hurt him. For her song had broken histerribleisolation, and her
chatter kept him from despair. So now, asshe at last fdll silent, with her brown eyeslooking full at him,
hetried to give her something of the same sort back.

He repeated the chant she had sung at the other end of the line, word for word, note for note, with
perfect inflection and time.

Djoura clapped her handsin front of her mouth. "Oh, aren't you a clever one!™

It was not actudly cleverness, or not clevernessin the sense the black Berber meant. Raphadl's
repertoire of music wasimmense, and neither pain nor transformation could stedl it from him.

He knew that piece. He repested it for her an octave down, where he found this new instrument (his
throat) was more comfortable, and then to the Berbers amazement, he followed the solo chant with the
traditiona choral response.

Thewoman sat stock-4till in front of him. The rag she had been wringing fell from her hands. "Y ou are
aBerber too? My kinsman? And | have been making mock of you!" She bit down on her lip until the
pain of it brought her fedings under control.

Could this pink fellow be a Berber? She had just said there might be pink Berbers.

Well, if he were not, then he OUGHT to have been a Berber, between the lashes on his back and the
knowledge of the chant.

But how could he have ever lived in the high desert with that silly coloring? Why, he was dready
sunburned; she could tell because her fingersleft white marks on the skin as she touched him.

Perhaps he had not aways been this color. Perhaps he had lain in adungeon somelong time. She had
heard that yearsin the darkness could bleach the finest dark skin to white.

She harked to the querulous complaint of the women in the shadows behind her. She reminded
hersdf that they were not done, Pinkie and she. She listened. Hakiim's reply to the complaint could not
be made out, but the Moor was laughing. He laughed alot, swine that he was. She could not hear the
Spaniard. Sheimagined hishard little eyes watching her.

It was necessary to keep busy, or they would take her back to the far end of the wall and she would
never get near thisfellow again. "Liedown," shewhispered. "Lie down, Pinkie, on your side."

He seemed to understand her Arabic, which was heartening, and further convinced her that her ideas
of hisancestry were correct, but he was so clumsy in his movements that she had to push him gently onto
hisleft Sde. "There. Now well get your long legs and your bottom.

"I've never seen aeunuch close up,” she added conversationdly, "not what he lacks, anyway." But as
that thought led to another, she scowled. " The man who makes a eunuch out of a Berber ought to have
his own ballstorn off and his belly ripped open and both holes stuffed with red ants! He should lose his
eyesand histonguefirgt, and then hisfeet and then hisleft hand, and then hisright hand... and..."”

As she spoke, searching her imagination for greater and greater punishmentsto inflict on thisnameless
cadtrater, her hand with the rag continued to sogp and scrub, until by the time she arrived at the words
"hisright hand,” her own had climbed up the tube of the white linen gown, where it made an astounding
discovery.

She popped her head under the hem of the gown to verify what her fingerstold her, and then very
quickly with drew it. Out of ingrained habits of conceal ment, her features adopted an expression of heavy
boredom as she dipped the rag once more into the pot of water. She hummed alittle tune as sherinsed it



out.

The blond man stared at her with bright interest and -scratched at the spot she had left wet. The
Berber could barely hide her grin. "Don't do that, Pinkie. If they see you playing with that, you'll loseit for
ure”

Casudly humming, she scrubbed his other leg. And his sickness-fouled buttocks. It must have been
the felow's very foulness, shereflected, that spared him. Hakiim had been too ddlicate souled to examine
him, and Perfecto...

Djourahad never granted the Spaniard an ounce of sengbility, but it was he who had dumped the
blond among them and called him a eunuch. Maybe he had just been too lazy to look. The black woman
leaned forward and put her finger under his chin. She was smiling no longer.

"Listento me, Pink Berber, if therédsagrain of senseleft in that poor head. Don't lift your skirt around
anyone here except me. Not even to make water. Do you understand me?”

The blond stared back &t her.

"Do you understand me?" she hissed in her urgency.

Raphad!'s clean face sweated with effort. His mouth opened. "1 want,” he said, durring likeaman
drunk on kif "I want to understand.”

Sheran her hand over hisdeek wet hair.

"Heresyour soap,” she said flatly to Hakiim. The Moor drew back hishandsin distaste. "Wrapitin
therag."

While she did so he took aglance over a the blond eunuch, who sat gazing vacantly at them, his
handsin hislap, as neat and deek as some mothers favorite child. "Was hefilthy?*

The Berber rolled her eyes and deposited the wet rag in Hakiim's hand. " Of course hewas. And
sck, | think. He cannot be left to himself. Y ou had better put me next to him."

TheMoor'sjaw dropped. "Y ou WANT to be next to him? "My swest lily of the mountains: the
fdlowisyourd"

* % %

Night fell: Raphadsfirgt night in captivity. He lay on his stomach, trying to look up at the sars.

It was getting bad again. As soon as Djoura had gone away from him—ten feet awvay, which was as
far asthe chain would alow—the confuson rose like amist from the ground, enfolding him.

And the desolation.

His Father had abandoned him. In all the length and breadth of Raphael's existence that had never
happened. He would have said with confidence that that couldn't happen. Without His presence an angel
should go out likealight.

And perhaps that was what had happened.

Helay with his cheek on bare earth, al his musclestightened as though to ward off ablow. Hiseyes
closed againgt avision of hatred, borne on aface which might have been his own. Why he was so hated
he could not recall, nor did he remember how that hate had led to... to this. He shivered, despite the
sultriness of the night, for he didn't want to remember.

He wanted to remember something good: something which would provide acomfort to himin his
misery. He searched in his memory for His Father.

And found to his horror that without His Fathers presencein his heart, he could not begin to imagine
Him. He couldn't even call up apicture of Hisface, for al that came to him, unbidden and insstent, was
the image of a sparrow on abare branch, its drab feathers fluffed and its black eyes closed againgt the
wind.

Whenever he moved the iron collar chafed his neck. He dso found his eyes were leaking. That was
uncomfortable, for it made the ground muddy. He laced his hands under his cheekbone, to keep hisface
out of the mud.

But the damp earth reeased a dark, consoling sort of smell, and hewas glad for it. He turned his



attention to the little noises of the camp, where the women were whispering lazily before faling adeep.

Therule of midday had been reversed now; the chain which had spaced the daves out at maximum
distance to one another now tinkled in little hegps as six bodies huddled companionably under five
blankets.

Raphadl and his nursemaid had been removed from the communa length of chain and put onto a
specid little chain of their own. He didn't have a blanket, and didn't know he ought to have had one. The
Berber had a blanket, but she also had alot of clothing on her body, so she threw the blanket to
Raphad.

It was amagnanimous gesture, but as he didn't know what to do with the blanket heletitlieina
heap, till she crawled back and reclaimed it.

He heard one of the daves stagger out of the cluster to make water, squatting on the dirt with her
skirtslifted. That was adso how Djoura had taught him to do it, that evening. It seemed to him, evenin his
newborn clumsiness, that there might be easier waysto go about it.

But al his memories had been turned upside down. It seemed this human head could not contain them
properly—not the important or meaningful memories. He could recall scattered images of hisvisits upon
the earth: ablack horse, awhite dog. A young man with black hair and awhite face.

He remembered snging.

Always Raphadl had been fond of mortas. He thought them beautiful, even when only intheway a
baby bird is beautiful—through its awesome ugliness. Some mortas, of course, were more beautiful than
others.

Finaly he had something to cling to. To build on. Raphagl made a song about the baby-bird beauty of
mortals. Turning on his sde he began to sng into the night.

This was better—much better. Here there was consonance and harmony, and even the beginnings of
understanding, though he had to work his mouth and lungsto get it. When singing, it wasimpossible for
Raphadl to be confused or done, or to be anything € se but singing.

Behind him came arustling. Djourarose from her place, stepped acrossthe ten feet dividing her from
Raphad, and stood above him, listening. Heraised hiseyes gladly to her.

Then she kicked him. "Don't make noise," she hissed, and shuffled awvay the length of the chain.

Indl hisexistence, no one had ever, EVER disapproved of Raphagls music. He had no experience
with thissort of criticism at al. He curled into aball of hurt and his eyes|eaked harder.

He thought about al the music he had ever made and he found himsalf doubting it was any good. That
foot had been so decisive. He wondered, despairing, if his own creation had been some sort of divine
mistake: a piece badly concelved and played.

But if Raphael lost faith in hisown music, hedid not lose faith in music in generd. He had never been
too proud to sing the music created by others, so he sought in his memory for asong that might make him
fed better: one that had warm edgesto it, and that was somehow connected with... he couldn't
remember.

He sang this song so quietly no sound |eft the shelter of hishuddled knees. It was avery smple song
(compared to hisown) but it reached out to the things he no longer understood and it gave him strength.

He remembered onelittle word. "Darni," he whispered, liking the sound. "Damiano.”

There was abrush of cloudy warmth over him, lighter than afdl of leaves. Raphadl squeezed hiseyes
to clear the water out and |ooked up.

Wings as soft aswoolen blankets: dark but with alight within like alamp under smoked glass. A
shadow of rough hair framing dark eyeswhich aso had asmolder of light behind them. Theface of a
friend.

Raphadl closed hiseyesin rapture and he could still seethat face. He crawled onto hisfriend's lap.

"Y ou should have called me before you started to fed thisbad," chided Damiano. "I'm no angd, to be
shuttling at will between earth and heaven, and | had no ideawhere you were.”



"l don't know where | am, either," replied Raphadl, grateful to be ableto talk again without using the
dow, awkward body. "And | didn't know you would hear if | cdled.

"Damiano!" cried Raphadl, stricken. "God isgone!™

The dusky spirit sarted, and itsimmateria wings gathered round Raphael's damaged form. "Hush,
hush,

Raphael, my friend, my teacher... Can you hear yoursalf saying that?

"How could He be gone and | be here, holding you, eh?, For what am |, outside of Him?' Damiano
took Raphadls head between his hands and forced the frightened eyesinto quiet. "Now do you fedl
better?'

Raphad fet something. Hefdt the presence of hisfriend, and for the moment he could imagine
nothing finer. But his scourged back picked that moment to communicate a huge throb of pain.

"He'sgone," he repeated childishly. "I can't find my Father anywhere.”

The sad, sweet face above him (a mere suggestion of aface redly, dark on darkness) filled with
compassion, and he embraced Raphadl gently, as though the poor pale body would break at atouch.
"That'swhat it'slike," hewhispered. "Y es, that's exactly what it'slike.”

He brushed thelong hair out of Rephael'sface. "Don't worry, Master. Heisthere, andsoam 1."

"What did you cdl me?'

The ghost laughed. "Master. Y ou never liked that word. But it'swhat you are to me. My music
master. Y ou must remember you are the Archangel Raphael, and agreat person dl around!™

Raphael took one cloudy hand between his clumsy ones. "My memory... isnt working properly. |
think of people and | see baby birds. | think of the Father and | see another bird—hungry—in the middle
of winter.

"What does this mean, Damiano?"'

"Birds?' The ghostly voicewas quizzicd. "Well, don't birds ng?' Damiano shrugged heavy wings
and gazed intently a nothing.

"It means, Seraph, that God isnot missing a al, believe me."

"1 will believeyou," answered Raphad. "But | have no other reason to believe except that it isyou
who say it." His shivering had stopped, and without knowing it, hewas sinking into deep. But asthe gray
shape about him began to fade, he woke with agtart.

"Don't go!" he cried out, and even his body's mouth made alittle noise. "Don't you leave metoo!™

Damiano patted his hand. "But you are aliving man now, and must not spend your time talking with
ghodts. It isn't good for you, and besides—they will think you are mad asahare. But | will be with you,
you know, anytime you think of me.

"Here—if you think you might forget." The spectral arm reached out and plucked a nondescript
pebble from the ground. "I givethisto you. If you begin to doubt | am there, take it out of your pocket
andlook at it."

"l don't have a pocket," whined Raphael, asthat fact loomed into an insuperable problem.

The ghost's smile broadened, showing white teeth. "Then knot it into the hem of your gown. Or in
your hair. Or kegp it in your mouth. Just remember.”

Raphael took it into a swesting palm. "But you'll come back like thisagain, won't you? So | can talk
with you. So | can seeyou?'

"Raphael," Damiano whispered, grinning. "My dear teacher. | am awaysat your command.”

Gaspare was 4till standing by the door of the wineshop, mumbling and scratching his head, when
Saarafdl out of the sky.

He knew it was Saara, though he had never seen her naked before, and her hair was hanging in
tatters. He winced at the thump she made, hitting the ground.

With hislutein one hand, he did to hisknees at her side. "Lady Saara,”" he gasped. "Wasit redly
Y OU who pecked Damiano in the eye afew minutes ago?'



Shelay on her back, but her eyes were closed. Still, she was breathing: breathing rather hard, and her
chest rose up and down. He gazed down &t it, fascinated.

Gasgpare shot afurtive glance around him, to see whether anyone on the street had noticed. But of
course there wasn't anyone on the sun-whitened street, and by fortune Saara's return had happened out
of theline of sght from within the wineshop.

"Oh, what am | to do?" he mumbled to himsdlf, shifting hislute from hand to hand as though that
would help. Finaly he stuffed the neck of the instrument down the front of his shirt, bent down, and
picked up thelimp woman in hisarms.

Thus burdened he shuffled through the dry grass down the windowless abandoned lane. There he
encountered Festilligambe, the horse, chewing furioudy at the grassin an effort to recover from his earlier
panic.

"Uh. Thereyou are," grunted Gaspare. "Y ou can carry her easier than |."

Groaning with effort, he lifted the woman high. The gelding stepped nestly away. Gaspare dmost
dropped Saara onto the grass.

"Dammit, you bag of bones. Thisisthe Lady Saara. Sheis supposed to be afriend of yours!”

Fegtilligambe cocked an ear and his large nostrils twitched. While not disputing Seards character asa
friend, he seemed to deny that it implied such aheavy responsbility. But after amoments reflection, the
horse allowed her to belaid gently acrosshim like asack of medl.

"Now," muttered the redhead, "let's avoid prying eyes, shall we, horse? | know | have areputation for
being arake, but the picture we present hereis not charming.” On sudden thought he removed his shirt
and lay it over the naked woman. It didn't cover much.

At the end of the dley was a pile of rubble. Gaspare, |eading the horse by the mane, turned left and
walked through agap in awall and found himsalf abruptly out of the village of San Gabride.

Down the grassy hill and into an open pine wood. Not five hundred feet along there was astream and
aclearing beside it where a crude thatch of branches was upheld by rough wooden poles.

Thiswas Gaspare's retreat, where he had lived since the spring made it possible: amansion perfectly
suited to one who liked his privacy and also hadn't two pieces of copper to rub together.

He laid Saara down upon his crackling, piney mattress and regarded her long. When he was done
regarding her he dropped the shirt once more over her middle.

Fedtilligambe, too, peered at Saara, whom he had never before thought of asthe sort of creature that
rides on ahorse. He whuffed her snged hair.

The horse sneezed and Saara woke up.

Her eyes snapped open like shutters caught in awind. She woke up with jaw clenched and nostrils
flaring. Color splashed her cheeks as she sat bolt upright on the bed of branches. Gaspare's shirt fell. She
said one word.

“No."

Shesadit quietly, dmost absently, and she said nothing else. But the horse, who had been leaning
with herbivorous curiosity over her vegetative couch, legped gtiff-legged into the air and came down
running. Gaspare heard his receding hoofbeats but paid them scant attention, for hewaslying flat on his
back where the blow had knocked him, both hands wrapped protectively around his own throat.

Asghe sat thererigidly, amid no sound except that of Gaspare gasping and choking on the ground,
the red in her cheeks faded to white. The rage which burned behind her tilted eyes faded, so once more
they shone like the gold-green of ariver in sunlight. She sghed and rubbed her face with both hands.

Gaspare took along, shuddering, welcome breath. " Sweet Gesu, woman: what did you do to me?"
he cried shakily, struggling up from the earth.

Saara became aware of the youth. "There you are, Gaspare." Her regard became awkwardly intense.
"What aterrible trouble you have gotten meinto!"

Hislong jaw opened and closed rhythmically. He made fish mouths. *1? Got Y OU into trouble? My



lady, you nearly killed me just now; | couldn't bresthe!™

Shewaved aside thisdiscurson.

"Do you know who that spirit was, who came up the path in the shape of Damiano?’

He frowned heavily and shrugged. "I guessed mysdlf that it wasn't—wasn't Damiano, | mean. When
it turned into adragon..."

"A wyvern. It had only two legs."

"... whenit turned into ascady monster. Damiano, in dl thetime | knew him, never showed any signs
of doing such athing. Who wasit, then?"

"It wasthe Liar,” and she hid her eyes behind her hands once more.

"Ah!" Gaspare nodded sapiently. "That's better. | had half anaotion it might have been Satan himsdif.
After mefor my sns”

Hazd eyes popped open again. "But it was. It was the one you cal Satan, and he had comefor you.
For your Sns”

Gaspare collgpsed again to the earth, and he stuck al eight of hisfingersinto histerrified mouth. He
gaveone high, thinwall.

Saaraglowered at thislack of discipline. "Don't worry. Y ou're safe. | went instead of you."

"You did what?' He pulled himself toward the cot of branches, alook of dazed gratitudeilluminating
hisill-assorted features. "Y ou took my sins upon yoursaf?'Y ou went to hell? Suffered for me?"

Saaraflung hersdlf to her feet and peered vaguely around for her dress. "'l went to hishdl, yes, and it
was no joke. But if you want to know who is suffering, it isyour teacher. Y our Rephad.”

"The angd?' Gaspare squatted at Saara's feet, growing numb from too many surprises. "Raphael is
uffering for my Sns?'

Finding nothing around except Gaspare's shirt, she put that on. It did not quite reach her knees. "Sin |
know nothing about," she stated. "Just suffering.”

She ran her hands through her hair; they snarled among the blackened burned ends of her braids. She
looked into the woods about her, as though marshaling unseen forces.

"L et me cut the damage out of your hair, Lady Saara," offered Gaspare, in order to put the
conversation on amore manageable level. And he added, haf-regretfully, "And then we will try to find
you more suitable clothing. After that wewill be morein apogtion to talk about sin and suffering.”

She shot him aglance of such coldness he might have been Satan himself, with avoice of treacherous
temptation. "I don't have such time! | was asked by Darni to protect your Raphael, and | havefailed! |
must find what the Liar has done with him—for a spirit cannot be destroyed, you know. The Eagleis
somewhere, in adungeon. Or ajar, perhaps.”

"A jar?' echoed Gaspare, uncertainly.

Sheignored him. "'l will find him and | will bring him away, unless deeth comesfirst. This| vow, who
have made no vows since leaving the Saami." She raised both her armsinto the air.

"Wait!" Gaspare made an expert dive and caught the woman about the waist. "Don't turn into
anything, Lady! Tdl mewhere were going?”

She peered down at the redhead clinging to her, with irritation mixed with surprise. "'l am going,” she
corrected him. "Home, to Lombardy, firdt.

"And then to Satan'sHall, or Hell, or whatever you call it." Without further discussion, Saaragrew
feathersand flew.

After she had gone Gaspare sat back into his bed of branches and stared at the scurf of dead needles
that coated the ground. Gaspare was thinking about his sins, which he knew to be many. He was thinking
about hissnsof commission rather than those of omission, and especidly thinking about his sins of the
body.

Gaspareés ansof this nature had actualy been few and exploratory in nature, but whenever he thought
of gns, they were the onesto comeimmediately to mind.



And hewasfeding very badly, for though it might be the act of abravo to follow agiggling girl into
the dark, as Gaspare had done more than once (but less than four times), it was the act of aworm to let
apure angdl take the blamefor it.

Hewas very fond of hislute teacher, with a hesitant and wary sort of affection which sprang from his
knowledge that they were very different sorts of people, Raphadl and himsalf. Without the fortuitous
chance that Damiano had been the friend of both, they would have had no reason to mest.

And Gaspare felt, too, that Raphadl in his sinlessness never had been able to recognize just how
wicked Gaspare himsdf could be.

And now, unfortunately, Raphadl had caught the brunt of that wickedness and was suffering. In ajar,
of dl things. Gaspare cringed queasily and tried to fedl repentance.

What he felt, he found, was resentment. Gesu the Christ had been enough, he considered. What other
load of guilt did aman have to bear? And even the Lady Saara... (Thinking of Saara as he had just seen
her, histhoughts digressed immediately. It was anumber of minutes before he could get them back on the
subject of guilt.) Even Saara had tried to purloin his sinsfrom him. Surely awoman who looked like that
might have some of her own...

It seemed the earth was inhabited by posturing heros, with Gaspare of San Gabriele asthe only poor
dolt among them. Fit for nothing but to be saved from himsdf. It couldn't be borne!

Wedl, he WOULDN'T bear it, he decided with afew redheaded curses. Heroseto hisfull height (in
three years he had grown prodigiously) and strode off toward the sunlight, seeking hiswayward horse.

Lombardy in high summer was agreen cathedra, with its constant murmur of clean watersand its
odor of shadowy frankincense. On around hill between spires of rock flourished the wild garden of
Saara: ameadow of heavy grass, cut by interlacing streams, dotted with the early blue aster, and wound
about with the sprawling late red rose. Not far from the lawn, in the shade of the pinesbelow, she had a
little house of sod, built after the manner of her northern people, to which she withdrew only to deep.

Here dso grew rosemary and comfrey, eyebright, and mullein, the vervain which makesthe wild cats
drunk in the springtime, and orris, for sweetening clothes and hair. Above the meadow, among the
feathered birches which crested the dome of the hill, was a stand of hazel aso: dl plantswith usesfor the
leech, witch, or wise woman.

Saarawas dl three of these, and on her garden no frost came, though through the winter the high
peaks on either side of her hill were painted white.

Under the last full moon of summer she sat, on the round dome of the hill, where the scattered birch
striped the darkness with silver, and the fingers of the trees twisted moonlight into chains. She sat tailor
fashion, wearing nothing but Gaspare's linen shirt, her brown hair cropped halfway down her neck. Her
face, gplashed with light and shadow, was not that of agirl.

Thereisaspdl dmogt dl witches know, though some chant it and some read it from books and till
others play it through the length of ataff, or scratch it out with the blood of acock. It isnot a
complicated spell, only very dangerous, and for that reason it is often learned and rarely used.

Saara, in her long life, had never sung this spell before. When she had lost her lovers, she had
refrained. When her children died, even then she had been wise, for she knew the gate of death had its
purpose.

But now she, too, had her purpose—a purpose beyond loss or loneliness. Her purpose was rescue.

Through no other means had she been able to find Raphadl. He was neither in thewind nor in the
voice of the water, and he didn't hear her call—or he could not answer. She hadn't redly expected to
find him so easily, for she remembered that spinning disorientation in the air and the strange bare pesk
with awindow. That was the place she must find again. For that she needed help.

So the greatest witch in the Italics sat with her hands folded in her Iap and her legs bare to thewind as
she sang up the dead.

It began with awail and roseinto achant of four ascending notes, the last of which she held clear and
unshaken until her breeth failed her. She sang theline again. And again.



There was no expression to be seen on Saard's face, had there been any to see on that dome of
trembling birch. She had no feding in her once the song had begun. And the moon put a severelight upon
her festures, emphasizing their odd Asiatic cast and draining al color. She appeared neither girl nor
young woman under that stained white globe. In fact, there was nothing particularly feminine about the
figure on the dry earth. Nothing particularly human. She might have been a peak of rock among those of
the Alps nearby, eterndly white, cloaked with loud, grieving winds.

The same four notes, building like stairs upon one another. Carving ablack path into blackness. They
droned on while the soiled moon rolled from the dopes of the eastern hillsto its zenith. Untiring,
unchanging, they rang over the sparse dome of birch trees and down into the pine-woolly coverts below.
At thefoot of the hills, beyond the little lakes fed by the streams of Saaras garden, peoplein thevillage
of Ludicashut their doors and windows, shivering despite August's hest.

And not least of al, Saara's song echoed through the spaces of her own head, until she was mad with
her own singing, and her mind and soul became the pure instruments of her purpose.

And when the moon balanced directly over the earth— directly over the round moonlike dome of the
hill—Saara let the stair she had built open, and she spoke one name.

"Damiano,” she whispered. She closed her eyes and et the new silence hang inthe air.

There was awhispering around Saara, and arustle like the soft feathers of many birds. "Speak!" she
commanded without opening her eyes.

Therustling grew nearer. It grew warm. "Saara," came the sweet, caressing answer. "My beautiful
one. My princess. My queen.”

Saaras gern face dackened with sorrow, but only for amoment. "Ruggerio,” she whispered.
"Forgive me. | did not mean to wake you." Her eyes screwed themselves more firmly shut.

"I know, bdllissma," the thin, distant voice replied, chuckling, and ghostly lips kissed the very tips of
her fingers. "And | do not mean to prove adistiraction. May dl the saints go with you."

Then the air went thick with vague calls and whispers. Saara repeated the one name "Damiano” and
sat as il and unyielding asarock.

One sound rose among the others: that of a man'slaughter. But thiswas not Ruggerio, though it wasa
voice sherecognized. "The greastest witch in theltalics,” it pro nounced, and then laughed again. "For a
while perhaps. Perhaps stronger than |. But my son was another matter, wasn't he, Saara? My poor,
haf-blind, mozzardllaboy! Who'd have thought it?"

Saara sat asrigid aswood, as stone, and chided her heart for pounding like a hammer. No response
she gaveto this spirit, and soon it Sghed. "Ah. Well, no matter, Saara. God go with you."

And it was gone. Surprise done nearly made Saaras eyes crack open, but she restrained herself To
think that thirty years of bitterness and fear toward Guillermo Delstrego could lead to this. "God go with
you?"

Had the proud, predatory soul of Delstrego bent to that? She had grown to think the man almost the
equivaent of the Liar himsdlf in hiswickedness.

Her strength trembled and came near to breaking at this touch to an ancient wound.

But now the hilltop wasfilled with a confusion of spirits and sounds and the witch's guards came up
by indinct.

Presences surrounded her like aroomful of smokerings, haf erased by the moving air. These were
perhaps spirits who knew her or had touched somehow her long life, or were by some unknown
sympathy attracted to the stern, unseeing woman in white linen, who held the gate open and yet spoke to
no one.

For though the spdll is called asummoning spell, its effect and its danger isthat it bringsthe user very
closeto that world which isnot aworld (being place ess and infinite), wherein aliving mortal hasno
businessto wander.

And though there was no maice in the vague fingers that touched Saara, or in the soft whispersthat
questioned her, there was a so not one of them without the power to do Saara great harm (should she let



them), or to cause her great pain (whether shelet them or not).

Shetook a deep, shuddering breath and her nostrils twitched, asthough the air were too thick to
breathe. "Damiano!" she called again, thistime with atouch of urgency.

There was amoments silence, and then came asmall voice, asweet child's piping voice, spesking the
language of her northern people. "Mama?" it cried wonderingly. "Isit Mama?'

She gave adespairing gasp. "Go to deep, baby," she whispered into the blackness, while tears
escaped the confines of her closed eyes. "Go back to bed. | will cometo you soon.”

Now it was |ate and she had almost no strength |ft to hold the gate and fight the river of innocent,
deadly voices. She had a sudden, desperate idea.. "Little white dog,” she called out. "Little white dog of
Damiano's. Spot, or whatever your namewas... cometo me."

"Macchiata," wasthe matter-of fact answer, which came from very closein front. Ssaraheld to this
spirit and let the rest go. She opened her eyes.

Sitting before her, legs splayed, was avery pretty plump girl with hair that shone silver inthe
moonlight. Her garb, aso, was asmple white shift that gleamed without stain, with ared kerchief which
tied about the neck and spread out across her back, sailor fashion. She had little wings like those of a
pigeon.

She smiled at Saarawith bright interest. Her eyes were brown.

"Some mistake," murmured the witch. "I summoned only adog. A little white dog which belonged
to..."

"To Master—Damiano. Yes, that'sme." She started to scratch her spectral left ear with her spectral
left hand in short, choppy forward motions. She seemed to get great satisfaction out of doing this.
"Damiano likesmein thisform.”

"He does?" Saaraexclamed with somewhat affronted surprise. Then she remembered Damiano's
peculiar prejudice toward the human form above that of dl animas, however splendid. "Well, | thought
the dog |ooked perfectly fine."

Macchiatawas till for amoment, and then resumed scratching. She metamorphosed between one
stroke and the next, going from girl to dog, and continued her scratch quite contentedly with her hind leg.
"Likethat?'

"Lovely," stated Saara

The deep brown eyes regarded Saara, asking no questions. The white dog smiled with dl her
formidabl e teeth exposed and her red tongue lalling to the right. Her fluffy pigeon wings scratched one
another's backs behind her.

Saara had not forgotten how last she had seen thisanimd, frozen like astarved deer in the snow, with
her dark master above her, equaly frozen with grief. She said, "Y ou died by my hand, dog. But it was
not by my intent."

Macchiata pulled her tongue in. Under the spell she had atained an dmost lifdike solidity, but still she
glowed with milk-glasslight. "I remember—I think. Y ou were upset.”

"l was," admitted the greatest witch of the Italics. "Upset and afraid, and | struck thinking only of
defending mysdlf. Do you forgive me, soirit?"

The dog, in reply, flopped over on her back. "Sure. Why not? Scratch under my left elbow; | can't
reech.”

Saara obeyed and was surprised to fee warm fur beneath her hand. "Have you fless, then?"

"No." Asthe human's hand rubbed in expanding circles, the dog's | eft foot began a spastic, regular
pawing of the air. Macchiata grunted like apig. "No. No fleasin heaven. Only scratching.”

Saara settled back on her heels and looked about her. The moon was descending the western sky;
the night was getting old. " Spirit, | haven't much time. Will you help me find your master?1 called and he
could not hear me."

"He heard you," said Macchiata, flipping onto her legs. She gave agreat shake. "Everyone heard you.



.You cdled very loud. He just wouldn't come."

Saarafdt acold needle of misery pierce through her. She was sometimein answering. "He...
wouldn't come?*

"No." The dog's nogtril's twitched, smelling the salt in Saarastears. "Don't get upset! He stayed away
s0 you wouldn't get upset. He wanted to come.”

Saara swallowed, beyond words for amoment. Finally she said, "I have to see him about Raphad!. If
| can't help Raphad, | will be very upset.”

Macchiata's sticklike tail thumped appreciatively. | like Raphadl. He has never been upset. Never.”

"That could change," replied Saaraominoudy, "unlesswe help him."

"I'll get Master," announced the dog, and she faded like an afterimage on the eye.

Once Macchiatawas gone, Saarawiped her eyes on the deeve of her shirt and blew her noseinto a
handful of birch leaves. She had been shaken by every pull on her living memory, and the spirit that had
refused to come had shaken her hardest. Had there been some maice in thellittle creature, to say so
brutally "He wouldn't come"? Indeed, the summoning spell was the most dangerous of al spells, to soul
and to body, for now that she had doneit, she fdlt hardly the strength or the desireto go on living.

Her children: Could it be they were no more than infant spirits, grown neither in heart nor mind since
the day they bled to desth with their father on the floor of the hut? Something in Saara, ingtinct or sense
of justice, rebelled at thisidea. Wasthereillusion at the base of the summoning spell? Had Ruggerio not
redly kissed her fingertips?

Had Guillermo Delstrego not come after thirty years of her hate to say to her, "God go with you"?
Something had happened nonethel ess, and someone had come to her behind the darkness of her closed
eyes. It remained to be seen whether her task had succeeded or failed.

She stared at the disk of the descending moon, and so deep in thought was she that she did not notice
the silent approach of one behind her.

"Saara," he whispered. "Pikku Saara."

Saaraturned dowly, effortfully, asthough agreat weight sat on her shoulders. She was suddenly
afrad.

Behind her, illuminated by the moon, stood the shape of aman. It was dark, fromitsrough hair to its
booted feet, and a cloud surrounded it like grest, soft folded wings. As Saaralooked up &t the
gpparitions face the wings opened wide.

Smoky hewas, and immeaterid: not like the dog nor yet like the spirit who had kissed her fingers. For
it was not her spell but his own wish that had brought him thisvery long way to ahill in Lombardy, in
August, and he had little magic with which to clothe himsalf in flesh. Only the eyes of the ghost were clear
to see, and full of tenderness.

"Damiano,” she began, and her voice left her as she uttered the name. "'I'm sorry to cal you. | don't
want to cause you pain, when you have theright to peace.”

He knelt by her, and she sensed in her witch's soul ahand upon her face. "The only pain which can
touch me," he whispered, gently and from far away, "isto seethispainin YOUR eyes, Saara. And | will
gladly endureit if | can help you. But | didn't think that | could."

"Y ou thought | called you out of loneliness," she stated, and her words held a hint of accusation. "No.
| have more lovein methan that, Darni, and more sensetoo. | called you because of Raphadl. He has
fdlen into the power of theLiar...

"Andl... | wasthebait used to draw him. It was my fault."

Damiano sank down beside her and the round moon shone unobscured through his spreading wings.
Sowly he grew more solid to ook upon, as he gazed rapt into her green, tilted eyes. He put his
weightless hands upon hers. "How could it be your fault, love, that Satan hates his brother?' He stroked
her weathered hands gently. "If it isamatter of fault, then it ismy fault that | wrapped my friend so tightly
in the bonds of earth he could no longer stand againgt the Devil's mdice.”



But the dark unghostly brown eyes reflected no sense of guilt. "Thereisno fault here at dl, Saara,
except that of Satan's jedlousy. And even that may be borne."

Saara gripped Damiano's large hands. They had become solid and warm. She brought them together
and laid them againgt her cheek.

In another moment he was kissing her and curtains of wing shrouded them both.

"l loveyou," whigpered Damiano, with his head againgt her neck. "Oh Lady, how | loveyou!" Arid
then he sighed. "Forgive me, Saara; this does no good, | know!™

So it can be done, she thought to herself The dead may touch the living in the very manner of life. Her
heart raced, burning with the conviction that al vowswould be well broken, and the future profitably
traded—in exchangefor this.

Saara hissed between her teeth and turned her head from him. "By the four winds! How wise |l
am—how wretchedly wise. Wise enough to put you aside, dark boy, even if you werefool enough to
want to stay with me."

When she looked back again her face had hardened. "Y ou see what awoman can be made of, after
seventy years of living? | am so strong even you cannot bresk me, my dear.

"And asfor being hurt—what does it matter if | am hurt, Darni? Why should my friendswant to
hedge mefrom my grestest desirelest | be hurt? Isit not to be hurt, to have one's desire thwarted? Isit
not to be hurt, to be left ways behind?!

She turned on the ghost with asudden, deep-felt anger. ™Y ou thought it were better to hide from me
and dig, rather than risk being saved at the expense of my life. How nobleit was of you!

"But would it not have been greater to have given me the chance to prove mysdlf as noble asyou? Do
you think my own love would have made it lessthan ajoy to diein your place?'

He shook his head, and now the black curls moved with the fingers of the wind. The setting moon
haloed hisface: large-eyed, ram-nosed, smiling gently. "It would have been agreat act, love. | was not
capableof it."

Saarawas crying, but her voice came firmly. "And Raphad too... Waking into the Liars snare,
knowing it wasasnare, and | the bait. | told him not to. | told him the truth: that | am old and my lifeis
full-lived. Thereis nothing which now could please me more than agood death in battle...”

"Which you would not get from Satan,” replied the ghost smply, shrugging. "Buit rather pain,
confusion, and the shame of weakness dowly overcoming you, like that of an old man who cannot hold
his bladder. The Devil has no sympathy with anything quick and clean, and it isn't human death which
pleases him, but human misery.” He searched her stern face for understanding.

"But intheend it did not matter, Saara, that you were ready to endure the Devil'storment. | believe
you have the strength, beloved, if anyone born has ever had it. But Raphael also knew that if heleft you
in his brother's power, Satan would merdly find another mortal tool, and then another, until Raphagl could
no longer resst him."

Damiano's voice was dow and gentle, and he caressed her hair as he spoke, and when he was
finished dll shesaidwas, "'l love you, Darni Delstrego. We had only afew daystogether as man and
woman, but when fleshislaid aside | will ill love you, then and dways.”

His sad smilewidened, lighting dl hisface. ™Y ou are so beautiful, beloved. Like agrest song... Asfor
me, Saaraof Saami, thereis nothing left but love. That iswhy | feared to seeyou, lest it seem to you
another abandonment, when the moon setsand | am there no longer.”

Shewhispered, "1 have heard your father tonight. And | have heard the voice of my child. | have
heard and seen agreat deal in my lifeand | do not call up the dead to ease my heart, but for help.”

"Help?' he echoed, and hiswings rose expectantly.

"Helpin rescuing Ragphad.”

Those shadowy wings beet the air in complex, unheeded rhythm, as aman may drum hisfingerswhile
thinking. "Of course," he murmured at last. "Knowing you, how could | expect less? But | have no magic
withwhich to help you," hereplied at last. "Nor force of arms. | am not a spirit of power.”



"Y ou think not?" Saaralooked away from his brown, human, dangerous eyes. "But, | don't seek
power but knowledge. Once you summoned the Liar—Satan, asyou call him."

"Twice" hereplied gravely. "l wasafool.”

"But | am not," she stated. "And | do not want to meet Satan again. But | must get to hishal, where
he has bound Raphad! ."

Damiano shook his head. "No, beloved. Thereisno need. Raphael has passed back onto the earth
from there"

Her head snapped up. "Where?"

Damiano wasdow inreplying. "I don't know."

"Haveyou seen him?"

Once again the spirit smiled dowly, and then he turned his head as though to listen to the rising wind.
At last hereplied. "I have been to see him. Heisin adry, hot place. Heison achain. It isaland to which
| never traveled. Morethan that | can't tel you, for even as| look a you now, Saara, beautiful love, | am
not here but far away, and thereislittle besides you yoursdlf thet isclear to my eyes..." And theniit
seemed he turned and peered down the hill again.

"For | am neither angdl nor devil nor God Himsdlf, to be prowling up and down the living world.
Dead or dive, | am only Damiano, and my eyes havether limits.”

She snorted, bending to his humor unwillingly. "Then | shall haveto stedl into Satan'swindow, as|
firg thought.”

Theamiledied from hisface asthe belly of the round moon touched the hills behind him. "Don't try
that, Saara."

"I will. I must,” shereplied. "Look a me, Damiano. Even smple eyes can see how that | am no more
achild. This misadventure has aged me. But | am Saara of the Saami; | know what | must do, and | doit.

"Besdes, | have swornthat | will find Raphael, so dl choicein the matter isover.”

Damiano looked into her green Asiatic eyes and nodded his head in submission to theinevitable. "So
you will find him. But not thisway. Instead comb dl the hot lands of the earth first, and dl the places
where men are kept on chains.”

Shelaughed atrifle scornfully. "No one can live so long! Most of theworld is hot, to me, and most
everywhere but among the Saami are men kept on chaing! No, Damiano. Y ou must tell me how to find
Satan's Hall, where someone of greeter information may be made to talk.”

"That would not be the act of afriend,” he said, staring away from her down the wooded hill.

There was a crashing among the trees below, like a deer leaping among the hazel, but Saarawas too
roused to attend to noises. She pointed a chiding finger at the ghost as she cried, "Wasit the act of a
friend to help aman diein his own way, when there was another who might have saved hislife? Raphael
said it wasthe act of afriend. Do you agree?'

Damiano's eyes were pulled to hers, and breathless spirit though he was, he sighed. "Will you throw
me by my own words, Saara? Y es, that was the act of afriend.

"And it isyour decision how you will live or die, and your vows are your own to keep. But the pure
truth isthat | no longer know the way to the Chamber of Four Windows, if | ever did.

"For Damiano is dead, you know." The shadows of his hand touched hisown breast. "Thisisonly
memory, lent shape by love." As he spoke, hisface was growing paler and less defined with the setting of
the moon, but thelook he gave Saarawas an obvious mixture of sweetness and amusement. Heraised
his hand and pointed beyond her.

"But THERE isone | think might know the way to Satan's palace,” Damiano said.

Saara spun in place as the hulking black shadow barged among the birch trees. Aboveit wasa
thinner shadow that was cursing continudly in avery familiar voice.

"Gasparel" the witch cried out in recognition.

The horse shied at the sound and Gaspare came nearly off, hanging over the gelding's back by one



crooked knee and ahandful of black mane. He cursed fluently, diding down to his feet.

The gangling youth strode closer, staggering and flailing his arms as though blind. He encountered a
few birch boles before coming close enough to spy Saara, Sitting solid as apoint of stone at the crest of
thehill.

"Lady Saaral" he began. "I have had the Devil's own trouble finding you. And it'sdark here asthe
indde of awitch's..."

Gaspare had apack on his back and the neck of the lute stuck out of it Sdewayslike aninsect'sleg.
Hislank hair hung around his shoulders. Somewhere he had found another shirt.

Saarawatched his approach in wonder and consternation. It had been scarcely aweek since she had
flapped home—a very weary dove—and in that time she had forgotten about the clownish Gaspare. She
was not too happy to have him interrupting her ghostly tryst, painful though the meeting had to be. "Asthe
insde of awitch'swhat, Gaspare?'

The only answer was amumble and a clearing of the throat, as the youth realized what he had said.
Saaraturned her attention back to the waiting spirit, who glimmered likeicein the last rays of the moon.

Gaspare, too, noticed Damiano. The young man hissed, drawing himsalf back, and he made the
peculiar Itdlian magica sign of protection which has been used from timeimmemoria by men who don't
understand the least about magic.

"Agan!" he cried in wrath made dightly hysterica by the touch of fear. He scooped abirch branch,
complete with withering leaves, from the soil. "Again you try your tricks, Satan! Villainous wibbert,
orwyvart... wyrven..." Giving up on the ungainly word heard only once, he lashed the branch at the
goparition, which sat and watched him, wings pulsing dightly.

"Worm!" bellowed Gaspare, dashing hiswegpon left and right through the tranducent form. The
colors of Damiano trickled over the thrashing branches like dappled sunlight, while he ghost himself sat
placidly waiting.

As soon as Gaspare stopped, panting, to survey his destruction, Damiano spoke again. "Hello, old
friend, and God keep you."

Gagpare, leaning on his branch, stared uncertainly. After afew moments, he whined.

"| seeyou havethat pretty lute on your back,” continued the spirit, grinning at Gaspare's discomfiture.
"I remember it somewhat, though | owned it less than aweek. | have heard you play with great
enjoyment, Gaspare.”

"Y ou? Have heard me play? With..." The redhead struggled with the idea that the Devil might like his
music. It wasamost asdifficult for him to believe the dternate explanation. At last helet hisleafy weapon
fdl. "Could it beyou areredly Delstrego?"

"Damiano Delstrego. Or | was. And | have no one anymore to call me 'sheep-face,” Gaspare. What a
shame”

Gaspare blinked away asudden brightnessin his eyes. He turned to Saara, to find that the witch, like
the ghogt, was grinning. "Lady Saara," he said decisively, "I think you have made amistake. | don't think
thisisSatan a dl. | think thisisredly Damiano.”

"Of courseitis Damiano,” stated Saara.

Gagpare sank to hisknees. He yanked the pack from his back and began to pull it gpart, until the
pear| inlay of the lute belly shone under the moon like the spirit'swings.

"Play for me" he demanded, thrusting the beautiful instrument at the ghodt. "Play for me this minute,
before you turn to moonlight or | wake up and it will betoo late. For my worst fear, old partner, isthat |
will forget what you sounded like, who were—who are—thefinest musicianin

Damiano shook his head, and the gray wings gathered closer. "Thereis no time | eft for that, Gaspare.
I AM moonlight; | came with the moon and will fade with it. Besdes— thelute and the playing of it is
yours. But | will tdll you one very important thing—old partner..."

Gagpare leaned closeto the dimly shining spirit, trying to quiet hisragged breath. Damiano's serious
face grew clear, and more intent, even asthe rest of him darkened.



"Gagpare. Inmusic, asin everything ese, 'best’ is an empty word. Don't strive to be best, or you will
wake up one day and know yourself no good &t dl.”

Saaras voice rapped out. "Enough! The moon isamost gone! What did you mean, Darni? That he
might know the way to Satan's Hall?"

The ghogt's smile returned again, ruefully. A ghostly hand laid itself very lightly on Gaspares bosom.
"There." Thewords camefaintly. "He knowsit there, for pride calsto pride." Gaspare gasped and
shrank away, but the spirit consoled him.

"l am not saying you are wicked, Gaspare, nor that you belong to the Devil's own. Don't be afool
likel was, to let him make you believethat! But you... likeme... may have an understanding of Satan.
Raphael wondersif that iswhat men arefor, did you know? To understand the misery of wickedness, as
angelscannot. To fed pity for it."

The hand, amogt invisible now, rose to touch Gaspares till unbristly chin. "I'll helpyou as| can, old
friend. |

haven't forgotten that you were a very good manager to me."

Gaspare swallowed hard. He wanted to believe he felt the touch of that hand. "And I, sheep-...
Damiano. | pray for your peace each night—when | think to pray, of course."

"1 know," whispered Damiano, and then Gaspare's eyes could no longer see anything.

Saararoseto her feet, her trembling hand raised before her. "Farewdll, love," shecdled tothear.

"Love," came back the reply, or else an echo.

The moon was gone.

"What did he mean?' demanded Gaspare, asthe whites of hiseyes glinted at Saara.

The Lapp woman subjected Gaspare to an uncomfortable scrutiny. "He meant,” she said at last, "that
you can tell me how to find and enter Satan's stronghold.”

"He meant that?' Both Gaspare's hands clapped to the sides of his head. "'l know, Satan's
sronghold?' His iff fingers stood up like antlers. "'If he knows | know that, then he knows alot more
about methan | do about mysdif!”

Saarayawned, glancing up a the sarlit sky. "That isthefirst wisething | have ever heard from your
mouth, Gaspare." Shewalked over to him, somewhat tiff from her hours on the chill earth. Shelaid her
hand on his rather pointed red head and rumpled his hair. “*Come now: It'stimeto deep. In the morning
we can worry at the spirit-puzzles.

4

The night was more confusing than the daytime. During some hours Raphael dept, forgetting pain,
abandonment, and the unpleasant fedling of being cold. But these interludes were interrupted by
wakefulness, which, like aprod ding finger, reminded him he was logt. And toward morning he was
vidgted by an experience as miserable as wakefulness but different: hisfirst nightmare.

It was the parrow again, gripping abare twig with claws more brittle than the wood, its dusty
feathersrutched againgt alight fall of snow.

It had no song. Thisvision brought with it a sense of desolation unaloyed by hope.

There was something here he was supposed to understand—he knew that much, at least—and with
undemanding patience Raphael was prepared to | et the dream unfold until he did understand. But with the
firgt light the dave women began to stir in their chains, and very soon Perfecto (who had aso spent avery
bad night) was awake and kicking everybody el se except Hakiim into risng. Hiskick to Raphagl was



perfunctory, for, truth to tell, Perfecto felt an inexplicable distrust of this gift dmost amounting to terror.

The new dave did not respond to the urging, because he was not yet finished with his dream. But with
the increasing noise and bustle of the camp, the dream finished with him; it flew off, offended.

Still Raphadl did not move. He had an ideathat if he kept his eyes closed long enough—if he denied
the activity around him long enough—they would al pack up and go away. And that seemed very
desrablethismorning.

He listened to the chatter of the women and the bray of the mules. Histhroat tightened with
unconscious imitation of the noises both made. Stop it, he told himsdlf. Rest again. Makeit go away.

Perfecto came back, and the kick he delivered was harder. "Get up, idiot!" the Spaniard snarled.
"We'retraveling today if we haveto drag you by amuléstail.”

The blow hurt, but it certainly didn't induce Raphael to obey. Instead he screwed his eyestighter.

Makeit go away.

And Perfecto did go away.

Raphael wasimmensely heartened. He curled into amore comfortable ball and waited for degp to
take him again. Hakiim, the Moor, was whispering to someone close by. It was easy to ignore the sound.

The pointy little foot caught him between the ribs and its big toe jabbed and wiggled. " Get up, Pinkie!
Y ou get up right now or I'll stuff dirt up your nose!™

It was not the threat but Djoura's tone of voice that smote him. Guilt and remorse splashed through
Raphad, dl the worsefor the fact that held no experience with ether feding. He clambered up, tripped in
his voluminous gown, rose again, and stood tottering beside her, looking down at the top of her jingling
headdress.

The Berber possessed no vell to her headdress. Her excellent teeth shone whiter against askin as
opague as lampblack as she gave Raphadl awolfish smile. "I knew you just needed encouragement,” she
sad.

Then shewaked around him. He gave ayelp of pain as hisdress was pulled free of the scabbing
wounds on his back. Djoura patted him as one would ahorse. "There, there. Its over now. Better quick,
| dwaysthink."

Again the Berber stood before him. "Well, seve-head, how are we this cold morning?”

"We are unhappy," he replied carefully in her own tongue. Djoura's eyes opened wide.

"Don't!" shehissed at him, peering left and right from under the folds of cloth. "If you want to keep
your... don't seem too able, you see? Don't let them know!"

Raphad did not see. He had difficulty following eliptica statements. In fact, his confusion &t this point
was S0 great it did not alow him to ask questions.

Djoura, after ascertaining that no onein the little caravan was paying attention to them, continued.

"Y ou mugt hide two things, Pinkie, if you wish to cometo abetter Stuation. Y our brainisthefirst, and
your bollocks are the second. No one must see evidence of either one but your friend Djoura—do you
understand?"

"No," he answered readily, glad to have a question within his ability.

The Berber snorted and shifted from foot to foot. In this manner she resembled atall, thin tent
swaying in the breeze. "'l will say it in different words.

"| say to you, Pinkie: Do not show anyone your manhood. And do not speak to anyone but Djoura,
and then only when no one ese can hear. She doneisyour friend. Will you do that?'

"1 will dothat."

Djoura heaved a great Sigh and rolled her eyesto heaven, which she could not see for the row of
copper coins which shaded her forehead. "Excellent.” Then she brushed her hands together, removing
invisbledus.

Hakiim was passing near. Out of habit he put out a hand to dap the Berber woman on her hip. Habit
germinated the gesture, but prudence and Djouras warning stare aborted it. "Now, Pinkie." She spokein



aloud voice. "Last night we practiced pissing. Thismorning | think we should do some work on egting,
don't you think?"

Raphael consdered thiswith furrowed brow. He remembered to wait until Hakiim had passed down
the line (to another woman with a more approachable anatomy) before he replied, "1 think | would like to
practice pissng again.”

Watching the eunuch eat was agood joke; it dmost served to quell Hakiim's new mistrust of his
partner. First there was a problem getting the poor stick to open his mouth. After harsh words and some
manual probing on the part of hisnurse, Djoura, it was discovered that he had been sucking on astone.
When the black attempted to throw the pebble away, he clawed it from her and locked it in hisright
hand, from whence none of the woman's strength could release it.

After thishe got hisface stuffed with ceredl.

The dave merchants sat beside their chain of human wares, eating their own breakfast. They had only
bulgur in oil and vinegar, the same as everyone e se; their condition elevated them by no more than the
two squares of silk carpeting on which they rested. Except, of course, that one tended to fed much more
elevated without chains upon the neck or wrist.

"Look at him!" cried the Moor in glee. " Such emotion— pathos and ecstasy! Our new boy wearshis
heart upon hisdeevel”

Hakiim hardly exaggerated, for Raphad'sfird taste of food brought tearsto hislarge blue eyes. One
taste and it wasto him as though al the world'sjangle and whine were being brought into harmony. Once
Djoura put the cool, oily mass on histongue his mouth took over and transferred custody to histhroat,
which effortlesdy took it down, and after that he was not aware of the bulgur at al, except as aspreading
contentment.

Hetook somein hisown hand. (Hisleft hand. Disgusting.) And he repeated the process.

Perfecto watched with an eye which was physicaly aswell as moradly jaundiced. "Hugghh! Perhaps
theidiot will work out after dl.”

Djouras own eyes, very black and very white, flickered from the Spaniard to her charge. She leaned
unobtrusively forward. The next time Raphagl scooped from the red clay pot and filled his mouth, the
little toe of hisleft foot was violently wrenched.

He choked. Cereal spattered from his mouth and nose. The Berber came forward with her bit of rag.
"Hah! See what happens when you play the pig?’ she said loudly. Then, in awhisper, she added, "Don't
be so cursed independent.”

"1 wouldn't get my hopes up,” replied Hakiim to Perfecto.

The mules of Andalusiawere justly famous, being bred from the giant asses found in that country.
Hakiim and Perfecto rode two deek gray animasthe size of large horses. Four other mules ambled
behind, laden with gear. Besde the muletrain, like an attendant serpent, paced the line of femae daves.
Asthe morning was il coal, they were chattering among themsdlves.

For it had been found impossible to keep seven women (most of whom must not be disfigured in any
way) from talking, and the quietest, most orderly solution had been to attach them in linguistic groups.
The Sagdibah spoke in apatois of their own Central European language and Arabic. Thetwo
Andalus ans behind them spoke Spanish and ignored the poor mongrel creeture at thetail of theline.
They were young, these two Spanish women, and therefore valu able. They hissed dyly to one another
without end and shaded their faces with tattered shawls.

On the other side of the mules, proudly isolated, strode Djourathe black Berber, with Raphadl
sumbling after.

Shewent fast: asfast as any mule desired to walk. Hakiim watched her without moving his head.

Now there was a va uable property. Perfecto didn't understand how valuable Djourawas, being
blinded by the Spaniard's distaste for black skin. But the woman was young, straight, immensaly strong,
and had all her teeth. And pretty, too, if one could look past her scowl.

Stll, shetaked like a Berber.



Hakiim was not aMoor of Granada, but aMoor of Tunis, and he knew that in the far south there
WERE blacks accepted as Berbers. A few.

| worry too much, he thought to himself. And immediately the eunuch bobbed into view, presenting
himsdlf to Hakiim's atention.

Djourahad been very industrious, and now the gangling creature wore not a shapeless gown but a
pair of baggy women's pants. Where did she get them? His gaze darted back to the moving tent that was
the black woman.

She must have been wearing them, al thistime. Hakiim itched to know what DjouraWAS wearing.
He had seen her naked, of course, in Tunis. He was too downy afellow to purchase awoman on the
strength of flashing black eyes and awhite smile. (No. Snarl.) But he hadn't then paid attention to the
dusky pile of cloth on the pavement beside her.

Hakiim itched to know Djourain other ways, too, but hisingtinctstold him not to scratch. The world
was full of women, with most of whom one did not require aclub.

That eunuch too. Had he been raised for pleasure? Filthy degeneracy. Hakiim spat sideways, causing
his mul€'s eers—long asthe leaf spears of a palm—to rotate toward him.

But that sort of thing was done, and it was none of amerchant's businessto lecture the world. And
thetall boy, with hispink, hairless skin and his head as yellow as a buttercup: He might still servefor any
man who cared for idiots.

Analytically the Moor regarded the eunuch's scourged back. Not bad, really. Not as bad asit had
seemed at firgt, al covered with dried blood and with the gown stuck to it. Pale skin showed scars least.
Hewould have it covered with grease tonight.

If only they had amonth instead of two days to reach Granada. Then the welts would have a chance
to fade. Perhapsthey should farm the creature out to sdll later, or cheaper, keep him in astable until the
others were sold and he was ready to leave Granada.

But as Hakiim pondered and watched, the fair dave took atumble, tripping over nothing at al.
Without sense to grab onto his chain, helet it tighten around his neck. Djouras wrist was whipped back
by theforce of Raphad'sfdl, and she rushed back to him, where he lay flat out on the earth, making little
gagging sounds and clawing at histhroat with hisleft hand. Theright still clutched his pebblefirmly.

No, whispered the Moor to himself Nothing could be worth keeping him another month. Nothing.

Perfecto pulled his steed up beside Hakiim. The serpent of women jingled to astop. The Spaniard's
yellow eye swept over the creature he had purchased, growing more glazed asthey stared.

Raphad tottered again to hisfeet. Djouraexamined hiskneesfor bruises and brushed him off. Once
more the mule train ambled forward, with the serpent shuffling beside.

"Do you think," Hakiim casudly asked his partner, "that maybe our black lily has had children before?
She certainly knows how to mother.”

Perfecto had an odd complexion, which the sun tended to darken toward orange. He turned his
yellow eye upon the Maoor. "If she had, she wouldn't be acting thisway. Sheld have got it out of her
sysem.”

Dust deadened the color of what greenery grew beside the road; the berries of the juniper had lost
their gloss. To theright of the road the land swept downward, and through the gapsin the stones
glimpses of smdl, summer-blasted pools were visible. Those which were more water than mud scattered
asunflash so bright it hurt the observers eye.

Dust clogged Hakiim's nogtrils and stung his cracked lips. Perfecto must be suffering worse, the Moor
thought, in his Spanish singlet and shirt which Ieft the back of his neck and hisfew square inches of
forehead exposed to the sun. Hakiim regarded his partner's squat form andyticaly.

Thefelow actualy LOOKED the part of anill-tempered man: rolls of fat under his neck burned the
color of avillage pot, little hands darkening the mule's leather reinswith swegt, eyeslikethose of apig.
Had Perfecto dways looked like that? (Had August dways been so hot?) Three years the partners had
plied ther trade together, buying domestics and sdlling them. Eight times had Hakiim made the voyage to



the markets of Africaand returned to Granadawith exotics. Eight times had Perfecto disappeared into
thewilds of Spain and reappeared with oddly assorted women. It was possible he crossed into Christian
lands to gather his merchandise. If so, the Spaniard was ready to risk alot for money.

More than Hakiim was, at any rate.

Eight timeswas enough, the Moor decided. Dealing with daves had given him a certain sense about
people, or developed asensethat dl are born with. Hakiim could smell when adave was mad, and when
she was dangerous. And he could usudly estimate the amount of danger involved.

So with Djoura, Hakiim felt no fear, but neither did he get too close. With theidiot eunuch (not mad,
only confused) there was no danger except that of soiling one's clothes.

But Hakiim dropped his mule back behind Perfecto and he watched his partner. Eight timeswas
enough.

Why don't you die, Perfecto silently asked his new acquisition as the eunuch followed Djoura,
dternately ssumbling and scampering at the end of hisiron chain. After afew hoursthefdlow had learned
to hold the linksin his hands so that he was not choked every time the black caught him unawares.

If only the creature had curled up and died last night: of cold or of injuries or merely of Satan's
malignity. He certainly looked ready to be carried off, with his breath panting and his blue eyesrolling and
all theflieson hisback. If he had died, then Perfecto would have had the perfect excuse for Satan, and
he would not be sitting there now in such asick funk of worry that his bowelswere churning and his
collar seemed too tight.

What sort of creature wasit? One of Satan's human servantswho had failed histask? (Perfecto had
never YET failed, he reminded himsdlf.) A recreant priest, perhaps? The robe he had been sold in had a
clerical cut. The Spaniard shuddered, and his mule replied in sympathy.

He could be anything—even a eunuch. Perfecto had announced him aeunuch, certainly, but that had
been only to smooth over the inconvenience of hisarriva in the pack train. He had expected Hakiim
would discover the untruth of this claim within minutes, upon which Perfecto would proclaim himself
ill-used by the sdller and would promise to have this mistake rectified in Granada.

But Hakiim had trusted hisword. How odd. And Djoura had said nothing. He glanced mistrustfully at
the black woman.

Widl, maybe Perfecto had told the truth by accident. The demon had not said the man was entire,
after dl, and Perfecto hadn't bothered to pull off the gore-soaked dress. Why shouldn't Satan be served
by eunuchs?

But what if he were neither agelded man nor entire? It was till possible the noble fair head would
blossom into athing of horror and teeth.

Tonight Perfecto would deep under acrucifix, if any of the women possessed such adevice. If not,
he would piece together a cross of some sort, even if only two sticks. Let the cursed paynim laugh!
Perfecto was sick to death of Hakiim's sneers and durs and Moorish pretense. If he had hisway ...

Cometo think of it, it might be figured that Satan owed him something for disposing of the blond. (If it
was not atrick. If it was not atrick.) Oncethelot of them weresold in

Granada. Once the money wasin hishands... It would not be difficult to find another partner.

Perfecto embarked on areverie which imparted amuch sweeter expression to hisface. Hakiim was
embol dened to spesk.

"You know how | cdl it, Perfecto? Y ou want to hear the order in which they will sdll, for how much
and towhom?"

Perfecto returned to the breathless, stifling present. "Oh, not that again.”

"Why not?' the Moor replied. "Am | not aways correct? About both the money and the buyer? |
have aknack for these things....

"Firgt," Hakiim continued, urging his mount up to his partner's, “the larger of thetwo locaswill go,
because her age will make her chegp and yet sheissound. To amiller or aweaver perhaps. some small
businessman who doesn't want any fight in his bondswomen.



"The Sagdibah will go next, but not together. Asdomestics, ismy guess: dl of them. Thelittleloca
will sdll after that, for agood price and to a peasant.

"The old woman? | don't know, but | think well keep her longest. Depends how many households
arelooking for goosegirls or goatherds this summer.”

Perfecto listened to thisinvolved prophecy without amurmur. He didn't give adamn, himsdlf, aslong
asthe sdle produced enough gold to take one man (one man) from Granadato some place far away. But
it occurred to him that Hakiim had made alarge omission.

"What about the black? Don't you think we can sdll her at all?!

Hakiim's eyebrows rose and he gestured one finger in the air. "' Perfecto, my old friend, you still do not
believein our dark lily'sworth! | have no intention of standing her under the sun in the common market."

"Why not?' growled the other. "Can't tan her any worse."

The Moor's eyes shifted under hisimmaculate headdress. Thiswas better: more like the crude but
predictable Perfecto of past years. If only he could rid himself of that prickling down his back when he
looked at the Spaniard...

"Djouraisabeautiful girl, Perfecto. Strong and young.”

"Who'd as soon kill you aslook at you."

Hakiim shrugged. "' She comes from the desert (Although it would be better, maybe, if we didn't
mention that in Granada. At least not around any sons of 1dam.) and she has gone from hand to hand, not
knowing a steedy master. With expert taming, she could be made loyd, and even affectionate. 1 will
advertise her by private treaty only."

Some streak of pugnacity prodded Perfecto to remark, " So why haven't you mentioned the eunuch?

Theanswer wasinevitable. "1 don't believe we can sall him." But the silence which followed this
answer had a character which terrified Hakiim. He found himsdf babbling, "1 want no trouble about this,
Perfecto. How much did you pay for him?If the price was not exorbitant then | will pay you its
equivalent out of my own pocket.”

The Spaniard turned in his high wooden saddle. His eyes were set so deep in the seamed and folded
flesh,that Hakiim could see but onetiny spark out of each. "And then what," he growled. "And then do
what with the eunuch himsdf?'

"Loosen the chain," Hakiim replied.

Despite the jouncing weight of Perfecto'sface, it contrived to set in hard lines. "Leavetheidiot in the
desart? Hewould die before nightfall.”

(How hewould loveto. If only he dared.)

Hakiim's confusion did into pure mystification. He had aways been the one of the pair whose naturd
bent had been toward liberdity, aslong asit didn't cost too much. What was there between the idiot
eunuch and Perfecto? A relationship of blood, perhaps? He glanced again at the dave's features.

The eunuch was walking more competently now, and hisface bore a very convincing look of deep
concentration. His newly washed hair, like silk fabric, fell in waves and folds about hisface.

No relationship. Impossible.

"Not in the desert,” Hakiim replied to Perfecto. "In a-village, secretly. Or at the walls of Granada
itsalf. He will have as good a chance of charity as any beggar—and he can be nothing €l se but a beggar.”

Perfecto turned his body back to the front. He looked neither at the eunuch nor at his partner.
"Moor," heannounced. "'l swear | will sl thisboy in Granada. | HAVE swornit. | will shed blood
before denying my oath.”

Hakiim stared at the back of Perfecto's head. Whose, he wondered. Whose blood?

In the middle of the day Raphael was fed once more of the same cered and vinegar, and hewas
alowed afew minutes rest in the shade of awall.

Thiswasin asmdl village, where the houses crowded together as though they had been built in the
middle of acity and the city then taken away from around them. The davesin their bird-flock fashion



lined the cool stonewall, ignoring the villagers with the same intensity the villagersignored them. Indeed,
in everyone's eyes, the difference of caste between these tattered Spaniards and the dave women was
insuperable. Y et each group felt itsalf the more respectable, for the davestook their status (in their own
eyes, a least) from their magters, and no onein this congeries of huts would ever own adomestic.

Djoura alone bothered to look at the scene around her, with its naked babies and dmost hairless
yellow dogs. And her gaze was as removed and disinterested asthat of an observer at amenagerie.

Her Pinkie looked, too, of course. Raphadl gazed about himsdf with friendly curiosity, unbroken even
when an infant of four years scuttled up and threw awad of dried cow dung into hislap. The blond
closed his eyes and listened to the chatter asthough it were music.

Once again life erased its miseries for Raphadl and he was free to think about his condition.

It had been terrible, and now was only bothersome. The difference between the two conditions
seemed to be connected with what he had eaten and drunk, and when. The time of day mattered too.
Cold and dark were unpleasant.

But so was hot sun. And hard stone. And fliesthat bit. And being kicked or glared at.

It seemed to him he was suspended between a thousand little-understood needs of the flesh and
another thousand outside sources of pain. These established his course, as the course of a pebble was
established once it was didodged from the top of ahill.

But that reminded him of his own pebble. Raphad's hand felt sweet relief as he opened hisfist and
looked at Da-miano's gift.

It was such a pretty pebble, all brown and rough with faint white stripes, and it looked as much likea
piece of acorkscrew as anything.

Damiano had been aman—he had been born aman. Y et HE had not seemed to let himself be
knocked back and forth between pain and desire, like Raphagl was. Damiano had caled, "If you have
thetime, Seraph..." very condgderately, and had smiled to greet him. Had he been in such misery, then,
hiding it dl from hisfriend? Surely Raphael would have seen.

No, it must have been that living as aman was an art which might be mastered. And Damiano, who
had done so, was till with Raphael—somewhere, somehow. In apebble. Flexing his cramped fingers,
Raphadl stuffed the pebble into the corner of his mouth, beside his back molar.

"l am Raphad," he said doud, in Damiano'slanguage. "1 am not just kicks and heat and hunger. | was
before these things, and will be after. | am my Father'smusician.” He raised his eyesto the southern
distance, where sand and dust fell away toward the sea he could not see, the seathey were leaving
further behind each day.

Djouraheard these foreign wordsin Pinkie's voice. Surreptitioudy she glanced over, and the blond's
face sartled her.

Helooks as stern as a king, she thought. Praise beto Allah, could it be my seve-head'smindis
coming back to him?

But if it were so, why didn't he talk sense? She gouged his hip with her muscular toe.

"Hiss, Pinkie! Who areyou talking to?"

He shifted the pebblein his mouth before answering. "'l am talking to my Father," he replied.

Shegiggled. "I see. Did he answer you?”

"No," Raphael answered smply. "He doesn't anymore.”

* * %

Perfecto wasthinking, | will accompany him out of the city thistime; hewill not suspect anythingin
that. And with al the money | will buy a hundred Masses for protection.

| was an act of graceto kill apaynim. It was holy.

"My unclewill take mein eadly, and with thislast profit | can buy asmadl date-pdm planting and a
couple of boysto keepit. I will not say aword to him, just get on my ship and disappear.”

Hakiim'smule swivelled its ears, seeming to reproach him for the plan. "A promiseto theinfidel isno



promiseat dl," he whispered to the beast.

Djoura observed Raphadl narrowly. No longer did he move like alout, nor roll hiseyeslikea
smpleton. Too much longer and the swine on muleback would redlize what they had here, and her
new-budded planswould go for nothing. The woman sidled up to Raphael and did her best to trip him.

"Thehbirdsintheair,” Raphadl sang slently, despite his sore feet and scourged back. "Thefishinthe
water, washing their backsin light."

Joy came from somewhere to him: agift as solid as stone.

5

The bees were dready awake, but then the bees had retired earlier than Saara. She stepped from her
hut into the light to find Gaspare stretched on the ground, waiting for her. His orange hair and red face
shone like two clashing flames against the green of the bee balm. The young man leaped to hisfeet.

"I candoit for you, my lady," he stated, biting off hiswordswith force. "Give metwo slver florins
and saven daysand | can doit." Hisfrosty green eyesboreinto hers, while hislong mouth fairly trembled
withintengty.

Saara, who had not dept well, was beset with adesire to turn around and go back indoors, pulling
the door behind her. Instead she yawned, combed her hair with her fingers, and replied, "Do what,
Gaspare?' "Go to the Devil," hereplied.

Saaralowered herself onto the gray rock which stood beside her door. Thisrock had a shape rather
like that of some quadrupeda anima with very round sides and stubby legs. She cdled thisrock her
housedog, athough the rock had comefirst, with the house being built behind it.

She considered the possibility that Gaspare were joking with her. He did not appear to bejoking, and
certainly the boy had had enough stupid ideas in the past, but one could have stupid ideas and still make
jokes. Findly Saarasaid, "1 have known men to go to the Devil before without needing two silver florins."

Hislips pulled away from histeeth as he answered, "Ah, but without money it takes longer.”

Now Ssarawas certain he was joking. Almost certain. She sighed, wondering once again why
Italians had to be like that. "The problem is, young one, that we want to find the Liar, not be found by
him."

Gaspare smiled and sat himself down at her feet. Hisface pulled into ataut smile as he looked across
a her.

Not up at her, but across. And there was something in his thoughtful expression that prefigured the
man that wasto be, once dl of Gaspare's tempers and gangling limbs had cometo terms at last.

Saarafelt something like ablow over the heart as she remembered the starved boy Gasparein ragged
clotheswho grabbed her about the knees, spouting gallant rubbish, on the road to Avignon, and the same
fourteen-year-old who stood white-faced and silent beside the body of his friend. So she had seen one
more boy grow out of childhood, and once again she hadn't noticed it happening.

This cannot go on forever, she said to hersdf Everyone growing and growing old and dying except
Saara. | do not want it to go on forever.

Gaspare was watching her face attentively. "Don't despair, my lady,” he comforted her. "If Delstrego
believes| can find old Scratch for you, then it must bethat | can.”

She shook her head. "It istoo great arisk for you, Gaspare. Not only arisk of the body, but..."

He flushed to deep burgundy. "What? That again? By San Gabriele, woman, haven't you learned by
now that | am Gaspare the [utenist, not some postulant of a cloistered order, to be saved from the



contagion of the world!

"Why, Delstrego himsdif told you you needed my help. Would you throw away the word of the
greatest musician of dl Italy and Provence—and a blessed spirit besides?' His narrow form swelled with
passion and he waved fingers dl through the air.

"Delgtrego himsdlf," repeated Saara silently. Had Darni become history aready, or alegend? What
kind of legend died of the plague at the age of twenty-three?

A legend with one believer.

Or two.

But she understood the anger behind Gaspare'swords. "No, Gaspare. Y ou areright, and | of all
people know better than to protect a person against his own will. If you want to help mefind the way to
Satan'sHall, 1 will accept your help thankfully.”

Gaspare, who had been building up his emotionsin case tantrums were necessary, felt hisfury lesk
away. "Hah? Good, then, my lady."

But hisvoice ill held an edge as he added, "Y ou must remember that Raphael is my teacher. And
my friend."

Saarastared at him coolly. "He makes alot of friends, that one," she stated, and began braiding her
damaged hair.

At the crown of the hill sood Gaspare, turning left and right in place. The sun of early morning sent
shadows of birch over the ground like tangled lace, while the looming shadow of the larger Sister pesk to
the northeast |apped up through the pines. The morning wasimpossibly sweet and beautiful, predicting a
scorching day.

"Once," the young man pronounced, drawing his brow and scowling fiercely, "when Delstrego wanted
to locate aman he didn't particularly like, he walked back and forth through a city, noting when he felt
most bothered and irritated. In that manner he drew nearer and nearer, until he could fed the fellow's
presence directly.”

"It sounds like agood method," replied Saara, who sat with her back againgt the bole of the tree,
chewing astem of sourgrass. "Of course, HE wasawitch.”

Gaspare's overlarge pale eyes pulled away from the horizon to focus on Saaras smdl face. "Could it
bethat | am too, my lady, and never have known it? Perhaps that was what he meant when..."

"No," Saaracut in evenly. "But | wouldn't et that worry you. Being awitch hasits drawbacks.

"Do you feed more bothered and irritated—or perhaps more proud, since it was supposed to be your
pride which connected you to Satan—in one direction more than another?"

Once again Gaspare revolved, thistime with his eyes closed and hands out, while his cheeks
brightened to acheery red. "I just fed immensdly ridiculous," he replied. The northerner nibbled her
tattered leaf thoughtfully. She stared at her bare toes. "Isthere any direction in which you fed more
ridiculous than another?* she asked reasonably.

"Yes. To the north, where | can fed you watching me spin like atop.”

Saara shot Gaspare aquick glance. "But I'm not. Not until now. | haven't looked at you once." Very
quietly she rose and stepped past him.

The redhead dropped his handsto his hips, but his eyes remained seded. "Wel, how am | to know if
you are or not?' He had a habit of forgetting to call Saara"my lady" when the least bit excited. Saara
never noticed. "I till fed ridiculouswhen | am facing you." "Facing me or facing north?' came her voice
from behind him. Gaspare jumped and swiveled. He blinked at her confusedly.

"Facing... north." Hiswords were amost awhisper.

Saaras smile was dow and drawn. It aged her face. "Good, then. Tell me, Gaspare, if you had to
guess, and Damiano had never said aword about pride calling to pride, in which direction would you
expect to find the Li—the Devil ?*

Gagpare folded himself on the turf beside her, mindful of his skintight hose. "Asachild, of course, |



believed the Devil lived under the Alps, in the heart of winter. All the babiesin San Gabriele are taught
thet.

"Now, being aman of some experience," (he did not see or chose to ignore the flicker behind his
companion'seyes) "l know heis moreto befound in the cities of the south, doing hiswork among men.”

Saarallifted her eyesto the green-black southern dopes, out of which the third sister pesk roselikea
rock from the sea. In the distance the haze was golden.

Then sheturned her head (and like an owl, Saaracould turn it very far) to ingpect the looming, purple
north.

"I think we should not bein too much hurry to grow up,” she commented.

"What would we do with him?" Saara exclaimed, for the third time. "He isno goat, to bounce over
the raw rock..."

Gaspare clutched his handful of black horse mane obgtinately. "Thisisthe very animd that Delstrego
rode through the mountains in the month of November, from Partestradato San Gabriele and beyond.”

Saaraground her teeth together and thought that she would shortly have heard enough about
"Dedrego.” "That wason aroad, | think. If | am right, we will have little enough to do with roads on this
journey. And when we reach the Devil'swindow in the rock (if we ever do), then what isthe horse to do:
grow wingsand fly in?'

Gagpare glared from the restive gelding to Saara. "Then he will walk home done. It isno new thing
for Festilligambe. Hes more than half savage asitis.”

Saara, t0o, peered into the animd's aristocratic face. "Why don't we let him decide. If heisto take
therisk..."

Gagpare snorted sullenly. His rapprochement with the black gelding was too hard-won for him to
want to walk when he could ride. And he wasn't sure he trusted the witch, who could pretend to ask and
then tell him the horse had said whatever she wished it to say.

But the justice of her proposa could not be denied. "Ask then.”

Saaraput one little hand beneath the horse's round chin, where spiky guard hairs grew untouched by
knife or razor. " Festigi—Festilli—Festie—oh, horse! Tell me, do you want to accompany us north into
the Alps, toward that presence we saw together by the wine-shop door in San Gabriele? And will you
help ustofight him?"

The geldings head snapped up into the air. He did an oversized double take, and then, rearing, he
spun around and vanished down the hillside.

"Don't fed bad,” said Saaragently to Gaspare. "Horses are not meant to be brave."

But Gaspare did fed bad. He fdlt utterly desolate, and unworthy besides, for he remembered this
same cowardly gelding standing foursguare over hisinjured master, holding off eight men and four whips.
In three years he—Gaspare of San Gabriele—had not won the animal's heart. Doubtless he never would.

“It'snothing," hetold Saara, looking away. "He dways knew | preferred dogs." And he paced heavily
down the hill among the birch trees.

Gaspare's few possessions were tied in asquare of linen, two ends of which went around hiswaist
and two ends of which went around his shoulders. Thelutein its sheepskin case he carried. Saaracarried
nothing.

The day wasfulfilling its high-summer promise, but in the aromatic pine woods of the hill's lower
dopes, it was till coal.

"Thereisabroad road not far north of Ludica," Gaspare was caling to the woman behind him. "It
runs all the way from Franche-Comté. Inthe east it leadsto... to the faraway eadt, | think. Once we
drikethat, we will have easy going, and our choice of trails going into the Alpsthemsdves. ..

"Then wewill haveto take our bearings again, and | must search my heart for presence of the Devil,
asDeldtrego said. Infact, | ought to do so constantly, lest we lose our path and vauabletime..."

Though she knew more about the roads of Lombardy than Gaspare could hope to, Saaralet him



prattle on. She was used to Itaians by now, and besides, she wanted to keep an eye on the shadow in
the woods—bulky, black, wary—that was following them.

As Gaspare detailed his plans for sdf-examination (they involved certain mental imageries of food,
drink, cards, dice, and other gppedling objectsto which he alluded dlip-tically), this shadow rose onto
the path behind, stepping silently on the carpet of needles. Saarafaded off the path and let it pass.

For twenty steps the black horse paced behind Gaspare without making his presence known. Then
he nudged with hisnose,

The gangling youth skittered forward, flailing for balance. Then he turned in outrage and confronted
Fedtilligambe, who stood motionless behind him with muzzle touching the ground and earsflat out to the
Sdes.

Gaspare dso stood frozen, though he blinked repegtedly. At last he put his hand on the geldings bony
withersand he sighed.

Since Delstrego had been known to play hislute while riding, nothing could stop Gaspare from doing
the same. He did not do so happily, however, for he was never completely relaxed on horseback, and his
knees gripped Fesilligambe's sdes like iron tongs.

But the horse picked itsway aong the rough ground with egg-cherishing care, for the dove which
perched on its pointed head had told him just what would happen if he spilled the lutenist. Sowly the
gelding cdlimbed into the fresh air of the mountains, wondering dl the while why anyone would want to go
to aplace with solittle grass.

Saards bird body was breathing heavily. She had shrunk to dove size so asto keep up with the horse
without burdening him further, but by the give-and-take of magic, it cost her just as much effort toride
thus asit would haveto climb at the geldings side.

Listening to Gaspares lute playing was another payment of sorts, for Saara. That the boy had control
of hisinstrument was obvious. His sense of time was good, and hisrhythmswere highly origind. But
Saara had been born into a culture where chant was the most respected form of music, and Gaspare's
carefully cultivated dissonances upset both her nerves and her digestion.

Y et she said nothing, for among the Lapps (who were al song wizards), to tell a person to stop his
music wasto tell him to stop his being. She merely wondered if the twigs of the apine willow would be
effective againg headache.

Gaspare, who had been raised (or who had raised himsdlf) in the shadow of the mountains, drank
deep lungfuls of air scented with evergreens, and he turned his eaglets face to the stony north. He felt
sparks of energy within him like the sparks the horses feet made hitting stone. Gaspare had only the
vaguest ideawhere they were going, but he had confidence.

Saaradid not, for she had no faith in their present course.

It was not that she doubted the words of the spirit, but she knew that thereis no trandation as difficult
asthat between the living and the dead, and what Damiano had meant by saying Gaspare knew the way
to the Liar's hal might be something completdly different from having the boy lead her there.

In fact, would Damiano—who had died rather than let her risk herself—have sanctioned bringing this
clumsy young fellow into danger of body and of spirit? If he HAD meant for Gaspareto fling himself
againg Satan, then the dead wereindeed a different order than the living. And though Damiano's
suggestion was little more than Saara had protested that same night on her own beha f—that one must
not keep asoul from its proper risks—till shefound it difficult to extend that liberty to otherswhom she
felt were not fit to meet the challenge. Gaspare, for instance. What could he do against pure wickedness,
and how could he survive?

Saara shuddered over the ruthless understanding of the dead.

But perhapsit was dl in error. Perhaps he had meant she would find the path by looking in the boy's
eyes, or in some ceremony of their Christian church. She had never studied these Italians rites. Perhaps
Gaspare was right in supposing thet the Devil (thistime) lay in the south.

Perhaps, perhaps. Doubt, like black water, seeped into her small feathered body and chilled her. She



fdtold.

She WAS old: old and past her prime. Off on afool's errand, and caught in abattle of spiritswhich
would have been too great for her strength anytime. She would be trodden underfoot, and Gaspare—he
would fly screaming, only to be taken by the Liar and twisted beyond recognition. It would have been
better not to have come. It would be better now to turn back. To Lombardy or farther. All the way back
to the frozen fens of home.

The dove's heart tripped and pounded. Her vision swam and her wings grew numb. Shefelt the cold,
groping fingers search toward her, impelling rout.

She fet rather than saw Gaspare raise his head from hisinstrument. He made anoisein histhroat.

"Play, Gaspare," the bird cried. "Don't lose the beat!"

Gaspare obeyed out of amusician's reflex, counting silently and coming down heavy on the bass,
while Saararetreated into the smple, incorruptible thoughts of abird. After amoment or two thevile
blind fingers passed over and faded.

Saara sighed and fluttered to the stones of the road. In another moment she was human again. She
clutched her head in both hands. "Gaspare,” she began, her voice quavering like that of an ancient.
"Gagpare, young one. Y ou keep your lute handy; it isyour greatest protection.

"Do you understand me?* she added, for Gaspare was staring blankly down at her braided head.

He did not answer directly, but asked in turn, "What do you mean, protection? Has something
happened?’

Saarahersdlf was shaking. She did down againgt arock and hid her head in her arms. "Y es, of
course. Didn't you fed the attack?1 can still smdll itintheair!”

Gagpare shifted his scarecrow anatomy on the horse's black back. "I fedl only that my butt isalittle
sore. And smdll?* He took adeep snort. "I smell the air of the mountains. It's very good.”

Saards hazd eyes pitied his obtuseness. "Nonetheless, young one, there has been great danger here.”

Shebit her lip. "Itisas| feared. All the while we arelooking for the Devil, heislooking for us."

Shewas quite correct; Lucifer was attempting to repair his neglect of the primitivesin thisworld, at
least to the extent of locating Saara and dealing with her.

And though he had enjoyed Raphagl's misery with good appetite, it was the angd's confusion and
sense of abandonment which redly pleased his pdate. After alittle while that confusion subsided,
because even in the form of a human dave Raphael could not be kept wholly apart from grace. In fact,
the most satisfying waves of desperation in the little dramawere coming from the Spaniard Perfecto, and
such anguish was a cheap drink and unsubtle.

So now Lucifer was taking the time to seek out ants, which isto say, he was|ooking for the
bothersome Saara. He had not forgotten the teeth of the bear in his neck.

But Saara, though powerful, was not aterribly complex person. She was not prone to greed, and
understood neither sin nor sanctity. She had no more shame than abird on a branch.

Consequently, shewas very difficult for Lucifer to find.

He stepped away from hiswindow. "Kadjebeen," he whispered sweetly to the air. "Kadjebeen, |
have a boneto pick with you."

The raspberry demon waddled unhappily out from under the table. His eye staks were wilted as he
regarded hisinferna master. "I'm sorry, Y our Magnificence," he squeaked nervoudy. "Whatever it was, |
will not doit again.”

Lucifer'sblue eyesflickered. Y ou won't disarm me so easily, you mountebank. | thought | told you
to beat that scum till he was half-dead.”

"Yes, wel, 01 did, Lord."

Lucifer'seegant brow rosein feigned surprise. Y ou did? Then why, may | ask, can | perceivehim
from out this window, trotting quite competently down aroad in Granada, only four and twenty hours
later?!



K adjebeen's eyes (dlso blue, like those of a scallop) stared at one another and blinked. They knotted
together in thought, and at last the demon replied, ™Y our Magnificence, it isdifficult to know exactly how
much of life or death makes half. | thought that if | erred, it ought to be on the conservative sde.”

"Y ou have always got an answer," drawled Lucifer, frozen faced, and heraised his carnelian hand.
The raspberry demon ran (rolled, redlly) acrossthe floor at great speed, but he was not fast enough.

"What use | S the stupid beast!" spat Gaspare with childish disdain as he and Saaratogether tried to
haul a scrabbling Fedtilligambe up the dick bulge of aroad-blocking boulder. On the other sde of this
obstacle lay miles of broad, flat |and and a choice of roads, but it seemed that near was no closer than
far, for they had been struggling with the horse al afternoon. The gelding's frantic pants |l ft little crystal
cloudsintheair.

"Do not blame him," chided Saara. "He cannot help that thisis no road for horses." With what would
have been suicida confidence in aless stock-wise person, she got behind the horse, next to his dancing
hind feet, and pushed. Fes-tilligambe wedged one hoof securely into acrack in the sone and his sweseting
black quartersrippled with effort.

He was up.

Gaspare, who was till pulling, was knocked flat and overrun. Festilligambe's hooves dipped and
skidded around Gaspare's head.

The redhead rose howling, both hands clapped to the back of his head. "Murder! Son of a sow!
Bladder full of piss Y ou touch me once moreand I'll knife your black belly!"

Saaraput her hand againgt Festilligambe's shoulder, averting the horse's natural hysteria. She herself
was scanddized. "Gaspare! What shameto threaten afine, useful beast—who didn't even step on you!

"Control yoursdlf, young one. It was you who wanted him to come.”

Gaspare did not often remember his mother or her abortive effectsto discipline him. Asameatter of
fact, the woman was best forgotten, but Saaras maternal correction sent him into arage.

"Wanted him? Y es, | wanted to ride, but the sows son has dragged hisfeet for dl of aweek. Heis
spoiled meat, and overdue for the whip!

"Thewhip!" he repeated, snapping hisfingers by hisright ear. The words had given riseto theidea.
But Gaspare didn't have awhip, so frantically he grabbed for the end of the makeshift halter rope.

Saarahad no intention of allowing Gaspare to best the horse. To exercise one's passions on a beast
of burden was one of the worst crimes of her nomadic society. She could stop Gaspare with three words
sung in ascending melody, and she opened her mouth to do so.

But Gaspare needed no spell to freeze him, for he stood till with the rope end raised in one shaking
hand, while the horserolled hiseyes a him. Silence was broken only by the sweet cdls of the apine
birds. He shook his head, as though denying something which was being said to him.

And there was something in the heavy flush of Gaspare's face and the shalow glint of hismad eye
which pulled amemory from Saara. That carnelian visage, and that cold light of hate. ..

Saararaised her head and sniffed the air. She felt no attack, no approaching hand of despair over her.

It was Gaspare's persona battle.

And it seemed the boy was a loggerheads with himsdlf. His shoulders were hunched and hisfists
balled, asthough he would throw himself a someinvisible obstacle. Hislipstrembled and his hairless chin
went dick with swesat. Saarawatched with guarded pity, too wiseto interfere. What was the Devil's
wespon here: pride, as Damiano had warned him, and the anger that it nourished? Saara could not know.
Nor did she want to know, for it was none of her business,

Without anything obvious happening—neither changein the light of afternoon nor in the interrogetive
cals of the birds—the battle was ended. Gaspare straightened. Hislarge eyes softened from stedl-white
to green, and his hands relaxed. He gave a great exhausted sob.

"Gagpare," whispered Saara. He turned to her.

"L ook about you now," she commanded. "And tdl mewhichway."



The young man did not ask for an explanation. With aweary face he peered into the distance first
right and then left. Finaly he pointed directly north. "Thisway," he grunted. "Thereis no doubt.”

Gaspare had not picked an easy path. After afew miles there was some doubt he had picked a path
a dl. Thetravelersfound themsalvesin acleft of round stones between jagged piled cliffs. There were
few trees and little grass, though Festilligambe plunged his black muzzle into any damp-looking crevice he
saw.
Coming to acrest in atrail which seemed to have been created only by therain, they found
themsalvesin the reverse of the position they had been in only an hour previoudy. The ground dropped
suddenly by at least Six feet, and the fal was amost sheer to bare stone below.

"We cannot take the horse down this," announced Saara. "We must retrace our steps and go
around.”

"Go around what?" asked her companion, with anironica lift to hiseyebrows. "The Alps?' He
gestured from the dab of granite on their |eft to that of basalt upon their right. Evening light had turned the
west to gold, while the black basalt loomed uncomfortably close.

Saarabit her lip. She was not feding especidly confident, and it waslate in the day for decisons.
"Back to the crossroad then. At least there isflat ground on which to deep, and some grass.”

Gaspare |ooked at the horsesribs. "Y eah. He could useit,”" he grudgingly admitted. He took the
animd's hater in his hand. "Although I'd rather be begt by fists than have to endure that upsy downsy one
moretime.

"Come on, boy," Gaspare said to Festilligambe. "Y ou can't hel p being adumb, clumsy horse who
cantdimb hills"

Fedtilligambe did not have a speaking tongue, and even after the association first with Damiano and
now with Saara, he did not understand Italian.

But he did understand something, for with atwist of his snuous neck he freed himsdf from Gaspare's
grip. He gathered his quarters under him and threw himsdf off the little cliff and into space.

Fedtilligambe was an excdlent jumper. He had once cleared an eight-foot wall burdened by two (very
skinny) riders. But he had never before flown, so when Saaraand Gaspare saw the gelding give agreat
kick with hishind feet, twist in the air, and disappesar, they could do nothing but stare.

Gagpare flung himsdf face down at the edge. "He's... he'snot there!l” the redhead exclaimed. "Not
running away, not broken on the stones. Wherethe hell DID he go?"

Saara, though she stood wide-eyed, wasthinking. After afew slent moments she motioned to
Gagpare. "Don't worry, young one."

"What do you mean, don't worry? The brute has my water bag on him. He hasmy LUTE!"

Saaraonly smiled. "Trust me, Gaspare. Trust me as| trust you. And | do trust you, for you are atrue
and faithful guide. Take my hand."

Gaspare glared dubioudy at the witch, for after al her motherly proddings and botherations he could
not believe she had suddenly perceived him as an object of romance.

She was forced to snag his hand by the knuckles. "Now, Gaspare. If you want to find your lute again.

"We go one, two, three, and...

“Lmp!”

Gaspare had no choice. She dragged him to the edge and leaped off. He could either follow or be
pulled head fird.

A wrench. White granite blurred and twisted. Black basalt spread over the universe. Down went
sdeways and he hit on his hip and hands.

It was dtill evening. Festilligambe stood before him, with Gaspares bag gtill safe, though it had dipped
over the gelding's neck and hung like aheavy pendant. The horse stood on three feet, resting one hooftip
gingerly on the ground. He nickered.

Saarawas beside him, climbing dowly to her feet. Her dress was dust-coated up the back and so



was her hair. "I am not acat,” the witch stated regretfully, rubbing the back of her neck.

"What happened, my lady?What hit us?* Gaspare inched his knees up under him. They were
unwilling, seeming to belong to someone ese.

Saara chuckled ruefully. "The edge of theworld hit us, Gaspare. For me it was the second time,
though it iseasier when oneisabird.

"But be glad. It meanswe are on theright path.”

Gaspareignored all this, for Saarawas capable of talking as crazily as Delstrego in his prime. He
stood up and stared at awelter of broken points of rock. "It doesn't look the same from down here," he
said, and then he shivered.

"From up here," Saara corrected him. "And it shouldn't, for welve come avery long way, | think."

After ashort cold night's deep they were on their way again. Saaratook bird form and made aswveep
of the bare windy peaks, while Gaspare led Festilligambe along the only path they had.

It was apoor path and the beast was very hungry.

By the time the dove fluttered down again the horse had refused to move. Gaspare, weary of fighting
and mistrusting his own temper, was seated on a bare stone. His back was turned toward Festilligambe,
while his gaze rested dong a gore of the mountains, facing south. There the Alps tumbled away to alow,
mauve horizon. He started as Saara spoke.

"Thereisatunnd ahead, boy: not naturd, | think. The path descendsinto it."

"Not natural!" Gaspare swivelled to find Saara seated on the horse's back, Sdesaddle. Y ou mean it
was made by... Y ou mean we have found the doorway into hell?"

"I do not think so, for the hdl | entered was high above ground in dl itswindows. Y et it issignificant,
| amsure”

Gaspare proceeded on tiptoe, though with Fes-tilligambe's castanet hooves behind him he might have
saved himsdlf the trouble. Saara's little bare toes made no sound at all asthey gripped rock and grave.

"Odd," whispered the redhead, "that we've seen no one at all for days. Were not THAT far north,
aewe?'

His hissing voice echoed dong the pass, amplified by sometrick of sound. The noise continued long
after he'd stopped talking.

"l have noideawherewe are," answered the witch equably. "Not since we fdll Sdeways off the rock.
But | know it's where we want to go."

Now the sound in the air mimicked high wind, though no breeth ruffled Festilligambe's mane. Then
suddenly it was cut short, and the subsequent silence was even more ominous.

Saaradipped down from the horse, sniffing ddicatdly. "What do you smell, Gaspare?'

The youth snorted obediently, and then again through curiosity. "I don't know, my lady. Sandalwood,
perhaps?

"Or, no: What's wrong with my noseto say that?1 think it'sastable.”

Saaradid not laugh at these conjectures. Instead she wrinkled her brow. "More like fresh cut wood
than horse dung, | think. But there's something animal init, dso."

They passed between atower of granite and a doping drop of some hundred feet, and there before
them was white stone with around black hole cut into it, and it was from this source that came both the
odd wind noise and the smell.

Fegtilligambe baked. So did Gaspare. "We cannot go in there, Saara. It is atogether dark, and may
pitch usdown adliff!"

The witch bit her lower lip and studied the entrance. It was regular and very smooth, but round asa
foxhole. The rim of it was rounded and full of hardened bubbles, as though the rock were mere dried
mud. "Not atogether dark. Unlessit isvery long, therewill be somedaylight init. Give my eyestime and
| will seewhat | need to see.

"You wait here" she said grandly, and she stepped under the arch.



Instantly Gaspare's refusd to continue warred with a contradictory anger at being left behind. He
watched her glimmering dim figure fade into the depths. " Gaspare of San Gabriele," he growled doud,
"you ought to be ashamed. Redlly ashamed of yoursdlf.

"And you too," he added spitefully to the trembling horse.

Dark, dark. Daylight faded much more quickly than Saara had expected. The witch had never studied
bat form (not foreseeing that she would one day find hersdf in the velvet blackness a the heart of a
mountain far above the plains of the earth), but she had studied the high art of making do, and she used
every one of her human sensesto test her progress.

The floor was smooth as awell-made roadbed and round asthe sides of abarrel. The walls, scarcely
fifteen feet gpart, ran smooth. Saarawas tempted to give up asow hands-and-feet approach, trusting the
passage to remain level and intact. But Gaspare was right: there might be holes. If thistunne had been
built by the Liar (surely it was built by craft), therewould likely be surprises of some nature.

Within, the smell was stronger: musky (like a stable, Gaspare had said) yet tinged with adry perfume
like that of no beast of her knowledge. The hissng wind came louder, and in regular gusts.

Surprises of some nature.

Saararesisted the temptation to change shape. What was the use in becoming a bear before one
knew bear qualities were needed? It was hard to think, when one was a bear, and if she were forced to
confront the Liar himsdlf it would be wiser (if anything about confronting the Liar could be wise) to do so
in her trueimage.

On. It was unnaturaly dark, though Saara could smell no sorcery around her. (No human sorcery,
shequdified, for the deceits of the Liar were subtle.) There was only the musky sandalwood smell, and
that grew no thicker, never gpproaching rankness.

Either her eyes adjusted between one moment and the next, or there was light ahead.

Air eddied roughly in the passage, like streams of water which smash againgt astonewall. Saara
turned to look over her shoulder at the still blackness she had crossed. Had she had the luck of passing
through the tunnel without encountering its heavy-bresathing occupant? How, when her witch sense hadn't
hinted of any side passage?

Gray day shone on granite, sparking tiny lightslike jewels. A dead end?

No, merely aright-angle turn. Ssara crawled over something colder than stone. It was an enormous
ring of iron, anchored into rock. A chain stretched from it, so heavy she could not budge one of the links
which twisted down the tunnel, toward the light.

Sunlight and the smdl of cinnamon, sandawood, cedar: adry, sharp smell.

The tunnel was not a an end, but here was acleft init, abreak clean and cruel asthough struck by a
heavenly ax. One hundred feet away, on the far sde of this splash of yelow, the foxhole continued, black
and round. But in the middle of the sunlight sprawled the heavy-sghing wearer of the chain.

He was not coiled: not like withies are coiled to make abasket. Hismetdlic length lay in asort of
G-clef pattern, and though in the sun he glinted in arich array of red, green, and indigo, his color was
black.

Black except his head, which was golden horned, hisface framed by awhole series of scaly spiked
collars, yelow, scarlet, and indigo, giving him the appearance of a chrysanthemum with along, bare stem.

He had four legs, no sign of wings, and acrest like little burnished flames which ran from neck to tail
tip, some ninety feet in al. His eyeswere enormous, gold, ditted like acat's, and staring down at Saara
from grest heights.

The greatest witch in the Itdics had seen dragons and wyverns before, and would have recognized
many fell beasts on sight, but she had never seen anything like this. She stood stock-4till while she framed
in her mind what might be the greatest power song of her life. Or thelast one.

The creature pulled iron-black lips from teeth the blue-white of skimmed milk. Each of these wasthe
size and shape of ascimitar, and his tongue between them was forked. The noise of forgesincreased. A
movement began at the cresture'stail and traveled up the serpentine length of him, like the flood crest of



ariver when the dam has gone.

Yards of gold crest vanished, to be replaced by flat, lustrous belly scales. Four long legs curled up,
their etiolated, thumbed paws exposing claws the size and shape of cow'sribs. Last of al the ornate heed
flipped over and hit the stony ground, until it was gazing madly at Saara, upside down. The eyeswere
now &t her level.

"Bonjour, madame,” he said very correctly. "Comment al-lez-uous aujourd'hui ?"

She blinked. "I don't speak Langue d'Ouil," she answered in Itdian, wondering if the beast's purpose
wasto distract her, and feeling he had certainly succeeded. "I don't speak any languages but Fennish and
Itdian."

"Fennish and Itdian!" The dragon (if he could be called adragon) chuckled. "Many people speak
[talian. No one speaks Fennish but a native of the Fenland,” he stated, speaking that tongue. "Therefore |
presume you to be an émigrée of the Fensresiding now in the ltdics. The north Italics, if your accent is
any indication.”

Hearing the clear, comfortable sounds of home from this huge bizarrity struck Saaranearly dumb. But
her wit returned to her in timeto alow her to reply, "Then you, too, must be anative of Fenland. The
south, however, | would say by your accent.”

"Lappishisequdly familiar to me" the creature replied, shifting hisvoice moreinto the nose. His
five-fingered paw scratched belly scalesreflectively.

"But it would be ludicrous to attempt to convince you that | come from the land of ice and snow. | am
merely an exception to therule | myself stated.” Amber eyes hooded themselves complacently, and then
the dragon rotated again, in the same direction, so that his jaw rested on the ground twenty feet from
Saarasfeet, while his body rested quite comfortably with ahaf twist init.

"There ARE dragonsin the north," stated Saara, taking the chance on his species.

Window-sized nodtrils dilated and the creature emitted a huge snort. The dry, woody smell thickened.
"Dragons, perhaps, but not such asl," he ated, pique shading his voice. Suddenly the beast flipped to
his feet and his neck arced above her, coiling like black smoke in the air (which had grown very hot).
"Do | haveabarrd like an ox's, wingslike aplucked chicken's, breath like rotten eggs, and incrustations
both dorsal and ventral?

"Furthermore, have | attacked you with inhospitable fury on the suspicion that you "cometo rob me
of some possession—not that | have any, mind you?'

With asong of seven words Saara created aforty-foot wall of blue ice between the dragon and
hersdlf. It was an arduous spell, though quickly done, and her heart was | eft pounding.

The dragon watched, then casualy he leaned over the wal and laced hisfingerstogether. "Redlly,
now, madam. Can you claim that any of the graceless creatureswho inhabit their charred holes on the
steppes have more than the dightest resemblance. .. | do not mean to sound egotistical, but | am no more
like your European dragons than you are like the Emperor's monkey!"

That glittering heed full of glittering teeth was now only afew feet from Saaras. Sherefused to be
intimidated by it, and felt some display on her part was caled for. "Get back," she snapped, raising avery
small hand benegth the dragon's nose. "Get back, animdl, or I'll freeze you, crop and craw, into black
ice." The sunlight which poured through the cleft rocks trembled and shivered, as hot air met the magic of
the north.

The amber eyes grew impossibly wide, protruding like those of alapdog. "Ugh! Magic," he snorted,
turning his head away as though he smelled something foul. The dragon retregted five steps, and then the
sght of Saaras set face set him into pedl's of echoing laughter. Rocks tumbled in the distance.

"Isit my breath, little lady? Or isit the length of my eyeteeth that has swept your manners away like
this? | assureyou that had | any intention of doing you harm, | would not have waited to address you
firg."

Asthe creature backed, so did Saara, from sunlight into obscurity, until she stood at the turn in the
passage wall. Suddenly she was around it and running in the darkness.



"Wait," came abellow behind her. Thewallsvibrated. Then there was asharper crashing, asforty
feet of ice smashed like glass, followed by the sound of heavy chain being flung about.

"Wait, madam," the dragon cdled from behind her in the tunnd. "Y ou take my witticism too much to
heart!" Then the air rang and crashed as though an iron tower had falen at Saaras feet. The dragon had
reached the end of hischain.

But hisvoice rose once more. "l realy WOULD like to speak with someone, | am along way from
home, and it has been years..."he said, before the echoes died away.

Ahead was a speck of light. Gaspare was waiting there for her with Festilligambe, if the racket hadn't
spooked the horse. Or Gaspare.

But Saaras bare feet dowed, and then stopped. She was haf-embarrassed to have run from a
cregture that had offered no direct threst.

And then the way the beast had spoken. "... it has been years..."

Saarawas not without sengibilities.

But dragonswere dy, and talking dragons dyest of all. And THIS beast wasin the service of the Liar
himsalf, wasn't it? It was chained there, at leest.

Chained. The Lapps chained neither their deer nor their dogs. Saarathought all chains despicable.
Sheturned her face around. "Dragon,” she cdled.

Thereply wasimmediate. "Yes! I'm here” Then he added, "Of course I'm here; what asilly thing for
meto say."

Wasthere atouch of bitternessin hiswords, of self-pity perhaps? But the Liar dedlt in bitterness and
sf-pity quite frequently.

"Who chained you, dragon?' Saara shouted down the passage.

She heard agusty, whistling sgh. "It was anasty felow with the very ingppropriate name of Morning
Star." Once again the creature seemed to have regained his composure, aswell as his naturd loquecity,
for he added, ™Y ou see, madam, | was seeking after abook: abook which received high praisein certain
crces Itiscaled La Commedia Di-vina, and it was written by an Italian. Perhapsyou..."

"Never heard of it," replied Saara. "But then, | can't read.”

"Ah. Well. | heard rumor of it asfar away as Hunan Province, where news of events outside of
Cathay hardly ever reaches. By report it contained great wisdom and excellent poetry, and...Wel, |
collect wisdom, you see..."

"Y ou collect wisdom?' Saaramurmured, but decided not to interrupt. The dragon continued.

"The book was divided into three sections, | believe. Thefirst being I1 Inferno; the second, 1
Purgatorio; and thethird, 11 Paradisic.” Another sigh-gale wrung through the darkness.

" think | would have done better to seek after thethird section first.”

"No doubt." Saarahad no ideawhat the creature was talking about. She wondered if dragons, too,
grew senile.

"Why don't you break the chain?' she asked shortly.

Therewasarudle. "My dear lady! | have been stuck in thisinelegant place for agood number of
years now. Don't you think | would have, if | could? It has some sort of disgusting..." the voice faded
with embarrassment "... spel onit.”

Saaralowered hersdlf onto the smooth floor of the tunnel, facing toward the great voice and the smell
of sandalwood. She sat, thought some, and picked her toenails. "It's not so big achain,” she ventured.
"And | have some ability with spells. | think | could break it, if | spent alittletimeat it.”

The rustling sopped. "Well, madam.” She heard a sdf-conscious rustling.

"| swear to you it will not damage my pride at all to have you succeed where | havefailed. Please
try."

"What will you do if I let you go free?’

Thistimethe slence was longer. "What will | do? Almost anything you should ask. Anything that does



not conflict with any previous oath or commitment, of course.”

The witch'sfeet were sore from too much stumbling against rock. She squeezed them as she
considered.

Time had taught Saarato have little trust in elementals, let done mongters. But she had to get by the
Cresture.

And she was definitely not without sensibilities.

"How many years have you been here, again?'

He groaned. "Twenty-two."

"And what have you been eating or drinking in thet time?"

"Thereisasmall stream in the passage beyond. Asfor food—the last thing that passed my lipswasa
pig, roasted Hunan-style."

"Twenty yearswithout esting?' There wasincredulity in her voice. "How isit you are fill dive?"

The beast gave ahuge metalic shrug. "1 am not afrantic mammal, you must understand. And | deep a
lot.

"Buit | tell you, madam, that twenty years without conversation has been aharder trid."

Saararocked back and forth thoughtfully. "Well, I'm not one for long conversations at the best of
times, dragon, and | don't know whether | believe aword you're saying."

A hollow thump through the darknessindicated it had dropped itslong chin on the ground. "Why
should you? Theworld isfull of illuson,” it agreed somberly.

Saara gpproached the creature, stepping from darkness into haf-light. It lay extended on its Sde and
held one paw—hand, redlly, with four spidery fingers and athumb— in the other, flexing it gingerly. From
adull iron manacle on itswrist stretched the heavy chain.

"Onewould think," it said to Sesarawaspishly, "that twenty years would teach me the limits of this
thing."

"One would think," she agreed. The dragon massaged itswridt.

Saara, sanding beside acirclet of iron aslarge asa hip bath, cleared her throat. "How do | know,
dragon, that you won't turn around and eat me as soon as | release you?”

The gold eyes shone with more light than the reflected sun on the stone of the passage seemed to
alow. They regarded her with a shade of amusement. "Y ou don't, of course. Just as | have no security
that you won't get it into your head to freeze meinto alump of ice. But if words carry any weight with
your people (and | seem to remember they do), then it isenough that | say | will not. What ismore, | tell
you | have not eaten ahuman creature for approximeately five hundred years.”

Saarafound this statement very interesting, as possibly the dragon intended that she would. It implied
that the beast was more than five hundred, of course. (Unlessit wasaway of saying it had never eaten a
human, but then why not just say s0?) It dso implied some sort of monumenta change in the dragon's
habit. It postively invited questions.

But Saararefused to ask them. "But perhaps you haven't been this hungry for five hundred years."

The great beast yawned. "1 was hungrier ten years ago than | am now. But let's adopt a pleasanter
subject, shal we?

"Such as yoursdlf, madam: What necessity brings you to this dreadful, boring place, and how might |
be of useto you?'

Saarasat onachanlink. "You be of useto me?| thought it was the other way around.”

The dragon's glorious face was turned to Saara, and between the light of hiseyes and the heat of his
breath, it waslike Sitting under a desert sun. "Nothing runsin one direction only except water, and that
(I'mtold) only initslesser beds.

"l am the Black Dragon," the creature announced, with a strange sort of dignity. "And though you see
me a my disadvantage, | assure you that thereislittle born of earth which isolder, or whichismy equa
in strength.” And with that the dragon turned its head to the darkness and gave ashort, hollow laugh.



Saararaised one eyebrow. "Well, dragon, | am fairly old and fairly strongand not tied up at dl.” And
then, with asudden impulse of trust, she added, "And I'm on my way to the Liar's Hall of Four Windows,
to find and rescue the Chief of Eagles, who has been imprisoned by the wicked one.”

The dragon started upright. Great writhing coils dammed againgt the roof of the passage. Itsjaw hung
open.

The creature hissed like abailer.giving way. "Y ou are what?"

Saararepeated, condensing along story as best she could. As she spoke the light of the dragon's
eyesflickered, and amber rays moved like fish over the walls of stone. The beast itself did not move a
muscle

But when shewasfinished, it spoke. "This Chief of Eagles, then, isthe same the Hebrews call Rafayl,
and the Latins Raphael? He is ateacher?’

"Of music,” dipulated Saara.

The dragon yawned. "Thereis only one Teaching.

"l have heard of this person, Raphad.”

Then the dragon drummed hisfingers againgt the stone floor, making thunder. He looked neither at
Saaranor a anything esein thelong gray tunndl, and the light of hiseyesfaded. At last he said, very
camly, "To hoard or conced the Teaching isagreat crime. Perhaps the greatest.”

"To keep aperson's spirit imprisoned is greeter,” she said boldly.

"One and the same.”

"Thenyou will let usgo by?

The long head drew very closeto Saaras and the yellow eyeskindled again. "Free me."

Saarafdt the beast'swill beating down on hers, but there was no magic in it, nor any compulsion she
could not resist. Her desire to break the dragon's chain was her own, sprung of pity and nursed by her
hatred for confinement of al sorts. She spared one moments thought to Gaspare, helpless and unaware at
the caverns mouth, and then she put her handsto the cold iron.

But Saara had underestimated the Piedmontese. Gaspare was a that moment inching forward on his
hands and knees through what was to him unbroken blackness, cursing as he went. He had heard voices,
and he had heard hissing, and he had felt shocksin the earth itself.

Hewas coming after Saara.

"Too late," muttered the youth as he went. "Too little and too late, may San Gabriele boot meinthe
behind, but I am coming. No man, woman, or devil may call Gaspare the Lutenist acoward.”

That no one save Gaspare the L utenist had called Gaspare a coward did not occur to the redhead.
He comforted himsdlf with the knowledge that he had shown greater bravery than that of the horse,
which had bolted at the first ominous crash from within. Carrying dl belongingswith it. All savethelute,
of course, which Gaspare now bore dung under hisbelly. It banged his hipbone lightly with every jar.

No doubt it was the Devil himsalf ahead, ensconced amid the quenchless coals. No doubt Saarawas
long since reduced to a cinder. No doubt Gaspare's own defiance would last aslong asit took for a
moth to char itsdlf inacandle.

Toolittleand too late.

Gaspare thought to himself of what it meant to live, and to die. Slowly he stood. He unwrapped his
instrument. He walked forward, playing as he went. It was what Del strego would have done.

From time to time he bounced off the passagewalls.

The dragon froze at the sound. He (Saara had ascertained it was a he) lifted his ornamented head.
"What ISthat?"

"That is Gagpare," replied the witch camly. "Playing the lute.”

He rumbled deep in hislong throat. "I have never heard the like."

Saarasighed. "Heisvery progressive.”

Gaspare thought his eyes were acting up when the faint amber swirls arted to play over the passage



walls. But he put one hand out and what appeared to be the wall WAS thewall, so he blinked and
walked on.

In the center of the yellow light was a shadow, a shadow that grew and came on, with avague
metdlic rustling. The shadow grew to bethat of the Lady Saara, surrounded by ahao of gold light.

Lute strings faded to slence. "My lady," whispered Gaspare. "Are you in heaven or hell?!

At that moment the halo lifted above the woman, and Gaspare looked up into ashining, awful face.

"Chrig!" he gasped, and then histongue swelled to fill his mouth. Hisright hand dipped over his open
grings with gentle dissonance.

6

The street hawkers, heard faintly in the distance, called their waresin two languages, or threg, if the
patois of the Muwalladun was considered. All theflies of Granada droned, and the Sierra Nevada made
ajagged rip in the horizon. Hakiim led his cusomer aong a street baked hard astiles by the sun.

The latter fellow was aman of imposing size and girth, dressed according to Moorish custom in white.
Behind him came another, a small person, heavily veiled, who tended to bounce as she walked, after the
manner of small dogs.

"Black?" asked the customer, not for the first time. "Black asink?”

"Black asthe abyss" replied Hakiim, and he said no more. It was his custom to maintain dignified
slence before such customers as he thought might thereby be impressed. And there was something not
atogether orthodox about this potentia customer: a shade of hazel about the eyes, perhaps, or adight
fault in speech. Perhaps a converted

Chrigtian, or a parvenu from Egypt come to Granadato hide his origin.

Whatever, Hakiim'singtincts led him to adopt a haughty attitude and Hakiim'singtincts were rarely
wrong.

"I've heard that the blacker agirl is, the sounder sheis, and the better nurse she makes," remarked the
man, as hefollowed Hakiim with aheavy, rolling step.

"It could well betrue," the Moor replied, still without great enthusasm.

The smal person who came behind tittered brightly.

"My little wife had ablack nurse asachild. Now that sheis... now that we are... wethought..."

Hakiim amiled to himsdf. Soon, if he kept his mouth shut, the fellow would reved every fact and
foible of his household. The Moor did not care, nor was he particularly disturbed by the idea of the
ferocious Djouraas ababy's dry nurse.

The black's moods were various. Perhaps today sheld choose to exhibit cold pride instead of
homicida fury. Let the man look a her and decide; hisfamily's safety was then his business.

They turned into adoor in the blank white wall of ahouse: afine, expensve house, rented by Hakiim
for the express purpose of setting Djourato the best advantage. They passed through to the garden
courtyard, where among oranges and tiny cypress the black woman sat, wearing robes of white cotton,
brand-new.

In the corner sat theidiot eunuch, who had been commanded to sit ill, and who obeyed like adog.
The Spaniard was there, too, crouched unobtrusively in a corner where the welts on hisface would not
be visble. The welts had come from Djoura, as aresult of the merchants abortive effortsto feed the
woman a sedetive dose of kif.

But no such drug seemed necessary, for the black Berber gave the approaching party only the most



demure of glances before lowering her shy head and lacing her hands together on her lap.

Hakiim approached. He tentatively extended one hand which was neither bit, clawed, nor spat a. He
lifted the daves chin for ingpection. She amiled.

"ThisisDjoura," hesaid. A shade of question crept into hisvoice.

He had expected SOME trouble. He had been prepared with discipline, explanations of previous
ill-trestment, promises of amendment, offersof helpintraining... He had set up thisentire
Stuation—house, clothing, sae by private treaty—as an attempt to gloss over Djouras maniacal temper.

What wasin the girl's head, to go suddenly al meek and winsome? (And didn't she look handsome,
with her face not twisted into a snarl?) Hakiim had the sudden wish he'd stated a higher price.

The customer stepped forward. He gazed down at the woman from over hiswhite-cased paunch.
"Girl," he pronounced, "1 am Rashiid ben Rashiid. | am looking for an attendant for my youngest wife and
adry nursefor the baby that is coming. Would you be agood one?"

Djourabatted her curly lashes and smiled at the ground. Then she smiled at the little veiled face that
peeped around Rashiid ben Rashiid's bulk. She wiggled from one side of the seet to the other in an agony
of shyness. | think wewould," she mumbled into her lap.

Rashiid liked the girl's attitude. He also liked her looks. And it occurred to him that the Prophet had
ordained that a man might have four wives, while Rashiid (comfortably Situated as he was) had only two.

No need to think further about that now, however. Now there was the baby to consder: perhaps his
first son. It was enough that this woman be strong and biddable. Later, when he was ready to brave his
present bride's pique, and that of her family, of course...

But by what strange custom did the Nubian refer to her lowly sdif in the plurd?

Rashiid ben Rashiid laughed tolerantly. "We, little one? Are you twins, perhgps?’

A giggle and ascuff of the ground with one sandaled foot. *No. My brother and | do not look dike."

Hakiim felt hisears prick up. Infact, it seemed those organs were moving to the top of his head
through amazement. He opened his mouth to contradict the girl—to as sure Rashiid that there was no
brother in the case—when Djoura crooked her finger and the blond eunuch trotted over.

Obedient, like adog.

Rashiid stared at Raphael, who returned a blue gaze free from either shyness or chalenge. Then the
large man seemed to puff out larger. He gave out heavy brays of laughter.

"Merchant of women, what isthis?' he gasped, when he could. "There was no talk of a...abrother!"
Hakiim shook hishead blankly. "1 have no idea. The yellow-head is of course no reation at dl to her,

A voiceinthe corner spoke. "They go well together," said Perfecto. "In contrast. Two for the price of
one”

Hakiim shot alook of fury at his partner. It was not customary for Perfecto to spesk in the
marketplace; he was not a convincing salesman and his native accent was strong. In dealing with
customers of quality it was the Spaniard's business to keep his mouth shut.

Andthis... thisbizarre attempt to get rid of theidiot by making him part of a package with Hakiim's
prizediscovery...

But Djouratook Raphael by the hand, and seeming to gather together dow reserves of courage,
amiled into Rashiid's glowering face.

"Thisismy brother Pinkie, master. Heis not a man but— you know—-aboy. He is agood worker
and doeseverything | say.”

Rashiid found his annoyance mdlting in this girl's black velvet gaze. "I don't need aboy," he Sated,
measking confusion with gruffness.

Djoura seemed to wilt, and she gave along sigh. "Without my brother,” she said tremuloudy, "I must
aurely languish. Without Pinkiel think | will die.”

Hesaring no response, she continued in louder tones. "Without Pinkie | will throw mysdlf into the



ocean, | guess. Without Pinkie | will throw..."

Hakiim cut her off, feding her thrests were about to extend from suicide to murder, "Don't be silly,
Djoura. You've only just met the creature thisweek!"

Then heturned to Rashiid. "The eunuch, when wefirst got him, was sick, and Djouranursed him
back to hedlth. | guessthey developed some attachment, but it's surely nothing that cannot be forgotten in
afew days..."

While Hakiim thus held his customer's attention and Djourawatched them with agambler's
blank-faced intengity, the small person stepped out from behind her husband to look at Raphae!.
Surreptitioudy, she pulled aside her veil.

She had thick hair hennaed auburn, and eyes like a doe deer. She was no more than fifteen, and she
dared at the blond as though he were something wrought in gold.

Her name was Ama, and as she met Raphadl's eyes she gave out alittle gasp. She hersdf wasn't sure
what it was she found there, whether pity, understanding, or sheer stainless beauty, but from that moment
she felt—like Djoura—that without Raphael shewould surely die.

Rashiid was explaining very carefully to Hakiim that it was not that he could not afford ether to buy or
to keep aeunuch, but rather that hisfamily was small enough that he had no need for aboy, when the
small person tapped him on the elbow and stood on tiptoe to whisper something in hisear.

Rashiid accepted the interruption with the exaggerated patience of aman who is humoring a pregnant
wife. He listened to Amals excited whispering.

"That much?Y ou want her how much?"

"Both of them,” chirped Ama. "I don't want her to be unhappy.”

Rashiid stole a glance toward Raphadl, whose hand was in Djouras, and who watched the
interchange with disinterested attention. "Dearest swallow," the householder said, patting hiswife on the
head, "athough your smalest word islaw to me, here we must be reasonable. He will edt likeahorse!™

"I will sdl my jewdry,” offered Ama, alittlewildly. "My amber necklace, that my uncle gave me, and
the gold chains. They are mine, and that will feed him—I mean them—for along time. Oh, my husband,
do buy them."

Hakiim knew enough to back away, lest his own persuasion, added to the woman's, drive his
customer to rebdllion. Instead the Moor shot aglance a his partner, aglance imbued with dl the
betrayed fury he felt toward Perfecto. But the expression the Spaniard returned him turned Hakiim's
anger into something like fear.

In an effort to save face, Rashiid turned on Raphadl. "Wdll, boy," he demanded. "Why should | buy
you? What are you good for?"

Hakiim began, "I'm sorry, gr, but the boy isunfortunatdly...”

But Djouraforestalled him. Squeezing Raphadl's hand with desperation, she hissed, "Tell him, Pinkie,
Tdl himwhat agood boy you arel”

Raphed lifted hiseyesto Rashiid. "I can play thelute," he said in faultless Arabic. "Either al ud or the
Iute of Europe. | can aso make music with the Spanish chitarre, the harp, and most other stringed
instruments. Winds | have not played so often, nor drums, but | believe | could manage them. | can teach
others the mechanics of music. And | can sing.

"There are other useful skills1 could learn, probably, but as of yet | haven't had the opportunity.” The
perfect fair brow lowered as Raphael considered the limitations of the flesh.

Rashiid listened to this camly stated catalogue of accomplishments with some surprise, for he had
assumed that any creature which the dave merchantstried to lump into another sale was worthless. But
the customer's fedlings were nothing compared to those of Hakiim. Had his mule stood onitshind legs
and begun the call to prayer, the Moor could not have been more dumbfounded than at hearing the
eunuch talk.

Perfecto, too, was astonished, but his surprise was less pure than that of the Moor, and Raphael's
sudden digplay of intelligence avoke al the Spaniard's nightmares.



"Well, then," Rashiid said equably. "I have not been suffering for lack of amusician any more than for
aharem attendant, but if he comesfree and hasthe brain to learn what heistaught..."

He snapped hisfingersintheair. "Bring the boy alute.”

Hakiim sat in red-faced slence as he listened to Raphadl's playing. He reviewed in hismind dl the
stages of his acquai ntance with the blond eunuch, and cursed himsdlf for having at every moment
mistaken illness and fear for idiocy.

Why had he never (after thefirst disgusting day) attempted to talk with the fellow, depending instead
on Djouras word that he was an untrainableidiot? It was always the Moor's wise habit to find the best
and most salable skill adave possessed and to emphasize it, and here he had been hearing the boy sing
swestly (Berber songs, among other unlikely musics) these two weeks and had assumed it was no more
than parrot mime.

He shot aglance a Djoura, author of this deceit, but the black sat with her maidenly eyes on the
ground, hands folded on her lap. Surely the woman had done it on purpose, but to what end? Had she
fdlen inlove with the stinking creature, after washing the gore and dung from him, and determined that
they be sold together?

Widl, why not—women did become attached to eunuchs, and evidently there was much moreto the
blond than had appeared. Hakiim began to wonder how much more; he had never yet seen the fellow
undressed. His face was hairless enough, having less mustache than many women, but with certain blonds
that meant nothing.

Wheat an error, if they had been traveling with abuck goat among all his does, instead of awether!
But remedid, of course. Granada was full of barber-surgeons. Hakiim determined to strip the fellow
immediately after Djourawas sold off. His eyes roved from the blacks to the Spaniard's.

Perfecto, too, refused to meet Hakiim's gaze, staring instead at the eunuch with such an odd
combination of enmity and fear that once more Hakiim wondered how the Spaniard had come by him.

Most maesin the dave markets were battle captives whose friends or relatives had denied ransom.
These were chancy daves, of course, snce they might at any moment claim Idam, and dl who took that
yoke were supposedly free of al others. A born dave, castrated in childhood, was a different story. The
Sagdibah, for ingtance. ..

But this one hadn't the manner of the Sagdlibah.

If the boy was not an idiot (and perhaps not a eunuch), then possibly he was not a dave either. Not
legally, at least. Hakiim thought furioudy. He wanted no trouble, either with the law of Granada, nor with
akidnapped man'sfriends.

Raphadl, meanwhile, was so happy he had forgotten both where and what he was. He bounced back
and forth between the ancient, small-bowled liuto that had been bor-~ rowed for him, and the beautiful
ud which belonged to the dusky, somewhat unclean fellow from the bazaar who stood now shifting from
foot to foot at the courtyard door. He played a Spagnol etta on the European instrument, then lest the ud
be jedous, heimprovised upon it along fantasy which shifted through three classical Arabic scaes. The
lute spaitered likerainfal. Thefretless ud sang like aman.

The smdl wife of Rashiid ben Rashiid cried ddighted tearsinto her vell, while Djoura, equaly
transfixed by the art of Rephael, wasfilled with an inchoate pride.

Hakiim thought it timeto interrupt. "Enough, Pinkie. Y ou play very nicely, but the gentleman has
dready told us he has no usefor amusician.”

Rashiid cleared histhroat and turned his bulk toward the dender Moor. "That is not precisaly what |
said, merchant. | said if heiswilling to do other work aswell, and as he has been offered free, | would
fed it only Allah'swill that | give himahome.”

Within moments of Raphadl's picking up the ud, Hakiim had evolved an estimate of hisvauewhich
was roughly three timesthe vaue of Djoura. With thisin mind hereplied, "Y our charity doesyou great
credit, ben Rashiid, but thereisno need. A good caretaker does not try to sell ahorse to aman who
wants acamel, nor acame to aman whose need isfor agoat.”



Rashiid's deep hazel eyes had ahot glow in them, like those of aman who has been alowed to handle
aruby and whose lust isthereby awakened. Hakiim knew that look well, for it was hisgoal to produce it
in every cusomer with whom he dedlt.

But though it seemed Rashiid was willing to pay full asking price for Djoura, that would not half
compensate Hakiim for throwing away the musician. Besides, there were some questions to be asked
about that one. Hakiim turned to his partner quite calmly and scratched his|eft ear, asigna between them
which had always meant "back out of thissale.”

Perfecto scarcely looked at him. Instead the Spaniard rested his eyes on emptiness as he said quite
formally, "We have offered the gentleman asde and he has accepted.”

Now they were bound. Hakiim'slips moved in a curse. "We have offered,” indeed! HE had offered,
and now Hakiim was out alarge sum of money which might have done much to ease the last few weeks
headaches and speed him on his homeward voyage.

While Hakiim sat with angry eyes averted from the company, regretting monies he had only
contemplated having for the past five minutes, Rashiid chuckled complacently and Amadanced her
SUCCESS.

She was a charming little thing and moved her feet most cleverly, despite the handicap of her
condition, until she spun around to come face-to-face with the black dave she had just purchased, and
whose existence she had completely forgotten.

There was something in the set of that face that called an end to the girl's capers. She backed dowly
into the shadow of her husband once more, and peered instead with large eyes out a Raphadl.

"l am your mistress. My nameisAma," said the very smal and young person, and then with no pause
sheflipped around on her stool to present the back of her deek head. "Do you like the way my new maid
has done my hair?'

It was acomplex arrangement of many little braids which had been then woven together in drooping
swags. Gold coins hung at intervas, gleaming againg the dark mass.

Raphael smiled at her, thinking that if Amarepresented the circumstances of hislifeasit would be, it
would be quite endurable. "I likethe syle," he answered. "It lookslikethis..." and hisfingers echoed the
complexity of Amashair on the stringsof d ud.

"I'm not sure | do." Anna swivelled back, brisk as a sparrow on abranch. " She pulls tight—and the
way shelooksright AT me! Sheisabold woman. Maybe Nubians are aways bold women. My nurse
wasn't, though. Shewasnice.

"The coinsare her idea. | had to make holesin the middle of them, so | guessthey can't be spent
anymore. Djourasaid copper, but gold is aways better, don't you think?' Her eyes (not bird eyes, soft
amond eyes) flitted briefly to Rgphad!.

"Your har iseven fairer than gold: not like copper at al. So strange! What did you say your name
was?'

All thiswas said very rapidly, as Ama's quick, darting eye looked here, there, and everywhere around
the mimosatrees and over the fish pool, resting at last on the musician she had come to bother.

His blue eyes (which Amathought even stranger than hisyelow hair) rose to hers. Had they not been
s0 large, perfect, and deep blue, the little lady would probably not have given him time to answer her
question; sherarely felt the need of answers.

But asit was, she fdlt quite suddenly tongue-tied as he spoke. "I don't think | told you. My nameis
Raphed .

Amafitted the namein her mouth asthough it could be tasted. "Raphadl! Raphael! What awonderful
name. But Djouracalled you something e se—lesswonderful. What wasit?'

"Pinkie," Raphadl admitted. "To Djoural am Pinkie."

Amafingered the red clay beads that bound the ends of her braids. Her sweet child's brow pulled
down. "l don' like that. Y ou should have a name as beautiful asyou are. | will make her call you
Raphad, | think." Then Amawent off into amoment's brown study.



"Or | will have my husband, Rashiid ben Rashiid, make her do it. Helikes Djoura, | think. | don't
think | do. Do you?'

Raphael opened his mouth to reply, but it was not necessary, for Amawent on, "It isfunny, isntit,
that my hus band's name is Rashiid ben Rashiid, when hisfather's nameis Pablo? He comesto visit us
sometimes and then they speak Spanish. | can speak alittle Spanish: Fatimas maid taught me. Until
Rashiid bought Djoural didn't have amaid. Because | am the second wife. Infact, | was dmost Fatimas
maid, until | got—until we knew | was going to have ababy. That made almost ALL the difference.

Now, Fatimamight aswell be MY maid—~but don't tell her | said so or shelll pull my hair for mel

"Sometimes | say bad thingsin Spanish to surprise the servants. Then | can pretend | didn't
understand what | said. | do, of course. Don't tell anybody. Do you speak Spanish?”

Inthetimeit took to draw the next lungful of air, Amaforgot what she had been saying. "Play for me."
Raphael had been attempting to play ever snce Amahad joined him on the bench by thefish pooal.
Now hewas given a least amoment to start. The wooden instrument keened under hisfingers. He sang,

and the words went:

My father isa sparrow in the leaves,
in the tangle of leaves.

| hear himin the winter in the bare trees. He calls me.
But I—I have forgotten the language of flight.

By dint of great effort, Amastayed quiet so far. Then sheinterrupted. "That sounds classicdl. It
doesn't rhyme. | know what it means, though, because | listen to songsalot. When you say your father is
asparrow you mean you don't have afather, or that he does not admit to you. And when you say you
don't remember how to fly, you mean you are adave.”

Raphael 1ooked startled. Hisleft eyebrow shot up, and it seemed he was about to contradict his
young mistress. But instead he replied, "Everyone must take his own meaning from asong, or it would
not beasong.”

"But I'm glad you areadave," continued Ama, after pausing to examine his answer and finaly
throwing it away asabird will throw away aprizeit findsinedible. "I'm especidly glad you area... a
boy, and not aman. Or else | would not be ableto sit here with you with my veil off and show you my
hair. With men, everything isdl very difficult, They are srange beasts—men, don't you think? All they
think about islegping on you like abull on acow—or | have never seen abull and acow, but I'm told it
isthe same. And so we haveto stay hidden al our lives, lest we be disgraced.

"Disgraced!" she repeated, frowning solemnly and dabbling one pretty toein the water.

"Rashiid, my husband, of course, isnot likethat. Not exactly like that. Heisadmost human. But dl
THAT, you know, is not very much fun." Amas eyes roved uncertainly from abronze-backed carp to
Raphad's attentive face. "Isit?"

Raphadl laid the ud in hislap. He did not pretend to misunderstand her. "I do not know," hereplied
serioudy. "About men with women." Amasnickered.

"Of courseyou don't.",

Her daves expresson did not lighten. "But aslife comesfrom Allah, every part of it must have some
beauty init."

Amagaveatiny sniff. "Don't talk like abook!"

Then, in the next moment, aspark appeared in her brown eyes. Assuring herself that the garden court
was empty except for Raphadl and hersdlf, she said, "L et me sit on your lap.”

Duitifully the dave put hisinstrument aside, and little Ama snuggled up to him. Raphael stroked her as
one would stroke a cat, and suddenly, for no perceivable reason, he laughed out loud.

Justly he could call himsalf Rashiid ben Rashiid, for he was a self-made man, comefar from his
father's mule stud. He had | eft Granada early, having adidike for livestock and mulesin particular, and



made hismoney in lower Egypt, coming home with aregular income and anew name. Once home he
bought a house and planted orange trees (whose fruit was forbidden by law to the infiddl) everywhere.
But Rashiid had not completely buried Paolo, son of Pablo. For one thing Pablo himsdlf till lived, and for
another it was much more profitable to do business with the giaour—the Chrigtians. They were less
likely to complain to the Hgjib when affairs went badly. Therefore the household of Rashiid lived by
compromise.

Therewas afeaturdesswhite wall with tile eaves pegping over, which in Size suggested a building of
Moorish type— facing inward over its central court—and paatia dimension. Thiswasanillusion,
however, for most of what was visible from the street was the wall of the enclosed garden, decked out to
look like house frontage, with arches, doorways, and little stone steps. The houseitself, while szable, sat
huddled in one corner of thelot, reveding its peasant originsin every squat line.

To make up for the limits of the house proper, the garden was scattered with little round and thatched
outbuildings which resembled mushrooms springing from theirrigated soil. These, though necessary,
looked terribly native.

There were no separate women's quarters, because there was no room for such, and aso because
Granada (being half Christian) tended to belax in the observance of the Idamic proprieties. But because
Rashiid ben Rashiid did not want to be known aslax in observance, it was necessary for hiswivesto
pretend occasiondly that they were not about when they WERE about. For this purpose were
maintained certain hidey-holesin various parts of the house to which they could escape in the event of
orthodox vigtors.

These provisons madelifeabit difficult for Fatimaand Ama, not to mention the Spanish maids. But
the two Idamic women consoled themsalves with the knowledge that though they were married to a
convert, the very inconvenience they were put to proved that they themsalves were till persons of
qudlity.

Djoura (though possessing proprieties of an entirdly different nature), put the closetsinto smilar use.
Shewould retire to them and pretend she was not there, especialy when she heard Amas piping,
querulous cdl. There was oneretrest at the end of one of theinsgde walls of the house which she
preferred, for it had arough, dimpled window through which she could see everything within the walls,
from the bondsmen's barrack (very smdll) to the stable which housed Rashiid's one horse: an
immeaculately kept Egyptian gray which he never rode. Between these two outpogtslay the garden itsdlf,
where the orange trees bloomed and perfumed vines twined around the fish pond. Thislittle body of
water was perfectly round and sat like apockmark in the dusty skin of the garden. It had no natural
source and had to be topped off daily with water brought in on donkeys (never mules).

It was there that Djouras eyes were bent, as her chin rested on the thumb side of her fist, which
pressed in turn on the clay windowsill. The coins above her forehead rustled like leavesin the day's airs.
The white mudin costume which had become Djoura so well had somehow disappeared from the wash,
and she was back to wearing her traditiona fusty black. With stony, set face she watched Raphael
dandle hislittle mistresson hislap.

Annawas an irritation: apoiled little fluttering thing and a stumbling block toward certain long-range
gods. It was part Djourds intention to gain areputation for trust and biddability, .and to that end she
acted her role before Rashiid very effectively.

Her very contempt for the man—pompous, damp, and fleshy as he was—Ilent her zest for the part,
and the knowledge that he desired her lent her confidence. Y et Rashiid's lust was a danger, too, which
Djouradid not underestimate. He wasin dl ways disgusting.

Ama—curious and willful as she was—could not be dismissed with the same sniff and asneer. The
little woman was ubiquitous, and enough like the black Berber in mind that she could not be readily
cozened. Djoura could not feel contempt for Ama. But she could hate her. And she could be jedlous.

Look at the little chicken, bouncing on Pinkie's knee— bold as a child on an aged donkey. Wouldn't
she get abig surpriseif she could see the felow without histrousers. If she kept behaving so shamelesdy,



she might get a surprise some day: every man had hislimits.

Even RPinkie. Djourabit her lip, for Pinkie worried her more than Amadid: more than anything else
did in thisplace of rich food and doth. Ever since she redlized that the fellow was no more ahaf-wit than
aeunuch, her concern for him had grown heavier and heavier.

More and more she doubted he was a Berber at al, despite his knowledge of both tongue and music.
He sang other songs besides the desert chants, with what seemed to Djouraequal facility: songsin
Spanish and songs in languages of which the woman knew not even the name. And the placidity with
which he had sunk into thislife of captivity was dreadful. What Berber could seem so content wearing the
iron collar?

Djourahad never asked Pinkie directly where he had been born or who his people were; firt,
because it was rare she found the time and privacy for such conversation, and secondly, because she
didn't like such questions hersdlf. When the woman closed her eyes at night she would still often see her
fathers mare scrabbling up the mountain trail toward camp, dragging his headless body by one stirrup.
Behind the horse had come the riders of the Bedouin Arif Y usuf following the bloody trace through the
sand.

And then Djourawould be visited by an image of her mother, with vell thrown back, swinging agrass
scythein deadly circles around her head, wearing an arrow through her cheek like an ornament.

A man born adave had shamein hispast. A man endaved had defedt. It was never good to ask. Y et
as Djourawatched Fatima (fat, harmless Fatima, whom even Djoura could not didike) come puffing out
of the middle door of the main house, gesticulating and babbling to Amain Spanish, she knew she would
have to make more certain of Pinkie—since they were going to escape together.

Evidently thefirst wife didn't like Amals antics any more than Djouradid, for thetwo of them were a
it now, their shrill, staccato wordsfaling like a shower of stones on the garden.

And here was Pinkie, sent off to the house with afleain his ear. Now was both time and opportunity.
"Hsst! Pinkiel" she called out the window.

He approached, his odd, narrow-featured (to Djoura) face looking as mild asif no one had ever
raised her voiceto himin hislife. "Get in here," she hissed, backing from the rough clay opening.

"Through the window?" the blond asked, and in reply Djoura snatched his hand and pulled him over
the sll. Herose from the floor, looking only dightly surprised.

"I didn't want anyone to see ustogether," she explained. "Enough talk goes on aready, you can
bdlieve"

Then her voice roughened and she pointed her index finger a him. "Y ou listen to me, Pinkie, when |
tell you to leave that nagty little thing aone, if you vaue your future.”

His eyebrows (and even Djoura had to admit that Pinkie had fine eyebrows) shot up. "Ama? Do you

"1 mean the baby girl who cdlshersalf my mistress Pinkie. If Rashiid (Allah shrivel hisbig belly) finds
out there's nothing but apair of cotton trousers between hisfavorite wife and aman's... whatever...
you'll soon be no more than you claim to bel™

His blue eyes shifted uncertainly. "Djoura, what do you mean by what | ‘'claim to be'?"

Djourastruck her palm against her forehead. "I think you're smple after al, Pinkie. A boy, iswhat
you seemto bel”

"A boy?" he echoed, looking down at hislong legs and well knit body.

"A permanent boy. A eunuch,” Djourahissed with feroc ity.

Understanding awoke for Raphadl. "They think I'm aeunuch? Why? Nobody asked me. Nobody
even looked."

She blinked. "Woodenhead! | made surethey didn't! | spent the last week standing in between you
and discovery. You can bet | told that oily Hakiim you'd lost your bollocks! Made fun of you for it, too.
And | didn't stop flirting with this hog-boweled Rashiid until we were out onto the street.”



"Why?" he pressed, asmildly asever.

Djourasat hersalf down on the only stool in the room. "Firgt of dl," she pronounced very dowly.
"Those two dedlt in boys—eunuchs. If you hadn't been one before, you would have been as soon as
they found out. And even if they didn't for some reason, no one would buy you entire unless they wanted
to put you in amine somewhere, or out in afield with iron burning your neck and wrig.

"No one. NO ONE would have bought you and | together had they known you were entire!”

Two smal lines of worry appeared between Raphadl's eyes. "But Rashiid has bought me aready. If
he thinks | am aeunuch, heiswrong, and perhaps| should tdl him so."

Djoura hushed him and looked wildly around. “"Never! Y ou must never tell anyone or let them know.
Not if you want to escape the knifel”

"That isvery awkward," Raphael said smply. He laced hisfingers over hisknee and sat with his back
agang thewdl. "Itislikealie

"Hah!" She swallowed alaugh. "Nothing isalig, if it helps aBerber win back her freedom!”

"It will help you win back your freedomiif | let them believe | am aeunuch?'

She nodded decisively. "And yourstoo.”

A look of pain and fatigue touched hisfair features and he looked away from her face. In that moment
Djoura became satisfied that Raphael, too, remembered freedom. "But he does not believe me,”
whispered Djourato hersalf. "He does not believe | can arrangeit.” For amoment her own doubts
knocked. But the Berber stiffened her jaw, and her ebony hand reached out and touched his.

"Pinkie," shesaid gently. "Y ou must trust me. | am your only friend."

Raphad looked quickly up. His hand reached down to the hem of histrousers and he felt something
that had been inserted between the stitches. Y ou ARE my desar friend, Djoura, but | have another.”

The woman snorted. "Who's the other, then. Ama?'

Raphad'sfacelit softly. He held apebblein hishand. "No. | meant someone | have known awhile.
Hisnameis Damiano."

Thiswas new. Djourablinked at the news before replying, "And where is Damiano? Where was he,
that he was not there to help you when al the sense was beaten out of you and you were sold to acrab
louse like Perfecto? | don't call that much of afriend who—"

For thefirst time, Raphadl interrupted Djoura. "He does not live anywhere. Heiswith Allah. And yet
heisagrest help tome.

'He gave methis" Raphad proffered the pebble reluctantly, as though afraid she would dash it out of
hishand.

Djoura, examining the thing in the haf-light which came in through the irregular window, recognized it
asthe pebble Pinkie had refused to take out of his mouth that first morning in the hills, and had carried all
that day locked in his battered hand.

Carefully, she gaveit back to him. "Not much of agift," she said gruffly, but despite her words she
was touched. Shelet out her breath in what was intended to be asnort, but turned out arather wistful
sgh.

"Who whipped you like that, Pinkie? Y our old master?”"

He shook his head. "It was my brother who commanded it done. We are old enemies.” And after a
moment's quiet reflection, Raphad added, "I don't think it is over between us. my brother and 1."

"Ah?' Thiswasinteresting. It opened up new images of Pinkie. Poor men had |ess reason to attack
their brothers than did great ones. If he were not such agood musician, Djoura might suspect her pae
friend of being wellborn. "Y our brother betrayed you? Then you had no master, before?”

Raphad's smile was private and gentle. It called out an answering one from her. "None save Allah."

Djouragiggled and placed her head closeto his. ""There IS no master save Allah..." We understand
that, youand I!"

"So!" The deep voice from the doorway startled them both. "Y ou would teach our boy the salad: the



datement of faith?!

It was Rashiid himself, and he did not ook particularly happy at the words he had half heard. He
glowered down at Raphad's head. "Amatels me your nameis actualy not Pinkie but Raphad."

The blond rose smoothly. "Yes, that istrue.”

Djourablinked in surprise. Having once decided to cal her charge Pinkie, it had never occurred to
her to ask if he had another name.

Rashiid did not like the response. He felt patronized, and obscurely threatened. In fact, there was
something about Raphadl that had begun to bother Rashiid: the unclean smoothness of his cheek,
perhaps, or the fact that his pretty face stood at man's height and stared a him with mannish directness.
Rashiid—or rather Paolo, son of Pablo—was not used to eunuchs, and he did not like standing too close
to thisambiguous creature. But it was up to Rashiid to set an example here, in the presence of the girl, so
his hand flicked out. "Y ou say, 'Y es, MASTER. It istrue, MASTER."

Raphad's tongue touched ableeding lip. "Y es, madter. It istrue, master.”

"And | want you to remember, boy: you are no battle captive, you are Sagdibah. Y ou can say the
salad until you are hoarse and you will still be Sagdibah.”

"Yes, master,” said Raphael very mildly, but his eyes were as unafraid as those of acat. Those eyes
made Rashiid shift from foot to foot.

"Y ou could bow to me, dso," the householder growled sullenly. "Never hurts.”

Then Rashiid cleared histhroat. | cameto tell you that I'm giving adinner tonight for some very
important people. The highest qudity, from Tunis, so bring the ud, not the lute.

"And—" Rashiid looked from side to sde. He didn't know quite what he wanted to say. How did you
ask adave to be cooperative without showing weakness? He hated to show weakness.

'‘And don't make me ashamed of you," he concluded lamely.

"1 will try not to, master,” replied Raphael, and he bowed. Rashiid paraded ouit.

Djouratouched Raphad's damaged lip. "Raphagl ? That is your true name?' He nodded.

"That'saslly name, especidly for apink fellow like you." The black's hand was gentle, but her face
was as hard asacarving in onyx. "Oncewe are free," she whispered as she dabbed at his cut with her
deeve, "wewill come back and kill that one."

"Now THAT isslly," returned Rephad.

The seawas Hakiim's hope; once he reached the water, temperatures would be temperate and the air
moist. But the seawas avery long way away, many days by muleback. Heat had crumpled the airs of
Granada so that no line could be discerned between earth and sky, and the air itself smelled like ashes.
The Moor had one hand on his mul€e's girth strap, and was peering into the high distance when Perfecto
addressed him.

"Y ou think I'm crazy, no doubt,” grunted the round-faced Spaniard. ™Y ou must think I'm crazy, after
theway | acted with the eunuch.”

But Hakiim glanced a his partners expression, and for thefirst time in weeks he tended to believe that
theman was NOT crazy, for this hangdog attitude was every inch the old Perfecto. The black glint was
gone from hissmal eyes and hisfat-shrouded jaw no longer clenched and unclenched.

"l never thought you were crazy," answered Hakiim, with more regard for the amenitiesthan for the
truth. "1 merely thought you.... ill-advised.”

Silencefdl, impossiblefor the Moor to endure. "It seemed that first you wanted too much for the
eunuch, and then, as soon as he was found to be of value, too little. That'sall.

"But itisdone, and no greeat loss." Heraised hisfoot to the round wooden stirrup.

Perfecto put one hand on Hakiim's shoulder. "Old friend, | can explain.”

Hakiim smiled uncertainly. He no longer wanted explanations, but to be out in the clean air, away
from Perfecto and Granada both. "1 am to meet atroop of fursan outside the Alhambraat noon. They
will let me ride with them dl the way down to the sea, but | must not be late.”



Hakiim's deek and restive mule pawed the desiccated earth with his hoof. In reply Perfecto thrust one
finger at heaven, swaggered behind the house, and returned with his own beast, aready bitted and
saddled. "I will ridewith you to the Alhambra," he said. "That will give ustime.”

Hakiim was not happy, but he was one of that sort who, while not especidly kindly, has a great ded
of difficulty being rude. He dlowed Perfecto to mount beside him.

The mules danced their first few steps, finding their balance under saddle. The Spaniard coughed and
cleared his phlegmy throat. "It has to do"—he chewed hislip silently for amoment—"with apromise|
made once. That | would do something for someone. If it needed doing.”

Hakiim frowned. He suspected Perfecto of talking nonsense. Like achild. Like a Spaniard. "To do
what, and for whom?' He led hisanimal aong a street so narrow that pedestrians darted into doorways
to dlow them to pass.

Perfecto'sanimal followed. The Spaniard's reply wasinaudible and so Hakiim turned and asked him
to repet it.

"It does not matter to whom | gave the promise, doesit? It was a promise and | was therefore honor
bound."

Hakiim, as adeder, thought this attitude was so much dung of the mule. What was more, he was
certain that Perfecto had no moreillusonsthan he himsalf. But as he turned to say something of this
nature, they rounded ahump in the road, and awhite donkey, carrying aman and two sacks of wood,
rammed nose-to-nose into his mount.

Therewas agreat thrashing and hawing, and Perfecto's innocent mule received akick in the chest
from Hakiim's. When the incident had resolved itself (the donkey rider backing hisanima dong the dley
and into a cul-de-sac) Perfecto pointed urgently aong a cross street that led out of the gates of Granada.

"Here. You will arrive a thefortress a the sametime asif you had cut through the city. AND, we will
be able to hear oursdvestalk."

"I don't want to be able to hear ourselvestak,” whispered Hakiim to himsdf, but he turned the mule's
head.

"Asto what the bargain—or rather the promise—was, well, that was to depend on circumstance. As
it happened, it was necessary that | sall thisman in Granada.”

It was cooler outside the wall, and undeniably fresher, but Hakiim's mood was unimproved. "Not
man, Perfecto, but boy. And how can you..."

Quite camly the Spaniard corrected his partner. "Not boy, Hakiim, but man. The blond was never a
eunuch.”

Hakiim let the reins dide down his mule's neck. For some moments his tongue forgot speech. "And
you knew it?"

"From the beginning. But | knew that you would be very unhappy with theidea of sdlling an entire, so
| thought it better to pretend.”

Perfecto, jogging aong on the mouse-gray back, looked more complacent than ashamed.

Hakiim thought furioudly.

"l should have suspected something when the Berber woman refused to be sold without him."

Now it was Perfecto's turn to raise his eyebrows. "Berber woman? Djoura?’

Hakiim made a negatory wave. "She... dways clamed to be aBerber. Pay it no mind.”

But Perfecto'slittle eyes squinted littler. "Are there, then, black Berbers?!

"A few," Hakiim admitted. "In the west and south. But that doesn't mean that sheisone..."

Perfecto gave aheavy sigh. "It would be a dangerous thing, to sell awoman of Berber tribe asa
dave, in aland where the Berbers have the sharpest swords," he said.

"You arereferring to Tunis?' Hakiim mumbled nervoudy.

"| am referring to Granada," answered the Spaniard.

Thewadl of the city roseto their |eft, gray but gleaming like milk in the sun. Below was abank of shde



that crumbled down to a series of turtle-backed hills. The sprawling fortress called the Alhambra, red
walled and white towered, gleamed from haf amile avay. Hakiim took a deep breath of sage-dry air
and listened to the cicadas in the dust.

But for Perfecto, now, he'd have solitude.

"Thereisaworld of difference between selling aNubian who CALLS herself aBerber and isnot,
and slingaman

YOU cal aeunuch, and who is not. What will happen when Rashiid finds out he has been tricked?!

Perfecto urged hisanimal close beside. "Tricked? It was not | who told him Pinkie was a boy, but
Djourahersdf”

Djoura. Hakiim's brow knotted. "Y es! Our black lily must have known. Was shein this businesswith
you?"

Perfecto spat off to the side. "No. Djouraisonly perverse.

"And Rashiid can have no complaint to us, since Pinkie did not cost him one shaved copper!”

Hearing an unmistakable jingle, Hakiim turned his head. Perfecto had taken out his moneybag and
was shaking it in his hand for emphagis. Hakiim's own profits were kept in adiscreet bag-belt which
wrapped his body beneath his shirt. It was aheavy belt, but not so full asthis moneybag.

A sudden guess made Hakiim blurt, " So you were paid for taking the e—the blond."

Perfecto laughed, and at this moment Hakiim's mule stopped dead and pawed the black shale with his
foot three times.

"A bad omen,” grunted the Spaniard. "When a mule does that. Take agood look before stepping
onto the ship you engage, old friend!"

Then he added quickly, "No, | was not paid for taking the Sagalibah, or at least not in gold. | told you
| did it for someone to whom | owe anumber of favors.”

Hakiim was getting tired of being told that. "\Which makes me suspect the fellow was no more alegd
davethan aphysica eunuch,” hereplied. "Tel me, Perfecto. Who puts you under such strange
obligations?'

"I will do better than tdll you," the Spaniard proclaimed. "I will introduce you."

Thiswastoo much. Asthough Hakiim had any desire to meet Perfecto'slow European friends... "No
time," the Moor said shortly.

"All thetimein theworld,” replied Perfecto, and he laughed.

"Go meet the devil, you damned paynim!™ the Spaniard bellowed, swinging his moneybag (heavier
than gold), down on the back of Hakiim's neck.

These vistorswere so fancy that not only Fatimaand Amahad to be hidden but the furniture aswell.
The normally concedled household bedding, however, was subject to agood ded of attention, asthe
dining room was strewn with pillows and the spread long ago embroidered by Rashiid ben Rashiid's
mother hung dimpled from the calling. (This use of her handiwork would have surprised Lu-crezza, wife
of Pablo, very much.)

Amafound thisal very hard, as she perched on aheavy oak table in her hidey-hole at the corner of
the house. Since dl the floor was taken, she was forced to crawl along the tops of the piled European
furniture. Like a cat. And there were no cushions to make her position softer.

Better to be an old drudge like Fatima and supervise the cooking in the kitchen house than be locked
up likethis, in stifling heat with nary atoy or amusement al evening. Djourawas scrubbing pots, and even
Raphad had been taken from the little wife of Rashiid, for he wasto play for the guests.

Amafet astab of resentment. Wasn't it she who had sensed the value of the musician, when Rashiid
hadn't wanted him for free?

And for that matter, wasn't the blond a mere European? Why did Raphadl get to attend the party,
while her pure Moorish bottom rested on the hard wooden furniture her people despised?



Amawould turn the tables on al of them, she promised herself. Big tables, like the one she sat on.

Hasim Alfard, lean and dry-faced Berber of Morocco, looked to go the night without cracking a
smile. Histwo lieutenants, Masoud and Mustapha, sat like dusty shadows at his feet, and unbent no more
thanthar ga'id.

Rashiid's reaction to thiswas agrin like that carved on aturnip-face. He knew such an ingratiating
and constant smile displayed a certain feding of weakness before his powerful guests, and so he wiped
the expression from hisface again and again.

But it came back unnoticed, and in fact, thereit was now, splitting his wide face and reveding teeth of
various assorted shades. "Y ou find it crowded in Granada, Qalid Hasiim, after the tents of your people?”

Hasiim'sright hand dipped into the spiced lamb, went to his mouth, and rinsed itself in the crockery
bowl before hereplied. "l find it... dirty," said the Berber. "But then, what can | expect? It is Granada."

The dry man (only hislipswere moist, wet with the grease of Rashiid's expensive hospitality) turned
dowly away, distracted by the ud player in the corner.

"Dirty?" echoed the heavier man. "Ah, yes. Unfortunately. But you say rightly, my honored friend; it
IS Granada" Rashiid erupted in fruity chuckles. "My own people..."

But the galid turned back to the food as though Rashiid were not even present. It meant nothing to
him that Rashiid had "people,” such asthe gentry of Granada counted them. In fact, he might aswell have
admitted to Haslim that he had been born with the name of Paolo. He would have found himsdf neither
more nor |ess respected on that account. The city man was not atribesman of Hasim's, and that was dll
that mattered.

The Berber pulled apiece of gristle from thelamb on histrencher. He examined it, frowning hugely.

Rashiid sweated. Indl hisyearsin business he had failed to learn that one cannot impress afanatic
any more than one can impress someone else's watchdog. He tried.

"Itisso hard," he began, "to maintain the mosgues decent and clean in aplace likethis, in acity where
no one knows how to keep Ramadan properly, and infidels wander the streets freely asthe faithful .

Once more Hasiim scooped, bit, chewed, and swallowed before answering. "There is no need for
mosgues,” he said, hisvoicetotaly devoid of expresson. "In our hillsthere are no mosques.”

Rashiid cleared histhroat, but said nothing. He had begun to lose hope for this particular gathering.
Why had heinvited thisfellow anyway, with his stiff-necked puritanism and unwillingness to be pleased?

The answer surfaced unbidden: because Hasiim was of very high lineage, and his cavary was
barracked in the Al-hambra. These fursan were among the most powerful and fanatic of the Berbers,
who were the most powerful and fanatic among the Arab conquerers of Spain.

The man of Granada felt an almost unconquerable desireto Sit in a chair. Forty-two wastoo old to be
squetting on the floor like a peasant.

Music intruded into his consciousness. The melody of the blond dave's music soothed his nerves as
nothing else could. At least he need have no fear for the quadity of his entertainment.

Asamatter of fact, Hasim was listening to Raphael with peculiar, brooding intensity. So were his
slent fellows. Rashiid waited until the end of the piece before he spoke again.

"Handles the instrument well for astraw-haired barbarian, doesn't he?

Hasim's eyes (brown and shdlow s, like those of an Arab horse) flickered. "Thereisno music
worth making except that which glorifies Allah," he stated. "And thereis no instrument worthy of praising
Allah except the voice of aman.”

Rashiid felt amouthful of eggplant stick halfway to his ssomach. Hisface prickled al over. He turned
to Raphael, who sat tailor-fashion on the hard floor behind the guests.

But there was no need to direct the dave, for at Hasiim's words Raphagl had put the wooden ud
down at hisfeet. "Shall | sing, then, for you?' he asked, his blue eyes staring directly a those of Hasiim.

Rashiid'sterror of nervesresolved itsdlf into afury, that the boy should dare spesk to an honored
guest in that familiar voice.



But Hasim forestalled his discipline, replying, "Yes, of course, if you can do so without impropriety.”
(For among the things which do not impress afanatic are manners.)

Raphadl closed hiseyes. Hetook abreath, let it out dowly, and then began to chant the same evening
song he had shared with Djouraon hisfirst day in chains.

In the kitchen the woman heard him. She raised her head and her hands clenched the handles of the
cauldron she was dragging from thefire (black hands, black cauldron). Her eyes stung with tears she did
not understand.

In the chamber of cushions, no man spoke until the song was over. Then Hasiim stood up and walked
over to Raphad.

"You," he hissed. "Could it be you are a Berber?'

The blond smiled as Hasiim lowered his leather-tough body beside his. "No, | am not. But | sing that
song together with my friend, who isa Berber."

"Hisname?' pressed the other, for Hasiim knew the name of amost every desert soldier quarteredin
Granada.

"Her name," Raphad corrected him gently, "is Djoura.”

Now, in spite of himsdlf, Hasiim Alfard smiled, and hisface creased into dozens of sunwrinkles. "And
how, in the name of Allah's grace, did abarbarian like you meet a Berber woman?”'

"We are daves here together,” the blond replied innocently.

"No, aBerber cannot beadave, " stated Hasiim, as though saying, sheep cannot be green. "Not even
aBerber woman."

"Djourais," Raphael dared to say. " Sheis cleaning potsin the kitchen right now."

Therewas ahideous silence.

v

Saaras second procession through the worm hole was less eventful. The dragon was gone, but
Gaspare stepped out into the cleft of sunshine, where that creature had so long been chained, and
squinted. And sniffed. "Doesn't smell bad, considering.”

Saaradidn't bother to turn. "Why should it, when he wasn't fed for twenty years?'

Gaspare made aworried noise at that, and followed Saarainto the next dark tunndl. " Speaking of
which, do you think we can trust its—his—promise, not to eat Fegtilligambe?' Hiswords rang and
echoed through the darkness so that they were barely understandable.

"Hedidn't eat you," was the Fenwoman's reply, and then she put her fingersto her lipsfor silence.

Gaspare didn't seethefinger. Indeed, he saw very little of anything in the degpening gloom, and soon
began to stumble. The witch was forced to take his hand.

It was long, thistunnel, and as Sinuous as a serpent. But like a serpent it was smooth. It became more
and more difficult for Saarato walk cautioudy. But the amiable builder of the tunnd had been chained in
themiddle of it Snceitsfirgt congtruction. The Liar might very well have made changes; the very
regularity of the wallsand floor might well be designed to delude the wanderer away from caution, so she
goaded her earsto hear and her skinto fedl.

Whilefeet are moving timeis passing, but neither Gaspare nor Saarahad any sense of time's
progression, and the weariness of their black march turned into irritability.

Gasparefdl, twisting his body like that of acat in hiseffort to keep the lute from striking the ground.
The instrument was saved, but its back-curving neck smacked Saara sharply onthethigh asit fell. She



hissed her annoyance.

Gaspare himself whigpered his cursesto the floor, but as he clambered to hisfeet again (disoriented in
the darkness), he remarked very camly that awitch ought to be ableto cal fire to hand at need.

Delstrego had.

Saarawas ill massaging her leg, but thisimplicit criticism stung her worse than the blow. "I have
heard alittle bit too much about Damiano Delstrego latdly," she said between clenched teeth. "And what
agreat witch he was. Thereisadifference between accomplishment and smple talent, you know. Or
perhaps you don't know!

"Of course Damiano could cdl fire. He had fire coming out of the top of hishead! But it took meto
teach him to make clouds."

Gagpare snorted. " So who wants to make clouds, except a peasant in adrought?

Both had forgotten the necessity for quiet and for caution as well. Gaspare strode bullishly down the
corridor, one hand tracing the right wall for support.

Until hefdl again.

Saaraheard the thunk, followed by asmall weary whine likethat of achild. All her anger melted
away.

"Don't get up,” shetold Gaspare, and she lowered herself beside the young man. "And don't talk.
Give meaminuteto think."

Damiano ran through Saara's memorieslike a bright but tangled thread. Her powers had been his, for
awhile, and his powers had been hers, for another while. Bodies, too, had shared asthey might.

For ashort time. Such ashort time.

But surely Damiano's favorite magic should be accessible to her. To make afire without anything to
burn...

She fished into the unsorted depths of her mind and came up with brown eyes. A lot of curly brown
hair, in snarls.

Therewasadog, an ange (in dl this she mustn't forget Raphadl), agirl's face with blue eyes, a
wonderful face with braids and green eyes (oh no, put it back, put her own face seen through Damiano's
eyes at the bottom of the blackness), a plow horse with raw and pussy shoulders, seen once outside of
Avignon...

There. Thereit came, with theimage of the abused, fly-bothered beast. Hot anger welling up out of
the floor of her mind...

"Lady Saaral" yeped Gaspare, scooting across the floor away from the smoldering woman.

"Hush," she chided him, and she turned down dl the vents of her emotions. Her dress—last of the
two she owned—was discolored, and it smelled of burning hair. She sighed.

But at last Saararaised one hand like atorch.

"There, Gagpare. Behold the world around usl™

"Wonderful," replied the redhead, staring not at the cave but at the flameitsaf. "Though Delstrego's
was blue and did not flicker."

When they found their way under sky again, the sun was dready descending. A path worn into the
mountainsde led away from the tunnd, tregess, grasdess, winding up to abroken tooth of a peak above.

So high had they come that the air was thin and it tasted of ice. Gagpare began to shiver.

"Thereis steam ahead,” murmured Saara, who rardly felt the cold. "Hot springs, maybe. Either that or
someoneisboiling akettle" She peered narrowly at the single fang above them. It was abit
familiar-looking; seen from farther to the west, it might become quite familiar. She examined it keenly for
any sign of entrance. Blood rushed to Saard's cheeks, not entirely because of the wind.

"Does—does not the Devil ... have cauldrons?' stuttered Gasparein her ear. "Could it be?’

She shrugged. "If s0, it means we have come the right way." With asigh and a stretch, she strode
forward.



The steam wavered in the frozen air. One more rock and they would seeit. Hot springs? There was
no smdl of brimstonein the air. Cauldrons? She hersdlf had spoken of the Liar's cauldrons of steam, but
they were part of the world of Lapp children, not of grown witches who themsalves had a power of hot
and cold.

She stepped carefully around the last rock.

No cauldrons. No hot springs. Just the glistening length of black serpent with floral head and eyeslike
miniature suns and the hot, moist air of his body hitting the cold.

Something ese black was amidst his cails.

"l could not help but notice that you produce fire, too, madam. | could see your spark down the
length of the passage. Y ou are aremarkable human in al ways!" chuckled the dragon. He greeted her
with awhite and seaming smile. "I believe, however, that you left something behind.”

It was Festilligambe the dragon indicated. The horse stood spraddled with head and tail drooping,
earsflat out Sdeways, and made no move.

"Y ou found him!" Saara padded up and began to climb over the smooth-scaled sections of dragon. "I
didn't think anyone would ever find him again, the way he ran when he saw you."

"Hewas nervous,” drawled the huge cresture, reveding his caninesfurther.

Saara came up to the gelding and stared into hisblack, blank eyes. "Well, heis not nervous now," she
commented. "Ishe dive?’

"l believe s0," replied the dragon, and he, too, turned to examine Festilligambe, but he did not let his
armored head get too close.

Saaralifted the horse's unresisting chin with professond interest. "A spell?”

The dragon wiggled, causing Saarato St down hard. "Please, madam! Do | look to you like awizard,
that | should be casting spells hither and yon? It isonly that | am a dragon—that aone produces such an
effect on certain animals™”

Saara spared him an eye as she got to her feet. Y ou ask me what you look like quite alot,” she said.
"Don't you know what you look like?"

"Mererhetoric." The dragon used the Italian word, since the Lapps had none fit to the purpose, but
he glanced at Saara Sdelong, as though he suspected her words to him of having more than the obvious
meaning.

Saaraput her hand on Festilligambe's withers and shook her head with regret. "1 don't know what
we're going to do with him,” she said. "What good isahorse, for attacking afortress at the top of a
mountain? Especidly thisfortress.”

The jeweled eyes met hers, and in amoment Saara understood what the creature had meant by "that
aone produces such an effect on some animals." For along moment neither the green eyes nor the gold
eyesblinked, and at last the creature laughed softly. "1 think," he said, "that we should leave the horse
here and come back for it later.

"Along with the little flame-head.”

"We?' Saara stepped back and sat down on alength of swart tail, moving the spines out of the way.

"We. You and I, woman," added the beast. "Who else has a hope of succeeding against thefallen
Sar of Morning?'

Saaragrinned at the huge, expressionless mask of aface. "And have we a hope, Black Dragon?'

A red split tongue played over the teeth. "Perhaps not."

"Then why do you want to come?"

The dragon turned his head away, to where atiny and very brave Gaspare was struggling up and over
his outermost coil. "Because you freed me. | oweit.”

"| release you from the debt,” Saarasaid formaly.

The head twisted back aong its own neck. "Y ou cannot,” the dragon hissed. "It isMY debt.

"Ming"



Gaspare acceded with surprising grace to the scheme; perhaps it was because it was the dragon,
rather than Saara, who explained it to him, saying that he should take the horse and explore farther aong
the road, while Saara and the dragon prowled the air.

Gagpare did not fed comfortable throwing temperamentsin front of a ninety-foot-long steaming
creature with teeth like scimitars. But he had enough boldness|eft in him to inquire how the dragon was
tofly, lackingwings.

The great cregture curled histongue once around his muzzle before answering. "That is areasonable
question, little naturalist. | don't fly like abird, you must understand. | swim. | ridethewind. And | can do
this because | am hot.”

Gaspare frowned thoughtfully into the gaudy, metdlic face. Having endured heat, cold, devils, and a
shape-changing witch, there wasllittle that one dragon, however well equipped, could do to overawe him.
"Delstrego had apower of fire" Gagpare remarked, "but | never saw him fly."

Curiogity lit the amber eyes. "Delstrego? Delstrego you say? Who or what would that be?!

"Never mind," Saarabrokein. "If you stay around Gaspare, Dragon, you will hear alot about
Delstrego. But now isnot thetime. Let'sgo.” In another moment there was only adun-colored dove on
the cold stone path, itswingslifted for flight.

The dragon peered at it closaly, asaman might focus on aflea "More magic,” he breathed in tones of
disgust, then added more palitely, "I fear that in that shape | will fry you without even knowing it, woman
of the north.

"Besides, you might have difficulty kegping up with me."

Saara blinked back. "Then how?"'

The dragon did his chin dong the ground. Scaesrippled in the light of the setting sun. "Behind my
head," he hissed.

Using the corona of spikesfor footholds, Saara hoisted hersaf up and looked. There, directly behind
the last crimson starburst was alength of smooth neck which did not support adorsa spine. It fitted
Saaralike the back of avery round horse. To her surprise she found two small raised scaleswith
handholds cut into them. Shefit her fingerswith difficulty into them.

"Y ou have been giving ridesto. .. children?'

Heraised his head off the ground. Saara, used as she wasto flight, felt her somach lurch. "No. Not a
child. A smdl man. A man of India. A little ugly man with afacelike afrog's.”

Coils scraped by Gaspare, not touching. The dragon oozed a short way down the mountain dope,
head elevated. Saara was no more than one more spine on the spiny head. Suddenly the air wavered
srongly. Asthe smdll of hot metal reached Gaspares nose, the beast was doft.

It squirmedintheair, like the flecks of paper ash tumbling out of achimney. Gaspare's heart wasin
histhroat asthe black tail diced the Sky over his head. The whip shapein the air loomed even closer;
perhapsit was out of control and would crash with Saara, crushing himsdlf and the dazed horsein the
process.

But no, the writhing of the body continued, but the head of the beast was stable, erect. ..

Riding thewind.

Warm rushes of air bathed Gaspare as Saara and the dragon shrank into the blue sky.

"l never was close enough to see the portd itsalf," spoke the beast. Saarafelt the deep voice through
her legs and sest. "L ucifer met me on the mountainside, whereupon | played the part of the credulous
fool!

"It had been so long, you must understand, since any creature had dared attempt mischief upon

"l can well believe that,” screamed Saarainto the wind that buffeted her face. Her words swept
behind her, but the dragon appeared to hear. "But didn't you sense that he was evil, not to be trusted?’

The beast snorted agout of flame. "To which sensewould | be indebted for thisinformation, madam?



"Sight, possibly? 1 tell you he looked like aman of substance. Sound? His voice was good enough.
Smdl? All mammads—forgive me my bias—amd| rather srongly to me."

Saara only laughed. She was finding the sense of flight without work quite exhilarating, and the
dragons upwash made the air around her comfortably warm. "1 mean the sense of your power—the
megic sense”

A shudder passed dong the dragon's length and the scales under Saara roughened dightly. "1 know
nothing of such, and wish to know no more.”

"But you're adragon!" the woman blurted.

From the splash of flame a his mouth, it appeared the creature had cleared histhroat. "1 am anatura
being," hereplied with forced control, "possessing (I have it on good authority) the imperishable essence
of truth.

"Magic, on the other hand, isilluson. Deluson.”

Saara, feding an argument in the making, kept her mouth shut, and as they floated up beside the
nameless peak of rock, and the dragon continued his story.

"He said he could direct meto Signor Alighieri—the man whose teaching | sought—but that it was
necessary for meto delve atunnel through a certain rock.

" Sages have asked their devotees for stranger things, so..."

" S0 you created that hole in the mountain?' Saarawas impressed.

"Such asit is, yes. With no attempt at aesthetics, and not with theideal wasto liveinit for twenty
years, but | did cut it."

Suddenly awave of breath-stealing heat washed over Saara. "'l cut it and then, when the trickster
betrayed me, | cut it in two, letting in the sun. But | could not break the delusion that held me there.”

And then the dragon laughed, causing Saara's body to tremble onits hard seet. " Trapped in delusion.
Such an old gtory!"

It was intoxicating for both the long-prisoned dragon and hisrider: swooping at the gray tooth of
rock, swirling great loopsin thethin freezing air. But Saaradid not forget to watch, ether for atall
window in the surface of the peak or for some sign of its deadly householder.

"Perhapsit would be better,” she spoke into what she hoped was the dragon's ear, "'if we landed and
worked from the rock itself We would not be as easily seen.”

"Crawling over sonelikealizard?" the dragon drawled. He wrapped histongue around his muzzle
onceagain. "All very well if yourenotinahurry.” And he continued his sailing progress.

At the top of the peak there was no fissure of any kind in the rock. They worked their way down in
gredt circles.

The sunlight failed and the flat blue sky deepened with that immense suggestion of distance that stars
give. Instead of darkening, the peak went white.

Saarafelt atouch of dizziness, for though she was used to flying, she was not used to being carried.
The long whip-body swung lower and lower, faster and faster. They were amost back to the road.

Suddenly Saarafet it; something bad was below. Something cold and bad. She leaned out over the
dragon's neck, hoping she was not about to be sick.

"l seeit,” replied the gresat creature, though Saarahad not had time to speak. "A bar of light. And
more."

Now Saarawas horribly dizzy: dizzy asamote spinning on the end of astring. Shefelt around her a
touch of invisble filthy fingers.

"Itishe. TheLiar," shewhispered through her nausea.

Beneath Saarathe black dragon was like so much sted cable. He said nothing more, but sank
swirling down upon theroad, not fifty feet from the soft-lit window in the rock. Elegantly, insouciantly,
Lucifer stood at thelip of histal window and watched the dragons arrival.

They had he found him. Or had he found them? Saara knew a moment of worry on that subject.



The Devil had chosen to dress himsdf in white—white velvet—and his gold hair shone like coins.
With both arms crossed over his dender chest, he leaned against the bald rock of the mountain pesk and
looked the dragon up and down.

"S0. The watchdog has dipped its chain.” Then, stepping forward on hissmdl (oddly smal) feet, he
added, "And it hadn't even the wit to run away."

When the dragon opened along mouth, dim red light suffused the stones. "Base delusion!" he hissed,
words muffled by fire. "How fitting that you dressin desth's color. Y ou spawn of chaos by error!
Begone!”

Then Lucifer laughed outright, supporting his chin in one hand and that elbow against the pam of the
other hand.

"Thisisno watchdog at dl, but aparrot!”

Perhaps thiswas amiscaculation on Lucifer's part, or perhapsit was part of somelong and subtle
plan of his. Perhaps he wanted to induce the dragon to cover his head of gold curls and his clothing of
whitevelvet in adeluge of liquid flame. But whether foresight or fally, the Devil vanished benegth a
molten spew that burned the air and melted rock benegth him.

He vanished and regppeared, rising phoenix-like in ashape that mirrored the black dragon in length,
shape, and deadly armament. But whereas the dragon was black, Satan was white: a stainless, powdery
white, tipped with gold at every claw and spine.

These two beasts flexed metallic crowns asthey stared at one another. The black dragon reared,
risng as effortlesdy asabubble in water. So did the white. Together they lifted dowly: two marionettes
on asinglewire, two heads baanced on serpentine necks which rocked back and forth in time, keeping
even the distance between them.

"Clown!" drawled the snowy dragon. "Wind kite!"

The beast of black iron showed its teeth. Saara crouched behind the dragon's multicol ored head
shield, gripping the pierced scdeswith dl her strength.

She was no more than afleain abattle of armed and armored knights; invisible, powerless, ignored
by both contestants. She suspected that the Devil did not even know she wasthere.

But she was not forgotten: not by the armored knight who carried her. For asthe two dragonsrose
and the white spewed fire, the black dragon arched his head back, sparing hisrider the force of the
flaming blow.

At the sametime hiswhipliketall lashed forward, dicing at the ermine belly of his opponent. The Devil
howled and struck again.

Saaraclosed her eyes, for the heavens were whedling above her too closdly. Her feet dipped from
the dragon's metallic sSides and there was nothing holding her on except the grip of her fingers.

Whirling, twisting like two strandsin arope, the dragons rose. The sharp pesk of granitefell avay
beside them. The air was|urid.

But though the black dragon was huge and ancient, he was a creature of the earth, with terrestrid
limits. He bent back before the limitless ondaught of Lucifer'sflame. He threw back hishead for abreath
of ar uncontaminated by his enemy'sreek, and a that moment the white beast struck, dashing with
scimitar teeth at the iridescent black neck. The black dragon hissed pain and fury.

The floating rope of two strands bent, became awhed: black-hubbed with arim of shining silver. The
white serpent emitted a blistering laugh and dashed again, using flame and tooth together.

Saara, though she could not see, could guessthe deadly situation. ™Y ou can't get close enough to use
your own fire! Because of me," she shouted thinly into the furnace-crackling air.

"No matter,” replied her mount quite camly, though his mouth spattered flame as he spoke. "There
are other wegpons a hand." And once more he dashed out at Lucifer, not with histail done, but with his
whole length, from the base of the neck.

Theair cracked like thunder as seventy-five feet of edged violence snapped throughit. It caught
Lucifer at the crease where his near hind leg joined the body, leaving a sharp pink line which darkened to



red. Then as the white dragon pulled back, guarding the wound, the black released his bottled fires.

Blazing acids, not sulfurous but smelling of iron, spattered and stuck to the snowy scales. Wherever
they touched, the stainless surface bloomed into whorls of color: red, green, and blue like il spilled on
rock. Then, as the flame went out, the circles darkened.

"Ho, Demon," boomed the black dragon. ™Y ou have smudged your funera whites."

Lucifer coiled and faced hisenemy. All was till for amoment, with the two beasts circling each other
like twin moons. Then the Devil whispered, "I needn't bother to dresswell for Y OUR funerd, brute.”

Snakelike, Lucifer struck. The black dragon twitched back with the same speed, but ashe did so he
felt the grip of hishidden rider loosening. He dipped back under her but in that moment the claws and
jaws of the white dragon found their hold, and the two were locked in awful embracein the skies.

Saaraheard the armor of her champion crack and shatter. She saw moonlight on atooth aslong as
her body, before it sank into the black neck not five feet from her leg. She smelled blood.

And the massive head of the black dragon lashed left and right, ineffectudly, unableto catch any part
of the enemy which was grinding into hiswindpipe below.

Saara cursed. She released her hold and did down the shining black scales until the white muzzle
(now stained red) was near beside her. She stood, propping hersaf againgt the first of the black dragon's
dorsa spines. "Yey! Liar! You fly-blown pisspot! Look here!™ And the white dragon's blue eyes
searched up and down, |eft and right, before he focused on the mite before his nose.

"No matter how long you wash, you still smell likeasick dog, you know," commented the little witch.
Then she added, " And though you fancy yoursdlf atrickster, | have found you the easiest dolt in the
world to deceive." Shelet go her hold on the spine and flung hersalf into space.

Lucifer twisted his jaws around and spared one claw to catch the plummeting human. But no sooner
did the black dragon fed hisenemy's grip dipping than he himsdf struck, with afury of contained hate.
Not only did the Devil miss Saara, but helost hiskilling squeeze on the black throat, and in another
moment his clutching claw was pierced by teeth as sharp asdivered glass.

Meanwhile, the shape plunging in blackness wavered and was replaced by aball of downy feathers.
The owl Saarahad become tumbled and lost afew secondaries before recovering inthe air, then rose
again to soar in wide circles around the battle.

What she saw was a different scene from that she had just |eft, for the black dragon had awedlth of
stored fires and twenty years of stored hate. Once free of the necessity to protect his head, he fought
with a savagery that seemed beyond the reach of pain.

He had Lucifer'sfoot in his mouth and one claw benesth the Devil'slong jaw, holding both tooth and
fire useless. The white dragon, at the sametime, had wrapped his serpentine tail around the black's
muzzle and was driking vicioudy with its edged tip at the others eyes.

Saaracircled, hooting dim, owlish encouragements to her champion, who had now forced his other
claw to the Devil's throat and was attempting to strangle him. The white dragon was kicking the blacks
belly like afighting tomcat.

Regardless of the dripping wound in his neck the black dragon held on. He caught one of hisenemy's
punishing hind feet in his own and twisted the white's lower body around so that he kicked only air.
When Lucifer'sfront claws found the tear in the flesh of the black dragon's neck and worried it open, he
not only ignored the pain, but was not aware of it at all.

Could amortd creature, however strong or ancient, destroy aspirit? A great spirit? The dragon
consdered this question in adry and academic manner while his mouth uttered hisrage and talons
sgueezed and sueezed.

Although the M ahayana philosopher, Nagarjuna, admitted various levels of spirit and matter, nothing
among them was imperishable (except the atman, or breath, according to certain other Indians).
Therefore this dragon before him (who might contain breeth, but was certainly not purely breath) might
well be perishable.

But the Japanese, now, like Dogen, tended to put change above all, and did not exclude breath from



itsdominion. THAT would imply that thiswhite dragon neck between his claws was susceptible to infinite
dteration, no matter what its piritud character.

Where does the flame go, when acandle is blown out?

Thedragon, deep in such reflections, snapped his mouth over that of hiswhite enemy, both pinning its
jaws shut and cutting off air. He threw his shouldersinto the cause of metaphysica experiment until the
dlver throat caved in beneath him.

The pae body writhed wildly and was till. But avoice from the air spoke, saying, "I think | am
getting bored with dl this."

The white dragon went out.

Likeacandle.

The black dragon floated through the air as limply asaweary swvimmer. Hisfire-washed sideswere
dull under the starlight, and black blood oozed down hislength, dripping &t last from histail to the earth
far below. His head snaked I€ft, then right, but his amber eyes found nothing.

Except atiny feathered shape that darted in above the lofting heats and sat on hisnose. " Quick!
There. Follow while heflees, or it will befor nothing!"

"Follow what?" asked the dragon patiently. Saara sprang from his muzzle to his outstretched hand.
She took human form and pointed at nothing-at-all among the ars.

"There. The bright shadow. Can't you see?"'

Snapping histail behind him, the enormous beast shot forward, enclosing Saarain acage of black
tines. "Certainly | can see. | see Betelgeuse and Rigel and ahost of lesser luminaries, and | see the moon
in her half-phase. | seethe

Mediterranean Alps benegth and | see your little friend disappearing into the window we have sought
solong. What else should | be seeing?”

"TheLiar! Heshineslikerotting fish.

"Follow where | point,” added the witch, as she saw that the dragon had no more eye for magic than
had Gaspare.

"Now up!" she shrilled, and suddenly, "Turn, turn to your left! Sharper.”

The dragon obeyed, though growling softly to himself. The earth beneath them redled repeatedly, with
white stone and black pinetilting like beer in arolling barrd. But Saarawas too intent for dizziness now.
"Up, up!" she cried ferocioudy. "Faster or wewill lose him.”

But the dragon's climb dowed, though histail beat the air below them so fast Saara could bardly see
it. It dowed and stopped, and finally they began to fall.

"Too high for fire," whispered the dragon faintly, and they floated, loose as arope in the ocean, down
toward the gleaming earth below.

There were some moments of sllence, during which Saara stretched out on the five-fingered hand of
iron. "Soitis" sheadmitted ruefully.

They sank, weariness establishing its mastery over both of them. The dragon began to ache.

"That was afamous battle," Saararemarked. "If | were a poet, | would make asaga about it."

The dragon, however, growled glumly. "What doesit matter how it went, when | failed you?"

The witch sat up and peered behind them at the black and starry sky. "Failed me? How? Did you
expect to split the sky intwo?Y ou would have done that before killing the Liar, who was never born."

"Then what were we after?' The yellow eyes, bigger and brighter than torches, looked down &t her.

"The answer to aquestion,” replied Saara, who continued to stare into space. "'l must find Raphad!,
the Eagle Chief "

The dragon puzzled. "But wefailed in that too. He gave us no time to ask, and now heisgone
beyond chasing.”

"No," thetiny woman corrected him. "Heis not beyond chasing. In fact heis coming back at this



Then the stars spun about as the black dragon swivelled in place. "Where?"

"Coming," repeated Saara, camly. "He wears no shape." Changing her own shape once again, she
darted, around, fluffy owl, behind the dragon's head spines. "1 will tell you where he goes,” she
whispered, "and what he does."

"Heisbelow you," said the owl. "What do you see?'

"Nothing."

"Then what do you fed?'

The dragon dashed with histall. "Loathing,” he hissed through st teeth.

Again the owl peeped and chattered. "Now he is beside you. Can you sense him?”

The dragon's back scales scraped together. "I fed only... disgust,” he said, but Saara thought he
might have used another word but for pride.

"Now heisabo—" hooted the owl, but at that moment a shape hurtled toward her, and Saarathrew
hersdf fluttering to the left.

It was an eagle, and it was shining white. It pursued the rotund owl in the air with askill equd to her
own. Twiceit chased her around the dragon's very head, pressing so closdly she had not thetimeto hide
hersdlf among the projecting spines.

The dragon craned his neck wildly, but the birds were too tiny and too close for him to touch. Likea
hawk maobbed by ravens, he sank away from the combat in the air.

But owls do not give battle with eagles, or at least not for long. One of the eagle'stalons struck,
taking ahandful of feathersfrom the owl and scattering them. She flapped, off-balance, toward the
dragon's protective head. The satanic eagle followed, growing closer.

The dragon saw his chance and took it. He opened his mouth and let the owl flutter through. His
crocodilian jaw snapped shut on the eagle. The wounded owl fluttered down on his hand.

"Now | will not ask, but demand,” said Saara, whose dress hung in tatters stained with blood. She
motioned to be brought nearer the dragon’s mouith.

"Liar!" she caled. "Now you will take usto Raphael. Y ou will release him from his bondage. Or you
will spend along timein avery dark place!”

There was slence, and the dragon clenched hisjaw. Then he gagged, for suddenly out of his mouth
and nose was pouring streams of matter.

They were hideous, the white-blue of phosphorescent, decaying flesh, and they crawled. They
erupted from the dragon’'s mouth faster than he could spit them out, and they scrabbled over his body.
They came down his hand and claw and reached Saara.

They could bite. They could burrow into flesh. Ssara screamed, while the dragon belched helplessfire
that lapped his sides but did nothing to discourage the infestation. In a panic of horror Saara watched the
scum of pale blue disappear between the dragon's scales.

He writhed like a back-broken snake. In amoment surely he would close his hand and crush her.
Saarahersdlf lay in abal on the black pam of the dragon’s hand, clawing at abody that had gone
dippery with blood.

Like thistledown the black dragon floated down through the high airs. He touched the stone of the
peak and rolled aslimp as aleather strap, al the way down to the road.

8

Where had his pride gone, Gaspare asked himsalf. He had not felt so shaken since the bad days: the



days he tried never to think about, the days before Damiano, when he had been nobody, with bare feet
on the streets of San Gabriele.

He watched the Lady Saara ascend into the sky on her serpentine steed, knowing he had been put on
ashdf, while she and the dragon were out to confront the Devil. Y et proud Gaspare—man of many
tempests—had said nothing againgt the plan. Y es, he would continue dong the road, in the unlikely event
the Devil had placed the entrance to hiseyriein plain sight. Y es, he would watch the befuddled horse.

Truth was, Gaspare wasfit for nothing else, for he had run out of strength. Entering the worm hole
had drained him of bravery in no ordinary manner, while his encounter with the dragon itsdf had left him
with adull feding that anything might happen next and there was naught that could be done abot it.

The high air (or lack of it) was much to blame for the redhead's shakiness, but, child of the mountains
that he was, he did not connect the peaks around him with hisintense desire to st down on theroad and
shut hiseyes.

He leaned againgt Festilligambe: not agood ides, for the horse wasin no condition to support his
weight. "Come, old outlaw,” grumbled the redhead. "Wake up and show somefight!"

Fetilligambe hauled up one ear, but made no other response to Gaspares urging. Staring into the
gelding's round brown eyes, Gaspare thought he saw reflections of amber.

"What has he doneto you, ass-face? Y ou look like old Luciaafter her third tankard.” The youth
twisted Fes-tilligambe's black tail (heavy by nature, thinned by too much standing near the fire) asthough
thehorsewereapig. A groan wasthe only resuilt.

Fedtilligambe's paralysis conquered Gaspare's. His spirits rose to contempt for the addled beast.
"Snap out of it, horse. It wasjust abig lizard, you know. A dumb brute like yourself."

Suddenly there came awhigtling shriek from somewhere above and ahead, accompanied by booming
curses and followed by agreat hissof engines. "Or abrute, a any rate," Gaspare added with less
cockiness. "Come on. We can't stay here.”

To hisleft rose adope of rock and rubble, rising to the sharp tooth of the mountain. On theright the
dopefdl again inincreasing steepness. Gaspare did not move to the gravel-scattered edge to look over,
for there was an uncomfortable cold wind.

Ahead of him aspur rose at the right of the road, amidst the scree, so there would be protection from
both sides. Protection from thewind, a any rate. Gaspare tweaked Festilligambe's ear and prodded one
thumb knuckle into hisribs, but the horse did not respond. At last he drew back, cocked hisfoot, and
spun around, landing an impressive roundhouse kick just below the gelding's limply hanging tail.

Slowly the horse swayed forward. Slowly he began to move.

Gaspare entered the protection of the rocks. When the road veered away to the left, following the
base of the peak, he clipped the skin of Festilligambe's nostril between two fingers and led him around.

A shrieking roar blasted the rocks. Gaspare gazed up in time to see the dragons, white and black, rise
twining into the high air. A horrid glory of flame brightened the evening sky.

Gagparefell to his knees, not knowing it was Satan himsdlf who assaulted hisfriend inthe air, but
knowing it wasterrible. "l am usdless," he whigpered, histeeth chattering. "By God and dl Hissaints, |
want to hide!" He hid hisfacein hishands.

The bellowing faded as the combatants rose farther from the road itself. Gaspare, folding hishandsin
half-shamed prayer, |looked ahead and beheld the yellow light of alamp.

Infront of him, ong theroad itsdlf, was awindow. It extended from the gravel and dust of the earth
to apeak at least twenty feet up, and the stone trim around it was as neat and pretty asthat of a church.
It was the kind of window one could walk through, having neither shutter nor glass. Inside it was aroom.

As Gaspare stood perched on the sill, alight spatter of flame licked the stone of the road behind him.
Acid hissed and crackled againgt stone. The youth hopped through.

down the two-foot drop to the interior floor, which wastiled quite fashionably in the Italian manner.

"S0," he said. "Even as Delstrego described it."



Delstrego had visited the Devil. He had told Gaspare al about it. But the redhead hadn't listened,
exactly, because it had been back in the days when he thought Delstrego was. .. well, confused.

But he DID remember that the Devil's high chamber had been big—so big that aman might St ona
table aslarge as abalroom floor. "Not quite as Delstrego described it," Gaspare amended.

Here was atable. Gaspare put his hand upon it. About two arm spans by one-and-a-half, he judged.
On it were two things: arather impressively made modd of afortress, and abowl of grapes. Besidesthe
table, the only furnishingsin the room were asingle high-backed chair, various|oud and busy scarlet
embroiderieson thewals, and ared lesther bag hanging from the ceiling lamp.

Gaspare's curious fingers played with atiny steel shutter which hung on one of the few windows of the
modd. It worked. He peered inside the arched windows on the tiny cupolawhich topped the model.
Therewas something in it, but he couldn't make out what. By habit he plucked a grape from the bowl
and brought it to his mouth.

But there was something about the fruit, something greasy, perhaps, or wasit the color which was not
quiteright? Gaspare put it down again and danced nervoudly through the room.

No doors, just three other windows. Two of them looked out onto blackness (night fell so abruptly in
the mountains). Gaspare peered out of the fourth window, hoping to spy Saaraand her dragon.

After abrief glimpse he backed away again, regling. Gaspare's ssomach didn't feel too well. He
cursed aprayer, or prayed profandly (from the time he had been a street urchin, the two actions had
blurred into onefor him), and returned his attention to the toy on the table.

IT had no doors either. "No doors," he mumbled. "No way out.”

"Go out the way you camein: that's my advice. And do so as quickly as possible,” said the red |egther
bag hanging from the lamp.

Gaspare legped squeding into the air and hisarmsflailed. One hand struck the bag, which was soft
and saggy, and which began to swing back and forth. Two blue eyes, on stalks, moved in opposition to
the swaying. "Don't do that," the bag complained. "Y ou might hurt theimage.”

Gagpare blinked from the speaker to the work on the table. I'm sorry,” he blurted. 'Who... what are
you?"
It had amouth, set above the blue eyes. It had a blobby big belly, with sticklike arms and hands tied
together behind it. (Tied in abow. With red string.) It had feet set at the very top of the belly, one of
which had been tied with red string to the lamp cord.

"l am Kadjebeen,' stated the bag. "'l am an artisan.”

Gaspare made adiscovery. "Y ou're upside down,” heinformed the bag.

"Yes, | am, ' replied Kadjebeen equably. "I'm being punished.”

"For what?" asked Gaspare, but before the demon could answer, Gaspare had untied the sticklike
arms and was working on the knot in the lamp cord. Such was his attitude toward punishment.

Thelittle horror was lowered to the table. It rolled over so that its blue scall op-eyes were upmost. |
was supposed to have someone whipped half-to-death.” His small raspberry-colored mouth emitted a
sgh.

"What is 'half-to-death"?" Kad)jebeen asked Gaspare, but did not wait for an answer before adding,
"Lifeisnether distance nor volume, that | can take out my weights, levels, or my measures and get it
exact. What was| to do?'

Gaspare didn't answer. The demon massaged his button head in both hands. "Better to be
consarvative, don't you think? I mean, one can dwayswhip alittle more, afterward, but if themanis
dead, one can scarcely whip alittle LESS, can one?

"Beddes... | did so admire thosewings."

Gaspare, who had been listening to Kadjebeen's complaint with acertain lack of sympathy, suddenly
lunged forward. "Wings? Angel wings?'

K adjebeen cringed back, hiding hiseyesin hishands. (Onein each.) "What'd | say? What'd | say?



Don't hit me! I'monly an artisan!”

Gaspare repeated his question more moderately.

"I don't know what kind of wings you're talking about. These weren't like regular demon wings. Not
leathery. They had featherslike birds. Whitish."

"Raphad!" cried Gaspare, and when K adjebeen threatened to withdraw once more, he shook him.
"Yes, yes! Raphagl was his name. Nice guy, he seemed. Well put together. Looked alot like the
Master."

Seeing Gagpare's exultant face, he asked, ™Y ou interested in wings too?"

"l am... interested in Raphad'swings," warbled Gaspare, dancing another little dance of excitement.
"Raphad ismy friend. My teacher. We have come from San Gabriele in the Piedmont, looking for him.

"Through cold and wind," Gaspare chanted. "Past dragons and enchanted boulders we have come,
and not dl the Devil'swiles could stop ud™

K adjebeen sghed again. "Then he must not have been trying very hard.”

Gaspare was stung. "I'm sure he was! If he had any sense he was, because we are justice itself on his
tral."

The skin at the back of his neck twitched, as Gaspare remembered where he was and to whom he
was speaking. "You... LIKE him?Y our wicked master? In spite of what he did to you? Y oul'l tell Satan
| was here, and everything | said?!

K adjebeen's eyes made independent circuits of theroom. "Like... the Master?' Theninarush he
replied, "Of course | don't. Who could like him? But I'm sure | will tell on you. Hell torture metill 1 do.”

Theround demon sighed. He walked over to histoy and fiddled with it in proprietary fashion. "And
then hell torture me some more, | guess.”

Gaspare's courage, working asit did by law of opposition, rose as the demon quailed. "It doesn't
matter if you do tell, you miserable insect. We've come for the angd and won't leave without him!" He
pirouetted around the table, dicing most gracefully with an invisible sword.

"Well, I'm very sorry, then,” mumbled K adjebeen.

Between one florid step and the next, Gaspare stopped dancing. " Sorry for what?"

K adjebeen was sitting on the table. He had both hands laced around his middle. Now his color was
returning, and helooked more like araspberry and less like abag. "Because the Master gave him away.”

"Gave him away?' echoed Gaspare. He struck hisbony fist on the tabletop. The greasy grapes
bounced. "He gave away an angd of God?"

"Watch out for theimage," mumbled the demon reflex-ively. "It's a perfect correspondence, you see,
and one hasto be careful.” Then the demon redlized that Gaspare's attention could not be diverted from
hisgod.

"Y es. He mdted off hiswings and gave him to one of histoadies—uh, servants. Perfecto the
Spaniard, the man'snameis. | imagine your Raphadl isin Granada now.”

Observing the dusky flush of Gaspare's face, K adjebeen added, to console him, "The wingswere
gone by then, anyhow. "

Gagparesimpersona glare sharpened. ™Y ou must take usto him!*

The demon sgueaked, and drew in both hands and feet, so that nothing but histrembling eyes
disturbed hisrotundity. "Oh, | couldn't! The Master would never let me! He'd be so angry if heeven
knew you'd asked!"

Gaspare, whose own fear had somewhere been left behind, strode to the window, where the dazed
horse stood placidly, seeing nothing. All sounds of battle had faded, but in his heart was growing a
conviction that the battle was dready won: a conviction which had nothing to do with Saarals magic, or
the length of the dragonsteeth.

"Y our medter, little insect, is nothing but scum!™

"Oh dear, don't," quailed Kadjebeen, as his ears and eyes rotated nervoudy. "Heisthe Prince of the



Earth and very sengitive about it."

"Heisthe Prince of Cowardice,” Gaspare declared. "And dl hisvictories are cheats.”

He spun theatricdly and smacked his chest. "I mysdlf tell you this, you poor deluded dave. And |
should know, because| AM A VERY BAD MAN!"

Kadjebeen stared at Gaspare with an increase of respect.

"Or | WAS avery bad man. But with the grace of God and the help of Hisangel Raphadl, | am
trying. Itishard," added the youth, staring with wide green eyes a the round body on the table, "when
you are born with low ingtincts and have habits both worldly and violent, but it is possible to throw off
Satan entirely. Evenyou could doiit.”

His gaze on thedemon logt certainty. ... | think."

"This Raphad person,” Kadjebeen thought to mention, "didn't last very long against my Master."

Gaspare frowned, remembering K adjebeen's part in that deed. "Raphadl sacrificed himsdlf," he said
with dignity. "For MY gns, | antold.

"Andl... | will release him from bondage. | have the greatest witch in al Europe at my sde. We
cannot lose."

K adjebeen's stalked gaze shifted to Festilligambe. "The greatest witch in al Europeisahorse?

"Uh, no. Thisis Fesdtilligambe. Heis probably the fastest horsein dl Europe. Heis certainly the most
troublesome.” A glance at the dack-jawed, lop-eared face forced him to add, "Heis, however, not
feding hisbed.

"My companion, the Lady Saara, isa this moment chasing your foolish magter'slegions from the
skies, while| have the respongbility to locate and rescue Raphad .

"He'sin Granada," repeated K adjebeen hel pfully.

"S0." Gaspare cracked his knuckles, one by one. "Take usto Granada."

"l couldn't..." began the raspberry demon, but he changed his mind in midsentence. "I would liketo,
but | don't see how..."

"And you cal yoursdf an artist!" Gaspare's voice, not naturally resonant, rang strangely loud in that
dale, tiled chamber.

"An artisan," Kadjebeen corrected him. "I build things. Images. Asameatter of fact, | am the greatest
maker of images that—"

"Artig, artisan... Bah!" Gaspare brushed the digtinction aside. "Don't you know that al the arts are
blessed, and Satan istheir enemy? Raphael isthe greatest musician ever created, as well asthe most
beautiful; it isout of jealousy that Satan has done him hurt. | mysdf—"

" myself am tone-deaf," interjected the raspberry demon. "Aswadll as ugly. But go ahead—you were
about to tell mewhat Y OU were greatest at.”

"l was not," grunted Gaspare, ingtantly deflated.

"I'm not the best at anything, although my old friend and partner... Oh, never mind." For to Gaspares
mind came the words the ghost had said at the top of the hill in Lom-bardy. "Don't strive to be the best,
or you will wake up one day and know yourself no good at al.”

There was no sound to be heard, except the droning sighs of Festilligambe, who seemed to be
waking up. Suddenly Gaspare wanted to be out of this square room with windows that made no sense
and air like doused ashes. Even if its owner never returned, it was no good placeto be.

"Granada, you say?' He spared alast glance at the demon. " Then to Granada we will go, on the back
of the greatest dragon that..." Gaspare swallowed.

"On the back of adragon.” Helegped lightly onto the sill.

Festilligambe nickered deepily. Gaspare dragged him aong by the mane. "Come on, ass-face. We
have what we camefor..."

It was black outside, and al noise of combat had ceased. A dust of stars whitened the sky. Gaspare
lifted his head, and cold wind caught hisrusset hair.



Where were Saara and the dragon? Gaspare felt pregnant with news and wanted to communicate it.
Surely they had not chased that stranger dragon so far they could not get back to him? All pretty white
and gold, it hadn't looked like a beast with much fight in it.

As he stood in the mountain darkness, huddled against a black horse for warmth, Gaspare heard an
awkward scuffing behind him.

A sguarish black shape was following histrail on spindly pink-purplelegs. It looked like abedding
box with the hindquarters of a chicken. For amoment Gaspare's hair stood on end, not out of fear but
disbelief, until he recognized the object as K adjebeen's toy palace, propelled by Kadjebeen himsdlf.

"I'm coming,” panted the demon, unnecessarily. "With that?*

Kad)ebeen hugged his masterwork with arms too short for the purpose. His eyes drooped
protectively over thetop. "lt'smine” he mumbled. "I madeit. Best thing | ever made. It'san image of the
whole paace. Even His Magnificence has never appreciated how perfect ajobitis.”

Gagpare only sighed. Together he, Kadjebeen, and the horse stepped out of the shelter of the rocks.

There, on the gray-lit dope of the pesak itself, lay along body like alength of rope cast off by some
giant. Moonlight glistened onit, for it was coated with some sort of dime, and smadl, scuitling things went
inand out of the great, scimitar-lined mouth, which leaked steam. Y dlow eyes shone faintly, staring at
nothing.

Caged in oneiron paw, undamaged but motionless, was asmall shape in a scorched blue dress.

Gaspare stopped dead, causing Kadjebeen to bump into him. The horse reared in panic.

Then Gaspare ran wildly over the rubble and stone, up the dick and gripless dope of rock, toward
the fallen dragon with its phosphorescent infection. He reached the black-clawed hand. He squeezed
between the bars.

With both hands Gaspare wiped the ooze from Saaras eyes. He wept and cursed together as more
came out of her nose and lips. Her flesh looked and fdlt like wax.

The creeping disease touched Gaspare.

K adjebeen stood aone on theroad, leaning on hiswork. He was fedling very low.

The fellow had seemed 0 certain of himself, with his greatest this and hisfastest that. It had been a
long time since K adjebeen had met anyone except the master himself who was so self-assured. Hetried
to remember when and where he HAD met another like Gaspare. His memories were sadly jumbled.

But the raspbery demon was sure of one thing. Heredly didn't want to hang from the ceiling
anymore.

Amid the cries and weeping, as K adjebeen leaned disconsolately on hisimage, he heard afamiliar
sound. From somewhere nearby, his master Lucifer was laughing. Kadjebeen listened, and in his present
discouragement he had the idea L ucifer was laughing a him.

Long whitewings: light, intricate, craftworthy. Meted likeice,

"No!" He shouted petulantly. Then louder. "No. I'm tired of it. Always the best work is broken and
the worst exdted. Alwaysthe back of the hand! Wéll, | won't anymore. | won't!"

And Kadjebeen, in excess of rage, sprang up in the air on his bandy legs and came down right on the
cupolaof his masterwork—the image of Lucifer'sHall.

Helet out an "oof and an "ouch,” for the little object was pointed. But it was aso fragile, and it
splintered benegth hisjdly-shuddering weight.

From the mountain benesth came the thud like that of adamming door, magnified many times,

K adjebeen stamped. Something shifted in the rock itsalf. The air popped.

But Kadjebeen hopped again and again, smacking his buboed surface againgt paper-thin walls. The
image gaveway.

Thefortress of Lucifer gave way. Rock shuddered, deep in the earth. The thin air was loud with
broken deceits and the cries of demons with their leashes snapped. Theyellow light shining around the
corner went out.



A fungoid slvery growth appeared on the black coils of the dragon, as Lucifer dragged himself
frantically from the flesh of hisvictims. His shape solidified, grew hair, was dressed in white vel vet.

He hurled himself through the air toward the gate of his paace, at the smal figure standing by the
shards of delicate stone.

It was not bulbous, not colored like araspberry. It was aman, or the shade of aman: short, wiry, but
not uncomely, with very strong arms and hands. His face was bearded and his eyes round and blue.

"No more, my Master," said the shade, and the voice cameto Lucifer from far away. The spirit
pointed to its eyes, its body, and to its mouth. "No oneis made so badly as you would have them
believe," it whigpered, and the bearded mouth smiled. Slowly the large, sail-white wings spread behind it
and tested the air.

Smiling, the shade raised its strong arms and square, workman's hands. It rose and faded into a sky
awash withthe gars.

Flaming with curses, Lucifer fled away to recapture his scattered devils.

Asahdf-moon rose from behind the rock-tooth, the yellow eyes of the dragon answered itslight.
The bladed tail twitched.

And Gaspare, in the pergola of the dragon's upturned hand, held Saara until she waswarm again, and
her eyes opened.
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Though the glassy night was the most comfortable timein late-summer Granada, the servantsin their
barracks were too tired to stay awake for it and Rashiid and his wives were too well-fed. Only Raphael
sat up, crouched haf-naked beside the fish pond, and thefish circled at hisfeet. He was talking with
Damiano.

"Y ou look much better, | think," the spirit was saying. "Except for your nose.”

"My nose," repeated Raphael. He touched that member for identification and winced at the result. "It
hurts. And it whistleswhen | bregthe throughit.”

Moonlight had bleached the gold from his hair and reduced the glorious color of hisblack eyeto mere
shadows. He glimmered asinsubstantidly as hisfriend the ghost.

Damiano's cloudy suggestion of aface drew closer and darkened in sympathy. He said, ' can hear it.
A very musica sound, as befits ateacher of music. But | know acure for the problem.”

“Tdl me!" Though weeks of humanity had taught Raphael some sophidtication, hisface till reflected
his every feding, and now his perfect blue eyes (one of them rimmed in purple and green) pleaded with
Damiano.

"It takes bravery."

Raphagl nodded soberly.

The spirits umbrous wings folded back. He added, "It isnot amagica but amusical cure.”

Thisdid not seem to surprise Rephadl at all.

"Take your hands," began Damiano, "and clap them in your lap.” The blond did so, but quietly, so as
not to wake the davesin the barracks.

"Now keep the rhythm and follow me, clapping whenever | clap.” The ghost went clap, clap, clapin
hislap, making hardly a sound, and then raised his arms above his head and struck his ectoplasmic hands
together. Raphadl accompanied him in (of course) perfect time.

Three claps more above the knees and three in front at arm’s length and three more in the lap and



then in front of the face, one, two, and...

Perhaps Damiano gave anudge, or perhaps Raphadl, in the heat of the performance, wasn't thinking
quite what he was doing, but the third clap came hard and symmetrically down on hisinjured nose.

He gasped and rose half to hisfeet. "I hit mysdf!" he cried doud, and then, as greater understanding
cameto him, he added, "Y ou MADE meto hit mysdf!”

The spectra form wavered, perhaps through shame. "But your nose: How isit now?"

Raphad gave acareful sniff. "1 smell blood,” he said, with ahint of petulance. "But | think... |
think..."

Agan Damiano leaned close. "'l don't hear anything."

Raphad, too, listened. "No. Nothing. Thewhistleisgone.”

"And your noseisstraight again. You'll be ashandsome asever.”

The blonds fine hands were locked protectively around the middie of hisface, but his eyesturned to
Damiano with sudden interest. "Am | handsome? | never thought abouit it."

Sadly Damiano smiled. "Y ou've never been amorta before. Now you'l think about thingslike that:
Aremy teeth good? Isthat awrinkle or aspot forming by my eyebrow? Isthat fellow abigger, stronger,
better man than 1? It'sthe morta condition; we don't seem to be ableto helpit.

"And another part of being mortal, Seraph. Hating. Do you hate your master yet?"

Raphael squatted down again. He lifted his eyesto the stars while the warm wind stirred his hair.

"My master?| fed bad that he hit me. He had never told me | was not supposed to mention that
Djourawas aBerber in front of other Berbers. And how was | to know that Djouras father had been
sworn to Qaid Hasiim years ago?

"And though | know Rashiid had reason to be angry—he felt compelled to give agreset gift of money
to the Berbersin the Alhambra, aswell aslosing what he'd paid for Djoura— till, I'd rather not have to
see him anymore. Somehow | don't like looking at him or hearing hisvoice.”

"Undergandable.”

"Isit?" Raphad's|eft eyebrow shot up in amovement familiar to his student. "I don't understand it.
After al, Rashiid will be Rashiid whether in my sight and hearing or not.

"But that is nothing like hate, | know, for | have felt hate. One doesn't haveto beamortd... Thereis
one | hate and have hated for avery long time." Then Raphadl took a deep bregth through his newly
repaired nogtrils.

"And anyway, this blunder of mineled to Djourabeing freed, and freedom was what she most
wanted, so I'm glad of it."

"Freedom iswhat we dl most want,” murmured the thoughtful spirit, and for amoment he faded into
moonlight. When heraised hisfaceto hisfriend again, therewasahint of firein hisdark eyes.

"Raphadl, you must remember who you arel”

The man looked only weary. He turned his head away. "'| remember, my friend. My confusionis
nearly gone.

"l remember every voicein the choir. And the song, in dl its parts—how could | forget that? But my
memories are only memories, and dont move me."

The voice of asingle frog hidden in the weeds of the pond silenced Raphadl for afew moments. Then
he said, "Morered to me than heavenly music isthe fact that my nose hurts, and is dripping blood, and
that | know | must dig at the latrines tomorrow, aswell as play the ud.”

Damiano nodded. He dipped one vague hand into the black pool water, passing it through several
little perch in the process. Neither hand nor fish were theworsefor it. "Y ou don't talk about God—your
Father—anymore."

Raphad's eyes dipped down, from his friend's face to the undisturbed surface of the water. Y ou
mean Allah. Here He is Allah, and the people of Granada use His name in every third sentence. And they
al seemto know just what Hiswill ison every issue. All but me, of course.



"Allah and | have not been introduced.”

"You are bitter," whispered the ghost.

Raphad smiled and his battered face was transformed. "1'm not, redly." He put hishand into the
waistband of histrousers and pulled out alittle pouch. "1 have apebble, Darni: the one you gave me. |
take care of it."

The moon had rolled away and only Jupiter and the Dog Star made light enough to outshine the
approach of dawn. In that season and latitude Sirius never set.

Raphadl was deeping like adog, however, curled againgt the cold with a protective hand on either
sde of his nose. Even as he dumbered, thelittle perch of the pond did not relax their honor guard, and
the carp at the bottom hugged the bottom and sides of the tank as though to push their way through soil
to the transformed angel.

Soon the dozen men in the barracks would be expected to wake up and be useful. They dept dl the
harder now in expectation.

But in the main house little Amawas awake; she had had to wake up to vomit, which was her recent
custom. Asa ways, concluding thistask left her fresh and airy, ready for the day's experience. And now
shetiptoed out the white doorway, sure of her path despite the lack of light.

Amawas wearing white. She came sansvell and her hair was undone. She looked more like Rashiid's
little daughter than Rashiid's young wife. She found Raphael on the bench beside the fish pond.
Finger-length perch darted in every direction.

"Ho, dugabed! Wake up. Wake up and do my hair."

Raphael opened both eyes. He yawned, winced, and touched his upper lip. He chafed his unclad
ams.

"Since because of you | don't have Djouraanymore, you must be my body servant,” Ama persisted.
Then she giggled. "Y ou're much nicer, after al, though you're the wrong color.”

Sheleaned over him and peered closgly at hisface. "Wrong colors, | should say. How shocking!”
Ignoring hisincoherent reply, Ama pushed his knees off the bench and sat hersdlf down facing away from
him, presenting her abundant hair.

"My hushand isabrute; | have dways known so. He would hit me, I'm sure, if my family were not so
important. I'm glad they are. My uncleisa nakib; he hasthe fedty of two hundred men. But not so much
money.

"Why do you deep outside, Raphael ? It gets cold in the morning. It's cold now.

"Y ou know how Djoura used to deep? Fully dressed, in dl those dusty black gowns of hers. Looked
likeahill of mud, shedid, with her veil over her black face. But she waswarm, | bet.

"What did you say?'

Raphael had been about to tell Amawhy he dept on the bench by the fish pond: astory which
involved hisfirgt and only night in the barracks (fully dressed, like Djoura), when because of his humming
and his muted conversation with an unseen visitor he had earned eviction. But as he rose from his hard
cot he thought of something eseto say.

"l don't know how to do your hair, mistress" the dave admitted. "I have never done alady's hair
before.”

Ama shrugged and set her smal mouth. "Y ou know how to make braids, don't you? Braid it."

Raphad set to work. His hands were good, and he was, of course, an artist. He worked nesatly but
without great speed, and Amawiggled. After afew minutes, she wiggled backward into hislap.

"Rashiid isangry with metoo. lsn't that absurd? All because I'm the one who wanted the black. How
was | to know she was of an important clan? It's Rashiid's own business to know those things; I'm just
hiswife, after dl."

She darted an avian glance back at the blond. "1 wish | weren't hiswife. | wish | was Y OUR wife
ingtead!" Then Amagiggled a her own conceit. "The wife of aeunuch! Wouldn't that be an easy job?"



Suddenly the girl spun about on Raphael's knees, pulling her black tressesfrom hisfingers. Her face
wasinchesfrom his. With her fingers she combed hisyellow hair over hiseyesand begun to twist it
about. "Your turn, Pinkie... | mean Raphadl.

"Y ou'd make such apretty girl yoursdlf, except that you're too big, of course, and too skinny. But |
like your eyes, and your mouth is so sweet." She kissed his not-quite-awake face.

Color had descended from the sky: the green of the pond, the blue in Raphagl's eyes, the hidden
russet in Amashair. "Shall | marry you, Raphadl? Shall | forget about Rashiid and marry you? Y ou can
bemy littlewifel"

Amaforced her treble voice down to amasculine growl as she repeated again and again the phrase
"my littlewife." She had quite atalent for imitating Rashiid, both in word and gesture; Rgphagl found
himsalf being possessively pawed dl over. It was rather pleasant.

"l have only seen one eunuch before," whispered Ama, breaking out of her husbandly character for a
moment. "Hewasthelittle boy of my uncles household in Algiers, and he had two red scarsin this
shape." Shelaid onefinger crosswise over another. "Hewould cry if wetried to touch them.

"Here, Pinkie. While no one éseiswatching. Take your trousers off and show me."

Raphad'sfair forehead drew down and he prisoned Ama's exploratory handsin hisown. "I'm not
supposed to do that,” he said.

With aforce of outrage she yanked free of his grasp. "Not supposed to... Who said you're not
supposed to? I'm your mistressand | say..." Amagrabbed the waistband of Raphagl's cotton trousers
and pulled until the cord broke. The baggy garment dipped onto the bare wood of the bench.

Little Amalooked first surprised and then quite confused. She was speechless. Under the intensity of
her stare Raphagl grew nervous. He aso fdlt quite warm, somehow, though the sun had not yet crested
thewall. He attempted to gather the cloth again at his hips, but Amaforestdled him.

"Either aeunuch looksjust like aman, once he grows up, or..." Her smdl round eyesroseto his.
"Areyou awhole man after dl, Rephad 7'

"Yes," hereplied. "But no oneis supposed to know that.”

Amarolled her eyes. " She edged away from the dave aong the bench and folded her hands on her
lap. Her feet swung to and fro, not touching the ground. "By thelight of Allah!™ she whispered, and then,
"Rashiid isgoing to be sooo angry!™

Raphael found he was more nervous than ever, though not nearly so warm. "I did not ever tell him |
was aeunuch,” he ventured to say to the girl, but she only muttered and shook her head.

Then with her typica unpredictability, Amasqueezed Raphad teasingly in aplace he did not expect.
"I won't tell," she promised, grinning Sidelong. "Not if you're niceto me." Then she turned and darted,
perchlike, past the fish pond and away.

In the harbor of Adra, the big-bellied ships bobbed and wallowed in the swell. The longshoremen
sang in Spanish and the wind tasted of sdlt.

Djoura hated it: both the Spanish and the water-laden air, which made her nose run. She despised the
whining Northern Arabic of the marinerswho warbled and yoddlled to each other in the hold, securing
their cargo of oranges. She had great contempt for the official Granadan bookkeeper, a sunburned
Spaniard who sat on asmall date keg by the gangplank, in case the owner of the boat should try to load
anything in evasion of the export duties.

Djourasat behind the gay-striped partitionsin the stern of the ship which wasto take her acrossthe
Mediterranean, and she thought furioudly.

It had been a pleasant shock, in the beginning, when the tribesmen burst into the Spanish pig's hot
kitchen, scaring his old wifeinto hysterics and pulling her out of the grease and soot. It had aso been
fulfilling to see Rashiid babbling apologies—not to her, of course, but to the Berbers he had so grievoudy
offended.

Djoura had not expected these pale Berbers, strange to her, to take such an interest. It was only
just—only Berber—that they should, of course, but till, Djourahad lived her lifein thered world, and



no one elsein her five years of davery looked past her skin color to see that she was of the free people,
and that her captivity was an outrage.

And this, besides, was not the manner in which Djoura had planned to regain her freedom. Where did
they think they were sending her, anyway? Not a soul had bothered to share with her that information.
The black woman knew well she had no living male kin. She had seen her father's headless body, and her
single brother—well, if he had lived, he would have found her by now.

Perhaps they would dump her with the first black Berbersto pass through Algiers. Then what would
shebe? Little more than adave, again.

Asadave, she had known hersalf aBerber, and therefore not truly adave. Now, kinless among her
own race, she would be afree but homelessfemale, and therefore not free at all.

Djoura cursed the pride which had forced Hasiim to "rescue’ her—awoman in whom he had no
interest, and to whom he had never bothered to speak.

And aways Djouras circle of thought returned to her Pinkie, whom she had groomed for the role of
her mae

"protector” in their escape from Rashiid's household, and who was the unwitting cause of dl this
upset. How had he suffered for hisinterference? Surely that greasy swine had not let hisloose tongue go
unpunished. ..

Poor Pinkie: How long would he be able to hide his secret among that household—uwithout Djoura?
Hewould be areal eunuch soon enough, -and with stripes to boot.

Ah, but maybe that would be just aswell. Pinkie was s0 naive: too childlike even to consider
vengeance. And he wasn't much of aman, to look at: pale, beardless, baby-haired. He wouldn't mind as
much as some. Assuredly hewould not kill himself from the shame of cadtration, as many men would.
Djourasighed. Thewind caused the hangings of her enclosureto flgp and billow, reducing it to an
uncon-cedling framework of ropes: asecluson asineffective aswasthis'rescue’ from davery.

Then, between one moment and the next, Djouraknew that she could not leave Pinkieto hisfate.

For hadn't she named 'him her brother? And even as a brother must avenge hissister or die, so must
she, Djoura, return for the poor pae singer she had adopted. Besides, she missed him.

With dignity, the woman rose to her feet. Brass coinsjingled sweetly around her ears. A pillar of
black, she strode out of her enclosure, ducking under the supporting tent rope.

The bookkeeper with histaly sat on akeg at the head of the gangplank. He looked up with surprise
to see the woman standing before him. In faulty Arabic hetold her to return to her place.

In response Djoura mumbled something inaudible. She crooked her little finger and whispered again.
Risng hafway to hisfeet, the embarrassed officid presented his ear for some petty feminine revelation.

Djoura put one large hand firmly over the man's money pouch and the other firmly againgt his chest.
She heaved.

With awesk cry the bookkeeper fell backward from the keg into the green Mediterranean. Djoura
paraded down the plank and into Adra.

10

"Though heat rises," the deep, pipe-organ voice beneath them intoned, "the upper regions are colder.
Thisistrue over dl theearth.”

Gaspare was not satisfied. He shifted his grip on Saaraswaist. (He had shifted his grip so many times
that she was developing the horsestrick of swelling her middle whenever the girth tightened.) "1'm more



inclined to believe you just haven't gone high enough to find the layer of heat that surrounds the earth.”

There was a short silence from the dragon. "1 have never read that thereis such alayer,” hereplied at
last.

"Standsto reason,” attested the youth, kicking the metallic black neck absently.

"| rather think alook at the Smple geometry of the Stuation will explain the phenomenon, youngster.”

"Geometry. Isthat aforeign word?' Gaspare mumbled distrustfully.

The dragon sighed at Gaspare's ignorance. Saara sighed also, for she had a headache. She had
carried it snce waking on the mountain's stony side with Gaspare shaking her. She wondered how the
dragon (old as he was) could have recovered so quickly.

When Saara as a child had a headache, her mother had used to roll an egg against her head, until the
ache went into the egg. Then she would bury it beneath the snow of the yard: egg and ache together.

She wished now she had an egg. She wished she were home.

Home? Y es, and she didn't mean Lombardy, but the far Fenlands, where her Lappish people dug
their houses, pressed felt, and followed the herds of sturdy deer through white winter. For thefirst timein
many, many years, Saara the Fenwoman thought of home without remembering Jek-kinan and the faces
of her dead babies, strewn across the floor of the hut.

Her children were dead, and Jekkinan too. So, for that matter, was Ruggerio, and her old enemy
Delstrego senior. All dead and folded away. (Like egg whitein acake. Like an egg itsdlf buried in the
snow.) Soon she, too, would be folded into history: that was the rule ever since the Spirit sang earth into
being.

Damiano was right; the summoning made the separation of the living and dead worse. Saarafelt
renewed pain, for she would have liked so much to have shown L appland to Damiano. He would have
liked it, for heliked anything pretty.

If she lived through this, she told herself, she would return to the Fens and see it again—the red
autumn, the white winter, the crying geese in the springtime—for the sake of Damiano Delstrego, and
perhaps he would know the beauty through her eyes.

Padding barefoot down an dley wet with offa, Djouras every movement wasregd. The night air
might aswell have been thick with jasmine aswith garlic and piss, for Djouras free soul was touching the
high winds freighted with clouds.

For over aweek she had been alone among the rocksin the climbing desert which stretched between
the ocean and high Granada. She had bought amule and then sold it again, preferring her own feet for
trangport. The customs-man's gold had permitted her to eat well. Now she had reached Granada.

For thefirst timein her grown life Djouras steps had not been ordained by another. These nights
werethefirst in her life that someone el se had not decided where she should deep. Shehad dept in
haystacks and under upturned wagons. She had dept under the moon.

Tonight Djouradid not deep at al, but paraded past mud brick and stucco, through the capillaries of
acity shedid not know, toward the liberation of another liberation besides hersdlf.

The poor were curled dozing in doorways al around her. Good for them—it was certainly better to
deep in adoorway than in the rank holes within doors. Djoura stared down at the deepersfrom a great
height. Her vell was back and her hair gleamed with aconstellation of coins. From within one house—a
heavy, feverful pile of mud—came singing. It was bad singing, out of tune and with strictly private rhythm.
But Djouratook it in and let it add to her own strength; she swelled with power as she waked.

"l am so tal now," she whispered to the air, "that there is no chain forged which could span my neck.
And should some clever man forge such ashackle, hewould find no ladder big enough that he could
reach up to put it on.

"And if he DID reach me, | would crush himinthishand, for histrouble,” Djoura continued. Her
black hand moved invisibly through the heavy shadow. Eyes, teeth, and coins glimmered. "'l grow larger
a every moment.

"Likethe earth after rain,” she murmured on. "Taller and stronger, stronger and taller.” Her round



nogtrils flared like those of a high-blooded horse.

"l am Djoura, the black one, the free. The breaker of chains. | am Djoura: my will isasword!"

And thewalls on elther hand fell away from her as though she had pushed them down. Djoura stood
at alarge crossroads, under moonlight. She raised her arms and made the moonlight hers. Her layered
clothing cast aterrible shadow on the paving.

Even Djourahersdlf blinked, surprised at the way the world was acceding to her new-won mastery.
The moon touched her face like arain of white feathers.

Djoura cupped her hands to the moon. She danced (with African straightness, lest she spill the moon
from her hands) and laughed, crying, "1 am mad, mad with my own strength! Moon keep me up, for if |
stumble, I must knock ahouse down!"

And though the woman was far from stumbling, she did spill moonlight as she spun. Cold light
gpattered from the coins on her head over every rough cobble, and her wide skirts made ashadow like a
spinning black planet.

There was one other sharing Djoura's star-washed stage, though she hadn't noticed him. Thiswasa
smal man, long nosed, thin, dressed in Bedouin white mudin. He sat waiting on the dry fountainhead that
marked the center of the square, and what he waswaiting for is of no importanceto us.

Hislegswere neatly crossed. To Djoura (when she at last perceived him) helooked impossibly drall,
sitting there so neatly and so till under the savage moonlight, so as she passed him she reached up one
long African arm and clenched her hand. "I have caught the moon!™ she whispered to him, making her
eyesround. "l will hideit in my baosom now, and no onewill know who took it but Y OU!"

Following her own words, she thrust her hand into her bodice, lifted it out, and shook her fingersin
the small man'sface. "Seel | have hiddenit. | don't haveit anymorel" Shefloated away, then, laughing
highin her nose.

The man sat without moving. His mouth had gone faintly sour, and his eyes were fixed on the wall
opposite him. But after Djoura had passed, fading into another dark dley, he raised his sight to heaven.
"Thereisno God but Allah," he intoned, "and Mohammad is his Prophet.”

"Yes, afish,” Raphagl admitted. "A fish, or asmadl bird. This orangetree, too, whispers His nameto
me, but only after everyone has goneto bed.”

"His name?' whispered the soft voice that came from the shadow.

"The name of my Father, whom they cal Allah: the name | can't remember from moment to moment,”
Raphad replied. Then he pushed aweight of paeydlow hair from hiseyes. "But none of these speaksas
clearly to me of Him asonelook &t your face, Darni."

Either the ghost laughed, or thewind made arustle in the tree. "Thank you, Seraph. Though | have no
more face than the green earth and your memory give me, still that is good to hear.”

"The green earth?' Raphael moved closer to the voice of hisfriend. "I am made of the earth too.
This—here—isthe earth... See?' Helifted onefair arm and clenched and opened the hand. "It isearth
itself my desireis causing to move. Fleshisearth, likewood, like fish scales.

"Anditisme." The deep blue eyes (not angd's eyes any longer but Raphadl's eyes nonethel ess) shone
with particular intengity. "1 am growing increasingly... what istheright word... TENDER of thisbody."

Brown eyes, created of Raphagl's memory, answered hisgaze. "Y ou take your exilewdl," Damiano
commented, hiswords dusted with soft irony. "But | think you'll get very tired of your body if you sit up
every night, talking to ghosts and orange trees.”

Like achild, Raphadl drew his knees up to his chin and wrapped his arms around them. He closed his
eyes contentedly. Hisform was obscured in avell of light and shadow: Damiano covered histeacher with
dusky wings. "Takeit well? My exile? What else should | do? | am bound to thisflesh. It colors
everything that happensto me, and time doesthe rest; time is aways around me, with the drip of the
water clock—plink, plink, plink. Get up, void, egt, work, play for Rashiid, deep (or try to). Isit time,
flesh, or davery that rulesmy life? 1 think if | were not adave, with someoneto tell me at every moment
what to do, time would confuse me utterly.



"l do get tired,” he admitted. "But it is not because of your visitsthat | get tired, nor yet from talking to
the orange tree. It is because my mistress keeps me awake every night.”

There was amoments meditative silence. "I have heard of men having that problem,” Damiano replied
findly, in acareful voice devoid of expresson. "I have never heard they were to be pitied, however."

The man who had been an angel Sighed. "1 am not redly asimpleton, Darni; | know when you're
making fun of me. Without cause, | assureyou.”

The ghost grinned. Raphad's answering smile was dow.

"It IS aproblem. Amadeeps during the Sesta (which is something I'm not given timeto do), and she
cannot deep dl night aswell.

" She wantsto play with me then. She wantsto sit on my knee whilel comb her hair. She wantsto
complain about her husband, and she wants meto tell her stories.

"What am | to do?| am her servant, and besides, sheis very sweet. But sometimes I'm aslegp when |
should be doing something else. Y esterday | fell adeep during my master'sdinner.”

"Did he beat you?' came the concerned question.

Raphad shook his head. Night-silvered hair spilled over his shoulders and cast milky lightson the
water. "No. He only threatened to." Raphadl gazed upward at the full moon and yawned so hard he
squeezed the moon out of hiseyes. "I can never predict, about Rashiid.”

The spirit also laughed. "So! Segp now, then. I'll play for you—I'll play especidly dull music. Youll
have no choice but to nod of "

It was not dull music, nor was the [ute poorly played. It was to Raphael very dear music, for he had
taught it to his student and Damiano had changed it and added to it until it came back as a gift to the
teacher. And Raphad listened in no danger of faling adeep, for hewastraveling alongway in his
thoughts.

Chained to aframework of bone: prisoned in time. Not miserable, however, even though the damp
reached through his cotton shirt like searching roots and his eyeswere grainy.

For Raphadl's head was full of music: music which took time—man's master—and played withit. It
curled around hismorta bones until they shone with light. The walls of Raphagl’s prison dissolved under
the gentle sege of Da-miano'slute.

But hisreveriewas adavesreverie and he did not forget that in the morning he would have to help
Fatima bake the breakfast breads. Nor that he would then wake up his mistress and attempt the duties of
lady's maid. There would be digging, or picking, or pruning, and during the hot hours Rashiid would want
his music. Sand the morning's dirty pots, crank the great fan in the north chamber, then dinner and more
Iute playing (unless there was someone to impress, Rashiid preferred it over the ud). And tomorrow night
his deep would be interrupted or forestalled asit awayswas, by little Ama, restlessas a bird.

He carried dl these burdens with him through hisjoy, like aman dancing with asack of rockson his
back.

And his sad amile, as he gazed into the darkness where he could not see hisfriend, was ancient.

Raphael heard a noise through the music. He turned his head to peer over the packed earth of the
yard, but he knew aready what it was. Amawas coming out.

She walked on her tiptoes, not out of stealth but out of bouncy habit. Somewhere she had found a
completely unorthodox, unsuitable scarlet shawl, and she had wrapped this thing around her head and
shoulders, making her appear more birdlike than ever. She blundered over agarden rake on her way
through the yard.

"Hisst! Hisst!" She scrambled around the edge of the fish pond, calling in too loud awhisper.
"Raphadl. Pinkie! Where are you? Don't tell me you're not here; | won't believe that!" Her padded skirt
caught twigs off the ground. One foot sent alitter of gravel into the water.

Raphael crawled to hisfeet. Helooked questioningly in the direction of Damiano, but the bodiless
playing continued. "Thisis she," Raphael explained, spesking without sound. Damiano made no reply.



He stepped over to Ama. "I didn't say | wasn't here.”

She gave out atreble yelp, shied avay from him, and dipped one foot into the cold water.

Raphad caught her, and for amoment she struggled in his grasp. Then she was giggling, and she put
her arms around his neck and kissed Raphael. She kissed him wherever she could reach: on the left
corner of hismouth, hisnose, his chin. Her kisses were short and sharp: like bird pecks.

He put her down on the pathway and turned, salf-conscioudy, to the spot the music came from.

"Don't mind me," came aghostly whisper. "1 doubt very much the child can see me." Damiano struck
up a saraband.

Amawas rubbing her mouth thoughtfully. "Raphael! Do you know you have abeard coming?”

Confused both by Damiano's and Amaswords, Raphagl put hisown hand to hisface. "A . . a
beard?'

Amabent him down with ahand behind his neck. She ran her fingernails backward over his cheek
with female expertise. "Yes. Y ou're growing abeard." She snickered, came up on tiptoe and poked him
under the jawbone. "Wdll, why not? We both know what you are—or aren't!

"My secret gdlion!” Ama bubbled over with connivance as she added, "But how well hide THIS
from Rashiid | don't know. Unlesswe pluck them all out, of course.”

"Sounds painful,” murmured Damiano from nowherein particular.

The dave, too, made a tentative demur, but Amawas having none of it.

Raphadl shot hisfriend a pleading glance as his mistress dragged him toward the house. The ghogt,
however, made no moveto interfere.

By thelight of one candleit was very difficult to find the fine yellowish hairs on Raphadl's cheeks.
Sitting on her subjects lap was a so not the most convenient way to set about the task. But there was only
one stoal in the women's hidey-hole (now that M oorish visitations had become much rarer) and Ama
was used to working in bad light. She was expert with thetiny brasstweezers,

"Therésone," she hissed, and the implement hovered closer. The tweezers struck with the speed of a
hawk and Raphadl flinched just perceptibly.

"Poor Pinkie," Amacrooned, and left akiss on the spot she had stung. The kisstook much longer
than the plucking.

Raphad looked around at the candle-dancing clay walls.

"Perhaps | should smply tell Rashiid that | am not aeunuch a al," he ventured to suggest. "It isthe
ampletruth.”

Amadrew her bregth inin ahiss. "Raphadl! Then you would BE aeunuch for certain. Do you want
that to happen?"

He squirmed in his seet, consdering the question. "No," he replied with some decison. "'l don't know
quite why, but that isa very repelent thought.”

"Or maybe he would merely kill you in hisragel™ Amas dark threet dissolved into agiggle. She
plucked and kissed three times in succession. Then she kissed three times more. "My dear Pinkie. You're
funny, with your 'smpletruth’ and dl!"

Amawas so smdl and warm and cuddly that Raphael found himsdlf hugging her. Her hair was against
hislips. He stroked it. She lifted her faceto his.

The only other woman who had ever touched him had had hands |ess soft than these. Black hands,
which had bathed him and combed his hair. Hands that smelled like sun and sand. Raphael heard
Djourasrich, brocaded songsin hisears ashe held thelittle Arab girl.

His embrace grew tighter, with an urgency that seemed imposed upon him from outside, againgt his
will. Ama pressed her round, fragile body againg his. Thelast kiss did not end, but wandered from her
mouth to her neck. Raphad's flesh was singing like the strings of alute struck dl together. So thiswas
lust, he thought to himsdif.

Thisbeautiful thing. Lust. A grin siretched tightly across hisface.



"Why aren't you looking at me?* hissed Amain hisear. "Why are you sitting there smiling into space
likethat? Don't you like to kissme?"

Raphad had to swallow before talking and gtill hisvoice wasthick. "I do," he said, smiling shyly. "And
| don't know why | was staring out; | just was."

"Then kiss me again, and keep your eyes closed,” sheinssted. Raphadl obeyed his mistress, and she
inturn took his hand in her smdler one and placed it where she thought best.

The stool Raphael had been sitting on had gotten lost somehow. They were sinking to the floor. And
the floor waswarm. It was as though the earth were turning soft and silky: like flesh.

But behind his closed eyesthe flesh he stroked was not amber, like that of Ama, but ebony, and the
mouth that touched hiswas heavier. And more proud.

"l want you to be my husband,” Ama crooned, burying her face against Raphadl's breast. 'Y ou are s0
beautiful. So gentle!

"l don't love Rashiid; | hate him! Heisabear. A stupid pig! | want YOUR love."

Raphad's blue-black eyes clouded over. He struggled up from the floor, pulling his mistress onto his
lap once again. He nestled her deek head benesath his chin.

"Poor Ama," he whispered. "My poor, dear Ama."

Amastruggled free. "What do you mean, ‘poor Ama? Y ou are supposed to say, 'lovely Ama,
beautiful, generous Ama! Areyou not my dave, after dl?Isit not | who am conferring honor?'

She stood, and thuswas dightly taller than he was, seated. Her taper threw awrithing shadow on the
wall behind. Rephadl saw asmdl candle flamein each of her shining brown eyes.

"I... | caled you poor Ama because you said you were unhappy,” he said smply.

Ama sttled her clothes, like feathers, into place. She leaned forward to him, hands on her knees, and
kissed thetip of hisnose. "Ah, but you can make me happy!" she whispered, and her ready grin was
back.

"Seethis?' Shelet the brilliant shawl fal about her face. "It it terrible? Spanish. | woreit for you!™

Raphael took the fabric in hishand. He didn't think it wasterrible at all, even if Spanish. It suited
Amasalive coloring very well. He thought it would look good on Djouratoo.

"How can | be your husband when you aready have a husband?' he thought to ask.

"If Rashiid will be angry to learn | am aman, will he not be much angrier to find you want to...."

Amacut him off with agrimace. "Rashiid is not to know, mooncaf!"

"ThisisRashiid'shouse. Y ou are Rashiid's wife, and | am Rashiid'sdave." Raphadl folded his hands
between hisknees and let his head hang forward. For awhile he watched the play of shadows on thetile
floor. "I may be asimpleton, as everyone says, yet | know we cannot act THAT part for long here
without the master discovering us.”

Therewastotal silence from Ama, which lasted until Raphael lifted his eyesto see shewas crying.

He opened his mouth in incoherent apology, but Ama spoke with trembling voice. "Don't you love
me, my Pinkie, my Raphael?| have loved you since thefirst time | saw you. It was because of you |
made Rashiid buy that nasty black Djoura, and..."

"Djouraisnt nasty,” he began, but seeing Ama's expression, immediately took anew tack.

"You are very dear to me, mistress. You are my closest friend in thisplace, and..."

"Y ou have closer e sewhere?’ Her dimpled chin jutted forward.

Raphael was not alowed to reply, for Amafound her own answer. "Djoural That's why she wanted
you sold together; she said you were her brother, but what she meant was quite different, I'll bet! I'll bet
you lay together every night you could!"

"That isn't true," he said, but as he spoke his mind filled with unbidden images, with the Berber's song
al mixed with Amaswarm skin and the divine irresponsibility he had just learned to cdll lust. Therefore
hiswords did not carry authenticity to hismistresss ear.

"I'm going to tell Rashiid you attempted to force yoursef on me!™ the girl declared.



"Please don't," Raphael said weskly.

"Why not? Why shouldn't 17?7

"Becauseit's not the truth.”

This plain response seemed to daunt Ama. "Well, I'll just tell him you're awhole man. That's the truth,
and will bethe sameintheend.”

He reached out a hand to her, but hers hid behind her back. "Rut you said he would do me harm.”

Ama snorted and looked down the length of her nose at the fair face before her. A moment ago you
were the upright one: the one who wanted to tell him. And you amere Christian—adgiaour! Trying to
make mefed low. Wdl, where's your courage now?"

The entreating hand dropped to Raphad'slap. "I never said | was courageous, Ama. In truth | am not
very braveat dl."

He blinked confusedly and rubbed his face with both palms. "Nor very clever, | don't think.

"But | do know this; if | liewith you, mistress, it will lead to great unhappiness, maybe degth, for us
both.”

His blue eyes gazed s0 steadily that Amaturned her head to one side. "'I'm not afraid.”

"l am," whispered Raphad.

Amaground her teeth. "Then be afraid of this, Pinkie. Unlessyou'realot... nicer to me by tomorrow
night, | have every intention of telling Rashiid what | know about you."

Amasnatched the candle and stalked out of the room.

He sat with hisforehead propped on his spread fingertips, his elbows on hisknees. "How havel
gotten mysdf into such asticky web, when to my best understanding | did nothing wrong at al?"

It was the sort of question aman asks of the air, but in Raphadl's case the air replied. "Know your
own duty; that's al that's asked of you, and it's Smple enough, isn't it?"

Raphad lifted hisbeautiful, offended face. By the velvety movement of a shadow it seemed hisfriend
was standing just outside thewindow. "No, it isnot! Simple? How canyou say..."

Damiano's vague form wavered, shruglike. "That'sword for word what you said to me once.”

"| did?' The dave hoisted himsdlf out of the window again, and took a camative breath of night air.
"How dared | open my mouth about mortal concerns, having never been amortal of any sort?'

There were the stars, up above his head in a Spanish sky untainted by clouds. There was the full
moon. Unaccountably, Raphael thought of Djoura. "A mortal of any sort," he repegted, lamely, to those
dars.

"Y et your advice was always of the best,” Damiano chuckled, in avoice as soft asthewind. "Y ou
told meto dress mysdlf to attract girls. Y ou cut my hair becomingly. Y ou even won over my sweetheart,
who fdt she had reason to hate you.

"In fact, Raphadl, morta or no, you have dways known how to please the ladies™

The blond turned to stare at Damiano, which was difficult, snce he had no clear ideawhere he was.
"Youwereligening!" he blurted doud. "To Amaand me!”

There came a soft rustling, not like that of orange leaves but like that of aman shifting from foot to
embarrassed foot. "Yes, | waslistening. Shouldn't | have been?

"After dl, | hadn't said | was going away, had 17" Then, in tonesairy and droll, he added, "Perhaps|
should write you anoteto tel you when I'm nearby. | remember someone suggesting that policy to me
once."

The ghosts voice had taken Raphadl to the garden wall. He dumped againgt it, fegling its coolness as
ardief morethan physicd. "Don't make fun of me, Darni. If | was officiousin the past, you can console
yoursdlf with the knowledge I'm wretched enough now."

Damiano stood beside him in an ingtant, perfect from hisrough hair to hislarge mountaineer's boots.
His square hand (nails cut blunt on long musicians fingers) rested on hisfriend's shoulder. "I'm so sorry,
Sergph,” hesaid. "l was only trying to make you laugh.



"Isit what your mistress said that disturbs you? Isit her displeasure, or do you fear your master will
redly do you harm? | have some advice on that point, if you'd careto listen.”

As Raphad opened his mouth to tell Damiano that he was quite definitely afraid of what Rashiid
would do, another answer cameto hislips. "It'snot any of that."

The cicadas were droning like a headache, like deep. Rashiid's unused mare moved restlesdy in her
confined quarters, kicking at a board.

"When Ama... embraced me, | redly wanted to... to..."

"Of courseyou did," said the ghost.

"No, you don't understand. | wanted to... replace her with someone ese. And make love to her
ingtead.”

This statement hung between them in the air for some moments before Raphadl added toit. "'l miss
my friend Djoura.”

"Ah." Damiano's voice held understanding, but he could not resst adding, in the next bregth, "Wasn't
she the onewho used to kick you at night to make you stop singing?'

"Sheonly did that once," the dave replied with offended dignity. "And | understand now. Her whole
plan wasto keep everyone from finding out. That | am not aeunuch.”

A ripple of pigeon gray againgt the white of thewall showed that the spirit had ruffled hiswings.
"Well. That leads us back to the original problem. Thefact that you are not aeunuch.”

Raphad, feding very uncertain of himsdf, listened in hisfriend'svoice for clues. "Isthat what you
think, Darni? That the problem issmply that | OUGHT to be a eunuch? Perhaps, then, | should alow my
medter to..."

There was an explosion of immateria feasthers. Damiano's twin sails sngpped upward, hiding the
moon and stars. " Seraph! Teacher! Raphagl! What are you saying?

"Y ou must not permit yourself to be so maimed! Nor, for that matter, should you continue asadave.
Nor languish without your lady friend.

"And THAT'S the advice of Damiano, the intrusive spirit. Takeit or leaveit,” he concluded, less
passionately.

Raphael couldn't help casting afurtive eye over the dark garden, even though he knew Damiano's
outburst had made no sound another could hear. "But Rashiid ismy master,” he answered. "Under the
laws of man. And Djoura— sheisfreed and gone from here"

The ghost alowed his smoky wingsto sink back again, until they obscured his outline, but a pair of
quick Itdian' eyes darted from the wal to hisfriendswan face. "Laws of man,” he echoed, rumbling in his
deep, mumbling, Pied-montese accent. "Hah, for the laws of man!™ A complex, obscure gesture
accompanied the words.

"Raphad, you know mefor awitch, don't you?'

The blond's eyes (not quick; not Italian) degpened in memory. "1 know what you werein life, my dear
friend.”

Damiano lifted one eyebrow and one wing, in unconsciousimitation of histeacher. "Well, Sergph,
alive or dead, I'm about to work agreat magic for you. To help dleviate this problem.”

Raphadl managed asmile. Helet his back dide down the smooth wall until he was Stting on the turf.
"Which problem, Darni? That of my freedom, or of my..."

"They arelinked," the ghost replied shortly. With aface so full of gravity it wore ascowl, he floated
back from Raphad!.

Great dusky wings stood out Sdeways, as stiff as heraldry. Two rather large hands were lifted in front
of Damiano's breast. He raised his flashing eyesto the heavens. "Habera Corpus" heintoned. "Ades,
Barbara, Ades!"

His shadowy hand wasit suddenly and only for amoment. Thear smelled of lightning.

"Witness," cried Damiano, pointing inexplicably at thetop of the garden wall. "Witness my power."



Raphael |ooked, saw nothing, and gazed confusedly once more at the spirit.

Who completed the ruination of the effect by winking.

But at a sound Raphadl's head turned again to the wall, just in time to see Djoura, bareheaded but
draped in her numerous garb, put one foot and then the other over the top and drop to the dry garden
earth besde him.

Raphadl's wel coming embrace was oddly hesitant and awkward, for the juxtaposition of what he had
imagined with what he had never dared made him shy. But the black woman wastoo full of her own
misson to notice.

"Don't ask questions," Djourahissed into hisear. "I have walked al theway across Andalusiato
rescue you, so you just follow me.”

With aglance back toward the spot where he had last seen Damiano and another at the figure of the
boy who lay snoring at the bolted garden gate, Raphael did follow Djoura, up and over the garden wall.

Now | am arenegade, he thought, crouching in the obscurity of the roadside, looking back at the pale
height of clay he had just scaled. Just like Lucifer: arenegade.

Not quite like Lucifer, he qudified, asafirm dark handhold pulled him on. Lucifer would never let
anyone lead him by the hand. The snores of Ali the doorkeeper faded in hisears.

For five minutes he scuttled after hisliberator, along aleyways he did not recognize, passing squares
where even now in the second hour of morning they encountered people who had risen dready for the
next day as well as people who had not yet been to bed.

He was prodded to walk upright. He was made to stroll. Djoura, stepping meekly behind him,
twisted her bony knuckle into the small of hisback to induce him to behave. "Y ou are free, Pinkie! Walk
likeafree man!"

Raphadl was walking the only way he knew to walk. On impulse he turned on hished and came
round beside the woman. He laid one arm over her shoulders.

"If | amfree, thenthisishow | pleaseto walk," hereplied reasonably. "And if | werewhally free, |
would not walk at al, because | need so much to speak with you, my dear Djoura.”

The Berber wiggled out of touch. "None of that! What are you thinking, man?Y ou'll have us both
pilloried, holding onto mein public.”

Raphael smiled ruefully, feding not very free at dl. But hetrotted aong, talking over his shoulder,
while Djouradrove him from behind.

"Did the magic pull you from your Moroccan home, Djoura? Or were you gtill on the seawhen the
cal came?' Djoura puzzled at his phrasing. "1 escaped from the ship beforeit sailed the harbor. | tossed a
customs man into the water, took hiswallet, and walked down the gangway an hour before sailing.

"Pahl" She spat dry and catlike upon the street. "That ship was like a prison, and I've had enough of
chains. And | have no family left in the south.

"Besides." Her voice dropped in timbre and her eyes snared moonlight. "I had to come back for my
pink Berber." A grin spread over Raphad'sface: ashy grin astight as a shrunken suit of clothes. All he
could say was, "l missed you, too, Djoura.” But that smile and the warmth which accompanied it
dissolved as he thought further.

"But if | am running away from my master and you are running away from your home, then where are
wegoing TO?'

The black woman snickered. "How about your home, Pinkie? Don't you have one, somewhere, with
amother who would be glad to see her little boy again?

"Along with hischarming friend?

Raphael stopped dead in the exact middle of the street. He made no answer, nor did he glance at
Djoura, but stood with his hands clenched at his sides and his head bowed. He bit hislip. Djourawas
standing before him, a concerned look in her coffee-colored eyes. "I know aready that you are not a
Berber," she said diffidently. "It was the music you play that confused me. But | have heard you play the



music of many places, since, and that doesn't matter.”

"It doesn't? Y ou came back for me anyway?' They were quite done on the street. Raphael touched
her face. Thelook she gave him back was haughty, as though to say the reasons she did the things she
did were hersto know.

"Djoura, | don't know how to find my home anymore. My memory has been... damaged. But | know
the earth isfilled with pleasant placesto live. Come with me and we will find onewelike."

"That isfor meto say," replied the woman, shooting him aglance over alopsided smile. "1 amtheone
with thewallet," she added, letting coinstinkle softly benesth her clothes.

But she let him kiss her in the darkness that came after the moon's setting.

11

The great military entity that was the Alhambrawas not about to bestir itself in the cause of the
wounded pride of the Qaid Hasiim Alfard: not though he had athousand horsemen under his command.
But Hasim had aso within hisregiment afew dozen men tied to him by blood: tribes men and sons of
subordinate tribes, These had alegiance of another order.

Days before Djoura arrived back in Granada, Hasiim was aware of her escape. When the fursan
courier relayed this message to the galid, he did nothing but shrug. But Hasiim's many eyes and ears were
opened.

Djouraled her blond companion through atangle of deeping streets. There was no indecision in her
step, for what isthe use of indecision when one does not know where one is going? Raphad, too,
followed without hesitation, for it was dl oneto him. The light (hardly more than symbalic) iron ring about
his neck had been hidden beneath swaths of fabric.

Black fabric.

"In the north," murmured Djouraover her shoulder, "it will be necessary for meto pretend to be
giaour—a Chrigtian. Y ou will show me how."

Raphad conddered thisslently, while he gazed down at the uneven Street in front of his bare feet.
"I'mnot sure,” hesaid at last, "that | can do that convincingly.”

"Because | am black?" Djoura countered, with rising belligerence. "Or because | am too much of
Idam?'

Raphael shook hishead. "Because | mysdlf don't know how. There are so many dogmas AND
sacraments, and one need only do or say one word wrong to get into agreat deal of trouble. | have not
ever dudied..."

The Berber woman snorted. "Y et you yourself are a Christian, and have managed.”

"l am not a Chrigtian,”" he stated, and for easier conversation, Raphael fell back beside the woman.
"That much | DO know. Thereisaritua called baptism which one must undergo to be a Chrigtian,
sometimes by immersion and sometimes by sprinkling. | have never been baptized.”

"That you remember..." chided the black good-naturedly. "But you don't remember much.”

Shetook hishand. "Ho! You are so cold, Pinkie. Isit because of your weak skin?"

At her touch (And it was not cold at al. No, underneath dl her tentlike layers, Djourawas very
warm.) Raphadl had begun to tremble dightly. He turned his hand beneath hers, and moved his sensitive
fingertips over the surface of her pam, her thumb, her wridt...

And hesad nothing a dll.

Dawn was near, but the darkness now was amost complete. Djoura stopped in her tracks, suddenly



indecisive. "WEell give you another shawl, Pinkie. That will keep you warmer.”

He allowed her to drape another musty garment over his shoulders. "Djoura,” he whispered, when all
was arranged to her materna liking. "Could you cal me Raphad 7'

She dtiffened and barked alaugh. "That again?' When he neither moved nor responded she continued
more serioudy. "That isavery important namein the desert, Pinkie. A fearful name. Raphadl is one of the
great djinn, which agood Berber—agood Mudim—must never bow to worship.”

Then it was Raphadl'sturn to laugh. "I don't ask you to worship me, dear one, but only to call me by
my name." And when Djouradidn't reply he took the opportunity to kiss her softly upon thelips.

Djouragtood till for amoment, then made avery small noisein her throat and turned her head away.
Stepping back, she protested, "I don't want to be pawed around by a smpleminded man!"

"l am not smpleminded, Djoura," he replied with no hint of offense. "Only new here.

"And | love you. When you left the household..." "That was Y OUR fault, with your big mouth..."

"When you left | missed you terribly, and then when Da-miano brought you back..."

"When WHO brought me back?* the woman amost wailed. "You ARE anidiot, Pinkie." Djoura
caught her tongue, then, and with unexpected consideration corrected hersdlf, "Raphadl. | came back by
mysdlf, with no help from anyonel™ She turned on her hed and paraded forward again, going nowherein
particular with great determination. Raphagl took hold of her skirts so that he would not lose her inthe
dark. "I'm glad," he began again. "Either way. That you came back for me."

She sniffed. "Y ou are my respongbility.”

The man'sstepsdowed. "That'sal?Y our responsbility?' Hisfingers dipped their hold. Raphael
came to adisappointed stop in the middle of an empty stret.

Djoura, feding his absence as quickly as she had his uncomfortable presence, turned around again.

"Curseit dl, Pinkie! Y ou only think you love me because | wiped your assfor you when you were
sck and pushed food in your mouth.”

Raphad had one hand resting on each of the woman's shoulders. "What isthe difference," he
whispered softly, "between thinking you love someone and loving them?1 love you because you are kind
and hate to be known askind. Because you are brave..."

"Brave, huh? Because | kicked you?' Her voice held a shade of embarrassment.

"Ah, but you won't kick me again, will you?' Hisgrip did down to the woman's e bows. He took her
hands.

Djourawas suddenly aware that Raphadl wastaler than shewas. And the awkward, gangling Pinkie
of her memory had to crumble before the presence before her, that held her handsin agrip no longer
cold.

"And because you sing, Djoura," he continued, as though he had not been interrupted. "When | was
newly a... adaveand | tried to refuse thislife, | heard you singing.”

Inasmdl voice, very unlike hersdf, Djourasaid, "1 only did that to bother the woman sdllers.™

"Youdidit beautifully," Raphad insgsted. "It wasthe voiceof ... of Allah, tome. It fill is”

Once more Djoura snorted, but she alowed Raphadl to dip hisarmsaround her. "I have grown very
bad at hearing HIS voice, Djoura, except through others.

"But what does all that matter? In the end | don't need areason to love you, except that you are
Djouraand | am... mysdf Whatever you cal me."

The Berber woman alowed her head to rest against his collarbone. She rested her hand on his
shoulder. Although she was no less uncomfortable, she felt no desireto move. "Ah, Pink—Raphad. |
know you are no smpleton. In somewaysyou are aswise asascholar. And my singing islikeabird's
peep next to yours.

"If only you werent..."

"Yes?' Hisvoice was tender but worried. "Weren't what?'

"Weren't such afunny color!" Djouraburst out, and then she giggled. They both giggled together. It



was alaughter that grew amost rowdy and then was cut off knife-sharp.

They stared a one another, mouths till open, silent.

Raphad pulled her closer. "Y ou can't see my color inthe dark,” he murmured close into the woman's
eqr.

The arms Raphad and Djourawound around one another were hard through labor. It grew very
warm on that tenebrous windy Stret.

"| think it is getting hotter, even up here," stated Gaspare. Saara had one hand gripping the dragon's
pierced scae while the other held the young man's hands together in front of her waist.

Heleaned out over the dragon's Side and the updrafts of the great beasts movement caught hisred
hair. Nothing but Saaras grip held him on. "Thisis along mountain range, dragon." Gaspare observed
idly. "What comes after this?'

"Granada," replied the black dragon.

Thefirg light was miraculous but frightening, for dthough it enabled their feet to move with cardless
Speed, it exposed them to the cruel, awakening world.

How white was Granada, where the sun had bleached even the urine-stained wallsto fairness. And
how large, for they had been shuffling through haf the night and had never reached the north city wall. It
was as though Djoura's stern leadership had taken them in circles.

The odor of lamp oil and that of candle wax floated out of the bare little windows aong the street.
Soon sandaled feet and bare feet trod the cobbles and the clay beside theirs. Raphael was once more
pushed out in front. Djouras eyes sank to the earth, dodlike, submissive. She prodded her leader with
one concedled knuckle.

"l don't know where I'm going, Djoura,”" he said amicably. "The street keeps curving to the left.”

"It can't do that forever," the Berber woman hissed. "Tdl me what you see.”

Raphael cleared histhroat. "l see...

"A shop with abrass cup hanging out in front. Another with awhesat sheef (very dry) impaed above
the door. | see aman in trousers striped with red.”

"Keegp waking asyou talk."

Raphad strived to obey. "I see acrack of the sun, dong that cross street. Shall wetakeit?!

"The sun or the cross street?" countered Djoura. They giggled together—again.

"Now the sunisgone again. | see an ass pulling a cart of sand—get over to the side, here. And | see
three women with very large bottles.

"Children. More women. A black man in the doorway, with green-striped trousers.”

Djourahad to snegk aglance. "A eunuch,” she announced, flat-voiced. "Nothing to me."

"Now the sun. Another ass. Watch the man lying in the street.”

"Drunk." Djoura stepped carefully around.

"Two more asses. A man on ahorse.” Raphael was panting with the effort it took to spesk while
picking their way along a street where every house was vomiting forth itsinhabitants.

The gireet DID continue to turn left. 1t seemed to be acircle. What usewasit to travel inacirclelike
this? And why would anyone build acircular street?

Raphael was about to suggest they turn at the very next cross street, and go right, toward the outside
of thecircle. Instead he stopped dead.

"l think you should raise your eyes, dear one," he whispered.

Djouralifted her eyes toward the odd-dozen black-robed men on their little desert horseswho were
sweeping arrogantly along the sireet, sending men, women, and the tiny donkeys fleeing toward
doorways.

Infront of them came asmdl fellow, mounted bareback on a horse he was having difficulty managing.
Djourarecognized him at the same moment he recognized her, and she saw him pointing and heard him
say, "That isher. The black infidel who worshipped the moon before my eyed”



But Hasiim the Berber did not need such identification. He spurred his mare forward.

Raphael was watching the man come, followed by amass of pounding hooves which could smash
human flesh into the clay of the road. Had Djoura not snatched him by the hand, he might have stood
there until overtaken, for he had no experience in running away from things.

Nor was running avery useful endeavor, for the horses were faster than any barefoot man, let donea
woman wrapped in heavy skirts. But Djouradipped around acorner of the street and pulled him into a
doorless entryway.

"Hy-caked pigshit!" she hissed violently. "Infiddl, am I?Well, thisinfidd isgoing to spit him likea
fish!"

Raphael heard horses racketing toward the narrow corner. One came through. Another
tripped—dammed the sun-baked wall. A man screamed and the beast went down.

Toward them danced an hysterical Arab horse, withitslight bit clenched firmly initsteeth. It tossed
its head while the smdl citizen of Granada bounced unhappily up and down on the animd'swithers. His
right hand held acavalry scimitar out in the air, where it wobbled dangeroudy. Hisleft was caught in the
horse's mane. He did not look at the fugitives at all.

Without hesitation Djoura struck, pulling man from mount and the sword from the haplessfellow's
grasp. Thefreed horse bolted forward dong the dley, leaving the shouts and screams of the inhabitantsin
itswake. The disarmed warrior crumbled into aball before Djoura, dso screaming. Shelifted the scimitar
above her head, then stopped till, an expression of disgust on her face. Findly she kicked the fellow out
of theway.

Raphad stood next to Djoura, watching the struggling mass of falen horses and riders which blocked
the dley entrance. One anima urinated in its panic: the air grew sour.

In the sunlit street a small white mare whirled. The black robes of her rider billowed as she was
spurred toward the congested corner. Then lifting into the air like adeer she leaped the whole mass and
came down perfectly balanced in the dleyway only fifteen feet from Djoura

Hasiim reined his mare expertly and her hind feet pulled under her. Dropping the reins aong the
mare's neck, helifted his sword in a practiced hand. Djoura hefted herslike aclub.

The white mare sprang forward. At that same moment Raphael stepped out into the aley between
Hasiim and Djoura. He raised his empty hand toward the beast. "Darni!" he cried. "Old friend, help ud!
Help usif you are near. If you can. Remember the horsesin the pass of Aostal” There was nothing to
see. No shadow more nor less haunted the alley. Raphaegls hope shrank and he chided himself for
expecting too much of afriend who had, after al, passed beyond earthsturmails.

But the horse—Hasiim's war mare—stopped dead in her tracks. Hasiim was dammed hard against
her neck. She lowered her head. Nickered softly.

In the moment of the Berber's amazement, Raphael was up behind him. He took Hasiim's sword arm
in both of hisand struck it againgt the dley wall.

Hasiim cursed hismare'sinfiddity. He cursed enchantments. He dropped the sword.

Raphadl took it in both hands and was off Outsde the dleyway and in the wider street beyond, the
desert horses stood locked in a pleasant dream. Neither spur nor quirt led to more than afly switch of
thetail. The horseswho had falen now climbed to their feet and stood together, completely blocking the
entryway.

The townspeople of Granada remained where the ondaught of the fursan had driven them, watching
from windows or huddled in black doorways, and what emotions this humiliation of the Berber cavary
raised intheir severd Mudim or Christian breasts were theirs to cherish.

Raphael passed the sword from one hand to the other, until suddenly itsweight settled in hisgrip and
he knew what to do withiit.

THERE WERE FOUR OF US: MICHAEL, GABRIEL, URIEL,

AND MYSELF. WE DROVE HIM OUT----HIM AND ALL HE HAD

DELUDED TO STAND WITH HIM.



Raphad darted back to Djoura, and their two swords faced the light.

"What was that?" hissed the woman. "What happened to his horse?’

Raphael opened his mouth, but hardly knew what to say. "'A... deed is redeemed: adeed done years
ago, in the high mountains of the north. It ismy friend who has hel ped us—he of whom | told you. The
pebble."

"The pebble?' Djouras startled eyes shifted from the danger ahead to the strange fellow beside her.

"Off your horses!" Hasiim spoke in the hill Arabic of Morocco. (Down the darkened dley Djoura
heard him and cursed in the same tongue.) " Off your horses and after me!”

A more dender shape gppeared among the equine silhouettes blocking the corner. One man
squeezed through. Another.

With no other coign but a bolted doorway from which to fight and over adozen swordsmen dipping
toward them, the fair man and the black woman turned together and fled down the alley.

It was dank: the cobbles both dippery and odorous. Djouraran with afocused, arrowlike urgency,
like a person who knows refugeisjust ahead. Raphael followed her in smilar fashion, not because he
believed there was such arefuge (no, he knew it was only Djouras unquenchable confidence which led
them) but because he did not want to lose her. The woman's dusty black skirts were hiked, and her
scimitar bobbed in her hand. Thisweapon scattered once more the mothers, children, and men without
employment who frequented the alley. Again shrieks and bellows.

The fugitives passed the small man's horse, the runaway, asit was being led by eager dirty hands
through a doorway of clay daub toward someillicit fate. The sound of foot pursuit echoed behind them,
giving wingsto their own steps.

Then they were out in the morning sun again: first Djoura, whose clothes drank the brilliance and gave
nothing back, but whose head flashed with coins, then Raphael, wound—no, tangled—in shawls over his
striped household trousers, hisfair hair flying like ahorses mane.

Their eyeswatered in thelight and before them rose awall: the north wall of the city of Granada.

It wasimpossibly high, and here and there the poor had built mud-wasp huts of clay againgt it,
narrowing the street to amere donkey track. Djouraturned to the left and as she bolted forward she
ghrieked, "The gate! We must find the gate!™

Raphad's breath rasped in histhroat. He felt his nose bleeding again. He pressed behind Djoura
through ablockade of dirty children, while adog with pointed ears and a curling tail barked sharply at the
confusion.

Wasthat a gate ahead, round arched and trimmed with tile? It was: the north gate of the city, ashigh
asahouse, and thewall around it was ornamented with lapis cut into the words of the Koran. Djoura
gprang toward it and stopped, for in its shadow were framed five swordsmen, with the Qaid Hasimin
the front.

Raphadl crashed into Djourafrom behind. He put one arm around her shoulder and glanced about
them.

Ontheir right the city" wall, far too high to climb. On their left, a potter's shed. The street was littered
with clay pots and with broken fragments of clay.

Wheat had thiswild flight gained them, besides burned lungs and a head full of panic? No matter.
Djourawas not about to flee again. She backed againgt the white wall, where a buttress stood out afew
feet. There she was as obvious as afly on sugar, but there was no longer hope of hiding. Shouts from left
and right told her she was surrounded by her enemy.

But then was there anyone on earth who was not Djouras enemy? Not the people of her home,
anymore, nor the Spanish giaour who stared at her now from buzzing clumpsin the street. Only
Pinkie—Raphagl—with hisweak skin and strange eyes as blue as a blind man's, who stood by her now,
back to back, with his scimitar fluttering in hishandslightly asabird. She pressed againgt him.

Hasiim's men erupted into the sun and when they spied their quarry at bay they gave out anoiselike
hounds. They came with the fury and undiscipline of men who are not used to fighting on foot.



And they did to aconfused hdt, for there was no flaw or opening in the defense of the blond
European who stood with back againgt the chisded wall. And the black woman beside him, with her
wesgpon held up rigidly like aheadsman's sword... All knew she was mad, and in league with spirits
besides, but who knew what strange arts she possessed to do harm?

Hasiim then came forward, for he was a pure Mudim and without superstition, and he had aweslth of
injured pride to avenge. He glanced from Raphad (with only professiona interest) to the black Berber.
He was armed once more.

Raphael shifted his balance so that he faced Hasiim and stood dightly to the front of Djoura. He
caught the warrior's eyes with his own and held them. Djoura, seeing that her Pinkie knew more of this
business than she did, took one step back. Then Hasiim struck: afeint toward the black woman which
ended as astroke at Raphagl's wridts.

He met sted, and the blond flexed hisbladein atiny circle. To Hasim'simmense surprise he felt his
wegpon loosen in hisgrasp. The scimitar hit the earth. Hasiim flung himself back.

Totake abreath. To consder. To demand another scimitar from hismilling followers.

Raphadl did not drop his eyes from Hasiim's. He saw the Arab blink, shift from foot to foot, bresthe a
prayer to Allah.

HIM AND ALL HE HAD DELUDED TO STAND WITH HIM.

Satan himsalf had given back before four angels. What hope had amorta warrior, however skilled?
Raphael looked at Hasiim and knew he could destroy the man. He stepped out from the buttress, his
scimiter drifting like alesf in the breeze.

The Berber's eyes widened. Raphael met those eyes.

And Raphadl waslogt.

This man was not Satan nor had he been bought by him. He was a stubborn and prideful morta—a
man not to Raphadl'staste. A dangerous man. But Raphael gazed &t Hasiim and felt apeculiar painful
pity.

This hedtation gave Hasiim—who felt no smilar emaotion while glaring a Raphad—timeto srike
another sweeping cross-hand blow. Raphagl countered, but did not press the advantage.

With a gtrident ululation, another tribesman stood beside Hasiim, sword at the ready. In thisman's
face Raphadl read plain fear, mastered by the desire to please his commander. This second warrior
dashed fiercely a Djoura, who raised her blade againgt the attack. But the swordsman feinted away and
licked in beneath the woman's awkward guard.

Raphael snapped the man's blade in two. Djoura opened hisface.

Hasiim, losing patience, shoved his subordinate aside and rushed his opponent as though he himself
were gill on horseback, dashing in even diagonas as he came. Raphadl flung himself down on one knee
before Djouraand his scimitar flashed broadside, clashing against Hasiim's wegpon. Then he sorang up
again and knocked the gaid backward before he could disengage. Taking the swordsman'swrist in his
own, he twisted the hilt of the weapon, trying to pull it from Hasiim's grasp.

They fell and struggled,'bresth hissing into one another's face. Next to Raphaels head a sword struck
the ground and sparked. Hasiim's eyes shifted. He cried afew wordsin his Berber diaect and the attack
was not repeated.

Only afew inches above Hasiim's face hung that of Raphadl. It was pale under its sunburn, bearing no
sgn of anger or outrage, but rather the sad concentration of atutor with avery dow pupil. And from
Raphad's neck dangled, like some rough piece of jewelry, theiron dave collar. Hasiim grabbed it in one
hand, while the other hand dropped his blade and fixed itsdf against Raphagl's neck. With one hand he
pulled, while the other pushed, crushing.

Arching back, the blond put his knee againgt Hasiim's chest, while he worked his two arms between
his opponent's stranglehold. He made no effort to use his sword against Hasiim. His bresth cameina
choking hiss. Hisvison sparkled.

He broke the hold.



Raphael stood above the fallen Hasiim, who looked up with fanatic indifference, expecting death. He
did nothing, but his sword twitched like a cat'stail, warning off the fursan who had witnessed this crude
dud.

A voice was cdling out to Raphadl: He didn't understand at first. "Drop your sword, giaour. Look up
and drop your sword.”

Raphadl did look up. Around the frosting-white tiled wall, behind the Berber fursan, stood a
semicircle of humanity. Raphael stared from faceto face.

There shuffled a poor Spaniard with confused, rolling eyes, bearing baskets of fish and of peppers.
Next to him stood a proud Moorish householder in silk and mudin, his hands upon the jeweled hilt of a
scimitar which had probably never seen use. Here was awoman o veiled neither her age nor race could
be guessed at, another woman with tawny hair, sansvell but with the ring around her neck. Two teenage
eunuchs, well dressed, who stood carefully not touching anybody. A dark peasant ignoring the squirming
horned kid in hisarmsto stare, stare, Sare...

Each casud figure engraved itsdf into Ragphadl's stunned brain, as though within the astonishment,
fear, or unholy excitement expressed in these faces he would find the clue to every mystery. But findly his
eyesfound (asthey were meant to) the five soldiers who stood with their legs braced, their wicked small
bows drawn and aimed at both Raphael and Djoura.

The woman did not move. Neither did she drop her weapon. The stedl of her sword sent glints of
slver over thewhite mosaic wall, joined by the spark of gold from the coinsin her black hair. Her face
not black now but suffused with aruddy blush, and when she spoke to her companion her voice held a
furiousdation.

"When | cry out, Raphadl, then we will go forward together. We will give them reason to fear ug”

Hisfacefilled with pain. "But they will kill you, Djoural™

She snorted in her habitua arrogance. "What are these but dogs? They will kill usanyway. This
way...

"... i1sfreedom." Shetook one step forward.

But Hasiim, who had risen cautioudly to hisfeet, heard her fierce whisper. He replied not to Djoura,
but to Raphad. "My men are not dogs. | say they will not kill you: neither of you, unlessyou makeit
necessary. Thewoman | have promised to return to her own people and | will do so.

"You..." He stared at the fair figure. Rephadl's borrowed clothing had dl fallen oft and he stood now
wearing nothing but his eunuchs trousers. The scars on his back were visble around hissidesand
shoulderslike the tendrils of red clinging vines. "Y ou we will return to your master, and what he may do
to you for this scanda is none of our business.

"Though | say," and herethe Moor paused. "Though | say that if | thought | could buy your loydty
with your sword arm, | would trade ten good horsesfor you."

Raphad said nothing in reply. Slowly he lowered his blade. Djouraturned upon him alook of infinite
bitterness.

"It gets hotter and hotter,” observed Gaspare, shifting his sweaty seat from sdeto sde. "If we haveto
go much farther south well al burdt into flame!™

The black dragon smiled: an action which caused Saaras thighs and kneesto tickle. "That is mostly
my own persona heat. It isactudly quite cool at these dtitudes, even in the south.

"I could cool down by going dower, of course..."

"Don' ligten to the boy, snapped Saara, who felt she had been sharing this aeria perch with Gaspare
for too long entirely. "1d rather have the speed. | fed timeispressng.”

The dragon's sigh was more disturbing to the riders on his neck than hissmile. "I won't ask you why,"
he drawled. "It's probably some sorcery and I'd rather not know about it..."

Saara opened her mouth to say it was not sorcery at dl, but just afedling she had, but the dragon was
not finished.



"Beddes, if I'm not out of my reckoning, that white shimmer where the mountains dopedown is
Granadaitsdf."

Gaspare craned over Saaras shoulder. It seemed they had finally reached the bottom of the Sierra
Nevada. Good. Mountains were nothing specid to Gaspare. "Even if that isnot Granada," he cdlled into
the black dragon'sear, "I think that the horse hasto do something.”

"I know, | know," camethe lugubrious hiss.

* % %

They set down to discuss plans upon arock rubble only afew miles north of the city. Since the
dragon was quite cgpable of firing any house or dry field he touched while at flight heet, it required some
thought how to rescue Raphael without setting al Granada ablaze. The horse was rel eased to gather what
nourishment he could find.

But instead of offering suggestions, Gaspare stretched himself out with his back against astonewhile
he played the lute. Saara only paced.

Both of them heard aterrific racket, asthough bouldersin the nearby landscape were being crumbled
into powder. Gaspare started up. It was the dragon, giving himsalf agood scratch against the rocks.

Gaspare's rhythms were dmogt as hard to listen to. Saara could not rest. She could not even sit
down.

"He can dight on atileroof," stated the witch. "That way, even if he does set the timbers ablaze, he
can knock the house in and contain thefire."

"Fine by me" mumbled Gaspare. "' Of course the inhabitants of the house might disagree..." Heraised
his eyes and seemed to see Saarafor thefirst time.

"What'swrong with you, my lady?Y ou act like you have ants. Can you fed Raphadl's presence from
way out here?"

"No," Saarasaid shortly. "I don't know WHAT itis| fed." She shot Gaspare a glance under lowered
brows.

"l told you, didn't I, that | was going to go home after this?' Gaspare lifted a surprised face.

"What else should you do, lady: stay in Granada?'

Saaragrimaced. "I mean home. To the Fenlands. If | live. Home to my people, the Lapps.”

Gagpare put both hands around the neck of hislute and corrugated hisyoung brow massvely. "By
sweet San Gabriele, Saara, why do you want to do THAT?"

Shetook offense. "Don't speak of my homein that tone of voice, youngster! Y ou've never been there
tojudgeit.”

With asingle gesture Gaspare discounted that fact. "I know it isnot civilized," hereplied. "And so no
placefor the greastest witch in dl the Itdics. And Spain.”

Saarasire dissolved in Gaspares predictable flattery. She produced anervousgrin. "It isapeaceful
place, Gaspare, where the greatest enemy iswinter. And beautiful, too, for in the autumn..."

"... dl the grasses and moss turn a scarlet red, which coversthe steppe and shines against the blue
sky or the gray cloudslike sunset,” said the voice, the familiar soft, deep voice which was not thet of the
dragon. "And the snows in winter take the color of the curtainsin the sky, so bright that the dark time
grows light enough for one to walk about and marvel."

"Darni!" cried Saara, and her voice caught in her throat.

"Here," hereplied, and there he was, clear and only dightly shimmery, sitting on the hard ground
between the witch and Gaspare. His storm-cloud wings were scarcely visible behind the mortal image.

Saara put her hand out, but stopped before touching. "I... wanted you to see that. | thought about
you and the russet time...."

"1 know," he whispered and gave her avery comfortable little smile. Then he turned to Gaspare and
let him share the wordlessjoke. Then he stood up, wingsrising behind him.,

"Ligten to me, my friends. | am hereto interfere in the affairs of theliving, as doubtless | should not!"



Damiano's amused smile faded into seriousness. "If you wish to be of service to Rephadl, you must go
into the city now. Move quickly. South of the central square you will find abroad avenue lined with
orange trees. On this street isa house with a carved gate of cedarwood in awhitewall. Enter in.

"There are dso within Granadaright now some fine horsemen riding fine horses very dowly. These
areasample of my interference, and as such may be of interest to you. But finding the house with the
gate ismore important.

"Go now; you are needed.” The ghost did not fade; he was smply not there anymore.

Gagpare rose as though on astring. Hefilled his considerable lungswith air. "Dragon!™ he bellowed.
"Come quickly!™

"A ghost?" repested the dragon.

"The ghost of Delstrego,” replied Gaspare importantly. "And he said to hurry.”

The black dragon took to the air lithely enough, springing off his coiled tail, but he refused to be
hurried in speech. "1 wish | might have seen that."

Saarahad to chuckle. "1 thought you would disapprove terribly. Magic being deluson, and al that.”

The great beast consdered. "Thereisthat. But spirits have their place in the natural order. If |
disapproved of spiritsin generd, why would | then be adding my smal energiesto the rescue of one?

"Besides, madam: if this specter had knowledge to communicate. .. rea wisdom, perhaps... What is
ithesad agan?'

Gaspare repeated Damiano's message, word for portentous word.

They cameto the city and passed over thewall. The dragon swooped down in a stomach-twisting
divein order to ingpect the place more closdy. With itsregular low rows of daubed buildingsand
crowded streets (smelling even up hereinthe air) it looked like—first, ahive of bees, and then like ahive
of disturbed bees. "People can see you," shouted Saara. "They're terrified!”

The dragon writhed contemplatively. He dowed his progress so as to examine the length of one
avenue broader than itsfellows. "So it seems,” he murmured silkily. He rose afew yards higher.

"That edificejust beyond the city," he explained for hisriders sakes, "set like apearl in the red sand.
That isthe Alhambra, military center of the State of Granada, aswell as the residence of Muhammad V,
lineal descendant of Muhammad ben Y usuf ben Ahmand ben Nasir, who founded the present dynasty. It
isgenerdly accepted to be one of the most beautiful constructionsin the world, and into its stones have
been set thewords of 1bn a-Khétib, that most martia of I1damic poets..."

"Fy!" shrieked Saara, whose sense of urgency had become amost overpowering. " South!™

"I AM flying," declared the dragon patiently. "And hysteriawill make mefly no faster. Besides, if we
went faster, | should have missed what | now see below—that small force of either Bedouin or Berber
cavary, whose horses plod with their little teacup muzzles scraping the dirt of theroad. Did not the sage
Spirit spesk of such?!

"But he said the house on the street of orangesfirgt, the cavary after!” Gaspareinssted. "1 heard him
diginctly.”

Still the dragon, hanging high above the Street, vacillated. 'Y et we HAVE the cavdry, while the house
on the street of orangesistheoretica only. And the prompting of spiritsisavery subtle thing. Perhapswe
should fird investigate. .."

"I've had enough of this," said Saara, and without further ado she turned into adove. Gaspare, lft
without a handhold, squeaked and grabbed for the dragon's coronary spines. "Me, too! Take me with
you, Saara," he bawled.

Unruffled the dragon said, ™Y oungster, | am more than willing to set you down.”
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The dove scouted, dipped, and led the horse on. Gaspare clung like amonkey to the lean black
back, with nothing to restrain Festilligambe but a tattered rope bridle. But the young man's
cross-continental ride on adragon had burned away al the nervousness he had once felt around horses.

They passed the central square—alittle plot of green, cleverly irrigated and tended with immense
labor—and found the avenue that was edged in fragrant orange trees without trouble. Thisway waswide
and fairly empty. Thefew peoplethey did passwere dressed well in Saracen style. They failed to notice
(or pretended to fail to notice)

the sight of ahorse chasing alittle brown bird aong the avenue. Gaspare, not knowing which of these
grollers might have had ahand in Raphadl'simprisonment, cursed the overfed ot of them equdly.

He sought the house with the white wall and carved wooden gate. Odd. AL L the houses had white
wallsand dl the white walls had wooden gates. They were dmost dl carved, too, with inscriptionsin
Arabic, meaningless to ayoung man not even literate in his own language. The words of the dragon
flashed into hismind. "The promptings of spirits are subtle." Damiano, too? Gaspare had clean forgotten
that the ghost had specified cedarwood as the materia of the gate they were seeking. But then, neither
would he have been able to recognize cedarwood if he had remembered.

Saara, however, fluttered straight toward a gateway of mottled yellow and orange, which was set into
afeaturdesswall surmounted by redtile.

She stood beside Gaspare. "It's bolted. There's something going on inside: | hear voices and the
sound of abelows. Can hejumpit?'

Gaspare turned Festilligambe and trotted across the street. Then he stared at the looming wall of
wood and daub. " Sweet San Gabride," he whispered. "Never."

In hisfrugtration he turned on Saara. "He's only ahorse, you know: not a Cathaysian dragon.” Then
an ideaoccurred to him.

"Destrego—De strego could have made aflame to burn this door away from in front of me!"

Saara, who had been about to return to bird form and dart over the wall, found herself stung by
Damiano's name. "Oh, he could, could he? Well, Gaspare, you stand right there and you will seewhat |,
whom yoursdlf have named the greatest witch in al the Italics OR Spain, can do!”

Gaspare waited nervoudly.

The desert horses were aware of apresencein the air before their riders. Their dreams of honeyed
grass dissolved into the terror of rabbits beneath a hawk.

The black dragon'sinterest in the beasts, however, was only aesthetic, for he had recently consumed
both alarge fat mule and severd wild Andausian cattle (scrawny, but serviceable), and dragons do not
egt asfrequently asmen. And neither did the Berber ridersinterest him greetly, for he did not see among
them any sdect individua whom aspirit might have thought worth noticing.

Therewasthe little fellow who, once thrown from his horse, waved aspindly svord into the air.... But
the dragon was hoping for something more flamboyant.

And his sun-bright eyes noticed very soon that the little troop, which had been riding south, toward
the Alhambra, held a prisoner—just one. A woman whose ebony skin gave off the samerich highlights as
his own scales, and who wore a corona of gold tips (again like his) in her hair.

The dragon chortled with delight at this exotic find. He plucked her from among her captors with the
care acollector will giveto blown glass.

Simon the Surgeon stared from Rashiid to the cup in hishands. "It isthe common practice” he
observed. "Without the draught many more of them die. Since heisfull grown and unwilling aswell, there



isagood chance that thisone might.”

"Indeed he might," said Rashiid, with rising inflection. "Indeed he might." The rotund householder's
eyeswere shining; his hands were knotted fists at his Sides.

Rashiid was angry. Being awakened to take ddlivery on arunaway dave that one had not yet noticed
was missing— that made one angry.

It dso made onefed alittlebit of afool.

Stripping the boy for flogging only to discover that he was no boy at al but aman intact—that added
to both the anger and the foolishnessin no small way.

But sending for theloca surgeon: saying to the functionary, "Come," and having him come, and saying
to the assembled household, " Stand,” and having them al stand— that was a thing to comfort one with
one's own power. Rashiid's mottled hazdl eyes were gleaming with that power, and the assembled
household shifted from foot to foot, its many subservient eyesturned to the sky, the pond, the white
gardenwall... Anywhere but to Rashiid.

Anywhere but to the man tied to the hitching post.

Raphad, too, stared past his magter, to the white clay wall of the house. But his eyes were not
focused on the house. His head was turned dightly, asthough he were listening—listening to something
important, yet expecting interruption at any moment from afellow who tended to interrupt. Who had a
reputation for interrupting important communicetions.

Who was abit of afool.

"Hevery well might die," Rashiid repeated again, for emphasis.

Simon shrugged and put the cup down on hisworkbench. He was neither overawed nor afraid of
Rashiid, for Smon was a free man employed to do ajob. Since the greatest part of hiswork was done at
the market, where buyers of young beasts wanted them castrated before taking them home, thiswedthy
cityman was an unlikely source of business. His tempers could not do Simon harm. The surgeon
conddered telling him not to get in the way.

No—Rashiid was the employer, and there was no use borrowing trouble. Simon put the cup down.

He signaled his gpprentice to step up the bellows pumping.

Some practitioners castrated with hooks and some used clamps and afew used aloop of shrinking
leather, but Simon the surgeon had a curved knife with ahandle of wood, and this served for amost any
occasion from gelding to bloodletting; one could even shave with it. He thrugt this blade into the cods so
that its single stroke would both cut and cauterize.

The second wife of Rashiid had been standing with her older housemate: soundless, white-faced, one
knuckle between her cupid's-bow lips. Her round eyes had grown more than round, watching Raphael
bound to the post. Watching the codslaid and the fire draw up. Now awaft of hot, metal-scented air
came to wrap around her where she stood. The fire spat back at the bellows and the bladeitsef made a
noise asit heated.

Amafainted into Fatimasarms.

Rashiid saw hiswife crumple. He subdued an impulseto go to her. It wasfirgt pride that caused him
to ignore the incident—the unwillingness to break this moment of power with softness of any kind—~but
then a horrible surmise entered his brain and Rashiid's face went hard as sone. Let Amagive thanksto
Allah that she had been discovered to be pregnant BEFORE this boy who was not aboy arrived.

Raphadl's blank eyes saw only the face of Djouraat the last moment he had seen her, before they had
bound him and thrown him over ahorse. Her scorn withered him till.

For Raphael had no grest confidence in the choice he had made; perhaps the mortal-born woman
had been right and they should have died together under the blue and whitetiles of thewall. Now she
would be taken back to Africa, where she did not want to go, and he...

Raphael heard the knife moan in the orange coals and he knew dread—dread of loss and further
shame... Dread of alife compassed by drudgery and by whippings, played out to adull rhythm of days.
Dreed of smplepain.



Surely Djourahad been right.

But though the song was of pain and fear, still Raphadl's body was singing. That body had awill of its
own, and he heard it telling him what it feared most wasto die.

Raphad listened to the voice of his body with his head turned dightly to one side and on hisface was
adistant, concentrated expression. But when Ama dumped into Fatima's arms he saw and he opened his
mouth, as though he were on the point of saying something.

HAD he spoken, it would have been to tell her that he knew she had not betrayed him to Rashiid.
That he did not blame her for hisfate. But Rashiid, Amas hushand, stood between them, so Rephadl said
nothing a dl.

The knife came out of the fire, not red-hot but hot enough to twist the air around it, turning morning
mist into steam. Simon gpproached Raphadl and peered gppraisngly into his eyes.

In shock aready, the surgeon said to himsdlf. Bad risk. Aloud he cdled, "Bend him back.”

The calloused hands of the head gardener came around Raphael's neck and shoulders and stretched
him back over the hip-high wooden post. One hand covered his mouth. Another squatted behind him and
held hisknees.

He could see nothing but the hairs on the gardener's arm. He heard the man's heavy breathing. He felt
his own body stiffen and he wondered &t this, for he had not told it to do so.

Next came afearful deep noiselike wind and a great thudding and crashing. Raphael did not know
what caused this, whether the gardener's shoulder against his ear, an accident with the surgeon's codls, or
his own body's confusion. But the howling continued and suddenly he was released, redling at the end of
the chain which bound his handsto the post.

The household of Rashiid was scattering like so many birds and crying in adozen voices. The
surgeon'sterrible knife lay abandoned on the ground. Rashiid himsalf waswaving hisarmswildly and his
face was contorted.

In the middle of this uproar a horse plunged and reared: ablack horse. Upon his back was atall,
gangling rider with red hair. He was shouting something inaudible, and so was Rashiid. A flutter of
feathers sank down by Raphadl's feet and rose up again asawoman.

She sang aword and his chainsfell open to the ground.

The horse seemed to be moving al itslegs independently, like aspider. It sailled over the threshold
likealeaf in autumn.

Gaspare wondered if hewere going to stay upright at dl, for the vicious cold wind sucked him along
willy-nilly. He spun over packed ground, narrowly missing the wave-lashed surface of apond, with his
hands full of horses mane and rope. Helifted hiseyes.

It was Raphadl and yet it wasn't Raphael whom Gaspare saw: naked, squinting with confusion,
gape-mouthed, lost in the middle of dl the screaming Saracens. There was the angd's hair, perfect face,
dender figure—but al pinched out of mere human clay. Gaspare sat the capering horse with unconscious
expertise, his eyeslocked on Raphadl's confusion. He saw histeacher fall to hisknees. Ragefilled
Gaspare, mixed with nausea, that he should have to see Raphael reduced to this. With a choked scream
he threw Fedtilligambe into the tumult.

Raphad blinked at the horseman dmost haf-wittedly. But then the naked man's eyes focused on the
head of the lute projecting beyond Gaspares right shoulder, and memory awakened. "Hoal" shouted
Gaspare, and he pulled on thereins.

But the horse had his own memory. Hisblack ears swiv-eled to the human beside hiswithers. He
nickered uncertainly. Then Fedtilligambe lifted hisfine dry head and bellowed like agtalion from joy.

Raphad, grinning at this salute, hoisted himsealf up behind Gaspare.

There was another hand on the bridle: the same calloused hand that had held Raphael only aminute
since, the hand of the head gardener. Gaspare kicked at it and the horse attempted to rear. Rashiid,
seeing this, ran from the doorway where Gaspare's firgt rush had pressed him and put hisown
white-knuckled hand on the headstall. Festilligambe threw his head futilely from Sdeto side. Histragic



large eyesrolled, showing white dl around.

Gaspare dropped the reins and took instead two handfuls of the gardener's hair. Dragging the man
haf off the ground, the redhead bit him in the ear. His uneven teeth ground together until the gibbering
fellow dropped his hold. But in the time it took to accomplish this action three more men had taken hold
of some part of the horse's anatomy. One grabbed Raphael's bare leg and began to pull him to the
ground.

Saara had not been idle. Though weary from her wind summons (but she HAD to show Gaspare) she
had scrabbled over the turf among fleeing feet and horses hooves. Now she came up with Simon's
bitter-edged knife. Hands dropped away from Raphadl. From the horse.

Rashiid, for whom the capture of the horse had meant victory won from defedt, turned at the
disturbance and did not see the knife at al, but only a child-faced woman with brown hair in uneven
braids and adress which did not cover her legs. She reminded him abit of Ama, and Rashiid was not
pleased with Ama. With acold sneer he released his right hand from the headstall to cuff her acrossthe
mouth. With no expression on her face Saarareleased his other hand from the reins by dicing it off at the
wrid.

Rashiid sprang back, stiff-armed, pumping blood like agarden fountain into the air. Thewhole
household went Hill.

Simon the Surgeon had taken no part in the melee, but had flattened himsalf againgt the housewall as
soon as the horse blew in through the gate. He was paid to do ajob, after al, not to get himsdlf killed.
But as Simon was a surgeon he knew what was necessary when aman had lost amember, so he took
Rashiid, tripped him, dragged him to the overturned brazier and pressed his spouting arm against acoal.
The householders shrieks reached deafening proportions.

Faces appeared—cautioudy—at the gate. They disappeared again. There came the sound of ahorn
from without. It echoed along the street and was answered by another.

Gaspare looked at Saara. So did Raphael. Saara glanced from one end of the suddenly motionless
yard to the other. She shifted her knife nervoudly.

Then the smdll of hot metal and the horrible smell of Rashiid's seared hand stump mixed with another
smél of burning. A lacy, twisting shadow descended. The carefully watered grass withered and steamed
asthe dragon set himself down. Djoura squatted within one enormous claw, her handsfirmly over her
face.

Lantern eyestook in the yard, the poal, the cowering humans. They lighted on the horse, with its
double burden. "So! It seemsyou didn't need meat dl!" the dragon said brightly.

Like acaterpillar with fluffy spinesthe dragon rode through the air, the gyrations of his body pushing
first Djoura, then Raphael (who held to her), and then Saara (who held to HIM) upmost. Saarawas a
the end of the line because she had the least to lose by falling. Gaspare rode on one of the monster's
upturned palms, to be nearer his horse.

"Hedid wel, didn't he, dragon?"' asked the redhead, not for thefirst time. "He cut into that mass of
Saacenslike... like..."

"Like ablack dragon,” prompted the black dragon.

Gaspare thought maybe the dragon was making fun of him. "1 am serious. Festilligambe showed the
red, heroic soul of ahorse down there, regardiess of fire, knives, screaming..."

"Horses..." the great cresture rumbled meditatively, "have very different souls, one from another. So
have men. Have they not, VVenerable Sage? And dragons, too, of course."

Venerable Sagelet the wind tossthe fair hair from hisface. "I certainly cannot deny that." Then
Raphael added, " Could you speak in Arabic, please, so that Djoura can understand?”

"Certainly,” the dragon replied. In Arabic. "The language of Mecca, or of the south, perhaps?*

"The south.”

An enormous long throat was cleared. " The young man has just noted, Child of Beauty, and | have
agreed, that horses, men, and dragons are quite various. Within each species, | mean—the other is



obvious"

Djourashifted her three-finger grip at the handholdsin the dragon's neck scales. "Men are very
different from one another, of course. Some are pink.”

Then shelifted her head high and rested back in Raphagl'sarms. "But that differenceis of no
importance.”

It was abeautiful morning over the foothills of the Pyrenees, with scattered soapsuds clouds over the
pelty meadows. The dragon writhed for the sheer feding of it.

"Where exactly am | taking you al?" he asked, first in Arabic and thenin Italian.

"Lappland,” answered Saarapromptly. "If you are going that far." Gaspare groaned from below.

"| think you're afool, my lady. But Lombardy for me, signore. Where else?"

"Theland of lightsisnot too far at dl," stated the dragon. "And Lombardy ison theway." Again he
shifted language.

"And you, Venerable Sage—where would the lady and yoursdlf like to be ferried?’

Raphael was silent. He threw back his head and regarded the blue, uncommunicative sky. "I don't
know. All the earth isbeautiful, and I'm sureit ismy fault that | Cannot fed myself to beong toiit. Itisjust
that | never expected...”

He shook his golden head. "Never mind me. Take us any place we might find awelcome, Djouraand
1"

"Lappland,” said Saara, who caught the meaning of the exchange through the foreign words.

"Lombardy," inssted Gaspare, who had done the same. " A very civilized place, as Raphadl well
knows. Besides, | need my lessons.”

"Thereisaways Cathay," added the dragon with studied casuaness. "'In Cathay they know how to
respect sages. And spirits.”

Theblond smiled. "And am | either?" Then his expression softened.

"What can we possibly do for you—uh, Venerable Dragon?| and al my friends owe our livesto you.
Perhgps many times over."

The black dragon chuckled steam. "No matter, Venerable Sage. | have a great respect for teachers.”

"Do you want meto teach you, then?”

The creature gave atiny shiver then, which every passenger felt but none understood. " Can you teach
metruth?'

"No," replied Rephad gravely. "Just music—thelute, primarily. But in the study of the lute you may
find more than you expect.”

"Musc?' The dragon emitted along, serpentine sigh. " Truth through tuned strings, instead of through
privation, paradox, or long silence? I've never heard of THAT approach. ™

It was Raphadl's turn to chuckle and he gave Djouraalittle squeeze. "That is not to say it won't work,
however."

The dragon held up onefive-fingered, obsidian, clawed hand. It was the one that held Gaspare. "It
would haveto be arather large lute.”

"Very wdl. You canlearnto sing instead,” said Raphael equably. "Every type and every individua
created hasitsown musc.”

Once again the dragon cleared histhroat and bobbed diffidently through the sky. "To sing? The
thought makes me very awkward..."

Raphael chuckled. "The thought makes everyone awkward. But that tension can be overcome. You
will find..."

"What'sthat | see?' called Saarafrom behind them dl. " Straight ahead. Coming fast”?"

They dl looked, but only the dragon's eyes saw, and with an organ-pipe whistling he humped and
turned inthear.

Saaraclung to Raphael who held to Djouratightly. The Berber locked her fingersin ther grips.



In afew momentsthey could al see.

It camein the form of awhite dragon. It camein the form of awrithing, leglesswyvern. It cameinthe
form of aphosphorescent, myriad plague.

It was destruction, dread, the death of hope, and it was coming fast.

"What isit? WHAT ISIT!" cried Djoura, craning her neck around. But she did not need the stricken
faces of her fdlowsto tell her it wasterrible. "Why isit chasing us?'

For amoment no one had the heart to tell her, then at last Raphael spoke. "It is Satan—Iblis—whom
SaaracdlstheLiar. It ismy brother."

Then Lucifer swept over them. He came between them and the sun, huger than a cloud. His shape
wasthat of aking in rich robes, with avisage of blood.

The black dragon sank crazily toward the earth.

Saarafdt the shadow touch her, with paralysis and despair in its wake. She laughed—laughed at the
naivete of her plansfor the future. She had no future. But with that single laugh the pardyss passed Saara
over, and her despair turned into unbreskable resolve. Shelet go of the man she had tracked across
Europe and took to the air.

"No!" shouted Raphael, as hefdt her go. "Saara of Saami! Thisisnot your battle anymore!™

And indeed, as sheflung hersdlf at the breast of the hideousking, it vanished in front of her, leaving
nothing but cloudless sky. The dove fluttered wildly before an iron hand struck her and sent her faling.

Gaspare screamed.

The dragon vomited fire at the gpparition. He grabbed the faling woman with one hind claw. Ficking
hissnakestail he flung himsdlf toward the broken hills.

The sound of crue laughter was dl around them. It turned the air poisonousto their lungs. All eyes
dimmed.

But the black dragon touched the earth again, searing the autumn grasses at his feet. Gently he shook
off hisliving cargo.

Lucifer alighted before them, and his towering size reduced the Basgue hillsto clods of dirt. His
colors were bright and monstrous. He wore a crown of gold and the face of Raphadl.

"Haven't we done as much mischief aswe possibly could?' heinquired jovidly, looking carefully from
Saarato the dragon to Gaspare. "Haven't we?"

The dragon coiled around histiny dependents as dragons coil around their hoards. His coronaof gold
and scarlet sood out iffly from hishead. His eyes gleamed aswhite as an August sun. "Ddlusion!™ he
hissed. "Puffed, empty ddusion!”

Lucifer regarded him thoughtfully. "1t isno deusion that you are going to die, snake," he said, grinning
horribly.

But asmall black hand gripped one of the dragons corona spikes. Djouras face appeared next to it.
She had astone in her hand. She stepped out.

"No, child!" The creature moved to guard her. "Y ou don't know whet it isyou are facing."

She opened her lips, which were whitened with fear. "1 know," she said. "I have faced davery,"
Djourawhispered dmost without sound. "1 have faced swords. | have faced Y OU, great dragon.

"AND," Djourafound her voice at last. "I have stolen the moon. The moon! Did you know thét,
Iblis?" And with amad laugh, the Berber woman flung her stone at the Devil.

It soared itsfutile course. It might have hit the gpparition's knee. But instead the small missle hungin
theair and grew, until it became theimage of ablack man in blood caked robes. His body was hewed
and his head struck off before them. The open eyes of the head wore an expression of idiocy.

Djourashrieked her incoherent rage, and she would have flung hersdlf at Lucifer, armed with nothing
except her black robes and her fingernails. But Raphael, wordless and set-faced, came up behind the
woman and restrained her with hisarms.

Again Satan laughed. He reached along arm out. The black dragon swelled dangeroudly, like an



adder in the grass, asthe hand of Satan came near.

"How isour little woods dove, then?" A gout of acid flame passed through hisarm harmlesdy. "
know her from before, | think. | have aweakness, you know, for the small songsters.”

Saaralay white-faced where the dragon had put her down, her head against Gaspare's narrow
breast. She watched death approaching and she said, "Y ou never touched me, Liar. Y ou never will."

Gaspare, too, watched the hand descend. Because he was seventeen years old and Italian besides,
he rose to meet it. Because he was Gaspare, he undung his lute and began to play. He shouted, "Hereis
asmall song, then, from asmal songger.”

The hand hovered, seemingly more from amusement than fear. " Gaspare of San Gabriele," said
Lucifer. "You are miserably out of tune. Asaways.”

"Out of tune, certainly,” replied the redhead. "But in time, you must admit. | am told that ismore
important. And besides, Satan, if you do not like my lute playing, then | will be forced to sing for you,
instead, and many find my voice even harder to take.”

Then Lucifer tired of the game. His hand swept down...

And found itself between the lance-toothed jaws of the black dragon. Fire spouted from its nostrils
and between its buried teeth. Both the dragon and the red king hissed.

Lucifer fit thefingers of hisother hand around the dragonsthroat. The tiny human atomsfled
away—al but one that sood motionless as atree on the bare hillsde.

Toad-flat, baleful, the dragons head steamed. He ground histeeth into Lucifer's hand. Ninety feet of
black iron struck the ground like awhip. Lucifer lifted the creature, still locked in his hand, and struck
again, thistime at the speck that was Djoura.

A writhing whip, however, is not an accurate weapon, and he missed. Frustration flushed the perfect
face purple. He exposed a swollen mottled tongue as he lifted the dragon again.

"Stop!"

It was Raphadl who had stood till on the smoking hillside, regardless of the titantic war around him.
"All of you. Satan—!eave him. Y our busnessiswith me."

Lucifer turned his mountainous head. The gold of his crown shonein the sun.

"You?' hesad. "You, littleball of clay: hdf-witted anima?* Hismouth splitinto ady snarl.

"Y ou are the only one among these in whom | have no more interest. What more could | do to you,
after d1?'

But as L ucifer spoke so, he flung the dragon away from him. Like athread in the wind, the dark
length swirled.

Djourawas stalking toward Raphadl, her eyeslocked on the mountain of dread before him. Saara
came up dowly on hisother sde.

But Raphael stepped forward, putting them both behind him. In his scul pted face was neither
confusion nor doubt. "It is not what you could do to mewhichisat issue. It iswhat | can do to you. |
know you fear me."

"WHAT?' Theair around the robed shape wavered. It burst into flame. "Fear Y OU? What you can
do to ME, you bag of offa?Y ou are helpless!”

Raphadl, weaponless and half-naked, stepped toward the mountainous form. "Y ou have no ideawhat
| can do, Satan. Y ou have never known, and that isSWHY you fear me. But | will tell you what | can do.

"Asyou took my hand, Satan, so | can take yours."

Lucifer watched his brother gpproach, one arm stretched out before him. "Maggot! We both know
you have no power to..." But the red king seemed to shrink into himself as he spoke, growing smdller, or
perhaps farther away.

Ashewalked Raphael was whispering, though neither his brother nor the friendswho stood silently
on the hillsde behind knew what he said.

He came to the brooding apparition on the hill.



With ahand pierced and bloodied, Lucifer made to push Raphagl away. They touched. And at that
touch the red king collapsed like a sheet full of wind, and Lucifer and Raphael stood face-to-face: of
equa height, two images of the same crestion.

"Y ou do not know me, brother," Raphael said quietly. He reached forward. "But now you will."

Hisfair hand lifted toward Lucifer'sface.

Lucifer recoiled. "No!" he cried, and he flinched away. Raphael smiled patiently. He reached out
agan.

"No! | won't have your tricks! Y ou ingpid, cunning toady, it's not you but HIM in you! | won't stand
it!"

Lucifer backed off, hisvoice cracking, but still Rephagl walked toward him. The Devil reached out
fending hands which became claws. Raphael dipped past them. Satan had turned to flee when hefelt
Raphadl's touch on his shoulder. In blind panic Satan took the man by the neck with both hands and he
shook him. Then convulsively he threw him off, smashing Raphagl against the ground.

So quickly the fight was over, for Raphadl's human body lay motionless at his brothersfeet, its mouth
bloodied, its neck at an ugly angle.

Therewas gtillness on the ralling hills, and the only sound was that of the smoldering grass.

Saara dtared transfixed at the defeat of her last crusade. Gaspare, beside her, held the neck of hislute
in both hands and hislips were pulled back from histeeth. He opened his mouth to ask a question of
someone, but no sound came out.

Djoura, too, stood without moving for aterrible minute. Then with athin cold wail she flung herself
down &t the very feet of the Devil and bent her head to the broken body.

But oddly enough, Lucifer, too, stood parayzed, staring at the shape of flesh he had himsdf created.
Hislips drew back from histeeth in an expression that was not asmile. He lifted red eyesto the sky.

Therewasacrack of fireintheair above. All looked up to see the black dragon swimming back
toward hisenemy, flaming aong his entire length. In the beasts yellow eyes gleamed no moreintelligence,
but only bestid fury. Where the dragon passed, the earth smoked benesth him.

Lucifer saw him coming and his hands clenched at his sides. His eyes searched distracted over the
hills, dmost asthough in search of hiding. He took once more to wyvern shape and fled upward.

Ebony jaws closed around the wyvern's serpentinetail. The wyvern shape wavered and aflayed form
dripping with pus flapped its wings against the dragon’s rococco head. Sipping freein itsown mucus, it
fled, with the dragon giving chase.

Flame ate through the membrane of one loathsome wing. The dragon caught Satan again, and now it
was a creature of many bonelesslegs which wound vinelike around the black dragon, and pressed a
sucking, platterlike mouth against the scales of his neck. The dragon spun, and bit, and burned the
lamprey-sucker to dry leather. Both beasts howled.

But the sky around the combatants changed suddenly, deepening and growing more clear. Thefuries
inthe air faded to shadows. Their cries were muted.

All the stars came ouit.

Saaralifted her head to witness the sun and moon shining at opposite ends of asky grown glorious.
Gaspare gazed at the heavens mutely, holding to hislittle lute asthough to alover. Milesaway, a
panicked horse dowed hisflight, blowing clouds of bloody froth onto hislathered Sdes.

Only Djourathe black Berber missed the miracle, for shewas donein her world of grief, rocking and
sobbing above the cast-off body of adave.

In the middle of thisindigo splendor, one star grew brighter than all others. It swelled to riva the
moon. It flickered in shape like the shadow of abird in flight.

Silver light entered the mad eyes of the dragon, and he let hisenemy go.

The Archangel Raphadl shonein the sky like truth revealed and in his hands was asword. "Come,
Satan," he called, and hisvoice was sun gtriking afield of ice. " See what your malice has bought you.”



Thewyvern took to wing again but the brilliant air rgjected him. He sank to the earth and his stiff
wingsfdl from himto lie like thewingsthat ants shed in their season and that one findsin the morning
grass, covered with dew.

As Raphael descended, Satan rose once more as the red king—King of Earth—and he shouted,
"Youinterferel Again! Itisunfair! Itisnot your right, Raphad, for the earthisMINE and dl upon it!"

Still the angdl descended. The burned hillside grew bright ascrystd. "I do not interfere, Morning Star.
| am sent againg you.

"For not al upon the earth isyours, nor ever will be."

The sword of light struck once and the Devil's gold crown went rolling over the turf

Lucifer lifted hisarmsin defense. "I am given no weagpon againg you. Itisnot fair!™"

But the angel made no reply. His blinding wings drew forward and round his brother and
encompassed him. "Gol" cried Raphael, and once more, "Begone from this place, and torment these
children no more!" and he touched Satan with his hand.

The Devil was not there.

The heavenslightened dowly and the glory went out of the sky. Gaspare drew a bregth that rattled
aong histhroat.

Saaralooked about her at the daylit plain, and she saw Raphadl as she had seen him many times
before, afigure of aabaster and feathers, no larger than aman.

"Chief of Eagles," shegregted him gravely.

But he did not reply, for he had not heard Saara at all, nor seen her. Raphadl's eyes were on the
keening Berber woman, and the body she had covered with her tattered clothing.

He stepped over to her and went down on one stainless knee beside her. "Djoura,” he whispered for
her ear alone.

Through her grief that was the single voice which had the power to reach her. She stiffened. Turned to
him.

Her doe eyes widened as she took in what he was. Who hewas. "Djinn!" she gasped. "The gresat
Djinn."

And after amoment. "'Raphael ?*

He cupped his hands around her face. "Y our Pinkie. Always." Helifted her to her feet.

Djourablinked around her. Her eyes were tear-blind. She seemed to wonder where the Devil had
gone. Then she glanced a Raphadl again and lowered her eyes.

Sheturned away.

"lsn't that likeme," she mumbled to herself "One man | can stand, out of al the cursed world. One
slly pink fdlow isdl, and heturnsout... turnsout to be..." She shook her head till the coinsin her hair
rattled. "Well, not for me, anyway." She sought again the body of her friend, but it was not to be found,
but only the black shawl with which she had coverediit.

She kicked the crumpled fabric. Shetook a step. Another. Tears streaming down her face, Djoura
strode away from the scene of battle as though she were beginning ajourney which promised to be long.
But Rephadl was beside her, and in hisface was aloss which did not belong on the features of an
angel. He trapped her handsin his and she was forced to raise her head. "What, then?' she said roughly.
"Doesthe great Djinn want Djourato wash potsfor him?' And she laughed at theidea. Harshly. Likea

crow.

Wings flashed back with a sound of cymbals. Raphael threw his arms around the woman and pressed
his head to hers. The angel gave ashort, sharp cry like that of ahawk and the wings plunged forward,
crashed together.

Raphadl was gone from under the sky.

So was Djoura.

After afew stunned moments Saara, Gaspare, and the dragon crept forward. There was nothing to



be seen on the Pyrenean hill, neither angel, nor devil, nor black Berber woman.

There was nothing to see but burned dry grass. Nothing to hear but the call of ahorsein the distance,

"Wdl," commented Gaspare, fiddling nervousfingers over histuning pegs. "It's not everyone'sidea of
courtship.”

"No," replied Saarawearily. "Not everyone's. But aslong asit auits..." Sheran her hands through her
heat-damaged hair.

The dragon cleared ten feet of throat. "Madam, | would like to suggest we catch our missing cattle
and leave this place—before anything e se untoward happens.”

"Nothing dsewill happen,” Saarareplied, wearily but with greet conviction. "And if it did, they
wouldn't need OUR help!" She let Gaspare help her onto the broad black back of the dragon.

Epilogue

Two men waked up the hill toward San Gabridle. This village was surrounded by abank of dirt and
stones which might once have been awall, but was now reduced to amound that harbored grass and
wild adpine pinks. Beside the road leading into the village rose asingle oak tree, much the worse for
wedr.

The old man, dressed loudly in vestments of Tyrian purple, with deeve bobbles picked out in dlver,
stopped to lean againgt the tree. It was an action gppropriate to both his years and the difficulty of the
climb, but his attitude, along with a certain hauteur in hislean face, gave the impression he had hated only
to gaze out over thetilled valey below.

The younger man, perhaps twenty years of age and dressed demurely in black, felt aprick of guilt at
having used his great-uncle too hard. His neat, smooth-shaven Provencal face darted a glance at the
other's bitter features. But how to gpologize, when old Gaspare would never admit he had felt tired?

Gresat-uncle madeit difficult to fed sorry for him.

Now the old man's fierce green eyesrested on his companion. "Why do you cal yourself Caspar,
when you are supposed to be named after me?' he asked. His leathered mouth pulled sideways, as
though he tasted something foul, and two white points appeared on the bridge of hisnose.

The story was that Grandmama and Great-uncle Gaspare were theillegitimate children of some
Savoyard nobleman. It had always seemed silly to Caspar—the sort of story any bastard might make
up—but looking a old Gaspare, he found it more credible. From where else had the old man come by
that hawk face and those obnoxious manners?

"Caspar is the same as Gaspare, grand-oncle, and comes easier to a Provenca tongue.”

The ancient green eyes narrowed. "1 didn't want you to be called Gaspare at all." Caspar scratched
nervoudy under his skintight black jerkin and wished once more he hadn't come to visit, namesake or no.
"I wanted you to be called Damiano.”

Caspar hit one hand with the other and snapped hisfingersin the air. His gestures were Provencdl,
not Italian, and Great-uncle Gaspare regarded them with suspicion. "That'sit! The name my grandmother
keeps forgetting, of the lute teacher you had asaboy."

Gaspare, through the years, had grown quite a set of unruly gray eyebrows. He raised them both. "He
wasn't my teacher, boy, but my good friend. And your grandmother has no businessto forget his name.
Not with what he did for her."

Caspar's eyes did to the packed earth beneath the tree. Again that business. Caspar himsdlf would
rather have come from afamily of no pretenson, concelved between lawful sheets. ™Y ou mean that
GrandmamaEvienneand he... that hemight bemy..."



"NO!" spat Gaspare, glaring at his namesake's smal, very French features. "Y our grandfather was
Cardind Rocault, certainly. Almost certainly.”

The old man flung himsdlf away from the tree and proceeded with greet, gasping energy into the
village. Caspar followed, drumming hisfingers againg histhigh uncom fortably. He heard his great-uncle
muitter, "I could only wish..."

Since there was a hint of softening in that voice, Caspar humored the old man. Y ou told me about
that one when | was alittle boy, hein, grand-oncle? He was the one who talked to animals, yes, and
God sent wounds of flameinto his hands, and an angel comforter? He tamed awolf that had ravaged the
village™

Gaspare'slook of incredulity settled into scorn. "That was Saint Francis.”

"Ah. Soitwas," Caspar replied equably. "I am mistaken. But | heard so many stories, you must
understand, and asachild | believed them dll."

The old man'slips drew back from hisimperfect teeth, and his angry hand made the swordsman's
ingtinctive gesture toward the hilt of his sword. This surprised Caspar, aswell as daunted him, for to the
best of hisknowledge, his great-uncle had never worn asword in hislife. "Delstrego was aman of our
times—of .MY times, a least. There might have been much of the fantastic about him, but hewasa
REAL person, boy. Born afew days ride west of herein the city of Partestrada.”

"l rodein from thewest," replied Caspar readily. "But... | can't recal acity of that name." Then,
redizing he had not spoken diplomatically, he added, "Thisis not to doubt you, grand-oncle. There are
many ruins.”

Gaspare winced. "Y es, no doubt. Ruins.

"It never really WAS acity, of course. Except to Delstrego. A market town.

"Ah! It means nothing, boy. Forget it." The look of defeat on Gaspare's ancient face might have
melted the young man's amiable heart.

But he never saw it, for his great-uncle had turned his head away. "And forget the stories you heard
asachild,” the old man growled. "About dragons and witches and angels and... whatever. It wasjust to
entertain you: not to be believed. If you could remember only that the man was the greatest musician of
hisday..."

Gaspare gave adry snort and smoothed his fashionable, threadbare, trailing purple deeve. "Or
perhaps even that istoo much. Yes, I'm sureitis. It...it has been avery long time, boy, sincel have seen
an angel." Heturned at the dairsthat led to hisrooms, and, though he would have liked to rest before
assaulting them, preceded his grand-nephew up.

The cynicism of thislast reply heartened Caspar. He did not believe, whatever hisfamily in Avignon
told him, that Great-uncle Gaspare was mad or senile. Hewasjust old and angry (as old men often
were), and had his own kind of humor. Caspar sat down at the other side of the table and gazed at the
old man'sincredible lute while Gaspare poured him amug of rough cider.

Such an instrument. Covered with inlays of shell and ivory, it was amost too pretty to be taken
serioudy. But Gaspare had plucked it for him, and he had perceived that it was of the highest quality,
with atrue tone clarified by age to bell-like sweetness. "That is the lute Pope Innocent gave you?' Caspar
asked, atouch of awein hisvoice. He smiled the smile that everyonein Avignon found so charming.

But Gaspare was staring out the window. "The Pope gaveit to Delstrego. | inherited it only." Cold
green eyes wandered through the room, and though they touched Caspar's brown ones only for a
moment, the younger man was abashed.

"It seems | was born too late," Caspar said.

Old Gaspares eyes widened, looking at the other's deek exterior. Remembering the plague.
Remembering hunger.

"Too latefor Avignon," Caspar qudified. " Since the papacy has been in dispute, most of the good
patrons have removed to Rome. And so hasthe... thethrust of themusic.”

He shrugged and touched both handsto his breast. "So. Y ou see me on my way to Rome. Following



my art."

Caspar quailed as his great-uncles face went red, then purple. It clashed terribly with his purple
jacket. The old man's aristocratic hooked nose stood out white in relief. "What do you say, boy? Y ou
are going to Rome—after themusc?'

"Yes," camethe answer. "Oh, | know it must sound absurd to you, asit doesto my own father (since
| am guaran teed aplace in the guild at Avignon, and that isathing aman may seek for alifetime), but..."

Gaspare had turned from his namesake and was staring fixedly again out the window. His hands,
laced together, were white-knuckled.

"Following the music,” he mumbled under his breeth. "Without a sou, | suppose.”

"No." Intruth it had been part of hisplan to ask his great-unclefor provision during his stay, but one
look at the old man'sworn foppery had caused him to put that matter quietly away. Hisinnate honesty
forced Caspar to amend his answer. "Not quite without asou.”

Gaspare cast onetaut look in hisdirection. He gestured at the [ute on the table. "Play it for me, boy."

Caspar had been longing to play ever since seeing the lute. But the voice held more challenge than
invitation, and besides, old people never liked hismusic.

Y et it was old Gaspare who taught hisfather to play the lute and Caspar had learned from him, so
Great-uncle had aright to hear. Caspar cleared histhroat. "I am more used to an instrument of six
courses,”" he quaified, lifting the lute from the table. It was amost weightless.

"Six!" cackled Gaspare. "Why, boy, you have only five fingersto play them with!™

Caspar's amile twisted under the expected witticism. He found the lute in very closetune.

Gaspare listened to a Provencal folk tune done in very pleasant, antique style. In avery few seconds
listening he had granted the boy technical competence. But he cut him off roughly before the song was
done. "Don't humor me, Nephew! God's bollocks, I'm amusician too! Play your own music for me! Play
toyour limit!"

Caspar's eyesrose startled and he glared back at his great-uncle.

Everyone at home thought the world of Caspar and he did so LIKE to be liked. Here hed come
eighty milesout of hisway to visit the old man only to be treated like thish Unremitting hostility and scorn.

Of course what Gaspare said was quite true. Caspar HAD been humoring him. He ground his teeth
together and flexed hisfingers over the hand-tied frets. "Very wel," he snapped at hisgreat-uncle. "I'll
play what | like best. But don't bother to tell me you don't likeit!"

Caspar played. Hisleft hand spread like a spider on the broad lute neck. His right hand bounced. He
played seconds against one another. He ended lines on the seventh chord. He played mel odies that
chased each other impudently in and out of amusic where structure threatened to dissolve momentarily
into chaos. The lute sounded like aguitar, like a harp.

But though there was virtuosity in Caspar's attack, it was not mere show, for the technique worked in
the service of feding, in amusic with much soul and avery playful rhythm. His unobtrusive chin (nothing
like Gaspare's chin) jutted out as he played, like that of a man who speaks and does not expect to be
understood.

When he was done and not before, he glanced up at his great-uncle. He was prepared for coldness,
and half-expected an explosion. But to the Provencals horror, the old man was weeping. Tears Spattered
onto the black wood of the tabletop. Caspar was stricken. " Great-uncle! Forgive me. It is dissonant,
when oneisnot accustomed to it, certainly. But | had no inten—"

But the young man was no fool, and he read the truth in his great-uncles face.

Gaspare reached over the tabletop, shoving pitcher and mugsto one side. "Boy," he whispered.
"Don't gpologize. Never apologize for being what you must be.

"And pay no mind to me, for | can't explainit to you. It'sjust the music, when I'd believed it to be dl
logt.

"But nothing islog, you see? Nothing. Not eveniif his... hiscity islogt, and no oneremembershis



name.
Caspar's quick brown eyes narrowed. "I don't understand, grand-oncle. But have findly done
something right in your eyes?' Caspar asked, hdf touched by the old man'stears, haf ill-resentful of his
tempers.
"You have," replied Gaspare, grinning at his great-nephew. "Of course you have, boy. Y ou have
shownmean angd "

THISISTHE LAST OF THE TALES OF DAMIANO AND HISFRIENDS | WILL WRITE. BY
NOW | IMAGINE THEY ARE ALL RATHER TIRED.

| KNOW | AM.

BUT NO CONCLUSION ISFINAL, AND THE READER ISWELCOME TO CONTINUE
THE STORY IN ANY DIRECTION DESIRED. AFTER THREE BOOKS, HE OR SHE KNOWS
ASMUCH TO THE PURPOSE ASI.

Bertie MacAvoy



