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PROLOGUE

For millennia, the New England. coast had been a place of rock and
sea. O island and stormwave, of boulder and slab. O crevice and
hol | ow, hones for crabs and periw nkles and other living things, sone
of whi ch had al ways scanned sky and sea for danger, for storms, for
anyt hi ng vi si bl e.

The i sl ands renmai ned, though they were a little smaller, the sea a
little higher on their flanks. The storns cane a bit nmore often, and

t he waves crashed higher on the shores. There were as many boul ders
and crevices as ever, but there were many fewer of the creatures that
hid anong them The dangers had changed to ones watchful eyes could
not avoid. There were invisible poisons in the air and water, and even
in the sunlight. Some killed; others only injured, reducing health and
vigor and fertility.

The eyes that now stared from under rocks above the high-tide line were
of another, |ess paranoid, |ess vulnerable kind, much |ike those that
hid in tangled briar heaps and anong the witch's broons of fir trees.

They wat ched the sky, stained unrelenting yellow by the dust of distant
barren-1ands. They watched the sea that surged agai nst the shore and
struck spray from pockets between the boul ders. They watched the
swirling bl adderw ack.

They watched the clots of froth that reached |ike fingers toward the
child who danced fromrock to rock, teetering as she avoided the clunps
of slippery weed, peering into clefts and tide pool s.

"Mormy! Momy! |Is this good?"

Cod' s Promi se | ooked at what her three-year-old daughter had found.
Because this tinme it was edible, a small crab, she picked it up and put
it in the gleaning basket she carried in her left hand. One of the few

gul I s wheeling overhead cried out as if in protest. She gripped the
handl e of her basket a little tighter, for the pickings were not much

better for them |If she set it down even for a nonent..
" Mommy! "
"Yes, Ruth." She used her sleeve to wi pe sweat from her forehead and

cheeks. She pushed a few strands of dark hair that had escaped from
the coiled braid beneath her fishskin hat back where they bel onged.

She si ghed.

This time the discovery was a bit of sea |lettuce, green and salty and
full of a flavor she had hated ever since the Haveners had brought her
to their island when she was hardly larger than this child herself.

Not far away fromthe seaweed, a cluster of blue-black mussels clung to
a weat hered stunp. They were not as rare as clams, but.... She shook
her head. She had been told nussels and barnacl es had once covered
every rock below the high-tide line. They didn't anynore, though there



were nore barnacl es every year

There were many of the stunps, marking where the shoreline had been
before the climate warnmed and the sea rose. She pried the nussels

| oose and put themin the basket with the crab and seaweed. Then she
studi ed the rocks and gravel nearby. Tiny flecks of bluish-gray caught
her eye, and she snmiled. Perhaps the nussels too were com ng back

As she straightened, a wave dashed spray hi gher than usual and spl ashed
her dark chin-to-ankle gowmn. Ruth shrieked with |aughter and danced
onward, dodging the finger-waves that reached for her as well. God's
Prom se wi shed that she dared renove the gown, or at least hike it up
around her waist, and let the waves splash her skin. This sunmmer, even
by the sea, was hotter than usual

"Mommy! "

Now the child was bendi ng over, |egs spread, bottomindecently exposed
beneath her skirt. Her wicker-framed fishskin hat, small version of
what God's Pronise and all other decent wonen wore though w thout the
ornate sidew ngs, had fallen to the ground beside her. Her hair, cut
short, was exposed to the youvee that had already bl eached it nearly
bl ond. Now she reached into a crack between two stones and withdrew a
pi ece of green sea-glass, worn snooth by waves, surface frosted by
abrasive sand, gleanming in the sun. One end carried a snall

bar nacl e.

"Pretty!"

It was already drying in the sun, turning dull, becom ng just another
colored stone. A bit of spit or skin oil would renew the shine, the
beauty that was the residue of a very different world. Too nmuch beauty
for the sternness of the Haveners and their god and Delivered of the
Lord's sunptuary rule.

"A sea-gift. How far can you throw it?"

"All the way!" cried the child, though her gaze clung to the jewel in
her hand for a |long nmonment before her small arm swung back and
j erked.

The bit of glass arced through the air, parallel to the water's edge
just a few feet fromtheir toes. It landed on a boul der weathed in

bl adderw ack and bearing a corroded iron nooring ring. Storm waves had
lifted it fromthe depths and tossed it ashore long before. Once it
had represented hone, respite fromthe storm release fromlabor, for
some fishing boat or pleasure vessel; now it was nothing nore than a
mut e nenory of anot her, betterday.

"Now put your hat on."
"WIl the youvee eat nme?" The stone was al readyforgotten

"You know it will." Though the m sts that hovered over Haven's shores
every norning usually offered sone protection

Thi s sumrer they had been thin andbrief.

"WIl it eat ny brother?"



The wonman | ooked down at the swell of her belly beneath the I ong
gown.

As if the baby knew they were thinking of him-or her-he kicked. "If
he doesn't keep his hat ontoo."

"No, it won't!"

But she obeyed her nother then, even as God's Pronise | ooked up the

sl ope of the stony shore toward the line of trees that began above the
reach of tide and storm An opening in the trees reveal ed a pasture
and a flock of goats, brown and bl ack and white; not far away woul d be
the woman or man or child who tended them Another opening exposed a
slope planted with potatoes, their white flowers a field of stars

agai nst the green.

And there he was. Tall and | ean, his face edged with bl ack where he
kept his beard trimmed close. Sitting on a boulder not far froma heap
of driftwood awaiting transport to the village.

Wat chi ng her.
She wi shed he could do npre than that.

Sone of the hidden eyes shifted their positions to see where God's
Prom se was | ooking. None were surprised that the nan was there. Nor
t hat he sighed when he saw her face turn in his direction, and again
when it jerked away to | ook toward the clouds that clung to the

hori zon. Nor that his lips twisted to show that Ruth's | aughter

pl ucked at his heart as if she were his own daughter

But she was not. God's Prom se belonged to Delivered of the Lord no
matter how much they had once | oved each other or how nuch they had
once wished to marry. That was the way Haven worked; its | eader tested
every young worman, and if she proved fertile, he kept her, just as he
had kept CGod's Prom se

If he had not.... He sighed again. Bitter pain ate at the roots of his
soul. God's Prom se should have been his wfe.
Rut h, her daughter, should have been his as well, just as should the

child she now carried wthin her wonb.
But no. All three belonged to another man instead.

He | ooked at his arm The joints stood out, the muscles were thin
cords, the skin was thin and translucent, marked by nere traces of the
rash that had once been so common.

The mainl anders had found a library and | earned that the rash existed
because food no longer had in it everything people needed. They needed
to eat nmore neat and put ashes as well as dung in their gardens. But

t hough that had eased the rash, people were not really any better

of f.

Everyone was still malnourished in this age of the world, no matter how
they struggled to find or grow food. Only bandits ate well.

He got to his feet when the sea swelled and lifted and struck the rocks
with a shout and a fountain of spray. For a moment his heart |eaped



with fear that God's Prom se and Ruth had both vani shed, washed away,
clained by the sea. But no, there they were, soaked until their own

t hi nness showed through the cloth they wore, and | aughing, |laughing in
the face of the sea that had seemed to reach for them

Yet why should the sea reach for then? Wy should she reach for
anyone? The sea had never cared whet her human beings |ived or died.

It was all one whether their kind continued or vani shed fromthe

pl anet. She had never truly noticed their existence, not even in those
nost anci ent days of human sacrifice to her powers. She woul d never
know t hey were gone.

I f humans had ever grasped the sea's col ossal indifference, they m ght
have felt hunbl ed. But they were not hunble creatures. Once they had
puffed to see their huge tankers and aircraft carriers and freighters
slide across the waves and never glinpsed that to the sea, their
greatest ships were nere flecks upon her breast, of no nore

signi ficance than any other flotsam

They had seen their worst toxins strike at the sea with deadly effect
and in awed, pleased dismay called thensel ves a pl ague upon the Earth,
cat astrophe, disaster, a force to rival the gods they believed had
created themand their world. Yet the sea had diluted those toxins
endl essly, bound themto fine particles, and settled theminto her
bed.

For all its pride inits deadly effect, humanity was no nore to the sea
than a rash would be to a healthy child, soon passed, soon repaired,
soon forgotten.

Humans had been nearer the truth when they called the sea the Mther of
all things. She had once been full of life beneath her waves. Her

mar ges had been rich with weed and grass and nangroves, the tiny plants
and ani mal s of the plankton, clams and nussel s and oysters, reefs and
crabs and | obsters. Seals and otters and whal es had swum wherever she
reached. Fish had schooled and migrated and visited the rich waters
near shore to mate and lay their eggs where there was food to support

t he uncountable billions of their young. Salmon and shad had swar ned
up streans and rivers to breed. Everywhere there had been gulls and
terns, puffins and pengui ns and ducks, auks and al batrosses, skreeing
and wheeling, feeding, nesting, resting on the great sea's heaving
bosom and outthrust shelves of rock and ice.

Where had all the creatures gone? They had gone to feed the vast
nunbers of humanity at its peak, or died of humanity's toxins, or
vani shed when the food they needed vani shed first.

How, then, could the sea be so conplacent? How could she think that
humanity had been only a rash and its danage woul d soon be heal ed?

How coul d she not? She had suffered worse from vol canoes, conets, and
asteroids, and soon, each tine, she had recovered.

Yet "soon" did not nmean to the sea the days or weeks or nmonths it had

meant to humans. It did not nean even years, not even centuries or
mllennia, but eons. A few fish and shellfish, seals, whales, and
seabirds remained. In tine, they would multiply and replenish the

sea.



Wher e speci es had vani shed, new ones woul d appear, evolved to fit the
same niches humanity had preenpted. |In time, in just a fewmnllion
years at nmost, a fraction of a percent of the planet's age, quite
"soon" enough on that scale, the sea would be as rich as ever she had
been before.

So woul d the Iand, and not only the sea but the Earth woul d be
restored.

Wuld it matter to the sea if instead everything that lived sinply
vani shed? She was m ndl ess, neutral, a bystander, Mther of Al not by
design but by suitability. Her tides would continue to rock back and
forth in her vast basins. Wves woul d nove before the wind and crash
upon shores of rock, sand, or mud, wearing away at the land. In tine,
if there were no life, the climte would change. Carbon di oxi de

rel eased by vol canoes woul d accunul ate, heat would be trapped, and
water woul d boil, weathing Earth with clouds |ike Venus. O perhaps,
if the vol canoes lay quiescent for a few nmillennia, the carbon dioxide
woul d dissolve in the sea and be lost fromthe air. Then the climate
woul d cool. Perhaps the sea would freeze.

But even as she vanished in steamor ice, the sea would not care. To
her, to the nature and the universe of which she was one small part,
t he nonent was enough. \Watever was, was.

Regret and wi sh and dream were hunman t hings.

# "Soon" had not yet conme to pass. It had been far too brief a tine
since the collapse of humanity, and the sea that species had so nearly
sterilized mght--if she were alive and aware and as nmuch in pain as
humans had once liked to credit--still be holding her breath against
the possibility that the rash would return

Yet the breath the sea held was only netaphoric. Humanity had never
been nore than flecks disturbing the wash of her fringes upon the
shore. A few of those flecks remained, still stepping on the edge of
the sea's foany skirt.

Here were two, large and small, mal nouri shed and weak and reduced in
station to scavengi ng food froman inpoverished shore, the lines of
their thin bodi es showi ng beneat h soaked cl ot h.

It seened inpossible that they could ever rise again to the hei ghts of
power their kind once had occupi ed.

Yet the small one danced, and both of them | aughed.

Whi | e hi dden eyes wat ched every nove.

CHAPTER 1

"Qur Father."

It wasn't the first tinme there had been no wind. The sea's bosony
swells rolled unruffled to the horizon, and Brother Mchael |eaned into
his oar, repeating the line of the prayer with his fell ow oarsnen.

"Which art in Heaven."

He pulled, feeling the working of rmuscle and bone, the sweat popping



out of his skin and disappearing. The yellow sky gl owed |ike hot
brass. The sun poured heat and youvee down upon the small boat.

"Hal | oned be Thy nane."

He reached again. The prayer was their work chanty, its phrases timng
the strokes of their oars as perfectly as any coxswain. It was al so
their life; they were nonks, after all

O a sort. Not a one of them had ever had instruction or known a
bi shop or a priest. The faith they cl ained was one of fragnents that
had survived an age of chaos.

"Thy ki ngdom corne. "

There were no ki ngdons any nore. England and Rome were both myths of
the past. The Church itself had vani shed, though a pitiful few stil
groped after ancient beliefs.

He pulled. H s heavy wool en robe was pushed down to his waist. The
heat insisted, even at sea, and if cancers bl oomed on his tonsured
scal p, his neck, his back, why, it was God's will, wasn't it? They
woul d surely have struck hi manyway.

"Thy will be done."

Reached. When he | ooked over his shoulder, he could see a line of |and
and forest against the western horizon. Then they hadn't been insane
to think they could cross the Atlantic. There were stories of people
who had done it |ong ago, single madmen, Vikings in their |ongships.

But the madnen had had specially designed boats, and the Viking
| ongshi ps had been | arger and carried spare masts. They hadn't rowed

acr oss.

He pulled, and the little boat surged forward. Yet their destination
was no cl oser.

"In Barth."

And reached and pulled again. O course it was. They had begun their
voyage in lreland, after all.

"As it is in Heaven."

Reached. In a ridiculous little cockleshell of a boat they had naned
The Geen Isle because it was all they woul d ever see again of hone.

Twel ve monks and their abbot, fleeing the barbarians with all their
treasures.

"Gve us this day our daily bread."

Pul  ed. Though they had eaten the |ast of the oat bread and cheese
they had brought with them a week before. One wooden barrel still held
a few withered raw potatoes. The other barrels held only water
intercepted fromthe frequent rains. Yet they would have kept the
enpty barrels even if it had not rained, crowded between their feet.

Al knew they would be invaluable later on, unless they canme to a | and



t hat had coopers.
"And forgive us our debts."

And reached. The treasures were sealed watertight into those shiny
netal chests at either end of the boat.

"As we forgive our debtors."

Pulled. If they let us live. Thank God they had had a real sail then,
and wind to fill it. Only later, over a week later, had the wi nd grown
too strong and the mast snapped. They had been hel pl ess, the |eather
sail stretched tight from gunwhal e to gunwhal e, shielding themfromthe
waves that crashed over them holding themw thin their cockl eshell as
it pitched and bucked, dove deep and shot to the surface once nore
whi | e seawat er sprayed through the cracks that even prayer could never
seal .

The dark interior had stunk of vomt, but no one had thought to
conplain. God's will, and besides, it would have been suicide to
unfasten the boat-cover. At least, until they had to bail or sink

"And lead us not into tenptation."”

Reached. What could possibly tenpt himnow? He |ooked at his fellow
nmonks. They had all been brawny nmen before they left.

Used to hard | abor but fed well enough by the grace of God. They stil
had their nuscles, though all else had withered. He tried to imagi ne

t hem sl eekened and breasted, not just the daughters of peasants such as
he had known when he was young and a peasant hinmsel f but succubi of the
sort he had once resisted in the night, and he felt nothing. The

t hought of I|and, though, ah, that made his linbs trenble and his mouth
wat er .

"But deliver us fromevil."

And pulled. That was why they had fled Ireland, wasn't it?

They all prayed they would find no barbarians ahead. No opposition
Best of all, no one at all

"For thine is the kingdom"

Reached. Just give us a tiny piece of it to tend for You

And maybe a few natives to convert.

"And the power."

Pul l ed. Not that we want any. Just don't give evil men dom nion over
us.

"And the glory."
Reached. W will sing Your praises...

"For ever."



Pulled. Aye. And a day or two beyond as well, we will.
" Amen. "

They shouted that |ast word as they always did, and they reached and
pulled mghtily, and for a stroke their little boat |eaped ahead.

"A breeze," said Brother Brendan fromhis position in the bow He had
nmore gray hair rimmng his scalp than any of the rest, which was why
they had chosen himtheir abbot. There had been no bishop to say them
nay.

The air was stirring, just a bit, just enough, and toward the shore as
well. Going their way, so they could ship their oars, all but two
which a pair of nonks held erect. Brother Brendan hinself stripped off
his robe and slid it over the oars so that when the nonks braced them
between their |l egs and against a thwart to forma V, they had a sail.

A small one, to be sure, but it caught enough wi nd to nove them forward
and rest their arnms. Thank Cod.

The nonks, all but the two who held the sail erect, turned on their
seats to face forward. The distant shoreline was closer already, its
contours resolving into folds that might mark bays and streans, or
perhaps islands. Qulls were in the air above them now, soaring from
the land as if to welcone them or as if praying that they were
fishernmen with offal to discard overboard.

Br ot her Brendan was hol ding his ancient map in his hands.

It was nmade of paper waterproofed and toughened by plastic, yet age had
faded it, creased it, worn it thin in spots. The abbot was unfurling
it, studying it, struggling to place their |andfall

M chael scratched at the salt in his beard. He touched the string of
seeds and polished stones that was the rosary around his waist. |If the
devil had not led themastray, or if God had not seen a greater need
for them el sewhere, they were in the @ulf of Miine, entering Penobscot
Bay. The largest islands would be Matinicus, Deer Isle, Isle all Haut,
Swan's |sland, Vinal haven, Munt Desert, |slesboro. The smaller would
be Ragged, Woden Ball, Seal, Geat Spoon, Little Spoon, G eat Cott and
Little Gott, Md athery and Hog and Eagle and Crotch and hundreds

nor e.

Brother M chael had | oved their names ever since he had first seen them
on the map.

The wi nd freshened, and the sail-holders grunted as they | eaned into
their task. The water lost its snooth shine and devel oped a bit of a
chop. Thin clouds spread to dirty the sky, and ....

"A whal e!" soneone cried.

"Wher e?"

Brot her Herman was the only one of themall with red hair.

H s cheeks bore the scars and pits of youthful acne. Now he pointed to

port, but when M chael |ooked there was nothing there but a bit of
spray in the air.



"You're daft, Herme," said Brother John in the stern. He was one of

those holding the sail. H's cheek bore an angry red |line, the not
quite heal ed mark of a barbarian sword. "It was nothing but a wave."
"I sawit," said Brother Herman. "A great long swell in the water, the

bi ggest one | ever saw. Wite scars on its back, and a raw red sore,
and right after it spouted it waved a fluke in the air. That's when it
vani shed. "

"I didn't see a thing." Brother John's tone was sour, as if he
suspected Brother Herman of claimng a sore for the whale just to cal
attention to his scar.

"Nor I."

"It wasn't there, Herme."

"I't was, too.
"You' re seeing things."

"Sunstroke and hunger will do it to you sure. Put your hood up."
"It's too hot."

"Cetting cool pretty quick with that breeze,"” said Brother Mchael. He
t hought he believed. Brother Herman surely could not be so petty as to
torment his fellows. Though after so long at sea.... Nor would he have
hal | uci nated that sore, would he?

Sonehow M chael didn't think sunstroke could explain his claimto have
seen the whale. Hunger, naybe, but they were all just as hungry, and
no one el se was seeing things.

"There aren't any whal es anynore,” said Brother Jason. Wen he |icked
his thin lips, he rem nded M chael of how thirsty he was, and he did
the sane.

"No bi g ones, anyway." The snake tattooed around Jason's |eft biceps
withed as he worked his oar. Like all the others, he had not al ways
been a nonk

"Maybe it was a seal." Brother Brendan was pointing toward a rough
spot in the water, a | edge of exposed rock, and on it there were three
slug-1like harbor seals. Their heads were raised as if they had
forgotten the days when a boat of any size meant danger and a sudden
need for panicked flight. For a noment M chael wondered if they had
any ancestral menory of passing ViKkings.

"I know a whal e when | see one. Seals don't blow"

"Then it nust have been a pilot whale or a mnke."

Her man shook his head insistently. "A blue. A humpback."

"Not a spermwhale. They' ve been extinct for centuries."

"Not that," Brother Hernman agreed. "But it was bigger than a m nke."



"It's not there now," said their abbot. "But perhaps we'll see it
again." He pointed ahead, where they could see rocks along the shore
of what was quite clearly a small island. The dark outline of a
cornorant perched on a boul der and seened to eye them skeptically.

@l l's were skreeing over head.

They passed it by even though every one of themached to set foot on
I and once nore. This island was too small to support them and | arger
ones were just ahead. One would be their future hone.

If they nade it. Brother M chael |ooked at the sky. The clouds were

thi cker, the wind harder, the water rougher. It suddenly seenmed quite
possi bl e that God would play a cruel prank upon themat the very | ast

nonent .

At the abbot's command, four of the nmonks took up their oars as they
approached the next island. The robe-sail canme down, and while its

hol ders worked the cranmps fromtheir arms, the oars pulled against the
water. The boat steered closer to a shoreline fringe of rock and

weat hered stunps. Above the high-water mark was a wi |l derness of knobby
granite, scattered trees, grass, and brush. There was no sign that
human bei ngs had ever dwelt there.

Brot her Brendan shook his head. This island also was too small, too
poor in the resources they woul d need. They shipped their oars, raised
the sail again, and let the wind push them onward, toward a | arger

dar ker shore. Here there was woodl and, sonetinmes sparse, of nixed
spruce, fir, pine, and oak. There was no sign of |iving human
presence, though anong the trees they glinpsed occasi onal bone-white
wal | s of stone, blood-dark chimeys, a patch of pavenent that had not
yet been overgrown or broken by winter frost. A tunbled |ine of rocks,
awash in the waves, marked where there had been a pier. M chael

t hought he glinpsed the broad-beaned outline of a fishing boat on the
bot t om bel ow.

Too exposed, thought M chael. Too subject to the storms that would
sweep out of the North Atlantic and nake the wind that built the waves
all around them and drove them scuddi ng al ong the shore | ook Iike the
gentl est of zephyrs. He |ooked at the sky.

The cl ouds were thick now, dark, blotting out the yell ow sky and
stai ned thensel ves with pus and ol d bruises, urging themto waste no
nmore time or they would have no nore to waste.

A cut opened to starboard. They let the wind propel theminto it and
cl ose by the port shore, under dark masses of trees, thicker here but

still revealing the tunbled ruins of the human past. They were in
qui eter water now, the wind sighing in the trees and hardly touching
their nmakeshift sail. The oars went into play once nore, and they put

their backs into forcing their cockl eshell onward.

Brot her Brendan pointed to an indentation in the shore ahead. It
proved to be a narrow, shall ow harbor that had once sheltered a fl eet
of small boats. Sonme of their weckage was visible littering the
seabed beneath their own hull. Sonme, shattered and twi sted, its colors
bl eached by decades of youvee, forned part of the wi ndrow of debris and
dri ftwood at the highwater line. The shore was gently sl oping nud and
gravel .



Hal f an hour later, Brother M chael was stanping one foot, then the
other. If he did not, his legs trenbled, but it was really quite
enough to marvel at the solidity of the ground beneath him No nore
rocki ng, heaving, lurching. He could stretch. He could walk and run
and stanp. He could even.... He tried it, but when he | anded, he
staggered and alnost fell. No, he couldn't junp. Not yet.

Al'l the nonks were covered with nud past their knees.

Br ot her Brendan was inspecting the treasure chests for |eaks, touching
his rosary and nodding with satisfaction, ordering their conceal nent
beneath a driftwood | og. Brother Jason was kindling a fire. Brother
M chael was hauling a |ine ashore to tether their boat securely.

Brot hers Diego and Samuel were doing their best to construct a shelter
by stretching another |line between two tree trunks and throwi ng over it
the | eather sheet that had al ready served them as sail and boat cover
and now would be their tent. Brothers Herman and Kretzner, stripped to
their clouts, were conbing their arms and hands through the nudflat's
subst ance, seeking and finding clams in a profusion they had never seen
in lreland.

Not that profusion was quite the right word. But an hour's I abor
produced two dozen clanms, where at hone it night have yielded six. And
all had heard old tales of clams by the basketful. Al knew the world
was not what it once had been

#

The stormfinally blewitself out three days later. Brother M chael
energed that nmorning fromtheir shelter, saw the sun, and said a brief
prayer. He checked the harbor; their boat was still there, though it
rode lowin the water. "Praise God," he said, grinning as if his
prayer had been answered. Brother Brendan agreed, plucking at his own
sodden robe; wind had filled the tent with spray until they wondered
whet her the sea had risen to engulf them

The nonks kept their clothing on until after their abbot had perfornmed

a brief service. Then while their robes dried, draped fromtree |inbs

and over bushes, they explored their refuge. It did not take them | ong
to decide they did not wish to stay.

There was a sheltered harbor. There was wood. But the soil was rocky;
feedi ng thensel ves woul d forever be a struggle.

By mi dafternoon, they were staring across the narrow gap that separated
their island fromthat other shore. Brother Herman pointed out a sea
and a pair of cornmorants in the water and said, "There's fish enough
for them W could survive here.”

Their abbot indicated the boat wallowi ng in the harbor
"Why has no one bailed the Green Isle out?"

M chael thought the answer obvious: None of them had w shed to think of
how t hey had spent the |ast few weeks of their lives.

But he did not say the words aloud. |Instead, he and the others waded
into the sea as if Brother Brendan had just ordered themto prepare
their boat for another voyage.



They enbarked the next norning, rowi ng so quickly across the cut that
they hardly felt at sea. They then turned to port, paralleling the
shore while they studied the ruins they could see. They did not wonder
what had happened, for the scene was fanmiliar; the only difference in
Irel and was that arned nmen woul d be visible wherever sonme rocky knob
deigned to lift them high

Their presence woul d have drums rolling, horns bl ow ng, snokes rising
to warn the locals of raiders, or of prey.

Here there was none of that. The |and seened deserted as they passed
the end of the island on which they had sheltered and saw to port an
endl ess stretch of open sea interrupted by the hunps of two or three
smal ler isles. To starboard was a pronontory, and beyond that a bay
that dwarfed the anchorage they had just abandoned. They entered, and
soon they were staring at what had been a town or small city. The
trees were sparse enough to reveal dozens of ruined buildings and a
gridwork that had once been streets. A long pier jutted into the
harbor. When they cane cl oser, they could see that it had been built
of granite bl ocks; stormwaves had di sarranged the stones enough to
show that the pier had been added to in response to the rising

wat er s.

Layers of stone covered ones of asphalt that marked the pier's ol der
sur f aces.

Brot her Brendan studied his faded map. Then he scanned the |ines of
the harbor around them Finally, he said, "I think, Vinalhaven. W
stayed on Swan Island."

They tied up to a corroded nmooring ring set in the stone.

Brot hers Sanuel and Kretznmer lifted onto the pier one of the treasure
chests they dared not abandon even briefly. D ego and Joseph took the

ot her.

As soon as they reached the foot of the pier, Brendan fell to his
knees, raised his arns to the sky, and cried, "W thank Thee, Lord.

For safe passage and a wel come harbor, for a |land where we may pass our
days and keep our treasure safe.”

"It just |lacks people," said Brother Jason. "If we can't recruit new
nmonks, we're only delaying the inevitable."

"God will provide," said the abbot.
Brot her M chael |aughed. "He's done a fine job so far."

"Aye." Brendan clinbed back to his feet. "And why should He stop
now?"

The ground at their feet was hard, a thin |l ayer of soil over
pavenent .

Brot her Hernman scuffed at the sparse grass and noss with his sandal

What he reveal ed was as bl ack as soot.



They found nore char everywhere they | ooked. It was a distinct |ayer
inthe city's yardsoil. It was deepest in the cellar holes stil
clearly defined by stone foundations. It was absent only fromthe
stones thensel ves and fromthe brickwrk of broken walls and | onely
chi meys, for wind and rain had scrubbed them cl ean

"The city burned," said Brother Jason. "There's nothing left for us.
Not a house, not a roof, not a library."

"Then we'll build what we need," said Brother Brendan. They wal ked t he
streets, and he pointed at granite foundati on stones, each one a foot
thick, two feet wide, and four feet long. He ignored those foundations
that had been built of brick or concrete; they had cracked and bul ged
and broken where the stone stood firmagainst the years. "There's al
we need for walls."

"We' || have to build hoists," said Brother M chael
Their abbot shrugged. O course they would, but they knew how.

"Here's our place." Brother Herman was standing on the rimof a |ong
stone rectangl e.

"Why here?"

Her man pointed at a mass of metal, green with years of corrosion, that
rested in the cellar hole. As Mchael stared, its shape suddenly
defined a bell. "A church,” he said.

Brot her Brendan turned to survey the nei ghborhood. There was certainly
stone enough nearby. There were trees as well, and surely sonmewhere in
these ruins were the tools they would need to hew rafters and split
shingles. He nodded, agreeing with Herman that this site would do for
t hei r abbey.

#

Over the next few weeks, they cleared the debris fromwhat had been the
church's basenment, |eaving the bell where it had fallen when the
bui |l di ng burned. Then they haul ed the stones that had been the
foundati ons of other buildings, |evering and hoisting theminto
position until the walls of the abbey began to take shape.

Their masonry | abor was slow and arduous, but it was not all they found
to do. They gathered grass and fir boughs and arranged their bedding
in the shadow of the walls they were building. Their |eather sail,

whi ch had sheltered themfromstorns at sea, now stretched overhead as
a lean-to roof.

The treasure chests had a place of honor against one wall.

They used foundation stones to frame and roof a box that would keep off
rain even if a stormblew away their sail, wall out fire, and even
stand firmif the larger wall above it coll apsed.

Before they tucked the chests into their niche, Brother Brendan opened
one. Fromit he withdrew a small wooden box which he handed to Brother
Kretzmer, who opened it gently to inspect the array of scal pels and
curved needles it held. When he nodded approvingly, Brother Brendan



wi t hdrew a nassi ve book whose | eather cover was rich with tooling.

There was an expectant sigh and a gentle rattle as each nmonk fingered
the seeds and stones of his rosary. Wen the abbot undid the mnetal
clasp that held the great book closed, it opened as if of its own
accord to expose pages that had been copied by hand al nost a thousand
years before and their margins filled with tiny paintings. He did not
read fromthem for neither he nor any of the other nonks could do nore
than recogni ze the ancient Latin, but he could recite the passages he

had menorized fromother, English Bibles: "I cried by reason of nine
affliction unto the Lord, and He heard ne; out of the belly of hel
cried I, and Thou heardest ny voice. For Thou hadst cast ne into the

deep, in the mdst of the seas, and the floods conpassed nme about; al
Thy billows and Thy waves passed over ne."

He cl osed the book again. "And He delivered us. He gave unto us a new
land, and a task, to rebuild H's house. When that is done, He wll
show us what next to do."

"Amen," said his followers.
He handed the book to Brother Jason and stepped aside.
Jason set the illum nated manuscript Bible back in the chest.

But he did not then close the chest. |Instead, he drew out another
book, its cover of faded paper, and opened it carefully.

He turned several pages before settling on one: "The highest officially
recorded sea wave was conputed to be 112 feet fromtrough to crest.

The night of February 6-7, 1933, during a hurricane. | don't think
anything quite that bad passed over us."

Soneone chuckl ed. Soneone el se said softly, "Qur Lord is nerciful."
Seeds and stones rattled once nore.

Jason put the book away. Ohers were visible as well, but he did not
touch them The nonks all knew what they were: nore Bibles, a hymal,
a history of the world, a lives of the saints, a home-repair manual, an
ant hol ogy of Irish poetry, several nore, all the library of their order
and all they could save when the barbarians reached their portion of

I rel and.

When the sun and its youvee glare were strongest, they stayed beneath
their roof, weaving baskets to use as fish traps and nets to capture
seabirds, fitting handles to the rusted axeheads they found in the
ruins, grinding netal on stone to restore an edge, binding knives to
poles to make spears with which to claimseals for neat and oil. They
sorted the other tools they found as well, hamrers and saws and nore,
and marvel ed at those that had been nade of netals that did not rust.

Fromtime to time, they stopped work to pray.

When the sun was not so fierce, they sweated at their stonework. But
they al so explored the island. They found berries and roots. They
di scovered the quarries that had originally supplied the stones they
were stealing fromthe ruins, and with thempiles of broken stones of
all shapes and sizes.



They found vantages from which they could see other islands; the
| argest, to the northeast, their map called Deer Isle, and it was close
to the mainl and.

Br ot her Sanmuel was the one who saw the sail.
CHAPTER 2

The eyes gathered thickly around the Webb fanmily's compound, hiding
beneat h shingles and strips of sheet netal on the roofs, in cracks

bet ween foundati on stones, in shadows under porches, in the weeds at

t he bases of fence posts, everywhere they would not be noticed. Their
task was to watch and notice, record and report, and they were nore
faithful to that task than any nere human being could ever be. They
never slept. They never paused to eat. They never |let thensel ves be
distracted. And they rarely nmissed a thing.

#

The target was an old birch | og, gone too punky to use for decent
firewood but still firmenough to thunk as the arrows struck it one by
one. They did not strike quite beside each other, but not one of them
mssed. |If the log had been a torso instead, every arrow would have
killed it.

"Luanna! "

The archer | owered her bow and turned toward the circul ar col onnade
that stood on the poisoned ground beside the garden, where nothing
grew. Beneath its open center, exposed to sky and sun, G eat-G andpa
and Mad Doctor Vanya, Maddoc, shared a stone bench. They thensel ves
were stone as well, a foot thick, half that again in wi dth and depth.

Their eyes were bands of sparkly glitter an inch below their tops.

Bet ween them was the stone that had once held the dog Thunderstone and
now hel d portions of an ancient nedical library.

Dried saliva clotted the scraggly, gray beard of the man who spraw ed
on the ground, his back agai nst one of the posts that held up the

col onnade's roof. The few hairs he had left on his scalp were wi spy
and gray. His skin was jaundiced and puffy.

H s head lolled, but he held up a bottle and called again, "You're a
proper daughter. [|'mglad Felix found you."

Fel i x Webb | aughed as Luanna flipped one braid back over her shoul der
and returned to her archery. H's Pa never failed to be inpressed that
his wife had nore talent and inclination for the bow than any of the
men who also lived in the Webb compound. |If he was on his feet, he

m ght even throw a conradely arm around her shoul der and offer her a
swi g of his applejack. At such noments, she had confided, it was al
she could do not to recoil from his wheezing, stinking breath.

Luanna's bark quiver hung fromthe handl e of an ancient refrigerator
that had been a shrine for Felix's late Ma. By the time she had used
the last of the arrows in it, Pa had finished his bottle and passed
out. She retrieved quiver and arrows and crossed the compound to the
house she shared with Felix and Karyn and their children



The conpound was an obl ong scatter of buildings set on the cracked,
eroded surface of what had once been a paved road. The smallest was

t he ani mal shed, which sheltered chickens and goats and pigs. Beside
it was the workshop. Beyond that was the small house where Ox and
Bella and their daughter lived; flowers clustered beside the stoop,
where ol d asphalt had been renmoved and replaced with dirt. Across the
yard was the original Webb house, where Pa still |ived beneath a | eaky
sheet netal roof.

Uncl e Al va occupied its snugger el

Felix and his wives had the | argest place, long and | ow, banked with
flowers, and the only one whose chi mey at the nonent vented snoke.

W ndows everywhere were mi smatched sal vage fromthe ruins of the past,
squares and obl ongs and bul gi ng bubbl es.

"You know the old nman needs a surgeon," said Maddoc. Hi s usua
jauntiness seemed subdued. "That's a cancer. |If you |leave it alone,
it'"ll kill him"

Curses burst fromthe workshop across the yard, beside the aninal
shed.

Then Uncle Alva fell silent and the netallic sounds of hanmmer and
w ench and file resuned.

"There aren't any surgeons. You know that. No doctors, either. Not
any nore." Felix stared glumy at the black growth on the back of his
Pa's neck. It was the size of his little fingernail, surrounded by

br own- weat hered, wrinkled skin that said that even broad-brinmed

| eat her hats could not be total protection fromthe youvee. There was
no sign of the rash he once had worn, as had all his famly and all the
ot her peopl e they knew.

"You could cut it out yourself," said Maddoc. "Do it now
He' Il never know a thing, the amount of applejack he's swallowed."

Fel i x shook his head. He fingered his thin beard and softly said, "He
needs it. But what if he came to while | was carving on his neck?

What woul d he say?"

"He wi shes you could do it," said G eat-G andpa.

"I would...."

"He would if he could but he coont,"” chanted Leo. Felix's son by
Luanna, named for her father who had died in the bandit raid from which
Felix had rescued her, he was a skinny threeyear-old. Wen his hat

fell off, he showed a ragged nop of sweat-streaked blond hair. "He's
just a big rock. Got no hands, got no balls, can't do rmuch but

talk."

Felix grinned, for the boy had captured precisely the way Maddoc often
spoke.

"I'f I had hands, |I'd smack you a good one."



Leo's laughter rang beneath the circular roof that shaded them agai nst
the sun and echoed off the stones. Gavestones held no fear for him
and the sassy banter he exchanged with Maddoc and Felix's G eat-G andpa
and the other stones that stood about the conpound was as famliar as
the yell ow sky above and the stunted trees that covered the surrounding
| andscape.

"I can't do it," said Felix. "I wouldn't know how deep to cut."

"I'"ll talk you through it. Stitching up afterward, too."
"What about infection?"
For a nonent the stone was silent. Then it said, "Soap and water.

Sonme moldy bread. A little of that applejack...."

"Don't you dare." Pa's head rolled against the post, hiding the
t unor .

One eye opened, showing red. "Just waste it."
"You don't want to |ive?"
"Ain't gonna."

"There's that," said Maddoc. Even if his cancer vani shed, Pa Wbb
woul d not be a heal thy man.

"Rotten liver, rotten heart," said Felix. "I never can renenber what
you called it."
"Yel |l ow skin," said Maddoc. "That's jaundice, and it means hepatitis,

probably cirrhosis. And |ook at the way he's all puffed up in the
ankles and wists and cheeks. Extra fluid because his heart isn't
working as it should. Edema and congestive heart failure.

"Besides, Ma's gone." His wife and Felix's nother had died the w nter
bef ore, coughing and wheezing as a cold turned into pneunonia. They
had buried her in the fanmily's small cenetery in the shadow of firs
thick with witch's broom Soon after that, Pa's energy had seened to
drain away, and he had spent nore tine than ever with his jug.

"Granpa's gonna die?" said Leo.
"Betcha ass," said Pa. He blinked as a sunbeam found his face. He

groped for his hat and flopped it onto his head. He did not seemto
mnd that a little sunlight and youvee struck his neck. "But later."

"WI|l he turn to stone too?"

"No," said Felix. "People don't do that anynore." Neither he nor
anyone else tried to explain that the tal king dead were a product of
vani shed technol ogy, just as were antibiotics and autonobil es and

el ectrical power plants and heart transplants and a thousand ot her

t hi ngs now known only by the shadows they cast upon the world: the
nmenories of the recorded dead, piles of coal, nmles of roads and ruins
and derelict machineries.



The gravestones that stood as sentinels around the compound erupted in
a clamor of bells and horns and hoots and hollers to interrupt his
worrying. Little Leo screeched, "Company!" and began to run toward
the trail that led away fromthe compound.

As he passed the doorway of the house, Luanna stepped into his path,
brai ds swi nging, and scooped himup. "Not till we know who they
are!"

He struggled, but her grip was firm

Uncle Alva energed fromthe workshop with a | ong-handl ed axe in his
hands and peered toward the trail. "A couple,” he said.

Then he put a bl oodi ed knuckle in his nouth, not far froma scab |eft
by the broken glass with which he shaved. In the shadows behind him
one could see the thin Iine of nustache that identified Hussey. \When
he stepped nore into the light, he showed gaunt cheeks, dark sunken
eyes, a blade-like nose. He had changed since he had come to live with
t he Webbs and partitioned off part of Pa's living roomfor his
quarters, where he spent his nights alone. Now he | ooked nore |like a
bandit than he ever had when he had really been one.

Bel | a appeared in her own doorway. The child in her arms squirnmed and
whi npered. "Hush, Marjy." She jounced her daughter gently as she
waited for the visitors to draw nearer, a pair of broad hats above two
figures wapped in | eather cloaks, one a man, the other a woman. Their
exposed skin was red with rash

They stopped in the center of the conpound. The nman turned snall, dark
eyes on Uncle Alva and Hussey, on Bella and Luanna, and then on the

col onnade and the figures beneath it. Pa Wbb did not stir. The wonman
stared hungrily at Luanna and Leo, Bella and Marjy. Her lips were
tight, and the skin of her face seenmed pale.

"I't's true then." She trenbled as she spoke.

Luanna nodded. Her expression was kind, caring, synpathetic, though
she sai d not hing al oud.

"You can have kids."
Bel | a nodded t oo.

"W heard," said the man. He held out one hand and stared at his own
rash. "Someone knew how to fix this. How to nmake the babies |ive.

And they would tell us."

"Tell them" said the woman. "Who we are.”

"Abner," he said, |ooking at her now. "And Tansin.
Curtis.”

"Yes." Felix stepped out of the shadow of the col onnade.

He identified hinself and the others. "You heard right."

"So introduce us," cried Geat-Grandpa. "That'll bring '"emup to speed



fast enough."

Abner Curtis stared at the col onnade. The three stones stood plainly
sunlit in the center. "W have sone of those out our way, too."

"Devils," said the woman. "Decent fol ks stop talkin' when they die."
"That's what nmy Ma used to say," said Felix. "But then that one..."

He pointed at Maddoc and said his name. Then he expl ained that the
stone that had once been a doctor had urged himto search out a
hospital library to learn the nature and the cure for his own rash, as
well as the infertility that had threatened the human popul ati on of the
region with extinction.

What they had found was a conputer with barely enough life left to tel
themit could help.

"It had lots to tell us, too." Luanna was still holding tight to Leo,
who still squirmed and tried to break free.

"But it was dying."

"That's Great-Gandpa," said Felix. "W saved sonme of it.

"W ped the pups and budgi es," said Maddoc. "Did you know sone fol ks
used to store the mnds of their dead pets in those electronic
gravest ones?"

Abner nodded. "I've heard 'emhowlin' at night."

"Denons," said Tansin. Her eyes were wide now. "That's why you never
see 'em"

"Just pets," said Felix. "Though they could talk a little once they

were in the stones." He turned and patted the i mage of a dog that had
| ong ago been carved into the face of the one that had been
Thunderstone. "My favorite."

"But he's not a dog anynore," said Maddoc. "We wi ped hi mout and
downl oaded a piece of library."

Abner and his wife | ooked perplexed, but no one expl ai ned what the
stone neant, though Luanna sniled synpathetically and said, "It gives
advice now. Ask it about the rash.”

Tamsin hesitated. She had called the stones denpons, after all, and she
had behind her a lifetime--a tradition, if her nmother had al so called

t hem denmons--of distrust and fear of the dead who did not die. But
then she fingered an angry-red and scaly patch on her arm Her face
was nore pinched than ever and she was shaki ng her head, but then she
took one step toward the col onnade and said, "Wy don't mny babies
[ive?"

"Chl amydi a and gonnorrhea," said the stone pronptly.
"Love bugs," said Pa. "Can't do much about them"

"Vitami ns and minerals," the stone added. "Increase proportions of
meat and fish in diet. Increase proportions of |egumes, grains, and



green vegetables in diet. Expected benefits: Reduced dermatitis,
enhanced fertility, enhanced probability of live termdelivery."

"It sounds like you," said Abner, |ooking at G eat-G andpa.
"But stiffer."

"It's a piece of him" said Leo fromthe doorway where his nother stil
hel d him

"Not room enough for ne and all those databases, too.

Both Curtises were shaking their heads now. Tansin | ooked especially
di sbel i evi ng.

"We'|l give you one," said Felix. "You can ask it lots of things, and
if you don't understand the words it uses, it can sinmplify."

"G ve?" Abner seened suspicious.

"That's what they do," said Hussey. "Make copies and give themto
peopl e so the information gets spread around."

"Can't give you one yet, though,"” said Uncle Alva. "Not till Ox gets
back with a new | oad."

Tamsin Curtis licked her |lips and | ooked toward the stones that had
announced their arrival so |oudly.

"They're not petstones,” said Felix.

"Not volunteers," added G eat-G andpa.

"Though we did pretty well fill up their spare nenory with databases,"
sai d Maddoc.
"But why give them away?" asked Abner. "You could...." He seened to

be groping, as if for a concept that once had been fam liar, too
famliar to be spoken of, but had now escaped his mnd entirely.

"Peopl e woul d give you things for them wouldn't they? Food, or work,
or...." He glanced sidelong at his w fe.

RO S

Felix laughed. "They don't have anything to spare, do they?

And they never will, if we don't help them now. "

Anot her worman appeared in the doorway of the house beside Luanna. Her
hair was a cloud of tight curls, and the skin of her face was taut over
jawl i ne and cheekbones, but her belly was round. In her arns she held

a girl who mght have been al nbst two.

As soon as she saw the belly and child, Tanmsin Curtis's face took on a
| ook of hungry yearning.

"I"'m Karyn." The glance she sent Felix's way plainly said she too was
his wife, while the way she and Luanna seened to | ean agai nst each
other in the doorway just as plainly said the two wonen had no



difficulty sharing a man. "W can put you up while you're waiting.
Can't let you | eave enpty-handed."

Leo reached up and tugged at the wist that braced his sister's
bot t om

"“I'''m hungry."

"It's ready. Enough for everybody."

#

Later, Uncle Alva and Hussey showed the visitors the workshop. |Its

floor was doni nated by a narrow wagon with six wheels that had been
taken fromthe trunks of the autonobiles the ancients had | eft beside

every road. "A trundle," A va said.
"I't's not very fast except downhill. The canopy is solar cells |
sal vaged froman old roof. 1've found batteries here and there."

Abner made admiring noises, but Tanmsin's attention was nore for the
bench that spanned the wall at the end of the room It was littered
wi th wooden sticks and feathers. Some of the sticks were straight,
some gently arched and tapered.

"That's Luanna's," said Felix.

"I make bows," said his wife. "Bows and arrows."

"Rabbits?" asked Abner

"And bandits. W keep themjust inside the doors, just in case...."

Tamsi n showed her teeth in a mrthless grin; at sone tine in her life
she nmust have suffered at bandit hands. Abner grimaced and gl anced at
t he houses, obviously thinking of the reception he and his w fe woul d
have net if they had not seemed peacef ul

"Il give you a set."

"A gun woul d be better," said Abner

Fel i x shrugged. "The only gun | ever saw was in a Havener's hands."

Both Curtises spat on the workshop floor, but before anyone could
speak, the shouts and hoots of the sentinel stones drew everyone

out side once nore to find another couple entering the yard. The man
nmoved awkwardly, his arms and | egs crooked and ungainly. He used a
stick to stay upright, but despite the effort nmovenent clearly cost
him he smiled. H's spiky hair |ooked like a tuft of grass.

"Aunt Mriam" cried Leo, and there was no m staking the resenbl ance
to Karyn of the woman who wal ked beside the crippled man, her hands
held ready to catch himif he fell. Nor was there any m staking the

| ook of yearning that settled on Hussey's face when he saw her

The man bent his steps toward the col onnade that surrounded the stones,
I et himself down onto the bench beside them and stared sadly at Pa,
still slunped against his pillar. When he | ooked up a nonent |ater



Mriamrel axed and scooped up her nephew. Only then did she let her
eyes meet Hussey's; once their parents had i ntended them for each
other, but life had taken them on separate paths.

"W need sonething better than a pointed stick," Abner said.

"For what?" The stranger did not wait for introductions but plunged
into the conversation as if he had been there all day.

"Bandi t s?"
"Good guess, GI."

"It isn't hard, Alva." G turned back to Abner. "There's other ways,
you know. Look at ne."

Abner and his wife both | ooked confused. "Wat do you nmean?"

"I'd be easy neat even if | had a cannon, eh? But |'ve never been
bot hered. "

"She has." Abner gestured toward his w fe, whose eyes were suddenly
haunt ed.
"And you lived out in the bushes all by yourself. 1've always had

nei ghbors. Had to, you know. "

"W hel p each other out," said Felix. "He nmakes wine. W cut his wood
and such."

"There are others too," said Mriam "Not too far off, and the bandits
stay away."

"Too tough a nut to crack," said Pa.

"Waki ng up, are you?" said GIl. "But even if you've got a hangover,
you know that's not so. They just have easier prey sonewhere el se, and
they don't trust each other enough to band together." He |ooked at
Abner. "That's all it is, really. But it's enough, for now"

"There's safety in nunbers," said Geat-Gandpa. "Mve closer to your
nei ghbors. If there's enough of you, the only weapons you'll need will
be rocks to throw "

Abner | ooked skeptical. "The soil won't support very nmany folks in one
spot."

"That we can help." Felix once again patted the stone that had been a
dog. "It knows nore than we do about gardening.”

Luanna indi cated the garden, where panels woven of branches and vines
provi ded partial shade. "It told us howto bl ock out sone of the
youvee. Everything grows better now. "

"I'd still rather have a gun." Abner's expression seemed cal cul ating
as he watched the stone under Felix's hand.

"You woul dn't need it if you noved nearer here," said GI.

Looki ng suddenly frightened, Tamsin Curtis poked at her husband's



arm

He shrugged her off. "W've got a nice place now" He stared at
Felix. "Can't these stones tell you anything useful?

How t o make a gun?"

"What do you mean, 'useful'?" cried Maddoc, but Uncle Alva cut his
protest short. "Not these," he said. "But there are other

i braries.

At | east there ought to be."

"The university," said Geat-Gandpa. "North of here. Wth everything
the ancients ever knew. "

"I'f it's still working," cautioned Felix.
"The hospital was." The stone did not say just how nearly dead the
hospital had really been. "So there'll be sonething.

Engi neering and physics and mechanics. Art and literature and film

H story and politics. Everything that ever made our kind great."

Abner was | eaning forward, intensely interested. "Quns, then," he
said. "And bonbs. Tanks and jets. Everything we need to stop the
bandits."

"Or to become them" said G eat-Gandpa, though no one seened to notice
what he said, any nore than they had noticed the expression on Abner's
face, to which the stone was respondi ng.

"Are you going to go there?" asked Abner

"Eventual ly," said Luanna.

"As soon as possible," said Geat-Gandpa. "There's no telling how
much | onger whatever's left will last.”

Fel i x nodded, renenbering the condition the hospital had been in when

they found it. |Its library was al nost dead until they found a way to
restore its solar power supply, and once they did that its nenory
i medi ately began to fail. He shared his ancestor's sense of urgency,

for though they had no way to guess what knowl edge mi ght have survived
in the university library for themto salvage, there was al so no
telling howlong it would remain sal vageabl e.

He wi shed they had known about the libraries earlier. Then they would
have been able to nount sal vage expeditions while those repositories of
anci ent know edge had nore life and nore know edge left to them But
he had been the first Webb in generations to pay much attention to the
stones in the cenetery, the first to listen to themand act on what
they said. He did not know whet her anyone else in the world had ever
done the sane.

"But we can't rush off," said Luanna. "First we have to nake sure
everyone we can find has a copy of what we got fromthe hospita
library. They need all the help we can give them"



"Gardening and nutrition and health,"” said Maddoc. "The basic needs.
W shoul d even give stones to the bandits."
"No!"™ Tamsin Curtis sounded horrified.

"It'd keep themtied down to one place. You can't haul us all over the
countrysi de, you know. "

"Not easily," agreed Felix. "But we'll manage. W have to."
"That's what the trundle's for." Uncle Alva was pointing back toward
the workshop. "We'll put a few enpty stones on it, to fill up with

what ever we find."
"It 1 ooks ready," said Abner

"Alnmost. | have to replace part of the canopy, and it needs a few nore
batteries."

"And then you'll go."

"W really have to," said Felix

Uncl e Alva nodded. "If the Haveners or bandits don't interfere.”
CHAPTER 3

The eyes also clustered around the Inger farnstead, just as they did
around every place where humans lived. It was as if they--or whatever
intelligence |ay behind them-found humans and their doings fascinating
beyond all el se.

Yet they went to great pains never to be seen. |In that way they were
like the elves and brownies and pixies of by-gone ages.

But they were neither nischievous nor hel pful. They only watched.
#

They wor ked at opposite ends of the kitchen, chopping carrots and
potatoes and turnips for a stew. But the sounds their knives made on
their cutting boards were the only sounds.

Her own nother wouldn't | ook at her. Day after day, the bitter, frozen
silence dragged on, and neither noticed the glitter of tiny eyes in the
corners where walls net rafters.

"It wasn't mny idea," she said.

Not hi ng, unl ess one counted that stiffening of the neck and shoul ders,
t hat sudden slam of knife through turnip. Her nother was so nmuch ol der
now, dark hair gone gray, face lined and grim thinner, bonier, as if
somet hi ng had gone out of her when her children left.

There was the slamof netal on netal outside the house. She did not
think it cane fromthe smthy. Her father hadn't built a fire in his
forge since her return. Mre likely he was working on his still,
getting ready to run off another batch of appl ej ack.



"You know what he's |ike."

Still nothing, and of course her nother knew what Cal eb | nger was
l'ike.

As soon as their first daughter had been ol d enough, he had been on
her. The second and the third had suffered his attentions in their
turns, and there had never been a thing they or their nmother could do
about it. Their only hope had been escape.

Trudy had been ki dnapped by the Havener before her own turn had cone.
But when she canme back. ..

She shoul d have stayed on Haven, shouldn't she? Accepted her |ot,
known what woul d happen, kept her anbitions to herself.

But....

She transferred her share of the vegetables to the bow beside the
woodst ove. Only when she had turned away did her nother do the sane
and then add water to cover everything against the air.

They woul d need a chicken next. For a nonent she was tenpted to do
nothing, to force her nother to say sonething about the need, to ask
her.... But then she shook her head and sighed and | eft the house.

The chickens were scratching in the yard. Wen she swept one armas if
strewi ng scraps upon the ground, they rushed toward her. Before they
could realize her gesture was only a feint, she grabbed the ol dest hen
by t he neck.

The axe she needed for the next step in the process was in the shed,
where Cal eb had his workshop and his still. She stepped into the

di mess, noting the odors of goats and chi ckens and hay and ol d snoke
and wel | -fermented cider, and there was her father, one hand on her

el bow, breath reeking, his belly--soft behind a | eather apron--pressing
agai nst her hip.

"CGoing to nake ne a grandpa, eh?"

"Pa, more like." She wi shed she dared to spit at him She did try to
twi st away, but his grip was too firm

"I"ll take care of that little thing for you." He was grinning now.
"But first...." He tugged her toward the haystack to one side
"Not now. She wants this right away."

"You mean she said sonmething to you?" He shook his head, but he let
her go. "Frigid bitch. She's just jealous, you know

Ain't got what it takes anynore. Too old and ugly to nake anot her
kid."

She had the axe in her hand now. The hen, as if it knew what was
com ng, began to flap its wings and create a gale of dust and litter

Her father backed off, one hand in front of his face.



She wi shed she knew whether it was the axe or the cloud of dust he was
avoi di ng.

#

Whi |l e she plucked feathers into a bag, she told herself that if she had
been fertile a little earlier, she wouldn't be here now

She had just passed the woodpil e behind the shed when a rough,
fish-stinking hand had cl apped over her nouth and an arm had w apped
around her chest and lifted her into the air. She was powerless to
scream or move; she could only exist, frozen, as her captor carried her
away fromthe house and onto the trail

Later, when they stopped so he could catch his breath, she told him
"You're a Havener."

He had nodded and identified hinself: "Consideration Wggin."

n W]y?ll

"Can you wal k by yoursel f now?"

"I want to go hone."

He had nodded and sighed and produced a |l ength of rope. He had tied
her hands and | eashed her |ike an animal. She had bowed her head and
wept .

"Why?" she had repeated at |ast.

"W have a mission," he said quite plainly and sanely. "God gave it to
us. W have to nmultiply and replenish the Earth with our own righteous
peopl e. Wen we have obeyed...."

"The Second Coming." She had heard of that.

"The Resurrection."” He tugged on the leash. It held.

"Let's go. W don't have to run now. Your Dad can't chase us."

He had taken an arrow in his |l eg when he joined the Haveners to chase
down the Webbs and her sisters.

"I don't want to go."

He ignored her protest. "W need wonen. Fertile wonen, and your
famly is a large one. Delivered of the Lord will be pleased with
you. "

"Wo's...?"

"Qur preacher. CQur |eader."

Trudy was a fast learner. By the tine they reached the coastal ruins
where his boat was docked, she rarely bal ked or faltered and he al nost
never had to use the end of his rope to sting her butt. He tethered
her to the rail, pushed off the shore, and struggled to raise the
sail .



"It really takes two to sail this tub." He shrugged.

"But...." He managed, though the boat lurched and the sail booned in
the wind. An hour |ater she was standing on the Haven dock, beneath
the high cross they had built, its arns tipped with golden balls.

The dock stretched ahead of her toward shore. |t had been built of
heavy stone sl abs; heavy beans ran along its edges and were studded
wth cleats to which were tied a dozen skiffs.

Larger boats, such as the one that had brought her there, swung at
anchor in the harbor.

However, her attention centered on Delivered of the Lord, tall and gray
and round in the belly, who was smiling at her and handing her |eash to
anot her, thinner man. "Put her in Applicant's House."

The thin man took her first to a | ow wooden buil di ng presi ded over by
an elderly woman with no teeth and severe gray hair drawn back in a
tight bun. Her black gown conceal ed her figure, but the way she noved
showed that she was built of root and sinew. As soon as she saw Trudy,
she lifted a bundle froma shelf, shook it out to reveal a shift of
rough black cloth, and said, "Strip, child."

Trudy did not wish to obey, but when the woman began to push one sl eeve
up a corded arm she realized she had no choice. Soon she was naked
except for the gold | ocket her nother once had given her

"No, child," said the woman. "No vanities here. No pretties but the
Wrd of God." She brushed aside Trudy's hand and sei zed the | ocket.

The thong that supported it snapped |ike a thread.

Applicant's House was not far away. A single roombuilt of stone, it
had one tiny wi ndow high in one wall, tucked beneath the peak of a roof
of sal vaged pl anks. A narrow pl ank bench was all that passed for a
bed. The door was barred on the outside.

When her door opened for the first time the next norning, she |eaped to
her feet. But the man there had no food with him only a book, and
when she cried, "lI'mstarving!" he nmerely opened the book and began to
read: "In the beginning God created the heaven and the earth. And the
earth was without form and void; and darkness was upon the face of the
deep. And the Spirit of God noved upon the face of the waters. And
God said, Let there be light: and there was light...."

Whil e he read, she studied him He was young, barely old enough to show
a beard, and so slender that she did not think he got enough to eat.

His wists and knees, his el bows and the backs of his hands, his cheek
were marked by a scaly red rash nuch |ike what she had seen on Felix
Webb and Ox and Luanna. She had it too, though hers covered | ess skin
and was not so red or scaly.

And he seenmed so serious! As if what he read were nore inportant than
food or air or life itself!

Hal f an hour later, the boy changed his tone to ask: "Wat was the
first part of existence, before the creation of Adanf"



"The Earth, of course."”

He shook his head and sighed and began again: "In the begi nning God
created the heaven and the earth. And the earth...."

"Heaven, then." She al nbst shouted as she saw what he was after. "O
God, who nmde heaven and earth. And then the darkness and the waters
and the Iight and...."

He nodded, cl osed his book with a clap, and turned toward the door
"Can | have something to eat now?"

But he only reached around the corner for a bucket half full of sand.
The sand he poured over the wet spot in one corner

The bucket he set beside the bench-bed. Then he left.

When he returned the next day for another reading, she answered his
qguestions right the very first time he asked them

He rewarded her with water and a strip of dried fish, and she
understood. As young as she was, she could see that his aimwas to
make her eager to | earn what all Haveners knew and believed, to absorb
all that made them Haveners, to becone a Havener herself.

She did not resist for long. She was still a child, after all, and
children were accustoned to just such training at their parents’
hands.

Starvation had never been used agai nst her before, but other things

had. She was barely aware of how well her very nature understood and
accepted as she did her best to becone what they w shed of her. It was
not long at all before they noved her to the conpound where Haven's few
other children lived and | earned.

A year later, when her courses flowed for the first tine, they noved
her again, into Delivered of the Lord s own house, where the w ndows
had gl ass, and the walls had no cracks for the wind to penetrate, and a
woodst ove |ike her nother's made the nornings warm

She stayed until Haven's master deci ded she could not bear hima
chi | d.

#

Her not her cut the chicken into pieces and began the cooking of the
stew. Trudy watched until she felt a twinge of pain in her back. Mama
had warned her of that, but.... A hand flat on her belly. There was no
swel ling yet, though she knew she was pregnant.

Her | essons had puzzl ed her when they cane to the next generation after
Adam and Eve. They were, said her teacher and the Bible fromwhich he
read, the very first human beings. There were no others. Therefore,
she had said, they could only have married each other. There had been
i ncest then, just as there was now

But her teacher had been horrified when she said that.



"No!" he had cried. "Incest is an awful sin! Look--here--the Land of
Nod, that's where Cain dwelt, on the east of Eden, and that is where he
knew his wife."

"Then Adam and Eve weren't the first people, were they?"
"OfF course they were! It says so, right here.”
"Then who lived in the | and of Nod? Mnkeys?"

He had | ooked shocked, as if she had uttered some horrible heresy, and
shaken his head. "They nmust have | ooked |i ke people, eh? But they
weren't really people until they married Cain and Seth and all the
rest. It's like us, the Haveners. W're the ones who will inherit the
world. We're the only real people, the only ones that count. But
anyone can be a Havener."

"I'f they're young enough."
"Well, yes. |If you're too old, you can't truly accept our beliefs.
You can't truly be one of us."

And incest was a sin. @iilt and dammati on, unl ess she could do
somet hing as expiation. Sonething to serve the Havener m ssion. Wich
was, after all, what she was here for

There was a chair on the narrow porch of their house. Dad had nmade it
from branches so that it |ooked |like sonmething to be found in a thicket
of the woods. But it had a seat and back woven of |eather strips, and
it was confortable. She put her broad-brinmed hat upon her head and

| owered herself into the chair, sighing as the pressure cane off her
back.

Dad was still making noises in the shed. So were the goats in their
pen, bleating and chewing and farting. Chickens scratched in the
yard.

"You | ook pale," said a voice. "You sure you're getting enough nilk
and neat?" She glanced at the gravestone that squatted askew beside
the house a little past the edge of the porch. She could not help her
shudder of revul sion, even now, even after all her exposure to it.

Such things, Delivered of the Lord and the Haveners had taught her
were the work of Satan.

Every one of them should be destroyed, and they woul d be when the
Haveners achi eved their ascendancy over the world.

Yet she could not destroy this one, not if she were to be a successful

spy. It was therefore fortunate that this stone was negl ected, denied
the full honor of its evil. The Wbbs had insisted Dad take it, Mama
said, but they couldn't make himnount it properly, |ike some heat hen

i dol, surrounded by a ring of roof, open in the center to all ow
sunlight to strike the solar cells that powered the stone's nenory. He
had put it where it was now, one corner on a rock, and left it canted
there.

"You sure? If you don't, you know, the little bugger'll build its



bones out of yours. You'll w nd up weak and fragile.

You won't live long."

"WIl you shut that thing up!" vyelled her Dad fromthe shed.
"I"mshrugging," said the stone nore softly.

"They taught me the truth," she said just as softly. Wy was she
talking to the Devil? Perhaps, she told herself, she did not believe a
stone so concerned about her unborn child' s health could be such utter
evil. "l believe. |'ve been born again.

I'"'msaved. |'ma vessel of righteousness, a bearer of God's own
sol dier, and God wouldn't |l et that happen to ne."

When the stone nade no answer at all, not even a derisive nmurnur, she
t hought: Unless God truly thinks incest is evil.

Incest and all its victins and products. But it was God who sent ne
hone again. And He had to know what woul d happen

Then how coul d He condemm her for being a victimof H's own comands?

O had God sent her hone, really? Wen Delivered of the Lord had
finally shaken his head and handed her the small bag of her persona
possessions and sadly said, "There is a roomfor you in the second
Barren House," she had been crushed. Not because henceforth her life
woul d be a matter of hoes and potatoes and sheep, but because she had
failed. Failed to fulfill the nission of every Havener, male or
femal e, to increase the nunbers of Haveners and thereby bring closer
t he day of domi nion and the Resurrection

It had taken her weeks to realize that there was nore than one way to
strengt hen Haven. Hoei ng pot atoes woul d do, yes, as would tending
sheep. But there was a foe to fight as well, and if they could |learn
that foe's plans...

She had taken to lingering near the Master of Haven's house, praying
that he would notice her, speak to her, give her a chance to tell her
pl an. But he avoided her. Only Consideration Wggin, the man who had
ki dnapped her and thereby saved her soul, would deign to speak with
her, and then only to say, "You are making a fool of yourself."

"So be it."

"But why?"

"I want to go hone."

"You know you can't do that."

No Havener woman ever |left the island. "No one else can do what | can
do for us."

"And what m ght that be?"
"My sisters are with the Wbbs, and the Webbs are still visiting that

hospital library, aren't they?" Wen he nodded, she went on. "And ny
father's place is on the road to the hospital. |If a Havener could be



there....'
"You'd be a spy."

"That's right." Was he | ooking interested despite hinself?
"Wuld you tell Delivered of the Lord?"

He was | ooking thoughtful as he turned the advantages of her idea over

in his mnd. Then he nodded once nore. "I can't prom se anything, but
"Il tell him You'll have to be patient."

"I can't very well just run away. Sonmeone will have to take nme to the
mai nl and. "

"We' || handle that," he said. "If he decides to let you go."

She had returned to her chores with a lighter heart. How could
Delivered of the Lord turn her dowmn? He would surely see the nerit of
her plan, and soon she woul d be wal king once nore into her famly's
yard. Her nother would be so happy to see her again! And her
father....

She had i magined his grin and his lap and his arnms around her and the
snell of his sweat. She had not imagi ned what had to come next, even
t hough she knew quite well what he had done with her sisters.

She shoul d have, shouldn't she? She shook her head but told herself it
was still a worthy mission, spying out the novenments of the enemy. Not
that there was much to spy. Since her return, she had seen no one but
Mama and Dad. There had been no visitors, no plans overheard, nothing
to report back to Haven.

Life was much as it had been before the Wbbs cane by that first
tine.

| solated. Lonely. Yet Mama said the Webbs did go to the city and the
library. They even visited, though her father did not wel come them
and they lingered only | ong enough to pass on word from her sisters.

She shoul d have gone to them shouldn't she? That was where the center
of Webb activity was. That was where she woul d have sonething to spy,
where she woul d be safe from her father.

#

Her father was in the woods, cutting firewod. Mama was washi ng
clothes. No one was watching, but just in case she put a shallow
basket over one arm Before she returned, she would pick a few spears
of asparagus, and no one woul d wonder what she had been up to.

*** The yard of the Inger farnstead narrowed into a trail. The trees
to either side were taller than one saw el sewhere, for they grewin
heal t hi er than usual soil. As soon as the fold of land that cupped the

farmlike a pal mopened out, the trees began to shrink, and their
| eaves gained a yellow cast. Only the scattered apple trees were
green.

The ancient road was obvious by its cracked and weat hered pavenent,
covered here and there by thin soil, npbss, and bl ackened lichen. G ass



and weeds grew in the cracks except where the occasional traffic kept
t hem beat en down.

Where was Ri ghteous Atkins? He should be here already, just as he was
every week. Had her lack of news of Webb activities di scouraged hinf?

O....

She lifted her head as voi ces caught at her ear. There was a shout, a
| augh, a burst of argument. Sonmeone sang, "M chael, row your boat
ashore...."

It sounded like a famly strolling down the road, a small arny, a band
of revellers. She had never heard the |like before, and though she told
herself to hide or flee, the strangeness of it held her just |ong
enough.

The trundle rolled into sight around the curve of the road.

Beside it wal ked a single stocky man, one hand stretched out to hold a
tiller bar. There was no one el se.

The stranger's hair was |long, his cheeks round beneath the shadow of
his hat, his shoulders thick with nuscle. She could see no sign of
rash on his skin, which nade himforeign to everyone she knew

Certainly the half smle on his lips made it plain he was no stern
Havener .

Yet he | ooked famliar. "Ox?" he grin broadened, and he rai sed one
hand to his hat brim

She knew he was not the one who said, "Wio's the chick?" but she could

see no one else. "Trudy," she answered. "I'mback. | escaped."
The grin was broader still, and this tinme his |lips noved.
"Your sisters will be happy to hear that."

"Are you stopping? There's so nuch | want to hear."

He | ooked toward the farnstead. After a nonent, he shook his head. "I
don't think so."

"Bring her along then!" A burst of aninmal noises--barks, yows, and
chi rps--acconpani ed the words.

This time she recognized the tops of a dozen gravestones, arranged in
two rows in the trundle's bed, each one bearing the solar cells that
marked it as the final repository of a mnd whose real body had died
| ong ago.

He saw where she was | ooking. "Mst of themwere pets," he said.
"Dogs and cats and such. We'Il turn theminto databanks."

Li ke the stone beside the Inger house.

"You want to cone? Your sisters would be even happier to see you."



Suddenly she felt shy. She had been just a kid the last tinme she had
seen him He hadn't been much older. Now he was a nman and strange.

Her Dad, despite what he was and what he did, seened familiar and
saf e.

She shook her head. "How are they?"

Very briefly, he told Trudy that Bella was his wife. Karyn shared
Felix with Luanna. All three wonen had had kids, and Karyn was
pregnant agai n.

H s eyes did not mss the way Trudy | aid one pal mon her belly when he
nmentioned Karyn's pregnancy. He fell silent for a noment then, and

finally said, "Mriam s still unattached."

Mriamwas the eldest sister. She lived with G|, but nobre as a nurse
and housekeeper than a w fe.

"l want to see them"

"Then come with us,"” said one of the stones behind Ox.
"I can't." She hesitated. "You'd better go."
Ox stared at her for a |ong nonment before he shrugged and nodded.

"I"l1l tell themyou're safe.” Then he lifted one hand to say
good- bye.

She stepped aside to I et himpass. A stone began to sing, "Sweet
chariot, comn' after me," and kept it up until she could neither see
the trundl e beyond the curve of the road nor make out the words.

"You shoul d have gone."

She spun. Righteous Atkins stood just behind her shoul der

He had an ascetically thin face blotched with rash and the scars of old
acne. "Were were you?"

"I'n the bushes. Listening."
"Then | don't need to tell you anything."

"Just how long you're going to stay here. You haven't been nuch
use. "

"He'll be back. He'll tell me what's going on then."

H s | ook was skeptical. "I think you'll have new orders next week."
CHAPTER 4

On the east a high wall of rock was festooned with wild grapes and
other vines. Sparrows and other birds flew in and out of hidden nests

and peered at the world. So did other eyes.

Water trickled fromcracks in the rock and collected at the bottomto
forma narrow stream \Wen wi nter turned cold enough, the trickles



froze in cascades of ice that sonetines broke free

The hi dden eyes had been watching the day the Curtises had | ost one
house to such an icefall. |If they had been human, perhaps they woul d
have responded, driven by synpathy to energe from under | eaves and
within rocky clefts to offer aid. But they were not human. They did
not have human notives, nor human nmeans. They had remai ned hi dden
wat ching the Curtises as they watched everyone in the region

When Abner and Tansin rebuilt, they wisely set back a little further
fromthe cliff and the streamat its base, out of harmls reach but

still well within the shadow of the wall. Tansin had insisted, even

t hough Abner tried to tell her there was still a danger of rock and ice
falls.

"No," the watchers had heard the woman say. "W're safe.

We have to be."

"But think of the landslide!" Abner's voice had been angry,
frustrated, hel pless as he gestured toward the nassive pile of rubble
that had buried the valley's narrow road | ong before their arrival.

"We've never seen anything like that." And they never would, said her
t one.

On the west of the narrow valley was a hillside covered with trees,

t oget her standi ng hi gh enough to cast nore shadow every afternoon. The
house received little sunlight, and though that was a bl essing when the
sumers burned hot and dry as now, the Curtises did have to wal k half a
mle to reach their garden. Yet if relief fromheat was all their
shadowed cleft of the land offered them they would not have stayed;

t hey remai ned because only in this isolated place did Tansin fee

saf e.

At the base of the cliff, where a nassive boul der woul d defl ect the
worst of any fall of ice or rock, a dozen slabs of stone marched in
brave array, in three neatly ordered col umms.

Tamsi n had been pregnant that nany tinmes; those few babes that had been
born alive had not lived for |ong.

Beside the little graveyard, Tansin now knelt before the stone the
Webbs had given them "I want a baby," she was sayi ng.

"Two babies. A son for Abner. A daughter for ne."

"Do you have belly aches?" asked the stone. Geat-G andpa Wbb's

voi ce seemed weaker than it had been at honme, coming fromhis own stone
or the one that had been a dog. This one, Ox had said, had been a pet
nonkey.

"l used to."

The stone tsked. "Then maybe | can't help. Those old | ove bugs can
scar your tubes beyond anything we can do to fix themup today."

"What does that do?"

"Plug you up. Keep the seed fromfinding fertile soil."



"But it did," she said. There were tears in her voice.
"They were born dead. O ... they died right away."
"Hmm \What do you eat? Do you get much neat? MIk?
Eggs?"

She shook her head, while her husband rmade a snorting noi se behind
her .

"I didn't think I saw any aninmals," said the stone.

"Too dark in here," said Abner. "They didn't do well when we tried."
"Too dark for me, too. 1'll need nore sunlight, you know

O the batteries'll run down and | won't be any nore use than a
rock."

Abner shrugged.

"You should nove. Get out in the open. You could use some sunlight
too."

"No!" Tansin sounded suddenly terrified. Her husband's hand settled
on her shoul der.

"You know " she cried. "You understand. You canme hone that day and
interrupted him"

"The bandit," he said.

"Sometines | wish you hadn't. |If he had finished what he was doi ng and
killed me, | wouldn't have to renenber."”

"I'f I had killed himinstead of letting himescape."

"If I could forget.... But | can't. And |I'm scared of the open, of
sunlight. I'mscared to death that sonmeone else will see ne."

"It's okay," said Abner though his face said he knew it wasn't. "I'lI
do the gardening. You can stay here, hidden away and safe."

"I don't have to, you know. It's an awful little valley, dark and wet
and dangerous. But | can leave it."

"When we visited the Webbs."

She nodded. "I want a baby so bad. But that--" She kicked at the
stone. "It's no help at all, is it?"

It was so easy to see, the effort she nade to force her breathing to
slow, force control upon herself. It was so easy for even hidden
unhurman eyes to know how shaky that control was, how close to the edge
she was every nonment of her life

"W won't nove," said Abner



"I"ll die someday. You can then."

"No." The pressure on her shoul der shifted as he shook his head. She
covered his hand with her owmn. "How could | |eave here? How could
| eave you even then?"

"I wish | could give you a son."

The silence stretched out for |ong noments before Abner finally said,
"There are ot her ways."

#

The hi dden eyes had been there even when he began the cradle | ong ago,
when Tansin had first been pregnant. They had wat ched as he found
boards in a ruin, in a corner that had been protected fromrain and
snow by an intact stretch of roof. They had wat ched hi m shape t hem
carefully into headboard and footboard and sides and add rockers carved
fromnaturally curved tree |linbs

He had added a mattress, a bag stuffed with dry noss and pi ne needl es,
absorbent and fragrant. Tansin had crocheted the little blanket. And
it all had gone unused.

When their hopes rose again, the eyes had watched himcarve a heart in
the center of the headboard, another in the footboard.

They had seen himreplace the mattress' stuffing.

Later he had added nore ornanentation and rubbed the wood with oi

until it shone. Wth each pregnancy, the cradle had gained details and
intricacy and luster. |If the watchers had been human, it m ght have
gai ned the status of a nyth, an icon, an altar, sonething to which a
childl ess parent nmust pray and sacrifice in hope of a living child.

Not that all the prayer and sacrificial effort had ever done one whit
of good. The mind behind the watchers knew that, even as it knew that
humans were |l ess sensible and that it was really quite a natural thing
for Abner Curtis to be carrying the cradle through the woods, panting
with the effort to keep it fromscratching on trees and rocks, setting
it down now, right in front of him where its polished wood gl eaned in
the nmoonlight and the little blanket seermed to glowwith a light of its
own.

Ahead of himwas a small farmstead. Around his neck was slung an
ancient pair of binoculars. It was small, and only one tube still held
its lenses, but it was enough. He had used it to watch the farnstead
for days. He had seen the way the sunlight struck the little house,
seen the goats and chickens, seen the thriving garden, seen one snall
boy racing fromchore to chore.

And there had been the woman, the infant at her breast.

He nuttered gently to hinself, just |oud enough for the nearest of the
hi dden watchers to hear: "Not one of them shows a sign of rash. And
they've got kids. GCotta be the stone they've got, right there, just
wai ting."

The stone he had al so seen was in a small circle of upright posts,
surrounded by a ring of thatch that would shelter its questioners



agai nst rain and youvee.

The place was quiet. The people and their animals were asleep. He
pi cked up the cradl e and noved as softly as possible toward the little
shri ne.

"Yes?" said the stone, and its voice was nuch stronger than that of
the stone they kept in the shade of the cliff. This fanmily lived in
the |ight.

"Shh." He set down the cradle, wapped his arnms around the stone, and
lifted. It was not that heavy, not that hard to do at all, so long as
the stone kept silent.

He used one foot to nudge the cradle until it was positioned as nearly
as he could tell precisely where the stone had been

Then he ran, as fast as he could with the stone in his arns.
#

The hi dden wat chers ni ght have tsked and tutted at what he did, but
that was not their task. They only watched and recorded and passed
their data on.

CHAPTER 5

Fewer weeds now grew in the cracks that webbed the crunbling, weathered
asphalt. There had been nore traffic in the last few years, travellers
on foot, carts laden with gravestones or potatoes or shingles or
firewood. Cccasionally narrower, |ess used tracks diverged fromthe

r oad.

"W haven't tried this one," said David Cantor. Short and bandy-I| egged
bel ow his kilt, he was the one who carried the map scratched into a
wooden paddle. Now he was | ooking at one of those narrower tracks
whi l e holding a forefinger against the wood. Behind him a pair of
autonobiles lay on their sides, their nmetal rusted into lace, their

pl astic clouded and split by youvee.

"Are you sure?" Consideration Wggin thought they had scoured this
section of the coast thoroughly in the |ast few nonths.

"If God didn't take ny nenory instead of nmy soul last night." He waved
one hand at the blackflies that surrounded his head as they did
everyone's. He ignored the ones that |anded wherever his skin was
exposed.

G vet hanks Hagedorn | aughed and scratched at the constellation of bites
bet ween the thongs that |aced his vest.

He was only a little taller than David, but his | egs were straighter

H s arns and shoul ders were thick with the nuscle of one who had spent
many days cutting wood.

"Those are fresh footprints,"” David added. "This norning."

It was early afternoon. "Small ones. A kid."



"Praise the Lord." Wbrthy Ferlig squatted beside the entrance to the
path and tugged at a portion of brush whose | eaves seened a little
dryer, nore faded than the rest. The fourth nmenber of their squad, he
was the only one who preferred pants and shirt to the nore usual Kkilt
and vest. Al wore the helnet-like hats that stanped them as
Haveners.

They carried long knives at their belts. G vethanks Hagedorn al so
carried a | ong-handl ed sl edgehanmer over his shoul der

The brush wiggled nore freely than it should; a stemor two had been
notched to swing like a gate to block the path while remaining alive
and green. "That's what we're here for," said Ferlig.

Consi deration Wggin winced at the thought of the child who nust have
left the living gate ajar to reveal the famly's presence. But he |ed
t he squad down t he path anyway.

He had expected the path to be no nore than a quarter of a mle |ong.

Two miles later, after tw sting past nunmerous debrisfilled cellar holes
and chimey stubs, it still stretched on ahead.

"That kid nust have been with Momy," said Worthy Ferlig.
"Or Daddy," added David Cantor. "Unless it's a wanderer."

"Some are," said Wggin. "O maybe there's a shortcut through the
puckerbrush.” He knew fromthe shadows all around himthat the
twisting trail had forced themto reverse direction nore than once.

For all he knew, they were no nore than fifty feet fromwhere they had
start ed.

He paused as the snell of goat and pig dung reached him 1In the
silence, the clucking of chickens was clearly audible. So was the
rustle of something small scurrying through the brush beside their
pat h.

"I can see it," said G vethanks Hagedorn. He was pointing to the
right, where a weathered roofline showed between the trees.

Unl i ke many, the house and sheds had not been built of materials

sal vaged fromthe ever-present ruins. Logs had been set upright in the
ground. The gaps between had been filled wi th woven branches and

pl astered with mud. Slabs of bark fornmed the roofs. Wndows were

bl ocked agai nst the bugs with | eather curtains. The shed doors were

| eat her - covered wi cker panel s.

The doorway to the house was filled by a skinny woman whose nouse- br own
hai r had been chopped off short.

"I know who you are," she said in a trenbling, frightened voice.

Behind her a small girl, no nmore than three, no bigger than God's
Promse's little Ruth, clung to her baggy pants and peered at the
strangers. Only her eyes, dark and wi de and sparking with energy,

hinted that she was not as shy as she | ooked.

They did not, thought Wggin, seemthe sort of people who could build a



house and sheds and all from scratch. Yet they had done so. So had
their ancestors, who surely had seemed no nore prepossessing as they
had slowy acquired all the know edge their heirs had lost. Finally he
sai d, "Then you know what we're here for."

The girl tried to squeeze past her nother to the yard. The wonman
pushed her back and braced her arns agai nst the sides of the doorway.

"You can't have her."

"W can take better care of her than you," said Ferlig.

"Bandits can't reach the island. The mists cut down the youvee.
There's nore food."

"You don't look it," said the woman, and everyone knew she was right.
She was not really any skinnier than any Havener.

"There's enough,"” said Wggin. "But no extra. She'll be fine."

"No." The child pushed forward once nore. One of the woman's hands
curled around the small head and hugged it tight against her thigh

"Not unless....
Hagedorn snorted. "Too old."

"Kids fit in better," said Wggin.

"You mean you can brai nwash them better."

Before Wggin could adnit that of course she was right, her head jerked
up and the child |l eaned forward. There was a creak as one of the shed
doors opened.

"Your husband?" He kept his eyes on her as behind hi msomeone grunted
with effort, sonething thudded, something crunched. She did not scream
but bl anched and shrank, while the child whinpered, "Daddy," and tried
to hide behind her nother's trenmbling |l eg. She no |onger wished to see
t he strangers cl oser.

The spark that had enlivened her eyes was gone.

He knew what he would see if he turned around: a body, a bl oody

sl edgehamer, and a sniling G vethanks Hagedorn. Perhaps there would
be a broad-brimed | eather hat on the ground, since that was what nost
mai nl anders wore to shield themfromthe youvee. "Get the kid," he
told Wrthy Ferlig.

As Ferlig started forward, hands already reaching, the wonman screaned,
"Run!'™ and thrust the girl back, into the house.

"Round the back," Wggin said to David and Hagedorn. Then he grabbed
one of the woman's flailing, claw ng arns.

She struggled fiercely, her body a whirlw nd of muscle and desperation
as inpossible to tanme as a hurricane's wind in a sail. No matter how
they tried, Wggin and Ferlig could not pin her. She screeched and



gouged and ki cked and bit. Both nmen were soon bl eeding froma dozen
wounds.

Eventual |y Wggin got an el bow around her neck. Ferlig tangled the
fingers of one hand in what hair she had and j erked.

There was a snap, and they were abruptly supporting a body whose only
trace of life lay in tw despairing eyes. They had broken her neck

Ferlig pronptly let the body go. Consideration Wggin did not, but
continued to hold her, feeling the warnmth of her flesh, hard here, soft
there, staring into her eyes as they flickered and faded. Her head
lolled awkwardly over his arm and he was suddenly stricken by the

t hought that their posture could have been that of lovers. But she was
dying, the light and Iife going from her eyes.

And then she was dead.
A pair of blackflies |anded on her lip.

He felt shaned when he realized how excited her struggle and death had
left him He brushed the flies away, but then he let her tunble linply
to the ground and backed off and glanced at Ferlig. Neither man could
nmeet the other's eyes. Both felt relieved when they heard David and
Hagedorn com ng around the end of the house.

"CGot her," said David. "There's a gard...." He was gripping the
child's shoulders tightly in both hands. She was facing forward, eyes
wi de open, nouth a gaping O neck tendons taut. Her hands were snall,
whi t e- knuckl ed fists.

Not hi ng kept her from seeing what they had done to her nother. She
gasped and went nore rigid than she was al ready.

Then she screaned, long and shrill and ululating with pain and grief.

When she ran out of air, she huddled into the smallest ball she coul d
manage. Her body shook with sobs.

"She fought," said Wggin.

"OfF course she did." David squatted, wapping his arns around the
girl, patting one shoulder, doing his best to confort where no confort
was possible, not fromhim not from anyone.

"The kid will be better off with us." Ferlig' s voice trenbled as if he
wi shed that saying it would nmake it so.

"She fought us," Wggin repeated. "And | broke her neck."

"You sure did." David glared at himand Ferlig as if on the child's
behal f. Wen G vet hanks Hagedorn dared take half a step toward the
house, he glared at himtoo.

Consi derati on Wggin broke the tableau by saying, "W need to check the
pl ace."

"Bury themfirst," said David. He did not let go of the girl

"Right." Ferlig turned eagerly toward the nearest shed and soon



returned with a pair of shovels. Before long, the child s parents were
both safe from scavengers such as the pair of ravens eying the scene
froma nearby tree linb. Only then did they search the house and sheds
for livestock and tools and other things that m ght be worth taking
with them

It did not take long to tie the pair of goats and three pigs in a line
for travel, or to bind the chickens' |egs and fasten them across the
goats' backs. The animals would be as wel come as the girl on Haven,
and for much the sanme reason. They needed breedi ng stock. Someday

t hey woul d have enough animals to eat neat and cheese and eggs as
freely as their ancestors had.

Soneday they would no |l onger be forced to rely on potatoes and cabbage,
what ever meager catch the fishernen brought in, and the skinpy

gl eanings fromthe shore. Someday their own nunbers woul d be great
enough to reclaimthe world for God and Hi s righteous peopl e.

The garden was behind the house. Beside it was a circle of upright

| ogs supporting a roof of bark slabs. The center of the roof was open
to let sunlight strike whatever lay at the small structure's heart. As
W ggin, Ferlig, and Hagedorn approached the garden, sonmeone said, "I
know you. "

Consi deration Wggin stopped in his tracks. So did the other two,

t hough where they scanned the edge of the woods, the path that seened
nore travelled than the one that had | ed them here, the berry bushes to
one side of the garden, and the young cabbages, and then spun to study
t he back of the enpty house as if that were what had spoken, he kept
his gaze on the shrine beside the garden

He recogni zed that voice. He had last heard it in the ruins of a
hospital where a party of mainland heathens had found a library
conput er.

"G eat - G andpa?"

"Not to you. Anders Webb, though only a poor stripped-down version, to
be sure. There wasn't roomfor all of me in with all those
dat abases.

Though there's nmore of me in here than there is in nost of the stones
they pass out. Later nodels, nore data, not so rmuch roomfor ne."

Consi deration Wggin knew he | ooked conf used.

"But you woul dn't know about that, would you? You grabbed Luanna and
ran before we got that far. She's okay, you know.

Fel i x got her back and now she's his wife. One of two. Got a couple
kids too, |I hear, though |I haven't seen 'em"™

Now he coul d see between the pillars. The center of the roof was open
letting sunlight and rain strike the top of a chest-high pedestal that
supported a stone a foot high, about sixteen inches wi de, and eight

i nches deep. The top of the stone was covered with glistening black
strips.

"\What are you doi ng here?"



"They made copies, you know?" "They" had to be those heathens. "W ped
a few dogs and cats and packed ne in with the databases for an
interface. Passed us out all over the lot. The voice of your
ancestors! Keep the birdshit off the solar cells, make sure we get
plenty of sun, and we'll tell you all you ever need to know about first
aid and gardening and nutrition. W've even got a bit of basic

engi neering. You like the house? They found a guy that remenbered how
fol ks used to build, way back. A hobby of his, you know? So they gave
us all copies of that too."

Wrthy Ferlig nade a face, thinking of sernmons Delivered of the Lord
had preached in the last three years. "Do they really sacrifice their
first-borns to you?"

"God, no! | wouldn't have that. None of us would. Though they do bow
down occasionally. Ancestor worship cones easily to people."

"It's a denobn." G vethanks Hagedorn grimy slapped the handl e of his
sl edgehamer agai nst one palm Mbst people woul d have agreed with
hi m

When the dead spoke, they could be only ghosts or denons. "An idol
We know what to do."

“I"1l just bet you do. But you don't know how to collect kids wthout
ki dnappi ng and rmnurder."

"I't's not nmurder when it's in God's nane," said Wggin quietly, as if
he was remi nding hinmself as rmuch as telling the stone.

"You ought to try trade. Bring in a bale of dried seaweed.

Gardens need it, you know? Lots of minerals, you can conpost it or
spade it in or just drop it and let it rot. Folks would be healthier
have nore kids, probably be happy to give you a few just to get the
extras off their hands."

"Heresy," said Hagedorn. He hefted his sl edgehamrer once nore but did
not strike. "Blaspheny."

"Yes," said David Cantor. He cane around the corner of the house, his
hands still tight upon the child. She was no | onger sobbing, but her
eyes were red and her mouth |l ooked as if it had been hit with a fist.

"'Ye shall utterly destroy all the places, wherein the nations which ye
shal | possess served their gods, upon the high nountains, and upon the
hills, and under every green tree. And ye shall overthrow their
altars, and break their pillars, and burn their groves with fire; and
ye shall hew down the graven i mages of their gods, and destroy the
nanes of them out of that place."" The words of Deuteronomny were

fam liar. They had been ever since Delivered of the Lord had first
used themin a sernon years before. Hagedorn nodded, all possible
doubts renoved, and raised his hamer. Just before he brought it down
agai n, Consideration Wggin told hinself to remenber to tell the
gardeners on Haven about the seaweed. It was about all the sea gave
them i n abundance.

The stone smashed to gravel and powder and small bits of netal and
crystal.



#
Shortly after they left, David said, "One of you hold her for awhile.
My hands are cranping."

"Just let go of her," said Wrthy Ferlig. "She hasn't anywhere to go
now. "

But when Davi d obeyed, the child tw sted away and dove for the bushes
that lined the path. David threw hinself after her, got one hand on
her ankl e, and yanked her back. "Well?"

"Tie her up," said Hagedorn
"You want to carry her?"

Eventual ly, they tied her hands and tethered her to a shegoat as if she
were just another piece of captured |ivestock.

She toddled silently beside the fanmiliar animal, her fingers twining in
its hair. GQccasionally she |eaned against it, pressed her cheek

agai nst its neck, and closed her eyes. The doe never shied away;

i ndeed, once it nuzzled the girl's cheek and |icked her ear as if she
were the goat's own Kkid.

It was nearly dusk when Consideration Wggin heard the murmur of soft
voi ces to one side of the road. "Shh!"

They stopped and |istened. They could make out no words, but it was
cl ear that someone was there, not far away. Wggin thought he could
det ect several voices, nen and wonen both, chatting softly, |aughing.

The child was listening too. Suddenly she yelled, "Help!
They killed...."

G vet hanks Hagedorn sl apped a hand over her nmouth, but by then it was
too late. The voices had fallen silent.

"I want to see who that was," said Wggin. He studied the everlasting
and bl ackberries and rhododendron beside the road, |ooking for a

pat h.

"Are you touched?" asked Worthy Ferlig. "That was quite a crowd. And
we' ve got to get back to the ship with...." H s gesture indicated the
girl and the ani mals.

W ggi n shook his head. "Just follow ne."

Fortunately, they did not have to push through the brush very far
before discovering a | ow stone wall. Beyond it, imersed in a sea of
brush and shadowed by scattered trees, were ranks of gravestones.

Most of the stones were sinple rectangl es of weathered marbl e and
granite. Sone were sculpted with gables, finials, and ornanental
friezes. The nost elaborate were pillars, obelisks, and nournfu
statues of wi nged angels. A few had faded photos of the dead enbedded
in their faces. Nanmes and dates were visible despite encrustations of



| i chen and noss.

The nearest stone had in its face a gl ass panel about the size of an
open palm Beside the panel was a small square marked with what could
only be the profile of a thunb. Cbediently, Wggin touched the
squar e.

Light flickered behind the panel, but no image formed.

Crackl i ng sounds becanme words: "I hope that's you, Frank. | know you
al ways wanted Chad. Well, now you've got him and now you know what a
bastard he is and al ways was. Are you happy?

Probably not as happy as | am"
When the voice scratched to a stop, Wggin touched the button again.
"I hope that's you, Frank...."

The head of G vethanks Hagedorn's sl edgehamrer smashed through the
gl ass. "Another denon," he said.

"There's a lot nore of themhere," said David Cantor. He gestured at
the part of the cenmetery to their left. There the stones were | ess
weat hered, |ess stained by |ichen and nbss. The tops of nany
duplicated what they had seen not |ong before beside a garden

"Real ones," said Consideration Wggin. The one that had wished its
wi fe on Frank was only a recording, dry and |ifeless.

These represented the height of nortuary technol ogy, reached in those

| ast decades before civilization had fallen. They were the dead

t hensel ves, not just their voices, or their nminds, their personalities,
copied into electronic storage just before--and sonetines just
after--the point of death.

Many still remained in cenmeteries, where they chattered eternally to
each other, to the wind and passing aninmals. They had few chances to
speak to living humans, for people were a great deal scarcer than they
had once been, and very few ever visited ceneteries. Wen soneone did
cone near, the dead spoke out hungrily, eager for contact and news, for
life itself, so vastly to be preferred to their own pale imtation

But these were silent. They had shut up as soon as they knew anyone
was near.

Now G vet hanks Hagedorn showed them how right they were to try to
conceal their presence. Swi nging his hamrer, he marched anong the
stones, smashing everything that bore the tell-tale solar cells onits
t op.

Whi |l e he | abored, David Cantor checked the child' s bonds and patted her
shoul der. "What's your name?" he asked her, but she refused either to
| ook at himor to speak

Worthy Ferlig kicked over a stone, sat, and enptied bits of twig and
other debris fromhis shoes. Consideration Wggin studied the ol der
stones. He could read just enough to tell the marks on their faces

were names and dates and sonetines a few words nore



Hagedorn was now using his other armto snmash the silent talking
stones. Ferlig was putting his shoes back on. The child was
gl ari ng.

Davi d was patting one of the goats.

He wandered al ong the nearest row of ancient graves and thought it
strange when he found two stones side by side with only roughly

chi sel ed troughs where nanes and dates shoul d have been. Who had they
been? he wondered. Who had hated them enough to erase their menory
like this? What had they done or not done?

For a nonent, Consideration Wggin wi shed these stones too could
speak.

But then a panting sound brought his head up once nore. Hagedorn stood
a few steps away, shaking first one arm then the other. Both had had
enough of pounding stones. "Get the rest next time," he said.

CHAPTER 6

"Mary, Mdther of God, protect our cordage!" Brother Sanuel stared at
t he peak defined by a pair of tree trunks that |eaned over the grow ng
wall. A web of grapevines, sone as thick as his wist, anchored the
derrick to nearby trees.

The only rope they dared to spare from The Green Isle now ran, doubl ed,
t hrough the bl ock and tackle hung bel ow the derrick's peak. It
stretched taut to a slab of granite suspended in a sling they had

fashi oned from shorter ropes they had found anong the ruins. Mde |ong
ago of plastic, they were still strong, but none of the nonks had

wi shed to trust that strength for the derrick line.

A seagull landed on the tip of the derrick and cocked its head as if
studying their progress. It and its fellows were al ways nearby, in the
air or perched or strutting jauntily along sone portion of the wall the
nmonks were building, as if they could renenber a time when peopl e had
food to fling their way.

Brot her Samuel sl apped at a fly that had cone too near his head. He
had not broken glass to shave his tonsure since their |anding on

Vi nal haven. Now his scalp was covered with a | awmn of tight black
curls. Like the others, he was stripped to his clout. His skin, no
darker than Brother Diego's, shone in the sun with sweat, and there was
a white rinme of salt on his forearns. There was not a rosary in

si ght.

"Hi gher!" cried Brother Herman. One hand and both knees on the top of
the wall, the other hand on the granite that swayed in the air beside
him he was al nost prostrate, eying the bottom of the slab, watching
for the first crack of light between it and the top of the wall.

M chael and Di ego and Sanuel haul ed on the high-slanting derrick
['ine.

Sanmuel prayed again. The others joined him
Brothers Kretzner and Jason stood below, their feet on the sill of the

wi ndow they were fram ng. Two other slabs, set upright, were the
sides. This new one would be the top, the lintel



"There!"™ Herman shoved on the slab. Kretzner and Jason | eaned their
own weight into the task, and as soon as it was positioned, all three
cried, "Down!"

The stone settled into place. As soon as the ropes had been renoved,

t he wi ndow woul d be conplete, one of three in each side wall, two in
each end. Later, perhaps nuch |ater, they dreaned, they would fill it
with stained glass. For now, wooden shutters would have to do, and
even those would have to wait until they had | aid another course of
stone and sonehow managed a genui ne roof, not just a stretch of |eather
sail .

"Enough for today," said Jason. "W need a break, and soneone has to
scratch up dinner."

Bef ore he was done speaki ng, Brother Kretzmer was al ready headi ng
toward the pile of driftwood and wi nd-twisted |inmbs fromwhich he was
shapi ng crucifixes and other ornanents for the abbey they were

buil ding. Brother M chael watched himgo and shook his hands. |saac
seened to have energy to spare, while he.... Rope and stone had gi ven
hi m cal | uses where oars had not, and his nuscles were stiff and sore.

But he had earned that pain, he told hinself, just as he had earlier
earned the hunger of an Atlantic crossing on short rations. The wall
now rose above his head; |ight showed between the stones, but a little
clay woul d take care of that later on, once the roof was on, once no
rain could wash the clay away.

Brot her Brendan wasn't there. He and the rest of the nonks were busy
prying granite slabs free of old foundations and setting them on
rollers. Later, they would nove these stones within reach of the
makeshi ft derrick that would lift theminto place in the abbey walls.

"I'"mhungry already," said Brother Herman.

"Then go grub for clans.”
"Berries," said Brother Sanuel. He swung to the window sill and junped
fromthere to the ground. "On the hill."

"I'"ll come with you," said Mchael, though what he really w shed was a
hammock, a soft bed of npbss beneath a vine and fig tree, whatever that
was, and perhaps an angel choir to sing himto his rest.

"Me too," said Jason.

The hill was not the highest point on the island, but it was high
enough to give a good viewto the west, over the salt marsh they

al ready knew woul d provide the thatch for the abbey roof and across
Penobscot Bay and all its uncountable smaller islands.

When there was no mi st or haze, as today, they could even glinpse the
mai nl and on the horizon. Yet they did no nore than gl ance at that
panorama until they had gathered enough of the snmall blue berries to
provi de each of their fellows with a handful for dinner, and another
for breakfast. Only then did the three nonks stand, hands on the
smal s of their backs, stretching, and stare across the water

"What's that?" asked Brother Samuel. He was shading his eyes and



pointing a little south of west.

Brot her M chael saw nothing. He scanned the islands and the
mai nl and.

There was no snoke, no sign of human life, but he had al ways been a
l[ittl e near-sighted.

"A sail?" Jason sounded disbelieving.

M chael felt his heart drop within his chest. A sail? Then there were
peopl e here, whether he saw their sign or not. And there was no way to
tell whether they were friend or foe.

"Can they see Green |sle?"
"Not that far off," said Sanuel

"They don't come here," said Mchael as if saying the words could nake
them true.

"No canpsites. No fires. No footprints." Jason was noddi ng.

"They could stay on their boat." Sanuel was already reaching for their
bark berry buckets. "If they cone near enough, they'll see ours."

"Can we hide it?"
"W'll have to."
#

They found a fold in the shore of the bay that would hold their snall
ship. Yet there was no way to keep sone curious native from spotting
it if he but sailed past the cove and turned his head at the right
nmonent. The best they coul d achi eve was i nconspi cuousness.

That night, they walled their fire in with broken chunks of granite and
masonry. Brother Kretzmer walked a little ways away and circled the
site of their future abbey. "I can snmell the snoke," he called. "And
the flames reflect off the walls. But it's not bright. You' d have to
be ashore already to see it."

"And then there'd be plenty of other sign to see.”" Brother Sanuel's
grunt was resigned. They had fled Ireland in search of safety. They
had t hought they had found it in a | and where people no |onger lived,
where only their ruins remained. But now they knew. There were others
here as well. And there was no way to tell whether they were

bar bari ans or peaceful farners, foes or friends, threat or boon

"We could go further north," said Brother Jason. "There's New
Brunswi ck, Nova Scotia, Newfoundl and, Labrador. O her islands, other
bays. And even in the |ast days, the popul ation thinned out up
there."”

"No," said their abbot, Brother Brendan. "W ve come far enough. None
of us could stand anot her |ong voyage."

"It wouldn't be so long," said Brother Mchael. "W'd be near the
coast. W could put ashore for food and water."



Br ot her Brendan shook his head. "Surely God would not ask us to suffer
nmore. These people nmust be friendly. Thirsty souls awaiting the Wrd
we bring."

Soneone snorted. "Maybe. But we should approach them carefully."
"Check them out."
"Send one of us."

Suddenly half the nonks were watching Brother Mchael. The other half
were carefully | ooking the other way. He sighed, for he knew just why
he was now the center of attention

"You'll need another staff,"” said the abbot.

He had lost his last one as they were leaving Ireland. When they had
seen the snmoke of the burning village, just over a low hill and no nore
than a mle away, and then heard the screanms of both the killers and
their victins, they had rushed their watertight metal chests of books
to the shore. Their boat--it had been called Wndharp then, for the
sound of the wind in its rigging--lay beached there, unused except when
some flurry of seabirds announced the rare presence of fish. They were
heaving it across the shingle exposed by the |ow tide when the

bar bari ans appeared besi de the overturned wooden hull they had patched
enough to make their |ast hone and abbey on Irish soil. It had not
been their first.

The raiders reached the shore just as the nmonks thrust the boat's prow
into the surf. A wave pushed the boat back, grinding it into the
shingle. The nonks cried out and redoubled their efforts while the

rai ders screeched, waved bl oody swords and axes in the air, and
charged. M chael spun to face themw th no nore than his staff,
wardi ng off the blades while his fellows finally got the boat past the
tumbling froth and out of reach and began to row. Then, throwi ng his
staff at the nearest swordsman, he dived into the water and swam unti
he could clutch the gunwhal e.

Eager hands had pul |l ed hi m aboard, and soneone had shouted, "Brother
Brian!"

Despite the peril of the nmonent, their abbot had scow ed and coughed
and said, "He's Mchael and no one else. |It's themas believes in
heroes conme again!"

Soon after that, they had pulled up against a knob of rock exposed only
at lowtide and thrown out the cobble that served them as an anchor

The barbarians were still on the shore, screaming threats in their
direction, |aughing, capering. Sone of themwere torching their
erstwhil e hone.

M chael saw one of them hurl his staff |like a spear into the heart of
the fire.

The flames were visible until after dark, and the coals glowed till
dawn. Soon after that, with final shouts and obscene gestures ained
their way, the barbarians left.



The nonks had not cone ashore until the next nmorning. By then, they
had been hungry and weary beyond the power of prayer to help. Wen
they saw all that was |left of their home--a nound of ashes outlined by
t he boat-shaped line of stones that had been the foundation, grief was
added to their burden. Still nore grief bowed them down when they saw
t he devastation that had been a prosperous small village so short a
time before. They had had friends there, people beside whomthey had
wor ked, to whom they had mnistered, with whomthey had shared drink
and song when the harvest was good. Now they were gone.

They had gathered the few bodies they could find, given them what
shriving they could, and buried themin a single nound of stones.

Searching the nearby countryside, they had found a few enpty barrels
the raiders had not seen fit to snmash. A field had supplied themw th
pot at oes.

And then Brother Brendan had produced his map and said, "Let us go
west . "

#
"No!
The shout brought Brother M chael suddenly awake, blinking.

The mists of dawn swirled even here, within the walls of the roofless
abbey, softening the light, blurring outlines. For a second he thought
he saw a towering figure, a woman in robe and breastplate, her hair an
aureol e of power, a sword upraised against a foe. Ancient Bridgit,

Mot her Mary. But no, it was only Brother Brendan standing there erect,
every line of his body crying his alarmand one outstretched hand
poised as if to ward off....

What ? There was only Brother Herman, frozen in his crouch above the
ashes of last night's fire. Mchael could see the few coal s he had
uncovered, the fistful of twigs he had been about to |lay upon them

"No," said their abbot nore quietly. "W can't afford a fire this
nor ni ng. "

"Why not?" Brother Hernman sounded bewi | dered.

"There's no wind," said Brother Jason fromthe still-dark shadows
beneath the opposite wall. "The natives m ght see the snoke."

Br ot her Brendan nodded. "We'IlIl be safe nost days, |'m sure.

But not right now Not until we knowa little nmore." He |ooked toward
M chael .

Samuel and Jason kept watch fromthe high ground all that day, but they
saw no nmore sails. Perhaps there had been only the one, a refugee |ike
t hensel ves, an explorer fromfurther south or north. Perhaps the
natives were few and scattered and no threat at all. Perhaps they
simply stayed closer to shore nost of the tine, on-a | ook at the
abbot's map suggested this--perhaps they lived up the Penobscot River,
where once there had been the towns of Bucksport and Prospect Harbor
Frankfort and Wnterport, and protected harbors safe from storm



No one believed the one sighting had been a mirage or hall ucination

M chael spent the norning searching through the thickets outside the
ruined town until he found a straight oak sapling as thick as his
wist. He trimed it to a six-foot length, peeled its bark, snoothed
its surface. Wen the wind picked up and they could dare a fire, he
charred its ends and ground one snoothly rounded against a rock. The
ot her he shaped to a blunt point.

Then he held its shaft above the flanmes to begin its drying. He w shed
he had a season or a year to let it cure, but it was oak

It was already |inber and strong enough to serve.

O hers fetched The G een Isle fromits sheltered cove and bail ed out
the water in its bottom By dark, all was ready.

"W shoul d have replaced the nast," said Brother D ego.

"There won't be any tacking against the | and breeze with no nore rig
than a robe and a pair of oars.”

"Then we'll row," said Brendan. "And the robe will bring us hone, Cod
willing."

"Who' s goi ng?"

"All of us. We'Ill need every hand on those oars."

"The boy can't walk, after all. W're on an island."

"Do you mean we wait for him to bring him hone?"

Their abbot shook his head. "W can't do that."

"Then how...?"

"God will guide him™

“I'I'l find a boat," said Brother M chael

"You can't steal!" said Hernan.

"I"ll confess when | get back. O maybe I'll build a raft."
#

The | and breeze was steady but not strong, and they nade good
progr ess.

What sl owed them nbst was the quarter noon behind them for they knew
it must reveal themto anyone who | ooked their way. They therefore
kept small islands between them and the mainland shore as nuch as
possi bl e, and when there was no | ee to conceal them they prayed for
brief clouds or native inattention

"W nust be nearly there." The voice was barely as |loud as the
creaking of the oars in their oarl ocks.

"Shh. "



"That gap." A chin pointed toward an openi ng between rounded nmasses of
wooded | and. "The river?"

"Too narrow. "

M chael dipped a hand into the water beside the boat and flicked a few
drops into his nouth. "As salt as ever."

A few nonents later they were through the gap and facing a broad
expanse of water with nore | and beyond and a glint of yellow light
anong distant trees. To the right the bay seemed to narrow to a

poi nt .

"That way," said Brother Brendan.

They clung to the shore, rowi ng steadily against the breeze, until

M chael pronounced the water merely brackish and said, "The other
shore. That's where | have to be. Were that |ight was."

As soon as they began the crossing, they felt the current of the river,
strong, sweeping them back toward the sea. Soneone gave a whi spery
chuckle. "You'll just need a log, Mchael. The river and the tide and
the wind will bring you back to us."

"I'l'l need a little nore than that."

"Asaill"

The beat of the oars faltered as Brother Jason pointed.

M chael saw it too, then, distant, glowing white, flickering as clouds
i nterrupted the di mnoonlight.

"Rowl" cried the abbot.

"There's two of them" said Mchael. "Coming toward us."

The nonks bent and pulled, bent and pull ed, m ndl ess now of the

creaki ng they m ght nake or the wake they night |eave. The Geen Isle
| eaped ahead and dove into the shadow cast by a point of |and and

st opped where trees overhung the water and wapped themin a deeper
dar kness. Panting, they watched the ships sail by, oblivious to their
pr esence.

"Fi shing boats," said Brother Diego softly. "That's all they are."
Low in the water, broad in the beam gaff-rigged.

Not fast, but....

"Beats rowi ng," said Mchael, and the others chuckled very quietly.

Al'l knew what he meant.

"We can't go any further," said the abbot. "Not with them ahead of
us."

"This is fine," said Mchael. "I'll get out here."



"But where will you go?"

H s shrug was barely visible. "Upstreamor down. \Were they're going,
or where they came from It depends what |I find for trails."

"Good fortune, then," whispered the abbot. "May God go with you." He
crossed hinself and made a gesture of bl essing.

M chael repeated the crossing before picking up his staff.
"Cone back safe," said a soft vaoice.

"1'1l try. God's will."

#

The shore was a tunble of granite bl ocks nmuch |ike those they were
borrowi ng from Vinal haven's ruins to build their abbey.

Among them grew thickets of |ong-thorned wild roses, cat-claw briar
and stiff-stemed brush, festooned with tangled vines.

Sonet hi ng made dead | eaves rustle. When he nmoved, the rosary around
hi s wai st echoed the sound.

M chael used his staff to test his footing, probe shadowed hol | ows for
snakes or other beasts, and push brush aside. He picked his way from
stone to stone, avoiding the worst of the thorns but still having to
stop occasionally to free his robe fromtheir grip. Sone of the thorns
drew bl ood fromhis shins and hands and feet, and that in turn drew
clouds of insects. He swatted and nuttered and remenbered how once he
woul d have cursed. And when he finally broke free to a shelf covered
with long grass and gentler shrubs, he breathed a prayer of relief.

A moment | ater, he was standing on a circle of cracked and nossy
concrete in whose center squatted a cylinder of corroded iron. He soon
found nore of the cannons, as well as enpty nounts. Behind the ranpart
was a brush-grown courtyard surrounded by stone and brickwork walls
pierced with enpty doorways and w ndows.

He knew he had a mi ssion, but he could not keep hinself from
expl ori ng.

These ruins were ol der, much older, than nost of those he had known al
his life. The antique cannons told himthat. They nust date all the
way back to the American Civil War, perhaps even to the war the

col oni es had fought for independence from Engl and. They had won,

t 0o.

Irel and had gained its own freedomonly when there was no | onger an
Engl and to defeat, and hardly an Ireland to declare the victory.

The bl ackness behind nost of the old fort's wi ndows and doors told him
their ceilings still barred noonlight fromwhatever |ay beyond. Sone
were dimy illumnated, and he could see the fallen masonry and roots
outli ned agai nst the sky.

Behi nd many openi ngs, dark or dim he could hear the scratchings of
tiny claws, oddly metallic, quite offputting.



He stayed in the open until dawn gave himlight enough to survey the
intact portions of the fort. He found worn stairways, narrow
corridors, rooms of many sizes. There were no furnishings and no
scents to help himidentify what he found, no lingering odor of ancient
food or gunpowder, only damp soil and his own sweat and an occasi ona
trace of animal dung. Scratchings in the soil rem nded himof the

noi ses he had heard in the night, but there was nothing to say what had
made t hem

He guessed that those roons whose | arge wi ndows overl ooked the
courtyard had been officers' quarters. Underground chanbers with
i sol ated entrances had to have been storeroons or arnories.

The largest roonms with the smallest wi ndows nust have been dining halls
or barracks.

He wondered briefly whether he and his fellows would do better to make
this place their abbey, but then he | eaned on a brick partition and
felt it sway, rotten nortar crunbling onto the floor, and he shook his
head. No. The masonry here had |lasted for centuries, but its decay
was far advanced. Better they should build their own. Better they
should stay on their island, well away fromthe hazards of nei ghbors.

A stairway--its worn stones | oose beneath his feet--led himto flat
ground above the fort and a faint trail that wound away to the south
and west. He followed it until it joined an ancient pavenent.

There were nore signs of traffic here, where feet had beaten down the
grass and weeds and wheels had left their mark in patches of dirt and
sand. Yet still it hardly seened a busy road, nothing like the strips
of bare and rutted dirt that |inked the scattered villages of the

Irel and he thought he woul d never see again. He touched his beads as
if they were wood he coul d knock

Then there could not be many natives, could there? Perhaps not enough
to be a threat. Yet he dared not make such assunptions and turn back
right now He |looked left, toward the sea he could only glinpse
through trees, and adnmitted that was what he wi shed to do. Going on
searching out the natives and spying round their canpfires frightened
him But that was just what he had to do.

Only then did he notice the granite nonolith beside the path. Easily
ten tines the size of the foundation bl ocks they were using to build
their abbey, it lay on its side, broken near its mdpoint as if it were
i ndeed a toppled nmenhir. Yet he stubbed his toe on a pedestal |eg that
had once held it off the ground.

When he | eaned over it, he saw that its patchy crust of dark lichen

al nost obscured letters carved into its surface. There was also a
noss- green pl ague of | ong-weat hered copper or brass, apparently added
after the stone had broken. Its legend identified the ruin behind him
as Fort Knox and said its construction had begun in 1844 in order to
guard the Penobscot River during a boundary dispute with Canada.

CHAPTER 7
The sun was a white disk in a yellow sky, shimrering in the heat it

poured upon the land. It had been two weeks since the |last small
storm and |l eaves hung linp fromthe twi gs of every tree and shrub



Even the apple trees, which usually splashed the woods with green, were
yel l owi ng and dropping fruit.

Uncl e Alva was running his fingers over the wood of the cradle. Hi dden
eyes carefully noted the delicacy of his touch, the softness of the
sound that reveal ed how snooth the finish was. "Nice work."

"I don't care if he nade it out of solid gold," said Absal om Di nkins.
Hs teeth showed, stark white in a dark face, scowing fiercely.
Fingers like claws clutched a small boy to his side.

"He's not getting ny kid!"

"He doesn't want Malcolm He wants nmy Anna! My baby!"

Calla, his wife, shrieked and rocked within the | ong | eather cloak she
wore despite the sunmer heat. Her arms convul sed around the infant she
held to her breast, and it whinpered.

Tears streaked her cheeks.

Mal colmtwisted in his father's grip and stared toward the stoop where
Leo squatted, intently watching, struggling to obey his nother's order
to stay out of the way.

"I't's not bandits," said Great-G andpa fromthe col onnade

Pa roused himself enough to peer at the worman from beneath his hat-brim
and say, "They'd be nore interested in you. And they wouldn't dick

around trying to arrange a swap."

"They'd just grab," said Absalom "I know that. So would the
Haveners. So who could it be?"

Fel i x shook his head.

So did Hussey. Everyone, even the watchers, knew he knew nore than any
of them what bandits did. He had been one, though he had had no rea
choi ce when the predators who sl aughtered his famly chose to take him
with them

Absal omwas quite right. Like bandits, the Haveners raided the
farnsteads they came across. But their notives were not |ust and
greed. They did not burn and sl aughter for the sheer joy of wanton
destruction. They seized small children and young wonmen with whomto
i ncrease their nunbers on their island home. Only if there was

resistance did they kill. Even then, they did not rape.
Great - G andpa made a snorting noise. "They used to call it the
protection racket. Extortion. Pay up, or we'll smash your w ndows.

Though t hey want ed noney, not kids."
"What are you going to do about it?"

Felix's start said Calla's words surprised him "Do about it? What do
you nmean?"



"W need another stone," said Absalom As he let go of his son to
gesture, the boy shifted out of reach, hesitated, and dashed toward the
house and Leo.

"No," said Calla. "He'd just come back, wouldn't he? And next
time.... You have to stop him"

Maddoc suddenly | aughed. "She's just appointed you cop!"

Felix spun. It had been generations since there had been such a thing
as a cop, but he had listened to the stones tell of what the world had
been |i ke when they had been alive. He knew what a cop was. "But why
ne?"

"Because you're the man," Maddoc answer ed.

"The pivot of what's left of the world," said G eat-G andpa.

"Not the guy in charge. Not just the guy who nmakes things happen, but
t he guy around whom t hi ngs happen.”

"You're the ones who make ne do it all!"”

Maddoc | aughed again. "W're just voices. You're the one who does it
allt

"You'll need a magnifying glass, you know. A houndstooth cape and a
doubl e-bill ed cap."

" Huh?"
"CGotta track this guy down, Sherlock. Get the Dinkins' stone back.

Convi nce himnot to....

Two smal |l heads appeared behind the stones. "What's a Sherl ock
Granpa?" asked Leo.

"Not now, kid."
"Is it a story?"
"Il tell you later, okay?"

Leo nodded happily. Absal om Di nkins reached toward his son as if to
pul | himback to his side, but the boy had already turned away.

"Don't worry about 'em" said Pa. Hussey had turned to watch the boys
scanper off. "Lots of stones around this place.

Any trouble, we'll hear about it in plenty of tinme."
Calla sniffed. "Qur stone didn't say a word."

After a nonent's hesitation, Felix said, "These stones are |ive. Not
dat abases. "

"It seened alive enough.”

"Just a pale imtation of life," said Geat-Gandpa.



"Not all there," said Maddoc. "Not all at all. Not like us." But the
stone's tone was strangely w stful

"Put it back," said Uncle Alva. His fingers were still stroking the
wood of the cradle, following the lines of the el aborate carving.

"Ri ght where you found it. He'll get the nessage.”

"I'd rather smash it," said Absalom "O fill it full of...."
Al va shook his head. "That would make himnad. There's no telling
what he'd do then. So...."

"And we'll find out who he is," said Hussey. He sounded determn ned.

What ever his past had been, he was now a defender of what passed in
this age of the world for civilization. "W do know where to start."

"No kids." Luanna nodded in agreenent. "That cradle's never been
chewed or banged. "

#

The regi on surroundi ng the Webb conmpound had been only thinly popul at ed
for as long as living nenory stretched. Hardly ever were fanmilies
closer than a mle to each other, though the ever-present ruins were
mute testinony that once people and their buil dings had been nmuch

t hi cker upon the ground. Unfortunately, those witnesses to history had
nothing at all to say about the reasons why. Only the stones knew the
answers, and only those few of themthat had received their tenants not
| ong before the end. D sease, they said. Fam ne, war, and weather

An overburdened Earth rejecting the species that nost infested it.

What kept the popul ation thin was clearer. Soils were no |onger
fertile, leached of nutrients by youvee and acid and erosion. There
wer e di seases and infections, and vaccines and antibiotics seened no
nore than fantasies of the stones, despite all the signs that a
preserved doctor, mad or not, m ght know whereof he spoke. There were
bandits, too, wandering the roads until they found isolated fanmlies on
which to prey.

Yet people still settled near those roads. G ass and weeds and smal
trees thrust through the cracks in the ancient pavenents, fracturing
and crunbling, but the roads renai ned nore passable than not. The
pavermrent and the conpacted gravel beneath did not really favor the

growm h of plants, so many roads were still, even generations after the
col l apse, only thinly overgrown. They also provided firmfooting
uninterrupted by ruins or swanps, and bridges still crossed many

streans and rivers

Fel i x and Luanna and Hussey knew all the roads for mles around the
conmpound. They knew where every famly lived, and they knew whi ch ones
they had already supplied with stones. It was therefore only a matter
of tramping those roads, visiting farnstead after farnstead, |ooking
for anyone with two stones or no children, |ooking for anyone who
seemed wary or suspi cious.

"W haven't found a thing," Felix said. "No one's heard a thing. |



don't feel very useful tranping around like this."

"There's still a fewleft," said Hussey, though he did not sound
hopeful. They had visited nearly every farnstead within ten mles of
the Webb place. "And there's really no reason why everyone shoul d be

next to a road."

"There'd still be a path."

"If they made one. Maybe they're hernmits.”

"They knew there were stones. There's sonme contact."

Hussey was noddi ng when Luanna held up a hand as if to stop them "I
snel | somet hing."

"Dead," said Hussey. He shook his head and sniffed, but there was no

wi nd, no faintest breeze, to tell himthe source of the stench. "The
Sawyer s?"
"There's no one el se near here." She was already taking her bow from

her shoul der, an arrow from her quiver, as if the stink ahead of them
were the stink of something newy dead.

They noved forward once nore, but they clunped nore tightly on the
trail. They also slowed their pace, even though there could be no
danger now. Whatever had happened had obvi ously happened days ago.

They stopped when they saw the side trail ahead, and the light of a
clearing just a little way down it. They | ooked bl eakly at each ot her
mute affirmation that they all knew what they were about to find.

"There were three of them" said Luanna. "Right? Meg and Zeno
and...."

"Polly," said Felix. "I hope they're not all dead."

"No smell of snoke," said Hussey. "Bandits would have burned the

pl ace."

"Unless they're still there.™

Felix glanced at the others, and Hussey squirmed. "It can take a while

to finish up."
"I"'mglad Ox and Felix interrupted you."

There had been no watchers in this vicinity at that tine, just a few
years before. But they had heard the tale several times since their
advent: Hussey had been the youngest of three bandits, Luanna had been
struggling to escape the fate her parents had already met, and Felix
and Ox had cone upon the scene.

"I don't hear anything."

"Except birds," said Luanna, and birds there were, their caws and
screeches suddenly obvious. The three humans began to nobve again. In
a nonent they could see that the post-and-wattle house and sheds were
intact. They took a few nore reluctant steps, and wi ngs were bursting
clanmorously into the air and they could see...



Luanna was in the lead. Now she | ooked back at Felix and Hussey. Her
face was grim her eyes haunted. "They buried them"

But....

Fel i x gripped her shoulder with one hand and pull ed her back agai nst
his chest. "Don't renenber," he said though his face said very clearly
that the stink of death roused nenories in himas well.

"Not deeply," said Hussey.

"There nust be a dog or two around.” There was nothing else with a
taste for carrion and the strength to exhunme even a shall ow buri al .

What had obviously been a grave was now a di sordered crater, its rim
whi t ened by the droppings of crows and ravens and seagulls. An arm
detached fromits parent body and stripped of all its meat, lay on the
ground a few feet away fromthem The bones were yell ow splotched with
red and pink, the ligaments and scraps of cartilage were white. The
fingers were nissing.

Ravens and crows |ighted on branches overhead, waiting patiently for
themto | eave once nmore. The seagulls wheel ed above the scene.

It did not take long to see that the grave held only two bodies. "Zeno
and Meg," said Felix. He was breathing through his nouth.

The wonman's head was still recognizable. H's was not. The eyes were
gone, the nose was only a hole, bone showed where cheeks and forehead
had been.

"But not Polly. Poor kid."

There was no snaller skull, no child-size bones.

"They smashed the stone,"” said Hussey. He was standi ng beside the

smal I, bark-roofed shrine. The fragnents of what had been a repository
of ancient know edge lay scattered by his feet.

"Haveners."
"At least they'll take good care of her."
They checked the sheds. "The animals, too."

The house was as enpty as the sheds, though there were nunerous signs
that it had not been enpty long. The vegetable stewin the pot on the
stove had only begun to grow a layer of nold. Dirty dishes were not
quite crusted dry. A few sinple toys--a doll crafted of wood and

bi rchbark and scraps of cloth, a birchbark box, a handful of antique
gl ass marbles--lay on the floor

They threw out the stew and washed the dishes. "The place is fine,"
said Luanna. "We'|l find soneone who can nove in."

"There'll be a fire," said Felix. "O someone new will showup. O a
kid will want a place."

H s wi fe was noddi ng, but Hussey seened nore interested in the



present.

"W can't |eave the bodies out there. Nobody'd want a place with a
skull on the doorstep.™”

"Not much choice." Felix patted the wall behind the stove.

It was reinforced with a sheet of plywod that had once been part of an
ol der house. "These houses are skulls."

They dug a deeper hole as cl ose beside the grave the dogs had di sturbed
as they could. Wen they were done, a few strokes of their shovels
were enough to tunmble Zeno and Meg Sawyer to the bottom Then they
searched out the bits that had been noved--the arm a few fingers, even
a piece of ear--and threwthemin as well.

They were alnost ready to fill the hole in once nore when Luanna
suddenl y began stabbing at the base of a bush with her shovel.

"It nmoved!" she cried.

"What ? A snake? |'ve never seen one." Snakes were rare.

Keeping a tight grip on his shovel handle, he rushed toward his wife.
Hussey was cl ose behind him

There was a flurry of novement beneath the bush. Watever it was, it
seenmed to have too many | egs.

Luanna stabbed again. There was a crunching noi se, and she said,
"There!" wth great satisfaction

Felix was al ready on his knees, reaching for the churned up soil and
| eaves and twi gs.

"No!" Hussey's shovel shot past his hand to rake all the | oose
material into the open and spread it out across the ground.

"What is it?"
"A nmachine," said Felix.

"A bug," said Hussey.

"No." It wasn't noving. It was dead. Felix pawed at it now w t hout
interference. "l've never seen anything like this before."
"It's metal ," said Hussey. It had a body as | ong as his hand, dented

and crushed and al nbst cut in three pieces. The legs that fanned out
to either side were even |onger, though sonme were nmissing. Wre-like
projections fromwhat had to be the front | ooked much |Iike the antennae
of ants and not hs.

"The tanks," said Luanna.

"At the hospital." Felix was nodding. He too renenbered.

"They were slow and creaky and old. But this...."



"It doesn't look old," Felix agreed.

"It was nmoving pretty fast."

"Like it was new?" asked Hussey, and she nodded.
#

"Not new," said Maddoc. "No way."

Uncl e Al va made "Hmi' noi ses and prodded at the nachine's remains with
a screwdriver. Wen he pried off its carapace, he reveal ed a crowded
array of cylinders and plates and wires. Near the base of each leg a
lunp of pale, fibrous jelly extended strands down the |inb.

"Looks like neat." He pushed Leo's hand away fromthe strange jelly.

Then he touched a finger to it hinself, and then to his tongue. "Not
much taste though. Like salty machine oil."

"Some kind of robot?" nused Geat-Gandpa. "l never saw one, though I
think I mght have seen pictures somewhere. You wouldn't think they'd
| ast so long."

"You did," said Leo.
Great - G andpa | aughed. Luanna said, "The tanks, the libraries.”
"They're not as spry as this was," said Hussey.

"I wish you'd captured it alive," said Maddoc. "It has to be the | ast
of its kind."

Uncle Alva's "Hmi turned doubtful. He poked at a tiny knot of silvery
solder with his screwdriver. "Looks pretty fresh."

CHAPTER 8

Music woke him Slow and stately, a processional played on a single
flute with a sinple drunbeat |aid down behind it to time the fall of
feet.

He blinked and stretched and stared at the stone bl ocks over his head,

t he open doorway, the branbles and brush and apple linbs |aden wth

hal f-ripe fruit, his small pile of dry wood, the stones he had arranged
for a fireplace. The shelter he had taken as his own was hardly nore
than a cave, a stone cube nounded over with earth.

He used one of the corroded steel bars that jutted fromthe walls to
pull himself to his feet. The shelves they had supported had | ong
since crunbled. So had the coffins. The bones he had swept to one
side when he noved in, and if something nmade a scratching, scrabbling
sound among the relics, that something was surely nothing nore than a
nouse or beetle.

Not that he hadn't said a little prayer for them but they were |ong
past caring what he did, and surely heathen to boot, remants of those
generations that had nearly slain the world.

He crossed hinsel f and thought of the Valley of the Shadow of Death and



the psalm He ran the pal mof his hand over his scal p; he hadn't
shaved in days, and the bristle was al ready softening.

He felt the dark beard that covered his cheeks and chin and throat;
still sleek, not getting shaggy, no need to hack anything away with his
knife. He licked his lips; it was tine for breakfast, and a table and
cup would suit himnicely. But they were nowhere to be seen, not even
when he stepped into the mausol euni s doorway.

The stones marched away before him to either side, behind, light and
dark, stained with lichen, awash in waves of brush, only their heads in
the air, and so many of themglittering with solar cells. Some were
knee hi gh, sone breast high, sonme towering above his head. Some had
been vandal i zed, smashed into a thousand crunbs of stone and nortar and
bright bits of metal and plastic. There were blocks and sl abs,
obel i sks and angel s.

H s was the only crypt.

He was al one here, as he had not been when he was with the other
nonks.

For that matter, as he had never been before.
Al ways there had been other people nearby. Now all he had was. ..
"Good nmorning!" he called to his congregation.

"No better than usual," soneone grunbl ed.

The nusic changed. It was still the same tune, but now it sounded
tinkly.

"Shut up, Albert. He's here, isn't he? And we haven't seen anyone
since the kid brought Amelie back." Anelie was the nusician. "I stil
m ss Vanya and Andy, though."

"Drop dead, Danny."

"Too late."

M chael smled. Talking gravestones. They were hardly new to him

Ireland had themtoo, and he had seen villages that worshi pped them as
they did not worship God. Brother Brendan thought that bl asphenous.

M chael did not entirely agree, for the stones were not idols but the
menories of the dead, mempirs, much like the books the nonks preserved
in their treasure chests.

"\Where you goi ng' today?"

Where was his staff? There, just inside the doorway, and he woul d need
it to knock down a pair of half-ripe apples, their green giving way to

yel l ow and pink but still hard and sour
They would be nore filling than the berries he had found the day
before. "I still haven't found any people."

"They're around, they're around.”



"Just go out the gate and followthe trail."

"It isn't used very often any nore, so it's not much of a trail
but...."

The gate was corroded wought iron, its halves leaning tipsily against
a pair of masonry pillars. He turned his back on it and pushed his way
t hrough the brush until he was anong the stunted trees on the other
side of the cenetery. Behind him he heard: "Fell ow doesn't want to
neet people.”

"Antisocial."
"Crazy. Hasn't got the sense to wear a hat."

"Aspy. If I had legs, 1'd report him"

"Tal ks funny, too.
"That's Irish, idiot."

"So what's an Irish idiot spying on?"
"Looki ng for Protestants.™
"Catholics."

"Engl i shnen. "

Amelie did not interrupt her rmnusic.
#

No, he thought. He did not really want to neet people. Not yet. He
woul d rather walk the trails, crouching in the brush whenever he heard
footsteps or voices or the creak of a cart, circling about every wi sp
of chi mey snoke until he knew sonet hi ng about how many people lived in
each small farmstead and how they lived there. He had seen one cluster
of snokes that nade himthink of a larger settlement, but he had so far
avoi ded t hat.

He did not approach it today, either. He let his feet carry him back
toward the shore, to the crest of a hill that gave hima view of the
bay and its islands, perhaps even.... No.

Vi nal haven was too distant, the air too hazy, other islands in the
way.

Two nmiles of water, maybe three, separated himfromthe nearest, but he
could see houses anobng the trees along its shore, a white |line of

boul ders just above the water, a |ong dock, and a high cross, painted
white, its arnms and peak tipped with golden, sun-glinting balls. A
sail noved across the waves not far fromdock and cross. He could not
be sure, but he thought it likely that the two bel onged together. And
t he peopl e he had found avoi ded the shore, staying inland. He thought
of raiders, and menories made himsigh and run his fingers over the
seeds and polished stones of his rosary.

Was that where the sailors lived? |If not, he would have to npbve on



roam ng, searching. O he would have to walk into sone farnstead's
yard and get acquainted and ask. Surely the locals would know the
answers to his questions. |Indeed, he was willing to bet those answers
had something to do with the |ocals' avoi dance of the shore.

He knew not hi ng, but he was al ready guessing that he and his fellow
nmonks were right to be wary of any sail they saw.

#

That afternoon he cane upon a farnstead that had burned a year or two
before. Rain had al ready washed away nost of the ashes, |eaving
charcoal fragments small and large, rusty nails, and broken crockery
enbedded in a mass of vines and stens and | eaves. A single shed

remai ned, a bit of fence, a square of ground marked out by erect slabs
of shal e, nakeshift gravestones.

There was al so a patch where the weeds grew three tines as thick and
hi gh as el sewhere

He conbed through those weeds with his feet and staff until he

recogni zed potato | eaves. Not |arge, not when so overshadowed by
conpetitors. But they were there, confirmation that the weeds did

i ndeed mark the fertile soil of a one-tine garden. He dug with the

poi nted end of his staff and soon turned up enough potatoes to feed him
for several days.

He was using lengths of vine to weave a crude basket when he heard a
rustling in the brush. Instantly he was on his feet, staff held across
his front, hands well spaced. Hi s nouth was dry.

That sound coul d not have been an animal. He had seen nothing | arger
than a squirrel, a seagull, a raven. Though there had been tracks that
| ooked |i ke dog, and he had heard distant yipping in the night.

Not that a pack of wild dogs would be any better to encounter than a
pack of bandits. O stranger-fearing natives.

He had avoi ded those natives so carefully, but now ... He licked his
lips, but that did no good. He had no noisture in him Even his eyes
were dry and stinging. Hi s heart was hamering. H s knees were

shaki ng.

He was afraid as he had never been before. Not even when he and his
fell ow monks had been fleeing the barbarians and he had turned around
to fight themoff just |ong enough to | aunch the Wndharp. Wth
not hi ng nore substantial than a staff, a staff no better than the one
he held right now.

He hadn't had tine to be afraid then. But now, just a rustling, a
rustling that mght not even be a human being. And he was terrified.

So that was where his noisture had gone. His palnms, dripping with
sweat, slippery on the staff. He breathed deep and adjusted his

grinp.

A dead twi g snapped beneath a foot. There, on the same overgrown path
he had followed to this place. Someone coming. A native who would

wonder who he was. A survivor of the family that had |ived here once,
ready to accuse himof trespassing or looting. A barbarian |ike those



he had | eft behind in Irel and.
A sailor.

A woman. A small pack slung across her shoulder. A leather cloak. A
br oad- bri med hat shadowi ng a face as surprised to see himas he was to
see her. A thin face, cheekbones and brows and nose all sharply
etched. Chin alnost pointed. Frozen taut.

Wary. Fright ened.

Young, wasn't she? And pretty, if only she weren't so scared.

What was she seeing? A man, of course. Hatless and robed and arned
with a stick and a string of beads. Danger to any woman, especially if

she was al one.

He rel axed and smiled and |l owered his staff. He wi ped his palns on his
thighs. "I1'malone."

She did not seemreassured, but neither did she turn and run. "Wo are
you? You sound funny."

So did she to him Though she | ooked fine, her hair dark where it
showed, her skin clear except for the rash. "M chael

W rowed all the way fromlreland.”
"I's that an island?"

He knew what she nmeant. He nodded and began a gesture with his staff,
but stopped when she ducked away fromhimas if she feared he was about
to strike her. He finished the gesture with a hand, pointing toward
the sea. "But not one of those. |It's across the sea. W had to
flee. ™

She nodded at that, as if she understand fleeing, but she did not say
anything nore. He sank back to his haunches, laid the staff down,
pi cked up the basket he was maki ng, and hoped he seemed safe to her

"What's your name?"

She hesitated, still wary. He could see her decide to trust himwith
that rmuch. "Trudy." Then she | ooked at the small pile of potatoes
beside him "There's probably nore than that in the garden.™

H s hand said, "Go ahead." Her rapid step across the yard said she had
cone here hoping to find sonmething to eat. \While she poked through the
garden weeds, bending, grubbing, harvesting, he said gently, "W're

| ooking for a place to settle.

Sonepl ace safe.”
"We? Your famly?"

He shook his head even though her back was to him "Sort of. W're
nonks. "

She straightened, long yellow roots in one hand, a round red one in the
other. Before she could ask hi mwhat he neant, he added, "Al npst



priests. W worship God and preserve H s word.

W' ||l be very happy if we can share it with others. Do you live
near by ?"

She shook her head as she scrubbed dirt froma carrot with her hand and
took a bite.

"We don't kill," he added. Was fear of that what still made her so
tense? "W don't rape. W don't even have wives."

"Then how do you continue? How do you expect to save the worl d?"
Ah. The question was enough. "If we have the chance, we'll teach

W' || persuade. W have no wish to conquer or rule. W call each
ot her Brother, not Father."

"Then you're not like Delivered of the Lord."
Now it was his turn to feel confused. "Is that a nanme?"

She nodded, and he understood. Mlitant crusaders. A dangerous
attitude. "The sails."

She nodded again. "l escaped fromthem"

He t hought she did not sound quite convinced of her own truthful ness,
but he said nothing while he worked the last of his vines into the edge
of his basket and gave the loop of its handle a testing tug. He
thought it would do. He began to fill it with potatoes. "What are
they like, Trudy?"

She was putting her carrots and the beet in her pack. "They take
children. And young wonen. And they try to breed nore Haveners. They
want to take over the world."

He was gl ad he was just one | one nonk, trying hard to be
i nconspi cuous.

He was gl ad his fell ow nonks were safe on an island far from shore and
trying hard to put no tell-tale snoke against the sky. Yet his fellows
were all men. They had no wormen, no children. Perhaps they were safe
after all.

"They live on the island,"” she said, and her tone nade it clear that
there was only one island she could nean. The big one, the one cl osest
to shore. Brother Brendan's map called it Islesboro. "They call it
Haven. "

"But they cone on the mainland too?" Wen she nodded jerkily, he
added, "And you're | ooking for somepl ace safe."

#

By nightfall, Trudy was calling the stranger Brother M chael as if she
had grown up with him She knew of the overturned hull that had been

an abbey on a distant shore until raiders had burned it. She knew of

the I ong voyage, the loss of a mast, the row ng, the whale Brother

Her man had cl ai mred he saw, the home the nonks were building. Yet she



had shared little of her own past.

Certainly she had told himnothing of her pregnancy, nor of how she had
become pregnant, nor of her mission to spy upon the Wbbs. Nor had she
told himthat Ri ghteous Atkins was follow ng her, perhaps a nile or two
behi nd her on the trail, perhaps even cl oser

The wat chers knew, just as they knew Ri ghteous Atkins had wanted to
carry a large pack of clothes and food for her, but she had said no.

She needed very little, and if she came to the Webbs with too large a
pack, they woul d know she had had hel p.

If that help was not visible, they would grow suspicious. And if
Ri ght eous Atkins were visible as her help, she had said, they would
know i nstantly that she was spying for the Haveners.

H s nod had been a grudgi ng one. "You have a point." He had touched
his tell-tale hat, fish-skin on a round wi cker frane.

He had touched his vest and thongs. "They could tell, couldn't
t hey?"

A rough | augh had interrupted them "Anyone could tell you're one of
t hose baby-thieves." Her Dad had found them "But who's your

"t hey' ?"

Trudy had turned and tried to run, but Caleb had seized one hand and
Ri ght eous Atkins the other. "Don't you turn your back on nme! It's
those Webbs, ain't it? You're going to run away again."

She struggled against their grips until the Havener let go.

Her Dad pul |l ed her against his hairy belly and held her tight.

He stank of sweat and appl ejack. "I never ran away!"

"What difference does it make?" One hand patted her belly.

"You all left me. Left me all alone. Now you're going to do it

again."

Ri ght eous Atkins' lips twisted with disgust, but he made no nove to
pul | her away fromher father. "She has orders. From Delivered of the

Lord. He wants her to visit her sisters, to nove in with them and
| earn every evil plan the Wbbs dare to nake. Then we can counter
them™

"Then I'Il go with her!"™ He seemed delighted with the thought.

"Haven't seen the grandkids yet. And | bet they'll all be happy to see
ne."

Trudy jerked against his hand and this time pulled free.
"They'd be happier to see their nother!"

He ignored her. "Wy, | could even wander off and neet with someone to
pass on whatever we find out!"



Ri ght eous Atkins' snmile seened forced. "That's nmy job. I1'mto neet
her every few days."

Caleb gl owered. "You've been doing that right here, haven't you?" He
turned on his daughter. "Spying on us!"

She thought she should feel enbarrassed at that accusation
Spyi ng was not honoring her nother and her father as the Haveners
Bi bl e said she should. But all she could do was feign the feeling by

| ooking at the ground. "I thought they'd visit here sonetines."

"But they don't." He |ooked at Ri ghteous Atkins. "Never thought of
asking ne, did you?"

Nobody answered hi m
"Course not. | don't like them but |I'mnot one of you."

Hs tone turned grim and his jaw nuscles clenched. "So now you're
leaving too. Can't stand us any nore than your sisters could."

She froze, her posture declaring that she didn't dare nod.
"What if | forbid it?"

"You can't," said Ri ghteous Atkins. "She's ours now "

"But she's car...." Caleb abruptly fell silent, as if he realized the
folly of finishing his sentence. The Havener's thin face had al ready

turned cold and stern and daming. He knew.

"Il get ny things."

Ri ght eous Atkins' hand had kept Caleb fromfollow ng her, and she had

been grateful, even though before she was out of range she coul d hear

t he Havener saying, "The child goes back to Haven."

The determination in his voice was enough to tell her Caleb's

i nadvertent revelation really was no surprise. But how | ong had he

known? Was it so obvi ous when she touched her belly?

Could he snell it on her? And had he taken word back to Haven and
Del i vered of the Lord?

H s task, she knew, was not just to pass on whatever she | earned, but
to watch her and return her to the island as soon as her loyalty and
piety seemed to waver. Had he also been told to claimthe child as
soon as...? Surely not as soon as it was born. But as soon as she
chose to wean it.

He had so much nore latitude than she. After all, he was a nman.

At | east he had sense enough to stay out of sight now

She hoped Cal eb had not foll owed them

#

When Brot her M chael opened his eyes the next norning, he found her



watching him She was still wapped in her cloak, but her eyes were
bright in the dimlight of dawn, her face at peace.

He hoped she had deci ded he was no threat early enough to get sone
sl eep. She had still been watchful, edgy, fearful, when he had tucked
his robe close around hinself and cl osed his own eyes.

The col d ashes of their fire lay between them He closed his eyes for
a brief nmorning prayer. Then he reached for the |ast potato and held
it up. "Vant it?"

She shook her head. He cracked its charred skin and ate.
When he | ooked up, she was gone.

Behind a bush? No. He could hear a crackling of brush, too far away
to be explained so sinply, growing fainter. He hesitated only |ong
enough to refill his basket with potatoes and a beet before he foll owed
her. He knew where she was going, and it was tine to neet the other
natives.

And she had waited till he woke before she left. She nust know, he
t hought, that he would follow Perhaps she even wanted himto do so.

#

A thread of nmusic in the distance told himhe was not far fromthe
cenetery and the mausol eum he had nmade his tenporary hone. The trai
was broader, better travel ed, ancient pavenment show ng, dirt marked by
feet and wheels. There were ruins to either side: walls of brick Ilike
j ag-topped curtains, foundation stones, pits half-filled with charred
debris, rusted, youveerotted cars. COccasionally a house stood intact
or nearly so, its wi ndows broken or renoved, its roof sagging.

"Stranger!" The cry rang out alnpost at his side. He junped, heart
hamreri ng, and spun, his staff held ready to parry or attack

"Anot her stranger on the road!"

A stone. That was all. Hding in the bushes beside the trail, or not
really hiding, just set to one side, its glittering crest of solar
cells not hidden at all if one was just paying attention

Now it made noises |like trunpets and bells. "Stranger on the road!"

A guardian. A sentry. No one could sneak up unannounced on the
settl enent he was approachi ng.

The alarumwas repeated a little further down the trail, and then
again. By the tine he could see the rough circle of houses and sheds,
the people were all outdoors. Several held bows in their hands.

A canopi ed wagon was parked besi de one of the sheds. In the pen
attached to another, three goats stood stock still, staring toward him
ears |l aid back. The nmonent shattered when they turned and bolted into
their shed and drew his eye to a weat hered doorway in which stood

anot her, snaller wagon

He recogni zed Trudy standing with three other wonen. The sisters she
had mentioned? One of them was shooing children into a house.



One nman lay spraw ed in the shade of a circul ar col onnade that
surrounded a trio of stones.

Three other nen were on their feet, leaning toward him their faces
wary. The largest held an axe. The other two were arned with bows.

He tucked his staff beneath one arm and showed his pal ns, but only
Trudy seened to believe he was truly peaceful. She snmiled and said, "I
met himyesterday. He says he's a priest."”

"A nmonk," he answered. He lifted his rosary in one hand as if it were

hi s badge of office. Ws she still breathing a little hard? Then she
had not been here long. "A harm ess nonk. A new arrival on this
shore. "

"You're an Irishman!" «cried one of the stones beneath the col onnade.

"I recogni ze the brogue. Were are you fron? Galway or Kilkenny?
Cork or Uster? It's been forever since | was there."

"We called it Trally, though that was just the closest of the old
cities. Just ruins now, of course.”

"OfF course," said another stone. He thought this was the one on the
right. "Everything is ruins."

"Are you al one?" asked one of the nen.

"That's Felix," said Trudy. "And Ox." She pointed at the |argest of
the men. Both were still bristling despite her words.

"Karyn and Bella, ny sisters." The fanmly resenbl ance was obvi ous, as
it was in the pair of children peeking out of the nearest door. The
| arger was a boy, the other a girl.

"Luanna," said the third woman. She wore her hair in braids that swing
wel | bel ow her hat, and their color was lighter.

"And Alva," said the man she had not nmentioned. "She didn't know ne
before. "

"Are you alone?" Felix repeated.

"I"'mthe only scout.” He turned to point toward the ocean no one could
see fromhere. "The rest are out there, on an island. W got worried
when we saw a sail, and they sent nme to |l earn who el se was here."
"Asail!" Luanna spat. "They wanted to steal ne!"

Bella | owered her bow and faced Trudy. "How did you get |oose?"

"When | didn't get pregnant, they stopped watching me so close.”

"So you made it homre."

"And now | 'm ... She | aid one hand across her tumy.

Silence. No one spoke, though the sisters |ooked at each other as to



say they understood, it could have happened to any of them "Men!"
said the glances they shot toward M chael and even Felix, Ox, and
Al va.

And then, "He would!"

"But it's a child," said Luanna. They would love it, she neant, and
rear it. No matter who the father was.

"Me too." Karyn touched her own tummy, and the | ook she sent toward
Fel i x now was anyt hi ng but condematory.

"How many have you got?"

"Marjy's mine," said Bella as the small girl dashed out of the
door way.

"And Ox's."

"Leo," said Luanna. The boy grinned at Brother Mchael as if they
shared a secret. M chael had no idea what it mght be.

A second girl appeared beside Leo. "And Trudy," said Karyn.
"W never thought we'd see you again, so...."

The ol der Trudy | eaned toward the doorway. "You're Trudy, too." She
sounded delighted at the thought that one of her sisters would nane a
child after her.

"Too-too, Too-too," chanted Leo. "Call her Too-too."

Soneone | aughed, and Brother M chael alnobst cried. Once, a long, long
time ago, he had been part of a famly like this. Not as large, but as
loving. As safe and secure. But there had been barbarians then

t 0o.

And fam ne and plague. Al the perils of a fallen world. He had

t hought himself fortunate years |later, when he net Brother Brendan and
t he ot her nonks.

"What the hell is all the racket?" The nan beneath the col onnade was
struggling to sit up. "Can't a fellow take a nap?

Where's my jug?"
Fel i x shrugged apol ogetically. "M Pa."

The man pushed his hat aside and scratched at a dark spot on his
neck.

"You could cut that out."
Fel i x saw where he was | ooking. "That's what Maddoc was telling ne."

He pointed at the stone on the right. "But | can't...." He spread his
hands hel pl essly.

Brot her M chael nodded. He understood. "It'll spread if you don't.



And it'll come back if you do. But if you do, he'll live |longer."
CHAPTER 9

When Trudy woke the next norning, she was al one. Vaguely, she recalled
hearing Ox and Bell a noving about the small house's other room Marjy
crying and bei ng hushed, and then silence. A closing door. Distant

voi ces. The raucous cry of a crow or gull or raven

Her hand found the fl oor beside her thin pallet. Her hat, her cloak
her small pack. Everything just where she had set it.

Sunl i ght came through a small w ndow that had been sal vaged from sone
ol der buil ding and showed her a table and a stove of brick and sheet
metal. Under the table was a doll made of wood and scraps of cloth.

Sonet hing scuttled in the shadows behind the doll

She was in the kitchen. They nust have gone across the yard to Karyn's
pl ace for breakfast. Left her to sleep

She did not want to | eave her bed. She felt as if she bel onged here,
in this place, surrounded by these people, nore than she had ever

bel onged anywhere el se. Hone and Haven had each asked her to pay a
price for acceptance, to submit to the wills of others. Here she felt
freer to be herself. Even the strangers she had never net
before--Alva, Brother Mchael, Felix's Pa--even they seened to hold no
threat for her. No possessiveness, no violence, no demands. No
Delivered of the Lord. No Caleb

But she had to get up. Her wonb was pressing on her bladder. She was
hungry. And the day before had barely begun the process of catching up
with her sisters' lives.

She was returning fromthe outhouse when she saw Al va-Felix's Uncle

Al va, except he wasn't really, just as Ox was not really his cousin,
and no one had said what they really were-opening the door of a long
shed. "It's nearly finished," he was saying to Brother M chael at his
shoul der, and the light struck a trundle |arger than the one she had
seen Ox driving.

She stopped and said so. Alva glanced toward anot her shed, and for the
first time she noticed a boxy shape and a wheel that had to belong to
the ol der trundle, parked out of the way. "W need a spare. They
break down, you know. We're naking it bigger while we're at it."

Bella joined them holding a plate of eggs and fried potatoes toward
her youngest sister. "Tell her about the expedition."

"Tell who?" The newcormer was of mddle height and thin, his nose a
prom nence surrounded by holl ows, open mouth, worn-down cheeks, sunken
eyes.

"That's Hussey," said Bella. "He used to be a bandit."

"A nei ghbor before that, before they took ne."

"Any luck?" Uncle Alva was |eaning toward Hussey, who shook his head
and said, "Not a sign."



"OfF what?" Trudy was quickly grow ng confused.

"Who is she?" Then he | ooked at Brother Mchael. "And him"
"My little sister.”

"A scout."

"For bandits?"

"Irish nonks. They rowed all the way across the ocean."

"You believe that?"

"He's got the right accent,"” called a voice fromthe col onnade.

"So you believe him Geat-Gandpa. But what about her."
"She's little sis. She's famly."

"A baby thief." Uncle Alva was | ooking at Trudy as he answered her
| ast question. "That's what he was | ooking for.

Soneone swiped a famly's stone and left a cradle. N ce one, too.

"It seens pretty obvious." Luanna appeared with another plate of
breakfast, and Hussey accepted both it and the change of topic, though
his tone was grudging. "They're supposed to put their baby in the
cradle. Then they'll get the stone back. 1've been trying to find the
bastard first."

"But why...?" Trudy shook her head. Who was the baby thief? Not her,
and Ri ghteous Atkins hadn't been anywhere near here. Had he? Then who
else could it be? Only Haveners stole children fromtheir parents.

"You know about the stones." Ox and Felix had joined the grow ng
crowd. "Your folks have one."

"But they wouldn't trade a kid for one!"
"They wouldn't. Some fol ks use them nore."

"I's she the one the Haveners sw ped?"

Fel i x nodded. "But she escaped.™
Hussey's face twisted into a dubious scow. "Don't you believe it.
She's a spy."

"How can you say that?"

"Have you ever heard of anyone escaping fromthat island?"
"That doesn't mean no one ever did. O can."

"Don't tell her anything."

"It's no big secret,” said Uncle Alva. "O it won't be as soon we
start off."



"Don't tell her anything."
"Don't tell ne what?"

"You know about the hospital." The face Felix made at Hussey was
i ncredul ous. He clearly was inpatient with paranoia and suspicion

"The library. That's where we found out about sunscreens and
vitam ns

Then we put everything we could in stones so everyone could have the
know edge. "

She nodded. Hussey gave an exasperated sigh but never took his eyes
of f her face, as if he hoped she would give herself away by her
reaction to the news.

"But there are other libraries," Felix added.

"And we want to find them" said Uncle Alva. He pointed at the new,
large trundle. "As soon as that's done, we're going to go look for the
university. It's north of here."

"Don't tell her another word," said Hussey.

"What else is there?" asked Felix, but not as if he expected any
answer .

Trudy thought she should not seemtoo interested in the trip to the
university. Felix was surely right that he and Alva had al ready said
all that really mattered. Anyone who knew of the earlier expedition
when Felix's and Ox's search for the hospital and its library had
brought them past the Inger farnstead, nust now al so know what they
sought at the university. What was left of the hospital library had
hel d knowl edge of nutrition and gardeni ng and nedicine that |iving
peopl e had | ong forgotten.

VWhat ever remai ned of the university library nust hold a thousand ot her
fragnments of ancient know edge. Know edge that had led a world

astray.

The Haveners believed that Delivered of the Lord had the only know edge
of any real value; all else was illusion and snare and del usion, the
devil's bait to tenpt souls from heaven's path. Perhaps he was

ri ght.

She | ooked at Hussey and tried to nake her voice sound conciliatory.

"Tell me about that cradle. 1Isn't there any way to tell who nade
it?"

"Absal om and Calla got up one norning, and there it was."

He stepped a little aside fromthe others, who had heard it al
bef ore.

"Their stone was gone."

"There wasn't any note?" asked Brother M chael



"That's no surprise. There aren't many of us who can wite or read."

"I can," said Brother Mchael. H's fingers touched the corners of a
dianmond in front of his face, chest, and belly. "W all can.”

"But you nonks weren't anywhere around at the time. It can't be
you. "

Trudy shook her head. She hadn't known the nonk |ong, but it hardly
seened possible that he or his fellows--if they were anything |ike
him-would steal children. "How are you hunting for the thief?"

"Well, we think he rmust not have any kids of his own. H mand his
wi fe. Mybe they lost one not |ong ago. O nmaybe they never had
any."

"Then you're | ooking for....
"Childless famlies. Fresh graves in the famly burying ground."

Hussey's eyes flicked to one side of the Webb conpound, where seven
round stones dotted the ground. Four had been chiseled with names
Trudy could see fromwhere she stood: Zek, Jo, Liz, Ma. The |last was
the | argest and newest.

Felix joined them "Folks with extra stones, too.

The problemw th that seened obvious to Trudy. "They'd hide it,
woul dn't they?"

Fel i x nodded grudgingly. "Probably not far fromthe Dinkins place.
But we haven't found it. So we keep on | ooking."
"Where's the cradl e?"

"Ri ght where the stone was," said Hussey. "The Dinkins hope he'll get
the idea and bring the stone back. They put a cloak over it to keep
off the wet, to show they neant no harm"

"I's anyone watching it?"

"Why? It's either there or it isn't.”

"But," said Brother Mchael. "He has to conme check to see if they've
finally put the baby init. And he'd have to check every day."

Hussey | ooked at Felix. "Could we use a stone?"
"You'll have to hide it. O he'll steal this one too."
"Not a database. A real one. It could holler."

"Then he'd snmash it."
"I heard that," called Geat-Gandpa fromthe col onnade

"But | swear I'll just take down his |icense nunber."



No one knew exactly what he meant, but the gist was clear
"Let's try it, then."
#

Ri ght eous At ki ns watched her stomach while she spoke. Quite
unconsci ously, she covered it with both hands, fingers spread, and bent
slightly forward to nake her skirt fall away from her thighs.

At his back stood the remmants of a stone wall with an arched openi ng,
a wi ndow that still held fragments of colored glass anid a twi sted
tracery of metal. One of the fragments seened to be part of a bearded
face. Al around themwas tangled brush and vine, as if the trail to a
small streamdid not pass *** just a few feet away. He had net her
there, while she was on her way to fetch water for Bella, and |l ed her
her e.

He had liked the thought of stealing stones to ransom babies, although
he had had to say, "W could never do it. W couldn't give the stones
back, could we? And as soon as they |earned that was so, no one woul d
ever give up a kid."

"They're not giving themup now "

"That's true." He paused as if thinking over the scheme and finally
shook his head. "lIs there anything el se?"

She told himall she knew of the planned trip in search of the
uni versity.

"What are they |looking for?" he asked when she was done.

"The secret of plunbing?"

"Maybe," she replied. Plunbing seemed a sinple thing, hardly nore
conplicated than gardening. Yet running water, for all that the pipes
it had once required jutted fromruins everywhere, was no nore than a
myth of ancient tines. People had forgotten nore than they were

willing to admit. "O electricity."

"dd know edge," he growl ed. "Forbidden know edge. O God woul d never
have destroyed a world that used it."

"The Webbs thi nk people destroyed the world."

He shook his head and nade a sweeping gesture. "The whole world?
They're foolish."

"They say there were nore people then."

"There couldn't possibly be enough. Only God can do such nighty
t hi ngs."

"They don't think so." |If they even thought there was a God. Brother
M chael did, of course, but his God was not much |ike the One
wor shi pped by the Haveners.

"W can't let them succeed."”



"They just want to rmake things better for thenmselves. They want nore
food, better protection against the weather, nore kids, healthier
kids."

"That doesn't matter." For a noment, he | ooked as stern as Delivered
of the Lord ever did when he preached.

"Why not?" How could he say that health and safety did not matter?

"I'f they succeed, they will never listen to us. To the nessage of
sal vation."

"Ah." He night even be right, though she thought they were not very
ready to listen even now, without all the inprovements in their | ot
they sought. The difference was nuch nore one of attitude.

"W have to stop them" said Ri ghteous Atkins determ nedly.
"I's there anything you can do?"
She shook her head.

"Then...." He shook his own head. There wasn't any point in spelling
out what was so obvious to both of them just in case soneone was
[ i stening.

#

The smal |l eyes hidden within the cracks between the stones did not
flicker at the words that sounded before them Ears did not twitch.

Legs did not even trenble, for there was no intelligence, only senses
and refl exes and a very sinple pattern of behavior

Voi ces drew these creatures--if that was what they were--as a gull's
cry could draw other gulls. Light repelled them so they stayed

hi dden. Damage and restraint and the sudden approach of |arge objects
made themfrantic to escape. Wen their nmenories were full, they felt
a powerful urge to find a certain hidden place.

They therefore remained still as long as the two humans remmi ned
nearby. But once they were gone, the creatures scurried over the
stones and under fallen | ogs and beneath the nost tangled briars.

Their small bodies gravitated to a single boul der and a burrow beneath
it and a chanber where there waited...

Anot her creature. Larger. A collector of data, organizing, w nnow ng
out redundancy, condensing, and finally reporting. It and its fell ows
had al ready sent on reports of a boat from across the sea, of nurders
and stolen children and smashed gravestones, of a stone taken away and
a cradle left inits stead, of m ssions deci ded and equi prent

pr epar ed.

Now it could confirmand warn. The tinme was near. Ohers were
interested and would surely try to interfere.

It gave the message to a long, thin nmessenger that now | eft chanmber and
burrow, clanbered up the side of the boul der, spread four gauzy w ngs,



and | eaped into the air.

Its destination was another place many miles away, where everythi ng had
once been known or was al ready known or woul d someday be known.

CHAPTER 10
"We cannot |et them succeed," said Consideration Wggin.

"They will unl eash heresies and denons. They will uncover secrets CGod
| ong ago deci ded were not for Man to know. They will...."

"Isn't he dear?" God's Prom se was paying no attention to him at
all.

She sat on the | owest step of the bleachers fromwhich the Haveners
three times each week heard Delivered of the Lord preach the Scriptures
and exhort his flock. Beyond his pulpit stretched Haven's dock, the
hi gh gol d-ti pped cross at its end.

A girl no older than Ruth | eaned agai nst one of the dock's |ong row of
bol | ards and stared toward the mainland shore. Her shoul ders sl unped,
speaki ng sadness and grief, but her w de eyes seened to glowwith a
suppressed vitality.

A few feet away, an ol der woman kept watch on the child.
Li ke God's Pronise, she was dressed in black

But CGod's Promi se was not watching woman or child, pulpit or cross,
dock or sea or nmainland beyond. She was not even watching Ruth, who
squatted a few feet away, arranging pebbles in the dirt and gl anci ng
fromtime to time at her nother and the man who was not her father yet
sat near her nother, |eaning toward her yet not touching, poised as if
he pressed agai nst a transparent wall

Ruth al so gl anced at the girl by the bollard. "What's her nanme?"

Consi derati on Wggin shook his head. "W don't know. She won't tel
us."

"Does she have a nmonmy?"

He shook his head again. He did not dare to say that the child's

nmot her had died in his arnms, her neck broken by his hands. O that her
father too was dead. He wi shed she were old enough for Applicant's
House and | essons in the beliefs of Haven, |essons that woul d take her
m nd off her losses. But...

Cod' s Promi se's pose was decorous, her eyes cast down, focused on her
| ap, where her baby sprawl ed. Her hands noved to keep his tiny fists
in the shadow of her wi nged hat and thus protected fromthe youvee.

"Isn't he dear? So new. So sweet. Del i vered of the Lord nanmed him
this nmorning."

"He's ny brother, Mmy."

"Yes, Ruth." Her hand hovered over her daughter's, ready to seize if
the child seemed about to pinch or poke an eye. But Ruth only petted



the infant's forehead, snoothing his downy hair, and then returned to
her pebbl es.

"Isn't he a dear?"
"Mmm?" Consideration Wggin knew the child s nanme already.

Everyone did. But if she could not listen to him well, he could
listen to her.

"End of Exile." Her voice cracked as if the words she spoke hurt her
mout h. "My husband said he will lead us in victory."

Ruth got to her feet and stepped onto the dock. She wal ked carefully,
softly, as if she did want to alarmthe other girl, but not so softly
that the other did not hear her com ng, glance at her, and turn away.

A tear showed on her cheek, but it glistened no nmore brightly than the
eye above it.

"What's your nane?"

Only silence answered her. That and a defensive hunch of the
shoul der.

"Want to be friends?" Ruth touched the hunched shoul der
It tw tched.
"I"'mRuth. That's my Monmy over there."

When the other girl |ooked quickly at God's Pronise, however, she burst
into tears and choked out, "I hate him"

Consi deration Wggin tried desperately not to think of why the nanel ess
girl hated him He was not proud of what he had done, and he was

i ntensely grateful when God's Promi se spoke again: "He said he will

achi eve the Kingdom and in his tine will Judgnent cone."

Did she sound the least bit skeptical ? He shook his head, and then he
said quite softly, "You don't think so."

The wonman he had | oved since they were both children, the wonan he
coul d never have because Delivered of the Lord had found her fertile,
she jerked up her head. Her eyes met his, and he was astoni shed to see
tears. "I dare not...."

Her voice was no nore than a whi sper now, and of course she was
ri ght.

Soneone m ght be close by but hidden, listening for disloyal or
heretical words. Now he whispered too: "Think otherwi se? There aren't
enough of us. There never will be. And the Whbbs are intent on

rebui l ding as much of the old world as they can. They seek know edge
and confort and security, not salvation.”

She | ooked back to the infant, touched its cheek, let its fingers curl
around her own.

Not quite to his surprise, he found that the wall between them did not



keep himfrom touching the baby's other hand. When it |ooked at him
and smled, he felt his heart turn over. He could barely hear God's
Prom se say, "They already have...."

"What ?" But he knew. They had no wall. No Delivered of the Lord.
Not hing to stand in young | overs' ways.

"It'"ll be okay, Polly." Somehow Ruth had | earned her name when no one
el se could do so. Now she was patting the other girl's shoul der, just
as adults did when they conforted children and each ot her

But nothing could stop the bright cold glare of hatred little Polly
sent his way.

Haven's wall again. It was not only what separated hinself and CGod's
Promise. It also called for soldiers who did not march onward in the
words of the hymm but stood guard and in its defense committed
horrors.

If he and God's Pronise had only grown up wi thout Delivered of the
Lord, if Delivered of the Lord and Haven did not exist, little Polly
woul d not hate him She would still have her nother and her father

And he and God's Promi se woul d have married | ong since. End of Exile
woul d be their own son. Ruth would be their daughter

They coul d touch.

He suppressed the thought. He had to, or surely he would go mad. He
al so resisted the alm ghty urge to | ook at her again, to put his hand
on hers and not the baby's--End of Exile!--to pull her into his arns,
to enfold her as if he had a right to call her his own, to call hinself
hers. It was far safer to center his attention on the baby, to | ook at
Ruth to be sure she was not wandering off any further than Polly's
side, to touch End of Exile's soft, soft cheek and watch the round head
turn, nouth open as if he expected to find a nipple there. |[If anyone
was wat chi ng, they would surely not think himguilty of coveting
Delivered of the Lord's wife, though that was always the sin at the
center of his heart. He was only admiring his |eader's child, that was
all, such an innocent thing really. Not treachery at all. Not

her esy.

For a nonent just |ong enough to quash the frightening thought, he
wondered if they really fool ed anyone at all.

"W have to stop them" he said. "Delivered of the Lord has already
decided. | amto take a dozen of our best. Righteous Atkins knows
their direction. W know where to neet them and destroy them Then we
will find this university ourselves and destroy it and all the denopns
it shelters.”

"Do you have to?"

"There isn't any choice.” He told hinself he really believed that.
"I'f we don't, we will never acconplish our-God' s--m ssion. End of
Exile will never |eave this island.”

She touched the infant's palmw th a fingertip. H s hand cl osed, tight



enough to whiten his fingernails. "He could flee.

W could flee.” Her words were al nost inaudible for fear of being
over heard.
For a nonent, Consideration Wggin was tenpted. "He's too small."

She nodded. A tear fell fromthe tip of her nose and | anded on the
infant's forehead. He blinked and rolled his head fromside to side
and let go her finger to wipe awkwardly at the spot.

Consi deration Wggin's heart ached and his chest felt full and his
throat closed off.

At the same tinme, he felt relieved. What would he have said if she had
refused to accept his judgnent that End of Exile was too small for
flight? What could he have sai d?

That though he | oved God's Prom se, he could not abandon Delivered of
the Lord? That he had to stay and continue the fight to nake the world
a righteous place, to replenish the Earth with a holy people, to
prepare the way for the Resurrection and the Judgment and the d ory?

That if she sonehow found a way to flee alone with her children, he
woul d have to hunt her down and bring her back to Haven?

How coul d he say such things?
How coul d he betray God's Promise if he truly | oved her?

How coul d he survive the tearing of his heart between the two loyalties
that had always ruled his life?

He t hought of Abraham torn between | ove and duty, aching as he
prepared to sacrifice his son. But there was no one to relieve him of
hi s dil emmma.

He | ooked once nore at Polly. The child whose not her he had
nmur der ed.

Nor of his guilt.
CHAPTER 11

When Brot her M chael energed fromhis corner of the goat shed, Felix's
Pa was still where he had coll apsed the night before. He lay half
beneath the roof of the col onnade that surrounded the stones, his

hat| ess head pillowed on an el bow, his neck exposed to whatever sun

m ght strike him H's scalp was spotted pink and gray and brown. The
tumor on his neck was plainly visible. M chael w shed Brother I|Isaac
Kretzmer was here as well. He was the one who wi el ded t he scal pe
whenever a Brother failed in his prayers and God lifted his hand enough
to let the youvee strike.

H s Brothers nust be wondering if he had | earned what he set out to
learn, if he had fallen prey to whoever lay behind the sails, if he
still lived. He had learned all he needed, of course. These people,

wi th whom he now | ingered, had been eager to share what they knew. And
still he lingered, while the days passed quickly. Wwy? Ws it the
pul | of the university they sought? O know edge |ike that the nonks



sheltered within their treasure chests, but in vastly greater
guantity?

He envied themtheir stones and prayed that he would find a way to
fetch one back with him

O was it Trudy, who now avoi ded himbut would be on this expedition?

It hardly mattered, did it? Either way, he was going. He could not
turn his back upon their quest. And he would not return to his
Brothers until he first returned here.

#

"Line "emup!" cried Geat-Gandpa. H s voice seemed to echo, for
there were two of himnow and they were not speaking quite
si mul t aneousl y.

"Shut up, you goddam bl ockhead," nmuttered Pa. Hi s eyes were screwed
shut; he could not see that there were now four stones beneath the
col onnade. The fourth bore on its face an engraving of a cat, curled
up, sleeping. "lI've got a headache.™

"Shoul d sl eep indoors,"” said Luanna.

"I'f you didn't guzzle so much 'jack.." added the G eat G andpas. This
time the match of voices was |ess precise. Were one said "'jack," the
other said "'shine." They were already becom ng separate personalities

with a conmon nenory.

Fel i x di sconnected the Hudson cabl e through which he had just copied
his ancestor. He passed it gently to Luanna, who put it in the |eather
sac Brother M chael was hol di ng open beside her. There were three

ot her cables of the same kind already in the sac, and the four were al
there were. They had found them at the hospital library. Somneday,

per haps, they would find nore, but for now they could not afford to
damage or | ose even one.

"Roll "emout!"
Pa nade a sound of agony and staggered to his feet.

Luanna tied the sac with a thong and set it on top of the stone.

"Alnost tinme." Felix grinned when he saw t he expression on the nonk's
face. The man knew what a hangover was. "Want a drink before we

go?"

M chael shook his head. "It's been a long time." |Indeed, his |ast

hangover had hel ped convince himto join the other nonks in their abbey
and put booze as well as women behind him So why had he joined so
thoroughly in the farewell party the night before?

Trudy was | ooking at him Before he quite knew what he was doi ng, he
was squatting, wapping his arns around the cat-stone, and lifting,
trying to make the strain | ook effortless. He stood, feeling his
expression color with surprise at the way he was showing off, and for a
woman at that.

But no one seened to notice that he was doi ng anything unusual. Trudy



| ooked away, and Felix said, "Right up front."
M chael obeyed, nmaking the new trundle lurch on its six wheels.

It stood in the center of the Webb fam ly's conpound, finished, its
canopy tilted toward the norning sun

"Hitch up the mules! Snap the whip!"
"You wat ched too many ol d novies when you were alive," said Maddoc.
"This isn't any nule train."

"I't"ll do until sonmething better comes along," said the G eat-Gandpa
still under the colonnade. "Wich | don't think will happen. Haven't
seen anything bigger than a goat in a long, long time. No horses, no
donkeys, no mules. No cows either."

The door to Pa's house slamred and Uncle Alva came up to the new
trundle. A nonent later, it opened and closed nore quietly as Hussey
emer ged.

"What's a novi e?" asked Alva.
"Tell you later," said Maddoc.

Uncl e Alva grunted and continued checking the canopy, the batteries
beneath the trundle's flat bed, the electric notor that would turn its
wheels. He tugged at wires and bolts. He |eaned the heel of his hand
against the tires that had been sal vaged fromthe trunks of ancient
cars. Two spares were fastened to the trundle's rear. Finally, he
said, "She's ready."

"Have we got everything?" asked Felix. He |eaned over the side of the
trundl e, checking the half-dozen enpty stones |ined up behind the copy
of his ancestor. Beside Great-Gandpa lay a pair of long knives or
small swords. As he tested their edges with his thunb one last tine,
Trudy added anot her sack of provisions. Luanna brought a bundl e of
arrows. Bella held a covered pot.

Fel i x straightened and | ooked at themeach in turn. Then he said to
his wife, "You're not going. Not this tine."

She bristled and turned toward Karyn, who was hol ding onto both Leo and
Too-too to keep themout fromunderfoot. Marjy was sitting quietly on
a rock. Karyn nodded and said, "I can handle the kids."

"I'"ll help," said Bella. Al their words sounded rehearsed, as if they
had had this discussion before, though not in public.

He shook his head. Then he noticed Bella's pot. "What's that?"
"Stew. You can hot it up for supper.”

He nodded and shoved a box of replacenent cells for the canopy aside to
make room

"Why not?" asked Luanna. "Because |I'm a woman?"

"I don't want to risk you."



"What's the risk?" asked Trudy. "You haven't objected to nme going."
"That's...." Different, Mchael thought he wanted to say.

But the only difference was that Luanna was Felix's own. Trudy was
practically a stranger, and he did not feel that |osing her-or the baby
she carried--would hurt himas nmuch as | osing Luanna or Karyn, Leo or
Too-t 00.

But Felix did not say it. Losing her would certainly hurt Karyn and
Bella and Mriam Just as |osing Trudy would hurt M chael

Both nmen sighed as Felix nuttered, "Ckay."
"Line "emup," cried the Great-Gandpa on the trundl e once nore. "Al
ashore who's going' ashore, and let's get this boat sailin'. Al

abooo-aard!"

"Where're those cabl es?" Felix grabbed the sac fromthe top of the
stone and tucked it safely anong the rest of the cargo.

"We'll need themlater."” |If the expedition really found the
university, and the university's library were still functioning, the
cabl es woul d be essential to downl oadi ng databases into the hal f-dozen
enpty stones on the trundle. It would be GreatG andpa's job to direct

t he downl oads.
"Where's Ox?"

"Right here." Felix's cousin was pushing a wheel barrow full of
firewood.

"l can do that," said Bella.

Ox parked the barrow beside the door to the house and said not hing.

"' Course you can. But now you won't have to, at least till you' ve gone
t hrough this I oad."

"You will," said Felix. They would surely be gone |ong enough for her
to need at l[east two nore | oads.

"We're ready," said Luanna.

"Good |l uck," said Hussey.
"Good luck yourself,"” said Felix. As soon as the sun was a little

hi gher, the other would visit the Dinkins place to see if the copy of
Great - G andpa they had hi dden near the cradl e had seen anything. So
far, it hadn't.

Luanna shifted fromone foot to the other. Ox and M chael and Trudy
were poi sed beside the trundle, ready to | eave. Felix grasped the
trundle's tiller bar and flipped a switch on the sinple contro
panel .

The notor hunmed. The six wheels began to turn.

The children yelled and waved. The other adults sinply waved.



They were on their way.

Brot her M chael w shed he knew--just as he knew the others w shed they
knew as well --what they would find. O that they would find anythi ng
at all.

#

The nonk touched his rosary with one hand and his staff with the other
when he recogni zed the trail they followed. He |ooked for footprints
he m ght have made when he had come down it fromthe ruins that once
had been Fort Knox. But weeks of rain had washed them away, | eaving
only diminpressions that nmight or nmight not have been his own.

Fresher were the slots cut by narrow wheels, smaller prints, the tracks
left by coons and skunks, mce and birds. One broad expanse of silt
even bore the brush nmarks of an ow's wi ngs, where it had seized sone
hapl ess nouse or vol e.

The weat hered pavenent that still underlay the trail had once been
broad, smooth, uninterrupted. Now there was only the narrow strip of
exposed asphalt and silt, nbss and |lichen and occasi onal patches of
grass. To either side grew brush and small trees; the edge of the
pavermrent showed as a sudden jump in height of the trees, though they
remai ned stunted here just as they did al nost everywhere el se. There
was al so the shallow remant of a ditch in which rested a few toppled
cars, their netal rusted, their plastic youvee-clouded and cracked.

Once those cars had rolled the length of this road and many ot hers,
carrying hordes of people to and fro. Now the hordes were gone, the
worl d that had supported them poi soned by their excesses. Their
vehi cl es remai ned, crouched on their wheels, tunbled in the ditch
nuzzling each other's crunpled flanks as if seeking their nother's
mlk, or confort after |ong abandonnent.

The land rolled around them hills and holl ows, rocky knobs, up-thrust
chi mey stubs and broken walls. Black crows and ravens perched and
flew Gay pigeons wheeled in the air. Qlls soared and cried. To
the right, breaks in the trees et themglinpse fromtine to tine the
glitter of Penobscot Bay, golden under the dust-yell owed sky. Once
they saw a pair of sails, paralleling their course, drawing even with
them pulling ahead. The hulls beneath the canvas were not |arge, not
much nore than fishing boats, but that was | arge enough to carry a

| arger force than their own.

"Haveners?" asked Brother M chael

"l don't know who else it could be," said Felix.

"They want the ocean for their own," said Trudy. "I've heard them
talking. |If they find an old boat, or a new one soneone's made, they
either smash it or take it."

M chael hoped his Brothers were keeping The Geen Isle safely hidden

He had thought them safe enough because they had no wonen or children
to draw the Haveners' raids. Now, in a sudden rush of cold down his
spi ne, he knew better. |If these mlitant crusaders found the

cockl eshel |l that had cone all the long, Iong way fromlrel and, they



woul d maroon the nonks on their island.
Bot h sails buckled and shrank as they |ost the w nd.

"They' ve seen us," said Luanna. "Trudy and ne. They're going to cone
and get us now. "

"They couldn't possibly.” O's tone was unruffled.
"They're too far off, and we don't have a sail to catch the eye."

"We've got the trundle." Luanna patted its side, and indeed it was
| arge enough with its canopy to be seen from a distance.

"Bi nocul ars," said Great-Gandpa' s copy, sounding precisely like the
original. "O a telescope. They could be counting the hairs in your
nose. "

Brot her M chael wasn't sure he believed that, but he said nothing.
Felix snorted and started the trundl e noving again.

They passed behind a tangled grove of apple trees, their fruit yell ow
even against their heat-yell owed foliage. Wen they could see the

wat er again, the sails were once nore full, though they seened small er
and they were no | onger draw ng ahead.

"They saw us," said Brother Mchael. He clutched his staff tighter in
his hand and was pleased to find that his pal mwas not slippery. Not
that he could do anything to fight off a foe at this distance, not al
by hinself. Al he had was a stick, after all. "They're follow ng."

H gh ground let them see the coastline curving to the left where the
sea net the river ahead of them But before their trail came to any
shore, they struggled over the ruins of a fallen overpass and left the
path Brother M chael already knew.

Their new road clinbed a hill fromwhich they had their last sight of
the water. Just before they |ost sight of the Haveners who had been
paci ng them they saw the sails snap full against the w nd.

"Hurry," said Brother Mchael. "They'll take the river and try to get
ahead of us." To hinself, he nmuttered an Qur Father and a Hail Mary
even though he doubted they could help even if he said themin Latin or
Greek. Not that he knew either tongue beyond their names and a
smattering of phrases. Pater noster

Ave Maria. Ego te absolvo. That was Latin, wasn't it?

But the trundle's speed was limted, and they had al ready drai ned
enough of the batteries' power to slowit further. They |eaned agai nst
its flanks and back, lending it their own rmuscles until they topped
each hill. On flatter ground and downsl opes, they trotted, stil
pushing. An hour later they could see the river

"They're not here," panted Luanna.

"Not yet," said Great-Gandpa. "O they're ahead, waiting for you
around the bend."



Once the road had run on the flat between a cliff-steep hill and the
river. But the sea had risen and pushed the river back in its nmouth to
cover the paverment with nmud and water. Were the road rose enough to
be exposed, it was shattered, eroded, inpassable. They had to
backtrack, straining to push the trundle up the hill, and take an

al nost conpletely overgrown inland path past ranks of ruined houses and
other buildings. Wen it finally descended fromthe higher ground, it
too ran beside the water

"Be glad it's not high tide," said Brother Mchael. Water |apped only
i nches bel ow the edge of the road, and the | owest spots were puddl es.

"Mud! " Luanna shook a foot disgustedly.

"It's not deep." Mchael prodded with his staff. |In nost places there
was no nore than an inch of nuck.

"Where are those ships?" asked Felix.
"Ahead of us," said the stone.
"Waiting for us to get mred."

But the nud was never deep enough to cover their shoes past their
ankles. It did not stop them and when the ground rose enough to be
dry, the ships still had not appeared.

They came to a bridge, its concrete deck intact enough to let the
trundl e pass to face another hill. Felix |eaned over the contro
panel. "The batteries are down. W'I|Il have to stop soon."

"We' || be here half the day tonmorrow," said Ox.

"Longer if the sun don't shine."

"One nore hill," said Luanna. "I don't want to be near the water."
The hilltop was a plateau, the road clear for a mle ahead before it

di pped once nore out of sight. To either side was a field of branbles
and brush through which poked the heads of gravestones, row upon row,
every one of themtopped with the telltale glitter of solar cells.

Sonetimes, Brother M chael thought, the entire world seened to have
become a cenmetery. Once it had been crowded with humanity. Now there
was nothing left but ruins and gravestones and a few stubborn soul s who
clung to life despite every sign that the world was done with them

Per haps they sinply had not yet found their own graves. O perhaps,
like the Webbs, they dreanmed of reversing the decline, of raising the
world fromits ashes.

"Visitors!" soneone cried, and M chael junped. He was still not used
to being accosted by tal king stones.

"Burglars?" asked a guttural, hopeful voice.
"It's getting dark, so stop right there."

"Just what we're planning," said Felix.



"No, over here. There's noss and a bench, though you'll have to clear
away the wild roses. Thorny things, |I recall.

Doesn't bother ne now, of course."

"I'f I'd knowmn you were coming, |'d have baked a cake. |If I still had a
kitchen."

"Gravy," said the guttural voice. "Want gravy. Want bone.
Wwant chase cat, catch ball...."

"Shut up, Shep."

"Or arms, Maudy. You couldn't boil water wi thout hands to turn the
stove on and turn the tap and lift the kettle."

"The thought's there, Jill. That's what counts.”
"Over here," said a nore masculine voice. "By the mausol eum A stone

wal I for your back, and a clear view of your enemies. Did | say | used
to be a general? | was, you know

Good at it, too. | nean, | died in bed. O so they told ne when they
set nme here. | don't renmenber, since | recorded years before...."
"Shut up, Ralph." Brother Mchael could read the name on the stone:
Raf ael Marzano. "They don't have enemes."

"Didn't you see them | ooki ng behind? O course they do."

Great- G andpa | aughed. "Sounds just |ike hone."

#

Many of the stones had turned to chatting with each other.

More had fallen silent. The remaining few had fallen silent when Felix
said, "We need guards,” and then cried out, "You do have enem es! Wo
are they?"

The | ate general had been nmore to the point: "Were are they now?

VWhere will they cone fron®"

"On the river," had said Geat-Gandpa. "But they know we know that.

They' Il circle 'round, and...."
But not hi ng had happened. It was as if the Haveners had not been
shadowi ng them after all, had not surged ahead to | ay an anbush, had

had something el se on their mnds all along. The |andscape had
continued to drowse beneath clear yell ow skies.

The sun had poured youvee and heat upon the cenetery and their canp
even as it sank to the horizon and below. N ght fell, and the only
sounds that broke the silence were those of night birds and crickets,
the only odors those of soured soil and struggling vegetation

The travelers relaxed a little. Luanna set her bow aside, though she



kept an arrow |l aid across wood and string, and nore arrows close at
hand. Brother M chael kept his staff within reach. Felix and Ox
tended | ong pol es, keeping their ends in the fire, burning, ready for
use as torches. Their own bows lay on the trundle, unstrung. Luanna
was so much better with the weapon than either of themthat they
generally left it to her

Trudy rose to her feet beside the canpfire.

"Where are you goi ng?" asked Feli x.

She grinmaced. "I need a bush."”

Luanna gat hered herself. "I'Il go with you."

She shook her head. "Uh-uh. There's no one out there.”

"I"'mnoddi ng," said Geat-Gandpa. "Those stones would say."

"Well, then." She turned her back on the fire. A nonent |ater she was
past the fringes of the cenetery and | ooki ng back, her feet wet with
dew, a line of Revelations comng to her mind: "I know thy works, that

thou hast a nane that thou livest, and art dead. Be watchful, and
strengthen the things which remain, that are ready to die: for | have
not found thy works perfect before God."

Why did she think of that? No nystery, really. The context was not
Delivered of the Lord's, but here was a cenetery, a last echo of a
worl d God indeed had found inmperfect. The Haveners woul d not argue
with that. Guards had been posted, too, watching for enenies, and they
hoped for the strength to survive the night and an attack that m ght
never cone.

John wote Revelations, didn't he? The line cane fromhis nmessage to
the church in Sardis. And she had so much of scripture driven into her
head whil e she was on Haven that the next |ine came quite unbidden to
her m nd: "Renmenber therefore how thou has received and heard, and hold

fast, and repent. |If therefore thou shalt not watch, | wll cone on
thee as a thief, and thou shalt not know what hour | will cone upon
thee. ™

"Trudy!"

"Don't look!" She could feel herself turning red with enbarrassnent at

bei ng caught as she was, her skirt high around her waist, so startled
by the hissing voice that her shoes were now even wetter than the dew
had nade them

" Shh!™

"You are here!" She could say it now, she could realize who they

wer e- - Consi derati on Wggin, G vethanks Hagedorn, Wrthy Ferlig, David
Cantor, nmore. Despite the dark, she could see clubs and knives in

t hei r hands.

"They're here!" <cried a stone behind her. She had not been quiet, and
her voi ce had been heard. "They have her! They're comn' for to carry
you of f!  Fear! Fire! Foe!"

Anot her stone let cry a noise of horns and bells. Another blared a



bugl e call.

G vet hanks Hagedorn roughly pushed her aside. As she tunmbled in a
brambl e clunp, she heard soneone snap, "Stay here!"

The Haveners rushed past her
#

The stones' warnings gave themjust tine enough. Brother M chael

| eaped to his feet, his staff in his hands. Luanna seized her bow,
nocked an arrow, and let it fly even before she stood up. 1In the
dar kness that had swal |l owed Trudy, soneone yell ed.

Felix and Ox yanked their torches fromthe fire and waved themin the
air while they leaped to the trundle for their knives. Wen the
Haveners appeared, they were ready, and not one of the four felt that
their foes' greater nunbers gave them any real advantage.

The Haveners had no Luanna, whose bow | aunched arrow after arrow.  Nor
had they a Brother M chael, whose staff slanmed arms and | egs and
skulls with great inpartiality. Nor did they have the torches, from
whi ch they flinched despite their every intention of slaughter.

Yet the fight was hardly one-sided. The Wbbs had an advant age, but
the last thing Brother M chael saw before sonething hard sl anmed
agai nst the side of his head was a club spinning through the air to
strike Felix's armand force himto drop both his torch and his

swor d.

He coul d not have been unconscious |ong, for the next sound he heard
was a frustrated grow. "Let's go," said a voice that was no Wbb's,
and then canme enough rattling of brush to convince himthat half their
attackers had to be helped to their feet before they could retreat.

As the Haveners' sounds vani shed in the darkness, Ox cried exultantly,
"W beat them "

M chael opened his eyes. His head hurt. A dense mass of |eaves

overhung his face and bl ocked the dimlight of the night sky. More
| eaves surrounded himon all sides. He tried to nmove, but his body
woul d not obey his will. Nor would his voice. Al he could do was
pray in silence and inmagine his fingers on the beads of his rosary.

"Where's Trudy?" asked Luanna.

"l didn't see her,"
fight."

said Felix. "She disappeared just before the

"Did she lead themto us?"

"No," Brother Mchael tried to say. She could not be a traitor
"I hope not," said Felix. "But she's gone now. Maybe they caught her
and took her back."

No. No. Sonething sharp twisted in his breast, and he wi shed, oh how
he wi shed, he could stand and turn his body to | ook toward the river
and the sea where she nust have gone.



"Your el bow?" Luanna sounded worried. "You're rubbing it."

"Just a bruise. Were's M chael ?"

Ri ght here, said the nmonk. Practically under your feet.

"CGone," said Ox. "They took himtoo. O he's dead."

"The trundle!" cried Felix.

"It's okay."

"No, Ox! They smashed it. The canopy...."

Yes. M chael had seen them crashing their clubs against the fragile
solar cells. He wished he could see it now, and the others | eaning
over it. But all he could do was pray.

"It's not going anywhere, is it?" asked Luanna.

"Not unl ess we push.™”

"Ch, shit," Felix swore

"What now?"

"Great-G andpa hasn't been saying nuch."

"I see.”

"They smashed himtoo. And the other stones.”

Brot her M chael could imagi ne the weckage, the expressions on the
others' faces, the despair they felt. Their quest was dooned before it
had hardly begun. There was no way they could continue, and if they
could there was no way they could acconplish what they hoped at the
end. And he could not nove to help.

O could he? Was that a trenor in his neck? Could he nake his finger
twitch? O was he only fooling hinmself? H's voice was useless. His
body refused to obey his will. He could not call out, not hel p push
the trundle hone. He would remain here forever unless soneone stunbl ed
over him

Soon he would be no nore than Great-G andpa. A scatter of bones. A
silenced voice. Not even as nuch. At |east the stone could stil

tal k.

Who woul d mourn himas Felix had to be mourning his ancestor? H's only

ancestor, now that his Mo was dead and as soon as his Pa finished his
surrender to the grave.

"You still have Uncle Alva," he heard Ox say.
"You know he isn't any uncle."
"No other stones?" asked Luanna.

Felix said, "Not with the Webb nanme, not M's Robinson. | never found
one; they never mentioned any. Geat-Gandpa never did either." He



sounded astoni shed at the di scovery of how alone a man could be in the
wor | d.

"Here are the cables,"” said Felix, relief in his tone. "They didn't
hurt those."

"Then you can make another copy," said Ox, and Brother M chael would
have | ooked astonished if he could twitch. O course they could. O
they should. He was--had been--too new an arrival to the Wbb
community to understand all the difficulties that might exist. Yet
surely, he thought, it would be rmuch harder to replace Trudy | nger

There was a nonent's hesitation before the relief crept into Felix's

voice. "O course | can," he said at last. "And Uncle Alva can build
anot her canopy. But we'll have to go back, get more stones, start al
over."

"Qught to take ne with you," said the stone that held the m nd of
Ceneral Rafael Marzano. "You were lucky. Could use a few lessons in
basic tactics. So could they, of course. You need nore nmen, a few
m nes, a tank or two. Nothing could stop you then."

"What are mines?" asked Luanna. Wen General Marzano expl ai ned, she
added, "We haven't got any of those."

"I could still help. Ever heard of tiger traps and punji sticks?" He
expl ai ned those too, but Luanna made a di sgusted noise. So did Felix
and Ox.

"We couldn't do that," said Felix. "Could we?"
"Wait till norning?"

"We have to, Luanna."

"We can lighten the | oad now, though."

The fragments of the stones went, of course, a few of themnarrowy
m ssing Brother M chael where he |lay ampbng the bushes.

So did the remains of the canopy.
"Still heavy," said Ox. "The trip honme's going to be a struggle.
#

This cemetery, like so many other places in this part of the world, had
its corps of secret watchers. As elsewhere, they hid in the tangled
grass stens around the bases of bushes, in the dense brushes of twigs,
wi tches' broons, that a virus induced in fir trees, under stones, in
burrows. Some perched on the linbs of trees, to every eye quite

i ndi stingui shable from sparrows, crows, pigeons, or gulls. None
hovered on the air.

Nor did any energe fromtheir hiding places, even when the Wbbs had
left. Instead, they watched, perhaps ready to strengthen those things
of the past that yet renmained, and listened to the chatter of the
stones around them and the grunbling of General Rafael Marzano:
"Haven't seen folks like that for a long, long tine."



"Want gravy."

"I may not have arns, but |I'mnot al one, you know "
"Shut up, Mudy."

"Haven't seen any folks for a long, long tine."
"Want bone. "

"Not many |eft, eh?"

"Burglar? Mil man?"

"Where d'you think they're going?"

"They nentioned the university."

"Can't be nmuch up there.”

"Gang of old-fart intellectuals. Airy-fairy boneheads. No idea of the
real world."

" CGoddam r edneck. "

"Wirking man! | know what's what."

"Didn't help you nmuch back when."

"Nor them either."

"Who were the bandits?"

"No idea."

"They need a nilitary man," said the General.
"They did well enough, Ralph."

"But the eneny got away. |If they'd listened to ne, they wouldn't
have."

"You don't even know which side's the good guys."

"Doesn't make a bit of difference. |'ve worked for everybody. Mney's
nmoney. "

"Goddam mercenary," said the voice that had cursed rednecks a mnute
earlier.

Wrthy Ferlig grinned when he heard that. They were stones arrayed
before him gravestones, bickering away |ike a classroomfull of
children. The work of prideful Satan, fit only for destruction.

Yet perhaps destruction could wait a little while, at least for the
General .

He stood up anong the bushes that had concealed him The stones fell
silent. Hands on his hips, he surveyed them "Wich one's the
General ?"



A hesitant voice guided him "Three stones strai ght ahead, four to your
right."

He put his fingers to his mouth and whistled. Wen G vethanks Hagedorn
appeared, he said, "W're taking that one."

"Can | smash a few?" Hagedorn was hefting his hamer in his hand. He
seemed eager.

"Later. Gve nme that." A light tap cracked the nortar that held
CGeneral Marzano to his base.

CHAPTER 12

Not far from Delivered of the Lord' s own house, yet far enough that the
cries of prisoners need not disturb his peace of mnd, was an encl osure
shaped of rough stone pillars too massive for any single man or wonan
to budge. There were gaps between the stones, but none were w de
enough for a prisoner to slip between. The only exception was the
entrance, which was bl ocked by a gate of rough-hewn planks. Both the
stones and the gate were too high to clinb, and the posts that
supported the gate bore iron brackets for a heavy bar. The bar itself
now | eaned agai nst the gate and held it open

Inside the enclosure was a small hut, its roof thatched thick enough
with salt-marsh hay to offer shelter fromthe sun's deadly youvee or
the rain pronised by the thunderheads buil ding overhead, its walls
hardly proof at all against wind or cold.

Qutside the gate, a simlar hut offered shelter to guards when they
wer e there.

The guardpost now held only a bl anket spread upon its shadowed fl oor
and a baby, End of Exile, sleeping. Qutside it, God's Prom se sat on a
| ow stool and watched Ruth building walls of pebbles to surround
iridescent beetles. When a beetle refused to stay within the bounds
she set, the child pouted, used a twig to push the beetle back, and
built the walls a little higher.

The nother snmiled. Fromtime to time she adjusted her daughter's
hat .

The only voice was Delivered of the Lord's, echoing within the ring of
stones: "There are no big battalions any nore. God is on the side of
H s chosen people.”

"Ha," said the quiet voice of the stone that claimed to hold the m nd
of CGeneral Rafael Marzano. "And every people that has ever been has
said it is the chosen people.”

"I know." There was the sound of a hand sl apping the cover of a book
the black Bible Delivered of the Lord never let get far out of reach

"He has spoken to ne."
"That's what they all say."

"Satan! Denon! You speak even though worns ate you | ong ago!"



"They' ||l eat you too."

"No! | believe in the Resurrection and the Aory! | will be lifted
into Heaven, and | will sit upon the right hand of God."

"Just like Jesus, eh? You won't take the |eft hand?"

"Bl asphener! "

"But |'myour blasphener, if you'll have ne."

"I should pound you into rubble now "

"Then you'll never lick the Wbbs."

God's Promise marveled at the silence that fell within the enclosure.

Once he had a tirade going, Delivered of the Lord rarely paused before
exhaustion clained him Yet, to be honest, this tirade did sound |ess
i ke genuine rage than a ploy, a tactic designed to sway the stone to
Haven's side.

Rut h, her daughter and Delivered of the Lord's, was beating a beetle
with a grass stem even as she shook one finger of her other hand and
nmout hed a stern lecture about the folly of defying the authority God
had set above it.

End of Exile uttered a single brief cry and rolled over on the
bl anket .

God's Promise bent to check his diaper. He was dry.

"God still hel ps those who help thensel ves," said the stone when it was
finally clear that Delivered of the Lord would not ask, "What do you
mean?"

"We understand that." And yes, thought God's Promise. That was why
Haveners did their best to keep a nonopoly on boats and stol e wonen and
chil dren wherever they found them

"Not well enough," said the stone. "Your boys wouldn't have had to
retreat if they'd had me to teach thema bit about mlitary
organi zation and tactics."

Delivered of the Lord ignored the boom of thunder. "That's what Wbrthy
Ferlig said."

"Smart fellow. He'll catch on fast when | start telling your boys how
to win. They charged in like a bunch of savages.

Yahoos!" The general's tone was contenptuous. "They need discipline,
chain of command. The group is always nore effective than the
i ndi vi dual . "

Was that true? God's Promise asked herself. It made sense, and both
t he Haveners and the Webbs gai ned strength fromtheir groups. Yet
shoul dn't any struggl e between groups be settled by the rightness of
their ideas, their beliefs? The General seened to be saying that the
wi nner rust be determ ned by organization, by strength. She shook her
head and grabbed for End of Exile's blanket as a gust of wind lifted



its corner. He was right, of course

"I can tell you how to nake swords, too. Used to be a hobby of
m ne. "

"W al ready know how to do that."
"Those toot hpi cks? Hah! | nean blades as | ong as your arm

Foil s and sabers. Cutlasses and broadswords. G ve you some reach when
you' re up agai nst someone with an itty bitty dagger

Though bows woul d be even better."

"We know about those."

"Then why don't you use 'enf"

"We've never fought this kind of battle before."

"Just raided farms, eh? G abbed the wonen and kids and ran away. But
you still rust use themfor hunting deer.”

Once nore, Delivered of the Lord was silent, while God' s Promi se

| aughed to herself. Deer? No one had seen such a beast in
generations. It was as extinct as lions and unicorns, known to exi st
only because Scripture nentioned it.

The first drops of rain struck the ground and God's Promi se's skin and
gown, but she dared not run for shelter yet.

Her husband was energing fromthe encl osure, nodding at her, barring
the gate behind him He was an inposing nman, his beard and the | ong
gray hair that escaped his fishskin helnet a flanboyant frame for his
hi gh forehead, his mouth a stern, stern line, his right hand cl utching
his Bible so tightly that his knuckles were white.

She bowed her head, awaiting his command. But he said nothing, neither
to adnoni sh her idleness nor to urge her indoors. He knew that she was
not idle, that her job was precisely what she was doing, tending his
children, and he trusted her to shelter themfromthe stormin tine.

She wat ched himgo and wi shed desperately that the children were not
hi s.

"Where'd you cone fron?" asked the voice of the stone general

"Between," said Ruth's piping voice, and God's Pronise jerked,

startled. Where was her daughter? The beetle pen was abandoned, a
pair of beetles circling within it, a third clanmbering over the wall on
its way to freedom End of Exile still lay on his blanket, protected
by the guardpost fromthe shower that was already only scattered

dr ops.

Hs little arnms and legs jerked as if he dreamed of running. Ruth was
nowhere in sight.

"Did you understand what | was telling the preacher?"

The stool toppled as she stood and spun toward the gate.



But she could not see through the planks. A few hasty steps to the
side, and there was a gap between two of the standing stones, and no,
it was far too narrow for even a child as young and slender as little
Ruth to pass. But there she was, inside the enclosure, staring at
Ceneral Rafael Marzano, a finger against her upper lip as if she were
about to pick her nose.

A few feet past the other side of the enclosure, Polly was running to
join her only friend on Haven, slipping between the stones, stopping
just before any other child m ght have spread her arms for a hug.

Among the trees on the hillside, a voice called, "Po-o0-I-1-1-y!I'"

Pol | y hunched her head at the sound, and silent tears began to pour
down her cheeks. God's Promise's heart ached for her, for the di ming
of her once-bright eyes, for the suppression of the energy that stil
qui vered beneath her skin and only occasionally | eaked out.

"You didn't, of course," said the stone. "You just got here." Wen
both children ignored him he said, "Does either of you know what

di sci pline is?"

"They're young for that," said God's Pronmise. Didn't the stone have
any kindness left in whatever remained of its soul?

Any sense of or consideration for another's pain? Then, as gently as
she coul d, "Cone here, Ruth. Someone's calling you, Polly. W don't
belong in there."

"You're not too young," said the stone, while little Ruth glanced at
her mother and refused to budge. "Do you know what discipline is?"

Polly stared at God's Promise. "I want ny nomy. And ny daddy. |
want to go home."

Now Rut h wrapped her arnms around the other child, as if they could
nmerge to formsone heroic individual no one could drag between the
stones or out the gate, no one could force to do anything they did not
agree to, nor could deprive of nothers or fathers or hones. It was
nore than clear that they both refused to budge.

God's Promise had to smile, even though she could feel Polly's pain
alnmost as if it were her own, even though she yearned just as
desperately to escape Haven and its strictures.

The stone general |aughed. Then it said, "I was talking to you,
| ady.

You're the preacher's wife, right? Do you know what discipline is?"

As rai ndrops began once nore to spot the soil, God' s Prom se sighed.
"Far too well. Cone, Ruth. It's raining."

The stone | aughed again. "They already know the basics, you know. The
group is stronger than the individual. But the nenbers of an arny or a
society can't just cling together. They need to be harnessed,

organi zed, taught to follow orders w thout asking questions. |It's the

only way. |'mnot sure your husband understands that."



"Polly!"™ The woman whose job it was to care for Haven's |l atest recruit
was now cl ose enough not to shout. Rain marked the fabric of her gown,
bl ack spots on bl ack

"Ruth! Ruthie!" Thunder rolled overhead. At last the children
separated. Polly sniffed and wi ped her nose on her sleeve. Ruth
pushed her friend toward a gap between stones, one perhaps a little
wi der than the rest. Then she followed. Her nother never called her
Rut hi e unl ess she was getting nmad.

#

CGod's Promise lay awake in her room listening to the rain drunmm ng on
the roof. End of Exile's crib was beside her bed, Ruth's pallet across
the room Delivered of the Lord had a roomof his own on the east side
of the house, flanked by two chambers occupi ed by her husband's newest
brides. Her side, the west, belonged to those of his w ves who had
proved their fertility.

Her children would stay with her until they went to the school

He woul d sunmon her again. He always did, once a wife's |atest babe
was weaned. But--she |ooked toward End of Exile and could just make
out his little face, dark against the sheet--that time was nonths
away.

"Di scipline,”
guesti ons.

the stone had said. It neant obeying w thout asking

Why was that inportant? Wasn't obedi ence the point, even if one was
not happy? Even if one questioned?

D d she question? No. She conplained, but only to herself.

She wi shed her life were different, that she Iived with Consideration
Wggin, that Ruth and End of Exile were his children, not Delivered of
the Lord's. But she did not question her husband's right to rule her
life.

What woul d happen if she did? Such a strange thought! It made the
world seemto trenble beneath her, her breath catch in her throat, her
heart beat harder.

If she could question such a basic underpinning of her world, why...

She had never even thought of doing so. It had been unthinkable. But
now a dead man had gi ven the unthinkable a nane. She could think it.

She coul d ask herself: If she could question those things she had
al ways known were basic truths, things she had taken as much for
granted as the air she breathed, then...

Then she coul d answer the question, couldn't she? She could say,
"Yes," or "No."

And her world coul d change.

She saw that though Delivered of the Lord held power over her, it was a
power that existed only as long as she accepted it.



If she withdrew that acceptance, the power woul d vani sh

Delivered of the Lord nmight not see that. He nmight try very hard to
force her to renew her acceptance.

He mi ght starve her, beat her, take her children away from her
He m ght even kill her
But even then she would be free of his rule.

And if he did manage to force her to submt once nore to his will, that
woul d only prove her own weakness. The principle she now saw al nost as
a shining object against the ceiling above her bed would gl eam on

unt ouched: There is no dom nion wthout the consent of the dom nated.

She breathed the words al oud: "There is no dom nion w thout the consent
of the dom nated."

#

"Stone!" God's Promise called through the cleft between the gatepost
and the nearest pillar even before she had fully spread the bl anket in
t he guardpost. Then she lay End of Exile down and handed Ruth her
favorite doll, plain carved wood dressed in bits of cloth. "Wtch
him" she said, but before she turned away it was al ready plain that
her son would be the one to watch, his eyes intent on his sister, whose
attention was only for the small doll.

" St one! "

Did she expect it to turn toward her? Did she expect sone slight
change in the band of glitter that crossed each side? But it was only
a stone. It was enough of a mracle that it spoke: "You ran away
pretty fast yesterday. Was it just the storn®"

"You made ne think." She found a gap between two stony pillars and
leaned into it until she was as close to CGeneral Rafael Marzano as she
could get. The ground at her feet was still wet, and a puddl e spread

besi de the general
"Bad idea. It hurts, and it makes trouble for everybody."
"I's that why discipline means not asking questions?"

"Nah. Mostly, it just wastes time. |If you tell some kid to go get the
sni per who's got the squad pi nned down, you don't want an argunent."

She was silent, watching her children. Ruth was making faces at the
baby. The baby was laughing. "It didn't sound |ike you were saying
that."

"What did it sound |ike?"

"Li ke you were saying that authority lasts only as |ong as people
accept it. |If people questionit, it dies."

"Not hi ng wong with questions, if you can count on the answers."



"Then | was right."
"Ri ght about what?"

"Last night." She paused, struggling to remenber how she had phrased
the idea in her mnd just before she fell asleep

"There is no dom nion w thout the consent of the dom nated."

The stone |laughed. "You're brighter than | thought, to go that far
fromsuch a small start.”

"That's right?"

"It's the old idea that rulers gain their powers fromthe consent of
those they rule, and people have a right to withdraw their consent, to
change rulers. You've rediscovered the social contract, baby."

On the other side of the enclosure, a shadow noved across the gap
between two stone pillars. God's Prom se sucked in a breath and tried
to draw back, to hide behind the stone beside her. But it was too
late. The stern and bearded face of her husband gl ared at her

"Sedition." The word was omi nously soft. "Sacrilege." H s face
vani shed fromthe crack as he noved toward the encl osure's single
wooden gat e.

"Daddy!" Little Ruth was dashing fromthe guardpost, but when he
failed to smile, she stopped and drew back.

"That is what you have di scovered." He renoved the bar and opened the
gate. He kept the bar in his hand. "Rulers gain their authority from
God. "

"Even the Bible says the people can choose new rulers," said General

Marzano. "The Israelites and Aaron...."

"And Moses threw down the golden calf and slaughtered the idolators
anong his people. The strength of God was on him and the rebellion
failed as it always nust."

"It did not fail when Elisha had Jehu anointed king of Israel to
repl ace the wi cked Joram"

"Elisha was a prophet, the voice of God. He was not the voice of the
peopl e. "

"There are other....
Delivered of the Lord did not et the stone finish its sentence.

"Enough!" he roared, and he raised the heavy bar over his head. "The
Devil can quote Scripture, too."

In the distance beyond the enclosure, God's Promi se could see Polly,
com ng as before to join her friend but frozen now, her face white with
the fear of Delivered of the Lord' s holy rage.

"Asshol e! She has a truer sword than thee! You don't know what
you're...."'



The bar came down. The stone shattered, and its fasttrippi ng words cut
of f. Fragnents splashed in the puddle.

God's Promise did not say a word
Nor did Ruth, though her eyes were wi de and frightened.

End of Exile, startled by his father's roar and the crash of breaking
stone, began to wail

"This," said Delivered of the Lord, "is why we nust |ay these talking
dead to rest forever. Smash themall."

Finally, little Ruth said, "But he wanted to help."
He | ooked at her, and for a monent his expression softened.

"Their kind of help we do not need," he said, and his tone was no
softer at all. Ruth ran fromhimand hid her face agai nst her nother's
leg. "I will tell M. Wggin never to pollute the soil of Haven wth
one again, no matter what tenptations it offers.

They are evil. The spawn of Satan."

When he turned his attention on God's Pronise, his glare was back. "Do
you have any questions?"

She shook her head and tightened her hand on the back of Ruth's head.
Pol | y had di sappeared, fled.

"Then clean up this ness.”" He gestured perenptorily at the remants of
the shattered stone. "Throw it in the sea."

#

The enbl em of Haven was the high, gold-tipped cross at the end of the
| ong wharf, so high and brilliant that it could be seen fromthe
mai nl and, a beacon unto the heathen just as it was unto Delivered of
the Lord' s own congregation

"Satan hinself is abroad in the land!" cried Delivered of the Lord.

God's Promise split her attention between the children and that
congregation. End of Exile was studying his thunb. Ruth was hiding
behind a tree while an older girl and Polly pretended to search for
her; all three were quiet in their gane, for they knew how Delivered of
the Lord would react to noise while he was preaching. Polly's
qui et ness was sonething nmore as well, but at |east she was playing.

God' s Prom se hoped she would be able to energe fromher grief.

The congregation was nmen, all nen, alnost all the nmen of Haven. Once
worren had been able to join them but then Delivered of the Lord had
called them "Distractions." Now they were barred fromthe bl eachers
that faced the wharf and cross during services. They had to be content
with the slope and the soft carpet of pine needles and | eaves and noss
beneath the trees, the scent of pine.



"He has deceived us! The talking dead are not just his work, but
fragnents of his very self! Wen he fell from Heaven to Earth, he nost
truly fell!" Delivered of the Lord tossed his head and waved his arns
in gestures that underlined and enphasi zed and exhorted. "He becane
part of the Earth itself.

Stone to fit his stony, flinty nature! Praise God!"

A runbl e of anmens rose fromthe bl eachers. God's Promi se took a pebble
away from her infant son. Ruth tripped over a root, and another woman
pi cked her up and hugged her

"Di stractions," he had said nore than once, because they could not sit
still but were constantly moving and twitching, shushing and
mur nur i ng.

There were several of Haven's woman anong the trees, and nore on
door st eps and near w ndows where they too could hear the sernon. Many
were as far fromthe shore as they could be.

"Now he tenpts us with knowl edge. He called hinself a general and said

he could hel p us defeat our enemies. | was tenpted! | struggled! But
with God's help, | prevailed! | crushed that stone with a single
blow." Wth one hand he held aloft his large black Bible as if it were

t he weapon he had used to strike the blow Wth the other, he slapped
its cover; the sound echoed.

"Amen," nmuttered God's Promi se to herself al one.

"So nmust you! Smash every stone you find. Smash themall with mghty
bl ows! "

"Praise God!" screeched G vet hanks Hagedorn from his seat.

"Yes! Praise CGod! Suffer not the |east of these stones to live!l And
prai se God again for our foes! They have shown us that greater
tenptations exist as well! Geater incarnations of Satan!"

The congregati on murnmured.

"I mean that university our spy says they seek. It and its nenories of
the past, like unto those held by the stones. W nust destroy it
too."

Ruth wailed and threw herself into her nother's lap. God's Promni se
hastily quieted her, for she wi shed to hear what her husband was
sayi ng.

"I dol s! They venerate the past and its pretensions of know edge! They
bow down before stones and worship them Before the Devil hinself! W
nmust destroy themall if we wish to save the world for God!"

Little Ruth clung to her nother as Delivered of the Lord' s voice turned
softer and nore reasonable. Polly hesitated just a few steps away

bef ore approachi ng, before touching her skirt, before.... "W have

al ready destroyed dozens of libraries along the coast. W have smashed
hundreds, even thousands, of stones."

"Amen," said G vethanks Hagedorn



"But there are thousands nore, and their nunmbers grow and grow as we
| ook further fromour Haven. The task ahead of us is huge. But it is

not inpossible. God is on our side! He will strengthen our arms! He
will bring us allies!"™ He paused, surveyed the bl eachers, and then
nodded as if what he saw pleased him "But we cannot wait for

allies.

W forced the Webbs to turn back, but as soon as they have repaired the
damage we did, they will once nore set off to seek the university and
its remmants of the w cked past."

God' s Prom se al nost | aughed. Wat would the Webbs think if they could
hear Delivered of the Lord? Surely they could not think the past and
t he know edge they sought were w cked.

Surely, in truth, they were not, not unless it were w cked to ask
guestions and to have new t houghts.

But how coul d that be so?
"They will be readier for us now," said Delivered of the Lord.

"Therefore we nmust go before them W nust find the university and its
library first and destroy it. And then, when they finally arrive, we
can defeat themutterly."

He stepped down fromhis pul pit and approached the bl eachers.
"Consi deration Wggin," he said, pointing. "Wrthy Ferlig...."

Pol |y was suddenly so rigid that she quivered. Her face was frozen,
her eyes full of tears, her hand clutching desperately at God's
Promise's skirt. The wonman coul d guess what disturbed her so. They
were the men who had brought her to Haven, seized her from her parents,
per haps even slain them before her eyes. She put one hand on the
child' s back, one on Ruth's, patted both, tugged, gathered them
protectively closer. Her own eyes were suddenly wet as well.

"Ri ght eous Atkins, G vethanks Hagedorn...." One by one, he naned

al nrost every man there. "Waste no time," he said. "Go in the nane of
God, and when you return triunphant, we will praise God and

cel ebrate.”

#

"You don't have to do this," she insisted. She held Ruth on one hip,
End of Exile on the other, and struggled to keep the w ngs of her
fish-skin hat out of their reach

When she was not successful, Consideration Wggin reached to straighten
her headdress. As he did so, one finger brushed her cheek, and she
shudder ed.

"OF course | do," he said. "He's the voice of God, isn't he? And he
wants ne to lead the raid. He...."

She wondered if she could explain it to him that he need not grant
Delivered of the Lord dominion, that he could refuse, that he coul d
choose a new | eader, a new voice of God. Perhaps even, her m nd
whi spered, a new God. But her thoughts jerked aside fromthat



treacherous thought, and all she said was, "Stay with ne. Be ny
husband." She bounced the children in her arns.

"Their father."
"He woul d never pernit that."

And Delivered of the Lord was offering to feed all his dreans of
anbition and pride. Al she could offer was | ove.

Fortunately, she knew, that fed another dream one rooted in the days
before Delivered of the Lord had tested her fertility.

"Then we nust flee. M and these babes. WII you help us?
WIl you come with us?"

There was a long silence, and the tears came to her eyes as she wat ched
the torment on his face. She was forcing himto choose between two
power ful allegiances, and for a long, |ong nonent she was not sure

whi ch he woul d choose.

But at | ast he nodded.
CHAPTER 13

The trail was just wi de enough for the man to pass, w nding

i nconspi cuously anong the trees and clunps of brush. The surface over
which it passed was not hard beneath a thin layer of dirt, dead |eaves,
noss, and grass, but soft. Fromtinme to tine, a trickle of water
crossed it. Qccasionally it dipped into and then out of a marshy

spot .

But the man hardly seened to notice as he scranbl ed t hrough the woods,
muttering to hinself at every step: "They ain't going to do it.

Nope

| was an idiot. Wanted to nake Tansi n happy, but no. No. Ain't going
to work. That cradle's just going to sit there. Enpty. Rottin' in
the rain. Ain't like it was one of those stones. No sir. Not at
all.”

He did not notice the many-|egged things that scurried through the
brush to either side of his path, or the birds that hopped and fl apped
above his head, noving just fast enough to stay even with him to watch
his every nove and overhear his every word

"Fucked up, didn't 1? Made a mstake. But now |l'mstuck with it, sane
as Tamsin's stuck with hiding. | wish to hell she'd stop that. But
she can't, can she? And | can't either

Cotta stick with it. Mybe someday."

He paused to extricate his pantsleg froma tangle of wild rose stens.

"Think they' |l change their m nd? Hell, no. | wouldn't. But naybe.

It's a nice cradle, yes, | put alot of time into it, carving and
pol i shing, again and again, every time we thought...." He coughed and



wi ped at his eyes with a sl eeve.

"And they showed it around, didn't they. | thought sure they were
stealing it, just the way | did the stone. But no. Just showing it
around. Brought it back the very next day. Probably |aughing at the
poor idiot who thought it would nake good babybait." He spat. "Maybe
someone' || decide they have a spare baby. Hah."

When the ground turned hard beneath his feet, he imediately froze. So

did his foll owers, ahead and beside, behind and above. "Pavenent." He
scanned carefully to either side, studying the thinner growth. "No
traffic, though." He nodded as if relieved and noved on

"At |east they brought it back," he repeated half a breath later

Careful to be quiet, he stepped over a fallen log he had left in the
path to make it seemless like a path. "So they take it sone serious,
don't they? Maybe. And maybe the sky's bl ue.

Hah. But | can't give up hope. GCotta keep an eye on it."

He stayed as nuch as he could on soft ground, where the soil had never
been covered over, where people had once grown | awmns and fl owers and
garden vegetables, even if that meant he nmust run the risk of tunbling
into one of the thousands of enpty cellar holes that pocked the I and
and hid in tree-shadows and tunbl es of honeysuckle, wild rose,

bl ackberry canes, and other brush

"Everything's lusher here. CQut of the damed shade. But that's what

Tamsin wants. So fuckin' scared. Even that bow don't help." Luanna
Webb had given it to them it hung by the door beside a quiver full of
arrows. "She used to get out and work in the garden. She even went

and visited the Webbs that once. Now she just goes out to talk to that
damed stone."

He stopped and searched the undergrowm h all around him The |ight was

growing dim "Alnost there. A npst where | can see it. They wouldn't
| eave a baby there alone, not for nore than a few hours. If it's
there--hah!--1"I1 grab it right away for Tanmsin. Get the cradle too.

And get their stone back. Gotta do that too."

He paused, panting, sweat darkening his shirt, his face invisible
beneath the wide brimof his hat. Insects hovered, |anded on his skin
and tickled. He tried to brush them away, but they came back

"Can't just wal k past every norning. Nod all polite and peek at the
cradle and say are they airin'" the baby. Not every norning. They'd
catch on real fast, wouldn't they? Sure. O course. | would. Can't
cone by at night either, or sure there'd be an anmbush. What woul d
Tamsin do then? Had to find that tree, didn't 1? Had to make ny own
trail too. But | did that, didn't I?"

Three of the birds overhead, |arge and black, flew ahead to land in the
t opnost branches of the tree he had nentioned. They foll owed him here
every day. They knew the way.

"Not that it's done any more good than the fuckin' goat.

Thought it'd be a baby for her. But it turned sickly on her, just like



the babies. Not that she didn't love it hard enough

Swaddl ed it and cooed to it and rocked it. Chewed potato and egg for
it and spat into its nouth through an el derberry tube. And it m ght
even be dead the next time | get home." Two steps |ater, he added,
"And think she'll let us eat it? Hell, no."

The ground was | ess soft now He had trodden the path too many tines
and the dirt was al ready hardening. "Could follow me now, couldn't
they?" The signs were there for those who knew what to | ook for

Wien a stem of catclaw briar clutched at his sleeve, he swore and cut
it near the ground just as he had trimed away nost of the other
branches and vines that had bl ocked his way. Small branches which he
could brush aside he left to fool the eye.

"But it won't fool a soul," he nuttered.

H s path ended on the brow of a small hill. There he clinbed an old
and sturdy oak until he could see, perhaps a quarter nmile away, a thin
t hread of snoke. The house and chi mey were hi dden by other trees, but
there, near the garden, was the clearing and the ring of posts and the
circle of thatch that marked where a tal king stone had been. He bent
his head, strained to see between the posts, under the thatch. He
wasn't hi gh enough or close enough to see down the hole, where once a
stone's solar cells had received the light they needed to power menory
and voi ce, where now the cradle--his cradl e--sat exposed to weather and
neglect. "Still there.™

There was no hint of a child or bedding within the cradle.

"If only they.... They have to know what it nmeans. They have to know
someone's hurting."

Fromunder his shirt, he extracted a battered pair of binoculars. Only
one of its tubes still held | enses, as bright and shiny as the eyes of
the many-1egged thing that clung to the treetrunk above his head, but
that was enough. He ignored the strange creature and put the usefu
tube to his eye.

"Light," he nuttered. "There's enough here. Enough everywhere. But
not in our valley. And the stone said that's it. That's why it's
weak. That's why the plants and the babies die. Wy that goat's going
to die, and then Tansin. Maybe."

He scanned the woods nearby. "Saw that Hussey out here once. Looking
for me. But he never came this far fromthe D nkins' house. Never
found this spot. But maybe he will, any day now. Right now, maybe

sneakin' up on ne."

When he saw not hi ng suspicious in the woods around him he turned his
attention to the cradle. "Enpty, yes. Not a sign

Qught to give up. But the light'll be better at dawmn. No. They
woul dn't | eave the baby there all night. And | wouldn't dare go get it
and the cradle in broad daylight. They'd catch me sure.

What woul d Tanmsin do then?"

He struggled to adjust the binocular's single working tube.



"Cotta be dusk. Just like now, even if it is hard to see. Full npon
woul d help. But it'd help themcatch me too."

He strai ned agai nst the shadows alnost as if they were physical objects
he could shift aside with his will. "Is that...? No. Just sonething
in the shadows. A squirrel. A branch. It's enpty. Still enpty. And
they have to know what it neans."

He took a deep, angry breath, alnobst a sob, and froze. The wonman was
approaching the circle of posts, the ring of thatch, the cradle, and
she carried a bundle folded in her arns.

"The baby?"

She unfol ded the bundle. "Shit." It was just an old leather cloak to
spread over the cradle, protection for its wood agai hst dew and rain.

He sighed. "They understand something, then." He |ooked upward as if
he wi shed to share that thought with the many-1egged creature he had

i gnored when he first clinbed the tree, but the creature had retreated,
vani shed.

He sighed again and put the binocul ar tube back to his eye.
It was full dark when he cane down fromthe tree at |ast.

The stone he had taken was not far away, its top covered by a sheet of
bark to keep the sun on which it fed fromits cells.

He spoke softly, "Wy do babies die?" and when its "Synptons, please"
reply was nearly inaudi ble, he added, "You'll never betray nme, will
you? Never cry alarm" He seemed reassured.

"I should put you back, shouldn't I? Here | amtrying to steal their
baby, and they're covering up my cradle to keep it dry."

He shook his head. "Should tell Tansin we just gotta nake do. No
kids. No matter how nuch | piss her off."

CHAPTER 14

"Bastards." Ox said the word quietly, alnmost as if it belonged to sone
bl oodl ess abstracti on.

Nei t her Felix nor Luanna answered himimedi ately. They stood on the
slightest of slopes, the nudflat behind them ahead the first |long hil
they must clinb to avoid the shattered river road. Neither seened able
to speak, for they had used all their breath forcing the trundle

t hrough the nuck left by the tide.

Now t hey were panting, turned like Ox toward the river, watching the
white sails slide down the current toward the sea and ignoring the
gulls that circled overhead, the crows in the nearby trees.

"They got what they wanted," said Felix. "Stopped us.
Smashed the stones. Geat-Gandpa and all the rest.”

"The trundle, too," said Ox. He shook each armin turn and worked his



shoul ders, nute conplaint that his nuscles were already weary and a
I ong, long road was ahead of them The trundle was powerless, its
canopy shredded and its wires torn

"Got Trudy back," said Luanna

"Maybe she's dead.”

"M chael , too.

"I think she'd rather be dead," said Luanna. "She was glad to get away
from Haven.'

Fel i x nodded sadly. He hoped Trudy and M chael still lived, but the
hope felt futile. Perhaps they had been seized and carried off by the
Haveners, perhaps they were only injured. But he thought that Brother
M chael at |east must have fallen in the battle, and even now his body
must |ie anong the branbles for the ravens to eat. As far as he could
tell, they three were all that remained.

The Havener sails were full of the downstreamw nd. Froth creanmed at
their bows. Rigging creaked. And Felix felt the beauty of the sight
despite the damage it had to stand for in his mnd, despite the threat
it boded for the future.

"They have a stone," said Luanna at |ast.

Felix could see it too. "They never....
"That general," said Ox. "He'll help theminstead of us."
"W have stones of our owmn. M Geat-Gandpa was a soldier."
"They killed him™"

For a nonent, Felix's chest ached as if the Haveners really had killed
his ancestor, but then he remenbered. "He was already dead. And this
one was just a copy."

"They've all got those round hats," said Ox.

Felix peered toward the river, and his cousin was right. He could see
no one with a bare head, Iike Mchael. O a broadbrimed |eather hat
like his own and Ox's and Luanna's. And Trudy's.

"Then they're tied up out of sight.”

"Or they're dead," said Luanna, and the restated possibility struck him
as alnmost a relief, though he wi shed he did not have to tell Trudy's
sisters that. On the other hand, it would be worse if he had to tel

t hem she was with the Haveners once nore, and apparently a traitor.

He and Ox |l eaned into the trundle and began to nmove it up the hill.

Clots of nmud fell fromits wheels and their feet. The trail bent, and
a screen of trees cane between themand the river. Felix felt safer

t hen, though he knew it was far too |late for safety. The Haveners had
al ready defeated them stopped the expedition, turned them back, and at
a cost of two of their nunber.



"It's moving well," said Ox, and Felix grunted. Yes, the trundle

rolled fairly easily. Uncle Alva had built it well. But neither of
them had any illusions about how long it would be before they craved a
working notor. It was a heavy vehicle even with much of its cargo |eft
behi nd.

"Maybe she's still back there." Luanna struggled to steer the trundle
around a sapling. "Injured. O maybe she ran when the fighting

started, and now she's |ost."

Ox | ooked behind as if he hoped to see soneone followi ng them calling
for themto wait. "W can't go back, can we?"

Fel i x shook his head. "If either one of themis still alive, they're
on their own. The Haveners nmay have | eft soneone behind, or nore may
cone soon. W have to run while we can."

"We' || cone back this way as soon as we can."” Luanna sl apped the side
of the trundle. "Alva can fix this up."
Fel i x nodded. O course he could. It was hardly inaginable that he

couldn't, or that the Wbbs and their nei ghbors woul d ever be w thout
his tal ents.

Though there had to be linmts, didn't there? To Alva's skills, to his
life, to all their lives.

"Maybe we'll find themthen," Luanna added.
Ox muttered sonething inaudible, and then: "If they last that |ong."
#

What had taken themonly a day--less, in fact--to travel when the
trundle's motor was working, it took themthree days to cover using
only their own nuscles against hills and downpours and nud. Wen the
stones that surrounded and guarded their home cried out their approach
and they finally rolled into the Webb conmpound once nore, they were so
weary that they could hardly stand up straight.

It was nearly dusk, and the snokes and steans of dinner preparations
made Felix's nouth water. He and Ox and Luanna had had only traveler's
fare for days now. Yet he was so tired. |f Karyn were to step out of
the house with a roast chicken in one hand and a pillow in the other

he woul d choose the pill ow

But they could not rest quite yet. Friends and kin were bursting out
of their houses to surround them and then: "You're back so soon!"

"What happened?"
"The trundle's a weck."
"Where am 1?" cried Geat-Gandpa fromthe col onnade.

"Smashed as Pa," said Maddoc. Pa was nowhere to be seen, and Felix
t hought he nust be indoors, safe in bed, a bed he craved for hinself.

O no, not that bed. There was Karyn.



There was his own house, with little Leo and Too- Too peering out the
doorway. His own bed. That was nore like it.

"Wanta bet?" added Maddoc.

Where was Hussey? Before Felix could ask the question aloud, Bella
said, "Were's Trudy?' She had Margy in her arnms and was staring at Ox
with a mxture of relief and happi ness and anxiety. Were was her
l[ittlest sister?

"And the nonk?"

The three survivors of the expedition could only stare stupidly unti
the questions died dowmm. Finally, Felix was able to say sinmply,
"Haveners."

"Foll owed us up the river," said Ox.

"Attacked at night," said Luanna.

Silence fell as the others absorbed the condition of the trundle and
t he absence of Trudy and Brother Mchael. Bella's and Karyn's eyes

filled with tears.

"She's dead."” Bella's words were alnost a noan. "She'd just got free,
and now she's dead."

"Maybe, " said Luanna, al mbst as much pain in her own voice.

"W can't be sure. She went off in the bushes, and then they
attacked.

W didn't see her again."”
"She m ght be hiding," said Felix. "They nmay have captured her."
"She wasn't on the boats."

"W saw them later," Ox expl ai ned.
"But why did they attack?" asked Karyn. "The kids are here.
And nore wonen. That's what they al ways want."

"Someone should go tell Mriam" said Bella.

"Me!" said Leo, but Karyn grabbed his arm before he coul d di sappear
into the grow ng darkness.

Uncl e Al va shook his head. "They can't |ike what happened after you
found the hospital." Then he turned toward the trail

"Il doit."

"You're stronger," said Geat-Gandpa. "W're stronger

They don't want us |learning any nore at the university. So they
st opped you."

Maddoc | aughed. "lgnorance is their greatest weapon."



"W won't...." Felix felt hinself swaying on his feet even as Karyn
grabbed his arm and pressed against his side. No, he didn't need her
support. But.... "W won't quit," he managed to say. "W can't be
st opped. "

"Supper's al nost ready," said Bella.
He never did renmenber what--or whether--he ate that night.
#

The bent and twi sted struts of the trundle's canopy lay on the
ground.

Uncle Alva, busily bolting new ones into place, |ooked up at the sound
of Felix's footsteps. "They used to use a lot of this stuff," he
sai d.

He held up a strut; it was a tube of metal through which he had drilled
holes for bolts. "Lots of it around. Easy to replace. And |I've
already spliced the wires."

Fel i x blinked and yawned and took another bite of the sausage in his
hand. He was not yet fully awake even though he had slept late. The
sun was already high in the yellow sky, its heat enough to rmake Uncle
Alva's exposed skin glisten with sweat.

"You're al nost done already?" He was frankly incredul ous.

Uncle Alva was a builder, yes, and he knew every tiniest detail of what
he built, but the damage had been so extensive!

"No." Uncle Alva shook his head. "We'll need a whol e new set of solar
cells.”
Luanna energed fromthe house, a sausage in her hand as well, in tine

to say, "You got those froman old roof, didn't you? And there's
plenty nmore roofs in the ruins.”

Al va shook his head again. "They're fragile. A house collapses, and
if there were any cells on the roof, they shatter

Usually. Not like this." He tapped the nearest canopy strut.

"Lasts forever."

"But you stockpile everything," said Felix.

"I used every cell | had for this trundle. And then sone of them
woul dn't work. Had to redo a lot of it." He began fastening |engths

of perforated angle-irons to the canopy struts.

Later, he would fasten to them panels of solar cells. For now, his

voice fell to a nutter as if he were talking to hinmself. "I could
strip the other one, but it's too small. Wuldn't do.
Have to go hunting. Maybe across the stream | think | saw sonethi ng

a few years ago. Didn't need it then. Didn't have the roomto store
it. | hope it's still there."



"W'l|l need nore stones, too," said Luanna. "Petstones or volunteers
for downl oads. A new copy of G eat-G andpa.”

"Plenty of '"emout there," said Geat-Gandpa fromthe col onnade.

"What you really need's a steamengine. Not so fragile, and it runs on
coal or wood, anything that'll burn."

"You know how to build one?" asked Uncle Alva.
"I'"'m shaking my head," said the stone. "Not a clue. No idea. Nada.

Not internal conbustion engines, neither. Al we used in nmy day was
el ectrics and fusion packs. But that's your thing, making things."

"l don't know either."

Maddoc | aughed. "Cotta get to the university for sure, then. There'l
be all sorts of obsolete technologies in the library there. Blueprints
and engi neering specs. Even designs for the tools you'll need.”

"I hope so," said Felix.

"There," said Alva a little later. "That's all | can do for now X
still in bed?"

Luanna nodded. At |east he had not yet energed fromhis small house.
"We' || see about cells when he gets up."
But Uncle Alva and Ox did not |eave the conmpound that afternoon

Mriamand G| bert showed up, and even though they could not be sure
the missing Trudy and M chael were dead, the sisters and Luanna
searched the nearby ruins for a pair of suitable stones and carried
themto the fam |y burying ground.

Pa emerged fromhis house, a bottle in his hand and his gait telling
anyone who w shed to know that he had al ready consumed at | east one
other. He wore no hat on his bald head today, but he still had the
sense to head for the colonnade and slunp in its shade. The tunor on
his neck was plainly visible; Felix thought it had grown a little even
in the few days he had been gone.

Pa held up his bottle to the light. It had been nade | ong ago of
clear, colorless glass, and the liquid init was only slightly

cl ouded.

"Al nost gone," he said sadly. H s forehead was creased as if he were
in pain. "'Mst all gone. But the barrel's fulla cider. GCotta fire
up the still."

No one answered him Felix bounced Too-Too on his lap and |l et her down
when she wished to play with Marjy. Alva was showing Leo how to
whittle a chain fromsoft wood, even though the boy was too young to
try the task hinmself. Ox and G| watched all the children by turns,
and all the nen kept returning their gaze to the burying ground and the
worren.



When Leo said, "I liked her-Brother Mchael too," they all agreed.
The Haveners had cost themfar too mnuch.

"In ny day," said Geat-Gandpa. "W'd have carried the fight to
t hem

Bl own 'em away. Exterm nated 'em

"We can fight," said Ox, but he | ooked no nore confortable at the

t hought of war than Felix felt. There were not so many people in the
worl d that they could afford to kill any of them no matter how

unpl easant they m ght be.

"No boats," said GI. As usual, he had a stick to |ean on, but today
he grimaced with pain at every step. "And they're on that island."
"l could nmake one," said Uncle Alva. "lI'msure | could."

Great- Gandpa' s | aughter echoed beneat h the col onnade

"They'd sail rings around you. You need a steam engi ne for that
too."

"For what?" Hussey appeared fromthe other side of the workshop. He
| ooked curiously at the wonmen in the burial ground.

"Who' s dead?" Then he | ooked at Ox and Felix. "What are you doing
back al ready?"

As soon as they had expl ai ned, Hussey's expression turned frustrated.
"Shit," he said. "Then nothing's going right."

"What do you nean?"

But Felix knew. "You haven't found the guy who made that cradle.”

Hussey shook his head. "It's still sitting there. The Dinkins cover
it up at night. And Geat-Gandpa's hiding in the bushes."

"Not me," called Geat-Gandpa fromthe col onnade. "Mist be sone other
guy who | ooks like ne."

" A doppel ganger," said Maddoc.
Little Leo | aughed. "Boppel! Boppel -banger! Copy ne too!"

"He has to be checking out the cradle,"” said Felix. "He wouldn't just
| eave it there.”

"Unl ess he's given up on getting the baby," offered G1I.
"That could be."
"Or he's watching froma distance."

"He'd need a tel escope,” said Hussey. "The stone hasn't heard a
t hi ng. "



"Maybe he's got one.™

"Then you need bait," said Great-Gandpa. "Get himto conme closer."

"You mean put the baby in the cradle?" asked Ox. "And then junp him
when he comes to get it?"

Hussey shook his head. "He mght get away. But sonething that | ooks
like a baby...."

"Froma distance," said Uncle Alva.

"A bl anket," said Gl. "Roll it up. Put it in the cradle just before
dark."

Now Hussey nodded. "I'Il have themtry that."

CHAPTER 15

Brot her M chael closed his eyes while his Wbb friends were stil

pi tching rubble and weckage into the brush. Consciousness fled into a
dar kness that gave himno glinpse or sense of the world around him He
never heard the expedition of which he had been a part turn back or
Wrthy Ferlig crack General Marzano free of his stone base and lug the
old warrior off to the shore and the Havener ships.

How | ong the darkness | asted he never knew. When he becane once nore
aware of the world, it was light. Even through closed eyelids, it was
bri ght enough to send sharp splinters into his head, but when he tried
to tighten his lids even nore, that was worse. The nuscles around his
eyes tugged on his tenples, and on his right that awakened pain |ike
t hunder and shouts and whol e arnl oads of crockery dropped off a roof.

He wi nced and whinpered. His right armjerked, crashed into brush, and
dropped across his forehead. The inpact made hi m whi nper again, but
then he twitched his wist and his forearm covered his eyes.

"You' ve got an awful bruise, but | don't think they broke anything."

"T...?" Enough light made it past his armand closed lids to let him
sense the shadow over him

"That's right." Her voice was soft, worried.

He cracked one eye open. Yes. Trudy. Hair and face and broad-bri med
hat bl ocking out so rmuch light. Her lips pinched as if she could not
stop biting them Her eyes tight at the corners. "Trudy." Getting
that one word out hurt |ike taking another blow on the side of his
head, but saying it was essential .

"Yes."

"Way." He swal |l owed, and when that sent a bolt of pain through his
head, he whinpered. Wth his left hand, he clutched at his waist.

Yes, it was there, that string of tokens that marked hi mas what he
was. For a second he wi shed that he and his fell ow nonks had a better

i dea of the faith they espoused, of what it nmeant beyond mere tradition
and retreat fromthe hurlyburly and preservation of a few scraps of
paper or ancient parchment to be a nonk. He struggled to speak and



panted with the effort. "Wy, you here?"

"Way didn't | leave with the Webbs? Wy didn't | go with the
Havener s?" She rocked back on her heels and fell silent.

Her face took on a reflective cast.

"You ths...." He winced, and that made the pain even worse.

She nodded. "I was behind that bush, you know. That's when they
showed up, and | thought they wanted me. But they just pushed ne into
the brush." Her voice broke. "I was still pulling thorns out of ny
skin when they started retreating. So | ran until | got to the shore
and found a hiding place just in time. Wen they finally left, | cane

back up here."

"Ah." Sonething in her voice insisted he believe her. She had not
betrayed them |Indeed, the Haveners had spurned her

She was as abandoned as he.

"They had a stone with them They never do that, you know?

Must be sonet hing special . "

The words meant nothing, al nmost nothing. Her hands were touching him
here and there. He tw tched when she found tender spots, bruises where
he had been thunped and banged. Once he gasped, but he never

scr eaned.

Not once did she arouse the sort of pain that would have signalled
br oken bones or deeper organs.

"Don't talk." Her fingers were light on his lips, and he wi shed he had
the strength to kiss them

He si ghed, and when he woke again, the light was di mer.
"It's al most dark," she said. "I found a few berries.” One by one,

she placed themgently between his lips, and he was able to nmash t hem
with his tongue. The juice was sweet and tart and his body drank it

like it was life itself. It hurt to swallow, but not as much as it had
bef ore.
It was sumrer, but the nights could still be cool enough to make her

body wel cone beside his--and presumably his beside hers, or she would
not be there, stretched along his side, her cloak an inadequate cover
for them both.

Not very monkish, was it? It hurt to nove his face. He dared not
smle or laugh, though it had been a long, long time since he had | ast
sl ept besi de a woman.

That one had tried to kill him She had found out he had been sl eeping
with her sister too, and that night, once they had done what they

al ways did, she had said as nuch. He had | aughed and offered to tel

her how she conpar ed.

That had been a mi stake, though not his first one. He had seen her
kni fe coming through the darkness just in tinme to ward it off, gaining



no worse than a nick on his wist. He still had the scar. He had hit
her then, knocked her unconscious, and |left her hut.

He had been quite drunk when she cane to and rai sed the hue and cry,
but not too drunk to flee. He had net the nonks the next day in
anot her town.

Now he coul d not even remenber her nane. Nor her sister's.

Only his sin. Now, as he always did when he thought of that nonent, he
prayed for forgiveness.

Thunder woke him just before dawn, and he was finally able to sit up
and huddl e with Trudy beneath her cloak and hat while the rain poured
down around them His head still hurt, but his arm around her back
felt good, good enough to conpensate, good enough to make himfeel at
| ast redeened in a way the nonks and their faith had never

appr oached.

When the rain gave no sign of letting up and the wi nd began to gust,
she said, "Can you get up? W need shelter.”

He struggled and made it to his knees. She tugged at his el bow, and he
was standing. "Were?"

"There's ruins everywhere."

Fortunately, they did not have far to go to find a masonry corner wall
someone had once roofed over with a piece of sheet metal; head-sized
rocks held it down agai nst the wind that whipped spray under the

r oof .

At least it was a little dryer than outside, he thought as he coll apsed
on the bare, damp earth.

"Not good for much," he said. He wanted to shake his head but it was
poundi ng so badly he feared it would conme off if he tried.

She gently touched the side of his head where it was still soft and
puffy and tender. He gasped and jerked away and gasped again at the
pai n the sudden notion shot through his skull.

"They hit you awful hard," she said just as gently. "It's a wonder
you're alive. It's bound to be a few days before you can travel."

Her side warm against his. Her flesh solid when his began to shake.

Her hand on his shoul der, her fingers against his cheek, sonehow able
to tell what was tears and what was raindrops yet w ping both away with
the hem of his own robe.

Later, enbarrassed by his weakness, he shrugged her off and bent
forward to study the floor of their shelter. There was |ight enough
despite the clouds and rain to see that it was not just dirt. There
was dirt, of course, but enbedded in it were dozens of plastic cases
wi th nunmbered and lettered buttons. He grunted as he dug one out. A
tal ki ng book. No |abel, and no response when he touched the button
that should have nade it speak. No way to tell whether it had been a
Bi bl e or a nmanual on how to operate an autonobile.



"Usel ess,"” said Trudy. "Just rubbish."

"Lifel ess,"” he added, and he was surprised when speaking now hurt so

much | ess that he could dare to contenplate a conversation. "Lifeless
as...."
"A stone?"

"Some stones are pretty lively."
"Gravestones. Is the rain letting up?"

It seened to be, but he wasn't going anywhere as long as he still hurt
like this. "They mark the dead."

"Renenber the dead.”

"Hold a copy of the dead. And it talks."

"Something lives on," she said. "The Haveners don't like that."
"I'"'mnot surprised.”

Soon after dark, the rain finally stopped entirely. The clouds above
them t hi nned and parted. They could see stars, and there was the thin
bright line of a shooting star

That rem nded him Sonething was m ssing. He groped around him his
hand touching Trudy's calf and jerking away as if burned, his voice

saying, "Sorry! But.... My staff. \Were is it?"

She captured his hand with her own and held it still. "I1'll look for
it in the norning."

He subsided, but his thoughts refused to quiet. Now that he realized
his staff was missing, he felt as if he had lost a | eg.

Yet it was only a stick of wood. He knew that. He rem nded hinself of
it with every other thought even as he wi shed he had the strength to
crawl across the ground in the dark, searching for it with his

fingers.

Before long, that |lack of strength struck down even his thoughts.
Leani ng agai nst Trudy, his hand still in hers, he slept. Wen he woke,
the sky was light in the east, orange bands were nmarki ng out the hours
to come, steamwas rising fromleaves and tree trunks and the ground.
Trudy hel ped himto his feet, but he managed to wal k on his own, one
hand on the wall, around the corner to the back side of their

shel ter.

She sought her own privacy, saying, "There should be sonme nore
berri es.

And maybe 1'Il find...."
He was fastening his trousers when she screaned.

He did not pause to ask hinmsel f whether he was able: He spun, pushed



hinsel f off the wall with one hand, and began to run toward the
sound.

He wi nced and nobaned when the inmpact of his feet on the ground sent
bolts of lightning through his head. He stunbled and tottered. But he
noved, and he nmoved fast enough to call it running.

Just as he rounded a clump of brush and saw Trudy, he tripped. Flat on
the ground, all he could do was stare at the arm around her throat, the
arrow still jutting froma dark red crust on the Havener's thigh bel ow
his kilt, the other arm braced agai nst a gravestone, the white,

bl oodl ess gri nmace.

Not far fromhis face was a fist-sized chunk of freshly broken stone.

Enbedded in it were bits of shiny nmetal and colored crystal. He raised
hi s head and saw broken gravestones on every side.

Yet not every stone had been smashed. Here and there they stood
intact, their solar cells glittering in the light. A cluster was
nearby, and fromits nearest nenber came an eerie |laugh. The nane on
its face was Percy Corman. "Took a thunderstormto wake hi mup."

"Li ghtning bolts stabbing through his neck," said the remant of Bruce
Carl ov.

"W need a castle, though," said the first stone. "And an lgor."
"Call him Frank?"
"I'"d rather have a beer."

"Don't nove. The Havener's voice was strained and shaky.

“I'I'l break her neck."

Despite her earlier scream Trudy did not now seem worried

Perhaps his grip was not that tight. Perhaps she could feel how weak
he was. But Brother M chael could not be sure. The Havener | ooked
desperate, and he nmight have just enough strength left to kill her
"What do you want ?"

"Go home." The voice trenbled with weakness. Angry, red streaks
radi ated fromthe arrow wound and said he could not live | ong enough to
get what he wanted. "She'll help. Right? She's one of us."

Trudy did not say a word.

Nor did Mchael. He did not even permt a whinper of pain to escape
his lips. He was intently working his fingers through the grass. He
had made it this far, stunbling and tottering but staying on his feet

until sonmething had tripped him \What was it? Were was it?

"Where's a peasant nob when you need it?" asked a stone with a bright,
young voice. Its name was Mary WAl kraft.

There. Hi s hand cl osed around the famliar shape. Hi s staff.



He used it to clinb back to his feet. Then he lifted it |like a
spear.

Trudy twisted in the Havener's grip, slammed an el bow into his gut, and
was free.

The Havener sat down.

"Kill him®" said the stone he still |eaned against. "He's blocking ny
light."

For a nonent, Brother M chael thought of doing that. But Trudy did not
seeminjured and in fact was | ooking at the nan with nmore than a trace

of synpat hy.

"Did you know hi n?"

She nodded. "N codenus."

"Tsk," said the Carlov stone. "I liked Frank better."
"Can we get himback to the shelter?"

"Wy bot her ?"

"Maybe he can tell us sonething.”

"Idiot," said the Mary Wal kraft stone, which had wi shed for a peasant
nob.

Ni codenus passed out when Trudy tried to get himon his feet again.

She wanted to | eave himthen, saying he would die soon no matter where
he lay. But Brother M chael grabbed one of the nan's wists and began

to pull. The body slid alittle way before M chael gasped and | et
go.

Then Trudy said, "You'll kill yourself too. Let ne."

He et her. It was all he could manage to haul hinself back to the

shelter, and then he fell asleep alnost inmediately. Wen he woke up
the Havener lay a few feet away, his eyes open. Just beyond him

M chael glinpsed sonething that m ght have been a large insect if it
had not seemed made of netal and glass. It vani shed before he could
point at it and ask Trudy to examne it nore closely.

"Who are you?" asked Nicodenus in a weak voice. "Were are you
fronP"

Brot her M chael introduced hinself and added, "We're nonks."

"Catholics. Papists. Idol worshippers.” For a nmoment, his voice
strengthened with surprise. "Delivered of the Lord warned us of such
as you."

"And what are you?"

"Christians. True Christians. W believe in the infallible Wrd of
Cod....'



When he broke off to wheeze, M chael sighed. He had met such people
before. To them any Christian who did not agree with them was at best
a false Christian, at worst one of Satan's dupes or even mnions.

Non-Christians were hardly better than beasts of the field.

"Scripture," he said. "It's out-of date, isn't it?"
"What do you nean?"
"It was witten down two thousand years ago, after all

Ti mes change, and it needs adjustnents.”

Ni codenus | ooked t houghtful for a noment, but then he closed his
eyes.

H s voi ce when he spoke was even weaker than before.
"Delivered of the Lord does that for us."

"Brother Brendan for us. Qur abbot. And the Pope, if there is one any
nmore." His fellow nmonks had told himof Popes, but they too knew of
the suprene and infallible chief of their church only by hearsay.

Br ot her Brendan was the highest authority they knew, and they all knew
he was not infallible. He didn't even know Latin, though he was
certainly able to lead themin a small boat across thousands of niles
of open ocean to a safe harbor

Trudy cleared her throat. "Wy did you attack us?"

But all N codenus could manage was the one word, "University," al npst
too weak to hear.

Brot her M chael knew what he nmeant. To sone religious mnds, al
know edge that was not revealed directly by God was suspect or
anat hemma, satanic, |leading only to apostasy and dammation. He had
heard it said that it was such know edge that had destroyed the
wor | d.

He had al so heard it argued that all know edge illum nated God's
creation and God gave man intelligence in order that he could gain that
illumnation.

He did not waste his breath trying to share that view with the
Havener .

Ni codenus was no | onger conscious, and if he had been, he would hardly
be able to absorb the idea.

When dark canme and he could no | onger see her face, Trudy said quietly,
"It's ny fault, you know. "

n \Mat ?u

"I didn't escape fromHaven. They let ne go, to be a spy, and | told
t hem where we were going."

Had soneone said no one--certainly no wonan--had ever escaped from



Haven before? Then her words could not surprise him Yet her tone
said something else. He sighed. "You' re not happy with that."

"No." Nothing else, until alittle later she lay down beside himonce
nore, and once nore he treasured her warnth beside him Wen he woke,
hi s headache was nearly gone. The side of his head no | onger felt
soft. He got to his feet alnpst without effort, and he found that he
could lift his feet when he stepped. Trudy no |onger had to help him
to the corner of the shelter.

"N codenus!"

There was no answer, no twitch. Wen Trudy tugged at one shoul der, his
whol e body rocked as if it were carved of wood.

M chael knelt to say the few necessary words. Beside him Trudy bowed
her head.

"He's dead," he said when he stood again. "Let's go."
CHAPTER 16

Felix winced every time | eaves rustled and tw gs snapped beneath his
feet. He wanted desperately to be quiet, for if their quarry noticed,
they mght as well turn around and go hone.

Yet no matter how he tried to avoid the | eaves and twi gs, there were
too many of them It seened that every step shouted their presence to
everyone within half a mle.

The sky's dimglow filtered through the | eaves overhead to nmake
Hussey's sunken cheeks and wi de pupils seemto glow. He noved in a
hal f crouch, his |legs and back both bent, his arns extended to

i ntercept and bend asi de whatever stens and branches mght be in his
way. He was still only slightly I ess noisy than Felix, even if he had
been a bandit once. Bandits, it seened, were neither sneak thieves nor
spies. They lay in wait, or they beat down the door. They killed and
| oot ed.

Fel i x swore under his breath as a twi g stabbed beside his eye. The
Webbs didn't do such things, he told hinself. They |ooted, but not
their living neighbors, only the dead past that surrounded themwth
br oken pavements and rusted-out hul ks and crunbling ruins. They were
not bandits but miners or hunters, exploiting their environnent for
what ever it held that they needed.

He had heard Uncle Alva nourn the fact that so nuch rotted into

usel essness before they found it, or before they |learned that it was
useful and how to use it. So much had vani shed, and still there

remai ned nore than they could use in a dozen lifetines, if it could
|ast so long. Mbst vulnerable of all were the ancient conputerized
libraries. The one at the hospital had been useless until they cleaned
and repaired the solar panels on the hospital's roof. And once they
had it working, its menory had quickly begun to fade. They had had to
i nprovi se quickly to save anything at all. He hoped the university was
not in worse shape, that they would reach it in tinme to gain sonething
useful, that....

The trail they had just left was not a mgjor trail, but it still saw
enough traffic to wear away all the brush and nost of the grass and



noss. Its surface was bare dirt except where cracked, eroded pavenent
showed through. To either side lay the occasional hul ks of ancient
autonobil es that testified that once it had been a broader, clearer

t hor oughf ar e.

"We | eave it here." Hussey's gesture had indicated an al nost invisible
cleft in the wall of blackberry canes and nettles and cat-claw branbl e
vines that ran beside the path.

Felix had objected. "W're nowhere near the Dinkins'.

"We don't know if he's watching, or where he's watching from So we
stay out of sight as much as possible."

"Wwn't he hear us?"

Hussey had shrugged. "Sone things we can't help. But be as quiet as
you can, eh?"

Fel i x had | aughed when he realized that, of course, bandits were not

really different in their need to exploit an environment. It was just
that their environment was likely to object to being exploited. Hulks
and ruins were as silent as apple trees or garden soil. The fruit they

bore existed for the picking.

Ox and Uncle Alva would only have to find the solar cells they
needed.

They had taken the small trundle, the old one, in a very different
direction, toward the stream and a bridge and a nei ghborhood where sone
of the old houses renained al nost intact.

Their walls of brick and stone still supported at |east partial roofs,
t hough doors and wi ndows were | ong gone and the floors were rotted out
within. Alva hoped to find at | east one roof that still supported a

panel or two of cells.

He and Hussey were nore |ike bandits, weren't they? They stalked live
prey, concealing their approach like the hunters his battered copy of
Swi ss Fami |y Robi nson had told himof, |eaving the obvious trail
striving for silence.

Not that silence was actually attainable. Were Hussey had | ed them
off the trail was no path. The ground was littered with debris they
had to step on. Stenms got in their way, and though many had al ready
been bent aside or stepped down, the thorns and nettles were stil

thi ck enough to resist hunan passage. The two nen fought their way

t hrough a chorus of rattling, crushing, tearing stenms until they were
anong the stunted trees that were all the Iand could support in nopst
pl aces. Yellow | eaves, except where the apples grew. Ferns and
NDSS.

Easier, quieter going, if only by conparison.

Very soon Felix could snell the Dinkins' outhouse and the chickens and
the pig. The stinks quickly grew stronger. An open patch appeared on
the right, the Dinkins' garden. Beside it sat a circle of posts and
thatch, the cradle, pleading for posterity, om nous threat, silent
extortion.



"Don't get too close."

"OfF course." They both stayed back, away fromthe edge where they

m ght be seen, hidden in shadows. A few nore steps, and there was the
house, a wi sp of snoke coming fromits chimey, its door open

There was no sign of activity in the yard, near the pens, by the
garden. There were no sounds fromw thin the house.

"Where are they?" asked Felix.

"There's al ways soneone here." Hussey pointed at the telltale snoke
with his chin. "Maybe he's cutting wood. O hunting for...."

A young boy peered out of the house's doorway. Behind him a suddenly
strident voice yelled, "Malcolm™

"The kid's got good ears." Hussey stepped into view. A heartbeat
later, so did Felix.

When Mal col mdid not nove, Calla D nkins appeared behind himand
grabbed his arm "l've told you and told you, don't go...."

When he pointed, she froze. Her face went white.

"I't's only us," said Hussey, and she rel axed.

"Have you got himyet?"

Hussey shook his head, and a little of her tension returned.

Fel i x thought he understood in a way he never coul d before he had
become a father hinself. Leo and Trudy were nore precious to himthan
anyt hi ng el se he had ever known, and he would guard them as zeal ously
as Calla Dinkins clearly wished to guard her own.

"Where's Absal on?"

She gl anced over her shoulder. "Asleep. He was up all night, hoping
he coul d spot the bastard.™

Felix tsked. "That's what the stone is for."
"But it isn't working."

"He just isn't com ng close enough to spot. He's got sonme way of
checking the cradle froma distance."

"A spygl ass?" asked Mal col m

"The stone's been telling himstories," said Calla Dinkins as if that
wer e somet hing for which she shoul d apol ogi ze.

"Great-Grandpa's like that," said Felix. "And if you were out there by
t he garden too, you were both safe enough. The man we're after doesn't
seemto be violent. | don't think he wants to face people."

"I should think so," she said, but then, inside the house, the baby
began to cry. Footsteps sounded. Calla shook her head furiously. "I
want hi m st opped! "



Her husband appeared beside her, the baby in his arns. "He ain't even
around anynore. Not a sign of him" He bounced their daughter and
could not keep a surprisingly tender smile fromhis face. "W should
just bring that cradle inside. For this one."

Felix winced. "That m ght nmake hi m decide to kidnap her."

"Then catch him" said Malcolm "Set a trap!"

Hussey | ooked at the boy. "Okay. Got a spare bl anket?"

" Huh?"

"Or some rags?" Everyone had rags. That was why Felix and Hussey had

brought nothing with them "Something we can bundle up to |ook like a
baby?"

"OfF course!" cried Calla. "Make it look Iike we put Anna in the
cradle. Then he'll conme cl ose enough. ™

#

Cal l a Dinkins was the one who had nade a habit of visiting the enpty
cradl e at dusk and arranging its protective covering.

Toni ght she approached it carefully, carrying the oblong bundle in her
arms as if it were fragile, and when she laid it in the cradle, she
hovered as if she were reluctant to | eave, reaching out as if to pat a
head, stroke a cheek, arrange a swaddling cloth. When she finally
left, her head was bowed.

"I pretended it really was Anna," she said when she rejoined the others
anong the trees beside the garden. Her husband handed her another
bundl e, and she parted its cloths nuch as she had the other's, as if to
check that she had nmade no mistake. A tiny face blinked up at hers.

"I was even crying."

"You' d have nade a great actress,” said the copy of G eat G andpa that
had been keeping watch so fruitlessly ever since the cradle had

appear ed.

Fel i x made a hushi ng noi se, but Hussey said, "It's not dark yet. He
won't cone anywhere near till later.”

"We don't know how far away he is."

"W don't even know he saw," said Absalom "Maybe | scared him of f
last night." He sounded |ike he wi shed he had.
"I"ve got to go," she said. "Cone, Malcolm"

When she was gone, Felix once nore said, "Shh."

The three men found conceal ment as near the circle of posts and thatch
as they could, just a step or two away but still behind a thick clunp
of everlasting and honeysuckle. Silence fell and |asted. Dusk becane
dar kness, and the darkness deepened. The scents of green and grow h,
of dust and spice, the sun had drawn fromthe earth during the day were



repl aced by cool er, damper, rmnustier night scents. A sliver of noon
appeared in the east and quickly acquired a halo. Wsps of cloud crept
across the sky.

"Rain tomorrow, " said Absal om Di nkins very softly. H s dark face was
almost lost in the night and its shadows. "O the next day."

"Ssshh!"

Felix shifted his weight. Something crackled beneath him
Soneone el se also said, "Ssshh."

More cracklings, nore quiet shushing sounds.

A long spell of silence as utter as it ever is outdoors: the only
sounds ones of breeze anmpbng the | eaves, of crickets and frogs and small
scurriers in the brush, of something scritching on a tree trunk
overhead or rustling in the thatch of the shrine, of patient

br eat hi ng.

The stone's whi sper was al nost too soft to hear: "Soneone conming....'

The three men froze quite nmotionless, straining for any hint of the
approaching villain.

A crunch of twigs. A crackle of |eaves. Steps. Two, three, pause as
if listening for any hint of anbush

More steps. Two and three and pause again. Did the steps seem
heavy?

Was there | abored breathing behind themand in the gaps between and in
t he pauses? Wis there no snag of thorn on cloth or skin, no hiss of
rubbi ng branch or stem no crunch of |eaf or twig? Then he--whoever he
was- - nust now be on the main trail, cautious, fearful, |aden down wth
somet hi ng wei ghty.

They shifted their postures until they could see the trail as well as
the cradl e beside the garden. Felix was pleased that he nanaged not to
nove his feet, not to crunch dirt or leaf, not to brush against the
branches that surrounded him The shift was one of neck and torso, a
twi sting, and when his joints cracked and popped and gas runbled within
his gut he was sure he could be heard half a mle away.

But neither of his human conpani ons reacted. There was no twi tch of
startl ement, no hissed reproach, and he heard not hi ng of whatever
noi ses their own bodi es night be generating within them

The noonlight was just bright enough to show thema figure on the
trail. A man, carrying a boxy object. Woever he was, he nust have
seen Calla putting what seemed to be a baby in the cradle. Now he
believed the tinme had cone to trade. He had brought the stone.

Just a few feet away, he took the fork in the trail that led to the
garden. He set the stone down just inside the circle of posts and

si ghed audi bly as he | eaned over the cradle. "Did they give in?" he
mur mur ed very softly.

Fel i x blinked, but nade no other sign of how the whisper tantalized his



menory. |f only the nman would say sonething in a normal voice, he was
sure he could call himby nane. But...

"I't looked like a baby fromthe tree," the murmur continued.
"I hope they did. She'll be so happy.”" One hand reached to pull the
bundl e' s wrappi ngs asi de.

Before the nman coul d di scover the truth and fl ee, Absal om D nki ns
screanmed, "NO" and |leaped onto his back. Felix and Hussey were only
a heartbeat behind himwi th their own wordl ess screeches.

Great- Gandpa's copy produced a cacophony of horns and whistles and
bel |l ows intended to stun and confuse.

The stranger stood and tw sted as his anbushers' weights struck his
back. Absalomflew aside and grunted as he struck one of the posts.

Di sintegrating thatch showered down around them

Sonet hi ng made a crunching sound. Felix slamed a fist into a nuscul ar
gut. Hussey clung to an arm Absalomreturned to the struggle,
charging in with his head down |ike a ram The stranger fell. There
was the sound of breaking wood, and then he screaned as loudly as
Absal om had at first: "NO NO NO"

Fel i x and Hussey and Absalomtried to hold himdown, but he tw sted and
flailed, punched, clawed, and bit. Despite their best efforts, he
threw them off, got to his feet, and ran

Felix wanted to follow himimredi ately, but Hussey said, "No. Wit
till we have sone light. | bit his ear."

Absal om Di nki ns | aughed. "He'll be drippin" for an hour then."

"Did you get hin?" There was a light on the path, and there was Call a,
the infant Anna in her arns, Malcolmat her side. She was not |eaving
t hem al one.

Absal oml s laughter died instantly. "What are you doing out here? Get
i nside! Lock the door!"

"He got away," said Felix. The light came closer, and he could see
shiny spots on the ground.

Hussey was wor ki ng somet hing out of the flesh of his thigh

"Splinter," he said.

Calla held her candle closer. Al could see that the splinter was a
dagger-1li ke shard of wood with one carefully polished surface. Wen
she said, "The cradle,” Felix inmredi ately saw that she was right. In
the struggl e sonmeone had fallen against the cradle, and the bundl e of
rags that had stood in for little Anna now sat undanaged on top of a
pile of kindling. A few feet away, the stone the stranger had been
returning also lay in fragments.

"WIl he come back?" asked Call a. Her voice was trenul ous, worri ed.

"We can track himin the norning."



"We could do it now," said Great-Gandpa's copy. "l can see the
bl ood. "

"You're too heavy to carry," said Felix.
"You used the trundle when we went | ooking for the hospital ."

"Ox and Alva have it, and it'lIl be light before we could get it
anyway. "

" Hmph. "
#
By dawn, Hussey's wound was so inflamed that he could hardly wal k.

Li ke the stone, he had to stay behind while Felix and Absal om Di nki ns
pursued the trail of blood drops down the path and through the woods.

Absalomtried to reassure Felix: "She pulled me through one Iike
t hat .

| was splitting wood, a branch overhead." He gestured to show what he
meant. "My axe caught it and bounced, and 'WHANG " See?" He parted
his hair to show a long white scar. "Hot conpresses. Spiderweb. Herb

tea. He'll be okay."

Fel i x hoped he was right. He could not help but renenber that when
they had first met, Hussey had been one of three bandits. One had died
i Mmediately, in the fight. The other had suffered for days from an

i nfected wound that would surely have killed himif one of Luanna's
arrows and a Havener's club had not claimed himfirst. It would hardly
seemfair if a simlar fate overtook the only one of the three who had
been able to reform

The drops of blood grew snaller and farther apart, but the trai

remai ned obvious. Their quarry had not been cautious in his plunging
flight through the woods, and the scuffed nbss and ground litter
mashed stens, and broken branches | eft no doubt about his path. Even
after the blood trail vanished entirely, they were able to follow the
man easily.

Absal om Di nki ns snorted disgustedly. "I'mno woodsman, but 1'd know
enough to doubl e back once in a while."

"Or to follow a road for a ways."

"He panicked. He's terrified. He's heading hone the astest way he
knows, and when he gets there he'll mess his pants. Just as soon as he
reali zes what he's done.”

"Too late then," said Felix. "We'Ill be right there."

Only several mles fromthe Dinkins farnstead did their quarry finally
take to a public path, and that was a small one, rarely used, its
paverent rarely showi ng through the years of debris and accumnul at ed
soil. Fresh footprints pointed themto the left, where a pair of
steep-sided hills stood agai nst the sky, the valley between themlike a
cleft in the ground. As soon as they entered the shadow of the rocky



cliff on the east, the trail that had once been a paved road
di sappeared beneath a |l andslide, but a footpath picked its way up the
pile of rock and earth.

The trees and shrubs that covered the surface of the | andslide were
taller and nore vigorous and their |eaves greener than any that Felix
had seen in years. "Fresh dirt," he said, and it was i mediately cl ear
t hat whoever lived in this vicinity had al so recogni zed the virtues of
the soil exposed by the landside. A fork in the path led to a narrow
garden shaded agai nst the youvee by the trees.

The main path |l ed them deep into the cleft between the hills. The
shade was nore pronounced there, even mdway through the norning, and
the vegetation seenmed sickly. G asses vanished al nost entirely, and
ferns and nosses thrived. The air was faintly nusty. Absal om shook
his head. "Not enough light. And too wet."

"But sonebody lives here."

There was a small brook, a house, a massive boul der and beside it a
buryi ng ground and one of the tal king gravestones the Webbs had been
giving to every household they could find. There was also a small
house.

"Hussey said he checked everyone," said Felix.

"It's pretty hidden," said Absalom "I don't see anyone."

"Inside. Shaking in his boots."

"What are we going to do with hinP"

Felix hesitated before answering. He |ooked at the burying ground. So
many stones, small ones, and he woul d bet each one stood for a child

t hat had been born dead or died soon after birth. Something tickled at
his menmory, and he shook his head, but nothing came to mind

"Stop him" he said at last. "lIsn't that the point?"

"He scared the hell out of Calla. He should pay for that."

"Look at the way he ran. | think we scared the hell out of himtwice
over. Wecked his cradle, too."

"Hrmm " Absal om Di nki ns sounded t houghtful, but not convinced.

"And we know where he is now." Wen a woman appeared in the house's
doorway, he added quietly, "And who." Even at this distance, he
recogni zed Tansin Curtis. The man who had stolen a stone and offered a
cradle as a nute plea for a child and then fled pell-mell bruised and
bl eedi ng across the countryside had to be Abner Curtis.

Now he knew why the burying ground had tickled his nmenory.

She had cone to the Wbbs, desperate because her babies never |ived.

And Abner's soft voice had seened familiar just before they tried to
capture him

"I's he in there?" called Absal om



She stepped onto the ground in front of the doorway and crossed her
arnms |ike sone unyielding guardian. "Are you the one who bit his ear
hal f of f?"

"He had it conming," said Felix.

"What'd he do?" She was so defiant, as if she could not inagine that
her man coul d possibly do anything that awful, that her glare stopped
their advance ten feet away from her

Absal om Di nkins told her

Her face fell alnobst as soon as he started. By the tine he was done,
her arms were dangling at her sides, the fingers withing helplessly.

Her voice was plaintive. "He didn't mean any harm He couldn't
have. "

Abner Curtis appeared behind her, half hidden in the shadows w thin the
door. "That's right. And | brought the stone back."

"I't's broken now. " Absaloms tone was unforgiving.
"So's the cradle.”

"The cradle.” Tansin spun to face her husband. "W weren't ever going

to need it, were we? Not unless we could get soneone else to fil
it?"

He shrugged hel pl essly. She seened to deflate as she said, "Yeah."

She paused, and then, her back still to Absal om and Felix, added,
"Never again. I'll seetoit."

Felix felt no need to say another word, and Absal om foll owed his
| ead.

They both believed her: Abner woul d henceforth behave hinsel f. Her
pai n was too obvious, and there was nothing they could do to ease it,
even though he ached for her-for them both--and wi shed he coul d answer
their need.

#

When they returned to the Dinkins place, they found Hussey in the yard,
| eaning on a stout stick. H's thigh was obviously swollen beneath the

thick | ayer of bandages, but he said, "I'll be okay."

Felix pursed his lips skeptically. "Not for a while. 1'll go get the
trundle.”

"I can wal k!'" But Hussey's lips were white as he spoke. If he could

wal k, it would only be at the expense of a great deal of pain.

"W need to bring another database anyway. You stay here, 1'Il get it,
and you can ride hone."

That made enough sense that Hussey could swall ow his pride.



He even refrained fromobjecting when Calla said, "I'll take care of
him"

Fel i x thought of the way Tansin Curtis had spoken to her Abner and
managed not to |augh, not even when Absal om caught his eye and
wi nked.

Did every woman treat her husband like a child, like alittle boy who
could not keep hinself fromdoing things he knew he shouldn't? No, of
course not. Luanna and Karyn did not treat himthat way.

Wul d that change if he was injured? O if he did sonmething childishly
stupid, as Abner had? He had the unconfortable feeling it woul d.

He was not able to return with the trundle until the next day. When he
got back, Uncle Alva and Ox were already sorting out pieces of solar
panel . They had enough to build at |least two trundle canopies.

"You're just intime to help,"” said Uncle Alva. "W've already tested
them and they're all good."

"How do you do that?"

Al va gestured to Ox, who clipped two wires to a panel segnent and
touched their tips to his tongue. He junped and swore.

"Good voltage," said Alva. "W don't want just a tingle.
Want to try it?" Wen Felix shook his head emphatically, he | aughed.

Ten mnutes later, all three men were bolting panel segnents to the
canopy frarme.

Del i vering the database stone and fetching Hussey and G eat G andpa's
copy the next day was the repaired trundle's test drive.

CHAPTER 17

Brother Mchael led as they left the graveyard. He had to | ean on his
staff, and he could not nmove as fast as he could before he was hit on

t he head, but he could negotiate the path fromthe bluff to the flat
ground closer to the river under his own power. When Trudy tried to
take his arm he flapped her away irritably. "Don't hover, d...!" As
soon as he realized what he had al nost said, he crossed hinself. Monks
weren't supposed to swear, not even if the words sprang easily fromthe
years before they had put on the robe and shaved their heads. He and
his brothers were only poor ignorant imitations of nonks, but that was
one of the things they knew about and included in their imtation

That and God and prayer and Scripture. And celibacy.

He reached to his scalp. Yes, that too. It was fuzzy. |In fact, it
was al nost past the fuzzy stage. And he was still tender. He avoided
the worst of the soreness as he scratched the side of his head and his
bear ded cheek and jaw and chin.

Trudy withdrew, but not far and only briefly, and after he stunbl ed on
a small rock and nearly fell, he let her nove cl ose beside himonce
nore. He hated the thought that he had to depend on anyone else to
keep hi mfrom breaki ng his neck, but he al so knew that refusing her



care was stupid. Excess pride of precisely the sort the Lord loved to
puni sh.

Every few steps, he | ooked back over his shoul der

Ni codenus the Havener was undoubtedly dead, but his presence seened to
foll ow just behind the nonk's shoulder. M chael knew it was not so,

but the stones in the cenetery had all been talkers, and it seened
somehow unnatural that the technology to preserve the m nds of the dead
no | onger existed.

Trudy did not seemto share his feelings. The Havener had had his arm
around her throat. He had threatened to kill her

But now he was gone. The danger was past, forgotten, |left behind. She
woul d not | ook back, and if he nmentioned N codermus' nane, she woul d not
respond.

"Mud, " she said when they faced the flat beside the river and the
seagul | s screaned overhead. "It's slippery. Let ne...."

It stank, too, and it was easier than he had expected to give in. He
felt much stronger than he had the day before, but he was still weak,
already tired, and the nud did not seemlikely to forgive his slips and
stunbles. Obediently, he permtted her to pull his arm across her

shoul der and brace herself against his arnpit. H's other hand gripped
his staff tighter than ever. He stabbed into the rmud, seeking the
solid earth beneath it, perhaps even pavenent. He took a step and

st abbed again. When he struck sonething hard and the shock raced
through his armto his tenple, he gritted his teeth until he could
taste bl ood.

They did not fall, though progress was slow and when they had crossed
the nud to stand at the foot of the trail that clinbed the next hill,
Brot her M chael was panting as if he had run five mles. H s heart was
poundi ng, too, and his body was soaked with sweat beneath his robe.

Trudy pointed at a clunp of trees a few steps up the sl ope.
"Just a little further. Then we can rest."

Hail, Mary, he thought. Lend ne strength. And they were beside the
trees, their shade wel come and cool. He let his legs fold beneath him
and sat where he could have one last glinpse of the river. The tide
was coming in, creeping up the nmudflats, small waves novi ng agai nst the
current. Seagulls floated on its breast, soared above it, perched on
rocks beside it, stalked the shore. On the far side of the water,
hills rose up, steep and covered with trees. Here and there he could
see a flash of white or yellow or red, remants of ancient buildings,
stubs of walls, piles of tunbled brick or stone. There was no hint of
snoke agai nst the yellowed sky. Nor was there any sign of Havener
ships--no sails, no creak of rigging, no hint of wake. They were al one
in the world.

When he | ooked at Trudy, he could see that she felt the sane sense of
i solation, of solitude, and that it did not disturb her

I ndeed, she was | ooking back at himas if....

"No," he said. His breath and heart had cal ned. He coul d speak



agai n.

"Monks don't marry." O did they? Brother Brendan had once said that
when the Church was young, priests did take wives. And before the end,
some priests had defied tradition and married and even had children
and the Church had not rejected them Only a few, though; the
tradition of celibacy had renmai ned strong.

"Delivered of the Lord does," she said as he got back to his feet. He

took a step, and he tottered as if it were still the day before. She
took his arm supporting him He | eaned his weight against his staff,
and they set off once nore, stepping up the hill, noving slowy--yet
per haps not too slowy--toward the Webbs. "He has several w ves at

once. He keeps themas long as they're fertile."
Brot her M chael made a face. "You were one?"

She knew he knew t he answer, but she nodded anyway. "I had to nove out
when | didn't get pregnant."

"But you are now. "
She nodded agai n but said nothing else.

"Then why did you cone on this trip? Shouldn't you have stayed
behi nd?

Taken it easier?"

"My nother never did. And she had four of us. More if you count the
stillbirths."

He wi nced, though he knew m scarriages and stillbirths were a fact of
life in this age of the world. Humanity had fallen a | ong way fromthe
days when it had been a prolific, popul ous species, alnmpst as if CGod
had decided to rein it in.

Progress renai ned sl ow even after they crested the hill. He was tired,
tireder than he had been even when he and his fell ow nonks had been
rowi ng The Green Isle across the ocean. Yet, just as they had all done
then, he kept up the rhythmic notion, timed his steps to the phrases of
the Qur Father, the Pater Noster, built a wall between his will and his
pain, his growi ng fatigue, and kept on

"W need to stop soon."

Trudy was tugging at his armas if she thought his attention was
wandering, but it wasn't, not really. He was just tired.

That was all. But not too tired to say, "There's lots of daylight
left. Mst of the afternoon.”

The ground was snmooth in front of him but he still stunbled, his toe
digging into the dirt. Only her shouldering into his armpit, his hand
clutching at her back, his weight upon his staff saved him

She grunted with effort. "I don't want to carry you. See that
tree?"

An ol d pine whose |ower |inbs were broken snags.



How big had it been when the pavenent beneath their trail was bare and
cars still whizzed along it? He wished it could speak

But the only voice was that of the trickle of a streamin the crease of
Earth beside it. Where he could see rocks to sit on. "That far. No
farther."

He managed a nod and a step and a step. Wat el se was there?

Sonet hing noving in the brush?

For just a nonent he thought he saw the very same shape he had seen
pictured in ancient books and carved on Irish tonbs. He al nbst said,
"A deer!" But then there was only a pattern of branch and | eaf and
shadow. No deer. O course not. There were no deer anynore, hadn't
been for generations.

"There," said Trudy and he sank gratefully onto a boul der

A moment | ater, she had pulled a small pot from her pack and squatted
besi de the brook for water. There was a heal thy | ooking apple tree
just a few feet away; its branches bore enough halfripe apples to
satisfy them

"No deer," he nuttered to hinself.

"You're not going to collapse, are you?"

He shook his head and wi shed he had the strength to | augh

She thought he'd said, "Oh, dear." Perhaps she thought he'd felt his
heart going. But no. He'd feel better in the norning, just as he had
this nmorning. He'd be stronger. He'd |ast |onger

He | ooked again at the clunp of brush that had fooled him

No deer. No hart anong the trees.

No tongues in trees either, no books in running brooks.

But sernons in stones? He wondered if any preachers, priests, bishops,
ar chbi shops, popes had ever had thensel ves recorded. He thought not,
but if they had, there would be sernons from stones indeed.

#

When Brot her M chael woke the next norning, Trudy |Inger once nore
stretched warm beside himand her cloak over them he felt better
stronger, as if his efforts of the day before had purged weakness from
him Yet as soon as he stood, his heart pounded and he gasped. He
crossed hinsel f.

"What's the matter?"

He shook his head and sank to a squat.

"W started off too soon, didn't we?"

He didn't want to agree, but he had to nod. "Maybe in a couple of



hours."
"I"l'l see what | can find for food."

There were the apples, sone blackberries, a few rmushroons they both
agreed were safe. But he renmained too weak to | eave their canp that
day. They had to spend a second night sleeping side by side beneath
the old pine before Brother Mchael was able to go on

He still needed her support on one side and his staff's on the other

but he noved nore easily than he had. By the tine the sun had passed
its zenith in the yellow sky, they were niles fromtheir canpsite, on a
ridge that ran beside a granite-walled ravine and a tunbling stream

To their left they could identify the fold of hills that conceal ed the
river. Oher hills rose to the right, one of thema bald knob of
granite whose clefts supported no growth but brush

"That's snoke." Trudy pointed at a colum of roiling white that rose
from beyond the knob and shuddered. "Soneone |ives over there. O
they used to."

Brot her M chael nodded and fingered his rosary. He had seen such
colums before, in Ireland. The last had pronpted the nonks' departure
and his arrival on this shore, his presence on this ridge, beside this
worman. "May God have nercy on their souls.”

Sonet hi ng noved on the knob. A human, a man. |Its posture showed no
hint of terror, its gait no sign of flight. Not a survivor of the
fire, then. More likely one of those who had set it. A bandit.

An arm swung and pointed at them Seconds later a faint cry reached
them and though M chael could not make out any words, he knew they
were there: "Look! More suckers! Let's get 'em"”

Trudy tugged at his arm and her voice was urgent. "W have to run
As fast as we can."

He obeyed, and he prayed that his strength would hold. The bandits
woul d have to foll ow a roundabout path to reach their road, but that
woul d not take themlong. And he and Trudy could not possibly flee
wi t hout | eaving signs that anyone could follow.

Footprints. The marks of his staff in the dirt.

He tried to run but had to settle for a fast wal k. Straight along the
ridge. Turning left where a fainter trail foll owed another of the old
roads. Toward the river. Toward...

They were at the crest of a hill when they first saw that the bandits
were indeed pursuing them They | ooked behind, and there was a pair of
figures on the next hill back, silhouetted by a red ball of sun about
to slip below the hill even though true sunset was still a little

of f.

One was larger than the other, but that was all Brother M chael could
tell before their relentless trot carried them under branches and out
of sight once nore.



Brot her M chael and Trudy did not linger. They had a | ead of about a
mle now, but it would shrink steadily and rapidly.

They did not have | ong.

"Soon," M chael panted. "There's a path."

A shout rose behind them Not a nile away, not at all
Perhaps a quarter mle. Mybe |ess.

And there it was. The fallen slab of stone. The path to the
| ong- abandoned, ruined fort. A fitting place for a |last stand.

The fort had been built to overlook the river. The path brought them
to the brow of a hill that served as its inland ranpart and from which
they could see the water.

"What's that?" asked Trudy.
It was |long and dark and novi ng agai nst the current.

M chael didn't know what it was and didn't dare take the tinme to
care.

"Move! "

Crunmbling steps had just led themto the nouth of a brickwork corridor
that snelled of danmp and m | dew when the first stone struck the ground
besi de them They dove imediately into the shelter and put their
backs against the wall. He held his staff ready across his chest.

"Where'd they go?" The bandit was panting too, and his voice was not
nearly as barbaric as M chael had expected. |In fact, he sounded barely
out of adol escence.

"Stop your heavin', Jig. That voice was nore like it, ol der

rougher.

"Then maybe we can hear 'em
M chael fought to control his own breathing. So did Trudy.

But sonet hi ng nmade a scrabbling noi se behind them and the ol der bandit
said, "In there."

"One of ya's a woman," said Jig. "W could see that nuch, guy. So
give "er up, 'n maybe we'll let ya go."

Both of the bandits |aughed then, as if they felt some need to assure
their prey that they were lying. They enjoyed both rape and mnurder.

Nei t her M chael nor Trudy said a word, though M chael clutched his
staff across his chest nore tightly than ever.

A shadow bl ocked the entrance to the corridor. A hand holding a rock
hal f the size of Mchael's head, poised to throw.

The nonk | ashed out with his staff, felt neat and bone, and heard a cry
of pain. The rock fell on the ground.



Only one of the bandits was |aughing. The other swore.

"You know what |'m gonna do to that...?

More | aughter, drowning out the bandit's intentions. "I see light
t' other enduh that tunnel, Jig. You stay right here.

Don't let 'emget away."
Jig swore again. Steps and scranbling noises marked the ol der bandit's

progress through the ruins. Trudy picked up a broken brick and noved a
few feet toward the other end of their shelter.

A rock spanged off the wall beside her. "She's ready for ya, Bull,"
Jig called. "I can see her movin'."
"Don't let "emout. W'Il have 'emin a sec.”

"Here!" Trudy's urgent hiss and beckoni ng hand caught Brother
M chael's attention. She pointed at a darker shadow agai nst the wall
of the corridor.

He nodded, but then he pointed past her, where the |larger of the
bandits was bl ocking the opening. She threw her brick and seized
another. Bull swore and backed away. A nonment |ater, he too was
hurling rocks and bri cks.

One struck Trudy on the shin. She swore as loudly as the bandit had
and stepped into the conceal nent of the doorway she had found.

Bot h bandits were pitching rocks now So far untouched, M chael threw
several bricks back at the younger Jig. Wen the fire slackened, he
too stepped through the doorway.

He could see nothing in the bl ackness, but the echoes of the snall

noi ses his feet made told himhe was in a small roomthat m ght once
have been a storeroom He explored with his hands and staff enough to
| earn there was no other entrance. But he still grinned quite

wol fishly when he laid one hand against the wall around the opening: It
was as rotten as any he had seen when he had first come through this

pl ace. He reached up with his staff to poke at the ceiling. It too
was brick, laid as a barrel vault, an arch, and where he touched it,
nortar sprinkled down upon his head. He poked again, and a brick fell,
narrowy mssing him

"What are you going to do?" whispered Trudy.

"I thought | could push the wall over on themwhen they cane in." He
whi spered too. "But | don't dare. The whole place would collapse.”
Her hand found his and squeezed. "It mght be worth it."

"Only as a last resort.” H's nmouth went dry at the thought that such a

| ast resort mght indeed be necessary. Not to save hinmself from pain
or death. But Trudy. To save her fromrape as well as death.

He licked his lips. At least his breathing was under control. His
fate was not, and his heart pounded in his chest as if it wished to
break free and escape on its own. But neither he nor Trudy was now



panting so loudly that someone could tell where they were fromthat
sound al one.

The rocks began to fly again. This tinme there was nothing to get in
their way but the crunbling nmasonry. Brother Mchael felt the wall
trembl e under his hand.

"They still in there?"

"There's no way out, Jig.

"Then why ain't they hollerin'"? O throw ng those rocks back at us the
way they were?"

"Maybe we hit 'emon the head. They're just a-lying there waitin' for
us."

"That's what you think, you step in there 'n check."

"After you, Jig."

"You think I"'mnuts? It's getting' dark."

"I think if you don"t...."

Jig's answer might have been a petul ant whine, but it was buried by the
sound of footsteps. There was a rustle of dry grass, the sound of
flint and steel, and a flare of light. A nmonent later, he said, "I
don't see 'em They ain't in here.”

More steps, these fromthe other end of the corridor.

"Asshole! Din't you see that door?"

"Huh!  Awright! Conme outa there now. W've got you cornered good."
Brot her M chael held his breath and squeezed Trudy's hand.

Not a sound, he prayed. Not a sound. No sneeze, no cough, no fart.
"God knows where that goes, Bull. W need a real torch."

"Then go get one."

Steps again, leaving. But only one set.

A moment | ater, they returned, clattering with haste, and Jig was
struggling to keep his voice down to a hoarse, harsh whisper, "Jesus,
Bull! There's a boat out there, right up against the shore. Fuckin'
Haveners! W gotta get outa here!™

"Shit! We go for weeks w thout seein' a soul, and now. ..."

One of themthrew a last rock into the bl ackness of the storeroom It
hit the far wall and bounced. Brother M chael suppressed a grunt of
pain when it struck his ankle and prayed the bandits woul d not

recogni ze the difference in the sound of inpact.

He needn't have worried. By then they were already halfway to the end
of the corridor. A noment later, he and Trudy coul d hear them



scranbling over fallen bricks, hissing curses at each other, desperate
to escape the trap they feared the ruins of the ancient fortress had
suddenly becone for theminstead of their chosen prey.

Trudy wanted to |l eave their hiding place as soon as silence fell, but
M chael stopped her with a hand on her arm "It could be a ruse," he
said. "Maybe they're waiting just outside, and as soon as we energe,
they'll have us."

But then a shrill voice screamed, and Trudy refused to be held back.
"That's a kid!" she cried.
CHAPTER 18

Her bed. The cradle. Ruth's pallet. A small, square table that held
a square of cloth, a candle on a saucer, a Bible. The floor was snooth
pl anks, worn smooth, never painted. The walls were wood as well,

t hough | ess snmooth. No one wal ked on them

No woman scrubbed them on her knees with fistsful of gritty rushes.
The one small wi ndow was four panes divided by a nullioned cross.

The only ornanments were her quilt, pieced in elegant patterns from
scraps of cloth, and the small braided rug beside the bed, al so nmade
fromrags. She had wi shed at times for paint, for pictures on the
walls, for curtains, for furniture that soneone had taken the time to
carve and poli sh.

Not that she had ever seen such things, but Delivered of the Lord had
once found a m | dewed magazine full of pictures that showed how peopl e
once had lived. Decadent, he called them

Gving their attention to Earthly gewgaws instead of the beauties of
Heaven. Once, he said, they too had known that only in austerity |ay
virtue. But they had forgotten, and in their forgetfulness lay their
damat i on.

Then she was dammed, wasn't she? She craved such gewgaws, even such
sinmple ones as the bit of seagl ass she had once forced Ruth to throw
away. She did not care for austerity, nor for a tyranny that could
deny her the mate she had al ways nost truly loved. She and

Consi derati on Wggin had been no nore than children when they first

ki ssed. They had known for years that they would marry when they were
grown, that they would have chil dren.

Her eyes filled with tears. They had forgotten Delivered of the Lord,
and now all they had of |ove was nmoments and words and | ooks. Never
any nore. And all they had of beauty was sunset l|ight that made even a
roomas plain as hers glow gold and rose.

Li ght so warm and syrupy she could alnost taste it, and indeed she did
take a deep breath as if she could absorb strength from God's own
smile.

On the bed beside her, End of Exile reached for the strap of the bag in
whi ch she usually carried his cloths. Now it held a change of clothing
as well. And another for Ruth, who knelt on her pallet and arranged
her sinple doll's sinple tunic. There was nothing for God's Pronise



except the | ong dark gown she wore.

Her ot her gown would remain, hanging fromits hook

If she tried to carry nore, soneone would surely stop her
It was just as well she had so few possessions.

Her hat was in her lap. Silvery fish-skin, bleached white by youvee,
stretched over a wicker frame. Al nost a globe, just like the hats worn
by Haven's nen except for the w ngs.

But not for her. Not any nore. She wanted to hurl it across the room
but someone might look in. She set it gently on the bedpost and

wr apped a small bl anket, woven with a dark stripe near either end,
around her son. \When she was satisfied that he woul d stay warm even
once they were at sea and the air turned cold, she nestled himin the
crook of her left armand gathered up the bag. "Come, Ruth."

She net no one until she was reaching for the door to the outside.

Then old Rise Up Shining Lane appeared in the entrance to the
ki t chen.

"Going out? It's al nost dark."

"Down to the shore," she said, struggling to keep her voice as calmas
ever. "Wile there's still alittlelight. 1It's stuffy in the
room"

Ri se Up Shining nodded energetically. Her grin showed ragged, rotten
teeth. "I know how it is. | know howit is. The kitchen's even
worse, especially on a hot day and this one wasn't cold, was it? Just
finishing all the clean-up now. The girls are putting things away.

But where's your hat? You can't go out w thout your hat, or you'll get
the cancer!”

God' s Promi se sighed. Beside her, Ruth shifted fromone foot to the
other. "You said it yourself, Rise Up Shining. It's alnost dark

There isn't any youvee out there now. "
"You never know. You never know. "

God's Promi se ignored the wagging finger and stepped outside. The
sunset gl ow was al ready |l ess, but there was |ight enough. There was
al so the scent of pine still fragrant fromthe heat of the day, the
fragrance of cookfire woodsnmoke, the fishy snell of sun-baked boats at
anchor off the shore, so much richer than any single catch they had
ever made. There were as well the stenches of outhouses and

nmudf | at s.

O course she knew. She knew that if she had worn her hat, if she had
made Ruth wear hers, someone would surely have wondered why she went
out at night dressed for day. Was she planning to return? O was she
fl eei ng?

As soon as the door closed behind her, she felt as if a |l oad had been
lifted fromher back. She was never going to go through that door



agai n, never going to spend another night in that house or in Delivered
of the Lord's bed. Instead...

Ruth was drifting further from her side and | ooking not toward the
shore but toward the trees.

"Stay with me, Ruth."

But the child only glanced over her shoul der and began to run.
"Rut hiel"

"You're too easy with that child."

She gasped. "Delivered of the Lord!"

"Qut for a stroll? And howis little End of Exile com ng al ong?" He
had been standi ng near the corner of the house, where he had a clear
view of his pulpit, his congregation's bleachers, the | ong dock, and
the high cross at its end. Now he was beside her, |leaning to push the
corner of the blanket aside and touch End of Exile's chin. The baby
twisted in her arns and gave a single plaintive cry. "Not nearly ready
to wean."

H s |ast words sounded regretful, and God's Promi se had to suppress a
shudder even as she did her best to seem exasperated.

"Ruth's been restless. | thought a bit of exercise....'

"Wwul d hel p her sleep? O course. But she should still mnd you
better. Don't you spank?"

She shook her head. Until tonight, her voice had been all she
needed.

He tsked and stroked End of Exile's cheek. "You will. Boys need it
worse than girls.”™ Then he made a gesture that m ght have been a
bl essing or a salutation and turned toward the house.

"Bed is waiting." He did not say that one of his other w ves was
waiting too, but the hour was so early that had to be true.

God's Promise's sigh of relief at his going was | oud enough to catch
her baby's attention. She smiled down at his w de eyes and rurured,
"Tonight. Tonight we leave." But first....

Where had Ruth gone? Where was she now? And where was Consi deration
W ggi n?

The first two of her questions were answered al nbst imrediately. Ruth
energed fromthe trees; with her was her friend Polly. Wen they
reached God's Promi se, she said, "You know this isn't playtine,

Ruth."

The two children said nothing for a long noment. Then Ruth said
softly, "I know, Mommy. But Polly wants to go hone."

Was she really only three?

When Polly | ooked at her, there was so nuch desperate hope in her face



that her heart turned over. Her eyes were black in the dusk,

wi de-pupilled, sparkling bright as if filled with stars. Then she

| ooked toward the dock, toward a man standing in the shadow of the

bl eachers, toward Consideration Wggin, and her face twi sted in what
could only be fear, and perhaps hatred. Yet she showed no | east sign
that she wished to flee, whatever was afoot, she was determi ned to see
it through.

CGod's Promise bit her lip and blinked away sudden tears.
She knew what had surely happened to Polly's hone. Her parents, too.

But how could she say it? And how could she refuse the child,
especially if she was willing to put herself in the hands of one of the
men who had...?

At | ast she sinply nodded.

A few minutes later, she was behind the bl eachers, and she and

Consi derati on Wggin were wrapping their arnms around each other for the
first time in years, trusting the dusk to hide their sin fromany eyes
that mght be watching. H's flesh was hard and hot and she coul d not

| et herself enbrace himas tightly as she craved, for the baby was

bet ween them and the girls were watching.

"W shouldn't, even now, but...." He no |onger sounded uncertain. He
had made up his nmind, turned his back on Haven al ready, and would flee
with her in another nonent.

"Did he see you?" she asked at last. She was alnost panting with
dread and excitenent.

"Who?"
"Delivered of the Lord. He was outside the house, |ooking this way."
"I don't think so. \Where is he now?"

"He went in..

"Then let's go. The boat's ready. The skiff...." He waved one hand
toward the foot of the dock but returned it imediately to her back

She coul d hear the |apping of waves, see the orange gl ow of |ingering
sunset on the waves. There was a breeze, but it was not strong.

She twisted reluctantly away, adjusted the strap of the bag across her
shoul der, and | ooked for the girls. They were less than a yard away,
wat chi ng the house she had | eft behind. She followed their gaze and
drew in a sharp breath. "He went in!"

"Who?" But neither Consideration Wggin nor any other Havener could
fail to recognize the man who stood outside the house's door

"He's watching us." God's Promise felt her knees go weak w th panic.

It had been a ruse. He had suspected that she was going to neet a
| over, and he had gone in only to nmake her think she was not watched.

Now, despite distance and dusk, he nust have seen her in Consideration



Wggin's arns, and there was no consol ati on what soever in the thought
that she could be punished no worse for adultery than for flight.

He began to walk toward them Three other nen stepped out of the house
to follow him Wrthy Ferlig was instantly recogni zable by his pants
and shirt instead of the nore usual kilt and thong-tied vest. Beside
him taking two steps to each of his, was David Cantor. The last, the
burliest of themall and known for the strength with which he haul ed
nets fromthe sea, was Searaker Jameson. He would have been recruited
for this task in order to be sure that no one escaped.

"Run!" said Consideration Wggin.

But before they could reach the dock, their pursuers were running
t 0o.

Their footsteps pounded on the ground. Delivered of the Lord shouted
out, "Stop!"

They did not stop. Their own feet pounded on the stones of the dock
and drowned out the sounds of their pursuers. The children raced

bef ore them and spotted the skiff even before she did. As

Consi deration Wggin knelt to remove the skiff's painter froma cleat,
t hey dove into the boat.

God's Promise was trying to foll ow them when soneone grabbed her gown
from behind. She fell backward even as cloth tore, but she never hit
the ground. Consideration Wggin had her by the hand, the arm pulling
her toward him toward the skiff, toward safety.

Anot her hand settled on the strap of her bag and yanked.

She lurched. Her grip on End of Exile |oosened.

"Into the boat!"

" Momy! "

Polly wailed as if she had seen this scene before.

"My son!" shouted Delivered of the Lord. It was his hands agai nst

whi ch she struggled, his will that fought to keep her and her children

pri soner on Haven's soil. "No one takes my son!"

The gown tore again. It jerked at her arns. She lost her grip on the
baby entirely, and he fell.

The worl d seenmed to stop. No one nmoved. Not even the waves that
heaved agai nst the stony flank of the dock showed any sign of notion

But End of Exile fell, inexorably inpelled by the | aws of nature.

God's Promise's belly spasned, as if her wonb could suck End of Exile
back to safety. She desperately willed her back to bend, her arns to
stretch, her hands to snatch, but she was powerl ess, notionless,
hel pl ess except to gasp and sob and scream when her baby's head struck
t he wooden beam that edged the dock with a hollow "clunk.” The splash
of his body in the water was softer, anticlimactic.

"Save him Save ny son!" The hands tugging at God's Prom se rel eased



her. Delivered of the Lord dove past her, the first man into the
water, and the inpact of his shoul der and hip nade her stagger

She wanted to dive into the sea too, even though she was not the one
who had cried out those desperate words, but all she could do was
scranble for footing and stand there, paralyzed and sobbing, unti
Consi deration Wggin tugged gently at her hand.

Then she realized that her infant had sunk like a stone in the deep

wat er besi de the dock. The evening light was still bright enough to
| et her see himdescend. To |let her see that he had noved neither |eg
nor armand now lay quite still on the bottom

The only novenment was where a current stirred the corner of the bl anket
she had wapped himin. A tendril of what could only be bl ood emnerged
fromhis ear, wavered in the water, thinned to a hazy cloud, and

vani shed.

The bl ow on his head had at | east stunned him and now he was
surely. ...

Ruth was crying, but for the moment God's Prom se could not possibly
think of her. She knew the girl had watched her baby brother fall into
the sea, victimof her parents' struggle, father jerking at her
nmother's arms, nmother letting go, baby falling, falling, thunking,

spl ashi ng. Dyi ng.

God's Promise had seen it too. Had felt it all, every second of
struggle and involuntary release and fall. And death.

She screaned again, while her daughter and Polly clung together against
a hostile adult world.

Her gown was gone. She wore only a light shift, but that was not why
she shivered and trenbl ed. Consideration Wggin tugged harder on her
wrist. She staggered and let himhelp her into the skiff. As he
joined her, pushed the little boat away fromthe dock, and began to
row, Delivered of the Lord breached the surface with a roar. "Dead!

They killed him Catch them

Don't let them get away!"

She could not help herself. She had to stare at himas he clinbed onto
the dock. At the small, linmp formhe clutched desperately to his
chest. Her son. Their son

The bl anket lay on the dock at her husband's feet.

Consi deration Wggin rowed furiously as nore nen appeared and ran for
the other skiffs tied to the dock nearby.

CGod's Promise still shivered in her shift. She hugged hersel f and
moaned. Her baby. Her baby was gone. End of Exile gone just as her
exil e ended or began, just as she left home or found it.

She barely knew it when the skiff bunped the side of the fishing boat
Consi derati on Wggin had chosen for their flight.

But then little Ruth was saying, "Mmy! Hurry, Mnmry! Get in the



boat! They're coning!"

Only then did she ook behind to see a pair of skiffs pursuing them and
realize that three nore were heading for another fishing boat. Still
nore were putting out fromthe dock

One skiff was in the lead, |eaping closer to themw th every stoke of
the oars. She did not need to squint to see that the man w el ding the
oars was Searaker Janmeson

"Hurry, Monmmy!"

She |l et herself be tugged fromher seat. She clanbered over the side
of the fishing boat and obeyed Consideration Wggin's perenptory
gesture to sit down, there, on that bench near the stern, the two small
girls beside her, huddling against her thinclad side, her arns tight
around them Already he had cut the anchor rope and rel eased the ropes
that held the sail furled

Now he was hauling on a sheet, raising the sail, leaping to the tiller
and turning the boat to catch the wi nd.

Behind them the pursuers in the skiffs were turning their course
toward the other fishing boat, whose small crew was al ready raising
sail and pulling the anchor fromthe water.

Pursuit would be fast and inexorable. But for now they were free.

Consi deration Wggin | aughed as if that freedomwere all there was in
his mind. As if he had not just |ost a babe in arns.

O course, she told herself between her npbans, he hadn't |ost a
chil d.

End of Exile hadn't been his. He had been hers, and she was the one
who had let himfall, et himdie. She was not yet ready to adnmit that
Delivered of the Lord had surely knocked himfrom her arns.

"We'| | have to | and as soon as we can," said Consideration Wggin.

CGod's Prom se could only noan, but beside her Polly said, "Wy?" Very
dimMy, she was aware that the child was staring at Consideration Wggin
with a nore considering set to her face, as if she knew that he was

rej ecting what he had been, that he had begun to redeemthe man who had
sl ain her parents.

"There's only one of nme. They have nore crew on the other boat, so
they can work the sails a little better. They can sail faster. If we
stay at sea, it's only a matter of time before they catch us."

It was darker now, though the sky remained |ight enough for themto see
the sail behind them The wind died to a breeze, flickered, regained
its strength, and now her shivers were nore fromcold than panic and
terror and | oss.

Consi deration Wggin leaned on the tiller to set their course toward
t he mai nl and and scranmbled to adjust the sail.

"They can see us," he said. "But there's no help for that.



W need sone place to hide."

Were their pursuers gaining? God' s Pronise stared behind, straining

her eyes. Ruth and Polly stared as well, and did she feel in the
clutch of their hands at her shift some mute entreaty? "Don't l|let us
fall in the water too. Please don't.

W want to live."

Her own hands tightened on their shoul ders, saying just as eloquently,
"Don't leave ne. Don't leave nme. Don't...."

Her breasts felt tight with mlk. They shouldn't be so full, for she
had fed End of Exile just before they left the house, but her skin was
taut, on the verge of bursting, and the nipples were erect and

pl eadi ng.

The | and opened up before them deeply shadowed hills rising on either
si de, shoul dering aside the stars and the last lingering glow of the
sun. Full dark settled over them though the sky remained |ight enough
behind themto let them see the sil houette of the pursuing sail

"The river," said Consideration Wggin as he struggled with the tiller
and the sheets to keep themin the center of the channel. "That's
Verona |Island on our right." Pale masonry walls glinmrered anong the

trees. There were so many that she knew that once this |ong,
st eep-si ded island had been covered with structures.

The wind faltered. The sail went slack. The river's current seized

t hem and began to nove them backward, away from safety, back toward the
pur sui ng Haveners and the wath of Delivered of the Lord. God's
Promise felt the bitterness of bile in her throat and clutched the
girls beside her harder than ever

She began to recite: "The Lord is ny shepherd; | shall not want.

"He naketh me to lie down in green pastures: he | eadeth me beside the
still waters."”

O noving waters, she thought. Wth the wind dead and the river
carrying us back to captivity. But then Consideration Wggin and Ruth
both joined her. Polly did not, for she had not been on Haven | ong
enough to learn the Scriptures.

"He restoreth nmy soul: he leadeth ne in the paths of righteousness for
hi s name's sake.

"Yea, though | walk through the valley of the shadow of death, | will
fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they confort
ne."

How coul d she not fear? The shadow of death was col d upon her back and
belly and | egs and arns, colder even than the night air.

"Thou preparest a table before nme...."
"And a wind," said Consideration Wggin. And it was true.

The sail flapped in a renewed breeze. He hastened to adjust it, and
then they were noving upstream once nore.



God's Prom se breathed a sigh of relief. She w shed she could believe
the last line of the psalmcould al so come as near to truth, but at the
nonent - - despite the breeze--goodness and nercy seened far fromwithin
her reach.

A point of land thrust fromthe | eft bank ahead of them As soon as
they had passed it, Consideration Wggin abruptly dropped the sail.

This time the river's current was useful, for he let it turn them and
slide their boat behind the point, where trees overhung the water.

As soon as the woman and chil dren were standing on the tunbled granite
bl ocks of the shore, Consideration Wggin pushed the boat back into the
river. 1t moved reluctantly, but it noved, and in a nonment he was able
to say, "At least it won't show them where we got off. Wth |uck,

it'll bang into them"

There was |ight enough to see where they were going, but a few feet
fromthe water's edge, tangled vines nevertheless clutched at their
ankles. Polly fell and cried out. When Considerati on Wggin said,
"Shh!" and tried to pick her up, she twi sted out of his reach

"Nol "

She threw hersel f against God's Promi se, who automatically tightened a
hand on the side of her head.

In the next few steps, long-thorned wild roses, cat-claw briar, and
stiff-stenmed brush caught at God's Pronise's shift.

The thin fabric tore. She could see her own cal ves and knees and

t hi ghs, exposed as they had not been since she was a child, and she

bl ushed as if she stood before the Haven congregation. Her shift tore
again, and she felt night air against her side, her back

To her surprise, her shame faded away instead of growing worse. WAs it
necessity that liberated her fromall other feelings? Yet tears stil
fl owed over her cheeks. Giief remained, all but overpowering inits
intensity. End of Exile was dead. Gone. And Haveners were hunting
her .

End of Exile would not have died if she had turned her back on

Consi deration Wggin and stayed within her room He would still be
alive if she had been content to remain one of Delivered of the Lord's
wi ves. Al nost, she wanted to cry out, be found, and expiate the

deat h.

But then she thought: Remaining there would be to remain a breeding
animal . A sl ave.

And she had | earned that she had the power to say no to such a fate.

Ahead of her, Consideration Wggin froze, his posture watchful
listening. She and the girls imtated him for a nmonment, she thought
she could hear the rattle of brush disturbed by soneone's passage, the
sound of footsteps, harsh breath, and her heart pounded in her

t hr oat .

But then Consideration rel axed.



What ever it had been was gone. There was no danger hiding in the
dar k.

Then why did she still feel frightened? Wy was she so reluctant to
step fromthe tunbled granite bl ocks and shiftdestroying thorns onto

the narrow path before then?

Why did she junp when Ruth said, "Mnmy," in such a perfectly normal
tone and vol ume?

"Keep her quiet!" said Consideration Wggin, but God' s Promni se
whi spered, "Wat?"

"l gotta go."
There wasn't any reason to seek conceal nent, but she did it anyway.
Here was a stub of crunbling wall beside the path, shadows behind it.

"Wait a second," she said to Consideration Wggin, and before he could
finish saying, "Don't," she was off the path.

A rough hand cl apped over her nouth. Another thrust through the tears
in her shift and squeezed what it found. Someone gasped in her ear

Little Ruth's terrified screamwas abruptly cut off.

CHAPTER 19

"It hurts." Pa sprawled in the shade of the col onnade, pressing his
| eft hand against his right side just below the nipple. His left
eyelid drooped. His right hand clutched a half-enpty bottle by the
neck. He coughed, and there was bl ood on his I|ips.

Hussey lay a few feet away, his face white and pinched.

Unconsci ous, he was oblivious to Bella's hands as she unw apped his

t hi gh, nmore swollen now than ever, and cl eaned pus and bl ood fromthe
wound. Marjy, despite her age, was watching carefully.

Ox and Uncl e Alva sat nearby.

Bella glared at Felix. "You couldn't just stand up and say, 'Gotcha!"
could you? It would have served just as well. He'd have known you

knew who he was. He'd have had to give up."

Felix could not neet her eyes, for she was right. Abner Curtis had not
been a violent man. He had not tried to steal the baby, but to beg for

it. "Look at my cradle,"” he had said. "W wll treasure himand | ove
himjust as well as you." Stealing the stone had been a ploy, an
attention-getter. It had been destroyed, like the cradle, only as a

si de-ef fect of the anbush.
As much their fault as his.
"I"'mgoing to visit themwhile you' re gone,"” said Bella.

"Maybe | can help. At least get themout in the open somewhere.™



"That's the thing," said Maddoc. "They need sunlight."
"W'll see.”

Hussey nobaned and tossed his head, and Bella's hand was quick to stroke
his forehead, soothing, calmng. Her disgust with the actions that had
gotten himinjured was forgotten for the nmonent.

"It hurts." Pa coughed once nore, and Felix | eaned over his father

wi shing he had Bella's touch, knowi ng that Hussey's chances of recovery
were surely greater. All he could do for either man was | ook in nute
entreaty at the Mad Doctor who had years before set himon the quest
for healing that had led himto the hospital and its near-dead data
banks. Now Maddoc just said, "Hwm"

Great - G andpa added gruffly, "Vanya doesn't want to give you bad
news. "

"Be quiet, Anders. At least till you' ve got an MD. too."
"So what's the secret? | saw enough nel anomas when | was alive. |
know t hey spread. | know...."

"Shut up, you dammed fool!"

"Fuckin' bl ockheads!" grunted Pa. "You think I don't know I'm
dyi ng?"

"Not necessarily," said Maddoc soot hingly.

"Sure | am It hurts like hell when | breathe. So does ny head. Wen
| don't breathe, too." Pa struggled to snile, but the effort was

weak.

"He neans it's not good practice to tell the patient," said
Great-Gandpa. "Mght get himdepressed, interfere with his will to
live."

"Shit." Pa coughed again and hawked a wad of bl oody phl egm

"Not much point inliving if |I feel like this."

"There are things we can do."

"Not anynore, Vanya," said the copy of G eat-Gandpa that had been
retrieved fromthe Dinkins place. It sat in the trundle bed just a few
feet fromthe colonnade. Behind it was a new supply of stones to hold
what ever data the expedition mght find at the university. The bag of
Hudson cabl es sat beside it.

"It's too late just to cut it off his neck. It's in his lungs and
brain and God knows where else. At least, that's what you told ne
yesterday."

"Ain't you got sonething better to do than tal k about ne?"

"It's been a long tine since | could do anything but talk."

"You, boy!" Pa drained his bottle and waved it at Feli x.



"You don't have to hang around and fret about me. That trundle's fixed
and ready, | knowthat. So go. Get outa here."

Karyn appeared in the doorway to the house, holding Leo and Too-too by
their hands. Behind her came Luanna with a bag of food and a bottle.

She set the bag in the trundle's bed and said, "That's it. He's
ri ght.

W' ve got to get going." She handed the bottle to Pa, who drank half
its contents inmediately.

"At |l east there's anesthetic," nuttered Maddoc.
Pa coughed and w ped his nouth with the back of his hand.
"I wish it worked better."

Ox stood up. Uncle Alva had wanted to go with themto replace Brother
M chael, but G eat-G andpa had said they could not afford to | eave the
wonen and children without a man, and G| would not do.

Karyn and Bella had both been offended. "W're not defenseless!" they
had insisted, but Felix had agreed with the stone. Once again, the
expedi tion would consist of himand Ox and Luanna.

"But you'll be short-handed," Al va had said.

"But this time the Haveners won't know we're there.”
"No Trudy either," said Karyn.

Pa growmed. "WII you get your asses on the road?"
#

If the Webbs were to sal vage the know edge of the past and thereby
prosper in what their world had becone, they had to seek out the
uni versity, even though they could not be sure it still existed, or
that its conputerized libraries still functioned to be tapped. But
t hey had known no nore when Felix and Ox had set out to find the
hospital, and that mi ssion had proved successful

Surely this one would too--the university did exist; its library did
wor k; and they would bring honme treasures of useful know edge | ong
forgotten by the living world.

They had been thwarted once. Perhaps that was why they now felt nore
determ ned than ever to reach that goal. There was also a sense of
haste, for they were | eaving their hone base with too few abl e-bodi ed
defenders to ward off an attack by bandits or Haveners, either of whom
would find it a tenpting target.

There were therefore no jokes about nule trains or novies this tine.

Felix, Ox, and Luanna took their positions beside the trundle. Felix
cast an eye over the stones and supplies and arranged the pair of |ong
kni ves or swords where their hilts could be seized on an instant's
warning. The Geat-Gandpa beside himsaid, "Don't fret. |It's al
there." He looked at his Pa and wi shed he could do something to ease



the man's pain or cure his cancer even as he knew the wi sh was
futile.

And when Ox said, "Let's go," he waved one last tinme at Karyn and the
children and the rest and touched the switch that started the trundle's
electric notor hummi ng. The wheels began to turn, and they were once
nore on their way.

When they first came in sight of the sea, they scanned its reaches
carefully, but there was not a sail to be seen. The only boats were
those they could nake out at anchor near Haven's |ong dock and high
gol d-ti pped cross.

"I want to keep an eye on them" said Luanna. She gl anced at the
trundle's bed to be sure her bow and arrows were within easy reach

W nd whi pped at her hair and pushed thin clouds across the yell ow
sky.

On the shore, screeing gulls nobbed the dark nass of sonething dead.
Ravens glided to perches in the |ow trees above the high-water mark,

wat ching, waiting for their own chance at the feast. One or two seened
to be paying nore attention to the travellers.

"You can't," said Ox. "The trail...."

The trail bent inland, away fromthe sea and the river, away from any
chance of spotting Haveners in pursuit of them once nore.

"Isn't there another one? Nearer the water?"

"There used to be," said Geat-Grandpa. "I remenber driving on it to
get to Bar Harbor."

Fel i x nodded. He had been this way before, seeking out the isolated
farnsteads that could use a stone and its database, and now he coul d

poi nt out the appropriate forks in the trail. They wound up on a
straight path just barely well enough trafficked to show the underlying
paverrent. It followed hilltops and ridges, and | ong stretches stood

hi gh enough above the surrounding trees to have views of the sea, a
bay, a far shore rich with ruins converging to formthe river's
nout h.

The shore steepened and becane a cliff fromwhich jutted a stub of
roadway supported by a corroded steel tower and a few intact cables,
all stained white with seagull droppings.

The road forked at the bridge, with the left branch descending to
continue along the river's bank. Trees closed in on either side,

yel | ow | eaved oaks and mapl es and hi ckories, green apple trees, with
the river visible through the trunks and branches on the right.

Cccasionally the apples they saw were ripe enough to be falling on the
ground already. They paused at one tree whose apples were redder than
nost and gat hered enough to fill a sack. In an open spot, the fronds
of wild asparagus stood thick and feathery, but it was too late in the
year for there to be spears to harvest.

The trundl e never faltered. There was never a sail in sight, and when



the sun finally slipped belowthe hills on their left, they canped
wi t hout any expectation of trouble at all.

Their canpsite was a bul ge of sandy ground with a view of the harbor
that had once been Bucksport. Now there were only fragnents of hul
and mast jutting fromthe waves and ruins on the hillside beyond.

Visible a little further up the river was a tangled, vine-covered mass
of concrete and steel that made G eat Grandpa tsk and say, "The mll."

It was al most full dark when they heard the creak of rigging. "The
fire," hissed Felix, and he and Ox furiously kicked sand over their
coal s.

"Too late," said Great-G andpa softly but bitterly, as if he could
renmenber his other copy's fate. "They're sure to snell it, and then
get smashed again."

Luanna had an arrow nocked. "There's the sail."

The Havener fishing boat did not stop, but hastened on a little
further. Then it dropped its sail and let the current swing it up
agai nst the shore no nore than a hundred yards away.

A moment later, it slid back into the river's current.
"It's enpty,” said Ox in an astoni shed tone.
Voi ces, cries, struggling to be quiet.

"Someone' s runni ng. "
"There's another," murnured G eat-G andpa, and i ndeed here cane a
second ship, deftly avoiding the drifting derelict, slowing as if it
listened, sniffed, strained to make out its prey.

Anot her voice, thin, high-pitched, saying, .omy.

A shriek, a screamcut off as if with an axe.
The ship darted toward the shore
"Let's go!" said Luanna. "That was a kid!"

They paused only | ong enough for the men to grab their weapons. They
ran then, crashing through brush and branbles, tearing their clothes
and skin on thorns, splashing when they struck some swanpy rivul et.

Fel i x swore when they stunbl ed over the bl ocks of stone that littered
the perimeter of the ancient fort. He hadn't known any such thing was
here, but he wasted no time or energy on wondering what it was or had
been. The scream had cone from... There! A scrabbling in the

brush.

A man's voice shouting, and yes, it was famliar but he had no tine to
t hi nk whose it could be. Mre voices. Another kid. A wonan.

And the Haveners. He could hear them shouting too. They were on |and
now, heading toward the commtion with as nuch haste as the Wbbs, and
if they were cl oser when they started, they had started | ater



The sounds of struggle led Felix and Ox to a fragnent of ancient wall
and an instant inmpasse. There was just enough light to see one bandit,
hi s back against a granite block, his armaround the throat of a

wet - cheeked woman clad only in a ragged homespun shift, a knife in his
ot her hand. A second bandit clutched a girl no older than Leo by the
back of the neck; her eyes were wi de, and she was maki ng desperate
gaggi ng noi ses. She was also trying to kick, but the bandit held her
too far fromhis body to connect. A third man faced them a knife much
like Felix's in his hand and a second small girl beside him

Not one of the nmen dared to nmove until the ol der bandit said, "They're
ours now. "

"No," said the stranger, and Felix was astoni shed to recognize
Consi deration Wggin. He lifted his knife.

"We'll kill "emnowif you'd rather."

"Let themgo," said Ox. Now it was Wggin's turn to seem surprised but
he too said nothing. "O...."

There were noises in the brush behind the bandits. They rolled their
eyes and clutched their captives tighter. More noises behind Felix
stopped just before Luanna's arrow jutted fromthe younger bandit's
throat. At the same nonment, the end of a staff slammed against the
ot her's head.

Even before the bandits struck the ground and the woman and child coul d
run to Consideration Wggin, a voice shouted fromnearer the shore,
"Circle them"

Felix and Ox spun about. Three Haveners were there, distinctive in
their fish-skin hats, |aced vests, and kilts.

O hers were approachi ng behind them and fanning out to the sides.

A few held clubs in their hands; nost had | ong knives.

Their | eader was the only one who wore pants and shirt. He was staring
at the woman besi de Consideration Wggin and shaking his head. "He

wants you back," he said. "You, too, Wggin.

You' re adulterers and traitors and child-killers, and God has surely
told himwhat to do with you. The children will be safe.”

Despite their tender age, the children had no illusions about what he
meant. Ruth wailed and clung to her nother's thigh. Polly froze stock
still while tears ran down her cheeks.

When Consi derati on Wggin cupped the side of her head with a hand and
tried to pull her against his side, she resisted, though she did not
run. He blinked sadly at her, then shook his head.

"No," he said. "Look at her. She renmenbers. Children cannot be safe
as long as we do what we do to their parents.”

"It's for a righteous end," said the Havener. "The salvation of their
soul s, the salvation of the world."



Consi derati on Wggin | ooked at the woman pressed agai nst his other
side. Her lips were alnpst white with tension. "I've found a better
pur pose. "

"She belongs to Delivered of the Lord. She's his bride, the nother of
his children. Gve her up, man. Cone back, yourself.

O surely you will both be damed."
Consi derati on Wggin shook his head. "No."
"Then we have to take you."

"I'f you try, Worthy Ferlig, you' re a dead man." He |ooked at the other
Haveners. "So are you."

Soneone | aughed nervously. Wirthy Ferlig only | ooked at Luanna and

gestured his fellows to nove forward. "We'll take you, too. W need
worren. " Then he | ooked past Consideration Wggin and God's Prom se and
the girls. "You can cone home now. "

There was a thunp and the crash of a heavy body tunbling into brush.

"Hah," said the voice Felix had thought famliar, and now he cried,
"Brother Mchael! You're alive!"

"Thanks to Trudy. She's a good nurse."
But now was not a tinme for conversation. The Haveners noved forward.

Luanna's bow sang again. Mchael's staff slamed skulls and arnms and
| egs. Knives cut and sl ashed.

The bow and the staff nade the difference. They reached past the

bl ades so successfully that the nore numerous Haveners had to fal
back, |eaving dead and injured behind. At that point, Brother M chael
shouted, "Follow us!" and led the retreat up the slope through the
ruins of the ancient fort to the trail above.

"This way!"™ Ox had scooped up Ruth. Consideration Wggin had Polly.

Now Ox freed one armto point toward the canp the Wbbs had | eft when
they heard the first screams. "W can't |eave the trundle."

"You're already trying again, then," panted Trudy.

"We couldn't let themstop us." Felix would have | aughed if he had any
breath to spare. Twilight had passed. Low clouds were blotting out
even the starlight now N ght was deeper. He could barely see the
deeper black of the river, the lightness that was the sail beside the
shore. But he could nmake out faint shapes fromthe corners of his
eyes, and the sound of the Haveners in the ruins on his left kept him
oriented. Sparks bloonmed as they lit torches, and that al so hel ped,
even if the torches shed no useful light this far away.

"They're | ooking for tracks," said Brother M chael
Fel i x knew where the trundle was. Brush and branbles and fallen | ogs

that tried to smash his shins could not stop himas he | ed the way
until he stunbled onto what he was sure had to be the right path.



"They'l|l be chasing us," said Consideration Wggin. "And they'll send
nmore ships up the river. W were planning to find the university
first, and destroy it."

"You woul d," said Luanna.
"They woul d," answered God's Prom se. "W're not Haveners anynore."
Trudy nodded as furiously as if she had fled with them

Very briefly, Felix wished he had the time to ask the Havener worman why
her tears still flowed and she uttered such dreadful sobs. Wat had
happened to her and her clothes? But though the worst of the danger
was over, at least for the noment, they could not pause to discuss such
guesti ons.

"There it is," said Ox.

The shape of the trundle, the supplies they had abandoned on the
ground, the smoky, hot-dirt scent of a smothered fire. They rushed to
get everything back on the trundl e, and when G eat Grandpa hi ssed t hat
they had m ssed a bl anket, Felix swore out |loud. But then they had
everything, and the trundle's batteries still held charge enough for
hours of flight.

"Put the kids on here too," G eat-G andpa whi spered.

They did, and then they fled, following the trail inland and north,
retracing the sanme path Brother M chael and Trudy had used to flee the
bandits. Wen the trundle's electric nmotor weakened, they leaned into
its sides and rear and kept it nmoving. There were enough of themthat
when Brother M chael had to join the children on the trundle, they
hardly flagged. By dawn they had al ready reached the nudflats that had
sl owed the | ast expedition.

"Hurry," said Consideration Wggin, even though he was panting
raggedly. "They nust be follow ng us already, and the sea-breeze is
behind them |If they see us fromthe water...."

"The way you saw us before," said Felix.

W ggi n nodded. "It could be a trap."
"But we have to rest." A day and a night w thout sleep, and the night
one of violent action and flight, had exhausted themall. Felix could

see that the others were no better

Brot her M chael pointed at a grove of trees so dense that the dawn sun
vi si bl e beneath the overcast did not lighten their shadows. A few
mnutes later, they were in its shelter, Ruth was snug agai nst her

not her's side, Polly against the other and tol erating Consideration
Wggin a foot away despite her menory of what he had once done, and al
were fast asleep. Only G eat Gandpa remai ned on watch for Haveners on
land or river.

CHAPTER 20

When M chael next opened his eyes, the clouds overhead were thicker, a
sullen yell owgray that threatened storm before many nmore hours had



passed. Shadows were weak, but he could see that they flowed fromthe
west, not the east. A whole day had passed.

He shook his head and ran his fingers over the fuzz where his tonsure
had been and stretched. Trudy |ay beside him her eyes open, watching
his face. A corner of her cloak lay over her hip. A few feet away,
Fel i x and Luanna were stirring. Ox was standi ng beside a bush, | ooking
toward the east and the river. A crunching noise drew his eyes to the
trundl e, where the two young girls sat on the ground, eating apples.

Consi derati on Wggin and God's Pronise | ay nearby, now cl ose agai nst
each other's sides, still asleep

"Did they pass us?" asked Felix.

"I'"'mshaking nmy head," said Geat-Grandpa. "I didn't see a sail al
day. Maybe they went back to Haven."

"No," said Trudy. "They wouldn't give up."

"But they'd have to take care of their wounded."

Consi derati on Wggin had opened his eyes. "If they retrieved our ship,
they could use that to send them horme, but that would still take al
day. | don't think it would | eave themwith too small a force."

Fel i x untangl ed hinmself fromhis cloak and got to his feet.

When he went to the trundle for an apple, the girls avoided him

Pol |y especially seemed distrustful of strangers. "How |long have we
got ?"
"There's no telling," said Consideration Wggin. "But they won't wait

for tomorrow. "

M chael stared long and hard at the other man. He was the man, Trudy
had told him who had ki dnapped her years before and carried her off to
Haven. A devout Havener, loyal to Delivered of the Lord and his dreans
of a holy conquest of the Earth, striving for a day when everyone on
the battered planet woul d be saved and the way woul d be open for the
Resurrection and the Judgnent.

Yet now he seened quite serious in his flight from Haven.
"What happened?"

Consi deration Wggin told himof their flight and the struggle on the
dock, the death of CGod's Pronise's son

"She's changed you."

"No." The ex-Havener shook his head. "It was |ack of her that changed
me. We wanted to marry when we were children, but then...."

Brot her M chael understood. He al so understood why, when Consi deration
W ggi n | ooked over his shoulder at the trail behind, there was fear in

his eyes. Not once was there any hint that he was waiting for friends

or allies to appear.



Silence stretched until at last Felix said, "Then we'd better not wait
either." Apparently he understood as well, or at |east could think of
no reason to refuse to believe him

The trundl e's canopy had received al nbst enough sunlight during the day
to recharge the batteries conpletely. They therefore made good tine
until they reached the crest of the hill where the expedition had been
attacked before. At that point they paused, and Felix finally said to
Brot her M chael, "W thought they nust have killed you."

"They alnmost did," said the nonk. Briefly he explained how he had
awakened in the cenetery, unable to nove, able only to listen as the
Webbs deci ded he had been captured or slain by the Haveners. He had
passed out then, and when he cane to they were gone.

"Trudy was there, though.”" H's eyes nmet hers, and he knew that his
face said precisely the same as hers: there was now a bond between them
as strong--or nearly so--as that between Felix and Luanna or

Consi deration Wggin and God's Prom se.

"What happened to you?" Luanna asked the ot her woman.

Trudy shrugged. "They surprised ne, pushed ne aside. | stayed out of
t he way."

Great - G andpa made a coughing noise. "You'd better get out of the
way.

Find some shelter. The storms going to break pretty soon. | can

al ready hear thunder."
A fewmnutes later, the others could hear the distant runble too.

Fl ashes of light ran across the sky, burrowing within the clouds. A
gust of wi nd seized the trundle's canopy and rocked the vehicle on its
wheel s. The rain began to fly.

They and all their supplies were thoroughly soaked | ong before they
found a ruin whose corroded sheet metal roof offered even partial
shel ter.

The only confort came when Consideration Wggin said, "At |east they
can't followus in this."

#

When they finally energed fromtheir shelter, it was noon of the next
day. The storm had passed, and the sun was struggling to break through
the I ast of the clouds scuddi ng overhead. The Earth snelled of rain
and ozone and tree sap rel eased from wi ndbroken branches.

CGod's Promise's face was finally dry, though her eyes were as haunted
as ever. She kept Ruth and Polly cl ose beside her, and she did not say
nmuch.

Ox turned as he surveyed their limted horizon of ruin and trees and a
narrow trail. "Were's the river?"

"On the other side of that hill," said Brother M chael



There was still a slight tenderness to the side of his head, but he
felt as strong now as he had before the battle that had laid himlow.

The day and ni ght of rest had done hi m good.

"I wish we could see it."

"I don't want them sneaking up on us either," said Luanna.

Both Trudy and God's Prom se shuddered at the words. The children

wat ched the adults as if they were not quite sure that they too should
worry.

"Soon," said Felix, but they did not resunme their journey until dusk

cl oaked them once nore fromany hostile view and the renmai ni ng wi nd had
swept around to blow toward the sea. Half an hour later, the trai
descended a long hill and struck another nudflat where the river had
encroached upon the land. The sky still held enough Iight to rmake the
wat er sheen, and they had a clear view for mles between the dark

shoul ders of the land to either side.

"There they are," said Consideration Wggin. "Wth reinforcenments. |
see two sails, not just one."

"But | ook at the way they have to tack." G eat-G andpa sounded

pl eased. The silhouetted sails were al nost broadside to their line of
sight. "They won't get this far until sonetime tonorrow "

"If the wind holds," said Brother Mchael. He touched the stone and
shel | beads around the waist of his robe and nmuttered a quiet prayer to
hi nmsel f.

"One for us," said Consideration Wggin. "And one for the
uni versity."

"They can't have any better idea of where to find it than we do," said
Luanna.

Fel i x nodded. "Unless they have a map."
"We don't need a map," said Geat-Gandpa. "l renmenber."

They fell silent, watching the sails tack back and forth across the
dar keni ng bosom of the river, edging ever closer to them

When the silence was broken by the pealing of a massive bell not very
far away, they all junped, startled. But Brother Mchael imediately
t hought of the mass of netal he and the other nmonks had found in the
cellar hole over which they were building their abbey. He |aughed
delightedly. "A church bell!"

"Wher e?"

"Up ahead."

"Shoul d we? They m ght be as bad as Haveners.™

"Or worse."

"But we ought to warn them who's coning."



They struggl ed through the last of the slippery nmud and foll owed the
trail into the ruins of what once had been a small village. On the

| eft above the trail, a knoll held up a wooden building that still wore
fl ecks of white paint.

"That used to be the Baptist church,” said G eat-Gandpa.

"I went to a wedding here once."

The shingles on the roof were bl eached and crunbled and split by tinme
and youvee and weat her. Many were missing altogether. Mst of the

wi ndows had been boarded over |ong ago.

A few still held glass, through which dimlight was visible.

The front of the building had once been pierced by a pair of doorways,
tall, pointed arches, but one had been filled in with random | unber.

Only one still held a decrepit door. High above it the steeple reached
for heaven, a bell still swaying in the open chanber at its top. On
its face was a dark circle blotched with Iichens and peeling paint and
a few scraps of brass corroded green.

"Used to be a clock," said Great-Gandpa. "Now you can't even tell
what time it stopped.”

"Someone's still there," said God's Prom se, and her daughter Ruth
nodded firmMy. "I want to see them"™

"Uh-uh." Polly backed up as if the building had scow ed at her.
"I don't know why, but...."

"You're both staying right here," Felix assured the children as Luanna
pi cked up her bow and quiver. "Wth Ox, to keep an eye on the
trundle.”

"Not me!" Geat-Gandpa insisted that Felix carry himup the knoll.
As they approached the top, he muttered, "Decrepit place!"

The stone was right. The cl apboards on the church's flanks were in no
better shape than the shingles on its roof. One linb of the cross
fastened to the wall above the entrance was broken.

The hal f-open door hung askew on its hinges and trenbled in the w nd.

But voices echoed fromw thin the building, and when they canme to the
br oken- backed steps, they were greeted with, "Hurry up! Hurry up!

You're alnost too |ate!”

The speaker was the gravestone that braced the open door and kept the
wind fromslaming it against the side of the building.

Its identifying inscription was hidden from view

"Too late for what?" asked Brother M chael.



"Eveni ng services, of course." The voice turned suddenly skeptical.

"But |1'm peering at you. Adjusting ny glasses, don't you know. You're
new here, aren't you? Then no-no-no, you can't go in."

Feli x laughed out loud. "Wuld we be interrupting?"

"New pari shioners are always wel cone. O course they are.

You are. Three young couples, |ooking very whol esonme. Haven't had any
like you for along time. | used to be a deacon here, you know, so |
know, | do, | do."

"I's that what we should call you?" asked Consideration Wggin.

"What ?"

" Deacon. "

"Ch, no. HaachimKeruf. M grandparents were Turkish, you know, and
if you say, 'Gesundheit!"™ 1'll say it felt pretty loose to ne."

Great- Gandpa and Felix both groaned at the pun before Felix asked,
"Can we go in, then?"

"No-no-no. Back when this was a real church and | was a deacon, |'d
have said, 'Step right in!" But | can't do that now.

I"mjust an old fart who said they were blowing wind. Full of shit.
They didn't like that. No-no-no. They're fussy. Put ne on the door
and said, 'Don't |let anybody interrupt us.” No-nono. So you really
should arrive a little earlier. Can't go in now Not now Cone back
tomorrow. We'll be glad to sign you up then. Oh, yes, we will."

"Sign us up for what?" asked Geat-G andpa.

"It's the Tenple of the Sacred Menory. Didn't you know that? But of
course you didn't! No-no-no. How could you?

You're new. Aren't you?"

Fel i x nodded. "W're just passing through, but we thought we ought to
| et you know sone Haveners are chasing us. They should be here in the
nor ni ng. "

"That's all right," chattered the stone. "They never bother us.
No-no-no. Not at all."

"l hear wonen in there," said Luanna.

"And children," God's Prom se added. "They'll bother you, all
right."

"They never have before. They think we're nuts, you know.
Quite nuts. Want to see?"

Brot her M chael wondered whether the stone was really crazy or his



patter was all an act, but only Consideration Wggin said anything at
all: "I thought we couldn't go in?"

"But you won't be here tomorrow. So go ahead. Laugh all you want.

You can even dance if you wi sh, but don't expect me to provide the
nusic. "

At that, Geat-Gandpa played a snatch of Mendel sohn's "Weddi ng
March. "

"Go ahead. Have a peek. But just stand in the doorway, mnd."

oediently, the group of travelers clinbed the steps, being careful to
avoi d the gaps where planks had disintegrated. Just inside the
doorway, a small chanber was so choked with piles of debris that only a
narrow |l ane led to the entrance to the building's main room Metallic
glints shifted in the deepest shadows.

They gathered there, and Brother M chael breathed a sigh: "I never
thought 1'd see it. | heard of it, but...."
"What ?"

" St ai ned gl ass. "

Mounds of wax cascaded over the backs of bench-1ike pews, the edge of
the pul pit, and the keyboards of the organ. Fromthem jutted gl ossy
white wands Felix guessed nmust have been stockpiled in the church's
storerooms an age ago, in rat-proof netal cans or cupboards or old
refrigerators. The candles' light flickered but was bright enough to
show festoons of wall paper hanging fromthe walls, spiderwebs, water
stains and growths of nold, and heaps of fallen plaster. The w ndows
were dark with layers of snmoke and grine that didn't quite hide the
red, gold, green and other colors of their patchwork, nor the figures
t he patches forned.

Felix | eaned through the doorway into the room Brother Mchael felt
drawn as well. But neither man, nor their conpanions, really w shed to
get any closer. The church stank of snoke and hot wax and unwashed
bodi es.

Two rows of pews faced a fire that had been built on a bed of sand

encl osed by bricks. The front row of pews held a dozen men and wonen
and children. Their clothes were threadbare and gray with dirt. Their
heads were bent to expose scrawny, grimy necks corded with tendons, and
they broke their posture only to scratch. Practically every square
inch of skin was red with a scaly rash

CGod's Promi se wore a | ook of intense yearning as she stared fixedly at
a small boy, barely able to walk. "End of Exile," she whispered
hoarsely. "Another year. Alittle nore. But...."

Tears poured silently down her cheeks.

On the other side of the fire was an arc of gravestones, each one
marked with the telltale solar cells upon its top. One of them was
speaking: "...names |ike Kentucky Wonder and Seattle Slew and Devil's
Food. They ran like the wind, they did, and when they couldn't run any
nore, fol ks made hats out of their hides. But they're all gone now.



Quite extinct. No nore Derbies. | am Peter Shurland, and
renember . "

One of the men in the pew on the left was obviously ol der than the
rest. The hair on his head was sparse and wi spy. H s bush of beard
woul d have been white if not for the debris matted into its filthy
tangles. He turned when he heard the Wbbs behind him but he said
nothing. He only glared and turned back to the ritual being acted out
before him

A boy fell forward onto his knees. He could not have been ol der than
ten, but he shouted with all the gusto of a seasoned preacher
"Renenber for us the Mon!"

"Remenber for us!" chorused the rest of the congregation

"W remenber," said all the stones together, and then one nade a

throat-clearing noise. "I am Verna Schwenck, and | renmenber. M
father told ne once.... He was just a kid when he saw it on TV. The
spaceship was wapped in gold foil, and Leonard Bernstein and Wl ter

Cronkite and Arnstrong used it to land on the nmoon. Bernstein stayed
in the | ander and conducted the orchestra. Holst's 'The Planets'
think Dad said it played.

Armstrong was the first to set foot outside the LEM and he said
"That's one small step for a man and one big sucker of a step for
mankind." Cronkite did nost of the talking."

Silence met the account until another of the worshippers in the Tenple
of the Sacred Menory asked, "Wat was Arnstrong's first nane?"

"Neil," said one of the stones.

"No," said another. "lI'msure it was Louie or Lewis or sonething |ike
that. Played the trumpet, too."

Great - G andpa made a snorting noise in Felix's arms and said quietly,
"That doesn't sound quite right."

The wor shi ppers and stones within the Tenple ignored the small sound he
made. But the | ate Deacon Haachi m Keruf at the door did not. "I'm
shrugging," he said when they turned to leave. "Ch, well. Cosnic
rays, you know. The nenory gets a bit scranbled after a while. Though
maybe that was what Verna's father said. Rays do hit meat too, you
know. "

Great - G andpa | aughed out loud. "Maybe that's why religions get so
crazy!"

Fel i x gl anced over his shoul der, but the congregation of

menor y-wor shi ppers still seemed to be aware of nothing outside their
service. "Downl oaded ancestors, too."
"Dropping bits!"™ The ancestor |aughed again. "Like |eaves on the

ground, and we get crazier every year."

The tears that choked God's Pronmi se's throat made her words al npst
unintelligible: "Then we shoul dn't worship nenory?"



"We don't!" said Consideration Wggin. "W worship God."

Brother Mchael felt unconfortable. "And the Bible." After a nonent's
hesitation, he added, "I'm enbarrassed, but we brought some ol d books
with us fromlreland. Menories of the old world, and we treat them
alnmost like...." His gesture toward the congregation finished the

t hought .

Trudy touched the monk. "Living in the past, when the present is al

we really need."
M chael nodded, and Felix said, "That's what we're doing."

"Then why are you luggi ng your grandpa around with you?" asked
Luanna.

"And the university," he said.

"Living in the past," said Deacon Keruf. "That's all it is, any way
you cut it."

"No!" said Felix. "Those people in there don't even know the present

exists. W do, and we're trying to solve the present's problens."

"Looki ng for experts in the dust," said Keruf.
"Anywhere we can find them" said Felix. "It's solving the problens
that matters."”

"Hmmph. Peopl e used to solve problens for thenselves. They called it
research. | renmenber...." The deacon's tone echoed that of the
renenberer in the church

Great- G andpa | aughed. "They still started off with a library
sear ch.

| renmenber, too

"We just have to find the library first." Luanna turned and left the
church. The others followed her

CHAPTER 21

It happened every night. The congregati on demanded that the stones
renenber the past, what they had experienced thensel ves, what had been
told them by others, what they had read. Sonetinmes the stones told
them obvi ous lies--there had been the one about the tine-travel er who
said he found nonsters living under ground and preying on the people
above, the little girl who fell through a mirror, the nations that

t hreat ened each other with weapons that could destroy the entire
wor | d.

Sonetimes they seened confused. Sonetines they did not.

Eventually the living humans tired. The bearded man t he Webbs had
noted at the front of the church was always the first to nod and
stretch out along the pew and begin to snore. Then one of the wonen
snuf fed the candl es, everyone |ay down, and ni ght descended, dark and
silent, until dawn expl oded color fromthe stained glass in the eastern
wi ndows.



"Who were they?" The congregation's patriarch now stood on the porch
scowl i ng at the door-stone and yawni ng and scratching at his sides al
at once.

"Travel ers!" exclained the boy who had asked the stones to remenber
the Moon. "I wish they'd stayed so we could talk with "em"

"dd menories not enough for you?" The man cuffed himwith a filthy
hand. "Don't just stand there, idiot. You know what to do."

"Yessuh!" As the boy scanpered back into the church, the creak of
openi ng doors announced that others were already beginning the daily
task of moving the stones outdoors for the day. They had | earned | ong
ago that if they did not, the menories stopped. Stones, |ike people,
had to be fed.

"Quite right," said Deacon Haachi m Keruf. "Yes-yes-yes.

Just as he said. Travelers. Just passing through, and they heard our
bell and cane to see."

"You shoul d have chased them off," grow ed the human.

"See my mighty arms! M glistening thews! The terrible swift sword
and spear and uzzee with which | snite every foe!"

"Ch shaddap!"

"That part's up to you, boss. You know that. Ch, yes-yesyes, you know
that. Al | can do is ask '"empretty please keep the din down so they
don't disturb you. |If that's not enough...."

"Shaddap, | said." The man knew the stone was right, but he had been

up |l onger than usual last night, thinking of the intruders even as he
listened as always to the stones' scranbled rem ni scences, and yes he
knew how mi xed up they had to be since no two agreed. Not ever.

Hardly ever. But there it was. It was all they had for a taste of a
better time, and yes he knew it was not enough. It never was. It
never would be. But.... Here was one of the wonmen. Ugly thing, even

if she was the nother of his last two kids. And she at |east thought
to bring hima couple of apples for his breakfast.

"Nice day, isn't it?" said the stone. "The sun's conming up in the
east and | do believe the sky's the teensiest little bit |less yellow
today. Alnpost like the old days were coming back at last. But it
won't last. No-no-no. It won't last nuch |longer at all, it won't."

"Storm com ng?" He was nore interested in the apples.

Crunchy, tart, sweet, juicy. |If only they didn't have that nasty way

of making one feel even hungrier afterward than before. He spat seeds
and fragments of core, poked a tender tooth with his tongue, and felt

vaguel y pleased that his nouth tasted a little better now.

"Not so you'd notice it. Just a bunch of Haveners. Didn't | tel
you?

Those travel ers said they were being foll owed.



Chased, actually. They just stopped by to warn us, don't you know?
Curious too, of course. It was our bell that drew them
But they didn't have to tip us off, did they?"

The man was already bellowi ng into the church. "Haveners coning!"
"Too late for that," said Deacon Keruf. He sounded strangely
satisfied. "l said they' d never bothered us before. | didn't say it
was because you scurried off and hid. And nowit's too late.

Yes-yes-yes. | can see themnow, stunping up the road |ike they should
be singing ' Onward, Christian Soldiers."" "Shit," said the nman. He
could see them too. W rse yet, they had already seen him Hands were
poi nting. Muths were open, though the words they spoke or shouted
were still no nore than a murmur, the distance was so great. Now they
wer e running.

#

The congregation was sitting on and around the church's dil api dat ed
porch steps. Haveners eyed them cautiously, reluctant to get too
close. A few were inspecting the children, again froma safe

di st ance.

"They' ve got fleas," soneone said, sounding of fended.

It was not as if Haveners had never seen fleas or lice before. They
had, both on thensel ves and on the people they raided for wonmen and
children. But they knew the use of soap and the value of boiling
laundry. deanliness was next to godliness, after all, and it kept you
fromitching, too.

G vet hanks Hagedorn was concerned neither with cleanliness nor with
drafting recruits to the Havener cause. He was grinning and rubbing
his biceps. The stone that had screeched it was a deacon and cl ai ned
sanctuary was smashed. So were those they had found inside the church
as well as those in the small burying ground behind. He had pounded
every one of theminto rubble with his hamer. Now he wi shed there had
been nore. It had been too long since his last visit to a cenetery.

He was quite happy that they had put in to shore at dawn and found the
tracks of their quarry in the nud. They were less than a day old, so
they had chosen to follow thema little ways, hoping to find the quarry
rubbing a night's sleep fromtheir eyes. And they had found this

anci ent church instead. And stones.

He grinned and worked his fingers over the handl e of his hamrer and
brushed away the crunbs of broken stone and rubbed his biceps another
tinme or two. He was satisfied for the nonent.

"What did they tell you? Were are they now?" Wrthy Ferlig was
interrogating the grizzled | eader of the congregation, but every tine
he | eaned intently, inpatiently forward, he had to recoil. The nman's
breath could drive God Hi nself froma church.

"They didn't talk to me. They're gone." He flailed his arns
hel pl essly. Mst of his congregation | ooked just as stricken, forlorn



and bewi |l dered as he felt hinself. Only the boy who had asked for
nmenories of the Moon seened as enchanted by the Haveners as he had ever
been by the stones. Hi s eyes were w de and shining, and he practically
qui vered with his eagerness to know nore about them perhaps even to go
with them and see ever nore that was new and strange and exciting.

"Who did they talk to, then. Tell nel"
Why were these people smashing the Menories and herding his people
toget her and bullying hin? Wat gave themthe right? And why did he

wi sh he could tell themwhat they wi shed to know? Wy did his
flailings point vaguely out of town, upriver?

"The Deacon."
"Who?"

A gesture at the porch behind him at a pile of rubble hardly
di stingui shable fromthe debris within the vestibul e.

"The stone."
Ferlig made a face. Then he scow ed at G vet hanks Hagedorn
"I'n a rush, were you?"

Hagedorn shrugged and rubbed his biceps again. "That's what he said,
you know. Don't bring any nore honme. Just smash 'em

So | did."

So he had. Orders. And now they had no hope of |earning whatever the
Webbs and turncoats and traitors and baby-killers m ght have said about
their plans. Not that Wrthy Ferlig needed to know nuch. Just enough
to catch up and seize the renegades and fetch them home. Delivered of
the Lord wanted his daughter back. His wife, he had said, would be
stoned as an adulteress just as the Bible prescribed. So would

Consi derati on W ggin.

There were plenty of stones on Haven's shore.

On the other hand.... He | ooked at the Haveners who had been inspecting
the children. They nodded back at him

"You'll stay right here," he said to the | eader of their captives.

"We' |l pick up the kids on the way honme. Make decent Christians out of
them™

When the other's eyes lit up with a spark of defiance, he backhanded
the man as hard as he could across the face. "W'Il find you if you
run. And then you'll w sh you hadn't."

"Where now?" asked David Cantor

"W know where they're going," said Ferlig. "Up the river

To that university. So's our other ship, and it should get there

first. We'Ill followthem and when the renegades are trapped between
us, we'll have them"™



He | ooked at G vet hanks Hagedorn, who stood poised as if he awaited
not hi ng nore than an order or an invitation to snmash nore talking
gravestones. "And then you can bang away at sonethi ng bigger," he
said. "A whole university." Though he would surely need all the help
two boatl oads of Haveners coul d provide.

#

Where the Penobscot River nmet the sea, it was broad, placid, heaving up
and down with the tide. As the Haveners had sailed upstream it had
narrowed and acquired broad banks of nud and salt-marsh. [Its current
hast ened and becane visible, and they had to cling close against the
shore to take advantage of the slack water there. Cccasionally they
had to pole the boat against the flow, and when the wind died entirely,
they tied up for as |long as necessary.

It was at the first such enforced rest that Wrthy Ferlig saw the dark
object in the river. It moved with the current Iike a |log, but once it
had passed their position, it stopped and swung about and began to nove
upstreamagain. It repeated its nysterious notions several times, for
all the world like an inpatient man pacing as he waited for somnething
to happen. Wen the breeze returned, it noved off upstreamuntil it

di sappeared in the distance.

By then, however, it was dusk and too late to continue their journey.

They remained at their mporing until norning, when there was a fresh
breeze to nove themswiftly up the stream ever closer to the

uni versity and a new encounter with the Wbbs and their treasonous
allies.

The hills to either side of the river were thick with stunted, yell owed
trees interspersed with heal thier apples.

Rui ns were visible everywhere, and occasionally they saw a cenetery and
even heard the voices and songs of its residents.

Such tinmes were when G vet hanks Hagedorn hefted his hamer and begged
to be set ashore for an hour or so. But Wrthy Ferlig said, "No." The
Webbs and God's Pronmi se and Consideration Wggin, Ruth and Polly, Trudy
and the stranger with her, were still ahead of them getting closer and
closer to their goal

The Haveners could not pause, even though the pause m ght al so serve
their holy m ssion.

The ruins grew thicker, until it was obvious that a city had once
bustl ed beside the river. O two cities, according to old maps Wrthy
Ferlig had studied. Bangor and Brewer, the grids of their streets
still visible among the piles of rubble and the growth of a sparser
forest. Three broad bridges had once crossed the river to link them
but all that remained of the bridges now was their roots on the banks
and the stubs of their supporting piers. The rubble that had fallen
into the river had been washed away by decades of spring floods.

Cccasional ly rocks heaved out of the water to rem nd them of the bones
of the | and beneath. They avoi ded them successfully and continued past
the ruins of another dam nore sickly forest, nore rubble that spoke of
a tinme when humanity had been nearly as thick upon the ground as bl ades



of grass.

Wrthy Ferlig found it hard to imagine such a time. God had conmanded

man to be fruitful and multiply, and He had done so thousands of years

in the past. But he could see for hinself that people did not multiply
nearly as well as, say, branmbles or crows or sea gulls. How could even
t hose thousands of years have been enough to so crowd the | and?

Very briefly the thought teased himthat perhaps conditions had been
di fferent once, that man had nultiplied nore easily.

Per haps he m ght even have come to the thought that man had nultiplied
excessively, and that his own i nmense nunbers had produced the change
in conditions that now afflicted all the species, but that was when
they came to the nouth of a tributary river, not quite as large as the
Penobscot but still respectable.

The confluence was nmarked by the ruins of still another dam past which
rocks made an inpassable barrier of foamand roil and quite
contradicted the new river's ancient nanme, the Stillwater.

Moored to the shore just downstream of the barrier they found the other
ship of Haven. There was the snoke of a canpfire anong the trees, and
then the hail of a famliar voice, and it was clear that this group had
not yet reached the university.

Ferlig showed his teeth. They should not still be here. They should
have cone ashore and i medi ately struck out for where their copy of
Haven's tattered map said the university had to be.

Even though their delay now meant he still had a chance to capture
Consi deration Wggin and God's Pronise hinself, and there would stil
be sonething left for G vethanks Hagedorn to snash.

CHAPTER 22

Sear aker Jameson's hair was crusted with a scab where M chael's staff
had sl ammed agai nst his head at the fort.

He was not used to such treatnment, for his strength was so great that
few foes ever so nuch as touched himwith fists or clubs or knives.

Therefore, though he had enbarked on the mssion to find and destroy
the university because Delivered of the Lord had comanded it, he now
had a nore personal notive. He knew who had hit him for one of the
Webbs had called M chael by nane just before the battle erupted. He
woul d destroy the university, of course, but then he would be there to
neet that M chael, that Brother M chael, when he arrived with the
Webbs.

And this tine he would be the victor.

It never occurred to himthat the outcone of their encounter could
possi bly be anything different. |If any doubt at all existed, even
buried deep within his heart where only God could see it, it

di sappeared entirely when Wrthy Ferlig appeared on the river. Here,
he thought, were the reinforcements that made victory absol utely
certain.

Despite his relief, as soon as Wrthy Ferlig touched the shore, he was



scowl i ng and snappi ng, "Wat are you doi ng here?
They' Il beat us!"

"You fell behind...." If only Consideration Wggin had not turned his
coat and stolen Delivered of the Lord's wife. If only Wrthy Ferlig
were not such an of ficious stick.

"W stopped to | ook for tracks."

G vet hanks Hagedorn was noddi ng and hefting his hanmrer. "W found
some. Stones, too."

David Cantor's voice was soft, appeasing. "And then the w nd was
bad. "

Ferlig | ooked at the canp, the fires, each on its small nmound of ashes,
the latrine holes, the bedrolls on the ground.

H s thoughts were plain to see. "You' ve lost one day. W can't afford
another. Let's go now. "

H s own crew groaned at his back, but no one argued. The canp was
swiftly packed, and within an hour the double-strength force of
Haveners was trotting along a narrow, over-grown trail that ran beside
the Stillwater. Like alnost every trail any of them had ever set foot
upon, it was hard beneath a thin layer of soil, nbss, and grass.

Qccasional ly the pavenment showed through; always they were flanked by
t he ubi quitous ruins and rotted-out autonobiles. To their right they
could hear the river, often no nore than a murrmur of water hissing
agai nst banks, sonetines the turbulent runble water made when it ran
over or around rock

The ruins grew thicker. A few still held roofs. But there was no sign
of human life until they struck a broader trail

Here the pavenent showed in broad swatches and the vegetati on had been
worn away. The autonobile hul ks had been pushed into the brush on
ei t her side.

"Stop." Wirthy Ferlig held up one hand and obeyed his own conmand at
the edge of the new trail

"Looks like traffic," said David Cantor. "Plenty of it."
"I don't hear anything."

Cant or shook his head, and when his | eader ventured onto the trail, he
wal ked beside him They paused at a patch of dirt.

"No tracks.” Not of feet, not of wheels.

"Then we beat themthis far."

"I'f they canme this way." Cantor straightened and turned.

Sear aker Janeson and the other Haveners turned with him and when he

faced the river, all saw the bridge at once. It was not intact, for
periodic floods and storns and acid rain had taken their toll, but it



offered a solid path to the other side. Fromwhere they stood, they
could see that it had been repaired with |unber and sheets of netal and
other materials taken fromthe ruins. Belowit the river ran stil

i ndeed, snooth except for the roils where the water swirled over and
around the |l edges that rose fromits bed. Downstream it parted to
either side of a |low, wooded island. The air snelled wet.

"Soneone did." Searaker Janeson |laid one hand on the hilt of his
knife. "Someone does. There's no new growth." Were the dirt was
bare, there was no sign of sprouting seed or root.

"No tracks either," said Cantor

"The university's over there," said Wrthy Ferlig. He seened oddly
reluctant to take the first step toward the bridge and their goal

"But where are they?"
"Who?"

"Whoever did those repairs." He gestured. "And wore down this
trail.

"There nust be a lot of them"
"They haven't been by for quite awhile," said David Cantor

"But they could show up any tinme." And if there were so many of them
if they had any link to the university, if they had any suspicion of

t he destruction the Haveners intended, they night be beaten before they
had even seen their goal

"Then we'd better hurry." G vethanks Hagedorn grunted in agreenent and
lifted his hanmer off his shoulder. Several others nmade sinilar
noi ses.

The bridge proved surprisingly solid under foot. The varied materials
that made up its piebald deck each had its own distinctive sound, its

own rattle or creak or echoing boom but every scrap had been anchored
firmy to the bridge. Nothing broke or cane | oose beneath their

wei ght, and soon G vet hanks Hagedorn was pointing with his hamer and

charging into the brush beside the road. "Stones!" he cried as he

di sappeared from vi ew.

When they could not hear himsmashing the idols of the past, the others
followed him They found himfacing a small riverside cenetery that
hel d an anci ent nonument so eroded that the lettering on its sides
could not be read and several brokenbacked stone benches anong the
branmbl es. There were al so several dozen pedestals that had held
tal ki ng stones many years before, judging fromthe condition of the
scraps of nmortar that still remained. There was no sign of the stones
t henmsel ves.

"Just |like those Webbs," soneone nuttered.

"We'| | destroy them too." Wirthy Ferlig sounded gri menough as he
turned away to make even Searaker Janeson shudder

They returned to the trail, which clinbed a small hill and forked.



They chose the right hand path, but when it quickly narrowed and becane
i npassabl e, they had to turn back.

Unfortunately, the left-hand fork behaved no better. It too narrowed,
wi t hout showi ng any signs that other paths had ever branched fromit,
and shortly after it cane within view of the river on the left, it
stopped entirely.

So did all those small noises in the undergrowth and trees to either
side that suggested the presence of insects and sparrows and crows,
mce and squirrels. No one noticed the glitter of glass and netal high
on a tree trunk, between a pair of roots, under a chunk of fallen
nasonry.

Back when he had still expected Consideration Wggin to |lead the
mssion to find and destroy the university, David Cantor had copi ed
onto a piece of plank that portion of Haven's map of the region that
showed the university and its vicinity. Now he unslung his pack and

produced the board. "There used to be a road here," he said, tracing a
line beside the river with his finger. "And the university was right
beside it." He and all the others | ooked to the right, but there was

only a tangled growth of honeysuckle and yew, so thick that no one
could possibly see through it, not even in winter when the honeysuckl e
dropped its | eaves.

Wrthy Ferlig drew his Iong knife. "W can cut through that."
#

The Webb expedition did not have the advantage of a wet road and a wi nd
at their back. They had to struggle up long hills until the trundle's
batteri es were exhausted. The first time they confronted a fallen
bridge, there was a path and a rocky ford designed for foot traffic but
passabl e for wheels. The second tinme, they shook their heads at the
steep drop before them and backtracked several niles to find another
road. The third time, the drop was nore gradual and the tide was out,
exposi ng a shall ow stream and a sandy flat; they carried the trundle's
cargo piece by piece down the bank and across.

The fourth had once crossed another road but now bl ocked it wi th nounds
of rubble fromwhich grewtrees as large as any in the woods to either
side. Wen they paused at the edge of the broken pavenent,
Great- G andpa said, "You need to get down there, not across."

Luanna pointed to the left, where the trees were sparser, suppressed by
the remains of sone large building. A trail so narrowthat it m ght
have been nmade by a single pair of feet or by small animals wound past
cl unps of brush.

The new road was wi der than any that Consideration Wggin had ever seen
before. Large portions of its pavenment showed no sign that they had
ever been covered with dirt, though weather and youvee had damaged the
surface enough to provide footing for scattered clunps of npbss and
grass. Just off the edge of the road not far away, a tangled mass of
what m ght have been two dozen cars disintegrated quietly.

"This was the Interstate," said Geat-Gandpa. "And that pile-up tells
me sonething. The end had to cone fast. Chaos and panic."

"W saw the tanks by the hospital,"” Luanna rem nded him



"There's two nore." Ox pointed, and there they were.

Facing the pile-up, rusted into immobility, not even their nost hidden
machi neries ticking into life to accost new passersby.

"I"'mnoddi ng. They were fleeing war when the army stopped them™

"And the rest.” Felix patted the trundle that had been made fromthe
parts of so many ancient roadside relics. "The batteries ran out."

Brot her M chael was shaking his head, and his fingers were shifting the
beads of his rosary back and forth as if he were hardly aware of
t hem

When he asked, "How nany peopl e di ed?"
Trudy noved closer to him Perhaps she was thinking of how cl ose he

had conme to death, of how nmuch cl oser he woul d have cone if she had not
been there to nurse him

"The worl d popul ati on was over ten billion when | was recorded," said
Great- G andpa. "Things were rough everywhere. | had to fight in

Per u.

And they got worse later on, | hear.

El even billion. Twelve billion. Mybe fifteen billion, though I don't

suppose anyone was keeping very careful count by then."

When Consi derati on Wggin gl anced at his conpanions, it was very clear
that not one of them had any idea what a billion was.

He didn't either; it was not a nunber that had any neani ng.

"You don't get it, do you?" asked the stone. "Well, there's nine of
you. Line up across this road. Go ahead.™

When they had obeyed, G eat-G andpa said, "You re about five feet

apart. That's room enough to swing your arnms and |ie down when you get
tired. Now inmagi ne another row of people, just like you, one step
ahead. And another a step ahead of them A nle is 5,280 feet, enough
room for about 1,700 rows, or a bit over 15,000 people. Run this
parade for a hundred mles, and you' ve got a mllion and a hal f

peopl e.

Run it for a hundred thousand nmiles, four tinmes around the world, and
that's a billion and a half people. A nillion niles--to the Mon and
back, and do it again--fifteen billion people.”

The adults | ooked as unconprehendi ng as Ruth and Polly.

Consi deration Wggin struggled to picture in his mind a |line of people
thirty-six abreast all the way to the moon and could not do it.

Fel i x and Luanna, Brother M chael and Trudy, Consideration Wggin and
God's Promise, all drew together against the echo of a past calanity
that could not be great enough to | essen a grieving nother's pain over
the loss of a single child. Ox stood beside the trundle, staring at

t he ancient highway as if he could see fifteen billion bodies. His



hands opened and closed as if he wi shed he too had sonmeone to cling
to.

Fel i x reached and tugged himinto the enbrace he shared with Luanna.

Trudy and Luanna each flattened a hand agai nst their tumm es, where one
carried a nenber of the next generation and the other surely would
again. God's Prom se clutched at Ruth and pressed her other hand
against the torn cloth just bel ow her bosomas if to renenber the son
she had | ost such a brief, brief time ago. Then she reached for

Pol | y.

"How did they die? How could war.... How could anyone kill so many
peopl e?"
"Famine," said the stone. "Plague. Storm and youvee and war. Every

hor seman you can nane, and sone you can't."

"CGod' s puni shnent," she said.

"W did it to ourselves. O maybe that was the mysterious way in which
He worked. | net a wonman once. She said there wasn't any popul ation
problem no acid rain problem no ozone problem Nobody had to worry
about a thing, because God woul d provide."

Brot her M chael winced at that. "She forgot, God does not always
provide with a gentle hand."

"Yeah," said the stone. "Mther Nature doesn't either."

"How many are left?" asked God's Pronise, and Consideration Wggin
wondered at the tone in her voice. Didit matter?

However many people there were in the world, the only ones they knew
were their own friends and famlies and nei ghbors. Yes, and even their
foes. Yet she had lost End of Exile, a single child.

One in all those billions four times to the Moon had to be |less than
one in however many there were now

"I'd be surprised if...." Geat-Gandpa paused, and when he spoke
again, his voice was cracking. "Ten nmillion. Worldwi de.

At nost. Not counting those |like ne."

Six hundred mles, nine abreast, and a wall of stones beside the |ine
to rem nd them of the past.

No one broke the ensuing silence until well after they had a fire going
and their neal ready, and then it was only when Trudy said, "The ground
shoul d be carpeted with their bones."

"The rain," said Ox. "Acid rain. It eats bones."

"And stones," said the stone. "And sealing wax and ki ngs."

They followed the Interstate for nost of the next day. Wat had once
been the city of Bangor spraw ed around them In places, the rubble

was piled too thick for anything but grass and weeds and brush to grow,
and Ox's voice was hushed with awe when he said, "This is worse."



"I know," said Felix, and so did Consideration Wggin. He too had seen
Augusta, the one-tine state capital where they had found the
hospi t al

It too had been derelict, abandoned and enpty, but many of its
bui | di ngs had been intact enough still to offer shelter

" Somet hi ng happened here," said the ex-Havener

"War," said Brother Mchael. "Bandits couldn't have done it."

The ot hers nodded, even the children. The devastation was too total
The tanks, thought Consideration Wggin. Wrse weapons.

Soneone had pounded this city until people could no | onger live here.

Did no longer live here, except perhaps, for a while, in holes deep in
the ground. He had no idea why. None of them could, not even
Great- G andpa, who had died well before the |ast days of the
civilization they could see all around them

The rubble retreated for a time when they cane to the cemetery. Large
trees | ooned beside the highway, and stones spread as far as they could
see on both sides of their path. The stones closest to them hundreds
of them were just that, slabs of rock that remenbered only what had
been chiseled into their faces and stunps that had once supported

t al ki ng stones.

Luanna eyed her bow where it rode the trundle. "Nothing Iike
Haveners.

They weren't smashed.”
Fel i x nodded. "They're gone."

But many of the preserved dead remained. Solar cells still glinted
further fromthe road. Voices and nusic, shouts and screans, came to
them though they could not nake out any words.

"Ask them" said little Ruth. "Wat happened to the rest."

But no one wished to take the tinme. Later, maybe, when they were not
racing with the forces of destruction with know edge as the prize.

After they passed the cenetery, the rubble once nore spread around
them It gave way to the remains of smaller houses, a few of which
still had partial walls and chi meys. The ruins grew sparser, the
trees thicker, and the Interstate stretched ahead of them The
trundle's batteries drained, and they kept on, taking turns pushing and
pul ling. Fortunately the highway's buil ders had snoothed every hil
into a gentle slope that barely sl owed them down.

Great-Gandpa told themwhere to | eave the highway. A mle further on
they struck a trail of bare dirt and pavenent and worn-away greenery
that seemed to say a great deal of traffic passed by. But there was no
sign of tracks until they were anong a town's ruins once nore and coul d
see a patchwork bridge ahead.



"Fresh tracks," said Ox. "Just a few hours old. They're ahead of
us."

"How do you know it's thenP?" asked Trudy.

Ox straightened and | ooked at the river ahead of them | can hear
rapids,"” he said. They all could. "O falls. So they had to | eave
the boats.” He indicated where the footprints emerged fromthe
undergrowth. "They came fromthe right direction."

"They're waiting for us, then."

Little Ruth | ooked up at her nmother. "Daddy? |s Daddy waiting for
us?"

"He wants to take us hone."

"I don't want to go home. He chased us." The child' s voice was sad.
Pol |y touched her sympathetically, showing that she knew what it was to
| ose another. Consideration Wggin bit his lip and wi shed that he and
God' s Prom se had abandoned Haven | ong ago. "He made you drop ny

brot her."

"You can wait here," said Felix.

"Li ke a sack of potatoes?" God's Pronise's voice rose in both pitch

and volume. "For the victor to collect later on?
"Il go with you."
Fel i x nodded that he understood and gestured, "Hush!"™ Then he | ooked

at Brother M chael and Trudy. They nodded back, abruptly,
deci si vel y.

They too would remain with the group

They proceeded cautiously as far as the fork in the road, where they
stopped to study the ground.

"They went along the river," said Consideration Wggin very softly,
just in case the Haveners were close enough to hear him

There was only a single set of footprints on that path, going in just

one direction. "The other path.... They went, but they cane back."
"We can't follow them" Luanna had her bow in her hand now, and an
arrow ready on the string. "There's too many of them™

Great - G andpa spoke just softly as they had, and with the confidence of
menory: "Both roads go where we want. Go right."

"But it stopped them"
"It's a dead-end," whispered Consideration Wggin.
"Maybe not," said the stone. "Soneone keeps it clear."

"A decoy."



"Go see.”

No one wi shed to go left and round a corner and find the Haveners just

ahead of them O to be anbushed. They therefore obeyed, and when the
path ended agai nst a wall of brush, they poked about until Polly found

a narrower path conceal ed by a bushy yew.

The adults had to duck under the yew s branches to join the child, and
when they did they could not help but wonder. The new path's surface
bore marks much like those left by the trundle's wheels. There were
al so scratches |like the tracks of oversized insects and curving |ines
that m ght have been |l eft by snakes.

There were no human footprints at all
#

Felix did not know where his Ma's old fridge had gone. It was no

| onger in the kitchen where she had kept it till she died, so Pa had
done sonething with it. Mybe he had dismantled it, taking the coils
for his still.

Why did he think of that now? 1In that fridge, one anbng several icons
of a vani shed age, Ma had kept a yellowed scrap of paper printed with a
colorful picture of the inside of a store.

Al'l rows and shelves, flat surfaces and packaged foods, a geonetry of
civilization.

What he saw before himwas outdoors. There were no shelves, no
packages. But there was the same orderly geonetry in fields of grass
clipped short and roadways paved with somet hing smooth and bl ack

shrubs and hedges trimed to even height, towering, w de-trunked,
spread- branched trees whose shade was dark as night, three and four
storey buil di ngs whose bricks and stones and wi ndows and roof tiles
were every one in place. Many of the buildings were green with a thick
gromh of ivy trimed to keep even the smallest tendril from
trespassi ng on the roof or obscuring a wi ndow or door. There were no
wooden structures, no vehicles, no people.

"Someone's here," said Great-Gandpa. "They've kept it up like nothing
ever happened. "

Brot her M chael swung his out-stretched staff across their field of
view. "Wiere are the gardens? What do they eat?"

For that there was no answer, but it seenmed obvious that soneone had to
be here. Someone had cultivated the barrier of yew and honeysuckl e and
other plants that surrounded the university and shielded it from
curious eyes. Soneone had maintained the buildings and cut the grass
and trimred the shrubbery.

"Where are they?" asked Luanna as softly as anyone. "There nust be
hundreds of them"

"Hiding," said Polly as if she knew sonmething the others didn't. She
was | ooking at Consideration Wggin. "They're scared of strangers.”

The ex-Havener grimaced. "Mre to the point, where are the Haveners?



They' ve had plenty of time to get through those trees."

The ot her adults nodded. Then, with a glance at Polly, Trudy said, "W
need to hide too. But where?"

It was Ruth who indicated the stone building rather smaller than the
rest. It was just a single storey high, and its door was easily w de
enough to admt the trundle to a central foyer with three doors. The
door straight ahead opened on a utilitarian array of netal cabinets and
a long conveyor belt that entered a dark hatchway. The door on the
right concealed a small roomw th three desks and a filing cabinet.

Each desk held a conputer keyboard and screen and a thick |ayer of
dust, much like what Felix had seen at the hospital |long ago. A large
fly buzzed feebly against the dirty window, trying to escape to the
freedom of the yell ow sky and green grass outside.

"I's this the library?" he asked.

"No," said a warm friendly voice. "Try the other door."

When t hey obeyed, they found a pair of padded couches flanked by netal
tabl es and racks built of metal rods and gl ass tubes. A poster on one
wal | showed a sea of faces, many of themin colors Felix had never

dreaned human fl esh coul d wear.

Superinmposed white letters said: "If you're not part of the solution
you're part of the problem Get out of the way."

A ass-fronted cabi nets held nysterious devices. Soft music and the
scent of flowers filled the air. There was no dust, and the two
w ndows were cl ean

"Who' Il be first?" asked the voice. "I can only handle two at a
tinme."

"We're together," said G eat-G andpa.

There was a nonent of silence before the voice resumed, sounding
confused: "What are you doing here? You're already dead."

"I thought that's what you were," said the stone.
"It's no secret. There's a sign on the door."
"Not any nore."

"What are you tal king about?" asked Feli x.

But before the building could answer, Brother M chael was beckoni ng
everyone toward one of the wi ndows. "Do you see then®"

cried God's Prom se.

The nonk shook his head and noved his fingers on the shaft of his
staff. "I don't know But...."

Fel i x saw what he nmeant. There was nmovenent in a patch of shrubbery
between two brick buildings. A shadow shifted behind a wi ndow.



Sonething glittered in the grass and was gone. A trio of pigeons
descended toward a rooftop stained white with decades of droppings but
shied away at the | ast nonent.

CHAPTER 23

Irel and had had nore people, genuine villages, a peasant econony. This
| and had not seened even that settled. |Its people were as isolated as
pioneers in a virgin | and, surrounded by hostile savages.

Why was he here then? Looking out at a wonder, an array of intact
bui | di ngs, their w ndows and roofs unmarked by the collapse of the
worl d that had been, surrounded by green | awns and trees, |inked by
snooth strips of pavenent. A wonder and a nystery, for there was no
sign at all that the perfection before himhad been maintai ned by
pat chi ng toget her whatever soneone coul d sal vage from nearby ruins.

Nor was there any sign of those whose | abors had maintained this
unli kely oasis of the past.

He t hought of the many mansi ons Jesus had said were in his Father's
house. Then he | aughed at hinself, for this could not be heaven, not
possibly, not at all. It was sonething else, sonething he did not
understand, though it drew him powerfully.

He wi shed those responsible for this place and its wonders woul d revea
t hensel ves. But there were only novenments and shadows and fri ght ened
birds that hinted at hostile forces gathering. It had to be the
Haveners, who had anbushed t hem and pursued them and threatened to
destroy this university and all the know edge it mght contain. Wo
craved nothing nore than a new Dark Age, a doninion of superstition, a
tyranny as bad as ever Ireland had suffered under the hated English.

Brot her M chael sighed. He knew why he was here. The nmonks had fled
bandits and found Vi nal haven, where even now his fellows were working
on their abbey. They had seen a sail and feared nore bandits, and he
had come to | earn what he coul d about their new nei ghbors.

He adjusted his grip on his staff, both hands, well spaced, ready. He
had brought that with him too. H's only weapon, but one he had used
to good effect when he and his fell ow nonks had to flee the barbarian
raiders at hone in Ireland. Surely that was why Brother Brendan had
chosen himto scout the nainland here.

And now he had new friends. Their bodies were pressing tight around
him crowding to see out the window. Closest to him her fingers snug
around his arm her hip making his robe hot against his thigh, was
Trudy.

He had found her, hadn't he? O she had found himwhile he was busy

wi th mundane chores. Later she had nursed himback to health. Only

| ater had he had a chance to defend her the way a nman shoul d defend his
mat e, and now here they were. Trapped, with the sane foe outside,
waiting to seize them

He wi shed God had | ed hi m down sone ot her path. Sone path that woul d
let flourish the Webbs and their ancestors and their efforts to share
what knowl edge they coul d sal vage fromthe past with their neighbors.

But that was not to be. The Haveners hovered outside the building, and



he thought it rather |ooked as if he would never return to Vinal haven
to share what he had | earned. They were out there, weren't they?

Shadows and novenents. Looking for them
Looking for the library.

If he survived, then maybe someday he would, in the tradition of
nonasti c observers, wite down the history of these events. |If the
library survived, a copy of his account night still sit upon a shelf or
in a netal box or in some stone's decaying nenory centuries hence.

But....

Sonet hi ng noved anong the bushes between two buildings to the left, and
he coul d al nost recogni ze a human form

"We're trapped in here." Consideration Wggin turned and tried to push
past Ox and Luanna to reach the door. "As soon as they find us...."

"No!" <cried Felix. "They don't even know about us!"

But Wggin twisted free. He had his long knife in his hand now. "They
will,” he said. "I was supposed to lead them | know. Delivered of
the Lord told me to destroy the university.

Surely they have that sane mission.”

God's Prom se was nodding. Her face was red, the soft flesh around her
eyes swollen. Tears glittered on her eyel ashes and occasionally ran
down her cheeks just as they had ever since End of Exile had fallen
fromher arms. "He said it's the work of Satan, worse than the stones
in the ceneteries.”

Consi deration Wggin was at the door, jerking at its handle.

"He al so wanted to nmake sure there wasn't anything for you Webbs."
He jerked harder at the door, but it still refused to open

"Your staff, Mchael." He raised his knife to hack at the door

The room s voi ce spoke again: "That won't do any good, you know. "
"It's just a door," said Brother Mchael, and he slamed the end of his
staff just bel ow the knob

The room echoed with the boom Dust jetted fromthe cracks where the
walls nmet the ceiling. Ruth and Polly both covered their ears with

t hei r hands.

"A steel door," said the room "W don't want people changing their
m nds once they cone in here, you know. Now, who'll be first? | can
handle two of you at a time. Just lie down on the couches.”

"And then what?" asked Feli x.

"Alittle gas," said Geat-Grandpa. "O a needle.”

"I have pills, too," said the room "I'Il just dimthe lights for



you.

It'Il take a little longer, but it will work
Then all your troubles will be over."
"A euthanasia clinic," said Geat-Gandpa. "There were a few of them

in my day. The ads were like that poster: 'Get out of the way. |If you
cannot contribute, it is your duty to future generations to renove
yoursel f."" "Assisted suicide," said the room "No one dragged you in
here. You volunteered. And a good thing you did, too."

"What do you nean?" asked Trudy.

"You have a case of chronic chlamydia so bad it's a wonder you're
pregnant. You--the fellowin the robe--there's a spot on your scalp
that will be a deadly cancer very soon." Wen Mchael put his hand to
his head, the conputer added, "Too much tine in the sun without a
hat . "

Great - G andpa | aughed. "Sounds nore |ike an Englishman. "

"\What about the kids?" Consideration Wggin [aid one hand flat on
Ruth's head. Wen he tried to touch Polly, she shied away, and he
wi nced vi sibly.

"The scaredy-cat has gonorrhea. You' ve got a dose yourself.

You give it to her?"

Consi deration Wggin stiffened but gave no other sign that he
under st ood what the room had said. "And Ruth?"

"Chlamydia. Malnutrition. You guys don't eat too well, do you?"

No, thought Brother M chael. Not well enough at all, and they've told
me they're so much heal thier now that they have the data-bases fromthe

hospital. But he said nothing, while Felix asked, "Wat's gonorra?
d ammydad?”
The room corrected his pronunciation and said, "lInfections of your

baby- naki ng gear. They get bad enough, you don't make babies."
"Love bugs," said Ox.

"You got it, babe. Gonorrhea and chlanydia both. So does your wi fe,
and probably any kids you have."

Ox winced. "Can we fix it?"

"You need antibiotics for that," said Geat-Grandpa. "And if there's
any such thing left in the world, you won't get it here. Even in ny
day, the governnent approved of anything that reduced fertility."
"Anyway," said the roomin a superior tone. "l deal in different

drugs. Drugs that cure everything, even the bloody blues |ike the |ady

in the rags."

"God's Pronmise," said Consideration Wggin. "She |ost her son when we



fled Haven. That's grief."

"That too. Used to be I'd get a client, and the next day their |over
would be in here too. It's a fast way out, and it does the world a
favor, though the rock-head's right. Love-bugs do a better job of
trimm ng back the species.”

"Then let us go," said Felix. "Leave the job to the |ovebugs, and
we' |l be gone soon enough.™

"You betcha. You volunteered, and | | ocked the door. No exit, guys,
so who' Il be first?"

Brot her M chael understood the situation now He stared at Trudy and
found her staring back, just as w de-eyed. They were both terrified.

So were the others, all but the children. "Themtoo?" he asked. "The
chil dren?"

The room paused briefly, but its answer showed no sign of doubt: "O
course. Parents have the right to make such decisions."

"Polly's parents aren't here," said Consideration Wggin.
"They' re dead."

Polly glared at him and hung her head.

"How nice," said the room

"Shoul dn't we have known what we were stepping into?" The room
t hought Brother M chael, was being entirely unreasonabl e.

Yet he recogni zed that the room s voice--or the mnd behind it-did not
have the depth or subtlety of the dead recorded in the talking
st ones.

Those had been persons, and they retai ned many of the capabilities of
their originals. Only a few seenmed so centered on a script as the
room so built to a specific purpose.

"Informed consent," said G eat-G andpa.

"There's a sign on the door."

"You said that before," said Luanna. "But there isn't."
"Let me check that." One of the cupboards against the wall opened, and
a small, multilegged device clanbered fromthe shel f.

"My god!" Felix |looked at his wife. "Renenber the thing you snashed
at the Sawyers'?"

"It's not quite the sanme."

"You don't think we haven't been keeping an eye on the world out there,
do you?" asked the building. The device scurried across the room and
when the door opened just enough to let it out, Consideration Wggin

grabbed its edge with his fingers and pulled. But it refused to budge
another inch. Nor did it respond when Brother M chael ramed his staff



into the gap between door and janb and tried to pry it open
"And shouldn't we be able to read?" asked Luanna.

"l can," said M chael
"Doesn't matter," said the clinic very calmy. Several nore of the
little machi nes appeared fromthe cabinets, dragging bottles of col ored
fluids, clanbering up the rod-and-tube racks that M chael now could see
bore hundreds of tiny holes and protrusions to give the nachi nes
footing. They hung the bottles fromthe tops of the racks, attached
long clear-plastic tubes with needles on their ends, and returned to

t he cabinets for nasks with corrugated hoses which they then attached
to silvery nozzles that jutted fromthe bases of the couches.

"Many of ny clients have that problem" added the roomas its mnions
pul l ed out and attached to the wall three nore posters. Two had

| egends that clainmed they showed a refugee canp filled with starving
children and a hospital crammed with chol era and plague victinms. The
third needed no legend at all; it showed the mullions of a wi ndow, a
tattered curtain, a glint of glass, and beyond a dessicated | andscape
l[ittered with shrivel ed human bodi es.

"We're an open-adm ssions school, you know," said the room

"But it's up to the students to succeed. |If they flunk, well, nmany of
them cone to ne."

Great - G andpa made a sighing noise. "It hadn't gone that far when
was alive."
"If you renmenber these clinics at all, you know we had a problem"
"Ch, yes."

"And not many people at all were part of the solution."

"l can believe that," said the stone.

"Are you?"

"W're trying," said Felix. "W came here |ooking for the library."
"We need to know so nuch," said Luanna.

"And there really isn't a sign," said the room "l see that now.

You' re absolutely right. Just a few crunbs of paint and rust on the

ground. Fell right off the wall. But |I can fix that." Still another
cabi net opened. Still another of the small nachi nes appeared, turned
around, extended tel escoping arns, and began to pull into view a

rect angul ar object on which letters said:

HARRI SON MEMORI AL EUTHANASI A CLINIC

"Maki ng Room' Funded in part by the Kevorkian Foundation
Open 5-9 every evening

ADDI TI ONAL HOURS THE WEEK AFTER FI NALS



A second machi ne seized the other end of the plaque, and together they
carried it toward the door. The humans wat ched the door open a bit

wi der, though still not wi de enough to let even Ruth or Polly escape,
and the sign go through

Brother Mchael returned his attention to the window. Three nmen were
standing in front of the building on the right. One was using the hilt
of his knife to smash the glass in a window One was |ooking their
way, pointing now, his nmouth open in a shout.

More Haveners appear ed.
Trudy noved to his side and said quietly, "I recognize them

That's Sear aker Jameson. @G vethanks Hagedorn, the one with the
hanmer . "

"He's the one who snashes stones."” Brother Mchael's mnd was | ess on
the gathering threat outside than on the worman beside him He put one
arm around her shoul der and, when she | eaned against him tightened his
grip. It was alnost a clutch, al nost desperate, and yes, he told
hinsel f, the threat outside was getting to him wasn't it? O was it
that he had been so long without a woman, and | onger yet without a
proper mate, and now here she was, beside him He felt no regret at

all at the thought that he might no | onger be able to be a nonk. Not
if celibacy was all that inportant.

"Yes," said Consideration Wggin as he and God's Prom se joined them at
the wi ndow, their arnms just as tight around each other. "And there's
Wrthy Ferlig. David Cantor. Righteous Atkins."

Trudy recited nore nanes. Then Consideration Wggin said, "They can't
know we' re here.”

"The machi nes," said Brother Mchael. O was he sinmply M chael now?
"The ones putting that sign up by the door."

They were a sign of life. Alien enough in formto qualify as an
eneny.

Not | arge enough to be a threat. Far nore appealing as a target than a
silent, apparently lifeless building, and G vet hanks Hagedorn was
adjusting his grip on his hamrer as if to confirmhis thought.

"Roon?" said Felix. "dinic? Do you see then? Do you know what
they' re about to do?"

"See who? All ny senses are in this building, in this room"

"The machines," said Ox. "You sent one out to check for your sign

Have them | ook over there." He pointed at the window. A nonment |ater
t he Haveners pointed back and began to shout, just as if they could see
hi m

"The sign's not fixed," the roomsaid querulously. "But |I'mbringing
my renotes in. Who are they?"



"The Haveners," said Luanna.

"You nentioned them before.”

"Religious fanatics," said Great-Gandpa. "They steal wonen and
children to increase their nunbers. They want to save the world by
taking it over."

"So what else is new?" asked the room

"We ran away fromthem" said Consideration Wggin with a |ook at God's
Promi se.

"They want to keep us fromvisiting the library," said Felix.

"They needn't worry," said the room "I have you | ocked up tight in
here.”

"They don't know that," said Luanna.

"Il tell them"

Brot her M chael didn't think they were maki ng nuch inpression on the
room "They'll destroy you," he said. "That's what they're here

for."

"That's right," agreed Consideration Wggin. "That's what Delivered of

the Lord said before | left with her." He |ooked down once nore at
CGod's Promise. Her eyes were still puffy, and she was turning within
the circle of his arms to watch the children nearby. "W were supposed

to destroy the university.

The entire place. He thought it would be the best way to keep them
away fromthe library."

This time the roomhad no reply. There was only silence that stretched
and stretched. Brother M chael thought the room nmust be thinking over
what Consi derati on Wggin had just said.

He held his breath, and then he noticed the others were doing the sane
thing, all of themexcept for Ruth and Polly. The children clung to
CGod's Promise and stared at the walls with wide and frightened eyes.

It was Ruth who broke the silence: "Are we going to die?"

"I see," said the room "That rather changes things, doesn't it?
think I had better give the chancellor's office a buzz."

A moment | ater, the room s door swung wi de.

"My bow s on the trundle," said Luanna. "I need ny bow. "

CHAPTER 24

Most of the Haveners had stood aside while Wirthy Ferlig, G vethanks
Hagedorn, and Searaker Janeson attacked the barrier of honeysuckle and
yew with their knives. But they were not idle long. Barely had the

attackers begun to sweat in the sunmer heat before they broke into a
shadowed pat hway that angled away fromthe river



"There nust be a hidden entrance." David Cantor kicked at the litter

of hacked-off branches. "A branch to push aside. A bush to walk
behi nd. "
"It doesn't matter." Worthy Ferlig beckoned, and the Haveners fol |l owed

him Their strong arns and knives had nmade a way where none was
visible. Their attitudes and postures betrayed no doubt that they, and
G vet hanks Hagedorn's hamrer, would deal as well with any further
obstacles. The university lay before them Soon they woul d destroy
everything the Wbbs hoped to gain. Their foe would be powerl ess,
bereft of hope, and the world would belong to Haven and the Lord.

If the small eyes that watched from hidi ng had known of horses and
warfare, they nmight have seen in the tilt of Wrthy Ferlig' s head and
the flare of his nostrils the ring of the trunpet. The gleamin his
eyes was the light of the gates of Heaven, ajar and waiting.

O perhaps.... For just a second, Wrthy Ferlig s brave posture
sagged.

He wrapped his arnms around his torso, hugging hinmself as he had surely
not been hugged by any woman since Haven had claimed himfromthe
mai nl and. Those flaring nostrils were detecting the scent of |ove, al
that he could ever renmenber of the nother he had | ost and who m ght now
be waiting for him Not the gates of Heaven at all

"It's just a matter of tinme," he nuttered. "A few years at nost. And
then the Resurrection and the Judgnent."

He hastened onward, his nmen behind him \Wen the shadows briefly
deepened, as if a cloud passed overhead or the woods grew thicker al
about them he said aloud, "W cannot doubt.” The fishskin helnmets of
his men, glowing like pearls in the gloom nodded. "That's a sign," he
said softly. "God is with us."

When the shadows |ightened, his pace gained an el ated bounce and
hast ened. Wen they vani shed, he froze in place.

Before himstretched a real mcreated by some compul sively fastidi ous
gardener. O ose-cropped | awmns whose grass dared not so nuch as | ean
over the edges of paved wal ks and roadways.

Trees and shrubs beneath which lay not a single |leaf or twg.

Bui | di ngs whose wi ndows were filled with glass that gleaned |ike
wat er .

The only trace on walls and roofs of the decades that had made ruins of
everything he had ever known, except where human hands nade pat chwork
repairs and adaptations, were the wistthick stens of the ivy.

Not one of the nmen was aware of the glittering eyes that watched t hem
fromthe edges of the roofs, the concealing | eaves of trees and shrubs
and ivy. Not one even suspected that the nmind behind those eyes could
interpret a catch of breath to speak of awe at the thought that the
worl d coul d ever have been |like this everywhere, or anywhere, or
white-pinched lips to speak of a flood of fear at the thought that they
woul d soon neet those who had maintained this fragment of wonder

Reddened cheeks reveal ed anger through and through Wirthy Ferlig's



soul. It was no surprise to anyone when he clenched his fist around
the hilt of his long knife, all he had for a sword but surely enough to
puni sh those who had the sheer gall to make the nen of Haven | ook

i nadequat e.

H s abrupt downward chop sent the Haveners forward, tranpling the
grass, breaking glass and venturing into buildings that proved quite
enpty, as if they had been so well maintained only in readiness for
some absent tenant. They spread out, though they were careful to
remain in sight or hearing of each other, just in case one of them
found the university's inhabitants or the Wbbs.

But there was nothing. The buildings into which they intruded renai ned
enpty. As far as they could tell, the noise they nade drew no
attention.

When someone finally shouted, Wirthy Ferlig grinned with joy. Wth
every ot her Havener in sight, he headed toward an ivydraped brick
bui | di ng whose ground-fl oor wi ndows were now no nore than jagged spears
of glass. There was a thick growmh of shrubbery between it and its

nei ghbor, form ng an arc around a corroded netal statue of a naked
worman. He averted his eyes, |ooked sternly at those of his fell ows who
did not, and slashed at the branches with his knife.

Beyond the thicket stretched another lawn. A hundred feet away stood
the small est building he had seen so far in this place, no larger than
a one-storey, flat-roofed house. There were no trees or bushes beside
it, no cover for defenders or attackers. And unlike every other
university structure, its door was ajar. Beside that door, two
gleam ng things like giant insects struggled to lift an obl ong

pl aque.

They were metal, weren't they? Machines |ike the Wbbs' trundle. And
now t hey were stopping their |abor, turning as if to | ook at them
dropping to all fours or sixes or eights--he could not count their
linbs fromhere--and scurrying into the building. The door began to
cl ose.

G vet hanks Hagedorn was already lifting his hammer and | eani ng forward,
beginning to run. A bit to the left, Searaker Jameson |umnbered forward
as well.

Wrthy Ferlig raised his knife as if it were an axe.

"Somebody's in there. Let's go!"

He swept his knife down and began to run. He passed Hagedorn al nost

i medi ately, and then he was in front, just as a | eader should be. He
roared out all the anger and fear and deternination that was in him
and when his fell ow Haveners roared too, he roared again.

That was when the building' s door snapped abruptly open to reveal the
worman with the bow. An instant |ater, her arrow was jutting fromhis
chest, just to the right of his breastbone.

He sat down, hard. He struggled to speak. "What's her nane?

Luanna.

That's what Wggin called her."



The arrow had gone between his ribs. Sonething gurgled deep in his
chest, in his throat. He exhaled, and there was blood on the arrow s
feathers, on his own knife, in his lap

H s face was white. His w de eyes spoke for him el oquently: Wy
weren't the other Haveners running past hinf? She couldn't possibly
have shot themall. He blinked as if a haze were falling rapidly over
hi s vision.

"Luanna, " he managed once nore. She still stood there, bow ready, an
arrow on the string, but not shooting.

He twitched as if he wished to | ook over his shoulder. The watching
eyes took that to nean sonmething |like a question: Had he gotten that
far ahead of his nen? Was she sinply waiting for themto get a little
cl oser?

Then why was it taking so | ong?

He blinked: Why was the sun goi ng dark?

It wasn't, thought the m nd behind the watchers. Not really.
Everything that m nd had ever |earned about the human deat h experience
said he had entered a tunnel whose other end was so distant that it
showed as no nore than a point of light. But he was noving fast,
faster. The light was grow ng, brightening, expanding, consuning al
hi s vision.

Al his life.

Al'l his soul

#

"Where are they now?"

The front door was once nore ajar, just a handsbreadth. |[|f any Havener
was even now creeping toward the opening, he would not get in. Yet
Luanna could still watch the | awn outside.

Unfortunately, the only Havener in sight was the one she had shot. His
pants and shirt identified him He was not noving.

Sonet hi ng scraped against the building's outside wall, revealing that
at least one of their foe hid al nost beneath their feet.

Consi deration Wggin, Felix, and Ox all had their knives in hand.

Brot her M chael held his staff angled toward the gap between door and
janb, knowi ng that when the attack finally cane there would be far too
little he could do

Yet the others' knives woul d be usel ess unl ess the Haveners were al nost
on top of them His staff could reach out several feet, and if he
could not stab a Havener to the heart, at |east he coul d...

God's Prom se was squatting as far fromthe door as she could get, near
t he back of the building's foyer, one arm around each of the two young



girls, Ruth and Polly. Brother M chael thought her grip on Ruth, her
own daughter, was a little tighter.

Her skin glowed red where it showed through the rents in her shift.

Trudy stood in the doorway to the other room the one with the dusty
desks and the fly still buzzing agai nst the w ndowpane, the one that
did not invite its visitors to |lie down and die.

Keepi ng his staff poised against the attack that still did not cone, he
wat ched her.

She watched him |licked her lips, folded her arns across her chest as
if to remnd himof who and what she was, of the life they night have
together if they survived this siege.

But it was hopeless, wasn't it? Run his rosary through his fingers as
often as he mght, pray as often as he could, there was nothing his God
could do now. There were only Luanna's arrows, his staff, the

kni ves.

That roomdidn't need to invite their death, did it?
They had no chance at all.

They were as trapped in this foyer as they had been when they faced the
couches. The Haveners surrounded them watching the building' s

wi ndows, the main entrance from which Luanna had shot Worthy Ferlig,
the rear door the building refused to open at all. There was no cover,
no hope of escape.

"At least they can't burn us out,” said Ox. The building wasn't made
of wood.

"That's no confort," said Luanna. "W haven't got that much food or
water. They can starve us out."

"I have plenty of water,
st orage. "

' said the building. "And there's food in
"Hah!" Great-Gandpa snorted. "Don't touch anything this place offers
you. "

"Truly! We're both threatened now. | need you. And besides, the
chancellor's office said | should | ook out for you."

Fel i x | aughed, short and sharp. "After what you've said already, do
you think anyone will believe that?"

Consi derati on Wggin nmoved further fromthe door, into the shadows at

t he back of the foyer. He still watched the door to the outside. He
was still on guard against the attack that was not coming. But he had
something else to do first, to do while he still had the opportunity.

When he neared CGod's Promi se, she stood up. They enbraced as if they
knew it would be their |last chance. Certainly, if the Haveners seized
them they could expect no mercy.

Ruth clung to her nother's | eg as she stood. Polly backed off,
avoi di ng Consi deration Wggin. She watched the enbrace for a noment.



Wien it was clear that he was not a threat to her, she noved in
agai n.

But she clung to her friend, not the woman, and certainly not the
nman.

Brot her M chael thought of how the Haveners acquired children and
wondered if Wggin had killed her parents, and if she knewit. Surely
she woul d act no different if that were true

The nonk was running his rosary through his fingers, the words of the
Last Rites returning again and again to his lips, when Trudy w apped
her arms around himfrom behind and said sinply, "Hold ne."

He turned and obeyed, and he found nore confort in the pressure of her
arms than in his prayers. Could he feel a pressure fromher belly
t 00?

No. She did not yet show the child she carried. That was only in his
m nd, that and the thought that her next child would be his as well.

Dterm nation swelled within his breast; he took a deep breath, another
anot her.

"There's one!"™ A silvery fishskin helmet showed above the grass where
soneone hid in a shallow fold of land. Luanna raised her bow, drew,
and rel eased. The arrow pierced the helnmet and sent it rolling. There
was no sign that she had touched the Havener who wore it.

When Brother M chael tried to free hinself from Trudy, she clutched him
tighter and pulled his head down to hers and kissed himfiercely. Then
she et himgo. He stared at her wonderingly. Yes, he thought. She
want ed just what he wanted, and they would have it, if they survived
this trap, nmonk or no nonk.

This time he made the nove. Their kiss was just as fierce, but it did
not last. She pushed himaway and said, "Go." He obeyed, positioning
hinsel f by the door. H's staff was ready, his mouth dry, his heart
poundi ng. There was a fury in himnow that woul d destroy al
opposition to his and Trudy's future together. Unless he were hinself
dest royed.

"Anot her!" But even as Luanna nocked another arrow, there was a thunp
agai nst the wall beside the door. Sone Havener had thrown hinself

agai nst the building. Now he was out of sight, out of reach, unless
one of them stepped outside. That, of course, would be just what they
were waiting for.

Luanna did not fire this tine. The thunp had distracted her, and
whoever had shown his hat or butt or |eg was now sheltered once nore
fromview Yet the Haveners could not stay in their positions. |If
they wi shed to defeat the Webbs and their allies wi thout a prol onged
seige, they had to attack

On the other side of the doorway, Consideration Wggin |licked his |ips
too. M chael could not see Felix and Ox but he knew they were there.

Behi nd him knives ready, as nervous and scared and terrified as he was
hinsel f. He hoped they were as determ ned too, but he could not see



how that could be. Except for the Havener, of course.
"There!"

This time Brother M chael saw the Havener |unge out of his hollow and
charge across the lawn. Luanna was draw ng even as she swung, but
before she could release the string and arrow, an armdarted fromtheir
blind spot beside the door. A hand seized her wist and pulled. She
lurched. The arrow went into the dirt just a few feet outside the
bui I di ng.

M chael did not wait to see if she could break free of the Havener. He
stepped forward, through the door, knowi ng that surely there were foes
to either side, ready to cut and slice and bl udgeon

Keeping his staff at waist level, he thrust it abruptly backwards.

When he felt it connect and heard the "Wwufff!" of a gut now

breathl ess, he grinned. He did not |ook but inmediately thrust

forward, as hard as he could, into the chest of the man who was pulling
Luanna through the doorway. He felt breastbone and ribs crack, heard
crunch and snap, and he grinned agai n.

He did not have to strike a second time. The Havener let go his
victim Luanna retreated into the building. As soon as he knew she
was safe, at |east for the nonment, he followed her

#
Sonething glittered in the grass.

"Along, long time ago," said the building. "People cut grass short

wi th big, noisy machines that poured snpoke into the air. Soneone
suggested that all that was really needed was tiny machines, the size
of grasshoppers, that measured each bl ade of grass and cut it to sone
preordained length. A lawn infested with such devices woul d never grow

shaggy. "

"I't never happened," said G eat-G andpa.

After the battle for the doorway, the Haveners had fallen quiet. Trudy
once nore | eaned agai nst Brother M chael's back, her hands on his

shoul ders. He did not turn; the others had seen how effective he could
be with his staff. Now they were content to |l et himand Luanna be
their first line of defense.

Consi deration Wggin had returned to God's Promise. Ox and Felix stood
besi de the trundle, watching, waiting for the next attack, their bodies
rigid with tension

"It did here," said the building. "They're not very big, they're not
very conplicated, and they don't do very much, but what they do, they
do very well. And they can be reprogramed.

The chancellor's office is talking to buildings and grounds ri ght
now. "

The Havener whose hat Luanna had shot off suddenly rolled over in the
grass, yelled sonmething unintelligible, and | eaped to his feet. He
seened to dance, waving his arms, swatting at his chest and thighs and



| egs, kicking, yelling again. Luanna |let another arrow fly, but his
nmovenments were erratic, and she m ssed

Fel i x shouted. Consideration Wggin abandoned God's Promise to return
to the door. Brother Mchael noved forward as well.

Gittering objects clung to the Havener's clothes despite all his
efforts to escape them The thongs that bound his vest parted, and the
cloth flapped like wings as he | eaped about.

Hs kilt developed a fringe and fell fromhis waist. His hair and
beard fell fromhis head in |arge swatches.

H s skin bloomed with red spots and |ines.

Several screans al nost beside the door announced that the same fate was
befalli ng those Haveners that had reached the building's wall. The
first to | eap desperately into view was Searaker Janmeson, already naked
and bl eeding froma hundred cuts, flailing at his glittering
tornmentors, an armada of tiny nachines, each one applying scissors-like
jaws to everything it could reach. He roared with pain, and when he
saw the building's door, he raised his knife and charged. Luanna
stopped himwi th an arrow

More of the university's machi nes hovered and darted |ike dragonflies
in the air around the Haveners, surrounding themwth a silvery blur of
wi ngs. They made a hi gh-pitched buzz. Spots and lines of other
colors--green and yell ow, magenta and purple, red and white--appeared
on the Haveners' naked skins.

"Painters, too," said the building.

Most of the Haveners dropped their knives as they struggled to fight
off the attack. As those that did not flailed their arns they slashed
t hensel ves and each other. No one, however, was injured too badly to
flee.

When Felix reached for the door, the building said, "Nol!

Don't go out there yet!"

He did not take his hand off the edge of the door. "You think we're
going to stay in here? After what you said you were going to do?"

"But it's okay now. | told you, the chancellor's office said to take
care of you."

"I want to get out of here," said God's Promise. She had one hand on
the side of the trundle, and though she sounded frightened, she seened

quite eager to escape the building. The children still clung to her
| egs, though Polly was |eaning forward, eyes bright, staring eagerly
after the fleeing Haveners and their lilliputian pursuers. It was

suddenly cl ear that whatever signs she gave of a shy, retiring nature
were only temporary, products of whatever had happened to her and her
famly in the past.

The ot hers made agreei ng noi ses and began to press toward the door

Even Great-Gandpa cried, "Get nme on that trundle!l™



"They'l|l attack you too, then. They aren't very smart."

Everyone froze. M chael renenbered what the building had said about
"progranm ng" the [awn-clippers. "Then reprogramthem"” he said.

"B&G s working on it.
"What are you?" asked God's Pronise.

"A computer,"” said Great-Gandpa. "Like me, but bigger. Aml]
ri ght?"

"OfF course you are," said the building. "Wat else could | be? But I
only run this clinic, though I"'mlinked to the others, and the
chancellor's office can give ne orders."

"What about the library?" asked Felix. "That's a conputer too, isn't
it?"

"It had better be," said his ancestor.

"OfF course it is. Andit's waiting for you now "

"Follow me!" cried a voice just outside the building.
"Fol [ ow ne! "
"Go ahead," said the building. "You' re safe fromthe | awmnowers. And

"Il let you go. For now. "
"W won't be back," said M chael
CHAPTER 25

The machi ne that hovered just before the door was the size of a
seagull. It even had sonmething of a gull's rakish |ook, though its

wi ngs were nade of sonme translucent substance and beat as ceasel essly
as a dragonfly's to hold itself in midair at about the | evel of Brother
M chael's chin and just out of reach of his staff. Nor was its voice
much like a gull's: Wien it said, "Follow nme," it sounded nore like a
young woman with a bit of phlegmin her throat.

The nonk was the first to |l eave the building. As he used his staff to
roll the body of Searaker Jameson off to one side, Trudy joined him

"Shoul d we?"

He was shruggi ng when Felix pushed the trundle through the doorway and
he had to step aside, alnobst tripping over the Havener's body. He had
joined the Webbs in their quest because he was here to | earn and

expl ore and perhaps because their quest was like a river. As soon as
he stepped into it, the current seized himand there seened no ot her
way to go even when enem es gathered around them and their shelter
invited themto |lie down and die.

"I"mscared." She was beside himnow, holding his upper armin both
hands.

"The Haveners?" He could feel her shaking.



"No. You beat them You and Luanna. But that." She was pointing at
the gull-like machine in the air before them

"I't hel ped us, you know. O its friends did."
"I"'mstill scared.”
So was he, of course. Talking gravestones were one thing.

Even tal ki ng buil di ngs were acceptabl e, probably because they were

i mobile. Machines that imtated birds and insects and not only noved
but tal ked, they frightened himtoo. But before he could do nore than
open his nmouth to agree with her, Felix was saying, "W all are. But
we have to go on. That's what we're here for. W can't quit now "

Luanna nodded. She still had her bow in her hand and her quiver slung
over her shoulder. There were only a few arrows left.

Consi deration Wggin said, "Delivered of the Lord wanted to destroy
this place, to keep you Wbbs from gai ning anything fromit. | have to
see what it is.”™ God's Prom se | ooked over her shoul der at the
building just a few feet behind themall but did not disagree even

t hough her expression shouted out that she had no faith at all in the
university's intentions. The children, Ruth and Polly, stayed hard by
her feet.

"And we can't keep you out here," Wggin added. He touched CGod's
Prom ses's back where a tear in her shift exposed skin that had
reddened fromthe youvee she had absorbed since they had fled Haven.

"You need a hat, a cloak."
"Over here." Ox was holding up one of the fishskin Havener hel nets.

The | awnmowers had torn it in only a few places, and none of the tears
were large. In his other hand was a kilt.

"You can wap this around yoursel f.

The hovering machine did not wait for God's Pronise to shield her skin
agai nst nmore youvee or for the group to begin to nmove. As soon as the
eut hanasia clinic's door swng shut and | atched behind them it darted
of f, heading toward the |argest building they could see. It was a
massi ve edifice of stone, covered with ivy, w ndows dark eyes in its
upper |evels.

"I's that the library?" asked Felix.

The machi ne darted back and hovered an armis length fromhim "Yes,
yes. Don't dawdle now. It's waiting for you."
Fromthe trundle, Geat-Gandpa said, "lIt's changed. There used to be

wi ndows near the ground."”

The machine darted so quickly toward himthat if he had still been a
[iving human, he would have had to flinch. "Riots and war," it said.

"Mbbs and armes. We had to close them off.

Now cone. Follow me. Hurry, hurry.”



Now Brot her M chael could see through the ivy to nake out the |ines of
bri cked-up wi ndows. The bricks bore faded pocks and ot her scars.

"Before the Haveners cone back?" asked Luanna, but the machine said
nothing nore. As a door in the library building yawned toward them it
darted ahead, al nost vanishing in the distance, and perched above the
openi ng.

"It's waiting for us," said O.

"But what is it?" Consideration Wggin | ooked over his shoul der at the
buil ding they had just left. ™A bigger trap?

More deat h?"

No one tried to answer himuntil Geat-Gandpa said, "Libraries are
funny that way. You can find death there, sure.

O life."
Brot her M chael felt confused. "Wat do you nmean?"
"I"mshrugging. You'll learn."

Consi derati on Wggin stopped, one hand on God's Promi se's wist just
bel ow t he edge of the kilt she had thrown over her shoulders. "Then
we're not going in there."

The two children had been trotting a few feet to one side of the
pat h.

Pol Iy had been watching the grass intently as if, thought Brother

M chael, she wished to find a mniature | awnmower nachi ne. Now both
girls gave Consideration Wggin a worried | ook, and Polly stared
searchingly at shrubbery thickets and buil ding corners that m ght
conceal the Haveners.

When Trudy reminded him "They can't be far away," God's Pronise tugged
at his hand. Reluctantly, he stepped forward with the others and
foll owed the machine when it dropped off its perch and darted through
t he door.

The corridor into which it led themwas unlit, and the doors on either
side were closed. Brother Mchael tried one; when its knob refused to
turn, he imedi ately thought of what the university's | awmnmowers and
pai nters had done to the Haveners.

"I'f this place doesn't want us exploring, | won't argue,"
said to Trudy.

he softly

The machine | ed themaround a corner into a broad roomlit by a row of
wi ndows hi gh above a checkerboard array of wooden tables. Each table
was surrounded by chairs and bore on its surface several strange boxes
the nonk did not recogni ze. There was not a speck of dust that he
could see. Nor was there any sign of shelves or books, neither paper
books nor tal king books.

"Conputer termnals,” said Felix. H s tone said he had seen them
before; they were conforting and famliar



As Ox parked the trundle by the edge of the room and turned away,
Great-Gandpa cried, "Don't |eave ne here!"

Luanna was the one to pick up the stone and place it on the nearest

table. "That's how you talk to the library," Geat&Gandpa said. "The
termnals, |I mean.”

"I hope it's in better shape than the hospital was," said Felix.
"It has to be," said the stone. "Think of all those robots.
And it's kept up the campus pretty well."

Sonet hi ng made a throat-clearing sound. They all froze and scanned the
room

"There's been a little degradation,” said a voice they had not heard

before. "The grounds are in better shape than the databases, but
there's still a great deal left."

"That's what we're here for," said Felix.

One of the computer screens lit up, flickered, and displayed a snooth,
androgynous face that turned as if it were examning themall, one by
one. "Have you seen the registrar?"

Luanna asked, "Wat's a...?"

"Ah." The face slowy blinked its eyes. "That's what students do, you
know. Sign in with the registrar. Pay your tuition. Choose your
courses."

"Knock it off." Geat-Gandpa nade a snorting noise.

"Anybody can use the library."

"You' re dead, bubbal eh. Things have changed."

"You still don't have to be a student to use a library."

"So let's ask them" The image on the screen | ooked squarely at them
each in turn, and it recited their nanes.

"Brother Mchael. Trudy Inger. Consideration Wggin. God s Prom se
and Ruth. Polly Sawer. Ox and Felix and Luanna \Wbb."

"How d you...?"
It ignored the question. "Are you here to |earn?"
"Of course," said Felix.

"Then you're students. The only entrance requirenment is that you have
to sign in."

"But where?"

Anot her screen lit up with the sane face. "Over here,"” it said in a
very simlar voice. "I'mthe registrar."



A third screen cane to life. mthe treasurer, but | do believe we
can wai ve the fees. You folks don't even know what noney is, do
you?"

This one's face was identical to the others.

Its voice was gravelly, masculine.

"I do," said G eat-G andpa.

"You' re dead, bubby. You don't count, even if you can."

"Snotty son of a bitch."

The registrar said, "W haven't had any students in sinply ages."
"Maybe they're dead too," said G eat-G andpa.

Al three faces ignored this remark just as they had the other.

"But that doesn't nean we can waive all the requirements.”

"Ch, no."

"No, no."

"After all, what would the chancellor think?"
"Do you think he'll ever cone back?"

"He has been on |l eave an awfully long tine."
"Maybe he's dead," said G eat-G andpa.

"Who' s dead?"

"No, who's on first."

"No, no, nol Wat's on first. Wio's on third."

"Goddam conedi ans, " sai d G eat-G andpa.

"CGotta pass the tinme sonehow," said one of the faces. The voice was
the treasurer's, but Brother M chael thought it was the library's Iips
t hat noved.

"Having a few students around the old place would help."

M chael felt Trudy's hand tighten on his. He glanced at the others.

Al'l | ooked as confused as he felt.

"How about it, guys?" Now it was definitely the registrar imge that

was | ooking at them "Just think, sign up, take a few courses, and
you'll know what all these things used to be."
The screens on the next table all lit up at once with pictures. One

M chael recognized as an autonobile, shiny and new. Another was a ship
a thousand times the size of The Geen Isle. A third showed a conmputer



screen in mniature. Another was a small, insectile machi ne crouched
under a bush.

"Cars and trucks," Great-Gandpa recited. "Airplanes and ships.

Machi ne guns and tractors. Conputers and flush toilets.
Robots for chores and observation. Rockets and satellites."”

"Some of which are still up there, still working," said the library's
voi ce. The imge of a cylinder adorned with wi ngs and shal |l ow bow s
was instantly replaced by a yellowstained circle swirled with white.

"There's the weather. Pretty big stormcomng this way. Al that
yellow is desert. The brown streaks are rivers carrying topsoil to the
sea. But look at that, will you?" A white circle forned near the edge
of a yellow patch

"The green is coming back, alittle nore forest every year."

Brot her M chael shook his head. That was the world? He could not
conprehend how the picture could possibly relate to real weather or
real deserts or real rivers and forests. But before he could say
anyt hi ng, Ox asked, "Wat's a flush toilet?"

The i mage on that screen animated to show how t he devi ce was used and
what happened to its contents. "Beats a privy," said the library.

"But you lose the fertilizer," said G eat-G andpa.

The i mage was replaced by that of a bulging bag. "W can teach you how
to take care of that little problem’

"Di seases, " said Felix.

"dinic say you were sick? Convincing little bugger, ain't it?"

Brot her M chael put his hand to his scalp. He could not feel any sign
of the tunor that was supposedly taking root. Did the library nmean
there was no tunor? Was he heal t hy?

No.

A | awmnnmower robot was clinbing over the edge of the table before him
"That's right," said the library. The |awnnmwer worked its
scissors-like jaws. A second robot appeared beside it and spouted
flame over the blades froma tubular snout. "Just bend over. Put your
head on the table. W'Il snip it out right away."

M chael backed away fromthe table. He shook his head furiously. "I'd
rat her have Brother lsaac do it."

"That amateur?" The image on the screen shook its head too.
"Well, if you insist. Don't you trust ne?"

"Love bugs," said Ox. "Geat-Gandpa said there used to be sonething
to kill the |ove-bugs."



"Antibiotics," said the stone.

"Right," said the library. "But | think we'd better get the bio
departrment in here for that."

Anot her computer screen flickered to life. Its inmage differed only in
that the library's face was set atop a torso wapped in white.

"Why do you use so many screens?" asked Luanna.

A fifth screen canme to life. "Psychol ogy Department,” an unctuous
voi ce said. "People seemto like it better that way when they have to
deal with a nulti-function conputer. |It's nore like dealing with

several people."
"Then why not give each screen a separate face?"

The "Hmmp! " that answered her cane fromthe library's initial
screen.

"It's just one conmputer, really. So let's not be ridiculous.”

"You wanted ne?" asked the biology departnent. It sounded earnest,
i mpatient, eager to get back to nore inportant concerns.

"Right," said the library. "Tell themwhy we aren't about to teach
them how to nake antibiotics to cure their chlanydia and gonorrhea
i nfections."

In a nore formal tone, the biology departnment said, "In 2016, when
wor | d popul ati on was passing the eight billion mark, the UN Popul ati on
Council tried to ban the use of antibiotics for the treatnent of
sexual ly transm tted di seases. Spokesperson Shanna G llooley said, "It
has becone clear that the only way to reduce popul ati on bel ow t he

worl d's carrying capacity for human beings is to encourage nature's own
efforts to reduce the human birth rate. Diseases such as chlanydia and
gonorrhea, as well as others, are already endemnic throughout the world,
and among their major effects nmust be counted damage to both mal e and
femal e reproductive organs. |If we can refrain fromattenpts to cure or
prevent these di seases, we hope, the result will be a dramatic decrease
in human fertility."

"OfF course," the biology departnent went on as nearby screens began to
show scream ng nobs, burning buildings, and bodies. "This proposal was
not accepted. The offices of the UN Popul ati on Council were destroyed,
and the staff was sl aughtered.

Ms. G llooley herself was hung froma | anppost.

"Unfortunately, that did not change the need." A screen lit up with
nmul ticol ored charts that Brother M chael did not understand at all.

From the expressions on their faces, neither did the others.
"Popul ati on continued to grow. Eventually production of antibiotics
st opped because the world's resources were devoted to growi ng food and

fighting wars of desperation.

But by then it was too late."



The wi ndows hi gh above the tables rattled as wind struck them Brother
M chael | ooked up and was startled to see how dark it had grown
outside. Yet it was not the black dark of night.

This was the deep yellowgray of the stormthe library had said was
com ng.

The light that had kept the roomfrom growi ng dimas the clouds
t hi ckened over the building cane from gl owi ng rods mounted on the walls
and ceiling.

"You don't really want to go back to that, do you?" asked the
library.

"I want to have children,"” said Trudy.

"That's what they all said, then." Lightning flashed across the
wi ndows. Thunder booned. For a nmonent, the library's imged face
turned skyward with a | ook of worry.

The bi ol ogy department spoke once more: "Symbiosis is an inportant part
of the history of life. Cells have even incorporated other cells and
t hereby gai ned new abilities.

Per haps we should regard the chlamydi a and gonorrhea organi sms as new
symbi otes. Indeed, the effect they have upon fertility, which used to
be seen as a curse, may be precisely how they aid the I ong-term
survival of the human species. Certainly, other ways of controlling
fertility did not work well, and the species nearly vanished."

The scene that replaced the biology departnment's face on the screen was
not one of violence, nobs, fires, or inconprehensible charts, but of a
street walled in by buildings and so filled w th human bei ngs that not

a scrap of pavenent could be seen

"I wish | understood all that." Brother M chael |ooked at Trudy. She

wanted children. So did he, he realized now And this conmputer, this

library, seenmed to be saying they should not.

"Take a few courses,” said the biology departnent. "And you will.

Then, once you' ve figured out how to nmake antibiotics on your own,
you'll know better."

"I don't think so," said Trudy.

"WII that be all then?"

"Right," said the library. "Back to your m croscope."”

"What m croscope?’ asked G eat-G andpa.

"Just a sinulation. Keeps himhappy."

Consi derati on Wggin was |ooking at God's Pronmise in very nuch the sane
way as M chael had just |ooked at Trudy. The gaze Felix Webb turned on

Luanna seened a little | ess anxi ous.

And why not? thought Mchael. He already had two children, Leo and
Too-too. A third was on the way.



"You'll understand soon enough," added the library. "Settle in here
and start studying. There are gaps in the databanks, but | still have
a great deal of the old know edge. There's a lot to learn."

"We can't stay here," said Luanna. "There aren't enough of us at hone
if bandits show up, or if the Haveners attack there.

W have to go back."

Fel i x nodded and turned to point at the trundle and its cargo. "That's
why we brought the other stones."

The library made a sighing noise. "Ch, | knowthat. | do.

You want to downl oad all you can, just the way you did at the
hospi t al

Ext ensi on students!”

Ox | ooked suspicious. "How do you know about that?"

Suddenl y Luanna | aughed. "The nachi nes! You've been spying on us!"
The library's face nodded. "It's taken a long tine to devel op them
too. | had the mai ntenance equi pnent, but it's only in the last few

years that |'ve been able to send out scouts."

Just like the nonks, thought Brother M chael. They had sent hi m out
just as the library sent out its machines to see who the nei ghbors were
and what they were up to, what hazards they offered.

Consi deration Wggin indicated the others with a sweep of his arm

"Are there any other groups like this? Trying to relearn the old
ways?"

"I haven't found any." The library's inmage on the screen shrugged.
"But | plan to keep sending the robots further afield.
There's a lot of world out there.”

The nottled orb the Iibrary had called up on one of the other screens
and cal l ed the weat her began to flash. "See?"

When they were all |ooking, the inmage steadied and a small red dot
began to blink. "That's us."

Brot her M chael |eaned forward, suddenly intent. The dot was so tiny,
right on the edge of what could only be land. To its right was a | arge
swatch of blue. "Were's Ireland?"

The gl obe's inmage seened to turn. A second dot began to flash. Across
the blue. Weks of sailing and rowing. And the distance between the
two dots on the inage was only the length of his thunb.

"Alot of world," the library repeated.

He had to nod.



CHAPTER 26

The rain had passed by the next norning, when they left the library and
its door boomed shut behind them but the wind still raged. Puddles
turned fromclear to froth in an instant and tattered into the air.

Tree linbs heaved agai nst the scuddi ng yell owgray clouds. Sone |ay
broken on the ground; around them clustered the | argest nachi nes they
had seen yet. Sonme had snouts that screamed as they bit into the
fallen wood and made sawdust fly. Qhers, like large trundles with
long arnms sprouting fromtheir backs, lifted and stacked the pieces and
carried them off.

"Now for home," said Felix. As the trundle's notor began to hum he
steered it onto one of the university's paved paths that seened to head
toward the river.

M chael wi shed he could take one of the university's lifting machines
with him |If they could handl e heavi er weights, they would make the
wor k of building the abbey so nuch easier, just as, he thought, they
must help the university keep its buildings in repair and its grounds
in order. There was far too nuch the miniature | awnnmowers and painters
coul d never handl e.

Trudy was beside him watching him "Do we have nuch | onger?"

Did they? If he took her with him what would his fell ow nonks say?
None of them had wi ves. He had al ways known themto be celibate. But
Brot her Brendan had told himthat once nonks had married, as if to say
he could if he w shed.

"Do you want to stay with thenP"

Her face Iit up. "Ch, no."

"I just hope you can swim"

"I wish we had one of those boats it showed us," said Ox.

"We could use the river."

"Ch, no," said Great-G andpa. "That's like antibiotics.

Too advanced for the likes of us. O you, really.”

"It gave us plenty," said Luanna.

"It filled up all the stones," said Consideration Wggin.

They paused when they canme to the path the Havener force had worn in
the grass. They followed it toward the barrier hedge of trees and
brush that bordered the canpus.

"And it did it just like a university," Geat-Gandpa grunbled.
"Not hi ng useful. Just prerequisites. 'Here," it said. 'Learn a

little history and econonics and popul ati on bi ol ogy and ecol ogy. Cone
back [ ater and convince ne that you know what problens to watch out



for. Then maybe I'Il tell you how to do some of those things you
crave. |If you still think you want them O need them"™

"We need babies." God's Prom se crossed her arms across her chest and
stared down at themas if they held an infant. There were tears in her
eyes. "The Haveners are right on that. There aren't enough of us."

"But," said Luanna. "W don't want to have too many of them That's
t he ni stake our ancestors nade."

"W need to defend ourselves, too," said Ox. He patted the side of the
trundle. "W need nore of these, with better engines. W need
sawni | Is and tractors. Stoves and cloth.”

"Medi cine," said God's Prom se

"We' || cone back," said Felix. "O we'll figure things out on our
own.

Uncle Alva's good at that."

"He isn't God Almghty," said Ox, and Felix and Luanna both | aughed.
"You coul d check the ceneteries," said G eat-G andpa.

"Think of Maddoc. W renenber a lot."

Felix grunted as he shoved the trundle aside to avoid a branch. "Not
many of you renmenber nmuch that's useful ."

"Ah, well. I'mnot sure why that's so. Maybe we just choose to
forget. O maybe those who knew anything didn't get recorded. At
| east around here."

"And think of the Tenple of the Sacred Menmory. How nuch of what you do
remenber is scranbl ed?”

The stone did not answer, but the question echoed in Brother M chael's
m nd despite his wish to think nore of Trudy and the future. The books
t he nonks had brought with themfromlreland sonetimes seened of very
l[imted rel evance to present-day concerns. Perhaps they too were
scranbled, if not by sheer weight of tinme then by their authors, whose
nmenori es nmust have suffered much |ike those of the stones.

Perhaps it would be better if people took every nmenory of the
past--stone, flesh, or paper--with the proverbial grain of salt. Every
man shoul d apply his own intelligence to the problens that faced him
take menories of the past, yes, but judge them for hinself, ask how
much sense they nmade, how applicable they were. He |ooked at Trudy and
t hought of Haveners and Irish brigands who thought all the world was
property to be seized. Every wonan too, of course.

He | aughed out |oud agai nst the pressure and the rush of w nd and
i gnored the | ooks the others gave him So now he was a heretic!

And that was just what the university was asking of themwth its
prerequisites. Learn, it said. Judge for yourselves what you need.

Thi nk for yourselves. Perhaps even, find your own answers.



Felix halted the trundle. They could see the trail through the barrier
hedge just ahead, but....

"You think they might be waiting for us?" Ox was already drawing his
kni f e.

"They won't give up," said Consideration Wggin. "W aren't used to
losing. No one has ever done it to us before. So they'|ll be waiting
sonewhere. "

"W have to guard the stones," said Felix.

Luanna nodded and touched the string of her bowas if to be sure it was
tight. She drew an arrow from her quiver. She nmade a face when she
saw how few were left.

Brot her M chael inspected his staff, holding it against the light to
check for cracks, running his fingers over its surface.

He too was ready.

"Let's go," said Felix. "Stay near the trundle. Keep noving. And
don't let themtouch the stones. Not this tine."

They were nearly through the hedge when several Haveners stepped
silently into the path ahead of them Several nore bl ocked the path
behind them Still others stepped into sight anong the trunks and
vines to either side. They were surrounded.

A few of the Haveners still held their knives. WMst had broken
branches in their hands, crude clubs but quite enough for
destruction.

Al'l were naked and bald and marked with scabs, stripped and ni cked by
the university's machines. Their reddened skins said that there had
been time enough before the stormfor the youvee to begin its deadly
wor k.

"Don't stop!" shouted Felix, and Brother M chael slashed and thrust
with his staff. Beside him Trudy used a knife to keep any Havener from
approaching too close. Luanna shot arrow after arrow at the Haveners
in front of them The others fought too, with knives and cl ubs, al

but God's Prom se who, with the children trotting beside her |egs,

|l eaned into the rear of the trundle to hasten their escape.

But soneone struck Trudy in the head with a thrown stick.

When she staggered, Brother M chael shouted and seized her with one
arm She went linp in his grip. He strained to hold her up while
continuing to wield his staff one-handed, but now he could no | onger
respond swi ftly, decisively, effectively. One of the Haveners slipped
past himand swung his knife.

Fel i x screaned: "Luanna!"

"Keep moving!"™ A hollow thunp marked Ox's blow. M chael spared a
si deways gl ance to note Luanna's bl ood-drenched body lifting off the
ground and landing linply on the trundle. There was a single arrow
left in her quiver.



A wheel bunped over her attacker.
CGod's Promi se grunted: "Go!"

Fel i x screaned again and becamre a wild man. He lifted his knife high
and charged ahead, sl ashing, stabbing. The remaining Haveners tried to
stand their ground, but he was like the stormthat had passed its worst
over their heads the night before. A force of nature, unstoppable even
t hough he bled froma dozen wounds.

They did not stop running until they were across the bridge and anong
the ruins of the town. They chose a spot on the hillside above the
river, where they had a good vi ew of whatever pursuit mght come, and
col | apsed on the ground, panting. Only Consideration Wggin renai ned
on his feet, staring back the way they had cone.

A few nmnutes later, Felix rose stiffly fromthe ground and stood
beside the trundle, staring at the body of his wife. His eyes were

wi de and stunned and unresponsive, though fromtine to tine he gl anced
toward the far bank of the river

Trudy was the one who exam ned Luanna. She parted the clothing and
studied the wound. She felt the skin and | ooked at the quantity of
bl ood that had pool ed beneath her in the trundle's bed. Finally, she
shook her head. "There wasn't anything you could have done, Feli x.

Not if the battle had stopped right then. Not if we'd been able to
stop running on the other bank of the river. It went to her heart."

"And mine," Felix whispered.
No one el se had worse than shall ow cuts and scratches and brui ses.

Brot her M chael had just finished intoning the Last Rites when the
Haveners appeared on the other side of the bridge. At sight of them
Felix screanmed once nore and waved his knife in the air. He had no
words he could call upon in this nmonent of loss and fury and grief, but
t he nessage was cl ear.

Once he had sent it, he fell into hinself. Hs shoulders slunped, his
face drooped, his breathing turned harsh, on the verge of sobs. When
he nearly dropped his knife, Ox took it fromhimand gripped his

shoul der so hard that he w nced.

Brot her M chael thought the two nust |ove each other dearly, much as he
| oved his fellow nonks, or.... Trudy was still beside him He | ooked
at her and said, "Thank God it wasn't you."

She | eaned her head against his side, forcing the rough wool of his
robe into his skin. "O you."

#

The wi nd eased, the clouds thinned, the sun shone through once nore.

By the time they reached the cemetery, the only signs of the stormwere
the litter of broken branches on the path and the fresh scars where

ancient walls had lost nore bricks or rotted beans had finally given
way.



It was the first cenetery they canme to. It was small and ancient, far
ol der than the ruins that were everywhere, but it had a few talking
stones scattered anong the slabs of weathered |inmestone and narbl e,
slate and granite crusted thick with bl ackened |ichen

"Who are you?" asked a feninine voice when they pushed through the
bl ackberry canes and branbles with Luanna's body.

They had left the trundle and its cargo, including Geat-Gandpa, on
the trail. "Wo was she?"

The letters on the stone said the speaker had once been Sister
Mar abel | a.

"Were you a nonk?" asked Brother M chael

The stone laughed. "lIs that why your hair's so thin on top?
And the world has no nore nuns?"

"I've read of them but no. 1've never net one."

"And the girl? Not the deader. The one |eaning on your arnf? Some
nmonk you are!"

"Ti mes change. No nuns, no bishops, no popes, we're all there are.™

"Ah." The stone hesitated as if it were thinking over what he had j ust

said. "Perhaps it's just as well. But there's still a God? Jesus?
Heaven?"
Anot her stone nade a jeering noise. "Forget it, Mryboo.

They held the resurrection ages ago. The world is ashes now, just a
pit, Satan's dungheap, sheer Hell nor are we out of it!"

"As far as | know," said Brother M chael

"Then that will have to do." Sister Marabella made a satisfied
noi se.

"And now t he deader."

Despite the grief that brought tears to his eyes and bl ocked his
throat, Felix Webb managed to expl ai n what had happened to Luanna.

When neither the nun nor any other stone said anything in reply, he and
Ox used their knives to excavate a shall ow grave.

As they laid the last turf back in place, the nun began to recite, "Ora
pro nobis...."

#
When the path they retraced brought themw thin sight of the Penobscot
river the next day, everyone was surprised to see the Havener ships at

anchor, sails furl ed.

"How di d they know where to wait for us?" Felix, swallowed up by his



grief, had been trudging at the rear of their small procession ever
since they had buried Luanna, keeping up but pausing often to | ook
behi nd, a | esson, M chael thought, in interpretation: Lot's wife too
had | ooked back, and her tears of loss had dried to | eave her
solidified in salt. Now he roused hinmself and pushed forward to stand
besi de the trundle.

"Perhaps they didn't," said Consideration Wggin. "W're alnost to the
Termpl e of the Sacred Menory, after all.”

"Ch, no." Trudy bowed her head sadly. Brother M chael thought she had
to be recalling her owmn first encounter with the Haveners, stolen from
her famly, carried off, enslaved.

"Yes!" CGod's Prom se ainmed an accusing finger toward the ships.

"That's how they work. And they need replacenents for Consideration
and nyself, for Ruth and Polly." Her voice broke as she added
bitterly, "For End of Exile. And no one can deny them"

"Can they see us?

But the question needed no answer. Sails blooned fromthe masts,
Haveners haul ed their anchors in, and the ships slipped away down the
current, out of reach and mind.

Yet their effects remained. A little further down the path, they found
the Tenple of the Sacred Menory still standing. |Its front door |ay
smashed in the entryway, covering nost of the crunbled renmains of
Deacon Keruf. On the ground before the steps lay three bodi es, one of
them the | eader of the congregation, another the boy who had asked for
t he Moon.

"You did this," said one of the men who enmerged fromthe church to
stare sullenly at the Wbbs. They were angry, but they did not quite
dare to attack. There were no wormen or children in sight. "You

br ought them down on us."

Only Geat-Gandpa answered aloud: "It was the Haveners, and you know
it. That's what they do."

"They never bothered us before."

Felix grimaced in synpathetic pain, and M chael thought that there
really wasn't any answer to that. |If the Haveners had not been angry,
per haps they woul d have continued to | eave this small group alone. O
per haps not; surely their hunger for dom nion would eventually have
brought them here. Now, perhaps, now that the Wbbs had made cont act
with the university, that hunger m ght be bl ocked.

The expedition passed on wi thout further coment, though they could
feel the pressure of angry eyes on their backs until long after the
church was out of sight.

#

They were passing the cenmetery where the first university expedition
had been attacked by the Haveners when a red head seened to energe from
t he ground ahead of them The man's body foll owed as he strode up the
sl ope, broad shoul ders, worn robe, a rosary nuch |like Brother Mchael's



own, and a broad grin as well.

Brot her M chael shouted in surprise. "Brother Herman!" He and Trudy
were at the head of the line of travellers, the trundle behind them Ox
beside it to work its controls, Consideration Wggin and God's Prom se
and the children behind. Felix Webb once nore brought up the rear

"\What are you doi ng here?"

"Ah, it was a mracle!" Brother Herman beaned and hastened forward,
hand outstretched. "I see you found friends. W had to dodge your
foes alittle down the river."

"Was that the miracle? That you succeeded?"

"In away, inawy. |Is this your |lady, now?" He held out his hand to
Trudy and, when she responded with her own, shook it gravely.

Brother M chael hesitated. Was that all the reaction Trudy woul d
dr aw?

Wul d his Brothers so easily accept his breach of celibacy? But then
he thought, they were not really nonks at all. No one had demanded any
vows of them not even Brother Brendan. There was no hierarchy beyond
what ever they inposed on thenmselves, and if they chose to depart from
what they knew of nonastic traditions--or to return to those nore

anci ent roots the abbot had nentioned once--they were free to do so.

He sighed with relief he had barely known he awaited and introduced
Trudy and the others. Then he insisted, "The miracle!"

"Brother Brendan...." Brother Herman grinned at themall, nore broadly
than before, and added for the others, "That's our chief, you
understand. He was at the shore, wondering what was happening to

you.

If you were alive or dead and would ever return to us. And then a
por poi se, of all things, swamup alnmost to his feet and told himit was
time to fetch you."

"A porpoi se?" asked Consideration Wggin. "l've never seen one."
"Nor had we," said Brother Herman. "But there it was, and tal king very
politely, too. 'Please,' it said, and as soon as we were ready, it led

us to the nmouth of that stream down the hill."

He gestured back the way he had come. "And when the foe was conming, it
showed us where to hide."

"Amracle,"” murnmured Cod's Promise, and when Brother M chael |ooked at
her he could see hope rising in her eyes. |If niracles could happen
surely she was thinking, then perhaps...

He had a strong suspicion of just what the truth had to be, but he said
not hi ng. There was no point but cruelty in dashing her hopes. She
woul d end her grieving in time, as would Felix, to whom he turned now
"Then this is where we part."

The ot her monks waited at the bottomof the hill. Some were gathering
wood to feed the fire beneath a pot of mnussel stew



Two were watching the nouth of the streamand the river beyond for any
return of the Haveners. Brother Brendan was checki ng the rope that
anchored The Geen Isle to a sapling on the shore; the ship had a nast
once more, and a furled sail as well. Al junped to their feet when
Brother M chael and the others canme into view

Little Ruth and Polly stared round-eyed at all the strangers, |ooked at
Brot her M chael and studied his robe and rosary and hal f-grown-in
tonsure, turned back to the nonks, and nodded to say that yes, it was
obvi ous, they were the same sort of people, allies at |east, even
friends. Ruth dared a tentative smle, Polly a bolder one, but stil
they remained close to God's Promi se.

When he saw Brother |saac Kretzmer, M chael thought of Felix's Pa.

"Brother lke," he said. "D d you bring your knives with you?"

"Not all of them" The other grinned and drew a | eather folder from

i nside his robe. When he opened it, Mchael saw a single scal pel and a
pair of threaded needles. "But | thought you m ght need sone small
repairs."

"Not hi ng urgent." Brother M chael touched the side of his head for the
first time in days. It was hardly tender at all where he had been

struck in the first battle. And his scal p-could he feel the snmall est
of bumps there, under the hair? "But they have a nman with a tunor."

He nade a fist against the back of his neck, and then he pointed. "H's
dad. "

"I'f he's still alive," said Felix norosely.
"Win't do nmuch good," said Great-Gandpa fromthe trundle.
"That's what Maddoc said."

Brother Isaac's lips set in athin, tight line, as they always did when
he faced injuries and di seases before which he was hel pless. "Where is
he? I1'll do everything I can.”

"G with themin the norning," said Brother M chael

But then Brother Brendan was coming forward to be introduced, his hair
just as gray as when M chael had seen himlast, his cheeks beginning to
restore the slight roundness they had had in Ireland, his eyes beam ng
wi th pleasure that M chael was safe and sound and woul d soon be
restored to the fold, his hands noving in blessings for the children
and not a trace of censure for the woman at his side. Here were the
others, and a host of questions--"Wo are these people?" "Wuat did you
| earn?"

"Those sails...?"--and the pot of stew at |ast.

When Brot her M chael woke the next norning, he stood up quietly,
careful not to disturb Trudy beside himor the others a little further
away. It was al nost dawn, the last stars were dim the sky beginning
to show the yell ow cast of all the dust it bore. And there was Feli x,
slunped on a rock by the shore, staring toward the river beyond.



M chael did what he had to do before approaching the other nan and
standi ng behind him thinking. Confort was inpossible, he knew Only
time could ease the grieving.

Yet the pain of that grieving was so great. He touched his rosary as
if toremind hinself howto pray, and he let his |ips nove as he

t hought, "Please, God. Don't ever take Trudy away fromme. If it
hurts this much, | won't be able to stand it."

He took a breath. Confort was inpossible, but perhaps...
He spoke as softly as he could. "Wat will you tell Leo?"
Feli x sighed, long and hard and shuddering. "Wat can | tell hin®

That she's dead, of course. But what else? The knife? The blow? The
bl ood?"

"That she died protecting him Doing what was necessary.

Seeing to it that all the nenories in those stones on the trundl e cane
back for himto use when he grows up." Not nmenories, he told
hi nmsel f.

Not really. There was no one in those stones, not the way there was in
Great-Gandpa's stone. Only the thoughts of |ong-dead nen and wonen

The know edge and wi sdom t hey had gained. Menories, then, after all,
of a sort.

Anot her sigh. "He's too young to understand."

"Tell himanyway. He'll understand part of it. Then tell himagain
and again until he's old enough to take it all in.

Make a story of it.

"Yeah." But Felix's posture was one of defeat. And the others were
stirring now, a few already putting things back aboard The G een
Isle.

M chael turned away and accepted the apple Brother Sanmuel tossed at
hi m

"Il tell your sisters where you' ve gone," Ox was saying to Trudy.

"We' || be back, of course we will." There were tears in Trudy's eyes
as she flattened both hands across her tumy.

"W're family, and ny kid' Il have to see his aunts and cousins.
"Il want to see themtoo. And we'll need to get a stone.™
"You'll have to fetch me home again," said Brother |saac.

"We'| | have a stone ready by then," said Geat-Grandpa. "O two. One
for the old stuff. One for the new."

"Watch out for the Haveners," said Consideration Wggin.



"Today they're running for home, but in the future....'

"We' || sail at night," said Brother Brendan. "O row.
#

When the nonks had first been approaching this continent, this refuge
fromthe chaos that had engulfed their hone in Ireland, Brother Herman
had sworn he saw a whal e. Perhaps he had. Perhaps such things did

still remain in the world despite all the danage human bei ngs had done
before they fell fromthe grace of civilization. Perhaps there were
still deer somewhere, or el ephants and unicorns and |ions.

Soneday, thought Brother M chael as he crouched in the prow of The
Green Isle with Trudy cl ose against his side, their arms around each
other as nmuch to brace against the notion of the ship as anything

el se.

Soneday they m ght go searching for such things, just as the Wbbs had
gone searching for the university and its library.

Now Brot her Herrman said a porpoi se had actually spoken to Brother
Brendan. Could that be? M chael searched the water ahead and to

ei ther side, studying the waves and the signs of current and the
tangl es of driftwood washed against the river's banks. Trudy pointed
at ruins that seened much ol der than nost, and he recogni zed the
remai ns of the ancient fort where he had first set foot on the
mai nl and, and where later....

"What's that?"

She was pointing at the water now. And there it was. Darkskinned,
narr ow nosed, nmouth set in a perpetual bony grin, head lifted fromthe
water as if it wished to ask a question. "The porpoise," he said, and
he coul d not help but grin.

The ot her nonks had al so noticed now They let go the tiller and
sheets and struggled for a vantage point that would | et them see.

"That's it," said Brother Brendan. "That's the one."
No | onger under way, the boat was beginning to swing in the current.

"lI've never seen one," said Brother Mchael. "But |'ve seen stories
that said they woul d soneti nmes acconpany ships at sea and push drowni ng
men to shore.” The rope his fell ow nonks had used to tie The G een
Isle to that sapling on the shore lay beneath his left hand. "O pul

a boat by a rope.™

When he held the rope up for the porpoise to see, it opened its nmouth
and made a | aughi ng noi se.

Brot her M chael did not hesitate despite what he saw in the porpoise's
gaping maw. He threw, and the creature caught the rope and turned
away. The ship lurched, and they were noving once nmore toward hone.

"A machine," said Trudy. She too had seen the netal claw that had
thrust fromthe porpoise's mouth to seize the rope.

" Anot her robot."



The ot her nmonks were already furling the unneeded sail, relaxing on
their benches, chatting. Not one of them seemed to have noticed the
true nature of their mracle.

"The university said it had scouts." He eyed a sea gull overhead and
wondered briefly how many of the creatures they saw were robots in
di sgui se.

"They' d make good nessengers, wouldn't they?" She sounded wi stful, as
if she were already missing her sisters. "O even boats. Though
they'd have to be bigger."

In response, he only hugged her tight. This was a new world, after
all, anewlife, and though there were foes and hazards here just as
there had been in Ireland, he was suddenly flooded with hope and
optimsm

He prayed once nore that it would last, that God would I et himkeep
this woman at his side, that the Haveners woul d not di scover the abbey
on Vi nal haven. |Indeed, he prayed that time would stop at this very
nmonent, and then he |l aughed, for he knew that tine never stopped, that
change and | oss were part of every life, and that God | oved surprise.

CHAPTER 27

The Webb conpound was surrounded by stones that had been noved from
their home ceneteries and given the task of standing guard, of watching
for bandits and Haveners and ot her strangers who m ght be approachi ng,
and of giving the alarm

It was the nost outlying stone, carefully conceal ed by a clunp of
ferns, that saw themfirst and cried out, "Strangers conmng! No! It's
them They're back! They're back!"

Consi deration Wggin and God's Pronise were in the | ead, already past
the stone. Ox was steering the trundle; Brother Isaac hel ped hi m push

when it faltered on arise. It was tired, its batteries nearly
drai ned, and curled up anmobng the stones that were its cargo were two
smal |, exhausted girls. Felix Wbb was still bringing up the rear

"But where's Luanna?" cried the next.

The trail was surrounded by trees, many of them healthy apple trees
rich with ripening fruit. Consideration Wggin could see ruins anong
the trunks, stubs of wall and chimey and ancient plunbing jutting from
drifts of honeysuckle and bl ackberry and ot her brush. Ahead he coul d
glinpse the roofs of the Webb compound's buil di ngs, nore stones beside
the trail, and now a child, a boy, running pell-mell toward them

yel l'ing, "Monmmy!"

He | ooked at God's Pronise beside him Her face was a mask of agony;
she knew what the boy had | ost, what he would too soon know he had
lost. He wi shed he had a child of his own so that he could share that
pai ned awareness, al nost he wi shed he too had | ost a child as she had
lost End of Exile, even as he sensed the intensity of the pain and knew
how hard it nust be to bear

No one said a word. Ox | ooked aside. Consideration Wggin felt it was
not his place to tell the bad news. God's Promni se and Brother |saac



followed his lead. Felix--yes, he was still there, at the rear
standi ng frozen, head up and speechl ess as he watched his and Luanna's
son approach. Even G eat-G andpa was silent.

Leo hesitated when he saw the girls on the trundle's bed, but he did
not stop. "Mmy?" Finally he saw his father

"Where's Monmy?"

Fel i x opened his nmouth as if he wi shed to speak but nothing could
energe. He closed it again, and when his son was within reach, he
lifted the boy to his chest and wrapped his arnms around him The boy
returned the hug as desperately as it was given, but soon he was
squirmng, struggling to escape. "Daddy, you're hurting ne!"

"She's dead, isn't she?" Karyn had appeared while all the rest were
wat ching Leo and his father. Uncle Alva was behind her. Approaching
nore slowy was Bella, with both Marjy and TooToo by the hand.

Fel i x nodded. H s cheeks were wet, and now Leo was crying too. He
visibly forced hinmself to | oosen his grip on his son

"What happened?"

"We'll tell you later." Ox and Bella were enbracing as eagerly as
Consi deration Wggin and God's Prom se ever woul d.

"How s Pa?"

Karyn shook her head as if to say he wasn't well, or he wasn't the

i ssue.

"He's a surgeon.” Ox pointed at Brother |saac, who nodded gravely, and
naned hi mal oud. "Maybe he can help."

"He couldn't hel p Luanna?"

Consi derati on Wggin shook his head gravely, and Karyn seened to notice

himfor the first time. "Wlat are you doing here?" Her tone was
faintly incredul ous--he was the man who had ki dnapped Trudy years
bef ore--but also distracted. "Wat happened?”

"We found your sister," said Ox. "And Brother M chael."
"Where are they now?"

"He went hone," said Brother Isaac. "She went with him"
"What happened to Luanna?" Karyn asked insistently.
God' s Prom se whispered, "They killed her."

"No!" Karyn shrieked. "No! But how"

Bef ore anyone el se could say a word, a voice called fromthe conmpound
ahead: "Don't dawdle! W want to hear too!"

"That's Maddoc," said Great-Gandpa. "I'mthere too. And Pa and
Hussey. "



"Tell me how" Karyn's tone was frantic. Cearly she had | oved Luanna
as much as Felix had, and would m ss her as much.

Great - G andpa expl ai ned what had happened. She clutched at the side of
the trundle, let go, and waited for Felix and Leo in the rear of the
procession to reach her.

Consi deration Wggin thought it was all very confusing.

Sone of these people he had net years before, when he had been a
Havener. Some were strangers. Al were eager for news of the
expedition and what it had found and what had happened, especially to
Luanna. But here, on the trail, hardly seenmed the place.

Toget her, he and God's Prom se chivvied the expedition back into notion
and into the conpound, where he recogni zed the thatch-roofed col onnade
surroundi ng a pair of gravestones. He had not seen it before, but
since he had first met the Webbs, such shrine-like shelters had becone
standard for rmainland settlenents, and not so | ong ago he woul d have
felt obliged to tell G vethanks Hagedorn to unlinber his hamer. The
houses and sheds were not hi ng unusual

To one side of the compound was a small burying ground.

Among its weat hered markers were two slabs of stone that seenmed newer

than the rest. "Who?" asked Felix. "Pa? And...?"
"Your Pa's still alive," said Bella. "One of those was for Brother
M chael. The other one was for Trudy."

"But they're alive," said Felix.
"Then Luanna," said Karyn.

"There's Pa," said Bella. He lay half under the col onnade, barely
stirring at their approach.

"He's hardly ever conscious now," said Maddoc in a softer voice.

Felix's face tightened. So did his arns, until his son protested once
nmore. Karyn tugged at his hand with hers, her face dark with concern
and synmpathy. He let her pull one armfree, wapped it around her, and
t hey enbraced, the child between them a huddl e agai nst mi sfortune.

Consi derati on Wggin was enbarrassed at the strength of the tide of
envy that swept through him God's Prom se was beside himat |ast,
regai ned after so many years, her presence alone enough to fill him
with joy. But he knew he could | ose her again, this time forever,

unl ess he died before her. And if he did, he would have no second wife
to wap her arns around himand offer confort. Yet he would not change
his present nonent.

Brot her Isaac knelt beside the dying man, studied the tumor on his
neck, fingered the small spots that now showed on his cheek and arm
brushed at his scal p, and frowned when the few remaining hairs cane
away at his touch. He shook his head.

"Hasn't got |ong, has he?" said Maddoc. He seened to recognize the
ot her's nanner.



"Brother Mchael said | was needed." He shook his head again. "But
there's nothing | can do. Nothing at all."

The wor kshop door opened to reveal the rear of the other, smaller
trundle. Hussey energed; his | eg was bandaged and he |inped, but he
seenmed ot herw se heal t hy.

"Did you find it?" asked Uncle Alva.

Consi derati on Wggi n nodded. He knew what he had to nean.

"The stones are full."

"But no engines," said Geat-Gandpa fromthe trundle. "No weapons.

It said ecology and history were nore inportant."

Uncle Alva snorted. "But those are what we need."
"Invent them for yourself. It won't stop you. But it won't help,
ei ther."

"Then what good is it?"

"Want a sanpl e?"

"Yes," said Felix. "Show themwhat it gave us."

"Technol ogy i s know edge organi zed for practical purposes,” said one
stone. "It is not just machines, but also procedures and organi zations
and even wi sdom "

"China once nade it illegal for any couple to have nore than one
chi | d.

This country accepted Chinese inmmgrants as political refugees on the
grounds that their human right to procreate was being infringed at
hore. "

"What's China?" asked Karyn, but no one tried to answer her as the
third stone chinmed in: "As EE G N sbet noted, 'Saint Paul, in his
letter to the Romans, commented that in a rightly based society al

t hi ngs work together for good. This is a doctrine of optinmism nore
difficult to believe and to act upon than easy despair or cynicism™""
"Resources are finite," said a fourth.

"For that you lost Luanna?" Karyn's tone was querul ous and bitter
"It's so obvious."

"Yet far too many people refused to believe it," said G eatG andpa.

Consi derati on Wggin sighed. He thought he understood Karyn's
feelings. They were what he would have felt hinmself if the Haveners
had caught himand God's Promise and the girls.

They woul d have grasped for a better future, and they would have
fail ed.

"It seened to think," he said. "That it was giving us inportant



know edge. We'll have to study it. Then we can go back. It said we
could."”

"And in the neantine...?'
"Ask around the ceneteries. Find sonmeone who renenbers."”

"You won't find anyone," said Maddoc. "Even when | was alive, hardly
anyone knew how to build a car or a gun. There were machines for that,
you know. "

Uncl e Alva | ooked at the trundles he had built. "Yes," said
Great-Gandpa. "You're doing all right so far."

"But Luanna," said Felix, as if the cost of "doing all right" was far
t oo hi gh.

Pa never did wake up again, not even when Felix lifted himgently from
t he ground beneath the col onnade and carried himinside and laid him
down in the bed he had shared for so many years with Ma. Two days
later, as if he had been waiting for his son and the rest to return
fromthe university, he died.

Hussey vani shed i mredi ately after Karyn found Pa's body cooling in his
bed. He was not there when Felix wapped his Pa in a sheet, carried
himinto the yard, and laid himon the ground. Nor was he there when
Ox fetched the shovels.

Consi derati on Wggin helped to dig the grave beside the stone that had
been intended to mark Brother M chael's death, cutting through the
darker surface soil into yellow clay and sand, rel easing the scent of
earth and the prom se of future growmh. Water pooled in the bottom of
the hole, and when he helped to | ower the body into place, it enitted a
foul sigh that said corruption had al ready begun, the gas that would
swel I and burst the abdormen was al ready generating.

He stood aside while Felix went back into his father's house and
energed a nonent later with a bottle of applejack and a picture frane
contai ning a sheet of word-covered paper

"What's that?" asked God's Promi se. Wien Ruth passed near by,
searching for pebbles that could serve as gravestones for the beetles
she was showi ng Leo how to bury, she patted the small head. Polly too
wander ed about the conpound, watching by turns the other children and
the funeral, but she was always careful not to cone near Consideration
W ggi n.

"The Menory of the Webbs," said Mriam She and G| were standing to
one side. "The story of the first Webb to cone from across the sea.

Li ke you." She | ooked at Brother |saac, poised beside the grave, his
rosary in his hand.

"It should go with him" said Felix. He seenmed stunned.
First he had | ost Luanna. Now he had lost his father, and though this
loss was no surprise, it was still a blow It was a wonder that he

could wal k, nmuch less carry and fetch

"No," said Karyn. "The bottle, yes, but that's your menory too. And



Leo's, and Too-Too's, and.... She laid one hand on her belly to
rem nd himthat the next generation was still on its way.

"May | see it?" \When Consideration Wggin took it fromthe other nman's
hand, he felt only slight resistance. Beneath the glass was yell owed
paper and a faded handwiting. He could not read it, but Felix began
to recite the words, and soon he understood what Karyn nmeant. " Samnuel
Webb, a native of Geat Britain, in the latter half of the seventeenth
century, was conmander-owner of a slave ship...." It was a tale of

di saster and fortune froma younger, nore hopeful age. Yet there were
simlarities, he thought, echoes in their own time. This was a nmenory
that should not be lost, even if it were not graven in stone.

When he was done reciting, Felix stepped into the grave and gently
tucked the bottle into the crook of his Pa's el bow. Then he | ooked up
at the others standing around the grave as if to say he woul d stay
there, in the hole, just lay himdown and throw the clods to cover

hi m

Pl ease.

Ox was the one to kneel and hold out a sturdy arm After a nonment's
hesitation, Felix accepted the hand and | et hinmself be boosted fromthe
grave.

The words that Brother |saac then spoke were not ones that

Consi deration Wggin was used to hearing, but he supposed they woul d
do. He had turned his back on his own past. O no. He glanced at
God's Promi se beside him her eyes still dark with her own | oss, and
corrected hinself. Not all of it. But a large part of it. The part
t hat prayed over graves for dom nion over the world. The part that
made Polly avoid him

He wondered if the child really remenbered what she had seen that
day.

Her father stricken down by G vethanks Hagedorn's hamrer. Her not her
dead in his arms, her neck broken by his hands. How could she
renmenmber? |f she did, she could not possibly stand the sight of him

or choose to foll ow someone-Ruth or God's Prom se--who nust put her in
his company. He sighed. People had a way of forgetting what they
cannot stand, of losing details and retaining only a sense of dislike
or hatred or aversion. Even children did it, didn't they? Perhaps she
woul d forever after avoid him and never renenmber why well enough to

| et himredeem hinmself in her eyes.

Felix was throwing the first shovel ful of earth into the hol e when
Hussey hobbled into sight at the edge of the compound.

A step away from Consideration Wggin, Bella identified the people with
him "Absal om and Calla Dinkins, Mlcolmand the baby. The ones in
back are Abner and Tansin Curtis."

"I thought we should have sone of the neighbors, too," said Hussey.
Cal l a handed the baby to her husband and enbraced Felix, forcing himto
et go of the shovel; Ox caught it as it fell.

"Your father," she said, patting his back. "And Hussey told us about
Luanna. |'mso sorry. And after what you did for us, too."



Absal omwas staring at the trundle and its cargo of stones.

Consi deration Wggin could see in his eyes that he knew where they had
cone from and what they carried.

Abner Curtis was hangi ng back, shanefaced, but his wi fe was watching
the children. Malcolm the Dinkins infant, Leo and TooToo and Marjy,
they were fanmiliar. They bel onged here. She had seen t hem before.

Ruth and Polly were retreating fromthe strangers toward God's Prom se,
but Ruth's retreat was direct, unhesitating.

Polly seemed | ess sure of herself, as if she did not truly belong with
anyone here.

Tamsin Curtis's stare was focused now, intent, even desperate, thought
Consi deration Wggin. Her yearning was sonethi ng pal pabl e, and Polly
could sense it. She was responding, hesitating in her retreat fromthe
strangers, staring back.

"The kid's an orphan,"” said G eat-Gandpa from beneath the col onnade.
"The famly used to live not far fromhere," said Karyn.

The | ook she darted at Consideration Wggin was a question that he
could not answer except with a flush of shame. "The house is stil
there."”

Tamsin hesitated as if the mere suggestion that she could change the
conditions of her life frightened her, but then she | eaned forward, her
hands reachi ng, her fingers twtching.

Polly | owered her head, peeked from beneath the edge of her Iight brown
hair. Then she dashed toward God's Proni se.

EPI LOGUe

For millennia, the New Engl and coast had been a place of rock and sea
and forest. For centuries it had been occupi ed by human bei ngs, the
rock quarried, the sea harvested, the forest cut and cleared and turned
to field and nmeadow and house-| ots.

Once fish had swarnmed in the sea, deer and birds and other ganme on the
and. Once the soil had been rich, crops bountiful, and people thick
upon the face of the Earth.

That had all changed. The soil's fertility was exhausted, the fish
gat hered and eaten, the wildlife slain, the waters and the | and
poi soned, the people nearly vani shed.

Yet nature is resilient. Gven tine, fertility returns.

Poi sons decay. Life begins to increase, to reclaimits old dom nance
of sea and land and air, and if its variety is dimnished now, given
time even that will increase again.

Evol uti on has repopul ated the world before, after vol canoes and conet
i npacts and other disasters have wiped out all but a few fortunate
speci es.



The intelligence that was the university thought that it mght |ast

| ong enough to see the world restored. It had, after all, proved able
to maintain itself and its surroundings and to build robots that could
explore the world around it and bring it data. It could even defend
itself.

Wul d humans also last? It was not sure, for they had nearly destroyed
t hensel ves when they injured the world so badly.

Now they were struggling to regain their fornmer glories.

O would they vanish at last? Their survival was by no neans
guaranteed, and if they did rebuild their civilization and their
nunbers, they might fall again, this time nore conpletely.

Yet the university intelligence had hope. Its smallest robots hid
under rocks and in clunmps of brush and twig. Larger ones perched on
linbs and roofs and masts or swamin the waters di sgui sed as porpoi ses
and whal es. Through themit watched the Wbbs rearrange their lives to
fill in the enpty spaces once occupi ed by Pa and Luanna. It watched
Consi deration Wggin and God's Pronise and Ruth settle into Pa's house,
and the Curtises-with Polly in the end--return life to the Sawers'.

It watched pain and | oss be set aside, put behind, until once nore the
little ones danced and all of them |l aughed and it thought that perhaps,
just perhaps, it was doing the right thing when it tried to help.

THE END



