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Land's End

I

Ranhl.. . how are you coming on Tales of the'Founders?" In the light of a spring afternoon,
Kian glanced across the workroom toward his younger son, seated behind the battered but
spotless oak copying table. The two south windows were glazed and overlarge for the
workroom, but the light they provided made the work far easier.

"I've just finished the embellishments on the bottom of the last page in the fourth chapter.”
The-black-haired apprentice scrivener smiled politely. "I'm copying those exactly as they
are. That's what you wanted, wasn't it?" Rahl knew well that was what his father desired, but
he'd also learned that such questions reassured the master scrivener.

"After you finish that, would you check the next batch of ink? | worry about the latest oak galls
we got from Clyndal... and the iron-brimstone." Kian carefully set the copper-tipped
iron-pointed pen down on the blotting pad, well away from the inkwell. "Folks don't take the
care they used to, not at all. It was bad enough in my father's time, but these days ..."

Rahl finished the last stroke, then cleaned his pen and . set it aside. "I'll check that ink now,
while the embellishment is drying."

"Don't take too long. | promised that copy to Ziertol before the turn of summer.”

Rahl was well aware of that. His father mentioned it at least once a day. But the youth said
nothing as he made his way out of the workroom, past the angled and padded shelf set
before the small glass display window. On the shelf were sheets of parchment—samples of
Kian's handwork—and a thin black-bound copy of the Council Ordinances. Rahl had actually
copied some of that, but only a master scrivener would have been able to tell, so much like
his father's was his hand, especially when he used standard hand style.

The oak door was propped ajar to let in the fresher air of spring, and Rahl had to move the
heavy square gray stone blocks that served as doorstops in order to open the door wide
enough to let himself out. He also had to be careful not to hit his head on the doorframe,
since the door and frame had been built for Kian's sire, a man almost half a cubit shorter
than Kian, and close to a full cubit shorter than Rahl.

Once he was outside, he replaced the doorstops immediately to forestall any words from his
father. The late-afternoon sun had almost touched the top of the hills to the west, and the
shadow of the structure that held both shop and dwelling stretched almost to the far side of
the narrow paved street.

If Rahl had walked to the comer, he could have looked northward and downhill to the small
harbor at Land's End. Instead, he walked around the house to the small brick shed set a
good ten yards back of the rear covered porch and beside the grape arbor. A third of the
shed was for ink and binding preparation, and the remainder was where his mother wove
and stored her baskets before she sold them. The arbor ran from the southwest corner of
the porch due west and parallel to the shed. Beyond the shed were the low square walls that
held the compost heap that he periodically took from to fertilize his mother's garden. The
garden itself stretched another ten yards beyond the shed to the stone wall that marked the
beginning of the protected forest— such as it was—uwith its low pines.

: Rahl slipped the catch on the shed door and stepped inside, where he checked each of the
covered glazed pots that held the ink. The ink was setting up properly, as it should, although
it had taken just a touch of order to stabilize the iron-brimstone. The brimstone had been a
touch excessive, but Rahl had managed. He'd never told his parents of his small
order-abilities. The last thing in the world he wanted was to undergo instruction in the use of
order by the magisters—and risk exile and dangergeld. Besides, his abilities were modest,
and he'd never even tried to use them other than for good results—even with the girls.

Even though he sensed that the ink would be fine, he dipped a thin strip of reed-paper in the



first pot, another in the second, then held them away from him to dry. After a moment, he
covered the pots again and left the shed. He was careful to relatch the door and to keep the
ink-damp paper from touching his tunic. His mother would berate him all too thoroughly if he
were careless enough to get ink anywhere but on his hands and blotting pad—and
especially if he got ink on any of her reeds and grasses. If he ended up with much ink on his
hands, he'd hear about it from his father.

At the separate outside door to the shop, he bent and moved the outside doorstop, then
stepped inside and replaced it. He straightened-and carried the two thin strips to Kian.
"Here you are, ser."

Kian set aside his pen once more. His eyes studied the strips. Then he smelled them.
Finally, he pressed them against his blotting pad. "Getting there. Not quite, but they'll be
ready before we finish off this batch" He looked jup at Rahl. "Best get back to copying. Book
won't copy itself, Rahl."

- "Yes, ser." Rahl slipped back to the smaller copying desk, where he settled himself onto
the square woven-reed seat of the stool—backless, unlike the one used by his father.

He opened the original of Tales of the Founders, and his eyes read the next few lines.

... Shierra was in those days the Guard Captain of the Westwind Guards, and her twin
blades were near as mighty as those of Creslin and Megaera, and her skill as an instructor
in arms was unsurpassed. In less than three years, she and Captain Hyel created the
Guards of Reduce, more than five squads, each squad more than a match for five squads of
the best blades from any other land...

Rahl suppressed a snort. Five times as effective? He paused. The original Guards of
Reduce had eventually, become the Guards of the Council, and his brother Kacet was one
of those guards at the garrison at Reflin. More than once Kacet had told him stories of how
comparative handfuls of marine guards had boarded pirate vessels and destroyed entire
pirate crews. From his own senses, Rahl had known Kacet had not been lying.

His eyes dropped back to the book. Still... five times as effective? Even against the crimson
of Hamor?

I

Only a single oil lamp sat upon the oblong oak table. Spodess and shining as the glass
mantel was, or had been, the light in the chamber was dim because the wick barely
protruded over the edge of the brass flange of the wick tube.

Kian sat at the head of the table, his back to the kitchen* area, with Khorlya to his right, and
Rahl across from him.

Rahl took another spoonful of the barley-and-fowl soup. It was really thick enough to be a
stew, but he'd learned years before that, no matter how thick it was, if his mother

called it a soup, it was a soup. He added a small dollop of the cherry conserve to the chunk
of fresh bread on the edge of the platter that held the old ochre soup bowl. He would have
preferred dark bread with the soup, but molasses was getting dear again. Or so his mother
had said.

So he took another small spoonful of the stew-soup, and then added another dollop of
conserve to the bread. He'd learned as a small boy that small dollops were seldom noticed
the way heaping spoonfuls were, particularly by his mother. After several more small
spoonfuls of the soup, he added a last small portion of conserve tothe bread and took a bite.
"Good bread, Mother," he said after chewing his mouthful deliberately. "It's always good. So
is the soup."”

"We do the best we can. Of course, we might have done better in Nylan.'-' Khorlya glanced
at her consort. "They have more coins for decorative work."

Kian ignored the sideways look. "Excellent soup. Couldn't ‘get barley this good down south.
Not near Nylan."

"No, but the fowl would be cheaper," countered Khorlya.

"Both Land's End and Nylan are better than Reflin, aren't they?" asked Rahl.

"That's like saying a snug cot and a mansion are better than a hut," replied Khorlya.



"Anyway, we're probably better here... now."

Kian looked up, clearly surprised.

"They say that the black engineers of Nylan are working on a machine that will copy many
books at one time," offered Khorlya "They won't need scriveners before long."

"Who are these people who say that?" asked Kian dryly.

"Eldonya. Her brother is a road patroller between Skil and the Black Wall of Nylan."

"How many people have repeated what he said? Skil is seven hundred kays or more from
Land's End."

"Kacet says that the engineers are always working on things," Khorlya added.

"That's why they're engineers. But not everything they make is good for everyone. That's why
the wall is there and why the Council is here in Land's End. | can't see the Council allowing a
machine—even one bound in order— to replace the honest work of a scrivener, and that's if
they can even build something that works."

Rahl concealed a smile. His father, as good and solid a scrivener as he was, was
order-blind. The order in his life resulted from following the rules and careful habit. Kian
couldn't have felt order or chaos if a black mage had arrived and filled the small dwelling
with it or if one of the white wizards of Fairhaven had descended oh white lightnings from the
sky. So far, that had worked to Rahl's advantage. Still, he was careful to avoid any of the
black mages. Because Kian was a scrivener, and considered a learned man, Rahl had left
school earlier than many others his age—and before he'd begun to realize his small abilities
with order. While he doubted he had that much order-ability, he had no desire to call
attention to himself.

He had a roof over his head, good' food, if plain, and plenty of time before he had to settle
down.

"What do you think about Tales of the Founders?" asked Kian. "You're reading it as well as
copying it, aren't you?".

"Yes, ser." Rahl paused slightly. He usually did in answering his father's questions, both to
give himself a moment to think and to create the impression of thoughtfulness even when he
didn't need the time. "I've only read what I've copied, but | don't think the writer is telling the
whole story."

"That happened more than five hundred years ago," replied Kian dryly, "and you know that
he left something out?"

Rahl laughed easily. "Yes, ser. All stories leave something out. Otherwise, they'd go on
forever and say little in too many words. It's like copying a book. You

don't tell a customer all the things you do to make the book, from the binding and gluing to
the illustrations and embossing, if it has any. You just say that you copied it. Books are like
that. They don't tell what people have for every meal-.—"

"Of course not,"” snorted Kian. "But that doesn't change things. You're talking about
something else. Say what you mean."

Rahl wished he hadn't said so much. Still, he offered a smile. "The story says that Creslin
was a master blade, and that he killed scores of Hamorians, but it also says that he was
raised in the Legend in Westwind, where no men bear arms. It doesn't say how he became
a master blade. You're always telling me that to be good at anything I have to study, and
work, and practice. That's got to be true for a master blade, too. But there's nothing about
that.”

"It's a legend," replied Kian. "They leave things out."

Rahl refrained from pointing out that he had just said that, suppressing his irritation at the
fact that his father had ignored what he'd said just a few moments before. His father always
ignored what was inconvenient. "It's interesting, though. I'd like to, know how he and
Megaera ever got together. She was supposed to be all chaos, and he was all order."
"Opposites attract,” suggested Khorlya. "That's something you'll need to watch out for when
it's time for you to choose a consort. Great attraction beforehand sometimes means greater
conflict afterward."



"He's got a consort-to-be, woman, if he'd only look. Shahyla is as good a catch as any young
fellow could want. With but her one brother, she'll hold all the upper pastures and half the
herds one day. Bradeon's getting grayer and frailer every eightday."

Rahl nodded politely. One way or another, Shahyla was not going to be his consort. She was
pleasant enough and not bad-looking, but from what he recalled from when they had been in
school together she had the curiosity of a milk cow and the brains of a stone wall.

‘That's if Bradeon doesn't take a liking to some other young fellow and his family." Khorlya
looked to her son. "You'll be needing to pay her a call on the end-days. I'll bake you a honey
cake to take with you. You can't be calling empty-handed.”

"Will you make the kind with the almonds?"

"We might be having some left," Khorlya said. "I'll see."

"You're spoiling him,"” replied Kian.

"It's not for him, remember, dear. It's for Bradeon and Shahyla. Poor man has no consort,
and | hear tell that Shahyla's so tied up with the milk cows and the creamery, she's no time to
bake properly."

"I suppose it can't hurt."” Kian pursed his lips. "Be there enough for a small one for us?"
Khorlya laughed. "I could manage that, I'm sure.”

Rahl finished the last of the heavy soup, and then took the last mouthful of bread, the corner
with most of the conserve on it. He liked having a bit of sweetness at the end of a meal.
"Might | be excused?" he asked.

"Where are you going?" asked Khorlya.

"It's a pleasant evening. I've been inside all day. I'm going to take a walk. If Sevien's around,
we'll play plagues. Otherwise, | won't be late."

"Don't be late at all," suggested Kian. "You need the sleep for a steady hand. | promised that
copy by summer. Good copying can't be rushed. Means steady days, every day."

"Yes, ser."

"Let him go, Kian. | recall someone who sneaked back through the shutters more than
once."

"Was different then ..." muttered the scrivener. His son and consort laughed.

Before Kian or Khorlya could say more, Rahl smiled and slipped off the bench and toward
the door. "Not too late!" called Kian. "Yes, ser."

Outside the house, in the fading twilight, Rahl stopped beside the pump and the cistern.
Each house had one fed by pipes from the springs supposedly found or created by the
black ordermastery of Creslin hundreds of years before. He washed up carefully, brushed
the dust off his brown tunic, and smoothed his hair back in place. Then he checked the
truncheon at his belt. With a smile, he walked out to the street and turned southward.

At the next corner, just short of Alamat the weaver's place, he turned left and followed the
street to the end, where a small wooden gate stood closed between two waist-high stone
walls. Rahl unlatched the gate, entered the orchard, and closed the gate behind him. The
pearapple blossoms had mostly fallen onto the sparse grass between the trees, and then
faded into a white transparency, but there remained a faint scent, particularly around the
trees in the higher and slightly colder southwest corner.

He walked silently down the line of trees toward the small storage barn with its closed and
angled doorwaythat led down to the fruit cellar. To the right was an old wooden bench. Rahl
took a rag from his tunic and wiped it off, then sat down.

After a time, he cupped his hands and concentrated, then did his best to imitate the soft call
of a rat-owl. "Tu-whoooo..."

While he waited, he-listened, but all he heard were the sounds of insects, and the faint
whisper of leaves in the light and intermittent breeze.

Before that long, he could sense a feminine presence slipping away from the house. He
stood, but said nothing as Jienela neared. She wore a sleeveless summer tunic and loose
trousers, and carried something, a cloak perhaps, although the night was warm for
midspring.



He took her hand. "I hoped you'd hear."

"I was afraid you wouldn't come. Father's doing his accounts tonight, and Mother's over at
Aunt Denya's. They're working on the consorting quilt for Jaired."

"He's getting consorted?" Rahl couldn't imagine anyone putting up with the hot-tempered
Jaired, especially since Jaired wasn't the brightest copper in the wallet.

"It's sort of a secret. With Coerlyne."

"She's..."

"I know, but... he's been seeing her for a long time, and Father and Mother finally gave in."
Rahl had the feeling that Coerlyne and Jaired might be having an addition to their
soon-to-be family somewhat j, sooner than might ordinarily be the case. "We might as well
sit down." He gestured.

"I brought an old blanket. The bench can be hard, and it's dirty."

Rahl took the blanket, folding it twice and laying it on the wood. Then he gestured for Jienela
to sit down.

"You always make me feel special.”

He settled beside her. "That's not hard. You are."

Carefully, oh so carefully, he brushed her with just a touch of order. Doing that, he'd
discovered, not only left the girls with fairer and smoother skin, but also tended to make
them more receptive to his caresses.

"Did | tell you that you're beautiful?" Rahl let his fingers caress Jienela's hand, then brushed
back her long brown hair, his fingertips barely grazing her long neck.

Her eyes dropped shyly. "You're kind, Rahl; but I'm not beautiful, not like Ermana.”

"Beauty is more than blond hair and blue eyes." He smiled warmly, then added, "A kind
heart and a welcoming smile are more beautiful. Every time you smile, | want to smile back."
"You must tell all the girls that.”

"I haven't told a single one that." He hadn't, and Jienela did have a nice smile. Besides, he
tried to tell the truth about each girl. Truthful was always best, especially oh Reduce. After all,
they each were special in different ways, and there, was no reason not to let each one know
her best features. He squeezed her hand gently. "Your smile is special.”

For a moment, neither spoke.

"What did you do today?" he asked. "It had to be more interesting than what | did. | just sat at
the table and copied, and thought of you/' He had thought of her, if not all that often.

"I helped Father in the morning, culling the fruit buds that were too crowded or wrong, and
then worked in the house and barn with Mother."

"At least you got to move around.” '

"You don't just sit there and copy all day, do you?"

"Not all day." He laughed quietly. "I did go out to the shed and check on the next batches of
ink, and | cut some rushes for Mother." He squeezed her hand gently once more, then
leaned forward and brushed her cheek with his lips.

"We're too close to the house," she whispered. "Let's go up to the corner of the orchard. The
grass is soft there, and you can still smell the pearapple blossoms. Father won't hear us
there."

"Are you sure?" he asked softly.

She leaned forward and kissed his cheek, gently. "Very sure."

He stood, giving a hand to Jienela. Then he lifted and folded the blanket over his left arm,
before offering his right to her. As they walked up toward the corner of the orchard, Rahl
moved easily and confidently. He had a solid feel for where things were in the dark ... as well
as for other matters.

[l

i\.ahl wasn't too late getting home, just late enough that his parents were already half-asleep
and relieved that he had returned. He'd gone to bed happily, with pleasant memories of the
evening—and Jienela. It had been her idea," even if he had encouraged it subtly.

The next morning he was up as usual—just one moment before his mother was about to yell.



He had to gulp down breakfast—gruel and bread—then get on with his chores. Finally, he
made it to the workroom, where he settled into copying Tales of the Founders.-

"Might be better if you got up a mite earlier,"” suggested Kian. "Your mother was reaching for
the spare frying pan—the big iron one. And you were supposed to spar with me before we
got to work. You're still not good enough with that truncheon, and there are times when a
man needs to be able to defend himself."

"Yes, ser." Rahl hadn't realized about the frying pan, but he sensed his father was telling the
truth about it and his sparring. Why did they always want more? It wasn't as though he were
a child anymore. He was up in time, and he worked hard. He did his chores, and he didn't
complain, yet whatever he did was never quite enough. He pushed back that retort and
concentrated on the copying before him.

The morning was long and uninterrupted. Not a single person came by, either to have a
letter | written or to purchase anything. Rahl was more than ready when his mother called.
"Dinner's ready!"

He still was careful to clean and rack his pen, cap the inkwell, and close the copy of Tales of
the Founders from which he had been copying.

Dinner was far heartier than breakfast had been or

supper would be. There were chunks of mutton in brown gravy and roasted potatoes, and
freshly baked bread. Of course, there were dandelion greens and winter roots, but the roots
didn't taste bad in the gravy, and the greens were fresh.

Rahl only managed two mouthfuls before his mother cleared her throat. "Rahl?"

"Yes, Mother?" He didn't like the feel behind the way she'd pronounced his name.

"Alamat's niece Quelerya said you didn't go to Sevien's last night. She saw, you going
through Dhostak's orchard.” Khorlya looked at her son. "I'd hate to see you get tied up with
Jienela. She's pretty enough, but she'll have nothing. The orchard's barely large enough to
support Dhostak and his family, and she's got two older brothers. Word is that even.the
younger one's going to be consorted before long—and to Coerlyne. Drover's daughter, and
she doesn't so much as have a single copper penny to her name. And Jienela, she'll not
have much more than that, not with those two good-for-nothing louts they call her brothers.
Three families'll have to live off that orchard, four if you count Dhostak and Aryla."

"She is pretty,” Rahl admitted, "but | don't intend to get tied up with anyone now. I'm too
young to take a consort." Why were they always nagging him about a consort?

"Intentions are all well and good, Rahl," interjected Kian, "but actions count more than
intentions, and there are grass stains on the cuffs and sides of your trousers."

Rahl managed not to flush.

"There's enjoying being young," added Kian, "and there's stupidity."

"It'd be stupid to have to consort a girl with nothing," said Khorlya.

Left unsaid was the point that his father had little enough. Scriveners seldom did, especially
those who did not work for the Council in Land's End.

"A girl's looks fade fast in life," continued his mother.

"So you'd best find one with something other than looks. It's better to find one with coins for
a dowry, but even one who's hardworking or one who can help with your scrivening would be
better than Jienela. She's sweet, but she has little enough in the way of brains and less than
that in coins.”

Rahl understood all Khorlya was saying. He generally agreed with her, and he had no
intention of consorting Jienela. He just wished his mother would stop hammering him with
her words. She didn't know when to stop.

"It only takes once to trap a young fellow," Kian added.

Not in this case, thought Rahl, especially since he'd been careful and counted the days since
her time of the month. He still had some time to enjoy her favors. Rather than argue or reveal
anything, he just nodded and took a swallow of the weak ale, enjoying it since they often did
not have it.

Despite the hearty meal, Rahl was more than glad to leave the table and follow Kian back to



the workroom and the copying table. He settled himself on his stool and opened the book
from which he was copying.

"How are you coming on that, son?"

"I'm about finished with the first part. Creslin and Megaera have been consorted by the"
Duke of Montgren." Rahl paused. "How come Montgren had a duke, but Sarronnyn has a
Tyrant, and Hamor has an emperor? Aren't they all just names for a ruler?"

"No. Rulers in different lands have different powers. The High Wizards of Fairhaven are the
most powerful chaos-mages in the world, and they rule through those powers. The Duke of
Montgren was not all that powerful. That is why there is no duke now, arid Fairhaven rules
Montgren. The Tyrant is always a woman and takes her powers from the Legend—"
Thrap!

At the knock on the door, Rahl looked to his father. "You get it."

Rahl rose from his copying table, then crossed the

workroom and opened the door. He paused as he saw Sevien's red hair. "I'm copying,
Sevien."

"I thought you would be. I'm on my way down to the main keep with the amphorae that the
Guards ordered from Da. | just thought you might want to come by after supper. Thorkel sent
a whole bushel of early redberries, and Mother's made some pies ..." Sevien grinned and
lowered his voice. "Jienela might come."

Rahl frowned, then smiled. "I'd love to."

"Good. Till later." Sevien smiled and turned, then hurried back toward the street.

The younger scrivener squinted in thought as he closed the door. How had Sevien found out
about Jienela? Had she told Sevien's sister? That wasn't good, not at all.

"Who was that?" asked Kian.

"Sevien. He asked me over after supper. His mother is making some redberry pies.” Rahl
walked back to his table. For a moment, he glanced out the window, looking out into the
bright spring afternoon toward the gray stone wall beyond the corner of the garden. ,
"Suppose it'd be all right,” mused Kian, adding with a smile, "leastwise, if you don't go by
way of Dhostak's orchard.”

Rahl managed not to flush. "I don't plan to." He didn't have to, not if Jienela would be there
anyway. Still, he'd have to ease away from her carefully. In time, but not yet.

"Best you plan not ever to go by way of that orchard."

"You and Mother have made that very clear, ser.”

"I would hope so."

Saying anything more would merely have prolonged an unpleasant topic, and one that got
less and less pleasant for all the repetition. Rahl smiled politely and went back to copying
Tales of the Founders. He finished another page before there was another thrap on the
workroom door.

Rahl immediately got up to answer it.

A trim figure in a black tunic and trousers stood outside in the sunlight. His brown hair was
cut short, and he was beardless. He also bore the aura of order.

"Magister Puvort," Rahl managed, opening the door and stepping back. "Please come in,
ser."

"Thank you, young Rahl. It's refreshing to hear such courtesy.” Puvort studied Rahl a
moment, and the faintest hint of a frown appeared and vanished before the magister turned
to Kian, who had risen from his .own copying table.

The scrivener bowed his head, then asked, "How might | help you, Magister?"

"I've been hearing things, Kian," began the magister. "You wouldn't have a copy of The
Basis of Order, now, would you?"

Kian laughed. "Knowing how the Council feels about that, Magister Puvort, I'd not be foolish
enough even to copy one belonging to another, let alone have one."

"I thought not, but these days, we need to ask."” -

"Are the engineering devils making trouble again?"



"When haven't they? A bad bargain it was the Council made with the cursed smith, but he
was the only one who could turn the white demons away." Puvort shook his head sadly.
"More and more of the outland traders port in Nylan, and now ..."

Both scriveners waited.

"Now... they're asking the Council to let them handle the exiling for all of Reduce... as if we
did not know who embodies chaos and who does not."

"What will the Council do?" asked Kian.

Puvort shrugged. "It has not been decided.” Then he smiled. "I'd best be going. Thank you,
scrivener, and you, Rahl.” With a nod, the black magister turned.

Rahl found that he was still holding the door. After Puvort was out of sight, he closed it. He
didn't think it had been his imagination that the magister's eyes had lingered on him before
Puvort had left..

"How can the Council agree to that?" Rahl finally asked.

"How can they not?" replied Kian. "The black devils build and crew the ships that protect all
Reduce. They have weapons that we cannot match. These days more

than half the trade goes through Nylan. The Council must accede to them more and more."
"You've never spoken of that."

"It's not wise to do so. Being critical of the Council can put you on a ship to Hamor or
Candar, or Brysta if you're lucky—unless you can get to Nylan first."

"Just for talking about them?"

"If you're not talking favorable words about the Council these days."

Rahl turned,and looked out the south windows. He already knew that no one was around.
That was something he'd always been able to sense, but his father had never believed him.
So it was just easier to look.

"There's no one here." He closed the door and walked back to the.copying table, wherehe
sat down and looked at his father. "What is The Basis of Order?'

"It's the book of the Black Engineers'in Nylan. They're forbidden outside the Black City."
"Why did Magister Puvort think you had one?"

"He probably didn't,” Kian said. "But the magisters can tell when someone tells the truth or
lies. If he asks, and | «ay | don't, and I'm telling the truth, then he's done."

Rahl frowned. "But... if you had had one, and you hid it away from the house, and said you
didn't have it, you'd be telling the truth, too."

"I wouldn't be telling all the truth, and many magisters can sense that also."

"But why don't they like the engineers? They're part of Reduce, and they protect all of us, you
said."

"They build machines, great creations out of metal and black iron, and when they build those
machines, that creates more chaos and more of the white demons. Fairhaven gets stronger
every year. Now, the white mages effectively rule most of Candar east of the Westhorns."
Kian shook his head. "There's, no point in saying more. Just don't talk down the Council or
praise the engineers."

Rahl nodded. What his father had said didn't make total sense. Without the ships of the
engineers of Nylan, the

mages of Fairhaven would have conquered Reduce years and years ago, yet the Council
was complaining that using the ships strengthened the white demons? It sounded to him*
like the Council was more afraid of losing power to the engineers than of the dangers of the
white mages.

Still... there wasn't much a scrivener could do about that. Other things were another matter.
He smiled, thinking of redberry pies and what well might follow.

\Y

Jxahl could hardly wait to finish dinner, but he forced himself not to appear hurried as he
washed and dried the platters and replaced them in the narrow cabinet against the kitchen
wall.

"You won't be late, now." His mother's words were not a question.



"Not too late,” he replied with a grin. "But | wouldn't want to leave too much redberry pie
behind.™

"Don't make a hog out of yourself, son. Folks'11 excuse a picky eater and one with a healthy
appetite, but hogs aren't welcome anywhere."

Rahl forced another grin. "I think you've told me that before."

"Doesn't make it any less true."

He smiled pleasantly, wishing that she wouldn't keep dishing up the same old sayings, time
after time, as if he had no brains or memory.

When he finally finished helping his mother, he washed up in the stone-walled area just
outside the kitchen, then set off. He was careful not to take the shortcut and instead to turn at
Alamat's, where he could be seen by Quelerya— even in the growing twilight—as being on
his way to

Sevien's. What a wretched old biddy Quelerya was, watching everyone, then telling if she
saw anything she thought might cause someone trouble.

The dwelling attached to the pottery works was at least three times the size of the dwelling in
which Rahl had grown up, although Rahl had felt fortunate enough to have his own room,
small as it was at four cubits by six, with his pallet bed against the outer wall. Many children
slept in the common room or with their parents.

Rahl stepped onto the low stone stoop before the front door. The stoop was almost wide
enough to be a small porch under the wide eaves. He knocked.

Sevien opened the door. "Rahl! Come in. You're the first one here."

The front door opened into a common room with a long dining table at one end, nearest the
kitchen. Chairs stood at each end of the table, with long benches at each side. Two brass
lanterns—each in a wall sconce on opposite sides of the room—provided a steady low light.
Facing the hearth, where a brick heating stove stood, unneeded on the comfortable spring
evening, were two upholstered and low-backed benches. There were even high-backed
chairs flanking the benches, rather than stools, and a sideboard for platters and bowls and
tankards—and several real glass goblets.

Even frorh the front door, Rahl could smell the aroma of baking and spices. His mouth
watered, but he swallowed and smiled.

Sevien closed the door behind Rahl. "Mother, Rahl's here."

The gray-haired Nuelya turned from where she stood beside the kitchen sink. "Rahl... Lset
aside one pie for you to take home to your mother. She was so kind to bring all that fresh
asparagus by the other day—and even some early brinn. It helps with burns, and handling a
kiln, they do happen." She shot a brief glance to Sevien, who glanced away from his mother.
"Now ... you won't forget it, will you?"

"No ... ma'am. | certainly won't." He wouldn't, either, because he'd get at least two pieces out
of it at home, and they didn't get redberry pie—or any pastries—that often.

"It's the one in the corner here, covered with the cloth.” Nuelya turned to check something on
the stove, then added to her daughter, who had stepped inside the rear door, carrying
a'large crockery pitcher, "Did you run the spigot a bit first?"

"Just a little." Delthea glanced at RahL offering an all-too-knowing smile.

Rahl smiled back blandly. "Good evening, Delthea."

‘The same to you, Rahl."

"If you'd get the small plates, Delthea?" Nuelya gestured toward a tall triangular cabinet in
the corner closest to the dining table.

"Yes, Mother."

"What did you do today, besides cart amphorae down to the keep?" Rahl turned to Sevien,
trying to change the unspoken subject quickly.

"Mixed and blended clay. Then | shoveled the coal that Muldark delivered into the bin, except
for the last bushel. | had to break that into the right-sized chunks before | loaded it into the
kiln." Sevien shook his head. "Waltar used to do it. | think he slaved to get his own works in
Alaren just so someone else had to handle the coal. Clendal just went to sea, and that



leaves no one but me. Anyway, someone's got to do it. Mother and Da need to light it off
tomorrow so that they can start firing the day after tomorrow for the next shipment for the
Guards."

"That far ahead?"

"We have to preheat the kiln. Otherwise, the' -temperature's uneven."

All that sounded like even more work than copying books—and a lot dirtier, reflected Rahl.
"Cold water doesn't take off the coal easy. It takes, forever to get clean," said Sevien.
"That's because you're not careful," suggested Delthea from the kitchen area.

"And you don't take long enough,” added Nuelya.

Rahl refrained from grinning, not because Sevien was embarrassed but because
sometimes all mothers sounded the same. "She and my mother could have been sisters,"
he murmured, barely under his breath.

"We're third cousins, young Rahl, and we've got ears like the rock-owls."

That Rahl could believer

Sevien did grin. "Did anything interesting happen at your place?"

"Magister Puvort came by today. He was asking about some book," Rahl offered.

"He was here, too. He talked to Mother.” Sevien looked toward the kitchen, where Nuelya
was now setting out the small plain earthenware plates that Delthea had taken from the
cabinet.

Rahl had never seen so much ceramic ware. Most people had plain platters and bowls and
not much else, but he supposed that potters could make things for themselves. "He didn't
seem too happy. He said something to Da about the engineers and how things weren't that
good now."

"The magisters never think things are good," countered Sevien.

"Sevien," cautioned Nuelya.

"Magister Puvort was looking for, a book called The Basis of Order. I'd never heard of it,"
Rahl went on. "He said that he thought someone around here might have a copy of it. I'm an
apprentice scrivener, getting close to being a journeyman, but I'd never even heard of it until
this afternoon.”

"Sounds like they don't want folks knowing about it."

"He didn't sound very happy about the engineers in Nylan." Rahl hoped Nuelya would say
something.

"The Council hasn't been happy since the engineers

built Nylan," said the potter. "They're always claiming that the black wall doesn't really stop
anyone. Walls don't, whether they're black walls or orchard walls."

"Especially orchard walls," added Delthea.

Rahl barely managed to avoid wincing.

Sevien grinned more broadly, then murmured, "See what | got to listen to? All the time?"
Tap, tap!

Sevien turned and hurried across the common room to open the door. A tall young man and
a slightly shorter young woman stood there. Both were redheads. With Sevien's red hair,
and Delthea's, Rahl definitely felt outhnumbered.

"Rahl... this is Faseyn and his sister Fahla. They're pretty new here."

Rahl had heard that the factor who had taken over Hostalyn's chandlery had a son and a
daughter. He'd seen them both from a distance but never met either. He stepped forward,
smiling. "I'm glad to meet you both."

While Rahl was slightly taller than most men in Land's End, Faseyn was close to a half head
taller than Rahl. Up close he was gangly, and he looked to be younger than his sister. Rahl
guessed that Fahla was about his own age.

She smiled warmly. "Father's kept us so busy in stocking and reorganizing "the chandlery
that we haven't met anyone who hasn't come in to buy things."

"Scriveners don't buy all that much,” Rahl replied. "Usually my mother's the one—"

"She must be Khorlya. She's nice," replied Fahla. "She's quick, too."



"I suspect you're very quick yourself," Rahl replied.

"So are you, and quicker with the girls you like, I'd wager." Fahla smiled mischievously.
Rahl shrugged helplessly hefore asking, "Where did you live before?"

"Father and Uncle Karath had the factorage near Mattra. Really, they mostly supplied the
ironworks north of there. When Hostalyn said he was getting too old to

keep going, Father bought him out. Of course, it wasn't quite like that, seeing as Hostalyn is
his great-uncle, but Land's End is so much more interesting."

Rahl didn't think Land's End was all that interesting, but he could see that it was likely to be
far more engaging than a town off the coast and on the High Road near the ironworks—and
far from both Nylan and Land's End.

"Fahla really runs the chandlery," added Faseyn. "Father does the buying and trading, and
that takes all his time." _

Rahl had the impression that their father was without a consort, but he wasn't sure how to
ask that and decided against it.

"Who else would?" replied Fahla. "You're more interested in the accounts, but someone has
to sell things and tell everyone what we have and why they should buy it."

"You-like doing that?" asked Rahl.

"Much more than being a consort and doing all the cooking and chores, not that | don't have
to fit some chores and cooking in. Some of the older men aren't sure | should be running the
chandlery, but they don't say much." She laughed. "You can tell, though, the way they get all
stiff and ask where my father is. | just tell them it's their good fortune to deal with me since
Father's far less compromising."” .

Rahl had the definite feeling that it might be easier to dicker with her father. He also found
her interesting, but her directness was more than a little unnerving. When she looked at him,
her eyes seemed to focus intently on him, as if she were cataloging all his abilities and
thoughts and racking them somewhere in her brain. -

Abruptly, Fahla turned and lifted two small pouches. "Nuelya ... it took a while to dig it out,
but here's that cobalt powder you wanted, and the scarletine, too." She slipped away and
headed toward the kitchen.

Before Rahl could follow, he heard a timid knock on the door, and he sensed that the person
knocking had to be Jienela. « -

Sevien looked to Rahl. "Why don't you answer it?"

"It would be nice,"” murmured Delthea, just loud enough for Rahl to hear.

He slipped around the three to the door and opened it.

Jienela smiled up at him. "Sevien said you'd be here. | hoped so."

He half bowed and gestured her to enter.

"This is nice,"” said Jienela as she stepped into the common room. "I've never been inside.
Jaired and Jeason always come for the cider jugs."

"They may not have been in here, either. Sevien only invites his friends." Rahl guided her
toward the others. He watched Faseyn's watery blue eyes fix on Jienela from the moment
she turned and moved toward the group.

"Jienela," Rahl said, "this is Fahla and her brother Faseyn. Their father took over the
chandlery, and'they help run it."

Jienela nodded shyly.

"Jienela's family has the big orchard to the north and east of here."

"It's the only one," protested Jienela, "and it's not that big."

"The pearapples are the best, though," said Sevien with a laugh, "and the" cider."

"You grew up here, didn't you?" Fahla asked Jienela.

"Father's family's been here since the first. He says that the soil was so bad then that the
first trees didn't fruit for years."

"Sand on top and hard clay below," added Sevien. "That's why there have always been
potters around Land's End."

"Are you going to be one, too?" asked Fahla.



Rahl frowned inside at the question. Why would she ask that? If Sevien hadn't- had the
inclination and talent, he would have been apprenticed out years before. Besides, most
children followed either the craft or lands of their parents or their consorts' parents—-if. they
had the talent. That was the custom, certainly.

"Haven't your parents always been factors?" asked Sevien.

"Mother was the mate on a trader. Father took up factoring after her ship was burned by
pirates."

For Sevien's sake, Rahl almost wanted to shrink into the mortared gaps in the gray stone
walls. How were they supposed to know that?

"Are you all ready for some pie?" Nuelya's voice rose over the conversation. ,

"We've been drooling all along," Rahl called back cheerfully.

"Then come oyer and get a piece."

Nuelya had slices cut and set on small crockery plates, with the reddish juice oozing out
from the golden brown crust. "Take a plate and one of the small beakers, and settle at the
long table over there. We have a bit of watered ale for you young people. Not enough to
upset your folks but enough to go with the redberry pie."

Rahl maneuvered things so that he was seated beside Jienela and across from Fahla.
Mostly he listened as the others chattered.

".., Quelerya's always looking for something she can tell... like a mouser..."

"Not so bad as Widow Wylla. She peeks through her shutters so that no one knows she's
looking ..."

As he listened, Rahl took his time eating the redberry and spaced out his sips of the ale.
After he took the plates back to the pails in the kitchen and washed both his plate and
Jienela's, he eased back to where she stood at one side of the other four.

"Good cheese is hard to find, the kind that will keep," Fahla was saying. "So are good knife
blades, especially here on Reduce, Father's always saying ..." -

Rahl touched Jienela's forearm. 'This way ... toward the lamp."

"But..."

"I just want to see if something is as | thought.” After a moment, Jienela took several steps
forward.

Rahl glanced from her eyes to the lamp and back again. He smiled. "I thought so." She
offered a. puzzled frown.

"The yellow-gold flecks in your eyes are the same color as the yellow in the lamp flame.
Maybe that's why your eyes always look so alive." He reached out and squeezed her hand,
gently, and-only for a moment.

\

Jjy late morning on threeday, Rahl had finished copying another two of the stories within
Tales of the Founders and was beginning on the next. He also had bruises on his right
shoulder and his left thigh from the early-morning sparring session with his father. ..
The workroom door opened, and Kian stepped inside, closing the door behind him. He
carried an ancient leather folder. "What do you think of the book now?"

"It's interesting.” So far the stories were more like terrible or boring, but Rahl didn't want to
say what he really thought. Creslin had been an idiot to flee Westwind to avoid a pleasant
life in Sarronnyn. Instead, he'd had to try to build a land on what had been a huge desert isle.
He'd almost died a half score of times, and he'd been blind for much of his life and died
younger than he should have. While Rahl was glad Creslin had succeeded, for his own
selfish reasons, he didn't have to approve of what Creslin had done. He knew his father
would hardly appreciate his comments. "Where have you been? | didn't see you leave, but
you were gone when | got back from checking the ink."

"I was over at Alamat's. He wanted me to write a letter to his son in Valmurl."

"Valmurl? That's in Austra. How ..." Rahl didn't ask why Kian had gone to the weaver rather
than having

Alamat come to the scrivener. These days, scriveners couldn't be too choosy.



"By ship. It will cost two silvers, and Lieran will have to pick it up at the port-master's at the
harbor there."

How did a weaver's son end up in Valmurl? Rahl wondered. "Two silvers for just a letter?"
"How else can he keep in touch?" asked Kian. "Lieran, insulted 'Magister Rustyn. Rustyn
told him to behave. Lieran told Rustyn that he was a useless flea on the back of the mangy
dog that was the Council. They put him on the next ship out. He was lucky it was bound to
Austra, and not Candar or Hamor."

"Oh." Lieran didn't sound terribly dangerous. Stupid, but hardly dangerous to the Council.
"When did this happen?"

"Nine years ago. Alamat finally got the first letter from Lieran something like three years ago.
It took a while for the boy to get settled, but he's a weaver in Valmurl now." Kian shook his
head. "When Lieran talked to Rustyn, he'd had too much hard cider and not enough sense to
go home and sleep it off. Quelerya was on her way from Feyn. They were to be consorted,
but Lieran was gone before she arrived."

"And she just stayed?"

"Why not? Alamat's not as young as he used to be, and Lieran was their only boy.
Quelerya’'s a good weaver. Your mother says she never wanted children anyway. If she were
younger, she'd be a good catch for you."

Ax-faced Quelerya? Whose tongue was as”*sharp as her nose and eyes? Rahl repressed a
shudder.

"I'd like you to take the letter down to the portmaster right now. Alamat's already paid for it,
and Hyelsen is expecting it from either you or me. There's a Suthyan trader coming in,
according to the ensign she's'flying, and they usually run straight from here to Brysta, then
Valmurl."

Rahl cleaned his pen and set it aside, then rose from his stool. He was more than happy to
run the letter down to the port. Much as he didn't mind copying, he did get stiff

sitting on the stool all the time, and he now had a way to stop by the chandlery and see
Fahla without his parents being the wiser.

"No detours through the orchard on the way back, either," added Kian.

"No, ser. | won't be headed to the orchard." He still wished they wouldn't keep harping on the
orchard and Jienela. At least they didn't know about Fahla,-or they'd be telling him not to
stop at the chandlery as well. «

Kian handed Rahl -the parchment envelope with the Wue wax of a scrivener that held the
imprint of Alamat's simple seal. The outside bore the inscription: Lieran, Weaver,
Portmaster, Valmurl, Austra.

"Don't be long. You've got copying to do."

"Yes, ser." Rahl inclined his head, then slipped out through the door. He closed it quietly.
The air was warm and still, the sky hazy, and the afternoon would be warmer than usual for
midspring, almost like summer, Rahl suspected.

Envelope in hand, he turned northward and headed down the gray-stone-paved street that
led from the orchard and crafmouses on the slopes south of the town down toward the
center of Land's End. His sandals scuffed the stone, and the fine sand filtered around his
toes. He would have liked to have boots, but decent boots were too expensive for a
scrivener. ' Within half a kay, the dwellings and shops were closer together, and even the
gardens beside the dwellings were narrower. Before long, the street intersected the avenue
that led to the harbor. After dodging behind a wagpn heaped, with coal, Rahl crossed to the
east side and headed north. If he had turned the other way, he soon would have reached that
point where the avenue became the High Road that stretched the length of Reduce, all the
way from Land's End to Nylan in the south.

He walked through the crafters' quarter, passing first a tinsmith's, and then a
cabinetmaker's, and beyond that the shuttered windows and closed doors of a shop that
Rahl

thought had been an apothecary, but it had been closed for years.



Behind the crafters' shops, on the low rises to the east, overlooking the avenue, were a
handful of grander two-storied dwellings, surrounded by walls with iron gates, behind which
were vast gardens and fountains. They belonged to shipowners and factors. At least, that
was what Khorlya had told her son.

As Rahl walked northward on the wide avenue that was the northern end of the High Road,
the closer he got to the harbor piers, the more wagons and carts appeared. Still, there were
probably less than a score in the two or three hundred cubits before the avenue reached the
base of the piers. Voices rose over the creak of wagons and the clopping of hoofs on the
stone pavement.

"... careful with that team!"

"... got a consignment of fruitwood logs from Naclos ... tell you, those are rare ... Druids don't
cut many..."

"... need to be here when they port. Suthyans travel fast and keep cargoes dry, but they'd just
as soon sell to whoever offers a single silver more than you ... contracts not worth the paper
they're written on ..."

"... frigging idiots ... don't leave shit hanging out the tailgate..."

Rahl stayed on the eastern sidewalk and kept moving. At the foot of the pier was a pair of
Council Guards from the keep assigned to port duty. He scanned the faces quickly, but
neither was a familiar face from the handful of Council Guards he'd met through Kacet
before his brother had been transferred to the keep at Reflin.

Just beyond the guards was the black-stone building that held the portmaster and the
customs collectors. Rahl slipped through the port-master's door, then stopped short of the
guard stationed inside. The guard took in the truncheon at Rahl's belt and dismissed it.
That irritated Rahl, but he merely straightened, and announced firmly, "A letter for dispatch."
Portmaster Hyelsen sat on a high-backed stool. The window to the right of where he sat
allowed him to look down the main black-stone pier. Three vessels were tied up there. One
was a "three-masted square rigger, and one was a brig. The other was a smaller schooner.
Before Rahl could determine more, the portmaster turned. His eyes fixed on the scrivener.
"Young Rahl... | expect that will be the letter the weaver paid to have dispatched to Valmurl.
"Yes, ser." Rahl stepped up past the guard and extended the letter.

"Just'in time. The Suthyan trader—the square rigger— she'll be leaving late this afternoon,
on the evening winds, for Brysta. Valmurl after that." Hyelsen produced a pen from
somewhere and wrote a few words on a small square of paper, then handed it to Rahl.
"Here's the receipt for you."

"Thank you, ser." Rahl slipped the square into his belt wallet, inclined his head, then turned
and hurried out. Something about the portmaster troubled him, but,he couldn't have said
what, not exactly, except that when Hyelsen looked at Rahl, he seemed to be sensing more
than Rahl's words or appearance.

As he cleared the pier, Rahl took a deep breath. He was still careful to watch for wagons
and carts, and for what the horses might have dropped on the pavement.

Across the paved serviceway that fronted the main pier and the two flanking it and back,
past the memorial park to the east, Rahl caught sight of the time-faded black stones of the
Founders' Inn.

Had Creslin really so enchanted all the Westwind Guards and the Montgren troopers with his
songs that they worked together from that moment on? Rahl snorted. There had to be a limit
to what song—even something like ordersong—could do.

He looked farther south and up the wide stone road that ran through the center of Land's
End to where it climbed

the rise south of the town to the Black Holding, where the | Council still met. Rahl shook his
head. No matter what the | magisters said and Tales of the Founders recounted, i Creslin
and Megaera couldn't have been that great. No

one could have been. He crossed the avenue, dashing behind an empty wagon | until he
was on the sidewalk on the west side. Ahead he



noticed fresh boards across the front of a shop. He didn't

remember what it had been, but he could make out some

of the painted lettering on the sign set into the bricks and

partly covered by one of the boards. "Fine tailoring,” he murmured. That could have been
why he hadn't recalled it. He

kept walking, past the coppersmith's and then the

cooperage.

Rahl smiled as he saw the chandlery ahead on his right.

He stepped up onto the narrow porch and smoothed his hair and tunic. He tried to ease
through the chandlery door quietly because he sensed someone was already inside talking
to Fahla. It didn't do any good. A bell attached to the door rang. Still, he moved to one side,
where he looked at the leather goods—a pack with wide straps, clearly used, and an old
bridle, and a wide belt with loops—almost an armsman'’s or a guard's belt.

Next to the pack was a small book, one without a title on the spine. He opened it and looked
at the tide page, but could not read anything, except what he thought was a name: Kaorda.
The book was old, and it had been written in either Hamorian or old Cyadoran, because
Rahl would have been able to read High or Low Temple. »

He set the slim volume down and looked sideways toward the counter behind which Fahla
stood. Even from the rear, Rahl recognized Porgryn. The fuller had a voice that would have
been whining without the gravelly tone.

"What's the best cheese you've'got for travel? Doesn't turn green quick, you know what |
mean."

"The white hard cheese," replied Fahla. "It won't even turn in midsummer so long as you
don't leave it in the sun. How much would you like?"

"Don't want it now. Might need it later. Nephew's bringing a wagon of earth up from down
south. It's a long trip. Need to provision him on the way back."

"The white cheese would be best. What would you like for now?"

"Ezelya said to check on needles ..."

"We set some aside for her ..."

Rahl waited until Porgryn turned to leave before moving away from the leather goods,
stepping aside as the fuller neared. "Good day, ser."

"Good day, fellow."

While Porgryn's words were pleasant, Rahl sensed that the wiry fuller had no idea who Rahl
was. That bothered him, although he couldn't say why. There was no special reason Porgryn
should have known Rahl, even though Kian had made copies of several things for the fuller,
and Rahl had been in the workroom.

"What can | get for you, Rahl?" asked Fahla pleasantly. Her mahogany hair was tied back
with a dark blue band, leaving her forehead looking wider than when she had worn it down at
Sevien's.

"Nothing today. | had to come down to the harbor, and while | was here, | thought I'd stop."
"I can let you have some special cheese that Faseyn found in Extina. Half a quarter wedge
for two coppers. Your mother would like it." The hint of a smile played around the corners of
her lips. They were good lips, not too thin and not too protruding.

Rahl laughed. "If you were consorted, you'd still try to sell to your consort.”

"Of course." She did smile, and that softened the intensity of her eyes—for a moment. "What
are you doing down here?"

"Delivering a letter to the portmaster to go by ship to Austra."”

Fahla nodded. "Do you get paid a portion of the fee paid to the portmaster?"”

"I don't know. Father takes care of those details. We don't do that often. Most folks can't
afford to send letters that far."

"It's expensive. They have a system of couriers to do that in Hamor, Father said, and it only
costs three coppers to send a letter anywhere there."

Three coppers wasn't cheap, not to Rahl, but it was nothing compared to the two silvers



Alamat had paid.

"There's something like that in Candar, too, at least where the white wizards are in charge.”
"We really don't need it here," Rahl replied. "We've got the High Road, and you can almost
always find someone to carry a letter on it."

The bell on the chandlery door rang, and Fahla looked up. "It's Chorkeil, Rahl. Do you need
anything?"

"No, not today." He could sense that she was already thinking what she'd say to the new
arrival. "I'll see you later." He offered a smile, inclined his head, and turned.

"Chorkeil... We have the spikes you wanted," Fahla began.

Rahl nodded politely to the man although he couldn't say he knew him. Chorkeil ignored
Rahl, not even giving him a glance.

The way back felt longer, although Rahl certainly didn't dawdle.

He'd barely stepped into the workroom when his father looked up.

"That took you long enough," Kian said mildly.

"I'm sorry, ser. There were three ships in the harbor, and it was crowded. The portmaster
said the letter would go on the Suthyan trader today." Rahl paused. "Oh, here's the receipt.”
He stepped forward , took the paper square from his wallet, and handed it to his father.

"At least, you remembered the receipt. Best get some water before you settle back into
work."

"Yes, ser."

Kian was already absorbed back in working some sort of embellishments on parchment,
perhaps a copy of one of the declarations, when Rahl returned from the outside pump and
settled back onto his stool and more copying of Tales of the Founders. -

VI

JClightday dawned bright and sunny, and Rahl had a spring in his step, although it was still
early morning, if well past dawn, whenhe made his way from the tiny chamber out to the
common room for breakfast. He enjoyed the end-day because, unless his father had an
urgent commission, after chores, the day was largely Rahl's.

Lukewarm gruel, bread, and some peach conserve awaited him at the table, along with a
small mug of redberry. Khorlya was finishing a basket, and Rahl could smell something
baking. He settled before his modest breakfast, then looked to the other end of the table.
"Baskets on an end-day? And baking?"

"Have you forgotten? You're going to see Shahyla today. | was up early. The honey cake is
almost ready."

Rahl hadn't exactly forgotten—more like put the thought at the back of his mind. "Oh ... that's
right.”

"You could show a bit more enthusiasm, Rahl."

"I'm still a little sleepy.” That was true enough, but hot the reason.

"She's a pretty girl, and she could use a young man like you. You're handy and polite.”
Rahl knew that, but he just took a large spoonful of gruel to avoid saying anything. Why did
they keep pushing on the consort business? Couldn't they just let him be?

"After you finish breakfast and your chores, wash up and put on your good tunic. You'll need
to start soon to get

there just after midday. It's at least four kays, and you don't want to hurry and arrive all
sweating." |

"You told them | was coming?" That was even worse. " "l said you might when | saw Shahyla
at the market on fourday. What would be the point of my baking and your walking that far if
the girl didn't happen to be there?"

"Did you say when I'd be there?"

"Just that it would probably be past midday. Now, finish eating and get on with things."
Khorlya set the basket aside and moved to the old tiled stove. "l did make another honey
cake for us. You can have yours when you get back."

"They aren't one-god worshippers, are they?"



"I doubt anyone in Land's End is, and they're not single-twinners, either," offered Kian from
the doorway.

"Sirigle-twinners?" Rahl hadn't heard of that belief, but for him the idea of order and chaos
was enough, without believing that the world was controlled by some invisible deity using
strange rules.

"There aren't any here. The magisters don't allow them. Now ... enough dilly-dallying: Finish
up and get on to your chores."

Rahl finished eating, then washed his bowl, and racked it before turning to deal with
chamber pots and his other chores, as well as checking the newest batch of ink.

Later, he did take his time washing up and dressing. He'd just donned his better tunic when
he heard his mother.

"Rahl? Are you about ready?" "I'll be right there."

Khorlya was standing by the front door, holding the basket she'd been working on eatrlier.
"Here you go."

Rahl took the basket, his eyes checking it. Right above the base was the linked chain,
woven out of the rushes soaked in thinned ink so that they took up the blackness. The chain
swirled up and into the handle and then down the other side. It took a special talent to weave
and braid a design so intricate that it looked as though a black chain was actually imbedded
in the basket itself. The basket was

one that would have sold for a half silver. That wasn't good, not at all, not when his mother
was sending him off with one of her best.

Kian moyed toward them from where he'd been sitting at the table, but the scrivener did not
speak.

"The honey cake needs to be kept moist,” Khorlya added. "So tell her what it is
immediately."

"Yes, Mother."

"You're going to court a girl, not to exile." Exasperation colored Khorlya's words.

He was being told to court a girl he didn't want to consort who lived on lands four kays from
anywhere, and it wasn't exile?

"Now ... you take the High Road south, until you get to the base of the long rise that leads to
the Black Holding. There's a lane that heads east, with two stone pillars there, and a set of
horns on the right pillar. You take the lane almost a kay until yoii get to the fork ..."

Rahl listened carefully. The last thing he wanted was to get lost—and then have to admit it
and ask someone for directions.

"I hope you have a pleasant day, and if you run into trouble, try to talk before you use that
truncheon.” Kian opened the door, a clear sign that Rahl was to be on his way.

"And make sure her day is pleasant, too," added Khorlya.

"'l do what | can.”

"Do better than that," suggested Kian.

"Yes, ser." Rahl inclined his head, then stepped out into the sunlight.

Once he began to walk southward, he felt better. The breeze was just brisk enough to be
cooling. At the corner, he saw Quelerya and Alamat sitting on the weaver's porch. He
grinned and waved with the hand that wasn't carrying the basket. "Good day!"

"Good day, Rahl," Alamat called.

Quelerya said nothing, but Rahl could sense curiosity

from the old biddy. He kept walking. As he passed the short lane to Sevien's dwelling, he
glanced down it, but he didn't see anyone there. He walked almost half a kay before his
sandals were on the smooth stone-paved surface of the High Road.

He looked southward. He had at least another two kays before he reached the lane. His
eyes strayed to the low black-stone buildings at the distant crest of the rise. Were his
parents doing the same thing to him that Creslin's mother had done to him? He shook his
head but kept walking.

Behind him, he heard hoofs, and then a voice called out, ""Ware on the left!"



He eased to the right side and glanced up as a rider in the black of a Council Guard went
by. The woman didn't even really look at him as she hurried past. She could have offered a
greeting, but some of the Guards thought they were so important. He snorted. They were all
errand runners for the Council. From what he'd heard and seen, the black engineers in Nylan
were the ones who did the real fighting and protected Reduce, not that he was about to say
that to either his parents,or Kacet.

And why were they suddenly so intent on his courting Shahyla? While Rahl had seen and
talked to Shahyla more than a few times growing up, he'd never walked all the way to her
father's holding. Why was he doing it? Why were his parents so insistent? Was there
something to what his mother had said about machines being used to make books?

But wasn't there something he could do besides learn to become a herder? Or a Guard?
He'd much rather be a factor, even, and working with Fahla, he suspected, wouldn't always
be easy. But it wouldn't be boring. He grinned at that thought.

He looked up and watched as a cart approached. A gray-haired woman walked beside a
mare, holding the mare's leads loosely. The cart held potatoes. They had to be from the
previous fall and probably had been stored all winter in a root cellar.

"Good day," Rahl said politely as he neared her. "Potatoes for the Guard keep?"

"Indeed, young ser. How did you know?"

"It's end-day, and the markets aren't open. It would have to be one of the inns or the keep.
That's a lot of potatoes for an inn." Rahl grinned.

The woman smiled back as she passed.

Rahl continued on his way, occasionally passing, and being passed by riders and wagons.
None of the teamsters going his way offered him a ride, and he found that irked him,
especially when he thought about the man who had an empty wagon.

Before long, he reached the point on the High Road where it began to climb and found the
first set of pillars easily enough although he was blotting his forehead by then. Before setting
off- down the lane, he took off his tunic and tied it around his waist. The light undertunicfelt
far more comfortable, but when he reached the fork, he wasn't all that much cooler, but he
wasn't sweating as much as he had been.

The right fork wound between two hills. Just beyond the hills were the gate and stone walls
that marked the edge of Bradeon's holding. Rahl stopped and blotted his forehead. He
found a spot on the wall shaded by an old pine and sat down to cool off.

After a time, he redonned the tunic and climbed over the wall rather than fiddle with the
elaborate latches on the gate. The lane beyond the gate was even narrower and rutted as it
rose gentry perhaps ten cubits over a quarter kay.

Rahl studied the lands on both sides of the lane. Those to the north were lush meadows or
pastures. He wasn't sure what the difference was. Those to the south looked to have been
more heavily grazed and not so fertile. There were trees scattered here and there, and
beyond the walls to the south, perhaps a kay farther on, -rose the scrubbier juniper and pine
protected forests, although in places, he could see the greener and thicker growth of leaved
trees.

Just below the top of the low rise was a cluster of

buildings—several shedlike barns, smaller sheds, and a long gray stone house perhaps
twice the size of the one in which Rahl had grown up. As he neared the dwelling, he could
see that at least one of the small sheds held chickens. A hissing told him that there were
also geese.

Shahyla stood under the eaves that shaded the front porch, clearly waiting for him. She was
a tall girl, taller than Sevien, with wavy brown hair cut just at neck level. She had a pleasantly
curved figure, Rahl noted, and clear skin. Her nose was crooked, and her left eye twitched.
She wore dark brown trousers above scuffed boots and a clean but faded pale blue shirt.
When he stepped up onto the porch, she smiled. The boards of the porch creaked.

"You walked all the way out here?"

Rahl grinned. "How else would | get here?" He extended the basket. "This is for you and



your family— both the basket and the honey cake in it."

"Rahl... the basket is lovely."

"Mother made it for you."

"Oh ... I'm forgetting manners." She gestured toward the battered bench set against the
outside front wall of the dwelling, between the door and the small square window, open to
capture the breeze. "You must be hot and tired. It is a long walk. Please sit down, I'll get you
some ale. That's all right, isn't it?"

"Ale would be wonderful."

"I'll also put the honey cake in the cooler. That should keep it moist.”

Rahl settled onto the bench, careful not to bang the truncheon on the wood. He did watch
Shahyla as she turned and entered the house, appreciating her grace and her shapeliness.
Her figure was better than Jienela's. For that matter, it was better than Fahla's as well.

He blotted his forehead. He might as well enjoy the afternoon, especially since he was in no
hurry to start the long walk back into Land's End.

Shahyla returned with two large mugs, more like tankards in size. One was half-full, the other
almost

overflowing. She handed him the full one. "One nice thing about company is that Father
doesn't complain if | have a little ale.”

"Thank you." Rahl took a swallow. "It's good."

"It should be. Father makes his own." She settled onto the bench beside him.

"You have quite a spread here."

"It's the last of the old large holdings near Land's End." Shahyla sipped her ale. "It keeps all
three of us busy."

Rahl's eyes took in the two shed-barns he could see and the chicken shack. "Do you grow
everything you eat here?"

"No. We grow a lot, but it's better to make the cheese and sell it and some of the steers
every year than to spend too much time on growing things. We have a house garden, and
that helps."

"You must do a lot here, the cooking and helping with the animals."

"Ma was a better cook, but Father and Semmelt don't complain.”

"I'm sure you cook well, and you probably do everything else well also."

Shahyla dropped her eyes, looking down into the tankard mug. After a moment, she lifted
them. "You know | don't read much. I've always had to work, since Ma was so sick. | do know
my letters."

"People make too much over reading,” Rahl said. "Doing is what matters, and you do a lot,
more than any woman | know."

"You're a scrivener . .."

"I'm sure you could read what | write, but it wouldn't help with the cows or the cheese." Rahl
took another long swallow of the ale. It was stronger than what he got at home, but he had to
admit that it was good. He reached out and touched the back of her hand just momentarily,
caressing it with order. "It's quiet out here." .

Shahyla gave a short, giggling laugh. "It isn't in the morning. The roosters are crowing, and
the cows want to

be milked, and Father and Semmelt are shouting about what needs to be done."

"Until you get everything in order?"

She looked down again.

"You're the one who keeps everything going, I'd wager."

"You're nice, Rahl," Shahyla said. "Po you like cows and bulls? Or horses?"

"I never thought about it. | haven't ever ridden a horse or driven a team, and we don't have a
dog. They'd chew, on the binding hides, Father says."

"They might. We don't have them because Father says they chase the cows, and it's not
good for the milk." Shahyla smiled and gave the slightest giggle. "I think that's because he
doesn't like them. The geese tell us if anyone's coming, and the cats take care of the rats



and other rodents.”

Abruptly, she looked at Rahl. "You didn't have dinner today, did you?"

"I'm fine."

"Your stomach was growling. Leastwise, you should have some good cheese and bread.”
Shahyla rose. "Come on inside."

Rahl wasn't about to object too strenuously. He was hungry, and his stomach had been
muttering its discomfort.

Shahyla set him in the chair at one end of an ancient table that could easily have seated
more than half a score, and then brought out a huge wedge of cheese and half a loaf of
bread that was still warm. "We had plenty left after dinner." Absentiy, she pressed the side
of her thumb against her left eye to stop the twitching.

"I don't deserve this..." Rahl grinned at her after « several bites of bread and cheese. "But |
can't tell you how much | appreciate it."

She seated herself on the end of the dining bench to his right, patting her tankard mug
before her. "I made the bread."

"It's very good. What else do you do when you're not cooking?"

"Oh ... I milk the cows and churn the butter, and take care of the chickens and collect the
eggs. The garden's mine, too, and | do most of the skinning when we slaughter.' Semmelt's
too rough, and that's hard on the hide. Could make a silver's difference in what we get. | do
what needs to be done."

"What do they do? Besides feed and chase the cattle?"

"Everything." Another giggle-laugh followed her words. "Yesterday, Semmeltand Father
worked all day gelding and marking the male calves. They use a special curved knife. It's
real sharp.” Shahyla slipped off the bench and walked to the sideboard. "Here ... see.”
Rahl looked at the knife. It almost seemed to be covered in a shifting reddish white film. Just
looking at the knife made him uneasy. It wasn't the.gelding that bothered him; it was the
gelding knife. He forced himself to nod. "It looks like it was made for just that."

"It's been in the family for a long time, Father said.” She replaced the knife in the drawer and
returned to the bench. "Your stomach's not growling."

“No ... and it thanks you. So do I." Rahl touched her wrist gently—and briefly.

"What sort of books do you copy?"

"All kinds," he replied. "I've been working on Tales of the Founders."

"Can you tell me about it?"

“I may not remember everything, but I'll try." Rahl took another swallow of ale, then cleared
his throat. "Creslin was the son of the Marshal of Westwind ..."

He told Shahyla the first two tales he'd copied and was about to start the third when the door
opened.

"Ah ... it'd be young Rahl, sure as I'm standing here."

Rahl turned at the rough voice to see Bradeon coming through the doorway, barefoot.
"Later, when you have time, Shahyla, if you'd be washing off my boots," Bradeon went oh.
"Semmaelt's still over at the spring.

Another of those clay pipes feeding the field troughs cracked. Made ah awful mess. Some
of the cows ripped up the grass there. Take all summer to grow back.” The herder shook his
head.

Belatedly, Rahl eased to his feet.

Bradeon glanced out the small window toward the west, then back to his daughter. The sun
was well past mid-afternoon. "I'd be thinking ..."

"I know, Father." Shahyla rose, then turned to Rahl. "Thank you for coming.” She looked to
Bradeon. "He brought us a honey cake."*

The herder inclined his head. "Much obliged. Semmelt'll be even more obliged." Bradeon
settled into the chair at the other end of the table, turning it sidewise so that he could rest his
feet on the bench.

"I'd best get to what needs to be done," Shahyla said. "I'm so glad you.came." She smiled



broadly, revealing perfect, even teeth. "We're not that far from town, but we don't get that
many folks coming out." Her left eye twitched several times.

Rahl tried not to look at that, but just smiled. "It was a pleasure. I'm the one who's glad to
have come. | really liked the ale and the cheese."

He followed Shahyla out onto the porch.

She stopped. "You'll have to come more."

"I'd like that." He squeezed her hand gently, then released it before smiling at her one last
time and heading down the steps toward the lane.

A hundred cubits down the lane, he turned. She was still on the porch. He waved. She
waved back.

As he walked back along the lane, then along the High Road, Rahl considered the day.
Shahyla was nice, if no-nonsense, and better-looking and smarter than he'd recalled. She
was also interested in him. On the other hand, the gelding knife had bothered him. No, it had
more than bothered him. It had disturbed him, so evil had it felt.

Still... there was no harm in visiting Shahyla. Jienela might not like it, but he hadn't exactly
promised her

anything, and he could always tell her that his parents had insisted. That certainly was true.
His feet were more than a little sore when he finally stepped into his own house to find his
parents eating supper at the table.

"How did it go?" asked Khorlya.

"She's sweet, and she's a good person."

"Is that all you can say?" asked Kian.

Rahl forced a smile, glad that his father could not sense his thoughts. "I'll have to see her
more often, ser. She's not the kind to say yes after a visit or two." He turned to Khorlya. "She
really likecf the basket. She could tell it was . one of your best."

"That's good. Tell us what happened.”

Rahl laughed genially and settled himself at the table.

"I got there, and Shahyla brought me some ale Bradeon had made. It's very good. We talked
for a while, and then she insisted on getting me some of their cheese and bread. Then
Bradeon came in, and he'd been replacing pipes that fed water troughs, and Semmelt was
still doing that. | had to go then, because she had to get to her afternoon chores. She works
hard" He looked toward the kitchen worktable.

"Yes, Rahl,"” Khorlya said. "There's honey cake left for you."

Rahl smiled. It hadn't been a bad day at all. Not at all.

\il

.Tor the next two eightdays Rahl did little besides copy from Tales of the Founders and then
Natural Arithmetics and Other Calculation Methods. Unbelievable as most of the tales were,
they had been at least interesting. He could not say that for Natural Arithmetics.

He hadn't even had to explain anything to Jienela about

his end-day visits to Shahyla. The last eightday or so, Jienela had been in Extina. She'd
been sent there to help her mother's younger sister Joslyn. Jienela's aunt had nearly died in
childbirth, even with a black healer present.

Rahl could not say that he truly missed Jienela except for the pleasures she had afforded
him, but he'd also not been able to stop by the chandlery more than a time or two, and never
long enough to talk with Fahla for more than a moment, if that. Still, he had had another
pleasant afternoon with Shahyla.

The last three mornings had dawned gray and drizzling, unusually so for late spring and early
summer in northern Reduce, and fourday was far colder than twoday and threeday. Rahl was
trying not to shiver as he worked on copying a page that held formulae and exercise
problems.

"For darkness' sake, Rahl," snapped Kian, "go put on a heavier tunic or a jacket. You can't
keep asteady hand if you're shivering. You young folks have no sense at all. | saw your friend
Sevien coming out of the chandlery the other morning in a sleeveless tunic. His arms were



near-dark blue, and yet he had the audacity to tell me he wasn't cold. His teeth were
chattering $o much | barely understood a word he had to say."

Rahl decided against trying to point out that anyone who wore a heavy winter tunic in spring,
or summer, or darkness forbid, an actual jacket, would have to suffer silent ridicule in the
eyes of his friends for at least an eightday, if not longer. He did set aside his pen and rise to
follow his father's order. He could always hide the tunic if his father sent him on an errand
away from the shop.

When he returned to the workroom, Kian nodded. "Much more sensible. You'll get more
work done without errors, t0o."

Rahl hated it when his parents talked about sensibility. He knew what was sensible, even
when they didn't, but he said nothing and went back to work.

He finished another page and started on the next.

"Frig!" Kian murmured.

"What is it?"

"There must have been something wrong with the pen point. It just snapped. That shouldn't
have happened. Hardly put any pressure on tit at all." Kian shook his head.

Rahl winced silently, wondering if that had been the pen he'd dropped in cleaning up the
night before.

"Why don't you run down to the chandlery and pick up the nibs. They should be there by now.
I'd already ordered some from Kehlyrt. He's the new factor."

"Factor?"

"Well... he's taken over the chandlery, but he's adding things, goods we haven't seen in
years. Good prices, too. It's getting more like a factorage than a chandlery."

"Yes, ser."

"And don't strip off the tunic as soon as you leave the workroom." "No, ser." "I mean it, Rahl."
"Yes, ser." Rahl did manage to keep his voice pleasant as he cleaned his pen and set it in
the holder. "Do | need silvers to pay for them?"

"Hardly," snbrted Kian. "I had to pay in advance. That goes for anything he orders from
Nylan. It's still cheaper and quicker than getting them from Lydiar or Hamor." He frowned. "I
still wonder how that broke." He shook his head. "That nib was getting worn anyway... why I'd
ordered another pair."

Rahl stood and headed toward the door.

"Don't take too long."

"No, ser."

Once outside the workroom, Rahl thought about pulling off the heavy winter tunic, but it was
cold, and he could sense his father watching. With a resigned shrug, he headed down the
street toward the factorage.

The cold and bitter wind blew steadily out of the northwest, driven by clouds that were almost
black. , Whitecaps dominated the part of the ocean Rahl could see ~

beyond the harbor breakwater. The piers were empty of ships—a good sign that a storm
was headed toward Land's End. Rahl picked up his pace.

A light stinging rain, with droplets like ice, began to lash at him by the time he neared the
harbor, and he was glad to climb the steps and enter the dim confines of the chandlery. He
could sense that there was no one else besides h