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THE BREAKING

 The
year 355, the fourth month.



More than one student of psychology has been shocked to learn that
the origin of our nation's superb system of counselling and
"transformation therapy" lies in the whips and racks once used in a
dark chamber of torture.

Of course, no psychologist today would
countenance some of the methods that were used in the Eternal
Dungeon. But modern-day psychologists who react with horror at the
idea that their profession's roots lie in this place have not taken
into account the historical context of the Eternal Dungeon. For
what occurred in places like this during the preceding centuries
was indeed beyond any measure of defense: a heartless system
designed to destroy prisoners and satisfy the basest desires of the
men who tortured them.

The Eternal Dungeon represented a step
forward in the progress of civilization, largely because of its
code book, a product of several generations of foresightful
torturers who saw that the application of pain might not be the
only means used to bring about a change in the criminal's
character. The introduction of the Code of Seeking marks the
birth of the Eternal Dungeon, whose emphasis was on transformation
rather than destruction, for the Code's carefully delineated rules
required the torturers to place the best interests of the prisoners
first. However often this principle may have lapsed, the principle
did at least exist, and from this strange birthplace sprang, in due
time, the modern psychological movement.

The Eternal Dungeon's Golden Age – a phrase I
use with no intention at irony – came at the time that the
torturers first adopted the term "Seeker" to refer to themselves.
Their leader – always the most skilled torturer of his generation –
was in turn called the High Seeker.

The first of the Eternal Dungeon's High
Seekers was also its most famous . . .

—Psychologists with Whips: A History of
the Eternal Dungeon.

 


CHAPTER ONE

They had passed through three checkpoints to
reach this far. Even the guards serving as escort were beginning to
look nervous, staring back at the lengthy, narrow passage they had
travelled down, from the cavern's mouth. The prisoner they held in
their grasp had turned so pale that observers might have wondered
whether the young man would pitch head-forward down the remainder
of the steep passage.

Several observers indeed stood below, though
they could not be easily seen: they were half-hidden in the shadows
at the bottom of the cavern that the prisoner and his escorts had
been walking down. It was hard to tell how far the cavern reached,
for where the passage stopped, the cavern widened. All that could
be seen, within the narrow confines of the passage, was an entry
hall that ended abruptly in a man-made wall. Against that wall,
reaching up toward the ceiling, was an enormous tablet of slate
with words scribbled upon it in chalk. In front of this formidable
display of secretarial work was a desk occupied by a balding man
with spectacles.

He was looking up at someone standing next to
the desk, but the walls of the passage hid his companion. Only as
the visitors reached the bottom of the passage did the other man
come into view: he was dressed in a dark shirt, trousers, boots,
and an old-fashioned belt, clothing little different from those
worn by a thousand workmen in the world above. Only his face was
different: a black hood covered everything but his eyes.

Seeing this, the prisoner came to an abrupt
halt, then stumbled forward, pushed on by his escort. The movement
caught the attention of the hooded man, and he looked over at the
new arrivals. His eyes were a deep green, the color of the algae
clinging to the rock walls.

The man at the desk took no notice of the
interruption. He pushed a paper toward the hooded man and raised
his voice slightly over the sound of dripping water. "Look at this,
sir – why do these requests always arrive at the same time? Four
rack rooms we have, and five Seekers have requested use of
them."

The hooded man picked up the paper, glanced
at it, and said, "Let me see the prisoners' records, please."

His voice was quiet, as were his movements as
he reached out to take from the balding man a pile of bound
documents that had been sitting on the desk. He leafed through them
slowly, while the guards escorting the new prisoner, who had come
to a halt before the desk, shuffled their feet impatiently. Finally
he said, without looking up from the documents, "I deny Mr.
Chapman's request. He can break his prisoner using the whip
alone."

The balding man nodded, took back the
documents, and finally acknowledged the existence of the new
arrivals. "Well?" he said sharply.

"Sir, this is a prisoner transfer." The
taller guard was the speaker; the shorter guard looked as though he
was endeavoring to hide behind the prisoner.

The balding man ran his eye up and down the
young prisoner, who had his hands clenched together in an effort to
keep them from shaking. "I didn't think you were delivering to me
our Queen," the Record-keeper said dryly. "Do you have the transfer
papers?"

The shorter guard handed the papers over to
the Record-keeper as the taller guard said, "It's a death-sentence
case."

"You don't say," replied the Record-keeper,
beginning to finger through the papers. "And here I thought our job
was to question prisoners who stole children's slingshots."

The taller guard flushed; the shorter guard
came perilously close to smiling. Then he looked over at the hooded
man, and his expression sobered rapidly.

The prisoner barely noticed this exchange.
His gaze was locked with that of the hooded man, who seemed content
to allow the Record-keeper to handle this matter. After a moment,
though, the hooded man broke his gaze from the young man and leaned
over to take the records being proffered to him.

"You haven't submitted the previous prison's
searching record," observed the Record-keeper.

The older guard cleared his throat and said,
"No searching was done at our prison, sir. The victim's
father—"

The Record-keeper sighed heavily. "Don't you
people living in the lighted world ever learn your jobs? There must
be a searching record, even if it only says why the searching
failed to take place. . . . Oh, very well, I'll make one out
myself."

He pulled forward a piece of paper, lifted a
pen from where it stood in the inkwell, and looked up expectantly.
"Name?"

"I'm Raol Merritt."

The Record-keeper sighed again. "Not your
name, the prisoner's. I need the official spelling."

The taller guard flushed once more and
spelled out the name. The Record-keeper wrote down the words so
quickly that, by the time the guard had finished, the Record-keeper
was already asking, "Who made the decision to proceed without a
search?"

"The keeper of Parkside Prison, sir. The
victim's father—" He stopped abruptly as the Record-keeper put up
his hand. The guard waited as the balding man finished writing and
looked up again.

"Go on," the latter said. "The victim's
father did what?"

"Requested the prisoner's transfer here, sir.
Based on his knowledge of the prisoner, he believed that a
searching by lesser means would be unsuccessful."

The hooded man, who had been examining the
transfer papers all this while, looked up now, but said
nothing.

"The victim's father is acquainted with the
prisoner, then?" said the Record-keeper, leaning over to take the
records back from the hooded man.

"Yes, sir. He's also the prisoner's
father."

The Record-keeper paused in the midst of
taking hold of the papers and raised his eyebrows.

The shorter guard, eager to take part in this
exciting revelation, said, "You see, this vermin murdered his
younger sister in cold blood—"

"Sir." It was the hooded man; his voice was
as quiet as before. "You are in the Eternal Dungeon, and in the
Eternal Dungeon, prisoners are treated with respect. They are not
referred to as vermin."

The shorter guard swallowed. "Yes, sir. If
you say so, sir. I mean, you're in charge—"

He stopped as the older guard reached over
and punched him in the ribs. The hooded man looked at the
Record-keeper, who had turned to stare at the ceiling-high tablet.
This, on close inspection, could be seen to be covered with names
and numbers. "Assign the prisoner to me, Mr. Aaron," the hooded man
said.

The Record-keeper turned back in surprise.
"You, sir? But you've just completed four days in a rack room.
You're entitled to a day off. "

"This prisoner deserves special treatment."
The hooded man looked over at the young man again.

Elsdon had already begun to shiver. He told
himself that it was because of the coldness of the cavern, but in
fact the dungeon was not nearly as cold as he had thought it would
be. It seemed that the tales about the iciness of the dungeon were
false. Beneath his feet was not the cave ground but an artificial
floor that kept away the chill of the rock. The place looked less
like a cave than a house of business, built to house the latest
machinery.

Machinery of all sorts. Elsdon looked again
at the giant tablet with its names. Nearly all of the names had
been neatly crossed out.

"Right, we have the information we need now.
You can leave him with us. Just be sure you bring the proper
transfer records next time you deliver a prisoner." The
Record-keeper's expression suggested that, if his advice was
ignored, the consequences for the guards would be dire.

The guards were already sliding away, eager
to be gone. They came to an abrupt halt, though, as the hooded man
said, "Before you go . . . Why is the prisoner unbound?"

The taller guard appeared distinctly
uncomfortable. It was clear that he expected to be arrested at any
moment for dereliction of duty. "The keeper of Parkside Prison made
that decision, sir. We had some difficulty binding the prisoner,
and as the prisoner had been otherwise cooperative, our keeper
believed it would be safe to escort him here unbound."

The hooded man nodded. He turned away from
the Parkside Prison guards and said, "Mr. Sobel, there is no need
to bind the prisoner unless he causes trouble."

Elsdon, who had been glorying momentarily in
the feeling of being unrestrained by guards or cells for the first
time in two days, twisted to look behind him. Out of the shadows
stepped two new guards.

They were not hooded like the man nearby.
They looked very much like the guards who were hurrying back up the
steps, already far enough away to be challenged at the lowest of
the three checkpoints. The new guards wore grey uniforms and had
sheathed daggers at their right hips; each also had a whip curled
into a circle at the left hip. One of the guards was holding
something black in his hands. As he reached Elsdon, he brought the
object down over Elsdon's head without preliminary.

Elsdon screamed. He reached up with his hands
to tear off the cloth blinding him, only to have his hands caught
and held – he began to struggle frantically against the guard who
was holding his hands. After his initial scream, he struggled in
silence. He heard the hooded man behind him say something in an
unperturbed voice, and then his hands were released and the cloth
lifted from his head.

He could see, now that the cloth was removed,
that it was a hood very much like the one worn by the man nearby,
except that it had no eye-holes. He closed his eyes, trying to
regain his breath. Beside him, the younger of the two guards took
hold of his arm. He shuddered then but did not pull away; he was
bracing himself for the return of the hood.

The hooded man spoke again, and the guard's
hand dropped away. Elsdon opened his eyes to see that the hooded
man was watching him with a steady gaze.

"Mr. Taylor," he said, "will you obey the
guards?"

Elsdon had to resist the impulse to turn and
look for his father. It was the first time anyone had addressed him
by his adult title. Always he had been "Elsdon" or, to his father,
"son." He had not expected such formality in this place, but
perhaps it was one of the methods used to cut prisoners off from
their ordinary lives.

"Yes, sir," he replied breathlessly. "I just—
I mean, yes." He tensed, biting his lip to keep himself from
screaming this time.

The hooded man nodded and turned to the older
guard, saying, "Mr. Sobel."

The older guard, who could apparently be
trusted to assess the situation without need for instruction,
folded the cloth and placed it in his jacket side-pocket. "I would
ask that you keep your eyes shut, sir," he told Elsdon.

Elsdon did so. He remembered, now that the
crisis was over, that prisoners to be hanged were hooded first. He
tried to decide whether it would be better or worse to be hanged
now rather than be taken away to the cell awaiting him.

It seemed, though, that he had no choice.
"Breaking Cell 4," the Record-keeper said briskly. "And for love of
the Code, Mr. Sobel, turn in a complete report this time!"

"Will do," said the older guard in a light
manner. Then his voice took on another tone as he leaned over to
Elsdon. "You are not to speak until we arrive at the cell. If you
speak, you will be punished. Do you understand?"

Elsdon hoped that his face did not reveal
what the rapid beating of his heart did. Nodding, he felt a hand
push his back. He began stumbling forward. Behind him, the
Record-keeper was addressing the hooded man again.

A door creaked on its hinges in front of
Elsdon; then, as he continued to walk forward, he heard the same
door creaking behind him. The air had changed. Before, it had held
the scent of wet rocks; now it had a closed, musty smell. The sound
of dripping water had disappeared as well, and he could no longer
hear the echo of footsteps against the cavern wall. The place he
was travelling through was chilly and as silent as death, but for
the distant sound of a man sobbing. He shuddered again but he did
not pause in his step, fearing that, if he did, the younger guard
would take hold of him once more. Then he felt a hand hold him
indeed, but it touched him only lightly; he guessed that it must
belong to the older guard, Mr. Sobel. Feeling the instruction that
the touch conveyed, he halted.

Metal jingled nearby, then scraped. He heard
the screech of another pair of door-hinges. Without waiting to be
pushed, he walked into the destiny that awaited him.

The room was small. He was not sure how he
knew this, for his eyes were still shut. Perhaps it had to do with
the way his footsteps sounded upon the floor. The room was warm as
well, warmer than the dungeon's entry hall had been, and light
danced against his eyelids. He tried not to think what the purpose
of the fire might be.

Next to him, Mr. Sobel said, "You may open
your eyes, Mr. Taylor."

He had no desire to do so; it would be easier
to face what came next if he did not have to see it. But he guessed
that the words were not an invitation but an instruction, so he let
his eyelids rise.

The instruments of torture he had expected
were not there. All that he could see was an ordinary prison cell,
a better one than he had left. Whereas his old cell had housed two
dozen prisoners, whom he had feared more than the guards, this cell
was designed for a single man. The floor of his old cell had been
made of dirt and straw that attracted vermin; this one was of
flagstones. In his old cell, he had slept on the floor; here a low,
body-length shelf graced the left wall, and it even had blankets, a
pillow, and a thin mattress. His old cell had chains. He remembered
that most of all, and so, no doubt, did all of the inhabitants of
Parkside Prison, for he had kept the prisoners awake until midnight
his first night, screaming his throat raw. His guards, who had been
frustrated from taking action against him by the knowledge that his
transfer to the Eternal Dungeon had already been arranged, had
finally released him from his bonds. Thereafter, the keeper of
Parkside Prison had commented dryly when he came to speak to Elsdon
of his transfer, Elsdon had acted as a model prisoner.

He doubted he would be able to remain quiet
here for long. He looked more closely at the cell, seeking some
small sign of what would happen in the hours to come. A flash of
metal caught his attention, but he quickly saw that the metal was
no more than a collection of implements for his toiletry: a covered
chamber-pot, a pitcher and bowl, and a set of cloths. It was far
more than he had known at Parkside Prison. As for the fire . . .
that was the oddest part of all. There was no fire in this place,
not even a lamp. Instead, at the far end of the long, rectangular
cell, the wall seemed translucent, like thick ice upon a pond, and
beyond it was the dancing light he had seen behind his eyelids when
he entered the cell. He stared at it, trying to ascertain the cause
of the fire.

Behind him, Mr. Sobel said, "Now, then . . ."
His hand fell upon Elsdon's shoulder.

Elsdon spun with the desperate haste of a man
who has felt a dagger touch his back, and thrust away with his
hands, propelling the guard into the left-hand corner against the
wall that held the open cell door. Mr. Sobel's head met the wall
with a crack, and his eyes turned up in his head.

Elsdon saw no more than this, for he was
backing away, as hastily as he could, seeking refuge from what he
had done. None was to be found; the cell was too small for a hiding
place. He ended up in the right-hand corner next to the door, and
it was there that the younger guard's whip reached him.

His breath gasped in at the bite of the lash,
but his mind was scarcely on the burning line across his forearm.
He had turned his head, half expecting to see another corpse lying
motionless upon the ground. Vomit filled his mouth.

The whiplash came a second time, harder. He
closed his eyes against the pain and waited for the remainder. He
could not tell whether the younger guard wanted him on his knees or
crying for mercy or sobbing out apologies.

He could never tell. That was the
trouble.

"Mr. Urman!" Mr. Sobel's voice was
reassuringly sharp. Elsdon opened his eyes and looked over to the
corner opposite of him, where Mr. Sobel had pushed himself away
from the wall and was rubbing the back of his head. The older guard
said to his companion, "There is no need to continue once the
prisoner is subdued, Mr. Urman. You would be better off closing the
door you left agape."

The younger guard looked over at the doorway,
within easy reach of Elsdon, and his face went pink. Trailing his
whip behind him, he moved hastily toward the door, which opened
outwards.

"You may wait outside," Mr. Sobel told him.
He was still rubbing the back of his head, and his face was paler
than it had been before. As the door closed, he turned to Elsdon.
With a rueful expression, he said, "He's in training. May I see
your arm?"

Elsdon stared at him, but the guard did not
move from where he stood, so Elsdon nodded and held out the arm
that had two neat lines of blood across it. He was beginning to
shake now, and he had to swallow the foulness that still filled his
mouth.

Mr. Sobel misconstrued the cause of his
strain, saying, "Those are nasty cuts. You may need to see the
healer."

The guard's face remained pale, though he had
let go of the back of his head in order to examine Elsdon's arm.
Elsdon said hesitantly, unsure whether he would be believed, "I'm
sorry."

Mr. Sobel, who had taken out a clean
handkerchief from his pocket and was dabbing at Elsdon's wound,
looked up. After the briefest of moments, a smile crept into the
corners of his mouth. "It's my fault," the guard replied.
"Unnecessary touching of a prisoner – the High Seeker would give me
a hard beating if he'd witnessed that. Now, as I was saying before
I became so careless . . . Water's in the corner there and will be
replenished at mealtimes. If you run short, just knock on the cell
door. Mr. Urman and I, or the guards who take the day shift, will
be standing outside the cell at all times."

"Watching?" Elsdon blurted out. It seemed
unlikely, given the solid nature of the door, but Mr. Sobel nodded
and pointed to an eye-level hole in the door, barely more than a
pinprick.

"Watching at intervals," he said. "Or
full-time, if we should be ordered to do so. You won't know when
we're watching, so I suggest that you not try anything creative in
here."

Elsdon looked back at the cell, wondering
what creative activities the previous prisoners had attempted. He
could see no way to escape, even if such an idea had been on his
mind. Aside from the watch-hole and the tiny gap between the door
and the floor, the cell was completely enclosed, in a manner that
began to make him feel uneasy. It was like being chained. . . .
Thrusting the idea away hastily, before it should take effect upon
him, he made himself think about the thick glass wall. There was
something beyond it, some fire that was bringing light and warmth
into this room. The feeling of imprisonment here was just an
illusion, he told himself, knowing that he lied.

"Do you have any questions?" Mr. Sobel
asked.

He had many questions, but he could not clear
his throat to speak, for he had finally found what he was looking
for. Almost invisible against the translucent wall hung a metal
ring, at about the level his hands would be if he held them above
his head. He had seen rings like that at Parkside Prison, and had
seen them put to use.

Behind him, as quiet as a schoolmaster
murmuring approval, a voice said, "Thank you, Mr. Sobel. I will
answer any questions the prisoner has."

Elsdon turned slowly. The hooded man stood in
the doorway. He was dressed as he had been before, unarmed but for
the look in his eyes. He stepped away from the doorway as Mr. Sobel
made his exit. Then, as the door shut behind the guard, he said,
"Good evening, Mr. Taylor. I am your Seeker, Mr. Smith."

Elsdon made no reply. His eyes were searching
the Seeker's belt, looking for a rope or a chain or any other sign
of what was to take place here. His gaze jerked up, though, as the
Seeker said, "Mr. Taylor, do you enjoy pain?"

Elsdon swallowed. He shook his head.

"Then I advise you to listen carefully to
what I have to say next," continued Mr. Smith. "You will be given
few rules that you need to follow during your time here, but we
treat violations of those rules seriously. The first rule is that
you must show proper respect toward me, your Seeker. You must rise
to your feet whenever I am present, and where necessary you should
address me as 'Mr. Smith' or 'sir.' If you fail to show the same
sort of respect toward me that you would toward a schoolmaster or a
workmaster, then I fear that your visit here will shortly become
quite unpleasant. Is that clear, Mr. Taylor?"

"Yes," he said faintly. Then, as his heart
thudded within him: "I mean, Yes, sir."

The Seeker did not respond for a moment. His
posture was stiff, as though he were a guard on ceremonial duty,
and his eyes in the dancing light looked alternately dark and
glittering cold. He continued, "The second rule – and this is by
far the most important rule for prisoners – is that you must at all
times answer my questions truthfully. If, for some reason, you do
not feel ready to discuss a particular subject, you may say so, or
you may remain silent. But under no circumstances may you lie to
me. The consequences for such lying would be severe. And I should
warn you ahead of time, Mr. Taylor: I have been working in this
profession for twenty years. It is not easy for a prisoner to pass
off to me a lie as the truth."

He waited. Elsdon said, even more faintly
than before, "I understand, sir."

The eyes remained cold. Elsdon wondered
whether the Seeker had noticed that Elsdon had made no promises.
After a while, Mr. Smith said, "Those are the bindings placed upon
you as a prisoner. I should add that the same bindings are placed
upon me as your Seeker. I must treat you with respect in the manner
indicated before, and I must speak truth to you. If at any time you
believe that I have violated my duties toward you or that you have
been ill-used by one of your guards, you have the right to ask to
speak to the Eternal Dungeon's Codifier, who oversees the
inhabitants of the dungeon. In the extremely unlikely event that
your request should be ignored, you may bring the matter to the
attention of whichever magistrate judges your case, so that he may
investigate this violation of your rights. Is that clear?"

Elsdon's heart was beating faster than
before. It took him some time before he was able to repeat, "I
understand, sir."

"Do you have any questions?" the Seeker
asked. "About the routine of the dungeon? The times you will be
fed? The questions you will be asked? The instruments of torture I
use?"

The faintness went beyond Elsdon's voice this
time and entered his body. He could feel the sweat upon his skin;
he wondered whether he had turned white. He blurted out, "What if
I'm innocent?"

The Seeker's green gaze did not waver. "If
you are innocent, then I trust that our time together will be
short. I would far rather find a prisoner innocent than guilty; too
many prisoners are sent to us, and the quicker that we can release
them from here, the better. If your release is to the lighted world
rather than to the executioner, it is likely to come more quickly.
But we are commissioned by the Queen to ascertain the truth of
accusations of death-sentence crimes, and we are committed to
fulfill that commission. Please don't waste my time with false
pleas of innocence, Mr. Taylor. It will only make our time together
more difficult."

Elsdon did not reply. He was still standing
where he had been since the younger guard's whip touched him,
squeezed into the corner near the door. Mr. Smith had chosen to
stand in the opposite corner, out of arm's reach. Half-turned as
the Seeker was from the light flickering through the far wall,
Elsdon could see Mr. Smith's eyes only because he had a habit of
letting his head turn away briefly whenever Elsdon finished
speaking, as though entering into contemplation of the information
provided. Now, as Elsdon's silence continued, Mr. Smith's gaze
remained unwavering upon him.

"Are you ready, Mr. Taylor?" the Seeker asked
softly.

Elsdon found that he was hugging himself,
gripping his arms so tightly that his lashed arm burned. He could
not breathe, much less speak. He gave his head a single jerk of
acknowledgment, then looked, involuntarily, toward the ring on the
wall.

Mr. Smith made no move toward the ring,
however. He said, "Tell me about your mother."

Elsdon stared at him, convinced that he had
misheard. "Sir?"

"Your mother. She is no longer living, I
understand."

"No, sir," replied Elsdon. Then, realizing
the possible reason for the enquiry, he added hastily, "She died of
an accident. When I was quite young. I was only four when she fell
down the stairs in our house."

The Seeker nodded. "And did you love
her?"

"I suppose I must have. I don't really
remember her well."

"Your sister was how old when this
happened?"

He felt his throat tighten. "Less than a year
old."

"Then she did not take charge of the
household after your mother's death."

"No, I did. That is, when I grew a few years
older, I became the one who cared for Sara and gave orders to the
servants who ran the household. My father was too busy with his
business for that."

"And did your sister resent that? It must
have been hard for her, being forced to take orders from an older
brother rather than a parent."

The Seeker's voice was bleached clean of all
emotion, but Elsdon felt his muscles tighten. "I don't think so.
She said I was better qualified to run the household than she was –
she was nice that way, forever giving people praise they didn't
deserve. Actually, I always muddle the household accounts and make
all the wrong decisions about what food to buy and give the
servants the wrong orders."

"Your sister told you this?"

"No, my father explains afterwards, when he's
clearing up my messes. He's very patient with me."

The Seeker's gaze wandered away momentarily.
The hood hid his face so effectively that Elsdon could not begin to
guess what his expression might be; thus his body started as the
Seeker asked suddenly, "And did you love your sister?"

"Yes," he said swiftly. Then, when the Seeker
did not respond, "I did! Truly. We had the usual quarrels that
brothers and sisters have, but nothing more than that. . . ." His
words trailed off.

The Seeker said, in the same cool voice he
had used from the beginning, "I believe you."

Elsdon stared at him. "You do?"

His face half-hidden by the hood, the Seeker
raised his eyebrows. "I told you I had experience at this work, Mr.
Taylor. What of your father?"

"My father?"

"Do you love him?"

"Yes, of course."

This time the Seeker's gaze did not move from
Elsdon's face. After a long moment he said, with the quietness of a
hunting cat, "Mr. Taylor, in light of what I told you earlier,
would you like to withdraw that reply?"

"Sir?"

"You may remain silent, Mr. Taylor. You do
not need to respond to the question I asked you if you would not
feel comfortable doing so at this time. That is preferable to
speaking falsely."

"I don't understand." Elsdon's brow puckered
with puzzlement. "Of course I love my father. Why shouldn't I?"

Another patch of stillness occurred, broken
only by the continuing faint sound of the man elsewhere in the
dungeon; his sobs had turned to screams. The Seeker's expression
remained hidden. Then Mr. Smith said, very softly, "Mr. Taylor,
please go to the other end of the cell and remove your shirt."

Even as he spoke, the Seeker was turning
away, knocking lightly upon the door. The door opened immediately,
and the guards, apparently needing no instruction, walked into the
cell. The younger guard was already lifting the whip from his
belt.

Mr. Sobel closed the door behind them,
turning the key in the lock and dropping the key into a pocket
within his jacket. His gaze was upon the Seeker rather than Elsdon.
Mr. Smith looked back at Elsdon, still standing in the corner. He
waited.

Elsdon's limbs felt like rocks, too heavy to
move. He managed somehow to reach the other end of the cell, though
his hands were shaking by the time he untied the fastenings of his
shirt. The Seeker said nothing. He had not moved to take the whip
from the hand of Mr. Urman. He simply watched Elsdon, as a cat
might watch a cornered mouse: unblinking, body poised in readiness.
The stiffness that had been in his posture before had melted away,
as though he had reached his natural element.

When the shirt was in Elsdon's hand, he stood
uncertainly, clutching at the cloth like a child clutching at its
doll. Without a word, Mr. Sobel took the shirt from him, carefully
laying it upon the hard bed-shelf, then turned back and looked at
Mr. Smith. The Seeker nodded slightly, without removing his gaze
from Elsdon, and Mr. Sobel pulled from his side-pocket a leather
strap.

A sound escaped Elsdon then. He found that he
was pressing back against the flame-warmed wall, directly below the
iron ring. His throat made sound after sound as the older guard
stepped forward. The whip was forgotten; the Seeker was forgotten.
Elsdon's vision had narrowed to a rough strip of cowhide, no longer
than a forearm's length.

Mr. Sobel stopped suddenly in his tracks, and
Elsdon, turning his head to follow the older guard's gaze, saw that
Mr. Smith was scrutinizing him with narrowed gaze. "Mr. Taylor,"
the Seeker said quietly, "do you prefer not to be bound?"

It was the trap Elsdon had been expecting
since his arrival. Nothing in his life had trained him for the
experiences of this week; he was like an untutored babe thrown into
the water to drown. The only conclusion he had been able to reach
on his own, as he struggled to stay on the surface, was that he
must not let his Seeker guess about this. It would be like placing
the perfect instrument of torture in the man's hands, and inviting
him to make use of it.

What he had not taken into account was the
Seeker's ability to find the answers to questions without need for
his prisoner's words. After a moment more of scrutiny, Mr. Smith
nodded, and he gestured to Mr. Sobel. The leather strap disappeared
into the guard's pocket.

Mr. Smith turned his gaze back to his
disconcerted prisoner. "The binding is not a necessary part of the
procedure," he told Elsdon in as matter-of-fact a manner as if he
had been discussing which spices should be used in a dish. "Its
primary purpose is to assist the prisoner in remaining still during
the beating; if you move at the wrong moment, the possibility
exists of severe injury. If you believe that you can stay still on
your own, then you may remain unbound."

"Yes," said Elsdon before he could think
better of it. "Please don't bind me."

He caught his breath then, sensing the trap
close upon him like a vise. Bindings for his hands would come now,
and bindings for his feet, and for his legs and his arms and his
eyes . . .

The Seeker, though, seemed in no hurry to
follow up on his advantage. He made a circling gesture with his
hand. Elsdon, after a moment of incomprehension, turned to face the
wall, placing his forearms upon the wall and burying his face
within their refuge. His body was beginning to sweat from the heat
pressing through the wall, but the translucent blocks were not so
fiery as to burn him. He kept his eyes closed, tense in
anticipation.

The sound of a step next to him caused him to
jerk his head up and open his eyes. The Seeker was only an arm's
span from him now, and his hand was still empty of any whip or
binding or other instrument. His body looked as relaxed as that of
a man in bed with his beloved.

"Your records show that you were not beaten
by your schoolmasters," he said in the same matter-of-fact tone as
before, "and your back tells the same tale. This being the case, I
will give you the minimum punishment: five light lashes. You may
find them difficult to bear, since you have not experienced a
beating before. Please hold in mind that any further lies you tell
me will be treated more severely."

Elsdon bit his lip and began to bury his face
again, only to be frozen into inaction as Mr. Smith said, "Please
keep your face turned toward me, Mr. Taylor. Even at a low level
such as this, torture has its dangers. One of the ways in which I
judge whether the punishment is proceeding properly is by watching
your face."

The Seeker turned his head to look behind
Elsdon. Apparently matters were in readiness there, for Mr. Smith
turned back and said, "Please count the lashes for Mr. Urman."

"Count them?" Elsdon's voice emerged faint,
as though from a far distance.

"You will find this easier if you space the
lashes in accordance with your readiness to receive them. Begin
now."

Elsdon stared at the Seeker for a moment
more, but no further instruction was forthcoming. So, with breath
squeezed tight, Elsdon spoke the word.

He was barely aware of what followed, as far
as the beating was concerned. His thoughts were focussed upon the
Seeker's green eyes, which were flecked with bits of gold, and upon
the eyelids that did not blink. By the third lash, Elsdon had
almost forgotten that he was staring at something human, so still
was the Seeker. Thus he was startled when Mr. Smith said,
"Wait."

His gaze remained unwavering upon Elsdon, but
the fourth lash, for which Elsdon had just spoken the number, did
not fall. Elsdon, suddenly uneasy, turned his head to see that Mr.
Sobel was standing at his right side, his gaze fixed upon the
Seeker. The guard looked puzzled.

Elsdon slowly turned his head back toward Mr.
Smith. His heart was throbbing in his throat. The Seeker could not
know; he could not possibly know . . .

"Mr. Taylor," the Seeker said in his quiet
voice, "when were you last beaten, and what were the circumstances
of that beating?"

"I've never been—"

Elsdon's rapid response was instinctive; he
shut his mouth only because the Seeker's gaze had narrowed. The
cell was utterly silent. The tortured man elsewhere in the dungeon
had fallen silent. Perhaps the man had received mercy. Perhaps he
had entered into death.

"Do you wish to retract that answer?" the
Seeker asked softly.

Elsdon's throat hurt more than his back; he
could not swallow, much less speak. He nodded slightly.

The Seeker looked at him a while longer, then
stepped away. He picked up Elsdon's shirt, and handed it, not to
Elsdon, but to Mr. Sobel, who had come over to stand near him.

"We will speak again later," Mr. Smith said,
his eyes inscrutable in the flickering light. "Mr. Sobel, Mr. Urman
. . . I wish a word with you."

 


CHAPTER TWO

"Seekers!" grumbled Mr. Bergsen. "They should
all be hamstrung and thrown to the Vovimians."

Elsdon, startled, craned his head to look
back at the healer, who was rubbing ointment onto his back. "Excuse
me?" he said tentatively.

"Cruelty is bad enough. Cruelty that covers
itself as kindness is beyond bearing. Look at that!" He pointed at
Elsdon's back.

Elsdon tried to look and failed. He said, yet
more hesitantly, "It doesn't hurt very much, actually."

"Ah, they have you mind-twisted already.
'Just a light whipping, Mr. Taylor. It won't hurt you in the
least.' That's what you were told, wasn't it?"

"No," Elsdon replied truthfully. "Mr. Smith
told me it would hurt."

"In the very moment that he told you he was
showing you mercy, no doubt. Humph." The healer reached over and
scooped up a gob of ointment. "Bad enough that they should tear
apart the bodies of prisoners, but they insist on finding
justifications for what they do. 'The Code allows us to punish
prisoners if they break the rules placed upon them.' I wish I could
find every copy of their Code of Seeking and burn them all
to cinders. Turn a bit, please; the lash marks carry round to your
side."

Turning and raising his arms out of the way,
Elsdon said, "If you hate the Seekers so much, why do you work for
them?"

"You don't think I work for those
bloodletters, do you? I work for the Codifier – not that that's
much of an improvement, I'll admit. But at least I can prevent the
Seekers from torturing prisoners whose health won't stand for that
sort of treatment. When those deaf-and-dumb Seekers listen to me,
that is." He swept the ointment on with broad strokes of the hand
as Elsdon bit his lip against the sting.

"Take your case," said Mr. Bergsen, his eyes
attentive on his work. "I received your medical records late last
night, with a polite note from Mr. Smith requesting immediate
approval of you for possible torture. Note how he phrased that:
'approval,' as though the idea of my disapproving of torture
wouldn't cross his mind. So I sent him back a message saying that,
as far as your body's health was concerned, you weren't likely to
die of heart failure if you were tortured, but that if he had any
concern for your mind's health, he should take a more careful look
at your records." The healer snorted. "I should have spelled
matters out at a level a two-year-old could understand. —Right,
strip off the remainder of your clothes, please."

Elsdon stared at the healer, his heart
suddenly painful in its throbbing.

"Don't look at me like that," the healer said
with irritability. "You don't have anything underneath that I
haven't seen before. Do you think I've practiced the healing arts
for forty years without encountering the wicked ways of the
world?"

Elsdon whispered, "Mr. Smith . . ."

"You insult me. You insult the entire Guild
of Healers. Do you really think I would pass on to a third person
what I learn from a medical inspection? Come, I don't have much
time. I have to check on the progress of a prisoner who was racked
yesterday."

Elsdon glanced at the door. The first thing
the healer had done upon his entrance was cover the door's
watch-hole with a bit of chewing-gum, apparently undisturbed by the
prospect that the guards would object. Slowly Elsdon stripped
himself; then, at the healer's gesture, he lay stomach-down upon
the cool mattress of the bed-shelf. His face was blazing hot as he
buried it in his arms.

"Hmm." The healer touched him lightly,
causing Elsdon to flinch. Then Mr. Bergsen said, "Nasty, nasty. As
bad as I've ever seen. No marks across the kidney, though.
Someone's been careful of your life, if not your health. . . . Very
well, you may clothe yourself again."

Elsdon did so; he was shaking by the time he
finished fumbling his fingers around the knots in his shirt. The
healer was busy packing up his bag. He left the ointment on the
bed-shelf, saying, "Spread that on when it hurts again. Your upper
back will be healed within a day or two; Mr. Smith does at least
know how to order his guards to keep a beating light."

"If I'm beaten harder . . ." Elsdon ventured
to say.

"Won't happen. When I heard what a fool the
High Seeker had made of himself, I went into his office and tore up
every torture request the Record-keeper had sent me. Then I flung
the scraps of paper into Mr. Smith's face."

Elsdon found that, unexpectedly, he was
having to bite his lip to keep from laughing. There was a
suggestion of a twitch at the healer's lips as he added, "After
he'd apologized to me, I grudgingly agreed to approve the torture
of the other prisoners. But not in your case. Let the High Seeker
go practice his sadistic pleasures on other young men." He stood
up, strode over to the door, and rapped on it, waiting for it to
open.

Elsdon, standing next to the bed-shelf,
looked down at the ointment. He picked it up and was contemplating
it when he heard Mr. Bergsen cough from the open doorway.

"It's not poisonous," the healer said as he
peeled the gum off the watch-hole, "so it won't do you any good to
eat it. I'm sorry; there are limits to what I can do for
prisoners." And then he swept away, his voice high in indignation
at the guards who helped the Seekers in their bloody work.

o—o—o

"Hoi!"

Elsdon had been screwing and unscrewing the
ointment jar as though he were a schoolmaster demonstrating the
principle of eternal rebirth. Startled out of his thoughts, he
looked up from where he sat, at the far end of the cell, with his
back warmed by the fiery wall. Mr. Sobel was standing in the cell,
with the door closed behind him. He held up a yellow ball for
Elsdon's view.

"Would you like this?" he asked.

Elsdon stared at the apple before saying
hesitantly, "I've already been fed."

"Yes, I know, but I was given two in my
dinner by mistake, and I thought you'd like the other one." He
pulled a second apple from his pocket, tossing the first to
Elsdon.

Elsdon caught it in an automatic manner,
staring past the fruit to the guard. Mr. Sobel was as old as
Elsdon's father, in his forties, but in manner of speech and
gesture he seemed much the same as Elsdon's age-mates. He was
tossing the other apple up and down in his hand now, saying, "May I
sit?"

Too late, Elsdon wondered whether the rules
he had been given earlier applied to guards as well. He nodded
mutely, and Mr. Sobel came forward and sat down in front of him,
within arm's reach. In an easy manner, he slid his dagger from its
sheath and began using it to cut his apple.

After a moment, Elsdon said, "Are you allowed
to be in here like this?"

"Not when I'm on duty," the guard replied,
stretching his legs out to the side. "Bloody blades, it's good to
be sitting again. I don't know what kind of madness muddled me into
taking up work that requires me to stand for half the clock-hours
of the day."

"Mr. Bergsen doesn't seem to like his work
here either," Elsdon commented. "I always thought of the Eternal
Dungeon as being a place whose gates were clogged with thousands of
prison workers, demanding to be let in."

Mr. Sobel snorted as the juice from the cut
apple trickled over his fingers. "That's an apt image. We get
scores of requests for employment here every year. Every guard and
torturer in the world seems to have made it his aim to work here,
for at least a short while."

"So it's hard to choose among them?"

"Oh, it's easy to choose among them. Almost
none of them would be able to withstand the weight placed upon them
here. —Look, do you need this to cut that?" He held out his dagger,
hilt-first, to Elsdon.

Elsdon felt his breath freeze in his chest as
he stared down at the blade. After a moment he shook his head
quickly and took a bite of his apple. He nearly choked on the bile
that was rising to fill his throat.

The guard appeared uninterested in the
aftermath of whatever test he had set. He was concentrating on
wiping his dagger clean of juice with a handkerchief he had pulled
from his pocket. "We had a foreign torturer come to demonstrate his
skills here last year," he said. "A man who was the most famed
torturer in his land; it was said that no prisoner could hold out
against him. After seeing his technique, everyone here agreed that
he was virtually matchless in his skills. He was nearly as skilled
as the High Seeker."

Elsdon managed to swallow the apple and the
bile. "So you hired him?"

"No, we sent him on his way. He could break a
prisoner, but he was willing to do so for any reason. The goal of
the breaking was of no interest to him. He wasn't the sort of man
who would ever be able to understand the reasons why we do the work
here that we do."

Elsdon slowly stroked the smooth skin of the
apple, barely aware that the fruit was in his lap. "So why
do you do this work?"

For a moment it seemed that Mr. Sobel would
not reply. His gaze had drifted away, as though he were seeing
something beyond the cell. Then he said, "Do you believe in eternal
rebirth?"

"Of course," responded Elsdon with surprise.
"Who doesn't?"

Mr. Sobel shrugged. "The Vovimians
don't."

"They're barbarians."

"Well, then. If a person commits a terrible
crime, and no one ever requires him to confess his crime and pay
his debt in whatever manner he can . . . When he finally dies, do
you believe that he'll be reborn?"

The silence extended for a long time. From
where he sat, Elsdon could hear the faint rumble of flames behind
him. He pulled away from the wall, feeling the bond of sweat
joining back and shirt. "That's why this is called the Eternal
Dungeon? Because you help prisoners to continue in eternal
rebirth?"

The guard nodded without speaking.

Elsdon said, "I thought— I'd thought it was
named that because no one who is imprisoned here ever leaves
here."

Without warning, the guard gave a short
laugh. "Well, there's a dust-speck of truth to that, I suppose. But
for the most part, this isn't a dungeon for long-term imprisonment.
It's a dungeon for searching men and women who have been accused of
death-sentence crimes."

"No, I meant . . ." His voice trailed
off.

"Oh." The guard's expression turned grave.
"You tell that rumor to any Seeker, and he'll be hard pressed to
hide his fury. Seekers consider it a terrible failure if a prisoner
dies while being searched. Our job is to ascertain whether the
prisoner has committed a crime, and then to hand him over to the
magistrates afterwards."

"So most of the dungeon's prisoners go
free?"

He tried to hide the eagerness in his voice,
but must not have succeeded, for the look of pity on Mr. Sobel's
face was plain. "No," the guard said quietly. "Most prisoners are
executed on the magistrates' orders for their crimes."

Metal squeaked at the other end of the cell.
The door opened a short space, and the day guard who had brought
Elsdon his dinner poked his head inside. "Mr. Aaron wants to see
you," he told Mr. Sobel. "He sent a message about a report you
haven't submitted yet."

Mr. Sobel groaned as he rose to his feet.
"Sometimes," he said, "I think we would break more prisoners by
handing them over to the Record-keeper and having him badger them
to submit their confessions." He tossed his half-finished apple
into Elsdon's lap, saying, "I'll see you this evening. Don't worry;
you'll find that matters have changed with the High Seeker." Then
he was gone, before Elsdon could ask him what he meant.

o—o—o

But he was right. Late that evening, as
Elsdon stood in front of his black-hooded Seeker, unable to hide
the wave of trembling that racked his body, he heard Mr. Smith say,
"I wish to apologize, Mr. Taylor."

"Sir?" His voice came out no louder than a
mouse's.

"I made a grave error yesterday – two errors,
in fact, but the first was the gravest. When you told me that you
loved your father, I believed that you were deliberately lying to
me."

Elsdon waited, but the High Seeker said no
more, so finally Elsdon replied in a low voice, "I do love him. I
don't know why you think I don't."

"You did not deliberately lie to me, Mr.
Taylor; I can see that now. I am sorry for my misjudgment of you. I
assure you I will take care that I do not misjudge you again."

Elsdon found that he was having a hard time
keeping his gaze focussed upon the High Seeker's intense eyes. He
waited with taut muscles for the searching to begin again.

"Tell me about your school, Mr. Taylor."

"Sir?" He supposed that, by this time, he
should stop sounding startled at every remark the hooded man
made.

"I would like to know about your school. Tell
me what it looks like." And though his posture did not relax, Mr.
Smith steadied himself with his hand against the wall, as though he
had come to the cell for no purpose other than to hear how
architects designed school-halls these days.

o—o—o

"He doesn't ask me anything that might have
to do with me committing a crime," Elsdon said. "All he talks about
is my schooldays: what my schoolwork was like, whether I had good
times with my age-mates, and so on."

"He hasn't asked you about your family at
all?" said Mr. Sobel, leaning over to scoop up the gravy from his
dinner plate.

"Only indirectly. He asked me why, when I
left school, I didn't go looking for work."

Carefully licking gravy from his spoon, Mr.
Sobel said, "I'd wondered that too. When I came of age, I couldn't
have been more eager to leave home. I wanted to prove my worth
among other men."

"Oh." Elsdon's face grew warm. He leaned
forward and stared at the remains of his own dinner. "Well, you've
seen what I'm like."

"Yes?" The guard's voice held nothing more
than mild curiosity.

"I'm not— That is, I couldn't hope to compete
among other men. Not the way I am. I was grateful that my father
was willing to pay me for taking care of his household. He was more
generous than I deserved."

Ironware scraped against pottery as Mr. Sobel
made another searching for any remaining gravy. "I don't
understand," the guard said. "I saw your school records; you had
high marks. Why do you think you wouldn't do well in a job?"

Elsdon swallowed around the painful hardness
growing in his throat. "My school-marks were deceptive. The essence
of what I am— My family always knew the truth."

"I thought you told Mr. Smith that your
sister had a high opinion of you."

Elsdon's gaze flew up toward the guard, who
was lapping away at his iron spoon. For a moment, Elsdon almost
spoke; then he closed his mouth quickly.

The guard gave a soft chuckle. "He doesn't
talk to me about your sessions. It was in the first-day searching
report he filed with the Record-keeper. The High Seeker is as much
a prisoner of documentwork as the rest of us."

Elsdon nodded. His face had grown warm again.
Reaching down to toy with his spoon – the only ironware permitted
to prisoners – he said, "Sara was always generous too. But my
father – he knows the truth about me."

Even as he spoke, he knew he had gone too
far, and he tensed. But when he looked up again, he was surprised
to see a faint expression of distress upon the guard's face, as
though he had committed a social breach.

"I shouldn't be asking you questions about
your family," Mr. Sobel said. "It comes too close to searching, and
the Code won't allow guards to search prisoners. It just seems odd
to me, that you'd feel you were unqualified for work other than
supervising your father's household. Did you tell Mr. Smith all
this?"

"Yes, of course. And then he asked me what
types of work the other boys at my school chose. His questions
don't make any sense."

The guard shrugged, scraping at his dish. "He
often doesn't make sense to me either. If you were to ask any
prison worker in the world which man was most skilled at the art of
searching prisoners, they wouldn't hesitate to say, 'Layle Smith.'
But if you were to ask anyone how the High Seeker does his work . .
. After seventeen years, I've given up trying to understand the
questions he asks prisoners."

"That's how long you've been with Mr. Smith?"
As he spoke, Elsdon leaned back against the fiery wall. They were
on the floor again, as they had been for the past three mornings,
this being the period when they shared dinnertime. Sitting on the
floor allowed Mr. Sobel to stretch out his tired legs.

The guard nodded. "I've been with him since
his arrival at the Eternal Dungeon. He was transferred here from
another prison, but of course he had to be retrained, as all of us
do. He was taught by the old High Seeker – the High Torturer, he
was called back in those days. I was guard for the High Torturer;
after the training period I asked permission to serve as guard to
Mr. Smith."

"That didn't anger the High Torturer? —You
can have my gravy, by the way."

"Are you sure?" Mr. Sobel waited for Elsdon's
nod before reaching over to take the plate. He sighed, saying,
"Stealing food from a prisoner. I hope the Codifier never finds out
about this. . . . No, the High Torturer was pleased when I asked
for the transfer. He knew – we all knew – that Mr. Smith would be
the one to succeed him, and the High Torturer wanted an experienced
guard to help Mr. Smith learn the ways of the Eternal Dungeon." Mr.
Sobel leaned forward and scraped the gravy from Elsdon's plate.
"Not that I've ever done much besides stand around, dropping my jaw
in awe. —Bloody blades, no, don't give me your apple too. I don't
mind falling into the hands of the Codifier, but if Mr. Smith
should learn I'm taking food from you . . ."

"Oh, but maybe it would help you to be Mr.
Smith's prisoner." Elsdon gave a small smile. "Good experience for
a guard, don't you think?"

Mr. Sobel shuddered visibly. "No, thank you.
I'd prefer to be put on the rack by any of the other Seekers rather
than endure five minutes being searched by the High Seeker."

"But you must know him well if you've been
his guard for seventeen years. Are you friends with him?"

Mr. Sobel suddenly seemed to lose interest in
his food. Abandoning the last of the gravy, he pushed the plate
back and shook his head silently.

Elsdon contemplated his bowed head for a
moment before saying, "I suppose it wouldn't be professional for
the two of you to form a friendship."

The guard shook his head slowly. "No, it's
not that. I . . ." He looked up. There was a tension to his
expression that Elsdon had never seen before, even in the moments
after Elsdon had attacked the guard.

"If you had a very great darkness in you,"
Mr. Sobel said carefully, "a darkness so deep that it would
frighten even those who worked in the bloodiest professions . . .
Would you be able to share yourself with someone who had never
experienced such darkness?"

Elsdon wanted to sever his gaze then, but the
strain in Mr. Sobel's face would not permit him to do so. He said
softly, "I've seen that in Mr. Smith."

The guard shook his head. "You haven't," he
said firmly. "Truly, you've seen only the surface of the High
Seeker so far. This other part of him . . . I don't know how deep
it goes, but it only begins to show itself when he's with the worst
prisoners, the ones he must rack. He uses it as a way to frighten
them into confessing."

"And you've seen this." Elsdon's voice
remained soft.

Mr. Sobel let out his breath slowly. "Yes. I
attend him in the rack room. Afterwards— It affects me almost as
much as it does the prisoners, and I know Mr. Smith senses that.
It's little wonder he doesn't want to share more of himself with me
when we're in our leisure hours."

"Perhaps he's afraid to." Even as he spoke,
Elsdon realized how absurd his words were. He was not surprised
when a faint smile drifted onto the lips of the guard.

But all that Mr. Sobel said was, "You're
odd."

Elsdon bit his lip, making no response.

"Not odd in a bad way," the guard added
hastily. "It's just that here you are, a prisoner in the Eternal
Dungeon . . . and yet, every time we meet, somehow we always end up
talking about my troubles."

"Perhaps I'm just trying to deflect the
conversation from me."

"Maybe. I suppose the High Seeker would be
able to know that."

Elsdon shifted uneasily, playing with the
ironware once more. "What I said before about Mr. Smith . . . Don't
pay any care to me; I always get things in a muddle. I'm sure that
when Mr. Smith is with his friends— What is it?"

He could not have said what made him sure
that some great discovery had been made, for Mr. Sobel had neither
spoken nor moved. Only his expression changed slightly, and this
was quickly hidden as the guard got onto his knees and began to
collect the plates.

Watching him, Elsdon said slowly, "Mr. Smith
doesn't have any friends."

The guard looked up finally. Distress lay
upon his face. "Look," he said, "we shouldn't be talking about the
High Seeker like this. It isn't right."

"I'm sorry," said Elsdon quickly. "I'm
invading his privacy, and yours."

"I don't mind talking to you about my life,
but . . ." Mr. Sobel uttered a soft curse and rose, abandoning the
plates. He thumped his fist against the fiery wall, then stared at
the flames for a moment before giving Elsdon a rueful smile. "Now
you see why I'm not qualified to be a Seeker. Mr. Smith would never
have let you trail-blaze the conversation like that."

"I'm sorry," repeated Elsdon, his voice
falling back into hesitancy.

"Oh, I don't mind, usually. It's a weight off
me from other times, when I must be the one giving prisoners
orders."

Elsdon watched the guard as he strode back
and forth across the tiny confines of the cell, stopping
occasionally to stand like a stork and shake the cramps from his
loose leg. Through the door came the muted sounds of morning-time.
It still disconcerted Elsdon to have his evening meal at dawn,
though only the changing of guard shifts could have told him how
much time had passed in this sunless place.

"You spoke earlier of a weight placed on
guards and Seekers," Elsdon said. "What did you mean by that?"

"I meant the Code." Then, seeing Elsdon's
blank look, Mr. Sobel added, "The Code of Seeking – it's our
rule book. Our code of ethics. Our philosophy. . . . I'm not sure
how to describe it. It tells why we are different from the other
dungeons and prisons of the world, and what rules we must follow to
assist the prisoners."

"To assist them in confessing, you mean?"
Elsdon said slowly.

"Oh, more than that." Mr. Sobel stopped a
moment and chewed on his thumb, his brows drawn low in
concentration, then nodded at a thought. "Here's what I mean. The
Code says that if a guard observes any unusual behavior in a
prisoner, he must report it to a Seeker."

"What sort of unusual behavior?"

"Anything at all. For example, when Mr. Urman
sliced you with his whip, you barely reacted. I didn't notice this,
because my eyes were closed from the knock on the head you'd given
me. But that lack of reaction was unusual. Mr. Urman should have
reported that to Mr. Smith when the High Seeker arrived at your
cell. If he had, Mr. Smith would have known that you had
experienced severe pain in the past and would have taken that into
account when deciding whether to have you beaten."

Elsdon pulled his legs up against his chest
and said nothing.

"Some guards think the rule about reporting
unusual behavior is foolish, but you've seen for yourself what can
happen if it's not followed," continued Mr. Sobel. "The Code chains
guards and Seekers with all sorts of rules like that, for the sake
of the prisoners."

"So that's the only weight upon you? The
Code?"

Mr. Sobel stopped in mid-stride and looked
over at Elsdon, huddled against the wall. The guard cocked his head
as he said, "What other weight do you have in mind?"

"I don't know." Elsdon stared down at the
tips of his calf shoes. "Any sort of weight. I should think it
would be hard being a guard – having to hurt prisoners, to frighten
them . . ."

Mr. Sobel gave a sharp laugh. "Bloody blades,
I can't believe we're having this conversation. Yes, you're right
about that – at least, it's hard for me. But if you want to know
the worst weight . . . It's not being sure."

"Not being sure?" Elsdon lifted his head.

"About the prisoners who are executed.
Sometimes I'm not sure whether they really were guilty, or whether
they just told us what they thought we wanted to hear. I wake up
sweat-soaked in bed sometimes, thinking about that."

The guard's eyes were lowered now, his body
still. He was silent for a long moment as Elsdon watched him, his
own tension forgotten. Finally Elsdon said, "Is that the greatest
weight upon the High Seeker too?"

The guard looked up. "I don't know," he said
quietly. "Why don't you ask him?"

 


CHAPTER THREE

The High Seeker remained motionless, like a
hidden viper. After a long while he said, "If you were to ask the
other Seekers in this place, I imagine that most of them would
answer as Mr. Sobel did, that the greatest weight upon them is the
fear that they have caused the death of innocent men and
women."

Elsdon, who always seemed to end up crammed
as far as he could into the near corner of the cell, said, "That
isn't your greatest weight?"

"No. Mine is that I may have caused the
release of guilty men and women."

Elsdon gripped his hands together so tightly
they hurt. After a time he said, "I suppose that could cause the
death of innocents also. I mean, if the criminals are murderers,
and they repeat their crimes."

"That also, of course. But my immediate
charge as a Seeker is to assist prisoners, and if I allow them to
leave here trapped within the same darkness that brought them here,
there is a chance they will never free themselves from that
darkness. There are few places in the world that make as much
effort to free prisoners from their dark chains as the Eternal
Dungeon does."

"I suppose," Elsdon said in a soft voice,
"that is true for the Seekers as well. So it must be especially
hard for a Seeker to fail in breaking the chains of a prisoner, if
his own chains were broken here."

Mr. Smith seemed disinclined to speak for a
while. His cool green gaze kept Elsdon pinned to the wall. Finally
he said, "Mr. Taylor, it has been many years since I have searched
a prisoner who is as difficult as you are."

Elsdon felt confusion take hold of him.
"Sir?"

"I ask you why you failed to leave your
father's household upon your coming of age, and you treat me to a
discourse on your father's dilemmas in finding someone to run his
household. I ask you what work you were most skilled at in school,
and you tell me about the problems your age-mates had in deciding
where to take their skills after school-leaving. I ask you whether
you got along well with your schoolmasters, and you outline – at
great length – the health troubles each schoolmaster endures. And
now, if I understand you correctly, you are seeking to comfort your
torturer. Why?"

The final word came as a whiplash. Elsdon
jerked back instinctively; his backbone ground into the corner. He
said breathlessly, "I was just wondering if you knew . . . That is,
if someone is chained in darkness as you say, how does he free
himself from that?"

A long silence followed. The High Seeker's
gaze had turned away from Elsdon, as was his custom, and Elsdon was
left alone with the small sounds of the prison: angry shouts coming
faintly from another cell, and fainter still, the sound of fire
behind the translucent wall. He could not hear the guards; he
wondered whether Mr. Sobel was watching this conversation, and
listening.

Finally Mr. Smith said, in as even a voice as
he used at all other times, "When I was quite young, my mother
taught me that, if you do mischief, the best way to keep yourself
from doing mischief again in the future is to tell someone that
you've done wrong – a parent, or some other figure of authority –
and to ask their help in making whatever reparation you can for
your misdeed."

"And the reparation—" Elsdon was forced to
swallow in an attempt to open his tight throat. "What sort of
reparation—? That is, if I knew someone who had committed a crime,
and he was sorry for it, would the fact that he was sorry count in
his favor? Could his reparation be less?"

His green gaze now locked upon Elsdon, the
High Seeker said, "It is difficult to discuss this matter in the
abstract. But if, for example, someone had murdered a member of his
own family, and had done so without provocation from the family
member, then I must tell you that I think it's likely any
magistrate would place the death sentence upon him."

Another silence followed. Elsdon, who had
pushed himself as far into the corner as any human being could
possibly go, felt sweat cover his skin as though Mr. Smith had been
torturing him with a brand. After a long moment, the High Seeker
said, "Shall we continue this discussion tomorrow, Mr. Taylor?"

Elsdon shook his head. "No," he said in a low
voice. "Now. I'm ready now to tell you what happened."

He spoke the final words in a whisper. The
High Seeker nodded and glanced toward the door. As though a signal
knock had been given, the door opened, and Mr. Sobel walked in. He
was carrying a memorandum book and a pencil.

When the door had closed again, and Mr. Sobel
was poised with pencil to paper, the High Seeker turned his
attention back to his prisoner. Elsdon swallowed, trying to wet his
dry mouth, and said, "I don't know where to begin."

"I would suggest," said the High Seeker,
"that you begin with your father."

o—o—o

He was four when his mother died. The death
came with no warning other than raised voices, and those were
hardly unusual in his family: his mother had a fiery temper and
often quarrelled with his father, always racing from the house
afterwards in a fury. So Elsdon was not startled out of his play
with his baby sister until he heard a scream, followed by a series
of loud thumps upon the stairs. When he ran to the foot of the
stairway to look, he found his mother lying crumpled there, as his
father stared down the stairs with disbelief.

After that, matters changed between himself
and his father. He could not remember the first time it happened,
but the pattern remained the same forever after: his father would
come into his bedroom, speak in a friendly manner to him about his
play or other activities of the day, and then, with no change of
expression, his father would bind him and beat him.

At first Elsdon assumed that all boys were
treated thus by their fathers. Not until he reached school age did
he learn that, in the queendom of Yclau, boys were normally beaten
only by their schoolmasters, and then only for dreadful
offenses.

Since his father was in all other respects a
man who adhered strictly to custom, Elsdon could only conclude that
there was something particularly awful about himself that caused
his father to punish him. Gradually he came to connect the beatings
with the raised voices he had heard on the day of his mother's
death, and with his father's occasional gentle hints that he
possessed too much of his mother in him.

He had been too ashamed of the beatings to
speak of them to his age-mates; now his shame deepened. He was
grateful that his father always beat him on the bottom, where he
could hide the scars from others, and he acquired a body shyness so
intense that even the neighborhood healer ceased urging him to
disrobe himself of his drawers.

His father was usually careful not to beat
him elsewhere on the body. On the few occasions that the belt
slipped, his father promptly took Elsdon to the healer. Elsdon
always found ways to explain how his injuries had arisen, and he
was grateful that his father backed his falsehoods. It was one of
many kindnesses his father showed him, for he was a man who
demonstrated great patience toward the ill-made son he had
begotten.

At first Elsdon hoped that the beatings would
drive from him whatever his father feared, but matters only
worsened as Elsdon grew older. At times, Elsdon was seized with a
fury he could not contain, and once, for no reason that he could
understand, he threw a vase at his father. The vase missed, but
Elsdon was terrified at what he had done. He was not surprised that
his father's beatings became more frequent after that.

In the final year of his childhood, there was
a change. Increasingly, Elsdon was finding that the hardest part of
his punishments was not the beating but the binding. His father
must have guessed that, for one day the punishment abruptly
switched: instead of beating him, his father simply bound and
blindfolded him, then left him tied to his bed overnight.

Now he not only had to endure the shame of
knowing what he was, but also the shame of soiled bed-linens. He
washed them himself, determined that the servants should not know
the truth about him. When he began to find it harder and harder to
keep from screaming during the bindings, he begged his father to
gag him. His father complied.

Elsdon had tried to hide the truth from his
sister as well, but she knew. She was utterly unlike her mother,
with no fire in her; instead, she had an innocent sweetness about
her. She would come to his bedroom after the punishments and hold
him while he cried. Once she even came into his room while he was
tied and tried to free him. He begged her to leave him be, and she,
uncertain as to the reason for the punishments, did as Elsdon
wished.

It was a few months after his birthday of
manhood that he finally rebelled against his father. His rebellion
was not out of any lessening feeling that he deserved the
punishments; it was simply that he considered himself too old to
endure such punishments at his father's hands. If punishment was
needed, he told his father, then his father should give Elsdon over
to the city's patrol soldiers so that Elsdon could receive his
punishment as a man does.

His father said nothing; he simply gave his
son a look that sent Elsdon into his sister's room, where he cried
in her arms for several hours.

The next day Elsdon murdered her.

He could not remember afterwards what the
cause of the quarrel was, though he was sure that it was nothing
more than the type of argument brothers and sisters normally have.
He had never had any other type of quarrel with his sister. Yet in
the midst of it, the fury came suddenly upon him, and what followed
was a dark tumbling of screams and pleas and his sister's blood
upon his hands.

And then it was over, and as Elsdon crouched
down beside Sara, desperately searching for signs of life, he knew,
finally, what it was that his father had feared about him.

o—o—o

"He knew what I was, you see," Elsdon said in
a broken voice. "Nobody else did. My schoolmasters thought I was
bright-witted, and my friends thought I was kind and good. But he
knew the truth. I remember once he told me it was a shame I'd
inherited my mother's face. I thought at first he meant only that
he wished I wasn't ugly, but it was more than that. He knew that
the ugliness was in my essence. He saw how lack-witted I was, and
how cowardly, and how vicious . . . Well, you know all this. I
don't know why I'm bothering to tell you."

The High Seeker did not speak for a time. He
had remained motionless during the recitation, his gaze unwavering
upon Elsdon's face, with no change of expression in his eyes to
reveal what he thought. Now he said softly, "You appear to have a
high opinion of my ability to know you. I erred about you on your
first day here, as you'll recall."

"No." Elsdon shook his head vigorously. "You
were right then. I didn't deliberately lie to you, but I did lie. I
hate my father – I hate him as much as I must have hated Sara. It's
a mercy he told the soldiers to arrest me, because I probably would
have murdered him too, and anyone else who came my way." He forced
himself to raise his head so that his gaze was level with the High
Seeker's. "I'm sorry. I should have told you the truth the first
day rather than force you to be patient with me, as my father
was."

Mr. Smith's eyes were unblinking, like that
of a serpent. "As it happens," he said coolly, "you are right that
I know what you are. I have known what you are since the first day.
The question is whether you are willing to listen to me if I tell
you."

Elsdon's hands had been gripping each other.
Now he brought his fists up to his lips and bowed his head over
them. He nodded, a single jerk of the head.

"Will you believe me?" persisted Mr.
Smith.

"Yes," whispered Elsdon. "You told me the
truth about my execution."

"But will you believe that I have the skill
to have discerned your essence during our short time together?"

"You've talked to me for nearly half the
clock-hours of each day since I arrived," said Elsdon. "And even if
you hadn't—" He stopped abruptly, and looked over at the third man
in the cell.

Mr. Sobel had been perusing the pages he had
written while Elsdon was giving his confession. Every now and then
he crossed something out and scribbled in a correction. Now he
raised his gaze from the papers. His eyes met Elsdon's; neither man
spoke.

"Mr. Sobel," said the High Seeker, "will you
wait outside, please?"

The guard left the cell silently. When the
door closed, Elsdon said, "That's why you ordered Mr. Sobel to talk
to me. To find out the truth about me."

"Is that the observation of a lack-witted
man?"

The remark, coming as it did without warning,
stung Elsdon as much as his father's beatings once had. He stared
down at the ground, trying to blink away the moisture on the edges
of his eyelids.

"You mistake me, Mr. Taylor." The High
Seeker's voice remained as cool as before. "I am telling you that
you should not have believed what your father told you about your
lack-wittedness. I do not need to trust your schoolmasters' reports
on this matter; you have demonstrated your intelligence since the
moment of your arrival here."

"But my father knew me—"

"Knew that you were a coward? Mr. Taylor, I
can assure you that, if there is any place in the world where
cowardice reveals itself, it is in the Eternal Dungeon. You have
shown a reasonable fear of what fate awaited you here, nothing
more. As for your purported ugliness—"

The change came without warning: a deepening
of the creases around the High Seeker's eyes. The smile was in his
voice also as he said, "I don't think your looks are a matter which
need cause you any distress, Mr. Taylor."

"But I'm vicious," Elsdon whispered. "Even if
the rest of what you say is true, you know I'm a brutal man.
I told you what I did to my sister."

The smile disappeared from Mr. Smith's eyes.
"You are chained by darkness. I will not deny that. You have been
in grave danger from your furies, and it is well that you recognize
that. But there is more to you than viciousness, as you have
demonstrated by giving your confession freely."

Elsdon shook his head slowly. His hands were
still clutching each other beneath his chin. "You would have broken
me anyway, with Mr. Sobel's help—"

"A breaking is about to occur," Mr. Smith
said, "but it is not my breaking. Mr. Taylor, do you know why I
sent Mr. Sobel to talk with you?"

"In order to search me so that he could give
you the information you needed to break me—"

"No. The Code forbids guards from searching
prisoners, nor do I know what conversations passed between you and
Mr. Sobel."

The High Seeker reached out then and placed
his palm against the wall, resting himself lightly against the grey
stone. He said softly, "We have two basic methods of breaking, Mr.
Taylor, and we use variations on these methods with all the
prisoners. With prisoners who are uncooperative, we do our best to
instill fear in them, making ourselves appear to be an enemy too
fearsome to be held out against. Mr. Urman's report of your attack
on Mr. Sobel led me to believe initially that you were such a
prisoner; hence my effort to frighten you on the first day."

"And the cooperative prisoners?" Elsdon
asked, his interest quickening despite his worries.

"We try to establish trust with them. We
allow them to see that we are not their enemy, and though we cannot
save most of the prisoners from the consequences of what they have
done, we will endeavor to see that their fates are no worse than
the law demands. That is why I sent Mr. Sobel to you, Mr. Taylor:
so you would know that there is at least one person in this dungeon
you can trust."

"I trust you."

Another change came into Mr. Smith's
expression, but this one Elsdon could not read, nor could he read
the shift in the High Seeker's body as Mr. Smith drew himself up
rigid. He was as stiff now as he had been on the first day, and on
most of the occasions since then.

"If you trust me," the High Seeker said, his
voice turning from coolness to coldness, "do you trust me to tell
you the truth about you? For though Mr. Sobel did not report to me
his conversations with you, he did give me one piece of information
that I felt would be invaluable in your breaking."

"What information?" Elsdon asked, his throat
tightening. He pulled back once more, squeezing into the corner as
though he might find refuge there.

"He said that you asked no questions about
your own welfare; you asked only about the welfare of those who
were imprisoning you." The High Seeker's voice grew soft. "That is
the essence of what you are, Mr. Taylor. Your father lied to you.
And that is why you hate your father: because he lied to you and
abused you most brutally."

A dark wave, dashing itself upon a solid
rock, shatters into a million teardrops and dissolves into the
spray rising toward the sun. So it was with Elsdon; he felt his
body racked over and over with the pain as he crouched down on the
floor, sobbing. The bile was in his mouth again, but he barely
noticed it. He was too busy feeling his bones shatter from the
impact of the storm-wave.

He did not notice Mr. Smith move toward the
door. But when he heard Mr. Sobel quietly speak his name, he leaned
to the side with an old instinct for comfort, and in the next
moment, Mr. Sobel's arm hugged his shoulders.

The squeak of door-hinges made him look up
finally. Through the spray of his tears, he could see a blurry
image of the High Seeker, who was on the point of stepping into the
corridor. Mr. Smith paused to look back at him, saying, "I need to
visit the Record-keeper about some documentwork. I will see you
tomorrow in the magistrates' court, Mr. Taylor."

And then he was gone, and Elsdon's sobs began
to batter him again with renewed force.

"Stupid," he managed to choke out. "I'm so
stupid. . . ."

"Don't say that," Mr. Sobel replied. "You
were only a young child when the beatings began; you couldn't have
been expected to understand what was taking place."

"Not that. The High Seeker. I made a fool of
myself in front of him. You saw how he left as soon as he could. .
. ."

"Hush, now." Mr. Sobel handed Elsdon a
handkerchief. "Don't you think Mr. Smith has seen prisoners break
themselves before? Why do you think we call these the breaking
cells?" His hand rose up to wipe a tear from Elsdon's cheek. "It
will be all right now."

"No, it won't," Elsdon said between sobs that
threatened to choke him. "I killed my sister, and tomorrow I'll
die."

He expected Mr. Sobel to reply. When the
guard didn't, Elsdon lifted his face toward him. Mr. Sobel's
expression was drawn into tight lines, as though he were straining
against a great heaviness.

He said nothing, but continued to hold Elsdon
until the dark wave lay shattered upon the rock, and Elsdon could
cry no more.

 


CHAPTER FOUR

The judging room turned out to be located in
the palace that sprawled above the Eternal Dungeon. This was
Elsdon's first visit to the Queen's palace, other than during his
journey to the dungeon; his terror at the torture to come had made
him oblivious to his surroundings upon his arrival. Now, as he
walked along the palace corridors, escorted by Mr. Sobel and Mr.
Urman, his gaze lingered upon the marble columns, the mosaic
floors, and the gilded plaster. He wished he would have had more
than one chance to see it.

His hands were free as he walked. The guards
had not bound him or even hooded him; Mr. Sobel had asked him once
more to close his eyes while they traversed the dungeon, and he had
gratefully done so. Now he did his best to store whatever images
came to him in his remaining time. No windows existed in this part
of the palace, which he regretted; he would have liked to have seen
the sky again. But most likely this would all end as it had begun:
in the narrow confines of a cell.

They reached a door guarded by palace
soldiers, dressed in their ceremonial finery: an old-fashioned
sword at one hip, a practical revolver at the other. Within the
room, more soldiers stood, scrutinizing Elsdon as he entered. His
guards withdrew, so swiftly that Elsdon did not have time to say
goodbye to Mr. Sobel. He looked around uncertainly, trying to
figure out what he should do next.

The judging room was very plain, only a few
benches facing a gilded table upon a platform. The magistrate was
already seated at the table; he was an elderly man with hollow
cheeks and a no-nonsense look in his eyes. He was carrying on a
low-voiced conversation with what appeared to be the magisterial
recorder. The magistrate's voice was brisk as he spoke.

Aside from the guards, no one else was in the
room, nor was there any indication of where Elsdon should sit. He
looked hesitantly at the soldiers, wondering whether he should ask
their help or whether he should wait for Mr. Smith to arrive, who
would no doubt answer any questions he had.

A hand fell upon his shoulder.

He spun in desperate fervor, pushing hard
with his hands before he could see who his assailant was. He caught
a glimpse of his father stumbling back, and then a soldier was
running forward, his sword unsheathed. The sword was pointed at
Elsdon.

Elsdon stood rooted, feeling himself grow
cold with awareness that, despite all his preparations during the
night, he was not yet ready to die. And then a body stepped between
himself and the approaching sword – a dark-clothed body, wearing a
hood.

When he spoke, the High Seeker ignored the
soldier, who had halted and was now sheathing his sword. In a quiet
voice, Mr. Smith said to Elsdon's father, "Sir, I must ask that you
make no contact with the prisoner. It is not permitted for
witnesses against the prisoner to do so."

"He's my son!" Elsdon's father somehow
managed to direct toward Elsdon a hurt expression at the same time
as he gave Mr. Smith a bewildered look. "I was only trying to see
whether he's been well treated."

"He has been treated well since his arrival
at the Eternal Dungeon." Mr. Smith's voice was cool. "I would
suggest that you seat yourself, sir. The judging is about to
begin."

Elsdon looked over his shoulder at the gilded
table and saw that the magistrate had been watching this exchange
with narrowed eyes. Elsdon felt his breath being pushed back into
his chest. He remained frozen like a bird under a predator's gaze
until he heard the High Seeker murmur, "You may seat yourself where
you wish."

Cautiously, Elsdon sought out a bench,
choosing the one that was as far as possible from his father. His
father gave an amiable but respectful nod to the magistrate.
Elsdon's stomach sickened.

The High Seeker remained standing a couple of
yards away from Elsdon. The magistrate glanced at him and said,
"We're all here, I think. Who is our first witness?" He looked over
at the magisterial recorder.

"Captain Farjeon!" the recorder cried,
pitching his voice to be heard throughout the room.

One of the soldiers strode forward; he looked
vaguely familiar to Elsdon. Pausing in the clear space between the
benches and the table, he said without preliminary, "On the first
day of the month, I and three of my men were on patrol in the
Parkside district of the city. A young boy ran to us and told us
that a girl was screaming in a house nearby. At about the same
time, we heard the screams ourselves. We ran forward, but were
hindered in our path by well-meaning subjects of our Queen, who had
heard the screams also and wished to alert us. By the time we
reached the front of the house in question, the screams had
stopped. A small crowd of young women, wishing to investigate the
source of the cries, had gathered at the front of the house, but
they were unable to gain entry, as the front door was locked. We
saw a man running toward the house from one of the neighbors'
houses. He identified himself hurriedly as the owner of the house
and said that the screams must have come from his daughter. He
permitted us entrance to the house and showed us to his daughter's
room. There we found a girl, fourteen years of age, lying bleeding
on the floor. She had been badly battered; her face was barely
recognizable, and her limbs were broken in several places. She had
been punched repeatedly in the chest and pelvis. We have submitted
the prison doctor's report if you have need of it. The prison
doctor later confirmed that the girl had been killed by her
injuries. Next to the girl we found the prisoner, who was kneeling
beside her, his hand on her throat. He had some of the girl's blood
on his shirt and shoes and knuckles. We arrested the prisoner and
delivered him to Parkside Prison for searching."

The magistrate glanced at the recorder to see
whether he had finished writing all this down, then asked, in a
voice as thin and rasping as sandpaper, "Did the prisoner say
anything during the time that he was in your custody?"

"Nothing, sir. We did ask him whether he was
the girl's assailant, but he didn't respond. His eyes were
unfocussed, and I'm not sure whether he heard what we were
saying."

The magistrate nodded and turned his gaze
toward the High Seeker. "Does the Eternal Dungeon have any
questions for the witness?"

"We would like to know," Mr. Smith said
quietly, "whether the victim's father spoke, beyond what has been
reported."

The magistrate raised his eyebrows at the
soldier, who said, "I don't really remember, sir. I think he said
something like, 'Oh, my heart, she's dead!' Then he said to the
prisoner, 'Son, how could you do such a terrible thing?' I believe
that the victim's father was questioned afterwards by Parkside
Prison, but we had no further contact with him."

"Good." The magistrate seemed pleased at this
shortening of the procedure. "The next witness is . . ." He looked
over at the recorder.

The recorder consulted his notes. "Auburn
Taylor!" he cried.

Elson's father appeared startled, as though
he had not expected to be called upon, but he quickly rose and
walked forward to where the soldier had stood before. He cleared
his throat and said, "I'm not sure what you want me to say,
sir."

"Just tell us what you know of this matter,"
the magistrate responded tersely.

"Nothing, sir, beyond what has been said
already. It was so great a shock to me . . . Such a beautiful and
gentle daughter she was . . . And I never would have guessed that
my own son . . . Mind you, he has been violent before. The
neighbors could tell you that. He throws things."

"Is that in the records?" the magistrate
interrupted.

The recorder shuffled through the papers and
said, "It's in the report of the Parkside Prison healer. The
prisoner's medical records indicate that he was treated by the
neighborhood healer on several occasions, at the father's request.
The prisoner stated to the healer that he had received the injuries
while engaging in violent behavior toward objects in his house. The
father confirmed that objects had been broken."

"Let me see that." The magistrate took the
report and pondered it as Elsdon bit his lip, struggling to keep
down the sickness that had been rising in his throat since the
soldier's testimony. After a moment the magistrate raised his eyes
and said, "Does the Eternal Dungeon wish to question the
witness?"

"We do not," the High Seeker replied.

"Do you have anything else to add, Mr.
Taylor?"

"No, sir, I had no idea this was going to
happen. Perhaps I should have guessed . . . He lied to me sometimes
after his violent spells, telling me that other people had caused
the damage . . . Once he even blamed his sister . . . But really,
how could I have guessed that he'd murder a sweet girl—"

"No more witness to give. Very well, thank
you." The magistrate dismissed Elsdon's father from his view, and
after a moment Auburn Taylor retreated, flicking a glance toward
Elsdon as he did so. Elsdon shrank back and looked over at the
hooded man beside him. Mr. Smith was watching him, but said
nothing.

"Will Parkside Prison be offering witness?"
The magistrate looked over at the soldier who had unsheathed his
sword earlier.

"We will not, sir." The soldier did not move
from where he stood by the wall. He too looked familiar, though
Elsdon could not dredge forth the memory. "By request of the
victim's father, no searching was done of the prisoner by us, and
all evidence we received from the victim's father was turned over
to the Eternal Dungeon."

"Good." The magistrate sounded even more
pleased. He was already glancing at the ticking clock in the
corner, as though gauging how little time he could devote to the
remainder of the judging. "That leaves us with the Eternal Dungeon.
Mr. Smith, I assume that you have brought a statement from the
prisoner, or we would not be here."

"It is in the recorder's hands, sir."

The recorder was already placing papers on
the desk before the magistrate. The magistrate made no effort to
read them but pulled the last page out of the pile, glanced at it,
and held it up in Elsdon's direction.

"Mr. Taylor," he said, "have you seen this
document before?"

"Yes, sir." Elsdon's voice emerged as a
whisper.

"Please stand, Mr. Taylor, and come forward.
I don't like having to shout across the room."

Elsdon's face grew warm. He rose quickly and
stumbled his way past the rows of benches until he reached the open
space. The magistrate watched him come forward, a tinge of
impatience showing in his eyes.

"Now, then," said the magistrate slowly, as
though he were addressing a small child. "Have you seen this
document before?"

"Yes, sir." Elsdon's voice emerged too loud
this time, causing his ears to burn. "Mr. Sobel – my guard – wrote
down the words I spoke to Mr. Smith – the High Seeker – and this is
the inked copy of his notes."

"And did you read afterwards what Mr. Sobel
had written?"

"Yes, sir. Mr. Sobel showed me the inked copy
and asked me whether he had written my words correctly."

"And you agreed that he had."

"Yes, sir. Mr. Sobel had me sign the
statement."

The magistrate's look of impatience increased
a notch, as though he were unused to prisoners volunteering
information. In the same carefully spaced voice, he said, "And is
this your signature? If you cannot see the document well enough,
you may come forward."

"I can see it, sir. It's my signature."

"Hmm." The magistrate drummed his fingers for
a moment, glanced at the clock, and said, "Now, then, Mr. Taylor, I
am about to ask you a set of very important questions. I want you
to understand that, if you answer yes to any of the questions, you
will not need to fear repercussions from the Seeker who questioned
you. I will place you in the custody of the Eternal Dungeon's
Codifier, who will in turn be under the supervision of the
magistrates during the time of any necessary investigation. Do you
understand? No, Mr. Taylor, don't nod; answer me."

"I understand, sir."

"Good." The magistrate laid the papers down,
folded his hands atop them, and leaned forward, saying, "Did you
sign this statement out of fear of torture or any other adverse
consequence if you did not?"

"No, sir."

"Were you threatened by anyone in the Eternal
Dungeon if you did not sign the statement?"

"No, sir. I was well treated by everyone
there."

"Were you promised any rewards if you signed
the statement?"

"No, sir." He felt his throat close. "I know
that the penalty for what I did is death, sir. Nobody in the
Eternal Dungeon lied to me and told me otherwise."

"Hmm." The magistrate contemplated Elsdon's
signature for a moment before saying, "One last question, Mr.
Taylor. I know that you've just given me the answer, but I want to
be clear here. You understand that the penalty for a crime such as
you have been said to have committed is death by hanging?"

"Yes." Elsdon felt the sickness begin to rise
again, and he swallowed. "Sir, I was wondering . . ."

The magistrate, who had been looking over at
the clock, raised his eyebrows.

"Would it be possible for me to receive death
by some other means?" Elsdon asked in a rush.

The magistrate's eyebrows remained
raised.

"I don't like ropes, sir," Elsdon said in a
low voice.

The magistrate shuffled the papers together
and stacked them neatly before handing them to the recorder. "Death
by hanging is the penalty prescribed," he said. "Do you have any
other questions?"

Elsdon shook his head slowly.

"Fine. The confession, please." He looked
over at the recorder.

The recorder, with a spark to his eye that
suggested this was his favorite part of judgings, began to read
Elsdon's confession in a clear, rapid voice. He had not proceeded
far before Elsdon's father leapt to his feet, causing his bench to
crash to the ground. "That's a lie!" he shouted.

The soldier closest to Elsdon's father
loosened his sword in its sheath. Auburn Taylor caught sight of the
movement at the moment he was taking a step toward Elsdon. He
hesitated.

"Mr. Taylor," the magistrate said dryly, "you
will be permitted to respond once the confession has been read.
Kindly remain silent until then."

Elsdon's father began to sink down into his
seat, realized at the last moment that his bench was toppled, and
switched to another seat. He did not speak for the remainder of the
recital, though his lips moved and his face turned fiery red.

"You confirm that this is your witness?" the
magistrate asked Elsdon when he was through.

Elsdon nodded. He was having a hard time
keeping from looking back to see whether his father was storming
toward him. The magistrate coughed, made a note to himself with
broad scratches of his pen, and then turned to Elsdon's father,
saying, "You wish to respond, Mr. Taylor?"

Elsdon's father walked forward. Elsdon backed
away as far as he could within the cleared space, but his father
ignored him. Speaking carefully, with no sign of anger, his father
said, "Sir, I think there must be some mistake here. I won't say
that my son deliberately lied – though he does have a history of
that – but I think his mind must have been muddled during his
imprisonment. Possibly it was the torture that did it."

The magistrate looked away from Elsdon's
father. "Mr. Smith?"

Elsdon turned his head and found that the
High Seeker was standing next to him. Mr. Smith said, "The prisoner
was tortured only once, on his first day of imprisonment. He was
informed thereafter that he would not be punished again. He showed
no signs of mental distress during the searching, beyond that which
he had shown since his arrival. He made his statement on the fifth
day of imprisonment."

"Hmm." The magistrate looked for a moment as
though he were going to turn his attention to the clock to ask its
witness. Instead he said to Elsdon, "You confirm what you said
before, that you provided this statement freely?"

"Yes."

He could not manage to raise his voice above
a whisper, but the magistrate seemed satisfied. Turning back to the
High Seeker, he said, "Mr. Smith, you would not have submitted this
statement unless you believed it to be true. Does the Eternal
Dungeon have any witness to offer concerning this case?"

"Two small matters, sir; it is for you to
judge whether they are significant." The High Seeker's voice was
cool. "From the prisoner's reactions to the punishment placed upon
him during his first day, we believe, based on our prior experience
in these matters, that the prisoner has been bound and beaten in
the past. His legal records show no evidence that he has been
arrested before or that he received such punishment during his
schooling."

"The boys in our neighborhood are a tough
lot," Elsdon's father said. "No doubt they played rough games with
my son. That doesn't excuse what he did to my daughter—"

"Mr. Taylor, the Eternal Dungeon is giving
witness." The magistrate turned back to the High Seeker. "And the
other matter you mentioned, Mr. Smith?"

"Upon arrival, the prisoner assaulted a guard
when the guard unexpectedly placed his hand upon the prisoner's
shoulder. The door to the cell lay open and unguarded at the time,
but the prisoner made no attempt to escape, nor did he continue his
assault after his initial quick reaction. The guard reported the
assault as being 'reflexive.' All of the prisoner's subsequent
behavior toward the guard suggests that the prisoner was indeed
reacting in a reflexive manner to a perceived danger. Sir, if we
might point you to the passage on the second page of the
confession, which we have circled."

There followed a moment of consultation
between the magistrate and the recorder; then the recorder read
aloud, "'He never gives any sign that he's angry. He just comes
into my room while I'm sitting at my desk and puts his hand on me
in a friendly manner—'"

"Thank you, that is the passage in question."
The High Seeker's voice remained cool. "Sir, before this judging
started, the prisoner demonstrated violent behavior toward his
father. Did you happen to witness the initial cause of that
assault?"

The magistrate's face demonstrated that he
had. He picked up his pen and began scribbling on his paper.

"This is rattlepated!" cried Elsdon's father.
"Of course I greeted my son by touching him; I was concerned for
his welfare. And you saw for yourself what a danger he has
become—"

"Mr. Taylor!" The magistrate's voice turned
crisp. "I have given you several opportunities to follow our
procedures in this judging. The next time you speak without
permission I will have you expelled from this room." He nodded to a
soldier, who came forward, his hand on his sword hilt.

Elsdon's father, eyeing the soldier, made no
reply. The magistrate turned to Mr. Smith and said, "Does the
Eternal Dungeon wish to submit a request to the lesser prisons for
a searching of Mr. Taylor concerning the crimes he is said to have
committed against the prisoner? Or do you wish to search him
yourself concerning the death of his wife, that being a
death-sentence matter?"

Elsdon's father drew in his breath swiftly,
then looked at the soldier and shut his lips tight.

Mr. Smith replied, "Sir, the Eternal Dungeon
has given consideration to this matter. I have consulted with the
Codifier, and he does not believe there is sufficient evidence to
permit an arrest in the matter of Mr. Taylor's wife; nor does he
believe it likely that the magistrates would accept evidence
offered by the prisoner concerning crimes committed against him.
This being the case, the Eternal Dungeon has sent a note to
Parkside Prison, requesting that a special watch be placed upon Mr.
Taylor's activities, in case any troubles arise in the future."

The magistrate glanced at the soldier from
Parkside Prison, as though to check whether he wished to comment,
then nodded and said, "In that case, the prisoner's witness against
his father is of no importance in deciding this matter. You do
understand that, don't you?" he said to Elsdon. "I can only dismiss
the charges against you if witness is provided that you were
provoked to commit the crime by the victim, or encouraged to do so
by another party. Do you wish to offer witness of that sort?"

"No." Elsdon's voice was low. "Nobody told me
to kill Sara, and she wasn't at fault for what happened. She was
innocent, and I—"

His voice broke. He shoved the back of his
hand against his mouth, trying to push back the sickness there.
There was a moment's pause; out of the corner of his eye, Elsdon
saw that his father was now relaxed.

"Do you have anything else to add before I
pass sentence?" the magistrate asked.

With his hand still pressed against his
mouth, Elsdon shook his head.

"Mr. Taylor? You may speak now, if you
wish."

"No need." Elsdon's father spoke firmly. "I
trust you to make the right decision in my son's case."

The magistrate glanced at the clock and gave
a sigh of satisfaction. "Mr. Smith?" he said perfunctorily.

"Sir, the Eternal Dungeon wishes to retain
custody of the prisoner."

There was a stirring in the room; several of
the soldiers glanced at one another. Elsdon forgot about his
sickness and stared at the black-hooded man beside him.

The magistrate gave another sigh, this one
heavy. "Do we have the proper documentwork for that?" he asked the
recorder.

"It was submitted by the High Seeker upon his
arrival here." The recorder passed some papers over to the
magistrate.

"Hmm." The magistrate perused them, leafing
through them carefully.

"What—?"

A sword hissed as it was released from its
sheath. The magistrate looked up and said with ill-concealed
impatience, "You have a question, Mr. Taylor?"

"What is being talked about here?" Elsdon's
father glared at the soldier holding the naked sword toward him
before switching his attention back to the magistrate. "I thought
this was a death-sentence case. Is my son to be executed in the
Eternal Dungeon, then?"

The magistrate glanced over at Elsdon, who
was sure his own bewilderment must be scribed upon his face, for
the magistrate proceeded to say slowly, "Executions cannot be
carried out by the magistrates unless the Eternal Dungeon releases
prisoners into our custody. If a prisoner is judged guilty of a
death-sentence crime, and if the Eternal Dungeon believes that the
prisoner may have committed crimes beyond that with which he has
been charged, the Eternal Dungeon may hold the prisoner
indefinitely, in case further evidence is received concerning the
crimes. Once the death sentence is passed, the Eternal Dungeon may
retain custody of the prisoner only on condition that the prisoner
receive eternal confinement within the walls of the Eternal
Dungeon. That is the case here, Mr. Smith?"

"Yes, sir." The High Seeker's tone was
matter-of-fact. "Given the evidence that has been submitted by the
prisoner's father concerning the prisoner's violent tendencies, we
believe it is possible that the prisoner engaged in other criminal
acts. We intend to place the prisoner in confinement until we
ascertain the truth in this matter. When the prisoner finally dies,
whether due to execution for his crimes or due to old age or any
other cause, his ashes will be buried within the dungeon
eternally."

"Do you wish to submit a protest of the
Eternal Dungeon's decision, Mr. Taylor?" asked the magistrate. "You
may petition the Magisterial Guild on this matter, since you are
the victim's father."

Auburn Taylor's gaze drifted over to Elsdon,
who was sure he must now be white-faced, and then to the hooded man
standing next to him. A smile floated softly across his face, like
mist.

"No need," he told the magistrate. "I'm sure
that my son will be in good hands with the Seekers. Perhaps they
will succeed in extracting any information on other crimes he has
committed."

"Good." The magistrate slapped the papers
down onto the table with finality. "Elsdon Taylor, for the murder
of Sara Taylor, I sentence you to be hanged by your neck until you
are dead. Where is that document again?" He turned to the recorder,
who leaned over and leafed through the papers on the desk until he
found the proper one. The magistrate read through the paper,
scribbled something onto it, and said, "Mr. Smith, since you will
not release the prisoner into our custody, you retain control in
this matter. If at any time you should release the prisoner, his
sentence will be carried out. If you do not release the prisoner,
he will remain confined within the Eternal Dungeon under whatever
conditions you deem necessary. Judging completed." He stood up
swiftly and had left the room by a door in the back before Elsdon
was able to draw his next breath.

The judging room emptied more quickly than he
would have imagined possible: the recorder followed in the wake of
the magistrate, while the soldiers began to leave the room without
a backwards glance. Elsdon's father looked as though he wished to
linger, but as he took a step toward Elsdon, the soldier from
Parkside Prison halted by his side. "A word with you, sir," the
soldier said firmly and pulled Auburn Taylor from the room.

Elsdon looked over at the only remaining man
in the room. He could see nothing but the eyes, which were bare of
all emotion. "Thank you," Elsdon said softly.

"Not at all." The High Seeker's tone was as
matter-of-fact as before. "We retain custody of prisoners whenever
the evidence permits it. I think the magistrates would grow weary
of this, except that it saves them the expense of an executioner.
The Eternal Dungeon is run under a separate budget." He gestured
toward the door.

After a moment's hesitation, Elsdon led the
way out of the room. The corridors were empty now, except for the
marble columns, the mosaic floors, and the gilded plaster.

 


CHAPTER FIVE

He remembered the way back to the gates
leading down to the cavern of the Eternal Dungeon. Mr. Smith stayed
a few steps behind him, so that Elsdon had the illusion he was
walking back of his own free will, unbound by any force. The
feeling washed through him like a cool breeze on a sweltering
day.

Only when they reached the heavily guarded
gates did Mr. Smith step forward. Elsdon followed him past the
three sets of guards, who seemed unsurprised by his reappearance.
Nor, when they arrived at the Record-keeper's desk, did Mr. Aaron
show any special interest in Elsdon. Instead he turned his gaze to
Mr. Smith, who said, "Mr. Taylor requires the oath of eternal
commitment."

The Record-keeper pushed forward three pieces
of paper that were already at his elbow. "Read it through
carefully," he told Elsdon. "If you agree to the oath, sign all
three copies at the bottom."

Elsdon looked down at the first piece of
paper. His name, he saw, was already filled in.

 

I, Elsdon Taylor, do swear on this day that I will
remain eternally confined within the Eternal Dungeon under whatever
conditions the High Seeker deems necessary. Except with permission
of the Codifier, I will not leave these walls before my death, and
I understand that after my death my ashes will be buried here. I
will never return to the lighted world. I will obey the Code of
Seeking, and if I should break the Code or know of anyone else
who breaks the Code, I will report the matter to the Codifier. I
will obey all orders given to me by the High Seeker, except those
which would conflict with the Code of Seeking. I understand
that, in any case where my best interests come into conflict with
the best interests of a prisoner who is being searched, the
prisoner's best interests must be followed. I am willing to suffer
for the sake of the prisoners.



He read the oath twice, feeling both times as though someone was
slicing through his bonds. Then he picked up the pen proffered to
him by the Record-keeper and signed the papers.

The Record-keeper took two of the pages and
pushed the third toward him. "This is your copy," he said, and
turned immediately to say to the guard who was entering through a
door to the right, "Mr. Sobel! I have not yet received your report
on your last prisoner!"

"Sorry," the guard replied cheerfully. "I'll
take care of it before my shift tonight. —Trial go well?" he asked
Elsdon.

Elsdon nodded.

"Thought it would," said Mr. Sobel. "I'll see
you later." He walked past the ceiling-high tablet and disappeared
through a door to the left.

Elsdon looked around and saw that Mr. Smith
was standing by the open doorway through which Mr. Sobel had
entered; it was flanked by guards. Stuffing the copy of the oath
into his pocket, Elsdon hurried to catch up. He opened his mouth to
ask whether he should close his eyes for this part of the journey,
but Mr. Smith was already striding up the doorway's steps to a dark
corridor.

The corridor, which ran left-right to the
doorway, was filled with smoke and the roar of flames. Coughing,
Elsdon strove to catch up with the swift High Seeker, who had
turned left. Dimly through the smoke he could see figures next to
black piles, thrusting shovels into the piles and then throwing the
contents into recesses in the left-hand wall.

As he and the High Seeker reached the first
figure, Elsdon peered cautiously into the recess next to him. A
fire burned furiously within a narrow channel between two walls.
Part of its heat was travelling down into a tunnel beneath the
walls, while the remainder of its heat and light travelled upward.
Seeing the thick glass sparkling on the far wall, Elsdon suddenly
realized what this was.

The man who had been shovelling paused a
moment, wiping sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand.
He was dressed in a laborer's smock, but he grinned in a familiar
fashion at Mr. Smith, who had paused when Elsdon did. "'Morning,
Mr. Smith!" he said. "I didn't know you were ever awake in the
daytime."

"Good morning," Mr. Smith replied. "How is
the work coming?"

"Good." The laborer gave a nod of
satisfaction. "That coal you recommended from Vovim is working out
well."

"I'm glad to hear it," replied Mr. Smith. "We
don't want the prisoners to freeze, do we?"

"Not unless that's the new torture you've
thought up for them!" The laborer roared with laughter. The other
laborers, who had been eavesdropping on the conversation, joined
the merriment. The High Seeker made no attempt to share in the
humor. He nodded, then continued down the corridor, followed by
Elsdon.

They walked quite a ways. The furnace area,
it appeared, stretched for much of the length of the Eternal
Dungeon. Feeling suddenly shy, Elsdon said nothing as they walked,
and Mr. Smith appeared similarly disinclined to talk. They passed
doors along the right-hand wall, but the High Seeker ignored the
doors. Not until they reached the end of the corridor did he turn
to the last of the doors, pulling a chain of keys from an inner
pocket of his shirt. With one smooth move he unbolted the lock,
then ushered Elsdon through the doorway.

Elsdon travelled down a short passage,
stepped across a second doorway, and found himself surrounded by
people.

None of them took notice of him or the High
Seeker. They were all hurrying back and forth through a corridor
that ran parallel with the furnace corridor. This corridor, though,
was lighted with lamps that brightened the place so much that it
seemed day-lit. Some of the people held objects in their arms:
bundles of clothing, great baskets of food, buckets and mops,
children . . . Elsdon blinked, and suddenly he realized that half
the people passing him were women. He looked over at the High
Seeker and cried, "This isn't the Eternal Dungeon!"

"Certainly it is," Mr. Smith replied calmly.
"It's the most important part of our world, the outer dungeon. In
many ways, the inhabitants of the inner dungeon – the Seekers and
guards – are the least important members of the Eternal Dungeon. If
we ceased to do our jobs for a few days, nobody but our prisoners
would notice, but if the hundreds of men and women who keep this
place running through their labor failed to do their work, the
Eternal Dungeon would quickly die."

Elsdon looked at one of the passing baskets;
it held the same yellow apples he had been fed in his cell. Then he
moved back toward the doorway to avoid being crashed into by a
small boy and girl who were racing down the corridor, laughing.
"You have children here too?" Elsdon said.

"Not many," replied Mr. Smith. "We discourage
them from being raised here; it's not the proper environment in
which to grow up, and we have a problem with overcrowding, as you
can see. The Codifier permits a few young families to remain here,
though."

Looking around, Elsdon saw what the High
Seeker meant about the overcrowding. The corridor was packed nearly
to bursting with the dwellers of the outer dungeon, and the doors
along the corridor were so narrowly placed next to one another that
Elsdon guessed the apartments within them must be quite small. He
began to suspect that the cell he had found so confining was one of
the largest spaces within the Eternal Dungeon.

Which led his thoughts to what lay next.
Turning to Mr. Smith, he said, "Mr. Sobel told me that he would be
seeing me later. Does that mean he'll be my guard?"

"The final arrangements for your confinement
are still being ordered," replied the High Seeker. "In any case,
this isn't the proper place to discuss such matters."

As he spoke, he flicked his hands toward the
guards flanking the doorway to the inner dungeon, whom Elsdon had
not noticed in his excitement. Turning the chain in his hands to a
new key, the High Seeker stepped across the corridor. He unlocked
the door in the wall opposite, then opened it wide, looking back at
Elsdon. After a moment's hesitation, Elsdon stepped across the
corridor and through the new doorway.

He found himself in a small room crammed with
objects. A kitchen area lay to the right. Though no stove stood in
the room, nor any sink or pump, there were storage bins; the ones
that were open were filled with hard bread and dried fruit and
other such long-lasting edibles. Some fresh cheese and fruit lay
upon a shelf, protected by a glass cover, and on the narrow table
sat a pitcher of water and a basin.

Immediately next to this portion of the room,
cheek to jowl, was a living area with a cushioned bench facing a
cushioned chair. The walls behind the bench held a series of
sideboards surmounted with bookshelves, with a smattering of
volumes lying upon the latter. A compact writing desk with an
accompanying stool was tucked into the corner.

The living area, tiny though it was, took up
most of the space in the room. Only at the far left of the room was
a bed folded up against the wall, next to a small cupboard that
Elsdon guessed must contain the chamber-pot.

He looked again at the High Seeker, still
standing in the doorway, who said, "The Record-keeper has not yet
assigned you permanent quarters, so you'll remain here for a day or
so. This is our guest apartment for people newly arrived to the
outer dungeon."

Elsdon's gaze went over to the door again. It
was half-closed, and he could see that the door's lock could be
opened from the inside.

For a moment, he felt too dizzy to speak.
Then he looked back at Mr. Smith and said gravely, "Thank you. I
won't violate your trust in me; I won't try to escape."

The High Seeker nodded as he stepped in and
closed the door. "Feel free to make use of anything you find in
this place," he said. "You'll want to get some rest, of course. I
don't suppose you slept much last night."

Elsdon gave a quirk of a smile. "I didn't
sleep at all."

"I hope the noise in the corridor doesn't
disturb you, then. It takes time to become used to the living
conditions of the Eternal Dungeon. Did you have any feeling of
oppression when you first arrived here, because you were travelling
underground?"

"No," said Elsdon, his brow puckered with
thought. "That never occurred to me. Do some of your prisoners
dislike being underground?"

"I couldn't say, but I certainly found it
difficult to make the adjustment myself. I'd lived all my life
aboveground, and I couldn't shake the feeling that I'd be crushed
to death, either by the earth above or by the crowds around
me."

This unexpected revelation left Elsdon
speechless for a moment. Finally he said, "That must make it hard
for you. I suppose you visit the broad, open spaces of the lighted
world whenever you can."

"Whenever I can, yes." The High Seeker walked
past him to the bookshelves and took a black-bound volume into his
hand, saying, "If you should grow bored, you might want to peruse
this. You'll need to know the contents."

Elsdon took the book from him and looked down
at the title stamped in gold upon the cover. "Yes," he said slowly,
"I'm eager to read this anyway. Mr. Sobel made your Code sound
interesting. I'll do my best to finish this before I have to leave
here." He looked up as he stopped speaking, and his voice
caught.

Standing beside him was a man with a face.
His eyes were the color of summer leaves, and his coloring was a
pale yellow-brown. He looked to be fairly young, in his thirties.
He had high cheekbones that gave him a somewhat foreign appearance,
but otherwise he had quite an ordinary look to him. Elsdon might
have passed him on the street without taking notice.

His expression held a stiff formality that
reminded Elsdon of a voice that had become familiar to him. It took
him a moment to notice that the face was framed by black cloth that
covered the sides and back of the head.

Elsdon's gaze travelled up to where the cloth
that had hidden the face was flung back over the head, pinned in
place by two clips. With the cloth back, it could be seen that a
frame held the hood snugly against the head. The frame tucked its
way around the area above the eyebrows and presumably followed the
same course round to the back of the head.

Suddenly the stiffness in the mouth relaxed
into what might have been the beginning of a smile, if it had not
been so faint. "We do have faces, Mr. Taylor," the High Seeker
said. "I know that children are commonly put to bed with
scare-tales about faceless Seekers."

"I'm sorry." Elsdon swallowed. "I didn't mean
to stare. I just didn't realize that Seekers were allowed to raise
their hoods around prisoners."

"We're not allowed to lift our face-cloths
when we're in public," Mr. Smith replied. "It's part of our
uniform, which we must wear at all times; it helps to keep our
relations with the other dungeon inhabitants on a professional
level. However, when we're in private with friends or neighbors, we
are permitted to show our faces."

Elsdon couldn't speak for a minute; he stared
down at his shoes. Finally he looked up and said diffidently, "I'm
glad you think of me in that way, as a neighbor. I – I'm starting
to think of the Eternal Dungeon like that. As a place to live, not
just a place to be imprisoned."

The High Seeker made no reply. After a moment
Elsdon added in a rush, "I know that's silly."

"Not at all." Mr. Smith's voice was, as
always, cool and formal. "I'm glad you consider this to be your new
home. It's how we like all of the eternally confined to regard it."
He took a step backwards and said, "I must leave, I'm afraid; I
have only a few hours to sleep before I resume my duties. I'll
return at dawn, if you believe you'll be awake then."

"Probably," said Elsdon with a smile. "I
think you've switched me over to being awake with the night, like a
bat."

"Waking hours tend to be arbitrary in a place
with no sunlight. Do you have any questions before I leave?" He
eyed the silent young man before him, then said, "Mr. Taylor, I
hope that at this stage of our acquaintance I need not tell you
that you can be honest with me."

Elsdon gave an awkward laugh. "I'm sorry, I
just— I was wondering whether, when I'm confined, I'll be permitted
to see you again. I'd – I'd miss you if I couldn't talk with you
again."

The High Seeker turned his eyes away
suddenly, as he was wont to do when he was searching Elsdon. He was
silent so long that Elsdon felt his face grow warm, and then reach
the point of burning. At last the High Seeker looked back and said
quietly, "If you wish to see me, then certainly we may meet. We'll
speak more tomorrow."

"Good night, sir."

"Good night." And then the High Seeker's face
was hidden again as he left Elsdon in the tiny, unlocked
apartment.

o—o—o

Eighteen hours later, Elsdon was in the same
position he had held for virtually every moment of eight hours:
curled up in the armchair, staring down at the pages of the Code
of Seeking.

He was only one-quarter of the way through
the slim volume. Every time he read a sentence, he found himself
going back and rereading it over and over, and then he would fall
into a meditation, and then he would read the sentence again. Once
he brought the book's binding up to his nose to breathe in the
scent of leather; then he placed his cheek against the cover, which
was warm from his hands. His limbs felt relaxed and his spine
curved with comfortable ease against the soft cushions. He could
not remember having felt this way since before his mother's
death.

The sound of a knock startled him out of his
dreaming. Cautiously he walked to the door and opened it. On the
threshold stood Mr. Smith.

The High Seeker did not speak until the door
was closed again. Then he glanced at the book, which was lying open
upon the chair. "You've found a way to occupy yourself, I see."

Elsdon nodded. "There's so much in it; it's
hard to absorb it all." He hesitated. Mr. Smith had not raised the
face-cloth of his hood, and Elsdon's ears turned warm as he
recalled how their last conversation had ended.

"Did any portion of the book interest you
above the rest?" Mr. Smith asked.

"The rule that Seekers may not touch
prisoners."

He had spoken spontaneously; too late, he
thought that this remark must reveal his lack-wittedness, for
surely, among all he had read, this had to be one of the least
important passages. But Mr. Smith nodded and said, "A difficult
rule for any Seeker to follow, particularly when the prisoner is
distressed by his searching."

"Is that why you left the cell when I was
crying?" The words leapt out of Elsdon, unconstrained by
caution.

If there was any change in the High Seeker's
expression, the hood hid it. "It seemed a matter best handled by
Mr. Sobel, since you had come to trust him."

"But I trust you also. I told you that
before."

Mr. Smith gazed upon him unblinking, the
hood-shadow darkening his eyes. "I am glad to hear that. You are
about to learn that that trust is mutual. Will you come with me,
please?"

He gestured toward the door. Elsdon looked at
the book on the chair before reluctantly closing it upon his
bookmark. As he did so, he caught sight, for the first time, of the
title page, and of the name written there. His breath whistled in,
and he looked at the High Seeker, but Mr. Smith said nothing, and
so Elsdon left the black-bound book behind, along with the
brightly-furnished apartment and the unlocked door.

They made their way back through the furnace
corridor between the inner and outer dungeon, and through the entry
hall where the Record-keeper was absorbed with taking down
information about a newly arrived prisoner, and then they reached
the door which, Elsdon knew, must lead to the breaking cells.

"Should I shut my eyes?" he asked.

His hand on the latch, Mr. Smith looked back
at him. "There's no need," he said, too softly to be heard by the
men standing nearby. "We hood prisoners who are being searched
because we would prefer they not see the corridor that leads to the
cells. It wouldn't confirm the scene of terror the prisoners
expect."

Elsdon could see why, once they had begun
travelling down the new corridor. It was dimly lit, but the lights
were ordinary oil lamps attached in a quite ordinary way to the
walls. The walls themselves were plastered, and were painted a deep
green that matched the eyes of the High Seeker; the floor was of
wood and was polished to a shine. The Eternal Dungeon, it turned
out, looked like Elsdon's old school-hall.

Some of the doorways they passed were flanked
by guards, but Mr. Smith stopped at a guardless door. As he opened
it with his set of keys, Elsdon glanced up at the number painted
above the door, and he felt his heart jerk. He looked over at the
High Seeker, who was holding the door wide open for him.

"I'm to have my old cell?" He wished that his
voice sounded steadier.

The High Seeker shook his head. "I needed a
place for a test. A new prisoner has not yet been assigned to this
cell." As he spoke, he pulled something from his belt, and Elsdon
realized, with another jerk of the heart, that Mr. Smith was
carrying a whip.

If the High Seeker noticed that Elsdon's skin
had lightened abruptly, he made no mention of it. Instead he
followed Elsdon into the cell, closed the door, and asked, "When
you were at Parkside Prison, did you give any thought to what you
would do if you were released?"

"Yes," said Elsdon, unable to break his gaze
from the whip. "I knew I couldn't go home – my father wouldn't want
me there. I wasn't sure what I'd do after that. I thought the best
thing to do would be to find some way to stop myself from ever
hurting anyone again."

"And have you found such a way?"

Elsdon shook his head. "It's just as well I'm
to be eternally confined," he said in a low voice. "I couldn't be
trusted to be free again. Not when I have this ugly darkness inside
me, marring me." Then he remembered, too late, and he looked
quickly at the High Seeker.

Mr. Smith seemed unoffended, though. His
voice was as cool and level as usual as he said, "Well, then, to
find a way to deal with that will be our first task, won't it?
Because I can assure you, we do not permit the eternally confined
to idle away their days – they must put their minds to work at
whatever task is at hand."

Hope leapt within Elsdon's body. "You mean
you'll help me with this? Help me to destroy the darkness?"

"I cannot be certain that you'll be able to
do so. —Hold this, please." He handed Elsdon the whip in a
nonchalant manner, then moved his hands to his collar. "However,
when a man is unjustly imprisoned, sometimes his only hope lies in
imprisoning his prison-keeper. You may or may not be able to rid
yourself of your darkness, but if you chain the darkness and make
use of it, as it has made use of you, then the bond between the two
of you will take on a very different character."

Elsdon said nothing; he was too busy staring
as the High Seeker removed his shirt, neatly folded it, and tossed
it onto the ground. Mr. Smith wore no undervest. His chest was
smooth, and his skin there was dark, hiding any blemishes he might
have had. As he turned his back, though, Elsdon saw faint scars,
long faded.

The High Seeker, moving forward, placed his
forearms against the wall and pressed his body forward. He looked
over his shoulder and said, "I would like you to beat me on my
back."

Elsdon dropped the whip; he had gone numb
with the shock, except for his heart, which was pounding. He
resisted an impulse to flee the cell.

Mr. Smith's gaze flicked toward the fallen
whip, but all that he said was, "This is the test I have in mind,
Mr. Taylor."

"I'd hurt you," Elsdon whispered.

"You cannot hurt me badly; it takes skill to
wield a whip with any great power." Then, as Elsdon did not move:
"Would it help if I told you I have been beaten before? It is a
required part of the training of a Seeker, to undergo any torture
he might inflict upon a prisoner."

Elsdon knelt slowly. As his hand touched the
leather, he whispered, "If I should lose control again—"

"There are guards within call; they would
respond quickly. Mr. Taylor, you ought to know that I would not
permit any test that would bring serious harm to either of us."

"But why are you doing this?"

The High Seeker did not reply. Elsdon,
rising, looked at the whip in his hand. He had held one before,
when he was a young boy and had gone to his father's stables to
talk with the servants there, in the years before he began to avoid
the servants, lest they guess his secret. He remembered the
carriage driver placing the whip in his hand and saying, "Try it;
you'll enjoy it."

He had enjoyed it all too much. Thinking back
on it, he thought he knew why. With his stomach clenching in a
painful manner now, he asked, "How many lashes should I . . .
?"

"Twenty will be sufficient, I believe." The
High Seeker's voice was passionless and without tension. "Begin
now, please. One."

"Try it; you'll enjoy it," the carriage
driver had said, and young Elsdon had pulled back his arm and swung
the lash through the air, hitting a nearby post with the faintest
of cracks.

The carriage driver had laughed and shown him
how to change his grip. "Harder, lad," he said. "The post won't
fight back. Give it all your strength."

He tried again, swinging the lash over and
over against the pole. It was odd: he felt no pleasure from the act
of swinging and hitting, but afterwards, when he drew the lash
back, he felt as though a tightness within him had been
uncoiled.

"'Tis the same with lovemaking," the carriage
driver told him when Elsdon explained this. "You may be sleeping
with the ugliest whore in town, but getting that hoarded energy out
of you always helps."

Young Elsdon thought about that ugly whore,
and about what it would be like to bring his whip down upon a
horse. He found himself shivering in misery at that thought, and
tried to remind himself that horses needed to be trained. A
well-trained horse was a skilled horse, and he had seen for himself
the pride that some of the horses had in their work. If whipping
the horses would help them to become better—

"Stop." The High Seeker's voice was hoarse.
There was only darkness in the holes where his eyes should have
been, and his chest was heaving.

Elsdon, feeling the shock and fear shoot
through him, dropped the whip and hurried over to Mr. Smith's side,
remembering at the last moment that the High Seeker was not
permitted to touch him. "Are you all right?" he asked, his voice
high with anxiety.

"Give me a moment." Mr. Smith's voice was no
longer cool and level; it was rasping and gasping. He had turned
sideways and was leaning his shoulder against the wall, looking as
though he would slide down to the floor at any moment. The movement
hid his back from Elsdon, so that Elsdon was unable to see what
damage he had done. Elsdon waited, his hands gripped tight
together; he struggled to hold back the tears that were trying to
squeeze through.

Finally the High Seeker opened his eyes and
said, in a voice closer to normal, "You have more power in your arm
than I'd thought."

"I harmed you." Elsdon could barely force the
words past the tightness in his throat.

"You gave me twelve medium lashes; I'll be
fully healed within the week. Will you hand me my shirt,
please?"

Elsdon rushed to do so, saying, "I'm sorry.
I'm sorry."

"Why apologize? You passed the test in an
excellent manner." Then, as Elsdon stood dumb, Mr. Smith took the
shirt and began to pull it on, slowly and stiffly. "You did
precisely as I asked you to. You beat me on my back, nowhere else.
You stopped the moment I gave the order, even though you had been
led to expect that you would be permitted to give me eight further
lashes. You could not have shown better control. How do you
feel?"

"Like I've been with the ugliest whore in
town and received release," Elsdon said slowly.

To his surprise, he heard Mr. Smith chuckle
softly. "I'll try not to take that as an insult. May I assume that
the whipping is the 'whore' for you, and that you received no
pleasure from it?"

Elsdon nodded. "Not from the hurting. From
the release. It's like with Sara."

Mr. Smith nodded. "I thought that might be
the case." He bent down, grunting as he did so, and retrieved the
whip from the floor, wrapping it neatly in a circle before
attaching it to the hook on the left side of his belt.

Elsdon said slowly, "You're saying that,
instead of working for my father, I should have taken up work that
would have allowed me to release the violence in me in ways that
would bring good to others – such as becoming a carriage
driver."

"I think your skills could take you higher
than that exalted position." Mr. Smith's voice cradled a hint of
amusement. "However, the principle remains. Many a fine general got
his start when he realized that, if he did not find a way to chain
his darkness and make it serve him, he would end up in the Eternal
Dungeon."

"And now I'm here." Elsdon's voice was dull;
he was thinking of knowledge gained too late, and what he could
have done with this knowledge if he had held it earlier.

"Now you're here," Mr. Smith agreed. "Which
will simplify matters, should you wish to train to be a
Seeker."

Elsdon stood motionless. He opened his mouth,
closed it, and then said, in the voice of a healer making a
tentative diagnosis, "You're mocking me."

"I do not make mock on such matters." And
indeed, all shadows of amusement had vanished from the High
Seeker's voice.

"But I thought— That is, Mr. Sobel said that
few men qualify to be Seekers."

"Indeed. A Seeker must be willing to
sacrifice fundamentals of life permitted to other men, such as
marriage and children; he must have the ability to read beneath a
person's words to discover the unstated truth within; he must know
in an instant if the prisoner is undergoing undue pain or is on the
point of breaking; he must have the ability to go without sleep
when a prisoner has need of him, to put aside passions when he is
attacked, to resist the twin evils of remaining cold to the
prisoner's dilemmas or of immersing himself so fully in the
dilemmas that he cannot view objectively what the prisoner may have
done. Many of these qualities are learned over time. However, you
have begun to show that you possess the quality most necessary in a
Seeker."

Elsdon felt his chest tighten. He said in a
low voice, "You mean that I can torture prisoners."

"I mean that you place the needs of others
over your own."

In the silence that followed, Elsdon's eyes
scanned the cell. It had become all too familiar to him during his
short time there. He knew the color of the mortar between each
block in the translucent wall. He knew exactly how far to the
ceiling the door rose and how far it swung out. He had memorized
the screws that held the bed-shelf in place. He had looked at
everything there was to see in this cell, and had conned it twenty
times over. To be in a cell like this for another fifty years, or a
cell even smaller . . .

"You say I place the needs of others over my
own," he said to the waiting High Seeker. "The oath which the
Record-keeper had me sign required that of me – that I place the
best interests of the prisoner above my own. And the very first
sentence of the Code of Seeking says that a Seeker must be
willing to suffer for the prisoners."

Mr. Smith nodded silently. He was in the
stance he adopted when placing torture upon prisoners: relaxed, his
eyes intent on the person before him.

Elsdon drew a deep breath and said, "If I
accepted your offer to be a Seeker – if I let myself be freed
rather than eternally confined within a cell – then I could never
be sure whether I was doing this for the sake of the prisoners or
for my own sake. So I can't do that. I can't."

His voice shook on the final words. Angry at
himself for his weakness, he tried to stand straighter under the
High Seeker's gaze.

Mr. Smith said nothing, but his eyes
smiled.

Seeing this, Elsdon let his breath out,
slowly this time. "That was the test. You were offering this
temptation to see whether I would take it."

"My offer is a genuine one."

"But if I were a genuine Seeker, I wouldn't
take it." Elsdon looked around the cell again. This time he
remembered that the cell had one change from when he had been there
before: its door was unlocked.

"Everything you've done since my judging . .
." Elsdon said. "Letting me walk back from the trial without
guards, having me sign the oath of eternal commitment of my own
will, placing me in an unlocked apartment overnight, offering to
let me go free . . . It's all meant to make it easier for me, isn't
it? When I walk into that locked cell, I'll know that I was offered
alternatives, and I chose not to take them."

Still the High Seeker did not speak. Elsdon
straightened his shoulders yet further and said quietly, "I'm ready
now. You can take me to my new home."

Mr. Smith gestured toward the door. Elsdon
left behind the cell with its bright, flickering flame.

o—o—o

As Elsdon and Mr. Smith retraced their path
along the corridor to the entry hall, they passed Mr. Sobel and Mr.
Urman, who were escorting a hooded prisoner. Without a word, the
High Seeker returned Mr. Urman's whip to the guard's hand. Mr.
Urman took it without moving his eyes from the prisoner whose arm
he grasped. Mr. Sobel, walking on the other side of the prisoner,
gave Elsdon the briefest of smiles before returning his attention
to the more important party.

Elsdon and the High Seeker walked back
through the entry hall, which was empty now except for the
Record-keeper, scribbling at his desk, and several pairs of guards,
doing documentwork on the fringes of the room as they awaited new
prisoners. Beyond them was the doorway to the corridor between the
inner dungeon and the outer dungeon. Mr. Smith gestured Elsdon
through the door, for Elsdon was continuing to lead the way, as
though he were a host and Mr. Smith the guest.

They did not walk all the way to the outer
dungeon this time. Instead, Mr. Smith stopped at one of the doors
along the corridor, which was featureless but for its latch and
lock. The High Seeker pulled his chain of keys out, used the
appropriate key, and pushed the door. It opened to darkness.

The High Seeker looked at Elsdon, waiting.
Elsdon swallowed around the heartbeat fluttering in his throat and
said, "Sir, I wanted to tell you . . . Please forget what I said
yesterday about coming to visit me. I realize now that this was a
selfish request – your time must be with the prisoners who are
being searched, not wasted with a prisoner who has already been
broken."

"This isn't the proper place to discuss such
matters," the High Seeker replied, inclining his head toward some
figures further down the corridor who were shovelling coal into the
dungeon's furnace.

Elsdon looked again at the cell: it was
utterly black, for even the faint light in the corridor did not
penetrate beyond the first couple of steps. Pulling in a breath in
the manner of a man who must swim deep and does not know when he
will be able to breathe again, he walked into the cell.

He could hear behind him the soft chatter of
the laborers tending the fires, and ahead of him, through the wall
that faced the outer dungeon, he could hear the voices of people
passing. He had a moment to think to himself that this was an
unexpected bounty: he would be able to amuse himself by listening
to the free inhabitants of the Eternal Dungeon. Then the door
closed behind him, and he was left in the dark.

For a moment, with a jerk of the heart, he
thought this was part of the punishment. Then he heard the quiet
step of the High Seeker as he walked forward. It took all of
Elsdon's new-found courage to remain fixed in place. It was not
simply the eeriness of being in a cell whose contents he could not
see; it was being alone in the dark with a man like this. He forced
himself to remember all that the High Seeker had done for him.

A minute later, Elsdon's heartbeat eased as
he heard the scratch of a match against sandpaper. The lamp needed
time to take light, but after a while, although the room was still
grey with shadows, he could see about him. The first thing he
noticed was a door, placed against the wall of the outer dungeon.
This puzzled him, for he could not imagine why the guards who
tended him would need to enter from that direction. Then he saw the
remainder of the room.

A kitchen area lay to the right; though no
stove stood in the room, nor any sink or pump, there were storage
bins. Nearby was a living area with a cushioned bench facing a
cushioned chair. The walls behind the bench held a series of
sideboards surmounted with bookshelves, with a smattering of
volumes lying upon the latter. . . .

He swirled round to face the High Seeker, the
heart now beating hard at his throat. "No!" he cried. "I told you,
I can't accept your offer to be a Seeker!"

"Do you still have your oath of eternal
commitment?" Mr. Smith asked in an unruffled manner. He had raised
the face-cloth of his hood, and his face was now naked to the
younger man.

Elsdon thought for a second, then shook his
head. "I'm sorry. I used it to mark my place in the copy of the
Code of Seeking you showed me."

"I'll see that the book and the oath are sent
to you. In the meantime . . ." The High Seeker pulled from the
pocket of his shirt a piece of paper, its edges worn with use.
"This is an older copy of the oath, so the phrasing has changed
somewhat since it was signed. But it will remind you of what you
swore."

He opened the paper and handed it to Elsdon.
One of his fingers, covering the initial line, pointed to the lines
immediately below. Elsdon looked down at the words written there:
". . . swear on this day that I will remain eternally confined
within the Eternal Dungeon under whatever conditions the High
Torturer deems necessary."

His heartbeat stilled somewhat as the meaning
of the words penetrated him. He looked over at the High Seeker, who
said, "As you surmised, Mr. Taylor, we cannot spare our time with
prisoners who have already been broken. We only offer eternal
confinement to prisoners whom we believe can be trusted to look
after themselves, without need for more supervision than any other
member of the Eternal Dungeon receives. There was never any
question of placing guards or locks about you – not only would that
be a waste of our resources, but it is unnecessary. You made it
clear on the first day of your arrival in the dungeon that you have
no need for such restraints."

This time Elsdon did not look at the door
behind him, knowing what he would see. "Thank you," he said softly.
"Thank you for trusting me. I'll stay within this – this cell—" He
stumbled upon the word, finding it difficult to apply it to his
pleasant surroundings. "And I'll do whatever work you require of
me."

For he had remembered, in that moment, Mr.
Smith's words about not permitting the eternally confined to idle
away their days. All was clear now; he looked around the room,
trying to sight whatever craft or chore the High Seeker wished him
to do.

Mr. Smith said in a dry tone, "You might wish
to take a second look at the paper you hold."

Elsdon read through the remainder of the
oath, whose phrasing was not so very different from the phrasing of
his own oath. Only when he reached the signature did his breath
whistle in. He looked up to see that there was a suggestion of
amusement around Mr. Smith's eyes. Elsdon said tentatively, "You're
a prisoner here?"

"I am eternally confined, yes. But I did not
arrive here as a prisoner. All men who choose to become Seekers
must sign the oath of eternal commitment, for if we held so great a
privilege above the other prisoners – to be able to leave here and
return to the lighted world whenever we wished – then we would
become so distanced from the prisoners being searched that we would
not be able to understand their fears and their hopes. . . . Other
dungeons in the world, greedy for the skills of their torturers,
make prisoners of the torturers, but ours is the only dungeon in
the world where the confinement is offered and freely
accepted."

"So when I refused your offer that I should
become a Seeker . . . When I chose to enter my cell rather than
accept what I believed to be full freedom . . ."

"You qualified yourself in that moment to
become a Seeker-in-Training. You showed that you place the needs of
the prisoners over your own."

It was too much. Elsdon stared again at the
small comforts of the room about him, and at the two doors through
which he could step at any time, and he heard the noises of his
fellow inhabitants of the Eternal Dungeon, with whom he would be
able to speak whenever he wished. He put his fists up against his
mouth to suppress the sound there.

Beside him, Mr. Smith said quietly, "There is
no need for you to rush a decision. You have undergone great pain –
not only recently, but for most of your life. It will take a long
time for you to heal from that; at the very least, you should rest
for the next few weeks. It may become clearer to you during those
weeks whether you should train as a Seeker or take some other job
in the Eternal Dungeon. You would qualify for many positions here,
and I've no doubt that most of the other dungeon inhabitants will
be annoyed at me for trying to snatch a young man of such talents.
So take your time to rest, and heal, and think."

Elsdon was still standing motionless in the
center of his cell when he heard something tinkle onto the
bookshelf beside him. It was the key to the cell. Elsdon turned to
see the High Seeker walking toward the door to the inner
dungeon.

"I must go," Mr. Smith said, looking back at
him. "As you've seen, I have a new prisoner – I must work a little
later today than I'd intended."

The sounds of morning bustling now seemed to
Elsdon like a lullaby sung at day's end. It reminded him of how the
previous day had ended, and of the words he had spoken then. As the
High Seeker reached forward to touch the latch, Elsdon said
abruptly, "Mr. Smith!"

The High Seeker had been reaching up to his
hood. He stopped and looked back, eyebrows raised.

Elsdon walked forward to the door and said,
his voice soft with hesitation, "You told me that a Seeker must
have the ability to read beneath a person's words to discover the
unstated truth within."

There was no change in Mr. Smith's
expression. "That is a quality much valued in Seekers."

"You told me also that, when Seekers are in
private with friends or neighbors, they're permitted to show their
faces."

For a moment, the High Seeker's face remained
unscribed, revealing nothing. Then the blankness broke, and
something touched the edge of his mouth: the smile Elsdon had heard
before, but not yet seen.

"I have no need for more neighbors," the High
Seeker responded, waving his hand toward the wall adjoining the
crowded corridor of the outer dungeon. "As you can see, I have too
many already."

Even before the High Seeker finished his
speech, Elsdon's own smile had broken through. "Good night, Layle,"
he said, his voice thick with shyness.

"Good night, Elsdon." The High Seeker touched
him briefly on the arm. "I'll come by tomorrow after my shift, if I
may."

Elsdon nodded, and the High Seeker's hand
rose to touch his hood. Then the cloth covered the smile, and Layle
Smith slipped into the inner dungeon.

With his departure, the cell grew quiet.
Elsdon looked round at it, trying to decide whether to eat or read
or sleep or explore the waiting wonders of the outer dungeon.
Suddenly he flung his arms up, like a boy released from a hard
schoolmaster. Emitting a cry of joy, he twirled about in the room
for a bit before collapsing, laughing, onto the armchair.

Then his smile faded. Very softly, at the
edge of his hearing, he could hear someone crying. The sobbing was
hard, and it came from the direction of the inner dungeon.

He thought for a long while about this sound
before he got up and walked through the door to the outer dungeon,
in search of the guest apartment he had left behind, so that he
could fetch the black-bound book lying there.

o—o—o

o—o—o

. . . The first of the Eternal Dungeon's High
Seekers was also its most famous, not only for his own actions, but
for the manner in which Layle Smith influenced the men and women
around him.

Time has destroyed many valuable records from
the Eternal Dungeon. To our good fortune, however, a historian
living three generations after Layle Smith, working from documents
now lost, compiled a set of statistics concerning the "success"
rate of the Eternal Dungeon's High Torturers and High Seekers.

It comes as no surprise to learn that Layle
Smith headed this list, with a ninety-seven percent success rate in
breaking prisoners. Of the prisoners he broke, eight-three percent
were later sentenced to execution by the "magistrates"
(judges).

These statistics are often cited to
demonstrate the barbarity of Layle Smith. That the first High
Seeker often used barbarous methods to break his prisoners no one
today could deny. Yet the statistics hold a different meaning for
anyone well acquainted with the history of the Eternal Dungeon.

Unlike institutions today where arrested men
and women are questioned, the Eternal Dungeon was not sent
prisoners whose guilt was thought to be open to question. Instead,
the lesser prisons of Yclau sent prisoners whose guilt had already
been determined as certain, so that the Eternal Dungeon could
extract the confession needed to learn whether other parties had
assisted in the crimes. Under the circumstances, what is surprising
is not the high number of executions of dungeon prisoners, but
rather the fact that the Seekers made any effort at all to discover
whether the prisoners were innocent.

Moreover, a final statistic, usually not
cited, offers us another perspective on Layle Smith. The same
historian who compiled the statistics about the first High Seeker
notes, in an off-hand manner, that eight percent of the prisoners
who were sentenced to death because of testimony that Layle Smith
obtained were offered eternal confinement within the Eternal
Dungeon.

Eight percent may seem like a small
proportion. But if we keep in mind how many prisoners Layle Smith
searched yearly, and how long he retained the title of High Seeker,
we begin to understand the reason for the many complaints, during
this period, of overcrowding within the Eternal Dungeon. The
Eternal Dungeon was a ship of refugees, packed from bow to stern
with hundreds of men and women whom Layle Smith had rescued from
death.

This is the image that Layle Smith must have
held amongst his contemporaries, and the image should not be
forgotten, even as we acknowledge that the darkness we recognize in
him today was first noted by those who worked alongside him. "Light
and darkness cannot exist in a single place," some historians say,
but the history of the Eternal Dungeon, and of its first High
Seeker, suggests otherwise.

—Psychologists with Whips: A History of
the Eternal Dungeon.
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