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On the night of the last full moon before
the winter solstice, the hara of the desert Wraeththu tribe of
Kakkahaar cast off their sand-coloured robes and dance naked
beneath the stars. It is, for them, the festival of Hubisag, a
pitiless hermaphrodite deity of death and dark magic. The Kakkahaar
dance around a hungry fire; sparks spiral up into the darkness.
Their voices utter mantras to earth and stone. Their fists clench
against the sky, then punch the ground. They sway and spin and
stamp. Their skins are painted with the blood of sacrifice. They
have Medusa hair beneath the moon’s stark light. They are proud and
fierce, full of secrets and the mysteries of life, and the
knowledge that they are superior among their kind.

It is the most important night of the year,
when pledges are made to the god and boons petitioned for. It is
not unknown for hara to disappear into the desert before the sun
rises and never come out again. Hubisag occasionally takes his own
sacrifices. He is not partial to prayers.

But the legends of the Kakkahaar speak of a
festival night that surpassed all others. It was the night when the
world changed. The world of Wraeththu. Perhaps it was when all
hara, whether consciously or not, turned purposefully to approach
their own potential, rather than career mindlessly along in wild,
ungoverned chaos. In Kakkahaar history, two events happened on this
night that brought the tribe closer to Wraeththu destiny than they
otherwise might have been.

There were no omens in the sky to herald
this change, nor in the entrails of vultures into which the shamans
of the tribe peered so closely. There was no warning at all. No har
knew that somewhere, far away, other hara, of other tribes, who
also believed themselves to be superior among their kind, made
decisions and consequently pulled threads upon the web of wyrd. A
decision. An order. A result. Perhaps without thought for how far
the reverberations on the plucked web would be sensed. For those
who had eyes to see. For those with eyes inside.

Ulaume was not Kakkahaar, although he lived among
them. In fact, the tribe leader, Lianvis, had bought him some years
back, from a travelling band of Colurastes, who had taken care not
to mention exactly why they were prepared to sell one of their own
into slavery. Lianvis had seen only the surface beauty – he liked
pretty, sparkling things – and had perhaps smelled a sense of
danger that reminded him very much of himself. The deal had been
concluded with almost indecent haste and very little bartering,
which even the Colurastes had known was unusual for Kakkahaar. They
hadn’t cared about it. They’d simply blessed their gods in silence
as the goods changed hands. Then they’d gone away – swiftly.

Ulaume knew his people had been relieved and
pleased to see the back of him. He bore little resentment. Slavery
existed only in the mind. He felt utterly free. Lianvis approved of
most of what he did, and actually seemed pleased when Ulaume did
something that he could disapprove of, because there was very
little Lianvis wouldn’t do himself. From the very first moment he’d
looked into Ulaume’s eyes, the Kakkahaar leader had known he wasn’t
looking at a slave. It had been an unspoken message, which Ulaume
had been very clear about in his silence. Still, they played the
game of master and not-master, even though it was only a game, and
a darker, more complex relationship existed between them.

The dwelling of Lianvis was a warren of
canopies that looked very permanent, although hara of the tribe
could dismantle it within an hour, scour the site to eradicate
signs of their presence and melt into the desert as if they’d never
been there. The Kakkahaar were adept at illusion.

Ulaume had his own rooms within the
pavilion, where the walls were never still, prey to the insidious
breezes that breathed sand into every corner. He had a mirror that
was exactly his own height and it was very old. Somehar had stolen
it from the silent ruins of a rich human’s house and then, some
time later, had sold it to Lianvis, once they’d realised it was
actually quite cumbersome to haul around the desert. For this
reason, Lianvis had acquired it at a very good price. Its glass was
flawless and the frame looked as if it had been designed by an evil
witch queen, writhing as it was with smirking demons, which suited
both Lianvis’ and Ulaume’s tastes perfectly. Ulaume liked to admire
himself in this mirror and Lianvis liked to watch him doing so.

But tonight, Ulaume was alone. He applied
scented oil, mixed with his own blood, slowly and languorously to
his supple limbs, his body swaying slightly as if he danced to a
distant song. And so he did, because he was of the Colurastes, the
serpent tribe, and their hearing is more acute than most hara’s. It
was the song of the stars Ulaume heard, the song of the moon,
calling so softly. All of his senses were especially alert. He
could hear the brushwood being dragged across the sand almost a
mile from the camp. He could smell the first peppery tang of new
flame. This night was important to him because he intended to work
a potent curse against somehar who he considered had wronged him.
Somehar who had been the cause of the first harsh words Lianvis had
ever spoken to him. Somehar who would pay most dearly for his
interference, and who would most certainly never forget the name of
Ulaume, har of the Colurastes, har of the serpent people.

Ulaume stared at himself in the shadowy
glass, his head thrown back, his glance haughty. He smoothed his
tawny flanks and tossed his hair, which fell to his knees and
possessed properties that hair normally did not have. Sometimes, he
had to twist hanks of it fiercely to make it behave. Satisfied with
what he saw, Ulaume hissed expressively and made a small pounce
towards his reflection. Then he laughed quietly, in utter
self-absorbed pleasure. ‘Pellaz,’ he said, leaning close to breathe
upon the mirror. ‘Remember me. I wish you the greatest, most
exquisite pain.’

He leaned his cheek against the glass, then
decided he’d had enough of self-indulgence and prepared to leave
the pavilion for the festival site. Lianvis would already be there,
supervising the arrangements. It was supposed to be a wild night of
abandonment, but in fact Lianvis planned it very carefully and made
sure that nothing was omitted, left at the camp, or overlooked.

Ulaume threw a dun-coloured cloak around his
shoulders to cover his naked body and padded out into the night. He
felt so powerful he was sure his footprints must be smoking, and
the sand would turn to glass wherever he trod. Hara would see those
footprints in the future and they would say to one another that
they were the legacy of the night on which Ulaume of the Colurastes
cursed the wretched har, Pellaz. “But who was Pellaz?” some might
ask. A nohar.

It is almost beneath me to do this,
Ulaume thought. Self-righteous fool. Who will ever hear of you,
while I, naturally, am destined to be legendary? So, I will make
you legendary too, you reeking tower of piety, and you really do
not deserve it. Be glad you have offended me.

Cheered by this idea, Ulaume stalked away
from the camp, his cloak blowing about him. What a pretty
picture of death I must make, he thought.

Other hara were also making their way to the
site, although none of them approached Ulaume or appeared even to
notice him. This was not deliberate ignorance, but just an
acknowledgement of his status. When he led the dance this night,
power would surge to the tribe from the cold distant reaches of the
universe. When he sang, stars would shatter in distant galaxies.
Ulaume had no friends, other than Lianvis, but possessed a horde of
helpless admirers, who all feared him greatly. Such had it always
been. It was one of the reasons why the Colurastes had done what
they had to him. Ulaume had no time for fear. He despised it in
others. Lianvis’ lack of it made him worthy of respect. Only one
other had not feared him. Only one. Ulaume sneered instinctively,
then got control of himself. Anger was weakness. He must remain
focused.

Not far from the camp, there were ruins,
constructed in ancient times by humans who had possessed more
knowledge than their descendents who had lost the world. The
Kakkahaar had appropriated this place for themselves and journeyed
to its location several times a year for specific rites. The ruins
were mostly underground, but for Hubisag’s festival, the ceremonies
would be held outside, because the god should not be worshipped in
hidden, secret places. It would be an affront to his power.

Ulaume noticed Lianvis standing beside the
fledgling fire, his arms folded and his expression that of
contemplation. He did not know what Ulaume planned to do and Ulaume
did not intend to enlighten him, because part of the reason for his
incandescent fury was that Lianvis had a soft spot for the
loathsome Pellaz, even though he wouldn’t admit it. It was this
softness that had inspired Lianvis to upbraid Ulaume for his
behaviour after Pellaz had left the Kakkahaar camp. Ulaume hadn’t
intended to attack Pellaz physically. He’d had seduction in mind:
seduction in the manner he most enjoyed, which invariably involved
some kind of struggle for power. Pellaz had not been interested.
He’d revealed his contempt, so what other choice had Ulaume had
other than to lash out? His hair often had a mind of its own. With
hindsight, Ulaume realised it might have been better not to have
allowed it to try and strangle Pellaz. Afterwards, Pellaz must have
whined to Lianvis about the incident, because the Kakkahaar leader
had punished Ulaume: first with scorn, then with silence. It had
been weeks before Ulaume had won back Lianvis’ favour.

Now, the need for secrecy interfered
somewhat with Ulaume’s desire for everyhar to know what could
happen to those who crossed him, but he would work out the details
of how to spread the news later. Events were still too raw to be
addressed with Lianvis now. Pellaz had been gone for less than a
year.

Perhaps Lianvis was now thinking of Pellaz
too. He might be remembering the jet black hair, the jet black fire
of condemnation and virtue that could shoot from Pellaz’s eyes. He
had despised the Kakkahaar, full of judgement and morality. Stupid,
misguided and outdated human notions. Fear hid inside it all. No
true Wraeththu, he. Lianvis must not think of him. No, as a leader,
he must be considering other things: his own power, how to increase
it. Fair Lianvis. Fair and wicked king. His hair was the colour of
honey made by bees that feasted on poisonous flowers and was
braided into three plaits, each of four sections of hair. Two hung
over his breast to his waist, the other trailed like a serpent down
his back. His face was like that of an Ancient Egyptian pharaoh.
His pale robe was embroidered with a grimoire of arcane symbols. By
any standards, he looked like a divine sovereign and knew how to
behave like one. Ulaume prowled to his side and laid a hand on
Lianvis’ shoulder. Lianvis started in surprise, then smiled. ‘You
fold out of the darkness,’ he said.

‘Or into it,’ Ulaume said.

Lianvis took hold of Ulaume’s hand and
kissed it. ‘Work well tonight. I’ve a feeling we have need of
it.’

‘You look thoughtful. What worries you?’
Ulaume supposed that Lianvis’ sharp sensitive mind might well be
picking up on his own intention. He must allay such suspicions.

‘I am unsure,’ Lianvis said, frowning
slightly. ‘There is a flex to the air tonight. A strange feeling.
Can’t you sense it?’

Ulaume could sense nothing but his own
desire, which was strong enough to eclipse all other sensations,
and smelled strongly of smoke and blood. It filled his entire
being. ‘No,’ he said. ‘I can’t imagine why you should feel like
this.’

Lianvis gave him a considered glance,
because it was rare he could feel something Ulaume could not. ‘Then
perhaps I am wrong,’ he said, in a somewhat dry tone.

‘Perhaps you sense what is to come,’ Ulaume
purred. ‘Perhaps we shall conjure something tonight beyond our
imaginations.’

Lianvis laughed. ‘I am not sure I would like
to confront something beyond my imagination – or yours, for
that matter. But for that reason, it is an idea to cherish.’

Hara were gathering thickly around the fire
now, which had begun to reach for the stars with more intensity,
fed by tinder and intention. The high cabal of tribe shamans was
already circling the flames. They dragged carved staffs through the
dusty sand, marking an area of sanctity. Ulaume’s arrival at the
site had signalled the ceremony must begin.

Lianvis judged the moment and stepped away
from Ulaume. He raised his arms and immediately everyhar became
silent and still. For some moments, he appeared to bask in the
hellish light of the fire, his eyes closed. Ulaume stood like a
statue behind him, the hood of his cloak shadowing his face.

‘Hubisag!’ Lianvis called in a hollow,
chilling voice. ‘We call to you, Father of Eternity, Lord of
Iniquity, whose stride spans the abyss. We call to you. We conjure
and command your presence on this, the night of your holy festival.
Hubisag, we are your children, and all acts we commit, we do so in
your name. Come to us now! Instil within us the might of your power
and wisdom! Hubisag, come!’

The shamans began a low rumbling chant in an
unintelligible tongue that was reputedly the language Hubisag
obeyed. Out of the darkness, as if they’d manifested from the
desert sand itself, a troupe of hara clad only in their own
thigh-length hair, insinuated themselves lithely between the
motionless lesser hara of the tribe. These were Fire Dancers, of
the Pyralis level of the Ulani caste. They prowled around the
perimeter of the flames, snarling, their fingers curling on the
air. Beyond the circle of the congregation, drummers started up a
throbbing tribal rhythm.

Ulaume stirred restlessly within the
disguise of his cloak. His body yearned to burst free, now, this
moment, but he must judge the right time. It was not yet. The Fire
Dancers must weave the web of power before he could dance upon it
himself.

The whole tribe had begun to sway in time to
the hypnotic rhythm and now the dancers’ prowl was punctuated by
abrupt leaps and yelping cries. They spun in circles, lunging at
members of the tribe, who did not flinch, but who threw back their
heads, uttering ecstatic gasps.

Ulaume felt the power building up. He sensed
it as smoking blue white light emanating from the hot skins of the
dancers. It too was spinning, swirling counter-clockwise around the
circle. The drums grew louder and faster, and the hara of the tribe
added their voices to that of the shamans. The power was reaching a
peak. Ulaume noticed Lianvis throw him a covert glance, as if to
indicate that now was the time to join the dance, but Ulaume waited
a few more precious seconds. He wanted that power to ache for him,
to be taken beyond the point of no return, to demand the release of
his body’s energy thrust into it. His eyes were half closed and he
fancied that he could perceive a gigantic nebulous figure forming
from the smoke and sparks of the fire. ‘Hubisag,’ he said in his
mind. ‘Grant me my boon. I will show it to you now.’

With a fierce and guttural cry, Ulaume threw
off the cloak and leapt forward, right into the midst of the
dancers. The others went for him, growling and lashing out with
their clawed hands, but Ulaume spun away from them, around and
around the shouting flames. The roar filled his head. I will
show you! I will show you! He conjured in his mind a
picture of Pellaz, offering it up to the god like a severed head on
a silver salver. Now, my lord of iniquity, do unto this…

Pain. Total. Instant. Consuming. Ulaume
screamed and shot several feet into the air, his body twisting in
unnatural contortions. The silent petition was stilled in his mind.
It was as if a fist of hard air had reached into his head and
squeezed his brain. Agonising sensations flooded through his body.
Every nerve screamed in torment. Something had punched a hole in
his head. His life was running out of it. He collapsed onto the
ground as if he’d been thrown there.

Movement, voices, flickering light. Ulaume
lay panting, face down, on the sand, his fingers flexing weakly in
the sifting grains. He felt like a rare creature that had been shot
and awaited the inevitable approach of the hunter for the coup de
grace. He was aware of every laboured breath he drew into his body.
He could hear his heart slowing down. The drums were fading away.
Hara were silent around him. There was only the night and himself.
Slower, slower, the heart-beat’s drum. His breath was the roar of
the ocean, so hard to draw it. So hard.

A flash of lightning pierced his eyes and
his body jerked involuntarily. He was both blinded by the light,
but also given the most intense clarity of sight he’d ever known.
Pictures came thick and fast upon the mind’s eye. He saw landscapes
of unimaginable strangeness and wonder rush past his perception. He
saw mighty cities of black stone rearing against an obsidian sky,
devoid of stars. He saw the abyss, impenetrable blackness, and
heard the lament of lost souls. He saw hara dancing, beautiful free
movement, but their limbs were attached to shining strings, and
somewhere, invisibly, a puppeteer tweaked and guided them. Now the
puppets began to jerk and wriggle in strangely obscene gestures.
There was no beauty to their movement, no harmonious rhythm. The
puppet master laughed and it was a sound that filled the universe.
Ulaume feared it more than he had ever feared anything. Perhaps it
was the first thing he’d feared in his life. Was this death? Was he
heading this way? No!

‘Hubisag,’ he said in his mind, ‘if I have
offended you, I repent me. I am your priest, your child, and I
adore you. Show me how I can atone.’

Thinking those words required the most
effort he’d ever put into a conscious action. It was as if
existence itself fought against his expression and his own life
depended upon it.

‘Take yourself to a sacred place…’

It was the words of a prayer he heard in his
mind, a small echoing voice.

And another voice: ‘Father, you have
murdered me…’

What he heard made no sense. He heard a
horse scream. He smelled cordite. He saw blood running across sandy
soil, dark blood, from somewhere deep inside. The sight of it
touched him, moved him and he felt something he’d never felt
before. He didn’t know what it was, but it wasn’t fear. He saw the
face of Pellaz, as he’d appeared when Ulaume had first met him, his
eyes full of curiosity and desire. Ulaume’s essence was drawn
towards those eyes. This time their welcome would not turn to ice.
But when Ulaume reached them, they were glazed over and dull. They
were dead.

‘Ulaume!’ Rough hands shook his body, hauled
him to his feet. Someone slapped his face hard. ‘Ulaume! Come out
of it! Come back!’

Ulaume blinked, gulped air, sucked it into
his body in a powerful rush. Sound and movement hurtled back, his
stilled heart raced frantically. The night was confusion and riot
around him. He saw Lianvis’ face before him, pinched with concern,
and slumped against his body.

‘What happened?’ Lianvis demanded.

Ulaume raised his head, shook it slowly from
side to side. The movement filled him with nausea and he had to
pull away from Lianvis to vomit copiously onto the ground.

‘Tell me,’ Lianvis said in a low voice. ‘I
must know.’

Ulaume wiped his mouth with the back of one
hand. ‘He’s dead,’ he said. ‘That’s all you need to know.’

 


Not all the Kakkahaar were present at the
festival that night. Only three did not attend, and they were
occupied by what formerly, in the world of humanity, would have
been seen as women’s work.

For nineteen hours, Herien, a young har who
had been incepted to Wraeththu only a year before, had been pacing,
pacing around the pavilion he shared with his chesnari, Rarn. He
had spent hours weeping: He couldn’t sit down. He couldn’t lie
down. When Rarn had tried to touch him in comfort, he’d pushed him
off, his skin too sensitive to bear it. If he just kept moving, it
was better, he could just about stand it. The moment he’d stopped,
he’d felt as if a captive demon in his gut was trying to push his
insides out. Sometimes, he had vomited until his stomach hurt. He
couldn’t bear the terrible weight of what pressed down inside him.
He was exhausted, yet near hysterical. Eventually, he’d fallen to
the floor, groaning in agony, but too tired to keep moving.

Now, the time was near and Herien lay
supported on Rarn’s chest, on a low bed in one of the canopied
rooms. Rarn, kneeling on the pillows, held Herien beneath the
armpits, while a healer of the tribe, a one-eyed har named Chisbet,
peered between Herien’s raised knees. The noises that Herien made
were like those of a half-slaughtered calf. He was in the process
of delivering a pearl, which in human terms had once meant giving
birth.

Wraeththu harlings are born in leathery
sacs, in which they continue to develop for several weeks. In those
days, procreation was a virtually untrodden territory among
Wraeththu. They still had too much to learn about their androgynous
condition, before embarking upon such an essentially female aspect
of their being, and were ill-equipped to deal with it. There were
no women to help them, which would certainly have made the
transition easier. They were alone with a frightening truth. They
were no longer men and this was the most damning proof of it. And
they had to cope without much-needed female support, because that
was a price they must pay for taking the world from humanity.

Only high-ranking hara were supposed to be
capable of inseminating a host, and Rarn was indeed a Nahir Nuri of
the tribe, but even he had been aghast at what had happened, one
night after too much wine and a desire to take aruna beyond its
normal boundaries.

Herien was clearly terrified, perhaps
because his memories of being utterly male were too close for
comfort. Even in his exhaustion, he writhed and moaned, asking to
die, asking for someone to kill him, asking for release. Rarn felt
helpless and numb, and willingly surrendered all control of the
proceedings to Chisbet, who claimed to have helped deliver a pearl
before. Rarn was not convinced of this – the occurrence being so
rare among Wraeththukind – but he was prepared to overlook his
misgivings. He couldn’t have coped with this on his own. It was
dreadful. Hideous. The mess. The stink. Was this truly
necessary?

Chisbet told Herien to push, and Rarn’s
gorge rose. He was remembering his childhood and his youth, films
and documentaries on TV, whispered conversations of female
relatives. He was remembering being human and the life and culture
he had chosen to forget. He didn’t need this to remind him. At that
moment, he would cheerfully have taken a blade to Herien’s throat,
even though he was immensely fond of him. Anything to stop the
noise, to stop this dreadful process.

‘Do something,’ he said to Chisbet. ‘You do
know what to do, don’t you?’ His tone, by this time, was desperate,
and not at all haughty as it usually was.

Chisbet had lost an eye in battle, fighting
for the Unneah tribe. The Kakkahaar regarded him as somewhat
unsavoury, but he was a good healer, so his eccentric and
uncivilised ways were tolerated. ‘It’s more up to him,’ he said.
‘This is nature. He’s resisting it. Talk to him.’

Rarn uttered a sound of despair, anguish and
revulsion. He wanted to say, ‘This is not nature,’ but of course it
was. He swallowed sour saliva, trying to keep a hold on the
writhing har lying against him. ‘Herien, you must… you must do… you
must expel it.’ He couldn’t say ‘push’, he just
couldn’t.

‘Cut it out! Just cut the thing out of me!’
Herien screamed. ‘It’s killing me!’

At once, Rarn drew the knife from his belt,
but Chisbet’s right hand shot out and clasped his wrist. ‘No. We
cannot risk damaging the sac. There are fluids inside it.’

Herien’s screams had reached a diabolical
pitch. His face was unrecognisable, screwed up into a tortured
monkey mask.

‘Do something!’ Rarn cried. ‘He’s
dying!’

Chisbet appeared calm. ‘Come on now,’ he
said. ‘You can do this. Push, Herien.’

Herien uttered a final roar and his body
lunged backwards.

Rarn was almost knocked over, and was sure
he felt the muscles in his thighs rip. Something shining and
slippery shot out of Herien’s body and landed in Chisbet’s hands,
which were held waiting. It was the size of a har’s head.
Unspeakable!

Chisbet’s shoulders slumped, apparently in
relief.

‘What now?’ Rarn demanded, a tremor in his
voice.

Herien had gone worryingly quiet and still.
His body was as limp as a corpse as Rarn wriggled out from beneath
it.

Chisbet laid the pearl carefully on a cloth
and then examined Herien’s body. ‘Looks in order,’ he said, ‘but
I’ll need to stitch and pack him to stop the bleeding. Fetch me the
hot water. I’ll clean him up.’

Rarn stood shaking beside the bed and
couldn’t bring himself to look at anything but the rugs
underfoot.

‘Do it, har!’ Chisbet snarled. ‘You made
this happen. You help now. You hear me?’

Rarn somehow made his limbs obey Chisbet’s
command. He couldn’t think, couldn’t absorb what he’d just
witnessed.

Chisbet appeared to read his mind. ‘Get used
to it, Rarn. This is the way of things. How else do you think our
race will continue?’ He laughed rather cruelly. ‘Be glad. You have
a son – or soon will do, at any rate.’

Rarn handed the materials to Chisbet:
lengths of linen wadding, suture equipment and the waiting hot
water. He glanced at Herien, whose lower parts looked as if a
frenzied maniac had attacked them with a dozen weapons. Herien’s
eyes were closed and he did not move. Swallowing with difficulty,
Rarn looked away. He had touched those precious parts, tasted them.
Now they looked like ruined meat.

Humming to himself, Chisbet carefully bathed
Herien’s soume-lam, his female organs, and stitched up the tearing.
His male parts, the ouana-lim, had withdrawn into the body to
prevent damage.

Rarn glanced at the pearl. ‘How long will it
take to… to come out?’

Chisbet shrugged. ‘Couple of weeks, that’s
all. It’s not too bad. It’s over. Lianvis will be pleased. Stop
feeling sorry for yourself. Look at this poor creature here. He’s
the one who’s suffered, not you.’

‘You must be dead inside,’ Rarn said. ‘Can’t
you imagine how I feel? How can you say those things?’

‘Easy. I face reality. This will be common
soon – if we’re lucky.’

‘You enjoy it. You’re perverse.’

‘Of course I enjoy it. It’s a miracle and
I’m proud to be part of it. It’s you who’s perverse, my friend.
Think about it.’

Rarn really didn’t want to. It was not
something he’d have chosen to be part of.

‘Go and get a breath of air,’ Chisbet said.
‘I’m going to pack the wound now.’

Rarn left the pavilion, grateful to escape
the abattoir stink. He breathed slow and deep the cool night air
and gazed at the glow in the sky, which was the festival fire. A
son. Could it possibly be real? He had never felt so exhausted in
his life. Even althaia, the changing from human to Wraeththu,
hadn’t been as bad as this, because then he hadn’t been conscious.
He’d gone into a coma a boy and woken up har. This was disgustingly
different. It could have been him lying there on that bed with
blood and shit running out of him. Hellish injury. Such violation.
Too human to contemplate for someone who believed he’d transcended
humanity. It could have happened to him anytime. He’d taken aruna
with other high-ranking hara. Nohar knew what they were risking.
Nohar. How could such a rank visceral event result from the
blissful aruna that had caused it? He remembered the night they’d
made the pearl, the feeling of having transcended the flesh, of
touching Heaven. The closeness of it. The bond. Herien, so
trusting, so completely surrendered to love, that a part of
himself, deep inside, had opened like a flower: a part that had
never opened before. And a previously unused part of Rarn’s
ouana-lim had woken up, drawn by the alluring song of that secret
inner organ and had ventured forth to enter it. In such a way were
Wraeththu harlings conceived.

Rarn pressed the fingers of one hand against
his eyes. His body shuddered with dry sobs. So much to learn. So
much. He felt full of love and sadness. He was beginning to
understand what it meant to be truly har.

In the pavilion, Chisbet finished off the wound
packing and sat back for a moment to admire his work. Herien had
still not come round. Chisbet knew he’d done a good job on the
stitches; the har would be fine in a few days. He changed the
soiled bedding around Herien, made him comfortable, and then turned
his attention to the pearl. Gently, he cleaned it. He had seen this
happen only once before, among the Unneah, and that event had
occasioned more upset than this one. He smiled to himself in
recollection. Every har in the tribe had trembled in terror then,
as if a plague had come upon them. Chisbet wasn’t distressed by
harish birth. He had spoken the truth when he’d called it a
miracle. Until you’d seen this, Wraeththu bodies and all their
pleasing accessories seemed only like ornaments. This was real and
bloody. To Chisbet, it was proof that they were meant to be. New
life.

Chisbet shed a few sentimental tears from
his remaining eye and then laid the pearl in the curve of Herien’s
right arm. The pearl was dark in colour and strangely veined. There
was a sense of life moving within it. Chisbet wiped Herien’s brow
with a scented damp cloth and Herien opened his eyes. His mouth
trembled. He looked so young.

Chisbet stroked his face. ‘You’re fine, my
lovely. Fine. All went well. You are a pioneer, you know. You’re
blessed.’

‘Where’s Rarn?’ Herien asked in a slurred
mumble. He hadn’t yet noticed the pearl.

‘Taking a breath of air,’ Chisbet said. ‘You
keep that young one warm now. Cherish it as a mother hen cherishes
her clutch.’

Herien glanced down, saw the pearl and went
rigid. For a moment, Chisbet was concerned that he’d throw it away
from him.

‘That’s yours,’ he said. ‘Part of you. Don’t
be afraid.’

Herien laid his head back on the pillows and
began to weep, but his fingers flexed gently against the pearl.
Chisbet held onto his left hand, squeezing it hard. He sighed. It
was tough, growing up.

Rarn did not go back into the pavilion for over an
hour. He’d needed time alone to recover, then felt guilty about
leaving Herien and steeled himself to return. But whatever horror
he had expected still to confront, he found that even during that
short time, Herien had recovered considerably. He was now propped
up by pillows, sipping a hot drink that Chisbet had made for
him.

Rarn stood at the entrance to the bed
chamber, feeling awkward and embarrassed. Chisbet winked at him and
left the room. Rarn couldn’t think of anything to say. He had a
ridiculous fear that Herien would blame him in some way for what
had happened, and be angry about it. But Herien looked radiant, if
tired.

‘It doesn’t hurt any more,’ Herien said,
wonder in his voice. ‘The pain’s just gone, as if it was never
there. I can’t believe it. I’m just a bit sore now, that’s
all.’

Rarn went to sit beside him. ‘You were
female,’ he said. ‘For a time. It looked that way.’

‘We’re all female,’ Herien said, ‘and
male. Isn’t that the point?’

Rarn grimaced. ‘How easy it is to ignore or
forget.’

‘I’ll never forget it again,’ Herien said.
‘I don’t want to now. You should go through this, Rarn. You really
should.’

Rarn laughed uncomfortably. ‘I’m not sure. I
don’t think I can ever forget what you went through. I had a view
you didn’t, remember.’

‘But it was worth it. Look.’ Herien drew the
covers back and showed Rarn the pearl, held tight against his body.
‘Isn’t it strange? Isn’t it wonderful?’

Rarn stared at the pearl.

‘You can touch it,’ Herien said. ‘You can
feel something moving.’

Tentatively, Rarn reached out and laid his
hand over the warm sac. The harling protected within it seemed to
press against his hand. He glanced into Herien’s eyes and felt
faint at the sensation of total union that passed between them.
Chisbet was right: this was a miracle.

Herien smiled, and Rarn leaned forward to
kiss his brow. ‘You are beautiful,’ Rarn said, ‘beautiful and brave
and strong.’

‘I am Wraeththu,’ Herien said. ‘Truly so
now.’


Chapter Two

Not too far away from the Kakkahaar camp,
across the desert, lay the town of Saltrock, cradled by gaunt
mountains, perfumed by acrid aromas that rose from the soda lakes
nearby.

On the night that Ulaume danced before the
festival fire and Herien delivered the first Kakkahaar pearl, Seel
Griselming, the leader of the Saltrock community, and Flick, (who
had not elected to take a second name for himself following
inception), had invited the shaman of their people, Orien Farnell,
round for dinner. Seel was an exotic creature, olive-skinned, with
a riot of multi-coloured braids into which were woven ribbons and
feathers. Orien was less flamboyant in appearance, a har who moved
with grace and whose long tawny hair fought constantly to escape
whatever ties sought to constrain it. Flick always felt too young
and awkward in the presence of these hara. His skin was pale, and
not even exposure to the sun could conjure forth a honeyed sheen.
His hair was intensely black, long down his back but cut short to
the sides of his head. One day, he supposed, he might become tall
and commanding as every other har in Saltrock seemed to be. A
well-meaning har had once referred to him as a ‘little imp’ and
Flick had yet to get over the remark. He was not Seel’s chesnari,
but he was rather more than an employee. Flick himself was never
sure exactly what place he occupied in Seel’s life, even more so of
late.

But tonight, at least to begin with, all was
in harmony. Cutlery and glasses chinked and glinted in candle-light
and conversation was cheerful. Orien had come to finalise with Seel
arrangements for the approaching solstice festival. The hara who
lived in Saltrock came from many different tribes and, as yet,
nohar had suggested they give themselves a separate tribal name,
although they usually referred to themselves as Sarocks, and other
tribes had begun to use this term for them as well. Seel was not
concerned with such things, considering himself a creature of
action and enterprise. His identity derived from his capabilities
and his leadership rather than a label, although it was doubtful
the rest of his hara felt that way. Seel, however, kept them too
busy to think about it. He wanted to build a functioning Wraeththu
town. He wanted order, for hara to fulfil their potential and not
just live from day to day like savages. He’d seen enough of that in
the north, following his own inception. In his opinion, Wraeththu
needed to grow up quickly, because otherwise they might destroy
themselves before they found out what they really were. He was very
selective about who he allowed into Saltrock and although this had
been criticised quite recently by an old friend, Seel still
considered he was doing the right thing. Now, he thought of that
old friend and raised his glass to the others. ‘A toast,’ he said.
‘To Cal and Pell, wherever they roam.’

‘To Cal and Pell,’ Flick said with
enthusiasm.

Orien frowned slightly, then raised his
glass silently and clinked it against the others. He took a sip of
wine, his expression thoughtful.

Seel cocked his head to one side. ‘To old
friends, Orien? Can’t you drink to that?’

Orien smiled rather grimly. ‘I find it hard
to drink to Cal. But I don’t like the way that makes me feel.’

‘You don’t like him. Admit it,’ Seel said,
pouring more wine into his glass. ‘Don’t feel bad about it. You’re
not perfect. You don’t have to be.’

‘Was that a claw showing?’ Orien said.

Seel shrugged. ‘You know how I feel about
Cal. He’s hag-ridden by his reputation, and your attitude doesn’t
help, because you are respected and therefore you affect other
hara’s attitudes too. That’s not fair.’

‘He earned that reputation,’ Orien said
mildly.

‘Oh please don’t argue about this again,’
Flick said. ‘I’m sick of hearing it.’

‘Be quiet, we’re not arguing,’ Seel said.
‘You must admit I’m right, Orien.’

Orien put down his glass on the table and
moved it around a little. ‘Don’t corner me, Seel. We have to agree
to differ over this.’

‘You can’t bear it because he was right
about Pell,’ Seel said. ‘He found you out, didn’t he? You’ll never
forgive him for that.’

‘And you’ll never forgive him for leaving
you,’ Orien said. ‘See, I can show claws too.’

‘Right, that’s it!’ Flick snapped. ‘If you
don’t stop this, I’ll pour the rest of the wine down the sink.
You’ve been over this ground too many times. Let it go, will
you.’

‘I can’t let it go,’ Seel said, fixing Orien
with a manic stare. ‘I worry about what’s happening to Pell, and
that’s got nothing to do with Cal. I worry that you won’t tell me
things. I worry that you’re creating a scapegoat in Cal, because
that means something might go wrong. Will you ever tell me the
truth?’

‘No,’ Orien said. ‘And as Flick correctly
suggested, we should drop this. You know why I can’t speak.’

‘No, I don’t actually,’ Seel insisted,
grabbing hold of the wine bottle before Flick could snatch it from
him. ‘It’s preyed on my mind for months. I can’t talk to you about
it because this great wall of silence goes up. We’re supposed to be
friends, but you won’t trust me. If you continue to keep silent, I
can only think the worst.’

‘It doesn’t matter what you think,’ Orien
said. ‘It won’t change anything.’

‘What are you afraid of? Or should I say
“who”?’

At this point, Flick thought, a divine
mechanism should intervene: fire from heaven should shoot through a
window, or a building should collapse outside. Like Seel, he
thought Orien had secrets, but he knew Orien would never reveal
them. Nagging him to do so always ended up in argument. Seel should
let it drop, but he couldn’t, because he and Cal had a history.

As young humans, Cal and Seel had been
lovers and they had believed the only path open to them was to cast
off their humanity and become Wraeththu, so they could be together
for eternity, in complete harmonious bliss, and all the rest of it.
But it hadn’t worked out that way. Being har had driven them apart
rather than bound them together. The first tribe they had stumbled
across, who had taken them in and performed, in their particularly
brutal way, the necessary procedures to change their being, had
been Uigenna. Not the best choice, but then they’d not had a
choice, only desperation. Seel hadn’t stayed long with them.
Essentially, his soul was gentle, whereas Cal’s… well, nobody
really knew what comprised Cal’s soul. He’d stayed with the Uigenna
though, even when Seel had defected to a less rabid tribe, the
Unneah.

Seel had never spoken to Flick in great
detail of his early Wraeththu life. Flick knew this was because it
embarrassed him as much as it pained him. But Flick did know that
things had gone really bad for Cal, so bad that even the Uigenna
had cast him out. He’d gone to Seel for sanctuary, but that hadn’t
lasted long either. By then, Cal had had a disreputable chesnari in
tow called Zackala, a har who’d died a short time afterwards under
circumstances of which the details were disturbingly vague.

The first time Flick had met Cal was a
couple of years before, when he’d turned up unannounced at
Saltrock. Flick had been jealous of Cal on sight, because his was
the lithe, sinuous, lazy sort of beauty that enslaved hara’s souls
and hearts with no effort whatsoever. It was the kind of beauty
that caused trouble, a sort of poison, a narcotic that made you
feel good to start with, then sent you spiralling into a gutter,
retching your guts out and wishing you’d never had that first
taste. He’d had a lovely human boy with him, who he’d stolen – or
bewitched – away from a comfortable home and had brought to
Saltrock for inception. Even at the time, Flick had thought this
act was perhaps not expedient, but just another way to turn the
knife in Seel. But Seel, living up to the image he wanted to
portray, had been willing to help, or at least had seemed so.

Seel didn’t know that Flick had overheard
him telling Orien all about this lovely untouched boy, whose name
was Pellaz Cevarro. Seel had said there was something different
about him. Privately, Flick wondered whether this was perhaps the
fact he could hold Cal’s interest for more than a minute. Seel had
tried to for years without success. Had it been a sense of duty or
sour envy that had driven Seel to confide in Orien? Flick still did
not know. He did know that Orien had been on the lookout for
something, or someone. A high-ranking har somewhere had given him
instructions, and in Pell, he’d found what he’d been looking for,
or thought he had. Seel had implied so to Orien, which had resulted
in Orien making contact with a har who’d arrived at Saltrock with
supernatural haste to incept Pell himself. This har was Thiede, a
legend among Wraeththu, who hadn’t existed long enough to have that
many legends.

Thiede was a creature so alien it was
impossible to imagine he’d ever been human like the rest of them.
He possessed great power and influence, over a race that had little
cohesion. It was said that even the Uigenna deferred to him. Thiede
had created a destiny for Pell, but no one knew what it was, only
that Pell was innocent and ignorant and very possibly in great
danger. Now, Flick thought, Seel tortured himself with guilt about
it. It was a complex seethe of emotions that didn’t do Seel any
good at all. It made him short-tempered during the day and
desperate for alcohol and oblivion at night. Flick felt powerless
in this situation. He cursed the day Cal had come to Saltrock, even
though he’d liked Pell very much and still missed his company. He
wished they could all forget about it, because it was over and
done, and no har could change the past. Cal and Pell had left
Saltrock earlier that year, because Pell had needed to continue his
caste training. Orien had sent him to the Kakkahaar, but they’d
heard nothing since. The Kakkahaar were dangerous creatures,
supposedly steeped in dark magic, but Orien had wanted Pell to go
to them. Why? Was it because he knew Pell would need that dark
education in order to survive?

While Flick had been immersed in private
reverie, Seel had continued to rant at Orien, who sat bland and
composed, infuriatingly tolerant. ‘I know how you feel,’ he was
saying now, ‘and I’m sorry.’ He glanced at Flick. ‘I think I should
leave now.’

‘Thanks,’ Flick said bitterly. He didn’t
want to hear the rest of the rant. He knew it all by heart. At
least when Orien was present, Seel directed it all at him. ‘I don’t
want these ghosts around us,’ Flick said. ‘There’s no point to it.
It doesn’t get us anywhere.’

Seel pressed the heels of his hands against
his eyes and Flick discreetly removed the wine bottle. Orien stood
up, fingers splayed against the table top. He stared at Flick as if
he didn’t know what to say.

Flick made a dismissive gesture. ‘Get
going,’ he said. ‘It’ll be fine.’

Orien nodded, his expression dismal. Flick
could tell he hated these confrontations and regretted the worm of
suspicion and distrust that had begun to eat away at his close
friendship with Seel. Perhaps he should tell the truth, no matter
how terrifying or dangerous it might be. At least, it would clear
the air and they could face whatever it was together, as a united
front.

Orien took his coat from the back of his
chair and began to put it on. Silence hung thickly in the room and
the candle wax smelled sour. Flick shivered. He felt slightly
feverish: it had come upon him suddenly.

Orien appeared to be about to say something,
then his eyes glazed over and his body went stiff. Flick glanced
round, his skin shrinking against his bones. He was sure Orien
could see something in the shadowed corners of the room. ‘What is
it?’ he asked quickly.

Orien held his breath, swaying slightly on
his feet. Flick realised that he gazed beyond the mundane world. He
was looking through a window that neither Seel nor Flick would be
able to see. Orien emitted a short strangled sound and clutched
blindly for the table to steady himself. His expression was that of
naked terror, his eyes still fixed on an impossible distance.

Seel lowered his hands from his eyes, while
Flick jumped out of his seat and knocked over his chair.

The air in the room had become chill, in an
instant. Something was there with them. Drunkenness dropped from
Seel at once – it was plain to see – but before he could do or say
anything, Orien fell heavily to the floor.

By the time Flick and Seel reached him, his
body was arching in an unnatural way, so that only his head and his
heels touched the floor. His hands shook, twisted, over his
chest.

‘What’s wrong with him?’ Flick cried. ‘What
is it?’

Seel knelt down, took Orien’s head between
his hands. Flick could hear him murmuring: the words of a magical
spell or perhaps just of comfort. Orien screamed: it was the most
hideous sound Flick had ever heard and he’d heard quite a few nasty
screams during other hara’s inceptions. ‘Get me the salad spoon,’
Seel said.

Flick was nonplussed for a moment.

‘Do it! Hurry!’ Seel snapped.

The wooden salad spoon had a long handle.
The moment Flick handed it to Seel he realised what he meant to do
with it. He forced it between Orien’s teeth to stop him ruining his
tongue.

The fit seemed to go on for hours. Other
hara were attracted by the screams, which had rung out through the
peaceful Saltrock night. It was most likely that they were afraid
their leader had been attacked. Flick had to answer the hammering
on the front door, let them in. When he returned to the dining
room, the air stank. Orien had bitten the salad spoon in half and
was now lying on his side in a pool of his own vomit, heaving onto
the wooden floor. Flick, responsible for all house-keeping, could
not help feeling relieved he’d missed the carpet. Seel stroked
Orien’s wet hair back from his face. The hara who’d come into the
house stood around in silence, their surprise at finding their
competent shaman in such a state palpable in the atmosphere.
Eventually, Orien stopped retching and groaned.

‘Help me lift him,’ Seel said, and two hara
went to assist.

Orien lolled between them, a caricature of
his normally elegant graceful self. ‘It’s done,’ he croaked. ‘It’s
done.’

Seel and his assistants lowered Orien onto a
chair. ‘What’s done?’ Seel asked. ‘What has happened?’

In response, Orien surrendered to a fit of
weeping so heartfelt it instilled horror in the breast of everyhar
present. Flick had never heard sobs come from so deep within a
harish frame before. It was a lament for the world. Something
terrible had happened. Orien held onto Seel tightly, as if Seel
could somehow make the terror go away.

‘What’s happened?’ Seel asked again, but it
was clear that Orien couldn’t answer.

After everyhar had gone, Flick left Seel to help
Orien upstairs to a guest room and went out into the night. He knew
Seel and Orien needed time alone, bound together in an
uncomfortable cocoon where there was no room for him. He walked
around the yard behind the house, restlessly pacing. Horses watched
him nervously from the corral, unable to sleep so close to his
fizzing energy. Flick looked up at the sky, so many stars there.
Some of them were already dead, of course. Still beautiful to
behold, but already dead. Flick hugged himself. The air was hot,
but he felt so cold. He was eighteen years old, but felt ninety.
What are we doing? he thought. What are we?

He glanced back at the house, solid against
the sky, a house built by harish hands, but no different from a
house that humans might once have lived in. Aeons ago, a flicker in
time, Flick had lived in a very similar house, where there was a
magnolia tree near the porch and children’s toys strewn over the
lawn. Now he was here and someone else, but there were too many
holes in the story, as if he was dreaming and couldn’t wake up.

Have we any right to mimic the past?
He thought. Isn’t it a travesty? We should live beneath the
stars, howling like coyotes; we should live in tepees or tall
towers of stone with no stairs. We should not eat dinner together
in candlelight, or drink wine, or talk about inconsequential
things. We are not allowed to, and look what happens when we do.
The otherness comes creeping in to remind us of what we are. It’s
done: he said so. But what?

It was something big, Flick was sure of
that. And it wasn’t merely going to touch them – it was going to
reach down and grab them and squeeze them of breath.

Without realising he had done so, Flick
found he’d gone back into the house and up the stairs to the room
he didn’t share with Seel, but was regularly invited to. Seel lay
on the bed, smoking a cigarette in semi-darkness. His
multi-coloured hair was spread over the pillows. He looked
fierce.

‘We can’t hide here,’ Flick said. ‘You do
know that, don’t you?’

Seel exhaled; the smoke looked like his own
breath. ‘Go away,’ he said.

‘Sometimes, I really want to.’

Seel said nothing to this, as Flick had
expected, although he couldn’t have been ignorant of the
implications.

Flick went to sit on the bed. ‘Did Orien say
anything else?’

‘Nothing that made sense,’ Seel said. ‘I’ve
never seen him like that.’

‘He’s afraid.’

‘Yes. He’s a fool. We’re our own hara
here.’

‘You – we – invited Thiede in. He’s seen us
now. He knows us.’

‘We have no proof that what happened tonight
has any connection with that,’ Seel said. ‘It would be a mistake to
spook ourselves. Orien is a seer. He just had a moment, that’s all.
It could mean anything.’

‘Except that it didn’t.’

‘I told you to get out, didn’t I? What’s
keeping you?’

‘You were never like this, Seel, not
before…’

‘Get out, Flick. I mean it.’

Anger flared up in Flick’s heart. ‘No!’ he
cried, ‘I won’t. I’m not your servant. I’m not even your whore,
although you treat me like one.’

‘What the fuck are you talking…’

Flick sliced the air with one hand. ‘No!
Listen to me. Tonight was all about Cal. You know it was.
Something’s happened and you’re scared he’s dead. Isn’t that right?
You and Orien invited something in to Saltrock and you can’t undo
it. You know it. I know it. Everyhar knows it. What did Orien see?
Tell me! I know you know.’

‘He thinks he’s doomed, OK? Does that
satisfy you? He thinks he’s dead.’

‘It’s not just that.’

‘Oh, what the fuck do you want it to be,
then? Isn’t that bad enough for a har to see, to experience?’

‘Seel, calm down. This anger is just a
defence. What else did Orien see? Why does he feel threatened?’

‘His own death. Can’t you get it? You want a
message for yourself? Is that it?’ Seel growled and took a long
furious draw off his cigarette. ‘Are you that important,
Flick?’

Flick’s heart was beating fast now. He felt
dizzy with the hostility that screamed silently round the room. He
swallowed slowly and with difficulty, as if past a tumour that had
formed in his throat. ‘You were never hostile. You’re becoming like
him – you’re becoming Cal. Don’t do it, Seel. You’re better than
that.’

Seel’s lips curled into a snarl. ‘You have
no right to speak to me like that. I won’t accept it. Get out,
before I do or say something I can’t take back.’

‘You never ran from the truth before. You
were in balance, with yourself and with others. Can’t you see
what’s happening? Is this what you want to be?’ Flick knew he was
heading into very dangerous territory, but he had to speak.

Seel sat up abruptly and it took all of
Flick’s will not to flinch away. He thought he knew Seel, but
perhaps all he did know was what Seel wanted to be. Seel had been
incepted to the Uigenna. There was wildness in him, even if it was
buried deep. Somehow, pushing the fear back down inside him, Flick
managed to hold Seel’s furious gaze. He had to try and reach him:
the real Seel, the har he knew and wanted to love.

Eventually, Seel sighed and leaned over to
stub out his cigarette in an ash tray on the bedside table. ‘You’re
right,’ he said. ‘I’m sorry. Now will you please go?’

‘You should talk about it.’

Seel uttered a caustic laugh. ‘About how I
probably changed the course of Pell’s life, and through doing that
changed all of our lives? We think we know so much. We don’t know
anything. I lost sight of that. I was too adept at forgetting. Now
it’s too late, and I know something’s happening and I’m partly to
blame. I could feel it in that room down there. I could smell it. I
smelled Cal, the way he was a long time ago.’

‘Shutting yourself away won’t help,’ Flick
said. ‘We should all face this together, whatever it is. We mustn’t
fight amongst ourselves.’

‘I don’t want to go back,’ Seel said.
‘That’s what it’s about. I want to stay here, live the life I’ve
chosen, but I know I can’t. That’s the worst of it. You’re right,
Flick, Thiede has seen us all. And we’re just puppets to him.’

‘Is that what Orien saw?’

‘I think so, yes.’

‘What is Pell’s destiny? Will you tell
me?’

‘I don’t know and that’s the truth. But it’s
not just him. It’s all of us.’ Seel grimaced. ‘My guts ache. They
ache so much.’


Chapter Three

When an abnormal event occurs, it tends to
occupy hara’s attention, consume them with the emotions it might
have inspired. But it is impossible to live in the moment of an
abnormal event forever. In the morning, meals still need preparing,
a lame horse has to be shod, fires have to be built.

And so it was in the Kakkahaar camp.
Ulaume’s unexpected fit the previous night had brought a nervous
edge to the festival, even though Lianvis had done his best to
reassure his hara that it was nothing out of the ordinary. Strange
influences might be floating on the aethers and sensitive hara
could pick up on them. Visionaries and seers were subject to that
kind of episode all the time. It was a risk they took and nothing
to worry about.

Ulaume knew this was a lie but appreciated
why it had to be said. He wasn’t sure himself what last night’s
events really meant, only that they had affected him greatly. He
hadn’t been able to curse Pellaz either, and the two things must be
connected. Had he incurred Hubisag’s displeasure? Surely not.
Pellaz represented all that Hubisag did not stand for. Some
Wraeththu strove to be pure, enlightened and compassionate. Some
strove to be decadent, enlightened and dispassionate. The Kakkahaar
fell heavily into the latter camp, while Pellaz, who’d been
incepted at Saltrock, was influenced by the former.

After his trance, Ulaume had been unable to
join in with the festivities, but for the sake of appearances had
concluded his dance, a torment for which Lianvis had thanked him
warmly afterwards. The Kakkahaar leader knew it had been a dreadful
trial and that Ulaume had only done it to allay the fears of his
tribe. As soon as he was able, Ulaume had slunk off into the
desert. He couldn’t talk to Lianvis yet, even though he’d felt his
leader’s eyes upon him as he left the gathering.

Ulaume walked around till dawn, trying to
work out the meaning of what had happened. He knew he’d witnessed
Pellaz’s death, and also that he had not been an instrumental
factor in it, but he was overwhelmed by the fact that this
knowledge heralded a beginning, rather than an end. In the cold
twilight of the predawn Ulaume sat down with his back to a tall
rock and faced an unpleasant truth – something to which he was not
normally given. He hated Pellaz because Pellaz had spurned him.
Pellaz despised him and thought he was evil. Ulaume believed that
eventually he’d have been able to turn this pious creature, but
unfortunately his companion, Cal, had been a Uigenna, who’d had
Ulaume’s measure all too accurately and had influenced Pellaz’s
opinions. Perhaps, then, Ulaume should hate Cal more than Pell and
direct the curse at him. But that was pointless, because anyone
could see that Cal was already cursed. He was more kin to Ulaume
than he was to Pellaz, and also unreachable. Ulaume now felt
annoyed with himself that he’d allowed these hara to affect him.
Weakness, weakness, and he’d believed it to be strength. He felt as
if he’d had his wrist spiritually slapped and that was a
humiliating sensation. The universe had told him emphatically that,
in some way, his destiny was linked with Pell’s, but how could that
be? How could he be linked to a dead har? How could so shining a
har, in fact, be dead? He was too vital, too alive, too… special.
Ulaume ground his teeth. He didn’t like having to admit that. He
didn’t like having to admit that the curse would have involved
asking Hubisag to send Pellaz back to the Kakkahaar, so Ulaume
could exact his own revenge, the result of which, in Ulaume’s
dreams, was Pell’s submission. It would never happen now.

Ulaume punched the hard cold ground and said
aloud, ‘Show yourself to me, shining spirit. Tell what it is you
tried to convey. I am open to your manifestation. Speak to me.’

Nothing answered, but in the distance a
coyote yipped up at the last stars in the sky. Ulaume sighed
heavily. There were no answers out here. Perhaps there would never
be answers.

He returned to the camp, where the last
stragglers from the festival were slouching back to their
pavilions, yawning and belching and supporting each other. A few
lewd songs could still be heard inside the tents. Ulaume felt
depressed by it all. These stupid creatures hadn’t realised
something of importance had happened. They had abandoned themselves
to wild excess and today they’d readjust their masks into those of
restrained shamanic adepts, believing they knew all the mysteries
of life and death, when in fact they knew nothing.

Lianvis was still awake, drinking coffee in
the main salon of his pavilion. Ulaume was annoyed to see he had
company, a high-ranking har of the tribe named Rarn. Ulaume really
needed to talk to Lianvis alone, and thought that Lianvis would
have known this.



‘Good news,’ Lianvis said, when he noticed
Ulaume skulking among the draperies. ‘Last night, Rarn’s consort
delivered a pearl.’

Ulaume grunted. To him, that was of no
importance. There were more pressing matters to discuss.

‘Perhaps this was what your trance
indicated,’ Lianvis said.

‘I hardly think so,’ Ulaume snapped. ‘I saw
death, not birth.’

Rarn shifted uncomfortably on the
cushions.

‘Yes,’ Lianvis said. ‘We must speak of this.
You told me somehar was dead. Who?’

Ulaume struggled with the anger that rose
within him. Lianvis sounded as if he was enquiring about a
ridiculous piece of gossip. He was clearly so pleased about the
pearl, he had forgotten the enormity of last night’s events, the
pressure in the air, the feeling of power all around them. He
didn’t even seem concerned about where Ulaume had been all night.
‘No har in particular,’ Ulaume said. ‘It doesn’t matter.’

‘Today, we must celebrate,’ Lianvis said.
‘Our tribe has taken a great step forward.’

‘Congratulations,’ Ulaume said spitefully to
Rarn.

‘We know now that this is something we can
all achieve,’ Lianvis said carefully, appraising Ulaume with a
steady eye. ‘We can create our own pearl.’

Ulaume nearly choked. Lianvis thought his
waspishness was because he felt jealous of Rarn’s consort. ‘It
isn’t something I’ve thought about,’ he said. ‘It’s not my role in
life.’

‘Surely, it is everyhar’s,’ Lianvis said,
and now he sounded stern.

Ulaume slumped wearily inside. So, Lianvis
wanted sons. This was the last thing Ulaume could think about.
‘Whatever you want,’ he said. ‘I need to sleep now.’

He left the room and once the drapes fell
behind him, he could hear Lianvis speaking quietly to Rarn. Ulaume
realised he’d received another message from the universe. Whatever
had happened, or was happening, to him, he must deal with it
alone.

Unfortunately, the universe was not very forthcoming
about what Ulaume should actually do. Most nights, he awoke from
disturbing dreams, of which he could not remember the details. He
woke with a taste of metal in his mouth and a strong desire to leap
up and run somewhere. But where? The rest of the tribe, including
Lianvis, appeared to forget there had been anything unusual about
the night of the festival: Herien’s pearl wholly consumed their
attention. It was as if they believed that no other Wraeththu had
ever succeeded at procreation, although Ulaume knew this was not
the truth. The tribe would not move on until the pearl had
delivered up its treasure and Ulaume felt so restless. He took to
walking out into the desert at night, willing for whatever entity
had tried to communicate with him at the festival to manifest once
more. If he had a job to do, he must know about it. He should be
given a sign. It was strange, but he no longer felt the anger and
need for revenge he had before. If Pellaz had died, then he had
taken all of Ulaume’s rage with him. All that was left was a
burning curiosity and a sense of yearning.

Lianvis barely noticed Ulaume’s protracted absences
from the camp, spending most of his time in Rarn’s pavilion
instructing Herien on how he should bring up his harling, once it
hatched.

Herien, privately, often wondered exactly
who would be the parents of the child when it finally emerged into
the light, given Lianvis’ overwhelming interest in the proceedings.
He began to harbour fantasies of running away, but by then he had
become very attached to the pearl and the life that writhed within
it. He resented the fact that everyhar else was intent on sharing
what he wanted to be a private personal experience. His desires
were not to be catered for, however, because on the night when the
surface of the pearl convulsed and began to fracture, every
high-ranking har of the tribe was in Rarn’s pavilion. The pearl lay
on a cushion in their midst and at the moment when a small groping
hand emerged from the rubbery coating, every throat uttered a gasp
of wonder.

Herien himself could not breathe. He held
onto Chisbet’s hand, so full of emotion he thought he might
explode. Chisbet pulled away from him to help the harling emerge
from its external womb. Carefully, he stripped away the withered
shell and lifted the child out. He held it up before the others,
who were silenced. A creature perfectly formed. A miracle. It
stared around itself with knowing eyes, so unlike a human child, it
made everyhar feel totally freakish for some moments.

Herien clasped his own throat with both
hands, as if to hold onto consciousness. He could not believe what
he beheld, but felt in his heart he had given birth to a god. The
harling did not look like a baby, but a miniature human child of
two years or so. Its fair hair was soft and silky, its expression
weirdly benign. It uttered a sound, surely a laugh, and waved its
small fists at its audience. And perhaps because they regarded it
through a film of tears, none of them noticed the obvious at
first.

Rarn fought his way through the goggling
throng and put his arms around Herien’s shoulders. ‘Thank you,’ he
murmured.

It was the most complete and wondrous moment
of Herien’s life, but sadly short-lived.

Chisbet had put the harling down on the
cushion in order to inspect it thoroughly and now his expression
had become grave and distressed. He knelt up, hands braced on his
thighs, and stared down at the harling; his eye held the intense
gaze of an oracle.

‘What is it?’ Lianvis demanded.

Chisbet shook his head and sighed deeply.
‘Send these hara away, tiahaar,’ he said. ‘I must talk to you and
the parents in private.’

At once a murmuring started up, but Lianvis
got to his feet immediately and asked the company to leave.
Reluctantly, they did so.

Herien used this opportunity to seize his
harling and hold it close to his breast. He sensed trouble and a
lioness instinct took over. If anyhar had bothered to glance at
him, they would have seen he was prepared to die to protect his
young.

‘Is something wrong?’ Lianvis asked, once
the last har had left the pavilion.

Rarn had wrapped both Herien and the harling
in a fierce embrace. ‘There is nothing wrong,’ he said in a low
voice. ‘What is this, Chisbet?’

The harling chuckled to itself and gazed in
wonder around the pavilion. It made small noises of interest and
pointed at various objects. Then it would nuzzle into its
hostling’s hair.

Herien had closed his eyes.

Chisbet composed himself on the cushions.
‘What I have to say is not easy,’ he said. ‘I have heard of this
happening, but have never witnessed it.’

‘What?’ Lianvis barked.

Chisbet scratched his empty eye socket.
‘Herien,’ he said, ‘please put the harling down on the cushion
again. It will be easier for me to show you than to explain.’

‘No!’ Herien snarled. ‘There’s nothing wrong
with him. Get out!’

Chisbet looked up at Lianvis. ‘Tiahaar?’

‘Do as he says,’ Lianvis said. ‘We need to
know.’

‘This is my harling!’ Herien snapped. ‘Mine.
Not yours.’ He held the child tight, and now its small features had
become slightly troubled. So the concept of fear came into its
life.

‘It is not exactly a harling,’ Chisbet
said.

‘What do you mean?’ Rarn asked. ‘How can
that possibly be so?’

Chisbet held out a hand to Herien. ‘Please,
trust me. Put down the child. Let me show you.’

Herien looked into Chisbet’s eye, this har
he trusted so implicitly and who over the last few months had
become one of his closest friends. He saw compassion in Chisbet’s
gaze and reluctantly laid down his child, keeping one hand upon
it.

‘Look,’ Chisbet said, straightening the
harling’s limbs. ‘This is not a Wraeththu child, as such. It is not
androgynous. It is a half-sex, in this case, female.’

For a few moments, everyhar stared at the
child in silence. Herien felt totally numb. He remembered having a
dog as a young boy, and how that dog had been his constant
companion, his beloved friend. All his memories of the dog were
gilded, but one day the animal had contracted a disease, which had
made him no longer a faithful companion. Herien, as a human, had
tried to ignore this. He’d been too full of love to care. He would
love the dog and that would sustain the pair of them. But one day,
the dog had gone, because it was dangerous and Herien’s parents had
been afraid for him. Old feelings of grief now flooded his body. He
picked up the harling and enfolded it in his arms. It didn’t
matter, surely? It didn’t matter. The child had come from his body.
They were linked.

‘I don’t understand this,’ Lianvis was
saying. ‘What are you trying to tell us, Chisbet?’

‘Occasionally, I have heard, harlings of
this type appear among Wraeththukind. They are throwbacks,
freaks.’

‘But you have never seen one,’ Rarn said.
‘How do you know he won’t develop the necessary characteristics
later on? You’ve only seen one birth, you said so. You know only a
little more than the rest of us.’

‘I know about this,’ Chisbet said, ‘because
the har who trained me told me of it. He told me to be aware of it
and how to deal with it, should it occur. It is very rare, among
births which in themselves are rare, but my mentor impressed upon
me its importance.’

‘Again, what are you trying to tell us?’
Lianvis said in an even tone that normally sent hara into
palpitations of terror.

Chisbet appeared most reluctant to speak.
Eventually, he swallowed, and said, ‘We cannot allow creatures of
this nature to live.’

Herien uttered a moan of dread.

‘What?’ Rarn cried. ‘Are you telling me to
kill my own son?’

‘It is not a son,’ Chisbet said calmly. ‘You
must face this. We don’t know exactly how spiritually elevated
aruna creates harlings. We don’t know if we always do it right.
This is a new and experimental time for us, and as such we must
remain objective.’

‘This is a harsh judgement,’ Lianvis
said.

‘I will not do it,’ Herien said. ‘I’ll leave
the tribe, live in exile. I will not do it.’

‘And I will be with you,’ Rarn said.

‘You cannot,’ Chisbet insisted. ‘Believe me,
I am as grieved and sorrowful as you are. I feel as much a part of
this young one’s birth as its own hostling. But the truth cannot be
ignored, and as healer of this tribe, given shelter by the
Kakkahaar when I most needed it, I must be honest with you. These
creatures are dangerous. My mentor told me of it. He told me how
one tribe allowed such a child to grow up among them and that it
was mad. It was an abomination of a creature, full of bitterness
and vengeance. In the end, they had to kill it before it killed
somehar else.’

‘That is only one child,’ Herien said,
surprisingly calm. ‘You don’t know that my harling will be the
same. As Rarn said, he might change as he grows. You don’t know.
None of us do.’

‘Could it be the host who is responsible?’
Lianvis enquired. ‘Will Herien be able to have normal harlings
after this?’

Herien had never heard such a sinister
question voiced about himself.

‘Yes,’ Chisbet said. ‘My mentor told me that
the har who created the other half-sex had another harling very
quickly, who was completely normal. We don’t know what causes this
condition, as I said. But for its own sake, the child must be
exposed, otherwise we doom it to a life of pain.’

‘I won’t let you do this!’ Herien cried.

Chisbet nodded slowly, acknowledging
Herien’s anguish, and his voice, when he spoke, was soft. ‘Herien,
you must look upon this as a stillbirth, a terrible circumstance
that human women had to deal with throughout history. Know that I
will do all in my power to make this painless. I will dose the
child with a soothing philtre, so that the moon may take it in
peace, out in the wilderness. Its soul must be given this release.
It is the only fair and compassionate thing to do. We are not
humans, bound up in superstitious fear of physical death. We are
Wraeththu. We are strong. We know the soul is eternal and the flesh
but a temporary vehicle. If the vehicle is faulty, the soul
deserves to find for itself a more suitable vessel.’

‘No,’ Herien said. ‘No.’

Rarn pointed a shaking finger at his
harling. ‘How can you look upon this beautiful being and sentence
him to death? Are you insane? We are less than human if we do this
thing.’

‘Tiahaar,’ Chisbet said to Lianvis.
‘Emotions run high, which is understandable, but you alone are
detached and you are our leader. You cannot present this harling to
the tribe as a miracle, because it is not. You should not be swayed
sentimentally by its appearance. You must be firm on this
matter.’

‘Betrayer!’ Herien cried. ‘You are doomed
too, Chisbet, doomed by my curse. By all the gods, I hex to you
eternity!’ He appealed to Lianvis. ‘Do not listen to him, tiahaar.
Allow us to leave the tribe. If all proceeds as Chisbet says, then
we will deal with it in our own way, but give us a chance.’

Lianvis tapped his clasped hands against his
mouth. He appeared to be deep in thought. ‘The bloodline of the
Kakkahaar must be kept pure,’ he said at last. ‘We cannot afford to
slip back.’

‘This is barbaric!’ Rarn cried. ‘I can’t
believe you’re even giving it consideration!’

But he was appealing to a har who had done
terrible things, far worse than exposing a freakish child in the
desert. Lianvis did not want the slur of this event to affect his
reputation among Wraeththukind. The Kakkahaar were feared and
respected, and their livelihood mainly rested upon that. If other
tribe leaders had been strong enough to do as their healers had
suggested, then so was he. ‘Bring Ulaume to me,’ he said. ‘Let our
seer look into this. Then, I will make a decision.’

Ulaume, however, was nowhere to be found, as
he was out on one of his meditative excursions in the moonlight.
How he would have dealt with the situation will never be known,
because he never found out that Lianvis had summoned him. Instead,
Persiki, one of the shamans of the high cabal came to Rarn’s
pavilion. Like Lianvis, he was a creature who was intimate with the
abyss and all its horrors. His morality was moulded wholly by the
things that his tribe’s high-ranking hara did together in private
rituals, away from the prying eyes of the rank and file. He had
taken life many times. He had watched Lianvis murder human children
to attain power. He was capable of finer feelings, as was Lianvis
himself, but he was also merciless.

Herien did not know much about Persiki, but
he did not believe he’d have an ally in him. As Persiki cast grains
onto a burning charcoal, and breathed in its fumes in order to
enter trance, Herien was planning his escape. He feared Lianvis
enough to know that trying to make a run for it would be fruitless.
Because Herien was only Aralid, the lowest of Wraeththu castes, he
was not yet capable of communication by mind touch to formulate a
strategy with Rarn.. But there would have to be an opportunity when
he could run. Not here, not now, but soon. The harling breathed
against him, as still and silent as a small animal who sensed it
was in danger. Remaining motionless, and perhaps invisible, was its
only defence.

Persiki had begun to rock upon his heels,
his hands braced against his knees. He inhaled deeply and exhaled
in a gasp. Then he opened his eyes and stared directly at Herien.
‘You will be blessed, doubly blessed,’ he said.

Herien could not take comfort in those
words; he heard a threat behind them. ‘How?’

‘Two harlings, the seeds of a great dynasty
among the Kakkahaar. Their names will be commemorated in stone.
Their monuments will touch the sky.’

‘Is this one of these legendary harlings?’
Lianvis enquired delicately, indicating the child in Herien’s
arms.

Persiki flicked a glance at his leader, like
the cold kiss of a serpent’s tongue. ‘No,’ he said. ‘This creature
will be exposed in the desert.’

‘Death, then,’ Lianvis said.

Herien could not speak. There were dancing
spots of light before his vision. For the first time in years, he
felt utterly powerless, more so than when he’d writhed in althaia,
the changing, more so than when he’d striven on a bed of
birthing.

‘It will be exposed in the desert,’ Persiki
said. ‘That’s all I can say.’

‘And will you kill me to achieve this?’
Herien asked.

‘No,’ Persiki said in a flat tone. ‘You will
do as you know is right. Give this poor creature to the moon and
then go to your pavilion. Hubisag will place a balm over your
wound. There will be another harling – two. This is the measure of
how important it is to renounce this ill birth. The gods will
reward you with two harlings should you have the strength to do
what is most unspeakable to you. I swear this in the name of all I
stand for and believe in. I would stake my very soul upon it. The
creature that sprang from your flesh is not yours to raise.’

Perhaps it was Persiki’s strange choice of
words that swayed Herien’s heart, or perhaps it was because Herien
knew that whatever he thought, said or did, the harling would be
taken from him, in any case. Herien could not tell. But for a
moment, a strange feeling, as of being plunged into a cold spring,
flooded his body. For a moment, he was bigger than himself and
filled with hope and clarity. He had a secret, it had come to him
as a divine gift, but he could not voice it. Silently, he handed
the harling to Persiki, who held his gaze with steady, knowing
eyes. Herien could sense that the breath was stilled in every
breast around him. Rarn made a move to retrieve the child, uttering
a cry, but Herien stayed his hand.

‘Do what you must,’ he said.

Lianvis exhaled loudly, his hands braced
against his knees. ‘You have my respect,’ he said, ‘and will be
rewarded.’

‘That is not necessary,’ Herien said, still
gazing into Persiki’s shrouded eyes.

‘No!’ Rarn cried, a ragged, heart-breaking
sound.

Herien felt calm, and not at all surprised
that Rarn could not share what he felt. Rarn wept openly now,
caught in the same caul of powerlessness that Herien had felt only
moments before. It was possible Herien would never be able to share
what he knew with his chesnari, but that did not matter. There were
other ways to bind an injury. All that Herien knew was that the
only chance his child had was if he surrendered it. If the moon had
a destiny for it, it was not death. The child was placid again now,
as if it too sensed a crucial decision had been reached.

Go with my blessings, Herien thought,
and was sure, for the first time, his unspoken words were heard by
another mind. Be strong. Be curious. Live.

Ulaume had been roaming around the cold desert
nearly all night, and now the light had become grey with the
promise of dawn. He felt driven, or hag-ridden, his entire body
filled with a compulsion he could not identify. He wanted to
scratch himself raw, tear out his hair, scream. The stones beneath
his bare feet were sharp and he craved the pain they inflicted. He
wanted to leave bloody foot-prints. A coyote was trailing him
curiously, as if it thought he might show it something. Twice, he
had paused to throw a rock at it, and the animal had loped away for
a distance, only to stand and stare after him, before resuming its
pursuit. It looked sick, its belly a little distended. Ulaume was
not afraid of the animal. He wanted only to say, ‘Go away. I cannot
give you anything’, but a coyote could not understand words.

He could not live like this. It had to be
resolved. Was the only answer to confide in Lianvis, and perform
some ritual to get information? Ulaume balked from doing that. He
hugged his torment to himself jealously. He did not want to tell
Lianvis about Pellaz, because the thought of Lianvis’ inevitable
extreme interest was repugnant. Lianvis would suggest something
grotesque, like trying to capture Pell’s spirit, which was so far
from the point, it was embarrassing. Ulaume was sure Lianvis was
incapable of feeling the true meaning of what had happened, even
though he was an experienced magician, perhaps the best. He would
make something gross and common out of a rare, unique event. Ulaume
could not bear it.

I must leave, he thought. That’s
it. Leave my tribe. If I live in the desert for a hundred years,
alone, perhaps the answers will come to me. If I scour my skin with
ashes and eat bitter grasses, if I hardly drink, go mad, howl at
the moon, I may be given the truth.

It was then he realised that the coyote
behind him was an aspect of himself.

He could not return to the camp for any of
his possessions or supplies. Now the decision was made, he must run
with it, into the wilderness. If he could not survive, then it was
what was meant to be. Somehow, he didn’t think he’d die. Without
looking behind, he stopped walking and presently heard the faint
sounds that indicated the coyote had almost caught up with him.

‘Go ahead,’ Ulaume said aloud. ‘Find the
way.’ Still, he did not move.

After some minutes, he noticed the coyote
about thirty feet to his left, but trotting ahead of him. He could
see now that it was a female and had clearly recently had cubs, as
its teats were engorged. Where were those cubs now?

But that creature is me, Ulaume
thought, and I am bursting with something, I am hot and sore.
This is just a symbol.

He followed it.

Dawn comes like a song to the desert,
shedding scarlet notes of light over the distant hills. Shadows are
stark and alive with creatures once hidden by the dark. Birds wheel
high on wide wings in the purple sky. Like a compass they can guide
the traveller, not in a particular direction, but to where there is
water or food.

Ulaume saw three carrion birds, known to the
Kakkahaar as crag rocs, circling quite low some distance ahead of
him. The coyote had increased her pace, perhaps making for a
water-hole. The birds flew lower, landing in a showy flap of wings,
ungainly on the ground, uttering squawks. When the coyote ran among
them, they protested and lumbered around, raising their wings, but
they did not take to the air.

Ulaume approached. The crag rocs had found
carrion then, and perhaps he could salvage some of it to cook,
share it with his shadow-beast. He picked up a couple of rocks. It
was possible he could take out one of the birds themselves. But
what made Ulaume throw the stones wasn’t the thought of cooked crag
roc. It was the fact he heard a soft mewling cry coming from the
ground among them. His heart went cold and he ran forward
screeching, letting the stones fly from his hands. The coyote,
spooked, ran around too, snapping at the air, and the birds rose up
in a complaining, clattering flutter.

Ulaume stopped running and looked down. Into
a smile. He saw small hands reaching up for him, heard laughter.
There wasn’t a mark on the child. Not one. Ulaume hunkered down.
Who could have left a child out here? Humans? Surely not. And no
Wraeththu would do such a thing. Children were too precious to both
species; rare and new in Wraeththu, just rare in humans. Perhaps
its parents had been killed, but there was no sign of bodies
around, no blood or bones. The child was wrapped in a thin cloth, a
piece of white linen that looked as if it had been torn from a
sheet. ‘Am I to eat you?’ Ulaume asked it. There was something odd
about the child. It wasn’t a baby, yet it was so small. Was it a
midget or a dwarf?

Ulaume unwrapped the sheet and found the
child wore a talisman on a leather thong around its neck. The
leather was wet as if it had been chewed. The talisman, however,
was Kakkahaar, a symbol of protection, stiff herbs bound with
horse-hair, wrapped in a leather scrap. Ulaume stared at this
talisman in disbelief. He knew there was only one Wraeththu child
this could possibly be and yet it made no sense. Had he intruded
upon some kind of ritual and soon shamans would emerge from the
desert to chase him off? He looked around himself, saw only empty
desert. The camp was some miles away. That left only one
conclusion. The harling had been abandoned here deliberately. So
what was wrong with it that the tribe would expose it like this?
Everyhar had been so excited about the hatching – too excited, in
Ulaume’s opinion. Tentatively, he picked the harling up, holding it
beneath its arms. It squirmed in his hold, uttering a series of
trilling calls, like those of the desert birds, the little hoppers
that pecked insects from the scrub. Its legs dangled and kicked. It
expressed a robust cry, like a command.

‘Shall I eat you?’ Ulaume said again and
snapped his teeth at the harling.

In response, it laughed, or perhaps it was
just another animal sound. Ulaume knew he could not kill and eat
the child, but what else could he do with it? Just walk away? He
put down the child and stood up. It would be difficult enough to
feed himself, never mind a helpless harling and yet it was
impossible to ignore the instinct inside him that clamoured to
protect the infant. It was a gut deep, ferocious feeling, all teeth
and snarls. Must be a female thing, Ulaume thought, but it
didn’t help the situation. The coyote was circling the pair of
them, her head low, her tongue lolling.

‘No meat for you either,’ Ulaume said, and
considered picking up another stone.

The harling, who’d been lying on its back,
scrambled onto its belly as Ulaume spoke and before he could blink
was crawling at preternatural speed towards the loping coyote.
Small stones were thrown up in its wake.

‘No,’ Ulaume said, reaching down to grab the
harling. He couldn’t believe the child could crawl this fast if it
had only hatched hours ago. What are we? he thought.
Animals? He thought of calves and foals, which could walk
virtually as soon as they fell from the womb.

The harling adeptly avoided Ulaume’s hands
and he stopped trying to catch it. It seemed to know what it was
doing. The coyote was standing absolutely still, her ears pricked.
The harling halted a couple of feet away from her and Ulaume could
hear it sniffing the air. Then it advanced once more and, reaching
the animal’s side, groped upwards with tiny hands. It pulled itself
to its feet, gripping the coyote’s fur.

Ulaume shook his head in delight and
surprise. ‘So, the next best thing to being brought up by wolves,’
he said. In that moment, he thought he had found a kindred
soul.

The harling had nuzzled into the coyote’s
belly and had begun to suck milk from her noisily, while the animal
stood passively, allowing it. If Ulaume had instincts, so did the
child, an instinct to survive so strong, it coloured the air around
it pure gold. So strong, it knew about mother’s milk, even though,
in the normal scheme of things, it would never have tasted it.


Chapter Four

On the day that Cal returned to Saltrock,
the air, the very earth, writhed with omens. Pink-edged grey clouds
clustered in the sky at mid-day, lightning stitched through them
that never hit the ground. The sun was a gloating eye, peering
blindly through the boiling heavens. A group of crows attacked a
calf and pecked out one of its eyes. Dogs howled as if a full moon
soaked them in lunatic radiance and had to be tied up, while cats
fled to the rafters in the attics of every completed house and
crouched in the spidery shadows, hissing, their fur erect along
their spines. Ghosts walked the rough main street of the town,
although only a few hara could see them.

Seel put all this down to the strange
weather, although Flick knew better and believed that Seel did too.
He wanted to say, ‘It’s coming, whatever it is,’ but Seel wouldn’t
hear it. He was clinging with all his strength to a mundane life,
as if Wraeththu life could ever be that. Flick pitied him. Hara
wanted to go to the Nayati and pray. They wanted ritual, to appease
the gods, but Seel wouldn’t hear of that either. He marched around
the small town, growling orders, inspecting work, his hair livid in
the peculiar light. Orien did not emerge from his dwelling at
all.

Ever since the episode of Orien’s trance,
Flick had felt as if life was on hold. He could barely breathe
sometimes. After their argument, Seel had made a great and obvious
effort to be less grouchy, but the strain of it was clearly wearing
him out. Everyhar was terrified and didn’t know why. Hara
approached Flick, because he was the most approachable and close to
Seel, but he couldn’t tell them anything. They thought he lied to
them, and perhaps he did, but there were no words to express what
he felt. It was as if the whole of Wraeththu history, such as it
was, had only been a preamble to what was going to happen next. How
could he tell hara that, when the obvious question to follow it
would be ‘And what is going to happen?’ Flick didn’t know
the answer. Orien might, but he had become reclusive. Many times,
Flick had knocked upon his door and been ignored. He had shouted,
pleaded, but had received no response. Time and again, the thought
‘He’s preparing to die’ flashed through Flick’s mind, but he pushed
it away. Thinking those words made them real; it was the worst
magic. Flick realised how special Orien was to him. This was the
har, after all, who had led him from the ruins of his human life to
a new existence in Saltrock. This was the har who had incepted him,
and had always been there for him. Flick wished he could help now,
but it was clear that Orien had decided to shut the world out.

So on this day of doom, Flick rode his grey
pony, Ghost, out alone beside the soda lake. Leaving the creature
to nibble furtively at dry scrub, Flick clambered up one of the
spiky crags to gaze out at the eastern horizon, which was invisible
in a milky haze. He had come to this place many times with Pell,
when Pell had been silent and tense, staring without blinking into
the future, which of course had lain to the east.

Flick said aloud, ‘Is this to do with you,
Pell? Are you trying to tell us something?’

And a ghost Pell beside him, who existed
only in his mind, said, ‘You know that I am.’

‘Then speak plainly.’

‘You have to imagine it, invent it. You know
that.’

Flick sighed and rubbed at his eyes, feeling
the weight of the eerie sky pressing down upon him. The back of his
neck felt hot, as if somehar breathed upon it. He could imagine
hands hovering above his shoulders and almost reached up to find
them, pull whoever they belonged to through into this reality, but
then he thought he heard a gasp behind him and opened his eyes
quickly. The sensation of presence vanished and the world seemed
stark and raw and without spirit.

A horse was stumbling towards Saltrock along
the dusty eastern road. Its head hung low in exhaustion and a
shapeless figure was slumped upon its back. The clop of the horse’s
hooves echoed in the wide cup of the mountains. Birds rose from the
caustic bath of the lake in a shimmering throng. Flick got to his
feet and put his hands around his eyes to focus on whoever, or
whatever, approached. He heard Ghost whinny softly below – a sound
of alarm – and jumped down from the rock. He was aware of a sense
of relief. This was it. At last.

He mounted the pony and urged it towards the
approaching horse, which lifted its head and found the energy to
prick up its ears. Its rider seemed asleep in the saddle.

‘Hoi!’ Flick called.

At the sound of his voice, the horse came to
a halt. Flick could see the rider wore a wide-brimmed hat. His body
was wrapped in a dusty, colourless cloak. Flick jumped down from
his pony. The rider was motionless; there were flies around him.
Could he be dead? Flick remembered instances of disease being
brought unwittingly into Saltrock. Perhaps he should be cautious.
Scanning the ground, he found a thin black stick and used this to
poke the rider in the leg from a short distance. The body twitched
and slowly the rider raised his head. Flick saw smouldering violet
eyes gazing down at him from a filthy face. He felt paralysed, even
though at first he did not recognise who he was looking at.

‘Flick.’ The voice itself was dusty, like
that of a revenant, full of earth. It was dead, without
inflection.

Flick didn’t say anything. He was thinking
of hauntings and curses, and wondered whether he should just leap
back onto his pony and gallop hell for leather back to town.

The rider took off his hat, revealing
flattened white-gold hair that the dust had not touched. ‘It’s me,’
he said.

‘Great gods!’ Flick cried. ‘Cal.’ He
couldn’t think of anything else to say. This was too unbelievable,
and surely no coincidence given what had happened a few weeks
before.

‘I had to come back,’ Cal said.

‘Well… well it’s good to see you,’ Flick
said insincerely. He frowned. ‘Where’s Pell?’ He looked around,
which was ridiculous, because the landscape was so empty. ‘I was
just thinking of him.’

Cal smiled sweetly and said in a matter of
fact tone, ‘Oh. Dead.’

‘What?’ Flick’s voice was a squeak. ‘How?
Why?’

‘It’s what I’m here to find out,’ Cal said.
‘This is the end of the path.’

It didn’t feel real, Pell being dead. It
wasn’t real. Flick couldn’t believe what he’d heard, sure that he’d
have felt it in the fibre of his being if it were true. But
something had happened. Something. ‘Come to Seel,’ Flick said.
‘I’ll take you.’

‘I know the way,’ Cal said. ‘You know I
do.’

‘I’m sorry,’ Flick said, but they were just
words.

‘Everyhar will be,’ Cal said.

Flick smiled nervously and clambered back on
to his pony. He fought an urge to hurry. It was clear that Cal’s
horse was at the end of its strength, as was its rider. Cal looked
as if he’d fought a battle and lost. He should be dripping blood.
Flick had a water bottle with him, containing a small measure of
warm stale liquid. This he offered to Cal, who declined it.

‘What happened?’ Flick asked, fully prepared
for Cal not to answer him, because he was used to his questions
being ignored. ‘Where did it happen?’

‘Near Galhea,’ Cal said. ‘Pell was shot
there. I had to burn…’

‘No,’ Flick said. ‘This can’t be true. It
can’t.’

‘Then please tell me it isn’t and be right,’
Cal said, dead-pan.

That was when Flick realised it must be true
after all. His friend was dead. ‘No,’ he said again. ‘It can’t
be.’

‘It is,’ Cal said. ‘A mark was put on him,
and it was seen, recognised. Just a nobody. A human. But they might
as well have been a god.’

‘But… but how?’

Flick wanted to say, well, weren’t you there
to protect him? Didn’t he have Kakkahaar magic behind him?

‘I want to know, Cal said. ‘It is my only
purpose now. It’s why I’m here.’

‘You think Orien can help?’

Cal was silent, his face grim. He thought
Orien could help all right.

‘Things have changed,’ Flick said. ‘Orien
had a strange turn. He hardly comes out now. He won’t speak to
me.’

Cal still did not speak. If he’d been
damaged before, he was clearly ruined now. Flick was anxious to
turn this casualty over to Seel. ‘Perhaps that’s when it happened,’
he said, thinking aloud.

Cal glanced at him.

‘When Orien had his turn. Perhaps that was
when Pell died. A week or so before the winter solstice?’

Cal closed his eyes briefly. It seemed he’d
lost the ability to speak.

‘I think Orien saw it,’ Flick said. ‘He saw
death that night.’

Seel was not yet home when they reached the
house. Flick told Cal to go on inside while he saw to the horses,
making sure Cal’s animal was given a full meal and clean water. He
spent some time grooming the dusty coat, while the horse munched
hay slowly. Flick didn’t want to go inside, not yet. He felt numb,
yet light-headed. Was this grief or shock or both? Pell’s
dead. They were just words. They didn’t mean anything. It still
didn’t seem real. Cal’s horse sighed and shuddered. It was too
thin, its eyes dull. It seemed without hope, eating because
instinct made it do so, not because it wanted to live.

Cal was sitting at the kitchen table when
Flick eventually steeled himself to go into the house. He had taken
off his cloak, revealing an emaciated body from which his clothes
hung loosely. His face, though still striking, looked like a grimy
skull that somehar had dug up. He had clearly been rooting around
the pantry, because he was drinking wine from the bottle. His hands
did not shake. They looked strangely strong against the green
glass, strong and tanned, the fingers long.

‘Are you hungry?’ Flick asked.

‘No.’ Cal took a drink. ‘Where is he?’

‘Oh… out and about. He’ll be home soon, or
do you want me to go and look for him?’

‘I mean the other one.’

‘In his house I expect,’ Flick said. ‘Do you
want me to take you there?’

Cal shook his head, grimaced. ‘I want a
bath.’

‘Good, yes,’ Flick said. ‘I’ll see to it.’
He was relieved to leave the room. After he’d run the bath, he’d go
and find Seel. He couldn’t cope with this.

Up in the bathroom, Flick sat on the edge of
the bath and splashed one hand through the chugging water. His
heart was beating too fast. His head was somehar else’s. The house
was too quiet around him, and the air felt dank. He sensed a
presence behind him and jumped in alarm. Cal loomed at the
threshold, still clutching the bottle. He was a hideous lich, who
had disappeared from the kitchen and manifested here spontaneously
without a sound. Flick shuddered. He thought about Cal in the bath
and about holding his head under the water. Perhaps that would be a
mercy. ‘Nearly ready,’ he said. ‘I’ll go find Seel.’

‘Yes, do,’ Cal said. He put down the bottle
and clawed off his clothes. Beneath them, his body was a skeleton
barely covered by skin.

Flick swallowed with difficulty. They would
need healers: an army of them.

Seel was in the Nayati, Saltrock’s temple.
He appeared to be studying a joist, but Flick wondered whether he’d
been praying. The cold glance that Seel shot towards him made him
speak bluntly. ‘Cal’s here,’ he said.

‘What?’

‘Cal’s here. He’s at the house. He says that
Pell is dead.’

Seel stared at Flick with a burning gaze for
some seconds. Then, without speaking, he ran from the Nayati in the
direction of home. Flick was left alone. The air smelled of wood
and pitch and dust. Many hara had been incepted here, Pell among
them. It was a place of sacrifice and transformation. It was a
place of truth. But nothing lived there, even though it was
supposed to be the home of the Aghama, Wraeththu’s god. Flick sat
down on the floor and thought, I promised Pell I’d find his
family, didn’t I? I never did. Do I find them now to tell them he’s
dead?

There seemed no point. Pell had been dead to
them for a long time.

For the rest of the day and the night that
followed, Seel kept Cal in his room and didn’t come out. Flick
could hear Seel’s voice, speaking softly, a sound that sifted down
like dust through the layers of the otherwise silent house. Flick
couldn’t hear the words, and eventually everything went quiet. He
thought of Seel lying on his bed, holding Cal in his arms, his eyes
full of pain. He thought maybe he should go to Orien’s house and
shout through the door, tell him what had happened, but ultimately
did nothing. No hara came to the house, perhaps because none of
them had seen Flick taking Cal there. But the town outside was as
hushed as the house. Flick realised that there was no need to go to
Orien and tell him Cal was here because he would already know. He’d
seen Pell’s death and hadn’t wanted to mention it, because Seel
would have held himself responsible. It made sense now. Orien had
spoken of his own death because it was easier. He’d made it up,
anything to stop Seel’s questions. Was Cal’s arrival the beginning
of making things better? It had to be. The climax had come and only
healing could follow.

Cal and Seel appeared at breakfast together,
which Flick had already prepared. He hadn’t gone to bed, but had
slept a couple of hours before dawn on the sofa in the parlour. Cal
looked better today, somehow sleeker, more filled out. Seel had no
doubt spent the entire night creating this effect, filling Cal with
the essence of his love. There was an understanding between them
that Flick could feel against his skin. He could reach out and
pinch it, if he wanted to. It was clear that Seel thought
everything was going to be all right now. He had Cal back, minus
Pell, and had the power to heal him. There could be no grand
destiny for a dead har, so it was all over. They could begin again.
Seel was modestly cheerful, while Cal looked like a romantic,
grief-stricken lover who was finding solace and comfort in the arms
of friends. They kept touching each other, small touches, an
intimate language. Seel did not look at Flick once.

Why does he despise me? Flick
wondered. He put ham and eggs down on the table.

‘So much is clear now,’ Seel said. ‘Orien
foretold Pell’s death. He saw it.’

‘It’s more than that,’ Cal said.

Seel frowned. ‘How can it be?’

‘Because Pell had a destiny. It shouldn’t
have just ended like that. I want to know why it happened, and how.
Are you telling me Thiede incepted Pell just to let him die? I
don’t think so. It doesn’t make sense.’

It didn’t to Flick either, who said
nothing.

‘Perhaps he was a sacrifice,’ Seel said
carefully.

Cal stared at him with a bone-crunching
gaze.

Seel shrugged awkwardly. ‘It could be an
explanation.’

‘Perhaps that’s what Orien knows,’ Flick
said, unable to keep silent any longer. ‘Perhaps that’s what made
him keep quiet.’

‘I want to know what he knows,’ Cal said.
‘He can’t keep quiet any longer.’ His even-voiced confidence was
somehow unnerving.

Seel went out after breakfast to try and
persuade Orien to come to the house. Flick was worried that Cal
would hang around, underfoot and causing discomfort, while he
attended to his daily chores, but fortunately Cal decided to go and
look up old friends in the town. His behaviour bordered on normal
and it was easy to believe that his healing had begun.

Mid-afternoon, Seel turned up accompanied by
Orien. He must have spent around six hours persuading Orien to meet
Cal. Seel was obviously concerned Orien might not wait around too
long, so went back out immediately to track Cal down.

Orien sat at the kitchen table. He didn’t
look ill, dazed or even haunted, just a little uncomfortable. Flick
made him some coffee and said, ‘Why have you been hiding away like
this?’ It had been always easier to ask Orien questions than to ask
Seel. Flick wished now that he’d been more persistent at Orien’s
door.

‘I needed to think,’ Orien said, a
reasonable answer.

‘For so long? What about?’

‘I was looking for answers,’ Orien said, ‘in
the ethers.’

‘Did you find any?’

Orien shook his head.

‘Was Pell supposed to die?’ Flick asked.

Orien flicked a glance at him and for the
briefest moment he appeared furtive. ‘How can I answer that?
Perhaps we were all wrong. Perhaps it was random fate. Perhaps that
is the lesson we have to learn. None of us are safe, not even those
we believe have a great destiny. In legends, heroes survive against
all odds to make a difference, but what if that is the greatest
lie, and a chance accident can wipe out the hero who can save the
world? Were we looking for that special har, all of us? Had we all,
unconsciously, invested something in Pell, just so that we’d
eventually have to face that we are ultimately responsible for
ourselves?’

‘You’ve been thinking a lot,’ Flick
said.

‘My questions created only more questions,’
Orien said. ‘Now I have to face Cal and I really don’t have the
stomach for it.’

‘You don’t feel sorry for him, do you.’ It
was a statement rather than a question.

Orien’s mouth was grim. ‘Another lesson,’ he
said. ‘Perhaps the hardest of all.’

Flick wondered how Cal would react when he
came face to face with Orien. Would he go mad and attack him, or
would he be insulting? Flick could not imagine it being easy,
whatever happened, and he felt so nervous he cleaned the kitchen
three times before he heard footsteps in the corridor outside.

Seel and Cal came in, both talking at once,
and it appeared they’d opted for an attitude of insincere cheer.
Orien stood up and greeted Cal, who nodded to him. They regarded
each other politely in the way that hara who mutually despise each
other do, when they don’t want others present to witness any
unpleasantness.

Cal sat down and lit a cigarette. After a
while, Orien sat down again too. It was clear he had prepared
himself for a difficult interview; he was going to play it Cal’s
way, whatever that might entail. Flick suspected that a small part
of Cal was enjoying this. Seel was obviously nervous too, because
he busied himself with making drinks rather than asking Flick to do
it. Orien didn’t say anything and for some minutes, neither did
Cal. He smoked his cigarette, apparently taking great sensual
pleasure from each draw. At the sink, Seel broke a cup and Flick
jumped in his seat. It sounded like a gunshot. The sharp report
appeared to act as a prompt. Cal rubbed his face and said, ‘You
know what I want to hear.’

‘Tell me,’ Orien said.

‘What was going on? What did Thiede tell
you?’

‘Very little,’ Orien said, ‘and that’s the
truth. I admit I summoned him.’

‘Why?’

‘Thiede was on the lookout for individuals
of an unusual nature, boys arriving for inception who had special
qualities. He didn’t say why.’

‘Didn’t you question his motives? Didn’t it
occur to you they might be sinister?’

‘No. Why should it? I’ve known Thiede a long
time, and it made sense to me that he would want high calibre hara
with the Gelaming. I thought he was merely recruiting such hara,
and I have no reason to believe otherwise now.’

‘So, you’re saying that Pell’s death was an
accident?’

‘Yes. I can think of no reason why it wasn’t
– and believe me, I have been thinking long and hard over these
last few weeks.’

‘You were surprised, though, weren’t you,
when you realised he was dead. Why?’

‘I presumed Thiede would protect him, that’s
all. As I said to Flick earlier, I think I invested a lot in Pell
myself. I thought he was destined to make a mark. It didn’t seem
right that he should die, but now I wonder whether that was what we
were supposed to learn from his death: there can be no miracles or
heroes. We have to forge our own way.’

‘I don’t believe you. There’s more. I can
smell it.’

Orien scraped tendrils of hair back from his
face. ‘Cal, you were in love with Pell. You are looking for meaning
in the senseless tragedy of his death, but I think you have to face
there may be none.’

Flick shifted in his seat. He was
remembering the words Orien had spoken on the night he’d fallen
into trance: ‘It’s done.’ Much as he’d prefer not to, he had to
agree with Cal. There was more.

Seel came to the table with steaming mugs of
coffee on a tray. He placed it down carefully and said, ‘You knew
he was dead that night, Orien, yet you did not tell us. Why?’

Flick thought that this was a pointless
question, because it was so easy to concoct a credible response. It
would pain him to hear Orien’s predictable reply, so decided to
voice it for him. ‘He was thinking of you,’ Flick said to Seel. ‘He
didn’t want you to feel responsible.’

Orien cast Flick a grateful glance, and
Flick wondered why he’d decided to conspire in that way. He could
easily have let Orien say the obvious then have challenged it.

‘You should have told me,’ Seel said. ‘As
you should have told me all you’ve just said. It wasn’t some great
secret. How could it have mattered if I knew?’

‘That Thiede was using your precious
Saltrock as a recruiting ground for Gelaming?’ Cal said. ‘Are you
comfortable with that, plus the fact that one of your closest
friends was involved in it?’

Orien displayed his hands. ‘Those were my
thoughts.’ He leaned forward. ‘Seel, I’m not even going to try to
justify what I did. In a sense, I did betray our friendship, but
Thiede and I have known each other longer, and he asked me to keep
what I knew to myself. I made a promise, so I had no choice but to
honour it.’ He clasped his hands beneath his chin. ‘The fact is, we
have all lost a dear friend, and that is a shock. The circumstances
surrounding Pell’s inception are irrelevant. The two facts are not
connected.’

Flick watched Cal’s face as he lit another
cigarette, his eyes never straying from Orien. Did Cal believe what
he’d heard? Flick realised he wanted Cal to believe, because even
if it wasn’t true, they couldn’t do anything. It was over. It had
to be.

Before Cal could say anything, Seel said,
‘And is it still going on, this recruitment?’

Orien shook his head. ‘Thiede has not
contacted me since Pell’s inception.’

‘Why should he?’ Cal said. ‘He got what he
wanted, didn’t he?’

‘I’m sure that is not the reason,’ Orien
said. ‘Thiede is involved in many schemes to help consolidate
Wraeththu. No doubt I’ll hear from him, should he need my help in
the future.’

‘Didn’t you think to try and contact him
after you had the vision of Pell’s death?’ Seel snapped. ‘You must
have done!’

Orien inclined his head. ‘I did. Of course I
did. But there was no response.’

‘You must be annoyed he’s cut you out of the
web,’ Cal said conversationally.

‘I’m not involved in Thiede’s plans,’ Orien
said. ‘I don’t expect to be.’

Flick thought it was as if Orien was on
trial. He sat there with dignity, answering the prosecution
questions in a clear manner. But he didn’t have to go through this.
He could get up and walk out. In a way, he was right: Cal
was trying to find meaning in a senseless tragedy. Was that
why he was being so accommodating, even though he disliked Cal?

‘You should have told me all this,’ Seel
said. ‘I wonder whether you ever would have done if Cal hadn’t come
back.’

Orien shrugged. ‘I was coming to my own
conclusions, meditating alone. Cal’s arrival merely precipitated
events, that’s all.’

‘Is there anything else you can tell me?’
Cal said, and Flick thought this was perhaps the most important
question. It was a nexus point.

‘No,’ Orien said. ‘I don’t think so.’

Cal almost looked sad. He sighed and shook
his head. ‘Your choice,’ he said, ‘and as you pointed out we have
to take responsibility for ourselves, our actions and reactions –
and their consequences.’

Orien’s expression was wary. ‘I’m not your
enemy, Cal. I’m sorry for your loss, but I can’t help you find that
meaning you so desperately need. The only thing I can suggest is
that you seek Thiede out yourself, and put these questions to him.
Perhaps that would put your mind at rest.’

Cal smiled. ‘Then, by all means feel free to
summon him for me.’

Orien laughed uncertainly. ‘You must know I
don’t have the power to do that.’

‘Oh, you do sometimes, Orien. We all know
that.’

‘You could try,’ Seel said. ‘It’s the least
you can do.’

Orien exhaled through his nose. ‘Very well,
although I am sure it will be a pointless exercise.’ He stood up.
‘I’ll go back home now, and put out a call. Perhaps we should meet
later.’

‘Dinner,’ Seel said. ‘Flick can prepare one
of his feasts.’

It was the last thing Flick felt like doing,
although he smiled in what he hoped was a convincing manner.
‘Invite Thiede to dinner,’ he said. ‘Perhaps the prospect of one of
my feasts will entice him back to Saltrock.’

‘No slur on your culinary skills, but I
doubt that,’ Orien said.

‘So what would entice him back?’ Cal
asked.

Orien didn’t respond. ‘I’ll see you all
later,’ he said.

After Orien had left, Flick suggested that
perhaps some of Cal’s old friends could also come to dinner and for
once Seel agreed Flick had had a good idea. ‘You’ve got to look to
the future now, Cal,’ he said. ‘What are you going to do with your
life?’

‘I have no life,’ Cal replied. ‘It died on
me.’

Seel put his hands upon Cal’s shoulders.
‘You didn’t die,’ he said, shaking Cal a little. ‘Come on. This is
hard, I know, but think of all we’ve been through together. Think
of the hideous things we witnessed and survived. You’re strong. You
can get through this. I’ll help you.’

It would not be so easy, Flick thought,
looking at Cal’s face.

Orien did not reappear for dinner, but sent
a young har over an hour or so beforehand to deliver a message. He
had put out an etheric call to Thiede, but had so far got no
response, not even the faintest ghost of a whisper. He intended to
devote himself to amplifying the call for the rest of the day.

Cal went to lie down in Seel’s room and
Flick started preparing dinner. Seel sat at the kitchen table,
watching him cut up vegetables. ‘Thiede won’t come,’ he said.

‘No,’ Flick agreed. He wondered why the big
cook’s knife looked so brilliantly silver and sharp in his
hand.

‘Perhaps Orien should just make something
up, to put Cal’s mind at rest.’

‘He’d know.’

Seel sighed. ‘Yeah.’

‘You’re taking on a lot, you know.’

Seel scraped his hands through his hair. ‘I
have no choice. I can’t let him go on like this.’

Flick didn’t think it was anything to do
with ‘letting’ Cal do anything. He went his own way and always had.
All the help in the world would do no good if Cal wasn’t receptive
to it. Flick thought that Cal was too self-destructive. How he’d
survived this long was a phenomenon in itself. Flick wasn’t looking
forward to having Cal around the house for a lengthy period.

Colt, one of Cal’s old friends, arrived early,
before the other guests. He, and his chesnari Stringer, had been
incepted from a very old race of humans, who had been close to the
earth and to magic. Colt was a hawk of a har, whose eyes could see
through anything. Now, he sat in the kitchen, getting in the way,
as Flick put the finishing touches to the meal.

‘Cal doesn’t look good,’ Colt said to Seel,
helping himself to some fried chicken. ‘The one har’s help he needs
is Orien’s, but from what I heard today he won’t take it.’

‘We’ve got to be patient with him,’ Seel
said.

‘In the old world, he’d have been locked
up,’ Colt said. ‘For his own good and everyone else’s.’

Flick smiled to himself.

‘This is not the old world,’ Seel said
darkly.

‘He’s sick,’ Colt said. ‘You must see that.
Sick in the head.’ He tapped his own brow.

‘It’s not beyond us to heal him,’ Seel said.
‘We’re not humans, stuck in the old world. We have the ability
now.’

Colt shook his head. ‘We’re not gods, Seel.
For fuck’s sake, do we really know what we are?’

‘Yes, we do.’

‘I don’t think so. We’re still struggling to
accept ourselves, and I think some of us go mad in the
process.’

The kitchen door opened and Cal sauntered
into the room. He must have heard what Colt had said, but gave no
sign. Perhaps he had been listening for some time. ‘Smells good,’
he said to Flick.

‘You could do with feeding up a little,’
Flick said.

‘Orien won’t be coming,’ Seel said.

Cal grimaced. ‘Now there’s a surprise.’

‘He’s still trying to contact Thiede.’

Cal nodded. ‘Yeah, right.’
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