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For once you have tasted flight you will walk the earth with your eyes turned skywar d;
for there you have been,
and there you long to return.

—L eonardo da Vinci

Prologue
THE STORM HAD RAGED through most of the night.

In the wide bed she shared with her mother, the child lay awake beneath the scratchy woolweed blanket,
listening. The sound of the rain againgt the thin lemon-wood planks of the cabin was steedy and insstent,
and sometimes she heard the far-off boom of thunderclaps, and when the lightning flashed thin lines of
light leaked in between the shuttersto illuminate the tiny room. When they faded, it was dark again.

The child could hear the patter of water against the floor, and she knew that the roof had sprung another
leak. It would turn the hard-packed earth to mud, and her mother would be furious, but there was
nothing to be done. Her mother was not good at patching roofs, and they could not afford to hire anyone.
Someday, her mother told her, thetired cabin would collgpse in the violence of the storms. "Then we will
go and seeyour father again,”" shewould say. The girl did not remember her father very well, but her
mother spoke of him often.

The shuiters shook beneath aterrible blast of wind, and the child listened to the frightening sound of
creaking wood, and the thrumming of the greased paper that served them for awindow, and briefly she
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was afraid. Her mother dept on, unaware. The storms were frequent, but her mother dept through all of
them. The girl was afraid to wake her. Her mother had afierce temper, and she did not like being
awakened for something assmall asachild'sfear.

Thewalls creaked and shifted once again; lightning and thunder came almost together, and the child
shivered underneath her blanket and wondered whether thiswould be the night that they went to see her
father.

But it was not.

Findly the storm subsided, and even the rain stopped. The room was dark and quiet.
Thegirl shook her mother into wakefulness,

"Wha?' shesad. "What?'

"Thestormisover, Mother,” the child said.

At that the woman nodded and rose. " Get dressed,” shetold the girl, as she hunted for her own clothing
in the darkness. Dawn was still an hour away, at least, but it was important to get to the beach quickly.
The storms smashed ships, the child knew; little fishing boats that had stayed out too late or ventured too
far, and sometimes even the greet trading ships. If you went out after astorm, you might find things
washed up on the beach, al kinds of things. Once they had found aknife with abesten metal edge; when
they had sold it they had eaten well for two weeks. If you wanted to find good things, though, you could
not afford to belazy. A lazy person would walt till dawn, and find nothing.

Her mother hung an empty canvas sack over her shoulder, for carrying things. The girl'sdress had big
pockets. They both wore boots. The woman took down along pole with a carved wooden hook on its
end, in case they saw something in the water, floating just out of reach. "Come on, child,” shesad. "Don't
dawdle"

The beach was cold and dark, with a chill wind blowing steadily from the west. They were not done.
Three or four others were aready there, prowling up and down the wet sands, leaving boot-marks that
quickly filled with water. Occasionally one would stoop and examine something. One of them was
carrying alantern. They had owned agood lantern once, when her father was dive, but they had to sl it
later. Her mother complained of that often. She did not have her daughter's night vision, and sometimes
she stumbled in the darkness, and often she missed things she ought to have seen.

They split up, asthey awaysdid. The child went north aong the beach, while her mother searched to the
south. "Turn back at dawn,”" her mother said. "'Y ou have choresto do. Nothing will last past dawn." The
child nodded, and hurried off to search.

Thefindings werelean that night. The girl walked for along time, following the water's edge, eyesonthe
ground, looking, awayslooking. Sheliked to find things. If she came home with a scrap of metd, or
perhaps ascyllastooth, long as her arm, curved and yellow and terrible, then her mother might smile at
her and tell her what agood girl she was. That did not happen often. Mostly her mother scolded her for
being too dreamy, and asking foolish questions.

When the vague predawn light first began to swalow up the stars, she had nothing in her pockets but two
pieces of milky sea-glassand aclam. It was abig heavy clam, large as her hand, with the rough pebbly
shell that meant it was the best kind for eating, the kind whose meat was black and buttery. But she had
only been ableto find one. Everything el se that had washed up was worthless driftwood.



The child was about to turn back, as her mother had told her to, when she saw the flash of metal in the
sky— asudden silver gleam, asif anew star had cometo life, outshining al the others.

It was north of her, out above the sea. She watched where it had been, and amoment later it flashed
again, alittleto theleft. She knew what it was: aflyer'swings had caught thefirst rays of therising sun,
before they quite touched the rest of the world.

The child wanted to follow, to run and see. Sheloved to watch the flight of birds, thelittle rainbirds and
the fierce nighthawks and the scavenger kites; and the flyerswith their great Silver wings were better than
any birds. But it was almost dawn, and her mother had told her to turn back at dawn.

Sheran. If she hurried, shethought, if sheran dl the way there and al the way back, she might havetime
to watch for awhile, before her mother could miss her. So sheran and ran, past the lazy late-riserswho
were just coming out to wander on the beach. The clam bounced in her pocket.

The eastern sky was al pae orange by the time she reached the flyers place, awide expanse of sandy
beach where they often landed, beneeth the high cliff from which they launched. The child liked to climb
the cliff and watch from up there, with the wind in her hair and her little legs dangling over the edge and
the sky dl around her. But today there was no time. She had to go back soon, or her mother would be

agy.
She had cometoo late, anyway. Theflyer waslanding.

He made alast graceful pass over the sand, hiswings sweeping by thirty feet above her head. She stood
and watched with wide eyes. Then, out above the water, hetilted himsdf; one silver wing went down and
onewent up, and al at once he came around in awide circle. And then he straightened and came on
ahead, descending gracefully, so he barely touched the sand as he came skimming in.

There were other people on the beach—ayoung man and an older woman. They ran dongside the flyer
as he camein, and hel ped to sop him, and afterward they did something to hiswings that made them
collapse. The two of them folded up the wings, dowly and with care, while the flyer undid the straps that
bound them to his body.

Watching, the girl saw that he was the one she liked. There were lots of flyers, she knew, and she had
seen many of them and even learned to recognize some, but there were only three that came often, the
three who lived on her own idand. The child imagined that they must live high on the dliffs, in housesthat
looked something like the nests of birds, but with walls of pricdess slver metal. One of thethreewasa
gtern, gray-haired woman with a sour face. The second was only aboy, dark-haired and achingly
handsome, with a pleasant voice; she liked him better. But her favorite was the man on the beach, aman
astal and lean and wide of shoulder as her father had been, clean-shaven, with brown eyes and curling
red-brown hair. He smiled alot, and seemed to fly more than any of them.

"You," hesad.
The child looked up, terrified, and found him smiling at her.
"Dont befrightened,” he said. "1 won't hurt you."

She took a step backward. She had often watched the flyers, but none of them had ever noticed her
before.

"Who isshe?' theflyer asked his hdlper, who was standing behind him holding hisfolded wings.

The young man shrugged. " Some clam digger. | don't know. I've seen her hanging around before. Do you



want meto chase her off?"

"No," the man said. He smiled a her again. "Why are you so afraid?' he asked. "It'sdl right. | don't mind
your coming here, littlegirl."

"My mother told me not to bother theflyers,” the child said.

The man laughed. "Oh," he said. "Well, you don't bother me. Maybe someday you can grow up and help
theflyers, like my friends here. Would you like that?'

The girl shook her head. "No."
"No?' He shrugged, gill amiling. "What would you like to do, then? Fly?"
Timidly, the child managed to nod.

The older woman sniggered, but the flyer glanced at her and frowned. Then he walked to the child and
stooped and took her by the hand. "Well," he said, "if you're going to fly, you have to practice, you
know. Would you like to practice?'

"YS,"

"You'retoo little for wingsjust now," theflyer said. "Here." He wrapped strong hands about her, and
hoisted her up to his shoulders, so she sat with her legs dangling on his chest, and her hands fumbling
uncertainin hishair. "No," he said, "you can't hold on if you're going to be aflyer. Y our arms have to be
your wings. Can you hold out your arms straight?”

"Yes" shesaid. Sheraised her ams up and held them out like a pair of wings.

"Your armsare going to get tired,” the flyer warned, "but you can't lower them. Not if you want to fly. A
flyer hasto have strong armsthat never get tired.”

"I'm gtrong,” the girl indsted.

"Good. Areyou ready to fly?'

"Yes" Shebeganto flap her arms.

"No, no, no," hesaid. "Dont flap. Were not like the birds, you know. | thought you watched us.”
The child tried to remember. "Kites," she said suddenly, "you're likekites."

"Sometimes," the flyer said, pleased. "And night-hawks, and other soaring birds. We don't redly fly, you
know. We glide like the kites do. We ride on the wind. So you can't flap; you have to hold your arms
giff, and try to fed the wind. Can you fed thewind now?"

"Yes" It wasawarmer wind, sharp with the smell of the sea.
"Well, catch it with your arms, let it blow you.”

She closed her eyes, and tried to fed thewind on her arms.
And she began to move.

Theflyer had begun to trot acrossthe sand, asif blown by the wind. When it shifted, he shifted aswell,
changing directions suddenly. She kept her arms siff, and the wind seemed to grow stronger, and now he



was running, and she bounced up and down on his shoulders, going faster and faster.
"Youll fly meinto thewater!" he caled. "Turn, turn!”

And shetilted her wings, the way she had watched them turn so often, one hand going up and one down,
and the flyer turned to the right and began to runin acircle, until findly she straightened her aams again,
and then he was off the way he had come.

Heran and ran, and she flew, until both were breathless and laughing.

Finaly he stopped. "Enough,” he said, "abeginning flyer shouldn't stay up too long.” Helifted her off his
back and set her on the sand again, smiling. "There now," he said.

Her arms were sore from holding them up so long, but she was excited dmost to bursting, though she
knew a spanking was waiting a home. The sun waswel above the horizon. "Thank you" she said, il
breathlessfrom her flight.

"My nameisRuss" hesad. "If you want another flight, come see me sometime. | don't have any little
flyersof my own."

The child nodded eagerly.
"Andyou," he said, brushing sand from his clothes. "Who are you?"
"Maris" shereplied.

"A pretty name," theflyer replied pleasantly. "Wdl, | must be off, Maris. But maybewell go flying again
sometime, eh?' He amiled at her and turned away, and began walking off down the beach. Thetwo
helpersjoined him, one carrying hisfolded wings. They began to talk asthey receded from her, and she
heard the sound of hislaughter.

And suddenly she was running after him, churning up the sand in her wake, straining to match hislong
strides.

He heard her coming and turned back to her. "Y es?"
"Here," she said. She reached into her pocket, and handed him the clam.

Astonishment broke over hisface, then vanished in the warmth of his smile. He accepted the clam
gravely.

Shethrew her aams around him, hugged him with afierce intengity, and fled. Sheran with her aamsheld
out to either side, so fast that she dmost seemed to fly.

PART ONE
Storms

MARIS RODE THE STORM ten feet above the sea, taming the winds on wide cloth-of-meta wings.
Sheflew fiercely, recklessy, ddighting in the danger and thefed of the spray, not bothered by the cold.
The sky was an ominous cobalt blue, the winds were building, and she had wings; that was enough. She
could die now, and die happy, flying.

Sheflew better than she ever had before, twisting and gliding between the air currents without thought,
catching each time the updraft or downwind that would carry her farther or faster. She made no wrong



choices, wasforced into no hasty scrambles above the legping ocean; the tacking she did was dl for joy.
It would have been safer to fly high, like achild, up above the waves asfar as she could climb, safe from
her own mistakes. But Maris skimmed the sea, like a flyer, whereasingle dip, abrush of wing against
water, meant a clumsy tumble from the Sky. And degth; you don't swim far when your wingspan istwenty
fedt.

Mariswas daring, but she knew the winds.

Ahead she spied the neck of ascylla, asnuous rope dark against the horizon. Almost without thinking,
she responded. Her right hand pulled down on the leather wing grip, her left pushed up. She shifted the
wholeweight of her body. The greet slver wings—tissue thin and dmost weightless, but immensdly
strong—shifted with her, turning. Onewingtip al but grazed the white-caps snapping below, the other
lifted; Maris caught the risng winds more fully, and began to climb.

Death, sky death, had been on her mind, but she would not end like that—snapped from the air like an
unwary gull, lunch for ahungry mongter.

Minutes later she caught up to the scylla, and paused for ataunting circle just beyond itsreach. From
above she could seeits body, bardly beneath the waves, the rows of dick black flippers beating
rhythmicaly. Thetiny head, swaying dowly from sde to sde atop the long neck, ignored her. Perhapsit
has known flyers, she thought then, and it does not like the taste.

The winds were colder now, and heavy with sat. The ssorm was gathering strength; she could fed a
trembling inthe arr. Maris, exhilarated, soon left the scyllafar behind. Then shewasdone again, flying
effortlessy, through an empty, darkening world of seaand sky where the only sound was the wind upon
her wings.

Intime, theidand reared out of the sea: her destination. Sighing, sorry for the journey'send, Maris et
herself descend.

Ginaand Tor, two of thelocd land-bound—Maris didn't know what they did when they weren't caring
for vigting flyers—were on duty out on the landing spit. She circled once above them to catch their
attention. They rose from the soft sand and waved at her. The second time she came around they were
ready. Maris dipped lower and lower, until her feet were just inches above the ground; Ginaand Tor ran
acrossthe sand parald to her, each beside awing. Her toes brushed surface and she beganto dow ina
shower of sand.

Finally she stopped, lying prone on the coal, dry sand. Shefdt silly. A downed flyer islikeaturtleonits
back; she could get on her feet if she had to, but it was adifficult, undignified process. Still, it had been a

good landing.

Gina. and Tor began to fold up her wings, joint by foot-long joint. As each strut unlocked and folded
back on the next segment, the tissue fabric between them went limp. When al the extensors were pulled
in, the wings hung in two loose folds of drooping meta from the centra axis strapped to Maris back.

"Wed expected Coll," said Ging, as she folded back the fina strut. Her short dark hair stood out in
pikes around her face.

Maris shook her head. It should have been Coll's journey, perhaps, but she had been desperate, longing
for thearr. Sheld taken the wings—till her wings—and gone before he was out of bed.

"Hell have flying enough after next week, | expect,” Tor said cheerfully. Therewas dtill sand in hislank
blond hair and he was shivering alittle from the seawinds, but he smiled as he spoke. "All theflying hell



want." He stepped in front of Maristo help her unstrap the wings.

"I'll wear them,” Maris snapped at him, impatient, angered by his casud words. How could he
understand? How could any of them understand? They were land-bound.

She started up the spit toward the lodge, Ginaand Tor faling in beside her. There she took the usual
refreshments and, standing before a huge open fire, alowed hersdf to be dried and warmed. Thefriendly
guestions she answered curtly, trying to be silent, trying not to think. This may bethe last time. Because
shewas aflyer, they al respected her silence, though with disappointment. For the land-bound, the flyers
were the most regular source of contact with the other idands. The seas, daily storm-lashed and infested
with scyllas and seacats and other predators, were too dangerous for regular ship travel except among
idandswithin the sameloca group. The flyerswerethelinks, and the otherslooked to them for news,
gossip, songs, stories, romance.

"The Landsman will be ready whenever you are rested,” Ginasaid, touching Maristentatively on the
shoulder. Maris pulled away, thinking, Y es, to you it isenough to serve theflyers. You'd like aflyer
husband, Coll perhaps when he's grown—and you don't know what it meansto me that Coll should be
theflyer, and not |. But she said only, "I'm ready now. It was an easy flight. Thewinds did dl the work."

Ginaled her to another room, where the Landsman was waiting for her message. Like the first room, this
was long and sparsely furnished, with ablazing fire crackling in agreat sone hearth. The Landsman sat in
acushioned chair near the flames; he rose when Maris entered. Flyers were dways greeted as equals,
even on idands where the Landsmen were worshipped as gods and held godlike powers.

After theritua greetings had been exchanged, Maris closed her eyes and let the message flow. She didn't
know or care what she said. The words used her voice without troubling her conscious thought. Probably
palitics, shethought. Lately it had al been palitics.

When the message ended, Maris opened her eyes and smiled at the Landsman—perversaly, on purpose,
because he looked worried by her words. But he recovered quickly and returned her smile. "Thank you,”
he sad, alittle wesakly. "Y ou've done well."

Shewasinvited to stay the night, but she refused. The storm might die by morning; besides, sheliked
night flying. Tor and Ginaaccompanied her outside and up the rocky path to the flyers diff. There were
lanterns set in the stone every few feet, to make the twisting ascent safer at night.

At thetop of the climb was anatural ledge, made deeper and wider by human hands. Beyond it, an
eighty-foot drop, and breakers crashing on arocky beach. On the ledge Ginaand Tor unfolded her
wings and locked the strutsin place, and the tissue metd stretched tight and taut and silvery. And Maris

jumped.

Thewind caught her, lifted. She wasflying again, dark seabelow and rumbling storm above. Once
launched she never looked back at the two wistful land-bound following her with their eyes. Too soon
shewould be one of them.

Shedid not turn toward home. Instead she flew with the ssorm winds, blowing violently now, westerly.
Soon the thunder would come, and rain, and then Mariswould be forced up, above the clouds, where
thelightning waslesslikdly to burn her from the sky. At home it would be calm, the sorm past. People
would be out beachcombing to see what the winds had brought, and afew small dories might be casting
off in the hope that aday's fishing might not be entirely lost.

Thewind sang in her eyes and pushed at her, and she swam in the sky-stream gracefully. Then, oddly,
she thought of Coll. And suddenly she lost the fed. She wavered, dipped, then pulled herself up sharply,



tacking, searching for it. And cursing hersdlf. It had been so good before—did it have to end thisway?
Thismight be her last flight ever, and it had to be her best. But it was no use: shed lost the certainty. The
wind and she were no longer lovers.

She began to fly at cross-purposesto the storm, battling grimly, fighting until her muscles were strained
and aching. She gained atitude now; once the wind-fed left you, it was not safeto fly so near the water.

She was exhaugted, tired of fighting, when she caught sight of the rocky face of the Eyrie and redized
how far she had come.

The Eyrie was nothing but a huge rock thrust up from the sea, acrumbling tower of stone surrounded by
an angry froth where the waters broke againg itstail, sheer walls. It was not an idand; nothing would
grow here but pockets of tough lichen. Birds made their nestsin the few protected crevices and ledges,
though, and atop the rock the flyers had built their nest. Here, where no ship could moor, here where no
one but flyers—bird and human—could roost, here stood their dark stone lodge.

"Marigd"

Shelooked up at the sound of her name, and saw Dorrd diving on her, laughing, hiswings dark against
the clouds. At the last possible moment she turned from him, banking sharply, and dipped out from under
hisdive. He chased her around the Eyrie, and Maris forgot that she wastired and aching, and lost hersdlf
in the sheer joy of flying.

When at last they landed, the rains had just begun, howling suddenly from the east, stinging their faces
and dapping hard againg their wings. Marisrealized that she was nearly numb with cold. They came
down in asoft earth landing pit carved in the solid rock, without help, and Marisdid ten feet in
sudden-mud before coming to astop. Then it took her five minutesto find her feet, and fumble with the
triple straps that wrapped around her body. Shetied the wings carefully to atether rope, then walked out
to awingtip and began to fold them up.

By the time she had finished, her teeth were chattering convulsively, and she could fed the sorenessin her
arms. Dorrd frowned as he watched her work; his own wings, neatly folded, were dung over his
shoulder. "Had you been out long?' he asked. "I should have let you land. I'm sorry. | didn't redize. Y ou
must have been with the sorm dl theway, just in front of it. Difficult westher. | got some of the
crosswinds mysdf. Areyou dl right?'

"Oh, yes. | wastired—but not really, not now. I'm glad you were there to meet me. That was good
flying, and | needed it. Thelast part of the trip was rough—I thought | would drop. But good flying's
better than rest.”

Dorre laughed and put hisarm around her. She felt how warm he was after the flight and, by contragt,
how cold shewas. He fdt it too and squeezed her tighter. "Come inside before you freeze. Garth brought
some bottles of kivas from the Shotans, and one of them should be hot by now. Between us and the
kivaswell get you warm again.”

The common room of the lodge was warm and cheerful, as always, but dmost empty. Garth, ashort,
well-muscled flyer ten years her senior, was the only one there. He looked up from his place by thefire
and called them by name. Mariswanted to answer, but her throat was tight with longing, and her teeth
were clenched together. Dorrel led her to the fireplace.

"Like awoodwinged idiot | kept her out in the cold,” Dorrd said. "Isthe kivas hot? Pour us some." He
stripped off hiswet, muddy clothes quickly and efficiently, and pulled two large towelsfrom a pile near
thefire



"Why should | waste my kivas on you?" Garth rumbled. "For Maris, of course, for sheisvery beautiful
and asuperb flyer." He made amock bow in her direction.

"Y ou should waste your kivason me," Dorrd said, rubbing himself briskly with the big towd, "unlessyou
would careto wasteit al over thefloor.”

Garth replied, and they traded insults and threatsin laconic voices. Maris didn't lissen—she had heard it
all before. She squeezed the water from her hair, watching the patterns the wetness made on the hearth
stones and how quickly they faded. Shelooked at Dorrd, trying to memorize hislean, muscular body—a
good flyer's body— and the quick changes of hisface as he teased Garth. But he turned when he felt
Mariswatching him, and hiseyes gentled. Garth'sfind witticism fdl limply into slence. Dorrel touched
Maris softly, tracing the line of her jaw.

"You'redill shivering." He took the towel from her hands and wrapped it around her. "Garth, take that
bottle off the fire beforeit explodes and let usall get warm."

Thekivas, ahot spice wine flavored with raisins and nuts, was served in great sone mugs. Thefirst sip
sent thin lines of fire down her veins, and the shivering stopped.

Garth smiled at her. "Good, isn't it? Not that Dorrel will gppreciateit. | tricked adimy old fisherman out
of adozen bottles. He found it in a shipwreck, didn't know what he had, and hiswife didn't want it in the
house. | gave him some trinketsfor it, some metal beads 1'd picked up for my sister.”

"And what does your sister get?' Maris asked, between sips of kivas.

Garth shrugged. "Her? Oh, it was a surprise, anyway. I'll bring something from Powest the next time | go.
Some painted eggs.”

"If he doesn't see something ese he can trade them for on hisway back," Dorrd said. "If your Sister ever
gets her surprise, Garth, the shock will kill al plessure. Y ou were born atrader. | think you'd swap your
wingsif the ded was good enough.”

Garth snorted indignantly. " Close your mouth when you say that, bird." He turned to Maris. "How isyour
brother?1 never seehim.”

Maristook another sip of her drink, holding on to calm with both hands. "H€ll be of age next week," she
sad carefully. "Thewingswill be histhen. | wouldn't know about his comings and goings. Maybe he
doesntt like your company.”

"Huh," said Garth. "Why shouldn't he?' He sounded wounded. Maris waved a hand, and forced herself
to smile. She had meant it lightly. "I like him well enough,” Garth went on. "Weadl like him, don't we,
Dorrd? He'syoung, quiet, maybe a bit too cautious, but he should improve. He's different
somehow—oh, but he can tell some stories! And sing! The land-bound will learn to love the sight of his
wings." Garth shook his head in wonder. "Where does he learn them dl? I've done more traveling than he
hes, but..."

"He makesthem up," said Maris.

"Himsd{?' Garth wasimpressed. "Hell be our singer, then. Well take the prize away from Eastern at the
next competition. Western dways hasthe best flyers,” he said loydly, "but our singers have never been
worthy of thetitle."

"| sang for Western at the last meet,” Dorrel objected.



"That'swhat | mean."
"You shriek like a seacat.”
"Yes," said Garth, "but | have no delusions about my ability.”

Maris missed Dorrel'sreply. Her mind had drifted away from their dialogue, and she was watching the
flames, thinking, nursing her still-warm drink. Shefdt peaceful herein the Eyrie, even now, even after
Garth had mentioned Coll. And strangely comfortable. No one lived on the flyers rock, but it wasa
home of sorts. Her home. It was hard to think of not coming here anymore.

She remembered the first time sheld seen the Eyrie, agood Six years ago, just after her coming-of-age
day. She'd been agirl of thirteen, proud of having flown so far done, but scared too, and shy. Insdethe
lodge sheld found adozen flyers, sitting around afire, drinking, laughing. A party wasin progress. But
they'd stopped and smiled at her. Garth had been a quiet youth then, Dorrel askinny boy just barely
older than she. She hadn't known either of them. But Helmer, amiddle-aged flyer from theidand closest
to hers, had been among the company, and he made the introductions. Even now she remembered the
faces, the names: redheaded Anni from Culhall, Foster who later grew too fat to fly, Jamisthe Senior,
and especidly the one nicknamed Raven, an arrogant youth who dressed in black fur and meta and had
won awardsfor Eastern in three straight competitions. There was another too, alanky blonde from the
Outer Idands. The party wasin her honor; it was seldom any of the Outersflew so very, very far.

They'd dl welcomed Maris, and soon it seemed almost asif sheld replaced the tall blonde as true guest
of honor. They gave her wine, despite her age, and they made her sng with them, and told her stories
about flying, most of which sheldd heard before, but never from such asthese. Findly, when shefelt very
much part of the group, they let their attentions wander from her, and the festivities resumed their normal
course.

It had been a strange, unforgettable party, and oneincident in particular was burned golden in her
memory. Raven, the only Eastern wing in the group, had been taking alot of needling. Findly, alittle
drunk, herebelled. "You cal yoursdvesflyers™" hed said, in awhiplash voice that Mariswould dways
recdl. "Come, comewith me, I'll show you flying."

And the whole party had gone outsde, to theflyers cliff of the Eyrie, the highest cliff of al. Six hundred
feet sraight down it plunged, to where the rocks stood up like teeth and the water churned furioudy
againg them. Raven, wearing folded wings, walked up to the brink. He unfolded the first three joints of
hiswing struts carefully, and did his arms through the loops. But he did not lock the wings; the hinges il
moved, and the opened struts bent back and forth with hisarms, flexible. The other struts he held, folded,
inhishands.

Maris had wondered what he was up to. She soon found ouit.
Heran and jumped, out asfar ashe could, off theflyers cliff. With hiswings till folded.

Sheld gasped, run to the edge. The othersfollowed, somelooking pae, afew grinning. Dorrel had stood
besde her.

Raven wasfaling straight down, arock, hishands at his sdes;, hiswing cloth flapping like a cape. Head
first he flew, and the plunge seemed to last forever.

Then, a the very last moment, when he was almost on the rocks, when Maris could dmost fed the
impact— slver wings, suddenly, flashing in the sunlight. Wings from nowhere. And Raven caught the
winds, and flew.



Maris had been awed. But Jamis the Senior, the oldest flyer Western had, only laughed. "Raven'strick,”
he growled. "I've seen him do it twice before. He ails hiswing struts. After he'sfalen far enough, he flings
them away as hard as he can. As each onelocksin place, the snap flings loose the next one. Pretty, yes.
Y ou can bet he practiced it plenty before hetried it out in front of anyone. One of these days, though, a
hingeisgoing to jam, and wewon't haveto listen to Raven anymore.”

But even hiswords hadn't tarnished the magic. Maris often had seen flyers, impatient with their
land-bound help, draw their dmost-open wings up and shake out the last joint or two with a sharp snap.
But never anything likethis.

Raven had been smirking when he met them at the landing pit. "When you can do that" hetold the
company, "then you can cal yourselvesflyers." He'd been aconceited, reckless sort, yes, but right at that
moment and for years afterward Maris had thought hersdf in love with him.,

She shook her head sadly, and finished her kivas. It dl seemed silly now. Raven had died less than two
years after that party, vanished at seawithout atrace. A dozen flyers died each year, and their wings
usualy werelost with them; clumsy flying would down and drown them, long-necked scyllas had been
known to attack unwary skimmers, storms could blow them from the sky, lightning hunted out the meta
of their wings—yes, there were many ways aflyer could die. Most of them, Maris suspected, just lost
their way, and missed their destinations, flying on blindly till exhaustion pulled them down. A few perhaps
hit that rarest and most feared menace of the sky: il air. But Maris knew now that Raven had been a
more likely candidate for deeth than most, afoolish flashy flyer with no sky sense.

Dorre'svoicejarred her from her memories. "Maris," he said, "hey, don't go to degp on us.”

Maris set down her empty cup, her hand curved around the rough stone, still seeking the warmth it had
held. With an effort, she pulled her hand away and picked up her swester.

"It'snot dry,” Garth protested.

"Areyou cold?' asked Dorrdl.

"No. | must get back."

"You'retoo tired,” Dorrel said. "Stay the night.”

Marisdrew her eyesaway from his. "I mustn't. They'll worry."

Dorrel sighed. "Then take dry clothes." He stood, went to the far end of the common room, and pulled
open the doors of a carved wooden wardrobe. "Come here and pick out something that fits."

Marisdid not move. "I'd better take my own clothes. I won't be coming back.”

Dorrel swore softly. "Maris. Don't make things—you know that—oh, come, take the clothes. Y ou're
welcome to them, you know that. Leave yoursin exchangeif you like. | won't et you go out in wet
clothes”

"I'm sorry," Marissaid. Garth smiled at her while Dorrel stood waiting. She got up dowly, pulling the
towel more closaly around her as she moved away from the fire. The ends of her short, dark hair felt
damp and cold against her neck. With Dorrel she searched through the piles of clothes until shefound
trousers and a brown woolweed swester to fit her dender, wiry frame. Dorrel watched her dress, then
quickly found clothes for himself. Then they went to the rack near the door and took down their wings.
Marisran her long, strong fingers over the struts for wesakness or damage; the wings seldom failed, but
when they did the trouble was awaysin the joints. The fabric itsdf shone as soft and strong asit had



when the star sailorsrodeit to thisworld. Satisfied, Maris strapped on the wings. They werein good
shape; Call would wear them for years, and his children for generations after him.

Garth had cometo stand beside her. Shelooked at him.

"I'm not so good at words as Coll is, or Dorrdl," he started. "l... well. Goodbye, Maris." He blushed,
looking miserable. Flyers did not say goodbye to each other. But | am not aflyer, she thought, and so
she hugged Garth, and kissed him, and said goodbye, the word of the land-bound.

Dorrel walked outsde with her. The winds were strong, as aways around the Eyrie, but the ssorm had
passed. The only water in the air wasthe faint mist of sea-spray. But the stars were out.

"At least stay for dinner,” Dorrd said. "Garth and | would fight for the pleasure of serving you.”

Maris shook her head. She shouldn't have come; she should have flown straight home and never said
goodbye to Garth or Dorrdl. Easier not to make the ending, easier to pretend that things would aways be
the same and then to vanish at the end. When they reached the high flyers cliff, the same from where
Raven had legpt so long ago, she reached for Dorrd's hand, and they stood awhile longer in silence.

"Maris," hesad findly, hesitantly. He looked straight out to sea, standing by her side, holding her hand.
"Maris, you could marry me. | would share my wings with you—you needn't give up flying entirely.”

Maris dropped his hand, and felt hersalf go hot al over with shame. He had no right; it was crud to
pretend. "Don't," she said in awhisper. "The wings aren't yoursto share.”

"Tradition," he said, sounding desperate. She could tell he was embarrassed also. He wanted to help her,
not to make thingsworse. "We could try it. The wings are mine, but you could use them...."

"Oh, Dorrd, don't. The Landsman, your Landsman, would never dlow it. It's more than tradition, it's
law. They might take your wings away and give them to someone with more respect, like they did to Lind
the smuggler. Besides, even if we ran away, to a place without law or Landsmen, to aplace by
oursalves—how long could you bear to share your wings? With me, with anyone? Don't you see? We'd
come to hate one another. I'm not a child who can practice when you'reresting. | can't livelike that,
flying on sufferance, knowing the wings could never be mine. And you would grow tired of theway |
would watch you—we would—oh..." She broke off, fumbling for words.

Dorrel was silent for amoment. "I'm sorry,” he said. "1 wanted to do something—to help you, Maris. It
hurts unbearably knowing what is about to happen to you. | wanted to give you something. | can't bear to
think of your going away and becoming..."

Shetook hishand again and held it tightly. "Y es, yes. Shh."
"Y ou do know | love you, Maris. Y ou do, don't you?"

"Yes, yes. And | loveyou, Dorrdl. But—I'll never marry aflyer. Not now. | couldn't. I'd murder him for
hiswings." Shelooked at him, trying to lighten the blesk truth of her words. And failing.

They clung to each other, balanced on the edge of the moment of parting, trying to say now, with the
pressure of their bodies, everything they might ever want to say to each other. Then they pulled away,
and looked at each other through tears.

Marisfumbled with her wings, shaking, suddenly cold again. Dorrd tried to help, but hisfingers collided
with hers, and they laughed, hdtingly, at their clumsiness. Shelet him unfold her wingsfor her. When one
of them wasfully extended, and the second nearly so, she suddenly thought of Raven, and waved Dorrel



away. Puzzled, hewaiched. Marislifted the wing like an air-weary eder, and threw thefina joint into
lock with aclean strong snap. And then she was ready to leave.

"Gowel," hesad, findly.

Maris opened her mouth, then closed it, nodding foolishly. "And you," she said a last. "Take care,
until..." But she could not add the final lie, any more than she could say goodbye to him. She turned and
ran from him, and launched hersdlf away from the Eyrie, out on the nightwindsinto a cold dark sky.

It wasalong and londly flight over astarlit seawhere nothing stirred. The winds were steady from the
eadt, forcing Maristo tack al the way, losing time and speed. By the time she spotted the light tower of
Lesser Amberly, her homeidand, midnight had come and gone.

There was another light below, turning on their landing beach. She saw it as she coasted in, smooth and
easy, and thought it must be the lodge men. But they should have gone off duty long ago; few flyerswere
aoft thislate. She frowned in puzzlement just as she hit the ground with ajarring shock.

Maris groaned, hurried to get up, and set to work on the wing straps. She should know enough not to be
digtracted at the moment of landing. The light advanced on her.

"So you decided to come back," the voice said, harsh and angry. It was Russ, her father—stepfather,
really— coming toward her with alantern in hisgood hand, hisright arm hanging dead and usdess at his
gde

"| stopped by the Eyriefirdt," she said, defensively. "Y ou weren't worried?”
"Caoll wasto go, not you." Thelines of hisface were set hard.

"Hewasin bed,” Marissaid. "He was too dow—I knew held miss the best of the storm winds. He
would have caught nothing but rain, and it would have taken him forever to get there. If he did. He's not

goodinranyet."

"Then he must learn to be better. The boy must make his own mistakes now. Y ou were his teacher, but
soon thewingswill be his. Hesthe flyer, not you.”

Mariswinced asif struck. Thiswas the man who had taught her to fly, who had been so proud of her
and the way she seemed to know ingtinctively what to do. The wingswould be hers, held told her more
than once, though she was not of hisblood. He and hiswife had taken her in when it seemed that he
would never father achild of hisown to inherit the wings. Hed had his accident and lost the sky, and it
was important to find aflyer to replace him—if not someone of his blood, then someone he loved. His
wife had refused to learn; she had lived thirty-five years as aland-bound, and she did not intend to jump
off any cliffs, wings or no. Besides, it wastoo late; flyers had to be taught young. So it was Maris he had
taught, adopted, and come to love—Maris the fisherman's daughter, who would rather watch from the
flyers diff than play with the other children.

And then, againg dl probability, Coll had been born. His mother had died after the prolonged and
difficult labor—Maris, very much achild, remembered adark night full of people running, and later her
stepfather crying alone in acorner—but Coll had lived on. Maris, suddenly a child-mother, cameto care
for him, love him. At first they didn't expect him to live. She was happy when he did; and for three years
she loved him as both brother and son, while she practiced with the wings under their father's watchful

eyes.
Until the night when the same father told her that Coll, baby Call, must have her wings



"I am afar better flyer than he will ever be," Maristold him now, on the beach, her voice trembling.
"l do not dispute that. It makes no difference. Heis my own blood."

"It'snot fair!" she cried, letting out the protest that had been lodged inside her since the day she had come
of age. By then Coll had been strong, hedlthy; still too small to bear the wings, but they would be hison
his coming-of-age day. Maris had no clam, noright at all. That wasthe law of the flyers, stretching back
through generationsto the star sailors themsdlves, the legendary wing-forgers. Thefirgt-born child of each
of theflying familieswould inherit the wings of the parent. Skill counted for nothing; thiswas alaw of
inheritance, and Maris came from afishing family who had nothing to leave her but the scattered
wreckage of awooden boat.

"Fair or no, it isthelaw, Maris. Y ou've known it for along time, even if you choseto ignoreit. For years
you've played a being aflyer, and I've et you, because you loved it, and because Coll needed ateacher,
askilled one, and because thisidand istoo big to rely on only two flyers. But you knew al thewhilethis

day would come."

He could be more kind, she thought wildly. He must know what it means, to give up the sky.
"Now comewithme," hesaid. "Youll not fly again.”

Her wingswere il fully extended; only one strap was undone. "I'll run away,” she said madly. "Y oull
never sse me again. I'll go to someidand where they don't have aflyer of their own. They'll be glad to
have me, no matter how | got my wings.”

"Never," her father said, sadly. "The other flyerswould shun theidand, asthey did after the mad
Landsman of Kennehut executed the Flyer-Who-Brought-Bad-News. Y ou would be stripped of your
stolen wings no matter where you went. No Landsman would take the risk."

"I'll break them, then!" Maris said, riding the edge of hysteria. "Then helll never fly either, any more
than... than..."

Glass shattered on rock and the light went out as her father dropped the lantern. Marisfdt hisgrip on her
hands. "Y ou couldn't even if you wanted to. And you wouldn't do that to Coll. But give me the wings."

"l wouldnt..."

"I don't know what you wouldn't do. | thought you'd gone out to kill yourself thismorning, to dieflyingin
the storm. | know the fedlings, Maris. That'swhy | was so frightened, and so angry. Y ou mustn't blame
Cal."

"l don't. And I would not keep him from flying—»but | want to fly so badly mysdaf—Father, please.”
Tearsran down her facein the dark, and she moved closer, reaching for comfort.

"Yes, Maris," he said. He could not put hisarm about her; the wings got in theway. "Thereisnothing |
can do. Thisistheway of things. Y ou must learn to live without wings, as| have. At least you've had
them for atime— you know what it isliketo fly."

"It'snot enough!" she said, tearful, stubborn. "I used to think it would be, when | wasalittle girl, not even
yours yet, just astranger, and you were Amberly's greatest flyer. | watched you and the others from the
cliff and | used to think—if | could have wings, even for amoment, that would belife enough. But it isn',
itisn't. | cant givethemup.”

The hard lineswere al gone now in her father'sface. He touched her face gently, brushing away tears.



"Perhapsyoureright,” he said, in adow heavy voice. "Perhapsit was not agood thing. | thought if |
could let you fly for awhile, alittle bit—that would be better than nothing, it would be afine bright gift
indeed. But it wasn't, wasit? Now you can never be happy. Y ou can never be aland-bound, redlly, for
you've flown, and you'll ways know how you are imprisoned.” Hiswords stopped abruptly and Maris
redized that he wastaking of himsdf asmuch asher.

He helped her ungtrap and fold the wings and they walked back home together.

Their house was asimple wood frame, surrounded by treesand land. A creek ran through the back.
Flyers could live wdll. Russ said goodnight just inside the door and took the wings upstairswith him. Has
heredly log dl trus? Maristhought. What have | done? And shefdt like crying again.

I nstead she wandered into the kitchen, found cheese and cold meat and tea, and took them back into the
dining room. A bowl-shaped sand candle sat in the center of thetable. Shelit it, ate, and watched the
flame dance.

Coll entered just as shefinished, and sood avkwardly inthe doorway. " ‘Lo, Maris," he said uncertainly.
"I'm glad you're back. | waswaiting." Hewastall for athirteen-year-old, with asoft, dender body, long
red-blond hair, and the wispy beginnings of amustache.

"'Lo, Call," Marissaid. "Don't just stand there. I'm sorry | took the wings.”

He sat down. "I don't mind, you know that. Y ou fly alot better than me, and—well—you know. Was
Father mad?’

Maris nodded.

Coll looked grim and frightened. "It's only one week away now, Maris. What are we going to do?' He
was |ooking straight down at the candle, not at her.

Maris sghed, and put a gentle hand on hisarm. "Well do what we must, Coll. We have no choice" They
had talked before, she and Coll, and she knew his agony as much as her own. Shewas hissister, dmost
his mother, and the boy had shared with her his shame and his secret. That was the ultimate irony.

Helooked up at her now, looking to her again asthe child to the mother; athough he knew now that she
was as helpless as he, ill he hoped. "Why don't we have achoice? | don't understand.”

Marissighed. "It'slaw, Coll. We don't go againgt tradition here, you know that. We al have duties put
upon us. If we had achoice | would keep thewings, | would be aflyer. And you could be asinger. We'd
both be proud, and know we were good at what we did. Lifewill be hard asaland-bound. | want the
wings so much. I've had them, and it doesn't seem right that they should be taken from me, but
maybe—maybe thetightnessin it issomething | just don't see. People wiser than we decided that things
should be the way they are, and maybe, maybe I'm just being achild about it, wanting everything my own
way."

Coll wet hislips, nervous. "No."
Shelooked aquestion at him.

He shook his head stubbornly. "It's not right, Maris, it just isn't. | don't want to fly, | don't want to take
your wings. It'sal so stupid. I'm hurting you and | don't want to, but | don't want to hurt Father either.
How can | tell him?1'm hisheir and dl that—I'm supposed to take the wings. Hed hate me. The songs
don't say anything about flyerswho were scared of the sky likel am. Flyers aren't afraid—I'm not meant
for aflyer.” His handswere shaking visibly.



"Coall, don't worry. It will bedl right, redly it will. Everyoneisfrightened at first. | was, t00." She wasn't
thinking about the lie, only saying wordsto reassure him.

"Butit'snot far," hecried. "I don't want to give up my singing, and if | fly I can't Sng, not like Barrion, not
likel'd liketo. So why are they going to make me? Maris, why can't you be theflyer, like you want to

be? Why?"

She looked at him, so closeto crying, and felt like joining himin tears. She didn't have an answer, not for
him or for hersdlf. "I don't know," she said, her voice hollow. "I don't know, little one. That isthe way
things have always been done, though, and that is the way they must be.”

They stared at each other, both trapped, caught together by alaw older than either and atradition neither
understood. Helpless and hurt, they talked long in the candldight, saying the same things over and over
again until, late, they parted for bed, nothing resolved.

But once in bed aone, the resentment came flooding back to Maris, the sense of loss, and with it, shame.
She cried hersdlf to deep that night, and dreamt of purple storm-skies that she would never fly.

The week went on forever.

A dozen times during those endless days Mariswalked up to the flyers dliff, to stand hel plesdy with her
handsin her pockets looking out over the sea. Fishing boats she saw, and gulls, and once a hunting pack
of deek gray seacatsfar, far off. It made her hurt the more, the sudden closing of the world she knew,
the way the horizons seemed to shrink about her, but she could not stop coming. So she stood there,
lugting for the wind, but the only thing that flew was her hair.

Once she caught Coll watching her from adistance. Afterward neither of them mentioned it.

Russ had the wings now, his wings, asthey had aways been, as they would be until Coll took them.
When Lesser Amberly needed aflyer, Corm answered the call from the far sde of theidand, or gay
Shdli who had flown guard when Mariswas achild first learning smple sky sense. Asfar as her father
was concerned, the idand had no third flyer, and would have none until Coll claimed hisbirthright.

His attitude toward Maris had changed too. Sometimes he raged at her when he found her brooding,
sometimes he put his good arm around her and al but wept. He could not find amiddle ground between
anger and pity; S0, hepless, hetried to avoid her. Instead he spent histime with Coll, acting excited and
enthusiastic. The boy, adutiful son, tried to catch and echo the mood. But Maris knew that he too went
for long walks, and spent alot of time aonewith hisguitar.

On the day before Coll wasto come of age, Maris sat high on the flyers diff, her legs dangling over the
edge, watching Shali whedl in Slver arcs across the noonday sky. Spotting seacats for the fishermen,
Shdli had said, but Maris knew better. She'd been aflyer long enough to recognize ajoy-flight when she
saw one. Even now, as she sat trapped, she could fed adistant echo of that joy; something soared within
her whenever Shalli banked, and ashaft of silvered sunlight blazed briefly from awing.

Isthistheway it ends? Maris asked hersdlf. It can't be. No, thisistheway it began. | remember.

And she did remember. Sometimes she thought she had watched the flyers even before she could walk,
though her mother, her red mother, said that wasn't so. Maris did have vivid memories of the cliff,
though; she'd run away and come here dmost weekly when she was four and five. There—here—shed
st, watching the flyers come and go. Her mother would aways find her, and she would aways be
furious.



"You are aland-bound, Maris," she'd say, after she had administered a spanking. "Don't waste your time
with foolish dreams. | won't have my daughter be a\Woodwings."

That was an old folktale; her mother told it to her anew each time she caught her on the cliff. Woodwings
was a carpenter's son who wanted to be aflyer. But, of course, he wasn't in aflying family. He did not
care, the gory said; he did not listen to friends or family, he wanted nothing but sky. Finaly, in hisfather's
shop, he built himself abeautiful pair of wings. great butterfly wings of carved and polished wood. And
everyone said they were beautiful, everyone but the flyers; the flyers only shook their heads silently.
Finaly Woodwings climbed to the flyers cliff. They were waiting for him up there, wordless, circling and
banking bright and quiet in the dawn light. Woodwings ran to meet them, and fell tumbling to his desth.

"And themord,” Maris mother would always say, "isthat you shouldn't try to be something you're not.”

But was that the mora? The child Maris didn't worry about it; shejust dismissed Woodwings as an oaf.
But when she was older, the story came back to her often. At times she thought her mother had gotten it
al wrong. Woodwings had won, Maris thought. He had flown, if only for an instant, and that madeit all
worthwhile, even hisdeath. It was aflyer's death. And the others, the flyers, they had not come out to
mock him, or warn him off—no, they flew guard for him, because he wasjust a beginner, and because
they understood. The land-bound often laughed at Woodwings, the name had become a synonym for
fool. But how could aflyer hear the story and do anything but cry?

Maris thought of Woodwings then, as she sat in the cold watching Shdli fly, and the old questions came
back. Wasit worth it, Woodwings? she thought. An instant of flight, then desth forever? And for me,
wasit worthit? A dozen years of stcormwinds, and now alife without?

When Russ had firgt begun to notice her on the cliff, she was the happiest child in the world. When he
adopted her and pushed her proudly into the sky, she thought she would die from joy. Her red father
was dead, gone with hisboat, killed by an angry scyllaafter astorm had blown him far off course; her
mother was gladly rid of her. Shelegpt at the new life, at the sky; it seemed that dl her dreamswere
coming true. Woodwings had the right idea, she thought then. Dream anything hard enough, and it can be
yours.

Her faith had |eft after Coll came, when shewastold.

Coall. Everything came back to Call.

S0, logt, Maris brushed dl thought aside, and watched in melancholy peace.
The day came, asMarisknew it must.

It wasasmdl party, though the Landsman himsalf was the host. He was aportly, genia man, with akind
face hidden by afull beard that he hoped would make him fierce. When he met them at the door, his
clothes dripped wedth: rich embroidered fabrics, rings of copper and brass, and a heavy necklace of red
wrought iron. But the welcome was warm.

Insde thelodge was agreat party room. Bare wooden beams above, torches flaming bright along the
walls, ascarlet carpet underneath. And atable, groaning under its burden—xkivas from the Shotans and
Amberly's own wines, cheeses flown in from Culhdl, fruit from the Outer Idands, great bowls of green
salad. In the hearth, a seacat turned on a spit while a cook basted it with bitter-weed and itsown
drippings. It was abig one, haf again the size of aman, itswarm blue-gray fur skinned away to leavea
barrel-shaped carcass tapering to a pair of powerful flippers. Thethick layer of fat that protected the
seacat againgt the cold had begun to crackle and hissin the flames, and the curioudy feline face had been
guffed full of nutsand herbs. It smelled wonderful.



Their land-bound friends were dl at the party, and they clustered around Coll, offering congratul ations.
Some of them even felt compelled to talk to Maris, to tell her how lucky she wasto have aflyer for a
brother, to have been aflyer hersdlf. Have been, have been, have been. She wanted to scream.

But the flyerswere worse. They were therein force, of course. Corm, handsome as ever, dripping
charm, held court in one corner, telling stories of far-off placesto starry-eyed land-bound girls. Shdli was
dancing; before the evening had run its course she would burn out a half-dozen men with her frantic
energy. Other flyers had come from other idands. Anni of Culhall, the boy Jamisthe Y ounger, Helmer of
Greater Amberly, whose own daughter would claim hiswingsin lessthan ayear, a haf-dozen others
from the West, three cliquish Easterners. Her friends, her brothers, her comradesin the Eyrie.

But now they avoided her. Anni smiled politely and looked the other way. Jamis ddlivered hisfather's
greetings, then lapsed into an uncomfortable silence, shifting from foot to foot until Marislet him go. His
sigh of relief was dmogt audible. Even Corm, who said he was never nervous, seemed ill a ease with
her. He brought her acup of hot kivas, then saw afriend across the room that he smply had to talk to.

Fedling cut off and shunned, Maris found aleather chair by the window. There she sat and sipped her
kivas and listened to the rising wind pull at the shutters. She didn't blame them. How canyoutak to a
winglessflyer?

Shewas glad that Garth and Dorrel had not come, nor any of the others she had come to love especidly.
And she was ashamed of being glad.

Then therewas adtir by the door, and her mood lifted dightly. Barrion had arrived, with guitar in hand.

Maris smiled to see him enter. Although Russ thought him abad influence on Call, sheliked Barrion. The
snger was atal, weather-beaten man, whose shock of unruly gray hair made him look older than he
was. Hislong face bore the marks of wind and sun, but there were laugh lines around his mouth aswell,
and aroguish humor in hisgray eyes. Barrion had arumbly deep voice, an irreverent manner, and a
penchant for wild stories. He was Western's best singer, so it was said. At least Coll said it, and Barrion
himself, of course. But Barrion dso said held been to ahundred idands, unthinkable for awingless man.
And he claimed that his guitar had arrived seven centuries ago from Earth, with the star sailors
themselves. Hisfamily had handed it down, he said, al serious, asif he expected Coll and Maristo
believe him. But the idea was nonsense—treating aguitar asif it wereapair of wings

Stll, liar or no, lanky Barrion was entertaining enough, and romantic enough, and he sang likethe very
wind. Coll had studied under him, and now they were grest friends.

The Landsman clapped him roundly on the back, and Barrion laughed, sat down, and prepared to sing.
The room grew quiet; even Corm stopped in mid-story.

He began with the Song of the Star Sailors.

It was the oldest ballad, thefirst of those that they could rightly call their own. Barrion sang it Smply, with
easy loving familiarity, and Maris softened to the sound of his degp voice. How often she had heard Coll,
late a night, plucking at his own instrument and singing the same song. His voice had been changing then,
it made him furious. Every third stanzawould be interrupted by a hideous cracked note and a minute of
swearing. Marisused to liein bed and giggle helplesdy at the noises from down the hall.

Now she listened to the words, as Barrion sang swesetly of the star sailors and their great ship, with its
Slver sailsthat stretched a hundred milesto catch the wild starwinds. The whole story wasthere, The
mysterious storm, the crippled ship, the coffinswhere they died awhile; then, driven off course, they
came here, to aworld of endless ocean and raging storms, aworld where the only land was athousand



scattered rocky idands, and the winds blew constantly. The song told of the landing, in a ship not meant
to land, of the death of thousandsin their coffins, and the way the saill—bardly heavier than air—had
floated atop the sea, turning the waters slver dl around the Shotans. Barrion sang of the star sailors
magic, and their dream of repairing the ship, and the dow agonizing dying of that dream. He lingered,
melancholy, over the fading powers of their magic machines, the fading that ended in darkness. Finaly
camethe battle, just off Big Shotan, when the Old Captain and hisloyaists went down defending the
precious meta sailsagaingt their children. Then, with the last magic, the sons and daughters of the star
salors, thefirg children of Windhaven, cut the sailsinto pieces, light, flexible, immensdly strong. And,
with whatever meta they could salvage from the ship, they forged the wings.

For the scattered people of Windhaven needed communication. Without fue, without meta, faced by
oceansfull of sormsand predators, given nothing free but the powerful winds: the choice was easy.

The last chords faded from the air. The poor salors, Maris thought, as aways. The Old Captain and his
crew, they were flyerstoo, though their wings were star-wings. But their way of flying hadto dieso a
new way could be born.

Barrion grinned at someone's request, and began anew tune. He did a haf-dozen songs from ancient
Earth, then looked around sheepishly and offered up acomposition of his own, abawdy drinking song
about ahorny scyllawho mistook afishing ship for its mate. Maris hardly listened. Her mind was on the
dar salorsill. Inaway, they were like Woodwings, she thought; they couldn't give up their dream. And
it meant they had to die. | wonder if they thought it was worth it?

"Barrion,” Russcaled from thefloor. "Thisisaflyer'sage-day. Give us someflying songd™

The singer grinned, and nodded. Marislooked over at Russ. He stood by the table, awine glassin his
good hand, asmile on hisface. Heis proud, she thought. His son is soon to be aflyer, and he has
forgotten me. She felt sick and beaten.

Barrion sang flying songs; balads from the Outer Idands, from the Shotans, from Culhal and the
Amberlys and Poweet. He sang of the ghost flyers, lost forever over the seas when they obeyed the
Landsman-Captain and took swords into the sky. In still air you can see them yet, wandering hopelesdy
through the storms on phantom wings. Or so the legends go. But flyerswho hit till air seldom return to
talk of it, so no one could say for sure.

He did the song of white-haired Royn, who was past eighty when he found hisflyer grandson deadina
lover's quarrdl, and took the wingsto chase and kill the culprit.

He sang the ballad of Aron and Jeni, the saddest song of al. Jeni had been aland-born, and worse,
crippled; unable to walk, she had lived with her mother, awasherwoman, and daily she sat by the
window to wetch the flyers cliff on Little Shotan. There shefdl inlovewith Aron, agraceful laughing
flyer, and in her dreams he loved her too. But one day, donein her house, she saw him play in the sky
with another flyer, afire-haired woman, and when they landed they kissed each other. When her mother
came home, Jeni was dead. Aron, when they told him, would not let them bury the woman he had never
known. Hetook her in hisarmsand carried her up to the cliff; then, dinging her beneath him, he rode the
windsfar out to seaand gave her aflyer'sburid.

Woodwings had a song too, though not avery good one; it made him acomica fool. Barrion sang i,
though, and the one about the Flyer-Who-Brought-Bad-News, and Winddance, the flyers wedding
song, and adozen others. Maris could hardly move, so caught was she. The kivaswas rain-cold in her
hand, forgotten in the face of the words. It was agood feding, arestless disturbing glorious sadness, and
it brought back to her memories of thewinds.



"Your brother isaflyer born," a soft voice whispered by her side, and she saw that Corm was resting on
the arm of her chair. He gestured gracefully with hiswine glass, to where Coll sat at Barrion'sfegt. The
youth had his hands folded tightly around his knees, and hislook was one of rapture.

"See how the songs touch him," Corm said easily. "Only songs to aland-bound, but more, much more, to
aflyer. You and | know that, Maris, and your brother too. | can tell by watching. | know how it must be
for you, but think of him, girl. Helovesit asmuch asyou."

Marislooked up a Corm, and al but laughed at hiswisdom. Y es, Coll looked entranced, but only she
knew why. It was singing he loved, not flying; the songs, not the subject. But how could Corm know that,
smiling handsome Corm who was so sure of himself and knew so little. "Do you think that only flyers
dream, Corm?" she asked him in awhisper, then quickly glanced away to where Barrion wasfinishing a
oNg.

"There are moreflying songs,” Barrion said. "If | sang them al, we would be here dl night, and I'd never
get toeat." Helooked at Coll. "Wait. Y ou'll learn more than I'll ever know when you reach the Eyrie."
Corm, by Maris sde, raised hisglassin sdute.

Coll stood up. "I want to do one.”

Barrion smiled. "I think | can trust you with my guitar. Nobody else, maybe, but you, yes." He got up,
relinquishing his seet to the quiet, pale-faced youth.

Coll sat down, strummed nervoudly, hiting hislip. He blinked at the torches, looked over a Maris,
blinked again. "I want to do anew song, about aflyer. |—well, | madeit up. | wasn't there, you
understand, but | heard the story, and well, it'sal true. It ought to be asong, and it hasn't been, till now."

"Well, sing it then, boy," the Landsman boomed.
Coll amiled, glanced & Marisagain. "l call thisRaven'sFdl."
And hesang it.

Clear and pure, with abeautiful voice, just the way it happened. Maris watched him with wide eyes,
listened with awe. He got it dl right. He even caught the feding, the lump that twisted in her when Raven's
folded wings bloomed mirror-bright in the sun, and he climbed away from death. All of the innocent love
she had felt for him wasin Coll's song; the Raven that he sang of was a glorious winged prince, dark and
daring and defiant. As Maris once had thought him.

He hasagift, Maris thought. Corm looked down at her and said, "What?' and suddenly she redlized that
sheld whispered it doud.

"Call," shesad, inalow voice. Thelast notes of the song rang in her ears. "He could be better than
Barrion, if he had achance. | told him that story, Corm. | was there, and a dozen others, when Raven did
histrick. But none of us could have madeit beautiful, as Coll did. He hasavery specid gift.”

Corm smiled at her complacently. "True. Next year well wipe out Eastern in the singing competition.”

And Marislooked at him, suddenly furious. It was al so wrong, she thought. Across the room, Coll was
watching her, aquestion in his eyes. Maris nodded to him, and he grinned proudly. He had doneit right.

And she had decided.

But then, before Coll could start another song, Russ came forward. "Now," he said, "now we must get



serious. Welve had singing and talk, good eating and good drink herein the warmth. But outside arethe
winds"

They dl listened gravely, as was expected, and the sound of the winds, forgotten background for so long,
now seemed to fill the room. Maris heard, and shivered.

"Thewings" her father said.

The Landsman came forward, holding them in his hands like the trust they were. He spoke hisritua
words. "Long have these wings served Amberly, linking usto dl the folk of Windhaven, for generations,
back to the days of the star sailors. Marion flew them, daughter of astar sailor, and her daughter Jeri,
and her son Jon, and Anni, and Flan, and Denis'... the genedlogy went on along time... "and last Russ
and hisdaughter, Maris" Therewasadight ripplein the crowd at the unexpected mention of Maris. She
had not been atrue flyer and ought not have been named. They were giving her the name of flyer even as
they took away her wings, Maris thought. “And now young Coll will take them, and now, as other
Landsmen have done for generations, | hold them for abrief while, to bring them luck with my touch.
And through medl thefolk of Lesser Amberly touch these wings, and with my voice they say, 'Fly well,
Call*"

The Landsman handed the folded wings to Russ, who took them and turned to Coll. He was standing
then, the guitar at hisfeet, and helooked very smal and very pale. "It istime for someoneto becomea
flyer," Russsaid. "It istime for meto pass on the wings, and for Coll to accept them, and it would be
folly to strap on wingsin ahouse. Let usgo to theflyers cliff and watch aboy become aman.”

Thetorch-bearers, flyersall, were ready. They left the lodge, Coll in aplace of honor between hisfather
and the Landsman, the flyers close behind with the torches. Maris and the rest of the party followed
further back.

It was aten-minute walk, dow stepsin other-worldly silence, before they stood in arough semicircleon
the stage of the cliff. Alone by the edge, Russ, one-handed and disdaining help, strapped the wings onto
his son. Coll'sface was chalk white. He stood very till while Russ unfolded the wings, and looked
straight down at the abyss before him, where dark waves clawed against the beach.

Finaly, it was done. "My son, you are aflyer," Russ said, and then he stepped back with the rest of
them, closeto Maris. Coll stood aone beneath the stars, perched on the brink, hisimmense silvery wings
making him look smdler than ever before. Maris wanted to shout, to interrupt, to do something; she
could fed the tears on her cheeks. But she could not move. Like dl the rest, she waited for the traditional
firg flight.

And Call at last, with asharp indrawn bregath, kicked off from the cliff.

Hislast running step was a stumble, and he plunged down out of sight. The crowd rushed forward. By
the time the party-goers reached the edge, he had recovered and was climbing dowly up. Hemade a
wide circle out over the ocean, then glided in close to the cliff, then back out again. Sometimes young
flyers gave thar friends a show, but Coll was no showman. A winged silver wraith, he wandered
awkward and alittlelost in asky that was not his home.

Other wings were being broken out; Corm and Shalli and the others prepared to fly. Shortly now they
would join Coll in the sky, make afew passesin formation, then leave the land-bound behind and fly off
to the Eyrieto spend the rest of the night in celebration of their newest member.

Before any of them could legp, though, the wind changed; Marisfdt it with aflyer's perception. And she
heard it, agae of cold that screeched forlorn over the rocky edges of the peak; and most of al she saw



it, for out above the waves Coll fatered vishbly. He dipped dightly, fought to save himsdlf, went into a
sudden spin. Someone gasped. Then, quickly again, he was back in control, and headed back to them.
But struggling, struggling. It was arough wind, angry, pushing him down; the sort of wind aflyer had to
coax and soothe and tame. Coll wrestled with it, and it was beating him.

"Hesintrouble™ Corm said, and the handsome flyer flung out hislast wing strutswith asnap. "I'll fly
guard." With that, he was suddenly doft.

Too late to be of much help, though. Coll, hiswings swaying back and forth as he was buffeted by the
sudden turbulence, was headed toward the landing beach. A wordless decision was made, and the party
moved as one to meet him, Marisand her father in the lead.

Coll came down fagt, too fast. He was not riding the wind; no, he was being pushed. His wings shook as
he dropped, and hetilted, so one wingtip brushed the ground while the other pointed up toward the sky.

Wrong, wrong, al wrong. Even asthey rushed onto the beach, there was a great spraying shower of dry
sand and then the sudden horrible sound of metal sngpping and Coll was down, lying safe in the sand.

But hisleft wing was limp and broken.

Russ reached him first, knelt over him, started to work on the straps. The others gathered around. Then
Coll rose alittle, and they saw that he was shaking, his eyesfull of tears.

"Don't worry," Russ said, in amock-hearty voice. "It was only astrut, son; they break al thetime. Well
fix it easy. You were alittle shaky, but dl of usarethefirg time up. Next timewill be better.”

"Next time, next time, next time!" Coll said. "I can't doit, | can't do it, Father. | don't want anext time! |
don't want your wings!" He was crying openly now, and his body shook with his sobs.

The guests stood in mute shock, and his father'sface grew stern. ™Y ou are my son, and aflyer. There will
be anext time. And you will learn.”

Coll continued to shake and sob, the wings off now, lying unstrapped at hisfeet, broken and useless, at
least for now. Therewould be no flight to the Eyrie tonight.

The father reached out his good arm and took his son by the shoulder, shaking him. "Y ou hear? Y ou
hear! | won't listen to such nonsense. You fly, or you are no son of mine."

Coll's sudden defiance was al gone now. He nodded, biting back the tears, looked up. "Y es, Father," he
sad. "I'm sorry. | just got scared out there, | didn't mean to say it." He was only thirteen, Maris
remembered as she watched from among the guests. Thirteen and scared and not at dl aflyer. "I dontt
know why | sadit. | didn't meanit, redly.”

And Marisfound her voice. "Yes, you did," she said loudly, remembering the way Coll had sung of
Raven, remembering the decision she had made. The othersturned to look at her with shock, and Shdli
put arestraining hand on her arm. But Maris shrugged it off and pushed forward to stand between Coll
and hisfather.

"Hedid meanit," she said quietly, her voice steady and sure while her heart trembled. "Couldn't you see,
Father? He's not aflyer. He's agood son, and you should be proud of him, but he will never lovethe
wind. | don't care what the law says."

"Maris," Russ said, and there was nothing warm in his voice, only despair and hurt. ™Y ou would take the
wings from your own brother?| thought you loved him."



A week ago she would have cried, but now her tearswere dl used up. "1 do love him, and | want him to
have along and happy life. He will not be happy as aflyer; he doesit just to make you proud. Coll isa
snger, agood one. Why must you take from him thelife he loves?'

"l takenothing,” Russsaid coldly. "Tradition..."

"A supid tradition,” anew voice interjected. Maris|ooked for her dly, and saw Barrion pushing through
the crowd. "Marisisright. Coll angslike an angel, and we dl saw how heflies™ He glanced around
contemptuoudly at the flyersin the crowd. "Y ou flyers are such crestures of habit that you have forgotten
how to think. Y ou follow tradition blindly no matter whois hurt.”

Almost unnoticed, Corm had landed and folded up hiswings. Now he stood before them, his smooth
dark face flushed with anger. "The flyers and their traditions have made Amberly greet, have shaped the
very history of Windhaven athousand timesover. | don't care how well you sing, Barrion, you are not
beyond the law." Helooked at Russ and continued, "Don't worry, friend. Well make your son aflyer
such as Amberly has never seen.”

But then Coll looked up, and though the tears flowed till, suddenly there was anger in hisface too, and
decison. "No!" he shouted, and his glance at Corm was defiant. ™Y ou won't make me anything | don't
want to be, | don't care who you are. I'm not acoward, I'm not ababy, but | don't want to fly, | don't, |
DON'T."™ Hiswordswere atorrent, all but screamed into the wind, as his secret came pouring out and
al thebarriersfel at once. "Y ou flyersthink you're so good, that everybody € se is beneath you, but
you're not, you know, you're not. Barrion has been to ahundred idands, and he knows more songs than
adozen flyers. | don't care what you think, Corm. He's not land-bound; he takes ships when everybody
elseistoo scared. You flyers stay clear of scyllas, but Barrion killed one once with a harpoon, from a
little wooden boat. | bet you didn't know that.

"I can belike him, too. | have atdent. HE's going to the Outer Idands, and he wants me to come with
him, and he told me once that he'd give me his guitar one day. He can take flying and make it beautiful
with hiswords, but he can do the same thing with fishing or hunting or anything. Flyers can't do that, but
he can. He's Barrion! HE'sa singer, and that's just as good asbeing aflyer. And | can doit too, likel
did tonight with Raven." He glared a Corm with hate. "Take your old wings, give them to Maris, she's
theflyer," he shouted, kicking at the limp fabric on the ground. "1 want to go with Barrion.”

There was an awful slence. Russ stood mute for along time, then looked at his son with aface that was
older than it had ever been. "They are not hiswingsto take, Call," he said. "They were my wings, and my
father's, and his mother's before him, and | wanted—I wanted—" His voice broke.

"You areresponsible for this" Corm said angrily, with aglance a Barrion. "And you, yes you, hisown
sgter,” he added, shifting hisgaze to Maris.

"All right, Corm," she said. "We are responsible, Barrion and |, because we love Coll and we want to
see him hgppy—and aive. Theflyers have followed tradition too long. Barrion isright, don't you see?
Every year bad flyerstake the wings of their parents and die with them, and Windhaven is poorer, for
wings cannot be replaced. How many flyerswere there in the days of the star sailors? How many are
there today? Can't you see what tradition is doing to us? The wings are atrust; they should be worn by
those who love the sky, who will fly best and keep them best. Instead, birth is our only measurefor
awarding wings. Birth, not skill; but aflyer'sskill isal that saveshim from deeth, dl that binds Windhaven
together."

Corm snorted. "Thisisadisgrace. You are no flyer, Maris, and you have no right to speak of these
matters. Y our words disgrace the sky and you violate dl tradition. If your brother choosesto give up his



birthright, very well, then. But he won't make amockery of our law and give them to anyone he
chooses." He looked around, at the shock-still crowd. "Where isthe Landsman? Tdll usthe law!"

The Landsman's voice was dow, troubled. "The law— the tradition—¥but this caseis so specia, Corm.
Maris has served Amberly well, and we al know how sheflies. I—"

"Thelaw," Cormindsted.

The Landsman shook his head. "Y es, that ismy duty, but—the law saysthat—that if aflyer renounces
hiswings, then they shal be taken by another flyer from the idand, the senior, and he and the Landsman
ghal hold them until anew wing-bearer is chosen. But Corm, no flyer has ever renounced his wings—the
law isonly used when aflyer dieswithout an heir, and here, inthis case, Marisis—"

"Thelaw isthelaw," Corm said.
"And you will follow it blindly," Barrion put in.

Cormignored him. "l am Lesser Amberly's senior flyer, snce Russ has passed on thewings. | will take
custody, until we find someone worthy of being aflyer, someone who will recognize the honor and keep
thetraditions.”

"No!" Call shouted. "l want Maristo havethe wings."

"Y ou have no say inthe matter,” Corm told him. "Y ou are aland-bound.” So saying, he stooped and
picked up the discarded, broken wings. Methodically he began to fold them.

Marislooked around for help, but it was hopeless. Barrion spread his hands, Shalli and Helmer would
not meet her gaze, and her father stood broken and weeping, aflyer no more, not even in name, only an
old cripple. The party-goers, one by one, began to drift away.

The Landsman cameto her. "Maris," he sarted. "I am sorry. | would give thewingsto youif | could. The
law is not meant for this—not as punishment, but only asaguide. But it'sflyers law, and | cannot go
agang theflyers. If | deny Corm, Lesser Amberly will become like Kennehut and the songswill call me

She nodded. "I understand,” she said. Corm, wings under either arm, was stalking off the beach.
The Landsman turned and left, and Maris went across the sand to Russ. "Father—" she began.

Helooked up. "Y ou are no daughter of mine," he said, and turned on her deliberately. She watched the
old man moving iffly away, waking with difficulty, going inland to hide his shame.

Finally the three of them stood alone on the landing beach, wordless and beaten. Mariswent to Coll and
put her arms around him and hugged him. They held on to each other, both for the moment children
seeking comfort they could not give.

"l have aplace,” Barrion said at last, his voice waking them. They parted groggily, watched asthe singer
dung hisguitar across his shoulders, and followed him home.

For Maris, the days that followed were dark and troubled.

Barrion lived in asmall cabin by the harbor, just off adeserted, rotting wharf, and it was there they
stayed. Coll was happier than Maris had ever seen him; each day he sang with Barrion, and he knew that
he would be asinger after dl. Only the fact that Russ refused to see him bothered the boy, and even that



was often forgotten. He was young, and he had discovered that many of his own age looked on him with
guilty admiration, asarebd, and he gloried in thefeding.

But for Maris, thingswere not so easy. She seldom |eft the cabin except to wander out on the wharf at
sunset and watch the fishing boats come in. She could think only of her loss. She was trapped and
helpless. She had tried as hard as she could, she had done theright thing, but still her wings were gone.
Tradition, like amad crud Landsman, had ruled, and now kept her prisoner.

Two weeks after the incident on the beach, Barrion returned to the cabin after aday on the docks, where
he went daily to gather new songs from the fishermen of Amberly and sing at wharfsde inns. Asthey ate
bowls of hot, meaty stew, helooked at Maris and the boy and said, "I have arranged for aboat. In a
month | will sail for the Outer Idands.”

Coll amiled eagerly. "Ustoo?"
Barrion nodded. "Y ou, yes, certainly. And Maris?'
She shook her head. "No."

The singer sighed. "Y ou can gain nothing by staying here. Thingswill be hard for you on Amberly. Even
for me, times are getting difficult. The Landsman moves against me, prompted by Corm, and respectable
folk are starting to avoid me. Besides, thereisalot of world to see. Come with us." He smiled. "Maybe |
can even teach you how tosing."

Maris played idly with her stew. "1 sng worse than my brother flies, Barrion. No, | can't go. I'm aflyer. |
must stay, and win my wingsagain.”

"l admireyou, Maris," he said, "but your fight is hopeless. What can you do?!

"I don't know. Something. The Landsman, perhaps. | can go to him. The Landsman makes the law, and
he sympathizes. If he seesthat it isbest for the people of Amberly, then..."

"He can't defy Corm. Thisisamatter of flyers law, and he has no control over that. Besides..." he
hestated.

"Wha?'

"Thereisnews. It'sal over the docks. They've found anew flyer, or an old one, actudly. Devin of
Gavorais en route here by boat to take up residence and wear your wings." He watched her carefully,
concern written across hisface.

"Devin!" She dammed down her fork, and stood. "Have their laws blinded them to common sense?* She
paced back and forth across the room. "Devin isaworse flyer than Coll ever was. He lost his own wings
when he swooped too low and grazed water. If it hadn't been for aship passing by, he would be dead.
So Corm wantsto give him another pair?'

Barrion grinned bitterly. "He's aflyer, and he kegpsthe old traditions.”
"How long ago did he leave?'
"A few days, theword says."

"It'satwo-week voyage, easily," Marissaid. "If I'm going to act, it must be before he gets here. Once he
has worn the wings, they'll be his, and lost to me.”



"But Maris," Coll sad, "what can you do?'

"Nothing,” Barrion said. "Oh, we could steal the wings, of course. Corm has had them repaired, good as
new. But where would you go? Y ou'd never find awelcome. Giveit up, girl. You can't changeflyers
law."

"No?' she said. Suddenly her voice was animated. She stopped pacing and leaned against thetable. "Are
you sure? Have the traditions never been changed? Where did they come from?”

Barrion looked puzzled. "Wdl, there was the Council, just after the Old Captain was killed, when the
Landsman-Captain of Big Shotan passed out the new-forged wings. That was when it was decided that
no flyer would ever bear aweapon in the sky. They remembered the battle, and the way the old star
sailors used the last two sky dedsto rain fire from above.”

"Yes" said Maris, "and remember, there were two other Councils as well. Generations after that, when
another Landsman-Captain wanted to bend the other Landsmen to hiswill and bring al of Windhaven
under his control, he sent the flyers of Big Shotan into the sky with swordsto strike at Little Shotan. And
the flyers of the other idands met in Council and condemned him, after his ghost flyers had vanished. So
he was the last Landsman-Captain, and now Big Shotan isjust another idand.”

"Yes," Coll said, "and the third Council was when al the flyers voted not to land on Kennehut, after the
Mad Landsman killed the Flyer-Who-Brought-Bad-News."

Barrion was nodding. "All right. But no Council has been called since then. Are you sure they would
assemble?”

"Of course," said Maris. "It isone of Conn's precious traditions. Any flyer can call aCouncil. And | could
present my case there, to dl the flyers of Windhaven, and..."

She stopped. Barrion looked at her and she looked back, the same thought on both minds.
"Any flyer," he said, the emphasis unvoiced.

"But | am not aflyer,” Maris said. She dumped into her chair. "And Coll has renounced hiswings, and
Russ— even if he would see us—has passed them on. Corm would not honor our request. The word
would not go out.”

"You could ask Shalli,” Coll suggested. "Or wait up on the flyers dliff, or..."

"Shalli istoo much junior to Corm, and too frightened,” Barrion said. "I hear the stories. She's sad for
you, like the Landsman, but she won't break tradition. Corm might try to take her wingsaswell. And the
others— whom could you count on? And how long could you wait? Helmer visits most often, but he'sas
hidebound as Corm. Jamisistoo young, and so on. Y ou'd be asking them to take quite arisk.” He shook
his head doubtfully. "1t will not work. No flyer will spesk for you, not in time. In two weeks Devin will
wear your wings."

All three of them were sllent. Maris stared down at her plate of cold stew, and thought. No way, she
asked, istherereally no way? Then she looked at Barrion. "Earlier,” she began, very carefully, "you
mentioned something about seding thewings..."

The wind was cold and wet, angry, lashing a the waves, againgt the eastern sky astorm was building.
"Good flying weather," Maris said. The boat rocked gently beneath her.

Barrion smiled, pulled his cloak alittle tighter to shut out the damp. "Now if only you could do some



flying," he said.

Her eyes went to the shore, where Corm's dark wood house stood againgt the trees. A light wasonin an
upper window. Three days, Maris thought sourly. He should have been called by now. How long could
they afford to wait? Each hour brought Devin closer, the man who would take her wings.

"Tonight, do you think?" she asked Barrion.

He shrugged. He was cleaning his nailswith along dagger, intent on the task. ™Y ou would know better
than |," he said without looking up. "The light tower is<till dark. How often are flyers cdled?"

"Often," Maris said, thoughtful. But would Corm be called? They had aready floated offshore two nights,
hoping for asummonsthat would cal him away from the wings. Perhaps the Landsman was using only
Shdli until suchtimeas Devin arrived. "'l don't likeit," she said. "We have to do something.”

Barrion did hisdagger into its sheath. "I could use that on Corm, but I won't. I'm with you, Maris, and
your brother isall but ason to me, but I'm not going to kill for apair of wings. No. Wewait until the light
tower calsto Corm, then break in. Anything elseistoo chancy.”

Kill, Maristhought. Would it cometo that, if they forced their way in while Corm was till at home? And
then she knew it would. Corm was Corm, and he would resist. She'd been inside hishome once. She
remembered the set of crossed obsidian knives that gleamed upon hiswall. There must be another way.

"The Landsman isn't going to call him," she said. She knew it, somehow. "Not unlesstherés an

Barrion studied the clouds building up in the east. "So?" he said. "We can hardly make an emergency.”
"But we can mekeasignd,” Marissad.

"Hmmmm," the singer replied. He considered the idea. ™Y es, we could, | suppose.” He grinned at her.
"Maris, we break more laws every day. It's bad enough we're going to steal your wings, but now you
want me to force my way into the light tower and send afase cal. It'sagood thing I'm asinger, or weld
go down asthe greatest criminasin the history of Amberly.”

"How does your being asinger prevent that?'
"Who do you think makes the songs? I'd rather make us dl into heroes.”
They traded smiles.

Barrion took the oars and rowed them quickly to shore, to a marshy beach hidden by the trees but not
far from Corm'shome. "Wait here," he said, as he climbed out into the knee-deep, |apping water. "I'll go
to the tower. Go in and get the wings as soon as you see Corm leave." Maris nodded her agreement.

For nearly an hour she sat alone in the gathering darkness, watching lightning flash far off to the east.
Soon the storm would be on them; aready she could fed the bite of thewind. Findly, up on the highest
hill of Lesser Amberly, the great beacon of the Landsman's light tower began to blink in a staccato
rhythm. Barrion knew the correct sgna somehow, Maris suddenly redized, even though shed forgotten
to tell him. The singer knew alot, more than sheld ever given him credit for. Perhaps hewasn't such aliar
after dl.

Short minutes later, shewaslying in the weeds afew feet from Corm's door, head low, sheltered by the
shadows and the trees. The door opened, and the dark-haired flyer came out, hiswings dung over his



back. He was dressed warmly. Flying clothes, thought Maris. He hurried down the main road.

After hewas gone, it wasasmpletask to find arock, sneak around to the side of the building, and
smash in awindow. Luckily Corm was unmarried, and he lived done; that is, if he didn't have awoman
with him tonight. But they'd been watching the house carefully, and no one had come and gone except a
cleaning woman who worked during the day.

Maris brushed away loose glass, then vaulted up onto the sill and into the house. All darknessinside, but
her eyes adjusted quickly. She had to find the wings, her wings, before Corm returned. He'd get to the
light tower soon enough and find it was afdse darm. Barrion wasn't going to linger to be caught.

The search was short. Just insde the front door, on the rack where he hung his own wings between
flights, shefound hers. Shetook them down carefully, with love and longing, and ran her hands over the
cool metd to check the struts. At last, she thought; and then, They will never take them from me again.

She strapped them on, and ran. Through the door and into the woods, a different road from the one
Corm had taken. He would be home soon, to discover theloss. She had to get to the flyers cliff.

It took her agood half hour, and twice she had to hide in the underbrush on the side of the road to avoid
mesting another night-time traveler. And even when she reached the cliff, there were people—two men
from the flyers lodge— down on the landing beach, so Maris had to hide behind some rocks, and wait,
and watch their lanterns,

Shewas stiff from crouching and shivering from the cold when, far over the sea, she spied another pair of
slvered wings, coming down fast. Theflyer circled once low above the beach, jerking the lodge mento
attention, then came in smoothly for alanding. Asthey unstrapped her, Maris saw it was Anni of Culhall,
with amessage, no doubt. Her chance was here, then. The lodge men would escort Anni to the
Landsman.

When they had gone off with her, Maris scrambled to her feet, and quickly moved up the rocky path to
theflyers dliff. It was acumbersome, dow task to unfold her own wings, but she did it, though the hinges
on the left wing were tiff and she had to sngp it five times before thefind strut flung out. Corm didn't
even take care of them, she thought bitterly.

Then, forgetting thet, forgetting everything, she ran and jumped into the winds.

The gathering gale hit her dmogt like afigt, but sherolled with the punch, shifting and twisting until she
caught a strong updraft and began to climb, quickly now, higher and higher. Close at hand, lightning
flashed behind her, and shefelt abrief tremor of fear. But then it was till. Again, shewasflying, and if
she were burned from the sky, well, no one would mourn her on Lesser Amberly save Coll, and there
could be no finer death. She banked and climbed till higher, and despite hersdlf shelet out alaughing
whoop of joy.

And avoice answered her. "Turn!" it said, shouting, hot with anger. Startled, losing the fed for an ingtant,
she looked up and behind.

Lightning dashed the Sky over Lesser Amberly again, and in itslight the night-shadowed wings above her
gleamed noonday-silver. From out of the clouds, Corm was coming down on her fast.

He was shouting as he came. "'l knew it wasyou," he said. But the wind blew every third word away
fromher."... hadto... behindit... never went home... dliff... waited. Turn.' I'll force you down!
Land-bound!" That last she heard, and shelaughed at him.



"Try, then,” sheyedlled back at him, defiantly. " Show me what aflyer you are, Corm! Catch meif you
can!" And then, gill laughing, shetilted awing and veered out from under his dive, and he kept on down
assherose, still shouting as he passed her.

A thousand times sheld played with Dorrel, chasing one another around the Eyrie, tag gamesin the sky;
but now, thistime, the chase was deadly earnest. Maris toyed with the winds, looking only for speed and
atitude, and ingtinctively she found the currents and rose higher and faster. Far below now, Corm
checked hisfall, tilted up, banked and came at her from below. But by the time he reached her height,
shewas far ahead. She intended to stay that way. Thiswas no game, and she could afford no risks. If he
got above her, he was angry enough to begin forcing her down, inch by inch, until he pressed her right
into the ocean. He would regret it afterward, grieve for thelost wings, but Maris knew that he would do
it nonetheless. The traditions of the flyers meant that much to him. 1dly, she wondered, how would she
have acted, ayear ago, toward someone who stole a set of wings?

Now Lesser Amberly waslost behind them, and the only land in sight was the flashing light tower of
Culhal off to theright and low oh the horizon. That too was soon gone, and there was nothing but black
sea below and sky above. And Corm, relentless, till behind her, outlined against the scorm. But—Maris
looked back and blinked—he seemed smaller. Was she gaining on him? Corm was a skilled flyer, that
much she was sure of . He had dways performed well for Western in the competitions, while she was not
alowed to compete. And yet now, clearly, the gap was widening.

Lightning flashed once more, and thunder rolled ominoudy across the seaafew seconds later. From
below ascyllaroared back at the storm, hearing in the boom an angry chadlenge. But for Maris, it meant
something eseindeed. The timing, the timing; the storm was growing more distant. She was heading
northwest, the storm due west perhaps; at any rate, she was angling out from beneath it.

Something soared inside her. She banked and flipped just for thejoy of it, did ashowman's loop from
sheer exultation, jumping from current to current like an acrobat of the sky. The windswere hers now;
nothing could go wrong.

Corm closed in while Maris was playing, and when she came out of her loop and began to climb again,
she saw him close a hand and dimly heard his shouts. He was yd ling something about her not being able
to land, about her being an outcast with her stolen wings. Poor Corm! What did he know?

Maris dove, until she could dl but taste the sdlt, until she could hear the watersrolling afew feet below. If
he would kill her, if he would force her into the waves, well, she had made herself vulnerable now, as
vulnerable as she could be. She was skimming; al he had to do was catch up, get above her, swoop.

She knew, she knew, he could not do it, no matter how much he might like to. By the time she flew out
from under the churning cloud cover, into a clear night sky where the starswinked on her wings, Corm
was only atiny dot behind her, dwindling fast. Mariswaited until she could see hiswings no longer, then
caught anew upwind and changed course to the south, knowing that Corm would continue blindly ahead
until he gave up and circled back to Lesser Amberly.

She was done with her wings and the sky, and, briefly, there was peace.

Hours later, the first lights of Laus burned at her through the dark; flaming beacons set atop the rocky
idand's Old Fortress. Maris angled toward them, and soon the half-ruined bulk of the ancient castle sat
before her, dead but for itslights.

Sheflew straight over it, across the breadth of the smal mountainousidand, to the landing strip on the
sandy southwest spur. Laus was not populous enough to maintain aflyers lodge, and for once Mariswas
thankful of that. There would be no lodge men to greet her or ask her questions. She landed alone and



unnoticed in ashower of dry sand, and struggled out of her wings.

At the end of the landing strip, up againgt the base of the flyers cliff, Dorrel's smple cabin was dark and
empty. When he did not answer her knock, Maris opened the unlatched door and entered, cdling his
name. But the house was silent. Shefelt arush of disgppointment that quickly changed to nervousness.
Where was he? How long would he be gone ? What if Corm figured out where she had come and
trapped her here, before Dorrel's return?

She sat arush againgt the banked and dimly glowing codsin the hearth and lit a sand-candle. Then she
looked around the small, neat cabin, seeking some clue asto where and how long Dorrel had been gone.

There: tidy Dorrel had left some crumbs of fish cake on his otherwise clean table. She glanced toward a
far corner and, yes, the house was truly empty, Anitragone from her perch. So that wasit; Dorrel was
out hunting with his nighthawk.

Hoping they had not gone far, Maristook to the air again in search. Shefound him resting on arock in
the treacherous shalows of far western Laus, hiswings strapped on but folded, Anitra perched on his
wrigt, enjoying apiece of the fish she had just caught. Dorrel wastaking to the bird and did not see
Maris until she swept above him, her wings eclipang the dars.

Then he stared at her while she circled and dipped dangeroudy low, and for amoment there was no
recognition at &l on hisblank face.

"Dorrd," she shouted, tension sharpening her voice.
"Maris?" Incredulity broke across hisface.
She turned and caught an updraft. "Come onto shore. | haveto talk to you."

Dorrel, nodding, stood suddenly and shook the night-hawk free. The bird surrendered her fish reluctantly
and climbed into the sky on paewhite wings, circling effortlessdy and waiting for her master. Maris swung
around in the direction she had come,

Thistime, when she came down in the landing strip, her descent was sudden and clumsy, and she
scraped her knees badly. Maris was confused, in turmoil; the tension of the theft, the strain of thelong
flight after that Stretch of days without the sky, the strange mixture of pain and fear and joy the sight of
Dorrel had suddenly, unexpectedly given her—it al overwhelmed her, shook her, and she didn't know
whét to do. Before Dorrel could join her she set to work unstrapping her wings, forcing her mind through
the motionswith her hands. She wouldn't think yet, she wouldn't et hersdlf think. Blood from her knees
trickled maddeningly down her legs.

Dorrel landed beside her, neatly and smoothly. He was shaken by her sudden appearance, but he didn't
let hisemotionsinterfere with hisflying. It was more than amatter of pride with him: it was amost bred
into him, as much an inheritance as hiswings were. Anitrafound his shoulder as he unstrapped.

He moved toward her and put his arms out. The nighthawk made a bad-tempered noise, but he would
gill have embraced Maris, regardless of the bird, had she not suddenly thrust her wingsinto his
outstretched hands.

"Here" Marissaid. "I'm turning mysdf in. | stole these wings from Corm, and I'm giving them and mysdlf
over to you. I've cometo ask you to call a Council for me, because youre aflyer and I'm not, and only a
flyer cancdl one”

Dorrel stared at her, confused as someone awakened suddenly from a heavy deep. Marisfelt impatient



with him, and overwhemingly tired. "Oh, I'll explain,” she said. "L et's go up to your place, where | can
reg."

It was along walk, but they went most of it in silence and without touching. Only once he said,
"Maris—did you redly steal —"

She cut him off. "Yes, | said." Then she suddenly sighed and moved asif to touch him, but stopped
hersdf. "Forgive me, Dorrel, | didn't mean... I'm exhausted, and | suppose I'm frightened. | never
thought 1'd be seeing you again under such circumstances.” Then shefell quiet again and he did not press
her, and only Anitrabroke the night with her grumbles and mutters a having her fishing ended so soon.

Once home, Maris sank into the one large chair, trying to force hersdlf to relax, to make the tensons
drain. Shewatched Dorrel and felt herself grow camer as he went through hisfamiliar rituds. He put
Anitraon her perch and drew the curtains that hung around her (other folks might hood their birdsto
keep them quiet, but he disapproved of that), built up afire, and hung akettle to boil.

"TeeD"
" es"

"I'll put kerri blossomsin, instead of honey," he said. "That should relax you."
Shefdt asudden flooding of warmth for him. "Thanks."

"Do you want to get out of those clothes? Y ou can dip on my robe.”

She shook her head—it would be too much effort to move now—and then she saw that he was gazing at
her legs, bare below the short kilt she wore, and frowning with concern.

"You've hurt yoursdf." He poured warm water from the kettle into a dish, took arag and some salve and
knelt before her. The damp cloth cleaning away the dried blood was gentle as a soft tongue. "Ah, it'snot
asbad asit looked," he murmured as he worked. " Just your knees— just shalow scrapes. A clumsy
landing, dear.”

His nearness and his soft touch stirred her, and al tension, fear, and weariness were suddenly gone. One
of his hands moved to her thigh and lingered there.

"Dorr," she said softly, dmost too transfixed by the moment to speak, and he raised hishead and their
eyes met, and finally she had come back to him.

"It will work," Dorrel said. "They'll haveto see. They can't deny you." They were Sitting at breekfast.
While Dorrel made eggs and tea, Maris had explained her plan in detail.

Now she smiled and spooned out more of the soft egg. Shefet happy and full of hope. "Who'll go first to
cdl Council?'

"Garth, | thought,” Dorrel said eegerly. "I'll catch him at home and weélll divide up the nearby idandsand
branch out. Otherswill want to help—I just wish you could come, too," he said, and his eyes grew
wigtful. "It would be nice, flying together again.”

"Well havelots of that, Dorr. If—"

"Yes, yes, well havelots of timeto fly together, but— it would be nice this morning, especidly. It would
benice"



"Yes. It'd benice" Shewent on smiling and findly he had to smiletoo. He was just reaching acrossthe
table to take her hand, or touch her face, when a sudden knock at the door, loud and authoritative, made
them freeze.

Dorrd roseto answer it. Marisin her chair wasin full view of the doorway, but therewas no point in
trying to hide, and there was no second door.

Hemer stood outside, folded wings strapped to his back. He looked straight at Dorrel, but not past him
into the cabin at Maris. "Corm hasinvoked the flyer'sright to call aCouncil,” he said, hisvoiceflat and
gtrained and overly formal. "To concern the once-flyer Maris of Lesser Amberly who stole the wings of
another. Y our presenceis requested.”

"What?' Maris stood quickly. "Helmer—Corm has caled a Council ? Why ?*

Dorrd tossed aglance over his shoulder at her, then looked at Helmer, who was plainly if uncomfortably
ignoring Maris.

"Why, Helmer?' he asked, more quietly than Maris had.

"I'vetold you. And | don't have timeto stand here moving the wind with my mouth. | have other flyersto
inform, and it'sathick day for flying."

"Wait for me," Dorrel said. "Give me some names, some idandsto go to. It will make your task easier.”

The corner of Helmer's mouth twitched. "I wouldn't've thought you'd want to go on such amission, for
such areason. | hadn't intended to ask for your help. But sinceyou offer..."

Hdmer gave Dorrd terseingructions while the younger flyer rapidly winged himsdlf. Maris paced, feding
restless, awkward, and confused again. Helmer was obviously determined to ignore her, and to save
them both embarrassment Maris did not question him again.

Dorre kissed her and squeezed her tightly before he left. " Feed Anitrafor me, and try not to worry. Il
be back beforeit's been dark too long, | hope."

When the flyers were gone, the house felt stifling. Outside was not much better, Maris discovered as she
stood against the door. Helmer had been right, it was not agood day for flying. It was aday to make one
think of still air. She shuddered, fearing for Dorrel. But he was too skilled and too smart to need her
worry, she thought, trying to reassure hersalf. And shewould go crazy if shesat insdeal day imagining
possible dangersfor him. It was frustrating enough to have to wait here, denied the sky. She looked up at
the cloudy-bright overcast. If, after the Council, she should be made aland-bound forever—

But there was plenty of time for sorrow in the future, so she resolved not to think about it now. She went
back insde the house.

Anitra, anocturna flyer, was adegp behind her curtain; the cabin was till and very empty. She wished
briefly for Dorrel, to ease her thoughts by sharing them, to speculate with her on why Corm had called
the Council. Alone, her thoughts went around and around in her head, birdsin atrap.

A geechi game sat on top of Dorrel's wardrobe. Maristook it down, and arranged the smooth black and
white pebblesin asmple opening pattern, one her mind was comfortable with. Idly she began to move
them, playing both sides, shoving the pebbles unthinkingly into new configurations, each suggested by the
last, each asinevitable as chance. And she thought:

Cormisaproud man, and | injured his pride. Heisknown asagood flyer and I, afisherman's daughter,



gtole hiswings and outflew him when he pursued me. Now, to regain his pride, he must humble mein
some very public, very grand way. Getting the wings back would not be enough for him. No, everyone,
every flyer, must be present to see me humbled and declared an outlaw.

Marissighed. That wasit. Thiswas the Council to outlaw the land-bound flyer who stole wings—oh,
yes, songswould be written about it. But perhaps it made no difference. Even though Corm had stolen a
flight on her, the Council could still be turned against him. She, the accused, would have theright to
speak, to defend hersdlf, to attack senselesstradition. And her chance was the same, Maris knew, the
samein Corm's Council asit would have been in the one that Dorrel would have summoned. Only now
she knew the full extent of Corm's hurt and hisanger.

She looked down at the geechi board. The pebbles, white and black, were arrayed across the center of
the board, facing each other. Both armies had committed themsalves to attacking formations; it was clear
that thiswould be no waiting game. With her next move, the captures would begin.

Maris smiled, and swept the pebbles from the table.
It took afull month for the Council to assemble.

Dorrel brought the cal to four flyersthat first day, and five others the next, and each of those contacted
others, and those il others, and so the word went out in ever-widening ripples across the seas of
Windhaven. A specid flyer was sent off to the Outer 19 ands, another to desolate Artellia, the grest
frozen idand to the north. Soon, dl had heard, and one by one they flew to the meeting.

The ste was Greater Amberly. By rights, the Council should have been held on Lesser Amberly, hometo
both Marisand Corm. But the smdler idand had no building large enough for such agathering asthis
would be, and Greater Amberly did: ahuge, dank hall, sldom used.

To it cametheflyers of Windhaven. Not al of them, no, for there were dways emergencies, and afew
gtill had not received the word, and others were missing on long, dangerousflights; but most of them, the
vast mgjority, and that was enough. In no one'slifetime had there ever been such agathering. Even the
annual competitions at the Eyrie were smal compared to this, mereloca contests between Eastern and
Western. Or s0 it seemed to Maris then, during the month she waited and watched while the streets of
Ambertown filled with laughing flyers.

Therewasan air of holiday about it dl. The early arrivals held drinking bouts each night, to the delight of
the local wine merchants, and traded stories and songs and gossiped endlesdy about the Council and its
outcome. Barrion and other singers kept them entertained by night, while by day they raced and frolicked
inthe air. The latecomers were greeted riotoudy asthey straggled in. Maris, who had flown back from
Laus after getting specid leave to use the wings once more, ached to join them. Her friendswere dl
there, and Corm'’s, and indeed all the wings of Western. The Easterners had come too, many in suits of
fur and metd that reminded her irresigtibly of the way Raven had dressed on that day so long ago. There
were three pale-skinned Artellians, each wearing asilver circlet on his brow, aristocrats from adark
frigid land where flyerswere kings aswell as messengers. They mingled, brothers and equas, with the
red-uniformed flyers of Big Shotan, and the twenty tall representatives of the Outer Idands, and the
squadron of sunburned winged priests from the lush Southern Archipel ago who served the Sky God as
well astheir Landsmen. Seeing them, meeting them, walking among them, the size and breadth and
culturd diversity of Windhaven struck Maris as seldom before. She had flown, if only for ashort time;
she had been one of the privileged few. Y et there were still so many places she had not been. If only she
could have her wingsagain...

Findly al those who were coming had arrived. The Council was set for dusk; there would be no crowds



intheinns of Ambertown tonight.

"Y ou have achance," Barrion told Maris on the steps of the greet hall just before the meeting. Coll was
with her too, and Dorrel. "Most of them are in agood mood, after weeks of wine and song. | drift, | talk,
| sng, and | know this: they will listen to you." He grinned hiswolfish grin. "For flyers, thet is quite
unusud.”

Dorrel nodded. "Garth and | have talked to many of them. Thereisalot of sympathy for you, particularly
among the younger flyers. The older delegates, most of them, tend to side with Corm and tradition, but
even they do not have their minds completely made up.”

Maris shook her head. "The older flyers outhumber the younger ones, Dorr."

Barrion put afatherly hand on her shoulder. "Then you will haveto win them to your Sde dso. After the
things I've seen you do dready, it should be easy enough.” He smiled.

The delegates had dl filed insde, and now, from the door behind her, Maris heard the Landsman of
Greater Amberly sound the ceremonia drumbests that signaed the beginning of the Council. "We must
go," Maris said. Barrion nodded. As anon-flyer, he was barred from the assembly. He squeezed her
shoulder once, for luck, then took his guitar and walked dowly down the steps. Maris, Call, and Dorrel
hurried ingde.

The hdl was an immense stone pit, ringed by torches. In the center of the sunken floor, along table had
been set up. Theflyers sat around it in asemicircle, on rough stone seats that ascended, tier after tier
after tier, to the place where wall met ceiling. Jamisthe Senior, histhin face lined by age, sat in the center
of thelong table. Though aland-bound for severa years now, his experience and character were il
widely esteemed, and he had come by boat to preside. On either side of him sat the only two non-flyers
admitted: the swarthy Landsman of Greater Amberly and the portly ruler of Lesser. Corm had the fourth
sedt, at theright-hand end of the table. A fifth chair was empty on the lft.

Mariswent to it, while Dorrel and Coll climbed the sairsto their places. The drumbeats sounded again, a
cal for slence. Maris sat and looked around as the room began to quieten. Coll had found a seet, high

up among the unwinged youths. Many of them had come by boat from nearby idands, to see history be
made; but like Coll, they were expected to play no part in the decison. Now they ignored Coll, as might
be expected; children eager for the sky could scarcely understand aboy who had willingly given up his
wings. Helooked dreadfully out of place and lonely, much as Marisfdlt.

The drums stopped. Jamisthe Senior stood, and his deep voicerang over the hadl. "Thisisthefirs flyers
Council inthe memory of any here," he said. "Most of you aready know the circumstances under which
it has been cdled. My ruleswill be smple. Corm shal spesk first, Snce heinvoked this meeting. Then
Maris, whom he accuses, shdl have her chance to answer him. Then any flyer or former flyer here may
have hisor her say. | ask only that you speak loudly, and name yourself before you talk. Many of us here
are strangers to each other." He sat down.

And now Corm stood and spoke into the silence. "I invoked this Council by flyer'sright,” he said, his
voice assured and resonant. A crime has been committed, and its nature and implications are such that it
must be answered by usdl, by dl flyersacting as one. Our decison shdl determine our future, as have
the decisons of Councils past. Imagine what our world should be now if our fathers and mothers before
us had decided to bring warfare into the air. The kinship of dl flyerswould not be—we would be torn
gpart by petty regiond rivariesinstead of being properly airborne above the quarrels of the land.”

Hewent on, painting apicture of the desolation that could have followed, had that long ago Council
voted wrongly. He was agood speaker, Maris thought; he spoke like Barrion sang. She shook herself



out of the spell Corm was cresting, and wondered how she could possibly counter him.

"The problem today isequaly grave," Corm continued, "and your decison will not Ssmply affect one
person, for whom you may fed sympathy, but rather al our children for generationsto come. Mind you
remember that asyou listen to the arguments tonight.” He looked around, and athough his burning eyes
did not fal on her, Maris neverthelessfdt intimidated.

"Maris of Lesser Amberly has stolen apair of wings," hesaid. "The ory, | think, isknown to al of
you—" But Corm told it, nonetheless, from the facts of her birth to the sceneon thebeach. ... and a
new bearer was found. But before Devin of Gavora, who is among us now, could arriveto claim his
wings, Maris stole them, and fled.

"But thisis not the whole of it. Stedling is shameful, but even the theft of wings might not be groundsfor a
flyers Council. Maris knew she could not hope to keep the wings. She took them not to flee, but rather
with the thought of revolting against our most vita traditions. She questions the very foundations of our
society. She would open the ownership of the wingsto dispute, threaten us with anarchy. Unlesswe
make our disgpprova plain, pass judgment on her in Council that will go down in history, the facts could
easly become distorted. Maris could be remembered as a brave rebd, and not the thief sheis.”

A twinge went through Maris at that word. Thief. Wasthat truly what she was?

" She hasfriends among the singers who would delight in mocking us," Corm was saying, "in Snging songs
inpraise of her daring." And Maris heard in memory Barrion'svoice: I'd rather make us all into heroes.
Her eyes sought out Coll and she saw that he was Sitting straighter, with adight smileon hislips. Sngers
did indeed have power, if they were good.

"So we must speak out plainly, for al of history, in denouncing what she has done,” Corm said. He faced
Maris and looked down &t her. "Maris, | accuse you of the theft of wings. And | call upon the flyers of
Windhaven, met in Council, to name you outlaw, and pledge that none will land on any idand you call
home."

He sat, and in the awful silence that followed Maris knew just how much she had offended him. She had
never dreamed he would ask so much. Not content merely to take her wings, he would deny her life
itself, force her into friendless exile on some distant empty rock.

"Maris," Jamissaid gently. She had not risen. "It isyour turn. Will you answer Corm?"

Sowly shegot to her feet, wishing for the power of asinger, wishing that even once she could speak with
the assurance Corm had in hisvoice. "I cannot deny the theft," she said, looking up at the rows of blank
faces, the sea of strangers. Her voice was steadier than she had thought it would be. "I stole the wings
out of desperation, because they were my only chance. A boat would have been far too dow, and no
oneon Lesser Amberly waswilling to help. | needed to reach aflyer who would call Council for me.
Oncel did that, | surrendered my wings. | can provethis, if—" Shelooked over at Jamis; he nodded.

Dorrel picked up hiscue. Hafway upinthetiered hal, herose. "Dorrel of Laus," he said loudly. "I vouch
for Maris. As soon as she reached me, she gave her wingsinto my safekeeping, and would not wear
them again. | do not cdl thistheft." From around him, there was a chorus of approving murmurs, his
family was known and esteemed, hisword good.

Maris had scored a point, and now she continued, feeling more confident with every word. "I wanted a
Council for something | consider very important to usall, and to our future. But Corm beat metoit.” She
grimaced dightly, unconscioudy. And out in the audience she noticed afew smiles on the faces of flyers
who were strangersto her.



Skegpticism? Contempt? Or support, agreement? She had to will her handsto part and lie till by her
sdes. It would not do to be wringing her hands before them dll.

"Corm says | am fighting tradition,” Maris continued, "and that'strue. He hastold you thisisaterrible
thing, but he hasn't said why. He hasn't explained why tradition needs to be defended against me. Just
because something has always been done in one way doesn't mean that change isimpossible, or
undesirable. Did people fly on the home worlds of the star sailors? If not, does that mean it was better
not to fly? Well, after al, we aren't dauberbirds, that if our beaks get pushed to the ground we keep on
walking that way until wefal over and die—we don't have to walk the same path every day—it wasn't
bred into us."

She heard alaugh from her listeners, and felt elated. She could paint pictures with words even as Corm
could! Those silly waddling cave birds had gone from her mind to someone elsg's and drawn alaugh; she
had mentioned breaking tradition, and sill they listened. Inspired, she went on.

"We are people, and if we have an ingtinct for anything, it isthe instinct—the will—toward change.
Things have dways been changing and if we're smart welll make the changes for oursaves, and for the
better, before we're forced into them.

"Thetradition of passing the wings on from parent to child has worked fairly well for along
time—certainly, it is better than anarchy, or the older tradition of trial by combat that Sprang up in Eastern
during the Days of Sorrow. But it is not the only way, nor isit the perfect way."

"Enough talk!" someone growled. Marislooked around for the source and was startled to see Helmer
risefrom his seat in the second tier front. The flyer's face was bitter, and he stood with folded arms.

"Hdmer," Jamissad firmly, "Marishasthefloor.”

"l don't care," he said. " She attacks our ways, but she offers us nothing better. And for good reason. This
way hasworked for so many years because there is none better. It may be hard, yes. It's hard for you
because you weren't born to aflyer. Sure, it's hard. But have you another way?"

Helmer, she thought as he sat. Of course, his anger made sense, he was one whom this tradition would
soon hurt—was hurting. Still young, he would be aland-bound in less than a year, when his daughter
came of age and took hiswings. He had accepted the loss asinevitable, perhaps, as arightful part of an
honored tradition. But now Maris attacked the tradition, the only thing that gave nobility to Helmer's
sacrifice-to-come. If things remained unchanged, Maris wondered briefly, would Helmer in time hate his
own daughter for her wings? And Russ... if he had not beeninjured... if Coll had not been born...

"Yes," Marissad loudly, suddenly redlizing that the room was sillently awaiting her reply. "Yes, | do have
away; | would never have presumed to call a Council if—"

"You didn't!" someone shouted, and otherslaughed. Marisfelt herself grow hot and hoped she was not
blushing.

Jamis dapped the table, hard. "Maris of Lesser Amberly is spesking,” he said, loudly. "The next one who
interrupts her will be gected!"

Maris, gave him agrateful smile. "l propose anew way, abetter way," she said. "'l propose that the right
to wear wings be earned. Not by birth or by age, but by the one measure that truly counts—by skill!"
And as she spoke, the idea sprang suddenly into her head, more elaborate, more complex, more right
than her vague concept of afree-for-dl. "l propose aflying academy, opento al, to every child who
dreams of wings. The standards would be very high, of course, and many would be sent away. But al



would have theright to try—the son of afisherman, the daughter of asinger, or aweaver—everyone
could dream, hope. And for those who passed all the tests, there would be afina test. At our annua
competition, they could chalenge any flyer of their choice. And, if they were good enough, good enough
to outfly him or her, then they would win the wingd

"The best flyerswould aways keep the wings, thisway. And adefeated flyer, well, could wait for next
year and try to win back the wings from the one who had taken them. Or he or she could chalenge
someone el se, some poorer flyer. No flyer could afford to be lazy, no one who did not love the sky
would havetofly, and..." Shelooked at Helmer, whose face was unreadable. " And more, even the
children of flyerswould have to challenge to win the Sky. They would claim their parents wings only
when they were ready, when they could actudly fly better than their father or their mother. No flyer
would become aland-bound just because hed married young and had a child come of age while he
should, by dl that isjust and right, till bein the Sky. Only skill would be important, not birth, not
age—the person, not tradition!™

She paused, on the verge of blurting out her own story, of what it was like to be afisherman's daughter
and know the sky could never be hers—the pain, thelonging. But why waste her bresth? These were dll
born flyers, and she would not wring sympathy from them for the land-bounds they held in contempt. No,
it was important that the next Woodwings born on Windhaven have achanceto fly, but it was no good
as an argument. She had said enough. She had set it all before them, and the choice wastheirs. She
glanced briefly a Helmer, at the odd smileflickering over hisface, and she knew with dead certainty that
hisvotewas hers.

Shehad just given him achanceto reclam hislife, without being crud to his daughter. Satisfied, smiling,
Maris sat.

Jamis the Senior looked over at Corm.

"That sounds very nice," he said. Smiling, in control, Corm did not even bother to stand. At the sight of
hiscdm, Marisfdt al her painfully piled-up hopedip away. "A nice dream for afisherman's daughter,
and it's understandabl e. Perhaps you don't understand about the wings, Maris. How do you expect
familieswho have flown snce—since forever —to put their wings up for grabs, to passthem onto
drangers. Strangers who without tradition or family pride may not care for them properly, may not
respect them. Do you truly think any of uswould hand over our heritage to an impudent land-bound?
Instead of our own children?"

Maris temper flared. "Y ou expected meto give my wingsto Coll, who could not fly aswell asl."
"They were never your wings," Corm said.
Her lipstightened; she said nothing.

"If you thought they were, that was your folly,” Corm said. "Think: If wings are passed from person to
person likeacloak, if they are held for only ayear or two, what sort of pride would their owners havein
them? They would be—borrowed—not owned, and everyone knows aflyer must own hiswings, or he
isnot aflyer a al. Only aland-bound would wish such alife on ugl"

Marisfelt the sentiments of the audience shifting with each of Corm'swords. He piled his argumentson
top of each other so glibly that they al dipped away from her before sheld had achanceto get at them.
She had to answer him, but how, how? The atachment of aflyer to hiswingswas nearly as strong as his
attachment to hisfeet; she couldn't deny that, she couldn't fight it. She remembered her own anger when
shefelt Corm had not cared for her wings properly, and yet they were never hersat dl, only her father's,
her brother's.



"Thewingsareatrus,” she blurted out. "Even now aflyer knows he must passthem on, intime, to his
child."

"That isquite different,” Conn said tolerantly. "Family is not the same as strangers, and aflyer'schild is
not aland-bound.”

"Thisis something too important to be slly about blood ties!" Marisflashed at him, her voicerising.
"Listen to yourself, Corm! Listen to the snobbery that has been alowed to grow in you, in other flyers;
listen to your contempt for the land-bound, asif they could help what they are with the laws of inheritance
asthey now stand!" Her words were angry, and the audience grew perceptibly more hostile; she would
loseit dl if she championed the land-bound against the flyers, she suddenly redlized.

Mariswilled hersdf to be cam. "We do have pridein our wings,”" she said, conscioudy returning to her
strongest arguments. "And that pride, if it is strong enough, should make sure we keep them. Good flyers
will keep the sky. If challenged, they will not be defeated easily. If defeated, they will come back. And
they will have the satisfaction of knowing that the flyer who takestheir wingsis good, of knowing thet
their replacement will bring honor to the wings and use them well, regardless of parentage.”

"Thewings are meant to be—" Corm began, but Mariswould not let him finish.

"Thewings are not meant to belost inthe sea," she said, "and clumsy flyers, flyerswho have taken no
careto bereally good because they've never had to, these are the flyerswho have lost wingsfor usall.
Some hardly deserved the name of flyer. And what of the children who are really too young for the sky,
though they may be of agetechnicaly? They panic, fly foolishly, and die, taking their wingswith them."
She glanced quickly at Coll. "Or how about the ones who were not meant to fly at al? Being born of a
flyer doesn't mean you'll have the skill. My own—Caoll, whom | love as a brother and a son, he was
never meant to be aflyer. Thewingswere his, yet | couldn't give them to him—didn't want to give them
to him—oh, evenif he had wanted them, | wouldn't have wanted to give them up—"

"Y our system won't change that,” someone shouted.

Maris shook her head. "No, it wouldn'. | still wouldn't be happy about losing my wings, but if | were
bested, well, | could stay on at the academy, train, wait for next year and try to get them back. Oh,
nothing isgoing to be perfect, don't you see, because there aren't enough wings, and that's going to get
worse, not better. But we must try to stop it, stop all the wings that are lost each year, stop sending out
unqualified flyers, stop losing so many. Therewill still be accidents, welll still have dangers, but we won't
lose wings and flyers because of poor judgment and fear and lack of skill."

Exhausted, Maris ran out of words, but her speech had stirred the audience, moved it back toward her.
A dozen hands were up. Jamis pointed, and a solidly built Shotaner rose from the mass.

"Dirk of Big Shotan," he said, in alow voice, and then he repeated it again when the flyersin the back
shouted "L ouder! Louder!" His speech was awkward and self-conscious. "1 just wanted to say—I've
been gtting here, and listening—I've been—I never expected—all this, just to vote on an outlawing—"
He shook his head, clearly having difficulty getting the words out. “Oh, be damned,” he said finally.
"Marisisright. I'm half ashamed to say it, but | shouldn't be. It'sthe truth—I don't want my son to have
my wings. I'm afraid to. Hes agood boy, mind you, and | love him, but he has attacks now and again,
you know, the shaking sickness. He can't fly like that—he shouldn't fly—but he's grown up thinking of
nothing ese, and next year when he's thirteen helll expect my wings, and with things like they are I'll have
to givethemto him, and hell fly off and die, and then | won't have my son and | won't have my wingsand
| might aswell dietoo. No!" He sat down, adark red color and out of bregth.

Severa people shouted support. Maris, heartened, looked over at Corm, and saw that his smilewas



flickering. Suddenly he had doubts.

A familiar friend rose then, and smiled at her from above. "I'm Garth of Skulny,” he said. "I'm with Maris,
too!" Another speaker backed her, then another, and Maris smiled. Dorrdl had scattered friends al over
the audience and now they were trying to stampede the assembly her way. And it seemed to be working!
For, in between the endorsements from flyers she had known for years, tota strangers stood to voice
their support. Had they won, then? Corm clearly looked worried.

"Y ou recognize what iswrong with our way, but | think your academy is not the answer." The words
jolted Maris out of her complacent optimism. The spesker was atdl, blond woman, aleading flyer from
the Outer Idands. "Thereisareason for our tradition and we should not weaken it, or our children may
go back to theidiocy of tria by combat. What we must do isteach our children better. We must teach
them to have more pride, and we must build the needed skillsin them from the time they are very smdll.
Thisisas my mother taught me, and as| am teaching my son. Perhgps atest of some sort is
necessary—your idea of achalengeisgood.” Her mouth twisted wryly. "I admit, | do not ook forward
to the day, which comestoo quickly, when | must give up my wingsto Vard. Both of uswill betoo
young, | think, when that day comes. That he should have to compete with me, to prove himsdlf as
good— no, a better flyer—than | am, yes, that isan excdlent idea.”

Other flyersin the hal were nodding in agreement. Y es, yes, of course, why hadn't they seen what a
good idea some sort of testing would be? Everyone knew that the coming-of-age was rather arbitrary,
that some were till children when they took on wings, othersfull adults. Y es, let the youngsters prove
themsdves asflyersfird... thetide swept the assembly.

"But thisacademy," the speaker said gently. "That is not necessary. We birth enough new flyersamong
oursalves. | know your background and | can understand your fedlings, but | cannot share them. It would
not bewise." She sat down, and Marisfelt her heart snk with her. That had done it, she thought. Now
they will votefor atest, but the sky will till be closed to those born of the wrong parents; the flyers
would reject the most im-portant part. So close, she had aimost doneit, but not close enough.

A gaunt man in slk and silver stood. "Arris, flyer and Prince of Artellia," he said, hiseyesice blue
benegth hisslver crown. "l vote with my sister from the Outer Idands. My children are of roya blood,
born and bred to wings. It would be ajoke to force them to fly in races with commoners. But ates, to
see when they are worthy, now thet isan ideaworthy of aflyer.”

Hewasfollowed by adark woman all in leather. "Zevakul of Deeth in Southern Archipelago,” she began.
"Each year | fly messagesfor my Landsman, but | also servethe Sky God, like all of the upper castes.
The concept of passing wingsto alower one, asoil-child, possibly an unbeliever—no!"

Other echoes came, and rolled across the hall:

"Joi, of Stormhammer-the-Outermogt. | say yes, make usfly to earn our wings, but only against the
children of flyers™

"Tomas, of Little Shotan. Children of the land-born could never learn to love the sky aswe do. It would
be awaste of time and money to build this academy Maris speaks of. But I'm for atest.”

"Crain of Powest, and I'm with these others. Why should we have to compete with the children of
fisher-people? They don't let us compete for their boats, do they?' The hall rocked with laughter, and the
older flyer grinned. "Y es, ajoke, agood one. Well, brothers, we would be ajoke, this academy would
beajokeif it let in riff-raff of any birth at al. Wings belong to flyersand over the yearsit hasremained
that way becauseit isthe way it is. The other people are content, and very few of them really want tofly.
For mogt it isonly apassing whim, or too frightening to think about. Why should we encourageidie



dreams? They are not flyers, were never meant to be, and they can lead worthwhilelivesin some
other..."

Marisligened in disbdief and rising anger, infuriated by the smug self-righteousness of histone... and
then she saw with horror that other flyers, including some of the younger ones, were bobbing their heads
complacently intime with hiswords. Y es, they were better because they were born of flyers, yes, they
were superior and did not wish to mix, yes, yes. Suddenly it did not matter that in times past, she had fdt
much the same way about the land-bound. Suddenly dl she could think of was her father, her
blood-father, the dead fisherman she scarcely remembered. Memories she had thought gone came back:
sensory impressions, chiefly—stiff clothesthat reeked of salt and fish; warm hands, rough but gentle, that
smoothed her hair and wiped tears off her cheeks after her mother had scolded her—and stories he had
told, in hislow voice, tales of things he had seen that day in hislittle skiff—what the birds had looked
like, racing away from a sudden storm, how the moonfish legped toward the night sky, how thewind felt
and the waves sounded againgt the boat. Her father had been an observant man and a brave one, daring
the ocean every day in hisfrail boat, and Maris knew in her hot rage that he was the inferior of no one
here, of no one on Windhaven.

"Y ou snobs," she said sharply, not caring anymore whether it would help or hurt the vote. "All of you.
Thinking how superior you are, just because you were born of aflyer and inherited wings through no
goodness of your own. Y ou think you inherited your parents skill? Well, how about the other half of your
heritage? Or were dl of you born of flyer marriages?' She jabbed an accusing finger at afamiliar face on
thethird tier. "Y ou, Sar, you were nodding just then. Y our father was aflyer, yes, but your mother wasa
trader, and born of fisherfolk. Do you look down on them? What if your mother confessed that her
husband was not your real father—what if she told you that you could blame your birth on atrader she
met in the East? What then? Would you fed obliged to give up your wings and seek some other life?"

Moon-faced Sar only gaped at her; never aquick man, he couldn't understand why she had singled him
out. Mariswithdrew her finger and launched her anger againgt them dll.

"My true father was afisherman, afine, brave, honest man who never wore wings and never wanted
them. But if, if he had been chosen to be aflyer, he would have been the best of al! Songswould be
sung of him, celebrating him! If we inherit our talent from our parents, look at me. My mother can spin
and gather oysters. | cannot. My father could not fly. I can. And some of you know how good |
am—Dbetter than some who wereborn to it." Sheturned and glanced down the length of the table. "Better
than you, Corm,” she said in avoicethat carried al through the great hal. "Or have you forgotten?"

Corm glared up a her, hisface flushed with anger, athick vein bulging in his neck. He said nothing. Maris
turned back to the hall. Her voice softened, and she looked out on them with false solicitude. "Areyou
afraid?' she asked them. "Have you hung onto your wings only on the strength of a pretense? Are you
afrad that dl the grubby little fisherchildren will come and snatch them away from you, prove themsdaves
better flyers than you and make you dl look fools?'

Then dl her words were gone, and her anger. And Maris sat back in her chair, and silence hung heavy in
the great stone hall. Findly a hand went up, and then another, but Jamis only stared blankly ahead, his
face thoughtful. No one moved until &t last he stirred himsdlf, asif from deep, and gestured & someonein
the crowd.

High up againgt thewall, an old man with one dead arm stood donein the flickering yellow torchlight.
The assembly turned to watch him.

"Russ, of Lesser Amberly," he began. Histonewas gentle. "My friends, Marisisright. We have been
fools. And none of us has been so big afool asl.



"Not long ago, | stood on abeach and said | had no daughter. Tonight, | wish | could have back those
words, | wish | ill had theright to call Maris my daughter. She has made me very proud. But sheisn't
mine. No, as she said, she was born of afisherman, abetter man thanI. All | did was love her for abit,
and teach her how to fly. It didn't take much teaching, you know. She was dways so eager. My little
Woodwings. There was nothing could stop her, nothing. Not even me, when like afool | tried to, after
Coll wasborn.

"Marisisthefinest flyer on Amberly, and my blood has nothing to do with it. Only her desire maiters,
only her dream. And if you, my flyer brothers, if you have such disdain for the children of the land-bound,
then it isashaming thing for you to fear them. Have you so little faith in your own children? Are you so
certain that they could not keep their wings, againgt afisherchild's hungry chalenge?!

Russ shook hishead. "1 don't know. I'm an old man, and things have been confused lately. But | know
thismuch: If | fill had use of my arm, no one would take my wingsfrom me, not even if hisfather wasa
nighthawk. And no one will ever take Maris wings until sheisready to set them down. No. If you truly
teach your children to fly well, they will keep the sky. If you have the pride you boast of, you'l live up to
it, and proveit, by letting the wings be worn only by those who have earned them, only by those who
have proven themsdvesin theair.”

Russ sat down again, and the darkness at the top of the hall swallowed him up. Corm began to say
something, but Jamisthe Senior silenced him. "We have had enough from you," he said. Corm blinked in
surprise.

"I think I will say something,” Jamissaid. "And then we will vote. Russ has spoken wisdom for al of us,
but one thought | must add. Are we not, each of us, descended from the star sailors? All of Windhavenis
family, redlly. And thereis none among uswho cannot find aflyer in hisor her family tree, if we go back
far enough. Think of that, my friends. And remember that while your eldest child may wear your wings
and fly, hisyounger brother and sstersand dl their children for generations after will be land-bound.
Should we redlly deny them the wind forever, smply because their ancestors were second-born, instead
of firg?" Jamis amiled. "Perhaps | should add that | was my mother's second son. My elder brother died
inastorm sx months before hewasto take hiswings. A smdl thing, that. Don't you think?"

He looked around, at the two Landsmen who flanked him, who had sat slently through al the
proceedings, quieted by flyers law. He whispered first to one, then to the other, and nodded.

"Wefind that Corm's proposal, to name Maris of Lesser Amberly an outlaw, isout of order,” Jamis said.
"Wewill now vote on Maris proposd, to establish aflyers academy opentodl. | votein favor.”

After that, there was no more doulbt.

Afterward, Marisfet dightly in shock, giddy with victory, yet somehow not able to believe that it was
redly over, that she did not have to fight anymore. The air outside the hall was clean and wet, thewind
blowing steadily from the east. She stood on the steps and savored it, while friends and strangers
crowded about her, wanting to talk. Dorrel kept his arm around her, and did not ask questions nor
express amazement; he was restful to lean against. What now? she wondered. Home again? Where was
Coll? Perhaps he/d gone to fetch Barrion and bring the boat.

The crowd around her parted. Russ stood there, Jamis at his side. Her stepfather was holding a pair of
wings. "Maris," hesad.

"Father ?' Her voice was trembling.

"Thisishow it should have been dl dong,” he said, amiling at her. "'l would be proud if you would let me



cal you daughter again, after dl that | have done. | would be even prouder if you would wear my wings.”

"Y ou'vewon them,” Jamissaid. "The old rules don't gpply, and you're certainly qudified. Until we get the
academy going, there's no one to wear them except you and Devin. And you took better care of these
than Devin ever did of his"

Her hands went out to take the wings from Russ. They were hers again. She was smiling, no longer tired,
buoyed by the weight of them in her hands, the familiarity of them. " Oh, Father," she said, and then,
weeping, she and Russ embraced each other.

When the tears were gone, they al went to the flyers dliff, quite acrowd of them. "Let'sfly to the Eyrie,"
she said to Dorrd. Then there was Garth, just beyond—she had not noticed him in the crowd before.
"Garth! Y ou cometoo. Well have aparty!"

"Yes," Dorrd said, "but isthe Eyrie the place for it?'

Marisflushed. "Oh, of course not!" She glanced around at the crowd. "No, we'll go back to our house,
on Lesser, and everyone can come, us and Father and the Landsman and Jamis, and Barrion will sing for
us, if we can find him, and—" and then she saw Call, running toward her, hisface dight.

"Marig Marid" Heran to her and hugged her enthusiagticaly, then broke away, grinning.
"Wheredid you goto?’

"Off with Barrion, | had to, I'm making a song. Just got the start of it now, but it will be good, | can fed
it, it redly will be. It'sabout you."

"ME?'

Hewas obvioudy proud of himsdf. "Yes. Youll be famous. Everyonewill sing it and everyone will know
about you."

"They dready do," Dorrd sad. "Believe me."

"Oh, but | mean forever. For aslong asthis song is sung they'll know about you—the girl who wanted
wings so much she changed the world.”

And perhapsit wastrue, Maris thought later, as she strapped on her wings and rose into the wind with
Dorrel and Garth by her side. But to have changed the world didn't seem half so important nor half so
red asthewind in her hair, the familiar pull of muscles as sherosg, riding the beloved currents she had
thought might be lost to her forever. She had her wings again, she had the sky; she was whole now and
she was happy.

PART TWO
One-Wing

THE ODDEST THING about dying was how easy it was, how cam and beautiful.

The dill ar had come upon Mariswithout warning. An ingtant before, the ssorm had raged dl around her.
Rain stung her eyes and ran down her cheeks and ting'd againgt the silver metd of her wings, and the
windswerefull of tumult, pushing her thisway and that, dapping her contemptuoudy from sideto Sdeas
if shewere achild new to the air. Beneath the wing struts, her arms ached from the struggle. Dark clouds
obscured the horizon, while the sea below was frothing and troubled; land was nowherein sight. Maris
cursed and hurt and flew.



Then peace enveloped her, and cam, and desth.

The winds quieted and the rains stopped. The sea ceased itswild heaving. The clouds themsalves
seemed to draw back, until they wereinfinitely far avay. A slencefdl, an eerie hush, asif time had
paused to catch its bregth.

Inthe ill ar, with her bright wings spread wide, Maris began to descend.

It wasadow, gradual descent, athing of beauty, graceful and inevitable. Without a breeze to push or lift,
she could only glide forward and down. It was not afdl. It seemed to last forever. Far ahead she could
see the spot where she would hit the water.

Briefly her flyer'singtincts bid her struggle. She banked thisway and that, tried to tack, searched vainly
for an updraft or acurrent in the quiet sky. Her wings, twenty feet across, lifted and fell, and a sudden
shaft of wan sunlight gleamed on the sllver metd. But her descent continued.

Then shewas cadm, ascam asthe air, her inner turmoil as il asthe seabelow. Shefelt the deep peace
of surrender, therdlief of ending her long battle with the winds. She had aways been at their mercy, she
thought, never truly in control. They werewild and she was weak, and she was foolish to have dreamed
otherwise. Shelooked up, wondering if she would see the ghost flyerswho were said to haunt till air.

Thetipsof her boots brushed the water first, and then her body shattered the gray, smooth mirror of the
ocean. Theimpact of the cold water seared her like aflame, and she sank...

... and woke, wet and gasping for breath.

Silence pounded in her ears. The sweat on her body dried in the cool air, and she sat up, disoriented and
blind. Across the room she could see athin red line of banked codls, but they were at the wrong side of
the bed to be the Eyrie, and too far away for her fireplace at home. The air smelled faintly of damp and
seamold.

The smell gaveit awvay. She was a the academy, she thought with relief, at Woodwings, suddenly dl the
shadows resolved themsdlves into the mundane and familiar. The tension drained dowly from her body,
and now Mariswasfully awake. Pulling aroughly woven shift over her head, she moved carefully across
the dark room to the fireplace, where she took awoven taper from the pile and lit a sand candle.

Inthelight she saw thelittle stone jug beside her low bed, and smiled. Just the thing to wash away the
nightmares.

She sat cross-legged on the bed as she sipped the cool, woody wine, staring at the flickering candle
flame dl thewhile. The dream disturbed her. Like dl flyers, Marisfeared il air, but until now she had
not had nightmares about it. And the peace of it dl, the sense of surrender and acceptance—those were
thewors parts. | am aflyer, she thought, and that was not atrue flyer's dream.

Someone knocked on her door.
"Enter,” Maris said, setting the wine jug aside.

SRdlastood in the doorway, adight, dark girl with her hair cropped short in the Southern fashion.
"Bregkfast soon, Maris," she sad, the dight durring of her gpeech reflecting her origins. " Senawantsto
seeyou before, though. Up in her room.”

"Thanks" Marissaid, smiling. Sheliked SRella, perhaps best of dl the students at the Woodwings
academy. Theidand in the Southern Archipeago where SRella had been born was aworld away from



Maris own Lesser Amberly, but despite their differences Maris saw alot of hersdlf in the younger girl.
SRelawas smal but determined, with astaminathat belied her size. At the moment she was il
gracelessin the sky, but she was stubborn enough to give hope of quick improvement. Maris had been
working with Senasflock of would-be flyersfor nearly ten days now, and she had cometo regard
SRdlaasone of the three or four most promising.

"Shdl | wait and show you the way?' the girl asked when Maris climbed off the bed to wash at the basin
of water inthefar corner of the room.

"No," Marissaid. " Off to breakfast now. | can find Senawell enough mysdlf." She smiled to soften the
dismissa, and SRdlaamiled back, alittle shyly, before she lft.

A few minuteslater Maris was having second thoughts as she groped aong anarrow, dank corridor in
search of Senas cubbyhole. Woodwings academy was an ancient structure, a huge rock shot through
with tunnels and caves, some natural, others hollowed out by human hands. Itslower chambers were
perpetudly flooded, and even in the upper, inhabited portions, many of the roomsand dl of the hdls
were windowless, cut off from sun and stars. The sea smell was everywhere. In the old daysit had been
afortress, built during Seatooth's bitter revolt against Big Shotan and afterward unoccupied until the
Landsman of Seatooth had offered it to the flyers asasite for atraining academy. In the seven years
since, Senaand her charges had restored much of it, but it was till easy to take awrong turning and get
lost in the abandoned sections.

Time passed without atrace in the corridors of Wood-wings. Torches burned down in wall-sockets and
lamps ran short of oil, and days often passed before anyone noticed. Maris felt her way carefully dong
one such dark stretch of corridor, nervous and a bit oppressed by the weight of the old fortress on her.
She did not like being underground and enclosed; it quarreled with al her flyer'singtincts.

With relief Maris saw the dim glow of alight ahead. Onelast, sharp corner and she found herself back in
familiar territory. Unless she had gotten turned around completely, Sena's room was the first to the left.

"Maris." Senalooked up and smiled. Shewas Sitting in awicker chair, carving a soft block of wood with
abone knife, but now she set it aside and motioned Maristo enter. "'l was about to call for SRellaagain
and send her looking for you. Did you get lost in our maze?!

"Almogt," Maris said, shaking her head. "I should have thought to carry alight. | can get from my roomto
the kitchen or the common room or the outside, but beyond that it isaless certain proposition.”

Senalaughed, but it was only polite laughter, masking amood that was far from light. The teacher wasa
former flyer, threetimes Maris age, made land-bound a decade ago in the sort of accident al too
common among flyers. Normally her vigor and enthusiasm cloaked her age, but this morning she looked
old and tired. Her bad eye, like a piece of milky sea-glass, seemed to weigh down the left side of her
face. It sagged and trembled beneath its burden.

"You sent SRdlato mefor areason," Marissad. "News?'

"News," Senasaid, "and not good. | thought it best not to talk about it at breakfast until | had discussed it
withyou."

IIYS?I
"Eastern has closed Airhome," Senasaid.

Maris sighed and leaned back in her chair. Suddenly she too felt weary. The newswas no great surprise,



but it was till disheartening. "Why now?" she asked. "'l spoke to Nord three months ago, when they sent
me out with amessage to Far Hunderlin. He thought they would keep the doors open at least through the
next competition. He even told me that he had severa promising sudents.”

"Therewas adeath,” Senasaid. "One of those promising students made a migudgment, and struck a
cliffsdewith her wing. Nord could only watch helplesdy as shefdl to the rocks below. Worse, her
parents were there too. Wealthy, powerful people—traders from Chedin with more than a dozen ships.
The girl had been showing off for them. The parents went to the Landsman, of course, asking for justice.
They said Nord was negligent.”

"Washe?' Marissad.

Senashrugged. "He was amediocre flyer even when he had hiswings, and | cannot believe hewas
better than that as ateacher. Always too eager to impress. And he constantly overpraised and
overestimated his students. Last year, in the competition, he sponsored ninein chalenges. They dl failed,
and most had no businesstrying. | sponsored only three. Thisgirl that died, I'm told, had been at
Airhomeonly ayear. A year, Marisl She had talent perhaps, but it waslike Nord to let her go too far
too soon. Well, it istoo late now. Y ou know the academies have been adrain, ausdessdrain to hear
some Landsmen talk. All they needed was an excuse. They dismissed Nord and closed the school. End.
And dl the children of Eastern can give up their dreams now, and content themsaveswith their lot in life.”
Her voice was bitter.

"Thenwearethelast,” Marissad glumly.

"Wearethelast,” Senaechoed. "And for how long? The Landsman sent arunner to melast night, and |
hobbled up to get thisjoyous news, and afterward we talked. Sheis not happy with us, Maris. She says
that she has given us meat and hearth and iron coin for seven years, but we have given her no flyer in
return. Sheisimpatient.”

"So | gather,"” Maris said. She knew the Landsman of Seatooth only by reputation, but that was enough.
Seatooth lay close by Big Shotan but had along, fierce history of independence. Its present ruler wasa
proud, ambitious woman who was deeply resentful that her idand had never had aflyer of itsown. She
had campaigned hard to make Seatooth the home of the training academy for the Western Archipelago,
and once she had been lavish in her support. But now she expected results. " She doesn't understand,”
Marissaid. "None of the land-bound understand, redlly. The Woodwingers come to the competitions
amost raw, to vie with seasoned flyers and flyer-children who have been bred and reared to wings. If
only they would giveyou time ..." |

"Time, time, time," said Sena, ahint of anger in her voice. "Yes, | said as much to the Landsman. She
said that seven years was enough time. Y ou, Maris, you are aflyer. | wasaflyer once. We know the
difficulties, the need for training year after year, for practice until your armstremble with the effort and
your palms come away bloody from the wing grips. The land-bound know none of that. Too many of
them thought the fight was over seven years ago. They thought that next week the sky would be full of
fisherfolk and cobblers and glassblowers, and they were dismayed when the first competition came and
went and the flyers and flyer-children defeated dl land-bound chalengers.

"At least then they cared. Now they are only resigned, | fear. In the seven years since your great
Council, the seven years of the academies, only once has aland-bound taken wings. And he logt them
back again ayear later, at the very next competition. These days| think theidand folk come to the mests
only to seeflyer siblings compete for the family wings. The chalenges from my Woodwingers are talked
about as akind of acomic interlude, a brief performance by some jestersto lighten up the moments
between the serious races.”



"Sena, Sena," Maris said with concern. The older woman had poured dl of the passion of her own
broken life into the dreams of the young people who came to Woodwings asking for the sky. Now she
was clearly upset, her voice trembling despite hersdlf. "I understand your distress,” Maris said, taking
Sends hand, "but it isn't as bad asyou say.”

Senas good eye regarded Maris skeptically, and she pulled her hand away. "It is," sheinssted. "Of
coursethey don't tel you. No one wantsto bring bad news, and they al know what the academies mean
toyou. But it'strue” Maristried to interrupt, but Senawaved her quiet. "No, enough, and not another
word about my distress. | did not cal you hereto comfort me, or to make us late for breakfast. | wanted
to tell you the news privatdly, before | told the others. And | wanted to ask you to fly to Big Shotan for
me"

“Today?

"Yes" Senasaid. "Y ou have been doing good work with the children. It isarea benefit to them to have
an actua flyer in their midst. But we can spare you for one day. It should only take afew hours.”

"Certainly,” Marissaid. "What isthis about?'

"Theflyer who brought the news about Airhome to the Landsman also brought another message. A
private message for me. One of Nord's students wishes to continue his studies here, and hopesthat | will
sponsor himin the next competition. He asksfor permission to travel here.”

"Here?' Marissad, incredulous. ""From Eastern? Without wings?'

"He hasword of atrader bold enough to try the open seas, | antold,” Senasaid. "The voyageis
hazardous, to be sure, but if heiswilling to makeit I will not begrudge him admission. Takemy
agreement to the Landsman of Big Shotan, if you would. He sends three flyers to Eastern every month,
and oneis dueto leave on the morrow. Speed isimportant. The shipswill take amonth getting here even
if thewinds are kind, and the compsetition isonly two months avay."

"I could take the message direct to Eastern mysdlf," Maris suggested.

"No," said Sena. "We need you here. Smply relay my word to Big Shotan and then return to fly guard on
my clumsy young birds." She rose unsteadily from her wicker chair, and Maris stood up quickly to help
her. " And now we should see about breskfast,” Sena continued. ™Y ou need to eat before your flight, and
with all the time we have spent talking, | fear the others have probably esten our share.”

But breakfast was still waiting when they reached the common room. Two blazing hearths kept the large
hall warm and bright in the damp morning. Gently curving walls of stone rose to become an arched and
blackened celling. The furniture was rough and sparse: three long wooden tables with benches running the
length of each side. The benches were crowded with students now, talking and joking and laughing, most
a least half finished with their medls. Nearly twenty woul d-be flyers were currently in resdence, ranging
in age from awoman only two years younger than Maristo aboy just shy of ten.

The hal quieted only alittle when Maris and Sena entered, and Sena had to shout to be heard above the
din and clatter. But after she had finished speaking, it was very quiet indeed.

Maris accepted a chunk of black bread and abowl of porridge and honey from Kerr, achubby youth
who was taking histurn as cook today, and found a place on one of the benches. As she ate, she
conversed politely with the students on either side of her, but she could sense that neither had her heart in
it, and after a short time both of them excused themsalves and |eft. Maris could not blame them. She
remembered how she had felt, years earlier, when her own dream of being aflyer had been imperiled, as



their dreams were imperiled now. Airhome was not the first academy to shut its doors. The desolate
idand-continent of Artdlliahad given up firdt, after three years of failure, and the academiesin the
Southern Archipelago and the Outer Idands had followed it into oblivion. Eastern's Airhome was the
fourth closing, leaving only Woodwings. No wonder the students were sullen.

Maris mopped her plate with the last of the bread, swallowed it, and pushed back from the table. " Sena,
I will not be back until tomorrow morning,” she said as sherose. "I'm going to fly to the Eyrie after Big
Shotan.”

Senalooked up from her own plate and nodded. "Very well. | planto let Leyaand Kurt try the air today.
Therest will exercise. Be back as early asyou can.” She returned to her food.

Maris sensed someone behind her, and turned to see SRella. "May | help you with your wings, Maris?'
"Of courseyou may. Thank you."

Thegirl smiled. They walked together down the short corridor to the little room where the wings were
kept. Three pair of wings hung on thewall now; Maris own and two owned by the academy, dying
bequests from flyerswho had |eft no heirs. It was hardly surprising that the WWoodwingers fared so poorly
in competition, Maristhought bitterly as she contemplated thewings. A flyer sends his child into the sky
amogt daily during the years of training, but at the academies—with so many students and so few
wings—jpractice timewas not so easily come by. There was only so much you could learn on the ground.

She pushed the thought away and lifted her wings from the rack. They made a compact package, the
srutsfolded neatly back on themsalves, the tissue-metal hanging limply between and drooping toward
thefloor like aslver cape. SRellaheld them up easily with one hand while Maris partiadly unfolded them,
checking each strut and joint carefully with fingers and eyesfor any wear or defect that might become
evident, too late, asadanger intheair.

"It's bad about them closing Airhome," SRellasaid as Marisworked. "It happened just the sameway in
Southern, you know. That was why | had to come here, to Woodwings. Our own school was closed.”

Maris paused and looked at her. She had amost forgotten that the shy Southern girl had been avictim of
aprevious closing. "One of the students from Airhomeis coming here, asyou did,” Marissaid. "So you
won't be done among the savage Westerners anymore.” She smiled.

"Do you missyour home?' SRella asked suddenly.

Maristhought amoment. "Truthfully, | don't know thet | redly have ahome," she said. "Wherever | amis
my home."

SRdladigested that camly. "I supposethat'sagood way to fed, if youreaflyer. Do most flyersfed that
way?'

"Maybe alittle bit,” Maris said. She glanced back to her wings and set her hands to work again. "But not
so much asme. Most flyers have moretiesto their home idandsthan | do, though never so many asthe
land-bound. Could you help me stretch that taut? Thanks. No, | didn't mean that particularly because I'm
aflyer, but just because my old homeisgone and | haven't made anew one yet. My father—my
stepfather, really—died three years ago. Hiswife died long before that, and my own natural parents are
both dead aswell. | have astepbrother, Call, but he's been off adventuring and singing in the Outer
Idandsfor along time now. Thelittle house on Lesser Amberly seemed awfully big and empty with Coll
and Russ both gone. And since | had no one to go hometto, | went therelessand less. Theidand
survives. The Landsman would like histhird flyer to be in residence more often, no doubt, but he makes



do with thetwo a hand." She shrugged. "My friends are flyers, mostly.”
III %II

Marislooked at SRella, who was staring at the wing she till held with more concentration than it
warranted. Y ou missyour home," Marissaid gently.

SRelanodded dowly. "It's different here. The others are different from the people | knew."
"A flyer hasto get used to that,” Marissaid.

"Y es. But there was someone | loved. Wetalked of marrying, but | knew we never would. | loved
him—I till love him—but | wanted to be aflyer even more. Y ou know."

"I know," Maris said, trying to be encouraging. " Perhaps, after you win your wings, he could—"

"No. Hell never leave hisland. He can't. Hes afarmer, and hisland has dways been in hisfamily. He—
well, he never asked meto give up theideaof flying, and | never asked him to give up hisland.”

"Hyers have married farmers before,” Marissaid. ™Y ou could go back.”

"Not without wings,” SRellasaid fiercdly. Her eyesmet Maris. "No matter how long it takes. And
if—when—I win my wings, well, hélll have married by then. He's bound to. Farming isnt ajob for a
sngle person. Hell want awife who lovestheland, and alot of children.”

Maris said nothing.
"Well, | have made my choice" SRdlasad. "It'sjust that sometimes| get... homesick. Lonely, maybe."
"Yes" Marissaid. She put ahand on SRellas shoulder. "Come, | have amessageto ddliver."”

SRdlaled theway. Maris dung her wings over ashoulder and followed down a dark passageway that
led to awell-fortified exit. It opened on what had once been an observation platform, awide stone ledge
eighty feet above where the sea crested and broke against the rocks of Seatooth. The sky was gray and
overcast, but the wild salt smell of the ocean and the strong, eager hands of the wind filled Mariswith
exhilaration.

SRedlahdd the wings while Maris fastened the restraining straps around her body. When they were
secure, SRellabegan to unfold them, strut by strut, locking each into place so the Silver tissue pulled tight
and strong. Mariswaited patiently, aware of her role as teacher, athough she was anxiousto be off. Only
when the wings were fully extended did she smile at SRella, dide her arms through the loops, and wrap
her hands around the worn, familiar lesther of thewing grips.

Then, with four quick steps, she was off.

For asecond, or less than a second, she fell, but then the winds took her, thrumming against her wings,
lifting her, turning her plunge into flight, and thefed of it waslike ashock running through her, ashock
that left her flushed and breathless and set her skinto tingling. That instant, that little space of lessthan a
second, medeit dl worthwhile. It was better and more thrilling than any sensation Maris had ever known,
better than love, better than everything. Alive and doft, she joined the strong western wind in alover's
embrace.

Big Shotan lay to the north, but for the moment Maris|et the prevailing wind carry her, luxuriating in the
finefreedom of an effortless soar before beginning her game with the winds, when she would have to



tack and turn, test and tease them into taking her where she choseto go. A flight of rainbirds darted past
her, each adifferent bright color, their haste an omen of acoming storm. Maris followed them, climbing
higher and higher, risng until Seatooth was only agreen and gray area off to her left, smaller than her
hand. She could see Eggland aswell, and off in the distance the fog banks that shrouded the
southernmost coast of Big Shotan.

Maris began to circle, ddliberately dowing her progress, aware of how easy it would be to overshoot her
destination. Conflicting air currents whispered past her ears, taunting her with promises of anorthbound
gae somewhere above, and she rose again, seeking it in the colder air far above the sea. Now Big
Shotan's coast and Seatooth and Eggland were all spread out before her on the metallic gray ocean like
toys on atable. She saw the tiny shapes of fishing boats bobbing in the harbors and bays of Shotan and
Seatooth, and gulls and scavenger kites by the hundreds whedling around the sharp crags of Eggland.

She had lied to SRella, Marisredized suddenly. She did have ahome, and it was here, in the sky, with
the wind strong and cold behind her and her wings on her back. The world below, with itsworries about
trade and politics and food and war and money, was alien to her, and even at the best of times she
awaysfdt abit apart fromit. She was aflyer, and like dl flyers, she wasless than whole when she took
off her wings.

Smiling asmall, secret amile, Mariswent to deliver her message.

The Landsman of Big Shotan was a busy man, occupied by the endless task of ruling the oldest, richest,
and most densdly populated idand on Windhaven. He was in conference when Maris arrived—some sort
of fishing dispute with Little Shotan and Skulny—but he came out to see her. Flyers were the equals of
the Landsmen, and it was dangerous even for one as powerful as he to dight them. He heard Send's
message digpassionately, and promised that word would travel back to Eastern the next morning, on the
wingsof one of hisflyers.

Maris|eft her wings on the wall of the conference room in the Old Captain's House, asthe Landsman's
ancient sprawling residence was named, and wandered into the streets of the city beyond. It wasthe only
redl city on Windhaven; oldest, largest, and first. Stormtown, it was called; the town the Star sailors built.
Marisfound it endlesdy fascinating. There were windmills everywhere, their great blades churning againgt
the gray sky. There were more people here than on Lesser and Grester Amberly together. There were
shops and stdls of ahundred different sorts, saling every useful good and worthless trinket imaginable.

She spent severa hoursin the market, browsing happily and listening to the talk, athough she bought
very little. Afterward she ate alight dinner of smoked moonfish and black bread, washed down with a
mug of kivas, the hot spice wine that Shotan prided itself on. The inn where shetook her medl had a
snger and Marislistened to him politely enough, though she thought him much inferior to Coll and other
sngers she had known on Amberly.

It was close to dusk when she flew from Stormtown, in the wake of abrief squall that had washed the
city streetswith rain. She had good winds at her back all the way, and it had just turned dark when she
reached the Eyrie.

It hulked out of the sea at her, black in the bright starlight, a weathered column of ancient stone whose
sheer walsrose six hundred feet straight up from the foaming waters.

Maris saw lights within the windows. She circled once and came down skillfully in thelanding pit, full of
damp sand. Alone, it took her several minutes to remove and fold her wings. She hung them on a hook
just ingdethe door.

A smdll firewas blazing in the hearth of the common room. Infront of it, two flyers she knew only by



sight were engrossed in agame of geechi, shoving the black and white pebbles around a board. One of
them waved at her. She nodded in reply, but by then his glance had aready gone back to his game.

There was one other present, dumped in an armchair near the fire with an earthenware mug in his hand,
sudying the flames. But he looked up when she entered. "Maris!" he said, rising suddenly and grinning.
He set hismug aside and started across the room. "1 hadn't expected to see you here."

"Dorrd," she said, but then he was there, and he put hisarms around her and they kissed, briefly but with
intengity. One of the geechi playerswatched them in adisiracted sort of way, but his gaze fell quickly
when his opponent moved a stone.

"Did you fly dl the way from Amberly?* Dorrel asked her. "Y ou must be hungry. Sit by thefireand I'll
fetch you a snack. There's cheese and smoked ham and some sort of fruitbread in the kitchen.”

Maristook hishand and squeezed it and led him back toward the fire, choosing two chairswell away
from the geechi players. "I ate not too long ago,” she said, "'but thanks. And | flew from Big Shotan, not
Amberly. An easy flight. Thewinds are friendly tonight. | haven't been to Amberly in dmost amonth, I'm
afraid. The Landsmanisgoing to be angry.”

Dorrel did not look too happy himself. Hislean face wrinkled in afrown. "Hying? Or gone to Seatooth
again?' He released her hand and found his mug once more, sipping from it carefully. Steam rose from
within.

" Sestooth. Sena asked me to come spend some time with the students. 1've been working with them for
about ten days. Before that | was on along mission, to Deeth in the Southern Archipelago.”

Dorrel sat down hismug and sighed. ™Y ou don't want to hear my opinion,” he said cheerfully, "but I'm
going totell it to you anyway. Y ou spend too much time away from Amberly, working at the academy.
Senaisteacher there, not you. Sheispaid good meta for doing what she does. | don't see her pressing
any ironinto your padm."

"l have enough iron,” Maris said. "Russ left me well-off. Senaslot is harder. And the WWoodwingers need
my help— they see precious few flyers on Seatooth.” Her voice became warmer, coaxing. "Why don't
you come spend afew days yourself? Laus would survive aweek without you. We could share aroom.
I'd like to have you with me."

"No." His cheerful tone vanished abruptly, and he looked vagudly irritated. "I'd love to spend aweek
with you, Maris, in my cabin on Laus, or your home on Amberly, or even herein the Eyrie. But not at
Woodwings. I'vetold you before: | won't train agroup of land-bounds to take the wings of my friends.”

Hiswords wounded her. She pulled back in her chair and looked away from him, into thefire. "Y ou
sound like Corm, seven years ago,” she said.

"| don't deservethat, Maris."

She turned back to look a him. "Then why won't you help? Why are you so contemptuous of the
Wood-wingers? Y ou sneer at them like the most tradition-bound old flyer—but seven years ago you
werewith me. Y ou fought for this, believed in it with me. | could never have done it without you—they
would have taken my wings and named me outlaw. Y ou risked the same fate by helping me. What has
changed you s0?'

Dorrel shook his head violently. "I haven't changed, Maris. Listen. Seven years ago, | fought for you. |
didn't care about those precious academies you dreamed up—I fought for your right to keep your wings



and be aflyer. Because | loved you, Maris, and | would have done anything for you. And," hewent on,
histone alittle cooler, "you were the best damn flyer I'd ever seen. It was a crime, madness, to give your
wingsto your brother and ground you. Now, don't look at me like that. Of course the principle mattered
to me, too."

"Didit?" Marisasked. It was an old argument, but it still upset her.

"Of courseit did. | wouldn't fly intheface of dl | believed just to please you. The system asit existed
was unfair. The traditions had to be changed—you were right about that. | believed that then, and |
bdieveit now."

"You believeit," Marissaid bitterly. Y ou say that, but words are easy. Y ou won't do anything for your
belief— you won't help me now, dthough we're on the verge of losing al we fought for."

"We aren't going to lose it. We won. We changed the rules—we changed the world."
"But without the academies, what does that mean?'

"The academied! | didn't fight for the academies. Changing bad tradition waswhet | fought for. I'll agree
that if aland-bound can outfly me, | must give him my wings. But | will not agree to teach him to outfly
me. And that'swhat you're asking of me. You, of al people, should understand what it meansto aflyer
to losethe sky."

"| al'so understand what it isto want to fly but to know that there's no chance of ever being dlowed to,"
Marissad. "There's astudent at the academy—SRella. Y ou should have heard her thismorning, Dorrdl.
She wantsto fly more than anything. She'salot likel was, when Russfirst began to teach me how to fly.
Come hedlp her, Dorr."

"If sheredly islikeyou, shéll be flying soon enough, whether | choose to help her or not. So | choose
not. Then if she defeats afriend of mine, takes hiswingsin competition, | won't haveto fed guilty.” He
drained hismug and stood up.

Maris scowled and was seeking another argument when he said, ""Have some teawith me?' She nodded,
watching him go to the kettle on the fire where the fragrant spiced tea steamed. His stance, hiswalk, the
way he bent to pour the tea—all so familiar to her. She knew him probably better than she had ever
known anyone, she thought.

When Dorrd returned with the hot, sweetened drinks and took his place close to her again, the anger
was gone, her thoughts having taken another direction.

"What happened to us, Dorr? A few years ago we planned to marry. Now we glare at each other from
our separate idands and squabble like two Landsmen arguing fishing rights. What happened to our plans
to live together and have children—what happened to our love?' She smiled ruefully. "I don't understand
what happened.”

"Yesyou do," Dorrel said, hisvoice gentle. "Thisargument happened. Y our loves and your loydties are
divided between the flyers and the land-bound. Mine aren't. Lifeisn't smple anymore—not for you. We
don't want the same things, and it's hard for usto understand each other. Weloved each other so much
once..." Hetook asip of the hot tea, his eyes cast down. Maris watched him, waiting, feding sad. She
wished for amoment that they could return to that earlier time, when their love had been so
single-minded and strong that it had seemed certain to weather dl storms.

Dorrel looked up a her again. "But | dill love you, Maris. Things have changed, but the love's il there.,



Maybe we can't join our lives, but when we are together we can love each other and try not to fight,
hrmm?'

She amiled a him, abit tremuloudy, and put her hand out. He grasped it strongly and smiled.

"Now. No more arguing, and no more sad talk of what might have been. We have the present—Iet's
enjoy it. Do you redlizeit's been nearly two months since we were together last? Where have you been?
What have you seen? Tell me some news, love. Some good gossip to cheer me up,” he said.

"My newsisn't very cheerful,” Maris said, thinking about the messages sheld heard and carried recently.
"Eastern has closed Airhome. One of the students there died in an accident. Another oneistaking ship to
Seatooth. The others have given up and gone home, | suppose. Don't know what Nord will do." She
disengaged her hand and reached for her tea.

Dorrel shook hishead, asmal smile on hisface. "Even your newsis of nothing but the academies. Mine's
more interesting. The Landsman of Scyllas Point died, and his youngest daughter was chosen to succeed
him. Rumor hasit that Kred—dyou know him? Fair-haired boy missng afinger on hisleft hand?You
might have noticed him at the last competition, he did alot of fancy double-loops—anyway, that he's
going to become Scylla Point's second flyer because the new Landsman'sin love with him! Can you
imagine—aLandsman and aflyer married ?'

Marissmiled dightly. "It's happened before.”

"Notin our time. Did you hear about the fishing fleet off Greater Amberly? Destroyed by ascylla, though
they managed to kill it, and most got away with their lives, even if without their boats. Another scylla,
dead, washed up on the shores of Culhal—I saw the carcass." Heraised his brows and held his nose.
"Even againg thewind | could smdl it! And upin Artdlia, word isthat two flyer-princes are warring for
control of the Iron Idands." Dorrel stopped speaking, his head turning as aviolent gust of wind from
outsde rattled the heavy lodge door.

"Ah," he said, turning back and spping histea "Just thewind."
"What isit?' Marisasked. "Y ou're 0 restless. Are you expecting someone?"

"| thought Garth might come." He hesitated. "We were supposed to meet here this afternoon, but he
hasn't shown up. Nothing important, but he was flying amessage out to Culhal and said hed meet me
here on the way back and we'd get drunk together.”

"So maybe he got drunk aone. Y ou know Garth." She spoke lightly, but she saw that he wastruly
worried. "A lot of things could have delayed him—perhaps he had to fly an answer back. Or he might
have decided to stay on Culhdl for aparty. I'm sure he'sdl right.”

Despite her words, Maris, too, wasworried. The last time she had seen Garth he had obvioudly put on
welght—always dangerous for aflyer. And he wastoo fond of parties, particularly the wine and the food.
She hoped he was safe and well. He'd never been areckless flyer—that was comforting to
remember—but he'd also never been more than solid and competent in the air. As he grew ol der,
heavier, and dower in his responses, the steady skills of hisyouth were becoming less certain.

"You'reright,” Dorrel said. "Garth can take care of himself. He probably met up with some good
companions on Culhall and forgot about me. He likesto drink, but hed never fly drunk.” He drained his
mug and forced asmile. "We might aswell return the favor and forget about him. At least for tonight.”

Their eyes met, and they moved to alow, cushioned bench closer to thefire. There they managed, a



least for atime, to put aside their conflicts and fears asthey drank more teaand, later, wine, and talked
of good times from the past, and exchanged gossip about the flyers they both knew. The evening passed
in apleasant haze, and much later that night they shared a bed and something more than memories. It was
good to hold someone she cared about, Maris thought, and to be held in turn, after o many nightsin her
narrow bed adone. His head againgt her shoulder, his body a solid comfort againgt hers, Marisfell adeep
at last, warm and contented.

But that night she dreamed again of falling.

The next day Marisrose early, cold and frightened from her dream. She left Dorrel deeping and atea
londly breakfast of hard cheese and bread in the deserted common room. Asthe sun brushed the horizon
she donned her wings and gave hersdlf to the morning wind. By midday she was back at Seatooth, flying
guard for SRellaand aboy named Jan while they tried their fledgling wings.

She stayed and worked with the Woodwingers for another week, watching their unsteady progressin the
arr, helping them through their exercises, and telling them stories of famous flyers each night around the
fire

But increasingly shefdt guilty over her prolonged absence from Lesser Amberly, and findly she took her
leave, promising Sena she would return in time to help prepare the students for their challenges.

It wasafull day'sflight to Lesser Amberly. She was exhausted when shefinaly saw thefireburning inits
familiar light tower, and very glad to collgpse into her own long-empty bed. But the sheets were cold and
the room was dusty, and Maris found it hard to deep. Her own familiar house seemed cramped and
strange to her now. She rose and went in search of asnack, but she had been gone too long—thelittle
food l€ft in the kitchen was st e or spoiled. Hungry and unhappy, she returned to a cold bed and afitful

deep.

The Landsman's greeting was polite but aoof when she went to him the next morning. " The times have
been busy,” he said smply. "I've sent for you severd times, only to find you gone. Corm and Shdli have
flown the missonsingtead, Maris. They grow weary. And now Shalli iswith child. Are weto content
oursalveswith asingleflyer, likeapoor idand haf our Sze?'

"If you have flying for meto do, giveit to me" Marisreplied. She could not deny thejustice of his
complaint, yet neither would she promise to stay away from Seatooth.

The Landsman frowned, but there was nothing €l se he could do. He recited a message to her, along,
involved message to the traders on Powest, seed grain in return for canvas sails, but only if they would
send the shipsto get it, and an iron bribe for their support in some dispute between the Amberlys and
Kessdar. Maris memorized it word for word without letting it fully touch her conscious mind, asflyers
often did. And then she was off to theflyers cliff and the sky.

Anxious not to let her get away again, the Landsman kept her occupied. No sooner would she return
from one mission than up she went again on another; back and forth to Poweet four times, twiceto Little
Shotan, twice to Greater Amberly, once to Kessdar, once each to Culhall and Stonebowl and Laus
(Dorrd was not a home, off on some mission himself), once on along flight to Kite's Landing in Eastern.

When at last she found hersdlf free to escape to Seatooth again, barely three weeks remained before the
competition.

"How many do you intend to sponsor in chalenges?' Maris asked. Somewhere outside rain and wind
lashed theidand, but the thick stone walls that enclosed them kept the weather far away. Senasat on a
low stoal, atorn shirt in her hands, and Maris stood before her, warming her back by thefire. They were



in Sena'sroom.

"I had hoped to ask your advice on that,” Senasaid, looking up from her clumsy job of mending. "1 think
four thisyear, perhapsfive

"SRdlacertanly,” Marissad, thoughtfully. Her opinions might influence Sena, and Sends sponsorship
was all-important to the would-be flyers. Only those who won her gpprova were allowed to issue
chalenge. "Damen aswell. They are your best. After them—Sher and Leya, perhaps? Or Liane?!

"Sher and Leya," Senasaid, gtitching. "They would beimpossibleif | sponsored one and not the other. It
will be chore enough to convince them that they cannot challenge the same person and race asateam.”

Marislaughed. Sher and Leyawere two of the younger aspirants, inseparable friends. They were
talented and enthusiastic, although they tired too easily and could be rattled by the unexpected. She had
often wondered if their congtant companionship gave them strength, or smply reinforced their smilar
faults. "Do you think they can win?"

"No," Senasaid, without looking up. "But they are old enough to try, and lose. The experience will do
them good. Temper them. If their dreams cannot withstand aloss, they will never be flyers.”

Marisnodded. "And Lianeisthe onein doubt.?'
"l will not sponsor Liane," Senasaid. "Heisnot ready. | wonder if he will ever be ready.”

Mariswas surprised. "I've watched him fly," she said. "Heis strong, and at times hefliesbrilliantly. | grant
you that heis moody and erratic, but when he is good heis better than SRella and Damen together. He
might be your best hope."

"Hemight," Senasaid, "but | will not sponsor him. One week he soars like a nighthawk, and the next he
stumbles and tumbleslike achild thrown into the air for the first time. No, Maris. | want to win, but a
victory by Liane would be the worst thing that could happen to him. | would venture to bet that he would
be dead within the year. The sky is no safe haven for one whose skills come and go with hismoods.”

Reluctantly, Maris nodded. "Perhapsyou arewise," she said. "But who isyour possiblefifth, then?”

"Kerr," Senasaid. Setting her bone needle aside, she inspected the shirt she had been working on, then
spread it across her table and sat back to regard Maris evenly with her one good eye.

"Kerr? Heis nice enough, but heis nervous and overweight and uncoordinated, and hisarms are not half
as strong as they need to be. Kerr is hopeless, at least for the present. In afew years, perhaps..."

"His parents want him to race this year," Sena said wearily. "He has wasted two years dready, they say.
They own a copper mine on Little Shotan, and are most anxious for Kerr to have hiswings. They
support the academy handsomely.”

"l seg" said Mais.

"Last year | told them no," Senacontinued. "Thisyear | am less certain of mysdlf. Without avictory inthis
competition, the academy may lose its support from the Landsmen. Then only wedthy patronswill stand
between us and closing. Perhapsit isbest for everyone to keep them happy.”

"l undergtand,” Marissaid. "Though | do not entirely approve. Still, | supposeit cannot be helped. And it
will do Kerr little enough harm to lose. At times he seemsto enjoy playing the clown.”



Senasnorted. "l think | must doit. Yet | hateit. | had hoped you could talk me out of it."

"No," said Maris. "Y ou overestimate my e oquence. | will give some advice, however. During these last
weeks, reserve your wings soldly for those who will chalenge. They will need the seasoning. Occupy the
otherswith exercises and lessons.”

"| have done S0 in past years," Senasaid. "They aso race mock contests against each other. | would
have you contest with them too, if only to teach them how to lose. SRellachalenged last year, and
Damen haslost twice, but the others need the experience. Sher..."

"Sena, Maris, come quick!" The shout came from the hall, and a breathless Kerr suddenly appeared in
the doorway. "The Landsman sent someone, they need aflyer, they..." He panted, struggling with the
words.

"Go with him, quickly," Senatold Maris. "'l will hurry behind asfast as| am able.”

The stranger who waited in the common room among the students was a so panting; he had run dl the
way from the Landsman'stower. Y et speech seemed to burst from him. "Y oure the flyer?' Hewas
young and obvioudy distraught, glancing about like awild bird trapped in acage.

Maris nodded.

"Y ou must fly to Shotan. Please. And fetch their heder. The Landsman said to cometo you. My brother
isill. Wandering in the head. Hisleg is broken—badly, | can see the bone—and he won't tell me how to
fix it, or what to give him for hisfever. Please, hurry."

"Doesn't Sestooth have its own heder?' Maris asked.

"His brother isthe hedler,” volunteered Damen, alean youth native to theidand.

"Whét's the name of the hedler on Big Shotan?' Maris asked, just as Sena came limping into the room.
The old woman immediately grasped the Situation and took command. "There are severa,” she said.
"Hurry," the stranger implored. "My brother might die.”

"I don't think helll die of abroken leg," Maris began, but Sena silenced her with agesture.

"Thenyoureafoal," theyouth said. "He hasafever. Heraves. He fell down the dliff face climbing after
kite eggs, and helay donefor amost aday before | found him. Please.”

"Theré'saheder on the near end named Fila," Senasaid. "She's old and crotchety and doesn't care for
seatrave, but her daughter liveswith her and knows her arts. If she can't come, shelll tell you the name
of another who can. Don't waste your time in Stormtown. The hedersthere will al want to weigh your

metal before they gather their herbs. And stop at the South Landing and tell the ferry captain to wait for

an important passenger.”

"I'll go a once," Marissaid, with only the briefest of glancesfor the stew pot that was steaming over the
fire. Shewas hungry, but it could wait. "SRella, Kerr, come help me with my wings."

"Thank you," the stranger muttered, but Maris and the students were aready gone.

The storm had finally broken outside. Maris thanked her luck, and flew straight acrossthe sdt channd,
skimming afew feet above the waves. There were dangersin flying so low, but she had no timeto try for
dtitude, and scyllasrarely came so close to land anyway. The flight was short enough. Filawas easy to



find but—as Sena had predicted—re uctant to come. "The waters make me sick,” she muttered sourly.
"And that boy on Seatooth, he thinks he's better than me anyway. Always has, the young fool, and now
he comes crying to mefor help.” But her daughter apologized for her, and soon after left for the ferry.

On theway back, Marisindulged hersdlf, enjoying the sensuousfed of the winds asif to make up for the
brusque way that she had used them to travel to Big Shotan. The stormclouds were gone now; the sun
was shining brightly on the waters, and arainbow arched across the eastern sky. Mariswent in search of
it, soaring up on awarm current of air that rose from Shotan, frightening aflock of summerfowl when she
joined them from below. She laughed as they scattered in confusion, banking at the sametime, her body
responding out of habit to the subtle, shifting demands of the winds. They went in al directions, some
toward Seatooth, some toward Eggland or Big Shotan, some out toward the open sea. And farther out
she sawv—she narrowed her eyes, trying to be sure. A scylla, itslong neck rearing out of the water to
snap some unwary bird from the sky? No, there were several shapes. A hunting pack of seacats, then.
Or ships.

She circled and glided out over the ocean, leaving the idands behind her, and very shortly shewas sure.
Shipsadl right, five of them sailing together, and when the wind had brought her closer she could seethe
colorsaswell, the faded paint on the canvas sails, the ragged streamers flapping and fluttering above, the
hullsal black. Loca shipswere less gaudy; these had come along way. A trading fleet from Eastern.

She swooped low enough to see the crew hard at work replacing sails, pulling in lines and shifting
desperately to stay on the good side of the wind. A few looked up and shouted and waved at her, but
most concentrated on their labors. Sailing the open seas of Windhaven was aways a dangerous business,
and there were many monthsin the year when travel between distant idand groupings was made flatly
impaossible by the raging storms. To Maristhe wind was alover, but to the sailorsit was asmiling
assassin, pretending friendship only to gain the chanceto dash asall or drive aship to splintersagainst an
unseen rock. A ship wastoo largeto play the gamesthe flyers played; aship at seawasawaysin astate
of battle.

But these ships were safe enough now; the storm was past, and it would be sunset at least before another
one would be upon them. There would be celebration in Stormtown tonight; arrival of an Eastern trade
fleet this Sze was always an occasion. Fully athird of the shipsthat tried the hazardous crossing between
archipelagos werelost a sea. Maris guessed the fleet would make port in less than an hour, judging from
their position and the strength of the winds. She wheeled above them once more, made very aware of her
grace and freedom in the sky by their struggles below, and decided to carry the newsto Big Shotan
instead of returning immediately to Seatooth. She might even wait for them, she thought, curious about
their cargo and their news.

Maris drank too much wine in the boisterous tavern on the waterfront; it was pressed on her by the
ddighted customers, for she had been the firgt to bring word of the approaching fleet. Now everyone
was at the docks, drinking and carousing and speculating about what the traders might be bringing.

When the cry went up—first one voice, then many— that the ships were docking, Maris stood up, only
to lurch forward as she logt her balance, made dizzy by the wine. She would have fallen, but the crush of
bodies around her, rushing toward the door, kept her upright and bore her dong.

The scene outside was wild and noisy and for amoment Maris wondered whether she had beenright to
gtay; she could see nothing, learn nothing in this excited, milling crowd. Shrugging, she dowly fought her
way free of the mob, and sat down on an overturned barrel. She might aswell stay out of it and keep her
eyes open for anyone from the ship who could supply her with news. She leaned back against asmooth
stone wall and folded her armsto wait.



She woke unwillingly, annoyed by someone who would not stop pushing a her shoulder. She blinked her
eyes severd times, looking up into the face of astranger.

"YouareMaris" hesad. "Maristhe flyer? Maris of Lesser Amberly?' He was avery young man, with
the severe, sculpted face of an ascetic: a closed, guarded face that gave away nothing. Set in such aface,
his eyeswere sartling—large, dark, and liquid. His rust-colored hair was pulled back sharply from ahigh
forehead, and knotted at the back of his skull.

"Yes" shesad, sraightening. "I'm Maris. Why? What happened? | must havefalen adeep.”

"You must have," hesaid flatly. "I camein on the ship. Y ou were pointed out to me. | thought perhaps
you had cometo meet me."

"Oh!" Marislooked quickly around. The crowds had thinned and all but vanished. The docks were
empty except for agroup of traders standing on a gangplank, and awork-crew of stevedores unloading
chests of cloth. "I sat down to wait,” she muttered. "I must have closed my eyes. | didn't get much deep
lat night.”

There was something naggingly familiar about him, Maristhought groggily. Shelooked a him more
closaly. His clothing was Eastern in cut, but smple: gray fabric without ornamentation, thick and warm, a
hood hanging down behind him. He had a canvas bag under one arm and wore aknife in aleather sheath
a hiswad.

"Y ou said you were from the ship?' she asked. "Pardon, I'm still only half awake. Where are the other
slors?'

"The sailors are drinking or eating, the traders off haggling, | would say," he answered. "The voyage was
difficult. Welost one ship to astorm, though al but two of the crew were pulled from the water safely.
Conditions afterward were crowded and uncomfortable. The sailors were glad to come ashore.” He
paused. "I am no sailor, however. My apologies. | made amistake. | do not think you were sent to meet
me." Heturned to go.

Suddenly Marisredized who he must be. "Of course,” she blurted. ™Y ou're the student, the one from
Airhome." He had turned back to her. "I'm sorry," she said. "I'd forgotten all about you." She jumped
down from the barrel.

"My nameisVd," hesad, asif he expected it to mean something to her. "Va of South Arren.”
"Fing" Marissad. "Y ou know my name. I'm sure—"

He shifted his bag uneasily. The muscles around his mouth were tense. "They aso cal me One-Wing."
Maris said nothing. But her face gave her away.

"l seeyou know me after dl," he said, abit sharply.

"I've heard of you," Marisadmitted. "Y ou intend to compete?’

"l intend tofly," Vd said. "I have worked for thisfor four years."

"l see," Marissaid coolly. She looked up at the sky, dismissing him. It was nearly dusk. "I've got to get
back to Seatooth,” she said. "They'll bethinking | fell into the ocean. I'll tell them you arrived.”

"Aren't you even going to speak to the captain?' he asked sardonically. " She'sin the tavern across the



way, telling storiesto agullible crowd." He canted his head at one of the dockside buildings.
"No," Marissaid, too quickly. "But thanks." She turned away, but stopped when he called after her.
"Can | hire aboat to take me to Seatooth?"

"Y ou can hire anything in Stormtown,” Maris answered, "but it will cost you. Therésaregular ferry from
South Landing. Y ou'd probably do best to stay the night here and take the ferry in the morning." She
turned again and moved off down the cobbled street, toward the flyers quarters where she had stored
her wings. Shefelt abit ashamed of leaving him so aoruptly when he had come so far in hisdesireto bea
flyer, but she did not fed ashamed enough to turn back. One-Wing, she thought furioudy. She was
surprised he admitted to the name, and even more surprised that he would cometo try again a a
competition. He must know how hewould be met.

"You knew!" Maris shouted, angry enough not to careif the students heard her. ™Y ou knew and you
didnttdl me"

"Of course | knew," Senasaid. Her own voice was even, and her good eye was asimpassive and fixed
asher bad one. "l did not tell you earlier because | expected you would react like this."

"Sena, how could you?' Maris demanded. "Do you redlly intend to sponsor his challenge?'

"If heisgood enough,” Senareplied. "l have every reason to think hewill be. | have serious qualms about
sponsoring Kerr, but none whatsoever about Va."

"Don't you know how we fed about him?"
llWe?l

"Theflyers" Marissaid impatiently. She paced back and forth before thefire, then paused to face Sena
again. "He can't possibly win again. And if hedid, do you think it would keep Woodwings open? The
academies are dtill living down hisfirst win. If hewon again, the Landsman of Sestooth would—"

"The Landsman of Seatooth would be proud and pleased,” Senasaid, interrupting. "Va intendsto take
up residence hereif hewins, | bdieve. It's not the land-bound who call him One-Wing—only you flyers
do that."

"Hecdls himself One-Wing," Marissaid, her voice risng once more. "And you know why he got the
name. Even during the year he wore hiswings, he was never more than half aflyer." Sheresumed her

pacing.

"I'm lessthan haf aflyer mysdlf,” the older woman said quietly, looking into the flames. " A flyer without
wings. Va hasachancetofly again, and | can hdp him."

"Y ou'd do anything to have a Woodwinger win in the competition, wouldn't you?' Maris said accusingly.

Senaturned up her wrinkled face, her good eye bright and sharp on Maris. "What did he do to make you
hate him 07"

"Y ou know what hedid," Marissaid.
"Hewon apair of wings," Senasaid.

She seemed suddenly astranger. Maris spun away from her, turning her back on the older woman to
avoid the blind stare of that white and hideous eye. "He drove afriend of mineto suicide,” shesadina



low, intense voice. "Mocked her grief, took her wings, and al but pushed her off that cliff with hisown
hands."

"Nonsense" Senasaid. "Ari took her own life"”

"I knew Ari," Marissaid softly, till facing the fire. " She hadn't had her wings very long, but shewasa
trueflyer, one of the best. Everyoneliked her. Vd could never have defeated her infair flight.”

"V did defeat her.”

"Shetalked to me at the Eyrie, just after her brother died,” Marissaid. "She had seenit dl. Hewasout in
his boat, the lines out for moonfish, and she was flying above, kegping an eye on him. She saw the scylla

coming, but shewastoo far away, the winds tore the warning from her mouth. Shetried to fly closer, but
not in time. She saw the boat smashed to splinters, and the scyllals neck came craning up out of the water
with her brother'sbody initsjaws. Thenit dove."

" She should not have gone to the competition,” Senasaid smply.

"It was only aweek off,” Marissaid. "She didn't intend to go, that day she was at the Eyrie, but shewas
so forlorn. Everyone thought it would help cheer her up. The games, the races, the Singing and the
drinking. We al urged her to go, never dreaming that anyone would chalenge her. Not in her condition.”

"She knew the rulesthe Council s&t," Senaingsted. " Your Council, Maris. Any flyer who appears a the
competition is subject to challenge, and no hedthy flyer may absent himsalf more than two years running.”

Maris turned back to face the teacher once again, scowling. "Y ou talk of law. What of humanity? Y es,
Ari should have stayed away. But she desperately wanted to go on with her life, and she needed to be
among her friends and forget her pain for awhile. We watched over her. Shewas clumsy then, asif she
often forgot where she was and what she was doing, but we kept her safe. She was enjoying the
competition. No one could believe it when that boy challenged her.”

"Boy," Senarepeated. "Y ou used theright word, Maris. He was fifteen.”

"He knew what he was doing. The judgestried to explain thingsto him, but he would not withdraw his
challenge. Heflew well and Ari flew badly, and that wasit. One-Wing had her wings. It wasonly a
month later thet shekilled hersdlf."

"Vd was half an ocean away at thetime," Senasaid. "The flyers had no cause to blame him, and shun
him so. And no cause to do what they did the year &fter, at the competition on Culhal. Challenge after
chalenge after challenge, from retired flyers and flyer-children just come of age, and the best and the
most talented &t that."

"Therewas no rule againg multiple challengesthen,” Maris said defensively.
"I notice that there is such arule now, though. Where was the fairnessin that?"
"It didn't matter. He lost to the second challenger.”

"Yes. A girl who had been practicing with wings since she was seven, whose father was the senior flyer
on Little Shotan, was able to defeat him after he had already out-flown one other challenger,” Sena said.
She made an angry noise and rose dowly from her chair. "And what incentive did he haveto fly well
agang her? There was another waiting to chalenge next, adozen more after him. And you dl told him he
wasonly haf aflyer anyway." She moved toward the door.



"Where are you going?' Maris demanded.
"Todinner," Senasad gruffly. "I have newsto tdl my students.”

Va arived the next morning during breskfast. Sena sat spooning up her eggsin agrim silence whilethe
students glanced at her curioudy. Mariswas seated well away from the teacher, listening to SRdllaand
brawny young Lianetry to convince athird sudent—a plain, quiet woman named Dana, the oldest of the
Woodwingers—to remain at the academy. Last night at dinner, Sena had announced the names of the
five shewould sponsor in challenge. Dana, discouraged, was planning to return home and resumethelife
she had abandoned. SRellaand Liane were not doing very wedll in their attempts to reconvert her. From
timeto time Mariswould add a few words about the importance of desire, but she found it hard to care.
Truth was that Dana had begun much too late and had never had redl talent anyway.

All conversation ended when Va entered.

Hetook off his heavy woolen traveling cape and lowered his bag to the floor. If he took note of the
sudden silence or the way the others stared a him, he gave no sign. “I'm hungry,” he said. "Have you any
extrafood?’

That shattered the pell. Everyone began talking at once. Leyafetched him aplatter of eggs and amug of
tea, and Senarose and went to him, smiling, and led him back to her table, to sit and eat at her Sde.
Mariswatched- in sllence, staring and feeling uneasy, until SRdllatugged at the deeve of her shirt.

"l said, do you think hewill win again?' SRdla asked.

"No," Marissaid, too loudly. She rose abruptly. "No one has lost abrother lately. How could he possibly
win?'

That afternoon, he made her regret her words.

Sher and Leyahad been up dl morning, flying practice circuits while Senaydled ingtructions from below
and Maris observed them from the air. In the afternoon, SRellaand Damen were supposed to have use
of the academy wings, but Sena had asked one of them to yield to Val, since he had been grounded for a
month and needed thefed of thewind again. SRella had quickly volunteered.

It was crowded on the observation platform when he emerged, wings strapped to his back and folded.
Most of the students had cometo see him fly. Maris, still winged, waited among them-

"Damen’, Senawas saying, "'l want you to practice skimming today. Fly aslow over the water asyou
can. Keep your wings stiff and even. Y ou wobble too much. Y ou must improve, or someday you will fall
in." Shelooked at her other student. "V, you'd be best to just unlimber now. Later therewill be timefor
other exercises."

"No," Vd sad. He was standing stiffly while two of the younger students unfolded and locked hiswings.
"l fly better when | must fly well. Set me adifficulty.” Helooked a& Damen, who wasflexingin
preparation for flight. "Or give me arace."

Senashook her head. "Y ou are premature, Vd. | will say when the time has comefor racing.”

But Maris pushed forward, possessed of a sudden urge to see how good the infamous Va One-Wing
realy was. "L et them race, Sena," she said. "Damen has had exercise enough. He needs a comptition.”

Damen looked from Maristo Sena and back again, clearly eager to race but unwilling to defy histeacher.
"l don't know," he said.



Va shrugged. "Asyou will. I doubt you could give me much of aracein any case.”

That was too much for Damen, who wasfiercely proud of his status as one of Woodwings best. "Don't
flatter yourself, One-Wing," he snapped. He lifted an arm and pointed across the waters, to where the
waves broke and foamed against aridge of half-submerged stone. "When we are both aoft and Maris
gives the word, three times there and three times back. Agreed?’

"Agreed," Vd said, sudying the distant rocks.

Senapursed her lips but said nothing. Hearing no further objections, Damen grinned and ran and | egpt.
The wind took him and lifted. He soared upward, did astately circle over the shoreline, and passed
above them, his shadow rippling across the sone. Va moved to the edge, hiswingsfully extended now.

"Your knife, Va," SRellasaid suddenly. The rest of them looked. His ornate blade, obsidian with beaten
glver edges wasdtill initsshesth a hiship.

Vad reached down and pulled it free, looking at it curioudy. "What of it?"

"Hyer tradition,” Senasaid. "No blade may be carried into the sky. SRella, take it. We will keep it safe
for you."

SRdlamoved to obey, but Va gestured her away. "Thiswas my father'sknife, the only decent thing he
ever owned. | carry it everywhere." He did it back into its sheath.

"It'sflyer tradition,” SRellasaid, her voice puzzled.

Va amiled sardonically. "Ah. But | am only haf aflyer. Move back, SRella" And when she moved
back, he threw himsdlf into the air.

Mariswaked to the outer edge of the platform, to stand beside Senaand SRella, dl of them watching
Va ashe spirded upward to join Damen. Behind her, she could hear the others talking about him.
"One-Wing," avoice sad, Liane perhaps. Damen had cdled him that too, after Va had mocked him.
The Easterner wasted no time making enemies, Maris thought. She said as much to Sena.

"Theflyerswasted no time making an enemy of him," Senareplied. Even her bad eye wasturned
upward, toward the sky, where Damen and Va now wheeled in great circles around each other, like two
birds of prey-searching for aweakness. "Y ou areto say theword, Maris," Senareminded her.

Maris cupped her hands. "Fly," she shouted, asloud as she could shout it. Thewind took it and carried it
up to them.

Damen came out of hiscirclefirgt, swegping around and over the water in adow, leisurdly manner, asif
he had dl thetimein theworld. Va One-Wing camejust behind him, wide Slver wings weathervaning a
bit, tilting first one way and then the other, asif he were not quite balanced. Both flyerskept low. Maris
put a hand up to shade her eyes againg the sunlight flashing from their wings.

Hadfway to thefirgt turn, Damen waswidening hislead and Va begantorise. "Thewind is picking up,”
Sena commented. Maris nodded. It flt like acrosswind aswell. They'd haveto fly; it would be no
smple matter of |etting the breeze carry them where they wished to go.

Damen reached the rocks well ahead of his competition, and began histurn. A ragged shout went up
from the Woodwingers, Damen was winning. But helogt time on histurn; he came around dow and too
wide, fatering at one point when he faced head on into the wind, before he took command of it again. He
seemed less steady coming back.



Va began to tack well before the turn, changing his course as he climbed, not al at once but in a series of
small increments. He was much higher than Damen now, but substantialy behind. When he came around
at last, Damen was dready hafway back. But Val's turn was sharper and cleaner than hisriva's.

"Damen's beating him," Liane called out. Damen swept by above them. "Hey, Damen!” Liane bellowed,
hands cupped around his mouth. "Go!" Damen came around 9 owly—again the turn was too wide—and
dipped hiswing to acknowledge the cheers, but the gesture cost him. He lost the wind for an instant and
did down sharply and dangeroudy and when he passed in front of them, suddenly the bulk of the great
rock fortress was between him and the prevailing wind. He drifted lazily, losing speed, and had to
struggleto pull himsdf back up again.

Va made no such mistake. He turned tightly, keeping high enough above them so helost no portion of
the wind, however small. And suddenly he seemed to be moving much faster aswell.

"Va haswonit," Maris said suddenly. She hadn't meant to speak aloud, but no sooner had it cometo
her than the words were out.

Senawas smiling. SRdllalooked baffled. "But, Maris, look. Damen iswell ahead.”

"Damenisjud riding on thewinds," Marissaid. "Vd isusing them. He was searching for the right wind,
and now he'sfound it. Watch, SRdlla."

It didn't take long. Damen's lead shrank steadily as the two flyers moved out toward the rocks once
more, and the Woodwinger did badly off course when hetried to come around more sharply than
before. By the time hed corrected himsdlf, Va had reached the turnaround point. A few moments later,
Damen seemed vigbly startled asthe shadow of Va'swingsfel upon his own. Then the shadow moved
infront of him.

The students were quiet, even Liane.
"Give him my congratulations,” Maris said. Sheturned and went back inside.

Her room was cold and damp. Maris built afire in the hearth, and decided to heat the kivas she had
bought in Stormtown. She was on her third cup, relaxing at last, when Sena entered unasked, and took a
Seet.

"How do the practices go?* Maris said.

"He hasthem al racing,” Senasaid. "Damen took it well enough, but he had no taste for another race, so
he gave up hiswingsfor the afternoon. They were all eager to try him." She smiled, clearly proud of their
eagerness. "He defeated Sher and Jan handily, humiliated Kerr and Egon. Egon amost fell into the ocean.
SRdlaflew him acloserace, though. Stole all the tricks he used to defeat Damen. She'saclever girl,
SRdla"

"Heflew dx races?' Marissaid.

"Seven,” Senasaid, smiling. "Liane dmost beat him. Thewind is gusting now, very turbulent. 1t knocked
Va around abit. HE'slean, not as strong as he could be. I'll have him work on that. Pullups, pushups.
And of course hewastired by then, but Lianeinssted. Liane can handle rough winds. He's muscled like
ascylla. Sometimes, the way he wrenches hiswings around, | think he's yanking himsdf through the sky
on sheer brawn. Va beat him anyway, though. Very close. Then Leyawanted to race, but the storm was
about to bresk and | chased them dl inside. What do you think of One-Wing now, Maris?'

Maris poured the teacher amug of kivaswhile she thought.



"l think hecanfly," Marissaid a lagt. "l till don't likewhat he did to Ari. And I didn't like that business
with hisknifetoday, either. Yet | can't deny hiskill."

"Will hewin?'

Maristasted her drink, let the sweet warmth flow down and into her. She closed her eyes briefly and
leaned back. "Perhaps," she said. "I can think of adozen flyerswho don't handle themselves aswell ashe
did today. | can aso think of a dozen who are better than he, who know al histricks and more. Tell me
whom he'sto challenge and I'll tell you his chances. Beyond that— well, speed isonly one skill of aflyer.
The competition will judge grace and precison aswell.”

"Far enough,” Senasaid. "Will you hep meready him?"

Maris stared down at the gray stone floor. "Y ou place mein adifficult position,” she said. "And for the
sake of someone | don't even like."

"So only those you approve of deserveto fly?' Senasaid. "Isthat the principle you struggled for seven
yearsago?"

Maris raised her head, meeting Sena's gaze. " ou know better. Those who fly best deserve the wings.”
"And you admit Vd isskilled," Senasaid. She spped a her kivas while she waited for an answer.

Maris nodded rductantly. "But if he should win, the otherswill not forget the past. You cdl him Vv, but
hell aways be One-Wing to them.”

"l am not asking you to fly guard on him for the rest of his career,” Senasaid tartly. "I ask only that you
help me now, help Vd to get hiswings.”

"What do you want meto do?"

"Nothing more than you have aready done for the others. Show him his mistakes. Teach him the things
your years as aflyer have taught you, as you would teach achild of your own. Advise him. Push him.
Challenge him. Heistoo skilled to gain much by pitting himsdf against my Woodwingers, and you saw
today how little heiswilling to listen to me. | am old and crippled, and | fly only in my dreams. But you
are an active flyer, and reputed one of the best. He will heed you."

"l wonder," Maris said. She drained the last inch of kivas from her mug and set it aside. "Wadll, | suppose
| must give himmy advice, if hewill takeit."

"Good," Senasaid. She nodded briskly and stood up. "I thank you. Now, if you'll excuse me, | have
work to tend to." At the door she paused and half-turned. "I know thisishard for you, Maris. Perhapsif
you knew Vd better, you might fedd some sympathy between you. He admiresyou, | know."

Mariswas startled by that, but tried not to show it. "I can't admire him," she said. "And the more | see of
him, theless| seeto sympathize with or like."

"Heisyoung," Senasaid. "Hislife has not been easy, and he is obsessed with winning back his
wings—not so very different from you, some years back.”

Maris choked down her anger to keep from launching into atirade about just how different Va
One-Wing was from her younger self; shewould only sound spiteful.

The silence lengthened, and then Maris heard Sena's soft, uncertain footsteps taking her away.



Thenext day thefind training began.

From sun-up until sundown the six chalengersflew. Of those who would not compete this year, some
went hometo vigit families on Seatooth or the Shotans or other nearby idands. The others, whose homes
lay long, dangerous distances away, sat perched on bare rock to watch their fortunate companions and
dream of the day when they, too, would have a chance to win their own wings.

Sena stood below on the launching deck, shouting up advice and encouragement to her fledglings,
sometimes leaning on awooden cane, more often using it to gesture and command. Maris, winged, flew
guard; circling, watching, yelling cautions. She put SRella, Damen, Sher, Leva, and Kerr through their
paces, racing againsgt them two at atime, calling upon them to perform the sort of aerid acrobatics that
might impressthe judges.

Va was given achanceto useapair of wings as often as any of the others, but Marisfound hersalf
observing him in sllence. He had been in comptition twice before, she reasoned; he knew what would
be expected. To treat him as she did the other Woodwingers would be to condescend. But, mindful of
her promiseto Sena, she sudied hisflying closely, and that night at dinner she sought him out.

Only one hearth was it in the common room, and the benches seemed strangely empty. When Maris
arrived, one table was crowded with the students who would not be competing, and Senasat a a
second, talking in an animated fashion with Sher, Leya, and Kerr. SRellaand Vd were aone a the third
table.

Marislet Damenfill her platter with hisfish stew, then drew hersdlf aglass of white wine and went to join
them.

"How isthe food?' she asked, as she sat down across from Val.

Helooked at her evenly, but she could read nothing in hislarge, dark eyes. "Excdlent,” he said. "But
even a Airhome, we never had cause to complain about the meals. Flyers eat well. Even those with
wooden wings."

SRella, seated next to him, pushed a chunk of hook-fin across her plate with marked indifference. "This
isn't that good," she said. "Damen dways makes everything so bland. Y ou should be herewhen I'm
cook, Va. Southern food has alot of spices.”

Marislaughed. "Too many, if you want my opinion.”

"I'm not talking about spices,” Va said. "I'm talking about food. This stew hasfour or five different kinds
of fishinit, and chunks of vegetables, and | think there'swine in the sauce. There's plenty of it, and not a
bit of it isrotten. Only flyers and Landsmen and rich traders would quibble about food likethis.”

SRédlalooked wounded. Marisfrowned and put down her knife. "Most flyers eet smply, Va. We can't
afford to get fat."

"I've been served fish that stank, and I've eaten fish stew that was entirdly fishless" Va said coally. "I
grew up on scraps and leavings from flyer plates. | will be happy to spend the rest of my life eating as
smply asaflyer." Therewas an infinite amount of sarcasmintheway hesaid simply.

Maris flushed. Her own true parents had not been wealthy, but her father had fished the sea off Amberly
and they had always had enough to eat. After his death, when she had been adopted by the flyer Russ,
she had dways had enough of everything. She drank some of her wine and changed the subject. "I
wanted to talk to you about your turns, Va."



"Oh?" He swalowed hislast piece of fish and shoved the empty plate away. "Am | doing anything wrong,
flyer?' Hisvoice was sofia that Marisfound it difficult to tdll if the sarcasm was il there or not.

"Not wrong, not exactly. But given achoice, | notice tha you aways turn downwind. Why?*
Va shrugged. "It'seasier.”

"Yes" Marissad. "But not better. Y ou'll come out of adownwind turn with more speed, but it will also
take more room. And you tend to roll more on adownwind turn, particularly in high winds."

"Anupwindturnisdifficultin highwinds" Va sad.

"It requires more strength," Maris agreed. "But you need to work on your strength. Y ou should not avoid
difficulty. A habit like dways turning downwind may seem harmless, but the time will come when you
have to turn upwind, and you should be ableto do it well.”

Va'sexpresson was asguarded asever. "'l see" he said.

Emboldened, Maris raised atouchier subject. "Something ese. | saw that you wore your knife again
today during practice.”

"Y$,"

"Next time, don't,” Marissaid. "I don't think you understand. No matter what the knife meansto you, this
isamatter of flyer law. No blades may be worn in the sky."

"Hyer law," Vd sadicily. "Tell me, who gave the flyersthe right to make laws? Do we have farmers
law? Glasshlowers law? The Landsmen make the law. The only law. When my father gave methat knife,
he told me never to put it asde. But | did put it aside, during the year | had my wings. | obeyed your flyer
law. It did nothing but shame me. | was till One-Wing. Well, | was aboy then, and cowed by flyer law,
but I am not aboy now. | choose to wear my knife.”

SRelalooked at him wonderingly. "But, Va—how can you disregard flyer law, if you're going to bea
flye?'

"l never said | wasgoingto beaflyer," Vd replied. "Only that | intend to win wings, and fly." Hiseyes
moved from Maristo SRella. "And, SRella, you are not going to be aflyer ether, even if you should
win. Remember that, if it comesto pass. You'll be as| was—a One-Wing."

"That'snot true!" Marissaid angrily. "'l was not born of flyers, but they've accepted me dl the same.”

"Havethey?' Vd said. He amiled athin, ironic amile, and rose from the bench. "Y oull excuse me. | have
to rest. Tomorrow | must practice my upwind turns, and I'll need dl my strength for that.”

When he was gone, Maris reached across the table to take SRella by the hand, but the girl gave her a
troubled look and pulled away. "'l haveto go too," she said, and Mariswas |eft aone.

She sat for along time, thinking, and it was not until Damen gpproached her that she remembered the
half-esten med on her plate. "Everyone dseisgone” he said softly. "Areyou going to finish, Maris?'

"Oh," shesaid, "no, I'm sorry. I'm afraid | got distracted and let it get cold.” She smiled and helped
Damen with the plates, then Ieft him to clean up the common room and set off down the dank stone
corridorsin search of Va'sroom.

She found it after only one wrong turning, and her anger grew as she walked; she was determined to



haveit out with Va. But it was SRellawho answered her impatient knocking.
"What are you doing here?' Maris sad, startled.

SRelahesitated, shy and uncertain. But Va's voice came from within the room. " She doesn't have to
answer that," he said.

"No, of coursenot,” Maris said, abashed. She had no right even asking, she redized. She touched
SRdlaon the shoulder. "I'm sorry. Can | comein?| want totak tova."

"Let herin," Va said, and SRellasmiled at Maristentatively and opened the door.

Like dl the roomsin the academy, Va'swas smal, damp, and cold. Hed lit afirein the hearth to drive
some of the chill away, but so far it had been only partialy successful. Maris noticed how bare the room
was, completely lacking in the personal touches and trinkets that would tell avisitor something about the
person who lived here.

Va was on the floor before the fire, doing push-ups. He'd thrown his shirt over the bed and was
exercisng barechested. "Wdl?" he said, without dackening his pace.

Mariswas staring, sickened by what she saw. The whole of Va's back was crisscrossed by linesand
thin white scars, mementoes of long-ago beatings. She had to force her eyes away from them to
remember why she had come. "Weneed to talk, Vd," shesaid.

He came bounding to hisfeet, smiling at her and breathing hard. "Hand me my shirt, SRdlla," he said.
Then, after he had pulled it on, "What do you want to talk about?' His hair, unbound now, fell to his
shouldersin arust-colored waterfall, softening the severity of hisface and giving him an oddly vulnerable
look.

"May | 9t?" Marisasked. Va gestured toward the only chair in the room, and when Maris sat onit,
lowered himself onto the backless stool near the fire. SRella sat on the edge of the narrow bed. "1 don't
want to play gameswith you, Va," Maris resumed. "We have alot of work to do together.”

"What makesyou think | am playing games?' he asked.

"Ligento me," shesaid. "l redize that you are bitter toward the flyers. They made you an outcast,
branded you with amocking, insulting name, and stripped you of your wings, perhaps unfairly, with
multiple challenges. But if you let that poison your fedingstoward dl flyers, forever, you will betheloser
for it. Win your wings back in the competition, and you will be living with, competing with, and
associating with flyersfor much of therest of your life. If you refuse to alow them to be your friends, then
you will have no friends. Isthat what you want?"

Va was unmoved. "Windhaven isfull of people, and only afew of them areflyers. Or don't you count
the land-bound?'

"Why are you s0 determined to be hateful ?'Y ou waste no time making enemies. Maybe you fed the
flyers have wronged you, and maybe you areright. But quarrels are seldom one-sided. Try to understand
that. What you did to Ari was not without wrong, either. If you want to beforgiven for that, then forgive
the flyersfor what they did. Accept and you may be accepted.”

Va smiled histhin-lipped smile. "What makes you think | want to be accepted? Or forgiven? I've done
nothing that requiresforgiving. I'd challenge Ari again. Unfortunately, sheisn't available thisyear.”

Mariswas suddenly speechlesswith rage.



"Val," SRellasaid inasmal, shocked voice. "How can you say that? She killed hersdlf.”

"Land-bound die every day,” Vd told her, hisvoice softening abit. " Some of them kill themsdlvestoo.
No one makes a cause out of that, or sngs about it, or avengestheir squalid little suicides. Y ou haveto
shield your own flank, SRella. My parents taught me that. No one dsewill doiit for you." His eyeswent
back to Maris. "I've met your brother, you know,” he said suddenly.

"Call?' shesaid, surprised.

"He vidted South Arren seven years ago, on hisway to the Outer Idands. There was another singer with
him, an older man."

"Barrion," Marissad. "Coll's mentor."

"They stayed aweek or two, singing in the dockside taverns, waiting for aship to take them farther esst.
That wasthefirst time | heard about you, Maris of Lesser Amberly. Y ou were my hero for atime. Y our
brother sings a pretty little song about you."

"Seven years ago,” Marissaid. "That must have been right after the Council.”

Va amiled. "It wasthe first we had heard of it. | was around twelve, just short of the age when aflyer
child would be taking up hiswings, but of course | had no hope of that. Until your brother cameto my
idand and sang about you and your Council and your academies. When Airhome opened afew months
later, | was one of thefirgt students. | till loved you then, for making it al possible.”

"And what happened?'

Vad hdf-turned on hisstoal, stretching his hands out toward thefire. "I grew disillusioned. | thought that
you'd opened the world to everyone, where once it had belonged only to flyers. | felt such akinship with
you. | wasnaive."

Heturned back again, and Maris shifted uncomfortably under hisintense, accusing gaze. "1 thought we
wereaike" he continued. "I thought you wanted to break open the rotten flyer society. | found out | was
wrong. All you ever wanted was to be a part of the whole thing. Y ou wanted the fame and the status and
the wedlth and the freedom, you wanted to party on the Eyrie with the rest of them and look down on the
dirt-digging land-bound. Y ou embrace what | despise.

"Theirony of it, though, isthat you can't be aflyer, no matter how much you want to. No morethan | can
be aflyer, or SRellahere, or Damen, or any of the rest of them.”

"l am aflyer,” Marissad quietly.

"They let you play at it," Va said, "because you try so very hard tofit in, to be just like them. But both
of us know that they don't really trust you, or accept you as they'd accept one of their own. Y ou have
your wings, but you're till suspect, aren't you? Whether you admit it or not, you were thefirst
One-Wing, Maris."

Maris stood up. Hiswords had made her furious, but she didn't want to lash out a him, or lose her
dignity by quarrding with himin front of SRella. 'Y ourewrong,” she said ascamly and quietly asshe
could manage. But then she found she had no wordsto refute him with. "1 fed sorry for you, Va," she
continued. "Y ou hate the flyers and you have contempt for the land-bound. For everyone who is not
yourself. | don't want your respect or your gratitude. It's not just the privileges of flyer society you're
rgecting, it'stheresponshilitiesaswell. Youretotaly selfish and sdlf-absorbed. If | hadn't promised
Seng, I'd have nothing more to do with helping you get your wings. Good night.”



Sheléeft theroom. Va didn't move or cal her back. But as the door swung shut behind her, she heard
him spesking to SRdla. "You seg" he said flatly.

And that night the dream came to Maris again, and she twisted and fought and woke with the bedclothes
wrapped about her, soaked with swest. It had been worse than before. She had been falling, faling
endlesdy through ill air, and al around were other flyers, soaring on their silver wings and watching, and
not one of them moved to help.

Day after day the practice continued.

Senagrew hoarse and intense and short-tempered, and presided over al like atyrannica Landsman.
Damen sharpened histurns and heard long lectures every day on flying with his head and not just his
arms. SRellaworked on launchings and landings and acrobatics, looking for grace to match her stamina
Sher and Leya, dready graceful, stayed in the air for hoursa atimein high winds, trying to build
endurance. Kerr worked on everything.

AndVa One-Wing did what he would. Maris watched him from afar, as she watched all of them, and
said little. She answered what questions he had, gave advice on the rare occasions that he asked for it,
and treated him aways with careful, distant courtesy.

Sena, absorbed entirely in the flying of her proteges, noticed none of it, but the Woodwingers picked up
their cuesfrom Maris, and carefully kept their distance from Va. He aided the process himsdlf; he had a
sharp tongue and no compunction about making enemies. He told Kerr to hisface that he was hopeless,
sending the boy into afit of sulking, and he mocked proud, stubborn Damen endlesdy, defeating him
again and again in informa races. The students, led by Damen and Liane and afew others, soon began
cdling Vd "One-Wing" openly. But if that bothered him, he gave no sign.

Va'sisolation was not quite total. If the others shunned him, he a least had SRella. She was more than
merdly politeto Va; she sought him out, asking for his advice, ate with him, and aways, when Sena
paired students off to race, SRellawasthefirg to challenge V.

Maris saw sensein her actions; pitting her skills againgt those of a stronger flyer would help her learn and
overcome her weaknesses fagter than anything else. And SRella, Maris knew, was determined to win
her wingsthisyear. There were other, less practical, reasonswhy SRellamight be dravnto Va aswell.
The shy Southern girl had aways been abit out of place among the Woodwingers, al of whom were
Westerners, she cooked differently, dressed differently, wore her hair differently, spoke with adight
accent, even told different tales when the students gathered together for storytelling. Va One-Wing, from
Eastern, was smilarly displaced, and it was naturd, Maristold hersdf, that the two odd birds would fly
together.

Stll, it made Maris uneasy to see the two talking together. SRellawas young and impressionable, and
Maris did not want her picking up Va'sideas. Besides, too close an associ ation with One-Wing would
make her unpopular among the other flyers, and SRellawas vulnerable enough to be hurt by that.

But Maris pushed those worries to the back of her mind and did not interfere. There was no time now for
personal fretting; she had to train these Woodwingersfor the red thing.

At the end of every day of training Maris raced each student individualy. On the second day before the
scheduled departure for the competition, the wind was strong from the north, and its cold edge seemed
to dice through the shivering students. It grew colder by the minute.

"Y ou don't need to wait,” Maristold them. "It'stoo cold for standing around. After | race you, help the
next student with the wings, and then you can go oningde.”



The exertion of flying kept Mariswarm, but it dso tired her. Finally, bone weary and beginning to redlly
fed the cold, Maris saw that she was done on theflyers diff with Val.

Her shoulders dumped. She had not expected him to wait. And to race him now, when he was fresh and
shewas sotired... Shelooked up at the swirling purple sky and licked dried st from the corners of her
mouth.

"It'slatefor flying," shesaid. "Thewindsarewild and it's getting dark. We can race another time."

"The windswill makeit that much more of achalenge" Vd sad. Hiseyesrested coally on hers, and
Maris knew, with asinking heart, that he'd been waiting along time for this momen.

"Senamay worry," she began weskly.

"Of coursg, if flying againgt the Woodwingers hasworn you out..."

"I once flew thirty hourswithout arest,” she said, sung. "An afternoon of play doesn't wear me out.”
His smile mocked her; she saw that she had falleninto histrap.

"Get your wingson," shesad.

Shedid not offer to help him, but it was obvious that he was accustomed to putting on hiswings unaided.
Maristried unobtrusively to flex some resilience back into her muscles, telling hersdlf that avictory for
him, with her astired as she was and the winds so capricious, would mean nothing. And he must know
thet.

"The usua? Twice out and back?"

Maris nodded, glancing across the gray, churning wavesto the distant spire of rock they dl used asa
marker. How many times had she flown out there today? Thirty? More? It didn't matter. Shewould fly
thelast two lgps asif they werethe first; her prideinssted.

"Who will judge us?' she asked.

Va snapped the last two joints of hiswingsinto place. "Well know," he said. "That's dl that matters. I'll
launchfirdt. You cdl reedy. Agreed?’

"Yes" Shewatched as, with afew swift steps, Va moved to the edge of the cliff and legpt outward. His
body bobbed on the conflicting windslike asmall boat on rough water until he took command, veered
off to the right, and began to climb.

Maristook abreath and let her mind clear. She ran lightly forward and pushed off. For one brief moment
shefdl; then her wings caught the winds and she was buoyed upward. She took her time comingto Va's
leve, climbing in aragged spird, needing those few momentsto get thefed back, so her tired body
would know how best to use the winds.

When she came up to him, the two of them circled warily, around and around each other, struggling to
hold position amid the restless winds. Her eyes met his, and then she looked away, straight ahead,
toward the rock that wastheir marker.

"Ready... go," she shouted, and they were off.

The windswere strong but turbulent, the prevailing north wind interrupted by gusts from one direction,
then from another. The whole eastern sky was amass of darkening clouds, towering shapes that



threatened a storm. Maris gave them an uneasy glance and started to climb again, looking for asteadier,
faster wind in the heights. She fought constantly to keep on course; the gusts pushed her first one way,
then another, demanding constant attention and frequent half-turns and corrections. She could not afford
any detours.

Although she did not look for him, she often caught sight of Va. He sometimes flew below her, but more
often he was beside her, disconcertingly close. He flew well, and it did not help Maristo reflect that he
was using the advice she had given him. There would be nothing easy or smple about defesting him, she

thought.
Then Va surged ahead.

A shock of adrendine coursed through Maris and she flung her body to the I eft to catch the changing
wind that had given him his push. They might call him One-Wing, but he knew how to use both wingsin
the air. Flying races against Woodwingers had made her soft, Maris thought. Her responses were dulled.

Ahead of her, just barely out of reach, Va'swings swept around the spike of rock. He turned
downwind, Maris noted, coming around wide and rocking just alittle, but picking up speed as he did so.
Then he was headed back toward the cliff.

Determined to overtake him, Maris flew dangeroudy close to the rock. Her wingtip grazed the spire and
that dight scraping threw her sdeways, off balance for a crucial moment. She sheared downward
crookedly, thewind lost to her, staling, her heart pounding in her throat, before shefinaly gained control
again. Vd had put more distance between them. She was only grateful that he hadn't seen her blunder.

She had lost dtitude, but she caught a strong updraft above the rocks, and suddenly Mariswasrising
again. Sheflew recklesdly, thinking only of theimmediate need for speed, searching and shifting until she
found a steady current she could use.

It moved her closeto Vd, but shewas so intent on passing him that she barely noticed the gpproach of
land, and abruptly she was clutched by asinker, acold pocket of air that yanked her down like anicy
hand from below. Va somehow flew clear of it, found someimpossible lift that shoved him up and further
ahead while Maris checked her abrupt descent and banked to free herself from the down-draft. He
circled above thefortress, gauging the winds by the thin smoke rising from the academy's chimneys, and
was on hisway back out again, higher and higher, before Maris had finished her recovery.

It was asif the ky itsdf favored Vd this evening, Maris thought resentfully as she came around. The
winds toyed with her and stalled her, gusting unpredictably every time she tried to ride them, but let Va
fly them fredy. He seemed almost unaware of the dangerous uncertainty of the gales, somehow finding,
amid the congtant shifting, the sure and fluid wind on which to glide.

Maris knew then that she had lost the race. Va was high above her, knowing that atitude often meant
speed, and it would take her too long to reach his height, even if she should find the winds she needed to
take her there. She tried to make up the distance between them, but the struggle againgt the ragged gusts
wore her out, and the awarenessthat dready it wastoo late took the heart out of her efforts. Va lost
some time descending for hislanding, but still passed above the cliff the second, final time more than afull
wing-span ahead of her. Clearly, he had won.

Mariswastoo drained by the flight to smile at him when they had both come down in the soft sand of the
landing pit, too depressed to pretend that it didn't matter. In silence, she removed her wings as hadtily as
she could, her numbed fingers often dipping and fumbling usdesdy a the straps. At lagt, till without a
word having passed between them, Maris dung her wings over her shoulder and turned toward the
westhered fortress.



Va blocked her way.
"I won't tell anyone," he said.

Her head jerked up, and she felt ahot flush of embarrassment risein her cheeks. "I don't care what you
say—about anything—to anyone!”

"Oh?" Hisfaint smile taunted her, made her redlize how hollow her wordsrang. Obvioudy she did care.
"It wasn't afair trid," she sngpped, and instantly regretted the feeble, childish complaint.

"No," Va agreed, histone flat enough so Maris had no clue asto whether irony was intended. "Y ou
wereflying dl day, while | waswell-rested. | could never have beaten you if we were both fresh. We dl
know that."

"I'velost before,” Maris said, trying hard to control her emotions. "It doesn't bother me.”
"l see" said V. "Good." He smiled again.
Maris shrugged irritably, feding the wings scrape her back. "I'm very tired,” she said. "Please excuse me."

"Certainly.” Va moved out of her way and she trudged past him, crossed the sand wearily, and began
climbing the flight of worn, moss-covered stepsthat led to the fortress's seaward entrance. But at the top,
some impulse made her hesitate and turn before ducking inside.

Va had not followed her. He still stood out on the sand, agaunt solitary figure in the gathering dusk, his
folded wings propped lightly on one shoulder. He was looking off over the sea, where alone scavenger
kite sailed in ragged circles against the clouds of sunset.

Maris shivered and went insde.

The yearly competition was afestive three-day affair. Once it had been only games and drinking, with
nothing at stake except pride. In those daysit was smdler, and traditionally held on the Eyrie. But snce
the challenge system had been ingtituted seven years ago, flyer participation had grown dramaticaly, and
it had been necessary to move the competition to theidands.

The Landsmen competed for it eagerly, donating facilities and labor. It was aholiday for their own
people, and brought crowds of visitors with good metal coin from other idands. The land-bound had few
spectacleslikeit, and the flyerswere il figures of romance and adventure to many of them.

This year the contests were to be held on Skulny, a mid-sized idand to the northeast of Little Shotan.
Seatooth's Landsman had chartered a ship for Sena and the Woodwingers, and arunner had just brought
word that it waswaiting at the smdl idand's only port. They would sail on the evening tide.

"Setting out in the dark,” Sena grumbled, taking a seet beside Maris at breskfast. "Asking for trouble.”

Kerr looked up from his porridge. "Oh, but we have to leave on thetide,” he said earnestly. "That's why
weleavein theevening."

Senaregarded him sourly with her good eye. "Know alot about sailing, do you?"

"Y es, maam. My brother Rac captains atrading ship, one of the big three-masters, and my other brother
isasalor too, though he's only ahand on achannel ferry. | thought that I—well, before | cameto
Woodwings, | thought I'd be asailor too. It's about the closest thing thereisto flying.”



Senashuddered. "Like flying without control, like flying with weights dragging you into the sea, likeflying
blind, yes, that's sailing."

Sheld been speaking loud enough for everyone to hear, and there was widespread laughter around the
room. Kerr blushed and concentrated on his bowl.

Marislooked at Senawith sympathy, trying not to laugh for Kerr's sake. Sena, although grounded for
years, had never logt the flyer's dmost superdtitious fear of traveling by sea.

"How long will it take?' Maris asked.

"Oh, they say, windswilling, three days, with astop in Stormtown. What does it matter? Either well get
there, or wéll al drown.” Theteacher looked at Maris. Y ou fly to Skulny today?'

"Yan

"Good," Sena said, reaching across to take Maris by the arm. " Then everyone need not drown. We have
two sets of wingsweéll be needing in the competition. It would be insane to take them in the boat with
LB_II

"Ship," Kerr interrupted.

Senalooked at him. "Boat or ship, it would be insane. We might aswell put them to use. Will you take
two of the sudents with you? The long flight should be good practice.”

Maris|ooked down the table and saw how everyone within hearing distance had suddenly become till.
No spoons wereraised, no jaws moved as they waited for her answer.

"That'safineidea," Marissad, amiling. "I'll take SRellawith me, and—" She hesitated, trying to decide
who to choose.

Two tables down, Val set down hisspoon and rose. "I'll go,” he said.

Maris eyes met hisacrossthe room. "SRellaand Sher or Leya," she said stubbornly. "They need that
kind of flight the mogt."

"Il gay withVd, then," SRdlasad quietly.
"And I'd rather go with Leya," Sher added.

"It will be SRdlaand Vd," Senasad irritably, "and I'll hear no more about it. If therest of usdie at sea,
they have the best chance of becoming flyers and honoring our memory." She pushed aside her porridge
bowl and turned on the bench. "Now | must go see our patron the Landsman and be obsequiousto her
for awnhile. I will see you again before you leave for Skulny.”

Maris scarcely heard her; her eyeswere still locked with Val's. He smiled at her thinly, then spun and
followed Senafrom the room. SRellaleft soon after.

Kerr wastalking to her, Maris suddenly redized. She shook hersdf back to attention and smiled at him.
"Sorry. | didn't hear you."

"Itisn't so dangerous,” he said quietly. "Not just to sail from here to Skulny. There's only afew miles of
open ocean, when the ship crosses from Little Shotan to Skulny. Mostly well hug the shores of the
Shotans, with land never out of sight. And the ships aren't asfragile as she thinks. | know about ships.”



"I'm sureyou do, Kerr," Marissaid. "Senaisjust thinking like aflyer. After the freedom of having your
ownwings, it'sahard thing to travel by seaand trust your life to those handling the sails and thettiller.”

Kerr chewed hislip. "l guess| see" he said, without conviction. "Buit if the flyersdl think that, they don't
know much. It's not as dangerous as she says." Satisfied, he went back to his breakfast.

Maris grew thoughtful as she ate. He wasright, she realized with a sense of vague unease; flyerswere
often too limited in the ways they thought, judging everything from their own perspective. But theidea
that VVa's sweeping condemnation of them might have somejustice to it disturbed her more than shewas
willing to admit.

Afterward she went to look for SRellaand Vd. They were not in their rooms, nor in any of the other
obvious places, and no one seemed to know where they had gone after leaving the common room. Maris
wandered through the dark, cool corridors until she was thoroughly lost, making her choice of turning
according to whether or not there were torches for her to light in the wallsockets.

Shewasthinking of giving out acry for help, and laughing at hersdf for being so heplesswithin the
enclosure of wals, when she heard, very faintly, the sound of voices, and pressed on. One moreturn to
the right and she found them, together, sitting closein asmal cul-de-sac with awindow overlooking the
sea. Therewas something in the way they leaned near to each other that spoke of intimacy, and it
changed Maris mood to one of annoyance.

"I've been looking dl over for you," Marissaid abruptly.
SRédlahdf-turned away from Va and stood up. "What isit?' she asked eagerly.

"We'reflying to Skulny, you know," Maris said. "Can you be ready to leavein an hour? Anything you
wanted to take with you, you can pack up and giveto Sena."

"| can beready to leaveinaminute,” SRelasad, and her smile put adamper on Maris pique. "l wasso
happy when you named me, Maris. Y ou don't know what this meansto me." Her face dight, she legped
forward and embraced Maris.

Maris hugged her back. "I think | do," she said. "Now, go off and get ready.”

SRelabid abrief goodbyeto Va and then was off. Maris stood watching her go, then turned back to
him, and hesitated.

Va was gill looking down the tunnel where SRellahad disappeared, smiling, but there was something
about him— the smilewasredl, Marisredized. That wasit. He was smiling with something like fondness,
and it gave him a softer, more human look than she had ever seen him wear.

Then his eyes snapped back to her, and the smile changed, subtly, asmal twist at the corners, and now
hewas smiling for Maris and the smilewas full of derison and hogtility. "'l haven't thanked you for naming
me," hesad. "l was s0 happy when you said | could fly with you."

"Vd," Maris said wearily, "we may not like each other, but we have along flight to make together. Y ou
could &t least try to be civil. Don't mock me. Are you going to pack?'

"I've never unpacked," he said. "I'll give my bag to Sena, and wear my knife. It'sthe only thing that
matters. Don't worry, I'll beready.” He hesitated. "And | won't bother you on Skulny. When weland, I'll
find my own quarters. Fair enough?'

"Va," Maris garted. But he had turned away and was staring through the cell's small window at the



moving, cloudy sky, hisface cold and closed.

Sena brought the others out to the launching cliff to watch Maris, SRella, and Va depart. All of them
werein the highest of spirits, laughing and joking, vying with each other for the privilege of helping Maris
and SRellawith their wings. There was amood of wild and restless gaiety among them that was
infectious, Marisfdt her own spiritsrise, and for the first time she was eager for the competitions.

"Let them be, let them be!™ Senacried, laughing. "They certainly cant fly with the lot of you hanging on
thar wingd"

"Wish they could," mumbled Kerr. He pushed at his nose, which had turned bright red in the wind.
"You'l have your chance" SRellasaid, sounding defensive.

"No one grudgesyou this," Leyasaid quickly.

"You're the best of us," Sher added.

"Saveit," Senasaid, putting one arm around L eya, the other around Sher. "Go now. Well wave goodbye
and meet you again on Skulny."

Maristurned to SRellaand saw that the younger woman was watching her intently, her whole body
tensed and ready for Maris dightest Sgnd. She remembered her own earliest flights, when she had ill
not quite believed that she could have wings of her own, and she touched SRella's shoulder and spoke to
her kindly.

"Well dl stay closetogether and takeit easy,” she said. "The stunts are for the competitions—right now,
well concentrate on steady flying. Thiswill be along trip for you, I know, but don't worry about
it—you've got enough staminafor twice the distance. Just relax and trust yourself. I'll be there watching
out for you, but you won't redlly need me."

"Thank you," SRellasaid. "I'll do my best."

Maris nodded and signaed, and Damen and Liane came out and unfolded her wings for her, strut by
grut, pulling the bright silver fabric taut until her wings were spread twenty feet. Then shewas off, lesping
away from the cliff to achorus of farewells and good wishes, into the coal, steady, faintly rain-scented
flow of thewind. She circled and watched SRellastakeoff, trying to judgeit asif SRelawerein
competition.

No doubt about it, SRella had improved grestly recently. The clumsiness was gone, and she did not
hestate at the edge, but sprang smoothly clear of the fortress and, having judged the wind nicely, began
torissamost a once.

"| don't believe your wings are of wood at al!" Maris called to her.
Then both of them swung through the sSky in impatient, widening circles, waiting for Va.

He had been leaning againgt the door through dl of the joking and the preparations, standing outsideit all,
hisface blank and guarded. He was winged aready, having strapped them on without help. Now he
walked camly through the group of students and would-be flyers, and stood perched on the brink of the
precipice, hisfeet half-over the edge. Paingtakingly he unfolded the first three struts, but he did not lock
them into place.

Then he did hisarmsthrough the loops, flexed, knelt, and stood again.



Damen reached to help him unfold hiswings, but Va turned and said something sharp to him—Maxis,
circling above, logt the words in the wind—and Damen fdl back in confusion.

Then Vd laughed, and jumped.

SRdlatrembled visbly in the air, her wings shaking with her shock. From below, Maris heard someone
scream, and someone else was swearing. Va fell, body straight like adiver's, twenty feet down, forty...

And suddenly he was faling no more—the wings came out of nowhere, flaring, flashing slver-whitein the
sun asthey sprang open dmost with their own valition. The air screamed past them, and Va caught it
and turned it and rode on it, and al at once he wasflying, skimming the breakers with impossible speed,
then pulling up, climbing, soaring, the waves and the rocks and desth al receding visibly beneath him, and
Maris could hear dimly the ped of histriumphant wind-blown laughter.

SRdlahad locked into agtall, still watching Va. Maris shouted commands at her, and she broke out of
it, twisting her wings at an angle and danting off back over the land. Above the fortress, its bare rock
heated in the sun, she found astrong riser and sailed back up to safety. Below, Senawas cursing up at
Va and shaking her canein gpoplectic fury. He paid no attention. He was rising, higher and higher, and
from the Woodwingers on the cliff came the ragged, popping sound of applause.

Mariswent after him, banking, breaking her circle, heading out over the sea. Va was dready ahead of
her. But flying easily thistime, luxuriating in hisstunt.

When she caught him, flying as near to him as she dared—above and a bit behind and to the right—she
began to shout curses down at him, borrowing freely from Senas more extensive vocabulary.

Va laughed a her.

"That was dangerous and usdless and stupid,” Maris shouted. "Y ou could have killed yoursdlf... a
jammed drut. ... if you hadn't flung them hard enough. ..."

Va 4ill laughed. "My risk," he shouted back. "And | didn't fling them... rigged springs... better than
Raven."

"Raven wasafoal," she shouted. "And long dead. .. what's Raven to you?"

"Y our brother sang that song, too,” Va yelled. Then he banked and dove, avay from her, aboruptly
terminating the conversation.

Numb, and seeing no usein further pursuit of Va, Mariswheded around and |ooked for SRella, who
was following severd hundred yards behind and below them. She drifted down to join her, trying to tell
her pounding heart to reax, willing her siff musclesto loosen and get the fed of thewind.

SRelawas ghost-pae, and flying badly. "What happened?* she cried when Maris approached. 1 could
have died."

"It wasastunt,” Maris called to her. "Fyer named Raven used to do it. Va concocted his own version.”

SRdlaflew slently for amoment, congdering that, and then alittle color came tentatively back into her
face. "1 thought someone had pushed him," she shouted. "A stunt—it was beautiful "

"It was insane," Maris called back. She was quietly horrified that SRella could possibly have thought
one of her fellow students capable of shoving Va to his death. He has been influencing her, she thought
bitterly.



Therest of theflight, as Maris had predicted, was easy. Maris and SRellaflew close together, Val ahead
and much higher, preferring the company of rainbirds, it seemed. They kept him in sight throughout the
afternoon, but only with an effort.

The winds were cooperdtive, blowing them so steadily toward Skulny that they hardly needed to do
morethan relax and glide. It was a timesadull flight, but Marisdid not regret it. They skirted the coast
of Big Shotan, fishing fleets everywhere beyond thelittle harbor towns, bringing in asbig acaich as
possiblein the storm-free weather. And they saw Stormtown from the air, its great bay in the center of
the city, windmillsturning al aong the shores, forty of them, or fifty—SRellatried to count them, but they
were behind her before she was half done. And in the open sea between Little Shotan and Skulny, near
sunset, they spied ascylla, itslong neck craning up out of the blue-green water asitsrows of powerful
flippers churned just benegth the surface. SRella seemed ddighted. She had heard about scyllas dl her
life, but thiswasthe first she had actualy seen.

They reached Skulny just ahead of the night. Asthey circled before landing, they could see figures below
setting up lanterns on poles dl dong the beach, to guidein later flyers. Already the smdl flyers lodge
nearby was ablaze with lights and activity: the parties, thought Maris, began earlier every year.

Maristried to make her landing an example to SRella, but even as she was on her hands and knees,
shaking sand out of her hair, she heard SRellathump to the ground nearby, and redlized the girl had
surely been too busy with her own landing to notice how clumsy or adept her teacher was.

Whoops of pleasure and welcome surrounded them at once. Eager hands reached out to them. "Help
you, flyer? Help you, please?’

Maristook hold of one strong hand, and looked up into the eager face of ayoung boy with wind-tangled
hair. Hisface was dive with pleasure; he was here for the glory of being near flyers, and was probably
thrilled by the thought of the coming competition on hisown idand.

But as he was helping her off with her wings—and another boy was helping SRdlla—suddenly there was
the sound of wind-on-wings again, and another thump, and Maris glanced over to seethat Va had come
in. They had lost sight of him near dusk, and she had assumed he was aready down.

He climbed awkwardly to hisfeet, the great silver wings bobbing on his back, and two young girls moved
inon him. "Help you, flyer." Therefrain wasamost achant. "Help you, flyer," and their handswere on
him.

"Get away" he snapped, anger in hisvoice. The girlsjumped back, sartled, and even Maris|ooked up.
Va was aways so cool and controlled; the outburst was unlike him.

"We just want to help you with your wings, flyer,” the bolder of the girls said.

"Don't you have any pride?' Vd said. He was unstrap-ping himself, without help. "Don't you have
anything better to do than fawn over flyerswho treat you like dirt? What are your parents?’

Thegirl qualled. "Tanners, flyer.”

"Then go and learn tanning,” he said. "It'sa cleaner trade than daving for theflyers.” He turned away from
her, began to fold up hiswings carefully.

Marisand SRelawerefree of their own wings now. "Here," said the boy who had been helping Maris,
as he offered them to her, neetly folded. Suddenly abashed, she fumbled in her pocket and offered the
boy an iron coin. She had always accepted the help without payment before, but something in what Va



said had struck achord.

But the boy just laughed and refused to take her money. "Don't you know?" he said. "It's good luck to
touch aflyer'swings." And then he was off, and Maris saw as he darted toward his companions that the
beach wasfull of children. They were everywhere, hdping with the poles, playing in the sand, waiting for
the chanceto aid aflyer.

But looking at them, Maristhought of Va, and wondered if there were others on the idand who were
not so thrilled by the flyers and the competition, others who stayed home to brood and sulk and resent
the privileged caste that flew the skies of Windhaven.

"Takeyour wings, flyer?' avoice said sharply, and Marisglanced over. It wasVa, mocking. "Here," he
sad, inhisnorma tone, and he offered her the wings hed worn on theflight. "'l imagine you'll want these
for safekeeping.”

Shetook the wings from him, holding one pair avkwardly in each hand. "Where are you going?' Va
shrugged. "Thisisafair-szed idand. Somewhere thereé's atown or two, and atavern or two, and abed
todeepin. | haveafew irons "Y ou could come up to the lodge with SRellaand me," Marissaid
hestantly.

"Could I?' VA sad, hisvoice perfectly leve. Hissmileflickered at her. "That would be an interesting
scene. More dramatic than my launching today, 1'd guess.”

Marisfrowned. "I haven't forgotten that,” she said. "SRella could have hurt hersdf, you know. She was
badly startled by that fool'slegp of yours. I ought—"

"I believe I've heard thisbefore," Va said. "Excuse me." He turned and was gone, waking quickly up the
beach with his hands shoved deep in his pockets.

Behind her, Maris heard SRellalaughing and talking with the other young people, sharing with them her
delight in her first long flight. When Maris approached, she broke off and ran to take her hand. "How
was|?' she asked breathlesdy. "How did | do?"

"Y ou know how you did—you just want meto praise you," Maris said, her tone amock-scold. "All
right, I will. You flew asif you'd never done anything e'seinyour life, asif you'd been borntoit.”

"I know," SRelasaid shyly. Then shelaughed in sheer joy. "It was marvelous. | never want to do
anything but fly!"

"I know how you fed," Marissaid. "But arest will do us good right now. Let'sgoinand st by thefire
and see who ese has come early.”

But when she turned to go, SRellahung back. Marislooked at her curioudly, and then understood;
SRelawasworried about the sort of reception shewould find insde the lodge. She was an outsider,
after dl, and no doubt Va had been filling her with tales of hisown rejection.

"Well," Marissad, "you might aswell comein, unlessyou fed likeflying back tonight. They'll haveto
meet you sometime.”

SRdlanodded, till abit timorous, and they started up the pebbled incline toward the lodge.

It was asmal two-room building built of soft, westhered white rock. The main room, well-lit and
overheated by aroaring fire, was noisy, crowded, and unappealing after the clean solitude of the open
ar. The faces of the flyers seemed to blur together as Marislooked around in search of specid friends,



SRelastanding nervoudy behind her. They hung the wings on hooks dong the wals, and began to fight
their way acrossthe room.

A heavy-set, middle-aged man with afull beard was pouring some liquid into the huge, fragrant stewpot
hung over thefire, and roaring insults & someone demanding nourishment. Something about him drew
Maris eyes back after they had passed over him, and with a strange little shock she recognized the
overweight cook. When had Garth grown so old and fat?

She garted toward him when thin arms went around her from behind, hugging her fiercely, and she
caught the faint whisper of aflowery scent.

"Shalli!" she said, turning. She noticed the rounded stomach. "I didn't expect to see you here—heard you
were preg—"

Shdli sopped her lipswith afinger. "Hush. | get enough of that from Corm. And | tell him that our little
flyer hasto learn about flying from the very beginning. But | am careful, truly. | took theflight dow and
easy. | couldn't missthist Corm wanted me to take aboat. Can you imagine?' Shdli's beautiful, mobile
face went from one comic expression to another as she spoke.

"Y ou're not going to compete?”’

"Oh, no. It wouldn't be fair, me with the extra ballast!" She patted the small mound and laughed. "I'm to
judge. And I've promised Corm that after thisI'll stay home and be agood little mother 'til the baby
comes, unlessthere's an emergency.”

Marisfelt apang of guilt, knowing that the"emergencies’ Shdli had to fly were caused by her own
absence from Amberly. But after the competition, she sworeto hersdf, sheld stay home and tend to her
duties.

"Shdli, I'd like you to meet afriend of mine" Maris said. SRellawas hanging back shyly, so Marispulled
her gently forward. "Thisis SRella, our most promising sudent. She flew here from Woodwingswith me
today, her longest flight so far.”

"Ooh." Shdli arched her brows.

"SRédlg, thisis Shdli. From Lesser Amberly, like me. She used to fly guard on me, when | wasjust
learning how to usethewings.”

They exchanged polite gregtings. Then Shalli, giving SRellaameasuring look, said, "Good luck inthe
competitions. Y ou'd better not beat Corm, though. | think 1'd go mad if he was around the house every
day for ayear."

Shalli smiled, but SRella seemed to take the jest in earnest. "1 don't want to hurt anyone,” she said, "but
someone hasto lose. | want to win as much asany flyer."

"Mmm, well, it's not quite the same," Shalli murmured. "But | was only joking, child. Y ou wouldn't want
to chalenge Corm, redly. Y ou wouldn't have avery good chance." She glanced acrossthe room.
"Excuse me, please—I| see that Corm has found a cushion for me, and now | suppose | must go and sit
onitif I'mnot to hurt hisfedings. I'll talk to you later, Maris. SRella, it was nice to meet you."

They watched her moving easily through the crowded room, away from them.

"Would 1?' SRelaasked, her tone troubled.



"Would you whet?'
"Have achance againgt Corm.”

Marislooked at her unhappily, not knowing whet to say. "He's very good,” she managed findly. "He's
been flying for dmost twenty years now, and he'swon prizesin lots of these competitions. No, you're
probably not his match. But that's no disgrace, SRella.”

"Which oneishe?' SRellasaid, frowning.
"Over by Shalli—see—the dark-haired onein black and gray."
"He'shandsome,” SRdlasaid.

Marislaughed. "Ah, yes. Haf the land-bound girls on Amberly werein love with him when he was
younger. They were dl heartbroken when he and Shali wed."

That drew asmall smile back to SRellasface. "On my homeidand, al the boys used to dream about
SLandra, our flyer. Were you in love with Corm too?"

"Never. | knew himtoowel."

"MARIS" The bdlow rang from therafters, atracting attention al over the lodge. Garth wasydlling at
her from across the room, gesturing her closer.

She grinned. "Come," she said, pulling SR laafter her through the press, nodding polite hellos at old
acquai ntances as she went.

Garth crushed her in aformidable hug when she reached him, then pushed her back to look at her. "You
look tired, Maris," hetold her. "Flying too much.”

"And you," she said, "have been eating too much.” She jabbed afinger into his somach whereit hung
over hisbdt. "What's this? Are you and Shdli going to give birth together?!

Garth snorted with laughter. "Ah," he growled, "my sgter'sfault. She brews her own de, you know. Got
aright little businessgoing. | have to help her out, of course, buy alittle now and again.”

"Y ou're probably her best customer,” Maris said. "When did you grow the beard?"
"Oh, amonth ago, two, something likethat. | haven't seen you in ahaf-year, it seems.”

Maris nodded. "Dorrel was fretting over you the last time we were at the Eyrie together. Something
about adate to get drunk, and you didn't makeit."

Hefrowned. "Ah," hesaid, "yes, | know al about it. Dorrel goeson endlesdy. | wasill, that's all, no greeat
mystery.” He turned back to the fire and gave his stew a stir. "Therell be food soon. Hungry? | madethis
myself, Southern style, with lots of spicesand wine."

Maristurned. "Y ou hear that, SRella? Y ou'll get some decent food, it soundslike." She ushered the girl
forward to face Garth. "SRella's aWoodwinger, and one of the best. Shelll be taking some poor soul's
wingsthisyear. SRela, thisis Garth of Skulny, one of our hosts here and an old friend.” "Not that old,"
Garth protested. He smiled at SRella. "Why, you're as beautiful as Maris used to be, before she got thin
andtired. Do you fly aswdl?*

"I try to," SRdlasaid.



"Modest, too," he said. "Wdl, Skulny knows how to treet flyers, even fledglings. Anything you want, you
tell me about it. Are you hungry? Thiswill be ready soon. In fact, maybe you can help me with the spices.
I'm not redlly from Southern, you know, maybe | didn't get it right." He took her by the hand and drew
her closer to thefire, then forced a spoonful of stew at her. "Here, try this, tell me what you think."

As SRelatasted, Garth glanced at Maris and pointed. "L ook, you're wanted," he said. Dorrel was
gtanding in the doorway, till holding hisfolded wings, shouting to her above the din of the party. "Go on,"
Garth said gruffly. "I'll keep SRella occupied. I'm the hogt, after all." He pushed her toward the door.

Maris smiled at him, then began to work her way back across the floor, which had grown even more
crowded. Dorrdl, after hanging up hiswings, met her. He threw hisarms around her and kissed her
briefly. Marisfound hersdlf trembling as she leaned against him.

When they broke apart, there was concern in his eyes. "What'swrong?' he said. "Y ou were shaking." He
looked at her hard. "And you look worn out, exhausted.”

Marisforced agmile. "Garth said the samething. No, redly, I'mfine."

"No, you're not. | know you too well, love." He put his hands on her shoulders, his gentle, familiar hands.
"Redly. Cantyoutdl me?'

Marissighed. She did fed tired, sheredlized suddenly. "I guess| don't know mysdlf,” she muttered. "
haven't been deeping well this past month. Nightmares.”

Dorrd put an arm around her and led her through the press of flyersto awide wooden table against the
wall, covered with wines, liquors, and food. "What kind of nightmares?' he asked. He poured them each
glasses of rich red wine, and carved out two wedges of awhite, crumbly cheese.

"Only one. Fdling. | fal through still air, hit thewater, and die. She bit off amouthful of cheeseand
washed it down with agulp of thewine. "Good," she said, smiling.

"Should be," Dorrel replied. "It'sfrom Amberly. But you can't redly be worried about this dream, can
you? | didn't think you were superdtitious.” ' "No," Marissaid, "that'snot it at al. | can't explain. It
just—bothersme. And that's not al." She hesitated.

Dorrd watched her face, waiting.

"This compstition,” Marissaid. "There could betrouble.” "What kind of trouble?" "Remember when |
saw you a Eyrie? | mentioned that one of the students from Airhome had taken ship for Woodwings?*

"Yes" Dorrd said. He sipped at hisown wine. "What of it?"

"He's on Skulny now, and he's going to chalenge, and it isn't just any student. It'sVd." Dorrel'sface was
blank. "Va?' "One-Wing," Maris said quietly. He frowned. "One-Wing," he repested. "Wdll, |
understand why you're upset. | would never have expected him to try again. Does he expect to be
welcomed?"

"No," Marissad. "He knows better. And his opinion of flyersisno better than their opinion of him."

Dorrd shrugged. "Well, it will be unpleasant, but it needn't ruin the competition,” he said. "Helll be easy
enough to ignore, and | don't imagine we have to worry about him winning again. No one haslost a
reldivelady."

Marisdrew back alittle. Dorrd's voice abruptly seemed so hard, and the gibe sounded so crud from his



lips—and yet, it was amost identical to what sheld said at the academy on the day Va had arrived.
"Dorr," shesaid, "he's good. He's been training for years. | think he's going to win. He hasthe kills. |
know, I'veflown againg him."

"Youveflown againg him?' Dorre said.
"In practice,” Marissad. "At Woodwings. What—"

Hedrained hiswine and set the glassaside. "Maris," he said, hisvoice low but strained. "Y ou're not
going to tell me you've been hdping him too. One-Wing?"

"He was a student, and Sena asked me to work with him," Maris said stubbornly. "I'm not there to play
favoritesand help only those | like."

Dorrel swore and took her by thearm. "Come outside,” he said. "I don't want to talk about thisin here,
where someone might hear.”

It was cool outside the lodge, and the wind coming in off the sea had the tang of sdt toit. Along the
beach, the poleswere up and the lanterns had been lit to welcome night-flying travelers. Marisand
Dorrdl walked away from the crowded lodge and sat together on the sand. Mogt of the children had
gone now, and they were done.

"Maybethisiswhat | feared,” Maris said, with atinge of bitternessin her tone. "I knew you'd balk at
that. But | can't make exceptions—we can't make exceptions. Can't you understand that? Can't you try
to understand?"

"l cantry," hesaid. "l can't promise to succeed. Why, Maris? He's no ordinary land-bound, no little
Wood-wings dreaming of being aflyer. Hes One-Wing, haf aflyer even when he had hiswings. He
killed Ari. Have you forgotten that?'

"No," Marissaid. "I'm not happy about Va. Heshard to like, and he hates flyers, and there's dwaysthe
specter of Ari peering over hisshoulder. But | have to help him, Dorr. Because of what we did seven
years ago. Thewings must go to those who can use them best, even if they are... well, likeVal.
Vindictive, and angry, and cold.”

Dorrd shook hishead. "I can't accept that," he said.

"I wish | knew him better,” Marissaid, "so | could understand what made him theway heis. | think he
hated the flyers even before they named him One-Wing." She reached over and took Dorrd by the hand.
"He's dways accusing, making venomouslittle jests, when heisn't shidding himsalf inice. According to
Vad, I'm aOne-Wing too, even if | pretend that I'm not.”

Dorrel looked at her and squeezed her hand tight within hisown. "No," he said. "Y ou are aflyer, Maris.
Have no fear of that."

"Am|7? shesad. "I'm not surewhat it meansto be aflyer. It's more than having wings, or flyingwell. Va
had wings, and he flieswell enough, but you yoursdf said hewas only hdf aflyer. If it means... well,
accepting everything the way it is, and looking down on the land-bound, and not offering help to the
Woodwingersfor fear they'll hurt afdlow flyer, areal flyer... if it meansthingslikethat, then | don't think
| am aflyer. And sometimes | wonder if I'm not beginning to share Va's opinions of those who are.”

Dorrel let go her hand but his eyes were till on her. Even in the dark she could fedl the anguished
intengty of hisgaze. "Maris," he sad softly. "1'm aflyer, born to my wings. Va One-Wing surely despises
mefor it. Do you?"



"Dorr," shesaid, hurt. "You know | don'. I've dways loved and trusted you—you're my best friend,
truly. But..."

"But," he echoed.
She could not look at him. "I wasn't proud of you when you refused to come to Woodwings," she said.

The distant sounds of the party and the melancholy wash of the waves againgt the beach seemed tofill the
world. Finaly Dorrel spoke.

"My mother was aflyer, and her mother before her, and on back for generationsthe pair of wingsthat |
bear has been in my family. That meansagreat ded to me. My child, should | ever father one, will fly,
too, someday.

"Y ou weren't born to that tradition, and you've been the dearest person in the world to me. And you've
aways proved that you deserved wings at least as much as any flyer's child. It would have been a
horribleinjusticeif you'd been denied them. I'm proud that | could help you.

"I'm proud that | fought with you in Council to open the sky, but now you seem to be telling me that we
fought for different things. As| understood it, we were fighting for the right of anyone who dreamed hard
enough and worked long enough to become a flyer. We weren't out to destroy the grest tradition of the
flyers, to throw the wings out and let land-bound and would-be flyers alike fight over them like
scavenging gullsover apileoffish.

"What we were trying to do, or so | thought, was to open the sky, to open the Eyrie, to open the ranks
of theflyersto anyone who could prove worthy of bearing wings.

"Was | wrong? Were we actudly fighting instead to give up everything that makes us specid and
different?’

"l don't know anymore," she said. " Seven years ago, | could think of nothing more wonderful than being
aflyer. Neither could you. We never dreamed that there were people who might want to wear our wings,
but rgject everything else that makes up aflyer. We never dreamed of them, but they existed. And we
opened the sky for them, too, Dorr. We changed more than we knew. And we can't turn our backs on
them. The world has changed, and we have to accept it, and ded with it. We may not like dl the results
of what we've done, but we can't deny them. Va isone of those results.”

Dorrel stood up and brushed the sand from his clothes. "I can't accept that result,” he said, hisvoice
more sorrowful than angry. "I've donealot of thingsfor the love of you, Maris, but | can seethe limits.
It'strue that the world has changed—because of what we've done—but we don't have to accept the evil
with the good. We don't have to embrace those, like Va One-Wing, who sneer at our traditions and
seek to tear us apart. Hell destroy usin the end, Maris—with his sdfishness and his hatred. And because
you don't understand that, you'll help him. I won't. Do you understand that?'

She nodded without looking up at him.
A minute passed in slence. "Will you come with me, back to the lodge?"
"No," shesaid. "No, not just now."

"Good night, Maris." Dorrd turned and waked away from her, his boots crunching on the sand until the
lodge door opened for him with aburst of party noise, then closed again.

It was quiet and peaceful on the beach. The lanterns, burning atop their poles, moved weakly in the



breeze, and she heard their faint clattering and the never-ending sound of the searolling in and out, in and
out.

Maris had never felt so done.

Maris and SRelaspent the night together in aroughly finished cabin for two not far from the shore, one
of fifty such structuresthat the Landsman of Skulny had had erected to housethe visiting flyers. Thelittle
villagewas only half full asyet, but Marisknew that the earliest arrivals had aready appropriated the
more comfortable accommodationsin the lodge house and the guest wing of the Landsman's own High
Hal.

SRdladidnt mind the austerity of their lodgings. She wasin high spiritswhen Marisretrieved her at last
from the dying party. Garth had stayed close to her throughout the evening, introducing her to dmost
everybody, forcing her to eat three portions of his stew after she had praised it incautioudy, and regaling
her with embarrassing anecdotes about haf of the flyers present. "He'snice,” SRdlasaid, "but he drinks
too much." Maris could only agree with that; though it had not always been so: when sheld cometo find
SRdla, Garth had been red-eyed and close to staggering. Maris hel ped him to the back room and put
him to bed while he carried on adurred, unintelligible conversation.

The next day dawned gray and windy. They woke to the cries of afood vendor, and Maris dipped
outside and bought two steaming hot sausages from his cart. After breakfast, they donned their wings and
flew. Not many of the flyerswerein the air; the holiday atmosphere was a contagion, and most were
drinking and talking in the lodge, or paying their respectsto the Landsman, or wandering about Skulny to
see what there was to see. But Marisinssted that SRella practice, and they stayed doft for closeto five
hours on steedily risng winds.

Below them, the beach was again choked with children eager to assist incoming flyers. Despite their
numbers, they were kept busy. Arrivals were constant throughout the day. The most spectacular
moment—SRellalooked on with wondering, awe-struck eyes—was when the flyers of Big Shotan
approached en masse, nearly forty strong, flying in atight formation, gorgeous againgt the sun in their
dark red uniforms and slver wings.

By the time the competition began, Marisknew, virtudly al the flyersfrom the scattered reaches of
Western would be here. Eastern would be heavily represented too, athough not quite with the unanimity
of Western. Southern, smaler and farther, would have fewer till, and there would be only ahandful of
competitors from the Outer Idands, desolate Artellia, the vol canic Embers, and the other far-off places.

It was afternoon, and Maris and SRellawere Sitting outsde the lodge with glasses of hot spiced milk in
their hands, when Va made his appearance.

He gave Maris his mocking half-amile and sat down next to SRella "I trust you enjoyed flyer hospitaity,"
hesadflatly.

"They werenice" SRedlasad, blushing. "Won't you come tonight? Therésto be another party. Garthis
going to roast awhole seacat, and hissister isproviding de.”

"No," Vd sad. "They have de enough and food enough where I'm staying, and it suits me better.” He
glanced a Maris. "No doubt it suitsus dl better.”

Maris refused to be baited. "Where are you saying?'

"A tavern about two miles down the searoad. Not the sort of place you'd careto visit. They don't get
many flyersthere, just miners and landsguard and some lesswilling to talk about their professons. |



doubt they'd know how to treat aflyer properly.”
Maris frowned in annoyance. "Do you ever sop?'
"Stop?' Heamiled.

All a once Mariswasfilled with a perverse determination to erase that amile, to prove Va wrong. "You
don't even know theflyers” she said. "What right have you to hate them so? They're people, no different
from you—no, that's wrong, they are different. They're warmer and more generous.”

"The warmth and generosity of flyersisfabled,” Va said. "No doubt that'swhy only flyers are welcome
a flyer parties.”

"They welcomed me," SRdlasad.

Va gave her along look, cautious and measuring. Then he shrugged and the thin smile returned to his
lips

"Y ou've convinced me" hesad. "I'll cometo this party tonight, if they'll let aland-bound through the
door."

"Comeas my gues, then,” Marissad, "if you refuseto cal yoursef aflyer. And put asde your damned
hodtility for afew hours. Give them achance.”

"Please," SRelasaid. Shetook hishand and smiled hopefully at him.

"Oh, they'll have a chance to show their warmth and generosity,” Vd said. "But | won't beg for it, or
polish their wings, or sing songsin their praise.” He stood up abruptly. "Now, | would like to get some
flyingin. Isthereapair of wings| might use?

Maris nodded and directed him to the cabin where his wings were hung. After he was gone, she turned
to SRdla "You carefor him alot, don't you?' she said softly.

SRellalowered her eyes and blushed. "I know he's crud at times, Maris, but he's not dways like that."

"Maybethat's 0," Maris admitted. "He hasn't et me get to know him very well. Jus—just be careful, al
right, SRella?Va hasalot of hurt in him and sometimes people like that, when they've been hurt alot,
get back by hurting others, even those who care for them.”

"I know," SRdlasad. "Maris, you don't think—they won't hurt him tonight, will they? The flyers?*

"I think hewantsthem to,” Marissaid, "so you'll seethat he's right about them—about us. But I'm hoping
that well prove him wrong."

SRdlasad nothing. Marisfinished her drink and rose. "Come," she said. "Theres till time for more
practice, and you need it. Let's get our wings back on.”

By early evening it was common knowledge among the flyersthat Va One-Wing was on Skulny and
intended to challenge. How the word had gotten out Maris was unsure. Perhagps Dorrel had said
something, or perhaps Va had been recognized, or perhaps the news had come in from Eastern with
some flyer who knew that Vd had taken ship from Airhome. It was out and flying in any case. Twice
Maris heard the epithet "One-Wing" as she and SRellawaked back to their cabin in the flyer village, and
outsde their door ayoung flyer Maris knew casudly from the Eyrie stopped her and asked point-blank if
the rumor was true. When Maris admitted that it was, the other woman whistled and shook her head.



It was not quite dark when Maris and SRellawandered up to the lodge, but the main room was aready
haf-full of flyers, drinking and talking in small clusters. The promised seacat was roasting on aspit above
thefire, but by thelook of it still had several hoursto go.

Garth's sster, astout plain-faced woman named Riesa, drew Marisamug of her aefrom one of three
huge wooden casks that had been set dong onewall. "It'sgood,” Maris said after tasting. " Although |
confess1'm no expert. Wine and kivas are my usud drinks."

Riesalaughed. "Wdl, Garth swears by it, and he'sdrunk enough dein histimeto float asmal trading
flegt."

"Whereis Garth?' SRelaasked. "I thought hed be here."

"He should be, later," Riesasaid. "He wasn't feding well, so he sent me on ahead. | think it wasjust an
excuseto avoid helping with the barrds, actualy.”

"Wasn't fedingwe|?' Marissaid. "Riesa, iseverything al right? He's beeniill frequently of late, hasn't he?”

Riesa's pleasant smile faded. "Has he told you, Maris? | wasn't sure. It's only been the past haf-year. It's
hisjoints. When it gets bad, they swell up on him something terrible, and even when they aren't swelling
he'sgot pain." Sheleaned alittle closer. "I'm worried about him, in truth. Dorrel istoo. He's seen hedlers,
here and in Stormtown too, but no one has been able to do much. And he's drinking more than he used
to."

Mariswas gppalled. "I knew Dorrel wasfretting over him, but | thought it was just hisdrinking." She
hestated. "Riesa, has Garth told the Landsman about his troubles?”

Riesa shook her head. "No, heés—" Sheinterrupted herself to draw amug for a craggy-looking
Easterner and resumed only after he had drifted away. "Heé's afrad, Maris."

"Why ishe afrad?' SRellaasked quietly, looking from Maristo Riesaand back again. She had been
ganding slently by Maris elbow, listening.

"If aflyerissck,” Marissaid, "the Landsman can call together theidand's other flyers, and if they agree,
he can take the wings from the Sick one, lest they belost at sea Shelooked back toward Riesa. "Then
Garthisdill flying missonsasif hewerewdl,” she said, with concernin her voice. "The Landsman isn't

spainghim.”

"No," Riesasaid, chewing on her lip. "I'm frightened for him, Maris. The pain comes on so suddenly
sometimes, and if it should come while he's flying—I've told him to speek to the Landsman, but he won't
hear of it. Hiswings are everything to him, you know that. All you flyersare dike."

"Il tak to him," Marissad firmly.

"Dorrel has spoken to him endlesdly,” Riesasaid. "It does no good. Y ou know how stubborn Garth can
mll

"He should lay down hiswings," SRelablurted suddenly.

Riesagave her ahard look. "Child, you don't know what you are saying. Y ou are the Woodwinger Garth
met last night, are you not? Maris friend?"

SRdlanodded.



"Y es, Garth spoke of you," Riesasaid. "Y ou would understand better if you wereaflyer. Youand |, we
can only watch from outside, we can never fed asaflyer fedsabout hiswings. At least Garth hastold
meso.”

" will beaflyer," SRellainsisted.

"Certainly you will, child,” Riesasaid, "but you are not now, and that iswhy you talk so easily of laying
down thewings."

But SRellalooked offended. She stood very stiffly and said, "I'm not achild, and | do understand.” She
might have said more, but just then the door opened and she and Maris both glanced in that direction.

Va had arrived.

"Excuse me," Maris said, taking Riesa by the forearm and giving her a squeeze for reassurance. "Well
talk more later.” She hurried to where Va stood, his dark eyes sweeping the room, one hand resting on
the hilt of his ornate knifein a pose that was haf nervousness and haf challenge.

"A smdl party,” he said noncommittaly when Marisand SRdllajoined him.

"Itsearly,” Marisreplied. "Giveit time. Come, let's get you adrink and abit of food.” She gestured to
thefar wal, where alavish table had once again been spread with spiced eggs, fruit, cheese, bread,
various shellfish, sweetmests, and padiries. "The seacat isthe main course, but well be waiting hours for
that,” she concluded.

Val took in the seacat on the spit and the table covered with other edibles. "I seethe flyers are eating
amply once again,” he said. But he let himsdlf be led across the room, where he ate two spiced eggs and
awedge of cheese before pausing to pour agoblet of wine.

Around them the party went on; Vd had attracted no particular attention. But Maris did not know if that
was because the others had accepted him, or smply failed to recognize him.

Thethree of them stood quietly for afew moments, SRdllataking to Va in alow voice while he sipped
at hiswine and nibbled some more cheese, Maris quaffing her ale and watching the front door a bit
apprehensvely each timeit opened. It had grown dark outside, and the lodge wasrilling up rapidly. A
dozen Shotaners she knew only vaguely swept in dl a once, sill in their red uniforms, followed by a
half-dozen Easterners she knew not at al. One of them climbed atop Riesa's de casks; acompanion
tossed him up aguitar, and he began to sing flyers songsin a passably melow voice. Beneath him the
crowd grew dense, and listeners began to shout up requests.

Maris, ill glancing at the door whenever it opened, drifted abit closer to Va and SRella, and tried to
listen to them above the music.

Then the music stopped.

In mid-song, suddenly singer and guitar both grew silent, and the silence flowed across the room, as
conversations ceased and dl eyesturned curioudy to the man perched atop the de keg. Inlessthan a
minute, everyonein thelodge waslooking a him.

And hewas looking acrosstheroom at Val.

Vd turned in hisdirection and raised hiswine glass. "Greetings, Loren," he called, in hismaddeningly flat
tones. "l toast your fine singing." He drained hiswine and set the glass aside.



Someone, taking Val'swords for aveiled insult, snickered. Otherstook the toast in earnest, and raised
their own glasses. The singer just sat and stared, hisface darkening, and most of the flyerswatched him,
baffled, waiting for him to resume.

"Do the bdlad of Aron and Jeni," someone caled out.

The guitarist shook hishead. "No," he said, "I've got amore appropriate song." He played afew opening
bars and began to Sing asong unfamiliar to Maris.

Vad turned to her. "Don't you recognizeit?' he said.

"It's popular in Eastern. They call it the ballad of Ari and One-Wing." He poured himsdalf morewineand
raised the glass again in mocking tribute to the singer.

With asinking feding, Marisredized that she had heard the song before, years past, and what was
worse had enjoyed it. It was arousing, dramatic story of betrayd and revenge, with One-Wing thevillain
and theflyersthe heroes.

SRelawashiting her lip in anger, bardly holding back her tears. She started forward impulsively, but Va
restrained her with ahand on her arm and shook his head. Maris could only stand helplesdy, listening to
the cruel words, so very different from those of her own song, the one Coll had composed for her. She
wished he were here now, to compose asong in answer to this. Singers had a strange power, even
amateurs like the Easterner across the room.

When he was finished, everyone knew.

Hetossed hisguitar down to afriend, and jumped down after it. "I'll be Singing on the beach, if anyone
caresto hear," he said. Then hetook hisinstrument and left, followed by dl of the Easternerswho had
arrived with him and agood many others. The lodge was suddenly haf-empty again.

"Loren wasaneghbor," Va sad. "From North Arren, just acrossthe bay. | haven't seen himin years."

The Shotaners were talking softly among themselves, one or two of them giving Vd, Maris, and SRdlla
pointed looks from timeto time. All of them |eft together.

"Y ou haven't introduced meto your flyer friends,” Va said to SRella. "Come." Hetook her hand and led
her forcefully to where four men were clustered in atight circle. Maris had no choice but to follow. "I'm
Va of South Arren,” he said loudly. "Thisis SRdla Fine flying weather today, wasn't it?"

One of thefour, ahuge, dark man with amassive jaw, frowned a him. "I admire your courage,
One-Wing," he rumbled, "but nothing el se about you. | knew Ari, though not well. Do you want meto
meake polite conversation with you?"

"Thisisaflyers lodge and aflyers party,” one of his companions said sharply. "Do you two have
business here?!

"They are my guests," Marissaid furioudy. "Or do you question my right to be here too?"

"No. Only your tastein guests." He clapped the big man on the shoulder. "Come. | have a sudden urgeto
hear some singing.”

Va tried another group, two women and aman with de mugsin their hands. Before he had quite reached
them, they sat down their mugs—till haf-full—and l€ft.



Only one party remained in the room, six flyersthat Maris knew vagudly from the far reaches of Western,
and asingle blond youth from the Outer Idands. And suddenly they were leaving too, but on the way to
the door one of them, aman well into hismiddle years, stopped to talk to Va. "Y ou may not remember,
but | was among the judges the year you took Ari'swings," the man said. "We judged fairly, but some
have never forgiven usfor the verdict we handed down. Perhaps you did not know what you were doing,
perhaps you did. It makes no difference. If they were so reluctant to forgive me, they will never forgive
you. | pity you, but we're helpless. Y ou were wrong to come back, son. They will never let you bea
flyer."

Va had been calm through everything €'se, but now hisface contorted in rage. "'l do not want your pity,"
he said. "I do not want to be one of you. And | am not your son! Get out of here, old man, or | will
take your wingsthisyear."

The gray-haired flyer shook his head, and a companion took him by hiselbow. "Let's go, Cadon. You
waste your concern on him.”

When they left, only Riesaremained in the lodge room with Maris, Va, and SRedla. She busied hersdlf
with her e mugs, gathering them up to wash, and did not look at them.

"Warmth and generosity,” Vd sad.

"They'renot all—" Maris started, and found she could not go on. SRellalooked asif she were about to
cry.

Then the door crashed open, and it was Garth standing there, frowning, looking puzzled and angry.
"What isgoing on?' hesaid. "'l stumble up from hometo host my party, and everyoneis out on the
beach. Maris? Riesa?' He dammed the door and started across the room. "If there was afight, I'll break
the neck of the fool who Started it. Flyers have no business quarreling like land-bound.”

Va faced him squarely. "'I'm the cause of your empty party,” he said.

"Do | know you?' Garth said.

"Vd. Of South Arren." He waited.

"Hedidn't sart anything,” Maris said suddenly. "Believe that, Garth. HES my guest.”
Garth looked baffled. "Then why—?"

"I'm dso caled One-Wing."

Comprehension broke across Garth's face, and Maris knew how she must have looked the day she had
met Va on the Stormtown docks, and had a sickening redlization of what it must have felt liketo Val.

Whatever Garth felt, he struggled to contral it. "I wish | could bid you welcome,”" he said, "but that would
bealie. Ari was aswest, fine woman who never hurt anyone, and | knew her brother too. Wedl did."
He sghed and looked to Maris. "Heisyour guest, you say? What would you have me do?'

"Ari wasmy friend aswdl,” Marissaid. "Garth, | don't ask you to forget her. But Va isnot her killer. He
took her wings, not her life."

"They are one and the same," Garth grumbled, but it was half-hearted. He looked back at Va. "You
were aboy then, though, and none of us knew that Ari would kill hersdf. I've made my own share of
mistakes, though none as big asyours, and | suppose—"



"I made no mistake," Vd interrupted.
Garth blinked. "Y our chalengewasamigtake," he said. "Ari killed hersdf.”
"I would chalenge her again," Va said. "Shewas not fit to fly. Her death was her mistake, not mine.”

Garth was dways gentle and genid, even hisinfrequent angersfull of bluff and bluster; Maris had never
seen hisface as cold and bitter asit looked now. "Out, One-Wing," he said, hisvoicelow. "Leavethis
lodge and do not enter it again, whether you wear wings or not. | will not have you."

" won't be back,” Va said evenly. "Nonetheless, | thank you for your warmth and generosity.” He
smiled and headed toward the door. SRella started after him.

"SRdlg" Garth sad. "I don't—you can stay, girl, | have no—"
SRelawnhirled. "Everything Vd saysistrue. | hateyou dl."
And shefollowed Va One-Wing out into night.

SRdladid not return to their little cabin that night, but she wasthere just after dawn the next day, Va
with her, both ready for practice. Maris gave them the wings and accompanied them up the steep,
twigting stone sairsto theflyers dliff. "Race," shetold them. "Fly above the coadtline, using the sea
breeze and staying low. Circlethe entireidand.”

It was not until they were out of sight that Maristook wing herself. They would take severa hoursto
complete the circuit, and she was thankful for thetime. Shefelt tired and irritable, in no mood for even
the best of company, and VVa was never that. She gave hersdlf to the healing embrace of the wind and
angled out to sea.

The morning was pae and quiet, the wind steady behind her. Sherodeit, letting it take her where it
would; al directionswere the sameto her. She wanted only to fly, to fee the touch of thewind, to forget
all the petty troubles below in the cold, clean air of the upper sky.

Therewas little enough to see: gulls and scavenger kites and ahawk or two near the shores of Skulny, a
fishing boat here and there, and farther out only ocean, ocean everywhere, blue-green water with long
bright streaks of sun upon it. Once she saw a pack of seacats, graceful silver shapes whose playful legps
took them twenty feet above the waves. An hour later, she caught arare glimpse of awind wraith, avast
strange bird with semi-trand ucent wings as wide and thin asthe sails of atrading ship. Maris had never
seen one before, though she had heard other flyers speak of them. They liked the higher dtitudes where
humans seldom flew, and almost never came within sight of land. This one was quite low, floating on the
wind, its great wings scarcely seeming to move. She soon lost sight of it.

A deep sense of peacefilled her, and she felt al the tensgons and angers of the land drain away from her.
Thiswaswhat it meant to fly, she thought. The rest, the messages she flew, the honor paid to her, the
ease of living, the friends and enemiesin flyer society, the rules and laws and legends, the responsibility
and the boundless freedom, al of it, al of it was secondary. This, for her, wasthe red reward; the smple
fed of flying.

SRdlafdt it too, she thought. Perhaps that was why she was so drawn to the Southern girl, because of
the way shelooked when she came from flying, cheeksflushed, eyes glowing, smiling. Va had none of
that look about him, Maris redized suddenly. The thought saddened her. Even if he should win hiswings,
he would miss so much; hetook afierce pridein hisflying, came away from it with asheen of
satisfaction, but he was not capable of finding joy in the sky. Whether or not he ever won hiswings, the



peace and happiness of the true flyer would aways be denied him. And that, thought Maris, was the
crudest truth about Va'slife.

When she saw by the sun that it was nearly noon, Marisfinadly banked and swept around in along,
graceful arc to begin the flight back to Skulny.

Mariswasresting donein her cabin late that afternoon when she was startled by loud, insistent pounding
at the door.

Her visitor was a stranger, ashort, dight, hollow-cheeked man with graying hair pulled back hard and
tied in aknot at the back of hishead. An Easterner: his hairstyle and fur-trimmed clothestold her that. He
wore an iron ring on one finger and slver on another, testimoniasto hiswedth.

"My nameisArak," hesad. "l haveflown for South Arren these past thirty years."

Maris opened the door wider and let him in, gesturing him toward the one chair. She sat on abed. "You
arefromVd'shomeidand.”

He grimaced. "Indeed. It isVa One-Wing | would speak to you about. Some of us have been talking—"
"'

"Hyers"

"Which flyers?' His self-centered intensity made her hostile; she did not like his presumption or histone.

"That doesn't matter,” Arak said. "I was sent to talk with you becauseit is generdly felt that you area
flyer a heart, even if not flyer-born. Y ou would not help Va One-Wing if you knew the sort of man he
is"

"I know him," Marissaid. "I do not like him, and | have not forgotten Ari's death, but till he deserveshis
chance."

"He has had more chances than he ever deserved,” Arak said angrily. "Do you know the stock he springs
from? His parents were vicious, dirty, ignorant. From Lomarron, not South Arren at al. Do you know
Lomarron?'

Maris nodded, remembering the time she had flown to Lomarron three years before. A large,
mountainous idand, soil-poor but meta-rich. Because of that wedth, warfare was endemic. Most of the
land-bound there worked in the mines. "His parentswere miners,”" she guessed.

But Arak shook his head. "Landsguard,” he said. "Professiond killers. Hisfather was aknife-fighter, his
mother ading.”

"Many idands have landsguard forces" Maris said uneedly.

Arak seemed to be enjoying this. "On Lomarron they get more practice than on other idands,” he said.
"Too much, findly. His mother had her ding hand lopped off in an engagement, severed clean a thewrig.
Not long after that there was atruce. But Va'sfamily didn't take to truces. Hisfather killed aman
anyway, and then the three of them had to flee Lomarron in afishing boat they stole. That was how they
cameto South Arren. The mother was a useless one-handed cripple, but the father joined the landsguard
again. Only for ashort time, though. One night he got too drunk and told a mate who he was, and word
reached the Landsman, and then Lomarron. He was hanged as athief and amurderer.”



Maris sat slent, feding numb.

"I know al this" Arak went on, "because | took pity on the poor widow. | took her in as housekeeper
and cook, never mind that she was clumsy and dow with the one hand. | gavethem aplaceto live, plenty
to eat, and raised VVd with my own son. With hisfather gone, he should have looked up tome. | set him
agood example; | gave him the discipline he lacked. But it was wasted— his blood was bad. The
kindness was wasted on both of them, and anything you do for him isgoing to be wasted aswell. His
mother was lazy and shiftless, dwayswhining and complaining about how she fdt, never getting her work
done on time, but expecting to be paid for it dl the same. Va used to play at being aknife-fighter, and
killing people. Even tried to drag my own boy into hissick games, but | stopped that soon enough. He
was aterrible influence. Both of them stole, you know, him and his mother. There was aways something
missing. | had to keep my iron under lock and key. | even caught him handling my wings once, in the
middle of the night, when he thought | was adeep.

"Give him a chance to win wingsfairly, and what does he do? Attacks poor Ari, who hadn't a chance,
and as good askills her. He has no morals, no code. | couldn't best it into him when he was aboy, and
now—"

Maris rose, suddenly remembering the scars on Va's back. "Y ou beat him?”

"Eh?" Arak looked up at her in surprise. "Of course | beat him. The only way to lick some senseinto him.
A blackwood stick when he was small, atouch of the whip now and then when he was older. Same as|

gave my own."

"Same as you gave your own. How about the other things you gave your own—did Va and his mother
eqt at table with you?'

Arak stood up, his sharp face twisted in dismay. Even standing, he was asmal figure, and had to look up
at Maris. "Of course not," he snapped. "They were help, hired land-bound. Servants don't eat with their
mesters. | gave them all they needed—don't you imply thet | starved them.”

"Y ou gave them scraps,” Maris said with angry certainty. " Scraps and refuse, the garbage you didn't
want."

"I was awedthy flyer when you were aland-bound brat digging for your dinner. Don't try to tell me how
to feed my household.”

Maris stepped closer, looming above him. "Raised him with your own son, did you? And what did you
say when you were training your son, and VVa asked if he might try on thewings?'

Arak gave achoking snort of laughter. "1 whipped that ideaout of him fast enough,” he said. "That was
before you came dong with your damned academies and put notions in the heads of the land-bound.”

She shoved him.

Maris had scarcely ever touched another person in anger, but now she shoved him hard, with both
hands, wanting to hurt him, and Arak staggered backward, the laughter dying in histhroat. She shoved
him again and he sumbled and fell. She sood over him, seeing the nervous disbelief in hiseyes. "Get up,”
shesad. "Get up and get out, you filthy little man. If | could I'd rip the wings from your back. Y ou foul

the sky."

Arak rose and moved quickly to the door. Outside, he was brave again. "Blood will tdll," he said, glaring
through the doorway a Maris. "'l knew it. | told them dl. Land-bound island-bound. The academies will



close. We should have taken your wings early, but well take them late, just the same.”
Maris, shaking, dammed the door.

Suddenly aterrible suspicion hit her, and she wrenched the door open again and ran out after him. Arak,
seeing her coming, began to run, but she soon caught up with him, and knocked him flat on the sand.
Severd astonished flyerswatched, but no one moved to interfere.

Arak cringed benegath her. "Y ou're mad,” he shouted. "L eave me alone!™
"Where was Vd'sfather executed?' Maris demanded.

Arak got dlumdly to hisfeet.

"On Lomarron or South Arren”?”

"On Arren, of course. No sense shipping him back,” he said, stepping away from her. "Our rope was just
asgood.”

"But the crime was committed on Lomarron, so the Landsman of Lomarron had to order the execution,”
Marissaid. "How did that order get to your Landsman? Y ou flew it, didn't you? You flew the messages
both ways ."

Arak glared a her and broke and ran again. Maris did not go after him thistime.
The look on hisface had been dl the admission she needed.

The wind off the seawas brisk and cold that night, but Maris walked dowly, not eager to leave the
solitude of the searoad for a conference with Va. She wanted to spesk with Va—shefet she had
to—but she wasn't certain what she would say. For thefirst time, she felt she understood him. And her
sympeathy disturbed her.

She was angry with Arak; she had responded to him emotiondly and, she now thought, irrationdly. She
had no right to that anger, evenif Va did. A flyer could not be blamed for the message he or she
flew—that was common sense, aswell asthe stuff of legend. Maris hersdf had never flown amessage
leading directly to anyone's desth, but she had carried information once that had resulted in the
imprisonment of awoman accused of theft—did that woman bear agrudge against Marisaswell as
againg the Landsman who sentenced her?

Maris shoved her handsinto her pockets and hunched her shoulders against the bite of the wind,
scowling as she turned the problem over in her mind. Arak was an unpleasant person, and he might well
have taken pleasure in theidea of being the instrument of revenge against amurderer, and there was no
doubt that he had taken advantage of the Situation. Va and his mother had been cheap labor to him,
however sanctimonioudy he might spesk of his generosity.

As she neared the tavern where Va was lodged, Maris still argued with hersdf. Arak was aflyer, and
flyers could not refuse to carry messages, no matter how unwelcome or unfair they might sound. She
couldn't let her didike of the man trick her into blaming him for the execution (deserved or not) of Va's
father. And that was something that Vd, if he was ever to be more than One-Wing, would have to
understand, too.

Thetavern was ashabby place, itsinterior dark and cold and smelling faintly of mold. Thefirewastoo
small to heat the main room properly, and the candles on the table burned smokily. Va was dicing with
three dark-haired, heavy women in landsguard brown-and-green, but he came away when Maris asked



him to, awineglassin hishand.

He nursed hiswine as she spoke, hisface closed and silent. When she had finished, hissmile wasfaint
and fagt-fading. "Warmth and generosity,” he said. "Arak has them both in abundance." After that he said
nothing.

The sllence was lengthy and awkward. "Isthat dl you're going to say?' Maris asked findly.

Va'sexpression changed just alittle, the lines around his mouth tightening, eyes narrowing; he looked
harder than ever. "What did you expect meto say, flyer? Did you think I'd embrace you, bed you, sing a
song in praise of your understanding? What?'

Mariswas startled by the anger in histone. "1—I don't know what | expected,” she said. "But | wanted
to let you know that | understood what you'd been through, that | was on your side.”

"I don't want you on my side," Vd sad. "l don't need you, or your sympathy. And if you think |
appreciate your prying into my past, you are wrong. What went on between Arak and mysdlf isour
business, not yours, and neither of us needs your judgments.” He finished hiswine, snapped hisfingers,
and the barkeep came across the room and set a bottle on the table between them.

"Y ou wanted revenge on Arak, and rightly so," Maris said stubbornly, "but you've changed that into a
desrefor revenge againg al flyers. Y ou should have chdlenged Arak, not Ari."

Va poured himsdf arefill and tasted it. " There are severd problemswith that romantic notion,” he said
more calmly. "For one, Arak did not have wingsthe year Airhome sponsored me. His son had come of
age; Arak was retired. Two years ago, the son picked up some Southern fever and died, and Arak took
up thewingsagain.”

"l see" Marissaid. "And you didn't chalenge the son because he was afriend.”

Va'slaugh was crud. "Hardly. The son was an ill-bred bully who grew more like hisfather every day. |
didn't shed atear when they dropped him into the sea. Oh, we played together once, when he was ill
too young to comprehend how superior he was, and we were whipped together often enough, but that
made no bond between us." He leaned forward. "I didn't challenge the son because he was good, the
same reason | would not have chalenged Arak. | am not interested in revenge, no matter what you might
think. I am interested in wings, and the things that go with them. Y our Ari wasthe feeblest flyer | saw,
and | knew | could take her wings. Againgt Arak or hisson | might havelogt. It isthat smple.”

He sipped at hiswine again, while Maris watched, dismayed. Whatever she had hoped to accomplish by
coming here was not happening. And she redlized that it would not happen, could not happen. She had
been foolish to think otherwise. Va One-Wing was who he was, and that would not change smply
because Maris understood the cruel forces that had shaped him. He sat regarding her with the same cool
disdain as ever, and she knew then that they could never be friends, never, no matter what might cometo

Pass.

Shetried again. "Don't judge dl flyersby Arak." As she heard her own words, she wondered why she
had not said us, why she spoke of the flyers asif she were not one of them. "Arak isnot typica, Va."

"Arak and | understand each other well enough,” Vd said. "I know exactly what heis, thank you. | know
that heis crueler than mog, flyer or land-bound, and lessintelligent, and more easily angered. That does
not make my opinion of other flyersany lesstrue. His attitudes are shared by most of your friends,
whether you careto admit it or not. Arak isonly abit lessreticent about voicing those views, and alittle
more crudein his speech.”



Marisrose. "We have nothing more to say to each other. I'll expect you and SRellatomorrow morning
for practice," she said as sheturned away.

Senaand the other Woodwingers arrived severa hours ahead of schedule the day before the competition
was to open, putting in a the nearest port and trekking twelve miles overland along the searoad.

Mariswas up flying and did not know they had arrived for several hours. When she found them, Sena
immediately asked after the academy wings, and sent Sher and Leyarunning for them. "We mugt teke
advantage of every hour of good wind we haveleft,” she said. "We were trapped on that ship too long."

Her students gone, Sena beckoned Maris to be seated and |ooked at her keenly. "Tell mewhat is
wrong."

"What do you mean?"

Senashook her head impatiently. "1 noticed it a once," she said. "In years past the flyers may have been
cool to us, but they were dways polite and patronizing. Thisyear the hotility hangsintheair like abad
andl. IsitvVd?

Briefly, Maristold the older woman what had happened.

Senafrowned. "Wéll, it isunfortunate, but we will surviveit. Adversity will toughen them. They need
that.”

"Do they? Thisis not the kind of toughness you get from wind and weather and hard landings. Thisis
something e se. Do they need their hearts toughened aswell astheir bodies?”

Sena put a hand on her shoulder. "Perhaps they do. Y ou sound bitter, Maris, and | understand your
disappointment. | too wasaflyer, and | would have liked to believe better of my old friends. Well
aurvive, flyers and Woodwingers both.”

That night the flyers enjoyed aboisterous party at the lodge, so noisy that even in the village Marisand
the others could hear it. But Senawould not let her charges attend. They need rest tonight, she said, after
onefind meeting in her cabin.

She began by discussing the rules. The competition wasto last three days, but the serious business, the
formal chalenges, would be restricted to the mornings.

"Tomorrow you name your opponent and race,” Sena said. "The judges will rate you according to speed
and endurance. The day after they will look for grace. On the third day, precison: you will fly the gatesto
show your control."

The evenings and afternoons would be filled with |less serious contests, games, persond challenges,
snging contests, drinking bouts and so on. "'Leave those to flyers not involved in the redl challenges”
Senawarned. "Y ou have no business with such foolery. They can only tire you, and waste your strength.
Watch if you will, but take no part.”

When she had finished talking about the rules, Sena answered questions for atime, until she was asked
one she could not answer. 1t came from Kerr, who had lost some weight during the three days at sea,
and looked surprisingly fit. "Sena," he said, "how do we decide who is best to challenge?”

Senalooked a Maris. "We have had this problem before," she said. "The children of flyer families know
everything they need to when they come of an age to chalenge, but we hear no flyer gossip, know little
about who is strong or who isweak. What things | know mysdlf are ten years out of date. Will you



advisethem, Maris?'

Maris nodded. "Wdll, obvioudy, you want to find someone you can best. I'd say challenge those from
Eastern or Western. The flyersfrom farther away are usudly the best from their regions. When the
competition isin Southern, then the weaker Southern flyers are on hand, but only the most skilled from
Western maketheflight.

"Also, you'd do best to avoid the flyers from Big Shotan. They are organized amost in amilitary fashion,
and they practice and drill endlesdly.”

"| chalenged awoman from Big Shotan last year," Damen put in glumly. " She hadn't seemed very good
beforehand, but she beat me easily enough when it mattered.”

"She was probably being ddiberatdly clumsy earlier, trying to lure a challenge from someone,” Maris
sad. "I've known somewho did that.”

"That till leavesalot of peopleto choose from," Kerr said, unsatisfied. "I don't know any of them. Can't
you tell me the name of someone | can beat?!

Va laughed. He was standing by the door, SRellacloseto him. "Y ou can't beat anyone," he said, "unless
it's Senahere. Challenge her.”

"I'll beat you, One-Wing," Kerr snapped back.

Senahushed him and glared at Vd. "Quiet. I'll have no more of thet, Val." Shelooked back to Maris.
"Ker isright. Can you tel us specific flyerswho are vulnerable?

"You know, Maris" Vd sad. "Like Ari." Hewas amiling.

Once, not so very long ago, the suggestion would havefilled Mariswith horror. Once shewould have
thought it betraya of the worst kind. Now she was not so sure. The poorer flyers endangered themselves
and their wings, and it was no secret who they were for one privy to Eyrie gossip.

"|—I suppose | can suggest afew names," she said hesitantly. "Jon of Culhall, for one. Hiseyesare said
to be wesk, and I've never been impressed by his abilities. Bari of Poweet would be another. She has
gained agood thirty poundsthis past year, asure sign of aflyer whose will and body arefailing.” She
named about a half-dozen more, adl frequent subjects of flyer talk, reputed to be clumsy or carelessor
both, the old and the very young. Then, impulsively, she added one other name. "An Easterner | met
yesterday might be worth a challenge. Arak of South Arren.”

Va shook hishead. "Arak issmdl but hardly frall," he said camly. "He would outfly anyone here, except
perhapsfor me.”

"Oh?' Damen, as ever, was annoyed by theimplied dur. "Well see about that. I'll trust Maris judgment.”

They talked for afew minutes more, the Wood-wingers eagerly discussing the names Maris had tossed
out. Findly Sena chased them al away and told them to get somerest.

In front of the cabin she had shared with Maris, SRellabid goodnight to Vd. "Go on," shetold him. "Il
day heretonight.”

Helooked abit nonplussed. "Oh? Wdll, suit yoursdlf.”

When Va was out of sight, Marissaid, "SRella? Y ou're welcome, of course, but why... ?"



SRdlaturned to her with a serious expression on her face. "Y ou left out Garth,” she said.

Maris was taken aback. She had thought of Garth, of course. He wasill, drinking too much, gaining
weight; it might be best for him to lose hiswings. But she knew he would never agreeto that, and he had
been close to her for along time, and she could not bring hersalf to name his name when spesking to the
Woodwingers. "'l couldnt,” shesad. "Hesmy friend."

"Aren't we your friendstoo?
"Of course.”

"But not as close friends as Garth. Y ou care more about protecting him than about whether we win our
V\,irm‘"

"Maybe | waswrong to omit him," Marisadmitted. "But | carefor him too much, and it isn't
easy—SRéla, you haven't said anything about Garth to Vd, have you?' She was suddenly worried.

"Never mind," SRellasaid. She brushed past Maris into the cabin and began to undress. Maris could
only follow helplessy, dready regretting her question.

"l want you to understand,” Maris said to SRella as the Southern girl dipped under the blankets.

"l undergtand,” SRellareplied. "You'reaflyer." Sherolled over on her side, her back to Maris, and said
no more.

Thefirst day dawned bright and till.

From where she stood outside the flyers lodge, it seemed to Maristhat half the population of Skulny had
come to watch the competition. People were everywhere: wandering up and down the shores, climbing
over the rugged cliff face to get better vantage points, Sitting on grass and sand and stone doneor in
groups. The beach waslittered with children of al ages, running up and down kicking sand up in their
wake, playing in the surf, shouting excitedly, running with their arms stretched out siffly, playing at being
flyers. Merchants moved among the crowds: one man decorated with sausages, another bearing
wineskins, awoman whedling a cart burdened with meat pies. Even the seawasfull of spectators. Maris
could see more than a dozen boats, |aden with passengers, lying dead in the water just beyond the
breakers, and she knew there must be even more beyond her sight.

Only the sky was empty.

Normdly the sky would have been crowded with impatient flyers, full of the glint of silver wingswheding
and turning asthey took some last-minute practice or smply tested the wind. But not today.

Today thear was ill.

The dead calm was frightening. It was unnaturd, impossible: aong the coast the brisk Seabreeze should
have been congtant. Y et a suffocating heaviness hung over everything. Even the clouds rested wearily in

the sky.

Fyers paced the beach with their wings dung over their shoulders, glancing up uneasily from timeto time,
waiting for the wind to return, and talking among themsalves about the cam in low, careful voices.

The land-bound were waiting eagerly for the competition to start, most of them unaware that anything
was amiss. It was, after dl, abeautiful, clear day. And, atop the cliffs, the judges were setting up their
dtation and taking their seats. The competition could not wait on the wesather; contestsin thisuggish air



might not be as exciting, but they would still betests of skill and endurance.

Maris saw Senaleading the Woodwingers across the sands toward the stairs leading up the cliffs. She
hurried to join them.

A line had aready formed in front of the judges table, behind which sat the Landsman of Skulny and four
flyers, one each from the Eastern, Southern, Western, and the Outer 1dands.

The Landsman's crier, amassive woman with achest like abarrel, stood on the edge of the cliff. Aseach
of the chalengers named an opponent to the judges, she would cup her hands and shout out the name for
all to hear, and her gpprentices would take up the cry al dong the beach, shouting it over and over until
the flyer challenged acknowledged and moved off toward the flyers cliff. Then the challenger would go to
meet hisor her opponent, and the line would shuffle forward. Most of the names called were vaguely
familiar to Maris, and she knew they werein-family challenges, parentstesting children, or—in one
case—ayounger sbling disputing the right of her older brother to wear the family wings. But just before
the Woodwingers reached the judges table, ablack-haired girl from Big Shotan, daughter to a prominent
flyer, named Bari of Poweet, and Maris heard Kerr swear softly. That was one good target gone.

Thenit wasthar turn.

It seemed to Maristo be quieter than it had been before. The Landsman was animated enough, but the
four flyer judges all looked grave and nervous. The Easterner was toying with the wooden telescope that
had been set before her on the table, the muscular blond from the Outer Idands was frowning, and even
Shali looked concerned.

Sher went firgt, followed by Leva. Both named flyersthat Maris had suggested to them. The crier
bellowed out the names, and Maris heard the shouts being repeated up and down the beach.

Damen named Arak of South Arren, and the judge from Eastern smiled dyly at that. "Arak will be so
pleased," shesad.

Kerr named Jon of Culhall. Maris was not happy with that. Jon was awesk flyer, alikely opponent, and
she had been hoping that he would be challenged by one of the academy's better prospects—Vd,
SRdla, or Damen. Kerr was the poorest of their six, and Jon would probably escape with hiswings.

Va One-Wing moved to thetable.

"Your choice" rumbled the Outer Idander. He was tense, as were the other judges, even the Landsman.
Marisredized shewas on edge aswell, afraid of what Va might do.

"Must | choose only one?' Vd said sardonically. "The last time | competed, | had adozen rivals.”

Shdli replied sharply. " The rules have been changed, as you very well know. Multiple chalenges have
been disallowed.”

"A pity," Va said. "l had hoped to win awhole collection of wings."

"It will be unfortunateif you win any wingsat al, One-Wing," the Easterner said. "Othersare waiting.
Name your opponent and move on."

Va shrugged. "Then | name Corm of Lesser Amberly.”

Silence. Shdlli looked shocked at first; then she smiled. The Easterner chuckled softly to hersdlf, and the
Outer Idander laughed openly.



"Corm of Lesser Amberly!" the crier thundered. " Corm of Lesser Amberly!" A dozen lesser voices
echoed the call.

"I shdl haveto disqudify mysdf from thisjudging,” Shdli said quietly.
"No, Shdli," said the judge from Eagtern. "We have confidencein your fairness.”
"l do not ask you to step aside,” Va said.

Shelooked a him, puzzled. "Very wdll. Y ou con-tribute to your own fal, One-Wing. Cormisno
grief-gricken child.”

Va amiled at her enigmaticaly and moved off, and Maris and Senaaccosted him ingtantly. "Why did you
do that?" Senademanded. Shewasfurious. "I have wasted my time with you, clearly. Corm! Maris, tell
him how good Corm is, tell thiswillful fool how he hasjust thrown away hiswings."

Va waslooking at her. "I think he knows how good Cormis," Maris said, meeting hiseyes. "And he
knows Shdli ishiswife. | think that waswhy he chose him."

Va had no chance to disagree. Behind them, the line had moved on, and now the crier was shouting out
another name. Maris heard it and whirled, her somach twisting. "No," she said, though the word caught
in her throat and no one heard. But the crier, asif in answer, shouted the name once again. " Garth of
Skulny! Garth of Skulny!"

SRelawaswalking away from the judges, her eyes downcast. When shelooked up at last to see Maris,
her face was reddened, but defiant.

Two by two they flew off into the morning sun, struggling againgt the heavy air—the cam had broken, but
the winds were still duggish and erratic—with wings grown suddenly awkward. The flyerswore their
own wings, the chalengers pairs lent them by judges or friends or bystanders. The course would take
them to arocky littleidand named Lide, where they would have to land and collect amarker from the
waiting Landsman before proceeding back. It was aflight of some three hours under norma conditions;
in thisweather, Maris suspected, it would take longer.

The Woodwingers and their opponents launched in the order in which they had chalenged. Sher and
Leyagot away well enough. Damen had more trouble; Arak abused him verbaly while they were
circling, waiting for the shout to start, and flew dangeroudy close to him asthey veered out over the
ocean. Even from adistance, Maris thought Damen |ooked shaken.

Kerr did even worse. He botched hisleap badly, dmost seeming to stumble from the cliff, and acry went
up from below as he plunged down sharply toward the beach. Finaly he regained some control and
pulled himsdf up, but by the time he sailed out over the sea his opponent had opened up a substantial
lead.

Corm was cheerful and smiling as he prepared for his match againgt Va, joking and flirting with the two
land-bound girlswho helped him open hiswings, cdling out commentsto the spectators, waving to Shdli.
He even threw agrim smilein Maris direction. But he did not spesk to Val, except once, before he
launched. "Thisis for Ari," he shouted, histone deadly, and then he was running and the wind took him.
Vd sad nothing. He unfolded his own wingsin slence, legped from the cliff in slence, swept up and
around near Cormin silence. The crier gave the shout, and the two of them broke in opposite directions,
both coming around cleanly, the shadow of their wings passing across the upturned faces of the children
on the beach. When they moved out of sight, Corm was ahead, but only by awingspan.



Lastly came SRellaand Garth. Maris stood with Sena near the judges. She could look down on the
flyers dliff and see them both, and watching them she fdlt heart-sick. Garth was somber and pae, and
from adistance he appeared far too stout and clumsy to have much of a chance againgt the dim young
challenger. Both of them prepared quietly, Garth speaking only once or twiceto hissister, SRdllasaying
nothing at al. Neither got off to agood start, Garth having a bit more difficulty with the thick air because
of hisweight. SRellamoved in front of him quickly, but he had closed the gap by the time they reached
the horizon and vanished.

"I know you wanted to help your Woodwingers, but couldn't you have stopped short of the betraya of a
friend?'

Dorrel'svoice, deceptively cam. Fedling heartsick, Maris turned to face him. She had not spoken to him
sincethat night on the beach.

"I didn't want it to happen, Dorr," she said. "But it may be for the best. We both know he'ssick.”
"Sick, yes," he sngpped. "But | wanted to protect him—thiswill kill himif heloses.™
"It may kill himif hewins"

"| think he'd prefer that. But if that girl takes hiswings from him—heliked her, did you know that? He
mentioned her to me, how nice shewas, that night after Va wrecked the party in the lodge.”

Maris, too, had been sick and angry over SRellas choice of opponent, but Dorrel's cold fury turned her
fedings another way.

"SRelahasn't done anything wrong," she said. "Her challenge was perfectly proper. And Va didn't
wreck the party, asyou say. How dare you say that! 1t was the flyerswho insulted him and then walked

"I don't understand you," Dorrd said quietly. "1 haven't wanted to believe how much you've changed. But
it'strue, it'sasthey say. You'veturned againgt us. Y ou prefer the company of the Woodwingers and the
one-winged to that of trueflyers. | don't know you anymore."

The unhappiness on hisface hurt her as much asthe harshness of hiswords. Marisforced hersdf to
gpesk. "No," she said. "Y ou don't know me anymore.”

Dorrel waited amoment, waited for her to say something more, but Maris knew that if she opened her
mouth again it could only be for a scream or a sob. She could see anger warring with sadness on Dorrdl's
face, and anger finaly won. He turned without another word and stalked away.

Shefdlt, as she watched him walk away from her, that she was bleeding to death, and she knew it was a
sdf-inflicted wound.

"My choice," she whispered, and the tears ran down her face as she stared blindly out to sea.
They had flown away two by two; they returned, hours later, one by one.

Crowds of the land-bound waited on the beaches, their eager eyes scanning the horizon. They had
engaged in their own games and contests aswell asin eating and drinking as they waited for the results of
theflyers contest.

The judges watched the skies through telescopes made for them by the finest lensmakersin Stormtown.
On the table before them were a number of wooden boxes, one for each maich, and piles of smal



pebbles: white pebblesfor the flyers, black pebblesfor the challengers. When arace was completed,
each judge tossed a pebble into the wooden box. In aparticularly close match, ajudge might chooseto
votefor atie by putting one stone of each color into the box. Or—but thiswas rarely done—if the
winner was especially obvious, two white pebbles or two black could be cast.

Thefirg flyer was sighted from the boats before anyone on shore saw him, and the shout went rippling
over the water. On the beach, people began to stand and raise their hands to shield their eyesfrom the
sun. Shdli lifted her telescope.

"See anything?' another judge asked.
"A flyer," Shdli said, laughing. "There'—shetried to point—"below the cloud. Can't tdl whoitisyet."

The otherslooked. Maris could barely see the speck they were straining at; it might have been akite or a
rainbird to her, but they had their telescopes.

The Eastern woman recognized theflyer first. "That's Lane," she said, surprised. The others looked
impressed aswdll. Lane had sarted in the third pair, Maris recalled, which meant that not only had he
outflown his own son, but four others who had started ahead of him aswell.

By the time he had landed, two other flyers had come surging out of the clouds, one severa wingspans
ahead of the other. Thefirst pair to depart, the judges announced. One of the Landsman's attendants
passed two of the wooden boxes down the table, and Maris heard the small clicks as the soneswere
dropped.

When the boxes were set aside, she drifted closer. In thefirst box, she counted five black pebbles and
onewhite; four judges ruling for the challenger, onefor atie. The other, the box representing theracein
which Lane had flown, had five whitesin it, but as she watched the judges dropped in three more—two
more flyers had appeared, far apart, but neither one was Lane's son. When he findly did appear, some
twenty minutes later, five others had preceded him, and Lane's box had ten white pebblesinit. A
formidable margin; the boy had probably lost aready, Marisknew.

As each incoming flyer was recognized, the judges announced the name to the crier, who shouted it out
for dl to hear. Ragged cheers went up for some of the announcements from the land-bound thronging the
beaches, and now and again Maris heard aloud groan aswell. She suspected that most of the cheering
wasfor financid reasonsrather than persona. Most of the land-bound did not know flyers from other
idandswel enough to like or didike them, but it was traditiona to gamble on the outcome of the races,
and she knew that alot of money was changing hands below. It would be difficult, however, for SRdlla
Thiswas Skulny, Garth'shome idand, and he was familiar and popular with many of the spectators.

"Arak of South Arren." the crier yedled.

Sena swore softly. Maris borrowed a scope from Shdli. It was Arak, sure enough, flying alone, ahead of
not only Damen but of Sher and Leyaand their opponents aswell.

One by one the Woodwingers and their rivals Struggled in.

Arak camefirgt, then the man Sher had challenged, then Damen, followed by Leyasriva. Minutes later,
three flyers appeared bunched close together; Sher and Leya, inseparable as dways, and closeto
them—moving ahead now—Jon of Culhall. Senawas swearing again, her face screwed up in
disappointment. Maristried to think of something reassuring to say, but nothing came to mind. The judges
were dropping pebblesinto the boxes. On the beach, Damen was down and getting out of hiswings,
while the others approached for alanding.



The sky was clear for amoment, with nothing to see. Kerr waslosing badly too; Jon of Culhdl had
landed now, and Kerr was nowherein sight. Maristook advantage of the free moment to see how the
judges had scored her students.

She was not cheered. Sher's box had seven whitesin it, Leyas had five, Damen's eight. Kerr had six
againg him at the moment, but the judges were dropping in more as minutes went by and he did not
appear. "Comeon," Maris mumbled under her breath.

"l see someone,” the Southern judge said. "Very high, angling down now."

The others lifted their scopes. "Yes," one of them said. Now people on the beach had spotted the
incoming flyer aswell, and Maris could hear the buzz of speculation.

"Isit Kerr?' Senasaid anxioudy.
"I'm not sure" the Easterner answered. "Wait."

But it was Shalli who lowered her telescopefirdt, looking stunned. "1t's One-Wing," she said, inasmdl
voice.

"Givemethat," Senasaid, snatching the telescope from her hands. "It is him." She passed the instrument
over to Maris, beaming.

ItwasVd, dl right. Thewind had picked up quite abit, and he was using it well, dipping from current to
current, riding with aveteran's grace.

"Announce him," Shdli said numbly to thecrier.
"Val One-Wing, Val of South Arren!"

The crowd was hushed for amoment, then erupted into noise; wild cheering, groans, cursing. No one
wasindifferent to Va One-Wing.

Another pair of slvered wings diced into view from above. Corm, Maris guessed, and a glance through
Shali's telescope confirmed it. But he was behind, too far behind, with no chance of catching up. It was
by no meansahumiliation for him, but it was clearly adefest.

"Maris" Shdli said, "I want you to seethis, so everyone will know that my judging isfar." She opened
her hand, and asingle black pebble rested in the hollow of her palm, and as Maris watched she dropped
it into the box. Four othersfollowed it.

"Another ong," someone said. "No, two."

Va had landed, and was camly taking off hiswings. Asadways he had refused the help of the
land-bound children who crowded around him. Corm came diding over the beach and cliffs, then swept
around in an angry predatory circle, reuctant to come down and face the fact of his defeat. Corm did not
take defeat well, Marisknew.

All eyes moved to the two new flyers. "Garth of Skulny,” the Outer Idander said, "and his chalenger.
She'sclose behind him.”

"Yes, it'sGarth," the Landsman put in. He had not been happy when SRella chalenged one of hisflyers;
the progpect of losing apair of wings was something no Landsman relished. "y, Garth," he said now,

openly partisan. "Hurry."



Senagrimaced at him. "She'sdoing well,” she said to Maris.

"Not well enough,” Maris said. She could see them clearly now. SRellawas one, two wingspans behind.
But with the beach in sight, she seemed to be fatering. Garth began his descent, cutting sharply in front of
her, and the turbulence created by his passing seemed to shake her. Her wings seesawed for amoment
before she regained stability, giving him a chance to open hislead abit wider.

He passed over the beach about three wingspans ahead of her. The pebbles began to clatter into the
box. Maristurned to see. It had been a close race, credible, spirited. Perhaps some of the judges would
scoreit atie.

Onedid, but only one. Maris counted. Five white pebbles for Garth, onelonely black for SRella.
"Let'sgo downto her," Maris said to Sena.

"Kerr hasn't comein yet," the teacher replied.

Maris had dmost forgotten about Kerr. "Oh, | hope he's safe”

"l should never have sponsored him,” Senagrumbled. "Damn his parents iron.”

They waited five minutes, ten, fifteen. Sher, Leya, and avery dispirited Damen al wandered up tojoin
them. Other wings appeared on the horizon, but none of them was Kerr. Maris began to grow serioudy
afradfor him.

But findly he wasthere, thelast of al those who had |eft that morning, and coming from the wrong
direction too; he had been blown off course, he explained, and overshot Skulny. He was very shegpish
about it.

By then, of course, ten white pebbles had been cast against him.

The crowds of land-bound were breaking up below, going off in search of food or drink or shade. Flyers
were preparing for the afternoon games. Sena shook her head. "Come,” she said, throwing an arm
around Kerr. "Let'sfind the others and get some food into them.”

The afternoon passed quickly. Some of the Woodwingers went off to watch the flying games—an Outer
Idander and two Shotanerswon the individua prizes, and Western came away with the medalsin the
team races—while the others rested, talked, or played. Damen had brought a geechi set, and he and
Sher spent hours bent over it, both of them trying to recoup some of their lost pride.

In the evening the parties started. The Woodwingers had asmall party of their own outside Sena's cabin,
in ahdfhearted effort to lighten dampened spirits. Leya played the pipes and Kerr told seastories, and dl
of them drank from the wineskin Maris had brought. VVa wasin his usua mood, cool and distant and
invulnerable, but everyone e seremained glum.

"No one hasdied,” Senasaid a last, her manner gruff. "When you lose an eye and shatter aleg as| did,
then you will have aright to be morose. Y ou don't have that right now. Get out of here, thelot of you,
before you make meirritable." Shewaved her cane a them. "Off now, and to bed. We ill have two
more days of competition, and al of you can win your wingsif you fly well enough. Tomorrow | expect
more of you."

Marisand SRelawaked aong the beach for awhile, talking and listening to the dow restless sound of
the sea, before heading back to the cabin they shared. " Are you angry with me?' SRella asked quietly.
"For naming Garth?'



"l was," Maris said wearily. She did not have the heart to speak of her break with Dorrdl. "Maybe | had
no right to be. If you beat him, you have aright to hiswings. I'm not angry now."

"I'mglad,” SRdlasad. "l was angry with you, but I'm not now. I'm sorry."

Maris put an arm around her shoulders. They waked in slence for aminute, and then SRdllasaid, "I've
logt, haven't 17"

"No," Marissaid. "You can ill win. You heard what Senasaid.”

"Yes," said SRdla, "but tomorrow they'll be judging grace, and that's always been my weakest point.
Evenif | win at the gates, I'll be so far behind that | won't be able to catch up.”

"Hush," Marissaid. "Don't talk like that. Just fly as best you can, and leave the rest to the judges. It'sall
you can do. If you do lose, theré's dways next year."

SRelanodded. They had reached the cabin. She darted ahead to get the door, and then drew back.
"Oh," shesad. Her voice was suddenly frightened. "Maris," she whimpered.

Alarmed, Maris hurried to her sde. SRella stood trembling and looking at their cabin door. Maris
looked too, and felt sick.

Someone had nailed two dead rainbirds to the door. They hung limp and disheveled, bright feathers dark
and stained, the nails driven through their smal bodies, blood dripping dowly and steadily to the ground.

Mariswent indgdefor aknife and came back to take the gridy warnings from the door. But when she
pried loose thefirst nail and the dead rainbird thumped to the ground, Maris discovered to her horror that
it had not only been daughtered, but mutilated aswell.

One wing had been ripped from its body.

The second day was chilly and overcast. It wasraining at dawn, and athough the rain stopped by the
time the morning contests got under way, the day remained damp and cold, the sky heavily overcast. The
landbound spectators were fewer—sitting on the beach was not so pleasant now—and the choppy seas
carried only a few boats of observers.

But al that mattered to the flyers was the wind, and the wind on the second day was strong and steedly,
promising the possibility of some excdlent flying.

Maris pulled Sena apart from the Woodwingers on the beach bel ow the cliff, and spoke to her quietly.
"Who would do athing like that?" Sena demanded, her voice shocked.

Maris put her finger to her lips. She didn't want the others to overhear. SRella had been badly frightened
by the incident, and there was no sense in darming the others.

"A flyer, | would guess,” Marissaid grimly. "A sick, bitter flyer. But we have no proof of anything. It
could have been done by aflyer who was challenged, or the friend of someone we chalenged, or smply
some stranger who hates Woodwingers. It might even be some local land-bound who lost money on a
bet over Va One-Wing. My own suspicionsfal on Arak, but | can't prove that."

Senanodded. "Y ou wereright to keep it quiet. | only hope SRellawasn't too disturbed by it."

Maris glanced at where SRellastood among the other students, talking softly to Va. " She needsto do
well today, or itisdl over for her.”



"They're garting,” Damen cdled, pointing up at the dliffs.

Thefirst pair of contestants had taken to the air and were moving quickly over the beach. They would
circle over the water, Maris knew, and each would go into a sequence of stunts and maneuvers designed
to demongrate flying skills. The specific suntswere the choice of each individud flyer; some satisfied
themsalves with performing basics asflawlesdy as possible, while otherstried to be daring and ambitious.
Seldom were there clear-cut winners or losers; it wasin this event that the judges wielded the most

power.

Thefirgt two pairs were nothing specia, merely long sequences of launchings, landings, and graceful,
sweeping turns, dl done skillfully but not spectacularly. The third match was something ese. Theflyer
Lane, who had raced so well yesterday, was a splendid stunter aswell. Legping from the cliff, he plunged
down low over the beach, skimming so close to the sand that land-bound had to duck to be out of his
way. Then he found ariser and swooped up, up, soaring through the overcast and out of sight before he
came diving down again, with reckless speed, only to pull out at the last possible ingtant. He attempted
vertical banks and afull loop, and only went into a stall once—he broke out quickly—and Maris found
hersdf admiring hisverve. His son was no match for him; the poor boy would be waiting along timefor
wings, unless he chalenged out-of-family next year. After they had finished, Maris counted e ghteen white
stonesin the voting box, elght new ones added to the ten Lane had won yesterday.

Sher wasthe first Woodwinger to try the air. It was agood effort; a clean launch, aimost perfect but for a
dight wobble, followed by astandard sequence of turns, circles, dives, and climbs, al performed
smoothly. Sher seemed lithe and buoyant in the air, compared to the stolid competency of the opposition.
Mariswould have given the judgment to Sher by adight margin, but when she looked she found the
judges had been more critical of the Woodwinger than she. Two had given the victory to the flyer, two
had called it even, and only one had cast for Sher, who was now down e even stonesto three.

Sena sighed when Maristold her the count. "I've grown used to it. | dways hate the stunting. Perhapsthe
judgestry to be fair, but the bias cregpsin nonetheless. Nothing can be done about it, except to have our
Woodwingersfly so well that they can't be denied their victories.”

Leyawas next, with the same sequence Sher had flown, dl basic, but with less luck. Thewind shifted
during the match, robbing Leyaof thefluid grace that Maris had so often seen her display, giving her flight
aragged appearance. And severd times gusts threw her sdeways, breaking up what had been
well-executed turns. Her riva had trouble aswell, but less. Four judges gave him their stones, and only
onemadeit atie, leaving Leyabehind ten to one.

Damen was more ambitious than either of them. Today, when Arak threw insults at him, Damen spat
them right back, which brought asmileto Maris lips. And he began with a passable imitation of the
spectacular swoop-on-the-beach that the flyer Lane had used. Arak tried to shadow him, to fly so close
that Damen would be forced to bregk off hisglide clumsily, but Damen twisted away with a graceful
bank and vanished into acloud, losing the older flyer. One of the judges, the Outer 1dander, grumbled
about Arak'stactics, but the others only shrugged. "Whatever ese he might be, heis il the better flyer,”
the Easterner inssted. "Note how tight histurns are. The boy is spirited, but dipshod.” Maris had to
admit that she wasright; Damen habitualy did wide on turns, especialy downwind turns.

When they scored it, four judges cast for Arak, only the Outer Idander for Damen.

"Jon of Culhall, Kerr the Woodwinger!" the crier bellowed. The wind was gusting, and Kerr was as
cdumsy asever.

After afew minutes, Senafaced Maris. "Even with one eye, thisis painful to watch,”" she said.



Jon of Culhall accumulated another eight white pebbles, and Marisfdt sorry for Kerr.
"Corm of Lesser Amberly" announced the crier, "Val One-Wing, Val of South Arren!”

They stepped into view on the flyers cliff, wings strapped in place but folded, and Maris could fed a
ripple of excitement go through the onlookers. People aong the beach were making noise, and even the
lands-guard and attendants who stood near the Landsman moved closer to watch.

Corm was not laughing or joking today. He stood as silently asVd, hisdark hair tossing in the wind,
while hiswings were unfolded and locked by others. Vd, asusud, waved away the help.

"Corm can be quite graceful," Mariswarned Sena. "Va may have trouble today."
"Yes" Senaagreed, glancing at Shdli's seet among the judges.

The crowd was growing impatient; the two flyers still had not launched. Corm's hel pers had stepped

back from him, and he stood with his silver wingsfully extended, but Va had made no moveto unfold his
own. Instead he kept examining the joints of onewing, asif looking for something wrong. Corm said
something to him, sharply, and Val looked up from what he was doing and made a broad gesture.

"All right,” Corm said clearly, and then he was running and an ingtant later he was doft.
"Theres Corm," Shdlli said. "Wheré's One-Wing?'

"Doesn't he know that thiswill cost him?' Senamuttered.

Maris gripped Senatightly by the elbow. "Hesgoing to do it again,” she said urgently.

"Dowhat?' Senasaid, but even as she spoke alight broke over her face and Maris knew she
understood.

Va jumped.

It was along way down, and only sand and spectators below; trickier and more dangerous than the same
stunt over water. But he was doing it, faling, hiswings flgpping behind him like asilver cape. Shdli and
the Southern judge jumped to their feet, two of the landsguard rushed to the cliffsde, even the crier gave
agrunt of surprise. Maris heard people screaming, somewhere below.

Va'swingstook flower.

For aningtant it did not seem to be enough. He il fell, speed increasing, even with the wings fully
extended. But then he yanked himsdlf to one side and that did it; suddenly he was veering up sharply,
angling over the beach and out toward sea. People were dropping to the sand, and someone was ill
screaming, but there was shouting aswell.

Then silence, ahush, along indrawn bresth. Va skimmed the waves, gliding asif over ice, and smoothly
began to rise. Serenely he flew out to where Corm, dmost unnoticed, had just performed a difficult loop.

The applause began, and the cheering, and dl aong the shore land-bound began clapping and chanting
the refrain, "One-Wing, One-Wing, One-Wing," over and over. Even Lane's spectacular plunge had not
thrilled them asVd had.

Thejudge from Eastern was laughing. "1 never thought 1'd see that again,” she exclaimed. "Damn, damn.
Even Raven never did it better."



Shdlli looked miserable. "A chegp trick,” she said. "And dangerous aswell.”
"Probably,” the Outer Idander agreed, "but I've never seen anything likeit. How did he do it, anyway?'

The Easterner tried to explain, and the two of them fell to talking. In the distance, Va and Corm were
going through their sunts. Va flew well, though Maris noted that his upwind turnswere il not al they
should be. Corm flew better, matching Va stunt-for-stunt and doing each of them just alittle more
gracefully, with the skill that comes with decades of flying. But he flew hopdesdy, Maristhought; after
Raven's Fall, no amount of finesse was going to redress the balance.

Shewasright. Shdlli was the only exception. "Corm was much superior overal,” sheinssted. "One
foolhardy stunt does not change that.” She dropped awhite stone into the box with an emphatic flick of
her wrid.

But the other judgesjust smiled at her indulgently, and the four pebblesthat followed hers were black.
"Garth of Skulny, SRella the Woodwinger !"

SRdlaand Garth, though totally different in appearance, looked amogt dike this morning, Maris thought
as she watched them prepare. Garth should have been eated by hisvictory yesterday, and the likelihood
that hiswingswere safe, but if anything he seemed paler and more aged today. He hardly spoketo
Riesa, and went about the motions of donning hiswingswith awooden deliberateness. SRedllabit her lip
as she let the helpers unfold her wings, and looked as if she were holding back tears.

Neither of them attempted anything spectacular on launching. Garth banked right, SRellaleft, and they
passed above the beach and the boats with approximately equal ease. A few of the localswaved to
Garth and shouted his name as he sailed by overhead, but otherwise the crowd was silent, il breathless
over Va'slesp.

Senashook her head. "SRellawas never as pretty to watch as Sher or Leya, but she can fly better than
that." She had just staled and logt dtitude on arather routine upwind turn, and Maris had to agree with
the teacher's assessment. SRelawas not flying well.

"She'sjust going through the motions,” Marissaid. "I think she's ill sheken by last night.”

Garth wastaking full advantage of his opponent'slassitude. He soared with his usual quiet competence,
performed graceful, languorousturns, and did into aloop. It was not an especialy good loop, but SRella
was attempting none at al.

"Thisonewill be easy to judge,” the Landsman of Skulny said with relief. He was aready |ooking about
for awhite pebble. Maris could only hope that he would not drop two.

"L ook at that,” Sena snorted with disgust. "My best student, and she'swandering al over the sky like
some eight-year-old on her firg flight.”

"What's Garth doing?' Mariswondered aoud. Hiswings were moving out to sea, tilting first one way and
then the other, dmost shaking. "That's an awful wobble.

"If the judges notice," Senasaid sourly. "L ook, he'srighted it now."

He had; now the great slver wings had straightened, and Garth was sailing steadily away from them,
riding on thewind, snking dightly.

"He'sjust flying,” Marissaid, puzzled. "Heisn't doing any stunts.”



Garth continued to move off, toward the deep waters beyond the breakers. He flew gracefully, but so
straight; it was no great task to be graceful when yielding to the wind. Gradualy he was descending.
Now he was about thirty feet above the water, and still he sank. Hisflight seemed so calm, so peaceful.

Maris gasped. "He'sfaling,” she said. Sheturned to thejudges. "Help him," she shouted. "He's falling!"
"What's she yelling about?' the Easterner asked.

Shdli put her telescope to her eye, found Garth in it. He was skimming the waves now. "She'sright,” she
sad, inasmal voice.

Instantly there was chaos. The Landsman jumped to hisfeet and began to wave hisarms and shout
orders, and two of the landsguard went sprinting off down the stairs, and the others all started running
somewhere. The crier cupped her huge hands and shouted, "Help him! Help the flyer! Peoplein the
boats, help the flyer!" Down on the beach other criers repeated the chant, and spectators ran for the
shore, shouting and pointing.

Garth hit the water. His forward motion sent him skipping over the surface, once, twice, and sheets of
spray fanned out from hiswings, but he lost speed rapidly, dowed, stopped.

"It'sdl right, Maris" Senawas saying, "it'sal right. Look, they'll get him." A small sailboet, derted by the
shouts of the criers, was moving in on him rapidly. Mariswatched it apprehensively. It took them a
minute to reach him, another minute to fish him out in anet they tossed over the sde. But from this
distance, she had no way of telling whether he was dead or dive.

The Landsman lowered histelescope. "They got him, and the wingstoo.”

SRdlawasflying low above the sailboat that had rescued Garth. Too late she had redlized what was
happening, and garted after him, but it was unlikely she would have been ableto help in any event.

The Landsman, grim, ordered another of hislandsguard down to find out Garth's condition, and waked
back to his seat. The judges talked nervoudy among themsalves and Maris and Sena shared an anxious
slence until the man returned, ten minutes later. "He is dive and recovering, though he swallowed some
water," the landsguard announced. "They are taking him back to his house."

"What happened?' the Landsman demanded.
"Hissgter sayshehasbeenill for sometime,” the man replied. "It seems he had an attack.”

The Landsman swore. "He never told me any such thing." He glared at the four flyer judges. "Must we
scorethis?'

"I'm afraidd we must," Shalli said gently. She picked up ablack pebble.

"Her?' the Landsman said. "Garth outflew her easily, until he was taken sick. Y ou mean to give the girl
thevictory?'

"Y ou can't be serious, gr,” the big man from the Outer Idands said. "Y our Garth fell into the ocean. He
might have stunted aswell asLane and hed 4till lose™

"I must agree,” the Eagterner said. "Landsman, you are not aflyer, you do not understand. Garthis
fortunateto be dive. If he had fallen while flying amission, with no ship to save him, he would have been
food for ascylla™



"Hewassick," the Landsman indsted, frantic not to lose the wingsfor Skulny.

"It does not matter," the quiet Southern judge put in, and she cast the firgt pebble into the voting box with
aflick of her thumb. It was black. Three other black stonesfollowed in quick successon, Shdli placing
herswith obvious dismay, until the Landsman defiantly added awhite.

Garth'sfdl intensfied the bitterness of flyers and Woodwingers both. The afternoon games, stunts
conducted in an increasingly dark and stormy cloud, had little zest to them. An Easterner from Kite's
Landing was the grand winner, but she had scant competition, as many of the flyers decided to drop out
at thelast moment. A few of those not directly involved in challenges were even seen taking wing for their
home idands. Kerr, the only Woodwinger who bothered to attend the games, reported that the
spectators had grown sparse aswell, and dl their talk was of Garth.

Senatried to encourage the students, but it was aformidable task. Sher and Leyawere philosophical
about their chances, neither expecting to win, but Damen wasin adisma condition and Kerr seemed
ready to dink off and throw himself into the sea. SRellawas nearly as despondent. She wastired and
withdrawn for most of the afternoon, and that evening she quarreled with Va.

It wasjust after dinner. Damen was setting up his geechi board and looking for an opponent, and Leya
had gotten out her pipes again. Vd found SRdlastting with Maris on the beach, and joined them
uninvited. "Let'swak down to the tavern,” he suggested to SRella, "and celebrate our victories. | want to
get free of these losers and hear what people are saying about us, maybe even get down some betsfor
tomorrow."

"I've got no victory to celebrate,” SRelareplied sullenly. "1 flew horribly. Garth was much better than |
was. | didn't deservetowin."

"Youwinor youlose, SRedla" Va said. "What you deserve has nothing to do with it. Come on.” He
tried to take her by the hand and pull her to her feet, but SRellayanked loose of him angrily.

"Don't you even care about what happened to Garth?'

"Not particularly. Y ou shouldn't either. As| recal, thelast thing you said to him was how much you hated
him. It would have gone better for you if hed drowned. Then they would have to give you hiswings. As
itis, they'll try to find someway to cheat you out of them.”

Maris, listening, began to lose her temper. "Stop it, Vd," she said.
"Keep out of this, flyer,” he snapped. "Thisis between us"

SRdlajumped to her feet. "Why are you dways so hateful? Y ou're cruel to Marisdl thetime, and she's
only tried to help you. And the things you've been saying about Garth—Garth was nice to me, and what
did I do, I chdlenged him, and now he dmost died and you're saying awful things about him. Don't you
say another word! Don't you!"

Va'sface became an expressionless mask. "'l see,” he said flatly. " Suit yoursdlf. If you care so much for
flyers, go vigt Garth and tell him to keep hiswings. I'll celebrate by mysdlf." He turned away and began
to Stride across the sand, toward the searoad that would take him to histavern.

Maristook SRdlashand. "Would you like to vist Garth?' shesaid impulsively.
"Could we?"

Maris nodded. "He and Riesa share abig house ahaf mile up the hill road. Helikesto stay closeto the



seaand the lodge. We could go see how heis."

SRdlawas eager, and they set off at once. Maris had been abit afraid of the reception they might
receive when they arrived, but her own concern about Garth's condition was great enough that she was
willing to take the risk. She needn't have worried. Riesabeamed at them when she opened the door, and
all at once began to cry, and Maris had to take her in her arms and comfort her. "Oh, come see him,
come see him," Riesakept saying through her tears. "Helll be so glad.”

Garth was propped up in bed against amountain of pillows, a shaggy woolen blanket thrown over his
legs. Hisface wasfrighteningly pae and puffy, but when he saw them in the doorway his smilewasred
enough. "Ah," he boomed, hisvoice loud asever, "Marisl And thelittle demon who's out to take my
wings." Hewaved them to hisside. "Come and Sit and talk to me. Riesa does nothing but fuss and fret,
and shewon't even bring me any of her de."

Marissmiled. "Y ou don't need any ae," she said primly as she walked to his bedside and kissed him
lightly on the brow.

SRdlahung back by the door, however. When he saw that, Garth's face turned serious. "Ah, SRella,"
he said, "don't be frightened. I'm not angry with you."

She came forward to stand by Maris. "Y ou're not?"

"No," Garth said firmly. "Riesa, bring them seats." Hissster did as he asked, and when they were seated,
Garth resumed. "Oh, | was furious when you challenged me— hurt, too—I can't deny that.”

"I'm sorry,” SRellablurted. "I didn't want to hurt you. | don't hate you—what | said that night at the
lodge.”

Hewaved her quiet. "1 know that. And you needn't be sorry. The water wasterribly cold out there, but
maybe it woke me up abit, and I've had all afternoon to lie here and think. I've been afool, and I'm
lucky | have the breath to say so. | did wrong to keep it secret, the way that | was fedling, and you did
right to name me when you knew." He shook his head. "I couldn't accept being land-bound, you know. |
lovethe flying too much, al my friends, thetrave. But itsover, my little svim proved that, the only
guestion iswhether I'm to be alive land-bound or adrowned flyer at the end of it all. Before today, I'd
aways managed to shrug off the pain, get where | was going. But this morning—ah, it was miserable,
shooting painsin my arms and legs. But | don't want to talk about that. Bad enough it happened.” He
reached across and took SRellaby the hand. "What | mean to say, SRella, isthat | can't compete
tomorrow, and | wouldn't if | could. Riesaand the sea have brought me to my senses. Thewingsare
yours."

SRdlacould hardly believe him. She stared at him wide-eyed, and atremulous smile broke across her
face.

"What will you do, Garth?" Maris asked.

He grimaced. "That depends on the heders,” he said. "Seemsto me | have three choices. Maybe I'll bea
corpse, and maybe I'll beacripple, but if | can find ahealer who knows what he's about, | thought |
might try my hand at trade. I've got enough iron put aside to buy mysdf aship, and | could travel that
way, see other idands—though I'm half scared out of my wits at the idea of traveling by sea” He
chuckled. "Y ou and Dorr used to kid me about being atrader. Y ou remember, Maris? Said I'd trade my
wingsif the deal was good enough, just because | liked to swap alittle now and again. Well, some trader
| turned out to be. Here SRdlagets my wings and doesn't give me anything.” He laughed, and Maris
found hersdf joining him.



They talked for over an hour, about traders and sailors and findly flyers, relaxing asthey laughed at
Garth'sjokes and exchanged gossip. "Cormislivid about your friend Va," Garth said at one point, "and |
can't say | blame him. Hes agood enough flyer that he never considered that he might lose hiswings, and
hereit seems he'slost them, and to One-Wing of al people. Did you have anything to do with that,
Mais?'

She shook her head. "Hardly. All Vd'sidea Hell never admit it, but | think he wanted to beat aflyer of
the top rank to make them forget about Ari. The fact that Corm's wife sits among the judges just added
an extraflair to thefeat, and of courseit gave him a convenient excuseif helost. He could blame a defeat
on flyer prgudice.

Garth nodded and made arude joke about Corm, then turned to his sister. "Riesa, why don't you show
SRelaour house?'

Riesatook the hint. "Y es, do come see," she said. SRdllafollowed her from the room.

"She'snice," Garth said when they were gone, "and she does remind me an awful lot of you, Maris. Do
you remember when wefirst met?"

Marissmiled at him. "1 remember. It was my first flight to the Eyrie and there was a party that night.”
"Raven was there too. That waswhere hedid histrick."

"I've never forgottenit,” Marissaid.

"Did you teach it to One-Wing?'

"No."

Garth laughed. "Everyoneis certain you did. We dl remember how impressed you were by Raven. Coll
even made asong about him, didn't he?"

Marissmiled. "Yes"

Garth garted to say something el se, then thought better of it. For along moment the room wasfilled with
slence, and the smile dowly faded on Garth'sface.

He began to cry, fighting it and losing; he reached out his big hands for her, and Maris came and sat on
the edge of the bed and hugged him, and ran her hands across his brow. "I knew—I didn't want SRella
to see me—ah, Maris, it's so damned rotten, so damned—"

"Oh, Garth," she whispered, kissing him lightly and fighting to hold back her own tears. Shefelt so
helpless. Briefly she thought of what it would belikeif shewerein Garth's place. Shetrembled and
pushed the thought away and hugged him again al the harder.

"Comeand seeme," he said. "1—you know how— when you don't fly, you can't go to the Eyrie—you
know—aDbad enough to lose your freedom, and the wind—but | don't want to lose you too, and my other
friends, just because—oh, damn, damn these tears—vist me, Maris, promise, promise.”

"l promise, Garth," she said, trying to keep her voice light. "Unless you gain so much weight that | can't
stand to look at you."

Benegath histears, helaughed. "Ah," he said. "Here— and just when | thought | could get fat in peace.
Y :| | n



Footsteps sounded outside, Riesaand SRellareturning, and Garth quickly used the blanket to dry his
tears. "Go," he said, amiling again, "go, I'm tired, you've exhausted me. But come back tomorrow when
it'sdl over and tell me how the gameswent."

Maris nodded. And SRellacame up to her side and bent to give Garth aquick, shy kiss before they eft.

They walked the haf-mile back to the village dowly, talking as they went and savoring the cool wind that
moved through the night. They spoke of Garth, and allittle bit of Va, and SRellamentioned the wings—
her wings—with wonder in her voice. "I'm aflyer," she sad happily. "It'sredly true."

But it was not that smple.

Senawaswaiting for them insde their cabin, Sitting on the edge of abed and looking impatient. Sherose
when they entered. "Where have you been?

"Wewent to see how Garthis," Marisanswered. "Is anything wrong?'

"I don't know. We have been summoned up to the lodge house by the judges.” She gave SRdlaa
meaningful look with her good eye. "All three of us, and werelate.”

They left at once. On the way, Maristold Senawhat Garth had said about giving up the wings, but the
old teacher did not seem pleased. "Well, we shdl see about that," she said. "1 would not go flying off with
them just yet.

The flyers were not partying tonight. The main room of the lodge was sparsaly populated, only a
half-dozen Western flyers Maris knew vaguely sitting and drinking, and the atmosphere was anything but
festive. One of them stood up when Maris and the others entered. "In the back room," he said.

Thefive judges were squabbling around acircular table, but they broke off in mid-argument when the
door opened. Shdli stood up. "Maris, Sena, SRella, do comein,” she said. "And close the door."

They took seats around the table, and Shalli folded her hands nestly in front of her as she resumed. "We
summoned you because we have adispute, and it involves young SRellahere, and you have aright to
gtate your views. Garth has sent word that he will not fly tomorrow—"

"Weknow," Marisbrokein. "Wejust came from him."

"Good," Shdli said. "Then perhaps you understand our problem. We must decide what to do with the
wings"

SRdlalooked stricken. "They'remine," she said. "Garth said s0.”

The Landsman of Skulny was drumming hisfingers on the table and frowning. "Thewings are not Garth's
togive" hesaid loudly. "Here, child, I will ask you aquestion. If you are given thewings, will you
promise to make ahome here, and fly for Skulny?"

SRdladid not flinch under hisintense gaze, Maris noted with approva. "No," she answered bluntly. "I
couldnt. I mean, Skulny isnice, I'm sure, but—but thisisn't my home. I'm going to return to Southern
with thewings, to Vdeth, thelittleidand where | wasborn.”

The Landsman shook his head violently. "No, no, no. Y ou may return to this Southern rock if you wish,
but if you do it will be without the wings." He looked at the other judges. " See. | gave her achance. |
ingg."



Senathumped afist on thetable. "What isthis? What is going on? SRella has aright to the wings, more
right than anyone e se. She chalenged Garth and he hasfailed the test. How can you speak of not giving
her thewings?' She looked from judgeto judge furioudy.

Shalli, who seemed to be the spokesman, gave an gpologetic shrug. "We have a disagreement,” she said.
"The question is how tomorrow's contest should be scored. Some of usfed that if Garth does not fly,
SRdlamust be given the victory by forfeit. But the Landsman is of the opinion that we cannot vote on a
contest in which only oneflyer flies. He ingsts that the decision be made on the basis of the two legs
aready completed, and on them aone. If that isdone, Garth is presently ahead six stonesto five, and
would retain thewings.”

"But Garth has renounced thewings!" Marissaid. "He can't fly, heistooill."

"Thelaw providesfor that,” the Landsman said. "If aflyer issick, hiswings are given over to the
Landsman and the idand's other flyersto dispose of, provided he or she hasno heir. We will givethe
wings to someone worthy of them, someone who iswilling to take up resdencein Skulny. | offered that
chanceto the girl here and you all heard her answer. It must be someone el g, then.”

"We had hoped that SRellawould consent to remain on Skulny,” Shali said. "That would have resolved
our differences”

"No," SRellarepeated stubbornly, but she looked miserable.
"What you proposeisacheet,” Senasaid bitterly to the Landsman.

"l aminclined to agree with that,” put in the big man from the Outer Idands. Heran hisfingersthrough
unkempt blond hair. "The only reason Garth stands ahead now is because you cast a stone for him today,
even after hefdl into the ocean, Landsman. That was hardly fair."

"| judged it fair,” the Landsman said angrily.
"Garth wants SRellato take hiswings" Marissaid. "Don't hiswishes matter in this?"

"No," the Landsman said. "The wings were never hisaone. They areatrust, they belong to dl the people
of Skulny." Helooked around at hisfellow judges, imploring. "It isnot fair to give them away to this
Southerner, to reduce Skulny to only two flyerswithout cause. Listen to me. If Garth had been well, he
would have defended hiswings ably againgt any chalenge, and it never would have cometo this. If he
had been sick and had come to me and told me, as your own flyer law requires, then by now we would
have found someone el se to wear the wings, someone capable of retaining them for Skulny. Itisonly
because Garth chose to conced his condition that we are in this predicament. Will you punish al thefolk
of my idand because aflyer kept a secret?’

Maris had to admit that there was somejustice in the argument. The judges seemed swayed too. "What
you say istrue,” said the smal woman from Southern. "I would be glad to see anew set of wings come
south, but your claim is hard to deny.”

"SRdlahasrightstoo," Senaindsted. "Y ou must befair to her."

"If you give thewingsto the Landsman,” Maris added, "you will be taking away her right to chalenge.
Sheisonly down one stone. She has an excellent chance.”

Then SRelaspoke up. "'l didn't earn thewings," she said uncertainly. "1 was ashamed of theway | flew
today. But | could win them fairly, if | had another chance. | know | could. Garth wants meto."



Shdli sighed. "SRdla, my dear, it isn't that Smple. We can't sart the whole competition over for your
sake"

"She should get thewings," the Outer Idander grumbled. "Here, | cast tomorrow's pebble for her
dready. That makesit Sx to six. Will anyone join me?' Helooked around.

"There are no pebbles hereto cast,” the Landsman snapped, "and you cannot have a contest with only
oneflyer." He crossed hisarms and sat back, scowling.

"I fear | must vote with the Landsman,” the Southerner said, "lest | be charged with unfairly favoring a
neighbor.”

That left Shalli and the woman from Eastern, both of whom looked hesitant. "'Isn't there some way we
canbefartodl?' Shdli sad.

Marislooked at SRellaand touched her on her arm. "Areyou truly willing to fly again in contest, to try to
earn thewings?'

"Yes" SRdlasad. "I want to win them right. | want to deserve them, no matter what Va says."

Maris nodded and turned back to the judges. "Then | have a proposition for you," she said. "Landsman,
you have two other flyers on Skulny. Do you think them able enough?’

"Yes" heasked suspicioudy. "What of it?"

"Only this—I propose that you resume the match. Keep the score asit stands, with SRella down one
stone. But since Garth cannot fly, name aproxy for him, another of your flyersto bear wingsin his place.
If your proxy wins, then Skulny retains the wings and you can award them to whomever you choose. If
SRdlawins, well, then no one can dispute her right to go south asaflyer. What do you say?'

The Landsman thought it over for aminute. "Well," he said, "I could accept that. Jirel can fly in Garth's
stead. If thisgirl can outfly her, then she has earned her place, though it will not make me happy.”

Shdli looked immensely relieved. "An excellent suggestion,” she said, amiling. "1 knew we could count on
Marisfor good sense.”

"Arewe agreed, then?" the Easterner said quickly.

All of the judges nodded except the Outer Idander, who shook his head again and muttered, "The girl
should get the wings. The man fdl into the ocean." But he did not dissent too loudly.

Outside the lodge in the cool night air, athin rain had begun to fall. But Sena stopped them anyway,
looking troubled. "SRdla," she said, leaning on her cane, "are you certain thisiswhat you want? Y ou
might lose the wingsthisway. Jirel issaid to be agood flyer. And perhaps we could have won the judges
to our Sde, if we had argued longer."

"No," SRellasaid gravely. "No, | want it thisway."

Senalooked her inthe eye for along time, and finally nodded. "Good," she said, satisfied. "Let'sget you
home, then. Tomorrow thereisflying to be done."

On the third day of the competition, Maris woke before dawn, confused by the dark and the cold and
aware that something was wrong. Someone was pounding on the door.

"Maris," SRdlasaid from the next bed. "Should | get it?" Maris could not see her; it waswell before



dawn, and none of their candleswerelit.

"No," Mariswhispered. "Quiet." She was afraid. The pounding went on and on, without letup, and Maris
remembered the dead rainbirds that had been left for them and wondered who was on the other side of
the door at this hour, trying so angrily to get them to open it. She climbed out of bed and padded across
the room, and in the dark she managed to |locate the blade she had used to pry free the birds. It was
nothing, alittle meta table knife, not afighting blade at dl, but it gave her confidence. Only then did she
go to the door. "Who'sthere?' she demanded. "Who isit?’

The pounding stopped. "Raggin,” said a deep voice she did not recogni ze.
"Raggin?| know no Raggin. What do you want?"
"I'm from the Iron Axe," the voice said. Y ou know Va? The one who's been staying with me?"

Marisfelt her fearsdrain away, and she hurried to open the door. The man standing in the sarlight was
gaunt and stooped, with ahook nose and a dirty beard, but he was suddenly familiar to her: the barkeep
from Vd'stavern. "What isit? |s something wrong?'

"I was closing up, and your friend hadn't been in yet. Thought held just found some pretty to deep with,
but then | found him outside, lying in the back. Somebody hurt him bad.”

"Vd," SRdlasad. Sherushed to the door. "Whereishe? Ishedl right?’

"He'supin hisroom," Raggin said. "l dragged him up the stairs, and it wasn't easy. But | remembered he
knew people up here so | thought | better come and ask around, and they sent me here. Y ou gonna
come down?| don't know what to do for him."

"Right away," Marissaid urgently. "SRella, get dressed.” She hurried to collect her own clothesand
dipped into them, and shortly they were hurrying down the searoad. Maris had alantern in one hand.
The road ran dong the seasde cliffsfor part of itslength, and amisstep in the dark could be fatal.

The tavern was dark and shuttered, the front door braced from inside with a heavy wooden beam.
Raggin left them standing in front of it and vanished around back to enter by what he called his " secret
way." When he opened the door from theinsde, he said, " Got to lock up good, lots of hard types
around here. | got customers you wouldn't believe, flyers.”

They hardly listened. SRdlaran up the stairs to the room she had sometimes shared with VVa, and Maris
came close behind. SRdlawaslighting acandle by Va's bedside when Maris caught up with her.

Hickering ruddy light filled the smal room, and the shape huddled beneath the blankets moved with a
gmall animal whimper. SRella set down the candle and pulled off the blankets.

Va'seyesfound her, and he seemed to recognize her—his left arm clutched at her hand desperately. But
when he tried to speak, the only sounds he could make were choking, pain-wracked sobs.

Marisfdt sick. He had been beaten savagely about the head and shoulders, and hisface was an
unrecognizable mass of swelling and bruises. A gash dong one cheek was still bleeding, and he had dried
blood al over hisshirt and jaw. His mouth was bloody too, when he opened it and tried to speak.

"Val!" SRellacried, weeping. She touched his brow and he shrank away from her hand, trying to say
something.

Maris came closer. Va was holding SRellatight with hisleft hand, clutching at her, pulling. But hisright



armjust lay till dong his sde, and there was something wrong, blood on the sheet beneeth it. The angle
at whichit lay wasimpossible, and his jacket was ripped, bloody. She kndlt by the right side of the bed
and touched hisarm gingerly, and Va shrieked so loudly that SRellajumped away, terrified. It was only
then that Maris saw the jagged edge of bone peeking through his skin and clothing.

Raggin was observing them from the doorway. "Hisarm's broke, don't touch it,” he said helpfully. "He
screams when you do. Y ou shoulda heard the noise he made when | carried him up here. | think hisleg's
broke too, but I'm not sure.”

Va had quieted, but his bresth came in painful gasps. Mariswas on her feet. "Why didn't you cal a
heder?' she demanded of Raggin. "Why didn't you give him something for the pain?"

Raggin drew back, shocked, asif those ideas had never occurred to him. "I got you, didn't 1?7 Who's
gonnapay aheder? He's nat, that'sfor sure. Don't have near enough. | went through histhings.”

Maris balled her fistsand tried to control her fury. "Y ou're going to go and fetch a hedler right now," she
said. "And | don't careif you have to run ten miles, youre going to do it fast. If you don't, | swear I'll talk
to the Landsman and have this place closed.”

"Hyers." The barkeep spat. "Throwing your weight around, en? Wdll, I'll go, but who's gonna pay this
healer? That's what | want to know, and he'll want to know too."

"Damnyou,” Marissad. "I'll pay, damnyou, I'll pay. Hesaflyer, and if hisbonesdon't hed right, if they
aren't taken care of, he'll never fly again. Now hurry!"

Raggin gave her alast sour look and turned for the stairs. Maris went back to Val'sbedside. He was
making whimpering noises and trying to move, but every motion seemed to wrack him with pain.

"Can't we help him? SRdlasad, glancing up & Maris.

"Yes" Marissad. "Thisisatavern, after dl. Go downgairs and find the stock, bring up afew bottles.
That should help alittlewith the pain, until the hedler arrives.”

SRdlanodded and started for the door. "What should | bring?' she asked. "Wine?'

"No, we need something stronger. Look for some brandy. Or—that liquor from Poweet, what do they
cdl it>—they makeit from grain and potatoes—"

SRdlanodded and was gone. Shortly she returned with three bottles of local brandy and an unmarked
flask that gave off apungent, potent smell. " Strong stuff,” Maris said. Shetasted it hersdlf, then had
SRdlahold up Va's head while she dribbled it into his mouth. He seemed anxious to cooperate, sucking
down the drink eagerly asthey took turns pouring it into him.

When Raggin findly returned with a hedler more than an hour later, Va had passed out. "Here's your
hedler," the barkeep said. He took onelook at the empty bottles on the floor and added, "Y ou'll pay for
those too, flyer."

When the healer had set Vd's arm and leg—Raggin had been right, it was broken aswell, though not as

badly— and splinted them, and treated his swollen face, he gave Marisasmall bottle full of adark green
liquid. "Thisis better than brandy," he said. "It will numb the pain and let him deep.” He departed, leaving
Marisand SRelladonewith Val.

"It wasflyers, wasn't it?" SRellaasked tearfully asthey sat together in the smoky, candle-lit room.



"One arm and one leg broken, and the other side not touched,” Maris said angrily. "Y es, that saysflyer to
me. | don't think any flyer could have done this persondly, but | suspect it was aflyer who had it done.”
On a sudden impulse Maris moved to where Va's bloodstained, torn clothing had been piled, and
rummaged through it. "Hmm. Just as| thought. Hisknife is gone. Maybe they took it, or maybe he just
had it in his hand and dropped it."

"I hope he cut them, whoever it was," SRellasaid. "Do you think it was Corm? Because Va was going
to take hiswings tomorrow?"

"Today," Marissad ruefully, glancing toward the window. Thefirst blush of dawn wasvisble againgt the
eastern sky. "But, no, it wasn't Corm. Not that Corm wouldn't gladly destroy Vd if he could, but hed do
it legally, not like this. Cormistoo proud to resort to beatings.”

"Who, then?'

Maris shook her head. "I don't know, SRella. Some sick person, obvioudly. Maybe afriend of Corm's,
or afriend of Ari's. Maybe Arak or one of his friends. Vd made alot of enemies”

"Hewanted meto go with him," SRellasaid guiltily, "but | went to see Garth instead. If | had gone with
him like he wanted, thiswouldn't have happened.”

"If you had gone with him," Maris said, "you'd probably be lying there broken and bleeding as well.
SRdla, love, remember those rainbirdsthey left for us. They wanted to tell us something. Yourea
one-wing too." She glanced out toward the dawn. "And so am |. Maybeit'stime | admitted it. I'm

haf-aflyer and that'sal I'll ever be." She smiled for SRella. "But | guess what mattersiswhat half."

SRdlaseemed puzzled, but Maris said, "No moretalk. Y ou gill have afew hours before the competition
opens, and | want you to try to get some deep. Y ou have to win your wings today, remember?

"l can't,” SRellaprotested. "Not now."

"Especidly now," Maris said. "Whoever had thisdoneto Va would be delighted to know that it lost you
your wingsaswell ashis. Do you want that?"

"No," SRdlasaid.
"Thendeep.”

Later, while SRelladept, Maris|ooked up again at the window. The sun was half-risen, its reddened
face streaked with heavy dark clouds. It was going to be agood, windy day. A fine day for flying.

The competition was dready well under way when Marisand SRellaarrived. They had been delayed in
the tavern when Raggin demanded immediate payment of Va'shill, and it had taken along argument to
convince him that he would get everything due him. Maris made him promise to tend to Va's needs, and
alow no one ese up those dairs.

Senawas at her usud station by the judges, watching the early contestants fly the gates. Maris sent
SRélaoff to join the other Woodwingers, and hurried up the cliff. Senawasrelieved to see her. "Marig”
she exclaimed. "I was worried something was wrong. No one knew where you had gone. Are SRella
and VVd with you? It will be time soon. Sher isnext up, infact.”

"SRdlaisready tofly," Marissaid. Shetold Senaabout Va.

All the strength and vitdlity seemed to drain from the teacher as she listened. Her good eye clouded over



with tears and she leaned more heavily on her cane, and suddenly she was very old indeed. "1 did not
believe," she muttered weakly. "I did not—even when that terrible thing happened with the birds, even
then—I could not think they would do such athing.” Her face was the color of ash. "Help me, child. |
must St down.”

Maris put an arm about her for support and led her to the judges table, where Shalli looked up,
concerned. "Iseverything dl right?'

"No," said Maris, easing Senainto aseat. "Vd will not fly today," she continued, swinging around to face
the judges. "Lagt night he was attacked and beaten at the tavern where he had aroom. Anarm and aleg
were broken."

All of the judges looked shocked. "How terrible,” Shdli said. The Easterner swore, the Outer | ander
shook his head, and the Landsman of Skulny rose. "Thisisdreadful. | won't allow thison my idand. Well
find whoever did it, you have my promise on that.”

"A flyer didit,” Marissaid, "or paid for it, anyway. They broke hisright arm and hisright leg. One-Wing.
Y ou understand.”

Shdli frowned. "Maris, thisisahorrid thing, but no flyer would do such athing. And if you mean to imply
that Corm would—"

"Do you have proof aflyer wasinvolved?' the Easterner interrupted.

"I know the tavern where Va One-Wing was staying," the Landsman said. "The Iron Axe, wasit not?
That isavery bad place, with the worst sort of patrons, rough people. It could have been anyone. A
drunken fight, ajealous lover, agambling quarrd. |'ve seen many besatings come before me from that
place”

Marisstared a him. ™Y ou'll never find who did it, no matter what you promise,” she said. "That isn't what
concerns me. | want to take Va'swings back to him tonight.”

"Vd's—wings?'

"I'mafraid,” the Southerner said, "he must wait and try again next year. | am sorry he was hurt when he
was so closeto winning.”

"Close?' Marislooked the length of the table, found the box she sought, picked it up and rattled it at
them. "Nine black stones to one white. That is more than close. Vd had won. Even if helost fiveto
nothing today, he had won."

"No," Shali said stubbornly. "Corm deserves his chance. | won't have you cheat him of it for One-Wing,
no matter how sorry | fed for him. Cormisvery good at the gates. He might have won ten to nothing,
two stones from each of us, and then he would have kept hiswings."

"Tento nothing,” Marissaid. "How likdly isthat?"
"Itispossble” Shdli sad.

"Itis" echoed the Easterner. "We can't give the victory to One-Wing. It would not befair to Corm, who
has flown well for many years. | think we must declare Vd forfeit."

Heads were bobbing up and down the table, but Marisonly smiled. "I was afraid you might tekethis
position.” She put her hands on her hips and defied them. "But Va will have hiswings. Luckily thereisa



precedent. Y ou set it yoursalves last night, with SRellaand Garth. Let the score stand and the match
continue. Summon Corm.

"I will fly proxy for vd."
And she knew they would not deny her.
Marisgot her wings and joined the mill of contestants, impatient and increasingly nervous.

The gates had been erected during the night, nine flimsy wooden constructions planted firmly in the sand,
in acourse demanding a series of difficult turns and tacking maneuvers. Thefirg gate, straight out from
theflyers diff, conssted of two tal blackwood poles, each someforty feet high, set fifty feet gpart inthe
sand. A rope had been tied from the top of one pole to the top of the other. To score, the flyer had to
glide through that gate. Easy enough, but the next gate was only afew yards farther down the beach, not
straight ahead but off to one Sde, so the flyer had to angle quickly before shooting past it. And the
second gate was smdller, the polesjust alittle bit shorter and set just alittle bit closer together. So it
went, the course wandering out into the shalows and then veering sharply back onto land, atwisting,
wing-snapping course, with each of the nine gates smaler than the one before, until the ninth and final
gate, two poles barely eight feet off the ground, set exactly twenty-one feet apart. A flyer's wingspan was
twenty feet. No one had ever flown more than seven gates. Even that was no mean task; of al theflyers
to try the gates this morning, the best score was six, and that had been flown by the phenomena Lane.

Chdlengerstraditiondly flew firgt in thistest; the flyer was given the courtesy of knowing what score he
had to beat. Wings on her shoulders, Maris watched the Woodwingers make their attempts.

Sher dove straight from the cliff through the first gate, coming in barely under the rope, banked sharply
toward the second but continued to descend, fast, too fast. Panicking, the young Woodwinger leveled of f
quickly to avoid hitting the ground, and suddenly started to rise, passing over the second gate instead of
through it. The flyer that Sher challenged managed only two gates, but that was enough for the victory.

Leya, watching Sher, chose adifferent strategy. She leapt from the cliff to circle widdly above the beach,
dropping down gradually so that sheld pass through the first gate level instead of in a descent. She began
her turn well before she entered the gate proper, so that she actualy swung around one pole gracefully,
aready heading for the second gate. She sailed smoothly through that aswell, again beginning her turn
early, but thistime it was a sharper turn, more demanding, upwind. Leyamadeit well enough, and the
third gate with it, but had nothing left to wrench hersdf around afterward. She flew peacefully out to sea,
missing the fourth gate by awide margin. A few of the spectators applauded her anyway, and her flyer
rival could only manage two gates before he landed roughly in the sand. So Leya had her first triumph,
though it was not enough to win apair of wings.

Damen and Arak were announced by the crier. Both of them had trouble. Damen took the gatestoo fast,
and couldn't recover after the second in timeto turn for the third. Arak passed through the second gate
too high; the upper edge of awing grazed the rope, and it was enough to send him off balance and far off
course. But even with the two-gatetie, Arak easily retained hiswings.

Kerr, surprisingly, also managed atie. Imitating Leya, he entered the first gate leveled and starting his
turn, and handled the second easily enough. But like Leya he had trouble veering upwind into the third,
and unlike Leya, he did not manage it. He thumped to a halt in the sand afew yards short of the gate, and
the land-bound children rushed in from al sdesto help him out of hiswings. Jon of Culhal tried to avoid
Kerr'sfate by maintaining ahigher dtitude, but passed over and to theright of the third gate.

"Corm of Lesser Amberly," the crier was announcing, "Val One-Wing, Val of South Arren,” Thena
brief pause. "Maris of Lesser Amberly, flying proxy for Val, Maris of Lesser Amberly."



She stood on theflyers cliff, helpers unfolding her wings, locking each strut in place. A few dozen yards
away, Corm too stood and let them work. Shelooked over a him, and his eyes met hers, dark, intense.
"MarisOne-Wing," he cdled hitterly. "Isthiswhat you've come a? I'm glad Russis not dive to see you."

"Russwould be proud,” she threw back, angry, and knowing Corm had wanted to make her angry.
Anger brought carelessness, and that was his only hope. Seven years ago she had outflown him, ina
much fiercer contest. She was confident she could outfly him today aswell. Precision, control, reflexes, a
fed for thewind; that was dl it required, and she had them in full measure.

Her wings were wide and tight, metal humming softly in thewind, and shefelt utterly serene and sure of
hersdlf. She reached up, wrapped her hands around the grips, ran, jumped, soared. Up she flew, up and
up, and she did aloop for the sheer joy of it and then dove, diding down and down through the air, riding
and shifting with the little eddies and currents, angling toward the gates. She was banked sharply and
whedling as she went through the first gate, her wings drawing asilver line from the top of one poleto the
bottom of the other, but she stabilized gracefully and swayed the other way for the approach to the
second, did throughiit fluidly. It wasthefed of it, the love of it, not the thought; it wasingtinct and reflex
and knowing thewind, and Maris was the wind. The third gate was next, the difficult upwind turn, but
she snapped around easily, quickly, cleanly, then looped above the water to correct her angle on the
fourth gate, and she was through that too, and the fifth was awide lazy downwind turn, and the sixth was
amogt sraight ahead, not adifficult angle at al, but small, so she dropped alittle and skimmed low over
the sand, her wings taut and full, and the spectators were shouting and cheering.

In aheartbesat it was over.

Just as the sixth gate loomed ahead of her, she hit asink, asudden cold downdraft that had no right being
there. It pushed at her, clutched at her, just for an instant, but that was long enough for her wingsto brush
the ground, and then her legs were trailing through the wet sand and she did dong bumpily beforefinaly
jolting to ahdt in the shadow of the gate.

A smadl blond girl ran up to her and helped her to her feet, then began folding up her wings. Maris stood
breathless and exhilarated. Five, then, five it was. Not the best score of the day, but agood score, and it
was enough. Corm trailed Va by such amargin that it would not be enough for him to beet her. He had
to humiliate her, crush her, collect two pebbles from each of the judges. And that he could not do.

Heknew it too. Disheartened by her flight, he did not even come close. Hefailed on the fourth gate, a
decisivevictory for her, for Va. Shefdt eated as she trudged across the beach, wings folded on her
back.

Criers cdlsran up and down the shore. SRella stood poised on the precipice, the sun shining off the
bright meta of her wings, and behind her Maris glimpsed wiry, black-haired Jrd of Skulny.

SRdlaleaped, and Maris stood to watch, her heart flying with her, hoping, hoping. SRella banked and
circled, alesurdly approach instead of the wild rush Maris had employed, and came gliding down
smoothly on the sametack Leyaand Kerr had used in their turns. Through thefirst gate, turning, leveling,
whedling now in the opposite direction—Marisfet her breath stop for aminute—and through the second
gate, and now a very sharp turn upwind, aclean knife-thrust of aturn asif the wind itself had changed
direction at her command, and through the third gate, ill in control, and another hard veer and shewas
through the fourth gate—peopl e began to rise and cheer—and the fifth was as easy for her asit had been
for Maris, and now it was the sixth that she was moving in on, the sixth on which Maris had failed, and
her wings were swaying abit but then they gtilled and she camein higher than Maris, and the sink shook
her but didn't ground her, and then she was through the sixth gate too—shouts everywhere—and the
seventh demanded a split-second bank at just theright angle, and SRelladid that aswell, and she came



around toward the eighth—

—and it was too narrow, the poles set too close together, and SRellawas just abit too far to one side.
Her left wing hit the pole with asnap, and the wing-struts shattered even asthe pole did, and SRella
went sprawling on the ground.

And Mariswas only one of dozens running toward her.

When she got there, SRellawas Sitting up, laughing and breathing hard, surrounded by land-bound who
were shouting at her, yelling hoarse-voiced congratulations. The children pressed closeto touch her
wings. But SRella, her face reddened by the wind, couldn't seem to stop laughing.

Maris pushed her way through the crowd and hugged her, and SRdlagiggled throughiit dl. "Areyou all
right?' Maris asked, pushing her away and holding her at arm'slength. SRellanodded furioudy, il
giggling. Thenwhat... ?'

SRdlapointed at her wing, the wing that had struck the gate. The fabric, virtualy indestructible, was
undamaged, but a support strut had broken. "That's easily fixed," Maris said after she'd looked it over.
"No problem.”

"Don't you see?' SRdlasaid, jumping to her feet. Her right wing bobbed with the motion, taut and
vibrant, but her left hung limp and broken, silver tissue dragging on the sand.

Marislooked and began to laugh. "One-Wing," she said hel plessy, and they collgpsed into each other's
amsagan, laughing.

"Jrel didn't disgrace you," Maris said to Garth that night, as she sat with him by hisfire. He was up and
about again, looking better, and drinking ale once more. " She was an admirable proxy, flew five gates, as
good as1'd done. But five isn't seven, of course, and it wasn't enough. Even the Landsman couldn't call it
atie"

"Good," Garth said. "SRelladeservesthewings. | like SRella Make her promise to comevist metoo.”

Marissmiled. "1 will," she said. "She's sorry she couldn't come tonight, but she wanted to go straight
downto Vd. I'mtojoin her after | leave here. | don't relishit, but..." She Sghed.

Garth took ahedlthy swig of ale and stared into the fire for along moment. "1 fed sorry for Corm," he
sad. "Never liked him, but he knew how to fly."

"Dont fret,” Marissaid. "He's bitter but helll recover. Shalli's pregnancy will soon be too advanced for
her to fly, so Corm will have the use of her wingsfor afew months, and if | know him hell bully her into
sharing even after the baby comes. Next year he can challenge. It won't be Vd, either. Cormis cleverer
than that. I'll wager he names someone like Jon of Culhdl.”

"Ah," Garth said, "if the damned hedlers ever cure me, | may name Jon mysdf.”

"HEl be apopular choice next year," Maris agreed. "Even Kerr wants another chance at him, though |
doubt Senawill sponsor him again until he's alot more seasoned. Shelll have better prospects to choose
from next year. With the double victory by SRdlaand Va, Woodwingsis suddenly thriving again. Shelll
soon have more students than she knows what to do with." Maris chuckled. "Y ou and Corm weren't the
only flyersgrounded, either. Bari of Poweet lost her wingsin an out-of-family chalenge, and Big Hara
went down to her own daughter.”

"A flock of ex-flyers" Garth grumbled.



"And alot of one-wings," Marisadded, smiling. "Theworld is changing, Garth. Once we had only flyers
and land-bound.”

"Yes" Garth said, gulping down some more de. "Then you confused everything. Hying land-bounds and
grounded flyers. Where will it end?"

"I don't know," Maris said. She stood up. "I'd stay longer, but | must go talk to Val, and I'm long
overdue on Amberly. With Shalli pregnant and Corm wingless, the Landsman will no doubt work meto
desth. But I'll find timeto visit, | promise.”

"Good." Hegrinned up & her. "Hy well, now."
When she left, he was shouting to Riesafor another de.

Va was propped up awkwardly in bed; his head raised just enough so that he could eat, he was
spooning soup into hismouth with hisleft hand. SRelasat by hissde, holding the bowl. They both
looked up when Maris entered, and Val's hand trembled, spilling hot soup on his bare chest. He cursed
and SRdlahdped him mop it up.

"Va," Marissaid evenly, nodding. On the floor by the door she set the wings she had carried, once
belonging to Corm of Lesser Amberly. ™Y our wings."

Thesweling in hisface had subsided enough so that VVa was beginning to look like himsdlf again,
dthough his puffed lip gave him an atypicd sneer. "SRdlatold mewhat you did," he said with difficulty.
"Now | suppose you want me to thank you."

Marisfolded her arms and waited.

"Your friends the flyersdid thisto me, you know," he said. "If the bones mend crooked, I'll never use
those damn wings you got me. Even if they hed properly, I'll never beasgood as| wes."

"I know that," Marissaid, "and I'm sorry. But it wasn't my friendswho did this, Va. Not al flyersare my
friends. And they aren't dl your enemies.”

"You were a the party,” Va said.

Maris nodded. "It won't be easy, and most of the burden is on you. Regject them if you like, hate al of
them. Or find the ones worth knowing. It'sup to you."

"I'll tell youwho I'm going to find," Vd said. "I'm going to find the oneswho did thisto me, and then I'm
going to find whoever sent them.”

"Yes" Maissad. "And then?'

"SRdlafound my knife," Va said smply. "I dropped it in the busheslast night. But | cut one of them,
well enough so I'll know her by the scar.”

"Where are you going, when you hed?' Marissaid.

Va seemed thrown off-stride by the sudden change of subject. "1 had thought Seetooth. I've heard the
stories, about how much the Landsman there wants aflyer. But SRellatells me that the Landsman of
Skulny isanxious aswell. I'll talk to them both, see whét they offer.”

"Va of Seatooth," Marissaid. "It hasanice sound to it."



"It will dwaysbe One-Wing," he said. "Maybefor you too."

"A hdf-flyer," she agreed. "Both of us. But which half?Va, you can make the Landsmen bid for your
sarvices. Theflyerswill despise you for it, most of them, and maybe some of the younger and greedier
will imitate you, and I'd hate to see that. And you can wear that knife your father gave you when you fly,
even though you break one of the oldest and wisest flyer laws by doing so. Itisasmall point, atradition,
and the flyers again will despise you, but no onewill do anything. But | tell you now, if you find who
ordered you begten, and kill them with that same knife, you'll be One-Wing no longer. The flyerswill
name you outlaw and strip your wings away, and not a Landsman on Windhaven will take your sde or
giveyou landing, no matter how much they need flyers™

"Youwant meto forget,” Va sad. "Forget this?'

"No," said Maris. "Find them, and take them to a Landsman, or call aflyer court. Let your enemy bethe
one who loseswings and home and life, and not you. Isthat such abad dternative?'

Va amiled crookedly, and Maris saw he had lost someteeth aswell. "No," hesad. "l dmost likeit."

"It'syour choice" Marissaid. "Y ou won't be flying for agood while, so you'll have timeto think about it.
| think you'reintelligent enough to use that time." She looked to SRdlla. "'I must return to Lesser
Amberly. It'son your way, if you're going back to Southern. Will you fly with me, and spend aday in my
home?'

SRdlanodded eagerly. "Yes, I'd love—that is, if Va will bedl right.”

"Hyershave unlimited credit,” Va said. "If | promise Raggin enough iron, helll nurse me better than my
own parent.”

"I'll go, then," SRellasaid. "But I'll sseyou again, Vd, won't I? We both have wings now."
"Yes" Vd sad. "Gofly with yours. I'll ook a mine."

SRellakissed him and crossed the room to where Maris stood. They started out the door.
"Maris!" Vd cdled sharply.

Sheturned a the sound of hisvoice, in time to see hisleft hand reach awkwardly behind his head, under
the pillow, and come whipping out with frightening speed. The long blade diced through the air and
struck the doorframe not afoot from Maris head. But the knife was ornamenta obsidian, bright and
black and sharp, but not resilient, and it shattered when it struck.

Maris must have looked terrified; Vd was smiling. "It was never my father's” he said. "My father never
owned anything. | stoleit from Arak." Acrossthe room their eyesmet, and Va laughed painfully. "Get rid
of it for me, will you, One-Wing?'

Maris smiled and bent to pick up the pieces.

PART THREE
The Fall

SHE GREW OLD inlessthan aminute,

When Maris | eft the Sde of the Landsman of Thayos she was till young. She took the underground way
from his spare rocky keep to the sea, adamp, gloomy tunnel through the mountain. She walked quickly,



with ataper in her hand, her folded wings on her back, surrounded by echoes and the dow drip of water.
There were puddles on the floor of the tunnel, and the water soaked through her boots. Maris was
anxiousto be off.

It was not until she emerged into the twilight on the far Sde of the mountain that Maris saw the sky. It
was adim threatening purple, aviolet so dark it was dmost black; the color of abad bruise, full of blood
and pain. The wind was cold and unruly. Maris could taste the fury that was about to break, could seeit
in the clouds. She stood at the foot of the time-worn stairsthat led up the sea cliff, and briefly she
considered turning back, resting overnight at the lodge house and postponing her flight until dawn.

The thought of thelong walk back through the tunnel dismayed her, however, and Maristook no joy in
this place. Thayos seemed to her adark and bitter land, and its Landsman rude, his brutdity barely
hidden benegath the civilities required between Landsman and flyer. The message he had given her to fly
weighed heavily upon her. The words were angry, greedy, full of the threat of war, and Maris was eager
to ddliver and forget them, to free hersdf of the burden as quickly as she could.

So she extinguished her taper and started up the sairs, climbing easily with long, impatient strides. There
werelineson her face and gray in her hair, but Mariswas il as graceful and vigorous as she had been at

twenty.

Where the steps opened onto a broad stone platform above the sea, Maris unfolded her wings. They
caught the wind and tugged at her as she sngpped the lagt Srutsinto place. The purple gloom of the
storm gave adark cast to the silver metd, and the rays of the setting sun left red streaks of light uponit,
like fresh woundswelling full of blood. Maris hurried. She wanted to get ahead of the storm, to usethe
front for added speed. She tightened the straps around herself, checked the wings afina time, and
wrapped her hands about the familiar grips. With two quick steps she flung hersdf from the cliff, as she
had uncounted times before. The wind was her old and true lover. Shefolded hersdlf into its embrace
and flew.

She saw lightning on the horizon, alingering three-pronged bolt in the eastern sky. Then thewind
dackened and went soft on her, and she fell, and banked, and turned, searching for astronger current
until the storm hit her, sudden asthe crack of awhip. Thewind gusted out of nowhere with terrible force,
and as she struggled to ride with it, it changed direction. Then asecond time, then athird. Rain stung her
face, lightning blinded her, and there was a pounding in her ears.

The storm pushed her backward, then head over hedls, asif she were atoy. She had no more choice, no
more chance, than aleaf in agade. She was buffeted thisway and that until shewas sick and dizzy and
aware that she wasfdling. And she looked over her shoulder and saw the mountain rushing at her, a
sheer wall of dick wet stone. Shetried to pull away, and managed only to turn herself in thefierce
embrace of thewind. Her left wing brushed the rock, collapsed, and Marisfell sdeways, screaming, her
left wing limp; though shetried to fly one-winged, she knew that it was useless, and was blinded by the
rain; the slorm had her initskilling teeth, and with her last clear thought, Maris knew thiswas her desth.

The seatook her, and broke her, and spit her out. They found her late the next day, broken and
unconscious, but aive, on arocky beach three milesfrom Thayos flyers dliff.

When Mariswoke, days later, shewas old.

She was seldom more than semi-conscious during that first week, and afterward she remembered little.
Pain, when she moved and when she did not; waking and deeping. She dept most of thetime, and her
dreamswere asred to her asthe constant pain. She walked through long tunnels beneath the earth,
waked until her legs ached horribly, but she never found the steps that would lead her out to the ky. She



fdl through gtill air endlessy, her strength and skill usdlessin awindless Sky. She stood before hundreds
in Council and argued, but her words were durred and too soft, and the people there would not listen.
She was hat, terribly hot, and she could not move. Someone had taken her wings and tied her legs and
arms. She struggled to move, to speak. She had to fly somewhere with an urgent message. She couldn't
move, she couldn't speak, she didn't know if there were tears or rain on her cheeks. Someone wiped her
face and made her drink athick, bitter liquid.

At some point Marisknew shewaslying in abig bed, a hearth nearby that ways had ablazing fireiniit,
and she was covered with heavy layers of furs and blankets. She was hat, terribly hot, and she struggled
to push off the blankets but could not.

There seemed to be people in the room, coming and going. She recognized some of them—they were
her friends—but athough she asked them to remove the blankets, they never did. They didn't seemto
hear her, but they would often St a the foot of the bed and talk to her. They spoke of things gone by asif
they were present ill, which confused her, but everything was confused, and she was glad to have her
friendswith her.

Coll came, singing his songs, and Barrion was with him, Barrion of the quick grin and the deep, rumbly
voice. Old, crippled Senasat on the edge of the bed and said nothing. Raven appeared once, dressed all
in black and looking so bold and beautiful that her heart ached with unspoken lovefor him al over again.
Garth brought her steaming hot kivas, then told her jokes so that she laughed and forgot to drink. Va
One-Wing stood in the doorway, watching, cold-faced as ever. SRella, her dear friend, came often,
gpeaking of old times. And Dorrd, her first love and gtill atrusted friend, came again and again, his
presence afamiliar comfort to her through the pain and confusion. Others came aswell: old lovers she
had never thought to see again appeared before her to speak, to plead, to accuse, and then vanished,
leaving Al her questions unanswered. There was chubby blond Timar, bringing her giftsheld carved from
stone, and Halland the singer, strong, black-bearded, looking just as he had when they had lived together
on Lesser Amberly. She remembered then that he had been lost at sea, and she wept, her tears blotting
out thesight of him.

There was another visitor, aman strange to Maris. And yet he was not astranger: She knew the touch of
his gentle, sure hands, and the sound of hisamost musica voice spesking her name. Unlike her other
vigtors, he came close to her and held up her head and fed her hot milky soups and spice teaand athick,
bitter potion that made her deep. She could not think how or when she had met him, but shefdt glad to
see him. Hewasthin and smdl but sinewy. Pale skin was stretched taut over the bones and planes of his
face, freckled with age. Fine white hair grew well back from ahigh forehead. His eyes, beneath
prominent brows and in awebwork of tiny wrinkles, were brilliantly blue. But athough he came so often,
and knew her, Maris could not bring his nameto mind.

Once, as he stood beside her and watched her, Maris struggled out of her half-deep and told him how
hot it was, and asked him to take away the blankets.

He shook hishead. "Y ourefeverish,” he said. "Theroom is chilly and you are very sick. Y ou need the
warmth of the blankets.”

Startled by this phantom who had findly answered her, Maris struggled to Sit up and get a better look at
him. Her body responded duggishly, and asickening pain seered her left Sde.

"Easy," said the man. His cool fingers were on her brow. "Y our bones must knit before you can move.
Here, drink this." Helifted her head and pressed the smooth, thick rim of acup to her lips. She tasted
familiar bitterness, swallowed obediently. The tension and pain drained out of her as her head sank back
on the pillow.



"Seep and don't worry," said the man.
With difficulty she managed to spegk: "Who... 7'

"My nameisEvan," hesaid. "I'm aheder. Y ou've beenin my care for weeks now. Y ou are hedling, but
il very weak. Y ou must deep now, and conserve your strength.”

"Weeks." The word frightened her. She must be terribly sick, horribly injured, to spend weeksin the
house of aheder. "Wh—where?'

He put his strong, thin fingers againgt her mouth to hush her. "On Thayos. No more questions now. I'll tell
you everything later, when you are stronger. Now deep. Let your body hed itself.”

Maris stopped fighting the coming deep. He had said she was mending and must conserve her strength.
She wished only, as she sank into deep, that she would not dream again about that brief, terrible flight
through the storm, and the awful crushing of her body.

L ater, when she awoke, the world was dark, with only dim embers dive in the hearth to give shapeto the
shadows. As soon as she gtirred, Evan was there. He prodded the fireinto new life, felt her brow, and
then sat lightly on the bed.

"Thefever hasbroken," he said, "but you are not well yet. | know you want to move—it will be hard to
keep ill. But you must. You are still very weak, and your body will mend better if you do not tax it. If
you cannot keep gtill by yourself | must give you moretess.”

"Tesis?' Her own voice sounded strange in her ears. She coughed, trying to clear her throat.

"The bitter drink that quiets the body and mind, brings deep and relaxation to stop the pain. It'savery
helpful drink, full of healing herbs, but too much of it can beapoison. | had to give you morethan | liked
to, to keep you ill. Physica restraints were no good for you—you thrashed and struggled and strained
to befree. Y ou wouldn't let the broken parts of your body rest and heal. When you drank the tesisyou
fdl into the quiet, healing, painless deep you needed. But | don't want to give you any more. There will
be pain, but | think you can bear it. If you cannat, then | will give you tesis. Do you understand me,
Maris?'

Shelooked into hisbright blue eyes. "Yes" shesaid. "'l understand. I'll try to be ill. Remind me."

He amiled. It made hisface suddenly young. "I'll remind you," he said. "Y ou're accustomed to alife of
activity, motion, aways going and doing. But you can't go somewhere to get your strength back—you
must wait for it, lying here, as patiently asyou can.”

Maris began to nod her head, checking it as shefelt adull, straining pain on her left Sde. "I've never been
apatient person,” shesaid.

"No, but I've heard that you are strong. Use that strength to be till, and you may recover.”

"You must tel methetruth,” Maris said. She watched hisface, trying to read the answer there. Shefelt
fear like a cold poison moving throughout her body. Shelonged for the strength to Sit up, to check her
amsand legs.

"Il tell youwhat | know," said Evan.

Shefdt thefear in her throat and could scarcely speak. The words camein awhisper. "How... how
badly was | hurt?" She closed her eyes, afraid now to read hisface.



"Y ou wereterribly battered, but you lived." He stroked her cheek and she opened her eyes. "Both your
legswere broken in the fdl, theleft onein four places. | set them, and they seem to be mending
well—not as quickly asthey would if you were younger, but | think you will walk without alimp again.

Y our left arm was shattered, with bone protruding through the flesh. | thought | would have to amputate.
But | did not." He pressed hisfingers againgt her lips and withdrew them—it waslikeakiss. "I cleaned it
and used thefireflower essence and other herbs. Y ou'll have stiffnesstherealong time, but | don't think
there was any nerve damage, so that with time and exercise | think your left arm will be strong and useful
again. Y ou broke two ribs when you fell, and you hit your head on the rock. Y ou were unconscious for
three daysin my care—I didn't know if you would ever return.”

"Only three broken limbs™ Marissaid. "An easy landing, after dl.” Then shefrowned. "The message..."

Evan nodded. "Y ou repeated it again and again in your ddlirium like achant, determined to ddliver it. But
you heedn't worry. The Landsman was informed of your accident, and by now he has sent the same
message to the Landsman of Thrane by another flyer.”

"Of coursg," Maris murmured. She felt a burden she had not even known she carried lifted from her.

"Such an urgent message,” Evan said, hisvoice bitter. "It couldn't wait for better flying wesather. 1t sent
you out into the storm, to injury. It might have meant your death. The war hasn't come yet, but aready
they start, disregarding human lives.”

His bitterness distressed her even more than histak of war, which merely puzzled her. "Evan,” she said
gently, "the flyer chooses when to fly. The Landsmen have no power over us, war or no. It was my
eagernessto leave your blesk littleidand that made me start out despite the weether." |

"And now my blesk littleidand isyour homefor atime.”

"How long?' she asked. "How long before | can fly again?'

Helooked at her without replying.

Maris suddenly feared theworgt. "My wingd" She struggled torise. "Are they log?"
Evan was quick, with hands on her shoulders. "Be till!" His blue eyes blazed.

"| forgot," shewhispered. "I'll be till." Her whole body throbbed painfully in response to the mild
exetion. "Please... my wings?'

"I havethem," he said. He shook his head. "Flyers. | should have known—I've hedled other flyers. |
should have hung them over your bed so they would be thefirst thing you saw. The Landsman wanted to
take them for repair, but | inssted on keeping them. I'll get them for you.” He vanished into the next
room. A few minutes later he returned, carrying her wingsin hisarms.

They were mangled and broken and did not fold properly. The metallic fabric of the wings themsdlves
was virtualy indestructible, but the supporting struts were ordinary meta, and Maris could see that
severd of them had shattered, while others were bent and twisted grotesquely. The bright silver was
crusted with dirt and stained black in places. In Evan's uncertain grasp they seemed ahopelessruin.

But Marisknew better. They were not lost to the sea. They could be made whole again. Her heart
soared to see them. They meant life to her; shewould fly again.

"Thank you," she said to Evan. Shetried not to weep.



Evan hung the wings on the wall beyond the foot of the bed, where Maris could see them. Then he turned
to her.

"It will belonger and harder to repair your body than your wings," he said. "Much longer than you will
like. It won't be amatter of weeks, but of months, many months, and even then | can't promise you
anything. Y our bones were shattered, and the musclestorn—you aren't likely, at your age, to regain all
the strength you once had. Y ou'll walk again, but asfor flying—"

"l will fly. My legsand my ribsand my arm will mend,” Marissaid quietly.

"Yes, giventime, | hopethey will mend. But that may not be enough.” He came close, and she saw the
concernin hisface. "The head injury—it may have affected your vison, or your sense of baance.”

"Stopit,” Marissad. "Please." Tears|eaked from her eyes.

"It'stoo soon,” Evan said. "I'm sorry." He stroked her cheeks, wiping away thetears. "Y ou need rest and
hope, not worry. Y ou need time to grow strong again. Y ou'll put on your wings again, but not before you
arereally ready—not before | say you are ready.”

"A land-bound healer—telling aflyer whento fly," Maris muttered with amock scowl.

Although she might suffer it, atime of forced inactivity was not something Maris could enjoy. Asthe days
passed and she began to spend more time awake, she grew restless. Evan was beside her much of the
time, coaxing her to egt, reminding her to lie ill, and talking to her, dwaystaking, to give her restless
mind something to exerciseitself on, even though her body must stlay motionless.

And Evan proved to be a gifted storyteller. He considered himsalf more an observer of lifethan a
participant, and he had arather detached outlook and a sharp eye for detail. He made Marislaugh, often;
he made her think; and he even managed to make her forget, for minutes at atime, that she was trapped
in bed with a broken body.

At first Evan told stories of Thayos society, his descriptions so vivid that she could dmost see the people.
But after atime histak turned to himsalf, and he offered her hisown life, asif in exchangefor the
confidences she had made to him during her ddlirium.

He had been born in the deep woods of Thayos, an idand on the northern fringe of Eastern, sixty years
before. His parents were foresters.

There had been other familiesin the forest, other children to play with, but from his earliest years Evan
had preferred the time he spent alone. He liked to hide in the brush to watch the shy, brown dirt diggers;
to hunt out the places where the most beautifully scented flowers and tastiest roots grew; to Sit quietly ina
small clearing with achunk of stale bread, and tame the birds to come to his hand.

When Evan was sixteen, hefdl inlove with atraveling midwife. Jani, the midwife, wasasmdl, brown
woman with aready wit and asharp tongue. In order to be near her, Evan appointed himself Jani's
assistant. She seemed amused by hisinterest at firgt, but soon accepted him, and Evan, hisinterest
sharpened by love, learned agreat ded from her.

On the eve of her departure, he confessed hislove for her. She wouldn't stay, and she wouldn't take him
with her—not aslover, not asfriend, not even as assistant, although she admitted he had learned well and
had a skillful touch. Shetraveled done dways, and that was that.

Evan continued to practice his new hedling skillswhen Jani had gone. Since the nearest hedler livedin
Thoss village, afull day'swak from the forest, Evan was soon much in demand. Eventudly he



apprenticed himsdlf to the healer in Thoss. He might have attended a college of hedlers, but that would
have meant a sea-voyage, and the idea of traveling on the dangerous water frightened him as nothing else
ever had.

When he had learned dl she could teach him, Evan returned to the forest to live and work. Although he
never married, he did not ways live done. Women sought him out—wives seeking an undemanding
lover, traveling women who paused afew days or monthsin his company, patients who stayed until their
passion for him was cured.

Maris, ligening to his soft, mellow voice and gazing at hisface for so many hoursthat she knew it aswell
asthat of any lover in her past, understood the attraction. The bright blue eyes, the killful, gentle hands,
the high cheekbones and imposing besak of anose. She wondered, though, what he had felt—was he as
self-contained as he seemed?

One day Marisinterrupted his story of afamily of tree-kits held recently found to ask, "Didn't you ever
fdl inlove? After Jani, | mean."

Helooked surprised. "Yes, of coursel did. | told you about..."
"But not enough to want to marry someone.”

"Sometimes| did. With SRai—she lived here with mefor dmost ayear, and we were very happy
together. | loved her very much. | wanted her to stay. But she had her own life dsewhere. She wouldn't
day intheforest with me; sheleft.”

"Why didn't you go away with her? Didn't she ask you to?'

Evan looked unhappy. "Y es, she did. She wanted me to go with her; somehow it just didn't seem
possble”

"Y ou've never been anywhere e se?'

"I'vetraveled al over Thayos, whenever there has been need,” Evan said, rather defensively. "And | lived
in Thoss for nearly two yearswhen | wasyounger.”

"All Thayosis much the same," Maris said, shrugging her good shoulder. There wasatwingein her |eft,
which sheignored. She was dlowed to St up now, and she was afraid Evan would revoke the privilege if
she ever admitted to pain. " Some parts have more trees, some parts have more rocks.”

Evanlaughed. "A very superficia view! Toyou, al parts of the forest would seem identical.”
Thiswas s0 obvious as to require no comment. Maris persisted. ™Y ou've never been off Thayos?'

Evan grimaced. "Once," he said. "Thereld been an accident, aboat cracked up againgt the rocks, and the
woman in it had been badly injured. | was taken out in afishing boat to seeto her. | got so sick on the
journey out that | could scarcely help her."

Maris smiled sympatheticaly, but she shook her head. "How can you know that thisisthe only place you
ever want to liveif you've never been anywhere el s?'

"l don't claim to know that, Maris. | might have left, | might have had avery different life. But thisiswhat
I've chosen. | know thislife—it'smine, for better or worse. It'srather late now to mourn dl the
opportunities I've missed. I'm happy with my life" He rose then, ending the conversation. "Now it'stime
for your nap.”



"Mayl..."
"Y ou may do whatever you like, aslong asyou doiit lying flat on your back without moving.”

Marislaughed, and let him help her back down on the bed. She wouldn't admit it, but Sitting up had tired
her, and it was awelcome rdlief to rest. The downess of her body to mend frustrated her. And she didn't
understand why, just because afew bones were broken, she should tire so easily. She closed her eyes,
listening to the sounds Evan made as he tended the fire and tidied the room.

She thought about Evan. She was éttracted to him, and of course the circumstances had made for an
easy intimacy between them. She had imagined that, once she mended, she and Evan might become
lovers. Shethought better of it now, knowing more of hislife. Evan had loved, and been I€ft, too many
times. Sheliked him too well to want to hurt him, and she knew that she would leave Thayos, and Evan,
just as soon as she could fly again. It was better, she decided deepily, that she and Evan remain only
friends. She would have to ignore how much sheliked that bright sparklein hisblue eyes, and forget her
fantasies about hisdim, wiry body and skilled hands.

She amiled and yawned and fell adeep, to dream that she was teaching Evan how tofly.
The next day SRellaarrived.

Mariswas drowsy and haf adeep, and at first she thought she was dreaming. The stuffy room suddenly
became fresher, full of the clean, sharp scent of seawinds, and when Marislooked up SRellawas
gtanding in the doorway, wings dung over one arm. For an ingtant she looked like the shy, dight girl she
had been more than twenty years ago, when Maris had hel ped teach her to fly. But she smiled then, a
sef-assured smilethat lit her dark, thin face and emphasized the lines that time had |eft there. And when
she cameforward, spraying salt water from her wings and wet clothes, the phantom of SRellathe
Woodwinger dissolved entirely, and she was SRella of Ve eth, a seasoned flyer and the mother of two
grown daughters. The two women embraced, awkwardly because of the huge cast protecting Maris |eft
arm, but with fierce emation.

"I came assoon as | heard, Maris," SRedlasaid. "I'm sorry you had to be here done for so long, but
communication among flyersisn't what it once was, especidly for one-wings. | might not be here now,
but | had to fly amessage to Big Shotan, and afterward | decided to visit the Eyrie. A strange whim, now
that | think about it—it must have been four, five years since the last time. Corinawas there, fresh from
Amberly, and she told me that an Eastern flyer had just brought word of your accident. | |eft at once. |
was soworried..." And she bent down to hug her friend again, the wings almost dipping from her grasp.

"L et me hang them for you,” Evan said quietly, stepping forward. SRellahanded them to him with hardly
aglance, her atention dl for Maris.

"How... how areyou?' she asked.

Maris smiled. With her good arm she threw back the blanket, revealing two cast-bound legs. "Broken, as
you can see, but mending. Or so Evan assures me. My ribs hardly pain meat dl now. And I'm sure the
casts on these legs are ready to be removed—they itch abominably!" She scowled and pulled along
straw from avase of flowers on the bedside table. Frowning with concentration, she poked the straw
down between flesh and cast. "This helps sometimes, but other timesit just makesit worse, by tickling."

"And your am?"'

Maris|ooked to Evan for the answer.



"Don't put me on the spot, Maris," hesaid. Y ou know as much as| do about it. | think your armis
hedling properly, and there hasn't been any more infection. Asfor your legs—you'll be ableto scratch
them to your heart's content in aday or two."

Maris gave asmdl bounce of joy, then caught her breath. She turned pale and swallowed hard.
Frowning, Evan stepped toward the bed. "What happened? What hurt you?'
"Nothing,” Marissaid quickly. "Nothing. | just fdt a... alittle sck, that'sdl. | must havejarred my arm.”

Evan nodded, but he did not look satisfied. "I'll maketea," he said, and left the two women aone
together.

"Now | want your news," Marissaid. "Y ou know mine. Evan has been wonderful, but hegling takes so
much time, and I'vefdt so dreadfully cut off here.”

"Itisadigtant place," SRdlaagreed. "And cold." Southerners thought the whole of the world was cold,
outsde their own archipelago. Maris grinned—it was an old joke between them—and clasped SRellas
hand.

"Where shdl | begin?' SRellaasked. "Good news or bad? Gossip or politics? Y ou're the one who's
bed-bound, Maris. What would you like to know?"

"Everything," Marissaid, "'but you can begin by telling me about your daughters.”

SRelasmiled. "SRenahas decided to marry Arno, the boy who has the mesat-pie concession on the
docks of Garr. She hasthe only fruit-pie stand, of course, and they've decided to combine their
bus nesses and corner the waterfront pie market.”

Marislaughed. "It ssemsavery sengble arrangement.”

SRelasighed. "Oh, yes, amarriage of convenience, al very businessike. Theré's not a speck of
romance in her soul—sometimes| can hardly believe SRenais my daughter.”

"Marissa has enough romanticism for two. How isshe?!
"Oh, wandering. Inlove with asinger. | haven't heard from her in amonth.”

Evan brought in two steaming mugs of tea, hisown specid brew, fragrant with white blossoms, and then
discreetly vanished.

"Any newsfrom the Eyrie?" Maris asked.

"A little, but none of it good. Jamis vanished on aflight from Geer to Little Shotan. The flyersfear him lost
a sea”

"Oh," Marissad, "I'm sorry. | never knew him well, but he was said to be agood flyer. Hisfather
presided over the flyers Council, back when we adopted the academy system.”

SRelanodded. "Lori of Varon gave birth," she continued, "but the child was sickly, and died within the
week. She'sdistraught; Garret too, of course. And T'katin's brother was killed in a storm. He captained
atrading ship, you know. They say the storm took the whole fleet. These are hard times, Maris. I've
heard they are warring again on Lomarron.”

"They may be warring on Thayostoo, before very long,” Maris said gloomily. "Don't you have any



chearful news?"

SRdlashook her head. "The Eyrie was not a cheerful place. | got thefeding | was not terribly welcome.
One-wings never go there, but there | was, violating the last sanctuary of the flyer-born. It made them dl
uneasy, though Corinaand afew otherstried to be palite.”

Maris nodded. It was an old story. Tensions between the flyers born to wings and the one-wings who
had taken theirs in competition had been growing for years. Each year saw more land-bound take to the
ar, and the old flyer families felt more threatened. "How isVa?" she asked.

"Vd isVd," SRdlasad. "Richer than ever, but otherwise he doesn't change. Thelast time visited
Seatooth, he was wearing abelt of linked meta. | can't imagine what it cost. He workswith the
Woodwingersalot. They all ook up to him. Therest of the time he spends partying in Stormtown with
Athen and Damen and Ro and the rest of hisone-wing cronies. | hear he's taken up with aland-bound
woman on Powest, but | don't think he's bothered to tell Cara. | tried to scold him about it, but you
know how sdlf-righteous Va can get..."

Marissmiled. "Ah, yes" she said. She Sipped at her teaas SRella continued, the talk ranging al over
Windhaven. They gossiped about other flyers, spoke of friends and family and places where they both
had been, continuing along-running, far-ranging conversation. Marisfelt comfortable, happy and rel axed.
Her captivity would not last much longer—she would be walking again in ameatter of days, and then she
could begin to exercise and work out, to get back in flying trim— and SRella, her closest friend, was
now beside her to remind her of her redl life that waited beyond these thick walls, and to help her back
intoit.

A few hourslater Evan joined them with plates of cheese and fruit, freshly baked herb bread and eggs
scrambled with wild onions and peppers. They dl sat on the big bed and ate hungrily. Conversation, or
new hope, had given Maris aravenous appetite.

The conversation turned to palitics. "Will therereally be war here?' SRellaasked. "Whét's the cause?!

"A rock," Evan grumbled. " A rock barely a half-mile across and two mileslong. It doesn't even havea
name. It Stssquarein the Tharin Strait between Thayos and Thrane, and everyone thought it was
worthless. Only now they've found iron onit. It was a party from Thrane that found the ore and began
working it, and they aren't about to give up their claim, but the rock is marginally closer to Thayosthan it
isto Thrane, so our Landsman istrying to grab it. He sent adozen landsguard to seize the mine, but they
were beaten off, and now Thraneisfortifying the rock."

"Thayos doesn't seem to have astrong clam,” SRelasaid. "Will your Landsman really go to war over
it?"

Evan sghed. "I wish | thought otherwise. But the Landsman of Thayosis abelligerent man, and agreedy
one. He beat Thrane once before, in afishing dispute, and he's certain he can do it again. He'd rather kill
any number of people than compromise.”

"The message | wasto fly to Thrane wasfull of threats," Maris offered. "I'm surprised war hasn't broken
out aready."

"Both idands are gathering dlies, arms, and promises,” Evan said. "l am told flyers come and go from the
keep every day. No doubt the Landsman will press athreat or two on you, SRella, when you leave. Our
own flyers, Tyaand Jem, haven't had aday's rest for the past month. Jem has carried most of the
messages back and forth across the Strait, and Tya has carried offers and promises to dozens of
potentid alies. Luckily, none of them seem interested. Time after time she has come back with refusals. |



think itisonly that keeping thewar at bay." He sghed again. "But it isonly amatter of time," he said, his
voice weary. "And there will be much killing beforeit isal over. I'll be caled in to patch up those who
can be patched up. It'samockery—a hedler in wartime treats the symptoms without being alowed to
talk about healing the actual cause, the war itself, unless he wantsto be locked up as atraitor.”

"l suppose | should be relieved to be out of it," Marissaid. But her voice was reluctant. She didn't fed as
Evan did about war; flyers stayed above such conflicts, just as they skimmed above the treacherous sea.
They were neutrals, never to be harmed. Objectively war was athing to be regretted, but war had never
touched Maris or any of those she had loved, and she could not fed the horror of it deeply. "When | was
younger, | could learn a message without ever hearing it, really. | seem to have lost the talent. Some of
the words I've carried have taken the joy out of flight.”

"I know," SR laagreed. "I've seen the results of some messages|I've flown, and sometimes| fed very
quilty”

"Dont," Marissaid. "You areaflyer. You aren't reponsible.”

"Va disagrees, you know," SRellasaid. "l argued it with him once. He thinks we are responsible.”
"That's understandable,” Maris said.

SRelafrowned at her, uncomprehending. "Why?*

"I'm surprised he never told you,” Maris said. "Hisfather was hanged. A flyer carried the order for the
execution from Lomarron to South Arren. Arak, in fact. Y ou remember Arak?!

"Toowdl," SRellasaid. "Va aways suspected Arak was behind that beating he got. | remember how
angry he waswhen he couldnt find his assailantsto prove anything.” She smiled wryly. "I dso remember
the party he threw on Seatooth when Arak died, black cakeand al."

Evan was|ooking at the two women thoughtfully. "Why do you carry messagesif you fed guilty about
them?' he asked SRella.

"Why, because I'm aflyer,” SRdlasad. "It'smy job. It'swhat | do. The responsbility comeswith the
wings"

"l suppose,” Evan said. He stood and began collecting the empty plates. "1 don't think | could take that
attitude, frankly. But I'm aland-bound, not aflyer. | wasn't born to wings."

"Nor werewe," Maris started to say, but Evan |eft the room. She felt aflash of annoyance, but SRella
began to tak again; Mariswas drawn back into the conversation, and it wasn't very long until she had
forgotten what she was annoyed about.

At lagt it wastimefor the caststo be cut off. Her legs were to be freed, and Evan promised that it would
not be much longer for her arm.

Maris cried out a the Sight of her legs. They were so thin and pale, so odd-looking. Evan began to
meassage them gently, washing them with awarm, herb-scented solution, and gently, skillfully kneading the
long-unused muscles. Maris sighed with pleasure and relaxed.

When at last Evan had done, and he rose and put away the bowl and cloth, Maris thought she would
burst with impatience. "Can | walk?" she asked.

Evan looked at her, grinning. "Can you?"



Her heart lifted at the challenge, and she sat up and dipped her legs over the edge of the bed. SRella
offered her support, but Maris shook her head dightly, motioning her friend away.

Then she stood. On her own two feet, without support. But there was something wrong. Shefdlt dizzy
and sck. She said nothing but her face gave her away.

Evan and SRellamoved closer. "What'swrong?' Evan asked.

"I, I must have stood up too fast.” She was sweeting, and afraid to move, afraid she would fal or faint or
throw up.

"Takeit easy," Evan said. "Thereésno rush." His voice was warm and soothing, and he took her good
arm. SRellaoffered support on her left Sde. Thistime Marisdid not shake them off or try to move done.

"Onedep at atime" said Evan.

Leaning on them, guided by them, Maristook her first few steps. She felt mildly nauseated ill, and
strangely disoriented. But she aso felt triumphant. Her legs were working again!

"Can | walk by mysdlf now?'
"l don't know why not."

Maristook her first unsupported step, and then her second. Her spiritslifted. It was easy! Her legswere
asgood as ever. Trying to ignore the uneasiness in her ssomach, Maristook her third step, and the room
tilted Sdeways.

Her armsflailed and she stumbled, seeking level ground in the suddenly shifting room, and then Evan
caught hold of her.

"NO!" shecried. "l cando it—"
He helped her back on her feet and steadied her.

"Let me go, please." Maris drew a shaky hand across her face and looked around. The room was calm
and Hill, thefloor asflat asit had ever been. Her legs held up firmly. She took a deep breath and began
towak again.

Thefloor suddenly dipped out from under her feet, and would have hit her in the face had not Evan
caught her again.

"SRdla—hand methebasn," hesad.

"I'm fine—I can walk—Iet me do it—" But then she couldn't speak, because she had to throw up, and
blessedly SRelawas holding abasin before her face.

Afterward, shaky but feeling better, Maris walked back to the bed with Evan's guidance.
"What'swrong?' Marisasked him.

He shook his head, but he looked uneasy. "Maybe just too much exertion too soon,” he said. He turned
away. "l have to go now and tend a colicky baby. I'll be back in an hour or so—don't try to get up until |
return.”

She was e ated when Evan removed the cast from her arm; overjoyed that the arm proved whole and



strong, with no permanent damage. She knew she would have to work hard at building up the muscles
before she could fly again, but theidea of long, hard hours of exercise excited rather than dismayed her
after so much time spent doing nothing.

Too soon, SRellaannounced that she had to leave. A runner had come from the Landsman of Thayos.
"He has an urgent message for North Arren,” shetold Maris and Evan, making a disgusted face, "and his
own flyersare off on other missons. Butitistime | left anyway. | must get back to Veleth.”

They were gathered around the rough wooden table in Evan's kitchen, drinking teaand egting bread and
butter as afarewell breakfast. Maris reached across the table and took SRella by the hand. "I'll miss
you," shesad, "but I'm glad you came.”

"I'll return assoon as| can," SRdlasaid, "though | expect they'll keep me busy. Anyway, I'll soread the
word about your recovery. Your friendswill be relieved to hear.”

"Maris hasnt entirely recovered,” Evan said quietly.

"Oh, that's only amatter of time," Marissaid cheerfully. "By thetime everyone hearsfrom SRella, I'll
probably beflying again.”" She didn't understand Evan's gloom; she had expected his spiritsto lighten with
her own when her arm came out of the cast. "1 may meet you in the sky before you get back herel”

Evanlooked at SRella. "I'll walk you to the road,” he volunteered.
"Y ou needn' bother," shesaid. "I know my way."
"I'd liketo seeyou off."

Maris stiffened at something undefined in histone. "Say it here" she said quietly. "Whatever it is, you may
aswdl tdl me"

"I've never lied to you, Maris," Evan said. He sighed, and his shoulders dumped, and Maris suddenly
saw him asan old man.

Evan leaned back in his chair, but looked steadily into Maris eyes. "Haven't you wondered about the
dizziness you feel when you stand or St or turn too suddenly?”

"I'm still weak. | haveto be careful. That'sdl,” Maris said, dready defensive. "My limbs are sound.”

"Y es, yes, we need have no worries about your legs, or your arm. But thereis something €lse wrong with
you, something that can't be reset, splinted and alowed to hed. | think something happened when you hit
your head on the rock. There was some damage inside, to your brain. It affected your sense of balance,
your depth perception, perhaps your vison. I'm not sure what exactly. | know so little—no one knows

"There's nothing wrong with me," Maris said in areasonable tone of voice. "l was dizzy and wesk at firdt,
but I'm getting better. | can walk now—you have to admit that—and I'll be able to fly again.”

"You arelearning to adjust, to compensate, that'sal,” Evan said. "But your sense of balance was
affected. You will probably learn to adjust to life on the ground. But in the air—an ability you need in the
air may be gone now. | don't think you can learn to fly without it. So much depends on your sense of
baance—"

"What do you know about flying? How can you tell mewhat | need to fly?' Her voice was as hard and
coldasice.



"Maris," whispered SRdla. Shetried to catch Maris hand, but the injured woman pulled away.

"l don't believeyou," Maris said. "There's nothing wrong with me that won't hedl. | will fly again. | am just
alittlesck, that'sal. Why should you assume the worst? Why should 1?7

Evan sat till, thinking. Then he rose and went to the corner by the back door, where the firewood was
kept. Separate from the logs and kindling were somelong, flat boards, |eftover lumber that Evan cut up
to use as splints. He salected one about six feet long, seven inches wide, and two inches thick, and laid it
down on the bare boards of the kitchen floor.

He straightened up and looked at Maris. "' Can you walk aong this?'

Marisraised her eyebrowsin mocking surprise. Absurdly, her ssomach wastight with nerves. Of course
she could do it; she couldn't imagine failing such atest.

Sherose from her chair dowly, one hand gripping the table edge. She waked across the floor smoothly,
not too dowly. Thefloor did not dip or buckle benesth her asit had that first day. Absurd to say there
was anything wrong with her sense of balance; shewouldn't fall on level ground, and she wouldnt fall
from atwo-inch height.

"Shall I hop on onefoot?' she asked Evan.
"Just walk dong it normally.”

Maris stepped upon the plank. It wasn't quite wide enough to stand normally, feet sde by side, so she
had to take a second step at once, with no time for consideration. She remembered high cliff ledges she
had skipped aong as a child, some with paths narrower than this board.

The board wobbled and shifted benesth her feet. Despite hersdlf, Maris cried out as she felt hersdf faling
to one side. Evan caught her.

"Y ou made the board move!l" she said in sudden fury. But the words sounded petulant and childishin her
ears. Evan only looked at her. Maristried to calm hersdlf. "I'm sorry,” she said. "I didn't mean that. Let
metry agan."

Silently, helet go of her and stepped back.

Tense now, Maris stepped up again and walked three steps. She began to waver. One foot went over
the side onto the floor. She cursed and pulled it back, and took another step, and felt the board shift
again. Again she missed it. Shelifted her foot back onto the board and took another step forward, and
lurched to one 9de, faling.

Evan did not catch her that time. She hit the floor on hands and knees and jumped up, her head spinning
from the exertion.

"Maris, enough." Evan'sfirm, gentle hands were on her, pulling her away from the treacherous plank.
Maris could hear SRdllaweeping softly.

"All right," Marissaid. Shetried to keep the anguish out of her voice. "There's something wrong. All right.
| admit it. But I'm till hedling. Givemetime. | will get well. | will fly again.”

In the morning, Maris began exercising in earnest. Evan brought her a set of sone weights, and she began
working out regularly. She was dismayed to find that both her arms, not merely the injured one, were
sadly weskened by her time of enforced idleness.



Determined to test the air again as soon as possible, Maris had her wings taken to the keep, to the
Landsman's own metalsmith, for repair. The woman was busy with preparations for the impending war,
but aflyer's request was never to be ignored, and she promised to have the damaged struts straightened
and restored within aweek. She was true to her word.

Maris checked out her wings carefully on the day they were returned, folding and unfolding each strut in
turn, scanning the fabric to make sure it was taut and firmly mounted. Her handsfell to the task asif they
had never stopped doing it; they were aflyer's hands, and there was nothing in al the world they knew
how to do better than tend apair of wings. Almost Maris was tempted to strap on the wings and make
thelong walk to theflyers dliff. Almost, but not quite. Her balance had not yet come to her, she thought,
though she was steadier on her feet now. Every night, surreptitioudy, she gave hersdf the plank test. She
had not yet passed it, but she wasimproving. She was not yet ready for wings, but soon, soon.

When she was not working, sometimes she walked with Evan in the forest, when he went abroad to
gather herbs or tend to other patients. He taught her the names of the plants he used in hiswork, and
explained what each herb was good for, and when and how to use it. He showed her al manner of
animasaswdll; the beasts of the chilly Eastern forestswere not at dl like the familiar denizens of Lesser
Amberly's tame woods, and Maris found them fascinating. Evan seemed so at homein the forest that the
creatures did not fear him. Strange white crows with scarlet eyes accepted breadcrumbs from hisfingers,
and he knew the hidden entrances to the tunnel-monkey lairs that honeycombed the wild, and once he
caught her arm and pointed out a hooded torturer, gliding sensuoudy from limb to limb in pursuit of some
unseen prey.

Maristold him stories of her adventuresin the Sky and on other idands. She had been flying for more
than forty years, and her head wasfull of wonders. Shetold him of life on Lesser Amberly, of Stormtown
with itswindmills and itswharves, of the vast blue-white glaciers of Artelliaand the fire mountains of the
Embers. Shetalked of the loneliness of the Outer Idands, hard up againgt the Endless Ocean to the eadt,
and the fellowship that had once thrived on the Eyrie before flyers had divided into factions.

Neither ever spoke of what lay between them, dividing them. Evan did not contradict Maris when she
gpoke of flying, nor did he mention any invisible damage to her head. The subject was like a patch of
dangerous ground, no wider than awooden plank, upon which neither was willing to step. Maris kept her
occasiond dizzy spdlsto hersdf.

One day asthey stepped outside Evan's house, Maris stopped him from turning deeper into the forest.
"All thosetrees make mefed like I'm gtill inside,” she complained. "'l need to see the sky, to smell clean,
open air. How far away isthe sea?'

Evan gestured to the north. "About two milesthat way. Y ou can see where the treesbegin to thin."

Marisgrinned a him. "Y ou sound reluctant. Do you fedl sad when there aren't any trees around? Y ou
don't haveto comeif you can't bear it—but | don't understand how you can breathe in that forest. It's
too dim and close. Nothing to smell but dirt and rot and leaf-mold.”

"Wonderful smdls" Evan said, smiling back. They began to wak toward the north. "The seaistoo cold
and empty and big for my tastes. | fed comfortable and at homein my forest.”

"Ah, Evan, were so different, you and I!" She touched hisarm and grinned at him, somehow pleased by
the contrast. She threw her head back and sniffed theair. "Yes, | can smell the seaaready!"

"Y ou could smdl it on my doorstep—you can smell the seadl over Thayos," Evan pointed out.
"Theforest disguised it." Marisfelt her heart lightening with the thinning of the forest. All her life had been



Spent beside the sea, or over it. She had felt the lack every morning waking in Evan's house, missing the
pounding of the waves and the sharp sat smdll, but most of al missing the sight of that vast, gray
immengity, beneath an equally immense and turbulent sky.

Thetree line ended abruptly, and the rocky cliffs began. Maris broke into arun. She stopped on the
cliff's edge, breathing hard, and gazed out over the sea and the sky.

The sky wasindigo, filled with rapidly scudding gray clouds. Thewind wasrdatively gentle at this height,
but Maris could tell from the patient circling of apair of scavenger kitesthat up higher the flying was till
good. Not aday for rushing urgent messages, perhaps, but agood day for playing, for swooping and
diving and laughing inthe codl air.

She heard Evan approaching. "Y ou can't tell methat's not beautiful,”" she said, without turning. Shetook
an-other step closer to the edge of the cliff and looked down... and felt the world drop benegth her.

She gasped for breath and her arms flailed, seeking some solidity, and she wasfdling, faling, faling, and
even Evan's arms wrapped tight around her could not draw her back to safety.

It stormed dl the next day. Maris spent the day inside, lost in depression, thinking of what had happened
on thecliffs. Shedid not exercise. She aelistlesdy, and had to force hersdf to tend to her wings. Evan
watched her in sllence, frowning often.

The rain continued the following day, but the worst of the storm was past, and the downpour grew more
gentle. Evan announced that he was going out. "There are somethings | need from Port Thayos," he said,
"herbsthat do not grow here. A trader camein last week, | understand. Perhaps | will be ableto
replenish my stores.”

"Perhaps" Maris said evenly. Shewastired, though she had done nothing this morning except est
breskfast. Shefdt old.

"Would you like to walk with me?'Y ou have never seen Port Thayos.”
"No," Marissaid. "l don't fed uptoit just now. I'll spend the day here."

Evan frowned, but reached for his heavy raincloak nonetheless. "Very wel," hesaid. "I will be back
before dark.”

But it waswéll after dark when the hedler findly returned, carrying abasket full of bottled herbs. Therain
had finally stopped. Maris had begun to worry about him when the sun went down. "Y ou'relate,” she
said when he entered, and shook therain from hiscloak. "Areyou dl right?

Hewas smiling; Maris had never seen him quite so happy. "News, good news," he said. "The port isfull
of it. There will be no war. The Landsmen of Thayos and Thrane have agreed to a persona meeting on
that accursed rock, to work out a compromise about mining rights!”

"Nowar," Marissad, alittle dully. "Good, good. Odd, though. How did it happen?’

Evan gtarted afire and began to make sometea. "Oh, it was dl happenstance,” he said. "Tyareturned
from another mission, bearing nothing. Our Landsman was rebuffed on al sides. Without alies, he did not
fed strong enough to press his clams. Heisfurious, I'm told, but what can he do? Nothing. So he sent
Jem to Thraneto set up amesting, to haggle out whatever settlement he can. Anything is better than
nothing, | would have thought he'd find support on Chedin or Thrynel, particularly if he offered them a
large enough share of theiron. And certainly thereisno love lost between Thrane and the Arrens.” Evan
laughed. "Ah, what doesit matter? The war is off. Port Thayosis giddy with relief, except for a few



landsguard who'd hoped to weigh down their pockets with iron. Everyoneis celebrating, and we should
celebrate too."

Evan went to his basket and rummaged among the herbs, pulling out alarge moonfish. *I thought perhaps
seafood would cheer you up,” he said. "I know away of cooking thiswith dandyweed and bitternuts that
will make your tongue sing." He found along bone knife, and began to scae the fish, whistling happily as

he worked, and his mood was so infectious that Maris found hersaf smiling too.

Therewas aloud knocking at the door.

Evan looked up, scowling. "An emergency, no doubt,” he said, cursing. "Answer it if you would, Maris.
My handsarefull of fish."

The girl standing in the door wore a dark green uniform, trimmed with gray fur; alandsguard, and one of
the Landsman'srunners. "Maris of Lesser Amberly?' she asked.

"Yes" Marissad.

The girl nodded. "The Landsman of Thayos sends his greetings, and invites you and the hedler Evan to
honor him at dinner tomorrow night. If your hedlth permitsit.”

"My hedth permitsit,” Maris snapped. "Why are we suddenly so honored, child?"

The runner had aseriousness beyond her years. "The Landsman honors dl flyers, and your injury in his
service has weighed heavily on him. Hewishesto show hisgratitude to dl the flyerswho have flown for
Thayos, however briefly, in the emergency just past.”

"Oh," Marissaid. She gill was not satisfied. The Landsman of Thayos had not struck her as the type who
cared much about expressing gratitude. "Isthat all?'

The girl hesitated. Briefly her detachment lft her, and Maris saw that she wasindeed very young. "Itis
not part of the message, flyer, but..."

"Yes?' Maris prompted. Evan had stopped hiswork to stand behind her.

"L ate this afternoon, aflyer arrived, with amessage for the Landsman's ears only. Hereceived her in
private chambers. She was from Western, | think. She dressed funny, and her hair wastoo short.”

"Describe her, if you can,” Maris said. She took acopper coin from a pocket and let her fingers play with
it.

Thegirl looked at the coin and smiled. "Oh, she was a Westerner, young—twenty or twenty-five. Her
hair was black, cut just like yours. Shewas very pretty. | don't think I've ever seen anyone as pretty. She
had anice smile, | thought, but the lodge men didn't like her. They said she didn't even bother thanking
them for their help. Green eyes. She was wearing a choker. Three strands of colored sea-glass. Isthat

enough?"

"Yes" Marissaid. "You're very observant.” She gavethegirl the coin.

"Y ou know her?' Evan asked. "Thisflyer?

Maris nodded. "I've known her since the day shewas born. | know her parents as well."

"Who isshe?' he demanded, impatiently.



"Coring" said Maris, "of Lesser Amberly.”

The runner remained at the door. Maris glanced back at her. "Y es?' she asked. "Is there more? We
accept the invitation, of course. Y ou may give the Landsman our thanks."

"Therésmore," the girl blurted. "'l forgot. The Landsman said, most respectfully, that you are requested
to bring your wings, if that would not put too great aburden on your hedth.”

"Of course," Marissaid numbly. "Of course.”
She closed the door.

The keep of the Landsman of Thayoswasagrim, martia place that lay well away from theidand'stowns
and villagesin anarrow, secluded valley of itsown. It was close to the sea, but shielded from it by asolid
wall of mountains. By land, only two roads gave agpproach, and both were fortified by landsguard. A
stone watchtower stood atop the tallest peak, ahigh sentind for dl the paths leading to the keep.

Thefortressitself was old and stern, built of great blocks of weathered black stone. Its back wasto the
mountain, and Marisknew from her last visit that much of it lay underground, in chambers chisdled from
solid rock. Its exterior face showed adouble set of wide walls—landsguard armed with longbows
walked patrol on the parapets—ringing a cluster of wooden buildings and two black towers, the taller of
which was dmost fifty feet high. Stout wooden bars closed off the tower windows. Thevalley, so close
to the sea, was damp and cold. The only ground cover was atenacious violet lichen, and ablue-green
moss that clung to the underside of boulders and half-covered the walls of the keep.

Coming up the road from Thoss, Maris and Evan were stopped once at the valley checkpoint, passed,
stopped again at the outer wall, and findly admitted to the keep. They might have been detained longer,
but Mariswas carrying her bright silver wings, and lands-guard did not trifle with flyers. Theinner
courtyard was full of activity—children playing with greeat shaggy dogs, fierce-looking pigs running
everywhere, landsguard drilling with bow and club. A gibbet had been built against onewadll, its wood
cracked and well-wesathered. The children played all about it, and one of them was using anoose asa
swing. The other two nooses hung empty, twisting ominoudy in the chill wind of evening.

"This place oppressesme," Maristold Evan. "The Landsman of Lesser Amberly livesin ahuge wooden
manor on ahill overlooking the town. It has twenty guest rooms, and a tremendous banquet hall, and
wonderful windows of colored glass, and abeacon tower for summoning flyers—but it has no walls, and
no guards, and no gibbets."

"The Landsman of Lesser Amberly is chosen by the people,” Evan said. "The Landsman of Thayosis
from alinethat has ruled here since the days of the star sailors. And you forget, Maris, that Eastern is not
asgentle aland as Western. Winter lasts longer here. Our storms are colder and fiercer. Our soil has
more metal, but it isnot so good for growing things as the soil in the West. Famine and war are never
very far away on Thayos."

They passed through amassive gate, down into the interior of the keep, and Marisfell slent.

The Landsman met them in his private reception chamber, seated on a plain wooden throne and flanked
by two sour-faced landsguard. But he rose when they entered; Landsmen and flyerswereequa. "I'm
pleased you could accept my invitation, flyer," he said. "There was some concern about your health.”

Despite the polite words, Maris did not like him. The Landsman was atall, well-proportioned man with
regular, dmost handsome, features, hisgray hair worn long and knotted behind his head in the Eastern
fashion. But there was something disturbing about his manner, and he had a puffiness around his eyes,



and atwitch at the corner of hismouth that hisfull beard did not quite conceal. His dresswasrich and
somber; thick blue-gray cloth trimmed with black fur, thigh-high boots, awide leather belt inlaid with iron
and slver and gemstones. And hewore asmall metal dagger.

"| appreciate your concern,” Marisreplied. "1 was badly injured, but | have recovered my health now.
Y ou have agrest treasure here on Thayosin Evan. | have met many hedlers, but few as skilled ashe.™

The Landsman sank back into hischair. "Hewill bewe | rewarded," he said, asif Evan was not even
present. "Good work deserves agood reward, eh?”

"l will pay Evan mysdf,” Marissad. "l have sufficient iron.”

"No," the Landsman insisted. ™Y our near-death in my service gave me great distress. Let me show my
gratitude.”

"l pay my own debts," Marissaid.

The Landsman'sface grew cold. "Very wdl," he sad. "Thereis another matter we must discuss, then.
But let it wait for dinner. Y our walk must have left you hungry.” He stood up abruptly. "Come, then.
Youll find I set agood table, flyer. | doubt you've ever had better."

Asit turned out, Maris had eaten better on countless occasions. The food was plentiful, but badly
prepared. The fish soup was far too salty, the bread was hard and dry, and the meat courses had all been
boiled until even the memory of taste had fled. Even the beer tasted sour to her.

They atein adim, damp banquet hall, at along table set for twenty. Evan, looking desperately
uncomfortable, was placed well down the table, among severd lands-guard officers and the Landsman's
younger children. Maris occupied aposition of honor at the Landsman's Side next to hisheir, a
sharp-faced, sullen woman who did not speak three words during the entire meal. Acrossfrom her the
other flyerswere seated. Closest to the Landsman was aweary gray-faced man with a bulbous nose;
Maris recognized him vaguely from past encounters as the flyer Jem. Third down was Corina of Lesser
Amberly. She smiled at Maris across the table. Corina was terribly pretty, Maris thought, remembering
what the runner had said. But then her father, Corm, had aways been handsome.

"Youlook well, Maris," Corinasaid. "I'm glad. We were very worried about you."
"l anwel," Marissad. "1 hopeto be flying again soon.”

A shadow passed across Corinas pretty face. "Maris..." she started. Then she thought better. "I hope
30," shefinished weakly. "Everyone asks about you. We'd like you home again.” Shelooked down and
occupied hersdf with her medl.

Between Jem and Corina sat the third flyer, ayoung woman strange to Maris. After an abortive attempt
to start a conversation with the Landsman's daughter, Marisfell to studying the stranger over her food.
She was the same age as Corina, but the contrast between the two women was marked. Corinawas
vibrant and beautiful; dark hair, clean hedthy skin, green eyes sparkling and dive, and an air of
confidence and easy sophistication. A flyer, daughter of two flyers, born and raised to the privileges and
traditions that went with thewings.

The woman next to her was thin, though she had alook of stubborn strength about her. Pockmarks
covered her hollow cheeks, and her pale blond hair was knotted in an awkward lump behind her head
and pulled back in such away asto make her forehead seem abnormally high. When she smiled, Maris
saw that her teeth were crooked and discol ored.



"YoureTya, aren't you?' shesaid.

The woman regarded her with shrewd black eyes. "1 am." Her voice was Sartlingly pleasant; cool and
soft, with afaint ironic undertone.

"l don't think weve ever met," Marissaid. "Have you been flying long?'
"l won my wings two years ago, on North Arren.”

Marisnodded. "I missed that one. | think | wason amissonto Artellia Have you ever flown to
Wegern?'

"Threetimes," Tyareplied. "Twiceto Big Shotan and once to Culhall. Never to the Amberlys. Most of
my flying has been in Eastern, especially these days." She gave her Landsman aquick sharp glance from
the corner of her eyes, and smiled acongpiratoria smileat Maris.

Corina, who had been listening, tried to be palite. "What did you think of Stormtown?' she asked. "And
the Eyrie? Did you vist the Eyrie?"

Tyasmiled tolerantly. "I'm aone-wing,” shesaid. "l trained at Airhome. We don't go to your Eyrie, flyer.
Asto Stormtown, it wasimpressive. Therésno city likeit in Eastern.”

Corinaflushed. Maris was briefly annoyed. The friction between flyers born to wings and the upstart
one-wings depressed her; the skies of Windhaven were not the friendly place they had once been, and
much of that was her doing. "The Eyrieisn't such abad place, Tya," shesaid. "I've made alot of friends
there”

"You'renot aone-wing," Tyasad.
"Oh?Vd One-Wing himsdf oncetold me | wasthe first one-wing, whether | admitted it or not.”

Tyalooked at her speculatively. "No," she said findly. "No, that isn't right. Y ou're different, Maris. Not
one of the old flyers, but not aone-wing either. | don't know what you are. It must be londly, though."

They finished the med in asrained, avkward sllence.

When the dessert cups had been cleared away, the Landsman dismissed family, counselors, and
landsguard, so only the four flyers and Evan remained. He tried to dismiss Evan aswdll, but the hedler
would not go. "Marisisdill inmy care hesaid. "I stay with my patient.” The Landsman gave him an
angry stare, but eected not to pressthe point.

"Very well," he snapped. "We have businessto discuss. Flyer business." He turned his hot eyeson Maris.
"l will bedirect. | have received amessage from my colleague, the Landsman of Lesser Amberly. He
inquires after your hedth. Y our wings are needed. When will you be well enough to return to Amberly?"

"I don't know," Marissaid. "Y ou can seethat |'ve recovered. But the flight from Thayosto Amberly is
taxing for any flyer, and | do not have my full strength back yet. | will depart Thayos as soon as| can.”

"A long flight,” the flyer Jem agreed, "especidly for one who does not make even short flights.”

"Yes," the Landsman said. "'Y ou and the healer have done alot of walking. Y ou seem hedlthy again.
Your wingsarerepaired, | antold. Yet you do not fly. Y ou have never cometo theflyers cliff. You do
not practice. Why?"

" am not ready,” Marissaid.



"Landsman,” said Jem, "itisas| told you. She has not recovered, no matter how it seems. If shewere
able, shewould be flying." He shifted hisgazeto her. "I'm sorry if | hurt you," he said, "but you know |
gpesk thetruth. | am aflyer too. | know. A flyer flies. Thereisno way to keep a hedlthy flyer on the

ground. And you, you are no ordinary flyer—they used to tell methat you loved flying above dl ese.”

"l did," ssid Maris. "l do."
"Landsman..." Evan began.

Maristurned her head to look a him. "No, Evan," she said, "the burden isn't yours. | will tell them." She
faced the Landsman again. "'l am not entirely recovered,” she admitted. "My balance... thereis something
wrong with my balance. But it ishedling. It isnot so bad asit once was."

"I'm sorry," Tyasaid quickly. Jem nodded.

"Oh, Maris," Corinasaid. She looked grief-stricken, suddenly close to tears. Corina had none of her
father's maice, and she knew what balance meant to aflyer.

"Canyou fly?" the Landsman said.

"l don't know," Maris admitted. "l need moretime.”

"Y ou have had time enough,” he said. Heturned to Evan. "Hedler, can you tell methat she will recover?”
"No," Evan said sadly. "I cannot tell you that. | do not know."

The Landsman scowled. "Thisaffair belongsto the Landsman of Lesser Amberly, but the burdenison
me. And | say that aflyer who cannot fly isno flyer at dl, and has no need of wings. If your recovery is
that uncertain, only afool would wait for it. | ask you again, Maris—can you fly?"

His eyeswere fixed on her, and the corner of hismouth moved in amadiciouslittle twitch, and Maris
knew she had run out of time. "'l canfly," shesaid.

"Good," the Landsman said. "Tonight isas good as any other time. Y ou say you canfly. Very well. Get
your wings. Show us."

The walk through the damp, dripping tunndl was aslong as Maris remembered it, and aslonely, though
thistime she had company. No one talked. The only sound was the echo of their footsteps. Two
landsguard walked ahead of the party with torches. The flyerswore their wings.

It was acold, starry night on the far side of the mountain. The seamoved restlessy below them, avast,
dark, melancholy presence. Maris climbed the stairsto the flyers cliff. She climbed dowly, and when she
reached the top her thighs ached and her breathing was labored.

Evan took her hand briefly. "Can | persuade you not to fly?"
"No," shesad.
He nodded. "1 thought not. Fly well, then." He kissed her, and stepped away.

The Landsman stood against the dliff, flanked by hislandsguard. Tyaand Jem unfolded her wings. Corina
hung back until Maris caled to her. "I'm not angry,” Marissaid. "Thisis not your doing. A flyer isn't
responsible for the messages she bears.™

"Thank you," Corinasaid. Her smdll, pretty face was pdein the sarlight.



"If | fail, you areto bring my wings back to Amberly, yes?'
Corinanodded reluctantly.
"Do you know what the Landsman intends to do with them?”

"Hewill find anew flyer, perhaps someone who haslost hiswings by chdlenge. Until someoneis
found... well, Mother isill, but Father isstill fit enough to fly."

Marislaughed lightly. "Therésawonderful irony in that. Corm has always wanted my wings—but I'm
going to do my best to keep them from him once again.”

Corinasmiled.

Her wingswerefully extended; Maris could fed the familiar, ingstent push of the wind againgt them. She
checked her stirgps and struts, motioned Corinaout of her way, and walked to the brink of the precipice.
There she steadied herself and ooked down.

Theworld reded dizzily, drunkenly. Far below, breakers crashed againgt black rocks, seaand stone
locked in eterna war. She swallowed hard, and tried to keep from lurching off the cliff. Sowly the world
grew solid and steady again. No motion. It was just acliff, like any other cliff, and below the endless
ocean. The sky was her friend, her lover.

Marisflexed her arms, and took the wing-gripsin hand. Then she took a deep breath and |eaped.

Her kick sent her clean away from the cliff, and the wind grabbed her, supporting her. It wasacold,
strong wind; awind that cut through to the bone, but not an angry wind, no, an easy wind to fly. She
relaxed and gave hersdf toit, and she glided down and around in along graceful curve.

But the current pushed around again toward the mountain, and Maris glimpsed the Landsman and the
other flyerswaiting there—Jem had unfolded his own wings and was preparing to launch—before she
decided to turn away from them. She twisted her body, tried to bank.

The sky lurched and turned fluid on her. She banked too far, stdled, and when shetried to correct by
throwing her weight and strength back in the other direction, shetilted wildly. Her bresth caught in her
throdt.

The fed was gone. Maris closed her eyesfor an ingtant, and felt sick. Shewasfaling, her body screamed
at her. Shewasfdling, her earsrang, and the fed was gone from her. She had aways known: subtle
changesin the wind, shifts she had to react to before she was haf-aware of them, the taste of abuilding
sorm, the omens of ill air. Now it wasdl gone. She flew through an endless empty ocean of air, feding
nothing, dizzy, and this strange savage wind she could not understand had her inits grasp.

Her great sllver wingstilted back and forth wildly as her body shook, and Maris opened her eyes again,
suddenly desperate. She steadied hersdlf and tried to fly on vision done. But the rocks moved, and it
was too dark, and even the bright cold stars above seemed to dance and shift and mock her.

Vertigo reached up and swallowed her whole, and Maris rel eased her wing-grips—she had never done
that before, never—and now she was not flying, but only hanging beneath her wings. She doubled over in
the straps, retching, and sent the Landsman's dinner down into the ocean. She was trembling violently.

Jem and Corinawere both airborne and coming after her, Maris saw, but she did not care. She was
weak, drained, old. There were boats below her, gliding across the black ocean. Shetook her wing grips
in hand again, tried to pull up, but al she accomplished was a sharp downwind turn that sheered into a



plunge. Shetried to correct, and couldntt.
Shewascrying.

The seacame up a her. Shimmering. Shirting.
Her earshurt.

She could not fly. She was aflyer, had aways been aflyer, windlover, Woodwinger, skychild, aone,
homein the sky, flyer, flyer, flyer—and she could not fly.

She closed her eyes again, so the world would stand till.

With adap and aspray of salt water, the seatook her. It has been waiting, she thought. All those years.
"Leavemedone," she sad that night, when they finally returned to his home. Evan took her a her word.
Maris dept most of the next day.

Thefollowing day Mariswoke early, when the ruddy light of dawn first broke across the room. She felt
terrible, cold and swesty, and a great weight pressed across her chest. For amoment, she could not
think what was wrong. Then she remembered. Her wings were gone. Shetried to think about it, and the
despair welled up insgde her, and the anger, and the sdlf-pity, and soon she curled up under the blankets
once again and tried to go back to deep. When she dept, she did not have to faceit.

But deep would not take her. Finally she rose and dressed. Evan wasin the next room, cooking eggs.
"Hungry?' he asked her.

"No," Marissad dully.

Evan nodded, and cracked two more eggs. Maris sat at the table and, when he set aplate of eggs before
her, she picked at them listlesdly.

It was awet, windy day, marked by frequent violent storms. When he had finished his breakfast, Evan
went about his business. Near noon heleft her, and Maris wandered aimlessy through the empty house.
Findly she sat by the window and watched therain.

Wl after dark Evan returned, wet and dispirited. Mariswas il Sitting by the window, in acold and
darkened house. "Y ou might at least have started afire," Evan grumbled. Histone was disgusted.

"Oh," shesaid. Shelooked at him blankly. "I'm sorry. | didn't think."

Evan built thefire. Maris moved to help him, but he snapped at her and chased her out of theway. They
atein slence, but the food seemed to restore Evan's mood. Afterward he brewed some of his specia
tea, st amug down in front of her, and settled into hisfavorite chair.

Maris tasted the steaming tea, conscious of Evan's eyeson her. Findly shelooked up a him.
"How do you fedl?" he asked her.

Shethought about it. "'l fed dead,” she said, findly.

"Tak about it."

"l can't,” she said. She began to weep. "I can't.”



When the weeping would not stop, Evan fixed her adegping draught, and put her to bed.
The next day Mariswent out.

Shetook aroad that Evan had shown her, awell-worn path that led not to the cliffs but down to the sea
itself, and she spent the day walking aone on a cold pebble beach that seemed endless. When she
wearied, sherested at the water's edge and flung pebbles into the waves, taking asmall, melancholy
pleasurein the way they skipped, then sank.

Even the seawas different here, she thought. It was gray and cold, without highlights. She missed the
flashing blues and greens of the waters around Amberly.

Tearsran down her cheeks and she did not bother to wipe them away. At times she became aware that
she was sobbing, without remembering just when or why she had started to cry.

The seawas vast and londly, the empty beach went on forever, and the wild, cloudy sky wasdl around,
but Marisfelt hemmed in, suffocated. She thought of al the placesin the world that she would never see
again, the memory of each one afresh pain to her. She thought of the impressive ruins of the Old Fortress
on Laus. She remembered Woodwings Academy, vast and dark, carved into the rock of Seatooth. The
Temple of the Sky God on Deedli. The drafty castles of the flyer-princes of Artellia. The windmills of
Stormtown, and the Old Captain's House, ancient beyond telling. The tree-towns of Setheen and Alessy,
the boneyards and battlegrounds of Lomarron, the vineyards of the Amberlys, and Riesa's warm, smoky
aehouse on Skulny. All lost to her now. And the Eyrie—ships might take her elsewhere, but the Eyrie
was aflyer's place, now closed to her forever.

Shethought of her friends, scattered over Windhaven like the many idands. Some of them might visit her,
but so many others had been snatched out of her world asif they no longer existed. The last time she had
seen him, Timar had been fat and happy in hislittle sone house on Hethen, teaching his granddaughter to
draw the beauty out of alump of rock. Now he was as dead to her as Halland; amemory, nothing more.
Shewould never see Reid again, nor his beautiful, laughing wife. Never again could she passthe night
away drinking Riesa's de and sharing memories of Garth. She'd buy no more wooden trinkets from
Smael, nor joke with the cook in that little inn on Powest.

Never again would she watch the flying a the great annua compstitions, or Sit, gossping and sSnging,
among flyersat a party.

The memories cut her like athousand knives, and Maris cried out her pain, sobbing until she could
scarcely breathe. She knew how she must look: aridicul ous old woman, weeping and moaning aone on
abeach. But she could not stop.

She could hardly bear to think of flying itsdf, of that greet joy and freedom she had lost forever. The
memories came of themsalves, though: the world spread out beneath her, thejoy of being winged, the
thrill of running before astorm, the myriad colors of the sky, the magnificent solitude of the heights. All
the things she could never see or fed again, except in memory. Once she had found ariser that took her
hafway to infinity, up to the relms where the star sailors had moved, where the seaitself vanished below
and nothing flew but the strange, etheredl wind wraiths. She would aways remember that day, aways.

The world grew dark around her, and the stars began to appear. The sound of the seawas everywhere.
She was numb, chilled to the bone, emptied of tears, as she faced the emptiness of her life. Finally she
began the long walk back to the cabin, turning her back on the seaand the sky.

The house was warm and filled with the rich aromaof stew. The sight of Evan standing by the fire made
her heart beet faster. Hisblue eyes were infinitely tender when he spoke her name. Sheran to him and



flung her asams around him, holding tight, holding on for deer life. She closed her eyes againgt the
dizziness

"Maris" hesaid again. "Maris." He sounded pleased and surprised. His arms came up and held her even
more closaly, protectively. At last heled her to the table and set her dinner before her.

He spoke asthey ate, telling her the events of hisday. An adventure chasing the goat. Finding abush of
ripesilverberries. A specia dessert hed madefor her.

She nodded, scarcely taking in the sense of what he said, but comforted by the sound of hisvoice,
wanting it to continue. Hiswords, his presence, told her the world had not utterly ended.

At last sheinterrupted him. "Evan, | haveto know. This... injury | have. Isthere any chance that it will
ever hed? That | will beable... that | will recover?’

He set down his spoon, the animation gone out of hisface at once. "Maris, | don't know. | don't think
anyone could tell you if your condition isapassing thing, or permanent. | can't be sure.”

"Y our guess, then. Y our best guess.”

Therewaspainin hisface. "No," hesaid quietly. "I don't think you'll recover fully. I don't think you can
regain what you havelogt."

She nodded, externaly cam. "I understand.” She pushed her food aside. "Thank you. | had to ask.
Somewhere, | was still hoping." She stood up.

"Mais..."

She motioned him back. "I'm tired. It'sbeen ahard day for me and | haveto think, Evan. There are
decisions | must make now, and | need to be done. I'm sorry." Sheforced asmile. "The stew wasfine.
I'm sorry to miss the dessert you made, but I'm not hungry.”

The room was black and cold when Maris woke. Thefire she had started had gone out. She sat up in
bed and stared into the darkness. No more tears, she thought. That's over.

When she threw back the covers and stood up, the floor shifted under her feet and shelurched dizzily for
an ingtant. She steadied hersdlf, dipped into ashort robe, and then walked to the kitchen where shelit a
candle from the embers gill smoldering in the hearth. The wooden floor was cold beneeth her bare feet
as she walked down the hall, past the workroom where Evan prepared his brews and ointments, past the
empty bedrooms he kept for those who cameto him.

When she opened his door Evan stirred, rolled over, and blinked at her.
"Maris?' he sad, hisvoicethick with deep. "What'swrong?"
"l don't want to be dead," she said.

Maris walked across the room and set the candle on the bedside table. Evan sat up and caught her hand.
"I'vedonedl | canfor youasaheder,” hesad. "If youwant my love... if youwant me..."

She stopped hiswordswith akiss. "Yes," shesaid.

"My dear," he said, looking at her in the candldlight. The shadows made hisface strange, and for a
moment she felt awkward and frightened.



But the moment passed. He threw back his blankets, and she shrugged off her robe and climbed into bed
with him. Hisarmswent around her, and his hands were gentle, loving, and familiar, and hisbody was
warm and full of life.

"Teachmeto hed," Maris said the next morning. "I'd like to work with you."

Evan amiled. "Thank you very much,” he said. "It's not that easy, you know. Why this sudden interest in
the heding arts?'

Shefrowned. "I must do something, Evan. | have only one skill, flying, and that'slost to me now. I've
never done anything else. | could take a ship back to Amberly, and live out the rest of my daysin the
house | inherited from my stepfather, doing nothing. 1'd be provided for— even if | had nothing, the
people of Amberly don't let their retired flyers end as paupers.” She moved away from the breakfast
table and began to pace.

"Or | could stay here, if thereis something for meto do. If | don't find something to fill my days,
something useful, my memorieswill drive me mad, Evan. I'm past my childbearing years—I decided
againgt motherhood years ago. | can't sail aship or carry atune or build ahouse. The gardens| began
awaysdied, I'm hopeless at mending, and being cooped up in ashop, sdling thingsal day, would drive
metodrink."

"| seeyou've considered al the options," Evan said, the ghost of a smile about hislips.

"Yes, | have" Marissaid serioudy. "'l don't know that | would have any skills as a hedler—thereisno
reason for meto think so. But I'm willing to work hard, and I've got aflyer's memory. | wouldn't be likely
to confuse poisons with healing potions. | can help you gather herbs, mix remedies, hold down your
victimswhile you cut them up, or whatever. I've assisted at two births—I would do whatever you told
me, whatever you needed another pair of handsfor.”

"I'veworked donefor along time, Maris. | have no patience with clumsiness, or ignorance, or mistakes."
Marissmiled at him. "Or opinionsthat contradict your own."

Helaughed. "Yes. | suppose| could teach you, and | could use your help. But | don't know if | believe
this'I'll do whatever you say' of yours. Y ou're starting abit latein life to be ahumble servant.”

She looked a him, trying not to show the sudden panic she felt. If he refused her, what could she do?
Shefdt like begging himto let her stay.

He must have seen something of thisin her face, for he caught hold of her hand and held it tightly. "Well
try it," hesad. "If you arewilling to try to learn, | am surdly willing to teach. It istime | passed some of
my learning on to someone else, so that if | am bitten by abluetick or seized with liar'sfever, everything
will not belost by my desth.”

Marissmiled her rdief. "How do we start?"

Evan thought amoment. "There are smdl villages and encampmentsin the forest thet | haven't visited in
haf ayear. Well travel for aweek or two, making the rounds, and you'll gain some ideaof what | do,
and welll learn if you have the ssomach for it." He released her hand and stood up, walking toward the
storeroom. "Come help me pack.”

Maris learned many things during her travels with Evan through the forest, few of them pleasant.

It was hard work. Evan, so patient a hedler, was a demanding teacher. But Mariswas glad of it. It was



good to be pushed to her limits, to work until she could work no longer. She had no time to think of her
own loss, and she dept deeply every night.

But while she was pleased to be of use and gladly performed the tasks Evan set her, other requirements
of thisnew lifewere harder for Maristo fulfill. It was difficult enough to comfort strangers, more difficult
gtill when there was no comfort to be offered. Maris had nightmares about one woman whose child died.
It was Evan who told her, of course; but it wasto Maris the woman turned in her sorrow and her rage,
refusing to believe, demanding amiracle that no one could give. Maris marveled that Evan could give of
himsdf so steadily, and absorb so much pain, fear, and grief, year after year, without breaking. Shetried
to copy hiscam, and hisfirm, gentle manner, reminding hersdf that he had called her strong.

Mariswondered if shewould gain more skill and inner certainty with time. Evan &t times seemed to know
what to do by ingtinct, Maris thought, just as some Wood-wingerstook to theair asif born toit, while
others struggled hopelesdy, lacking that specid fed for the air. Evan's very touch could soothe an aling
person, but Maris had no such gift.

As night began to fal on the nineteenth day of their travels, Maris and Evan did not stop to make camp,
but only waked more quickly. Even Maris, to whom al treeslooked alike, recognized this part of the
forest. Soon Evan's house cameinto sight.

Suddenly Evan caught her wrist, stopping her. He was staring aheed, at the house. There was alight
shining in thewindow, and smoke rising from the chimney.

"A friend?' she hazarded. " Someone who needs your help?’

"Perhaps," Evan said quietly. "But there are others.. . the homeless, people driven from their villages
because of some crime or madness. They attack travelers, or break into houses, and wait..."

They approached the house quietly, Evan in the lead, going for the lighted window rather than the door.

"A man and achild... doesn't look bad,” murmured Evan. It was a high window. Standing on the tips of
her toes, leaning on Evan for support, Maris could just seein.

She saw alarge, ruddy, bearded man sitting on astool before thefire. At hisfeet sat achild, looking up
into hisface.

The man turned his head dightly, and the firdight brought out aglint of red in hisdark hair. She saw his
faceinthelight.

"Call!" she cried, joyful. Shetottered and nearly fdl, but Evan caught her.
"Y our brother?'

"Yes!" Sheran around the side of the house, and as she laid her hand on the doorpull, it opened from
within, and Coll caught her up in abig bear-hug.

Mariswas dways surprised by the Size of her stepbrother. She saw him usudly at intervals of years, and
in between thought of him asyoung Coll, her little brother, thin, awkward and undevel oped, at ease only
with aguitar in his hand when he could transcend himsdlf by singing.

But her little brother had filled out, and grown into his height. Y ears of travel, earning passage to other
idands by working as asailor and laboring at whatever task came to hand when his audience was too
poor to pay for his songs, had strengthened him. His hair, once red-gold, had darkened mostly to
brown—the red showed only in hisbeard now, and infire-lit glints.



"You are Evan, the healer?' Coll asked, turning to Evan. He held Marisin the crook of onearm. At
Evan's nod, he went on, "I'm sorry to seem o rude, but we were told in Port Thayosthat Mariswas
living here with you. We've been waiting these past four daysfor you. | broke a shutter to get in, but I've
repaired it—I think you'l find it even better now." He looked down at Maris and hugged her again. "'l
was afraid we'd missed you—that you had flown away again!”

Maris stiffened. She saw the quick concern on Evan's face and shook her head a him very dightly.

"Well talk," shesad. "Let's St by the fire—my legs are nearly worn off from walking. Evan, will you
make your wonderful tea?

"I've brought kivas," Coll said quickly. "Three bottles, traded for asong. Shall | heat one?"

"That would be lovely," Maris said. As she moved toward the cupboard where the heavy pottery mugs
were kept, she caught sight of the child again, half-hiding in the shadows, and stopped short.

"Bari?' she asked, wonderingly.
Thelittle girl came forward shyly, head hanging, looking up with asdeways glance.

"Bari," Marissaid again, warmth in her tone. "It is you! I'm your Aunt Marisl" She bent to hug the child,
then drew back again to take a better look. ™Y ou couldn't remember me, of course. Y ou were no bigger
than aburrow bird when | last saw you."

"My father singsabout you," Bari said. Her voicerang clearly, bell-like.
"And do you sing, too?" Maris asked.
Bari shrugged awkwardly and looked at the floor. " Sometimes,” she muttered.

Bari wasathin, fine-boned child of about eight years. Her light brown hair was cropped short, lying like
adeek cap on her head, framing a freckled, heart-shaped face with wide gray eyes. She was dressed
likeasmadler verson of her father in abelted woolen tunic over leather pants. A piece of hardened resin,
aclear, golden color, hung on athong around her neck.

"Why don't you bring some cushions and blankets near the fire so we can al be comfortable,” Maris
suggested. "They're kept in that wooden chest in the far corner.”

She got the mugs and returned to the fireside. Coll caught her hand and pulled her down beside him.

"It's s0 good to see you walking, hedled,” he said in his degp, warm voice. "When | heard of your fal, |
was afraid you'd be crippled, like Father. All the long journey here from Poweet | kept hoping for more
news, better news, and hearing none. They said that it was aterriblefal, onto rock; that both your legs
and arms were broken. But now, better than any report, | see you're whole. How long before you fly
back to Amberly?"

Maris looked into the eyes of the man who, athough not blood-kin, she had loved as a brother for more
than forty years.

"I'll never go back to Amberly, Call," she said. Her voice was even. "I'll never fly again. | was hurt more
badly than | knew in that fall. My arm and my legs mended, but something else stayed broken. When | hit
my head... My sense of balance has gonewrong. | cant fly."

He stared at her, the happiness draining out of hisface. He shook his head. "Maris... no..."



"Theré's no use saying no anymore," she said. "I've had to accept it."
"lan't there something..."

To Maris rdief, Evan interrupted. "There's nothing. Weve done al we can, Marisand |. Injuriesto the
head are mysterious. We don't even know what exactly happened, and there's no healer anywhere on
Windhaven, I'd wager, who would know what to do to fix it."

Coll nodded, looking dazed. "I didn't mean to imply... It'sjust so hard for meto accept. Maris, | can't
imagine you grounded!"

He meant well, Maris knew, but his grief and incomprehension grated against her, tore her wounds open
agan.

"Y ou don't haveto imagineit,” she said rather sharply. "Thisismy life now, for anyoneto see. Thewings
have already been taken back to Amberly."

Coll said nothing. Maris didn't want to see the pain on hisface, so she stared into thefire, and let the
slence grow. She heard the sound of astone bottle being unstoppered, and then Evan was pouring the
seaming kivasinto three mugs.

"Can | taste?' Bari crouched beside her father, looking up, hopeful. Coll smiled down at her and shook
his head teasingly.

Waitching the father and daughter together, Marisfelt the tension suddenly dissolve. She met Evan's eyes
as he put amug filled with the hot, spiced wine into her hands, and smiled.

She turned back to Coll and was about to speak to him when her eyesfell on hisguitar, which lay as
aways closeto hand. The sight of it released atorrent of memories, and suddenly Marisfelt that Barrion,
dead now for many years, was again in the room with them. The guitar had been his, and he had claimed
it had been in hisfamily for generations, passed down from the days of the star sailors. She had never
known whether or not to believe him—exaggerations and beautiful liescame from him aseasily as
breathing—but certainly the instrument was very old. He had entrusted it to Coll, who had been his
protege and the son he'd never had. Maris reached out to fedl the smooth wood, dark with many
varnishings and congant handling.

"Sing for us, Call," she suggested. "' Sing us something new."

The guitar wasin hisarms, cradled againgt his chest, dmost before the words were out of her mouth. The
soft chords sounded.

"| call this The Singer's Lament,’ " he said, awry smile on hisface. And he began to sng asong,
melancholy and ironic in turns, about a singer whose wife leaves him because he loves hismusic too well.
Maris suspected it was his own marriage he was singing of, athough he had never told her why it had
ended, and she had not been around to see much of it first-hand.

The recurring refrain of the song was. "A singer should not marry/A singer should not wed/Just kissthe
music as she flies’And take a song to bed.”

Next he sang a song about the turbulent love affair between a proud Landsman and an even prouder
one-wing—Maris recognized one of the names, but had not heard the story.

"Isthat true?' she asked when the song had ended.



Coll laughed. "I remember you used to ask that same question of Barrion! I'll give you hisanswer: | cantt
tell you when or where or if it happened, but it'satrue story all the samel™

"Now sng my song," Bari said.

Coll dropped a kiss on his daughter's nose and sang a tuneful fantasy about alittle girl named Bari who
makes friends with ascyllawho takes her to find treasure in a cave beneath the sea

Later, he sang older songs. the ballad of Aron and Jeni, the song about the ghost flyers, the one about the
mad Landsman of Kennehut, his own version of the WWoodwings song.

Later still, when Bari had been put to bed and the three adults were working on the third bottle of kivas,
they spoke about their lives. More camly now, Maris could talk to Coll about her decision to stay with
Even.

Thefirst shock past, Coll knew better than to express pity for her, but helet her know he did not
understand the choice she had made.

"But why Stay here, in Eastern, far from al your friends?' Then with drunken courtesy he added, "I don't
mean to dight you, Evan."

"Anywhere| choseto live would be far from someone.” Marissaid. "Y ou know how widdy my friends
are scattered.” She sipped the hot, intoxicating drink, feding detached.

"Come with me back to Amberly," he coaxed. "Livein the house we grew up in. We might wait awhile,
for spring when the seais calmer, but the voyage is not so bad between here and there, truly.”

"Y ou can have the house" she said. "Y ou and Bari can livethere. Or sdl it if youlike. | can't go livethere
again—there are too many memoriesthere. Here on Thayos| can start anew life. 1t will be hard, but
Evan hdpsme." Shetook hishand. "I can't stand idleness; it's good to be useful.”

"But asaheder?' Coll shook hishead. "It's odd, to think of you doing that." Helooked to Evan. "Is she
any good? Truthfully."

Evan held Maris hand between his own, stroking it.

"Shelearns quickly," he said after afew moments thought. " She has a strong desire to help, and does not
balk at dull or difficult tasks. | don't know yet whether she hasit in her to be aheder—if she will ever be
truly skilled.

"But | must admit, quite sdfishly, | am glad sheis here. | hope shélll never want to leave me.”

A flush roseto her cheeks, and Maris bent her head and drank. She was startled, yet gratified, by hislast
words. There had been very littlein the way of love-talk between her and Evan—no romantic promises
or extravagant clams or compliments. And, although she had tried to put it out of her mind, somewhere
within shefeared that she had given Evan no choicein their relaionship—that she had indaled hersdf in
hislife before he could have any second thoughts. But there had been lovein hisvoice.

Therewasaslence. Tofill it, Marisasked Coll about Bari. "When did she start traveling with you?"

"It's been about sx months," he said. He set his mug down, drained, and picked up his guitar. He stroked
the strings, producing faint chords as he spoke. "Her mother's new husband is a violent man—he besat
Bari once. Her mother wouldn't say no to him, but she had no objections to my taking her away. Shetold
me he might be jedlous of Bari—he's been trying to get achild of hisown.”



"How does Bari fed?"

"She's glad to be with me, | think. She'saquiet little thing. She misses her mother, | know, but she's glad
to be out of that household, where nothing she did wasright."”

"Areyou making asinger of her, then?' Evan asked.

"If shewantsto be. | knew when | was younger than she, but Bari doesn't know yet what she wantsto
do with her life. She singslike alittle chime-bird, but there's more to being asinger than singing other
peopl€'s songs, and she's shown no talent yet for making up her own.”

"She'svery young," sad Maris.

Coll shrugged and set hisguitar asde again. "Yes. Therestime. | don't pressher.” He blinked and
yawned hugely. "It must be past my bedtime.”

"I'll show you to aroom," Evan said.
Coll laughed and shook hishead. "No need," he said. "After four days, | fed quite at home here.”

He stood, and Maris dso rose, gathering up the empty mugs. She kissed Coll goodnight and then
lingered as Evan banked the fire and straightened the furniture, waiting to walk hand in hand with him to
the bed they shared.

For the next few days Coll kept Maris spirits high. They were together constantly and he told her stories
of his adventures and sang to her. In al the years since Coll had first gone wandering with Barrion, and
Maris had become afull-fledged flyer, they had not spent much time together. Now, as the day's passed
and Coll and Bari lingered, they grew closer than they had been since Coll's boyhood. He spoke for the
first time of hisfailed marriage and hisfedling that it was hisfault for being so much away from home.
Marisdid not spesk of her accident, or her unhappiness, but there was no need. Coll knew all too well
what the wings had meant to her.

Asthe days merged amost imperceptibly into weeks, Coll and Bari stayed on. Coll traveled abroad to
sng a theinnsin Thoss and Port Thayos, while Bari began trailing after Evan. Shewas quiet,
unobtrusive, and atentive, and Evan was pleased by her interest. The four of them lived comfortably
together, taking turns with the chores and gathering together in the evenings for stories or games before
thefire. Maristold Evan, told Coll, told hersdlf, that she was contented. She thought of no other life.

Then, one day, SRellaarrived.

Mariswas done in the house that afternoon, and she answered the knocking on the door. Her first
response was one of pleasure at the sight of her old friend, but even as she opened her arms to embrace,
Marisfet her eyes drawn to thewings SRellacarried dung over one arm, and her heart lurched painfully.
Assheled SRellato achair near thefire, and put the kettle on for tea, she was thinking dully, soon shelll
fly away again and leave me.

It required agreat effort for her to seat herself beside SRellaand ask, with ashow of interet, for news.

SRdlasface was shining with barely repressed excitement. "I've come here on business” she said. "I've
comewith amessagefor you. I've cometo ask you, to invite you, to make the voyage to Seatooth, and
live there asthe new head of the Academy. They need a strong, permanent teacher at \Woodwings, not
like the ones who have come and gone over the past six years. Someone committed, someone
knowledgeable. A leader. Y ou, Maris. Everyone looks up to you—there could be no one better than
you for thejob. Wedl want you there."



Maristhought of Sena, dead nearly fifteen years now, as she had been in the last years of her very long
life. Thefdlen, crippled flyer, ganding on the dliff a Woodwings, shouting herself hoarse as shetried to
convey her knowledge of flight to the young Woodwingerscircling in the air above her. Never to fly again
hersdf, permanently grounded with one amost usdessleg and one blind, milkwhite eye. Forever standing
below, staring fiercely into the sorm-winds, watching the Woodwingersfly away from her, year after
year. All those years until shefindly died. How had she borneit?

A deep shudder went through Maris, and she shook her head wildly.

"Maris?' SRellasounded bewildered. "Y ou've always been the staunchest supporter of Woodwings—of
thewhole system. Therés till so much you could do... What'swrong?'

Maris stared at her, goaded, wanting to scream. She said, very softly, "How can you ask that?"

"But..." SRellaspread her hands. "What can you do here? Maris, | know how you fee—believe me.
But your lifeisn't over. | remember that once you told me that we, we flyers, were your family. We il
are. It'sfoolish to exile yoursdf like this. Come back. Y ou need us now, and we still need you.
Woodwingsisyour place—without you, it could never have existed. Don't turn your back on it now."

"Y ou don't understand,” Maris said. "How could you? Y ou can till fly."

SRélareached out and took Maris hand, and held it even though it remained limp, not answering her
pressure.

"I'm trying to understand,” she said. "I know how you must be suffering. Believe me, ever sincel heard
the news I've thought about what my lifewould beif | wereinjured. | have been grounded for ayear a
times, you know, s0 | have someidea, even though I've never had to come to termswith the idea of its
being permanent. Everyone hasto think about it. The end comesfor dl flyers, you know. Sometimesit
comesin competition, sometimesin injury, often just in age.”

"l dwaysthought | would die" Marissaid quietly. "I never thought about going on living and being unable
tofly."

SRdlanodded. "1 know," she said. "But now it has happened, and you haveto adjust to it."

"l am,” Marissad. "l was." She pulled her hand away. "'I've made anew lifefor mysdlf here. If you hadn't
come—if | could just forget—" She saw by the quick flash of painin SRella's face that she had wounded
her friend.

But SRellashook her head and looked determined. "Y ou can't forget,” she said. "That's hopeless. You
have to go on, to do the things you can do. Come and teach at Woodwings. Stay closeto your friends.
Hiding here— you'rejus pretending..."

"All right, it's pretense," Maris said harshly. She stood up and walked to the window where she looked
blindly out at the wet blur of brown and green that was the forest. "It's a pretense | need, in order to go
on living. | can't bear the constant reminder of what 1'velost. When | saw you standing in the doorway dl
| could think of was your wings, and how | wished | could sirgp them on and fly away from here. |
thought 1'd stopped thinking about that. | thought | had settled down here. | love Evan, and I'm learning a
lot as hisassgtant. I'm doing something useful. I've been enjoying having Coll around, and getting to
know his daughter. And the Sight of one pair of wings sweepsit dl away, turnsmy lifeto dust.”

Silencefilled the cabin. Finally Maristurned away from the window to look at SRella. She saw thetears
on her friend's face, but also the look of stubborn disapproval.



"All right,” Marissaid, sighing. "Tdl mel'mwrong. Tdl mewhat you think."

"l think," said SRella, "that what you are doing iswrong. | think you are making things harder for yoursdlf
inthelong run. Y ou can't wipe out your life asif it never was, you don't live in aworld without flyers.

Y ou may hide here and pretend to be an assistant hedler, but you can never redlly forget that you were,
that you are aflyer. We gtill need you—theres ill alife for you. Y ou haven't come to termswith your
lifeyet—you're till avoiding it. Come to Woodwings, Maris."

"No. No. No. SRella—I couldn't bear it. Y ou may be right, and what | am doing may be wrong, but I've
thought about it, and it'sthe only thing | can do. | can't bear the pain. | haveto go on living, and to do
that | must forget what I've logt, or I'll go mad. Y ou don't know—I couldn't bear to seethem dl flying
around me, rgoicing inthe air, and to know that | could never again join them. Forever to be reminded

of what I'velogt. | can't. Woodwings will survive without me. | can't go back there." She stopped,
shaking with intengity, with fear, with the renewed reminder of her loss.

SRellarose and held her until the shaking passed.

"All right," SRdlasaid softly. "I won't pressyou. | have no right to tell you what you should do. But... if
you should change your mind, if you think about it again when more time has passed, | know the position
would aways be open to you. It'syour decision. | won't mention it again.”

The next day she and Evan rose early, and spent the morning humoring asick, querulousold manin his
lonely forest hut. Bari, who had been up and playing at first light, tagged aong after them, since her father
was dtill adeep. She had better luck than ether of them in bringing asmileto the old man'sthin lips. Maris
was glad. She hersdlf was depressed and out of sorts, and the ancient's whining complaints only made
her moreirritable. She had to suppressthe urge to snap at him.

"You'd think he was dying, theway he carried on," Maris said as they started the walk back home.
Little Bari looked at her strangdly. "He is," shesaid inasmall voice. Shelooked at Evan for support.

The heder nodded. "The child'sright,” he said grumpily. "The Sgns are clear enough, Maris. Haven't you
listened to anything I've taught you? Bari is more attentive than you've been of late. | doubt that hell last
three months. Why do you think | made him the tesis?"

"Signs?' Marisfdt confused and embarrassed. She could memorize the things Evan told her easily
enough, but applying the knowledge was so much harder. ""He was complaining about achesin his
bones," shesaid. "I thought—he was old, after al, and old people often—"

Evan made an impatient noise. "Bari," he said, "how did you know he was dying?'

"| fdt in his elbows and knees, like you showed me." she said eagerly, proud of the things she learned
from Evan. "They were lumpy, getting hard. Under his chin, too. Behind thewhiskers. And his skin felt
cold. Did he have the puff?"

"The puff," Evan said, pleased. " Children often recover from it, but not adults, never."
"|—I didn't notice," Marissaid.

"No," Evansad. "Youdidnt."

They walked on in slence, Bari skipping along happily, Marisfeding inordinately tired.

Therewasthe faintest bregth of spring intheair.



Marisfelt her spiritslift as she waked through the clean dawn air with Evan. The Landsman's grim keep
waited at the end of the journey, but the sun was out, the air was fresh, and the breeze felt dmost
caressing through the cloak she wore. Red, blue, and yelow flowers gleamed like jewels amid the
gray-green moss and dark humus aongside the road. Birds, like quick glimpses of flame or sky, flew
through the trees and sang. It was aday when being aive and moving was a pleasure in itsdlf.

Besde her, Evan was sllent. Maris knew he was puzzling over the message that had brought them out.
They had been awakened before it was light by apounding at the door. One of the Landsman's runners,
out of breath, had blurted out the need for ahedler at the keep. He could say no more, knew no
more—just that someone wasinjured and needed aid.

Evan, warm and bemused from bed, hiswhite hair standing up like abird's ruffled feathers, was not eager
to go anywhere.

"Everyone knows the Landsman keegps his own heder by him for hisfamily and servants,”" he objected.
"Why can't he dedl with thisemergency?'

The runner, who obvioudly knew no more than he had been told, looked confused. "The healer, Reni, has
lately been confined for treason, suspected treason,” he said in his soft, breathless voice.

Evan swore. "Treason! That's madness. Rent would not—oh, very wdll, stop chewing your lip, boy.
WEelIl come, my assistant and |, and see about thisinjury.”

All too soon they reached the narrow valley and saw the Landsman's massive stone keep looming ahead
of them. Maris pulled her cloak, which she had worn loosdaly open, moretightly around her. The air was
colder here: spring had not ventured past the mountain wall. There were no flowers or bright tendrils of
ivy to relieve the dull-colored rock and lichen, and the only birds that sounded were the harsh-voiced

scavenger gulls.

An dderly, scar-faced landsguard with aknifein her belt and a bow strapped to her back met them
before they had advanced more than afew feet into the valley. She questioned them closely, searched
them, and took charge of Evan's surgical kit, before escorting them past two checkpoints and through the
gate into the keep. Maris noticed that there were even more landsguard patrolling the high, widewalls
than on her last vigit, and saw anew fierceness, arepressed excitement, in the drilling troops within the
courtyard.

The Landsman met them in an outer hdl, aone except for his omnipresent guards five steps behind him.
Hisface darkened when he saw Maris, and he addressed Evan harshly.

"l sent for you, hedler, and not for thiswinglessflyer.”

"Marisismy assstant now," Evan said camly. "Asyou yoursdf should know very well, sheisnot a
flyer."

"Onceaflyer, dwaysaflyer," growled the Landsman. " She hasflyer friends, and we do not need her
here. The security—"

"Sheisaheder's apprentice,” Evan said, interrupting. "I vouch for her. The code that binds me will dso
bind her. We will not gossip of anything welearn here.”

The Landsman il frowned. Mariswasrigid with fury—how could he speak of her like thet, ignoring her
asif she were not even present?

Finaly the Landsman said, grudgingly, "1 do not trust this ‘apprenticeship,’ but | will take your word on



her behdf, hedler. But bear in mind, if she should carry tales of what she sees here today, both of you will

"We made haste to get here" Evan said coldly. "But | judge by your manner that thereis no causefor
hurry.”

The Landsman turned aside without replying and sent for another brace of landsguard. Then, without a
backward glance, he left them.

The landsguard, both young and heavily armed, escorted Evan and Maris down steep stone stepsinto a
tunndl carved out of the solid rock of the mountain, far below the living quarters of the fortress. Tapers
burned smokily on thewals at wide intervas, providing ashifting, uncertain light. Theair in the narrow,
low-cellinged tunnel smelled of mold and of acrid smoke. Marisfelt asudden wave of claustrophobiaand
clutched Evan's hand.

At last they cameto abranching corridor, set with heavy wooden doors. At one of these doors they
stopped, and the guards removed the heavy barsthat locked it. Inade was asmall stone cdll with arough
pallet on the floor and one high, round window. Leaning againgt the wall was ayoung woman with long,
pale blond hair. Her lips were swollen, one eye blackened, and there were bloodstains on her clothes. It
took Maris afew momentsto recognize her.

"Tya," she said, wondering.

Thelandsguard |eft them, bolting the door behind them, with the assurance they would beright outsde if
anything was needed.

While Maris still stared, uncomprehending, Evan went to Tyas side. "What happened?' he asked.

"The Landsman's bullies were none too gentle about arresting me," Tyasaid in her coal, ironic voice. She
might have been speaking about someone ese. "Or maybe it was my mistake to fight them.”

"Where are you hurt?" Evan asked.

Tyagrimaced. "From the fed of it, they broke my collarbone. And chipped atooth. That's all—just
bruises, otherwise. All that blood came from my lips™"

"Maris, my kit," said Evan.

Maris carried it to hisside. Shelooked at Tya. "How could he arrest aflyer? Why?"

"The chargeistreason,” Tyasad. Then she gasped as Evan'sfingers probed around her neck.
"Sit," said Evan, helping her down. "It will be better.”

"He must be mad," Maris said. The word called up the ghost of the Mad Landsman of Kennehut. In
grief, hearing of his son's death in afar-off land, he had murdered the messenger who flew the
unwelcome news. Theflyers had shunned him afterward, until proud, rich Kennehut became adesolation,
ruined and empty, its very name asynonym for madness and despair. No Landsman since would dream
of harming aflyer. Until now.

Maris shook her head, gazing a Tyabut not redlly seeing her. "Has helost hisreason so far asto imagine
that the messages you carry from his enemies come from your own heart? To cal it treasoniswrong in
itsalf. The man must be mad. Y ou aren't subject to him—he knows that flyers are above petty loca laws.
Ashisequa, how could you do anything treasonous? What does he say you did?’



"Oh, heknowswhat | did,” Tyasaid. "I don't claim | was arrested on fase pretenses. | smply didn't
expect him to find out. I'm till not sure how he knew, when | thought I'd been so careful.” She winced.
"But now it'sal for nothing. There will bewar, just asfierce and bloody asif 1'd stayed out of it."

"| don't understand.”

Tyagrinned a her. Her black eyeswere still sharp and aware despite her bruises and her obvious pain.
"No?1've heard that some old-time flyers could carry messages without knowing what they said. But |
aways knew— each belligerent threat, each tempting promise, each potentia aliance for war. | learned
things| had no intention of saying. | changed the messages. Slightly, &t first, making them alittle more
diplomatic. And returned with responses that would delay or Sdestep the war he was after. It was
working—until he found out about my deception.”

"All right, Tya" Evan said. "No moretalking just now. I'm going to set your collarbone, and it will hurt.
Can you hold till, or do you want Maristo help hold you down?"

"I'll be good, hedler,” Tyasaid. Shetook adeep bregth.

Maris stared blankly at Tya, hardly believing what she had just heard. Tya had donethe
unthinkable—she had dtered amessage entrusted to her. She had meddled in land-bound politics,
ingtead of staying above them asaflyer dwaysdid. The mad act of jailing aflyer no longer seemed so
mad—what else could the Landsman have done? No wonder he had been so disturbed by Maris
presence. When word reached other flyers...

"What does the Landsman plan to do with you?' Maris asked.
For thefirst time, Tyalooked somber. "The usua punishment for treason is death.”
"Hewouldn't darel"

"I wonder. | was afraid that he planned to bury me here, kill me secretly and silence the landsguard who
had arrested me. Then | would smply vanish, and be presumed lost a sea. But now that you have been
here, Maris, | don't think he can. Y ou would denounce him."

" And then we would both hang, astreasonousliars," said Evan. Histone was light. More serioudy, he
added, "No, | think you areright, Tya. The Landsman would not have sent for meif he meant to kill you
in secret. Much easier just to let you die. The more people who know of your arret, the greater the

danger to himsdif.”

"Theresflyer'slanv—the Landsman has no right to judge aflyer,” Marissaid. "Hell smply haveto turn
you over to theflyers. A court will be called, and you'll be stripped of your wings. Oh, Tya. | never heard
of aflyer doing such athing.”

"I've shocked you, Maris, haven't 1?' Tyasmiled. "Y ou can't see beyond the horror of breaking
tradition—not even you? | told you you were no one-wing."

"Do you think it makes adifference?" Maris asked quietly. "Do you expect that the one-wingswill flock
to your side, and gpplaud this crime? That somehow you'll be alowed to keep your wings? What
Landsman would have you?'

"The Landsmen won't likeit," Tyasaid, "but perhapsit istime for them to learn they can't control us. |
have friends among the one-wings who agree with me. The Landsmen have too much power, particularly
herein Eastern. And by what right? By birth? Birth used to determine who wore wings, but your Council
changed that. Why should it determine who rules?



"Y ou don't redlize the things a Landsman can do, Maris. It's different in Western. And you were above it
dl, likedl the old flyers. But it is different for aone-wing.

"We grow up like dl the other land-bound, nothing specid about us. And after we win our wings, the
Landsmen still see us as subjects. The wings we bear command their respect for us astheir equals, but
itsafragilething, that respect. At any competition we might lose the wings and again be wesk, lowly
dtizens

"In Eagtern, in the Embers, in most of Southern and even a few idandsin Western—wherever the
Landsmen inherit their power—they look with respect upon the flyers who were born to wings. They
may disguiseit, but they fed asort of contempt for those of uswho had to work and struggletowin a
pair of wings. They treat usonly superficidly astheir equas. All thetimethey aretrying to control us,
trying to buy and sdl us, commanding us, feeding us messagesto fly asif we were no more than aflock
of trained birds. Well, what I've done will shake them, make them look again. We're not their servants,
and we won't submit anymore to flying messages we despise, carrying death-warrants and ultimatumsto
ignite wars that might destroy our families, friends, and other innocentdl"

"You can't pick and choose like that," Marisinterrupted. "Y ou can't—the messenger isn't responsible for
the content of the message.”

"That'swhat the flyerstold themsdves for centuries,” Tyasaid. Her eyes glittered with anger. "Buit of
course the messenger isresponsible! | have brains, a heart, a conscience—I| won't pretend | don't.”

Abruptly, likeaduice of cold water, the thought "This has nothing to do with me" doused Maris passion.
Shewas | eft feding angry and bitter. What was she doing arguing flyer business? Shewas no flyer. She
looked a Evan. "If you are through here, we had better leave," she said dully.

He rested ahand on her shoulder and nodded to her, then looked to Tya. "It's only aminor fracture,” he
sad. "There should be no problem with its hedling. Just res—don't do anything violent that might
didodge the brace.”

Tyagrinned crookedly, showing her discolored teeth. "Like trying to escape? | have no activities
planned. But you'd better tell the Landsman, so his guards don't forget themselves and massage me with
their clubs.”

Evan knocked on the door for the guards, and almost immediately came the noise of the heavy bolts
being drawn back.

"Goodbye, Maris," Tyacaled.

Maris hesitated, about to walk through the door. Then she turned back. "I don't think the Landsman will
dareto try you himsdf,” she said earnestly. "He will haveto let your peersjudge you. But | don't think
they will be kind, Tya. What you have doneistoo dangerous. It affectstoo many people—it affects
everyone.

Tyadtared at her. "So waswhat you did, Maris. But theworld is ready for another change, | think. |
know what | did wasright, eveniif | failed."

"Maybe the world isready for another change,” Maris said steadily. "But isthis the way we should
changeit?Y ou've only replaced threats with lies. Do you redly think flyers asawhole are wiser and
more noble than Landsmen? That they should bear the whole responsibility for choosing what messages
to fly, and which to dter, and which to refuse?’



Tyalooked back at her, unmoved. "I'd do it again,” she said.

Thetrip through the tunnels seemed shorter on their return. The Landsman was again waiting for themin
the drafty outer hal, and he looked at them both sharply, asif seeking signs of anger or fear. "A most
unfortunate accident,” he said.

Evan said, "She suffered only afractured collarbone and afew bruises. She should recover quickly if she
isgiven good food and alowed to rest.”

"Shewill havethe best of care during her detention here," said the Landsman. He looked at Maris,
although he directed hiswordsto Evan. "I've sent Jem to spread word of her arrest. A thankless
task—the flyers have no leaders, no rationd organization—that would make things too easy. Instead
word must be spread among as many of them as possible, and that takestime. But it will be done. Jem
has flown for mefor many years, and his mother flew for my father. He at least | can count on.”

"Then you intend to hand Tyaover to theflyersfor trid?' said Maris.

The Landsman's mouth twitched spasmodically. Helooked at Evan, making an elaborate charade of
ignoring Maris. "It occurred to me that the flyers might wish to send someone to represent their
viewpoint. To formaly condemn Tyas actions, to plead for mercy, to present any mitigating factors. But
the crime was committed againgt me—againgt Thayos—and only the Landsman of Thayos can hold trid
and mete out punishment in such acase. Y ou agree?'

"I know nothing of the law, nor of what Landsmen must do," Evan said quietly. "Theways of heding are
what | know."

Marisfdt the warning pressure of Evan's hand on her arm, and said nothing. It was a hard silence. For
years, she had always said what she thought.

The Landsman smiled at Evan. It was a gloating, unpleasant expression. "Perhaps you would like to
learn? Y ou and your assistant are welcome to stay and sup with me, and afterward | can promiseyou a
mogt edifying entertainment. A traitor, Reni the hedler, isto be hanged a sunset."

"For what crime?’

"Treason, as| said. ThisReni had family on Thrane. And he was often seen in the company of the
traitorous flyer—was known, in fact, to cohabit with her. He was her accomplice. Won't you stay and
observe the fate of those who betray me?’

Marisfet sck.
"I think not," said Evan. "Now, if you will excuse us, we must be on our way."

Evan and Maris did not speak again until the lands-guard had left them at the mouth of the valey and they
were on the road toward home, presumably safely away from unfriendly ears.

"Poor Reni," Evan said then.

"Poor Tya," said Maris. "He meansto hang her, too. Oh, what she did was wrong, no doubt, but what a
fate! | don't know what the flyerswill do, but they can't tolerate this. A flyer can't be tried and executed
by aLandsman!"

"It may not happen,” Evan said. "Poor Reni will die, no doubt, but that may be enough to appease the
Landsman. He'saman who must have blood, but heisnot totaly mad. He surdly redlizes that he will



haveto give Tyaover to theflyers, eventudly; that her punishment must come from them.”

"Whatever happensto Tyais none of my businessanyway,” Marissaid with asigh. "It'sahard habit to
break, after more than forty years of thinking of mysdf asaflyer. But I'm aland-bound now, like any
other, and what happensto Tya shouldn't mean anything to me."

Evan put hisarm around her and hugged her close asthey waked. "Maris, no one expects you to forget
your life asaflyer, or to stop feding thoseties."

"I know," said Maris. "No one except me. But it's no good, Evan. | haveto. | don't know how elseto go
on. When | was younger | thought the story of Woodwings was romantic. | thought that dresms were the
most important things of dl, and that if you wanted something strongly and surely enough, you would
eventudly haveit, evenif it meant dying to attain it. It never occurred to me to wonder what might have
happened to Woodwingsif he had been rescued from the ocean, if hislegendary fal had not killed him. If
he'd been picked up floating on those ridicul ous wooden wings of his, and given back to hisland-bound
friends. How he would have lived with the failure, with his dreams shattered. What compromises he
would have made." She sighed and rested her head on Evan's shoulder. "I've had along lifeasa
flyer—longer than many. | should be content. | wish | could be. In somewaysI'm till achild, Evan. |
never learned how to deal with disappointment—I thought there was dways away to get what | wanted,
without giving up or compromising. It'shard, Evan.”

"Growth can be painful,” Evan said. "And hedling takestime. Giveit time, Maris.”

Coll and Bari were gone. They planned to tour Thayos one last time before taking ship to other Eastern
idands. They would come back before very long, Coll assured Maris and Evan, but Maris suspected that
one thing would lead to another, and that it would be amatter of years, rather than months, before she
saw either Coll or his daughter again.

Infact, it was only amatter of days.

Coll wasraging. "Permission of the Landsman isrequired to leave this godforsaken rock,” hesaid in
responseto Maris surprised greeting. He was dmost shouting. "A time of criss, when singers might be
st

Bari pecked shyly around her father's bulk, then rushed forward to hug first Maris and then Evan.

"I'm glad we came back," she murmured.

"Haswar with Thrane been declared, then?" asked Evan. Despite the quick flash of asmilefor Bari, his
facewasgrim.

Coall threw himsdlf into the large chair near thefireplace. "I don't know if it iscaled war yet or not," he
said. "But the story abroad in the streets was that the Landsman had just sent three warships crammed
with landsguard to wrest control of that iron mine." He fiddled with hisguitar as he spoke, hisrestless
fingers striking soft discords. " And while we wait for the outcome of thislittle venture, no oneisto land
on or leave Thayos without the Landsman's express, persond permission. The traders are furious, but
afraid to protest.” Coll scowled. "Wait until I'm decently away from here! I'll make alyric that will blister
the Landsman's earswhen it gets back to him. And it will, it will."

Marislaughed. "Now you sound like Barrion. He ways said you singers were the oneswho redlly
ruled.”

That finaly drew asmile from Call, but Evan remained grim. "No song will hedl the wounded, or bring



the dead back to life," he said. "'If war isa hand, we must |leave the forest for Port Thayos. That iswhere
they will bring the wounded, those that survive the crossing. I'll be needed there.”

"The streets are mad just now," said Coll. "Rumors and wild stories of dl sorts. The town hasan ugly fed
to it. The Landsman has hanged his hedler, and people are afraid to go to the keep. There will be trouble
soon, and not just with Thrane." His eyesfound Maris. " Something is going on with theflyersaswell. |
must have counted a dozen pair of wings coming and going over the Strait. War messages, | assumed,
but | drank with atanner in the Scyllas Head who said more. She hasasister in the landsguard, shetold
me, and she said her sister bragged of arresting aflyer not long ago. The Landsman hastaken it upon
himsdlf to try aflyer for treason! Can you bdievethat?"

"Yes" Marissad. "It'strue.”

"Ah," said Coll. Helooked surprised, and distracted from his speech. "Waell. Could | have some tea?"
"Il getit,” said Evan.

"Go on," said Maris. "What other rumors?’

"Y ou may know morethan I. What of thisarrest?| hardly believed it. How much do you know?"
Maris hesitated. "We were warned not to spesk of it."

Coll made an impatient thrumming noise with hisguitar. "I'm your brother, damnit. Snger or no, | can
keep dlent. Out with it!"

So Maristold him about their summonsto the keep, and what they had learned there. "That would
explainalot,” he said when she had finished. "Oh, I'd heard of it anyway—people tak, even landsguard,
and the Landsman's secrets aren't aswell kept as heimagines. But | never dreamed it wastrue. No
wonder so many flyers have been about. Let the Landsman try to keep flyersin or out!" He grinned.

"The other rumors," Maris prompted.
"Yes" Coll sad. "Well, did you know that Va One-Wing has been on Thayos?'
"Vd?Here?'

"He hasleft again now. They told me he arrived only afew days ago, looking very worn, asfrom along
flight. Hewasn't done, either. Five or Sx otherswerewith him. Flyers, dl of them.”

"Did you hear any names?"

"Only Vd's. He's notorious. But some of the others were described to me. A stocky Southern woman
with white hair. A huge man with ablack beard and a scylla-tooth necklace. Several Westerners,
including two enough diketo be brothers.”

"Damen and Athen," Marissaid. "I'm not sure of the others."

Evan returned with cups of steaming teaand a platter of thick diced bread. "1 am," he said. "Of one, at
least. The man with the necklace is Katinn of Lomarron. He comesto Thayos frequently.”

"Of course" Marissaid. "Katinn. A leader among Eastern one-wings."

"Was there more?' Evan asked.



Coll set asde hisguitar and blew on histeato codl it. "I wastold that Va came representing the flyers, to
try to talk the Landsman into releasing thiswoman he'simprisoned, this Tya."

"A bluff," Marissaid. "Va doesn't represent the flyers. All those you named are one-wings. The old
families, thetraditiondigts, still hate Va. They'd never let him spesk for them.”

"Yes, | heard that too,” Coll said. "Anyway, it was claimed that Va offered to summon aflyer's court to
judge Tya. Hewaswilling enough to let the Landsman keep Tyaimprisoned until—"

Maris nodded impatiently. "Yes, yes. But what did the Landsman say?'

Coll shrugged. "Some say hewas very cool, some say heand Va One-Wing quarreled loudly. In any
case, heinssted that the flyer would be tried in the Landsman's own court, and that he would do the
judging and sentencing himsalf. The word on the streetsis that the verdict has aready been reached.”

"So poor Reni wasn't enough for him," Evan murmured. " The Landsman must have another death to
avenge hispride.”

"What did Vd say to that?' Maris asked.

Coll spped histea. "I gather Vd left after his meeting with the Landsman. Some say the one-wingsare
going to raid the keep and rescue Tya. Therestalk of aflyer's Council too, summoned by Vd. To invoke
asanction againg Thayos, and shunit.”

"No wonder the people are frightened,” Evan said.

"Hyers should be frightened, too,” Call said. "Fedling among the locasis running againgt them. In atavern
near the northside cliffs | overheard a conversation about how the flyers have dways secretly ruled
Windhaven, deciding the fate of idands and of individuas by the messagesthey bear and the liesthey
tdl.”

"That's absurd!" Maris said, shocked. "How can they believe that?"

"The point isthat they do," Coll replied. "1 am aflyer's son. Never aflyer, dthough | wasraised to be. |
understand the traditions of the flyers, the bondsthat link them, the feding they have of being asociety
gpart from dl others. But | aso know the people the flyers cdl ‘land-bound,’ asif they were al the same,
joined together in onelarge family liketheflyersare.

He set down hismug of teaand again picked up hisguitar, asif holding it gave him some specid
eloquence.

"Y ou know how scornful the flyers can be of land-bound, Maris," he said. "I don't think you realize how
resentful the land-bound can be of the flyers™

"I have land-bound friends," Maris said. "And the one-wings al began asland-bound.”

Coll sghed. "Y es, there are those who worship the flyers. Lodge men who devote therr livesto caring for
them, children who want to touch aflyer'swings, hangers-on who get aspecia thrill and aspecid status
from coaxing aflyer into bed. But there are others as well. The land-bound who resent flyers sldom

seek them out asfriends, Maris”

"I know there are problems. | haven't forgotten the hostility we faced when Va got hiswings, the threats,
the beating, the coolness. But surdly things are changing, now that the society of flyersisno longer limited
by birth."



Coll shook hishead. "It'sgrown worse," he said. "In the old days, when it was amatter of birth, alot of
people felt flyers were specid. In many of the Southern idandsthe flyers are priests, a specid caste
blessed by their Sky God. In Artelliathey are princes. Just as the Landsmen of Eastern inherited their
officesfrom their parents, so did theflyersinherit their wings.

"But no one now could make the mistake of thinking flyers divindy chosen. Suddenly there are new
questions. How did this grubby farm-child | grew up with suddenly become so high and mighty? What
setsthisformer neighbor apart, and gives him the freedom, power, and wedlth of aflyer? These
one-wings aren't as doof asthetraditiona flyers—they lord over their old companions sometimes, or
meddlein locd affars. They don't withdraw entirely from idand politics—they gtill havelocd interests. It
makesfor bad fedings.”

"Twenty years ago no Landsman would have dared seize aflyer," said Evan thoughtfully. "But twenty
years ago, would any flyer have dared to misrepresent amessage?’

"Of coursenot," said Maris.

"1 wonder, though, how many will believe that?" Coll added. "Now that it's happened, it's clear that it
might have happened before. Those farmers | overheard were convinced that the flyers have been
manipulating messages al along. Fromwhat | heard, the Landsman of Thayosis becoming rather ahero
for being the oneto flush out the truth.”

"A hero?' Evan was disgusted.

"It can't dl change because of onewell-meaning lie" Maris said stubbornly.
"No," said Call. "It'sbeen changing dl dong. And it'sal your fault.”
"Me?I've nothing to do with this"

"No?" Coll grinned at her. "Think again. Barrion used to tell me astory, big sster. About how he and you
floated in a boat together, waiting to steal back your wings from Corm, so that you could cal your
Council. Do you remember?'

"Of course| remember!™

"Well, he said you floated there quite awhile, waiting for Corm to leave his house, and dl that waiting
gave Barrion achanceto think over what you and he were doing. At one point, he said, he sat cleaning
his naillswith his dagger, and it occurred to him that maybe the best thing he could do was to use that
dagger on you. It would have saved Windhaven alot of chaos, he said. Becauseif you won, there were
going to be more changes than you imagined, and severa generationsworth of pain. Barrion thought the
world of you, Maris, but he also thought you were naive. Y ou can't change one note in the middle of a
song, hetold me. Once you make thefirst change, others haveto follow, until you've redone the whole
song. Everything relates, you see.”

"So why did he hdp me?'

"Barrion was dways atroublemaker," Coll said. "I guess he wanted to redo the whole song, make
something better out of it." Her stepbrother grinned wickedly. "Besides," he added, "he never liked
Corm."

After aweek without news, Coll decided to return to Port Thayos, to hear what he could. The docks
and taverns where he plied histrade were dways arich source of news. "Maybe I'll even visit the
Landsman's keep," he said jauntily. "I've been making up asong about our Landsman here, and I'd love



to see hisface when he hearsit!”
"Don't you dare, Call," Marissaid.

Hegrinned. "I'm not mad yet, big Sgter. But if the Landsman likes good singing, avisit might be
worthwhile. I might learn something. Just keep Bari safefor me.”

Two days later awinesdller brought Evan a patient: a huge, shaggy black dog, one of two such
monstrous hounds that pulled his wooden cart from village to village. A hooded torturer had mauled the
anima and now it lay among the wineskins, crusted with blood and filth.

Evan could do nothing to save the beast, but for his efforts he was offered a skin of sour red wine. "They
tried that traitor flyer,” the wineseller reported asthey drank together by thefire. "She'sto hang.”

"When?' Maris asked.

"Who'sto say? Flyers are everywhere, and the Landsman's afraid of them, | think. She's locked up now
in hiskeep. Think he'swaiting to see what those flyersdo. If it was me, I'd kill her and have done withiit.
But | wasn't born Landsman.”

Maris stood in the doorway when he departed, watching the man and the surviving dog straining together
in the traces. Evan came up behind her and put hisarms around her. "How do you fed ?'

"Confused,” Maris said, without turning. "And afraid. Y our Landsman has chalenged the flyersdirectly.
Do you redize how seriousthat is, Evan? They have to do something—they can't let this pass.” She
touched hishand. "I wonder what they're saying on the Eyrie tonight? 1 know | can't let mysdf be drawn
into flyer affairs, but it'shard...”

"They areyour friends,” Evan said. "Y our concernisnatura.”

"My concern will bring me more pain,” Marissaid. "Still..." She shook her head and turned to face him,
gill withinthe cirdle of hisarms. "It makes me redize how small my own problemsare,” shesaid. "l
wouldn't want to trade places with Tyatonight, though she's still aflyer and I'm not.”

"Good," Evan said. He kissed her lightly. "For it'syou | want here by my sde, not Tya."
Marissmiled at him, and together they went insde.

They camein the middle of the night, four strangers dressed as fisherfolk, in heavy boots and sweaters
and dark caps trimmed with seacat fur, and they brought the strong, sat smell of the seawith them. Three
of them wore long bone knives, and had eyes the color of ice on awinter lake. The fourth one spoke.

"Y ou don't remember me," he said, "but we've met before, Maris. I'm Arrilan, of the Broken Ring.”

Maris studied him, remembering a pretty youth she had met once or twice. Benegath three days growth of
blond beard, his face was unrecognizable, but his piercing blue eyes seemed familiar. "I believeyou are,”
shesad. "You'realong way from home, flyer. Where are your wings? And your manners?"

Arrilan smiled ahumorless amile. "My manners? Forgive my rudeness, but | comein haste, and at
congderable risk. We made the crossing from Thrynel to see you, and the seas were choppy and
dangerous for aboat as small as ours. When this old man tried to send us away, | ran out of patience.”

"If you call Evan an old man again, I'm going to run out of patience," Marissaid coldly. "Why areyou
here? Why didn't you fly in?"



"My wings are safe on Thrynel. It was thought best to send someone to you in secret, someone whose
faceis not known on Thayos. Being from the Embers, and new among the flyers, | was chosen. My
parents were fisher-folk, and | wasraised to thelife. He removed his cap, shook out hisfine blond hair.
"May we sit?" he asked. "We have important businessto discuss.”

"Bvan?' Maris asked.
"St," Evansad. "l will maketea"

"Ah." Arrilan smiled. "That would be most welcome. The seasare cold. I'm sorry if | spoke too harshly.
These are hard times.”

"Yes," Evan agreed. He went outside to draw water for the kettle.

"Why are you here?' Maris asked when Arrilan and histhree silent companions were seated. "What's all
this about?'

"I was sent to bring you out of here. Y ou can hardly take ship from Port Thayos, you know. Y ou'd not
be permitted to leave. We have asmadl fishing boat hidden not far from here. It will be safe. If the
landsguard seize us, we are smplefisherfolk from Thrynel blown northeast by a storm.”

"My escape seemswell-planned,” Marissaid. "A pity no one thought to consult me about it." She gazed
at the disguised flyer, frowning. "Whaose idea was this? Who sent you?”'

"Vd One-Wing."

Maris smiled. "Of course. Who ese? But why doesVa want me taken from Thayos?'

"For your own safety,” Arrilan said. "As an ex-flyer living here, hel pless, your life might bein danger.”
"I'm no thregt to the Landsman,” Maris said. "He'd have no cause to—"

The young flyer shook his head vehemently. "Not the Landsman. The people. Don't you know what's
goingon?'

"It ssems| don't,” Maris said. "Perhaps you should tell me."

"News of Tyasarrest has spread al over Windhaven, even to Artelliaand the Embers. Many of the
land-bound have begun muitering their distrust of flyers. Even the Landsmen.” Heflushed. "The
Landsman of the Broken Ring summoned me as soon as she heard, and demanded to know if | had ever
lied or twisted amessage. | wasforced to swear my loyalty to her. Even as she questioned me, it was
obvious she doubted my word. And she threatened me! She threatened me with imprisonment, asif she
could, asif she had the right—" He broke off, and seemed physically to swalow hisanger.

"l am aone-wing, of course," he resumed. "All of us are suspect now, but it isworst for the one-wings.
Swena of Deeth was set upon by thugs and beaten after speaking in Tyas defense in atavern argument.
Others have been caled names, shunned, even spat upon in Eastern towns. Jem, who is astraditiond as
can be, was hit with arock yesterday on Thrane. And Katinn's house on Lomarron was fired while he
was away."

"] had no ideait was so bad," said Maris.

"Yes" said Arrilan. "And growing worse. The fever burns hottest of &l here on Thayos. Va thinksthe
mob will come for you soon, so we were sent to bring you to safety.”



Evan had returned and was preparing the tea. "Maybe you should go,” he said to Maris, concernin his
voice. "l hateto think of you in danger. In time, thiswill blow over, and you can return, or | could come
toyou."

Maris shook her head. "I don't think I'm in any danger. Perhaps, if | paraded up and down the Streets of
Port Thayos, crying out my concern for Tya... but herein the woods I'm aharmless old ex-flyer, who
has done nothing to rouse anyone's anger.”

"Mobs aren't reasonable,” Arrilan said. "Y ou don't understand—you must come with us, for your safety.”

"How kind of Vd, to be so concerned with my safety,” Marissaid, staring at Arrilan. "And how unusudl.
At atimelikethis, Va must havealot on hismind. | redly can't imagine him taking the time and effort to
devise an elaborate scheme to rescue poor old Maris, who hardly needs rescuing. If Val truly sent you to
rescue me, it must be because he's thought of someway | can be of useto him.”

Arrilan was plainly startled. "He—you're mistaken. He's very much concerned for your safety. He—"
"And what e'seis he concerned with? 'Y ou might aswell tell me what you redly want with me.”

Arrilan smiled ruefully. "Va said you'd see through the story,” he said. He sounded admiring. "1 would
have told you anyway, once we had you safely away from here. Va has called aflyers Council.”

Maris nodded. "Where?"

"On South Arren. It's close, but removed from the immediate hodtilities, and Vd hasfriendsthere. It will
take amonth or morefor the flyersto assemble, but we have time. The Landsman is afraid, and hell be
too cautious to move until he seeswhat comes of the Council "

"What doesVd intend?"

"What else? He will ask for asanction againgt Thayos, to bein effect until Tyaisfreed. No flyer will land
here, or on any other idand that trades with Thayos. Thisrock will be isolated from theworld. The
Landsman will givein or be destroyed.”

"If Va hashisway. The one-wings are till aminority, and Tyaisno innocent victim," Maris pointed out.

"Tyaisaflyer,” Arrilan sad, gratefully taking the mug of tea Evan handed him. "V is counting on flyer
loyaty. One-wing or no, sheisaflyer, and we can't abandon her."

"] wonder," said Maris.

"Oh, there will be afight, of course. We sugpect Corm and some others may try to use thisincident to
discredit al one-wings and close the academies.” He smiled over the rim of hismug. ™Y ou haven't hel ped,
you know. Va said you picked theworst possibletimeto fal."

" wasn't given any choice," Marissaid. "But you gtill haven't said why you camefor me.”
"Vd wantsyou to preside.”
"What?"

"It'straditiond to have aretired flyer conduct the Council, you know that. Va thinks that you would be
the best choice. Y ou're widely known and widely respected, among one-wings and flyer-born both, and
we'd have no trouble getting you accepted. Any other one-wing will be rgected. And we need someone
we can count on, not some crusty old relic who wants everything like it used to be. Vd thinksit can



make abig difference.”

"It can," said Maris, remembering the pivotd role that Jamis the Senior had played in the Council that
Corm hed cdlled. "But Vd will haveto find someone e <e. I'm through with flying and with flyers
Councils. | want to beleft in peace.”

"There can be no peace until we have won."

"I'm not astone on Va's geechi board, and the sooner he learns that the better! Va knowswhat it would
cost meto do as he asks. How dare he ask? He sent you to trick me, to lieto me with talk of safety,
because he knew | would refuse. | can't bear to see one flyer—do you think | want to be with a
thousand of them, watching them play in the sky and listening to them trade stories and findly stand aone,
an old cripple, and watch them fly away and leave me? Do you think I'd like that?' Marisrealized she
had been shouting a him. Her pain was aknot in her ssomach.

Arrilan'svoice was sullen. "1 scarcely know you—how could you expect me to know how you fet? I'm
sorry. I'm sure Va issorry, too. But it can't be helped. Thisis more important than your feglings.
Everything depends on this Council, and Va wantsyou there"

"Tdl Vd that | an sorry,” Maissaid quietly. "Tdl him | wish him luck, but | will not go. I'm old and tired
and | want to beleft done.”

Arrilan stood up. Hiseyeswere very cold. "'l told Vd | would not fail him," he said. "There are four of us
agang you." He made asmall gesture, and the woman on hisright did her knife from its sheath. She
grinned, and Maris saw that her teeth were made of wood. The man behind her rose, and he, too, held a
knifein hishand.

"Get out," said Evan. He was standing near the door to his workroom, and in his hands was the bow he
used for hunting, an arrow notched and ready.

"Y ou could take only one of uswith that,” said the woman with the wooden teeth. "If you were lucky.
And you wouldn't have time to reach for another arrow, old man.”

"True" said Evan. "But the point of thisarrow is smeared with bluetick venom, so one of you will die."
"Put your knives away," Arrilan said. "Please, put that down. No one need die." Helooked at Maris.

Marissad, "Did you redly think you could force meinto presiding over the Council ?* Shemadea
disgusted sound. " ou might tell Va that if his strategy is as good as yours, the one-wings are finished."

Arrilan glanced a his companions. "Leave us," hesaid. "Wait outsde." Reluctantly the three shambled to
the door. "No more threats,” Arrilan said. "I'm sorry, Maris. Maybe you can understand how desperate |
fed. We need you."

"Y ou need theflyer | was, perhaps, but shedied in afdl. Leave meaone. I'm just an old woman, a
healer's apprentice, and that's al | agpireto be. Don't hurt me any more by dragging meinto the world."

Contempt was plain on Arrilan'sface. "To think that they still Sng of acoward likeyou," he said.
When he had gone, Maristurned to Evan. She was trembling, and her head felt light and dizzy.

The hedler lowered the great bow he held and set it aside. Hewas frowning. "Dead?" he asked hitterly.
"All thistime, have you been dead? | thought you were learning how to live again, but dl thistime you've
seen my bed asyour grave."



"Oh, Evan, no," she said, dismayed, wanting comfort and not till more reproach.

"It was your ownword," he said. "Do you il believethat your life ended with your fal?' Hisface
twisted with pain and anger. "'l won't love a corpse.”

"Oh, Evan." She sat down abruptly, feeling that her legs could no longer hold her up. "I didn't mean—I
meant only that | am dead to theflyers, or they are dead to me. That part of my lifeisfinished.”

"l don't think it'sthat easy,” Evan said. "If you try to kill apart of yoursdf, you risk killing everything. It's
like what your brother said—rather, what Barrion said— about trying to change just one notein asong.”

"I value our life together, Evan," Marissaid. "Please believe me. It'sjust that Arrilan—this damn Council
of Va's—brought it al back to mind. | was reminded of everything I'velost. It made the pain come
back."

"It made you fed sorry for yoursdf," Evan said.

Marisfdt aflash of annoyance. Couldn't he understand? Could aland-bound ever understand what she
hed lost?"Yes" she said, her voice cold. "It made mefed sorry for mysdlf. Don't | havethat right?”

"Thetimefor sdlf-pity islong past. Y ou have to come to termswith what you are, Maris.”

"I will. I am. | waslearning to forget. But to be drawn into thisthing, thisflyers dispute, would ruin
everything; it would drive me mad. Can't you see that?'

"| see awoman denying everything she has been,” Evan said. He might have said more, but asound
made them both look around, and they saw Bari standing in the doorway, looking alittle frightened.

Evan's face softened, and he went to her and lifted her in agreat bear hug. "We had some visitors," he
said. Hekissed her.

"Sincewereal up, shal | make breskfast?' Maris asked.

Bari grinned and nodded. Evan's face was unreadable. Maris turned away and set to work, determined
to forget.

In the weeks that followed, they seldom spoke of Tyaor the flyers Council, but news cameto them
regularly, without being sought. A crier inthe Thoss village square; gossip from shopkeepers, travelers
who sought out Evan for hedling or advice—they al spoke of war and flyers and the belligerent
Landsman.

On South Arren, Maris knew, the flyers of Windhaven were gathering. The land-bound of that smdll
idand would never forget these days, any more than the people of Greater and Lesser Amberly had ever
forgotten the last Council. By now the streets of Southport and Arrenton— small, dusty towns she
remembered well—would have afestive air to them. Winesdlers and bakers and sausage-makers and
merchants would converge from a half-dozen nearby idands, crossing treacherous seasin unsteady boats
in hopes of making afew ironsfrom the flyers. Theinns and tavernswould be full, and flyerswould be
everywhere, throngs of them, swelling the little townsto bursting. Maris could seethem in her mind'seye:
flyersfrom Big Shotan in their dark red uniforms, cool pae Artelianswith silver crowns about their
brows, priests of the Sky God from Southern, Outer Idanders and Emberites whom no one had seenin
years. Old friends would hug each other and talk away the nights; old loverswould trade uncertain smiles
and find other waysto passthe dark hours. Singers and storytellerswould tell the old tales and compose
new onesto suit the occasion. Theair would be full of gossip and boasting and song, fragrant with the
scents of spiced kivas and roasted medt.



All of her friendswould be there, Maris thought. In her dreams she saw them: young flyers and old ones,
one-wings and flyer-born, the proud and the timid, the troublemakers and the compliant; all of them
would assemble, and the sheen of their wings and the sound of their laughter would fill South Arren.

And they would fly.

Maristried not to think of that, but the thought came unbidden, and in her dreams she flew with them.
She could fed the wind as she dept, touching her with knowing, gentle fingers, carrying her to ecstasy.
Around her she could see their wings, hundreds of them bright against the deep blue sky, turning and
banking in graceful, languid circles. Her own wing caught the light of the sun and flashed briefly, brilliantly:
asoundless cry of joy. She saw the wings a sunset, blood-red against an orange-and-purple sky, fading
dowly to indigo, then turning slver-white again, when the last light vanished and there were only starsto

fly by.

She remembered the taste of rain, and the throb of distant thunder, and the way the sealooked at dawn,
just before the sun came up. She remembered the way it felt to run and cast hersdlf from aflyers cliff,
trusting wind and wings and her own skill to keep her intheair.

Sometimes she trembled and cried out in the night, and Evan wrapped his arms around her and
whispered soothing promises, but Marisdid not tell him of her dreams. He had never been aflyer, or
seen aflyers Council, and he would not understand.

Time passed. The sick cameto Evan, or heto them, and died or grew well. Maris and Bari worked at
his side, doing what they could. But Maris found that her mind was not alwaysin the work she did. Once
Evan sent her into the forest to gather sweetsong, an herb he used to make tesis, but Maris found hersdlf
thinking of the Council as she wandered in the cool, damp woods. It has started by now, she thought,
and in her head she heard the speeches they must be making, Va and Corm and the rest, and she
weighed their arguments and set others up againgt them, and wondered where it would al go, and whom
they had chosen to preside. When she findly returned, beneath her arm was a basket of liar's weed,
which looks dmost like sweetsong but has no healing properties. Evan took the basket and sighed loudly,
shaking hishead. "Maris, Maris," he muttered, "what am | to do with you?' Heturned to Bari. "Girl," he
sad, "go fetch me some sweetsong before it growstoo dark. Y our aunt is not feding well."

Maris could only agree with him.

Then one day Call returned, trudging up the road with his guitar across his back, some six weeks after he
had |eft them. He was not done. SRellawalked by hisside, till wearing her wings, and sumbling like
one half-adeep. Their faceswere gray and drawn.

When Bari saw them coming, she gave aloud cry and ran to embrace her father. Maristurned to SRella.
"SRdla—areyou dl right? How did the Council go?"

SRellabegan to weep.

Mariswent to her and took her old friend in her arms, fedling her shake. Twice she tried to speak, but
only gasped and choked.

"It'sdl right, SRdla" Marissaid helplesdy. "There, there, it'sdl right, I'm here." Her eyesfound Call's.
"Bari," Call saidinashaky voice. "Go find Evan and bring him out to us."
Bari, with aworried glance at SRella, ran to obey.

"l was at the Landsman'skeep,” Coll said when his daughter had gone. "He learned that | was your



brother, and decided to detain me until the Council was over. SRellaflew in after the Council. The
landsguard took her and brought her to the keep aswell. He had other flyersthere, too. Jem, Ligar of
Thrane, Katinn of Lomarron, some poor child from Western. Besdes the flyers and mysdlf, there were
four other Singers, a couple of storytellers, and of course dl the Landsman's own criers and runners. He
wants the word to spread, you see. He wants everyone to know what he did. We were hiswitnesses.
The landsguard marched us out into the courtyard and forced us to watch.”

"No," Marissaid, pressing SRelacloser. "No, Coll, hedidn't dare! He couldn't.”

"Tyaof Thayoswas hanged yesterday at sunset,” Coll said bluntly, "and denying it won't changeit. | saw
it. Shetried to make a gpeech, but the Landsman would not alow it. The noose wasn't tied properly. Her
neck didn't break in thefal, and it was along time before she strangled to desth.”

SRelapulled away from her embrace. "Y ou were lucky,” she said with difficulty. "He might—could have
sent for you. Oh, Maris. | couldn't look away—I—it was awful. They wouldn't even let her—have—last
words. And the worst—" Her voice caught again.

Evan and Bari were coming, but Maris barely heard their footsteps, or Evan's cry of greeting. A grest
coldness had settled on her; the same numb sickness she had felt when Russ had died, when Halland had
been lost a sea "How could he dare," she said dowly. "Didn't anyone do anything? Was there no oneto
gop him?'

"Severd landsguard officers cautioned him againgt it, one high officer in particula—I believe she
commands his bodyguard. He would not listen. The landsguard who marched us out were clearly
frightened. Severa averted their eyes when the trap was opened. In the end, though, they obeyed. They
are landsguard, after dl, and heistheir Landsman.”

"But the Council,” said Maris. "Why didn't the Council—what about Vd, the flyers?”

"The Council," said SRellabitterly, "the Council named her outlaw and stripped her wingsfrom her."
Anger had pushed her tears aside. "The Council gave him leaveto do it!"

"And so everyone would know that he was hanging aflyer," Coll said wearily, "the Landsman put her
wings on her. Folded, of course, but till unmistakable. He joked about it. He told her to use her wingsto
break this fdl, and fly avay."

Later, over cups of Evan's special teaand plates of bread and sausage, SRellaregained her composure
and told Maris and Evan the whole story of the disastrous Council while Coll went outside to talk with his
daughter.

It wasasmple story. Va One-Wing, who had called thefifth flyers Council in the history of Windhaven,
had lost control of it. He had never had contral, in fact. His one-wings and allies made up barely afourth
of those assembled, and the three who sat in the positions of honor—the Landsmen of North and South
Arren and theretired flyer Kolmi of Thar Kril, who pres ded—were unsympathetic. No sooner had the
meeting begun than angry voices were raised to denounce Tyaand her crime, including that of Kolmi
himsdlf. "Thisland-bound girl never understood what it meansto be aflyer,” SRellaquoted Kolmi as
saying. Othersjoined the chorus. She should never have been given wings, said one. She had committed
acrime not only againgt her Landsman, but againgt her fellow flyersaswell, said another. She has
betrayed her sacred trust, has made al flyers suspect, added athird.

"Katinn of Lomarron tried to spesk for her,” SRellatold them, "but he was hooted down. Katinn grew
furious and cursed them dl. Like Tya, he has seen alot of war. Some of Tyas friendstried to defend her,
at least explain why she did the thing she did, but others refused to listen. When Va himsdlf rose, and



tried to put forward his proposd, | thought briefly that we had a chance. He was very good. Cam and
reasonable, unlike hisusua sdf. He placated them by admitting that Tya had committed agreat crime,
but went on to say that the flyers had to defend her nonethel ess, that we could not afford to let the
Landsman have hisway with her, that our fates were linked with Tyas. It was a very good speech. If it
had come from anyone e se it might have swayed them, but it came from Vd, and the arenawas full of
hisenemies. So many of the older flyers il hate him.

"V suggested that the Council strip Tyaof her wingsfor five years, after which shewould havetowin
them back in competition. He also said that we had to ing st that only flyers could judge flyers, which
meant freeing her from Thayos by threet of a sanction.

"He had people ready to second his proposal and spesk in its behalf, but it did no good. Kolmi never
recognized us. We were never given achance to speak. The Council went on most of aday, and I'd say
barely adozen one-wings ever got to speak. Kolmi just wouldn't let us be heard.

"After Va, he recognized awoman from Lomarron, who talked about how Va's father had been hanged
asamurderer, and how Va himsdf had driven Ari to suicide by taking her wings. 'No wonder he wants
usto defend thiscriminal,’ she said. Otherslike her followed; there was much talk of crime, of one-wings
who only half understood what it meant to be aflyer, and Va's proposal got lost in the chaos.

"Then some older flyers put forth aproposal to close the academies. That wasn't popular. Corm spokein
favor of it, but hisown daughter rose againgt him. It was quite asight. The Artellianswerefor it too, and
some of theretired flyers, and they managed to force avote, but less than afifth of the Council voted
with them. The academies are safe.”

"We can be thankful for that much," Marissaid.

SRdlanodded. "Then Dorre spoke. Y ou know how highly he's regarded. He gave afine
gpeech—much too fine. He spoke first of Tyasidedlistic motivations, and how much sympathy he had
for what she had tried to do. But then he said we couldn't let sympathy or other emotions decide our
course. Tyascrime struck right at the soul of flyer society, Dorrel said. If the Landsman could not count
on flyersto bear their messages truthfully and dispassonately, to act astheir voicesin distant lands, then
what wasthe use of us? And if they had no usefor us, how long until they took our wings by force and
replaced uswith their own men?We could not fight the landsguard, he said. We had to regain the trust
that had been logt, and the only way to do that was to name Tya outlaw, despite her good intentions. To
leave her to her fate, no matter how much we sympathized with her. If we defended Tya in any way,
Dorre said, the land-bound would misunderstand, would think we approved of her crime. We had to
make our censure clear.”

Maris nodded. "Much of that istrue,” she said, "no matter how grim the consequences. | can see how it
might be persuasive.”

"Othersof likemind followed Dorrdl. Tera-kul of Y ethien, old Arris of Artdlia, awoman from the Outer
Idands, Jon of Culhdl, Tabot of Big Shotan—Ieaders, each of them, and highly respected. All of them
supported Dorrel. Va seethed, and Katinn and Athen were screaming for the floor, but Kolmi looked
right past them. The talk went on for hours, and finaly—in less than aminute—Vd's proposa was
brought up and voted down, and the Council went on to name Tya outlaw and give her up to the tender
mercies of Thayos. We did not tell the Landsman to hang her. At the suggestion of Jirel of Skulny, we
went so far asto ask him not to. But it was only arequest.”

"Our Landsman seldom heedsrequests,” Evan said quietly.

"That wastheend of it for me," SRellacontinued. "That was when the one-wings | eft.”



"Left?!"

SRdlanodded. "When the vote was done, Val rose from his place, and hislook—I'm glad he had no
wegpon, or he might have killed someone. Instead he spoke; he cdled them dl fools, and cowards, and
worse. There were shouts, curses back at him, some scuffles. Va called on all hisfriendsto leave.
Damen and | had to push through to the door, the flyers—some of them | recognized, people I've known
for years, but they were jeering, saying thingsto us—it was horrible, Maris. The anger there..."

"Y ou got out, though.”

"Yes. And we flew to North Arren, amost al of the one-wings. Vd led usto alargefield, anold
battlefield, and he stood on top of aruined fortification and spoke to us. We had our own Council. A
fourth of dl the flyers of Windhaven were there. We voted to impose a sanction on Thayas, evenif the
otherswould not. That was why Katinn flew here with me; we wereto tdll the Landsman together. He
had aready been sent word of the other decision, but Katinn and | were going to confront him with the
one-wings threat." She laughed bitterly. "He listened to us coldly, and when we were finished, he said
that we and dl of our kind were unfit to be flyers, and that nothing would please him more than never to
have aone-wing fly to Thayos again. He promised to show us exactly what he thought of us, and Vd,
and dl one-wings.

"And he showed us. At sunset hislandsguard came, and we were marched into the courtyard with the
rest, and he showed us." Her face was gray; the recounting of the tale had opened her wounds again.

"Oh, SRella," Maris said sorrowfully. She reached out and took her friend's hand, but when they
touched SRella gave a sudden startled shudder and then, again, began to weep.

Sleep did not come easily for Maris. She twisted and turned restlessly. Her dreams were dark and
shapeless, nightmares of flights that ended at the end of arope.

She woke hours before dawn, in darkness, to the faint sound of distant music.

Evan was adeep beside her, snoring softly into hisfeather pillow. Maris rose and dressed, and wandered
from the bedroom. Bari was resting comfortably, achild'sinnocent deep, free of the burdens that
weighed on the rest of them. SRella dept too, hunched beneath blankets.

Coll'sroom was empty.

Marisfollowed the sound of the soft, fading music. She found him outside, Sitting up againgt the Sde of
the housein the sarlight, filling the cool predawn air with the quiet melancholy of hisguitar.

Maris sat on the damp ground beside him. "Are you making asong?’
"Yes," Coll said. Hisfingers moved with dow ddiberation. "How did you know?"

"I remembered,” Maris said. "When we were young together, you used to rise in the middle of the night
and go outside, to work on some new tune you wanted to keep secret.”

Coll struck afina plaintive chord before he set the guitar aside. "I'm gtill acreature of habit, then," he
sad. "Wadll, | have no choice. When the words scurry about in my head, they do not let me deep.”

"Isit finished?'

"No. | haveamindto cdl it TyasFal, and the words have mostly come to me, but not the tune. | can
amost hear it, but | hear it differently at different times. Sometimesit isdark and tragic, adow, sad song



likethe balad of Aron and Jeni. But later it ssemsto meit should be faster, that it should pulselike the
blood of aman choking on hisown rage, that it should burn and hurt and throb. What do you think, big
sster? How should | do it? What does Tyasfal make you fed, sorrow or anger?”’

"Both," said Maris. "That'sno help, butit'sal the answer | can give. Both, and more. | fed guilty, Coll."

Shetold him of Arrilan and his companions, and the offer they'd come bearing. Coll listened
sympeathetically, and when she had finished he took her hand in his own. Hisfingers were covered with
calluses, but gentleand warm. "I did not know," he said. "SRellasaid nothing."

"I doubt SRellaknows," Marissaid. "Val probably told Arrilan not to speak of my refusal. He hasa
good heart, Va One-Wing, whatever they might say of him."

"Your guiltisfoolish,” Call told her. "Even if you had gone | doubt it would have mattered. One person
more or less changeslittle. The Council would have broken with or without you, and Tyawould have
been hanged. Y ou shouldn't torture yourself with remorse for something you couldn't have changed.”

"Perhapsyoureright,” Marissaid, "but | should have tried, Coll. They might have listened to
me—Dorrd and hisfriends, the Stormtown group, Corina, even Corm. They know me, dl of them. Va
could never reach them. But | might have managed to keep the flyerstogether, if I'd gone and presided
asVd asked meto."

"Speculation," said Call. "Y ou're giving yoursdf needlesspain.”

"Perhapsit'stime | gave mysdlf pain," Marissaid. "'l wasafraid of hurting again—that waswhy | didn't go
with Arrilan when he camefor me. | was acoward.”

"Y ou can't berespongblefor dl the flyers of Windhaven, Maris. Y ou haveto think of yoursdf firdt, of
your own needs."

Marissmiled. "A long time ago | thought only of mysdf, and | changed the whole world around to suit
me. Oh, | told mysdlf it was for everybody, but you and | know it wasredlly for me. Barrion wasright,
Coall. I wasnaive. | had no ideawhereit would al lead. | knew only that | wanted to fly.

"I should have gone, Call. It was my respongbility. But al | cared about was my pain, my life, when|
should have been thinking of larger things. Tyasblood ison my hands." She held one up.

Coll took it and squeezed it hard. "Nonsense. All | seeismy sster tearing hersdlf gpart for nothing. Tyais
gone, thereis nothing you could have done, and even if there had been, thereis certainly nothing you can
do now. It isover. Never anguish about the past, Barrion once told me. Make your pain into asong, and
giveit totheworld.”

"l can't make songs,” Marissaid. "'l cant fly. | said | wanted to be of use, but | turned my back on the
people who needed me, and played at being aheder. I'm not aheder. I'm not aflyer. Sowhat am 1?
Whoam1?'

"Mais..."

"Just 0," she said. "Maris of Lesser Amberly, the girl who once changed theworld. If | did it once,
perhaps| candoit again. At least | cantry.” She stood up abruptly, her face seriousin thewan, paelight
of dawn, whose faint glow had tinted the eastern horizon.

"Tyaisdead," Coll said. Hetook his guitar and rose to stand face-to-face with his stepsister. "The
Council isbroken. It's over, Maris"



"No," shesaid. "I won't accept that. It's not over. It's not too late to change the end of Tyas song.”
Evan woke quickly to her light touch, itting up in bed and ready for any emergency.

"Evan,” Marissaid, stting beside him. "'l know what | must do. | had to tdll you firgt."

He ran one hand over his head, smoothing down the ruffled white hair, frowning. "What?'

"l... I amdive, Evan. | cannot fly, but | am sill who | am.”

"It'sgood to hear you say that, and know you mean it."

"And I'm not aheder. I'll never beaheder.”

"Y ou have been making discoveries, haven't you? All thiswhilel dept? Yes... I've known, athough |
couldn't quite tell you. Y ou didn't seem to want to know."

"Of course | didn't want to know. | thought it was the only choice | had. What else was there for me?
Pain, only memories of pain and usdlessness. Wéll, the pain is till there, and the memories, but | need not
be usdess. | must learn to live with the pain, accept it or ignore it, because there are things | must do. Tya
isdead and the flyers are broken, and there are things that only | can do, to set thingsright. So you
see..." Shebit her lip and couldn't quite meet hiseyes. "I love you, Evan. But | must leave you."

"Wait." He touched her cheek, and she met his eyes. She thought of the first time she had looked into
their deep blue depths, and she fdlt, unexpectedly strong, apang of loss. "Tell me now," he said, "why
you must leaveme.”

She moved her hands helplessly. "Becausel... I'm useless here. | don't belong here.”
He caught his breath—it might have been asob or alaugh that he swallowed, she couldn't tell.

"Didyou think I loved you as an apprentice, as ahealer, Maris? For how much you could help me? Asa
hedler, quite frankly, you tried my patience. | love you asawoman, for yoursdf, for who you are. And
now that you've redlized who you are, who you have aways been, you think you must leave me?’

"Therearethings| must do,” shesaid. "I don't know what my fatewill be. | may fail. It might be
dangerous for you to be associated with me. Y ou might share Reni'sfate... | don't want to risk you."

"You can'trisk me" hesad firmly. "I risk mysdlf." Hetook her hand and held it tightly. "There may be
things| can do to help—Ilet me do them. I'll share your burden, share the danger, and makeit less. | can
do more than just make teafor your friends, you know."

"But you don't haveto,” Marissaid. "Y ou shouldn't risk your life for nothing. Thisisn't your fight.”

"Not my fight?' He sounded mildly indignant. "1sn't Thayos my home? What the Landsman of Thayos
decrees affects me, my friends, my patients. My blood isin these mountains and in thisforest. You arethe
stranger here. Whatever you accomplish for your people, theflyers, will dso affect my people. And |
know them, as you cannot. They know me, and they trust me here. Many owe me debts, debts that
cannot be paid iniron coin. They will help me, and | will help you. | think you need my help.”

Marisfelt asif strength was pouring through her, traveling from the firm clasp of hishand up her arm. She
smiled, glad that she was not done, feding more certain of her way now. "Yes, Evan, | do need you."

"Y ou have me. How do we begin?'



Maris leaned back against the wooden headboard, fitting into the curve of Evan'sarm. "Weneed a
hidden place, alanding field; aplace safefor flyersto come and go without the Landsman or his spies
knowing they are on Thayos."

Shefdt hisnod as soon as she had finished spesking. "Done," he said. "There is an abandoned farm, not
far from here. The farmer died only last winter, so the forest has not reclaimed the place, dthough it will
shelter it from spying eyes.

"Good. Perhaps we should all move there, for atime, in case the landsguard come looking for us.”

"l must say here," Evan said. "If the landsguard cannot find me, neither can the sick. | must be available
tothem.”

"It might not be safe for you."

"I know afamily in Thoss, afamily with thirteen children. | helped the mother through adifficult birthing,
and saved her children from degth half a dozen times—they would eagerly do the samefor me. Ther
house is on the main road, and there isaways a child to spare. If the landsguard come for us, they must
pass by there, and one of the children could run ahead to warn us.”

Marisamiled. "Pafect.”
"What e 27"

"Hirgt, we must wake SRdla”" Maris sat up, moving out of hislight embrace, and swung her legsover the
edge of the bed. "I need her to be my wings, to fly messages for me, many messages. But onefirgt, the
crucid one. To Vd One-Wing."

Va cameto her, of course.

Shewaited for him in the doorway of acramped two-room plank cabin, badly weathered, its furnishings
covered with mold. He circled three times above the weed-choked field, silver wings dark against a
threatening sky, before he decided that it was safe to land.

When he came down, she helped him with hiswings, athough something clutched and trembled within
her when her hands touched the soft metd fabric. Va embraced her, and smiled. "Y ou're looking well,
for anold cripple” hesad.

"Yourevery glib, for anidiot,” Marissaid back a him. "Comeinsde.”

Coall waswithin the cabin, tuning hisguitar. "Va," he said, nodding.

"Sit," Marissaid to V. "I have something | want you to hear."

He glanced at her, puzzled. But he sat.

Coll sang"TyasFdl." At hissster's urging, he had composed two versions. He gave Val the sad one.

Va listened palitedy, with only ahint of restlessness. "Very pretty,” he said when Coll wasdone. "Very
sad." Helooked sharply a Maris. "Isthiswhy you sent SRellato me, and had mefly here at risk of my
life, in spite of my pledge never to cometo Thayos? For this? To listen to asong?' He frowned. "How
badly did that fdl injure your head?'

Call laughed. " Give her haf achance," hesad.



"Itsdl right,” Marissaid. "Va and | are used to each other, aren't we?'

Vd amiled thinly. "Y ou have hdf achance" he sad. "Tdl mewhat thisisal about.”

"Tya" Marissad. "Inaword. And how to mend what was broken in Council.”

Va frowned. "It'stoo late. Tyais dead. We responded, and now we wait to see what will happen.”

"If wewalt then it will betoo late. We can't afford to wait for the flyersto close the academies, or limit
challenges to those who promise to ignore your sanction. Y ou've given aweapon to Corm and hiskind
by walking out, by acting without the support of the Council.”

Va shook hishead. "I did what had to be done. And there are more one-wings every year. The
Landsman of Thayos may laugh now, but hewill not laugh forever.”

"Y ou don't haveforever,” Maris said. She was slent amoment, her thoughts tumbling so fast that she
was afraid to speak. She couldn't afford to alienate Val. They did understand each other, as she had told
Coall, but Va was il prickly and temperamenta, as his actionsin Council had proved. And it would be
hard for him to admit that he had been wrong.

"| should have come when you sent for me,” she said after amoment. "But | was afraid, and selfish.
Perhaps | could have kept this split from taking place.

Vd sadflatly, "That's usdess. What happened, happened.”

"That doesn't mean it can't be changed. | understand you felt you had to do something—but what you
did may turn out to be alot worse than doing nothing could have been. What if the flyers decide to strip
you of your wings, to ground al the one-wings?'

"Letthemtry.”

"What could you do? Fight them individually, hand to hand? No. If the flyers should decide to take away
the wings from all those who participate in your sanction, there would be nothing you could do. Nothing
except, perhaps, to kill afew flyers and see alot more one-wingsdie like Tya The Landsmen would
support the flyerswith dl the power of the landsguard.”

"If that happens..." Va dared at Maris, hisface dangeroudy till. "'If that happens, you'l liveto see your
dream die. Does that mean so much to you? Still’? When you know that you can never fly again
yoursdlf?'

"Thisismore important than my dream or my life,” Maris said. "It's gone beyond that. Y ou know that.
You caretoo, Va."

The sllencein thelittle cabin seemed to close around them. Even Coll's fingers were motionless upon the
gringsof hisguitar.

"Yes" said Vd, theword likeasigh. "But what... what can | do?'
"Revokethissanction,” Maris said promptly. "Before your enemies useit againgt you."

"Will the Landsman revoke Tyas hanging? No, Maris, this sanction isthe only power we have. The other
flyersmugt join usinit, or we must stay split."

"It'sausdess gesture, you know that,” Maris said. "Thayoswill not missthe one-wings. The flyer-born
will come and go as aways, and the Landsman will have plenty of wingsto bear hiswords. It means



nothing.”

"It means we will keep our word; that we do not make idle threats. Besides, the sanction was voted by
al of us. | could not revokeit doneif | wanted to. Y ou are wasting your breath.”

Maris smiled scornfully, but insde she felt hopeful. Va was beginning to back down. "Don't play games
with me, Vd. You are the one-wings. That'swhy | called you here. We both know they will do whatever
you suggest.”

"Areyou redly asking meto forget what the Landsman did? To forget Tya?'
"No onewill forget Tya"

A soft chord sounded. "My song will assurethat,” Coll said. "I'll Sng it in Port Thayosin afew days.
Other singerswill ged it. Soon it will be heard everywhere.”

Va dared at himin disbelief. ™Y ou mean to sing that song in Port Thayos? Are you mad? Don't you
know that the very name of Tyaraises curses and fightsin Port Thayos? Sing that song there, in any
tavern, and I'll wager you'l beleft in agutter with your throat dit open.”

"Singersare given acertain license" Coll sad. "Especidly if they are good. Thefirst mention of Tyas
name may bring jeers, but after they've heard my song they'll fed differently. Beforelong, Tyawill have
become ahero, atragic victim. That will be because of my song, although few will admit or redizeit."

"I've never heard such arrogance,” Va said, sounding bemused. He looked a Maris. "Did you put him
up to this?'

"Wediscussed it."

"Did you discussthefact that he'slikely to be killed? Some people may be willing to listen to asong that
makes Tya sound noble. But some furious, drunken landsguard will try to stop this singer from spreading
hislies, and crush hishead in. Did you think of that?"

"I can watch out for mysdf," Coll said. "Not al my songs are popular, especidly at firs."

"It'syour life" Vd sad, shaking hishead. "If you live long enough, | suppose your Snging may make
somedifference.”

"I want you to send some more flyers here," Maris said. "One-wingswho can sing and play at least

passably well."
"Y ou want Call to train them for the day when they lose their wings?'

"His song must go beyond Thayos, as quickly aspossble” Marissaid. "'l want flyerswho can learn it
well enough to teach it to singers wherever they go, and | want them to go everywhere with that song as
amessage from us. All of Windhaven will know of Tya, and will sng Coll's song of what shetried to do."

Va looked thoughtful. "Very well," he said. "I'll send my people here in secret. Away from Thayos, the
song may be popular.”

"Y ou will aso spread the word that the sanction againgt Thayos has been revoked.”
"I will not," he snapped. "Tyamust be avenged by more than asong!"

"Did you ever know Tya?' Maris asked. "Don't you know what she tried to do? She tried to prevent



war, and to prove to the Landsmen that they could not control the flyers. But this sanction will give us
back into the hands of the Landsmen, because it has split and weakened us. Only by acting together, in
unison, do flyers have the strength to defy the Landsmen.”

"Tell that to Dorrdl,” Va said coldly. "Don't blame me. | called the Council to act together and save Tya,
not to bow down before the Landsman of Thayos. Dorrel took the Council away from me, and made us
wesk. Tell him, and see what answer he can giveyou!"

"l intend to,” Marissaid camly. "SRelais on her way to Lausnow."
"Y ou mean to bring him here?'
"Yes. And others. | can't go to them now. I'm acripple, asyou said." She smiled grimly.

Va hedtated, obvioudy trying to put the pieces together in hismind. ™Y ou want more than the sanction
revoked,” he said findly. "That'sjust the first step, to unite one-wing and flyer-born. What do you have
planned for us, if you can weld ustogether?"

Marisfelt her heart lift, knowing that she would have Va's agreement.

"Do you know how Tyadied?" Maris asked. "Did you know that the Landsman of Thayoswas cruel and
stupid enough to kill her while she wore her wings? Afterward they were stripped from her and given to
the man she'd won them from two years before. Tyas body was buried in an unmarked gravein afied
just outside the keep, where thieves and murderers and other outlaws are customarily buried. She died
with her wings on, but she was not alowed aflyer'sburia. And she has had no mourners.”

"What of it? What hasthisto do with me? What do you redly want of me, Maris?'
She smiled. "I want you to mourn, Va. That'sdl. | want you to mourn for Tya."

Marisand Evan heard the newsfirst from the lips of awandering storyteller, an elderly, waspish woman
from Port Thayos who stopped with them briefly so the healer might remove athorn that had lodged
under the skin of one bare foot. "Our landsguard have taken the mine from Thrane," the woman said
while Evan worked on her. "Thereistak of invading Thraneitsdf.”

"Folly," Evan muttered. "More death.”

"Isthere other news?' Maris asked. Flyers continued to come and go from her secret fidld, but it had
been more than aweek since Coll—having passed adong his song to a haf-dozen one-wings—had taken
the road to Port Thayos. The days had been cold, and rainy, and anxious.

"Thereistheflyer," the woman said. She winced as Evan's fine bone knife diced the thorn from her flesh.
"Careful, heder," shesaid.

"Theflyer?' Marissad.

"A ghost, some say," the woman said. Evan had removed the thorn and was rubbing salve into the cut he
had made. " Perhaps Tyas ghost. A woman dressed al in black, silent, restless. She appeared from the
west two days before | |eft. The lodge men came out to meet her, to help her land and care for her
wings. But shedid not land. Sheflew slently above the mountains and the Landsman's keep, and on
across the countryside to Port Thayos. Nor did she land there. Since she first came, she hasflownina
gresat circle, round and round again, from Port Thayos to the Landsman's keep and back, never landing,
never shouting down aword. Flying, dwaysflying, in sun or sorm, day or night. Sheisthere a sunset
and il there at dawn. She neither eats nor drinks.”



"Fascinating,” Maris said, suppressing asmile. "You think sheisaghog?'

"Perhaps," the old woman said. "I have seen her many times mysdlf. Waking down the dleys of Port
Thayos, | fed ashadow touch me, and | look up, and sheisthere. She has caused much talk. The
people are afraid, and some of the landsguard say that the Landsman ismost afraid of all, though hetries
not to show it. He will not come outside to ook at her when she passes above his keep. Perhapsheis
afrad of seeing Tyasface

Evan had wrapped a bandage soaked in ointment around the storytdller'sinjured foot. "There," he said.
"Try slanding on that."

The woman stood up, leaning on Marisfor support. "It painsabit.”

"It wasinfected,” Evan said. "Y ou are lucky. If you had waited afew dayslonger to cometo aheder,
you might have lost the foot. Wear boots. The forest trails are hazardous.”

"I do not carefor boots," the woman said. "I like the fed of the earth and grass and rock beneath my
fet"

"Doyou like the fed of thorns beneath your skin?' Evan said. They argued back and forth for atime, and
findly the woman agreed to wear asoft cloth boot, but only on her injured foot, and only until it was
hedled.

When she was gone, Evan turned to Mariswith asmile. "So it begins" he said. "How isit that the ghost
neither eats nor drinks?'

"She carries abag of nuts and dried fruit, and askin of water," Maris said. "Fyers often do that on long
flights. How do you suppose we could fly to Artelliaor the Embers otherwise?"

"I had never given the matter much thought.”

Maris nodded, preoccupied. "1 suspect they subgtitute a second flyer by night, secretly, to let their ghost
rest. Clever of Vd to send someone who looks like Tya. | should have thought of that.”

"Y ou have thought of quite enough,” Evan said. "Don't reproach yourself. Why do you look so serious?!
"l wish," Marissad, "that the flyer could be me."

Two dayslater, alittle girl arrived panting at their door. She was one of that family so indebted to Evan,
and for abrief, fearful moment Mariswondered if the landsguard had come for her dready. But it was
only news, Evan had asked to be sent word of anything heard in Thoss.

"A merchant camethrough,” said thelittle girl. "Hetalked 'bout the flyers.”
"What of them?" Maris asked.

"He said, hetold old Mullish at theinn, that the Landsman is scared. There are three of them, he said.
Three black flyers, going round and round and round.” She stood up and spunin acircle, her smal arms
outstretched, to show them what she meant. Marislooked at Evan, and smiled.

"Seven black flyers now," ahuge fat man told them. Hed cometo their door battered and bleeding, a
deserter from the landsguard dressed in rags. "Tried to send meto Thrane," he said by way of
explanation, "but damned if I'd go there." When he wasn't speaking, he coughed, and often he coughed
up blood.



"Saven?”'

"A bad number,” the man said, coughing. "All dressed in black too, abad color. They mean usno good.”
His coughing suddenly grew so bad he could not talk.

"Easy," Evan sad, "easy." He gave the man wine, mixed with herbs, and he and Marisled him to abed.

Thefat man would not rest, though. As soon as his coughing fit had ended, he began to talk again. "'If |
was Landsman, I'd march out my archers, and shoot ‘em down when they flew overhead. Yes, | would.
Theré's some that says the arrowswould just pass through ‘em, but not me. | think they'reflesh just like
me." He dapped hisample gut. "Can't just let 'em fly. They're bringing bad luck to usall. Westher's been
bad lately, and the fish haven't been running, and | heard tell of people taking sick and dying in Port
Thayos when the shadow of those wings touched ‘em. Something terrible is going to happen on Thrane, |
know it, that'swhy | wouldn't go. Not with saeven black flyersin the sky. No, not me. Thisisan evil thing,
| tell you, and it won't bring us good."

It brought the fat man no good, at any rate, Maris thought. The next morning, when she brought his
breskfast in to him, his huge body was stiff and cold. Evan buried him in the forest, among the graves of a
dozen other travelers.

"Thenyawent to Port Thayosto try to sall her tapestries,” reported another of the horde of children Evan
had delivered, aboy thistime. "When she came back to Thoss, she said there are more than adozen
black flyers now, flying in agresat circle from the port to the Landsman's keep. And more are arriving

every day."

"Twenty flyers, dl in black, slent, grim," said the young singer. She had golden hair and blue eyes, a
sweet voice and an easy manner. "They'll make amarvelous song! I'd be working on it now, if only |
knew how it wasdl going to end..."

"Why arethey here, do you think?' Evan asked.

"For Tya, of course," the young woman said, Sartled that anyone would ask. "Shelied to stop the war,
and the Landsman killed her for it. They wear black for her, I'd wager. Many people are grieving for
her."

"Ah, yes" Evan sad. "Tya Her sory might make a song itself. Have you thought of making one?
The singer grinned. "There dready isone,” shesaid. "I heard it in Port Thayos. Here, I'll sing it for you."

Maris met Katinn of Lomarron in the abandoned field, where dender green ruffians and misshapen
dirt-dragons were fast crowding out the wild whest. The big man with the scyllas-tooth necklace came
down gracefully on silvered wings, dressed dl in black.

Sheled him ingde and gave him water. "Well?' He wiped away the moisture from hislips and grinned at
her roughly. "I flew in very high, and saw the circle far beneath me. Ah, you should have seenit! Forty
wings by now, I'd guess. The Landsman must be drooling at the mouth. Word has gone out, too. More
one-wings are coming from al over Eastern, and Va himsdf flew the word back to Western, so it won't
be too long before others join us, too. By now there are so many that it's easy to break away for arest
or amed without anyone being thewiser. | don't envy poor Alain starting it al. She'sastrong flyer, no
doubt of that. I've never known her to tire. They've got her resting in secret on Thrynel now, but shelll be
back to rgjoin us soon. Asfor me, I'm on my way to join the circle now." Maris nodded. "What about
Coll'ssong?' "They're Snging it on Lomarron, and South Arren, and Kite's Landing. I've heard it mysdif,
severa times. And it's gone to Southern and the Outer Idands aswell, and to Western of course—to



your Amberly, and Culhdl, and Powest. Heard that it's spreading among the singersin Stormtown.”
"Good," said Maris. "Good."

"The Landsman sent Jem up to question the black flyers" said Evan's friend, repeating the news from
Thoss, "and it's said that he recognized them and cdled on them by name, but they would not spesk to
him. Y ou ought to come to the city and see them, Evan. Whenever you look up, the sky isfull of flyers.”

"The Landsman has ordered the flyers out of his sky, but they will not go. And why should they? Asthe
sngers say, the sky belongsto flyerd™

"I heard that aflyer arrived from Thrane, with amessage from their Landsman to ours, but when he met
her in the audience chamber to hear it, he turned pale with fear, for the flyer was dressed in black from
head to foot. She ddlivered the message to him as he trembled, but before she could go, the Landsman
stopped her and demanded to know why she was dressed all in black. 'l goto jointhecircle,’ shetold
him camly, ‘and grieve for Tya.' And so shedid, so shedid.”

"They say the sngersin Port Thayosall dressin black these days, and some other people aswell. The
dreetsare full of merchants salling black cloth, and the dyers are very busy."

"Jem has joined the black flyerd™

"The Landsman has ordered the landsguard back from Thrane. He's afraid of what the black flyers might
do, | heard, and he wants his best archers around him. The keep isfull to overcrowding. It's said that the
Landsman will not go outside, lest the shadow of their wingsfall upon him asthey fly overhead.”

SRelaarrived with the welcome news that Dorrel was less than aday behind her. Maris kept watch on
the dliffshersef al that afternoon, too impatient even to wait & homewith SRella, and at last shewas
rewarded by the sght of adark figure gliding inland. She hurried into the forest to meet him.

It wasahot, fill day, bad weather for flying. Maris swiped at attacking insects as she trudged through
thetall grassthat dmost conceded the cabin. Her heart was racing with excitement as she pushed open
the heavy wooden door, hanging on itshinges.

Sheblinked, dmost blind in the dark interior after the brilliant sunshine, and then shefdt his hand on her
shoulder, and heard hisfamiliar voice say her name.

"You... you came," she said. She was suddenly short of breath. "Dorrel."
"Did you doubt | would come?!
She could see now. Thefamiliar amile, hiswell-remembered way of standing.

"Do you mind if we st down?' he asked. "I'm awfully tired. It was along flight from Western, and it did
me no good to try to catch up to SRdla”

They sat close together, on two matching chairs that must once have been very fine. But the cushions
were impregnated with dust now, greenish and dightly damp with mold.

"How areyou, Maris?'

"I'm... living. Ak me again in amonth or so and | may have a better answer for you." Shelooked into
his dark, concerned eyes, and then away again. "It's been along time, hasn't it, Dorr?"

He nodded. "When you weren't at the Council, | understood... | hoped that you were doing what was



best for you. | was more pleased than | can say when SRella came, bearing your message, your request
that | cometo you." He sat alittle straighter in hischair. "But surely you didn't send for mejust for the
pleasure of seeing an old friend.”

Marisdrew adeep breath. "I need your help. Y ou know about the circle? The black flyers?’

He nodded. "Rumors have dready spread. And | saw them as| flew in. Animpressive sight. Y our
doing?'

"y es"

He shook hishead. "And not an end in itsdlf, I'll wager. What's your plan?'

"Will you help me with it? We need you."

" 'We? Y ou've sded with the one-wings, | suppose?’ His tone was not angry, and did not condemn, but
Maris was aware that he had withdrawn from her, ever so dightly.

"It'snot amatter of Sides, Dorr. At least, not among the flyers. It mustn't be—that way is death, the end
of everything we both hold dear. Flyers—one-wing or flyer-born—must not be split up, fragmented, at
the mercy of Landsmen.”

"| agree. But it'stoo late. It was too late once Tyadeclared her scorn for all the laws and traditions by
tdling her firg lie"

"Dorr," she said, her voice coaxing and reasonable, "I don't approve of what Tyadid, either. She meant
well; what she did waswrong, | agree, but—"

"| agree, you agree," he said, interrupting. "But. We always come down to that. Tyais dead now—we
can al agree on that. She's dead, but it's not over, it'sfar from over. Other one-wings cal her ahero, a
martyr. She died for the cause of lying, for the freedom to lie. How many more lieswill betold? How
long will it be before the people forget their mistrust of us? Since the one-wings refused to repudiate Tya,
and split away from us, thereistak among... among afew... of closng down the academies and ending
the challenges, returning to the old way, to the old days when aflyer was aflyer for once and for dl.”

"Y ou don't want that."

"No. No, | don't." His shoulders dumped for amoment, uncharacterigticaly, and he sighed. "But, Maris,
it goes beyond what | want, or what you want. It's out of our hands now. Val spoke the degth warrant
for the one-wings when he led them out of Council and called hisillegd sanction.”

"Sanctions can berevoked," Maris said.

Dorre stared at her. His eyes narrowed. "Did Va One-Wing tdll you that? | don't believe him. He's
playing some devious game, trying to use you to trick me."

"Dorrel!" She stood up, indignant. "Give me some credit, please! I'm not one of Val's puppets! He didn't
promise to revoke the sanction, and he's not using me. | tried to convince him that it would bein
everyone's best interest to act in such away that both flyer-born and one-wings were united again. Vd is
stubborn and impulsive, but he's not blind. Although he wouldn't promise to revoke the sanction, | did
make him see what a mistake he had made—that his sanction was usdless because it was honored only
by asmdl group, and that this divison among flyerswas to no onée's advantage.”

Dorrel looked at her thoughtfully. Then he, too, rose, and began to pace around the small, dusty room.



"Quite afeet, to get Va One-Wing to admit he waswrong,” he said. "But what good does that do now?
Does he agree that the plan we followed was right?"

"No," Marissaid. "I don't think it wasright, either. | think you were much too harsh. Oh, | know what
you thought—I know you had to repudiate Tya's crime, and you thought the best way to do that wasto
hand her over to the Landsman for execution.”

Dorrel stopped walking and frowned at her. "Maris, you know that was never my intention. | never
thought Tyashould die. But Vd's proposal was absurd—it would have seemed that we condoned her
actions”

"The Council should have inssted that Tya be given over for punishment, and then stripped Tyaof her
wings, forever.”

"Wedid grip her of her wings"

"No," sad Maris. "Y ou let the Landsman do that, after held hanged her in them. Why do you suppose
he did that? To show that he could hang aflyer and go unscathed.”

Dorrel looked horrified. He crossed the room and gripped her arm. "Maris, no! He hung her in her
wings?’

She nodded.

"I hadn't heard that." He sank down on hischair again asif hislegs had been kicked.

"He proved hispoint,” Maris said. "He proved that flyers could be killed as easily asanyone dse. And
now they will be. Now that you and Va have salit flyers and one-wingsinto two warring camps, the
Landsmen will take advantage of it. They'll demand oaths of loyalty, they'll set up rules and regulationsto
govern their flyers, they'll execute the rebelsfor treason—in time, perhaps, they'll claim the wings astheir
own property, to be handed out to followers who please them. Other flyers could be arrested, even
executed, tomorrow. All it will takeisfor one more Landsman to realize he has the power—that the
flyers are too fragmented now to offer any opposition.” She sat down and gazed at him, dmost holding
her breath as she hoped for the right response.

Slowly Dorrel nodded. "What you say hasahorriblering of truth toit. But... what can | do? Only Vd,
and the other one-wings, can decideto rgjoin us. Y ou surely don't expect metotry to raly the other
flyersin abeated sanction of our own?'

"Of course not. But it's not only up to Va—it can't be. There are two sides, and both of you must make
some gesture of reconciliation.”

"And what might that gesture be?

Marisleaned forward. " Join the black flyers," she said. "Mourn Tya. Join the others. When word goes
out that Dorrdl of Laus has joined the one-wings in mourning, otherswill follow."

"Mourn?' He frowned. ™Y ou want meto dressin black and fly in acircle?' Hisvoice was suspicious.
"And what else? What elseam | to join your black flyersin?Isit your plan to enforce the sanction against
Thayos by keeping dl the flyersin formation aboveit?"

"No. Not asanction. They don't stop any flyers who bring amessage to or from Thayos, and if you, or
any of your followers, had to leave the circle, no one would stop you. Just make the gesture.”



"Thisis more than a gesture, and more than mourning. I'm certain of it,” Dorrel said. "Maris, be honest
with me. We have known each other for avery long time. For thelove till bear for you | would do
much. But | can't go against what | believe, and | won't be tricked. Please don't play one of Va
One-Wing's games and try to use me. | think you owe me honesty."

Maris|ooked steadily back into his eyes, but shefet a pang of guilt. She was trying to use him—hewas
an important part of her plan, and because of what they had once meant to each other she had fdlt certain
he would not let her down. But she did not mean to deceive him.

She said quietly, "I've always thought of you as my friend, Dorr, even when we were opposed. But I'm
not asking you to do thisfor mejust out of friendship. It's more important than that. | think itisequaly
important to you that thisrift between the one-wings and the flyer-born be healed.”

"Tedl methewholetruth, then. Tdl mewhat you want meto do, and why."

"I want you to join the black flyers, to prove that the one-wings do not fly aone. | want to bring flyers
and one-wings together again, to show the world that they can still act asone.™

"You think that if Va One-Wing and | fly together we will forget dl our differences?’

Maris smiled ruefully. "Perhaps once, long ago, | wasthat naive. No more. | hope that the one-wings and
the flyer-born will act together.”

"How? In what way beyond this odd mourning ceremony?"

"The black flyers carry no weapons, make no threats, and do not even land on Thayos," shesaid. "They
are mourners, nothing more. But their presence makes the Landsman of Thayos very nervous. He does
not understand. Already heis so frightened he has caled his landsguard from Thrane—and therefore the
black flyers have succeeded where Tyafailed, and ended the war."

"But surely the Landsman will get over hisfear. And the black flyers cannot circle Thayosforever.”

"The Landsman hereis an impetuous, bloody-minded, and fearful man,” Marissaid. "The violent aways
suspect others of violence. And it isnot hisway to wait for someone elseto act. | think hewill do
something beforelong. | think hewill givethe flyers causeto act.”

Dorrel frowned. "By doing what? Shooting aflight of arrowsto knock us from the sky?*
"'Us?

Dorrel shook his head, but he was smiling. "It could be dangerous, Maris. Trying to provoke him to
action..."

His smiled heartened her. "The black flyers do nothing but fly. If Port Thayos grows agitated in their
shadows, that isthe work of the Landsman and his subjects.”

"Especidly the singers and the heal ers—we know what troublemakersthey can be! I'll do asyou ask,
Maris. It will make agood story to tell my grandchildren, when they come aong. | won't have my wings
much longer now anyway, with Jan getting to be such agood flyer."

"Oh, Dorr!"

Heheld up onehand. "I will wear black asasign of grief for Tya," he said carefully. "And | will join the
great circlethat fliesto mourn her. But | will do nothing that might be seen as condoning her crime, or



expressing a sanction against Thayosfor her death.” He stood up and stretched. "Of course, if anything
should happen, if the Landsman should presume to exceed his powers and threaten the flyers, why then,
we should al, one-wings and flyer-born, have to act together."

Maris aso stood. She was smiling. "1 knew you would seeit that way," she said.

Shewrapped her arms around him and pulled him to her in an affectionate hug. Then Dorrd lifted her
face and kissed her, perhaps just for old times sake, but for amoment it was asif dl the yearsthat lay
between them had never been, and they were youths again, and lovers, and the sky was theirsfrom
horizon to horizon, and dl that lay beneethit.

But the kiss ended, and they stood apart again: old friends linked by memories and faint regrets.
"Go safdy, Dorr," said Maris. "Come back soon.”

Returning from the sea cliffs, where she had seen Dorrel launch himsdlf for Laus, Marisfdt full of hope.
There was sadness, too, beneath it—the old familiar longing had swept over her again as she helped
Dorrd unfold hiswings, and watched him mount the warm blue sky.

But the pain was alittle lessthistime. Although she would have given anything to fly with Dorrd again,
she had other thingsto think about now, and it was not so difficult to pull her hopeless thoughts away
from the sky and think of more practica matters. Dorrel had promised to return soon, with more
followers, and Maris enjoyed the vison of an even vagter circle of black flyers.

She was shocked out of her reverie as she agpproached Evan's house, by the sound of a shriek from
within.

Sheran thelast few steps and threw the door open. She saw at once that Bari was crying, Evantryingin
vain to comfort her. Standing alittle gpart was SRdlawith aboy from Thoss.

"What'swrong?' Maris cried, suspecting the worst.

At her voice, Bari turned and ran to her aunt, weeping. "My father, they took my father, make them,
please makethem..."

Maris embraced the weeping child and stroked her hair absently. “"What's happened to Coll?*

"Call has been arrested and taken to the keep," Evan said. "The Landsman has seized a half-dozen other
sngers as well—everyone known to have performed Coll's song about Tya. He meansto try them for
treason.”

Maris continued to hold Bari tightly. "There, there," she said. "Shh, shh, Bari."

"Therewasariot in Port Thayos," said the boy from Thoss. "When they came to the Moonfish Innto
take Lanyathe singer, the landsguard met with customers who tried to defend her. They best the
defenders off with clubs. No onewaskilled."

Marislistened numbly, trying to absorb it, trying to think.

"Il fly toVd," SRdlasad. "I'll spread the word among the black flyers—they'll al come. The Landsman
will haveto release Call!"

"No," said Maris. She till hugged Bari, and the child's sobbing had ceased. "No, Coll isaland-bound, a
singer. He has no claim upon the flyers—they would not raly together to defend him.”



"But hesyour brother!"
"That makes no difference.”
"We have to do something,” SRellaingsted.

"Wewill. We had hoped to provoke the Landsman, but to make him strike at the flyers, not the
land-bound. But now that it has happened... Coll and | discussed this possibility.” Sheraised Bari'sface
gently with afinger beneath her chin, and wiped away her tears. "Bari, you haveto go away now."

"No! | want my father! | won't leave without him!"
"Bari, listen to me. Y ou must leave before the Landsman catches you. Y our father wouldn't want that."

"I don't care," Bari said stubbornly. "1 don't careif the Landsman catches me! | want to be with my
fether!”

"Don't you want to fly?* Maris asked.
"Tofly?" Bari'sface suddenly lit up with wonder.

"SRdlaherewill et you fly with her over the ocean,” Maris said, "if you're big enough not to be afraid.”
Shelooked up at SRella. ™Y ou can take her, can't you?"

SRellanodded. "She'slight enough. Vd has people on Thrynd. Itl be an essy flight.”
"Areyou big enough?' Maris asked. "Or would you be afraid?"
"I'm not scared,” Bari said fiercely, her pride wounded. "My father used to fly, you know."

"I know," Maris said, smiling. She remembered Coll'sterror of flight, and hoped that Bari hadn't inherited
that particular trait.

"And you'll save my father?' Bari asked.
"Yes" Marissad.
"And &fter | take her to Thrynd?' SRellasaid. "What then?’

"Then," said Maris, standing and taking Bari by the hand, "1 want you to fly to the keep with amessage
for the Landsman. Tell him that it was dl my doing, that | put Coll and the other singersup toiit. If he
wantsme, and hewill, tell him I will turn myself over to him, just as soon as he releases Coll and the
others.

"Mais" warned Evan, "hewill hang you."
"Perhaps,” said Maris. "That'sachance | haveto take."

"He agrees," SRdlareported on her return. "Asasign of hisgood faith, he hasreleased dl the sngers
except Coll. They were taken away by boat to Thrynel, with orders never to return to Thayos. |
witnessed their departure mysdif.”

"And Call?"

"| was dlowed to speek to him. He seemed unharmed, athough he was worried that something might
have happened to his guitar—they wouldn't let him keep it. The Landsman has said he will hold Call for



three days. If you do not appear at his keep by then, Call will hang.”
"Then | must go a once," Marissaid.

SRdlacaught her hand. "Coll told me to warn you away. He said you were not to come under any
circumstances. That it was too dangerous for you."

Maris shrugged. "Dangerousfor him aswell. Of course | will go.”
"It may beatrap,” Evan sad. "The Landsman is not to be trusted. He may mean to hang you both.”

"That'sarisk I'll havetotake. If | don't go, Call issureto hang. | can't have that on my conscience—I
got himintothis™

"l don't likeit," Evan said.

Marissighed. "The Landsman will have me sooner or later, unless| flee Thayos a once. By giving mysdlf
up to him, | have the chance to save Call. And, perhaps, to do more.”

"What more can you do?' SRellademanded. "Hell hang you, and probably your brother too, and that
will bethat."

"If hehangsme," saild Mariscamly, "wewill have our incident. My deeth would unite the flyersas
nothing esecould.”

The color drained out of SRellasface. "Maris, no," she whispered.

"| thought that might beit," said Evanin avoice that was unnaturaly cam. " So this was the unspoken
twig inal your plans. Y ou decided to live just long enough to be amartyr.”

Marisfrowned. "l was afraid to tell you, Evan. | thought this might happen—I had to consider it when |
made my plans. Areyou angry?"

"Angry? No. Disappointed. Hurt. And very sad. | believed you when you told me you had decided to
live. Y ou seemed happier, and stronger, and | thought that you did love me, and that | could help you."
Hesghed. "I didn't redlize that, instead of life, you had smply chosen what you thought would be a
nobler death. | can't deny you what you want. Death and | wrestle daily, and | have never found him
noble, but perhaps | 1ook too closely. Y ou will have what you want, and after you are gone the singers
will makeit al sound very beautiful, no doubt.”

"l don't want to die," she said, very quietly.

She went to Evan and took him by the shoulders. "L ook a me, and listen to me," she said. His blue eyes
met hers, and she saw the sorrow in them, and hated hersdlf for putting it there.

"My love, you must believe me," shesaid. "1 go to the Landsman's keep becauseitisal | can do. | must
try to save my brother, and mysdlf, and convince the Landsman that flyers are not to be trifled with.

"My planisto push the Landsman until he breaks and does something foolish—I admit that. And | know
that thisis adangerous game. | have known that | might die, or that one of my friends might die. But this
isnot, not an elaborate plan to make a noble death for mysdif.

"Evan, | want to live. And | love you. Please don't doubt that." She drew a deep breath, "1 need your
fath in me. I've needed your help and your love dl dong.



"I know the Landsman may kill me, but | haveto go there, risk that, in order to live. It'sthe only way. |
haveto do this, for Coll and for Bari, for Tya, for the flyers— and for myself. Because | have to know,
reglly know, that I'm still good for something. That | was|eft alive for some purpose. Do you
understand?"

Evan looked at her, searching her face. Findly he nodded. "Yes. | understand. | believe you."
Maristurned. "SRella?'

There were tearsin the other woman's eyes, but she was smiling tremuloudy. "I'm afraid for you, Maris.
But you'reright. Y ou haveto go. And | pray you'll succeed, for your own sake and for al of us. | don't
want usto winiif it means your deeth."

"Onemorething,” said Evan.
"y e

"I'm going with you."

They both wore black.

They had been on the road |ess than ten minutes when they encountered one of Evan'sfriends, alittle girl
rushing breathlesdy up the road from Thossi to warn them that a half-dozen landsguard were on their

way.

They met the landsguard a haf-hour later. They were aweary group, armed with spiked clubs and bows,
and dressed in soiled uniforms stained with the swest of their long forced march. But they trested Maris
and Evan dmost deferentially, and did not seem in the least surprised to meet them on theroad. "We are
to escort you back to the Landsman's keep,” said the young woman in charge.

"Fine," said Maris. She set them abrisk pace.

An hour before they entered the Landsman'sisolated valley, Marisfinaly saw the black flyersfor the first
time

From adistance, they seemed like so many insects, dark specks creeping across the sky, athough they
moved with a sensuous downess no insect could ever match. They were never out of Sight from the first
moment Maris noticed motion low on the horizon; no sooner would one vanish behind atree or arocky
outcrop than another would appear where the first had been. On and on they came, anever-ending
procession, and Maris knew that the aerial column trailed miles behind to Port Thayos, and extended on
ahead to the Landsman's keep and the sea, before curving around in agreet circle to meet itself above
the waves.

"Look," she said to Evan, pointing. Helooked, and smiled at her, and they held hands. Somehow the
mere sight of the flyers made Marisfed better, gave her strength and reassurance. As she walked on, the
moving specksin the afternoon sky took on shape and form, growing until she could seethe silver sheen
of sunlight on their wings, and the way they banked and tacked to find the right wind.

Wheretheroad from Thoss joined the broad thoroughfare up from Port Thayos, the flyers passed
directly overhead, and for the rest of the journey the walkers moved benegth them. Maris could make
out theflyers quite well by then; afew kept high, up where the wind was stronger, but most skimmed
aong barely above tree-top level, and the silver of their wings and the black of their clothing were equaly
congpicuous. Every few moments another flyer caught and passed Maris and Evan and their escort, so
the shadow of wings washed over them asregularly as silent breakers crashing against a beach.



The landsguard never looked up at the flyers, Maris noticed. In fact, the procession in the sky seemed to
make them surly and irritable, and at least one of the party—a whey-faced youth with
pockmarks—trembled visibly whenever the shadows swept over him.

Near sunset the road climbed over the last hillsto the first checkpoint. Their escort marched through
without stopping. A few yards beyond, the path dropped off abruptly, and there was a high vantage point
from which the entire valey was visble benesath them.

Marisdrew in her bregth sharply, and felt Evan's hand tighten in her own.

In the shimmering red haze of sunset, colors faded and vanished while shadows etched themsalves starkly
on the valley floor. Beneath them the world seemed drenched in blood, and the keep hunched like some
great crippled anima made of shadow, impossibly black. Thefireswithin it sent up heet ripplesthat made
the dark stone itself seem to writhe and tremble, so it looked like abeast shivering in terror.

Aboveit, waiting, were theflyers.

The valey wasfull of them; Maris counted ten before losing track. Heat beating againgt lone sent up
great updrafts, and the flyers soared on them, climbing hafway up the sky before spinning free to
descend in wide graceful spirds. Around and around they moved, circling, waiting; dark scavenger kites
impatient for the shadow beast to die. It was a somber, silent scene.

"No wonder heisso afraid,” Marissaid.
"We are not supposed to stop,” the young officer leading their escort said to them.

With afind glance, Maris proceeded down into the valley, where Tyas sllent mourners flew ominous
circles above the shadowed fortress, and the Landsman of Thayoswaited insde his cold stone halls,

afraid of open sky.

"l have amind to hang the three of you," the Landsman said.

He was seated on the wooden thronein his receiving chamber, fingering a heavy bronze knife that lay
across hisknees. Againgt awhite silk shirt, hissilver chain of office gleamed softly in the light of the il
lamps, but hisface was a odds with his clothing: pale and drawn and twitching.

Theroom wasfull of landsguard; they stood dong thewadlls, slent, impassve. There were no windowsin
the chamber. Perhaps that was why the Landsman had chosen it. Outside, the black flyerswould be
wheding againg the scattered evening gars.

"Coall goesfree" Marissaid, trying to keep the tensgon from her voice.

The Landsman frowned and gestured with hisknife. "Bring up the anger," he ordered. A landsguard
officer hurried off. ™Y our brother has caused me grest trouble,”" the Landsman continued. "His songs are
treason. | see no reason to release him.”

"We have an agreement,” Marissaid quickly. "I came. Now you must give Coll hisfreedom.”

The Landsman's mouth twitched. "Do not presume to tell me what to do. By what conceit do you
imagine that you can dictate terms to me? There can be no bargaining between us. | am Landsman here. |
am Thayos. Y ou and your brother are my prisoners.”

"SRelacarried your promiseto me," Marisreplied. "Shewill know if you breek it, and soon flyersand
Landsmen will know al over Windhaven. Y our pledge will be worthless. How will you rule then, or



bargan?'

His eyes narrowed. "Oh? Perhaps s0." He smiled. "I made no promise to release him whole, however.
How wdl will your brother sing of Tya, | wonder, when | have had histongue yanked from his mouith,
and thefingersof hisright hand cut off?"

A wave of vertigo washed over Maris suddenly, asif she stood on the edge of agrest precipice, wingless
and about to fal. Then shefelt Evan take her hand again, and when his fingers twined within her own,
somehow she found the threat she needed. "Y ou wouldn't dare,” she said. "Even your landsguard might
balk at such an atrocity, and flyerswould carry word of your crime as far asthe wind would take them.
All your knives could not long protect you then.”

"I intend to let your brother go," the Landsman said loudly, "not because | fear hisfriends and your empty
threats, but because | am merciful. But neither he nor any other singer will ever sing of Tyaagain on my
idand. Hewill be sent from Thayos never to return.”

"And us?'

The Landsman smiled and ran his thumb aong the blade of the bronze knife. "The hedler isnothing. Less
than nothing. He can go aswell." He leaned forward on histhrone and pointed the knife at Maris. "Asto
you, winglessflyer, | will even extend my mercy to you. Y ou too shal go free”

"You haveaprice" Maris said with certainty.
"I want the black flyers out of my sky," the Landsman said.
"No," said Maris.

"NO?" He shrieked the word, and his hand plunged the point of the knife into the arm of hischair.
"Where do you think you are? I've had enough of your arrogance. How dare you refuse! I'll have you
hanging & first light, if | so choose.”

"Youwont hang us," Marissad.

His mouth trembled. "Oh?" he said. "Go on, then. Tell mewhat | will and will not do. | am anxiousto
hear." His voice was thick with barely suppressed rage.

"You might liketo hang us" Maris said, "but you don't dare. Because of the black flyersyou are so
anxiousto have usremove."

"l dared hang oneflyer,” hesaid. "l can hang others. Y our black flyers do not frighten me."

"No?Why isit then that you do not go outside your hdlsthese days, even to hunt or walk in your own
courtyard?'

"Flyersare pledged not to carry weapons,” the Landsman said. "What harm can they do? Let them float
up thereforever.”

"For ages no flyer has carried ablade into the sky," Maris agreed, choosing her words carefully. "It is
flyer law, tradition. But it wasflyer law to stay out of land-bound politicsaswell, to deliver dl messages
without a second thought as to what they meant. Tyadid what she did nonetheless. And you killed her
for it, in spite of centuries of tradition that said no Landsman might judge aflyer.”

"Shewasatraitor,” the Landsman said. "Traitors deserve no other fate, whether they wear wings or not.”



Maris shrugged. "My point,” she said, "isonly that traditions are poor protection in these troubled days.
Y ou think yourself safe because flyers carry no weapons?' She stared a him coldly. "Well, every flyer
who brings you amessage will wear black, and some of them will carry the grief in their heartsaswll.
Asyou hear them out, you will dwayswonder. Will this be the one? Will thisbeanew Tya, anew
Maris, anew Va One-Wing? Will the ancient tradition end here and now, in blood?"

"It will never happen,” the Landsman said, too Shrilly.

"It'sunthinkable," Marissaid. "As unthinkable aswhat you did to Tya Hang me, and it will happen dl the
sooner.”

"I hang who | please. My guards protect me."
"Can they stop an arrow loosed from above? Will you bar dl your windows? Refuse to see flyers?'
"You arethreatening me!" the Landsman said in sudden fury.

"l amwarning you," Marissaid. "Perhaps no harm will cometo you at al, but you will never be sure. The
black flyerswill seeto that. For the rest of your life they will follow you, haunting you as sure as Tyas
ghost. Whenever you look up at the stars, you will see wings. Whenever a shadow brushes you, you will
wonder. You'll never be ableto look out awindow or walk in the sun. Theflyerswill circle your keep
forever, likefliesaround acorpse. Y ou will see them on your deathbed. Y our own homewill be your
prison, and even there you will never redlly be certain. Flyers can pass any wal, and once they have
dipped off their wings, they look like anyonedse.”

The Landsman sat very gtill as Maris spoke, and she watched him carefully, hoping she was pushing him
the right way. There was awildness about his puffy eyes, an unpredictability that terrified her. Her voice
was cam, but her brow was beaded by swest, and her handsfelt damp and clammy.

The Landsman's eyesflicked back and forth asif hunting for escape from the specter of the black flyers,
until they settled on one of hisguards. "Bring memy flyer!" he sngpped. "At once, a once!”

The man must have been waiting just outside the chamber; he entered at once. Maris recognized him; a
thin, balding, stoop-shouldered flyer she had never redlly known. "Sahn," she said doud, when his name
cameto her.

He did not acknowledge her greeting. "My Landsman,” he said deferentidly, in areedy voice.

"She threatens me," the Landsman said angrily. "Black flyers, she says. They will hound meto my desath,
shesays."

"Shelies,” Sahn said quickly, and with astart Maris remembered who he was. Sahn of Thayos,
flyer-born, conservative; Sahn who two years ago had lost hiswingsto an upstart one-wing. Now he had
them back, by virtue of her death. "The black flyers are no threat. They are nothing, nothing.”

"She saysthey will never leave me," the Landsman said.

"Wrong," said Sahniin histhin, ingratiating voice. "Y ou have nothing to fear. They will soon be gone. They
have duties, Landsmen of their own, livesto live, families, messagesto fly. They cannot stay indefinitey.”

"Otherswill take their place," Maris said. "Windhaven has many flyers. Y ou will never be out from under
the shadow of their wings."

"Pay her no mind, sr," Sahn said. "Theflyers are not behind her. Only afew one-wings. Trash of the sky.



When they leave, no onewill taketheir place. Y ou need only wait, my Landsman.” Something in histone,
beyond hiswords, shocked and sickened her, and dl at once Maris knew why; Sahn spoke as alesser
to asuperior, not asequal to equal. He feared the Landsman, and was beholden to him for hisvery
wings, and hisvoice madeit clear that he knew it. For thefirst time, aflyer had become his Landsman's
creature, through and through.

The Landsman turned to face her again, hiseyescold. "As| thought,” he said. "Tyalied to me, and |
found her out. Va One-Wing tried to frighten me with empty threats. And now you. All of you areliars,
but | am cleverer than you think me. Y our black flyerswill do nothing, nothing. One-wings, al of you.
Thereal flyers, they care nothing for Tya. The Council proved that."

"Yes," Sahn agreed, head nodding.

For an instant Maris was consumed by rage. She wanted to storm across the chamber and seize the frail
flyer, shake him until he hurt. But Evan squeezed her hand hard, and when she glanced at him he shook
his heed.

"Sahn," shesad, gently.

Reluctantly he turned his eyesto meet hers. He was shaking, she saw, perhapsin shame a what he had
become. As shelooked at him, Maris thought she saw abit of al the flyers she had ever known. The
thingswewill do to fly, shethought... "Sahn," she said. "Jem hasjoined the black flyers. Heisno
onewing."

"No," Sahn admitted, "but he knew Tyawdl."

"If you advise your Landsman,” she said, "tell him who Dorrd of Lausis.”
Sahn hesitated.

"Who?" the Landsman snapped, eyesflicking from Maristo Sahn. "Wd|?'

"Dorrd of Laus" Sahn said reluctantly. "A Western flyer, my Landsman. Hesfrom avery old family. A
good flyer. Heis about my age.”

"What of him? What do | care?' The Landsman was impatient.

"Sahn," said Maris, "what do you think would happen if Dorrd joined the black flyers?'

"No," Sahn said quickly. "He's no one-wing. Hewouldn't.”

“If hedid?"

"He'spopular. A leader. There would be others.” Clearly Sahn did not like what he was saying.

"Dorre of Lausisbringing ahundred Western flyersto join thecircle” Marissaid forcefully. An
exaggeration, probably, but they had no way of knowing.

The Landsman's mouth twitched. "Isthistrue?' he demanded of his pet flyer.
Sahn coughed nervoudy. "Dorrd, I—wel, it'shard to say, Sr. HEsinfluentid, but, but..."
"Silence," the Landsman said, "or I'll find someone else for those wings of yours."

"Ignore him," Maris said sharply. " Sahn, aLandsman has no right to bestow or take away wings. The



flyers have united to prove the truth of that."
"Tyadied wearing thesewings," Sahn said. "He gavethemto me."

"Thewings are yours. No one blamesyou,” Maris said. "But your Landsman should not have done as he
did. If you care, if you agree that Tyas death waswrong, join us. Do you have any black clothing?'

"Black? |l—well, yes."

"Areyou mad?' the Landsman said. He pointed at Sahn with hisknife. " Seize that fool "
Hesitantly, two of the landsguard started forward.

"Stay away from mel" Sahn said loudly. "I'm aflyer, damn you!"

And they stopped, looking back at the Landsman.

He pointed again, his mouth twitching. He seemed to be having difficulty finding words. ™Y ou will—you
will take Sahn, and—"

He never finished. The doorsto the chamber burst open then, and Coll was dragged bodily into the room
by abrace of guards. They shoved him forward toward the Landsman; he stumbled to his hands and
knees, then rose ungteadily. Theright sSide of hisface was amassive purplish bruise, and hiseyeswere as
black ashisclothing.

"Call" Marissad, horrified.

Coll managed afeeble amile. "My fault, big Sster. But I'm dl right." Evan went to him and examined his
face.

"l did not order this," the Landsman said.
"Y ou said he shouldn't sing,” alandsguard replied. "He wouldn't sop singing.”
"Hesdl right,” Evan said. "The bruisewill hed.”

Marissighed inrelief. Despite dl their talk of death, it had been a shock to see Call'sface. "I'm tired of
this" she said to the Landsman. "Ligten, if you want to hear my terms.”

"Terms?' Histonewasincredulous. "I am Landsman of Thayos, and you are nothing, no one. Y ou
cannot give meterms.”

"I canand will. You'd do well to listen. If you don't, you won't be the only one to suffer. | don't think you
redize the pogition you and Thayosarein. All over thisidand, your people are snging Call's song, and
the singers are moving from idand to idand, Spreading it through the world. Soon everyone will know
how you had Tyakilled."

"Shewsasaliar, atraitor."

"A flyer isnot asubject, and cannot be atraitor,” Maris said, "and shelied to stop asenseesswar. Oh,
shelll dways be controversid. But you'd be afool to underestimate the power of the Sngers. Y ou're
becoming awidely hated man."

"Slence" the Landsman said.



"Y our people have never loved you," Maris continued. "They're frightened, too. The black flyers scare
them, singers are being arrested, flyers are hanged, trade has been suspended, the war you started turned
sour, even your landsguard are deserting. And you are the cause of it all. Sooner or later, they will think
of getting rid of you. Already they know that nothing ese will cause the black flyersto leave.

"The Soriesare everywhere," Mariswent on. "Thayosis cursed, Thayosis unlucky, Tya haunts the keep,
the Landsman ismad. Y ou will be shunned, like the first mad Landsman, like Kennehut. But your people
will only endureit for ashort time. They know the solution. They will rise againgt you. The Sngerswill
light the spark. The black flyerswill fan the flames. Y ou will be consumed.”

The Landsman amiled ady, frightening smile. "No," hesaid. "'l will kill you dl, and haveanend to it."

She smiled back at him. "Evan isaheder who has given hislife to Thayos, and hundreds owe him their
very lives. Coll isamong the grestest sngers of Windhaven, known and loved on a hundred idands. And

| am Maris of Lesser Amberly, the girl in the songs, the one who changed the world. I'm ahero to people
who have never met me. Y ou'll kill the three of us? Fine. The black flyerswill watch and spread the

news, the singerswill make the songs. How long do you think you will rule then? The next flyers Council
will not be divided—Thayos will become like Kennehut, adead land.”

"Liar," the Landsman said. Hefingered hisknife.

"We mean no harm to your people,” Marissaid. "Tyais dead, and nothing will bring her back. But you
will accept my terms, or everything I've warned you of will happen. First, you will give over Tyas body
s0 she can be flown out to sea, and cast from aheight, asflyers are always buried. Second, you will
make peece, as shewished. Y ou will renounce dl claim to the mine that started your war with Thrane.
Third, you will send apoor child to Airhome academy every year, to train for wings. Tyawould like that,
| think. And findly, findly"—Maris paused briefly, watching the storm behind his eyes, and plunged on
regardless—"you will renounce your office and retire, and your family will be taken from Thayos, to
someidand where you are not known, and can live out your daysin peace.”

The Landsman was running his thumb aong the edge of the knife. He had cut himsdlf, but he did not
seem to notice. A tiny drop of blood spotted the white silk of hisfine shirt. His mouth twitched. Inthe
sudden stillness that followed her words, Marisfet faint and tired. She had done dl she could. She had
said al that she could say. She waited.

Evan'sarm went around her, and in the corner of her eye she saw Coll's bruised lipstwist into adight
smile, and abruptly Maris felt dmost good again. Whatever happened, she had done her best. Shefelt as
if she had just returned from along, long flight; her limbs ached and trembled, and she was damp and
chilled through to the bone, but she remembered the sky and the lift of her wings, and that was enough.
Shewas stisfied.

"Terms," the Landsman said. Histone was poisonous.

Herose from histhrone, the blood-smeared knifein hishand. "1 will give you terms" he said. He pointed
the knife a Evan. "Takethe old man and cut off hishands," he ordered. "Then cast him out and let him
hed himself. That ought to be asight to see.” He laughed, and his hand moved sideways, so the knifewas
pointing a Call. "The singer loses one hand and atongue.” The knife shifted again. "Asto you," he said,
when the blade pointed at Maris, "snce you like the color black, | will giveyou your fill of it. I will put
you inacdl without awindow or alight, whereit is black day and night, and you will stay there until you
have forgotten what sunlight was. Do you like those terms, flyer? Do you?'

Marisfdt thetearsin her eyes, but shewould not let them fall. "1 am sorry for your people,” she said
softly. "They did nothing to deserve you.”



"Takethem," the Landsman said, "and do as | have ordered!"

The landsguard looked at each other. One took a hesitant step forward, and stopped when he saw he
wasaone.

"What are you waiting for?" the Landsman shrieked. " Seize them!"

"Sir," said atdl, dignified woman in the uniform of ahigh officer, "I beg you to reconsider. We cannot
maim asinger, or imprison Maris of Lesser Amberly. It would be the end of us. The flyerswould destroy
usdl."

The Landsman stared at her, then pointed with hisknife. "Y ou are under arrest aswdll, traitor. Y ou will
have the cdll next to hers, if you like her so well.” To the other landsguard, he said, "Take them.”

No one moved.

"Traitors," he muttered, "1 am surrounded by traitors. You will dl die, al of you." Hiseyesfound Maris.
"And you, you will bethefirg. | will doit mysdf."

Mariswas achingly aware of the knifein his hand, the dull bronze length of it, the smear of blood along
the blade. Shefdt Evan tense beside her. The Landsman smiled and walked toward them.

"Stop him," said the tall woman he had tried to arrest. Her voice was weary but firm. At oncethe
Landsman was surrounded. A burly bear of aman held hisarms, and a dim young woman took the knife
from hisgrasp aseasly and fluidly asif she had pulled it from asheath. "I'm sorry,” said the woman who
had taken charge.

"Let mego!" hedemanded. "I an Landsman herel”
"No," sheanswered, "no. Sir, | fear you are very sick.”
The grim, ancient keep had never seen such fedtivity.

The gray wallswere decked with bright banners and colored lanterns, and smells of food and wine,
wood smoke and fireworks permested the air. The gates had been opened wideto al. Landsguard il
roamed the keep, but few were in uniform, and weapons were forgotten.

The gibbets had been torn down, the scaffolding atered to make a stage where jugglers, magicians,
clowns, and singers performed for the passing crowds.

Within, doors were open and hallsfilled with merrymakers. Prisoners from the dungeons had been set
free, and even the lowest riff-raff from the dleys of Port Thayos had been admitted to the party. In the
great hall tables had been set up and covered with huge wheels of cheese, baskets of bread, and
smoked, pickled, and fried fish of al kinds. The hearths still smelled of roasting pig and seacat, and
puddles of beer and wine glistened on the flagstones.

Music and laughter werein the air; it was acelebration of arichness and size unknown on Thayosin
living memory. And among the crowds of the people of Thayos moved figures dressed in black—not, by
their faces, mourners: theflyers. These flyers, one-wing and flyer-born dike, dong with the previoudy
exiled singers, were the guests of honor, feted and toasted by al.

Maris wandered through the boisterous crowds, ready to cringe at any more recognition. The party had
gone on too long. Shewastired and fedling alittle Sick from too much food and drink, al tributes forced
on her by admirers. She wanted only to find Evan and go home.



Someone spoke her name and, reluctantly, Maris turned. She saw the new Landsman of Thayos,
dressed in along, embroidered gown that did not suit her. She looked uncomfortable out of uniform.

Maris summoned asmile. "Y es, Landsman?"

The former landsguard officer grimaced. "1 suppose | will get used to that title, but it ftill bringsto mind
someone very different. | haven't seen much of you today— could | have afew minutes with you?"

"Yes, of course. Asmany asyou wish. Y ou saved my life.”

"That wasn't S0 noble. Y our actions took more courage than mine, and they weren't self-serving. The
story they will tell about meisthat | carefully plotted and planned to depose the Landsman and take his
job. That is not the truth, but what do singers care for truth?' Her voice was bitter. Marislooked at her in
urprise.

They waked together through roomsfilled with gamblers, drunks, and lovers until they found an empty
chamber where they could Sit and talk together.

Because the Landsman till was silent, Maris said, " Surely no one missesthe old Landsman? | don't think
he was wdl-loved."

The new Landsman frowned. "No, hewill not be missed, and neither will I, when| am gone. But hewas
agood leader for many years until he became too frightened and began to think foolishly. | was sorry to
haveto dowhat | did, but | saw no other choice. This party, here, ismy attempt to make the trangtion
joyful, ingtead of fearful. To go into debt to make my people fed prosperous.”

"| think they appreciate the gesture," Maris said. "Everyone seems very happy.”

"Y es, now, but their memories are short.” The Landsman moved dightly in her sedt, asif to shake off the
thought. The line between her eyes smoothed out, and her featurestook on akindlier cast. "I didn't mean
to bore you with my personal worries. | drew you aside to tell you how respected you arein Thayos, and
totell you that I honor your attempts to keep peace between the flyers and the people of Thayos."

Mariswondered if shewas blushing. "Please," shesaid. "Dont. I... had the flyersin mind, and not the
people of Thayos, to be honest."

"That doesn't matter. What you accomplished iswhat matters. Y ou risked your lifefor it."

"I didwhat | could,” Marissaid. "But | didn't achieve very much, after al. A truce, atemporary peace.
Thereal problem, the conflicts between the flyer-born and the one-wings, and between the Landsmen
and the flyerswho work with them, is il there, and it will flare up again—" She broke off, redizing that
the Landsman didn't care, and didn't want to know, that this happy ending was no true ending at al.

"Therewill be no more trouble for the flyerson Thayos," the Landsman said. Marisredized that the
woman had the useful ability to make asmple sentence sound like a proclamation of law. "We respect
flyers here—and singers, too."

"A wise choice" Marissaid. She grinned. "It never hurtsto have the sngers on your side.”

The Landsman went on asif she had not been interrupted. "And you, Maris, will aways be welcome on
Thayos, if ever you chooseto return to visit us.”

"Vigt?' Marisfrowned, puzzled.



"| redlize that, Snce you no longer fly, the journey by ship may be..."
"Wheat are you talking about?"

The Landsman looked annoyed at dl theinterruptions. "I know that you are leaving Thayos for Seatooth
soon, to make your home at the Woodwings Academy.”

"Who told you that?"
"Thesinger, Call, | believe. Wasit asecret?'

"Not asecret. Not afact, either.” Marissighed. "'l was offered the job at Woodwings, but | have not
accepted it."

"If you stay on Thayos, of course we would al be pleased, and the hospitdity of this... my... keepwill
away's be extended to you." The Landsman rose, obvioudy concluding her formal recognition of Maris,
and Maris, too, stood, and they spoke afew moments longer of inconsequentia things. Maris hardly paid
atention. Her thoughts werein turmoil again about a subject she had determined was resolved. Did Call
think he could make something come true by speaking of it asfact? She would haveto talk to him.

But when she found him afew minuteslater in the outer yard, near the gate, he was not done. Bari was
with him, and SRella—and SRdlawas carrying her wings.

Maris hurried to join them. "SRella—you're not leaving?"

SRelagrasped her hands. "I must. The Landsman wants a message flown to Deseth. | offered to take
it—I have to get home, and | would have to fly south in another day or two anyway. There was no need
for Jem or Sahn to go so far when | cantakeit just aswdll. | just sent Evan to look for you, to tell you |
wasleaving. But it needn't be a sad farewell, you know—uwell see each other soon at Woodwings.”

Marisglared a Coll, but helooked oblivious. She said to SRella, "1 told you | would live out my life on
Thayos"

SRdlalooked puzzled. "But surely you've changed your mind? After dl that has happened? And you
know they still want you at Woodwings—now more than ever. Y ou've become ahero al over again!™

Maris scowled. "1 wish everyone would stop saying that! Why am | ahero? What have | done? Just
patched things over for abit longer. Nothing has been settled. Y ou, at least, should redize that, SRellal™

SRdlashook her head impatiently. "Don't change the subject. What about that fine speech you gave us
about needing a purpose in life—how can you turn your back now on the work you're meant to do?

Y ou've admitted you're no good as a healer—what will you do on Thayos? What will you do with your
life?"

Maris had asked hersdf that same question, and had lain awake most of the night arguing it with hersaif.
Now shesaid quietly, "1 will find something | can do here. The Landsman may have something for me.”

"But that's such awaste! Maris, you're needed at Woodwings. Y ou belong there. Even without your
wingsyou'e aflyer—you dwayswere, and you dwayswill be. | thought you recognized that!"

There weretearsin SRellas eyes. Marisfdt resentful and trapped—she didn't want to be having this
argument. She said, trying to keep her voicelevel and cam, "I belong with Evan. | can't leave him.”

"And they say eavesdroppers never hear good of themsalves.”



Maristurned to see Evan, and there was such tendernessin his eyesthat sheforgot her lingering doubts.
She had made the right decision. She couldn't leave him.

"But no oneisasking you to leave me, you know," he said. "I've just been talking with ayoung heder
who is eager to move into my house and take over my patients. | can be ready to leave within aweek."

Maris stared at him. "Leave? Leave your house? But why?'

He smiled. "To go with you to Seatooth. It may not be a pleasant voyage, but at least we can comfort
each other in our sickness”

"But... | don't understand. Evan, you can't mean it—thisis your home!"

"I mean to go with you, wherever you go," he said, "I can't ask you to stay on Thayos, just to keep you
besdeme. | can't bethat selfish, knowing you are needed at Woodwings, and that you belong there.”

"But how can you leave? How will you live? 'Y ou've never been away from Thayos."

Helaughed, but it sounded forced. ™Y ou make it sound asif | proposed to go liveinthe seal | can leave
Thayoslike anyone else, on aship. My life hasn't ended yet, and until it has, thereisno reason why |
shouldn't change. Surely an old healer can find some work to do on Seatooth.”

"Bvan..."

He put hisarms around her. "I know. Believe me, I've thought thisthrough. Surely you didn't think | was
deeping last night while you were tossing and turning and wondering what to do? | decided that | can't let
youwak out of my life. For oncein my life, | must be bold, and dare something different. | am going with
you."

Maris couldn't hold the tears back then, although she couldn't have said just why she was crying. Evan
pulled her close and held her tightly until she recovered.

Asthey drew apart, Maris could hear Coll assuring Bari that her aunt was happy, that she was crying
with joy; and she saw SRella, sanding alittle gpart, her face dight with joy and affection.

"l giveup," Marissaid. Her voice was somewhat shaky. She wiped her face with her hands. "I have no
more excuses. | will go to Seatooth—we will go to Seatooth—as soon as we can get a ship out.”

What began as afew friends waking with SRellato the flyers cliff became a procession, an extension of
the celebration within the keep. Maris, Evan, and Coll were the popular heroes, and many wanted to be
closeto them, to see at first hand what was so specia about the flyer, the healer, and the singer who had
deposed atyrannical Landsman, stopped awar, and ended the eerie threat posed by the silent black
flyers. If anyone till dared think Tyahad done wrong and deserved her fate, it was thought slently,
privately, held as an unpopular opinion.

And yet even in this happy, admiring crowd, Maris knew, the old resentments were till buried. She had
not banished them forever, neither those between land-bound and flyer, nor the conflicts separating the
one-wings and the flyer-born. Sooner or later this battle would have to be fought again.

Thejourney through the mountain tunnel was not alonely onethistime. Voices echoed loudly off stone
walls, and a dozen torches blazed and smoked, making the damp, dark corridor a different place.

They emerged to adark, windy night, the stars obscured by clouds. Maris saw SRella standing near the
diff'sedge, talking with another flyer, aone-wing still wearing black. At the sght of SRellastanding on



that too-familiar cliff, Marisfet her somach clench, and her head red with dizziness. But for Evan's
support she felt she would have falen. She knew she didn't want to see SRellalegp from the cliff from
which she had falen, not once, but twice. She was suddenly afraid.

Severd youths darted forward now, loudly vying for the privilege of helping SRellaready hersdlf for
flight. SRdllahaf-turned, seeking Maris, and their eyes met. Maris drew a deep breath, steadying
hersdf, trying to empty hersdlf of fear, released Evan's hand and stepped forward. "Let me help,” she
sad.

She knew it so well. Thetexture of the cloth-of-metd, the heft of the wingsin her hands, the firm snap of
grutslocking into place. Even though she could no longer wear the wings hersdlf, dtill her handsloved this
task they knew so well, and there was a pleasure, even if rimmed about by sadness, in preparing SRella
for flight.

When the wings were fully extended, the find struts snapped into place, Marisfdt the return of her fear.
It wasirrational, she knew, and she could say nothing of it to SRella, but she felt that if SRella stepped
off that dangerous cliff it would beto fall, just as Maris had done.

Finaly, forcing hersdlf, Maris managed to say, "Go well." Her voice was very low.

SRdlalooked at her searchingly. "Ah, Maris" she said. "Y ou won't be sorry—you've made the right
choice. I'll see you soon.” Then, despairing of words, SRellaleaned forward and kissed her friend.

"Gowell,” SRdlasaid, oneflyer to another, and then she turned toward the cliff edge, toward the sea
and the open sky, and legped into the wind.

There was gpplause from the onlookers as SRella caught arising current and whedled above the dliff,
wings glinting darkly. Then, rising higher and heading out to sea, shewas|ost to Sght amost at once,
seeming to mergeinto the night sky.

Maris continued to gaze into the sky long after SRella had vanished. Her heart was full, but therewas a
seadfast certainty there, aswdll as pain, and even asmal spark of the old joy. She would survive. Even
without her wings, shewasaflyer Hill.

Epilogue

THE OLD WOMAN WOK E when the door opened, in aroom that smelled of sickness. Therewere
other odors aswell: salt water, smoke, seamold, the lingering scent of the spice teathat had gone cold
by her bedside. But over them dl was the smell of sckness, overpowering, cloying, making the room
seem thick and close.

In the doorway awoman was holding asmoking taper. The old woman could seeitslight, ashifting
ydlowish blur, and she could make out the figure holding it, and another figure beside her, dthough their
faceswerelost to her. Her vison was not what it once was. Her head throbbed terribly, asit often did
when she woke. It had been like that for years. She raised a soft, blue-veined hand to her forehead, and
squinted. "Who isit?" she asked.

"Odera," said the woman with the taper, in avoice the old woman recognized asthe heder's. "He's here,
the one you asked for. Are you strong enough to see him?”

"Yes" theold woman said. "Yes" She struggled to it up in her bed. "Come closer,” she said. "'l want to
seeyou."



"Shal | stay?" Oderaasked uncertainly. "Do you need me?'
"No," said the old woman. "No, I'm past hedling. Just him."

Odera nodded—the old woman could make out the gesture, though the face was a blur to her—Ilit the oil
lamps carefully with the taper, and shut the door when she lft.

The other visitor pulled a straight-back wooden chair across the room, and sat down close to the

beds de, where she could see him quite well. He was young. A boy, redly, not even twenty, beardless,
with afew pale wisps of blond hair trying to pass as amustache on his upper lip. Hishair was very pae
and very curly, hiseyebrows admog invisble. But he carried an instrument—akind of rude guitar, square
and with only four strings—and he began to tuneit as soon as he was seated. "Would you like meto play
something for you?' he asked. " Some specid song?' Hisvoice was pleasant, lilting, with just the hint of
an accent.

"Y ou arealong way from home," the old woman said.
He smiled. "How did you know?"

"Your voice" shesaid. "It'sbeen years and years since I've heard avoice like that. Y ou're from the
Outer Idands, aren't you?'

"Yes'" hesad. "My homeisalittle place right at the edge of theworld. Y ou've probably never heard of
it. It's called Stormhammer-the-Outermost.”

"Ah," shesaid. "l remember it well. Eastwatch Tower, and the ruins of the one that preceded it. That
bitter drink you people brew from roots. Y our Landsman insisted | try some, and laughed at the
expression on my facewhen | swalowed. He was adwarf. | never met an uglier man, or acleverer one.”

The singer looked briefly startled. "He's been dead some thirty years,” he said, "but you'reright, I've
heard the stories. Then you've been there?'

"Three or four times," she said, savoring hisreaction. "It was many years ago, before you were born. |
used to be aflyer.”

"Oh," hesaid, "of course. | should have guessed. Seatooth isfull of flyers, isit not?"

"Not redly,” shereplied. "Thisis Woodwings Academy, and those here are mostly dreamerswho have
yet to win their wings, or teachers who have long since set theirs down. Like me. | was ateacher, until |
got sick. Now | lie here and remember, mostly.”

The singer touched his strings, bringing forth abright burst of sound that faded quickly into sllence. "What
would you liketo hear?' he asked. "There'sanew song that's the rage of Stormtown.” Hisfaceféll. "It's
abit bawdy, though. Maybe you wouldnt likeit."

The old woman laughed. "Oh, | might, I might. Y ou might be surprised at the things | remember. | didn't
cal you hereto sing for me, though.”

He stared at her from wide green eyes. "What?' he said, puzzled. "But they told me—I| wasinaninnin
Stormtown, just arrived in fact, the ship from Eastern put in the day before yesterday, and suddenly this
boy came up and told me a singer was needed on Seatooth.”

"And you came. Left theinn. Weren't you doing well enough there?”



"Well enough,” he said. "I'd never been to the Shotans before, after all, and the customers weren't desf or
miserly. But—" He stopped abruptly, panic writ large on hisface.

"But you came anyway," the old woman said, "because they told you that adying woman had asked for a
anger.”
He said nothing.

"Don't fed guilty,” shesaid. "You aren't reveding any secrets. | know I'm dying. Oderaand | are frank
with each other. | probably should have died severd years ago. My head hurts constantly, and | fear I'm
going blind, and | aready seem to have outlived half the world. Oh, don't misunderstand me. | don't want
todie. But | don't especialy want to go on like this either. | don't like the pain, or my own helplessness.
Degth frightens me, but at least it will free me from the smdll in thisroom.” She saw his expression and
smiled gently. ™Y ou don't have to pretend you can't smdll it. | know it'sthere. The sick smell.” She Sighed.
"| prefer cleaner scents. Spices and st water, even sweat. Wind. Storm. | till remember the smell that
lightning leavesinitswake."

"Therearesongs| could sing,” the youth said carefully. "Glad songsto lighten your mood. Funny songs,
or sad onesif you prefer. It might makethe pain less.”

"Kivas makesthe pain less," the old woman replied. "Odera makesit strong, and sometimes lacesit with
sweetsong or other herbs. She gives me tesisto make me deep. | don't need your voice for my hurts.”

"I know I'm young," the Singer said, "but | am good. L et me show you."

"No." She smiled. "I'm sure you're good, redly | am. Though | probably wouldn't appreciate your taents.
Maybe my ears are going too, or perhapsit'sjust atrick of old age, but no singer I've heard in the last
ten years has seemed as good to me asthe ones | remember from years ago. I've listened to the best. |
heard SLassaand T'rhennian sing duets on Ve eth along time back. Jared of Geer has entertained me,
and homeless Gerri One-Eye, and Coll. | once knew a singer named Halland who sang me songs a good
deal bawdier than the one you were about to perform, 1'd wager. When | wasyoung, | even heard
Barrion sing, not once but many times."

"I'm as good as any of them," the singer said stubbornly.

The old woman sighed. "Don't pout,” she said sharply. "I'm sure you sing solendidly. But you'll never get
someone asold asmeto admit it."

He strummed hisinstrument nervoudy. "If you don't want a song for your deethbed,” he said, "then why
did you send to Stormtown for asinger?"

"I want to Sing to you," she said. "It won't hurt too much, although | can't play or carry atune. Mostly I'll
recite”

The singer set asde hisinstrument and folded hisarmsto listen. "A strange request,” he said, "but | wasa
listener long before | wasasinger. My nameis Daren, by the way."

"Good," shesaid. "'l am pleased to know you, Daren. | wish you could have known me when | was abit
more vigorous. Now listen carefully. | want you to learn these words, and sing this song after I'm gone, if
you think it'sgood enough. You will."

"I know agreat many songsdready,” he said.
"Not thisone," shereplied.



"Did you makeit up yoursdf?'

"No," shesaid, "no. It was sort of agift to me, afarewdl gift. My brother sang it to me ashelay dying,
and forced meto learn all thewords. Hewasin agreat dedl of pain at the time, and death wasa
kindnessfor him, but he would not go until he was satisfied that | had al the words committed to
memory. So | learned them quickly, crying al the while, and he died. It wasin atown on Little Shotan,
not quite ten years ago. So you can see that the song means agreat deal to me. Now, if you would,
pleeseligen.”

She beganto sing.

Her voice was old and worn, painfully thin, and her attempt to sSing strained it to its uttermost, so that
sometimes she coughed and wheezed. She had no sense of key, she knew, and she could not carry a
tune any morein her old age than in her youth. But she knew the words, she did know the words. Sad
words set to smple, soft, melancholy music.

It was a song about the death of avery famousflyer. When she grew old, the song said, and the days of
her life grew short, she found and took a pair of wings, as she had done once in her legendary youth.
And she strapped them on, and ran, and al of her friends came running after, shouting for her to stop, to
turn back, for she was very old and very weak, and she had not flown for years, and her mind was so
addled that she had not even remembered to unfold her wings. But she would not listen. She reached the
cliff before they could catch her, and plunged over the edge, fdling. Her friends cried out and covered
their eyes, not wanting to see her dashed againgt the sea. But, at the last moment, suddenly her wings
unfolded, springing out taut and silver from her shoulders. And the wind caught her, lifted her, and from
wherethey stood her friends heard her laughter. She circled high above them, her hair blowing in the
wind, her wings bright as hope, and they saw that she was young again. She waved farewdll to them,
dipped her wing in saute, and flew off toward the west, to vanish againgt the setting sun. She was never
Seen again.

There was sllence in the room when the old woman had finished singing her song. The singer st tilted
back in hischair, garing at the flickering of an oil lamp, his eyes gonefar away and thoughtful.

Finaly the old woman coughed irritably. "Wdl?' she said.

"Oh." He amiled and sat up. "I'm sorry. It'sanice song. | was just thinking how it would sound with some
music behind it."

"And with avoice Snging it, no doubt—one that didn't wheeze and strain quite so much." She nodded.
"WEell, it would sound very good, that's how it would sound. Did you get al the words?!

"Of course," he said. "Do you want meto sing it back to you?"'
"Yes" sad the old woman. "How e sewould | know if you got it right?"

The singer grinned and took up hisinstrument. "I knew you'd come around,” he said pleasantly. He
touched his strings, hisfingers moving with deceptive downess, and the little room filled with melancholy.
Then he sang her song back to her, in his high, swest, vibrant voice.

Hewas smiling when he had done. "Wel?'

"Don't look smug,” shesaid. "You got dl thewordsright.”
"And my singing?"



"Good," she admitted. "Good. And you'll get better, too.”

He was satisfied with that. "' see you did not exaggerate—you do recognize good singing.” They grinned
at each other. "It's odd that 1'd never heard that song before. I've done al the others about her, of
course, but never that one. | never even knew that Maris died that way." His green eyes were fixed on
her, and thelight reflected in them gave hisface apensive, thoughtful cast.

"Don't bedy," shesaid. "Y ou know perfectly well that I'm she, and | haven't died that way or any way.
Not yet, diat is. But soon, soon.”

"Will you redlly stedl wings again, and legp from acliff?"

She sighed. "That would waste apair of wings. | don't expect | could redly pull off Raven'sFall, not at
my age. Though I've always wanted to. | saw it done a bare half-dozen timesin my life, and thelast time
it wastried the girl had astrut break on her, and shedied. | never did it mysdlf. But | dreamed about it,
Daren, yes| did. It was the one thing | wanted to do that | never managed. Not abad thing to say of a
lifeaslongasmine”

"Not bad &t dl," he said.

"Asfor my death,” shesaid, "well, | expect I'll die here, in thisbed, in the not too distant future. Maybe
I'll make them carry me up outside, so | can see alast sunset. Or maybe not. My eyes are so bad that |
wouldn't see the sunset very well anyway." She made atsking sound. "In either case, after I'm dead some
flyer will ding my body into a harness, and struggle to get doft with my dead weight added to hisown,
and I'll beflown out to seaand given what iswidely known asaflyer burid. Why, | don't know. The
corpse certainly doesn't fly. When it's cut loose it drops like a stone, and sinks or gets eaten by scyllas. It
makes no sense, but that's the tradition.” She sighed. "Va One-Wing had the right idea. He's buried right
here on Seatooth, in a huge stone tomb with his statue on top. He designed it himself. | never could quite
disregard tradition theway Va could, however."

He nodded. " So you would rather have them remember this song than the way youll redlly die?"

She looked at him scornfully. "I thought you were asinger,” she said. She looked the other way. "A
singer should understand. The song—thet istheway | really die. Coll knew that, when he made the song
for me"

Theyoung singer hesitated. "But—"

The door to the room opened again, and Odera the healer was back in the doorway, with ataper in one
hand and aglassin the other. "Enough singing,” shesaid. "Y ou'll wear yourself out. It'stime for your
desping draught.”

The old woman nodded. "Yes," she said. "My head is getting worse. Don't ever fal onto rocksfrom a
thousand feet up, Daren. Or if you do, don't land on your head.” She took the tesis from Oderas hand,
and drained it straightaway. "Terrible," shesaid. "Y ou could at least flavor it."

Oderabegan to pull Daren toward the door. He stopped before he was quite there. "The song," he said,
"Il angit. Otherswill Sng it too. But | won't Sng it until—you know—until | hear .

She nodded, drowsiness dready stedling into her limbs, the smal dow pardysis of tesis. "That would be
appropriate,” shesad.

"What isit cdled?' hesad. "The song?"



" TheLast Hight," shetold him, smiling. Her last flight, of course, and Coll'slast song. That seemed
appropriate too.

"TheLast FHight," he repeated. "Maris, | understand, | think. The songistrue, isn't it?"

"True," she agreed. But she was not sure he heard her. Her voice was weak, and Odera had dragged
him outside and was shutting the door between them. Some time later the healer returned to snuff the oil
lamps, and she was | eft donein asmal dark room that smelled of sickness, beneath the ancient
bloodsoaked stone of Woodwings Academy.

Despite thetesis, she found she could not deep. A kind of excitement was on her, adizzy, giddy feeling
she had not knowninalongtime.

Somewhere far above her head, she thought she could hear the storm beginning, and the sound of rain
drumming against weathered rock. The fortress was strong, strong, and she knew it would not collapse.
Stll, somehow shefdt that tonight might be the night when, findly, after dl these years, shewould go to
see her father.
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