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      WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE

      THE CHRONICLES OF

      THOMAS COVENANT THE UNBELIEVER

      As a young man – a novelist, happily married, with an infant son, Roger – Thomas Covenant is inexplicably stricken with leprosy.
         In a leprosarium, where the last two fingers of his right hand are amputated, he learns that leprosy is incurable. As it progresses,
         it produces numbness, often killing its victims by leaving them unaware of injuries which then become infected. Medications
         arrest the progress of Covenant’s affliction; but he is taught that his only real hope of survival lies in protecting himself
         obsessively from any form of damage.
      

      Horrified by his illness, he returns to his home on Haven Farm, where his wife, Joan, has abandoned and divorced him in order
         to protect their son from exposure.
      

      Other blows to his emotional stability follow. Fearing the mysterious nature of his illness, the people around him cast him
         in the traditional role of the leper: a pariah, outcast and unclean. In addition, he discovers that he has become impotent
         – and unable to write. Grimly he struggles to go on living; but as the pressure of his loneliness mounts, he begins to experience
         prolonged episodes of unconsciousness, during which he appears to have adventures in a magical realm known only as ‘the Land’.
      

      In the Land, physical and emotional health are tangible forces, made palpable by an eldritch energy called Earthpower. Because
         vitality and beauty are concrete qualities, as plain to the senses as size and colour, the well-being of the physical world
         has become the guiding precept of the Land’s people. When Covenant first encounters them, in Lord Foul’s Bane, they greet him as the reincarnation of an ancient hero, Berek Halfhand, because he, too, has lost half of his hand. Also he possesses a white gold ring – his wedding band – which they
         know to be a talisman of great power, able to wield ‘the wild magic that destroys peace’.
      

      Shortly after he first appears in the Land, Covenant’s leprosy and impotence disappear, cured by Earthpower; and this, he
         knows, is impossible. Indeed, the mere idea that he possesses some form of magical power threatens his ability to sustain
         the stubborn disciplines on which his survival depends. Therefore he chooses to interpret his translation to the Land as a
         dream or hallucination. He responds to his welcome and health with Unbelief: the harsh, dogged assertion that the Land is
         not real.
      

      Because of his Unbelief, his initial reactions to the people and wonders of the Land are at best dismissive, at worst despicable.
         At one point, overwhelmed by sensations he can neither accept nor control, and certain that his experiences are not real,
         he rapes Lena, a young girl who has befriended him. However, the people of the Land decline to punish or reject him for his
         actions. As Berek Halfhand reborn, he is beyond judgment. And there is an ancient prophecy concerning the white gold wielder:
         ‘With the one word of truth or treachery,/he will save or damn the Earth.’ Covenant’s new companions in the Land know that
         they cannot make his choices for him. They can only hope that he will eventually follow Berek’s example by saving the Land.
      

      At first, such forbearance achieves little, although Covenant cannot deny that he is moved by the ineffable beauties of this
         world, as well as by the kindness of its people. During his travels, however, first with Lena’s mother, Atiaran, then with
         the Giant Saltheart Foamfollower, and finally with the Lords of Revelstone, he learns enough of the history of the Land to
         understand what is at stake.
      

      The Land has an ancient enemy, Lord Foul the Despiser, who dreams of destroying the Arch of Time – thereby destroying not
         only the Land but the entire Earth – in order to escape what he perceives to be a prison. Against this evil stands the Council
         of Lords, men and women who have dedicated their lives to nurturing the health of the Land, to studying the lost lore and
         wisdom of Berek and his long-dead descendants, and to opposing Despite.
      

      Unfortunately these Lords possess only a small fraction of the power of their predecessors. The Staff of Law, Berek’s primary instrument of Earthpower, has been hidden from them. And the lore
         of Law and Earthpower seems inherently inadequate to defeat Lord Foul. Wild magic rather than Law is the crux of Time. Without
         it, the Arch cannot be destroyed; but neither can it be defended.
      

      Hence both the Lords and the Despiser seek Thomas Covenant’s allegiance. The Lords attempt to win his aid with courage and
         compassion: the Despiser, through manipulation. And in this contest Covenant’s Unbelief appears to place him on the side of
         the Despiser.
      

      Nevertheless Covenant cannot deny his reaction to the Land’s apparent transcendence. And as he is granted more and more friendship
         by the Lords and denizens of the Land, he finds that he is now dismayed by his earlier violence towards Lena. He faces an
         insoluble conundrum: the Land cannot be real, yet it feels entirely real. His heart responds to its loveliness – and that
         response has the potential to kill him by undermining his necessary habits of wariness and hopelessness.
      

      Trapped within this contradiction, he attempts to escape through a series of unspoken bargains. In Lord Foul’s Bane, he grants the Lords his passive support, hoping that this will enable him to avoid accepting the possibilities – the responsibilities
         – of his white gold ring. And at first his hopes are realised. The Lords find the lost Staff of Law; their immediate enemy,
         one of Lord Foul’s servants, is defeated; and Covenant himself is released from the Land.
      

      Back in his real world, however, he discovers that he has in fact gained nothing. Indeed, his plight has worsened: he remains
         a leper; and his experience of friendship and magic in the Land has weakened his ability to endure his outcast loneliness
         on Haven Farm. When he is translated to the Land a second time, in The Illearth War, he knows that he must devise a new bargain.
      

      During his absence, the Land’s plight has worsened as well. Decades have passed in the Land; and in that time Lord Foul has
         gained and mastered the Illearth Stone, an ancient bane of staggering power. With it, the Despiser has created an army which
         now marches to overwhelm the Lords of Revelstone. Although the Lords hold the Staff of Law, they lack sufficient might to
         withstand the evil horde. They need the strength of wild magic.
      

      Other developments also tighten the grip of Covenant’s dilemma. The Council is now led by High Lord Elena, his daughter by
         his rape of Lena. With her, he begins to experience the real consequences of his violence: it is clear to him – if to no one
         else – that she is not completely sane. In addition, the army of the Lords is led by a man named Hile Troy, who appears to
         have come to the Land from Covenant’s own world. Troy’s presence radically erodes Covenant’s self-protective Unbelief.
      

      Now more than ever Covenant feels that he must resolve his conundrum. Again he posits a bargain. He will give the defenders
         of the Land his active support. Specifically he will join Elena on a quest to discover the source of EarthBlood, the most
         concentrated form of Earthpower. But in return he will continue to deny that his ring holds any power. He will accept no responsibility
         for the ultimate fate of the Land.
      

      This time, however, the results of his bargain are disastrous. Using the Illearth Stone, Lord Foul slaughters the Giants of
         Seareach. Hile Troy is only able to defeat the Despiser’s army by giving his soul to Caerroil Wildwood, the Forestal of Garroting
         Deep. And Covenant’s help enables Elena to find the EarthBlood, which she uses to sever one of the necessary boundaries between
         life and death. Her instability leads her to think that the dead will have more power against Lord Foul than the living. But
         she is terribly wrong; and in the resulting catastrophe both she and the Staff of Law are lost.
      

      Covenant returns to his real world knowing that his attempts to resolve his dilemma have served the Despiser.

      Nearly broken by his failures, he visits the Land once more in The Power that Preserves, where he discovers the full cost of his actions. Dead, his daughter now serves Lord Foul, using the Staff of Law to wreak
         havoc. Her mother, Lena, has lost her mind. And the defenders of the Land are besieged by an army too vast and powerful to
         be defeated.
      

      Covenant still has no solution to his conundrum: only wild magic can save the Land, yet he cannot afford to accept its reality.
         However, sickened at heart by Lena’s madness, and by the imminent ruin of the Land, he resolves to confront the Despiser himself.
         He has no hope of defeating Lord Foul, but he would rather sacrifice himself for the sake of an unreal yet magical place than
         preserve his outcast life in his real world.
      

      Before he can reach the Despiser, however, he must first face dead Elena and the Staff of Law. He cannot oppose her; yet she
         defeats herself when her attack on him draws an overwhelming response from his ring – a response which also destroys the Staff.
      

      Accompanied only by his old friend, the Giant Saltheart Foamfollower, Covenant finally gains his confrontation with Lord Foul
         and the Illearth Stone. Facing the full force of the Despiser’s savagery and malice, he at last finds the solution to his
         conundrum, ‘the eye of the paradox’: the point of balance between accepting that the Land is real and insisting that it is
         not. On that basis, he is able to combat Lord Foul by using the dire might of the Illearth Stone to trigger the wild magic
         of his ring. With that power, he shatters both the Stone and Lord Foul’s home, thereby ending the threat of the Despiser’s
         evil.
      

      When he returns to his own world for the last time, he learns that his new-found balance benefits him there as well. He knows
         now that the reality or unreality of the Land is less important than his love for it; and this insight gives him the strength
         to face his life as a pariah without fear or bitterness.
      

      THE SECOND CHRONICLES OF THOMAS COVENANT

      
      For ten years after the events of The Power that Preserves, Covenant lives alone on Haven Farm, writing novels. He is still an outcast, but he has one friend, Dr Julius Berenford.
         Then, however, two damaged women enter his life.
      

      
      His ex-wife, Joan, returns to him, violently insane. Leaving Roger with her parents, she has spent some time in a commune
         which has dedicated itself to the service of Despite, and which has chosen Covenant to be the victim of its evil. Hoping to
         spare anyone else the hazards of involvement, Covenant attempts to care for Joan alone.
      

      
      When Covenant refuses aid, Dr Berenford enlists Dr Linden Avery, a young physician whom he has recently hired. Like Joan,
         she has been badly hurt, although in entirely different ways. As a young girl, she was locked in a room with her father while
         he committed suicide. And as a teenager, she killed her mother, an act of euthanasia to which she felt compelled by her mother’s illness and pain. Loathing death, Linden has become a doctor in a haunted attempt to erase her past.
      

      
      At Dr Berenford’s urging, she intrudes on Covenant’s treatment of his ex-wife. When members of Joan’s commune attack Haven
         Farm, seeking Covenant’s death, Linden attempts to intervene, but she is struck down before she can save him. As a result,
         she accompanies him when he is returned to the Land.
      

      
      During Covenant’s absence, several thousand years have passed, and the Despiser has regained his power. As before, he seeks
         to use Covenant’s wild magic in order to break the Arch of Time and escape his prison. In The Wounded Land, however, Covenant and Linden soon learn that Lord Foul has fundamentally altered his methods. Instead of relying on armies
         and warfare to goad Covenant, the Despiser has devised an attack on the natural Law which gives the Land its beauty and health.
      

      
      The overt form of this attack is the Sunbane, a malefic corona around the sun which produces extravagant surges of fertility,
         rain, drought and pestilence in mad succession. So great is the Sunbane’s power and destructiveness that it has come to dominate
         all life in the Land. Yet the Sunbane is not what it appears to be. And its organic virulence serves primarily to mask Lord
         Foul’s deeper manipulations.
      

      
      He has spent centuries corrupting the Council of Lords. That group now rules over the Land as the Clave; and it is led by
         a Raver, one of the Despiser’s most ancient and potent servants. The Clave extracts blood from the people of the Land to feed
         the Banefire, an enormous blaze which purportedly hinders the Sunbane, but which actually increases it.
      

      
      However, the hidden purpose of the Clave and the Banefire is to inspire from Covenant an excessive exertion of wild magic.
         And towards that end, another Raver afflicts Covenant with a venom intended to cripple his control over his power. When the
         venom has done its work, Covenant will be unable to defend the Land without unleashing so much force that he destroys the
         Arch.
      

      
      As for Linden Avery, Lord Foul intends to use her loathing of death against her. She alone is gifted or cursed with the health-sense
         which once informed and guided all the people of the Land by enabling them to perceive physical and emotional health directly.
         For that reason, she is uniquely vulnerable to the malevolence of the Sunbane, as well as to the insatiable malice of the Ravers. The manifest evil into which she has been plunged threatens the core of her identity.
      

      
      Linden’s health-sense accentuates her potential as a healer. However, it also gives her the capacity to possess other people;
         to reach so deeply into them that she can control their actions. By this means, Lord Foul intends to cripple her morally:
         he seeks to transform her into a woman who will possess Covenant in order to misuse his power. Thus she will give the Despiser
         what he wants even if Covenant does not.
      

      
      And if those ploys fail, Lord Foul has other stratagems in place to achieve his ends.

      
      Horrified in their separate ways by what has been done to the Land, Covenant and Linden wish to confront the Clave in Revelstone;
         but on their own, they cannot survive the complex perils of the Sunbane. Fortunately they gain the help of two villagers,
         Sunder and Hollian. Sunder and Hollian have lived with the Sunbane all their lives, and their experience enables Covenant
         and Linden to avoid ruin as they travel.
      

      
      But Linden, Sunder and Hollian are separated from Covenant near a region known as Andelain, captured by the Clave while he
         enters Andelain alone. It was once the most beautiful and Earthpowerful place in the Land; and he now discovers that it alone
         remains intact, defended from the Sunbane by the last Forestal, Caer-Caveral, who was formerly Hile Troy. There Covenant encounters
         his Dead, the spectres of his long-gone friends. They offer him advice and guidance for the struggle ahead. And they give
         him a gift: a strange ebony creature named Vain, an artificial being created for a hidden purpose by ur-viles, former servants
         of the Despiser.
      

      
      Aided by Waynhim, benign relatives – and ancient enemies – of the ur-viles, Covenant hastens towards Revelstone to rescue
         his friends. When he encounters the Clave, he learns the cruellest secret of the Sunbane: it was made possible by his destruction
         of the Staff of Law thousands of years ago. Desperate to undo the harm which he has unwittingly caused, he risks wild magic
         in order to free Linden, Sunder and Hollian, as well as a number of Haruchai, powerful warriors who at one time served the Council of Lords.
      

      
      With his friends, Vain and a small group of Haruchai, Covenant then sets out to locate the One Tree, the wood from which Berek originally fashioned the Staff of Law. Covenant hopes to devise
         a new Staff with which to oppose the Clave and the Sunbane.
      

      
      Travelling eastwards, towards the Sunbirth Sea, Covenant and his companions encounter a party of Giants, seafaring beings
         from the homeland of the lost Giants of Seareach. One of them, Cable Seadreamer, has had a vision of a terrible threat to
         the Earth, and the Giants have sent out a Search to discover the danger.
      

      
      Convinced that this threat is the Sunbane, Covenant persuades the Search to help him find the One Tree; and in The One Tree, Covenant, Linden, Vain and several Haruchai set sail aboard the Giantship Starfare’s Gem, leaving Sunder and Hollian to rally the people of the Land against the Clave.
      

      
      The quest for the One Tree takes Covenant and Linden first to the land of the Elohim, cryptic beings of pure Earthpower who appear to understand and perhaps control the destiny of the Earth. The Elohim agree to reveal the location of the One Tree, but they exact a price: they cripple Covenant’s mind, enclosing his consciousness
         in a kind of stasis, purportedly to protect the Earth from his growing power, but in fact to prevent him from carrying out
         Vain’s unnamed purpose. Guided now by Linden’s determination rather than Covenant’s, the Search sets sail for the Isle of
         the One Tree.
      

      
      Unexpectedly, however, they are joined by one of the Elohim, Findail, who has been Appointed to bear the consequences if Vain’s purpose does not fail.
      

      
      Linden soon finds that she is unable to free Covenant’s mind without possessing him, which she fears to do, knowing that she
         may unleash his power. When she and all of her companions are imprisoned in Bhrathairealm, however, she succeeds at restoring his consciousness – much to Findail’s dismay. Covenant then fights and masters a Sandgorgon,
         a fierce monster of the Great Desert. The creature’s rampage through Bhrathairealm enables Covenant, Linden and their companions to escape.
      

      
      At last, Starfare’s Gem reaches the Isle of the One Tree, where one of the Haruchai, Brinn, contrives to replace the Tree’s Guardian. But when Covenant, Linden and their companions approach their goal, they
         learn that they have been misled by the Despiser – and by the Elohim. Covenant’s attempt to obtain wood for a new Staff of Law begins to rouse the Worm of the World’s End. Once awakened, the
         Worm will accomplish Lord Foul’s release from Time.
      

      
      At the cost of his own life, Seadreamer succeeds at making Linden aware of the true danger. She in turn is able to forestall
         Covenant. Nevertheless the Worm has been disturbed, and its restlessness forces the Search to flee as the Isle sinks into
         the sea, taking the One Tree beyond reach.
      

      
      Defeated, the Search sets course for the Land in White Gold Wielder. Covenant now believes that he has no alternative except to confront the Clave directly, to quench the Banefire, and then
         to battle the Despiser; and Linden is determined to aid him, in part because she has come to love him, and in part because
         she fears his unchecked wild magic.
      

      
      With great difficulty, they eventually reach Revelstone, where they are rejoined by Sunder, Hollian and several Haruchai. Together the Land’s few defenders give battle to the Clave. After a fierce struggle, the companions corner the Raver that
         commands the Clave. There Seadreamer’s brother, Grimmand Honninscrave, with the help of a Sandgorgon, sacrifices his life
         in order to make possible the ‘rending’ of the Raver. As a result, the Sandgorgon gains a scrap of the Raver’s sentience.
         Then Covenant flings himself into the Banefire, using its dark theurgy to transform the venom in his veins so that he can
         quench the Banefire without threatening the Arch. The Sunbane remains, but its evil no longer grows.
      

      
      When the Clave has been dispersed, and Revelstone has been cleansed, Covenant and Linden turn towards Mount Thunder, where
         the Despiser now resides. As they travel, still followed by Vain and Findail, Linden’s fears mount. She realises that Covenant
         does not mean to fight Lord Foul. That contest, Covenant believes, will unleash enough force to destroy Time. Afraid that
         he will surrender to the Despiser, Linden prepares herself to possess him again, although she now understands that possession
         is a great evil.
      

      
      Yet when she and Covenant finally face Lord Foul, deep within the Wightwarrens of Mount Thunder, she is possessed herself
         by a Raver; and her efforts to win free of that dark spirit’s control leave her unwilling to interfere with Covenant’s choices. As she has feared, he does surrender, giving Lord Foul his ring. But when the Despiser
         turns wild magic against Covenant, slaying his body, the altered venom is burned out of Covenant’s spirit, and he becomes
         a being of pure wild magic, able to sustain the Arch despite the fury of Lord Foul’s attacks. Eventually the Despiser expends
         so much of his own essence that he effectively defeats himself; and Covenant’s ring falls to Linden.
      

      
      Meanwhile, she has gleaned an understanding of Vain’s purpose – and of Findail’s Appointed role. Vain is pure structure: Findail,
         pure fluidity. Using Covenant’s ring, Linden melds the two beings into a new Staff of Law. Then, guided by her health-sense
         and her physician’s instincts, she reaches out with the restored power of Law to erase the Sunbane and begin the healing of
         the Land.
      

      
      When she is done, Linden fades from the Land and returns to her own world, where she finds that Covenant is indeed dead. Yet
         she now holds his wedding ring. And when Dr Berenford comes looking for her, she discovers that her time with Covenant and
         her own victories have transformed her. She is now truly Linden Avery the Chosen, as she was called in the Land: she can choose
         to live her old life in an entirely new way.
      

      
      THE LAST CHRONICLES OF THOMAS COVENANT

      
      In Book One, The Runes of the Earth, ten years have passed for Linden Avery; and in that time, her life has changed. She has adopted a son, Jeremiah, now fifteen,
         who was horribly damaged during her first translation to the Land, losing half of his right hand and – apparently – all ordinary
         use of his mind. He displays a peculiar genius: he is able to build astonishing structures out of such toys as Tinkertoys
         and Lego. But in every other way, he is entirely unreactive. Nonetheless Linden is devoted to him, giving him all of her frustrated
         love for Thomas Covenant and the Land.
      

      
      In addition, she has become the Chief Medical Officer of a local psychiatric hospital, where Covenant’s ex-wife, Joan, is
         now a patient. For a time, Joan’s condition resembles a vegetative catatonia. But then she starts to punish herself, punching her temple incessantly in an apparent effort to bring about her own death. Only the
         restoration of her white gold wedding band calms her, although it does not altogether prevent her violence.
      

      
      As the story begins, Roger Covenant has reached twenty-one, and has come to claim custody of his mother: custody which Linden
         refuses, in part because she has no legal authority to release Joan, and in part because she does not trust Roger. To this
         setback, Roger responds by kidnapping his mother at gunpoint. And when Linden goes to the hospital to deal with the aftermath
         of Roger’s attack, Roger captures Jeremiah as well.
      

      
      Separately Linden and the police locate Roger, Joan and Jeremiah. But while Linden confronts Roger, Joan is struck by lightning,
         and Roger opens fire on the police. In the ensuing fusillade, Linden, Roger and Jeremiah are cut down; and Linden finds herself
         once again translated to the Land, where Lord Foul’s disembodied voice informs her that he has gained possession of her son.
      

      
      As before, several thousand years have passed in the Land, and everything that Linden knew has changed. The Land has been
         healed, restored to its former loveliness and potency. Now, however, it is ruled by Masters, Haruchai who have dedicated themselves to the suppression of all magical knowledge and power. And their task is simplified by an eerie
         smog called Kevin’s Dirt, which blinds the people of the Land – as well as Linden – to the wealth of Earthpower all around
         them.
      

      
      Yet the Land is threatened by perils which the Masters cannot defeat. Caesures – disruptions of time – wreak havoc, appearing and disappearing randomly as Joan releases insane blasts of wild magic. In
         addition, one of the Elohim has visited the Land, warning of dangers which include various monsters – and an unnamed halfhand. And the new Staff of Law that Linden created at the end of White Gold Wielder has been lost.
      

      
      Desperate to locate and rescue Jeremiah, Linden soon acquires companions, both willing and reluctant: Anele, an ancient, Earthpowerful,
         and blind madman who claims that he is ‘the hope of the Land’, and whose insanity varies with the surfaces – stone, dirt,
         grass – on which he stands; Liand, a naïve young man from Mithil Stonedown; Stave, a Master who distrusts Linden and wishes
         to imprison Anele; a small group of ur-viles, artificial creatures that were at one time among Lord Foul’s most dire minions; and a band of Ramen, the
         human servants of the Ranyhyn, Earthpowerful horses that once inhabited the Land. Among the Ramen, Linden discovers that the
         Ranyhyn intend to aid her in her search for her son. And she meets Esmer, the tormented and powerful descendant of the lost
         Haruchai Cail and the corrupted Elohim Kastenessen.
      

      
      From Esmer, Linden learns the nature of the caesures. She is told that the ur-viles intend to protect her from betrayal by Esmer. And she finds that Anele knows where the Staff
         of Law was lost thousands of years ago.
      

      
      Because she has no power except Covenant’s ring, which she is only able to use with great difficulty – because she has no
         idea where Lord Foul has taken Jeremiah – and because she fears that she will not be able to travel the Land against the opposition
         of the Masters – Linden decides to risk entering a caesure. She hopes that it will take her into the past, to the time when her Staff of Law was lost, and that Anele will then be able
         to guide her to the Staff. Accompanied by Anele, Liand, Stave, the ur-viles and three Ramen – the Manethrall Mahrtiir and
         his two Cords, Bhapa and Pahni – Linden rides into the temporal chaos of Joan’s power.
      

      
      Thanks to the theurgy of the ur-viles, and to the guidance of the Ranyhyn, she and her companions emerge from the caesure more than three thousand years in their past, where they find that the Staff has been hidden and protected by a group of
         Waynhim. When she reclaims the Staff, however, she is betrayed by Esmer: using powers inherited from Kastenessen, he brings
         a horde of Demondim out of the Land’s deep past to assail her. The Demondim are monstrous beings, the makers of the ur-viles
         and Waynhim, and they attack with both their own fierce lore and the baleful energy of the Illearth Stone, which they siphon
         through a caesure from an era before Thomas Covenant’s first visit to the Land.
      

      
      Fearing that the attack of the Demondim will damage the integrity of the Land’s history, Linden uses Covenant’s ring to create
         a caesure of her own. That disruption of time carries her, all of her companions, and the Demondim to her natural present. To her surprise,
         however, her caesure deposits her and everyone with her before the gates of Revelstone, the seat of the Masters. While the Masters fight a hopeless
         battle against the Demondim, she and her companions enter the ambiguous sanctuary of Lord’s Keep.
      

      
      In Revelstone, Linden meets Handir, called the Voice of the Masters: their leader. And she encounters the Humbled, Galt, Branl
         and Clyme: three Haruchai who have been maimed to resemble Thomas Covenant, and whose purpose is to embody the moral authority of the Masters. Cared
         for by a mysterious – and oddly comforting – woman named the Mahdoubt, Linden tries to imagine how she can persuade the Masters
         to aid her search for Jeremiah, and for the salvation of the Land. However, when she confronts Handir, the Humbled and other
         Masters, all of her arguments are turned aside. Although the Masters are virtually helpless against the Demondim, they refuse
         to countenance Linden’s desires. Only Stave elects to stand with her: an act of defiance for which he is punished and spurned
         by his kinsmen.
      

      
      The confrontation ends abruptly when news comes that riders are approaching Revelstone. From the battlements, Linden sees
         four Masters racing to reach Lord’s Keep ahead of the Demondim. With the Masters are Thomas Covenant and Jeremiah. And Jeremiah
         has emerged enthusiastically from his unreactive passivity.
      

      
      In Fatal Revenant, the arrival of Covenant and Jeremiah brings turmoil. They are tangibly present and powerful, able to evade the forces of
         the Demondim. Yet they give no satisfactory account of their presence. And they refuse to let Linden touch them: they refuse
         to acknowledge her love. Instead they insist on being sequestered until they are ready to talk to her.
      

      
      Meanwhile the Demondim mass at the gates, apparently preparing the evil of the Illearth Stone to destroy Revelstone. But they
         do not attack.
      

      
      Profoundly shaken, Linden retreats alone to the plateau above Lord’s Keep to await Covenant’s summons. There she calls for
         Esmer, hoping that he will hear her – and that he will answer her questions. When he manifests himself, however, he surprises
         her by bringing more creatures out of the Land’s distant past: a band of ur-viles and a smaller number of Waynhim who have
         joined together to serve Linden. Cryptically Esmer informs her that the creatures have prepared ‘manacles’. And he reveals
         that the Demondim besieging Revelstone are now working in concert with Kastenessen. But he avoids Linden’s other questions.
         Instead, for no apparent reason, he tells her that she ‘must be the first to drink of the EarthBlood’.
      

      
      When Esmer vanishes, Covenant’s summons comes. Linden meets with Covenant and Jeremiah in their chambers – an encounter which
         only exacerbates her distress. Covenant speaks primarily in non sequiturs and evasions, although he insists that he knows
         how to save the Land. At the same time, Jeremiah pleads with Linden to trust his companion: he considers Covenant his friend.
         Feeling both rejected and suspicious, Linden refuses when Covenant asks for his white gold ring. In response, Covenant demands
         that she join him on the plateau, where he will show her how he intends to save the Land.
      

      
      Linden complies. She knows no other way to discover why and how her loved ones have changed. Instead of revealing their intentions
         for the Land, however, Covenant and Jeremiah create a portal which snatches her away from her present. Without transition,
         she finds herself with Covenant and Jeremiah ten millennia in the Land’s past, during the time of Berek Halfhand’s last wars
         before he became the first of the High Lords.
      

      
      They are near the dire forest of Garroting Deep – and they are far from the place and time that Covenant and Jeremiah sought.
         Instead they have been deflected from their destination by a man called the Theomach, who appears to have a mystical relationship
         with time. He is one of the Insequent, a race of humans who pursue arcane knowledge and power in complete isolation from each
         other: a race whose only shared trait, apparently, is a loathing for the Elohim. The Theomach interfered with Covenant and Jeremiah because he believed that their intentions were too dangerous – and because
         he wished to frustrate any interference by the Elohim.
      

      
      The result, however, is that Linden, Covenant and Jeremiah stand in the dead of winter many brutal leagues from Melenkurion Skyweir, where Covenant and Jeremiah hope to use the EarthBlood and the Power of Command to defeat Lord Foul permanently.
         They are too close to Garroting Deep; and they have no warm clothing or supplies. In desperation, Linden decides to approach
         Berek for help. Accompanied by the Theomach, Covenant and Jeremiah, she wins the future High Lord’s trust by healing many
         of his injured – and by introducing him to his own newborn health-sense.
      

      
      Afterwards the Theomach accomplishes his own purpose by persuading Berek to accept him as a guide and teacher. To show his
         good faith, he speaks the Seven Words. They are a mighty invocation of Earthpower which Linden has never heard before.
      

      
      With supplies and horses provided by Berek Halfhand, Linden, Covenant and Jeremiah begin the arduous trip along the Last Hills
         towards Melenkurion Skyweir. But when the exhausted mounts start to die, Covenant and Jeremiah transport Linden to the Skyweir through a series
         of spatial portals. On a plateau below the towering mountain, Jeremiah reveals the magic of his talent for constructs. With
         the right materials, he is able to devise ‘doors’: doors from one place to another; doors that bypass time; doors between
         realities. Building a door shaped like a large wooden box, he conveys himself, Covenant and Linden deep into Melenkurion Skyweir, to the hidden caves of the EarthBlood.
      

      
      Covenant is now ready to exert the Power of Command. But Linden drinks first, remembering Esmer’s counsel. She then uses her
         Command to expose the secrets of her companions.
      

      
      At once, a glamour is dispelled. Covenant shows his true form: he is Roger Covenant, not Thomas, and he despises all that
         his father loves. His right hand wields immense power: it is Kastenessen’s, grafted onto him to give him magicks which he
         does not naturally possess. And on Jeremiah’s back rides one of the croyel, a succubus that both feeds from and strengthens its host. The sentience that Jeremiah has demonstrated is the croyel’s, not his own. Gloating, Roger explains that he and the croyel aspire to become gods when the Arch of Time falls. Bringing Linden into the past – and bringing her here – was an attempt
         to trick her into performing some action which would irretrievably violate the Land’s history, thereby causing the Arch to
         crumble. So far, she has avoided that danger. But now she is trapped ten thousand years in the Land’s past and cannot escape.
      

      
      A terrible battle follows, during which the Staff of Law turns black. Using her Staff and the Seven Words to draw on the EarthBlood,
         Linden forces Roger and her possessed son to retreat. While an earthquake splits Melenkurion Skyweir, however, Roger and Jeremiah escape Linden and the past, leaving her stranded.
      

      
      The experience transforms Linden. Assured of her own inadequacy, she now believes that only Thomas Covenant can accomplish what must be done. At the same time, her determination to save Jeremiah
         becomes even stronger – and more unscrupulous.
      

      
      After an encounter with Caerroil Wildwood, the Forestal of Garroting Deep, who engraves her Staff with runes to make it more
         powerful, she is rescued from the past by the Mahdoubt. Here the Mahdoubt is revealed as one of the Insequent. When Linden
         is returned to Revelstone and her friends in her proper time, she learns that Liand has acquired a piece of orcrest, a stone capable of channelling Earthpower in various ways. She also hears that a stranger has single-handedly destroyed
         the entire horde of the Demondim.
      

      
      Meeting this stranger, she finds that he is the Harrow, yet another Insequent. He covets both her Staff and Covenant’s ring,
         and he has the power to take them by emptying her mind, depriving her of will. However, the Mahdoubt intervenes. Violating
         the fundamental ethics which govern the Insequent, she opposes the Harrow and defeats him, winning from him the promise that
         he will not wrest the Staff of Law and Covenant’s ring from Linden by force: a victory which costs the Mahdoubt her own life.
         After assuring Linden that he will gain his desires by other means later, the Harrow disappears.
      

      
      The next day, Linden, her friends and the three Humbled summon Ranyhyn and ride away from Revelstone. Because she still has
         no idea where Jeremiah is hidden, or how to rescue him, her stated intention is to reach Andelain and consult with the Dead,
         as Covenant once did long ago. For reasons which she does not explain, she also hopes to recover High Lord Loric’s krill, an eldritch dagger forged to wield quantities of power too great for any unaided mortal.
      

      
      Along the way, she and her companions come upon a Woodhelven, a tree-village, which has been destroyed by a caesure: a caesure controlled by Esmer as a weapon against the Harrow. From them, she learns that the Harrow knows where Jeremiah has been hidden
         – and that Esmer intends to prevent the Insequent from revealing his secret. At the same time, Roger Covenant attacks with
         an army of Cavewights. Like Esmer, Roger desires the Harrow’s death. In the ensuing battle, Linden’s company is soon overwhelmed.
         Frantic, she takes a wild gamble: she tries to summon a Sandgorgon, a savage monster that once aided Covenant against the Clave. Six Sandgorgons charge into the fight, routing Roger and the Cavewights, and allowing the Harrow to escape
         with his life.
      

      
      Later Linden hears that a large number of Sandgorgons have come to the Land, driven by the rent remnants of a Raver’s malign
         spirit. In Covenant’s name, they answered Linden’s call. But now they have repaid their debt to him. They seek a new outlet
         for their own savage hungers, and for the Raver’s malice.
      

      
      When Linden and her companions have done what they can for the homeless tree-villagers, they ride on to Salva Gildenbourne,
         a great forest which encircles most of Andelain. There they encounter a party of Giants, Swordmainnir, all women, except for
         one deranged man, Longwrath, who is their prisoner. When the Giants and Linden’s company reach a place of comparative safety,
         they stop to rest and exchange tales.
      

      
      The leader of the Giants, Rime Coldspray, the Ironhand, explains that Longwrath is a Swordmain who has been possessed by a
         geas: some external force drives him to kill an unnamed woman. With nine of her fellow Swordmainnir, the Ironhand has been following
         him across the seas, seeking the cause or purpose of his geas. After acquiring an apparently powerful sword, he has led the Giants to the Land. Here it becomes clear that the woman he
         feels coerced to kill is Linden herself.
      

      
      To protect Linden, and for the sake of Linden’s old friendship with the Giants of the Search, the Swordmainnir agree to accompany
         her to Andelain. But during the next day, they are assailed by the skurj, fiery worm-like monsters that serve Kastenessen. Two of the Giants are killed. Yet Liand saves the company by using his
         orcrest to summon a thunderstorm. The downpour forces the skurj underground, and the surviving companions are able to flee once more.
      

      
      At last, they reach the safety of Andelain. The sacred Hills are warded by the Wraiths, small candle-flame sprites that repulse
         evil by drawing power from the awakened krill. Thus protected, the companions hasten to find the place where Covenant and Linden left the krill long ago.
      

      
      During the dark of the moon, however, the company meets the Harrow again. Indirectly he has offered Linden a bargain: if she
         surrenders the Staff of Law and Covenant’s ring, he will take her to Jeremiah. But while he taunts Linden, Infelice, the monarch
         of the Elohim, appears. She argues passionately against the Harrow – and against everything that Linden intends to do. Yet Linden ignores both Infelice
         and the Harrow as she approaches the krill.
      

      
      There the Dead begin to arrive. While the four original High Lords observe, Caer-Caveral and High Lord Elena escort Thomas
         Covenant’s spectre. Yet the Lords and the last Forestal and Covenant himself refuse to speak. None of them answer Linden.
      

      
      Driven to the last extremity, Linden raises all of her power from both her Staff and Covenant’s ring, and commits their contradictory
         magicks to the krill. With the krill, she cuts through the Laws of Life and Death until she succeeds at resurrecting Covenant; drawing his spirit out of the Arch
         of Time; restoring his slain body.
      

      
      Yet power on such a scale has vast consequences. Resurrecting Covenant, Linden Avery also awakens the Worm of the World’s
         End.
      


      
      PART I

      ‘to achieve the ruin
of the Earth’


      
      Chapter One

      
      The Burden of Too Much Time

      
      Thomas Covenant knelt on the rich grass of Andelain as though he had fallen there from the distance of eons. He was full of
         the heavens and time. He had spent uncounted millennia among the essential strictures of creation, participating in every
         manifestation of the Arch: he had been as inhuman as the stars, and as alone. He had seen everything, known everything – and
         had laboured to preserve it. From the first dawn of the Earth to the ripening of Earthpower in the Land – from the deepest
         roots of mountains to the farthest constellations – he had witnessed and understood and served. Across the ages, he had wielded
         his singular self in defence of Law and life.
      

      
      But now he could not contain such illimitable vistas. Linden had made him mortal again. His mere flesh and bone refused to
         hold his power and knowledge, his span of comprehension. With every beat of his forgotten heart, intimations of eternity were
         expelled. They oozed from his new skin like sweat, and were lost.
      

      
      Still he held more than he could endure. The burden of too much time was as profound as orogeny: it subjected his ordinary
         mind to pressures akin to those which caused earthquakes; tectonic shifts. His compelled transubstantiation left him frangible.
         As the structure of what he had known and understood and thought and desired failed, moment after unaccustomed moment, the
         sentience that had sustained him across uncounted ages became riddled with fault-lines and potential slippage.
      

      
      In some fashion which was not yet awareness or true sensation, he recognised that he was surrounded by needs; by people and
         spectres who had gathered to witness Linden’s choices. Dark against the benighted heavens, broad-boughed trees defined the hollow where he knelt among Andelain’s hills. But their shadows paled in the fervid
         gleaming of Loric’s krill, bright with wild magic – and in the ghostly luminescence of the four High Lords whose presence formed the boundaries of
         Covenant’s crisis, and of Linden Avery’s.
      

      
      Towering and majestic, the Dead Lords stood timeless as sentinels at the points of the compass to observe, and perhaps to
         judge, the long consequences of their own lives. Berek and Damelon, Loric and Kevin: Covenant knew them – or had known them
         – as intimately as they knew themselves. He felt Berek’s empathy, Damelon’s concern, Loric’s chagrin, Kevin’s vehement repudiation.
         He comprehended their presence. They had been summoned by the same urgency which had brought him to this night, drawn and
         escorted by the Law-Breakers.
      

      
      But when he regarded the spirits of the Lords – briefly, briefly, between one wrenching heartbeat and the next – he found
         that he was no longer one of them; one with them. Their thoughts had become as alien and immemorial as the speech of mountains.
      

      
      Each throb of blood in his veins bereft him of himself.

      
      Caer-Caveral and Elena he comprehended as well. They remained behind him on the slope of the hollow, Caer-Caveral wreathed
         in the austere self-sacrifice of his centuries as Andelain’s Forestal, Elena heart-rent and grieving at the cost of the misplaced
         faith which had led her, unwilling, into the Despiser’s service. The Law-Breakers might have had the stature of the High Lords
         – the grandeur and might of Berek and Damelon, the severe valour of Loric, the anguish of Kevin – but they had been diminished
         by their chosen deaths; their deliberate participation in the severances which had made possible Covenant’s return to mortality.
         Now they had completed their purpose. They stood back, leaving Covenant to lose himself among his flaws.
      

      
      Had he been able to do so, he might have acknowledged Infelice, not because he esteemed the self-absorbed surquedry of the
         Elohim, but because he understood the doom which Linden had wrought for them. Of the peoples of the Earth, the Elohim would be the first to suffer extermination. The havoc which would extinguish all of the world’s glories would begin with
         them.
      

      
      The Harrow he perceived in glimpses like the flickering of a far signal-fire. But he had already forgotten the warning that those glimpses should have conveyed. His human vision was blurred
         as if he were weeping, shedding tears of knowledge and power. Terrible futures hinged upon the Insequent, as they did upon
         Anele: Covenant saw that. Yet their import had dripped into the fissures of his dwindling mind, or had seeped away like blood.
      

      
      The losses which Linden had forced him to bear surpassed his strength. They could not be endured. And still they grew, depriving
         him by increments of everything that death and purified wild magic and the Arch of Time had enabled. With every lived moment,
         fractures spread deeper into his soul.
      

      
      The Worm of the World’s End was coming. It was holocaust incarnate. He seemed to feel its hot breath on the nape of the Earth’s
         neck.
      

      
      The Haruchai he knew, and the Ranyhyn and the Ramen, although their names had fled from him. Of the people who had once been the Bloodguard,
         and once his friends, he remembered only sorrow. In the name of their ancient pride and humiliation, they had made commitments
         with no possible outcome except bereavement. Now three of them had been maimed so that their right hands resembled his: the
         fourth had lost his left eye. Recognising them, Covenant wanted to cry out against their intransigence. They should have obeyed
         the summons of their Dead ancestors.
      

      
      But he did not. Instead he found solace in the company of the Ranyhyn and the Ramen – although he could not have explained
         in any mortal language why they comforted him. He knew only that they had never striven to reject the boundaries of themselves.
         And that the Ranyhyn had warned Linden as clearly as they could.
      

      
      Like the Ramen, the horses appeared to study the Haruchai warily, as if the halfhand warriors posed a threat which Covenant could not recall.
      

      
      The Stonedownor he identified more by the orcrest in his hand and the fate on his forehead than by his features or devotion. The young man had chosen his doom when he had
         first closed his fingers on the Sunstone. He could not alter his path now without ceasing to be who he was.
      

      
      Everyone who had remained near Linden in this place, this transcendent violation, watched Covenant with shock or consternation
         or bitterness. However, he was not yet fully present among them. He was only conscious of them dimly, like figures standing
         at the fringes of a dream. His first frail instants of concrete awareness were focused on Linden.
      

      
      The anguish on her face, loved and broken, held him. It kept him from losing his way among the cracks of his mind.

      
      She stood defenceless a few paces in front of him. His ring and her Staff had fallen from her stricken fingers. In the silver
         glare of the krill, the traced stains on her jeans looked as black as accusations. The red flannel of her shirt was snagged and torn as though
         she had made her way to him through a wilderness of thorns. She seemed empty of resolve or hope, fundamentally beaten, as
         if he had betrayed her.
      

      
      The sight of her, unconsoled and inconsolable, magnified the stresses which damaged him. But it also anchored him to his mortality.
         The fault of her plight was his. He had ignored too much of the Law which had bound and preserved him.
      

      
      Moments or lifetimes ago, he had said, Oh, Linden. What have you done? – but not in horror. Rather, she had filled him with awe. He had loved her across the entire span of the Arch of Time, and
         she had become capable of deciding the outcome of worlds.
      

      
      Done, Timewarden? Infelice had answered. She has roused the Worm of the World’s End. But he cared nothing for Infelice herself: only the fate of her people concerned him. —every Elohim will be devoured. Involuntarily he was remembering his own sins. They seemed more real than the people or beings around him.
      

      
      Trust yourself, he had told Linden when he should not have spoken to her at all, not under any circumstance. He had said, You need the Staff of Law, and, Do something they don’t expect. He had even addressed her friends through Anele, although their names and exigencies were lost among the cracks of his sentience.
         And he had pleaded with her to find him—
      

      
      Defying every necessity that sustained the Earth and the Land, he had pointed her towards the ineffable catastrophe of his
         resurrection.
      

      
      Still he could not grasp what Linden’s companions were doing. He had not known an illucid instant since his passing; but now
         people were in motion for reasons which bewildered him.
      

      
      Shouting, ‘Desecrator!’ one of the Haruchai rushed to strike her. A single blow of his fist would crush her skull. But another Haruchai, the man who had lost an eye, opposed her attacker; flung him away in a flurry of strikes and counters.
      

      
      The two remaining Haruchai also charged at Linden. One stumbled under an onslaught of Ramen. Aided by the Stonedownor, the three Ramen kept that Haruchai from his target. And his kinsman was impeded by Ranyhyn. A roan stallion kicked the man in the chest; sent him sprawling
         backwards.
      

      
      ‘Yes!’ Kevin Landwaster shouted. ‘Slay her! She merits death!’
      

      
      But Berek Halfhand’s great voice answered, ‘Hold! Restrain yourselves, Haruchai! Matters beyond your comprehension lie between the Timewarden and the Chosen. You have no part in them!’
      

      
      ‘This night is sacred,’ added Damelon Giantfriend more quietly. ‘Your strife is unseemly. Beings mightier than you would not
         contend here.’
      

      
      Elena may have been weeping. Caer-Caveral stood apart from her, distancing himself from her distress.

      
      Perhaps out of respect for the Lords, or perhaps for some reason of their own, the Haruchai ceased their struggles.
      

      
      Covenant made no sense of it. He could more easily have explained why the Wraiths had not intervened. The Haruchai were simply too human and necessary to invoke the forces which defended Andelain. Still he said nothing. There was no room
         in his crippled apprehension for anything or anyone except Linden.
      

      
      She was moving as well, as if she had been released by the quick violence of the Haruchai. Every line of her form was agony and protest as she strode towards him. Flagrant with pain, she seemed to rear over him
         as she raised her arm. When she struck him, he was too confused to duck his head or defend himself.
      

      
      ‘God damn you!’ she cried: a tortured wail. ‘Why didn’t you say something? You could have told me—!’
      

      
      Covenant gaped in wonder at the forgotten sensation of physical hurt as Linden fell to her knees in front of him. She covered
         her face with her hands; but she could not stop the sobs bursting from the bottom of her heart. Nearly shouting, she wept
         as if she were being torn out of herself by the roots.
      

      
      He recognised her torment. But it was the rich sting of her blow that brought him into focus at last. For the first time since
         his death in agony, and his transfiguration, he tasted the crisp balm of Andelain’s air, cooled and accentuated by the darkness
         that enclosed the Hills. It should have eased him, but it did not.
      

      
      ‘Oh, Linden,’ he gasped softly. Fearing that she would repudiate his touch, he tried to put his arms around her nonetheless.
         His movements were awkward with disuse; weak; almost numb. Yet he clasped her to his chest. ‘I shouldn’t have said anything
         at all. In your dreams. Through Anele. The risk was too great. But I was afraid you might lose hope. I couldn’t—’ He swallowed
         implications of ruin. ‘I couldn’t just abandon you.
      

      
      ‘You haven’t done anything wrong. This is my fault. I was too weak.’

      
      He meant, I was too human. Even living in the Arch. I couldn’t watch you suffer and let you think you were alone.

      
      I would spare you the cost of what you’ve done if I knew how.

      
      ‘Anything wrong?’ snapped Infelice. ‘You rave, Timewarden. Your transformation is an immitigable evil. It has undone you. Do you not see
         that she has wrought the destruction of the Earth?’
      

      
      Anger and Earthpower glittered around the Elohim as if she wore garments of disillusioned gems. Even in her wrath, she should have been lovely to behold. But everything that
         Thomas Covenant still possessed was concentrated on Linden: her sob-wracked body in his arms; her hair against the side of
         his face. Immersed in her distress, he ignored Infelice.
      

      
      Loric Vilesilencer did not. ‘Be still, Elohim,’ he growled. ‘The fault of this – if it is fault – is yours as much as his or hers. You fear only for yourselves. You care nothing for the Earth. Yet there is much
         here that surpasses your self-regard.’
      

      
      ‘No!’ protested Kevin urgently. ‘The Elohim speaks sooth. Have I suffered damnation and learned naught? She has performed a Desecration which exceeds comprehension.
         The Humbled know it, if the Timewarden does not. The Chosen herself knows it.’
      

      
      ‘Enough, Loric-son,’ Berek said in a voice of commandment. ‘The fate of life belongs to those who know love and death. It
         is not our place to judge, or to condemn. And Time remains to us, as it does to the living. The making of worlds is not accomplished
         in an instant. It cannot be instantly undone. Much must transpire before the deeds of the Chosen bear their last fruit.’
      

      
      Holding Linden’s knotted grief and horror, Covenant tried to grapple with all that he had lost. He needed to retain as much
         as he could; but a numbness like lethargy hampered him. When Kevin spoke of damnation and Desecration, the bedrock plates
         of Covenant’s mind shifted against each other. His concentration broke: he seemed to slip out of the present. He still held
         Linden; still saw that the Haruchai were barely able to contain their desire to deliver death; still felt the troubled emotions of the Dead High Lords. The Ramen
         and the Ranyhyn, the Stonedownor and one Haruchai, remained poised to defend Linden. At the same time, however, he found himself remembering—
      

      
      The Stonedownor had come to stand behind Linden; place his hands softly on her shoulders. ‘Ah, Linden.’ His voice ached. ‘Do
         not weep so. I grasp little of what has occurred. But an august spirit has avowed that time remains to us. Can you not hear
         him? Surely the powers gathered here may accomplish much. And we have not yet attempted to redeem your son. In his name—’
      

      
      The young man said more, but Covenant did not recognise it. He was remembering Kevin’s confrontation with Lord Foul in Kiril
         Threndor, Heart of Thunder. Pieces of his mind witnessed the first moments of the Ritual of Desecration as if they were superimposed
         on Linden and Andelain.
      

      
      There Kevin’s despair was as vivid as the chiaroscuro glinting from Kiril Threndor’s myriad-faceted stone: his self-loathing;
         his desire to punish himself. His ravaged love and failure exalted the carious illumination of Lord Foul’s malice. If Covenant
         had been truly present in the chamber, he would have tried to stop Kevin. He would have had no choice: his own spirit would
         have been torn by the fangs of Lord Foul’s eyes, clawed by the ragged nails of Kevin’s desperation.
      

      
      But he could not stay to watch the Ritual enacted. He had seen it before, and was unable to control the images which slid
         along the fault-lines within him. One thing led to another in the wrong direction. Instead of witnessing the culmination of
         Kevin’s self-betrayal, he followed Lord Foul backwards in time.
      

      
      While Linden struggled to master herself in his embrace, and the Stonedownor attempted to soothe or rally her, Covenant visited the Despiser’s brief decades masquerading among the Lords of
         the Council, accepted as a-Jeroth because none of the Lords could name their reasons for being reluctant to trust him. From
         there, Covenant’s recollections involuntarily retreated to the many centuries when Lord Foul had inhabited the Lower Land,
         unknown to the Council, or to any of the peoples who preceded the Lords; unrecognised by anyone except the Forestals who preserved
         the truncated awareness of the One Forest. During that long age, the Despiser was hampered by the Colossus of the Fall, and
         by the fierce strength of the Forestals. Therefore he had hidden himself even from the Ravers, until the first waning of the
         Interdict freed them to do his bidding. Instead he bred other servants among the twisted denizens of Sarangrave Flat and the
         Great Swamp, and built Foul’s Creche, and spawned his armies, and readied his powers – and quested unceasingly for the most
         useful of the banes buried deep under Mount Thunder.
      

      
      But before that—

      
      Covenant could not stop himself, even though Linden’s wretchedness wrung his heart, and her companions waited as if they expected
         him to offer some salvific revelation.
      

      
      Before that, the Despiser considered the Insequent, rejecting them because their theurgies were too dissociated to serve him.
         In regions of the Earth so distant that even the Giants had never visited them, he submerged himself among the Demimages of
         Vidik Amar, who wielded a contingent magic; but he found that when he had corrupted them to his purpose, they turned against
         each other, diminishing themselves in the name of Despite. Earlier, he nurtured his resentment within the eager energies of
         the Soulbiter, although they could not accomplish his purpose. Earlier still, he spent an age of failure with the cunning
         folk who would one day give birth to Kasreyn of the Gyre. And before that, he essayed an approach to the Worm of the World’s
         End. But the Worm was not of his making. He could not rouse it directly: he could only disturb its slumber by damaging the
         One Tree. And the Guardian of the One Tree was proof against him.
      

      
      Covenant remembered the sources of the Despiser’s frustration, the roots of his accumulating, minatory fury. He recognised
         the Despiser’s own secret despair, concealed even from himself, and enacted on the beings around him instead.
      

      
      Roughly Linden pushed herself back from Covenant. He could not stop her, or try to understand her: he only saw and felt her
         through the veils of Lord Foul’s past. Her face was a smear of tears, and her chest shook with the effort of stifling her
         sobs. Her torment was as acute as Kevin’s, and as punitive. But her straits were more cruel than his. She had committed her
         Desecration – and she had survived it.
      

      
      Clenching herself against spasms of renewed weeping, she fought to speak. ‘All you had to do. All you had to do. Was tell me. How to find Jeremiah.’ For a moment, she knotted her fists, beat them against her face. ‘Then
         I wouldn’t—’
      

      
      Her features twisted as if she were about to howl.

      
      The Haruchai with one eye had moved to stand beside her. ‘He could not, Chosen,’ he said flatly. ‘His silence was required. I endeavoured
         to forewarn you. But you were unable to heed me. You do not forgive, and cannot hearken to other counsel.’
      

      
      Like Covenant, Linden did not appear to hear him.

      
      But Covenant remembered.

      
      Spectres which may not be denied—
      

      
      —will come to affirm the necessity of freedom.
      

      
      Nevertheless the Haruchai’s words were too recent: they could not break the grip of Lord Foul’s striving across hundreds or thousands of centuries.
      

      
      Still Linden needed Covenant: some part of him felt that. She needed something from him that he could not give while he remained
         trapped among the fragments of the past. In spite of his own pain and bewilderment, he could not willingly ignore her.
      

      
      Nor could he contain the pressure of remembrance which severed him from himself.

      
      ‘Hit me,’ he panted thinly. His voice was so frayed and raw that he hardly heard it. ‘Hit me again.’

      
      A fire that might have been shock or shame or rage burned away Linden’s tears; but she did not hesitate. Flinging her whole
         hurt into the blow, she struck his cheek as hard as she could.
      

      
      Physical pain. The shock and sting of abused skin. The harsh jerk of his neck as his head snapped back. Air which should have healed him in his lungs.
      

      
      He saw her clearly again, as if she had slapped away his confusion.

      
      ‘I’m sorry,’ he said: the best answer he had. ‘I’m too full of time. I can’t hold onto it. But pieces—’

      
      Her open anguish stopped him. He was not saying what she needed to hear. The Stonedownor – Liand, his name was Liand – tried
         to comfort her, but his words and his gentle hands did not touch her distress. The Haruchai was called Stave. His single eye considered Covenant with ungiving severity.
      

      
      Linden had been brought to this place – to the Dead, and to Loric’s krill, and to the devastation of the world – by forces as great in their own way as the pressures which fractured Covenant.
      

      
      ‘I couldn’t tell you then,’ he said; groaned. ‘I couldn’t say anything. None of us could.’ He meant the Dead around him. ‘The
         necessity of freedom— It’s absolute. You have to make your own choices. Everything hinges on that. If I told you where to
         find your son – or warned you what might happen if you used the krill the way you did – I would have changed your decisions. I would have changed the nature of what you had to choose.’
      

      
      The nature of the risks that she had to take.

      
      ‘That’s what Lord Foul does. He changes your choices. He wasn’t trying to stop you when you were attacked on your way here.
         His allies fought you because he wanted to make you more determined. So you would think you were doing the right thing.’
      

      
      ‘His servants have their own desires,’ Infelice told Linden. Her tone was acid, gemmed in gall. ‘Some among them do not believe
         that they serve him. In folly, they imagine that their aspirations exceed his, or that they act in their own names. But they
         cannot conceive the height and breadth of his intent. Like yours, all of their deeds conduce to his ends.
      

      
      ‘Did we not caution you to beware the halfhand? Did we not speak to the peoples of the Land, seeking to ensure that you were
         forewarned?’
      

      
      ‘Enough, Elohim,’ Berek’s shade demanded. ‘Your plight is not forgotten. Permit the Timewarden to speak while he remains able to do so.’
      

      
      Covenant ignored Infelice; ignored Berek. ‘I couldn’t treat you that way,’ he went on, imploring Linden to understand him.
         ‘No matter what happened. I couldn’t tamper with anything you decided to do. I’ve already taken too many chances. If you need to blame someone,
         blame me.
      

      
      ‘But if the Earth has any hope – any hope at all – it depends on you. It has ever since Joan brought you here. And it still
         does. Freedom isn’t just a condition for using wild magic. It’s a condition for life. Without it, everything eventually turns into Despite.’
      

      
      Abruptly Linden pushed herself to her feet; distanced herself from him. He saw a fresh storm of tears gather in her, but she
         closed herself against it. ‘No.’ Her protest was a rough scrape of sound, bloody and betrayed. ‘That isn’t right. It doesn’t work that way. You’re the one who saves the world. I just want to save my son.’
      

      
      He ached for her through the clamour of his own dismay: the heavy labour of his pulse, needless for millennia; the gasp of
         air in his lungs; the burning of his face where she had struck him; the excruciation of Time as it bled away. She had every
         reason to feel betrayed. She had believed that he loved her—
      

      
      He did love her. He had loved her during every instant that the Arch had ever contained. If he had not loved her, he would
         never have found the strength to sacrifice himself against the Despiser. But for that very reason, he shied away from the
         sight of her outrage and grief. Slipping again, he fell like debris into fissured memories where his mind and his volition
         could be ground to powder.
      

      
      For reasons that eluded him, he found himself regarding the ornately clad figure of the Harrow.

      
      The Insequent still sat his destrier as though he had no part to play in what transpired around him. But the deep voids of
         his eyes were fixed hungrily on the ring and the Staff that Linden had dropped as if in abandonment.
      

      
      The Harrow had known the Vizard. Of course he had. And the Vizard had possessed knowledge which the Harrow lacked. Inspired
         by some leap of imagination, or by his own assiduous study, the Vizard had grasped the almost mystical significance, the potential
         use, of Jeremiah’s talent for constructs. And he had craved that resource for himself. He had seen in it the possibility that
         he might one day hold sway over the entire race of the Elohim. By that means, he would show himself greater than any of his people.
      

      
      But he had made a damning mistake: he had tried to
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