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A voice says, "Cry!"
And | said, "What shall | cry?
All fleshisgrass...

Isaiah 40-6

Grasd

Millions of square miles of it; numberless wind-whipped tsunamis of grass, athousand sun-lulled
caribbeans of grass, ahundred rippling oceans, every ripple agleam of scarlet or amber, emerad or
turquoise, multicolored asrainbows, the colors shivering over the prairiesin stripes and blotches, the
grasses—some high, some low, some feath-ered, some straight—making their own geography asthey
grow. There are grass hillswhere the great plumes tower in masses the height of ten tall men; grass
vdleyswheretheturf islike moss, soft under the feet, where maidens pillow their heads thinking of their
lovers, where husbands lie down and think of their mistresses; grass groves where old men and women
St quiet at the end of the day, dreaming of things that might have been, perhaps once were. Commoners
all, of course. No aristocrat would st in thewild grassto dream. Aristocrats have gardensfor that, if they
dreamat dl.

Grass. Ruby ridges, blood-colored highlands, wine-shaded glades. Sapphire sees of grasswith dark
idands of grass bearing great plumy green treeswhich are grass again. Interminable meadows of slver
hay where the great grazing beasts move in danted lineslike mowing machines, leaving the stubble behind
them to spring up again in trackless wildernesses of rippling argent.

Orange highlands burning against the sunsets. Apricot ranges glowing in the dawns. Seed plumes
sparkling like sequin stars. Blos-som heads like the fragile lace old women take out of trunksto show
their granddaughters.

"Lace made by nunsin thelong-ago time."

"What are nuns, Grandma?"'

Here, there, wide-scattered across the limitless veldts, are the vil-lages, walled about to keep the grass
at bay, with small, thick-walled houses, each with its stout doors and heavy shutters. The minusculefields

and tiny orchards are full of homely cropsand familiar fruits, while outsde the wallsthe grass hoverslike
some enormous planet-wide bird, ready to stoop acrossthewall and et it dl, every apple and every



turnip and every old woman at the well, too, dong with her grandchildren.
"Thisisaparsnip, child. From long ago.”
"When waslong ago, Grandma?'

Here, there, as wide-scattered as the villages, the estancias of the aristocrats. bon Damfels place, bon
Maukerden's place, dl the places of the other bons, tall thatched houses set in gardens of grass among
grassfountains and grass courtyards, with their own high walls— these pierced with gates for the hunters
to go out of and for the hunters to return through again. Those who return.

And here, there, nosing among the grass roots, will come the hounds, muzzles wrinkling, ears dangling,
onefoot before another in adow paceto find it, the inevitable it, the nighttime horror, the eater of young.
And look, there behind them on the tall mounts, there will cometheridersin their red coats, Slent as
shadows they will comeriding, riding over the grass: the Huntsman with his horn; the whippers-in with
their whips, the field, some with red coats and some with black, their round hats pressed hard upon their
heads, eyesfixed forward toward the hounds—riding, riding.

Among them today will be Diamante bon Damfels—young daugh-ter Dimity—eyestight shut to keep
out the sight of the hounds, hands clenched pale upon the reins, neck asfragile asaflower seminthe
high, white cylinder of the hunting tie, black boots glistening with polish, black coat well brushed, black
hat tight on the little head, riding, riding, for thefirst time ever, riding to the hounds.

And there, somewhere, in the direction they are going, high in atree perhaps, for there are copses of
trees here and there upon the vast prairies, will be the fox. The mighty fox. Theimplacable fox. Thefox
who knows they are coming.

2

It was said among the bon Damfels that whenever the Hunt was hosted by the bon Damfels estanciathe
wegther was perfect. The family took credit for this personaly, though it could as properly have been
ascribed to the Hunt rotation, which brought the Hunt to the bon Damfes early in thefal. The weather
was usually perfect at that time of the year. And early in the spring, of course, when the rotation brought
the Hunt back again.

Stavenger, Obermun bon Damfds, had once been informed by adignitary from Semling—one who
fancied himsdlf an authority on awide variety of irrdevant topics—that historicaly spesking, riding to the
hounds was awinter sport.

Stavenger'sreply was completdy typica of himself and of the Grassan aristocracy in generd. "Hereon
Grass" hehad said, "wedo it properly. In spring and fal."

The vistor had had better sense than to comment further upon the sport as practiced on Grass. He had
taken copious notes, however, and after returning to Semling he had written a scholarly monograph
contrasting Grassian and historic customs regarding blood sports. Of the dozen copies printed, only one
survived, buried in thefiles of the Department of Comparative Anthropology, University of Semling at
Semling Prime.

That had been half along lifetime ago. By now the author had dmost forgotten about the subject, and



Stavenger bon Damfels had never thought of it again. What foreigners did or said was both
incomprehensible and contemptible so far as Stavenger was concerned, and no one should have alowed
the fellow to observe the Hunt in the first place. Thiswas the bon Damfels entire opinion on the matter.

The bon Damfels estancia was called Klive after arevered ancestor on the materna side. It was said
among the bon Damfé s that the gardens had been written of as one of the seventy wonders of the
alwhere. Snipopean—thegreat Snipopean—had written S0, and hisbook wasin thelibrary of the
estancia, that vast and towering hal smelling of leather and paper and the chemicasthelibrarians used to
prevent the one from parting company with the other. No one among the current bon Damfels had read
the account or could have found the book among al those volumes, most of them unopened since they
had been delivered. Why should they read of the grass gardens of Klive when those gardenswere dl
around them?

It wasin that part of al grass gardens known asthe first surface that the Hunt lways assembled. As
host, Stavenger bon Damfels was Magter of the Hunt. Before thisfirst Hunt of the fall season—as before
thefirst Hunt of each pring and fall—he had picked three members of the vast and ramified family as
Huntsman and first and second whippers-in. To the Huntsman he had entrusted the bon Damfels horn, an
elaborately curled and engraved instrument capable only of muted though silvery sounds. To the
whippers-in he had given the whips—tiny, fragile things one had to take care not to bresk, ornaments
redly, like medalsfor vaor, having no utilitarian purpose whatsoever. No one would have dared to use a
whip on ahound oramount; and as for sounding a horn near amount's ear or even within hearing except
for theritua summons and when the Hunt had ended, no one would have thought of it. No one asked
how it had been done e sewhere dl that time ago or even currently. Quite frankly, no one of the bons
cared in the least how it was done elsewhere. Elsawhere, so far as the bons were concerned, had
stopped existing when their ancestors had |ft it.

Onthisfirst day of thefdl hunt, Diamante bon Damfels, Stavenger's youngest daughter, stood among
those dowly gathering on thefirgt surface, all murmurous and deepy-eyed, asthough they had lain
wakeful in the night listening for asound that had not come. Among the still figures of the hunters, servant
women from the nearby village skimmed, seemingly legless under the long white bells of their skirts, hair
hidden beneath the complicated folds of their brightly embroi-dered headdresses, bearing bright trays
covered with glasses no larger than thimbles,

Close between Emeraude and Amethyste (called Emmy and Amy by the family and "the Mistresses bon
Damfels' by everyone elsg), Dimity was polished and brushed to afare-thee-wdl, immaculately turned
out in her hunting garb, and with aheadache already from hair drawn back severdly to fit beneath the
round black cap. The older girls had red lapels on their coats, showing they had ridden long enough to
become members of the Hunt. Dimity's collar was black, as black as the shadows lying at the back of her
eyes, shadows her sisters saw well enough but pretended not to notice. One couldn't indulge onesdif.
One couldn't dlow maingering or cowardice in one-salf or in members of the family.

"Don't worry," drawled Emeraude, the best advice she could offer. "Y ou'll get your Hunt colorsvery
soon. Just remember what the riding master told you." At the comer of her jaw alittle muscle legpt and
legpt again, like a shackled frog.

Dimity shivered, the shadows writhing, not wanting to say and yet unable to keep from saying, "Emmy,
Mummy said | didn't haveto..."

Amethyste laughed, atiny shiver of unamusement, emotionless as glass. "Wl of course you don't have
to, dlly. None of ushadto. Even Sylvan and Shevlok didn't haveto."



Sylvan bon Damfels, hearing his name, turned to look acrossthefirst surface a hisssters, hisface
darkening perceptibly as he saw that Dimity was with the older girls. With aword of excuseto his
companions, he turned to come swiftly over the circle of pae gray turf, skirting the scarlet and amber
fountain grasses at its center. "What are you doing here?' he demanded, glaring at the girl. "Theriding
megter told Mummy . .."

"You're not nearly ready. Not nearly!" Thiswas Sylvan, who spoke his mind even when it was

unpopul ar—some saidbecauseit was unpopular—somewnhat enjoying the attention this attracted, though
if challenged he would have denied it. To Sylvan truth was truth and al else was black heresy, though on
occasion he had the very human difficulty of deciding which waswhich.

"Oh, Sylvan," Amethyste said, pouting prettily and pursing lips she had been told were fruitlike in their
ripeness. "Don't be so harsh. If it were up to you. nobody but you would ever ride.”

Hesnarled at her. "Amy, if it were up to me, nobody would ride, including me. What is Mother thinking
of?'

"It was Daddy," Dimity offered. "He thought it would be niceif | got my colors soon. I'm aready older
than Amy and Emmy were." She glanced across thefirst surface to the place where Stavenger stood
watching her broodingly from among the elder Huntsmen, his lean and bony figure motionless, the greet
hook of his nose hanging over hislipless mouth.

Sylvan laid his hand on her shoulder. "For heaven's sake, Dim, why didn't you just tell him you aren't
reedy?'

"I couldn't do that, Syl. Daddy asked the riding master, and the riding master told him I'm asready as|
ever will be"

"Hedidn't mean—"

"1 know what he meant, for heaven's sake. I'm not stupid. He meant I'm not very good and that I'm not
going to get any better."

"You're not that bad," Emeraude soothed. "'l was lotsworse."

"Y ou were lots worse when you were achild.” Sylvan agreed. "But by the time you were Dim's age, you
were |ots better. So were the rest of us. But that doesn't mean Dim has to—"

"Will everybody just quit telling me | don't haveto?' Dimity cried now, the tears spilling down her
cheeks. "Hdf my family says| don't have to and the other half says|'m ready now."

Sylvan was stopped in mid-bellow, stopped and stilled and turned suddenly soft. He loved her, this
littlest one. 1t was hewho had first caled her Dimity, he who had held her when she had had the calic,
who had carried her againgt his shoulder and patted her while he strode up and down the corridors of
Klive, the thirteen-year-old boy cuddling the infant and yearning over her, Now the
twenty-eight-year-old yearned no less over the fifteen-year-old girl, seeing theinfant still. "What do you
want to do?" he asked tenderly, reaching out to touch the moit little forehead under the brim of the black
cap. With her hair scraped back and tightly bound she looked like a scared little boy. "What do you want
todo, Dim?"

"I'm hungry and I'm thirsty and I'm tired. | want to go back in the house and have breskfast and study



my language lesson for thisweek," she cried through gritted teeth. "1 want to go to asummer ball and flirt
with Jason bon Haunser. | want to take anice hot bath and then it in the rosegrass-court and watch the
flick birds."

"Wl then," he started to say, hiswords cut off by the sound of the Huntsman's horn from beside the
Kennd Gate. Ta-wa,ta-wa. 0ftly-so-softly, to dert the riders without offending the hounds. "The
hounds," he whispered, turning away. "God, Dim, you've l€eft it too late.”

He stumbled away from them, suddenly quiet. All around them conversations ceased, slencefell. Faces
became blank and empty. Eyes became fixed. Dimity looked around her a dl the othersready to rideto
the hounds, and shivered. Her father's eyes did across her like acold wind, not seeing her at al. Even
Emmy and Amy had become remote and untouchable. Only Sylvan, staring a her from his place among
his companions, seemed to see her, see her and grieve over her as he had so many times.

Now theriders arranged themselves on the first surface in a subtle order, longtimeriders at the west Sde
of the circle, younger riders at the east. The servants had skimmed away at the sound of the horn, so
many white blossoms blowing acrossthe gray grass. Dimity was left sanding almost by herself at the east
edge of theturf, looking acrossit to the path where the wall of the estanciawas pierced by amassve
gate. "Watch the Kennd Gate," she admonished hersalf unnecessarily. "Waich the Kennd Gate."

Everyone watched the Kennd Gate asit opened dowly and the hounds came through, couple on couple
of them, ears dangling, tongues|olling between strong ivory teeth, tails sraight behind them. They moved
down the Hounds Way, abroad path of low, patterned velvetgrass which circled the first surface and
ran westward through the Hunt Gate in the opposite wall and out into the wider gardens. As each pair of
hounds approached the first surface, one hound went |ft, the other right, two files of them circling the
hunters, watching the hunters, examining them with red, stleaming hot-coa eyes before the files met one
another to stalk on toward the Hunt Gate, paired as before.

Dimity felt the heet of their eyeslike ablow. Shelooked down at her hands, gripping one another, white
at theknuckles, and tried to think of nothing at dl.

Asthe last couple joined one another and the hunters moved to follow, Sylvan left his place and ran to
whisper in her ear, "Y ou can just Stay here, Dim. No one will even look back. No one will know until
later. Just Stay here.”

Dimity shook her head. Her face was very white, her eyes huge and dark and full of afear she was only
for thefirst time admitting to hersdlf, but she would not let hersdf stay. Shaking hishead, Sylvanranto
regain his place. Sowly, reluctantly, her feet took her after him as the hunters followed the hounds
through the Hunt Gate. From beyond the wall came the sound of hooves upon the sod. The mounts were
wating.

From the balcony outside her bedroom window, Rowena, the Obermum bon Damfels, let her troubled
gaze sttle on the back of her youngest daughter's head. Above the high, white circle of her hunting tie,
Dimity's neck looked thin and defensdess. She's alittle budling, Rowenathought, remembering pictures
of nodding blossomsin the fairy books she had read as a child. " Snowdrops," sherecited to hersdlf.
"Fringed tulips. Bluebdls. And peonies.” She had once had awhole book about the glamorous and
terrible fairieswho lived in flowers. She wondered where the book was now. Gone, probably. One of
those"foreign” things Stavenger was forever inveighing against Asthough afew fairy tales could hurt

anything.



"Dimity looks sotiny," said the maidservant, Salla. " So tiny. So young. Trailing dong there behind them
al...." Salahad cared for al the children when they were babies. Dimity, being youngest, had stayed a
baby longer than the others.

"She's as old as Amethyste was when she rode for the firgt time. She's older than Emmy was.” Try
though she might, Rowena could not keep her voice from sounding defensive " She's not that young.”

"But her eyes, midtress," Sdlamurmured. "Like alittle girl. She doesn't understand about this Hunt
business. None of it. Noneof it at al."

"Of course she understands.” Rowena had to assert this, had to believeit- That'swhat dl thetraining
wasfor; to be sure that the young riders understood- It was al perfectly manageable, provided one had
proper training first. "She understands,” Rowenarepested stubbornly, placing hersdf before the mirror,
fiddling with the arrange-ment of her thick, dark hair. Her own gray eyes stared back at her accusingly,
and she pinched her lipsinto an unlovely line.

"Doesnt," said Sallaas stubbornly, quickly turning away to avoid the dgp Rowenamight have given her
if she could have done it without moving. " She'slike you, mistress. Not madefor it."

Rowenatired of looking at herself and chose to change her ground. "Her father says she must!”

Sdladid not contradict this. There would have been no point. " She's not made for it. No more than you
were. And he doesn't make you."

Oh, but he did, Rowenathought, remembering pain. Made me do so many things | didn't want to. Let
me quit riding, yes, but only when | was pregnant with the seven children he made me have when | only
wanted one or two. Made merideright up until thetime got old, with linesaround my eyes. Made me
bring the children up to the Hunt, when | didn't want to. Made them dl like him, al the way he is—except
Sylvan. No matter what Stavenger does, Sylvan stays Sylvan. Not that Syl lets on what hereally thinks.
Sylvan just roars about everything. Clever Syl, to hide histrue beliefsamong dl that bluster. And Dimity
stays Dimity aswdll, of course—but poor Dim —Dim couldn't hide anything. Would she be ableto hide
her fedingsthismorning?

Rowenawent back to the balcony and craned her neck to look over the top of the wall. She could see
the movements of the waiting mounts, tossing heads, switching tails. She could hear the clicking of
hooves, thehruffingsound of a breath suddenly expelled. It wastoo quiet. Alwaystoo quiet when the
riders mounted. She had dwaysfelt there should be talk, people caling to one another, greeting one
another. There should be ... something. Something besidesthis silence.

Outsde the Hunt Gate the hounds circled and the mounts waited, shifting impatiently from foot to foot,
tallslashing, necks arching asthey pawed the ground, al quietly asin adream where things move but
make no sound. The air was warm with their sleamy breeth, full of the haylike smell of them, the sweety
stench. Stavenger's mount came forward first, as was proper, and then others, one by one, coming for
the Huntsman and for the whippers-in, and then for the riders of the field, the oldest ridersfirst. Dimity
stood behind Emeraude and Amethyste, shivering dightly asfirst one, then the other vaulted up onto the
backs of waiting mounts. Soon she was the only one left unmounted. Then, just as she decided that there
was no mount for her, that she could dip back through the gate, the mount was there before her, within
reach of her hand.



It stared at her asit extended afront leg and crouched dightly so that she could put one foot on the
brindled leg, grasp thereins, and leap upward, al as she had done time after time on the smulator, no
different except for the smell and the heaving breath which spread the vast ribs between her legs, wider
than the machine had ever done. Her toes hunted desperately for the notches between the third and
fourth rib that should be there, finding them at |ast far forward of where she thought they should be. She
dipped the pointed toes of her bootsin, locking hersalf on. Then it was only amatter of hanging onto the
reins and keeping her spurs dug in and her legstight while the great crea-ture benegath her turned high on
itsrear legsto follow the others away, west. She had worn her padded breeches for hours on the
smulator, so they were properly broken in. She had had nothing to drink since early the previous evening
and nothing to eat Snce noon yesterday. She wished flestingly that Sylvan could ride beside her, but he
wasfar ahead. Emeraude and Amethyste were lost in the welter. She could see Stavenger'sred coat, the
line of hisback as straight as a stem of polegrass. There was no turning back now. It was dmost ardlief
to know that she couldn't do anything but what she was doing. Nothing else at dl, not until the Hunt
returned. At last there was sound, adrumming of feet which filled al the space therewasto hold it, a
reso-nant thunder coming up from the ground beneath them.

From her balcony above them, Rowena heard the sound and put her hands over her ears until it faded
into slence. Gradualy the small sounds of insect and bird and grass peeper, which had ceased when the
hounds arrived, began once more.

"Too young," brooded Sdla "Oh, mistress.”

Rowenadid not dap her maidservant but turned to her with tearsin her eyesinstead. "I know," she said.
Sheturned to see the end of the line of riders asit fled away down the garden trail toward the west.

Riding out. she said to hersdlf. Riding out And they'll ride back again.
Back again. Saying it over and over like alitany. Back again.

"Shelll be back,” said Sdla. " Shéll be back, wanting anice hot bath." Then both of them stood staring
into the west, not seeing anything there except the grass.

Down the wide hallway from Rowenas suite of rooms, in the mosily unused library of Klive, certain
nonhunting members of the aristoc-racy had assembled to consider a matter of continuing irritation to
them all. Second leader at Klive was Stavenger's younger brother, Figor. Some years ago, following one
of the many hunting accidents which occurred every season, Figor had stopped riding to the hounds. This
left him free during hunting seasons to take upon himself many of the respongibilities of the estanciawhile
Stavenger was otherwise engaged. Today Figor met with Eric bon Haunser, Gerold bon Laupmon, and
Gugtave bon Smaerlok. Gustave was the Obermun bon Smaerlok, head of the Smaerlok family dill,
despite hisdisability; but both Eric bon Haunser and Gerold bon Laupmon were younger sblings of the
family leaders, men who were dso hunting today .

The quartet assembled around alarge square table in one corner of the dimly lit room, passing among
themselves the document which had occasioned their mesting. It was a brief document, headed with the
cursve arabesgues which spdlled out the names and attributes of Sanctity, laden with seals and ribbons
and signed by the Hierarch himself. This same group of aristocrats had responded to smilar doc-uments



in both the remote and recent past, and Gustave bon Smaer-lok betrayed considerable impatience at
having to do so yet again.

"This office of Sanctity is becoming importunate,” the Obermun said now from the wheeled half-person
he had occupied for the last twenty years. " Dimoth bon Maukerden says so. | asked him and he went
into arage over thisbusiness. And Y aph bon Bindersen. | asked him, too. Haven't had a chance to get
over to bon Tanlig's place yet, but Dimoth and Y alph and | are agreed that whatever this Sanctity wants,
it has nothing to do with us, and we won't have their damnedfragrashere. Our people cameto Grassto
get away from Sanctity— now let Sanctity stay away from us. It's enough we let them stay on digging up
the Arbai city, enough that those Green Brothers make mud pieswith therr little shovels up therein the
north. Let dsawherestay dsawhereand Grass stay Grass. So we al agree. Let'stell them so, once and
for dl. It'sHunt season, for heaven's sake. We haven't time for al thisnonsense.” Though Gustave no
longer rode, hewas an avid follower of the Hunt, watching the pursuit from aslent, propdler-driven
balloon-car whenever the weather would allow.

"Easy, Gustave," murmured Figor, the fingers of hisright hand mas-saging hisleft arm at the point where
the flesh and the prosthesis joined, feding the pain pulse beneath his fingers, acongtant accom-paniment
to exigtence, even after two years. It made him irritable, and he guarded againgt expressing theirritation,
knowing it arose from the body rather than the mind. "We don't need to make an open revolt out of it.
No need to rub Sanctity's fur the wrong way."

"Revolt!" the older man bellowed. " Since when does thisfragrasSanctity rule on Grass?' Though the
word fragrasmeant smply "for-eign,” he used it asit was usudly used on Grass, asthe ultimate insult.

"Shhh." Figor made alowances for Gustave. Gustave wasin pain aso and was undoubtedly made
irritable thereby. "I didn't mean that kind of revalt, and you know it. Even though we have no religious
ale-gianceto Sanctity, we pay it lip servicefor other things. Sanctity is headquartered upon Terra. We
acknowledge Terra as the center of dip-lomatic intercourse. Maintainer of our cultural heritage. Eterna
cradle of mankind. Blah and blah." He sighed, massaging again. Gustave snorted but did not interrupt as
Figor went on. "Many take our history serioudy, Gustave. Even we don't entirdly ignoreit. We usethe
old language during conferences, we teach Terran to our children. We don't al use the same languagein
our estancias, but we consder speaking Terran among oursalves the mark of cultured men, no? We
caculate our age in Sanctity years, ftill. Most of our food crops are Terran crops from our ancestors
time. Why run afoul of Sanctity—and al those who might come roaring to her defense—when we don't
need to?"

"Y ou want their damn what-are-they here? Prodding and poking. Y ou want their nasty little researchers
upsetting things?”

There was amoment's silence while they considered things that might be upset. At thistime of the year
only the Hunt could be upset, for it was the only important thing going on. During the winter, of course,
no one went anywhere, and during the summer months it wastoo hot to travel except at night, when the
summer ballswere held. Still, "research” had an awvkward sound to it. People asking questions. People
demanding answersto things

"Wedon't haveto let them upset anything,” Figor said doubtfully.

"They'vetold us why they want to come. There's some plague or other and Sanctity's setting up missions
here and there, looking for acure.” He rubbed hisarm again, scowling.

"But why here?' blurted Gerold bon Laupmon.



"Why not here aswdl as anywhere? Sanctity knowslittle or nothing about Grass and it's grasping at
draws."

They consdered thisfor atime. It wastrue that Sanctity knew little or nothing about Grass except what
it could learn from the Green Brothers. Foreigners came and went in Commoner Town, alowed to stay
there only so long asit took to get the next ship out and not allowed to come into the grass country at al.
Semling had tried to maintain an embassy on Grass, unsuccessfully. Now there was no diplomatic contact
with "esawhere." Though the word was often used to mean Sanctity or Terra, it was aso used in amore
generad sense: Grass was Grass, what was not Grass was €l sewhere.

Eric brokethe silence. "Last time Sanctity said something about someone having come here with the
disease and departed without it." He rose awkwardly on hisartificia legs, wishing he could so easily
depart, without his disahility.

"Foolishness," Gustave barked. "They couldn't even tell uswho it was, or when. Some crewman, they
said. Off aship. What ship, they didn't know. It was only arumor. Maybe this plague doesn't even exis,"
he growled. "Maybeit'sal an excuseto Sart prosalytizing us, snipping a uswith their little punches,
taking tissue samplesfor their damned banks." Even though the bon Smaerloks had cometo Grasslong
ago, thefamily history was replete with accounts of the rdigious tyranny they had fled from.

"No." said Figor. "I believe the plague exists. Weve heard of it from other sources. And they're upset
about it, which is understandable. They're running about doing this and that, not to much purpose. Well,
they will find acurefor their plague. Give them time. One thing you can say for Sanctity, it doesfind
answers eventudly. So why not give them timeto find the answer somewhere e se, without saying no and
without upsetting oursalves? Well tell this Hierarch we don't take kindly to being studied, blah and blah,
right of cultura privacy—héll have to accept that, Sinceit's one of the covenants Sanctity agreed to at the
time of disperson—but well say we're sensible people, willing to talk about it, so why not send usan
ambassador to discussthe matter." Fi-gor made an expansive gesture. " Then we can discuss and discuss
for afew years until the question becomes moot.”

"Until they al die?" Gerold bon Laupmon asked—meaning, Figor supposed, everyone of human origin
not upon Grass

Figor sghed. One was never certain with Gerold that he quite un-derstood what was going on. "No.
Until they find acure. Which they will."

Gugtave snorted. "I'll givethat to the Sanctified, Gerold. They're clever.” He said it in the tone of one
who did not think much of cleverness.

There was a pause while they considered it Eric bon Haunser urged at lagt, "It has the advantage of
making uslook perfectly reasonable.”

Gudtave snorted again. "To who? Who isit looking at us? Who hasthe right?' He pounded on the arm
of hischair, scowling, turning red in the face. Ever since the accident which had cut short Gustave'sriding
career, he had been irascible and difficult, and Figor moved to calm him.

"Anyone can, Gustave, whether they have theright or not. Anyone can look. Anyone can have an
opinion, whether we want them to or not. And if we should ever want something from Sanctity, we'd be
inagood position to ask that the favor be returned.”



Eric nodded, seeing that Gustave was about to object. "Maybe well never want anything, Gustave.
Probably we won't. But if we did, by chance, we'd bein agood position. Aren't you the one who aways
tells us not to give up an advantage until we have to?"

The older man smmered. "Then we have to be polite to whoever they send—bow, scrape, pretend he's
our equal, somefool, some off-planeter, someforeigner”

"Well, yes. Since the ambassador will be from Sanctity, hell prob-ably be Terran, Gustave. Surely we
could suffer that for atime. As| mentioned, most of us speak diplomatic.”

"And thisfragraswill have asilly wife and adozen bratlings, prob-ably. And servants. And secretaries
and aides. All asking questions.”

"Put them somepl ace remote, where they can't ask many. Put them at Opal Hill." Eric named the Site of
the former Semling embassy with somerdlish, repesting it. "Opa Hill."

"Opa Hill, hah! Farther than nowhere! All the way across the swamp-forest to the southwest. That's
why the people from Semling left. It getslondy at Opad Hill."

"S0, the man from Sanctity will get lonely and leave aswell. But that will be hisfault, not ours. Agreed?
Yes?'

Evidently they were agreed. Figor waited for atimeto seeif anyone had any second thoughts or if
Gugtave was going to explode again, then rang for wine before leading his guests down into the grass
gardens. Now, in early fall, the gardens were at their best, the feathery seed heads moving like dancersto
the beat of the southern wind. Even Gustave would mellow after an hour in the gardens. Come to think of
it, Opd Hill had very nice gardensaswell, young but well designed. The Sanctified penitents expiating
their sins here on Grass by digging up ruins and designing gardens—the oneswho cdled themsdvesthe
Green Brothers—had spent considerable care upon the Opa Hill gardens. Nothing had disturbed the
gardens since the people from Semling had |eft. Perhaps this ambassador person could be interested in
gardening. Or hiswife, if he had awife. Or the dozen bratlings.

Afar from Klive, deep among the grasses, Dimity bon Damfelstried to exorcise the pain in her legsand
back. Even after al those hours on the smulator, al the pain she had experienced there, thiswas
different. Thiswasintrusive, hateful, intimate.

"When you think the pain is unbearable,” the riding ingtructor had said, "you can review thetrack of the
Hunt in your mind. Digtract yoursdf. Above dl, do not think of the painitsef.”

So she digtracted hersdf, reviewing how they had come. They had ridden out dong the Trail of Greens
and Blues where the patterned turf along the path went from degpest indigo through al shades of
turquoise and sapphire to dark forest green and bright emerad, up-ward to the ridge where tall plumes of
aguamarine watergrass un-dulated in ceasdess waves. Beyond the ridge the watergrassfilled ashallow
basin dotted with idands of sandgrass, the whole making such amarveloudy lifelike seascape that it was
caled the Ocean Garden. Dimity had once seen a picture of areal ocean when she went with Rowenato
Commoner Town to pick up someimported fabric. It had been hanging on the fabric merchant'swall, a
picture of a seaon Sanctity. She remembered saying at the time how much the imaged expanse of water
looked like grass. Someone had laughed at this, saying it was the grassthat looked like water. How
would one know which looked like which? In fact, they looked like one another, were like one another,



except that one could drown in water.

Musing on this, Dimity surprised hersalf with the thought that one might dmost drown in grassaswell.
One might wish to drown. Her |eft knee wasin agony. Littletrails of fire crept from the knee upward
toward her groin. Digtract yoursdlf, she repeated mentally. Distract yoursdlf.

At the end of the Trail of Greens and Blues, the hounds had run silently into Thirty-shadows Foret,
where giant black stems, thick as her body, grew tdll, clucking hollowly far above asthey collided in the
small wind. Here velvet turfs were planted in mosdike clusters around hillocks of stonegrass, and here the
mounts had followed asthetrail led upward toward the Ruby Highlands.

On the Highlands the vistas were of amber and peach, apricot and rose, with veins of deepest red
threaded through the paler colorsto climax in bursts of skyrocketing bloodgrass, and herethe trail turned
asdefrom the gardensto run off into the untended gramineae of the surrounding veldt. It wastallgrass
veldt, with nothing to see but the sems rushing by as her mount forced hisway through, nothing to hear
but the rustle of the plumy seed heads, nothing to think of but steeling hersdf against the blows of the
blades, keeping her head down so those blows fell on the padded cap and not on her face.

Still, she could tell from the sun that they were running north, and Dimity concentrated upon this. The
seven remaining estancias were separated from one another by at least an hour's air travel, and yet they
occupied only asmall part of the surface of Grass. What did she know about the land north of the
Damfels estancia? There wasn't another estancia there. The nearest estanciawas that of the bon
Laupmons, but it was agreat distance to the southeast. Directly east were the bon Haunsers. The Friary
of the Green Brothers was north, but some ways east of the bon Damfels estancia. There were no other
edtanciasto the north, no villages, nothing except more prairie and along, shdlow valey wherethere
were many copses. "Many copses means many foxes," she quoted silently to hersaf. Undoubtedly they
wereriding toward the valey.

The pain was suddenly there again, moving in her other leg "Better than digtraction,” the riding master
hed said, "isto let yoursdf fdl into the rhythm of the ride and think of nothing.” Shetried not fighting the
pain, not distracting hersdlf, just going with it. "Above dl, do not disturb the mount or attract the atention
of the hounds." She would not attract their attention. She would just et it go, let it go, not thinking about

anything.

On thesmulator Dimity had never managed to think of nothing, and she was surprised to find how much
easer it was here. Almost as though something was working inside her mind to wipeit clean. An eraser.
Rub, rub, rub. She started to shake her head in annoyance, not liking the fed of it, remembering only just
in time that one must not move, really must not move. Theintrusion in her mind scraped &t her.
Ddiberately, she went back to distraction, thinking of her newest bal gown, reviewing every flounce,
each embroidered leaf and blossom, and after atime the hurtful fedling inside her head departed. "Ride,"
shesad slently to hersef. "Ride, ride, ride." The repetition took the place of the emptiness, driving out
the bal gown, and she smply held on, moving as the mount moved, shutting her eyes, not seeing anything
else. Her backbone was afused column of agony. Her throat was dry. She wanted desperately to
scream, and fighting down the scream took al her strength.

Until suddenly they crested along ridge and stopped. Her eyes popped open, dmost against her will,
and she looked down into the valey before them. It was not unlike the Ocean Garden, except that these
waveswere of tall grassin shades of amber and dun while theidands were actual trees, copses of trees,
the only kinds of treesthat existed on Grass. Swamp trees, growing wherever springs of water cameto
the surface. Fox trees. Haven for the toothed devils. Where they lived. Where they hid, when they
weren't dinking among the grasses, killing thefods.



"Never say 'foads where the mounts can hear you," the riding master had said. "That is our word. We
merdly assume there arefods, though we have never seen any, so don't say it. In fact, never say anything
where the mounts can hear you."

So shewas silent now, as dl the riders were, their speculations kept entirely to themsalves. Dimity saw
the faces of the other riders, pae with concentration, unselfconscioudy quiet. Dimity would not have
believed Emeraude could be thisquiet if she had not seen it. Mummy probably couldn't believeit at dl.
And Shevlok! How often did one see Shevlok without an imported cigar in his mouth—only the best
Shame tobacco would do for Shevlok—or his mouth open telling someone something. Except when
Father was around, of course. When Stavenger was around, Shevlok was notable for sitting in corners
and not attracting attention to himsealf, notable, one might say, for sdlf-effacement.

Asthis Hunt was notable for quiet. Silent as the earth-closetsin midwinter, when no one ese wasthere
and the frost lay deep. Dimity concentrated on breathing quietly. The eraser feding wasin her head again,
and shefought it off, thinking about what she would have for dinner when the Hunt was over. Grass-hen
friedin oil with imported spicesonit. A fruit salad. No. Too early for fresh fruit. A dried fruit pie. And
then they were off, down into the valey toward one of the dark copses, Dimity reminding herself what
the riding master had had to say about that. "The trees are extraordinary,” he had said. "It will be difficult
not to gasp or exclaim. Y ou will do neither, of course. Y ou will keep your mouth shut--Y ou will not
crane your neck or stare about or shift your weight." Besides, she had seen them on the smulator
screens, athousand hours worth of them.

So she kept her mouth shut and her face front as the black towers|oomed around her, their leafy burden
shutting out the sky, the world suddenly full of the sound of water and of hooves moving in water, the
squish and dide of it, the samdl of it filling her nogtrilsin away quite different from the smdl of rain. This
was not merely damp but sodden, adank, fecund smell. Dimity opened her mouth very quietly and
breathed through it, getting hersdlf accustomed to the smell which made her want to sneeze or cough or
gasp--Shefet the sgnd for the hounds, felt it without understanding it until the hounds lunged away,
scattering outward in al directions, nosesto earth. The sound of their scuffling scramble faded. There
were historic words to go with this, the riding master had said. "Into covert”, her mind said. "Into covert,
my lads." Asthough anyonewould redly dare say "my lads," to hounds!

Somewhere agrass peeper shrilled and shrilled again, an ar-rhythmic pulse within the grove, repesting
until it was dmost but not quite a pattern, then silencing until she thought it had stopped, only to return
once more. She caught aglimpse of a peeper out of the cor-ner of her eye, white and wriggly, squirming
among the grassroots.

A hound bayed, a deep, bellowingaroowhich made her heart fater asit went on and on. Then another
joined, haf atone above, the sound of thetwo like aknifein her ears. Then all the pack, the tones of the
voices|ogt inavast cacophony, arooand aroo, unmelodious and dissonant. The mounts screamed in
answer and lunged deeper into the wood. They had found the fox, started the fox, would pursue the fox.
Dim-ity shut her eyes and held on once more, biting her tongue, biting her cheeks, anything to stay
conscious and upright, anything at dl. A thought cameto her.

Thisis Darenfeld's Coppice, her mind told her. Darenfeld's Coppice which lay, once upon atime, within
the bounds of Darenfeld's estancia. Y ou areriding to houndsin Darenfeld's Coppice, where your friend
Janetta bon Maukerden died. Dimity's mouth opened to shout, and her mind told her mouth to closeitsalf
oncemore. You will be dill about it, shetold hersalf. No oneredly said Janetta died here. No one said
that. No one said anything except her name and then whispering, "Darenfeld's Coppice." And when
Dimity asked, they said shush, shush, don't say, don't ask.



They know more than you do, shetold hersdf. Y ou can't tell them anything they don't know already.

The hounds were baying asthey raced away, and the mount be-neath her was dashing after them. She
stayed on, eyes shut once more. It was al she could do to hold on. To stay where shewas. Not to fall
off. To beslent. To bear the pain. To go on with the Hunt.

The Hunt does go on. Time passes. Thefox runsfor hours. Theriders pursueit for hours. Dimity forgets
who sheisor where sheis. Thereisno yesterday, nor any tomorrow. Thereisonly an everlasting now,
full of the pound of feet on the turf, the rustle of grasses asthey push their way through, the scream of the
fox far ahead, the bay of the hounds. Hours gone. Days, perhaps. Perhaps they have ridden for days.
She would not know.

Thereisnothing to mark the passage of time. Thirg, yes. Hunger, yes. Weariness, yes. Pain, yes. All of
these have been there since early in the morning: burning thirst, gnawing hunger, aching bones, degp-set
asadisease. Her mouth cannot be drier than it is, her ssomach emptier. She cannot hurt more than she
hurts. And now, at last, she gives up fight-ing againgt it. It will last forever. Thething in her head wipes
out any con-cern about that. Nothing measures time. No before. No after. Nothing, nothing. Until the
mount beneeth her dows and stops and she unwill-ingly leaves the agonized daze she hasfdleninto and
opens her eyes.

They are standing at the edge of another copse, moving dowly into it, into agrove, into the dusky
cathedral shade of the trees. High above them the foliage opensto alow the sun to pierce the gloomin
long ra-diant pears. One of them lights Stavenger where he stands upon his mount with the harpoonin
his hands, ready to throw. From the tree branches above comes a scream of rage, then Stavenger'sarm
whips out and the line streaks behind the harpoon like athread of purest gold. A horrible scream again,
thistime of agony.

A hound legps high to seize thelinein histeeth. Other houndsaswell. They haveit. They are pulling the
fox out of thetree, still howling, still screaming, never silent for an ingtant. Something huge and dark with
glistening eyes and mighty fangsfals among them, and then thereis only the sound of screaming mixed
with the sound of teeth.

Dimity closes her eyes again, too late not to see the dark blood fountaining among the struggling bodies,
andfeds... fedsawelling of pleasure so deeply intimate it makes her flush and draw her breath in,
makes her legs quiver where they bestride the body beneath her, makes her whole body rock in aspasm
of ecdtatic sensation.

All around her other eyes are closed, other bodies quiver. Except for Sylvan. Sylvan Sits erect, eyes
fixed on the bloody tumult before him, teeth bared in aslent rage of defiance, hisface quite blank. He
can see Dimity from where heis, see her body thrashing, her eyes closed. In order not to seeit, heturns
hisface avay.

Dimity did not open her eyes again until they had come dl theway back to Klive and had |eft the Dark
Forest to enter upon the Trail of Greens and Blues, There the pain became too much to bear silently and
she moaned without thinking, only atiny sound. One of the hounds looked back at her, agreet,
violet-mottled hound, its eyeslike flames. Therewas blood oniit, blood al over it, its own blood or the



blood of the fox. She was conscious in that moment that those same eyes had looked at her again and
again during the hunt, that those same eyes had |ooked at her even when the fox fell from the treeinto the
middle of the pack, when shefdt ... that.

Shelooked down at her hands clenched upon the reins and did not raise her head again.

When they arrived at the Hunt Gate, she could not dismount by hersdf. Sylvan had to help her. Hewas
at her sde so quickly that she thought no one noticed how wesk shewas. No one but that same hound,
his red eyes gleaming in the gathering dusk. Then he went away, al the hounds went away, the mounts
went away, and the Huntsman sounded his horn softly at the gate, crying, "The Hunt is over. We have
returned. Let uscomein.”

From the bal cony, Rowena heard the muted horn call. It meant the creatures were gone and humans
waited to be attended to. She leaned across the balustrade, hands clutching one another, mouth open, as
aservant opened the Kenndl Gate from inside and the weary hunters straggled through: the Master and
the members of the Hunt in their red coats, the women in their black, their padded breeches making them
look wide and froglike in the gloom. White breeches were sweat-stained now, and the pristine purity of
the hunt ties had been sullied by dust and by chaff from thetall grasses. Mde servants waited with
goblets of water and bits of grilled mest on skewers. Baths were wait-ing, had been waiting for some
hours, sseaming from the heat of their own little furnaces, and the hunters, hands full of meat and drink,
scattered toward their various rooms. Gasping, ready to cry out at last from the fear she had fought
during thelong day, Rowena sought among the riders until she found the dight figure of Diamante leaning
on Sylvan'sarm. Then the tears spilled over and she sought a voice she had dmost lost in the conviction
that Dimity had not returned.

"Dimity." Rowenaleaned acrosstherail, not wishing to be over-heard by Stavenger or one of the other
aristocratic old guard. When the girl looked up, Rowena beckoned, and Sylvan nodded toward aside
door. Within afew minutes Dimity wasin her mother's room and Salawas greeting her with an
exclamation of disgust.

"Dirty! Oh, you'refilthy, girl--i Filthy. Like amigerer mole creeture. Covered dl over. Takethat coat off,
and that tie. I'll get your robe and you can take off therest of thisfilthy stuff.”

"I'mdirty but I'm all right, Sdla" said the girl, moon-pae, pushing weskly at Salas busy hands.
"Dimity?"
"Mother."

"Give Sdlayour clothes, dear. Here, I'll help you with your boots." There was abrief, grunting interlude
asthe high black boots were tugged off. "Y ou can have your bath in here while you tell me about the
Hunt." She moved through the luxurious bedroom, beckoning, opening the door into the mosaic-tiled
bath, where water had been aready drawn and kept steaming by its own fires. ™Y ou can use my bath ail.
Y ou dways liked that when you weretiny. Areyou sore?"

Dimity tried to smilein response, failed. It was dl she could do to keep her hands from shaking as she
stripped her underclothes away, letting them fall in apile on the bathroom floor. Only after she was neck
deep in teaming water did Rowenasay again, "Tdl me about it."

Thegirl murmured, "1 don't know. Nothing happened.” The water was soaking away the pain. It hurt to
move, and yet in the warm soothe of the water it had become almost pleasure to fed that ache, that



deep, abiding agony of the bones. "Nothing happened.”

Rowena stamped her foot, very softly, eyes bright with tears. "Did you have any trouble mounting?'
"No. Not redly."

"Had you ... had you seen the mount before?"

Dimity opened her eyes, suddenly aware, looking at her mother directly. "The mount?1 think it'sonel've
seen before, grazing maybe, out near the shortgrass field where Syl and | used to play." Perhapsthis
meant something. She searched her mother's face, but Rowena only nodded. When Rowena had first
ridden, her mount, too, had been one she had seen watching her when she was achild. "Where did you

go?’

"I think we drew acopsein Darenfeld's ... inthe valley." Rowenanodded again, remembering dark trees
towering, shutting out the sky, the ground covered with small flowering mosses, anoise of running water
under the mosses, under the roots. Remembering Dimity's friend, Shevlok'slover, Janetta.... "Did you
dat afox?'

"Yes" She shut her eyes, unwilling to say more. She didn't want to talk about it. She wanted to forget it.
Next time she would givein to the pain right away. Next time she wouldn't fight it Through ditted lids she
saw Rowenasface, fill questioning, till demanding, wanting more. Sighing, Dimity said, "The hounds
went in. Pretty soon they were dl baying, and we went racing off. | seem to remember the hounds lost
him three or four times, but they got him each time again. Maybe | only made that up. He just ran and ran
forever, that'sal. And then the hounds treed him away north somewhere.”

“Did you kill?"

"Stavenger did. Daddy. | mean, the Master did. He only had to throw once. | couldn't see where the
harpoon stuck, but they pulled the fox out of the tree and the hounds got him." She flushed then, deeply,
the blood rising into her face in an unmistakabl e tide as she remembered what had followed.

Rowena saw the flush, interpreted it correctly, and turned aside in order not to confront what she saw
there. Shame. Embarrassment. Mortified pudicity. Rowena sought for something, anything to say other
than ... other than this. It had happened to her, too. It had dways happened. She had never mentioned it
to another soul. She had not known until now whether it was her guilty secret or a secret shared. "You
didn't redly seethefox, then."

"I couldn't see anything except ablob in the tree. Then eyes, and teeth, and then it was all over."

"Ah." Rowenasighed, the tears now streaming, laughing at herself and her fears, shamed for Dimity's
shame but relieved just the same. "Mother! I'm dl right. It'sdl right.”

Rowena nodded, dabbing at her eyes. Of dl the things that might have gone wrong, none had. Dimity
had mounted, had ridden, hadn't fallen off, hadn't been attacked by the fox, hadn't done anything to upset
the hounds.

"Mother." Softly, moved by the tears, offering something.

"Yes, Dimity-"



"There was this one hound that kept watching me, al the time we were coming back. A kind of purplish
mottled one. Hejust kept looking a me and looking a me. Every time | looked down, there hewas."

"Youdidn't garel”

"Of course not. | know better. | didn't even seem to notice, not that the hound could see. | just thought it
wasfunny, that'sal."

Rowena argued with hersdf. Say too little? Say too much? Say nothing? *Hounds are peculiar that way.
Sometimes they watch us. Sometimes they don't look at us. Sometimes they seem to be amused by us.
Y ou know."

"l dont, redly."

"WEell, they need us, Dimity. They can't climb, so they cantt kill the fox unlesswe bring him down."

"They only need one man for that, somebody with astrong arm to throw the harpoon.”

"Oh, | think therés moreto it than that. The hounds seem to enjoy the Hunt. Theritud of it."

"When we were riding back, | kept wondering how it ever got started. | know they ride to the hounds
on Terra, back before Sanctity, before we left. That wasin my history book, with pictures of the horses
and dogs and thelittle furry thing—nothing like our fox at al. | couldn't figure out why they should have
wanted to kill it, even. With our foxen, killing it isthe only thing to do. But why do it thisway?"

"One of thefirgt settlers made friends with ayoung mount and learned to ride him, that's dl thereistoit,”
Rowenaanswered. "The settler taught some friends, and the young mount brought along some more of its
kind, and gradualy we had aHunt again.”

"And the hounds?'

"I don't know. My grandfather told me once that they were smply there one day, that's all. Asthough
they knew we needed them to have a proper Hunt. They aways show up on the proper day at the
proper place, just like the mounts do...."

"If we cdll them hounds when they aren't redlly hounds, how come we don't cal the mounts horses?”
Dimity asked, lying back until her head was half submerged, contented now to say nothing much, to talk,
perhaps to have her mother wash her back.

Rowenawas sartled. "Oh, | don't think the Hippae would like that, not at all.”

"But they don't mind being cadled mounts?"

"But my dear, we never call them even that where they can hear us. Y ou know that. We never call them
anything at al where they can hear us."

"It makes your head fed funny," said Dimity. "Doesnt it?"
"What?' asked Rowena, suddenly on her feet. "What does?’

"Hunting. Doesn't it make your head fed funny?"



Rowenasaid in apreoccupied tone, "It hasakind of hypnotic effect. It would redly be rather boring
otherwise." She put afolded towd within Dimity's reach, then | eft the room, closing the door behind her
to keep the teamy warmth within.

One of the hounds watching Dimity? She bit her lip, frowned, acquired a suddenly haunted expression.
She would have to speak to Sylvan about that. Right now he would be closeted with Figor about that
Sanctity business, but perhaps he had noticed something. No one & se would have noticed anything, but
perhaps Sylvan had. Or perhapsit had al been in Dimity's mind. Weariness and hours of pain could do
that.

Stll it would be an odd thing to imagine. The hounds had killed, so they should have beenin agood
mood. There was no reason for one of them to have watched Dimity. There was no reason for Dimity
even to have imagined it. Surely no one had ever said anything to her, about Janetta ... about that side of

things

She would speak to Sylvan about it. As soon as she could. As soon asthissilly matter of the scientific
mission was decided and everyone could think about something €l se.

Grass.

Millions of square milesof prairie, with villages and estancias, with hunters and the hunted, where the
wind walks and the stars shine on stalk and seed plume and where the duglike peepers cry from the
rootsdl day and al night, except when certain things call deep in the star-specked dark to make a
gunning, eerieslencefdl.

North, dmost at the place where the shortgrass country begins, are the ruins of acity of the Arbai, not
unlike the many other cities of the Arba found among the settled worlds, except that here on Grassthe
inhabitants died of violence. Among the ruinsthe Green Brothers are intermittently occupied, digging
trenches, listing arti-facts, making copies of the volumesin the Arbai library. The Brothers are penitents, it
issaid, though no one ese on Grass knows or cares what they are penitent about.

A little north of the dig, in the sprawling, vaulted Friary, other Green Brothers keep busy in their gardens,
busy with their pigs and chickens, busy sky-crawling, busy walking out into grassesto preach to the
Hippae perhaps, or to the foxen, who knows? All of them, too, are peni-tents, cast out of Sanctity to this
far, londy place. They were here, unwillingly, when the aristocrats arrived. Some of them lament that they
will fill be here, as unwillingly, when the aristocrats have gone.

And finaly thereisthe port, and Commoner Town, both of them set down in the one place on Grass
where little grass grows, a high, stone-based ridge surrounded by swamp forest—along, dender d-lipse,
ahundred square miles or so given over to shipping and ware-houses and hydroponic farms, to quarries
and meadows and mines and al the other clutter and cacophony of human life and human business.
Commoner Town, where strangers can come and go without bothering anyone, where foreigners can do
their incomprehensible and, as the bon Damfels do say, contemptible business.

And thereisthe port, wherefat shipsfall, squatting on their fiery tails asthey arrive from Shame and
Semling and the planet most call Sanctity until they are reminded that it isredly named Terra, thefirst
home of man. Men and women are on Grassin many guises. transents and merchants and craftsmen and
ships crews and preach-ers needing hotels and warehouses, shops and brothels and churches. Children,



too, with their playing fields, and teacherswith their schools. Occasiondly asmall group of adventurous
children or bored tran-sentswill leave the port or town behind them and wak the mile or two down the
long dope to the place where the ground flattens out in marshy meadow. Thereisakind of springinessin
the mossy growth there, aresilient dampness at first, which, if they go on, rapidly turnsto the kind of
sogginess one might expect after days of rain. Walkers can get a bit farther on that ground, feeling their
feet squelch deeply into it, though most draw back in fear that it will quake and give way, asin-deed it
doesin alittle space, becoming so boggy that stubborn explor-ers have to leap from tussock to tussock
over braided streams gleaming in oily lights. There are huge blue-leafed clume treesin thisbog, and
flowers blooming like pae candles, and powder-winged moths the size and color of parrots and smelling
of incense, and there are huge homely frogs whose forebears came with the first settlerslong ago.

So much one can see on a casua wak from Commoner Town— so much, but no more, because just
beyond the clume trees the bog deepens and the tussocks become jungly idets separated by twined
rivers of dark water full of twisted roots and thingsthat go squirming into the dime with ominous plopping
sounds. There the trees have bluer leaves, and they grow taller the farther one goes, shutting out the light.
To go oninto the forest one would need a boat, a shalow skiff or punt with along pole to push against
the murky depths below, or maybe a paddle to dip silently into that smooth dark water, pro-pelling one
adong thelabyrinthineleefy hdls.

Not that it hasn't been done. Some few heedless men have built themsalves vessals of greater or lesser
water-worthiness to carry them exploring; some few foolhardy commoner boys and maybe agirl or two
have made themsalves boats to dip between the great buttressed trunks of the trees and the reaching
tentacles of vine and take them-salves farther into the glimmering shadows of the swamp forest. Not
many. There might have been more, except that of those who went in, agood many never came out.
Grown men from off-planet havetried it, too, doughty men and strong, but they have been logt just asthe
boys and girlswerelost.

And those who did come out again? What could they say about it except that it was wet and dark and
full of things dithering and that it got wetter and darker and more dithery yet the farther one went? In fact,
they have said very little. It isalmost asthough they could not remember what they might have seen, there
in the dank depths of the swamp forest. Asthough they had gonein and come out again by accident,
while deeping, having seen or heard nothing &t dl.

And, after al, who cares? Who has any need to go in there? Nothing comes out of the mire and the viny
trees to do anyone harm, and nothing has been seen in the swamp that anyone wants. From above, the
great treeslook like the restless billows of amiles-wide gray-green sea. From afar, they areawall
shutting Commoner Town ingde and keeping the restless energies of its tradesmen and craftsmen from
erupting. From inside, they are awall against the inexorable grasses, keeping them at bay. North, south,
east, and west, al sides of the town are closed off by the swamp forest. No road in, no road out, and the
depths of the forest inviolable, the depths of its trees and waters unknown and unseen, though so wide
and ramified that —even though no one has ever seen anything of the kind—everyone in Commoner
Town bdievesthereisasomething there that will emerge, someday, to the astonishment of them all.

3

The streets of St. Magdaden'swere, as usud, deep in mud. Marjorie Westriding Yrarier had to leave her
hover at the hamlet gate, next to the population post, and go dogging through mire which came dmost to
her ankles as she went past the chapel and the soup kitchen to the hovel that had been assigned to
Bdlaou Benice and her children. One child now: Lily Anne. Thetwo legd children had publicly



re-pudiated their mother amonth ago, so they were well out of it. The phrase set up an ugly resonance,
and Marjorieflushed, angry a hersdlf for being angry at the two dmost adult Benices. "Well out of it"
was accurate, and Bellalou hersalf had probably encouraged her offspring to execute the demeaning
ceremony as soon as both were old enough. On Terra, both the planetary and most of the provincia
governments claimed a Judeo-Christian heritage, but "honor thy father and thy mother” had no meaning
forillegasor for their parents.

At the hovel Marjorie set her pack on the stoop while she scraped her boots on the step edge, kicking
the gluey clods off into the morass. There was no excusefor this. It would take less money to pave the
dreetsthan it took to lay temporary sidewalks during the quarterly vistations by the board, but Marjorie
was aminority voice on the Board of Governors, which had a"nofrills' policy vis-avisits char-itable
endeavor. Mot of the board members made their decisions about Breedertown without ever seeing the
place or any of the peoplein it. Not that they didn't coo and flutter around Marjorie for being so
"dedicated,” s0 "brave." She had taken considerable satisfaction in that, once. Some time ago. Before she
knew as much as she knew now.

The hove door opened acrack, disclosing Bellalou's swollen face. Someone had hit her again. Not her
putative husband. He'd been shot last year for illegd procreation.

"Madam," said Belldou.
"Good morning. Belldou." Marjorie smiled her vigtation smile, carefully not patronizing. "How's Lily?!
"Fine," thewoman said. "She'sfine."

Lily Annewasnot fine, of course. When Marjorie cameinto the dovenly room, theillega glared at her
out of asullen face as bruised as her mother's. Y ou checkin' up on me agin.”

"Trying to keep you dive until the ship goes, Lily."
"Maybe I'd rather be dead, you ever think of that?'

Marjorie nodded soberly. Oh, indeed. She had thought of that. Maybe Lily would rather be dead.
Maybe most illegal people would rather be dead than shipped away to Repentance, where two thirds of
them would die before they were thirty anyhow. Though Marjorie had undertaken thiswork out of the
religious conviction thet life a any price was worth living, that was before she had seen certain
documentaries, read certain exposes. Even shewas no longer sure Repentance was preferable to smple
desth.

"Y ou don' mean that, Lily," Bellalou remonstrated.
"Fuck | don't."

Marjorieintervened, trying to convince hersdf asmuch asthegirl. "Look at it thisway, Lily. You can
have dl the babies you want on Repentance.” That, at |east, was true. Population was as much needed
on Repentance asit was now rigidly controlled here on Terra. Babies born on Repentance would be
citizens of that planet.

"Don't want babies there. Want my baby you took." It was the most recent plaint, since the abortion
Marjorie had arranged, risking her own freedom and possibly her marriage in the process. Neither Rigo
nor the loca law would have looked kindly on that particular act of charity. Marjorie's confessor, Father



Sandoval, wouldn't have been precisaly cheery about it, either, had he known. Taking another step down
apath she had prayed was not irreversible, Marjorie hadn't told him.

"Lady Wesriding din take your baby, Lily. If you din have that abor-tion you'duh been shot by the
pop'lation as soon as you showed, you know that." Bellaou looked pleadingly at her daughter. "lllegas
can't do that." Only third and subsequent living children were actudly illegd. Though Bdlaou hersdf was
not anillegd, her status made little difference. Asthe parent of one she had been stripped of her civil
rights. She went on, asthough to clam afuture joy for her daughter, "It'll be better on Repentance.”

"Don't want Repentance. Rather be shot,” the girl cried.

Neither Marjorie nor Bellaou contradicted her. Marjorie found herself wondering why she smply hadn't
let it happen. Poor little beast. Ignorant as a chicken. Half her teeth were falling out aready and she
couldn't read or write. No one was alowed to teach illegals anything or give them medica care. On her
sixteenth birthday, Lily would be taken to the port to join amob of other young illegals destined to live
and die on the colony planet, and if it hadn't been for the recent abortion and theimplant of avery illicit
five-year con-traceptive device, the poor little cow wouldn't have lasted until de-portation. Planetary law
sad any illegd who came up pregnant got shot, dong with whatever maeillegal or de-righted person she
claimed was responsible—if she cared to claim, which asurprisng number of them did. Such claims
made againgt certain respectable men, however, had caused some changesin the law. Now, only women
served as guards in Breedertown. Only women were on the viditation committee.

"Y ou get to havekids," Lily whined. ™Y ou rich peoplel™

"Two children," Marjoriesad. "Only two, Lily. If | had athird child, it would beillegd, just like you.
They'd take away my rights, just like they did your mother's. They'd make my older children repudiate
me, just like your brother and Sster did to Belldou.” She said it al wearily, not believing it. Rich people
didn't get in that kind of mess. They never had. Only the poor got trapped: by ignorance, by religion, by
sef-righteous laws passed by people who broke them with impunity. Marjorie hersaf had an implant,
imported from the Humanist Enclave on the coast. Another thing she hadn't told Father Sandova. She
hadn't told Rigo, either, but surely he suspected. Probably his mis-tress had one aswell.

She brushed the wrinkles out of her trousers as sherose. "I brought some clothes for you to wear on the
ship," shetold the girl. "And some things you'll need on Repentance." She handed the package to
Bdldou. "Lily will need these things, Bellalou. Don't |et her trade them for euphies, please.” Despite dl
efforts to keep them out, deaersin euphoriacs managed to do agood businessin St. Magdalen's.

"Gimme," whined Lily, snatching at the package.
"Later,” said her mother. "Later on, honey. I'll giveit to you later on.”

Her busness with Belldou finished, Marjorie returned to the clammy air and the mud, glad that one visit
was over, not eager to go on to the half dozen other hovels she had scheduled for today. There was so
little she could do. Food for hungry children. A few antiseptics and painkillersthat weren't considered
redly "medical.” Theloca province was populated largdly by the Sanctified, which meant there were
provincia laws against both contraception and abortion. Stack that up against the planetary population
laws againgt more than two living children per mother and what did you get? St. Magdden's Town.
Breedertown. A charitable foundation set up by rich Old Catholics to shelter the unfortunate and unwise
who followed ether their inclination or their religion. As head of the Visitation Committee, Marjorie saw
more of the place than most. Hands smoothing her disordered hair, she corrected hersdf: She saw more
of it than any of them. They had been quick to admire her for her dedication but damned dow to emulate



it.

All of which merely increased her doubts The chairmen before her had been chairmen in name only, or
they had been women no wedth-ier than Marjorie who hired othersto do the visitations for them. Why
did sheings on doing thishersdf?

"You've got visons of yourself asasaint,” Rigo had sneered. "Being an Olympic gold meddist wasn't
enough for you? Being my wifeisn't enough? Y ou dso haveto be Saint Marjorie, sacrificing hersdf for
the poor?”

That had stung, though it hadn't been true, not really. The gold medal had been long ago before they
were married. Y oung Marjorie Westriding had been amedai<. yes, but alot of subjective opinion on the
part of judges and officiadswent into deciding who got medd: One might take agreet ded of pride
without being at al certain of one's personal merit, a least so Marjorie had tried to explain to an
unsympathetic Rigo, who barked laughter, pretended to dishelieve her even ashe seized herina
passionate embrace. The truthful answer to his question would have been, no; the gold medal wasn't
enough. Besides, it was along time ago. She needed something comparable now, something uniquely her
own, some perfect achievement. At onetime she had thought it might be her family, her children, but
seem-ingly that wasn't how it worked out...

So she had tried this, and thiswasn't working ether. Gritting her teeth, she stepped down into the mud
and started for the next hovel. When she returned to the hover some hours later she wastired and filthy
and sunk deep in depression. One of "her" girls had been executed that week by a population patrol.
Two children in one family seemed to be dying, probably from something contagious which could have
been prevented if immunizations were alowed for illegds, which they weren't. A thousand years ago the
population of Breedertown could have been shipped off to Audtrdia. A few hundred years ago, they
might have been alowed to emigrate to wild colony planets. But with Sanctity meddling and threstening
whenever peopletried to spread out, there was no real colonization anymore. There wasn't anyplaceto
send excess people except Repentance, if they stayed dive long enough to get there.

But Repentance redlly could be worse than the aternative. Now that Marjorie had decided that was
true, it seemed rather pointlessto go on. So long as Sanctity ruled, there was no legal way to do anything
sgnificant. Every week there would be anew girl pregnant or about to be, on and on, forever. If
Marjorie spent everything she had, money and blood, it would do no lasting good. Did it matter whether
any of them individualy escaped from Terra? Lily? Bets, from last month? Dephine, from the month
before that? If one didn't get there, someone else would. What kind of life would they have, the ones
who got there? Mired in ignorance and resentment, probably dying young...

Marjorie gritted her teeth, forbidding hersdlf to cry. She could quit, of course. There were dozens of
excuses she could give the board, al of them acceptable. But she had taken on this duty, and it would be
anful, surely, just to lay it down...

She shook her head violently, sending the hover into asickening lurch. The blare of awarning sren from
the console brought her back to herself. It would be better to think of something else. Of the children:
Tony'saspirations. Stellas tantrums. She would think of anything else, even of Rigo and hismistress.
Mistresses. Plurd. Se-quential.

The car did across the boundary of the estate from the hoverway, and shelifted a hand to the head
groom as she passed the stables, praying that Rigo wasn't home to fight with her about where she had
been, what she had been doing. She was too tired and depressed to argue. She'd wanted to do
something significant, an achievement, somefine gesture, and sheld failed, that's all. It hadn't been an



un-worthy desire, not one Rigo should challenge her about, ingsting that she explain why, why, why.
Especidly now that she wasn't sure any longer.

Perhaps Rigo had been right in the first place. Perhaps she redly had wanted to be asaint. And if that
were true?

Wry laughter seized her; tears squeezed from her eyes as she parked the hover and sagged againgt the
seet, wondering how one went about being a saint these days. She started to wipe her face and compose
herself, remembering al at once that she didn't need to pretend composure, didn't need to pretend
certainty, didn't need to pretend anything. Thistime, a least, she would not have to explain hersdf to
Rigo. Hewould not be home until evening. Thiswasthe day Roderigo Y rarier, faithful Old Catholic and
staunch son of the Church, had done the unthinkable. He had answered a summons to Sanctity.

One hundred golden angels stand on the tower spires of Sanctity, wingswide, trumpets lifted, lit by
internd fires which make them shine like a century of suns. Sanctity's crystal towers mass againgt one
another in alofty and breathtaking bonfire of glittering surfaces againgt the dark of an empty sky. Both
day and night they are alighthouse, a guide—so Sanctity says—to the great diaspora of humanity
clus-tered on the nearest possible worlds out there in the darkling seas of space.

They are dso abeacon for tourships which hang in swarmsthe requisite fifty kilometers away, viewports
clustered with spectators. The ships are allowed no closer for fear of some unspecified disaster.

They may come only near enough for the tourists to make out the huge angels on the summits of the
towers and read the linked words picked out in mirrors and lights upon the highest walls.

Sanctity. Unity. Immortaity.

Though itisimpossible to see anything in detail from that distance with the naked eye, Sanctity isnever
observed at closer range. To dl the worlds Sanctity stands forever upon the Terran horizon, perceiv-able
yet remote, holy and unapproachable, fully accessible only to its chosen ones: the Hierophants, the
sarvitors, the acolytes. If there isreason for amale outsider to come inside (women may not come at al),
he must first obtain the proper papers. Then he must use those papers, after proving heisindeed mae, to
gain access to the well-guarded terminus far out in the surrounding countryside, if satisfied, the guards will
alow him to enter a conveyance which will take him through silent tunnelsto a reception area a respectful
distance from Sanctity's protected heart.

That heart would be the subterranean quarters of the Hierarch himself, far below the angd-spiked
towers and protected by haf amile of earth and stone from al possible harm. The Hierophants of exalted
degrees occupy apartments nearby. The machines are above that, and then the chapels, and only then the
terminus and reception area. In the lowest rooms of the towers are the suites of the servitors and clergy
of moderate status. The farther up oneisassigned to live, the lower down the organizationa ladder one
finds himsdf, or such isthe conventiona wisdom. The higher up, the longer it takes one to get down to
the chapdls and the tunnels where the ritual work of Sanctity is conducted. The higher up onelives, the
lessvaued oneis. At the top, communing with the clouds, are the eager convertswith too little intellect to
be good for anything much; the old, their anonymity fading into forgetfulness; the pledged acolytes,
sarving out their unwilling terms.

And it isthere, in the highest floor of the highest tower, that Rillibee Chime spends his undutied hours,
squatting in purported meditation in cloud-surrounded silence, sprawling through papery, cdlibate nights



on his narrow bed, untinted by happy dream. It is here he risesin the morning and washes himsdlf, here
he dons his soft dip-pers, here he puts on aclean, colorless suit with its tight, anonymous hood and
touches hisface with powder to remove any unseemly color. As he doesthis, he watches birds going by
inlong, purposeful VV-shaped lines, headed southward toward the warm lands, toward Rillibee's home.
Sanctity is set upon the edge of the waste, both to separate itself from the humdrum daily affairs of the
world and to avoid taking up room which nature needs for other things. Behind the glittering towerslie
the arctic tundraand the ice and a cold uninterrupted for many centuries.

Though cold has no meaning in Sanctity. Within the towers the temperature never changes. Rain does
not fall, nor snow intrude upon these quiet corridors. Nothing grows. Nothing is acknowledged to die. If
Rillibee wereto fal serioudy ill, he would be spirited away and another acolyte would occupy hisroom,
do hiswork, attend to his services. No one would care that one had gone and another had come. A
message might be sent to his parents or guardians, if he had any such, but that isthe only notice that
would be taken. Though doctrine teaches that theimmortdity of the person isthe sole reason for
Sanctity's edificid existence, thereis no persondity dlowed inits service—at least not at Rillibeeslevd.
There are few names known in Sanctity: the Hierarch, Carlos Yrarier; the divison chief for Mis-sions,
Sender O'Nell; the name of the Hierarch Elect. Rillibeg's name will never be among them.

Sometimes he says his nameto himsdlf, over and over, slently, reminding himsalf who heis, clinging to
himsdlf, the self he had known, the self with memories and a past and people he loved once. Sometimes
he stares out at a neighboring tower, trying to see through the sparkling surface to any person there, to
someone el se, someone with another name, fighting down the cries that threaten to break loosein his
rigid throat.

"l am Rillibee Chime," he whispersto himsdf. "Born among the cactus of the deserts. Companion of
birdsand lizards." He summons up the memory of birds, lizards, of the lines of ducks overhead, of flat
corncakes cooked on ahot griddle, the taste of savory beans, the memory of Miriam, Joshua, Songbird
asthey were, once, long ago. "Two more years," he whispersto himsdf. "Two more years.”

Two more years of histerm of service. Not that he had been pledged by his parents as the sons of the
Sanctified were pledged. Not that he had been promised in order for his mother to receive permission to
bear ason. It was only among the Sanctified that women had to pledge their boy children to years of
sarvicein Sanctity itsalf, and Rillibeg's people had not been Sanctified. No, Rillibee had been taken,
taken in, adopted, assigned to service because there had been no one left to keep the grasping minions of
Sanctity &t bay.

Two moreyears, Rillibee saysto himsdf, if he can last that long. And if he cannot? Sometimes he asks
himself that question, fearing what the answer is. What happens to those who cannot |ast out their terms?
What happens to those who cannot choke the screams down, who gibber or shout or curse, as he wants
tocurse...?

"Damn," the parrot had said, long ago, making Miriam laugh. "Damn. Shit."

"Damn," Rillibee whispers now.

"Let medie" the parrot had said. No one had laughed then.

"Let medie" Rillibee agrees, hands outstretched to the glowing six-winged seraphim on the towers.

Nothing happens. The angels, though constantly solicited, do not strike him down.



Each day he goes out of his cubicle to the drop chute and stands looking at it for amoment, wondering if
he hasthe courage to legp into it. When he first came to Sanctity he was pushed into it, pushed into it
time after time, feding himsdif falling forever while his skin crawled and his somach fought to get out
through hisnose. Ten years now, and he gill screams mentally each time he thinks of dropping into the
chute. He has found an acceptable dternative. Inside the bottomless well of the chutes are fat metd
staple-shaped rungs, set there for men to climb upon when the chutes must be cleaned or repaired. A
thousand feet down. A thousand feet up. Ril-libee climbsthem twice each day, rising early to be sure he
hastime.

After the climb, mess hal. He has come to mess hall for ten years now, every day since he wastwelve,
but he till fights down the urge to cough at the smell of breskfast. Mess hdl. Full of theforever stink of
nasty-tasting stuff. He does not stay to eat.

He goes climbing, down once moreto duty hal, searching out his number from among athousand others
on the lighted board. RC-15-18809. Clerica dutiesfor the Hierarch. Cleric-al required. Guide duty.
Level three minus, Room 409, 1000 hours.

The Hierarch. Strange that they should appoint someone so young and uncommitted as Rillibee to attend
the Hierarch. Or, perhaps, not strange. So far as Sanctity is concerned, heis merely apart,
inter-changeable with any other part. It takes no commitment to guide avisitor or operate acleric-dll.

His body will not be required for two hours. Time to do something. Timeto go to Supply and check out
aderic-al. Timeto go up to commissary level and buy something to eat that tastes like redl food. Timeto
goto thelibrary and pick out something for recreation. He is afraid to go where people are. Cries of
loneliness and frustration are too close to the roots of histongue He swallows, trying to drive them down,
but they stay there, rough greasy lumps of unswallowed and habitud grief.

Better to go where almost no one goes. One more climb down to chapel level and adow walk aong the
corridor, passing chapel after chapd, hearing the mosguito whine of the speakers over each dtar. Picking
achapd at random, Rillibee goesin and sits down, putting on the earphones which dow the mosquito
whineto an understand-able speed. A ponderous bass voice is chanting. "Artemus Jones. Favordla
Biskop. Janice Fittorney." Rillibee dips the earphones off and watches the atar instead.

Each day an eder sits behind the dtar, waiting for the anonymous acolyte to present alist of new
enrollees. The elder nods his head and the acolyte begins, "On the world of Semling, awomanchild born
to Martha and Henry Spike who has been named Alevia Spike. On Victory, aboychild born to Brown
Brittle and Hard L ost Blue who has been named Broken Sound. On Repentance, aboychild to Domal
and Susan Crasmere who has been named Doma Vincentell."

To each such intelligence the el der bows ow, intoning words made nonsensical by overuse, words none
of them in the towers hear any longer. " Sanctity. Unity. Immortaity." Meaning doesn't matter. The mere
utterance of these words opensthe holy door. The mere syllabic mutter enters the name into the rolls of
humanity. When the words have been intoned, the robed acolyte holds his forms and tissue samplesfor a
moment in the sacred smoke before thrusting them into dots where they plunge down danted surfaces of
polished stone into a place this acolyte, like most short-term acolytes, will never see. Therethe nameis
put into the files and the cdll sampleis put into the tissue banks, both making animmortd placein the holy
history for little red-wrinkled Alevia, for screaming infant Broke, for drowsy Dom.

Rillibee has been down in the clucking depths once or twice on records duty. The genealogy machines
are down there, muttering to themselves as they assign numbers and make note of the genetic information
in the cdll samples, information which will serve, should the occasion arise, to resurrect the body of



Aleviaor Broke or Dom or thisone or that one or anyone who has ever lived, uniquely himsdf or hersdlf,
diginguishable from dl their human brethren dive or dead, emerging newborn from the clone machines.
In body only, of course. No one has found away yet to record memory or persondity. Still, better body
than nothing, so the Sanctified say asthey drop their samples down. If the body lives, it will accumulate
memory, and in time there will be anew creation not unlike the old. Who isto say the new Aleviawill
not, on strange occasions and with a sense of dgjavu, relive her former life? Who isto say that Dom will
not look into the mirror and see there the ghost of aformer self?

In the depths of Sanctity isthe name of every man and woman who has ever lived in adl of human history.
Those for whom no written history could be found have been extrgpol ated by the humming ma-chines
back to the edge of the time when there was no mankind. There are men and women in the machines
with names no higtoric person ever knew, namesin languages that were spoken at the dawn of time.
Never mind that no one dive can speak the language of Homo habilis; the machines know what it was
and the names of those who spokeit. Adam, just down from the trees, ison the list, and Eve, scratching
her butt with a splay-thumbed hand. Their geno-types are there aswell, designed by the machines and
assigned appropriate DNA sequences. Every person ever diveisthere, in Sanctity/Unity/Immortality.

And dl of it, every machine, every entry, every sample, al of it isguarded. There are guards
everywhere, watching, noticing, reporting. Watching for those who may not conform to theidedl of
S/U/I. Watch-ing for acolyteswho fal gpart into gibbering madness. Watching for Moldies, members of
that sect that has wearied of troublesome life and desires only the end, the ultimate destruction of
Sanctity, of Terra, of ahundred worlds, of lifeitself—the end of al those men and women on the eterna
lig.

Every day, in each of athousand chapels, parts of thelist are read by the machines, read doud, dawn to
dusk, dusk to dawn. When the list has been read in its entirety, the machines sart over. The mos-quito
whine of the reading has no end asit rehearses al of humanity from father Adam to little Dom, over and
over again.

Asit goeson Rillibee gts staring a the elder, haf listening to the names put forward by the acolyte, lifting
the mechanism back to his ear asthe machine recitation goes on. "Violet Wilberforce. Nick En Ching.
Herbard Guston." Everyone else who has ever lived, but not Rillibee Chime. He has never heard his
name in that mechanica voice. Perhaps he will not be enrolled until he has completed histwelve years
and gone. The earpieces are thick with dust. It has been along time since anyone has come there to
listen, along time since anyone has cared about the litany.

Inalittle while he will pick up the cleric-al and report for duty to Room 409, leve threeminus. Ina
moment. For now, hewill sit here very quietly, choking down hisloneliness as he saysRillibee Chimeto
himsdlf, carefully listening to the sound of it, words spoken doud in ahuman voicein thisempty hell
where no one speaks his name.

AsRigo Yrarier sepped out of the conveyance pod in the reception area deep underground, he was not
entirdy surprised to find his skin crawling with supergtitious revulsion. He hadn't wanted to come here.
Uncle Carlos had sent amessage begging him to come. Uncle Carlos, the family scandd. Carlos, a
skeleton in the confessiondl, asit were. Apostate Uncle Carlos, long ago lapsed from the Old Catholic
religion of hisbirth and now Hierarch of dl this...thisRigo looked around himself trying to define this This
hive. Thisunholy ant's nest. Outside the glass room in which he stood, identically suited and powdered
figures scurried like SO many anonymous insects.



Rigo had not wanted to come, not even on amission of mercy, which iswhat Uncle Carlos had called it
in hismessage. Missions of mercy were Marjorie's business, not Rigo's, and he was not even sympathetic
with hers. Usdless, dl of it. One could not save people who were too stupid to save themselves, and the
same thing applied to Sanctity, so far as Rigo was concerned. Then, surprisingly, Father Sandova had
urged Rigo to answer the plea. No doubt Father had reasons of his own. He would probably want a
report; he would want to know al about Sanctity, what it looked like, what went on there. Old Catholic
clergy were dlowed to take tours of Sanctity about as often as Old Catholic clergy alowed the devil to
assg at mass.

The superdtitious revulsion Rigo felt was only part of hisreluctance. There was agood ded of anger and
hostility in him aswell, which he recognized and tried to guard against showing as he looked about for
someone who would tell him where to go next. The ghostly aspect of the suited and powdered nonentity
who came through the hissing door and bowed in greeting did nothing to dleviate Rigo's sense that
something was crawling on him. Neither did the long walk as he followed his guide down ramified
corridors, past chapd after chapd, dl of them empty, al of them buzzing with the shrill telling of names,
endlesslisgtsof names.

It would be better, he thought, if they invented machinesto listen aswell as machinesto spesk, or smply
let one machine rehearse the names quietly and eterndly to itself. As much would be achieved, certainly,
without this mosquito howl which made his skinitch and his head hurt. His own name was undoubtedly in
that noise somewhere. His own and Marjorie's and the children's. There was no es-caping it, even though
their families had filed the exemption forms saying they were of another faith, did not wishto belisted in
Sanctity, did not wish their children to be listed, did not believe in the me-chanical immortality and the
hope of physica resurrection which was the best Sanctity could offer. Despite hisfather's passionate
outbursts against Sanctity's arrogance and its pretensions, despite his mother's hysteriaand Father
Sandova's gentle resentment, Sanctity would have done asit pleased. Everyone knew the exemption
formswere atravesty. Filing them was merely asignd for one of the Sanctified missonariesto track the
exempted ones down, to haunt them until the missionary could obtain afew living cells. Any crowded
street or walkway would do. A quick punch was all it took. Like apinch, anip, aneedletouch. They
were like rats, those missionaries, a secret multitude, sneaking and prodding, bringing names and tissue
sam-ples here to become part of this... this.

This. Sanctity/Unity/Immortdity. Thewordswere on al sides of him, engraved in the floors, set into the
walls, cast into the surfaces of doorknobs. Where there was not room for the words, the initid letters
pocked every surface, SU/I, SU/1, SIUII.

"Blasphemousfiction,” Rigo muttered to himself, quoting Father Sandova. Hetried to take shorter steps
50 that he would not tread on the hedls of his guide, wishing with every step that he hadn't come. Not for
Uncle Carlos. Carlosthetraitor. Bad enough he had been a heretic without having become Hierarch, a
source of embar-rassment for al Old Catholics everywhere.

The hooded escort stopped, gave Rigo a quick look as though to see if he was properly dressed, then
knocked at a deeply recessed door before opening it and gesturing for Rigo to enter. It wasasmall,
featurel ess room furnished with three chairs. The hooded acolyte camein to perch on one of them,
anonymous as anew nail, fingers poised over acleric-dl. In another chair, one set apart near adightly
open door, an old man huddled, awaking corpse with dull, deep-sunk eyes. His bandaged hands shook
and hisvoice quavered.

"Riw’?l

"Uncle?' Rigo asked, not sure. He had not seen the old man for decades. "Uncle Carlos?' Therewasa



stench in the room, like a closed attic where something had died.

The shaking moved from armsto head, and Rigo interpreted this as anod. The hand motioned dightly
toward the empty chair, and Rigo sat down. He saw death before him, death too long delayed.

Despite himsdlf, he felt pity. The acolyte on the other chair was preparing to take notes, already keying
his cleric-all to record and transcribe.

"My boy," came the whisper. "Were asking you to do something. To go on ajourney. For atime. It is
important. It isafamily matter, Rigo." He leaned back in the chair, coughing weskly.

"Uncdle" Damned if hewould cal himHierarch."Y ou know we are not among the Sanctified...."

"l am not asking that you do it for Sanctity, Rigo. | am asking for family. For your family. All families. |
amdying. | am not important. We aredl dying—" He was shaken by a paroxysm.

The door opened and two robed attendants boiled in, offering a cup, half snarling a one another in their
eagernessto help.

Rigo reached out ahand. "Unclel™

Hereceived glares from fanatical faces, his hand was dapped away.

The aged man best a them weekly. "Leave me, leave me, fools. Leave me," until they bubbled away
from him and departed, reluc-tantly. "No strength to explain,” he murmured, eyes dmost closed, "O'Nell
will explain. Ass. Not you. ONell. Ass. Don't write that down,” thisto the acolyte. "Take him to O'Nell."
Heturned to his nephew once again. "Please, Rigo."

"Undéd"

The man drew himself together and fixed Rigo with adeeth's-head glare. "I know you don't believein
Sanctity. But you believein God, Rigo. Please, Rigo. Y ou must go. Y ou and your wife and your children.
All of you, Rigo. For mankind. Because of the horses." He began to cough once more.

Thistime the wesk coughing did not stop, and the servitors came back with officious strength to bear the
old man away. Rigo was |eft Stting there, staring at the powdered, anonymous figure across from him.
After amoment, the acolyte put the strap of the cleric-all over his shoulder and beckoned for Rigo to
follow him out. He led the way down atwisting hal to awider corridor.

"What's your name?" Rigo had asked.

The acolyte's voice was hollow, inattentive. "We don't have—"

"l don't care about that. What's your name?’

"Rillibee Chime." Thewordsfd| softly into qui€t, like rainwater into apooal.

"Ishedying?'

A moment's pause. Then, softly, asthough to answer was difficult or forbidden. "The whispers say he
is"



"Whet isit?'

"Everyonesays ... plague." The last word came as bile comes, choking. The anonymous face turned
away. The anonymous person panted. It had been ahard word to say. It meant an end to time. It meant
two years might not be long enough for him to get out of thisplace.

It was aso ahard word to hear.
"Plague!” It came out of Rigo'sbelly like agrunt.

These days the word meant only onething. A dow virus of the most insidious type and hideous aspect.
A dow viruswhich emerged at last to make the body devour itsdf asin aspasm of biologicd sdf-hatred.
Father Sandoval had insisted on showing Rigo a banned documentary made by afellow priest, now
dead, a an aid station where plague victims were treated and given whatever rites would comfort them.
There had been bodies on dl the cots, some of them till living. Rigo's eyes had did acrossthe picture,
observing it without wanting to seeit. The cube had made him seeit. It had included sound and smell,
and he had recoiled from the stench as he tried to shut out the guttural, agonized coughs, the mutilated
bodies, the eyes sunk so deep they made the faces seem skull-like.

"Plague,”" he muttered again. The rumor wasthat it had moved from planet to planet, lying dormant for
decades, only to emerge at last in place after place, giving no hint of its origin, subverting every attempt to
stay it. The rumor was that science had proved helpless, ableto isolate the monster but utterly incapable
of stopping it onceit had invaded a human host. The rumor had been circulating for over twenty years. If
there redlly was plague, by now the victims must be numbered in the billions. So said rumor and rumor
only, for Sanctity denied that there was plague, and what Sanctity denied, the human worlds denied—by
and large.

"Y ou mean my uncle?' Roderigo demanded.

"I didn't know he was your uncle until today. The Hierarch." The acolyte turned to stare at him with
suddenly human eyes. "'I'm not supposed to say anything to you, Sir. Please, don't tell them | did. Here
aretherooms of the divison chief for Missions, sr. If you have questions, you must ask the division chief.
Y ou must ask Sender O'Neil."

The acolyte turned away, losing himsdf in the stream of anony-mous acolytes, only at the turn of the

corridor turning back to stare at Roderigo Y rarier, who still stood there before the door, his eyes down,
an expression of loathing on hisface.

"That acolyte should be disciplined,” said awatcher. "L ook at him, sanding there, saring." The watcher
himsalf was staring nearsight-edly through the crack of avery dightly opened door, his age-spotted hand
trembling onthewall besideit.

"He'sonly curious,” said his companion from over his shoulder. "How often do you think he getsto see
anyone except the Sanctified. Shut the door. Did you understand what the old man said, Mailers?'

"The Hierarch? He said his nephew had a chance of finding what we need because of the horses.”

"And do you think Yrarier will succeed?



"Wadl, Cory, he hasafine dramatic look to him, doesn't he? All that black hair and white skin and red,
red lips. | suppose he has as good a chance as anyone.”

The man addressed as Cory made aface. He, himself, had never been dramatic-looking, and he often
regretted that fact. Now helooked smply old, with wispy hair frilling his ears and spiderwebs of wrinkles
around his eyes. "He looks more dramatic than clever, but | hope he succeeds. We need him to succeed,
Hallers. Weneed it."

"Y ou don't need to tell me that, Cory. If we don't get acure soon, we're dead. Everyone.”

Therewas a pause. Halersturned to see hislifelong companion staring at the floor, a thoughtful
expresson on hisface. "Even if we get it very soon, | think it will be better if we let the dying go on, some
places”

Hallers moved uncertainly toward his companion, his expresson confused. "I don't understand what you

"Well, Hallers, suppose we get the cure tomorrow. Why should we save everyone? Our own best
people, of course, but why bother with everyone el se? Why bother with some of the worlds, for
example?'

Silencein the room while Hallers stared and Cory Strange watched for hisreaction. Shock at first. Well,
when Cory had first had the idea, he had been shocked at it too But then Cory had realized whét it could
do for Sanctity....

"Y ou'd let them die? Whole worlds of men?"

The other shrugged daboratdly, wincing as the shrug started a sudden pain in one arthritic shoulder. "In
thelong run, I think it would be best for Sanctity, don't you? Mankind istoo widespread already.
Sanctity has done what it can to stop exploration, but it does go on. A group here, agroup there,
sneaking out. Little frontier worlds, here and there. And what happens? A place like Shame, for example,
where we can't even get a decent foothold! No, men are spread far too widely for usto control well."

"That's certainly the current view of the Council of Elders, | agree, but—"

"Inany case," the other interrupted, "we need to keep an eye on Yrarier so we know what he's up to.
Didn't you tell me that Nods had been assigned to Grass? Head of Acceptable Doctrine with the
pen-itentsthere, didn't you say? Or did someone elsetell me?"

"It must have been someone ese. Y ou mean our old friend Noddinga e€?!

"Him, yes. Though he's adopted one of those strange Green Brother names. Jhamlees. Jhamlees Zoe."
"Jhamlees Zoe?' The other laughed breathlesdy. "Don't laugh. The Brothers are quite serious about their
religious names. Stay amoment while | write anote. Have one of your young-sters pack it into something
innocent-looking, cover it with a code note and a destruct-wrap, and send it on the ship that takes
Yrarier." He sat at his desk and began to write, "My dear old friend Nods...." his hand forming the letters

with somedifficulty.

Hisequdly ancient friend, leaning over his shoulder, interrupted him by venturing curioudy, "The old



Hierarch will be dead within hours everyone says. Will the new Hierarch fed the sameway about this
business, Cory? About consolidating and letting some of theworldsjust ... wel, just go?'

"The new Hierarch?' Cory laughed again, thistime with real amuse-ment as he turned hiswide, fanatica
eyes on hiscompanion. ™Y ou mean you didn't know? That'sright! Y ou've been outade for awhile. The
Council of Eldersmet aweek ago. The new Hierarch will be me."

4

It looks as though it has been winter forever," Marjorie Westriding Y rarier remarked, careful to keep
her voicelevel and without com-plaint. Complaint would not have been diplomatic, but her host and
escort, Obermun Jerril bon Haunser, would not allow himself to take offense at a mere expression of
opinion. Taking offense would be even more undiplomatic than giving it—certainly by someonewho did
not know her but whose businessit undoubtedly was to get to know her as soon as possible. Looking at
the angular planes of hislong, powerful face, she wondered if he ever would. He had not thelook of a
man who cared much who others were or what they thought.

However, he set himsdlf to attempt charm with an unaccustomed smile. "When summer comes," he said
in the heavily accented Terran he used as diplomatic speech, "you will believe it has lasted forever aso.
All the seasons on Grass are eterna . Summer never ends, nor fal. And though you do not seeit at this
moment, pring is upon us.”

"How would I know?" she asked, genuindly curious. From the win-dow of the main house, which was
set upon adight rise, the landscape below her seemed an unending ocean of grayed pastels and palest
gold, dried grasses moving like the waves of a shoreless seg, a surface broken only by scattered idands
of broad and contorted trees, their tops so thickly twigged they appeared as solid massesinked blackly
againg theturbid sky. It was not like spring at home. 1t was not like any season at home, where she now
desperately longed to be, despite the enthusiasm she had at first whipped up for this mission.

"How do you know it is pring?" she demanded, turning away from the window toward him.

They stood amid high, echoing wallsin an arctic and empty cham-ber of what was to be the embassy.
The digtant ceiling curved inivory traceries of plaster groins; tall glass doors opened through gelid arches
onto abaustraded terrace; pae glowing floors reflected their movements as though from polished ice
through athin, cold film of dust. Though it was one of the main reception rooms of the estancia, it did not
seem to require furnishings or curtains across thefrigid glass. It seemed content with its numbing vacancy,
as did the dozen other roomsthey had visited, each astall, wintery, and self-contained as this one.

The estancia, though conscientioudy maintained, had been untenanted for some time, and Marjorie,
Lady Westriding, had the fed-ing that the house preferred it that way. Furniture would be anintrusonin
these rooms. They had accommodated themsalves to doing without. Reecting carpets and curtainsin
favor of thischill amplicity, they were content.

Unaware of her brief fantasy the Obermun suggested, "L ook &t the grasses along the stairsto the
terrace. What do you see?'

She stared, convincing herself at last that the amethyst shadow she saw there was not merely an effect of
the often very tricky light. "Purple?’ she asked. "Purple grass?'



"We cdl that particular variety Cloak of Kings," he said. "There are hundreds of grasses on thisworld,
of many shapes and sizes and of an unbelievable array of colors. We have no flowersin the sense
someone from Sanctity would understand, but we do not lack for bloom.” He used the word " Sanctity,”
asdid most of those they had encoun-tered upon Grass, asavirtual synonym for Terra. As before, she
longed to correct him but did not. The time when Sanctity had been contained on Terrawas many
generations past, but there was no denying its ubiquity and virtua omnipotence on man's birthplace.

"l have read Snipopean's account of the Grass Gardens of Klive," she murmured, not mentioning it was
amost the only thing she had been able to read about Grass. Sanctity knew nothing. Terraknew nothing.
There was no diplomatic contact and no information could be transmitted and returned much more
quickly than the Y rariers themsal ves could arrive—months after Sanctity had begged permis-sion,
months after permission for an ambassador had been given, months after Roderigo's old uncle—now
long since dead—had begged them to come. All had happened as swiftly as possible, and yet dmost two
Terran years had passed since these aristocrats had said they would alow an embassy. Now the Yrariers
must make up for lost time. She went on camly, "The Grass Gardens of Klive are a the estancia of the
Damfds, | bdieve?'

He acknowledged her dight interrogative tone with anod. "Btw Damfels" he said, emphasizing the
honorific " Stavenger and Rowena bon Damfes would have been pleased to welcome you, but they arein
mourning just now."

"Ah?' she said in aquestioning tone.

"They recently lost adaughter,” he said, an expression of distaste and embarrassment upon hisface. "At
thefirst soring Hunt. A hunting accident.”

"l sympathize with their sorrow." She paused for amoment, a-lowing her own face to reflect an
appropriately assessed measure of compassion. What could she say? Would too much sympathy be
effusve? Would curiosity be misplaced? A hunting accident? The expression on the man's face indicated
it would be safer to let more information be given rather than ask for it. She waited long enough for the
Obermun to continue, and when he did not she returned to the safety of the former subject. "What does it
mean when the Cloak of Kings shows purple dong its bottom?*

"The color will be hdfway up the semsin amatter of days, and you will begin to seethe flush of the
gardens—rose and amber, tur-quoise, and emerad. This estanciawas named Opal Hill because of the
play of color each spring evokes. These gardens are young, but well laid out. Theflat place there at the
bottom of the sairsiswhat we call afirst surface. All grass gardens have such an enclosed, flat area of
low turf It isthe place from which al garden walks begin. From that place, trailslead from prospect to
prospect. In aweek, the winds will soften. We have entered upon the spring collect. By the end of the
period—"

"A period being?'

"Sixty days. An arbitrary choice made by the earliest settlers. When ayear extends over two thousand
days, it ishard to make shorter lengths of time mean much. A period is Sixty days, ten periods make a
collect, four collects—one corresponding to each season—make ayear. Wereflect our Terran ancestry
by dividing each period into four fifteen-day weeks, but there is no religious significance atached.”

She nodded her understanding, risked saying, “"No Sabbath.”

"No planetary religious holidays of any kind. Which isnot to say thereisno religion, smply that maiters



of faith have been irrevocably removed from any civil support or recognition. Our ancestors, while all
benefiting from noble blood, came from avariety of cultures. They wished to avoid conflict in such
meatters”

"We have muchto learn,” she said, fingering the limp leather of thelittle testament in her pocket. Before
they left Terra, Father Sandoval had sent it to the Church in Exile to be blessed by the Pope. Father
Sandova, claiming to know her better than she knew hersdf, had said it would help reconcile her to the
experience after her first en-thusasm wore off. So far she had noticed little reconciliation. "The authorities
at Sanctity told usamost nothing about Grass."

"If you will forgive my saying so, Terrans know amost nothing about Grass. They have not, in the padt,
been particularly interested.”

Again that confusion between Terra, the planet, and Sanctity, the religious empire. She nodded,
accepting his not ungentle chiding. Either way, it was probably true enough. Terrans had not cared about
Grass. Not about Semling, or The Pearly Gates, or Shame, or Re-pentance, or any of the hundred
human-settled planetsfar and adrift in the sea of space. What was|eft of human society on Terrahad
been too busy forcing its own population down and restoring an ecology virtualy destroyed by the
demands of an insatiable humanity to concern itsalf with those emigrations that had made its own
sdl-vation possible. Sanctity squatted on the doorstep of the north, reg-ulating the behavior of its
adherentswherever it could, while everyone else on Terragot on with trying to survive. Once each
Terran year Sanctity celebrated with flags and speeches and off-planet visitors. Therest of thetime
Sanctity might aswell have been somewheredse.

Sanctity was not Terra. Terrawas home, and this was not. Though Marjorie wanted to say thisloudly,
with emotion, she restrained hersdlf.

"Will you show methe stables?' sheinquired. "1 assume our horses have been revived and delivered?'

Until this moment she had seen nothing approaching real discom-fort on the aristocrat's face. He had met
them in the reception area of the revivatory at the port, seen to the collection of their belongings,

provided them with two aircarsto bring them to the estanciawhich they were to occupy—aircarsthey
wereto retain during their "vist," he had said. He had remained to guide her through the summer
domestic quarters while her husband, Roderigo Y rarier, toured the winter quarters and the offices of the
new embassy with Eric bon Haunser, ayounger but no less dutiful member of the Grassian ar-istocracy.
Throughout this not inconsiderable itinerary, Obermun bon Haunser had been smooth and proper to a
fault, but the question of the horses made him uncomfortable. If he did not precisdy |ose countenance,
something at the corners of hismouth let composure dip, though subtly and only momentarily.

Marjorie, whose Olympic gold medals had been in dressage, puis-sance jumping, and endurance events,
was accustomed to reading such twitches of the skin. Horses communicated in thisway. "1s something
wrong?' sheinquired gently, keeping hersdlf gtrictly under control.

"We had not been ..." He paused, searching for away to say it. "We had not been advised in advance
about the animals.”

Animas? Since when were horses "animas'?
"Doesit create a problem? Someone from Semling said the es-tancia has stables.”

"No, not stables,” he said. 'There are some shelters nearby which were used by Hippae. Before this



place was built, needlessto say.”

Why needlessto say? And Hippae? That would be the horsdlike animd native to this planet. "Are they
so different that our mounts can't occupy their stals?!

"Hippae would not occupy stalls,”" he replied, seeming less than candid as he did so. Helost composure
aufficiently to gnaw athumib-nail before continuing. " The shelter near Opal Hill isnot being used by
Hippae now. and it might serve to house your horseswell enough, | suppose. However, at the time of
your arrival we did not have available to us any suitable conveyance for large animas.” Again, he
attempted asmile. "Please excuse us, Lady Marjorie. We were set a asmall contretemps that confused
usfor the moment. | am sure we will have solved the problem within aday or two."

"The horses have not been revived, then." Her voice was sharper than she had intended, edgy with
outrage. Poor thingd Left lying about in that cold, nightmarish nothingness.

"Not yet. Within the next few days."

Shetook control of herself once more. It would not do to |ose her temper and appear at a disadvantage.
"Would you like me to come to the port? Or to send one of the children? If you have no one accustomed
to handling horses, Stellawould be glad to go, or An-thony.” Or I, she thought. Or Rigo. Any of us, man.
For thelove of heaven ...

"Y our son?"

He sounded so immediately relieved that she knew this had been part of the problem. Some diplomatic
nicety, no doubt. It was possibly thought ingppropriate for the ambassador or hiswife to have to attend
to such matters, and yet who else could? Well, let it pass. Show no anxiety. Don't risk eventual
acceptance of the embassy over the matter of aday or two—this embassy that might almost have been
an answer to her prayers, this opportunity to do something of significance. Don Quixote and El Dia
Octavo could deep that much longer, long with Her Mgesty. Irish Lass, Millefiori, and Blue Star. "We
are looking forward to riding to our first Hunt," she said; then, seeing hisdismay, "Only asfollowers, of
course.”

Seemingly, even thiswas not gppropriate. An expression of outright panic showed on the man'sface.
Good Lord, what had she said now?

"We have made arrangements,” he said. "A baloon-car. Perhapsthisfirst time, until you are more
familiar.”

"Whatever you think best," she said firmly, disabusing him of any notion he might have that she would
make difficulties. "We are com-pletely in your hands.”

Hisface cleared. ™Y our cooperation is much appreciated, Lady Marjorie.”

Sheforced hersdf to smile over the screaming impatience insde her. She had been testy ever sincethey
hed arrived. Testy and hungry. No matter how much she ate, it did not seem to quell the sick emptiness
insgde her. "Let ustake up the matter of titles, Obermun bon Haunser."

Hefrowned. "l don't understand.”

She decided to make the point she had been wanting to make about the difference between Sanctity and



Terra. "At home, on planet Terra, among those who once called themsdl ves Saints and now identify
themsalves as the Sanctified, | would be addressed smply as Matron Yrarier. Men are either Boy or
Husband. Women are either Girl, or (briefly) Bride, or Matron. Both sexes are a some painsto marry
early and losethetitles of childhood. We—that is, our family—are not among the Sanctified. | do not
regard any of Sanctity'sfemdetitles as pertaining to myself.

"I am, however, Terran. In my childhood home, the area called Lesser Britain, | an Marjorie, Lady
Westriding, my widower father's eldest child. 'Lady Marjori€ would only be correct if | were ayounger
daughter. Also, | have the honor of being the Master of the Westriding Hunt. The position was offered
me, | believe, because of my good fortune a the Olympics'

Helooked interested but without comprehension. "Olympics?"

"A Terran contest of various athletic skills, including horseman-ship,” she said gently. If there was much
the Yrariers did not know about Grass, there were many things the Grassians did not know about the
Yraiers aswdll. "l rodein what is called puissance jumping, in which the horse cannot seewhat is
beyond the barrier, and that barrier iswell over hishead." He showed no comprehension. "Y ou do not
have that here, | see. Well, | did that, and dressage riding, which isavery gentle sport, and endurance
riding, whichisnot. | waswhét is called agold meddist. Roderigo wasamedaist dso. It ishow we
met." She smiled, making a deprecatory gesture. Obvioudy the poor man knew nothing about al this.
"So, | might be called Lady Westriding or Madam Yrarier or Master, though the latter is appropriate
only on the hunting field. Perhagpsthereis sometitle given to ambassadors or their wives here on Grass?
It would be convenient for me to know what title would be considered acceptable.”

Despite hisinitia ignorance, he had followed dl of thisclosgly. "Nat, | think, Madam Yrarier,” he mused.
"Maritd titles are not cus-tomary except between family leaders, that isin 'bon’ families. Each family has
one Obermun and one Obermum, amost ways husband and wife, though it might be mother and son.
There are seven aris-tocratic families currently, quite large families by now: Haunser, Damféls,
Maukerden, Laupmon, Smaerlok, Bindersen, and Tanlig; and these families use the prefatory 'bon,’
before their names. When achild results from aliaison between members of thesefamilies, itisgivena
surname by ether the father or the mother, depending upon what family the child will be part of, and
thereafter continuesin that name whether later married or not."

"Ah," shemused "So, in meeting awoman or child, | will not know—"

"Y ou will not know the relationship. Not by the name, Lady Westriding. We are acountry people,
gparsaly scattered upon asmall part of our world. Long ago we fled the oppression of Sanctity and the
crowding of Terra'—hisraised browstold her he had taken her point—"and have had no wish to alow
either upon Grass. Though some estancias have been logt, we have never added another estanciato the
initid number—except for Opal Hill, of course, but we did not build that. We know one another and one
another's grandfathers and grandmothers back to the time of settlement. We know who liaised with
whom, and what child isthe child of whom. It seemsto me gppropriate you should be cdled Marjorie
Westriding or Lady Westriding. This places you upon the proper leve in your own right. Asfor learning
who everyonedseis... you will need someone who knows. Perhaps | could recommend someone to
you as secretary, some latera family member, perhaps.,..”

"Laterd?" Sheraised aquizzica eyebrow, shivering alittle at the chill in the room.

Hewasingantly solicitous. "Y ou are cold. Shal we return to the winter quarters? Though spring is
imminent, it will still be more comfortable below for the next few weeks."



They left the high, cold room and the long, chill corridorsto go down along flight of Sairsinto the winter
house, the cold weather house, into other rooms where the walls were warm with grass-cloth, cozy with
firdight and lamps and soft, bright couches. Marjorie sank into one of thesewith asigh of relief. "You
were speaking of my hiring as secretary a'latera family member'?”

" Someone parented by abon, but on one side only. Perhaps with the name, but without the bon."

"Ah. Doesthis represent agreat handicap? Thislack of abon?' She smiled to show she meant it
teasingly. Still, when he answered, it was with such agtiffnessasto tell her it was no laughing matter.

"It means one has a commoner parent. Such a person would not live on an estancia except in aservice
capacity and would not attend the summer balls. One without thebonwould not Hunt.”

"Aha," she said to hersdlf, wondering whether the Honorable Lord Roderigo Y rarier and hiswife would
be consdered sufficientlybonto hunt or attend the summer balls. Perhaps this had been the reason for that
business about the Hunt and the delay with the horses. Perhaps the status of the whole mission was
somewhat in question.

Poor horses, lying there dl cold and dead, no warm stable, no oats, dreaming, if horses dreamed, of a
fence too high to jump and green grass aways out of reach, unable even to twitch.

Aloud she said, "Obermun bon Haunser, | am extremely grateful for al your kindness. | shall send
Anthony down to the port tomorrow in one of the fliers you have so thoughtfully provided. Perhaps you
will have someone meet him there to assist him with the horses. Perhgps somekind of trailer or
provisonstruck can be obtained?"

"Thiswas our dilemma, Lady Westriding. Our culture does not alow vehicle tracks across the grasses.
Y our animas must be airlifted here. One does not drive here and there on Grass. Oneflies. Asquietly as
possible. Except in the port area and Commoner Town, of course. Surrounded asit is by forest, roads
are quite gppropriate there.”

"How interesting,” she murmured. "However it isdone, | am sure you will attend to it impeccably. Then,
if youwill be so gracious asto recommend one or two people who know the way things are done on
Grass, perhaps | can begin furnishing the residence and making the acquaintance of some of our
neighbors™

Hebowed. "Certainly, Lady Westriding, certainly. We will requis-tion acargo vehiclefrom the
commoners. And in one week's time we have arranged for you to observe the Hunt a the bon Damfels
edtancia. It will give you the opportunity to meet many of your hogts." He bowed again, taking himself
away, out the door and up the tairsto exit through that empty house. She heard his voice echoing there
as he greeted the other bon and departed with him. "Hosts," he had said. Not neighbors. She, wondering
if he had meant what the dis-tinction implied, was very much aware of the difference.

"What wasdl that?' Hisvoice came from behind her, from the corridor leading to the offices. Rigo.

"That was Obermun bon Haunser explaining that the horses have not yet been revived,” she said, turning
to confront her husband. He, lean and no less aristocratic than the man who had just left, was clad dl in
black except for the high red-and-purple-striped collar which identified him as an ambassador,
sacrosanct, a person whose body and bel ongings were immune to seizure or prosecution, on penaty of
retdiation from Sanctity—an organization both too far away and too distracted by recent internal events
and current horror to do any retdiating at al. Hisface was set in what she called— though only to



hersdf—his ugly mode, sullen a the mouth, the wide lips unenlivened by amusement, the black eyes
overshadowed by heavy brows and wearied by too little deep. When hewaslike this, darkness seemed
to follow him, haf hiding him from her. He, too, had confessed to fedling testy, and he looked irritated
now. She sought something to interest him, something to blow the shadows away-- "Do you know, Rigo,
I'd beinterested in finding out whether the children and | have diplomatic immunity on this planet.”

"Why would you not?" His eyes blazed with anger at theidea. Roderigo had agreat capacity for anger.
"Women do not take their husband's names here, and from some-thing the Obermun said, | question
whether they take status, either.” Not that Roderigo's status was higher than her own. If it cameto
bloodlines, perhaps--her own pedigree was alittle better, not that she would ever mention it. "I'm not
sure adiplomat'swifeisanybody." Not that she had ever planned or wanted to be a diplomat's wife. Not
that Rigo had ever been adiplomat before! So many things were not, she reflected--Not the way she
would have had them, if she'd had the choice, though there was till the chance thiswhole business might
turn out to be significant and worthwhile.

He smiled humorlesdy. "Mark down one more thing we weren't informed of "

"I'm not sure I'm right.”

"Y our impressions are often the equa of others certainties, Marjorie," he said in hisgallant voice, the
one he most often used with women, her no lessthan any other. "I'll put Asmir Tanlig to checking it."

"Agmir?'

"One of my Grassan men. | hired two thismorning after | managed to shake off the Haunser." He
scragped an extended finger down his palm, flicking it, ridding himself of something sticky, inmime.

"Isthe Tanlig man you hired abon?'

"Lord no. | shouldn't think so. A bastard son of a bon two gen-erations back, perhaps.”

"Laerd," sheexclamed, pleased with hersdlf for knowing. "The Tanlig must be what they cdl alatera.”
"l hired aMechanic, aso."

Thispuzzled her. "Y ou hired a mechanic?’

"His nameis Mechanic--Philological successor to the ancient Smiths or Wrights. Hisnameis Sebadtian
Mechanic, and he holds no blood with the aristos, as he was at some painsto tell me." Hesank into a
chair and rubbed the back of his neck. ""Colddegp makes mefed asthough I'd beeniill for weeks."

"It makes mefed dreamy and remote.”

"My dear—" he began in the gdlant voice, with only an undertone of hostility.

"I know. Y ou think I'm waysremote." Shetried to laugh, tried not to show how that hurt. If Roderigo
hadn't thought his wife remote, he wouldn't have needed Eugenie Le Fevre. If he hadn't had Eugenie,

Marjorie might not be remote. Circle, and around once more, like a horse quadrille, changereins,
pirouette, and on to the next figure.



Rigo, point made, changed the subject. "Make note, my dear. Asmir Tanlig. Sebastian Mechanic.”
"What arethey to beto you?' Sheinquired. "Representatives of the middle classes?!

"Little enough of that, except perhaps at Commoner Town. No, representatives of the peasantry, I'd

say, who will circulate among the villagers and find out if anything isknown. | may need othersto find out
about Commoner Town, though Tanlig would fit in well enough there, if he cared to. Mechanic, now, he's
peasant through and through, and resentfully prideful about it."

"Hardly the type of servant to improve our reputation among thebon.”

"Thebonsaren't to know anything about it. If we are to complete our mission here, well need accessto
al levelsof society. Sebastian ismy link to the people of the soil. He knows enough not to call himsdf to
the aristocrats attention. And if you want to know how | got on to the men without bon Haunser
knowing, the Sanctity charge from Semling told me about them. I've dready asked them the ques-tion.”

"Ah." Shewaited, holding her bregath.

"They say no."

"Ah," she said again, breathing. So there was hope. "No plague here."
"Thereisno unexplained iliness that they know of. Aswe agreed. | told them we're making asurvey.”
"They might not have heard...."

"Both of them have kin in Commoner Town. | think they would have heard of any strange sickness. B,
it'searly days. The aristocrats have putative control of ninety-nine percent of the planet's surface-There
could be things going on here the commoners ssimply don't know of."

"It pounds as though you have thingswel in hand." She sighed, her weariness and hunger suddenly
heavier than she could gracefully bear. "Would you have any ideawhere Anthony might be?’

"If he'swherel told him to be, he'swith Stella up in the summer quarters, making arough floor plan of
the place for me. Well haveto furnishit rather quickly, I'm afraid. Asmir tells me therés a craftsmen's
areain Commoner Town. A place cdled, unimaginatively enough, Newroad. Lord knowswherethe old
road was."

"Terra, maybe."

"Or any of half ahundred other places. Well, it doesn't matter whereit was, so long aswe know where
thisoneis. According to Asmir, we can get very acceptable stuff built there within two or three
weeks—Ilong Grassian weeks—and he's already sent word on what he cals the tell-me for some kind of
craftsmen'sdelegation to comecal onus.”

"By acceptable, does he mean to the bons, Rigo? | have afedling everything we do will be measured

and weighed by the bons. | think our poor horses were not revived because the bons did not know
whether they would accept them or not, here on Grass. They have creatures of their own.”

IIHipp&_“



"Exactly. Who are never kept in galls, so the Obermun told me."
"Wherein the devil are they kept, then?

"l have serious question asto whether they are 'kept' at dl. Rigo, though they live in something not called
stables. Why don't we collect Anthony and Stella and go explore them together?

The places not caled stables were cavernous hdls dug into the side of ahill, lined and pillared with
stone. A rock-lined, spring-filled tank at the back cast awavery luminescence across the low-arched
ceiling. Half adozen tal ditsin the hillsde were the only entrances.

"We could put the stallions and the maresin here and dl their foalsfor the next hundred years" Stella
observed with brooding annoyance, taking alarge bite from the apple she had brought with her. "And it
would still be blasted inconvenient." Stella, with her black hair and eyes and passionate disposition,
resembled her father. Like him, she moved as awhip cracks, aways seeming to arrive wherever she was
going with congderable noise but without having bothered to travel the intervening distance. She shouted
now, lis-tening to the echo of her own voice asit rattled back into blackness among stout pillars.
"Halooooo," ahunting halloo, as one sghting afox might cry "Grass stinkd" she cried, with the echo

coming back, "ing, ing, ing, ing"

Anthony made no comment but merely looked around himself with dismay, trying not to let it show
through the calm demeanor he had determined upon as appropriate for the son of an ambassador. He
had carefully thought out what hisrole should be, and prayed hourly for the fortitude to continuein it. He
was the one who resembled Marjorie. He had her wheat-colored hair and hazel eyes, her cool, white
skin, her sapling-dender body, her placid appearance and equa-ble temperament. Like her, he was prey
to athousand inner doubts and horrors he never let show on the surface. Like her, he was thought
beautiful, was passionately admired even by unlikely people. At nine-teen he wasamost of hisfather's
height, though not yet of aman's bulk.

A gripling, his mother thought, admiring him. A mere boy, hisfather thought to himsdlf, wishing Tony
were older so that he could be told why they had come, older so he could be of more help.

"A socia problem of some dimension,” Obermun bon Haunser was at that moment remarking to some
of hisfelow bons. "And so isthe daughter, Stella. Well have to warn off our own young ones,” he said.
Sooner or later the Yrarierswould learn of this opinion, and he wondered what he would say then. He
did not like theidea of being looked at angrily by Lady Westriding. Her look had aqudity of knives
about it. Kniveswhich cut deeply.

Currently, however, Marjorie was cutting only into the structure of the stables, carving one part mentally
from the whole. "We can par-tition this part of the cavern off," she offered. "Make half a dozen nice box
galsaong this sde with an opening from outside into each one and build alittle paddock out there.
Later, when winter comes..." She stopped in dismay, remembering what winters here were said to be
like, wondering what they would do with the horses when winter came.

"Wewont gill be here, surdly?' Anthony said, his own apprehen-sion coming through. He heard it and
amended himsdlf more camly. "Will the mission last thet long?'

Hisfather shook his head. "We don't know, Tony."



"What kind of horses can these Hippae be?' Marjorie mused, turn-ing to look into the shadowy corners
of thevagt, low space. "Thislooks like some great burrow Like the meeting hall of abadger's s&t.”

"The meeting hdl of abadger's set?" her daughter mocked. "Mother, you amaze me." She shook her hair
over her shoulders, the depthless black silk of it flowing down over her back like lightless water. Her
seventeen-year-old body was il dight, and the beauty which would be ravishing was only beginning to
emerge. Now she smiled asiren's smile and sulked at her parents out of deeply fringed eyes. "When
wereyou last in abadger's set?' It was not said lovingly. Stella had not wanted to come to Grass. They
had inssted that she come, but they had been unableto tell her why. To Stella, the journey had been a
violation of her person. With maximum drama, she likened it to rgpe and let them know it as often as
possible. "In some other life?" she mocked now. "In some other time?"

"When | was achangeling,” her mother answered firmly. "Long and long ago, when | was unconscious of
my dignity. As| am about to be again. | am going to change into some nice old robe and become
sedentary. | need food, alot of food, and then some familiar book and deep. Thereistoo much that is
drange here. Even the colors of things aren't right.”

And they weren't. Her words brought it to dl their attention asthey |eft the cavernsto walk through a
bleached alley of imported trees toward the residence. The colors weren't right. The sky should be blue
and was not. The prairie should be the color of dried grass, but their eyesinsisted upon making it pale
mauve and paler sapphire, as though under astage-light moon.

"It'sonly that it'sforeignto us," Tony said, trying to comfort her, wanting to be comforted himself. He
had |eft things behind, too. A girl who mattered to him. Friends he cared about. Plans for education and
life. He wanted the sacrifice to have been for something, for some reason, not merely to exist for atimein
this chill discomfort amid strange colors. Tony had not been told why, ether, but he trusted Marjorie
when shetold him it was important. It was Tony's nature to trust, asit had been Marjorie€s at his age,
when she married.

"Wewill rideto the Hunt," Rigo said firmly. "The horseswill be recovered by then.”
"No," Marjorie said, shaking her head. " Apparently we musin't.”

"Don't beridiculous" He said it, as he often did, without thinking, and wasimmediately annoyed as he
saw thepainin her face,

"Rigo, my dear, surdly you don't think it'smy ideanot to ride." Shelaughed, alight little laugh which said
in the only way she could that he was being obtuse and unpleasant. "Obermun bon Haunser dmost came
gpart at hisimpeccable seamswhen | suggested we would merely join the field on horseback.
Apparently arrangements have been made otherwise.”

"Damn it, Marjorie. Why was| sent here? Why were you? Except for the horses?”
Shedidn't try to answer him. It was not a question which could be answered. He glared at her. Stella
dared, giggling alittle, enjoying this discord. Tony made uncomfortablelittlehrnchingsoundsin histhroat

as he did when caught in some seeming conflict between them. "Surdly," he said softly, "surdly ..."

"| thought it was something important we were herefor?' sneered Stella, unwittingly derailing her father's
hodtility toward Marjorie and bringing it upon herself.

"Wewould scarcely have come otherwise," he snapped angrily. " Our lives have been disrupted, too, and



we are no fonder of Grassthan you are. We, like you, would prefer to be at home, getting on with our
lives" Helashed at an offending seed head with hiswhip. "What's this about not riding?*

Marjorie answered softly, trying to keep them al cam. "I don't know why we mustn't ride to the Hunt,
but it is clear that we must not. My counsel, Ambassador, for what it isworth, isthat we do what that
gtiff, awkward Haunser man has arranged for us until we find out what is going on here. We are notbons,
after al, and Obermun bon Haunser took some painsto point out to methat neither Sanctity nor Terra
know anything at al about Grass.”

Rigo might have said something more, except that a sound inter-rupted him. Such asound asa
tormented soul might make, if such aone had the voice of the thunder and the cataract. It was awholly
natural sound, asasmall world might make, being rent apart, and yet they did not doubt that it issued
from athroat and lungs and a body of some indescribable sort. Something that a name could be put to if
one only knew what it was. A cry of desperate loneliness,

"What?' breathed Rigo, unmoving, aert. "What wasthat?' They waited, poised, perhapsto run.
Nothing. In the time ahead they were to hear the cry severa times. Though they asked about it, no one
knew what madeit.

El Dia Octavo woke from evil dream to uncomfortable reality. Hisfeet were not on the ground and he
thrashed, though weakly. A voice came incomprehens bly through avell of pained dryness. "Lower that
ding, you fool, and put him down."

Hooves touched solid surface and the stallion stood trembling, head lowered. He could smell the others.
They were somewhere near, but it wasimpossibleto lift hishead and look. He flared his nodirilsinstead,
trying the odor for that complexity which would include them al. A hand ran dong hisside, hisneck. Not
herhand. A good hand, but not her hand. Not hishand, either. Thiswas the male-one most like her,not
the female-one most like him.

"Shhh, shhh," said Tony. "That'sagood boy. Just stand there alittle while. 1t'1l come back to you. Shhh,
shhh."

What came was the dream. Galloping with something after him. Something huge. Huge and fast. A threst
from behind. A fleeing. He whickered, begging for reassurance, and the hand was there.

"Shhh, shhh."
He dept slanding, the dream fading.

He woke enough to walk up aramp into something that moved, then he dept again. When thething
stopped moving, he woke enough to walk down the ramp again andshewas there.

"She " neighed Millefiori. "All right. She"
He nodded, making asound in histhroat, dragging hisfeet as he tried to followher.Nothing smelled quite
right. There were familiar sounds, but the smellswerewrong. When hewasinsdethe sdl, lying on the

grassthere, it didn't smell right ether.

There was noise outsde The other stallion screaming, making afuss.



El DiaOctavo nickered at him, and so did the mares. In amoment Don Quixote quieted, making a
sound of misery.

Thenshecame, patting, stroking, talking to them, saying, as Tony had, "Shhh, shhh,” giving him water.

Hedrank, letting the water flow into that place of dry fear. After atime he dept again, dreamlesdy, the
dream gradudly losing itsdlf in the smdll of the strange hay.

"Odd," murmured Marjorie, staring down a him.

"They seemed frightened,” said Tony. "The wholetime, they seemed scared to death but so lethargic
they couldn't do anything about it."

"I had bad dreamswhen | first got here. And | woke up frightened dll thetime.”
"Sodid|." Tony shuddered. "I wasn't going to say anything, but | had real nightmares”
"An effect of colddegp?’ Marjorie wondered.

"| asked around at the port. Nobody seemsto think that's ausud thing after colddeep.”
"Odd," said Marjorie again. "Well, at |east the stalls were finished on time."

"They did agood job. People from the village?'

"People from thevillage. It seemsto be areciproca kind of ar-rangement. We give them employment
and buy their produce, and they provide whatever help we need. They've been herefor years,
maintaining the place. I've picked afew of them to work with the horses. Perhaps we can find two or
three grooms among them.”

They left the stables and went back to the house, turning once or twice to look back as though to assure
themsdvesthe horseswere dl right, both of them thinking it strange that the animals gave every sign of
sharing their own bad dreams. Marjorie swore to hersdf she would spend time with them over the next
few days, until the trauma had passed.

Other mattersintervened, however. Among them wasthe arrivd of the craftsmen’'s committee for
Newroad. who went through the summer rooms of Opal Hill making lists.

"Y ou want it donein theloca manner, don't you?' the spokesman of this delegation asked in trade
lingua. He was a stocky, ba d-headed man with froggy bags around his eyes and an engaging grin. His
name was Roald Few. "Y ou don't want anything that will make the bons tongues clack, right?*

"Right," she had agreed, amazed, and amused at herself for being so. What had she expected? Poor
ignorant foolslike those in Breedertown?"Y ou're very quick, Mr. Few. | thought we were thefirst
embassy Grass hashad.”

"The only one now," hereplied. "Thereve been afew. They can't winter it, you know. Can't stay. Too
lonely. Semling had aman herefor awhile. Here, | mean. At Opa Hill. Semling built the estancia, you
know."



"Why weren't the summer quarters furnished?’ "Because it was coming autumn by thetimeit was built,
and by the time autumn was hdf gone, you know, so was the man from Semling. He never got to the
good part of the year. So, what have you to tell me about colors and al that?"

"Can | depend upon you to make us look acceptable?’ she asked. "If | can, therésabonusinit for you.
My husband likeswarm colors, reds and ambers. | prefer the cooler ones. Blue. Soft gray. Seagreen.
Hah," she paused. "Thereis no seaon Grass, but you apprehend.” He nodded. "Perhaps, if itisin
kesping with local usage, you could give us alittle variation?'

"Variety and make you look good," he said, puraing hislips as he noted it down "Do my best, madam,
and may | say you show good sensein leaving it to us. Us on the Newroad work well together, and well
do you well who trusts us." He gave her asharp ook, meeting her open gaze with afrank nod of hisown
"I'll tell you something, just meto you. Y ou and the family come over the forest into com-moner territory
every now and then. Commoner Town, the aristos say, but we say Commons, meaning it'sfor al of us.
Weve got food there you'll never get but here, thingswe ship infor ourselves. It gets damned lonely out
hereif yourenot dl turned insde out like these bons. Y ou might even decide you'd liketo livein
Commons during wintertime, if you're herethat long. Y ou've got animds, too, and they'll do better in
Commonsthan they will out here. Were set up to winter animasthere. There are hay barnswefill every
summer, and cow barns down aong our own quarters. All the villages close up, wintertime, and move
into town. Among the aristos nobody'd know, did you or not. Anybody calls you on the tdl-me. splice
you through to Commons and who'll know you're not out here, sufferin’ winter. Do you speak Grassan,
by any chance.”

"| thought Grassians spoke Terran or trade lingua," she re-plied, dismayed. "Obermun bon Haunser
spoke diplomatic Terranto me.”

"Oh, they'll do that if they like," he said with anagty grin. "They'll speak diplo and some of them will even
lower themsalves to speak trade lingua, and then the next time they'll turn their backs to you and pretend
they don't understand you at dl. Y ou'll get further with 'em if you know Grassan. Way | understand it, it's
amishmash of languagesthey al spoke when they came here, and then it's changed since. Each family
spesksitsown variety of it, kind of afamily didect, agame they have, but mostly that's amatter of family
words and you can understand the sense if you know the language. Y ou'll get further yet if they don't
know you spesk it until you speak it pretty good. | can send you ateacher.”

"Do," sheagreed, dl at oncetrusting and liking him. "Send me ateacher and be very close-mouthed
about it if you will, Mr. Few."

"Oh, I will." He snorted "I'll send you aman in two days. And you cal me Road, like dl the Commons
do. Damn bons." The animosty seemed habitua rather than acute, and Marjorie did not inquireinto it,
merely making anote that Rigo should hear of it if he had not aready learned of it for himself.

In addition to the commodious guest and servants quartersin the main house, there were three small
detached residences at Opal Hill available to members of the embassy staff. Given first choice, Rigo's
faithful assstant Andrea Chapelside had picked the small house clos-est by, to be most readily available
in case of need. Her sster Char-lotte would live there with her. Father Sandoval and his companion
priest, Father James, took the largest of the detached residences, intending to use part of it asalibrary
and school for Stellaand Tony and the largest room as achapel for themsalves and the embassy. This|eft
the smallest house for Eugenie Le Fevre. It had asummer kitchen, living room, and bedroom above the
ground and severa cozy winter rooms below. Each of the houses was connected by atunnd which led to
the big house. Each opened upon a separate vista of the gardens.



When Road Few finished hisbusinesswith Marjorie, he called on each of the other residents of Opal
Hill, getting their ingructions for the furnishing of summer bedrooms and Sitting rooms. The middle-aged
women in thefirst house had pictures of what they wanted, things that |ooked like home. Themeninthe
larger house wanted everything as plain asit could be, and one room they wanted untouched except for
the provision of somelittle seatswith knedling stoolsin front of them and an dtar kind of arrangement.
The delicate-looking younger man had drawn a picture which the older stocky man nodded approval
over. Both of them religious, Roald thought. Not dressed like Sanc-tified, though. These had funny little
collars. Something different from the usua run.

"I hopethiswill not cause you too much trouble,” the older of the two said in asteely voice which only
seemed apol ogetic.

"No trouble at dl, except one," said Road with an engaging amile. "And that's knowing what the proper
titleisfor you and the other gentleman. | know you're some sort of religiousfolk, and I wouldn't want to
go adtray with thelingo.”

The delicate gentleman nodded. "We are Old Catholics. I'm Father Sandoval, and my companion is
Father James. Father James mother is Sster to His Excdllency, Roderigo Yrarier. We are usudly caled
Father, if that wouldn't offend you." And if it would, hisvoice said, say it anyhow.

"l don't stay in business being easily offended,” Road assuredcthem. "If you wanted meto cal you
uncle. I'd do that, too. | might balk at aunt, but uncle could manage ™

This brought a chuckle from the younger priest, and Roald nodded at him cheerfully as heleft

The smalest house was the most remote and the last on hisligt. It wasthere, in the empty summer
quarter, that he met with Eugenie. He had not been with her for long before he knew everything about
her. Everything, he thought to himself, that he needed to know.

"Pink," shesaid. "Soft pink. And rose shades, dl warm, liketheinsde of aflower. | missflowers.
Curtainsto shut out the night and the sight of that awful grass. Soft curtainsthat drape and blow in the
wind. Wide couches with pillows." She moved her hands and her lips, sketching what she wanted on the
compliant air, and he saw what she saw, a nest feathered in ivory and rose, sweet-scented as—so fable
had it—a Terran morning. She was wearing asilky gown that flowed behind her on the air, fluttering with
her movement as though she were accompanied by soft winds. Her hair was light brown, the great wedlth
of it piled high on her head with tiny curls escaping a her brow and the nape of her neck. Her eyeswere
an ageless blue, innocent of anything but pleasure and untroubled by thought.

Rodd Few sighed, silently, knowing dl about it. Thislady looked like thelittle porcelain woman hiswife
kept on the table at home. Poor Lady Westriding. She had interested him enormously, and now he pitied
her aswell. What was it had gone wrong there? he wondered. So many things could happen. He would
tell Kinny, hiswife, dl about it, how they looked, what they said, and Kinny would know. She would tdll
him the story over supper, how this Roderigo and this Lady Westriding had almost been true lovers,
amogt anatura pair, but this something el se had happened, and now there was this pink lady for the
Lord's bed while the cool blond woman was l€eft al done. Though perhaps he didn't leave her done.
There was that possibility, too.

"Rose pink," he said to Eugenie as he noted it down. "And lots of soft cushions.”



When Roald returned home, hiswife, Kinny, was waiting with sup-per ready to go on thetable. Since
Marthamay had married Alverd Bee and moved over to the other end of town, Roald and Kinny had
been a one sporadicaly—that is, when none of the children had needed a baby-tender or a
home-from-their-own following an argument with a spouse. Arguments with spouses, Roald had taken
careto point out to each of his children, were asinevitable as winter but were not life-threstening
provided onetook alittle care in advance. Such as making ahabit of going on home to cool off for aday
or so when needed, and no insult meant and none taken by either party, just as spring followed winter, so
better understanding followed alittle cooling off.

Currently none of the children werefighting with their wives or husbands and none of the grandkids were
in resdence, so he and Kinny had the place to themselves, which pleased him considerably when it

happened.

"I made goose with cabbage." Kinny told him. "Jandra Jellico daughtered afew geese, and she got on
thetell-meto let me know. | hurried right over to get afat one.”

Road licked hislips. Spring goose with cabbage was one of hisfavorite dishes, and Kinny could makeit
like no one ese. It was goose with cabbage had made him look at her in the first place, her with her
round little arms and round little face, and it was goose with cabbage had happily punctuated al their
seasons together since. Goose with cabbage generally meant a celebration of some kind.

"So, what good thing isgoing on?" he asked her.
"Marthamay's pregnant.”
"Well, isn't that wonderful! Therefor abit she wasworried.”

"Shewasn't redly. It was just her Sstersteasing her when the time went by after she and Alverd married

and nothing happened.”
"Alverd getting ready to do alittle digging, ishe?'

"She saysyes." Kinny smiled as sheforked amouthful of cabbage into her rosy mouth, thinking of tall,
eager Alverd Bee daving away down in the winter quarters, digging anew room as every new daddy

did. Alverd waslikely to be eected mayor of Commonsin aweek or two, and mayors had little time for
such doings. Well and al, the brotherswould help him, just as held hel ped them. " So, tell me al about the

new people.”

Hetold her, about the ambassador and about Marjorie and the other lady in her soon-to-be-pink nest.
"Ah," said Kinny, wrinkling her nose. "That's sad.”

"So | thought," he agreed. "Hiswifesalovely lady, but cool. Take alittle wooing, that one.”

"And him, | suppose he'stoo hot and impatient for that.”

Road chewed as he thought. Yes. Asusud, Kinny had hit it right on the head. Too hot and impatient by
far, Roderigo Yrarier. Hot and impatient enough to get himself into amess of trouble, before he was

through.

Not liking that idea, Roald changed the subject. "What does Marthamay think they'll name the baby?"



Marjorie'slanguage ingtructor arrived two days later. He introduced himsdlf as Persun Pollut. He sat
beside her in what would become Marjorie's study, just insgde alarge window warmed by an orange sun,
while craftsmen came and went with crates and cartons, tools and laddersin the hal just outside.
Watching the workers, Marjorie spoke of the strangeness of needing both winter quarters and summer
quarters separate from one another.

"Winter islong," he admitted, drooping his eyebrows at her. "It is so long we grow tired of looking at
one another,” Persun had excep-tiondly long and sinuous eyebrows. He was young, though not callow;
supple, though not yielding; determined, though not rigid. Marjorie felt Road Few had sdlected well,
particularly as Persun had shown good sensein not advertising the purpose of his presence. He had
taken aroom in the nearby village and announced that he was there to carve some panelsfor "Her
Ladyship's private study." Now, seated at his easein that study, he continued his explanation.

"Winter isso long that onetires of thinking of it," he said. "We grow tired of breathing the air which isnot
only cold but hostile to us. We go under the ground, like the Hippae, and wait for spring. Sometimeswe
wish we could deep like them.”

"What on earth do you all do with yoursalves?' Marjorie asked, thinking once more of what they would
do with the horses during wintertime. If they were till on Grass. Anthony kept saying the Y rariers would
be on their way home by then, but Anthony didn't know why they had come.

"In Commons we visit and have games and do our work, and have winter festivals of dramaand poetry
writing and things of that sort. We go vist the animasin the barns. We have an orchestra. Peoplesing
and dance and train animalsto do tricks. We have awinter university where most of uslearn thingswe
would never learn if it weren't for winter. Sometimes we bring professorsin from Semling for the cold
season. We're better educated than the bons, you'll find, though we don't let them know that. There are
S0 many tunnels and storage rooms and meeting rooms under Commonsit islike living over asponge.
We come and go, here to there, without ever looking at the outside where the wind cuts to the bone and
the cold mist hangs over everything, hiding theice ghogts."

"But the bons stay on their estancias?'

"QOut on the estancias they don't have our resources, so they pass the time less profitably. In the town we
have some thousands of people to draw upon, more in the winter than are living there now. When winter
comes, the villages empty themsalvesinto Commons. The port remains open year round so there's
visitors even during the cold time. The hotel haswinter quarters, too, with tunnelsto the port. Onan
estanciathere may be only a hundred people, ahundred and ahaf maybe. On an estancia everyone
growsvery tired of every-onedse.”

There was silence for amoment, then she said tentatively, "Have you any charities on Grass?'
"Charities, maam?’

"Good works. Helping people.” She shrugged, using the phrase Rigo often used. "Widows and
orphans?'

He shook his head at her. "Wl there's widows, right enough, and occasional an orphan, | suppose,
though why they should need charity is beyond me. We commoners take care of our own, but that's not



charity, it'sjust good sense. Isit something you did alot of, back where you came from?”'

She nodded soberly. Oh, yes, she had done alot of it. But no one had thought it important enough to
take her place. "I think therell be alot of empty time," she said in explanation. " The winters sound very

long."

"Oh, they arelong. The aristos have asaying in Grassan: Prin g'los dem aujnet haudermach. That is,
'Winter closenessis separated in spring.’ Let's see, maybe you'd say it, 'Winter liaisons sunder in spring.’
" He thought this over, wobbling his eyebrows. "No, perhaps a Terran would more likely say ‘'marriages:
'Soring loosens winter marriages.” "

"Y es, we would probably say marriages,” she agreed somberly. "How did you learn to speak
diplomatic?'

"Weadl spesk it. Everyone in Commons does. The port's very busy. Shipmentsin, shipments out. Weve
got more brokersin Commons than you'd suspect. We order things from off-planet. We sdll things. We
need to send messages. We speak diplomatic and trade linguaand Semblaand haf a dozen other
languages, too. Grassan is very ponderous and uncertain. It's alanguage invented by the aristocrats. Like
aprivate code, | will teach it to you, but don't expect it to make sense”

"l promise | won't. Do you make your living teaching Grassan?' "' Oh, by the marvelous migerers of the
Hippae. no, Lady. Who would there be to teach it to? Everyone here knows it and who else cares?
Hime Pollut the woodcarver isafriend to craftsmaster Roald Few, and | am Pollut the woodcarver's son,
and heismaking use of me during adack season, that's dl."

She could not hold back her laugh. "Y ouarea woodcarver, then?"

His eyeswent soft and dreamy. "Well, more that than anything else, since | haven't made my fortune
yet." He paused, then sat up, bringing himself to attention. “Though | will. Therés money to be madein
Semling silks, take my word on it. But | will make some panelsfor your study, Lady, since we must have
some reason for my being hereiif the Grassians are not to know that you are learning their language.”
Besides, since he had seen her, he had wanted to do something for her. Something quite surpassing.

"What shall I do when Obermun bon Haunser recommends a sec-retary for me?"

Persun nodded in thought. " Tell him you will consider it. Outside of Commons ho one movesvery
quickly on Grass. So | have heard from afew people coming from off-planet who have to ded with the
aristos. They get very impatient. So, et the Obermun wait. He will not be annoyed.”

Shereported dl thisto Rigo and sent the suggested reply in response to the Obermun's recommendation
of acertain Admit Maukerden when, eventudly, that recommendation arrived.

With one thing and another, severa days passed before Marjorie had time to ride. Anthony and Rigo
had gone out severa times, and even Stellahad been unwillingly forced into exercise duty. The day after
the craftamen departed, Marjorie went out with the men of the family. The morning was bright, clear, and
warm, and she found hersdf wishing Stellawould join them, though the girl had refused their invitation
with acertain hauteur. Stellarode brilliantly, but she had made it clear that she would not enjoy riding on
Grass, that she would not enjoy anything on Grass. Stella had |eft friends behind, onefriend in particular.
Marjorie had not been sorry. Perhaps Stella's ostentatious lack of enjoyment wasto punish Marjorie for



not caring, but Marjorie could not, knowing what she knew and Stelladid not. The best she could do
was wish that Stellawere with them as they walked down the winding path to the newly built stables.

The stable hands had done what they had been told to do: They had cut grass of certain types and filled
mangerswith it, mucked out the newly built stals, and provided localy grown grain of three or four types
insmall quantitiesin order to observe which were esten. They watched as the Terrans saddled three of
the horses, asking questionsin trade linguawithout embarrassment or shyness. "What isthat for?' "Why
areyou doing that?'

"Don't the bonsride?' asked Tony. "Haven't you seen asaddle before?’

Silencefdl while the two men and one woman looked a one another. It was evidently not atopic they
felt comfortable discussing. Finaly the woman said, dmost in awhisper, "The Hippae would not ... would
not allow asaddle. The riders wear padding instead.”

Wdll, well, well, said Marjorie to hersdf. Isn't that something. She caught Tony's eye and shook her
head dightly just as her son was about to say something like, snce when did a horse decide what it
would alow.

"Our horsesfind the saddle more comfortable than they would our bony bottoms,” she said evenly.
"Perhaps the Hippae are constructed differently.”

This seemed to smooth things over, and the hands went back to their questions. Marjorie noted which
questionswere most intelligent and which questioners most understanding.

"It ishard to cut the bluegrass,” one of them said. "But the horseslike it best.”

"What are you using to cut it?" she asked. They showed her asickle of inferior stedl. "I'll give you better
tools." She unlocked atack box and gave them laser knives. "Be careful.” she said, showing them how
they were used. "Y ou can lose an arm or aleg with these. Be sure no oneisin theway of the blade.”

She watched them experimenting with the knives, cutting armfuls of grasswith single strokes, exclaiming
in surprise and pleasure and giving her grateful looks. She would need astud groom, and of ne-cessity he
would have to be drawn from among the villagers. Already these people were patting and stroking the
horses much more than was absolutely necessary.

Sanctity had alowed them to bring only six animas. Considering how long their stiay might be, they had
chosen to bring breeding stock. Marjorie had volunteered to leave her favorite mount, the bay gelding
Reiant, behind. Instead, sherode El Dia Octavo, aBarb stallion trained by aformer Lippizaner rider.
Rigo was mounted on Don Quixote, an Arabian. Tony wasriding Millefiori, one of the thor-oughbred
mares. Three of the mares were thoroughbreds and one, Irish Lass, was adraft anima, brought along for
szef they were stuck on this planet for afull Grassan year or more, at least they would have the
amusement of building their own stud.

Tony led them dong alow fold of ground which took them some haf amiletoward anaturd arenahe
had been using to exercise the horses, alevel place of low, amber grass, dmost circular in shape. Once
there, they fdl into theritual of exercise, walk, trot, collected canter, trot, walk again, first in one direction
then in the other, ex-tending the trot, the canter, then stopping to dismount and examine the horses.

"Not even breathing hard,” said Rigo. "They've been getting better every day." He sounded enthusiadtic,
and Marjorie knew that he was scheming. Rigo was dways happiest when he had some kind of covert



activity going on. What would it be? Something to astonish the na-tives? He went on bubbling about the
horses. "Remarkable how quickly they've recovered.”

"Likeus" Marjorieoffered. "A day or two feding miserable and then we felt like oursalves. They havent
lost their muscle tone. Let's do afew minutes more and then walk them back. Well do more tomorrow.”

She mounted, again faling into the familiar rhythm. Half pass, tight circle, hdf passagain.

Something at the ridge line caught her eye, adarker shadow in the glare of spring sun. She looked up,
puzzled, seeing the formsthere, silhouetted against the light, so dazzled by the sun that she could not
make them out clearly. Horses? An impression of arched necks and rounded haunches, only that. She
couldn't tell how large they were or how far away.

El DiaOctavo stopped, staring where Marjorie stared, making atroubled noise in histhroat, the skin
over his shoulders quivering as at the assault of stinging flies. "Shhh," she said, peatting him on the neck,
troubled for histrouble. Something up there bothered him. She stared up at the sun-dazzle again, trying to
get agood look. A cloud moved toward the sun, but just before the light dimmed, the dark silhouettes
vanished from theridge.

The watchers seemed to prefer to remain unobserved. She urged Octavo forward, wanting to ride to the
ridge and see where they had gone, whatever they were.

The gtdlion quivered asthough he werein pain, asthough something wereterribly wrong. He made a
noisein histhroat, precursor to ascream. Only her legstight around him and her hand on his neck held
him fast. He seemed barely able to stand, unable to ad-vance.

Interesting, she thought with the surface of her mind, noticing the way Octavo's hide was trembling over
his shoulders. She no longer urged him to move but concentrated only on calming him. " Shhh," she said
agan."It'sdl right, it'sdl right."

Then, suddenly aware of the deep, causdessthrill of terror insde hersdf, she knew what the horse was
feding and that it was not al right.

5

Themorning of the Hunt found al the Yrariersfull of odd anxieties they were loath to show, much less
share. Marjorie, degpless through much of the night, rising early to walk through the connecting tunndl to
the chapdl, attending early mass, admitting her nervousness to Rigo when she found himin the dining
room when she returned. He, pretending calm, ingde himself asjittery as any pre-race jockey, full of
mocking lizards squirming in hisbdly. Tony, londly, that much evident from the eagerness with which he
greeted them when he came into the room, bending over his mother with a hug that was dightly clinging.
Stela, disdainful, expressing no affection at dl, half dressed, full of angry invective and threats against the
peace and tranquility of Grass.

"It beawful." shesaid. "Not riding, | mean. | have haf amind not to go. Why won't they—"
"Shh," said her mother. "We promised one another we wouldn't ask. We don't know enough yet. Eat

your bregkfast. We want to be ready when the thing comes.” The thing. The vehicle. The not-horse
which they were expected to ride within. All the Grassian vehicles seemed to be mechanical devices



trying to look like something else: drawing room ornaments or lawn statuary or bits of baroque
sculp-ture. The one that had brought the horses had |ooked like nothing so much as an aerid version of
an ancient wine amphora, complete with stylized representations of dancers around its middle. Tony had
told her it had been al he could do not to laugh when he saw it; and Marjorie, who had watched its
laborious descent with disbelief, had turned aside to hide her amusement. Now she said again, "Eat your
breskfadt,” wondering if she needed to warn Stellanot to laugh. If she warned Stellanot to, Stellawould.
If shedidn't, Stellamight not. Sighing, Marjorie fingered the prayer book in her pocket and left it to God.

They did eat their breskfagt, dl of them, ravenoudy, leaving very little of what had looked like alarge
repast for twice as many people. Marjorie ran her hand around her waistband, noting that it seemed
loose. With everything she was eating she sill seemed to be losing weight.

Theaircar, whenit arrived, was overly ornamental but not actudly funny, aluxuriousflier, engineered for
vertica ascent. Once ingde it with Obermun bon Haunser astheir guide, they lowered themsalvesinto
deeply padded seats and were given cups of the local hot drink—which was caled, though it did not
resemble, coffee—while the silent (and apparently non-bon) driver set off toward an unseen destination.
They flew to the northeast as the Obermun pointed out notable landmarks. " Crimson Ridge," he said,
indicating along rise deeply flushed with pink. "It will be blood-red in another week or two. Off to your
right are the Sable Hills. | hope you fed somewhat priv-ileged. Y ou are among the very few
non-Grassians who have ever seen anything of our planet except for Commoner Town, around the port”

"1 wondered about Commoner Town," said Rigo. "On the maps it shows as a considerable area, some
fifty mileslong and two or three mileswide, completely surrounded by forest. | understand it isentirely
given over to commerce or farming. When we arrived, | saw roadsin and around Commoner Town,
though there are none on the rest of the planet”

"As| have previoudy explained to your wife, Ambassador, thereis no grassand around Commoner
Town. When we spesk of the town, we mean the whole area, everything right down to the edge of the
swamp. Here on Grass, where svamp is, trees are, as you can seeif you look to your left. That isthe
port-forest coming up below. Quite adifferent surface from the rest of the planet, isit not? It doesn't
matter if they have roadsin Commoner Town, be-cause there is no grassto destroy, and they cannot get
out through the swamp." Obermun bon Haunser pointed down at the billowing green centered with urban
clutter, hisnogtrilsflaring only very dightly in what was unmistakably an expression of contempt. He had
spoken of the roads as though they were something maevo-lent, something seeking subtle egress, like
serpents caged againgt their will.

Stella started to blurt something but held it in as she received the full force of aforbidding glare from her
father.

"Y ou prefer they not get out?" Anthony asked, with precisely theright tone of disingenuousinterest. "The
roads or the commoners? Why isthat?"

The Obermun flushed. He had obvioudy said something sponta-neous and unplanned which he now
regretted. " The commoners have no wish to leave the town. | meant the roads, my boy. | cannot expect
you to understand the horror we have of marring the grasses. We have no fear of harvesting them, you
understand, or making use of them, but scarring them lastingly is abhorrent to us. There are no roadson
Grass except for the narrow trails linking each estanciato its own village, and even these we regret.”

"All exchanges between estancias, then, are by air?’

"All transport of persons or materid, yes. The tell-me providesinformational exchange. Information



entered at your node at Opa Hill can be directed to specific recipients or to certain sets of recipients or
used for correspondence withesewhere. Thetell-melinks dl the estancias and Commoner Town. All
travel, however, al ddiveries of imports or shipments of export materia, are by air.”

"Imports and exports? Congsting of what, mostly?* Thiswas Stella, deciding to be agood child for the
moment.

The Obermun hemmed and hawed. "Well, imports are mostly man-ufactured goods and some luxury
products such as wines and fabrics. For the most part, exports are what you might expect: various grass
products. Grass exports grain and colored fiber. | am told by the com-moners who attend to such
mattersthat the larger grasses are much in demand for the congtruction of furniture. The merchantsliken it
to Terran bamboo. There is some export of seed, both as grain and for planting elsewhere. Some of the
grassesthrive on other planets, | am told. Some which thrive only here yield va uable pharmaceutica
products. Some are highly ornamental, as you have no doubt ob-served. It'sal done by licenseto
various commoner firms. We bons haven't the time or inclination to be directly involved with the
busi-ness. | don't supposeit's very lucrative, but it is sufficient to support us and the town, which isto our
advantage.”

Rigo, remembering the huge warehouses and the thriving shipping he had seen at the port, suppressed
any comment. "And do | un-derstand correctly that the grasses aren't botanicaly related to Terran
grasses? They're indigenous? Not imports?”

"No. They are not even smilar on the genetic level. Almogt dl the varieties were here when we arrived.
The Green Brothers have hybridized afew to get certain colors or effects. Y ou will have heard of the
Green Brothers?' It was not redlly aquestion, for the man stared out the window of theflier, the line of
hisjaw and mouth expressing discomfort. Whatever they had been talking about was something that
upset him. "They were sent here long ago to dig up the ruins of the Arbai city, and they took up
gar-dening as a sort of hobby."

Marjorie welcomed the change of subject. "I didn't know there was an Arbai ruin on Grass."

"Oh, yes. Inthe north. The Brothers have been digging away &t it for avery longtime. | antolditislike
most such cities, flat and widespread, which makesit along task to uncover. | have not seen it myself.”
Hewas manifestly uninterested.

Marjorie changed the subject again. "Will we have the opportunity to meet any members of your family
today, Obermun?"

"Mine?' he started, surprised. "No, no. The Hunt is till at the bon Damféls. It will be at the bon
Damfes dl this period, before moving on to the bon Maukerdens..”

"Oh," Marjorie said, surprised into speaking without thought. "I thought you said the bon Damfelswere
inmourning.”

"Of course" he said impatiently. "But that would not interrupt the Hunt."

Rigo threw her an admonitory glance which she pretended not to see, persisting sweetly. "Will othersbe
riding with the bon Damfels?"

"Two or three houses usudly hunt together. Today the bon Damfelswill be hunting with the bon
Laupmons and the bon Haunsers."



"But not your family."

"Not my wife and children, no. The women and younger children usualy ride only with the home Hunt."
He set hisjaw. She had happened upon a senditive subject once more.

Marjorie sighed to hersalf. What subjects were not sensitive on this place?
"Wewill belanding just ahead!" the Obermun cried. "Have we arrived at Klive so soon?"

"Oh, you could not cometo Klivein thisflier, Lady Marjorie. It istoo noisy. It would upset the hounds.
No, wewill go from this point by baloon-car. Balloon-cars are virtualy silent. And comparatively dow,
30 you will be able to seewhat isgoing on."

And in the luxurious cabin of a propdler-driven baloon-car, acar with windows at the sdes and below
and so overly garnished asto gppear unintended for its function, they went forward to land silently upon a
sdelawn of Klive. They were greeted by Stavenger. the Ob-ermun bon Damfels, and by Rowena, the
Obermum bon Damfels. both dressed in black with small purple capes and vells. Mourning garb,
obvioudy.

The visitors were offered wine. Rowenasipped. Stavenger took none. The Y rariers commented upon
the fine weather. Marjorie mur-mured afew words of sympathy for their [oss. Stavenger seemed not to
hear what she said. Rowena, eyes degp-sunk in shadowed circles, seemed to be esewhere, lost in some
private grief too deep and remote to let her communicate with the outside world. Or perhaps verbal
expressons of grief were not customary. Seeing the behavior of others around them, Marjorie gradudly
cameto the conclusion that thisinterpretation was correct. Though the bon Damfelswore mourning, no
onetook any notice of it.

The Yrarierswereintroduced to other family members—two daughters, two sons, the names merdly
mumbled so that Marjorie was unsure of them. One of the sons gave her along ook, asthough
measuring her for asuit of clothing—or a shroud, Marjorie thought with ashiver. He was very paeand
intensein hisdark clothing, though no less handsome for that. It was a handsome family. The other bon
Damfds children seemed remote and distracted, respond-ing only to direct questions, and not aways
then.

Stelafrankly flirted, in agay, sdf-deprecating way She had dwaysfound it useful in making friends, and
it had never failed her until now. Only the one bon Damfels son returned her gambits with afew words
and ahdf smile. All the others seemed frozen. Gradudly the girl fdll silent, confused, dightly angry.

A bdl rang. All the bon Damfels but Rowena excused themselves and departed suddenly. One moment
they were there, the next they were gone.

"They have goneto dressfor the Hunt. If you will comewith me," sheinvited in anear whisper, "wewill
watch from the bal conies until the Hunt departs.”

Tony and Marjorie went with her, casting one another questioning looks. Nothing here was predictable
or familiar. No word, no attitude conveyed any emation with which they could empathize. Rigo and Stella
stalked dong behind them, their dark, intense eyes egting up the landscape and spitting it out. There and
there. So much for your gardens. So much for your hospitaity. So much for your grief and your hunt
which you will not share with us. Marjorie fet them sm-mering behind her, and her skin quivered. This
was not diplomatic. This hostility was not the way things should go.



Stll, they went on Smmering as they were ensconced upon the bal cony and provided with food and
drink. Nothing was familiar, nothing resembled any such gathering at home. They looked down &t the
empty first surfacefor atimein silence, Spping, nibbling, trying not to seem ravenous, which they were,
casting sdelong looks at Rowena's distracted face.

After atime, servant women in long white skirts came out onto the first surface, bearing trays of tiny,
steaming glasses. The hunters began to tricklein. At first glance the hunters seemed to be dressed in
familiar fashion, then one noticed the vast and padded trousers, like inflated jodhpurs, cregting
bowlegged, steatopygous curves, at first laughable, and then, when one saw the hunters faces, not
amusing a all. Each hunter took a pae, steaming glass and drank, one glass only, aswalow or two, no
more. Few of them spoke and those few were among the younger ones. When the horn sounded, though
it sounded softly, Marjorie dmost legpt from her chair. The huntersturned toward the eastern gate, which
opened dowly. The hounds entered and Marjorie could not keep from gasping. She turned toward
Rowena and was surprised to see alook of hatred there, alook of baffled rage. Quickly. Marjorie
looked away. It had not been an expres-sion their hostess had meant anyone to see.

"My God," breathed Rigo in awe, dl hisanimosity set asdein that moment of shock.

The hounds were the size of Terran horses, muscled like lions, with broad, triangular heeds and lips
curled back to display jagged ridges of bone or tooth. Herbivores, Rigo thought at first. And yet there
were fangs at the front of those jaws. Omnivores? They had reticulated hides, anetwork of lighter color
surrounding shapeless patches of darker skin. Either they had no hair or very short hair. They were silent.
Their tongues dripped onto the path as they paced in pairs, split to go around the waiting riders, joined
againin pairs, and pro-ceeded toward another gate at the western side of the courtyard.

"Come," said Rowenain her expressionlessvoice. "We must go down the hal to see the Hunt depart.”

They followed her wordlesdy down along corridor and onto an-other bal cony which looked out over
the garden beyond the wall— where jaw-dropping shock waited, and a blaze of fear which waslike
sudden fire. They stood swaying, clutching the railing before them, not believing what they saw. "Hippae."
Marjorieidentified them to hersdlf, shuddering. Why had she supposed they would look like horses?
How naive she had been! How stupid Sanctity had been. Hadn't anyone at Sanctity made any effort
to—No. Of coursethey hadn't. Evenif they had tried, there hadn't been time. Her thoughts trailed away
into shivering depths of barely controlled terror.

"Hippae," thought Rigo, swesting, taking refuge in anger. Mark another one down against Sender
O'Neil. That damned fool. And the Hierarch. Poor uncle. Poor dying old man, he smply hadn't known.
Rigo held onto the railing with both hands, pulling himsdlf together with dl hisforce. Besde him hewas
conscious of Stellaleaning forward, bresthing heavily, quivering. From the corner of hiseye he saw
Marjorie put her hand over Tony's and squeezeit.

Below them the monsters pranced silently, twice the Size of the hounds, their long necksarchingin an
amogst horsdlike curve, those necks spined with arm-long scimitars of pointed, knife-edged bone, longest
on the head and midway down the neck, shorter at the lower neck and shoulders. The eyes of the
mounts were burning orbs of red. Their backs were armored with grest calluses of hard and glis-tening
hide.

Stavenger bon Damfels was preparing to mount, and Marjorie bit back an exclamation. The mount half
crouched asit extended itsleft foreleg. Stavenger stepped up on the leg with hisleft foot, raising hisleft
arm at the sametimeto throw aring up and over the lowest of thejutting spines. With hisleft hand on the



ring, closeto the spine, he pulled and legpt smultaneoudly, right leg high to dide over the huge back. He
settled just behind the monstrous shoulders, his hands parting widdly to reved thin strgps which pulled the
ring tight around the blade of bone. Stavenger turned his hands, wrapping the straps around hisfingers,
gripping them. "Reins," Marjorie thought fleetingly; then, "No, not reins,” for the straps were obvioudy
only something to hold on to, only a place to put one's hands. There was no way they could be used to
direct the enormous mount or even to signd it. One could not take hold of the razorlike barb itself
without cutting off ones fingers. One could not lean forward without skewering oneself. One had to brace
onesdf back, leaning back in an endless, spine-gtraining posture which must be agonizing to hold even for
afew moments. Otherwise ... otherwise one would be spitted upon those spines.

Along the anima's mighty ribs were a series of deep pockmarks, into which Stavenger thrust the long
pointed toes of hisboots, bracing himsdf away from the danger before him. Hisbelly was only inches
from the razor edges. On his back, dung across his shoulder, he wore a case like a narrow, e ongated
quiver. Asthe mount turned, rearing, Stavenger's eyes did across Marjorie's gaze with the dickness of
ice. Hisface was not merely empty but stripped bare. There was nothing there. He made no effort to
Speak to the mount or guideit in any way. It went whereit decided to go, taking him with it. Another of
the Hippae approached arider and was mounted in itsturn.

Marjorie still held Tony's hand, turned him to face her, looked at him deeply, warningly. Hewas aspale
asmilk. Stellawas swesting with afeverish excitement in her eyes. Marjoriewas cold al over, and she
shook hersdlf, forcing hersalf to speak. She would not be silenced by these ... by these whatever they
were.

"Excuseme," Marjorie said, loudly enough to break through their silence, through Rowena's abstracted
fascination, "but do your . . your mounts have hooves? | cannot see from here.”

"Three,"” murmured Rowena, so softly they could scarcely hear her. Then louder. "Yes. Three. Three
sharp hooves on each foot. Or | should say, three toes, each with atriangular hoof. And two rudimentary
thumbs, higher ontheleg’

"And the hounds?'
"They, too. Except that their hooves are softer. More like pads. It makes them very sure-footed.”
Almogt dl of the hunters were mounted.

"Come," Rowenasaid again in the same emotionless voice she had said everything else. "The transport
will bewaiting for you." She glided before them asif on wheels, her wide skirtsfloating above the
polished floors like an inconsol able baloon, swollen and ready to burst with grief. She did not look at
them, did not say their names. It was asiif she had not redlly seen them, did not see them now. Her eyes
were fixed upon someinterior vison of intimate horror so vividly imagined that Marjorie could dmost see
it in her eyes. When they approached the car, Rowenaturned away and floated back the way they had
come.

Waiting near the car was Eric bon Haunser. "My brother hasjoined the Hunt," he explained. "Since |l no

longer ride, | have volunteered to go with you. Perhaps you will have questions | can answer." He moved
somewhat awkwardly on his artificia legs, stopping at the door of the balloon-car to nod for Marjorieto
enter firg.

They roseto float dlently over the Hunt, driven by silent propellers as they watched long milesflow by
under the hooves of the mounts, longer and more tortuous miles run benegth the wider-ranging feet of the



hounds. From the air the animas were only short, thick blotches superimposed on the texture of the
grass, blotcheswhich pulsated, becoming longer and shorter aslegs extended or gathered for the next
leap, mounts and hounds distinguishable from one another only by the presence of riders, theriders
themselves reduced to mere excrescences, warts upon the pulsating lines. The hunters entered a copse,
hidden from the air. After atime they emerged and ran off toward another copse. After atime, the
Yrariersforgot what they were watching. They could aswell have been observing ants. Or fishina
stream, Or water flowing, wind blowing. There was nothing individua in the movement of the beasts.
Only the spots of red spoke of human involvement. Except for those dots of red, the animas might have
been donein their quest. Though occasiondly the grass moved ahead of the mounts, the observers could
not see whatever quarry the Hunt was chasing.

Marjorietried to estimate how fast the animals below them were running. She thought it was not asfast
asahorse would cover the same distance, though it might not be possible for horsesto thrust through tall,
thick grasses as the animals below were doing. She spent some time estimating whether horses could
outrun the Hippae— deciding they might be able to do so on the flat, though not uphill— then wondered
why shewasthinking of horsesat dl.

At last they cameto afina copse and hovered above it. Branches quivered. High upon the roof of the
copsethe fox crawled onto atwiggy platform, screaming defiance at the sSky. Over the soft whir of the
propellers, they heard him. All they really saw was an explosion of what might have been fur or scalesor
fangs, talons, agreat shaking and scouring among the leaves, an impression of ferocity, of some-thing
huge and indomitable.

"Fox," Anthony muttered, hisvoice breaking. "Fox. That thing isthe 9ze of haf adozentigers” His
mother's hand silenced hiswords, though his mind went on nattering a him. Whereit isn't toothy, it's
bony. My God. Fox, Merciful Father, will they expect meto ride after that thing? | won't. Whatever they
expect, | just won't!

Ride, Stdllathought. | could ride the way they do. A horseisnothing to that. Nothing at al. | wonder if
they'll letme....

Ride, thought Marjoriein afever of abhorrence. That isn't riding. What they are doing. Something within
her writhed in disgust and horror; she did not know what the people below her were doing, but it was not
riding, not horsemanship. Suppose they want usto join their Hunt? She thought. At least one of us. |
suppose there are teachers. Will we have to do thisto be respected by them?

Ride, thought Rigo. To ride something like that! They will not think me aman unless| do, and their triba
egotismwill try to keep me out. How? We are being treasted as mere tourists, not asresidents. | won't
haveit! Damn Sanctity. Damn Uncle Carlos. Damn Sender O'Nell. Damn him and damn him.”

"The whole of Grassis horse-mad,” Sender O'Neil had said. "Horse-mad and class-conscious. The
Hierarch, your uncle, suggested you for the mission. Y ou and your family are the best candidates we
have"

"The best candidates you have for what?' Rigo had asked. "And why the devil should we care?' The
invoceation of old Uncle Carlos was doing nothing to make him more polite, though it had made him
dightly curious.

"The best candidate to be accepted by the aristocrats on Grass. Asfor why ..." The man had licked his



lipsagain, thistime nervoudy. He had been about to say words which were not said, not by anyonein
Sanctity. So far as Sanctity was concerned, the words were im-possible to say. "The plague,” he had
whispered.

Roderigo had been silent. The acolyte had prepared him for this, at least. He was angry but not
surprised.

Sender had shaken his head, waved his hands, palms out, warding away the anger he felt coming from
Rigo "All right. Sanctity doesn't admit the plague exists, but we have reason to keep silent. Even the
Hierarch, your uncle, he agreed. Every society mankind has built will fal gpart the minute we admit it and
dart talking about it."

"Y ou can't be certain of that!"

"The machines say so. Every computer model they try says so. Because there's no hope. No cure. No
hope for acure. No means of prevention. We have the virus, but we haven't found any way to make our
immune systems manufacture antibodies. We don't even know where it's coming from. We have nothing.
The machines advise usthat if wetdl people... well, it will betheend.”

"The end of Sanctity? Why should | care about that?*
"Not Sanctity, man! The end of civilization. The end of mankind. The mortdity rateis one hundred

percent! Y our family will die. Mine. All of us. Itisn't just Sanctity. It'sthe end of the human race. It'syou
asmuchasmea"”

Rigo, shocked into awareness by the man's vehemence, asked, "What makes you think there's an
answer on Grass?'

"Something. Maybe only rumor, only fairy tales. Maybe only wishful thinking. Maybe like the fabled
citiesof gold or the unicorn or the philosopher's stone..."

"But maybe?'
"Maybe something redl. According to our temple on Semling, thereisno plague at dl on Grass."
"Therésnone hereon Terral™

"Oh, Lord, man if that were only true! There's none here that anyoneisalowed to see. But I've seeniit.”
The man wiped hisface again, eyes brimming with sudden tears, and his jaw clenched as though he were
holding down bile that threstened to flood histhroat. "I've seenit. Men. Animals. It's everywhere. I'll
show ittoyou, if you like."

Roderigo had dready seen plague. He hadn't known it was on Terraor that it afflicted animals, but he,
too, had seen it. He waved the offer aside, concentrating. "But there's none on Grass? Perhapsit's only
hidden, asyou do here."

"Our people don't think they could be hiding it. The Grassians seem to have no structure to hideiit.
Funny kind of place. But if therésnonethere ..."

"What you'reimplying isthat it's theonlyplace where there is none. Are you saying thereis plague
everywhere dse?'



Sender, pdlid and sweeting, nodded and then whispered, "We have a |east one temple on virtualy
every occupied world. In the few places where there's no temple, there's at least amission. We are
respons ble for hiding what's happening, so yes, we know where plagueis. It iseverywhere,”

Rigo flushed with sudden fury. "Well then, for the sake of heaven, why aren't the scientistsand
researchers on the way there! Why cometo me?'

"The aristocrats who run the place won't give permission for sci-entists and researchersto visit the
planet. Oh, we could send our people into the port town, yes. Placeis caled Commoner Town. It's open
to vigtors. But thereés no such thing asimmigration. They'd get avisitor's permit, good until the next ship
came through headed in the right direction. Weve dready done that afew times. Our people can't find
out anything. Not therein the port. And do you think they can get anywhere else on Grass? Not on your
life. Not on anyone's. Sanctity has no power on the planet.”

Rigo stared, frankly unbelieving. "Y ou redlly have no misson there?!

"The only contact Sanctity haswith Grassisthrough the penitentia encampment working on the Arbai
ruins. Not all our acolyteswork out. It won't do to send them home to teach other unwilling boys how to
get out of their service. So we send them to Grass. Our encampment was aready there when the
Grassians arrived. The Green Brothers. So named because of the robes they wear. There must be over a
thousand of them, but they have virtually no contact with the aristocrats. Over a hundred years ago the
Hierarch ordered them to develop someinterest they could use as common ground with the Grassians,
but therereally isno common ground.”

"Trying to make your penitentsinto more of your damn missionaries," snarled Rigo.

O'Nell wiped hisbrow. "Oh, | won't deny that's what the man in charge of Acceptable Doctrine would
like. His name's Jhamlees Zoe, and he gets madder than ateased bull about our not converting the planet
to Sanctity, by forceif necessary. The Hierarch sends him word to cam down or come home, and it only
makes him madder,” O'Nell wiped hisforehead where the sweat glistened.

"What did the brothers do to devel op ties with the aristocrats?”

"They took up gardening." O'Nell laughed harshly. "Gardening! They've become specidigtsin that. Oh,
they've become renowned for that. So well known even Jhamlees didn't dare put astop to it. But that il
doesn't give them any day-to-day contact with the rest of the planet, not enough to learn anything. And
the damned arisoswon't let usin!”

"Not even when you told them ..."

"The Grassans aren't suffering. Weve tried to describe to them what's happening, but they don't seem to
care. They were separatists to begin with, more concerned with maintaining the privileges of their rank
than with any human concerns. Lesser nobility. Or perhaps merely pretenders a nobility. European,
mostly, and ridiculoudly proud of their noble blood, full of pretensions about it. That'swhy they've
consgtently refused permission for atemple or amission. Ten generations on Grass has only made them
moreisolationist, more ... more strange It's like they've had iron walls built in their heads! They refuseto
be studied. They refuseto be proselytized. They refuse to be visited! Except, maybe, by someonelike
you....

"Sanctity hasanavy." Rigo said it asfact. He disgpproved of that fact, but it wastrue. Planetary



governments were isolated and pa-rochiad and content to be so, Oncetheinitid explosive overflow of
humanity had taken place, Sanctity had done everything it could to stop further exploration. The faith had
not wanted men to be so widespread they couldn't be evangelized and controlled. Discovery had
stopped, dong with science and art and invention. Though its military technology was centuries old,
Sanctity maintained the only interstellar force.

Sender O'Neil sighed deeply. "It's been considered. If we take troopersin there, the reason couldn't be
kept secret, not for long. All hell would bresk loose. We can't even consider it until we know for sure
that there's something there. Please. Whatever you think of us, give us credit for someintelligencel Weve
computer-mode ed everything. Our best people have doneit over and over again. News of the plague
anduse of force would be equally disastrous! Have you heard of the Moldies?’

"Somekind of end-of-the-world sect, aren't they?"

"End of the universe, more likely. But yes, they fervently desire the end of the world, the human world.
They cdl themsdvesthe Martyrs of the Last Days. They bdlieve the time has cometo end dl human life.
They believein an afterlife which will only commence when this one has ended, for everyone. Weve
recently learned that the Moldies are 'helping' the plague.”

"My God'"
"Yes. Anyones God!"
"How?'

"Carrying infected materias from one place to another. Like the ancient anarchists, destroying so that
something better can come.”

"What hasthisto do with—"

"It hasthisto do with. All Sanctity's resources are tied up in tracking and expunging the Moldies. They
seem to be everywhere, to breed out of nothing. If they heard ... if they knew there was a chance that
Grass—"

"They'd go there?"

"They'd wreck whatever dim chance there may be. No, whatever we do, it must be covert, quigt,
without drawing any notice. According to the computers, we've got five to seven yearsin which to act.
After that, the plague may have gone so far that—Well. The Grassians have said they'll accept an
ambassador.”

"I see." And he had seen. The Grassians would consent to a de-laying action. Enough to make Sanctity
eschew any ideas of using force, but not enough to serioudly inconvenience anyone on Grass.

"Y ou say they ride?" Rigo had asked Sender O'Nell, trying to change the pictures of doom and
destruction which had swarmed into hismind. ™Y ou say they ride? Did they take horses, hounds, and
foxes with them when they settled there?!

"No. They found indigenous variants upon the theme." O'Nell had licked his pursy lips, liking this phrase
and repedting it. "Indigenous variants."



Indigenous variants Rigo thought now as he sat in aballoon-car poised above a copse of great treeson
Grass and saw the thing called fox climb into view. He could not seeit clearly. He did not glance at his
family, though hefdt the strain of their slence. He stared down, unconscious for the moment of the need
to hide hisfedings, and repeated O'Neil's phrase. "Indigenous variants.” He said it doud, not realizing he
had spoken. When Eric bon Haunser looked at him in-quiringly he blurted, without meaning to, "I'm
afraditisutterly unlike our foxes a home."

The huge, amorphous creature was pulled struggling from the crown of the copse while bon Haunser
described what was probably taking place below the trees. He spoke openly, amost offhandedly,
carefully ignoring their reaction to the Sght of thething.

When they had returned partway to Klive, Rigo recovered himself sufficiently to say, ™Y ou seem very
objective about al this. Forgive me, but your brother seemed ... how can | describe it? Embarrassed?
Defensve?'

"I don't ride any longer." said Eric, flushing. "My legs. A hunting accident. Those of uswho don't
ride—some of us at least—we be-come less enthusiastic.” He said this diffidently, as though he were not
quite sure of it, and he did not offer to explain what it was about the Hunt that made the current riders
unwilling to talk about it. Each of the Yrariers had his or her own ideas about the matter, ideas which they
incubated asthey sailed silently over the prairies, in time each achieving an imperiled cam.

They arrived back at Klive before the riders did and were met, though scarcely welcomed, by Rowena.
She escorted them to alarge reception room overlooking the first surface, where she introduced them to
the gaggle of pregnant women and children and older men who were egting, drinking, and playing games
at scattered tables. She encouraged the Yrariersto tell the servants what they wanted to drink and serve
themsdlves from the laden buffet, then she drifted away. Eric bon Haunser joined them. Very shortly
thereafter ahorn blew outside the western gate and the riders began to trickle in. Most went immediately
to bathe and change their clothing, but afew cameinto the room, obvioudy famished.

Eric murmured, They have drunk nothing for twelve hours before the Hunt except the palliative offered
before the Hounds come in. Once the Hunt has begun, there is no opportunity to relieve onesdlf.”

"Most uncomfortable," Marjorie mused, lost in recollection of the sharp implacable spines on the necks
of themounts. "Isit redly worth it?"

He shook his head. "1 am no philosopher, Lady Westriding. If you were to ask my brother, hewould
say yes. If you ask me, | may say yes or no. But then, heridesand | don't.”

"l ride," said avoicefrom behind them. "But | say no."

Marjorie turned to confront the owner of the voice, tal, broad-shouldered, not greatly younger than
hersdlf, dressed in stained trou-sers and red coat, his hunting cap under hisarm and afull glassheld to his
lips. She saw that those lips trembled, though so dightly she doubted anyone but hersalf would have
noticed.

"Forgiveme," hesaid. "I'm excessvely thirgty." Hislipstightened upon the rim of the glass, making it
quiver. Something held him inthe grip of emation, durring hiswords.

"l canimaginethat you arethirsty,” she said. "We met thismorning, didn't we?Y ou look quite different



inyour... inyour hunting clothes.

"l am Sylvan bon Damfels," he said with adight bow. "We did meet, yes. | am the younger son of
Stavenger and Rowenabon Damféels.”

Stellawas standing with Rigo across the room. She saw Sylvan talking to her mother; her expression
changed, and she moved toward the two of them, her eyesfixed on Sylvan as she came. There were
other bows, other murmurs of introduction. Eric bon Haunser stepped away, leaving Marjorie and the
children with Sylvan,

"You say no," Marjorie prompted him. "No, that riding isn't worth it, even though you ride?’

"l do," he said, coloring dong his cheekbones, his eyesflicking around the room to see who might be
listening, the cords of histhroat standing out as though he struggled to speak at dl. "To you, madam, and
to you, missand gir, | say it. With the understanding that you will not quote me to any member of my
family, or to any other of the bons." He panted.

"Certainly." Anthony was till very pae, as he had been since he saw the fox—or foxen, asmost of the
Grassans cdled the beast, meaning one or adozen—but he had regained his poise. "'If you wishit. You
have our promise.”

"| say it because you may be asked to ride. Invited, asit were. | had thought it impossible until | met
your husband. Now | till con-sider it unlikely, but it could happen. If it does, | caution you, do not
accept.” He looked them each in the eye, fully, as though seeking their inmost parts, then bowed again
and | eft them, rubbing histhroat asthough it hurt him.

"Honestly!" Stellabridled, tossing her head. "Honestly, indeed,” said Marjorie. "1 think it would be wise
aswell askind not to repeat what he said, Stel.”

"Of dl the snubdg!"
"Not sointended, | think-"

"Those mounts of theirs may scare you, and they may scare him, but they don't scare me! | could ride
those things. | know | could." Marjorie's soul quaked within her, and it was all she could do to keep her
voice cam. "l know you could, Stellal could, too. Given sufficient practice, | imagine any of us could.
The question is, should we? Should any of us? I think we have onefriend in thisroom, and | think that
friend just told usno.”

6

The Arbai ruin on Grassis, in most respects, like dl Arbai ruins: enigmatic, recently abandoned—in
terms of archaeol ogic time—and speaking of some mystery which man can fed without comprehend-ing.
Other cities of the Arbai, those found elsawhere, are populated by wind and dust and a scattering of
Arbai bones. So few Arbai remains have been found in those other cities that man has ques-tioned why,
with such ameager population, the cities should have been so large. They arelargein terms of size, of
perimeter, if not in terms of height or mass. They sprawl. Their much-crafted streets curve and recurve;
their carved housefronts arc gently in concurrence. No vehicles have ever been found in any of the cities.
These people walked or ran about their mysterious business, whatever it may have been.



Each city hasalibrary. Each has amysterious structure in the town square which isidentified varioudy as
asculpture or ardigiousicon. Outside each city are other enigmatic mechanismswhich are thought to be
garbage disposers or crematories. A few have suggested they might be transportation devices, no ships
having ever been found. Some people think they may be dl three. If they are furnaces, the bodies of the
inhabitants of the cities could have been burned, which would explain the sparse scattering of remains.
Equally well, the inhabitants might have moved on somewhere e se. The diggers and theoreticians cannot
agree upon either dternative, though they have argued learnedly for generations.

In the more representative Arbal cities only afew whole skeletons have been found, dwaysin onesor
twos behind closed doors, as though those Arbal who had stayed behind after the others had gone were
too few to attend to the obsequies of departure. Not so upon Grass.

On Grass bodieslie by the hundredsin the houses, in the streets, in the library and the plaza.
Everywhere the Green Brothers dig, they find mummified remains.

Most of the digging over the years has been done by strong young men who have had little interest in
what they uncovered. Inevitably, however, there have been afew who found themsalves fascinated and
enthralled by the ancient walls, the ancient artifacts, the ancient bodies. Some few have willingly given
their livesto thiswork, gpplying al their intdligenceto it. Sometimes there have been two or three of
thesefanaticsat atime.

But only one man is currently focusing hisintelligence upon the Arbai. He, like others before him, has
learned to hide his genuine interest from those in authority. Brother Mainoa, once amiserable young
acolyte of Sanctity, long since exiled and grown to suck-toothed age, to the shaggy gray locks and the
wrinkled eye-pockets of an elder though to none of the honors somefind in that estate; Brother Mainoa,
like his predecessors an amateur, alover of hiswork, hasfound his heart's home amid these ancient
stones. He has come to consider these trenchlike streets his own, these his dwellings and plazas, these his
shopsand libraries, though thereis nothing in any of them that he can use or beieveshe will ever truly
understand. Mainoa has uncovered dmost haf of the Arbai bodies himself. He has named them al. He
lives out most of hislife among them. They have become hisfriends, though not his only friends.

Of an evening, Brother Mainoa sometimes went away from the dig to a nearby copse where he could sit
on akneed-up root with his evening pipe, leaning againgt the trunk of the tree as hetalked to the air.
Tonight he reclined on his accustomed root with a sigh. His bones hurt. Not unusua. Most nights his
bones hurt and some morn-ings, aswell. Seeping in barely heated quarters on a sack stuffed with grass
didn't help much, though held been less achy since held fixed the roof. He took a deep puff of fragrant
smoke, let it out dowly, then spoke, as though to himsdif.

"The purple grass, now, not that Cloak of Kings stuff but the lighter purple with the blue bloom on it. that
goeswell with the rose. Tests out a complete protein mixed about two to one, very sustaining. Flavor's
nothing to proclaim &t daily prayers, but itll come, it'll come.”

A sound as of some huge, interested purring came from the tree, high above the old man's head.

"Well, of coursethe yellowgrassisthe old standby, just before | |eft the Friary last time to come down
hereto the dig, Elder Brother Laeroatold me hed improved onit. | don't know whether to believe that
or not; it'd be hard to do. Y ellowgrassisamost perfect asit is, just that theres so little of it. It wantsthe
tall orange stem on the sun side of it and something lower, likelittle green or middle 'zure, on the shade



sde, the blessed angels know why, but that'stheway it is. Elder Laeroasays he'stempted to plant it in
stripes and see how it does, but that'd stick out like a sore thumb...."

The purring again, with anote of interrogation.

"Of coursethey watch us," sighed Brother Mainoa. "Listen to the young Brothers, the cloud crawlers,
the onesthat wallow around up on that net among the towers. Listen to them tell it. What they seeiseyes
out therein the grass, staring at the Friary. Of course they watch us. That's what makesit so hard finding
thingsout.”

Nothing from above. Brother Mainoarisked alook straight up, seeing nothing but the pae sky through a
thatch of twig and leaf, one star pricking out at the zenith, like asingle sequin dropped from the skirt of a
cadessangd. A littleto hisleft, so high that it caught thefind rays of the sun with asilken glimmer, he
could see afew strands of the net among the towers at the Friary itself, just over the horizon.

"Taking to yoursdlf again, Brother?' said areproving voice. Brother Mainoa started. The figure under
the neighboring tree was hdf hidden in shadow. The voice was that of Elder Brother Noazee Fuasoi,
deputy head of the office of Security and Acceptable Doctrine at the Friary, and what the blazing hdll
was he doing down here at the dig!

"Just muttering, Elder Brother,"” Mainoamurmured as he rose and stood respectfully, wondering if the
man had followed him, and if so, how long held been standing there. "Muttering about the dig, trying to
figureit out.”

"Sounded like gardening to me, Brother."
"W, yes. That, too. Trying out effectsin my head, so to spesk.”

I"Bad habit to get into, Brother Mainoa. Disruptive of the sllence and demeanor of the order. Clinging to
such bad habitsis probably why you're still assigned to digging up ruinsrather than to the more dignified
duties your age would warrant. If you'd behaved properly, you'd have been assigned to a desk job back
at the Friary along time ago.”

"Y es, Elder Brother," said Brother Mainoa obediently while think-ing something not at al obedient about
those who were assigned to desk jobs at the Friary. "I'll try to curb the habit.”

"See that you do. | wouldn't want to call you up before Eldest Brother Jhamlees Zoe. Eldest Brother
Jhamleestakes his Doctrine very serioudy.”

At least that was the truth. Jhamlees Zoe was too recently arrived to have calmed down yet. Still trying
to find something on Grassto convert. Mainoasighed. "Y es, Elder Brother."

"I came down hereto tell you you're assigned to escort duty. We have arecalcitrant acolyte coming in
from Sanctity. Brother Shoethai and | brought acar down from the Friary for you to use when you pick
him up tomorrow morning.”

Brother Mainoa bowed obediently and kept his mouth shut. Elder Brother Fuasoi bel ched and rubbed
his stcomach reflectively. "Boy had lessthan ayear to go and he went jerky. Lost his demeanor and had a
fitin refectory, so I'mtold. He traveled under hisbirth name. Rillibee Chime. Think up a Green Friar
namefor him."



"Y es, Elder Brother."

"The ship will bein early, so beready. And no more talking to yourself." Brother Fuasoi rubbed at his
belly again before he started off.

Brother Mainoa bowed humbly at Fuasoi's retreating back and hoped Fuasoi's belly would kill him
soon. Shithead, he thought. All from Acceptable Doctrine were shitheads. And so was Elder Jhamlees
Zoe, the mad proselytizer, cast away here on Grass with nobody to convert and going Sowly crazy
because of it. Nothing between their ears but excrement or they'd know what wasredly here on Grass.
Anyonewith any sense could see.... purr was back above, thistime full of quiet amusement. "Y ou'll get
mein big trouble," muttered Brother Mainoa. "Then what will you have to purr about?'

The hundred-square-mile areawhich the aristocrats called Commoner-Town was divided into two parts
by aprecipitous, convoluted knob of stone which was caled, haf in jest, Grasss Only Mountain, or
Gom. The mountain extended east and west in an uninterrupted wall, a sheer-faced outcropping that ran
down on both sidesto lose itsdlf in the depths of the swamp forest, making an effective barricade
between the permanent and transient. Craftsmen, farmers, merchants, and their familieslived and worked
north of the barrier in an areathey called Commons, centered on the town. The area south of thewall,
though largely doping pastureland, contained the port and al its gppurtenances.

Appurtenances included, adjacent to the port on the east, adistrict containing warehouses for the
Storage of goods being transhipped, hay barns for winter feed of Commons livestock, various
respectable shops and amusements run by loca citizens, the Port Hotel, and the hospital. Thisarea,
including the port itself, was caled the Commercid Didrict.

Also included was an area on the west Side of the port, where buildings blazoned with tawdry glitter
stood aong Portside Road, where the sensees stayed open around the clock and where visitors routingly
stepped over bodies without worrying much about it. Not many of the bodies were dead; few of them
were serioudy wounded; some of them were gill busily engaged. The crowded buildingsled an
indefinable stink made up of drugs, dirt, and various biological exudates. This disreputable areatook its
name from its road and was caled smply Portside.

In addition to the Commercial Digtrict and Portside, the southern area contained about forty square miles
of common hay meadow and grazing land, doping on the east, south, and west from the high plateau of
the port down to the swamp forest.

Connecting the port areas and Commons through a notch cut through the wall of Gom was Grass
Mountain Road, awell-traveled thoroughfare which ran aong the east side of the peak past the order
gtation and thetall, solid gates occasiondly used to block al traffic. It was not unknown for freighter
crewsto emerge from Portside es-tablishments in the waning hours of the night determined to seek the
extraordinary pleasure that comes from disrupting the deep of ordinary people. Under such conditions,
the gates were shut. Usualy, however, traffic moved along Grass Mountain Road between port and
Commonswith no hindrance.

The port was busy, far busier than the planetary population could have warranted on its own behalf.
Grasslay at atopologica cross-roads, an accessible destination in qua-space that coincided with a
planet in real-space, and this done made it valuable. The aristocrats, isolated on their estancias and
concerned with other matters, had never considered how advantageous Grass's location was. They
would have been amazed to learn that the wedlth of Grasswas not, asthey continued to believe,



concentrated in the estancias, but wasin fact held in off-planet banks by asizable fraction of the people
of the town. Few bons ever came to Commoner Town, and if they came at dl, they came no farther than
the merchants offices. The residents of Commons who went to the estancias kept their mouths shut
about town business. What the bons thought of as eterndly true regarding their own socia and economic
superiority, Commons had long since discarded in favor of amore pragmatic view. Without the
arigtocrats becoming more than superficialy aware of it, the Commercia Digtrict had gradualy becomea
major transshipment point offering tem-porary lodging to sizable numbers of travelers.

Whilewaiting for a connecting ship, trangents staying at the Port Hotel often went into Commonsin
pursuit of loca color. Sdllers of grass cloth and grass pictures and cleverly woven multihued grass
baskets shaped like fantastic birds or fish did a brisk business. The purchase of some such gimcrack was
asclose asany of the transentswould come to seeing the redlity of Grass. The aristocrats had for-bidden
aircar tours over the prairies. At one time the Port Hotel had offered toursinto the edges of the swamp
forest, but after aboatload of influentia persons had failed to return, the tours had been discon-tinued.
The only sightseeing wasin Commons, which meant a con-stant easy flow of traffic dong the road.
Towneeswere not surprised to see new faces.

Thus, when Ducky Johns stopped early one morning a the Order Station with abeautiful girl in tow, the
officer thought no more of it than that some off-worlder had escaped from the Port Hotel and faleninto
guestionable company. Not that Ducky Johns was abad sort. She and Saint Teresa were the madams of
the two largest sensee housesin Portside, and they often traveled into Commons with their housekeepers
and cooks. Ducky was usudly at the top of thelist of contributorsto any charitable cause, if Saint Teresa
didn't have his name there first. Ducky's machines were well maintained and seldom damaged anyone
other than superficidly, and none of her girlsor boys or geneticaly atered whatsits had ever tried to kill
any of the cus-tomers.

"What's this, Ducky?" the officer, James Jdllico, asked. He was a husky and muscular man of middle
years, covered with the mideading layer of plushy flesh which had earned him his nickname. "Tell good
old Jdly what you've got there."

"Damned if | know," replied Ducky, sketching helplessness with both shoulders, the flounces on her
tent-dress quivering in response to the mountain of shivering flesh beneath. "1 found it on my back porch,
under the clothedine.” Her flutelike voice made it aplaint, minor key. Her spangled eyebrows arched and
the fringes of her tattooed eydids drooped across her cheeks.

"Y ou should've taken it back to the hotel," Jelly said, giving the girl ahard ook, which she returned with
awide, innocent eye.

"I tried," Ducky said, sighing and pursing baby-lips, waving a baby-hand, the wrist braceleted with gems
between tiny rolls of fat. "I'm not afool, Jdly. | thought the same as you. Off a passenger ship, | thought,
waiting around for another one. Wandered out of the Com-mercid Didtrict and got logt, | thought, just as
you did. | asked it itsname, but it didn't have athing to say for itself."

"Mentd, you think? Drugged up?'

"Nosgnof it

"Maybeit's one of those, what you call ‘em, de-personed thingsthey sell on Vicious."

"l looked and it isn't. It's been used some, but it hasn't been tampered with, not the way they do there.”
"Sowhat did the hotdl say?"



"The hotdl picky-pecked at itslittle keyboards and winky-winked at its little screens and told me to take
it away. Not thers, they said. They didn't have any likethisone, and if they did have, dl theirswere
accounted for."

"l be damned.”
"Yes. Exactly what | said. Couldn't be a Commons townee, could it?"

"Y ou know every one of ‘em aswell as| do, Ducky. Y ou know every face and every figureand if any
of 'em puts on five pounds or insults his sister-in-law, you'd know and so would 1."

"Wdll, we both know what that leaves, Jely That |eavesthe estancias, that does. Lots of unfamiliar faces
out there. But that's very puzzling indeed, isn't it, my dear? If it had come from there, we'd have seeniit.”

Aircars going between Commoner Town and the estancias were permitted to land only &t the car
terminal at the center of town or at the port. Any aircar landing at the port or in town would be
ob-served. If thislovely creature with the strange eyes had turned up ether place, surely somebody
would have seenit.

"Off aship?' hazarded Jlico.

"Y ou know the silly regulationsaswell as | do, Jely, dear. Pas-sengers and crew off, fumigate at every
port. How could this have lived on a ship while it was being debugged? No, it didn't come off an empty
ship. And it didn't come from the hotel. And it doesn't belong to me or to Saint Teresa or to any of the
other bitty bit-playersdown in our place, no it doesn't. I'm afraid it's your problem, Jelly. Y oursaone.”
Ducky Johns giggled, the ruffles on the tent-dress quiv-ering, afleshquake in paroxysm.

Jdlico shook hishead. "Not mine, Ducky, old girl. I'll get an image of her, then you take her back.
Y ou've got plenty of room in that place of yours. Put it in an empty room and feed it something. The
gsasistank isno place for that. Doesn't need freezing. Needs tending. Better with you."

"How trugting,” she smpered.

"Oh, you won't sell her, Ducky. If she can't talk, she can't speak a consent waiver, and you know I'll be
comin’ down to look her over again next time I'm in Portside to check transience permits. And after I've
had a chance to ask around. If thisisn't the damnedest thing ..."

Hewent on looking at the girl as he st up theimager, she returning his gaze with her head turned
Sdeways so that he saw only one eye, an eyein which no intelligence showed at al. And yet, when he
had finished recording the creature'simage and Ducky held out her hand, the girl took it and smiled,
turning the head upward and to one Side again to cast asidelong look.

Jdly shivered. There had been something strangely familiar about that look. Almost as strange as where
the girl could have come from. Not through the swamp, that was certain. Not in an aircar. Not on aship.
Not from the hotel. And what did that |eave?

"Damn al," whispered Jdly to himsdf, watching old Ducky loading the girl back into her three-whedled
runner before turning it back toward Portside. "Damn al.”



The morning after the bon Damfels Hunt, Marjorie was up before light. She had dept little, and that little
restlesdy. When she dept she had dreamed of Hippae, and her dreams had been threatening. She had
risen in the night to walk about the winter quarters, going into the children'srooms, listening to them
breathe. Anthony had been making little groaning sounds and shivering in hisdeep, dmost as El Dia
Octavo had done that day she had seen the things on the ridge. Marjorie sat on the edge of hisbed and
ran her hands over his shoulders and chest, stroking him as she would have one of the horses, pulling the
anxiety out of him until he lay motionless beneath her fingers. Dear Tony, little Tony, firstborn and much
beloved. So like her that she could read every flicker of hisexpresson, every line of hisbody. She
yearned over him, wishing the disgppointments away. They would come anyway. He was 0 like her that
they must come, as day followsnight.

In the neighboring room Stdladept soundly, rasy inthe dim light, lips dightly parted. Each day made her
resemblance to Rigo more pronounced—nhis passion, his pride, and astunningly feminine ver-son of his
handsome face. Marjorie stood over her, not touching her. If Stellawere touched she would come
awake, full of questions, full of demands—questions Marjorie couldn't answer, demands she couldn't
mest. Like Rigo, Marjorie thought to hersdlf, just like Rigo. And like Rigo, Stella demanded that the
world understand her even while she overwhelmed any effort to be understood.

"| tried to know Rigo," Marjorie whispered to herself, an old litany, amost an apology, an excuse,
something she said to hersdf again and again. Something she used to say to Father Sandoval before he
had tried to mend what seemingly could not be mended by giving her penance after penance of
obedience and submission until she had felt so trapped between them, she could not ask for forgiveness
anymore. What she had told Father Sandova wastrue, so far asit went. When she and Rigo had been
newly married she had sometimeswaited until Rigo was very tired or even adeep and then curled against
him, pressed hersdlf tight, wanting to fed himin hisskin, fed al the muscles running there softly, getting to
know the body of him as she did hisface. He dways responded, fiercely, passionately, hammering &t her,
until shewaslost. There was no separate place she could stand to fed what hewaslike. If she stood
apart from him, he accused her of being remote. If she came close, he swallowed her up.

"| tried to tell him," she whispered, il looking at the deeping Stella. "'l tried to tell him, just theway I've
tried to tell you." And that, too, wastrue. She had tried to say, "Rigo, just hold me, gently. Let melearn
the rhythm of your blood and your breath." Or, "Stella, be gtill amoment. Just talk to me. Let usknow
one another."

Marjorie remembered lying in the stable with her belly pressed closeto afoal, quiet on the straw, the
mare whickering above, soft nose pressing down on the fod and on the child-Marjorie both, until dl
three were same-scented, hay-scented, straw-smelling. Marjorie had felt the blood running in the fod's
veins, felt the smooth pull of the muscles over the bone. Then later, when thefod grew and they raced
together, she understood what it was that moved and the spirit that moved it. She had wanted to learn
Rigo likethat, but he wouldn't let her.

Stellawasthe same. Always passionate. Alwaysin the depths or on the heights. Always give me, give
me, give me, and never anything warm or gentlein return, never any smple affection. No hug. No little
jokefor the two of them to share. No peace. Not that Stella shared much with her father, either. No. If
she was capable of affection at dl, she had saved it dl for her friend back home, the bestific Elaine.

Marjoriefelt her own heart thudding away under her hand and smiled ruefully at herself. She wastoo old
to fed thisjedousy. It was not her heart that yearned toward Stella, it was her ssomach, clenching now
with an agony of helplesslove which she could not show. Showing love to Stdlawas like showing meat
to ahaf-wild dog. Stellawould seizeit and swallow it and gnaw its bones. Showing loveto Stellawas



opening oneself up for attack.

"You don't redly love me. When | waslittle, you promised me atrip to Westriding, and | didn't get to
go!" This, the then sixteen-year-old Stella, rehearsing agrievance at least eight years old.

"Y ou've been told athousand times that Grandpawasill. Stella. He was too sick to have company. He
died not long after that.”

"Y ou promised and then you decided al by yourself we shouldn't go. Y ou're dways saying well do
things and then we don't. Now you're dragging me off to thisawful place, making meleave my friends
without even asking meif | want to go! Why aren't we more like afamily? | wish | were Elainés sister.
The Brouersdon't act likeyou do."

"If she mentionsthe Brouersto me again,” Marjorie had said to Rigo, "I will strangle her.”

"They'refriends," Rigo had replied, giving her acuriouslook. "They're best friends. Why should you
resent thet?'

"l don't resent that. | resent the Brouers being held up to me as a standard of perfection.”
"All kidsthink some other family is perfect,” hesaid.

"l never did."

"Yes, but," he had said, "you're strange.”

"I'm strange,”" shetold hersalf now, looking down at the deeping girl, wondering what it was about the
Brouersthat had evoked Stellal's admiration. What quality did the Brouer family have that attracted her?

Family? What did Stellamean by family?

"I wish the Brouerswere my family,” Stella had said dozens of times, stubbornly, without explaining,
knowing she was hurting, want-ing to hurt. "They do thingstogether. | wish | had afamily likethat."

"Wadl, well have achanceto be afamily on Grass, Stella. There won't be anyone else around.” Not that
Stella ever wanted to do what anyone else did. Not that isolation would change her.

Stellahad clenched her jaw at that, threatening angrily not to cometo Grassat dl. For weeks before
they left, Marjorie had been sure that Stellawould approach her with the suggestion that she stay behind

with the Brouers.
"Mother, | want to stay here in Sanctity with the Brouers. They'd like to have me stay.”

What would she have said? " Stella, that'sfine. | don't want to go either. Neither doesyour father. | don't
fed right about leaving my poor peoplein St. Magdalen's. Rigo doesn't want to leave his clubs and his
com-mittees and his nights on the town with Eugenie on hisarm. We're going because we think we must,
to save dl of mankind. But there's no real reason you have to go. Stay here and die of the plague, Stella.
Y ou and Elaine and her whole perfect family. | don't care anymore.”

And she had repented her anger, confessed her anger—though not mentioning severd other snswhich
weighed even more heavily—received absolution for it, only to fed it again. And now they wereon
Grass, and Marjorie still felt anger, till repented, still confessed, still wondered what she would do with



Stella, who was as sulky and rebellious and unloving here as she had been at home.
"Why, Father?' she had asked. "Why is shelike this? Why isRigo like this?*

"Y ou know why anyone ... The church teaches ..." His gentle old voice had begun one of itslearned and
inflexible perorations.

She had interrupted. "Sin. Even original sin. | know whét it teaches. It teaches that a Sn committed by
people thousands of years ago descends to me. Through my cells. Through my DNA. Mixed in there,
somehow, aong with my heart and my lungs and my brain, and infected my daughter...."

He had cocked his head. "Marjorie, I've never thought that original sinis conveyed in the cdlls.”

"Where ese does it come from? What elseis there? The soul comes with the body, doesn't it, Father?
Sin comeswith sex, doesnt it? It isn't just our soulsin bed with each other, isit?"

Sanctity would say yes, the souls were in bed together. Sanctity said marriages lasted forever. Especidly
in heaven. Which wasn't what Old Catholics believed. Thank God. When she was dead at least that
would be over.

She had wegpt then, fedling it was dll her own fault, somehow. Father Sandova had patted her shoulder,
unableto offer comfort, unable or unwilling to make her fed less guilty. Nothing had done that, not even
al thework at St. Magdaen's, which was supposed to be an expiation.

Marjorie left Stella's room, shutting the door quietly behind her, her mind moving in old, familiar patterns.
Perhaps when Stellawas older, middle-aged, they could be friends. Stellawould marry some-one. She
would separate herself from them, by distance, by time. Shewould have children. In time, they might be
friends,

The thought made her pale, gasp, made her bend over the sick pain that struck her. There might be no
timefor any of that. All the sulkiness, the lack of joy—there might be no time for it to work itself out.
There might not be time for Stella. There was no proof they were protected here on Grass. There was
only the assumption, the hope. And the children couldn't share even that. They couldn't betold the real
reasons for the assgnment. Too dangerous. So said Sanctity, and Marjorie concurred. Tony might forget
himsdlf. Stellamight rebel. Either might say something undiplomatic to one of the bons and the fate of
humanity could hang upon that saying. Assuming. Assuming there was any truth to the rumor. Assuming
therewasredly no plague here on Grass.

She sat frozen then, waiting for the morning to come, using the rote of prayer to cam hersdlf.

As soon as light showed clearly above the grasses, Marjorie went down to the cavern where the horses
were stabled. She needed to fed them, smell them, be assured of their familiar redlity, their
un-complicated loyalty and affection. They did not throw her love back in her face; they repaid alittle
attention athousand times over. She went from stal to stdl, petting and stroking, handing out bits of
sweet cookie she had saved for them, stopping at last at Quixote's stall to peer in a him where he pawed
the earth again and again, anervous, begging gesture. She put her arms around him.

"My Quixote," shetold him. "Good horse. Wonderful horse.” Shelaid her face againgt his ebony muzzle,
fedling the warm breath in her ear, for that ingtant forgetting Stellas sulks and Rigo's unfaith-fulness and
the Hippae and the hounds and the mongters that haunted her, the one caled fox here, the one caled
plague elsewhere. "Let's go out, out into the meadows.”



She did not bother to saddle him. This morning was not atime for schooling. This morning there would
be only hersalf and Quixote, ato-getherness more intimate than any other she knew. She wanted
noth-ing between hersdlf and his skin. She wanted to be able to reassure him with every muscle she had
and take back his strength into herself. Shelay aong his neck asthey went down from the cavern, dong
the curving way which led to the arena. The path went down along awinding defile, then up, topping a
rse

Asthey approached therise, the horse's skin quivered. He shook, silently, without even awhicker of
protest, as though something deep within his great human-friend heart told him his only chance for
continued lifelay in making no sound. Only the bresth came out of him likelifeleaving him Marjoriefdtit,
as she dwaysfdt the least movement he made She did from his back in one fluid motion. Without going
to the top of therise, she knew what she would see there. Her somach wasin her throat, full of hot bile.
She trembled as though half frozen. Still, one had to see. One had to know.

She pulled on the stallion's shoulder. He had been trained to lie down, and he did it now, amost gladly,
asthough hislegswould barely hold him. She stroked him once, for his comfort—or her own—then
crawled on shivering arms and legs away, up therise alittle to one side of the path so that she could ook
down through the fringing grasses without being seen.

And they were there. Three of them, just asthere had been three horses when she and Tony and Rigo
had ridden here. Three Hippae doing dressage exercises, walking, trotting, cantering, changing feet to
crossthe arenaon long diagonas. They did everything she had done with Octavo, did it casudly,
offhandedly, with a practiced ease, concluding with the three animals side by side, facing away from her,
the saber tips of their neck barbs pointing at her like a glittering abatis, as threatening as drawn blades.
Then they turned and looked up at the place where she was hidden, their dark eyes gleaming red in the
light of dawn, soundless.

Amusement, she thought at first. A kind of mime. These Hippae had seen the humans and their horses
and were amused a what these little off-world beasts had been doing with their human riders. She held
the thought only fletingly, only for amoment, trying to cling to it but unable to do so. They knew shewas
there. They knew she was watching. Perhaps they had timed thislittle exercise to coincide with her
arivd....

It wasn't amusement. Nothing in that red-eyed glare was amused. She did not stay to confront what it
redly was. She fled from the ridge as onein fear for her life, down to where the stdlion lay asthough he
had been fdlled, urged him onto histrembling legs, and then hdf lay on hisback asthey first staggered
then ran away, back to Opal Hill, back to human country, to add another horror to those she aready
knew.

What she had seen in those red eyes was mockery—mockery and something deeper. Something abiding
and unforgiving. Mdice.

James Jdllico took himself homefor lunch, as he often did. knowing hiswife, Jandra, would be interested
in the morning's happenings. Jelico's wife had no legs, and though she walked well enough on the elegant
artificids he had obtained for her (alittle bribery at the port, alittle looking the other way when he was
or, customs duty), she said it pained her to use the legs. There were implants one could usefor the pain,
but Jandra. who often said she didn't like people fooling about with her head, preferred for the most part
to whedl about the house in the haf-person she had used since she was a child. About the house and the



poultry yard aswell. A third of the Jallys income came from homely Terran geese and ducks dong with
Semling szizz birds and fat, delicious wingless things from the planet Shame which Jandra caled puggys.

Hefound hiswife by the goose pen feeding greens to the geese, they gabbling and snatching grass fronds
from one another and she humming to hersdf, as she did when content. "Ho, Jdly," she greeted him "'I've
about decided to kill that onefor dinner. She's so smug it serves her right.”

The indicated goose succeeded in dragging the disputed shred of greens out of another's beak and
swalowing it, at the same timetipping her head to one side to get a good one-eyed goose-look &t jelly.
There was something in that cold, single-eyed stare, something in the line of beak and neck that shook
him with afeding which was at first dgavu and then horrified recognition.

"That girl," heblurted. "Shelooked at melikethat!" Then he had to tell her dl about the girl and Ducky
Johns and how strangeit al was. "And it looked a me like that, tipped its head like that, asthough it
could see me better out of one eye than out of both. Like an anima."

"Bird," corrected Jandra.

"Bird or animd," said Jely patiently. "Any of 'em that don't have what-you-call-it. Binocular vison.
They'll do that. Tip their headsto see you better."

"Why do you say ‘it whenit wasagirl, Jaly. Why don't you say 'she?’

"Habit, | guess. With those from Portside, he's and she's would be wrong as often asthey'reright. They
have he'sthat look like she's, and she'sthat ook like he's, and it'sthat look like either. | just say ‘it' about
them dl." Hetook theimagefile out of hispocket and put it in theimager, to show her.

Jandrashook her head, amazed at the ways of the world. She never tired hearing about them. Even
smple things amazed her, though she was never shocked at the horrid ones. "I'll have to go down to
Ducky's and seeto this," she announced in atone which alowed no contradiction. She peered at the
image, looking at the creatures eyes. "It isn't right something human and hel pless should be left down
there. Was there something wrong with the girl's eyes?’

"Nothing | could see. Nothing wrong with any of it—her. Pretty, built nice, smooth hair and dl. Just the
face. Well, look at it."

"What do you mean about her face, Jdly?"

"Empty," he said after staring and thinking about it for amoment. "It looksjust empty, that'sdl.”

7

Some distance east of Opa Hill was ahidden cavern of the Hippae, one of many which could have been
found on Grassif anyone had dared to look. Set deep into the hillside, its narrow openings shaded by
great swaths of vermilion grasseswhich fell acrossthe dender doorsin gently moving curtains, the cavern
was undergoing a periodic refurbishing. Arriving and departing at the northernmost dit were the crestures
responsible, molelike migerers, diggers par excellence, scut-tling now through the vermilion and the
fuschia, out into the shorter. violet-colored grasses, their furry thigh-pockets full of loose earth recently
scraped from the floor of the Hippae hall.



Inside that hall ashadowed emptiness was supported by pillars of rubbly stone, stones uncovered when
the caverns were dug, each stone mortared into place with the adhesve which resulted from mixing
migerer shit and earth. Marvel ous creatures, the migerers—builders, dmost engineers, certainly cave
makers of no smdl talent who made smilar, though smdler, cavernsfor themsaves, each cav-ern linked
to others by miles of winding tunnels.

Inthisgreat hall they blinked their squinty eyes, deep-pocketed in indigo fur, and chirped to one another
in flute tones as they plodded across the cavern, scraping the high placesinto the low with urgent
flat-edged claws, slamping the loose dirt down with the hard pads on their industrious hind fet.

A Hippae came into the cavern, striding on greet tripartite hooves across the smoothed floor, quartering
the cave again and again, nod-ding gpprova with his monstrous head, the teeth showing dightly where
the lips drew back in ahaf snarl, the razorlike neck barbs making a dissonant clash as the beast tossed
itshead and bellowed &t the celling.

The migerers affected not to notice, perhaps redlly did not notice. Nothing changed in their behavior.
They 4ill darted about under the very hooves of the prancing monster, scraping, packing, filling their furry
pockets, and darting away into the grasses to dispose of this evidence of industry. Only when they were
finished, when the floor was as smooth as their ingtinctive skills could makeit, did they desst and fdl to
grooming round bellies and smd| tough feet, combing whiskerswith curved ivory claws, blinking in the
haf light of the entrance dits. Then awhistle, aplaint on the wind asfrom somebird caling in mild
distress, and they were gone, away, vanished in the grasses as though they had never been. In the cavern
behind them the Hippae continued its dow parade, bellowing now and again to make the cavern ring,
aonein mgesty surveying and approving the work which had been done.

A second monster called in response, entering the cavern to begin aquartering of itsown. Then camea
third and fourth, then many, prancing in intricate patterns upon the cavern floor, interweaving and
pardlding, twos and fours and sixes becoming twelves and elghteens, the files of them turning and
braiding in complicated design, hoovesfaling as precisdy as artisans hammersinto the tracks themsalves
had made.

Not far off, in Opd Hill village. Dulia Mechanic turned restlessy on her bed, haf wakened by the
subterranean thunder. "What, what'sthat?' she murmured, still mostly adeep.

"The Hippae are dancing,” said her young hushand Sebastian Me-chanic, wide awake, for he had been
listening to the rhythmic surge for an hour or more while she had bresthed quietly beside him. "Dancing,”
he reasserted, not sure whether he believed it or not. Besides, he had something else on hismind.

"How do you know? Everyone says that, but how do you know?"' she whined, still not awake.

"'Someone saw them, | suppose,” he said, wondering for the first time how that particular someone had
seen what he claimed he had seen. Sebastian himself would rather face certain desth than snesk around
inthetdl grasses, spying on Hippae. Without identifying the source, he murmured, " Someone, along time
ago," and went back to thinking what he had been thinking of for along time now, about those a Opal
Hill.

Out in the night, in the cavern where dl the thunder came from, the Hippae moved their anfractuous
quedrille dong to its culmination.

Suddenly, without any sense of climak, it was over. The Hippae left the cavern asthey had entered it, by



ones and twos, leaving a pattern intricate and detailed as atapestry trampled deep into the floor behind
them. To them who made t, it had meaning, ameaning otherwise expressible only by along sequence of
twitches of hide and particular blinks of eye. The ancient Hippae language of gesture and quiver and
amost undetectable movement was uselessfor this particular purpose, but the Hippae know another
language as well. In the other language, learned long ago from another race, this design slamped deep
into their cavern floor wastheir way of writing—and thereby giving notice of—a certain inexorable word.

Inthe stables at Opal Hill, the horses were avake, listening as they had listened many nights, most
nights, since they had cometo Grass. Millefiori whickered to the stalion, Don Quixote, and heinturnto
Irish Lass next to him, the whispering rattle running down the length of the stalls and then back again, like
aroll-taking. "Here," each seemed to say. "Still here. Nothing yet."

But there was something. Something they had begun to be more than remotely aware of. One of those
shadows one shies at, one of those bridges one will not walk over. A thing like that, full of menace, which
the riders usually do not understand. Most of them. The woman, she understood. She dways
understood. If there was athing like that, she never inssted. Never. And in return, each gave her total
trust. When sherode them at the high fence, the fence one could not see over, with no knowledge &t all
of what might be beyond, each one trusted that she would bring them safely down on the other side.
They knew it astrust. She would not betray them, not one of them.

Not that they thought in words. They did not have the words. It was more an understanding of the way
thingswere. The rewards, the thregts. That thing out there on theridge that day. Thisnoise, moving inthe
night, this noise that tried to crawl into ears, into heads, to take over everything. These were thrests.

But there was something el se abroad in the night, and that ... that was something they could not identify
asether athreat or areward. It fought againgt the horrid noise; it kept the insinuating thoughts away. And
yet, it came no closer, it offered no hay, it stroked no necks. It was smply there, like abreathingwall, a
thing they did not understand &t dl.

So the whicker ran, left to right, then back again. "Here. Still here. All right. Still dive. Nothing..."

"Nothing yet."

Jandra Jdllico did as she had threatened and went over to Portside in her half-person to visit with Ducky
Johns. Shed met Ducky before and quite liked her, despite the business she wasin, which Jandra didn't
altogether approve of. Pleasure was pleasure, had been for ages, and people would seek it out. Some of
the ways they sought it, though, in Jandras opinion, were not quite tasteful.

Still, she made nothing of that as she sat in Ducky Johns private parlor, Sipping teaand staring &t the girl
who sat on the carpet, humming to herself. Itself. Whatever. When the girl got an itch, up camethe skirt
and the hand scratched, wherever theitch might be. No inhibitions at al, no more than acat, licking itself
whereit needed it.

"My, my," Jandrasaid. "Y ou can't keep her here, Ducky."

"Widl, and who wanted to?' Ducky sulked, waving her tiny handsin circlesto expressinnocent
annoyance. "It was Jely, your own Jelly, made me bring her back here. She's usdlessto me, dear. Can't



sl her. Who'd want her? Needs to be trained before shesany use at dl.”
"Does she potty?* Jandrawanted to know.

"Except for eating, that'sal she does, but potty she does. Like my wallo-pup, whineswhen she needsto
go."

"Haveyou tried—"

"Haven't tried anything at dl. No time. Thisbusinesskegps me at it, day on day. No timefor fooling with
that!" Thelittle hands waved again, then folded themselvesinto an obdurate lump buried deep in Ducky's
lap. "Tdl meyoull take her away, Jandra. Do say so. Anyone ese, your Jelly would argue.”

"Oh, I'll take her," Jandra agreed. "Or send for her, rather. But it's, the strangest thing. The very
strangest thing. Whered she come from?"

"Wouldn't we like to know that, my dear? Wouldn't we al?*

Jandra sent for the girl that afternoon. Theregfter she spent agood part of severa days teaching the girl
to keep her skirts down and to eat with her fingersinstead of burying her face in the food and to go potty
by hersdlf without whining. When sheld done that much, she called Kinny Few on the tell-me and invited
her over, and the two of them sipped teaand nibbled at Kinny's seed cakes while they watched the girl
playing with abal on thefloor.

"| thought you might know who sheis" Jandrasaid. "Or who shewas. Surely she hasn't lways been
likethis"

Kinny thought hard about it. There was something in thettilt of the girl's head that reminded her of
someone, but she couldn't say who. No onein Commons, that was certain. " She must have comeinona
ship," she offered, having aready been told that thiswasimpossible. "Must have.”

"| keep thinking 0, too," Jandraagreed. "But Jely says no. She was just there, on Ducky Johns back
porch, and that'sit. Like she hatched there. No more memory than an egg.”

"What are you going to do with her?" Kinny wanted to know.

Jandra shrugged. "Seeif | can find her ahome, | guess. Pretty soon, too. Jely'slosing patience, having
her around.”

Actudly, it was not Jelly's patience he was in danger of losing. Devotedly fond of Jandrathough he was
(and they two with an un-derstanding about fidelity), the proximity of the girl's body, lovely and
uninhibited as some haf-tamed beast, was leading him to worrisome desires.

"A week," hetold Jandra. "I'll give you aweek." He thought held probably be able to control himsdlf at
least that long.

Rigo was determined to have a diplomatic reception. He was much encouraged in this by Eugenie, who
wastired of the company of Opa Hill but who had no status which would alow her to go esewhere. She
could not even go to the Hunts. After the bon Damfels Hunt the Y rariers had observed three other



Hunts; twice asafamily, once with Fathers Sandova and James along as guests. It was quite enough, as
Tony sad, to know that they were dl dike. They had declined to observe more, and by doing so had
confirmed the bons pregjudice about them. By that time, however, Rigo had other things to think about.
Some of the furnishingsfor the summer quarters had arrived a ong with Roald Few. who promised that

everything would be com-pleted in two weeks time.

"Draperies, rugs, furnishings, image projectors for the wals—everything. Everything eegant and of the
highest qudity.”

"Rigo wants to have areception for the bons," Marjorietold him.
"Hmmph," snorted Persun Pollut.

"Now, Pers," chided Road. "The ambassador doesn't know. During Hunt season, Lady Westriding, he's
unlikely to get anybody but sec-ond leaders and lower. People who don't ride. Those who ride wouldn't

even congder coming, don't you see?
"Wed get Eric bon Haunser but not the Obermun?”

"That'sright. Y ou'd get nobody at al from the bon Damfels except Figor. Obermum won't go anywhere
Obermun doesn't. That isn't done. All therest of the family rides, what's left of it."

Marjorie stared at him, evaluating the open countenance before her. The man seemed without guile, and
thusfar he had treated her fairly. "I need information,” she said & last in avery quiet voice.

Road dropped his own voiceto aconfidentid level. "I am at your service, Lady Westriding."

"The bon Damfels were in mourning when we werethere.”

"Wes"

"They'd logt adaughter. In a hunting accident. Eric bon Haunser haslost hislegs, dso, so hesaid, ina

hunting accident. When | looked about me after that first Hunt | saw more biotic gppendagesthan |
would have seen in ayear a home. | would like to understand these accidents.”

"Ah. Well." Rodd shuffled hisfest.

"Thereare various kinds of accidents,” offered Persun in his soft, dry lecturer'svoice. "Thereisfdling
off. Thereis getting onesdf skewered. Thereis offending ahound. And thereisvanishment." He said this

last dmost in awhisper, and Roald nodded agreement

"So we understand, Lady. The servants at the estancias are kinfolk of ours. They see things; they
overhear things; they tell us. We put two and two together to make forty-four, when we must.”

"Fdling off?' she asked. Ridersfdl off dl thetime. Rardly wasit fatdl.

"Followed by trampling. If arider falsoff, he or sheistrampled into the grasses. Until nothing isleft, you
understand.”

Marjorie nodded, feding sick.



"If you've seen aHunt, you've seen how arider might get skewered. It doesn't happen often,
aurprisingly. The young onesride smulatorsfor daysat atime, learning to stay out of the way of those
horny blades. But till, once in awhile someone faints or amount stops too suddenly and therider fals
forward."

Marjorie wiped her mouth, tasting bile.

"Offending ahound usualy resultsin the hunter having an arm or leg or hand or foot or two bitten off
when he dismounts a the end of the Hunt."

"Offending...?"

"Don't ask us, Lady," replied Persun. "There aren't any houndsin Commons. They can't get into town,
and nobody with any sense goes far out into the grasses where houndsre likely to be. Closeto the
villagesisfine, no houndsthere, but farther out... those that go don't come back. We redlly don't know
what would offend ahound. So far aswe can tell, the bons don't know either”

"And vanishment?"

"Just that. Somebody starts out on the Hunt and doesn't come back. The mount disappears, too. Usually
ayoung rider it happensto. Girls, usudly. Rarely, aboy."

"Someone &t the rear of the Hunt," she said in sudden compre-hension. " So the others wouldn't notice?"

"Y%"

"What happened to the bon Damfelsgirl 7"

" Same as happened to Janetta bon Maukerden last fal, her that Sheviok bon Damfels was so set on.
Vanishment. Theway | know is, my brother Canon is married to awoman who's got acousin, Sdlla, and
shesamaid at the bon Damfds. Practically raised Dimity from ababy. Lagt fal Dimity thought ahound
was watching her, and she told Rowena. Next time out, same thing. Rowena and Stavenger had a set-to,
and Rowenakept the girl from riding any more Hunts that season. This spring, Stavenger took ahand
and madethegirl go out again First spring Hunt! Poof, she was gone'

"Dimity, did you say? How old was she?"

"Diamante bon Damfds. Stavenger and Rowenas youngest. Some-where around seventeen in Terran
terms”

"The bon Damfd s had five children?

"They had seven, Lady. They lost two others when they were young riders. Trampled, | think. I'm sorry
not to remember their names. Now it'sjust Amethyste and Emeraude and Shevliok and Sylvan.”

"Sylvan," she said, remembering him from the first Hunt- He had not been at any of the othersthey had
witnessed. "But he wouldn't come to areception, because he rides.”

Roald nodded.

"Thereisthe lgpse." murmured Persun.



"I'd forgotten thelgpse," said Rodd in atone of annoyance. "Here | am aimost ten Grassan years old
and I'd forgotten the lapse.”

"L e

"Every spring there's atime when the mounts and the hounds disappear. Far's | know, no one knows
where they go. Mating time, perhaps? Or whelping time. Or something of the kind. Sometimes people
hear agreat lot of baying and howling going on. Lastsaweek or alittle more.”

"When?' she asked.

"When it happens. No exact time. Sometimes alittle earlier in the year, sometimes alittle later. But
awaysinsoring.”

"But doesn't everyone on the planet know when it happens?'

"Everyone out herein the grasses, Lady. TsSf,in Commonswed pay it no attention. Out here,
though—yes. Everyone knows. If no way e se, they go out to Hunt that day and no mounts or hounds
show up. They know."

"o, if we sent an invitation, saying—oh, 'On the third night of the lapse you areinvitedto ...""
"It's never been done," muttered Persun

"S0, who'sto say it shouldn't be?' Roald responded. "If your good husband is determined, my Lady,
then it would be athing to try. Otherwise, wait until summer when the hunting stops. Then you can have
your reception among the summer bals™"

Rigo did not want to wait until summer. "That'sover ayear and ahdf. Terran,” he said. "We haveto
gart getting some information from the bons, Marjorie. Therés no timeto wait. Well get everything
ready and send the invitation as soon as the place |ooks decent. Undoubtedly I'll hear from bon Haunser
if weve overstepped some barrier of local custom ™

Theinvitations were dispaiched by tell-meto al estancias. Sur-prisingly, & least to Marjorie,
acceptances were prompt and fairly widespread. She got a bad case of stage fright and went up into the
summer roomsto reassure hersdlf.

The chill rooms had been transformed. Though till cool, they glowed with color. From the greenhousein
the village—which had been half ruined until Rigo had ordered it rebuilt—had come grest bouquets of
off-world bloom. Terran lilies and Semling semeles com-bined with plumes of slver grassto make huge,
fragrant mounds reflected endlessly in paired mirrors. Marjorie had provided holo-records of vaued
artworksthe Yrariers had | eft behind, and duplicates of the originals glowed & her from the walls and
from pedestals scattered among the costly furniture.

"Thisisabeautiful table" she said, running her fingers across satiny blue-shadowed wood.
"Thank you, Lady," said Persun. "My father madeit."

"Where does he get wood, here on Grass?"'



"Imports much of it. Much though they talk of tradition, now and then the bons want something imported
and new. Things he makesfor us, though, he cuts from the swamp forest. There are somelovely treesin
there. There'sthiswood, the one we call blue treasure, and there's one that's pale green in one light and a
deep violet in another. Glume wood, that is.”

"I didn't know anyone could get into the swamp forest.”

"Oh, we don't go in. Theré'sahundred miles of forest edge, and these are trees that grow at the edge.
Even so, we don't take many. I'm using some native woods in the panels for your room." He had spent
hours designing the pandlsfor her sudy. He longed for her to praise them.

"Areyou, now," she mused. Outside, on the baustraded terrace, a dender figure passed restlesdy to
and fro: Eugenie. Forlorn. Childlike. Head drooping like awilted flower. Marjorie fingered her prayer
book and reminded herself of certain virtues. "Will you excuse me amo-ment, Persun?’

He bowed wordlessy, and she left him there while hetried to give the appearance of not staring after
her.

"Eugenie,”" Marjorie greeted her with salf-conscious kindness. "'I've seen very little of you sincewe
arrived." She had seen nothing of her at home, but thiswas a different world and al comparisons were
odious.

The other woman flushed. Rigo had told her to stay away from the big house. "I shouldn't be here now. |
thought I might catch aride into town with the merchant, that'sal.”

"Something you need?’

Eugenie flushed again. "No. Nothing | need. | just thought I'd spend aday looking at the shops. Maybe
dtay at the Port Hotel overnight and see the entertainment...."

"It must be dull for you here."

"It isbloody dull," the woman blurted, speaking before she thought. She flushed a deep, embarrassed
red, and her eyesfilled with tears.

Thistime Marjorie flushed. "That was tactless of me, Eugenie. Listen. | know you're not one for horses
or thingslike that, but why don't you seeif they have some kind of petsfor salein Commons?’

II%SI?I

"I don't know what they might have. Dogs, maybe. Or kittens. Birds of some kind, or something exatic.
Littleanimasare very amusing. They takeup alot of time."

"Oh, | have so much of that,” Eugenie cried, dmost angrily. "Rigo ... well, Rigo's been very busy.”
Marjorie looked out across the balustrade of the terrace toward the multiple horizons of that part of the
grass garden caled the Fading Vista. Each ridge partly hid the one behind, each onewas apaler color
than the one before, until the horizon hill faded into the sky amost indigtinguishably. She was amused to
make amental connection: In such fashion had her origind animosity toward Eugenie faded, retreated,
become merely ahazy tolerance amost indistinguishable from tentative acceptance, "Well be having our
first officid party soon. Perhaps you'll meet some people...." her voice faded away like the horizon line
before her. Who could Eugenie met, after all”? The children despised her. The servants thought her a



joke. No one among the bons would associate with her. Or would they?

"There are particular people | want you to meset,” Marjorie said thoughtfully. "A man named Eric bon
Haunser. And Shevlok, the eldest son of the bon Damfels.”

"Trying to get rid of me?" Eugenie said with childish spite. "Intro-ducing me to men.”

"Trying to assure that you have some company,” Marjorie said mildly. "Trying to assure that we al do. If
some of the men find you fascinating, you and Stella and maybe me—though that wouldn't do to admit
officialy—perhapsthey'll frequent the place. We're hereto find something out, after dl.”

"Dont talk asthough | knew anything about it. | don't. Rigo didn't tell me anything!™

"Oh, my dear," said Marjorie, more shocked than she could admit even to herself. "But he must have!
Why would you have come, otherwise?"

To which Eugenie merely stared at her, eyes wide and wondering. Thiswoman married to Roderigo
Y rarier, thiswoman, hiswife, mother of his children, thiswoman ... She didn't know?"Because | love
him," shesaid a last, amost whispering "I thought you knew."

"Wel sodo|," Marjoriereplied shortly, believing that she did. "But even so, | would not have cometo
Grass had | not known why."

Though Eugenie had not particularly appreciated Marjorie's advice about pets, she had heard it.
Normally shewould have ignored it asamatter of principle because it came from Rigo'swife and Rigo
would be unlikely to gppreciate his mistress taking his wife's advice about anything. Asit was, however,
Eugenie could not afford to ignore anything that would aleviate the blanketing boredom which afflicted
her. At home there had been restaurants and parties and amusing places to go to. There had been
shopping and clothes and hairdress-ersto talk with. There had been gossip and laughter. And running
through dl that, like athread of gold through the floating chiffon of her life, there had been Rigo. Not that
he'd been around alot. He hadn't been. But for along time he had been there, in the background,
providing whatever she needed, making her fed treasured and im-portant. Men such as he, Rigo had
explained, with al hisimportant work on committees and clubs and such, needed women such asshe as
anecessary relief from the tiresome but urgent works they were called upon to do. This made women
such as she especidly impor-tant. Eugenie thought of this often. Men had told her many sweet things
about hersdlf, but never before that she was important. It was the nicest compliment she had ever
received.

And s0 shewas here, and so was Rigo, and for al they saw of one another she might aswell have
stayed on Terrawith some other protector—which she had, quite truthfully, considered. Had there been
another man immediatdly available, she would probably have chosen to stay. Weighing therdlative
inconvenience, however, of finding anew man or submitting to packing and colddeep, she had decided
that finding the new man would be more trouble. Not so much finding him but learning about him. His
littleways. Hisfavorite foods and smells and colors and little magicsin bed. All men believed they had
their own magicsin bed.

And then, too, she did love Rigo, When she had said that to Marjorie, it hadn't been alie. Of al the men
she had loved, she probably loved Rigo most. He had been most fun.



But Rigo was hardly fun at al in this place. When love wasn't fun, it wasjust boring and dull and achy.
People had to have things that were fun for them. What Marjorie had said about pets was probably the
best advice anyone was going to give her, even though it had come from Rigo's wife.

Eugenie begged aride from Road Few to Commoner Town, en-joying the trip because of al the sweet
things he and the other men said to her. It was Roald himsalf who told her to look up Jandra Jdllico. "If
you'relooking for something little and petful and fun to have, Jandramay haveit or shelll know who has.
She's got most everything in fur and feathers and pretty skin, Jandra does." He warned her, too, that
Jandrawould be in ahaf-person, as though Eugenie was the kind of person to make unkind remarks or
sare.

And Jandra, after Eugenie had been with her for half an hour, knew everything about her just as Roald
had. Knew and appreciated and felt abit sorry for, while at the same time blessing her guardian spirits
that Eugenie had come aong just now to solve her dilemma. "I've got just the thing for you," she said.
"Something | got from Ducky Johns, down in Portside. Wasn't right Ducky should keep it down there
among the sensees and the profligates, so | had her bring it hereto me. | keep it in the spare bedroom.”

She brought it out, the dender prettiness of it, the long-haired sweetness of it, the Sdling, goose-eyed
gazeof it, al doneupin girl skinand girl smell and dressed in a pretty smock which it had learned to
keep down. "I call her the Goosegirl,” said Jandra, not saying why. Eugenie wasn't an awl-eyed onelike
Jandra's own dear Jdlly, to see what others hadn't noticed, that almost mindless, birdish stare turned on
each and every one as though to ask the world what there was to be afraid of out there, knowing aready
initslittle bird mind that there was something.

"It'sagirl," said Eugenie, uncomplaining, but definite. “Not an animd.”

"Wl there's one opinion and another about that,” said Jandra, squeezing the end of her nose between
her fingers as she did some-times while puzzling out the ethics of astuation. "It doesn't know its name. It
can't dressitsdlf. It is potty trained, for which I'm more than grateful, o there's one smdll thing making it
better than apuppy, which | haven't one of nor nobody else | know, so no matter. It'll Sit brushing at its
hair for the better part of aday, and it has a good appetite for most anything you'd eat yourself and I've
halfway taught it to eat with a spoon. Sometimes it makes anoise asif it was about to say something. Not
often, mind you, and it surprisesitself when it does."

"Y ou should say 'she,™ corrected Eugenie. The pretty thing was as female as she hersdf was, and very
much of her own sze.

"Wll, there's one opinion and another about that, too. Still, I'd be inclined to agree with you, and | call
her 'she' to mysdlf, don't you know. It'saplayful bit of athing, too. Likesto roll aball back and forth or
play with abobble on the end of astring.”

"Likeakitten," purred Eugenie. "Do you suppose they'll let me keep her?'

Well, and if they wouldn't, it would be their problem, Jandra thought, not her own, which the Goosegirl
had been up until now, her or it of the pretty hair and lovely little body and sweet face without two
notionsto jostle one another in her head. Last evening she'd seen Jelly looking &t the girl in that certain
way, and no time would be too quick to get rid of her, ethics or no. Still, if Eugenie had been someone
edse—Marjorie Westriding, say—Jandrawould have felt un-comfortable giving her the Goosegirl asa
pet. Someone like the Lady Westriding—Jandra had heard all about her from Road Few, as had every
other person with norma hearing—would dig and dig, puzzle and puzzle, making the poor cregtureslife
amisery. And one couldn't giveit to some man to use, though one would, rather than have Jdly doing the



usng.

Eugenie, though. Well, she wasn't adebauchee and she didn't look the type to go seeking causes or
laying blame. She would not abuse the creature, nor wonder where the girl had come from or what
brought her to Portside to be found under Ducky Johns clothedine. She would see only agirl-sized
walking doll, something with pretty hair to arrange, something to clothe and play with. Asfor Jandra
Jdlico, it looked the best thing she would be able to do for the Goosegirl and far better than she had
recently feared.

One of Road Few'sworkmen took Eugenie and her new pet back to Opa Hill, dropping them behind
the Fading Vistafrom which Eugenie was able to reach her own little house without being ob-served.
Eugenie dready had adozen plansfor Goosegirl. One of them had to do with teaching her to dance, but
first and second on the list had to do with the sewing of astonishing gowns and the selection of anew and
utterly elegant name.

Marjorie tapped at the door of Rigo's study and entered at the sound of hisvoice. "Am | too early?'

"Comeonin,” hesad, hisvoice fuzzy with fatigue. "Asmir'snot here yet, but | expect him momentarily.”
He stacked some papers together, thrust them into alockbox, keyed the box to hold, and turned off his
node. In the corner of the room the tell-me swam with wavering bands of color, silent. "Y ou look as
weary as| fed."

Shelaughed, unconvincingly. "I'm dl right. Stellais on one of her usud tears. Sometimeago | asked
Persun to take her down to the village, thinking she could find someone there to share her time with.
She's been there once or twice and refuses to go back. She saysthey're al provincials, ignorant as
cabbages."

"Well, that's probably true.”

"Even so—" she sarted to say, intending to make some comment about pride, redizing just intime that it
would annoy Rigo, "Tony says not. He finds companionship there.”

"Stellamay find some kindred spirit at the reception,”
Marjorie shook her head. "No one Stellas age is coming."
"Weinvited families"

"No one Stdllas ageis coming,” she repeated. "It's dmost as though they'd decided not to alow any ...
any fraernization.”

Heflushed angrily. "Damned hidebound ..." His voice became awordless snarl to which the knock at the
door was awelcome inter-ruption.

A sarvant announced the arriva of Aamir Tanlig, who had spent the time since his hiring inquiring here
and there about illness on Grass. Who had died, and of what? Who was suffering, and from what? Who
had gone to the doctors at Commons, and for what. Now he plumped his small square body down
across from Roderigo and Marjorie, his round face puzzled, his mouth pursed, his precise little hands
shuffling his papers, preparing to tell them what he had found



"I'm not finding much, dr, madam, to tell you the truth. With the bonsit's pregnancy and hunting
accidentsand liver renewa's because of dl the drinking they do" Hewiped hislipson aclean
handkerchief and lowered his aready confidentia voice as he leaned across Rigo's desk where the
lamplight pooled in the dusk. "I've told my family in Commonsto ask around, has anyone

disappeared—"
"Vanished," murmured Marjorie. "Weknowthey have.

"Y es, mdam, except if you're talking about hunting, the vanished ones are mostly young. The
ambassador told me...."

"l know." she murmured. "l just wanted to keep it in mind."

"Aswe shdl," said Rigo. "What about the non-bons, Aamir?’

"Oh, it'severything. Accidents and dlergies and in Portsde there are dways afew killings. Everyone
accounted for, though; no dis-appearances except for those who've gone into the grass or the swamp
fores."

"Ah?" asked Rigo.

"Of coursethat's aways gone on," said the man, suddenly doubtful. "For aslong as| can remember.
People going into the swamp forest and not coming out. People getting lost in the grass.™

"Who?' asked Marjorie. "Who, laey?"

"The last one was some big braggart of afdlow from off-planet.” Asmir referred to his notes, written
neetly in atiny, meticulous hand on various scraps of paper, which he arranged and rearranged asthey
spoke. "Bontigor. Hundry Bontigor. Loud mouth, people said. Swag-ger. Full of dares and boasts.
Someone dared him to go into the swamp forest, and he went. Didn't come out. Hewas only hereona
weeklong permit, between ships. Nobody missed him much.”

"Has there been a case in which someone disappeared and it was ... merely assumedthat the person had
goneinto the forest?' Marjorie ran pinching fingers up the bridge of her nose and across her forehead,
trying to evict the headache that had settled there.

Asmir shuffled his notes once again. "L ast ones, before Bontigor, were kids. Nobody saw themgoin
there, if that'swhat you mean. Time beforethat ... well. Time before that was an old woman. Kind of
gone, if you take my meaning. People couldn't find her, so they thought—"

"Ah," said Marjorie.

"Then there was that couple over at Maukerden village. And the carpenter from Smaerlok. And here's
somebody from Laupmon—"

"Logt inthe grasses?"
He nodded. "Buit that's dways happened.”

"How many?" asked Rigo. "How many do you have listed, within the past collect? No, that would have



been winter. Say last fal. How many assumed lost in the svamp forest or the grasslast fal ?*

"Fifly," estimated Asmir. "Fifty or s0."
"Not many." murmured Marjorie. "It could bewhat they think itis. Or it could be.... illness”

Rigo sighed. "Go on, Asmir. Keep gathering. Get everything you can about disappearances—who
disappeared, how old they were. whether they seemed hedlthy before they went, thingslikethat. Is

Sebadtian helping you?'

"Yes, gr. | gaveyou hisinformation dong with mine."
"Keep a it, then, both of you."

"If you could tell me—"

"| told you what | could when | hired you, Asmir."

"| thought ... | thought perhapsyou didn't trust me then.”

"| trusted you then and now." Rigo smiled, one of hisrare and charming smiles. "I told you I'm taking a
specia censusfor Sanctity. It hasto do with human mortality. I've told you quite lot about Sanctity and
how it tries to keep track of the human race, so you can understand why Sanctity would be concerned
with what people die of. But the aristos won't alow Sanctity to have amission on Grass, so Marjorie and
| agreed to find out what we can. However, were not going to offend the bons, so welll do it quietly. All
wewant to know isif thereisany unexplained mortdity on Grass."

"If anybody mortalsin the svamp forest, you'll never explainit,” Asmir said firmly. "If they mortd inthe
grasses at night, it's probably foxen. Y ou've seen foxen?"

Marjorie nodded. She had seen foxen. Not close enough to de-scribe, but quite as close as she cared to
come.

"Y ou've seen moren me, then," he said, lapsing into aless por-tentous style. "But I've seen pictures.”

"| takeit you don't go out into the grass?"

"Oh, gr, no! What kind of flick bird do you take mefor? Oh, daytimes, yes, alittleway, for apicnic or a
romantic walk, say. Or to get away by yoursdf for abit. But that's what village wdls are for, and estancia

wallstoo. To keep them out.”
"Them?' queried Marjorie, gently.

Hetold theroll of them, wordsthat clanged like the toll of aknell as his awestruck voice invoked
incipient funerals out of each one: "Peepers. Thething that cries out in the deep night--The greet grazers.

Hounds. Hippae. Foxen. All them.”
"And no oneredly goesfar into the prairie?"

"People say the Green Brothers do. Or some of them. If s0, they're the only ones that dare. And how
they dare. | wouldn't know."



"The Green Brothers" mused Rigo. "Oh, yes. Sanctity's penitentid monks. The ones digging up the
Arbai city. Sender O'Neil mentioned the Green Brothers. How would we go about reaching them?”

Rillibee Chime, robed in unfamiliar green, histear-streaked face unpowdered, crouched behind Brother
Mainoain alittlearrcar asit scuttled bouncily northward. " Can you tel me wherewe're going?' he asked,
wondering whether he cared--He felt hag-ridden and nau-seated, unsure even of his own identity, he
who had always fought so hard to keep it.

"Tothe Arbai city I've been digging,” said Brother Mainoa com-fortably. " Some ways north of here.
Well stop therefor aday or two, let you get to feding better, then I'll take you on up to the Friary. I'm
supposed to bring you directly there, but I'll tell 'em you were sick. Soon as you get to the Friary, either
Jhamlees Zoe or the climbersl| be after you, and there's nothing | can do about that. So, best you be
feding well when we get there”

"Climbers?' Rillibee asked, wondering what on al this greet, flat prairie there wasto climb.

"You'l learn about them soon enough. Not much | could tell you. They started their nonsense long after |
was young enough to take part init. You'll feel better sooner if you lie down, you know. Lie down for a
little bit and when we're out of thiswind, I'll et the tell-me drive while | get you some broth.”

Rillibeelet his crouch sag into adump, the dump into a prostrate misery full of gulpings and more slent
tears. Ever snce they had wakened him from colddeep held had these nightmares, these horrid fedings,
thisinsatiable hunger.

"What did you do to get sent to us?' Brother Mainoa asked. "Tear one of the angedls off Sanctity and sdll
it to the Pope?"

Rillibee sniveled, finding thisfunny in asodden way. "No," he man-aged. "Nothing quite that bad.”

"What, then?'

"| asked questions out loud." He reflected. "Well, | screamed them, really. In refectory.”

"What kinds of questions?’

"What good it would do to have us dl listed in the machines when we were al dead. How reading our
namesin empty rooms gave usimmortality. Whether the plague wasn't going to kill usall. That kind of
questions." He sobbed again, remembering the horror and confusion and his own inability to control what
he was doing.

Ah." Brother Mainoa struggled with the controls, grunting as he punched buttons that did not seem to
want to stay punched. "Fouled up houndy uselessness,” he muttered. "Damned shitty mechanics.” At
length the control s responded to being whacked with the palm of his hand and the car settled upon alevel
course. "Broth," he said camly and comfortingly, smiling down at Rillibee. " So you asked about plague,
didyou?'

Rillibeedidn't reply.



After atime the older man said, "WEell have to come up with aname for you."

"I've got aname." Even in the depths of his present depression he bridled at the thought that he could not
keep hisown name.

"Not aFriary name, you don't. Friary names have to be made up out of certain qualities.” Brother
Mainoawhacked the cooker with the flat of hishand, scowling at it. " Twelve consonant sounds and five
vowds, eech withitsown holy attribute.”

"That's nonsense," mumbled Rillibee, licking tears from the corner of hismouth. ™Y ou know that's
nonsense. That'sthe kind of thing— That'swhat | was asking in refectory. Why so much nonsense?!

"Got too much for you?'
Rillibee nodded.

"Me, too," said Brother Mainoa. "Except | didn't ask questions. | tried to run away. Y ou were probably
apledged acolyte too, weren't you? How long were you pledged for?'

" wasn't redly pledged. They took me, isal, when ... well, when | didn't have anyplace elseto go. They
said twelve yearsand | could do what | wanted."

"Me, | was pledged for five years, but | couldn't get through them. Just couldn't. My folks pledged me
from my fifteenth birthday. By age seventeen | was here on Grass, digging up Arbai bones, and I've been
here since. Penitent asd| get-out. Ah, well. Maybeif I'd been alittle older.” He took the steaming cup
from the cooker. "Here, drink this. It redly will help. Elder Brother Laeroa gave me some years ago
when he fetched me from the port, though he was only young Brother Laeroa then, and I've given some
to adozen since then. It aways seemsto help. Y ou'll be hungry dl thetimefor along time, then
eventudly it'll taper off. Don't know why. Just part of bein' on Grass. Y ou can tell me about yoursdlf, too.
More | know about you, easier it'll beto help you out,”

Rillibee spped, not knowing what to say. "Y ou want the story of my life?"

Mainoa thought about thisfor atime, his face adopting varying expressions of acceptance and rglection
beforeit finadly cleared. "Yes, | guess| do. Some people, | wouldn't, you know. But you, | think so."

“Why me?

"Oh, one thing and another. The way you look. Y our name. Now that's an unusua namefor one of the
Sanctified.”

"I never was one of them. They just took me, | told you."
“Tdl memore, boy. Tell me everything thereisto know."

Rillibee sighed, wondering what there was to know, remembering, unable not to remember.

The house in Red Canyon had thick adobe walls, mud wallsthat stayed warm at night and coal inthe
day. Thewadls crumbled alittle in the winter snow and when it rained, so that every summer Miriam and



Joshuaand Song and Rillibee had to spend most of aweek putting more adobe on and smoothing it out
and letting it dry. Inside the house the floors were tiled. One floor was red and the one in the next room
was green, one was blue, the next one had patternsin thetiles. Song taught him to play hopscotch on the
tilesin his bedroom, and there were dark and light onesin front of the fireplace, little ones, about two
inches across, where Joshua and Miriam played checkers. The checkers were made out of clay, too,
with leaves pressed into the tops so the pattern stayed after the leaves burned away. Miriam fired themin
the same oven shefired the floor tilein, the funny old brick kiln out back, the one that pulled the firein
from thefront

There were three bedrooms, alittle one each for Rillibee and Song-bird and abig one for Joshua and
Miriam. Sometimes Rillibee caled them Mom and Dad and sometimes he called them by their names.
Miriam said it was dl right, because sometimes he meant to talk to hisMom or his Dad and other times
he just meant to talk to somebody named Miriam or Joshua

The kitchen was a big room and the common room was bigger yet, with apainting of Miriam over the
fireplace and two big, squashy couches. There were old, old Indian rugs on the floors and a table where
they dl ate supper. Mostly they ate breskfast in the kitchen.

Joshuas shop was off to one side, with acellar partly under it and partly under Rillibee's room. Joshua
used the cellar to store the wood he would turn into tables and chairs and cabinets after it had seasoned.
There were power toolsin the shop and Miriam's potter's whedl and abig door along the creek side that
stood open dl summer long.

The low, earthen bulk of the house and shop stretched along Red Creek beside monstrous old
cottonwoods that dangled their leafy branches over it, green in summer, heartbreak gold in thefall.
Miriam cdlled it that. Heartbreak gold. So beautiful it made you catch your breath when the sun came
through, like the touch of the hand of God. Miriam said alot of things like thet, ol d-fashioned kinds of
things. Even her name was old-fashioned. A redly antique name, from along, long time before.

Hisfather, too. Joshua. That was an antique name for you. Even the things Joshua and Miriam did were
old-fashioned things, things nobody € se did—woodworking, pottery, gardening, making things with their
hands, growing thingsin the soil.

In between making stuff or growing stuff they were dwaystaking Rillibee and Songbird out to show
them something or other, aflower or acrawdad or afish. There were lots of fish in the creek. There
were deer in the canyon. There were sage chickens and wild turkey on the rimrock, way up there. "This
isone of the few places on earth that man hasn't made garbage out of," Joshua said sometimes, pointing
up the canyon. "Liveinit. Watch out for it. Take care of it. Every springtime move out to the front edge
of it and plant something that will live longer than you do.”

Joshuaand Miriam had been doing that for twenty years, ever since Joshua came back from
Repentence, planting things every spring. Up the canyon dong Red Creek the treeswere old and big.
Joshua's grandfather had planted those. Orchards stood bel ow the house, apple and cherry and plum,
trees four times astdl as Joshua, clouds of blossomsin the spring, Joshua's father had planted the fruit
trees. Then came the groves Joshua had planted, young conifers, shorter and shorter ones asthey
reached the edge of the green belt Joshuaand Miriam had made. Beyond the green wasthe gray, flat
land: dry soil specked with knapweed and thistle and thorny brush, cut by the dusty knife edge of the
road. Down that road was the town and the school, a Sanctity town and a Sanctity school. Rillibeg's
folks weren't Sanctified, but they sent Rillibee to school there anyhow. It was closest, and besides the
things Joshuaand Miriam taught him, he needed to learn the things a school could teach. School was only
amile away, easy to get to most of the year. Oncein awhile they'd be snowed in for aweek or so, but



that was rare. Sometimes Rillibee brought kids home from school with him, but that was rare, too.
Mostly they thought he was strange.

Their parents al worked in comnet cubicles at their gpartments, or they worked in one of the technical
centers dong the surface route! They went back and forth on covered walkways. If they needed to go
very far, they had hovers. Joshua and Miriam had donkeys, for cries sake. Donkeys. It was enough to
make Rillibeg's schoolmates chop themsalves into pieces laughing about the earthfreaks who ate food
they grew themsalves and wouldn't use dirty words and wore funny-looking clothes. Rillibee never heard
the word earthfreak until he wasin fourth category. Then he thought held never hear the end of it.

Rillibee minded more than Song did. She had a boyfriend who belonged to another earthfreak family
over in Rattlesnake, and the two of them got dong fine. Jason was his name. Another old-time name.
Jason used some bad words, but never in front of Joshua. That's one thing Joshua was degth on, bad
words, and when he was around, Rillibee was careful not to say any.

"Why'd you cal me Rillibee?' he complained to his mother after one particularly bad day at school when
everyone was busy making fun of him for his name and his clothes and hisfolks. "Why Rillibee?"

"It'sthe sound the water makes running over stones,” she said. "I heard it the night before you were
born."

How could you yell at somebody over that? She just ood there, smiling at him, taking hot cookies out
of the oven, piling them onto a plate for him, getting him acup of the milk shed put in the stream to cool.
"Rillibeg," she sad, so that he heard the water sound init. "Rillibeg."

"Thekidsat schoal think it'sfunny,” he muttered, mouth full.

"l suppose,”" she agreed. "They'd think Miriam isfunny, too. What are they all caled now? Brom. And
Bolt. And Rym. And Jolt."

"Not Jolt."
"Oh. Excuse me. Not Jolt." Shewaslaughing at him. "They al sound like laundry sonics.”

He had to agree they did. Bolt sounded like something that would shake the donkey hair out of your
socks. Jolt sounded even more so.

One day Joshua brought a parrot home. It wasasmall gray parrot with some green feathersoniit.
"What on earth?" Miriam asked. "Joshua?'

"Those cabinets| built for the Brants, you know?'

"Of course | know."

"Heredly liked them. He gave me the bird as abonus."

Miriam shook her head, annoyed. Rillibee knew she was thinking about the mess the bird would make.
"Wanted to get rid of it, most likely"

Joshua put his handsin his pockets and stood there, looking at the bird where held set it onits perch at



onesde of thefire. "Hesad it was valuable.”

Miriam was looking at the bird with her lipstight together as though she wanted to say something nasty.
"Shit," said the bird clearly. "Excrement.” Then it shit on thefloor.

Miriam laughed. She couldn't help hersdf. Shewasdl bent over giggling.

Joshuawasred in the face, mad, not able to say athing.

"Well, he certainly talks," Miriam said.

"I'll take him back! Right after supper.”

"Oh, for heaven's sake, Josh, leave him. Well teach him some better language. Y ou know, the bird
doesn't know what he's saying. It isn't asthough theré's abrain there, telling him to talk dirty. He'sjust
imitating sounds he hears.”

"Hedidn't hear that!"
"Sounds he remembers.”

So they'd kept the parrot. It never learned any nicer words about anything, though it didn't talk much;
but every time Miriam got mad and acted like she'd like to say something but couldn't, darned if that bird
didn'. Rillibee noticed it right away. Every time Miriam got really mad, here wasthe parrot saying " Shit"
inthisdreamy voice, or "Dammit" or once, "Fuckit" Joshua hadn't heard that one, or thered probably
have been a dead parrot.

Rillibee moved into the fifth category when he was e even, becoming afive-cat before most of his
age-mates. That hadn't made them any easier to get along with. His mentors were old lady Balman and
old man Snithers. Baman taught programming and information. Snitherstaught retrievd skills. The older
kidsin five caled her Balsy because, o they said, she had more than Sniffy did. Rillibee had no idea
what that meant until he asked Joshua, and then he got about an hour's lecture on sexuality as metaphor
in dominance. Thetruth of it wasthat Snitherswas an old lady, dl fussy and picky, while Baman had a
fine the-hell-with-it attitude that al the kids liked, which was more or lesswhat Joshua said only in
different words.

There had been one particular day. an unremarkable day, with nothing much happening at school except
that Wurn March told them goodbye because he was going to Sanctity for five years as apledged
acolyte. Wurn had looked confused about it. When they asked him if he wanted to go, he'd looked like
he was about to cry.

Out in the corridor. Ballsy told Sniffy that Sanctity could have him and welcome, and then they both
laughed and got red when they saw that Rillibee had heard them talking. Hed been on hisway back from
thetoilets, and they sent him back to retrieva practicein ahurry. Rillibee agreed with Ballsy that nobody
would miss Wurn March. Wurn had been in five for longer than he should have. He was larger than most
of the boys, and louder, and heliked to hit smaler kids, and he dways borrowed stuff and didn't giveit
back.

Other than that happening, it wasjust aday. It wasthefirst day Rillibee had ever heard about pledged
acolytes, but it wasjust aday.



When he got home, Miriam wasin the kitchen, asusud at that time of afternoon. There were alot of
good smellsin there with her, and Rillibee threw hisarms around her, for once not caring what anybody
else thought. She was hismom and if he wanted to hug her, so what.

So what happened was she gasped and pulled away. "Ouch,” she said, smiling so held know it wasn't his
fault. "I've got a sore place on my arm, Rilli. Y ou kind of whacked it when you grabbed me.”

He had been sorry, indgsting on examining the sore place, which looked terrible, dl gray and puffy.
Joshua came in behind him and looked &t it, too.

"Miriam, you'd better go to the Hedlth Office about that. It looks infected.”
"| thought it was getting better.”

"Worsg, if anything. Y ou've probably got a splinter of something in there. Have it seen to." Then Joshua
kissed her and the parrot said, "Oh, hell,” which set everyone off, and that was al.

The next afternoon when Rillibee got home, Songbird was there but Miriam wasn't. Song was looking
for the cake Miriam had baked the night before and hidden from them.

"Wheres Mom?" he wanted to know.
"She went to the Hedlth," his Sster reminded him, burrowing in the cold cupboards.

He nodded, remembering. "When'll she be home?' He wanted to tell her about Wurn March and what
the teacher said and ask her about pledged acolytes.

"When she'sfinished, dummo,” Song said. "Y ou ask the dumbest questions.” She opened the side door
and went outside to peer down the road.

Rillibeefollowed her. ™Y ou wanna hear adumb question? \When are you going to grow up? That'sa
dumb question, ‘cause the answer is never."

"Brat," shesad. "Dumb little brat. Still suck your thumb.”

"Stop it," Joshua said, coming across the yard from hisworkshop. "The two of you! Song, theresno
excusefor talking like that | don't want to hear another word out of either of you. Song, go in and set the
table. Rillibee, go pick up that junk you left scattered al over the common room last night. Put the rug
back down, too. I'm going to start supper so your mother won't have to do it when she comes home.”

Therewas quiet then, quiet for severa hours. Rillibee remembered the quiet as a prelude to what
happened later. Much later that quiet came to stand for tragedy, so that he would be uncomfortable with
too much tranquility, too much slence. The evening sun danting into the living room through the tall
windows made pools of gold on Dad's wide-planked floor and on the castle Rillibee had built the night
before. He destroyed it and d| its battlements, picked up the pieces, packed up hiswarriors, and put the
rug back down, taking time to comb out the fringes with hisfingers so they laid straight, like soldiers.
Above him, on the perch, the parrot shifted. Rillibeelooked up at it, and it whispered, "Oh, damn. Damn.
Oh, God. Oh, no." It sounded amost like Miriam's voice.

Timewent on until the sunlight vanished and his ssomach gave an unmistakable sgnd. He went to the



kitchen to find hisfather and Song waiting and Mom not home. "It'stimeto eat,” he complained.

"So, well eat," hisfather said in aworried voice. "Y our mom wouldn't want usto wait for her. She's
been held up or something.” They were just Sitting down at the table when the door-signal went.
Somebody coming through the gate. Dad got up and went to the door, asmile on hisface. Rillibee
relaxed. She probably had stopped to buy groceries. Or sometimes she took asample of her pottery to
someone she thought might like to buy it. It was probably something like that that had kept her so long.
But the voice at the front door wasn't Mom's voice. Somebody loud, a man, demanding to know where
shewas.

"Miriam hasn't come homeyet, "Joshuasaid firmly. "We don't know." Then he exclamed in anger asthe
man pushed past him and came on into the house. "What do you think you're doing?'

"Looking," the man said. He was abig man. Bigger than Dad.

Dressed in awhite uniform with amask thing around his neck and agreen insgniaon his shoulders. " Get
onwith your dinner, kids," heingtructed them. "I'll only take amoment.” And he went through into the
kitchen, then back into the bedrooms. Rillibee heard the closet doors opening and closing, then the man
went out the front door and around into the shop. They could hear him banging around out there. Rillibee
put down hisfork very carefully, looking at his dad, so paleal of asudden.

When the man came out he stood in the yard for awhile, looking around, then he came back to the front

door and asked Dad to come out. He talked quietly out there, but Rillibee could hear words, single
words, "authority” and "penalty” and "custody.”

Rillibeefd| glent.

Brother Mainoawaited awhile, then said, "They talk like that, don't they. People who get to tell other
folkswhat to do. Full of powerful words, they are. Sometimes | think they have words where most of us
have blood."

Rillibee didn't say anything.

"Hard for you to talk about?"

Rillibee nodded, gulping, unableto talk at all.

"That'sdl right. Wait until you fed better, then tell me"

They flew, the car bouncing alittle on the sun-warmed air. After atime, Rillibee beganto tell it again.

Then the big man was gone and Dad was in the common room, sitting down at the table once more, his
facelike arock, dl frozen and hard.

"Dad?’

"Don't, Rillibee. Don't ask me anything right now. The man was looking for your mother and she's not



here. That'sdl | know right now."
"But who was he?'

"A man from Hedlth."

"Oh, damn. Oh, God," the parrot said.

Joshua threw a soup spoon at the parrot. It made a splashy red place on thewall and fell on the floor.
The parrot just looked at them, its black eyes swiveling back and forth as it whispered to itself.

The man didn't come back. Mom didn't come home. Dad paced the room, stopping every now and then
to punch up people on the comnet. People Mom knew. Her sister over in Rattlesnake. Her friends.
People like that

When bedtime came, Rillibee looked out of the window of his own room to see the hover parked out on
the flat. The man waswatching the house. After along time, Rillibee got into bed, dark dl around him,
trying to see through it to the calling, to thewalls, only asplinter of light under the door. Tears. Trying to
be quiet so Song wouldn't hear him through the wall. Finally, deep.

It had to have been deep, because he woke up to astrange noise. Scratching, near his head. From
under him, under his bed. Under thefloor.

He thought about mongtersfirgt, not daring to move. Only after it had gone on for sometimedid he
remember the cellar that Dad used to storewood in. A long time ago it had been aroot cdllar. Joshua
had dug it bigger so it extended dl the way to the shop. The entrance to it was out there in the shop,
behind the woodstacks, but there was a hatch to it under Rillibeg's bed, from long ago. Someonewasin
there, scratching.

He dipped out of the bed and went to tell Joshua. Then he kept still while Joshuamoved the bed, alittle
at atime, dmogt silently, and heaved the doorway up and it was Mom down there, white and pale, with
her face dl streaked and her hair tangled and messy and her clothes dirty as though she'd been crawling,
and shewas saying, "Josh, oh, God, Josh, they were going to send me away, they were going to send me
away, and | went out the window. | ran and ran. | crawled down the creek and came in through the little
door behind the shop. Hide me, don't et them get me, Josh.”

"Never, darling," hesaid. "Never."

Slenceagain.
Mainoasad, "Y our father must haveloved her alot.”

"I've never forgotten that," Rillibee said, hisvoiceliquid and bub-bling in histhroat. "1 think about it &
night sometimes, when I'm trying to deep. | hear their voices. | remember how confused | was. Why had
someone wanted to get her? Why had the people wanted to send her awvay? What had she done? She
and Joshuadidn't tell me. They didn't tell Song. All they had said wasto pretend she hadn't come home,
just pretend they hadn't seen her...."



Mom went to bed in her own bed, with Dad. The next morning, red early, Rillibee had wakened to
some unfamiliar sound, something happening on the road. He peeked out at the corner of the shade and
saw the man getting out of the white hover, out beyond the baby trees. He woke Dad and Mom just in
time. She barely had time to get back down in the wood cdllar and have Rillibee's bed moved back on
top of the hatch.

"Lie down there and look deepy,” Dad commanded on hisway to answer the thunder at the door.

Rillibee put his head under the pillow and told himself he was dreaming. The man from Hedlth samped in
and pulled the pillow off, but Rillibee managed to ook confused and angry as though the man had
wakened him.

After that, Mom dept in the cellar. Dad moved a cot down there and a specid kind of toilet he put
together in the shop, onethat didn't need water. During the daytime, she came up whenever there was
somebody there to watch for the man in the white hover, but if there was no one home, she had to hide.

Joshua bandaged the place on her arm. It was just alittle place. About the Size of apeach pit. By the
end of the week, it had gotten quite a bit bigger, covering the whole elbow. It hurt her, too. Then it began
to spread up and down her arm until the whole arm was raw and ugly, like meat. It hurt her to change the
bandage, but if it wasn't changed, it started to smell. They changed the bandage every night. Song held
the basin with warm water in it, to wash the raw place. Rillibee handed Dad the bandages. The parrot sat
on its perch saying, "Oh, damn, damn. Oh, God," but none of them paid any attention.

The man came back. Once he brought two other men and they searched the house, but they didn't find
the place under Rillibeg's bed. By thistime, Joshua had made the hatch amost invisible, fitting the wood
together so you couldn't see whereit joined.

Oncein awhile, shed come up in the daytime, while Song and Rillibee were a schoal. At night, when
she came up, she'd tell them what sheld done, where sheld walked. "The leaves areturning,” she'd say.
"Did you notice, Rillibee? Heartbreak gold. God, they're so beau-tiful." Then they talked about what
they'd have for dinner the next night. She'd tell Joshuawhat to buy and how much. Shed tell Song-bird
how to cook it and Rillibee how to help. Then they'd talk awhile, maybe play a game, then change the
bandage last thing and she'd go back down.

The bad night was when they were changing the bandage and some pieces came off. Mom made a
noise, asthough she was going to throw up, as though she was going to scream but couldn't get enough
ar.

"Out," Joshua said to both of them, pointing to the door, his face stretched into some horrible grin, likea
pumpkin lantern, the sdes of his mouth wide open and tight with al the teeth showing.

They ran into the kitchen. Song was crying and making alittle grinding noise, trying to hold it in, and
Rillibee wastdling himsdlf it was adream, abad dream, it wasn't redlly happening at dl. He had seen the
bonesin Mom's hand, where the two fingers had come off, two round, white, dick things. The place
wasn't bleeding, just kind of oozing, dow drops of grayish liquid pushing out from the flesh and running
down to make asmall stained place on the clean band-ages that stank like nothing he could ever have
imagined. The smell had settled in the back of histhroat asthough it would never leave. After that, Dad
wouldn't let either of them be in the room when he changed the bandage. After awhile, he wouldn't let
them be in the room with her at dl. They could till hear her voice. For awhile she sounded just like
Mom. Once even they heard her laugh, ahigh, dreadful laugh. Then, after awhile, there was no voice,



just this high, whiny sound like a dog that'd been hit by acar, or arabbit when ahawk takesit.

And the smdll. Every night, rising a him out of the cellar below him. A terrible stink. Worse than any
bathroom gtink. "Oh, oh, no," said the parrot. "Oh. God. No." Dad changed roomswith Rillibee. Days
went by and Rillibee never redly saw her after that. He lay therein Dad's bed at night, trying to
remember what she had looked like. He couldn't remember. He wanted to see the picture of her, the one
over thefireplace.

In the living room, he turned on one lamp and looked up at the picture. She smiled down at him, out of
the paint, her shiny hair faling over her forehead, her lips curved.

"Let medie” whispered the parrot. "Oh, please, please, let medie”

"Shut up,” Rillibee screamed at it Slently, the words pushing out of him like huge, burning pieces of
vomit. " Shut up, shut up.”

Hetold himsdlf he wouldn't go in there anymore. He wouldn't listen to that bird anymore. He ate in the
kitchen. He did his school-work. He didn't ask any questions. He didn't talk about Mom.

"That must have been hard," said Brother Mainoa. " Oh, that must have been hard."

"I couldn't stop thinking about her. | couldn't. Her face would come into my mind, but then it would turn
gray at the edges, starting to curl, like apicture burning, and | couldn't see what she looked like, couldn't
remember what shelooked like. | stood it aslong as| could, and then went into the living room once
moreto look &t the painting of her.

"The parrot said, 'Kill me. Please, please, kill me."

It wasthe day after that, Rillibee's twelfth birthday, that he woke up knowing it had al been adream.
The sun poured through his window, heartbreak gold. He got up and dressed and plunged out into the
living room. The parrot was walking up and down its perch saying, "Thank God. Thank God. Thank
God."

Song was aready there, sitting at the table. There was a package wrapped at his place. He sat down
and grinned at it, turning it over and over, shaking it to guesswhat wasinsde.

"Happy birthday, Rillibee," Dad said from the kitchen door. "I'm making pancakes." His voice sounded
funny, but the wordswere dl right.

"Happy birthday, Rillibee," said Song. She sounded like arecord-ing.

Dad came in with apitcher of juice and leaned over the table to pour it.

Therewas a sore on the side of Dad's neck, toward the back. Little. The size of a peanut. Like the sore
had been on Mom's arm. When Dad went back to the kitchen, Rillibeetried to tell Song, but Song just

sat there, frozen, not saying anything at al. Then he noticed the bandage on her hand and wondered how
long it had been there without hisseeing it.



He got up without opening the package and went out of the house, through the orchard to the groves,
and down through al of them, the trees getting tinier and tiner the farther he went, until he cameto the
place where there was nothing growing at dl....

"Did you ever seethem again?' asked Brother Mainoa. There was along silence. Rillibee was staring
out the window, mouth dightly open, tearswashing hisface. "I went crazy in school and started yelling
something. That night when | got home, there was no one there, just the man from Sanctity, who said to
come aong with him. | was going to be an acolyte, he said. They never said anything about Miriam or
Joshuaor Song. When | asked, they told me my people had died along time ago, that I'd just forgotten.
They never even asked if my family was Sanctity. We weren't. I'm il not." Brother Mainoasipped a his
own broth, occasionaly dapping at acontrol button that kept threstening to disengage itself. "Brother
L ourai—how doesthat sound?"

"How should it sound?'

"Wdll, the | sound isfor patience, and thersound isfor perse-verance. | thought you could use alittle of
thet."

"What does themsound in Mainoamean?" Rillibee asked tiredly. "And the n”?*
"Resgnation." murmured the other. "And reliability.”
"Rebelion, did you say?'

" Shush, youngdter. Lourai's agood name. Y ou should hear some of the throat-stoppers Acceptable
Doctrine comes up with from time to time. Fouyai soa Sheefua. How would you like that?
Foh-00-yah-ee-soh-ah Shee-foo-ah. Or Thoirae Y oanee. Y ou wouldn't want some-thing like that hung
on you. Loural. That's good enough.”

"What's acceptabl e doctrine?!

" Acceptable Doctrine?' Brother Mainoa asked. He took the empty cups away and put them down the
recycler. "Wdll, if you'd been alittle older before they dragged you off to Sanctity, you'd have learned
what the Office of Security and Acceptable Doctrineis. That'sthe group of enlightened oneswho tdll us
what we can believe and what we can't and make sure we do it. Here on Grass they're headed up by
Elder Brother Jhamlees Zoe, with Elder Brother Noazee Fuasoi as his next man.”

"Likethe Hierophants," cried Rillibee. "God, | wish | could get away from that."

"Y ou can. Just walk off the siteinto the grasses, any day. Put your shove or your soil stabilizer down
and go. Nobody'll come after you. | could've done that |ots of times, but | always knew thered be
something interesting in the next shovelful, something intriguing behind the next bit of wall, so | don't. All

indl, I'm glad to be here rather than there. Maybe you will be, too. Just bow your head and say, 'Y es,
Elder Brother," in anice obedient tone, kind of sorrowful, and they'll let you done.”

"How can you do that?" Rillibee asked scornfully. "It's dishonest.”

Brother Mainoa seated himself a the controls once more, scanning the dia's and buttons with a skeptical



eye. "Wel, now, young Brother Lourai, I'll tell you. I'll deny having said it if you quote me, so don't try.
Thefirg thing you've got to do istdl yourself that the shitheads are wrong. Especidly Jhamleesand
Fuasoi. Not just alittle bit wrong, but irremediably, absolutely, and endemicaly wrong. Nothing you can
say or do will stop their being wrong. They're damned to eterna wrongness, and that's God'swill. You
follow me?'

Rillibee nodded, doubtfully. Whatever he might have expected, it had not been this.

"Then, you acknowledge that these wrongheaded fart-asses have been placed in authority over you
through some cosmic misca cu-lation, and you reach the only possible conclusion.”

"Whichis?'

"Which isyou bow your head and say 'Y es, Elder Brother," in anice humble tone, and you go right on
believing what you haveto believe. Anything dseislike waking out into the grass when the grazers are
coming by. Y ou may beright, but you'll beflat right and there won't be enough left of you to scrape up.”
"And that'swhat you do?"

"Umm. And you doit, too. Don't tell Elder Brother Jhamlees Zoe that your family wasn't Sanctified. You
tell him that, helll start working on your head, getting you to convert, get saved, get enrolled. Just nod
politely and say, 'Y es, Elder Brother.' That way, likely, helll leave you done.™

Therewas along slence. Rillibee—Brother Lourai—rose from the padded floor and settled himsalf into
the other seat. When Brother Mainoa showed no signs of breaking the quiet, he asked, "What's Arbai ?"

"An Arbai, Brother, was the inhabitant of an Arbai city, dead somelong while, now. An Arbai city isthe
only kind of ruins mankind's found on any world weve settled yet. The only intelligent race weve ever
found."

"What werethey like? Arbai?'

"Tdler than us. About seven feet tal. Two-legged and two-armed, like us, but with askin dl covered
over with little plates or scales.

Weve found bodies pretty well mummified, so we know what they looked like. They were fascinating
people. Like us, someways. Spread al over alot of worlds, like us. Had writing, like us. not that we can
read it yet. Not like us at al, other ways. Didn't seem to have males and femaleslike we do, at least
thereé's no differencesweve found yet.”

"All gone, arethey?’

"All gone. All died, everywhere, dl sort of a once, like time had just up and ended for them. Except
here on Grass. Here they dl died from something tearing them gpart.”

"How do you know?"
"It'show wefind 'em, Brother. An arm here, aleg there. A boneraggedy from teeth.”

"What are you looking for?"



"Something to tdl uswhy they died, mostly." Brother Mainoalooked at him curioudy. "From what you
say, you've seen plague, haven't you, Brother. Y ou know it exigs."

The other nodded. "They never told me so, but that'swhat killed my family. And the Hierarch died of it.
Lots of the people a Sanctity haveit. | may haveit, without knowingit."

"Wll, there's some of usthink that's what killed the Arbai. Better tell you now, it's not Acceptable
Doctrine; so don't go talking about it."

"Killed them," breathed Rillibee. "Going to kill us."
"Ah. Wédll, thereisthat. Maybe not, though. If we could find out something..."
"Do you think we can find out anything about the plague?’

The other turned, the wrinkles around his eyes made deeper by the speculative squint with which the
Brother was evauating his new family member. "What | think," he purred, "is something you and | may
talk about someday after you've been out in the grass." He pointed downward. There, spread acrossthe
ghort turf of the north, were the uncovered walls of the Arbai city and the complex network of ditches
dug by the Brothers, some of them roofed with arched bundles of tal grasses. Mainoa pointed again, in
thedirection of ther flight. Almost on the horizon, the ramified mass of the Friary bulked darkly against
the pae sky. Asthey drew nearer, Rillibee/Loura sucked in an astonished breath. Above the Friary
floated a city of cobwebs, netted arches, and skeletal towersthat moved in the light wind as though they
were living things rooted in the soil far below. From some few of thelofty pinnacles flew the banners of
Sanctity, complete with golden angels. On seeing these. Rillibee Chime gave one lagt, dwindling snarl.

"Home," said Brother Mainoa. "Not abad place, redly. Though the sky climberswill probably make
paste of you for afew weeks. Heights frighten you, boy?"

"Fdling frightens me. Heights don't.”
"Wl then, I'd say youll surviveit."
"What are sky crawlers?' Rillibee's ssomach knotted at the picture this brought to mind.

"Boys no older than you. most of ‘em. Mot likely they won't harm you much. Y ou'll get by; that is, you
will if you can gpply afew sensble restraintsto your conduct.”

"Yes, Brother," said Brother Loura, his eyes cast humbly down. "I will try to restrain mysdlf.”

8

Before Rigo had a chance to meet the Green Brothers, amorning came when the tell-me shrilled news of
the lapse. The bon Damfels had assembled for the Hunt, but no hounds or mounts had appeared. Sdlla.
one of Road Few'sinformants, had sent word to Commons and Roald had messaged Opal Hill.

Long-set plans moved into action. The embassy swarmed with cleaners and cooks, readying for the
evening three days distant when the awaited reception would occur.



In thelittle house, Eugenie bit through athread and bid her docile pet turn a quarter turn to the left- No
one elseat Opa Hill had seen Pet yet. And no one anywhere would have ever seen her like this.

At the bon Damfels, Stavenger ticked off thelist of those who would attend. Shevlok, yes. Sylvan, yes.
No one younger than Sylvan. None of the young cousins. Shevliok would be ordered to pay putative
court to thefragrasgirl, Stella, and that would solve that problem.

In Commons the musicians went over their music and instruments, the wine merchant checked his stores,
the extra cooks rolled their knivesin their gprons. Aircars began to dart toward Opal Hill.

At bon Smaerlok's estancia. and a bon Tanlig's, at dl the estancias, the grown women went through
their ball gowns, deciding what to wear, while their daughters sulked. None of the young women were
going, it had been decided. Too dangerous. Only older women, women with good sense, women with a
number of liaisons behind them. Severd of them had been picked to flirt with the Yrarier son, severd
good-looking, experienced ones. Whatever €lse might occur as the result of Sanctity's embassy reception
on Grass, an ingppropriate liaison with ayoung Y rarier was not going to be alowed. So said the elder
bons.

And a Opal Hill Roderigo Yrarier went over thelist of those who would attend, noting the absence of
young people and Smmering a the insult offered to hisfamily and hisname.

Obermun bon Haunser had remembered his promise to Marjorie when he had recommended Admit
Maukerden as her "secretary.” When shefirst got around to interviewing the tall, self-important
in-dividua, hetold her that he knew every bon in every family and who the parents were and what the
liaisons had been and who was in sympathy with and who out of sorts with whom. He expected, so he
sad, aprivate suite and a sdlary which made Rigo blink in surprise.

"l don't trust him,” Marjorietold Rigo.

"Nor doI," Rigo confessed. "But hire him anyhow. Assign him something to do and let's see what he
comesup with."

After alittle thought, Marjorie asked Admit to compile afile on those who would attend the reception,
giving family connections and such persond information as might be helpful to new acquaintancesin
conducting conversation. He spent agreat dedl of timeat it for one who supposedly knew them al.
presenting the final work with aflourish.

Marjorie thanked him with asmile which conveyed nothing but ignorance and appreciation. Sheand
Rigo then gave thefileto Persun Pollut.

"Oh, my lameleft leg." Persun muttered. "That fool doesn't know a cousin from an aunt or abon
Maukerden from abon Bindersen."

"Not accurate?' she queried swetly.
"Except for the Obermums and Obermuns, there's hardly athing here that's not plain wrong. Hed of

done better guessing. If you'd done any introductions on the basis of this, the bonswould have had your
bones for supper.”



"Which would indicate either monumental stupidity or purposeful misinformation.” Rigo grinned through
clenched teeth.

"He'sinteligent enough in hisown interest,” Marjorie responded. " Then he wasingtructed to be useless,”
Rigo said. "More than usdess. Destructive. Which, | think, tellsusal we need to know about him and a
good bit more about them.”

Thereafter, Marjorie pretended to consult Admit Maukerden from time to time and Rigo amused himself
by giving the man false in-formation about the purpose of the embassy, waiting to see which parts of it
would come back to him, in whatever guise, viathe bons. Meantime, Persun corrected the file on the
guests and went over it with Rigo's trusted assistant, Andrea Chapelside. It was Persun who set down
accurate details about the bons. " This one is more important than helooks," he said. "Thisoneis
malicious and will misquoteyou.”

And it was Persun, dressed in servant'slivery, who was assigned to circulate among the guests to hear
what he could hear. Admit Maukerden, splendidly costumed to fit hisideaof his own importance, would
be relegated to a post near the first surface from which he could announce the arrivals with afine and
completdy spurious air of au-thority, separated by a thwarting distance from anything that might transpire
in the rooms above him. Though Marjorie doubted that anything of consegquence would happen, Rigo
had faith that some-thing of great importance would follow his enormous investment of time and attention.

The evening arrived. Aircars dropped swiftly to the gravel court to disgorge their bgeweled and
ornamented riders, rising as swiftly to make room for those that followed. Marjorie and Stella, gowned
as extravagantly as any of the bons—the dresses had been stitched by awhole family of Commons
seamgters nominated by Roald Few—uwaited at the top of the stairsthat the bons would have to ascend,
Marjorieon Rigo'sarm, Stellaon Tony's.

Rigo had foreseen problems and had communicated them fully to the children. "They are not bringing
anyone your age. They will not be so undiplomatic or ungracious asto exclude you from their at-tention,
however. Y ou may expect charm and flattery from some of them. Stella, some man or men. Tony, some
woman or women. Be charming in return. Seem flattered. But do not be fooled! Do not lose your heads.”

Seeing Tony pae and Stellaflush angrily, Marjorie had nodded agreement and said soothing words. She
had been warned by Persun Pollut aswell, who had heard it from avillager who had heard it from a
cousin a bon Maukerden's. "They want no redl contact, Lady. They want no involvement. They have
told off some of their family membersto pay court to you and yours, but they will do it merely to keep
you pleased with yourselves."

"Why?" she asked. "Why do they rgect honesty?"

"Some of them would regject nothing. Some might say welcomeif they thought about it. Eric bon
Haunser, maybe. Figor bon Damfels, maybe. Some like that. But the Obermuns, the hunters, they say no.
They say they cameto Grassto get away from others, foreigners. They call youfragras. That iswhat they
say, but | think what they fed isfear. And if you look for fear, look there, anong the hunters.”

Asked why the bons should fed fear, he didn't know. It was only afedling he had, he said, and he
couldn't say why.

"Why do they fear us?' she had asked Rigo.

"Fear us? Nonsense," he said angrily. "It is pure pride with them, pridein their fabulous



ancestries—fabulousin every sense, for their nobility is more fable than redity. Sender O'Neil told me
about their origins. Thefool may not have had much right about Grass, but he did know where the bons
camefrom. Their ancestors were minor nobility at best, and not much of that. They can't go on
pretending to be important unless they've got something to be important about. When they came here,
they brought along plenty of common folk to lord it over, you'll notice, and they've spent the generations
sncethey arrived feeding one another puffery about their hitories.”

Marjorie, who had seen among the aristocrats certain twitches of skin, wrinklings around eyes, and
pursngs of lips, al unconscious, believed that Persun wasright. What the bonsfelt wasfear, though the
bons might not understand what it was they feared.

Still, whether it was pride or fear that moved them made no dif-ferencein their behavior. They arrived as
Persun had said they would, in order of their importance, alot of small fry first: fourth and fifth leaders
with their ladies, cousins, and aunts mincing up the stairs as though the treads were hot, old singletonslike
aged bulls, swinging their heads from side to sdeto fed their horns. As Admit Maukerden bellowed their
names, Andrea, hidden in an acove, looked each one up and recited the commentary into her
whisperphone." ThisoneisaLaupmon cousin, thirty-four Terran years. Sheis childless, and she till rides.
The next oneisan aunt of the Obermum. Fifty-two Terran years. No longer rides.”

Primed by Andrea's voice, which buzzed in their ears with an insect hum, the Y rariers responded
appropriately to each of their guestswith charm or pure formality or even frosty coolnessto those so
chilly they would resent anything ese. " So glad you could come," they murmured, noting each detail of
dress or feature and connecting it with the name humming in their ears so they would not forget to be
wary of thisone or that one as the evening wore on. "Good evening. So very glad you could come.” On
the ba cony above the largest reception room, musicians played. A dozen villagers hadtily trained and
tricked out in livery circulated with glasses, putting on thefinear of pomp and disdain which Stellahad
suggested to them. "What you must convey,” she had told them, giggling, "isthat it is better to bea
footman at Opal Hill than to be Obermun anywhere e

"Stelal" Rigo had expostul ated.

"It'sdl right, Sr," Asmir Tanlig had said. "We understand the young lady right enough. She wantsus
proud enough to shamethe bons." And so they were to the last man, bowing like grandees asthey
offered thelr trays of glasses, their bits of tasty food, their sotto voce directionsto the ladies or the
gentlemen'sretiring room, aong the balcony, near the musicians. The guests stood or sat or wandered,
examining each bit of furniture, each set of drapes, some with adightly discontented air. Little enough
therefor them to find fault with unlessthey found fault with themsalves. Similar furnishingswerefound in
every estancia. Similar images on the walls. Similar arrange-ments of flowers. Not so well done, perhaps,
but similar. Too similar to cavil at, though one or two made the effort. "So ordinary,” they said. "So
everyday. One would think, coming from Sanctity ..." Asthough they would not have bdlittled anything
that had breethed of Sanctity.

"Good evening How very glad we are to meet you.”

Now the seconds and thirds were beginning to arrive. Eric bon Haunser with Semeles bon Haunser on
hisarm."A coudn," said An-dreas voice. "At onetime said to have been Eric'slover. She will attempt to
seduce Tony, or failing that, the ambassador.”

Wasthere aquaver in Andrea's voice a the thought of anyone seducing the ambassador. Wasit
amusement, perhaps? Gray haired Andrea, who knew Rigo as though he were her own younger brother.
Who knew all about Eugenie. Amused? Tony flushed as he bowed over the hand of Semeles bon



Haunser. Stellasnorted, and Marjorie bit back a cheerless giggle as she smiled and bowed in her turn as
Figor took her hand.

"Figor bon Damfels, younger brother of the Obermun. Yie has been ingtructed to flirt with Lady
Westriding. Shevlok bon Damfels. Hewill pay court to Stella, though unwillingly, for heis il grieving
over Janettabon Maukerden. Sylvan bon Damfels.As usua, no one knowswhat heisup to.”

Marjorie's placid voice addressed the bon Damfels sons. "Good evening. How nice to see you both
agan.”

"Good evening, Lady Westriding," said Sylvan, bowing. "It iskind of you to have planned this
amusement for us. We havetaked of little else for days." Smiling at Marjorie, & Stella, manfully clapping
Tony on the shoulder, bowing dightly to Rigo. All this charm. In comparison, Shevliok was apoor player,

able to muster only amut-tered compliment, asidelong glance, more cowed than seductive.
Unconvincing, Marjorie thought. Damned loutish, Stella seethed. Un-happy Sheviok.

"Obermun Stavenger bon Damfels. Obermum Rowenabon Dam-fels.”

Now the firsts were beginning to appear, and Andreals whisperphone was silent. The Yrariers aready
knew what was common knowledge about the Obermuns, the Obermums.

"Obermun Kahrl bon Bindersen. Obermum Lisian bon Bindersen. Obermun Dimoth bon Maukerden.
Obermum Geradria bon Mauker-den."

"Good evening. We are honored to welcome you.”

"Obermun Gustave bon Smaerlok. Obermum Berta bon Smaerlok. Obermun Jerril bon Haunser.
Obermum Fditiabon Haunser."

"Good evening. Good evening.”
"Obermun Lancel bon Laupmon.”
"Alone"whispered Andrea. ""Recently widowed."

Then, at last, onefind man and an old. old woman in amechanica chair. "Obermun Zoric bon Tanlig.
Obermum Alideanne bon Tanlig."

"Sheisthe Obermun’'s mother and the eldest among thefirgt leaders," whis-pered Andrea. "Sheisaways
the last to arrive.”

Now the Yrariers could follow the music and the smell of food, down ahdf flight from thelong, chilly
hall. Marjorie advanced into the ballroom, was siwung into the dance by Rigo. Stellaand Tony followed.
They had practiced these antique steps under the watchful eye of adancing master sent from Commons
and they now swayed across the floor as though they had danced in thisremarkably intimate fashion dl
their lives. The dance was caled avalz. From here and there about the floor couples of the bonsjoined
them on the floor, not so many asto look enthusiastic but not so few asto appear impalite.

"Weare being put in our place," Marjorie said, smiling into Rigo'sface.

"They can only doiit if we appear to noticeit." He smiled in return, flames of fury at the backs of hiseyes.



They turned to other partners. Rigo alowed no opportunity for snubs. Though he was complimentary to
all the bons, he asked no woman to dance who had not been ordered to approach him. Thanksto
Persun, he knew who those were. Asdid Tony.

"Pretend it isan Olympic event,” Marjorie had told her fretful son. "If you do it right, you will get a
medd. Treat your partner as you would awillful horse, gently but firmly. It isonly ahletics, after dl." And
S0 Tony danced and smiled and tried to flirt, though he had had sadly little practice at it. Stellawasfar
better at it than he, anger only increasing her vivecity.

Marjorie drank fruit juice, provided discreetly by Asmir Tanlig, and chanted to hersalf as she sometimes
did when duty bade her do things she did not want to do. "Bow, smile, be led into the dance. Smile, flirt,
talk of nothing much. Hirt, charm, be led back to your chair. Charm, bow, begin again." The partners
came and went, in relays. She began to long for ared drink, area conversation.

"Will you dance with me, Lady Westriding?' Sylvan spoke, ap-pearing from somewhere behind her.

She dmost sighed with relief. Sylvan was not supposed to be one of those she had to be wary of. She
went into hisarms asto arefuge, not fleeing precisely, and yet not holding hersaf doof. Heled her
gently, asthough she were ahooded bird, accustoming her to his movements until they seemed to dance
amost as one. She thought fleetingly of her advice to Tony, and was amused. Around them other couples
circled, alittle silence fdling as bons whispered to one another. Sylvan was dways interesting because he
was not predict-able. Look—Sylvan! Sylvan bon Damfels. ...

Perhaps it wasthe quiet that drew Rigo's attention. He was on the bal cony, standing at the entrance of
the gentlemen's withdrawing room ashe saw Marjoriecircling in Sylvan'sarmsand fdt hislipliftina
familiar snarl. She danced with the young bon Damfels as though he were an old and vaued friend. Or a
lover.

He struggled to control hisface. He could not snarl or curse as he sometimes did when he saw her
contented like this, moving in some exercise of horsemanship or dance or merely waking in the garden.
There was an expression on her face at certain times, an expression of unconscious joy which came from
apart of her he had ways coveted, a separate being he never saw when he was with her. He had seen
that being in the arena or the hunt, skimming the green pastures toward the high fences, dl there between
the posts and over the water, winging on danger and delight, a bird soaring with asinging face. He
wanted to hold that bird.

He had wooed Marjorie and won Marjorie. but he had never gained possession of the thing hed
wanted. Seeking her soul, he had taken only her body, finding there a hollowness he had not expected, a
vacant citaddl he could storm again and again to no effect. In his bed she became someone else,
someone dressed in childlike gowns, filmy white, sprigged with blossoms, her body fragile and boneless,
her eyesfocused far away on something he could not see. He had used every skill with her he knew, and
some he invented for her alone, but she never came from Rigo's bed |ooking as she looked now, dancing
with Sylvan bon Damfels, lost in movement and pleasure, eyes haf closed, lips curved up in that gentle
smile he had thought, once, would be hisaone.

Andreasvoicein his ear, secret as amole." Persun says your absenceis being noted.”
He smiled and went down from the ba cony, looking for women's faces he could notice particularly,

women's bodies he could admire with asgnificant glance, hinting something, promising nothing. It wasdl
agame, agame.



And beow him, Sylvan left Marjorie and turned to Stellawith conscious gdlantry. Marjorie took yet
another glass of fruit juice from atray offered by Asmir Tanlig and stood beside Geraldriabon
Maukerden to join in witty admiration of the ladies gowns, embroidered and beaded in fantastic designs.
This, too, was a Grassian game, with its own language, its own etiquette. Persun had researched it and
taught it to her.

Rigo swung past her in the dance, smiling like amannegquin at her over his partner's shoulder.

Beyond them, through the door to the terrace, Marjorie saw Eugenie. Had anyone been appointed to
dance with Eugenie? What bon? Any bon at al? Perhaps she would have to beg Sylvan to dance with
her husband's mistress. Though perhaps Shevlok would do so without prompting. He was near the door,
looking out at Eugenie where she stood with someone.

With agirl? But there were no girls, no young women present. Except Stella, and Stellawas dancing
with Sylvan. Marjorie, possessed by a premonition of trouble, put down her glass.

Eugenie and her friend came through the terrace door, Eugenie clad dl in rose, her gown fluttering
behind her like sunset cloud, and the other onein asimilar gown, violet as shadow, hair piled high,
walking behind Eugenie with Eugenie's own haf-gliding gait, head turned to one sde so that she looked
across the room with an odd, one-eyed glance, sdelong.. .

A grange silencefél. Someone stopped talking and stared. Some-one e se's eyes followed the first
gare. A couple stopped dancing. The music went on, but the people dowed, like moving toysthat had
run down, dowly, stopping.

Eugenie was halfway across the room, moving toward Marjorie. She would not go to Rigo, not publicly,
she knew enough for that. She knew her public role wasto be merely one of the group, aguest of the
embassy, invited to participate in this gaiety. She amiled, holding out her hand as her companion passed
the man near the door....

And Shevlok screamed as though his heart had been torn out.

"Janettal”

Eugenie glanced behind her uncertainly; then, seeing that her com-panion followed ill, she cameon
again, her face collgpsing in doulbt.

"Janettal” Now the woman beside Marjorie, Gerddriabon Maukerden, cried out that name.

And uproar. At Marjories Side, Geraldriadropped her glass. It splattered into tinkling shards on the
floor. The music fatered. Shevlok and Gerddriawere both moving, like degpwakers, toward the girl,
the srangegirl.

Dimoth bon Maukerden was shouting, and Vince, his brother, and then others. The strange girl was
surrounded, seized, though she did not react. She was passed from hand to hand, passive asarag doll,
looking toward Eugenie asthough al her mind resided in the other woman, ending in Shevlok'sarms.

"What have you doneto her?' It was Sylvan, beside Marjorie, demanding. "What have you done?'

"To Eugenie?'



"To Janetta. Tothegirl."
"Il never saw her before this moment!"

"That woman who has her. What didshedo?' And when Marjorie shook her head helplessy, he went
on, "Find out, quickly, or wewill al be throwing dead bats at one another."

Marjorie had no timeto ask him what he meant. And then Rigo was there, and were confronting
Eugenie, who was crying and dis-claiming any fault and making it hard for them by babbling but telling
them nothing, nothing they could use againgt the mounting anger al around them.

"Y oufilth, youfragras, trumpeted Gustave bon Smaerlok. "What have you done to Janetta?’
"Silence," belowed Rigo, his voice shattering the other voices. "Slence!™

Then therewas alittle cup of quiet into which Eugeni€'s voice splashed like the thin cold juice of a bitter
fruit, "1 got her in Com-moner Town," wailed Eugenie, "1 got her from Jandra Jelico. All | did was make
her adressand fix her hair. Shewasjust likethiswhen | got her...."

Some few of the gathered aristocrats perceived that she was telling the truth, as much truth as she knew.
Eugenie was as open as a child, weeping, not sure what it was she had done to make al this uproar. She
had meant it as a surprise, bringing her pet to the bal. She had thought it would be fun.

"| told you we should stay far from thisfilth,” trumpeted Gustave once again, red of face, soittle a the
cornersof his mouth.

Rigowasin front of him. This could not be alowed to pass. "Filth?' he snarled. "What kind of filth
alowstheir daughtersto fal into such astate, for othersto find, for othersto rescue and clothe and feed?
Hah?'

"Rigo!" Marjorie caled, moving between the two angry men. "Obermun bon Smaerl ok, we do no good
to cdl one another names. You are dl very upset. So arewe.”

"Upst?' Dimoth cried. "My daughter!”
"Hear me!" Rigo thundered. "When did you see her last?"
There was silence, silence as each one contemplated an answer to that question. It had been— It had

been last fall. Early last fall. She had disappeared last fall. No one wanted to say, to admit it had been
that long ago.

"We heard of her disappearance,” Marjorie said. "It happened long before we ever |eft to come here,
Before you had even given permis-sion for usto come.”

The words hung there, unimpeachably true, Janetta had gone long before these people had come,
Janetta, now standing a the middle of asmal circle, dancing by hersdf, humming, lovely asaporcdain
figure and asimpersond. Nothing in her face or glance spoke of a person being there. Inthecircle
around her was Shevliok bon Damfés, no longer clinging to her.

"It isnot Janetta," he sobbed.



"Of courseitis”

"Don't beslly, man."

"Thisismy daughter!”

"Not Janetta," he repeated. "No. No. Thispersonisolder.”
"Shewould be," cried Gerddria " She would be older, Sheviok."
"And not the same. Not the same.”

Who could argue that? This cresture was not the same as anyone. It turned to examine them with its
odd, goose-eyed gaze, circling, asthough to seeif anyone had anything to interest it, somegrain,
perhaps, some bread. The moigt, pink mouth opened. "Hnnngah," it cried, like akitten. "Hnnngah."

Now there were quieter voi ces asking Eugenie again where she had found the girl, how long she had had
the girl. Now there was movement among the bon Maukerdens, Obermun and Obermum, sisters and
cousins, brothers and nephews.

Vince bon Maukerden, hotheaded, poised before Rigo. "No matter when she vanished. It was here she
turned up, like that! How do we know it was not you who did it to her?"

"You," hissed Gustave from nearby, "who have not even the cour-ageto ridewith us. It isthe kind of
thing afragraswould do."

"For what reason?' asked Marjoriein aloud, mild tone. "It is Smple enough to learn the truth. Ask the
people in Commoner Town."

"Commonerd" sneered Gustave, "They have no honor. They would liel"
And then movement of the crowd asthey bore the strange girl away.

Some went then. Shevlok. The bon Maukerdens. Gustave and his Obermum. Others stayed. Of those
who stayed, it was the bon Damfels who stayed longest, who went over and over the story Eugenie had
totdl. Sylvan, particularly, who asked again and again, "Did she say anything, Madame Le Fevre? Ever?
Any word? Are you sure?' To which Eugenie could only shake her head no, and no, and no. Pet had
never said anything at dl.

It was only later that Marjorie redlized why Sylvan had been so intent. Dimity bon Damfels had vanished
in the hunt as Janetta bon Maukerden had vanished. If Janetta had emerged in thisfashion, might not
Dimity gtill befound dive, somewhere, somehow?

Though there were no physicians among the bons, there were doctorsin Commons. None of the aristos
had ever lowered them-selves to study the professions, but no such pride had prevented various
commoners from flying off to Semling for afew years, returning with extensive educations. Therewere
also no architects or engineers of any kind among the bons, but most kinds of technica expertise could
be found in Commons. So it was from Commonsthat Lees Bergrem came to examine Janetta bon



Maukerden—Dr. Lees Bergrem, head of the hospital.
A maidsaervant saw it dl, heard it dll, told abrother who told someone € se who told Road Few.

And Road told Marjorie. "Dr. Bergrem put athing on her head, to measure what was going on in her
brain. And there was nothing, no more than a chicken.”

"Will shebeableto learn again?'

"Dr. Bergrem doesn't know, Lady. It seems 0, for Miss Eugenie had taught her to dance, you know?
Taught her to hum asong, too. It seems she will be ableto learn. Dr. Bergrem wanted to take her back
to the hospital, but Geraldria bon Maukerden wouldn't hear of it. Foolish, that woman. Dr. Bergrem
studied on Semling, she did. And on Repentance, too. She's written books about her discoveries here on
Grass. There's those who've been through here who say she knows more than many doctors, even those
back on Terra"

Marjorie, ever mindful of her duty to learn everything possible about Grass, ordered copies of Dr.
Bergrem's books to be facamile transmitted from Semling Prime.

The tdl-me hummed with the story, Janetta bon Maukerden, found dive. Of al those who had vanished
over the years, shewasthefirst to befound alive. First and only, and yet what hope this sparked among
certain aristocratic parents and lovers and friends. Rowenabon Damfels cameto call, alone.

"Y ou must not tell Stavenger | was here," she said, whispering, her face swollen with fear and grief "He
and Gustave have spent hours on the tell-me. bellowing to one another. He forbade me to come.™

"I would have cometo you," Marjoriecried. "You had only to ask."

"He would have seen you and driven you away. We are dill in the lapse, and thereis no Hunt. Hewould
have seen you."

But it was redlly Eugenie that Rowenawanted to see, Eugenie she wanted to question, because she
could not go to Commoner Town without Stavenger finding out. Marjorie stayed with them, and it was
shewho suggested, "Rowena, | will ask the man and the woman to come here. The man and woman
who had her, in Commons. | will ask them to come here, since you say they cannot come to your
estancia, and you can come hereto talk to them yoursdlf/'

A fragilebond. A little trust. After Rowenaleft, Marjorie sighed, shook her head, sent for Persun Pollut.

"Seeif you can get the order officer and hiswife to come out here tomorrow. The Jellicos. Tell them the
Obermum wantsto talk to them, privately. Secretly, Persun.”

Helad fingerson hislips, over hiseyes, noting that he said nothing, saw nothing, and then departed. He
returned to say yes, they would come tomorrow, and Marjorie sent an enigmatic message on the tell-me
which only Rowenawould understand. While he was there, she asked Persun to explain something to
her.

"At the reception, Sylvan said wewould al be throwing dead bats at one another, Persun. What did he
mean?'

"TheHippaedoit,” hesaid. "At least, s0 | hear. Sometimes on the hunt they do it. They kick dead bats



a one another.”

"Dead bats?'

"They are everywhere lady. Many dead bats." It made no sense to Marjorie. She made anotein her
book for later inquiry. Therewas no time now. "Rowenawill talk to me," Marjorie said to Rigo. "I think
we may find this has opened adoor."

"Only while she'sin this state. When she grows cam, shell dose us off again.”

"Y ou don't know that that'strue.”

"I bedieveitis" hesad siffly. He had been stiff with Marjorie ever since the reception, since he had seen
her dancing with Sylvan with that look on her face. She recognized his stiffness as barely withheld anger,
but she believed his discomfort had been caused by Eugenie. Long ago she had chosen not to notice how
matters went between Rigo and Eugenie, so she did not seem to notice now. Because she made no

response to his evident annoyance, he believed she did not care, that she was probably thinking of
someone else. So he grew more angry and she more silent; so they danced, a blindfolded minuet.

Something in his manner, however, declared a decision had been made.

"Rigo, you're not—"

"Yes" hesad firmly. "I have hired ariding magter.”

"Gugave wasjust being—"

"He was saying what al of them fedl. That we are not worthy of their attention because we do not ride."”
"Itisntriding,” she said with loathing. "Whatever it isthey do, it isn't riding. It'sloathesome.”

"Whatever it isthey do," hegrowled, "I will do it aswell asthey do!"

"Y ou won't expect me.. .or the children ..."

"No," he blurted, shocked. "Of course not! What do you take me for?"

Indeed, what did she take him for? he asked himself. They werein this mess because of Eugenie, but
Marjorie had not once reproached him for bringing Eugenie here, where Eugenie certainly did not
be-long. Asaresult hefelt guilt toward Marjorie and chafed under the fedling. He felt he had ill-used her
even though she showed no signs of caring, not now, not ever. She had never showed hogtility toward
him when he spent time with Eugenie, never showed anger that he was sharing another relationship. She
never said anything bitter, never threstened anything. She was awaysthere, unfailingly correct,
concerned, always agreeable, acting appropriately under every cir-cumstance, even those which he knew
he had created especidly to try her. He sometimes told himself he would give his soul if she would weep

or scream or throw hersdlf at him or away from him, but she did nothing of the kind.

Hewondered if she confessed anger or jedlousy to Father Sandovd. Did shetdl him what she felt? Did
shecry?

Long ago he had told himself that Marjorie would never love him as he had dreamed she would because



she had given dl her loveto horses. He had even thought he hated Marjori€sriding because she gave the
horses the thing she would not give him—her passion. Horses. Even more than motherhood, or her
charities

But now he wondered if that were true. Wasit redly horses who had taken her heart? Or had she
merdly been waiting for something e se? Someone like Sylvan bon Damfels, perhaps? What did she take
himfor?

He had to ask her. "Marjorie, did Sylvan bon Damféds say anything to you while you were dancing?'

"Say anything?' She turned an anxious glance upon him, gtill fret-ting over hisintention to ride with the
bons. not caring about anything ese. "' Sylvan? What kind of thing, Rigo? As| recal, he said
conven-tiond things. He complimented me and Stella on our gowns. He dances well--Since he wasn't
one of the ones Pollut warned us about, | could relax enough to enjoy the dance. Why? What do you
mean?'

"1 wondered." He wondered what she was concealing. "What has Sylvan to do with ..."

What did Sylvan have to do with? With the way Rigo felt, seeing her. With the fact that Sylvan rode
while he, Rigo, did not. He would not ask himsalf what the two things had to do with one another. He
would not congder it--"Nothing. Nothing. | won't expect you and the children to ridein the aristos hunt.”

"But why must you!"

"Because they will not tell me anything until they trust me, and they will not trust me until | sharetheir...
their rituad"

Shewasslent, grieving, not showing it on her face. There was mal-ice here upon Grass, mdice directed
a them, at theforeigners. If Rigo rode, he would ride into that malice asinto quicksand. ™Y ou won't
change your mind." It was not a question but astatement, and he did not know how hopelessly she said
it, al the love she thought she owed him hanging on the answer. ™Y ou won't change your mind, Rigo."

"No." In atonethat meant he would not discussit. "No."

An awkward machine, the riding machine. Awkward and heavy, but little more ponderous than the
riding master, Hector Paine, with his dour face and ominous expression and black garb, as though he
were in mourning for al those he had taught how to die.

Rigo had picked an unused room in the winter quarter to use as ariding salon, and he came there with
Stdla, shevery busy playing Dad-dy'slittle girl. There Rigo heard with disbelief that he would be
ex-pected to start hislessons at four hours per day. Stelladid not seem to hear, did not seem to be
paying attention. She was stroking the riding machine, humming to hersdlf, not seeming to notice anything
much.

The black-clad ingtructor was emphatic. "'In the morning, an hour exercise, then an hour ride. Again later
in the day. By the end of the week, perhaps we can manage three hours, then four. We work up to
twelve hours at atime, every other day."

"My God, man!"



Stdlafdt the blunted barbs on the neck of the gleaming smu-lacrum, ran her finger around the loop of
the reinswhere they hung on the lowest barb.

"Did you think it was easy, 9r? Hunts often last for ten or eleven hours. Sometimes they go on longer.”
"Thet leaveslittletimefor anything esa™

"To those who Hunt, Y our Excellency, thereis nothing ese. | thought you would have noticed that.”
There was nothing sneering in the man'svoice, but Rigo gave him asharp look. Stella had drifted avay to
acorner where she sat down behind some piled furniture, being inconspicuous, being unnoticed, eyes
avid.

"Y ou were available on short notice,” Rigo snarled.
"l am available because Gustave bon Smaerlok told meto be available.”
"He hopesto find meincapable, eh?!

"Hewould be gratified if you proved unable, | think. | speak only from impression, not from anything he
hessaid.”

"And have you agreed to report to him?"

"Only totdl himwhen | believe you are capable of riding in aHunt. | will tell you this, Y our Excellency.
With the young ones, we begin be-fore they are two years old—what would that bein your terms? Ten
or eleven years of age? Whilethey are still children we begin working every other day, every week,
every period, throughout the seasons, perhapsfor ayear. A Grassian year. More than six of yours."

Rigo did not answer. For thefirst time he began to realize that he might not have long enough to rideto
the hounds. Not if it took him aslong asthe children....

WEéll, then he could not let it take aslong. Focusing al his attention, he listened to what the riding master
had to say.

In the corner, hidden behind the screen of displaced chairs and sofas, Stellalistened too, focused no less
intently on what the riding master had to say.

She had danced with Sylvan bon Damféels.

Only for alittle time:enough time to know that everything she wanted wasthere, in his skin, behind those
eyes, dwdling in that voice, in the touch of those hands.

When she came here she had thought she would never forget Elaine, never forget the friend she had | ft
behind. Now there was no room, not even in memory, for anyone but Sylvan. When he had smiled at her
on the dance floor, she had realized that she had been thinking of him since she had seen him firg, at the
bon Damfels Hunt. She had seen Sylvan then, in hisriding clothes, seen him mount, seen him ride. On the
dancefloor, as her body moved with his, she had remembered each time she had seen him, each time he
had spoken to her, her pas-sionate heart demanding, asit always did, more. More. More of Sylvan bon
Damfds. She would ride with Sylvan bon Damfd s as she was dancing with Sylvan bon Damfels, as she
could imagine—oh, imagine doing other thingswith Sylvan bon Damfes.



He had looked into her eyes.
He had told her shewas lovely.

Behind the furniture she exulted, glad for the first time that she was here, on Grass. Ears pricked for
every word the riding master wastelling her father, she sucked in the information and remembered it al.
She was determined that she, too, would learn. Quickly. More quickly than anyone had ever learned.

The same aircar which had brought the riding master to Opd Hill had aso brought James and Jandra
Jdlico, who waited in Marjori€'s sudy for Rowenasarrival.

Rowena, when she came at last, brought Sylvan with her.

"Tdl useverything you can,” Sylvan asked the Jdlicos, hisvoice gentle. "1 know nether of you did
anything reprehengble, sojust tell us everything you can.”

Marjorie and Tony sat to one Side, listening. No one suggested they should not be present. If they had,
Marjorie had dready decided she would listen outside the door.

Therewas o littleto tell, and yet they spun it into an hour'stelling, each little thing said ten times over.

"Onething you got to remember,” Jdly told Sylvan. "lust because Ducky Johns in the business sheis,
that's no reason to think sheisn't honest. She's as honest as anybody. And | believe she found this Janetta
right where she said she did, on her own back porch under her clothedine.”

"But how?" cried Rowena, for perhaps the tenth time.

Jdlly took a deep breath. He wastired of evasion, tired of euphe-mism, tired of bowing to the
well-known eccentricity of the bons. He decided to tell the hard truth and see what this bon woman
made of it. "Maam, last anybody saw of her, she was riding one of those beasts. Now anybody with any
witsat al isgoing to suppose, wherever she ended up, that beast took her there or sent her there. And
that'swhat | think."

So thereit was. Oh, there it was, lying before them, the sound and look of it, abarbed and violent
mongter, aHippag, drawninto it at last, told off by name, the aspect of the whole thing that none of the
bons had mentioned, that none of the bonswould speak of or alow othersto talk of. The Hippae. The
Hippae took the girl, or one of them did, everyone knew that. They, the Hippae, did something to her,
did any-one doubt? They hid her. They kept her. Then she showed up again. Who knowswhy? Who
knows how? Marjorie fdt the questions bubbling and kept silent, kept her hand on Tony'sas she felt him,
too, quivering with questions unanswered, unasked. The bons had blamed the Y rariersrather than the
Hippae. Even now, Rowena did not respond. Why?

The Jdlicos made their farewells and went out. Rowenawept, cling-ing to Sylvan. Hefixed Marjorie
with astern face, forbidding her to speak. She cast her eyes down, feding hiswill upon her asthough he
had touched her with his hands.

"Mama, would you liketo lie down for amoment?' he asked Rowena.



She nodded, awash with tears.

"Tony, take her, will you?' asked Marjorie, wanting him to take the woman away, wanting to be left
aonewith Sylvan, in order to ask ...

"A moment,” Rowenasaid.

Marjorie nodded.

"Lady Wedtriding ... Marjorie. A time may come when | can offer you help as you have offered me. If
my lifehangsonit, | will ill hep you.” Shelaid her tear-wet hand on Marjorie's and went out with Tony,
leaving her son behind.

"Dont," he said when they were done, seeing the question in her face. "'l don't know."

She could not hold thewordsin. "But you live here! Y ou're familiar with the beasts.”

"Shhh," he said, looking over his shoulder, running hisfinger insde acollar suddenly too tight. "Don't say
beasts. Don't say animals. Don't say that. Not even to yoursdlf. Don't think it." He gripped histhroat as
though something there was choking him.

"Whét do you say?"

"Hippae. Mounts," he gargled. "And not eventhatwhere they might hear. Nothing where they might hear.”
He gagged, begging for air.

She stared into hisface, seeing the beads of sweat standing out upon hisforehead, seeing him struggle to
hold hisface quiet. "What isit?"

The struggle grew more intense. He could not answer her.

"Shhh," she said, taking hishandsinto her own. "Don't talk. Just think. Isit something ... isit something
they doto you?'

A nod, the merest hint of anod.
"Something they do ... to your brain? To your mind?"

A flicker of eydid, tiny. If she had not learned to read amost invisible twitches, she would not have seen
it.

"Isit..." Shethought coldly of what she had seen at the bon Damfels estancia. "Isit akind of blanking
out?'

He blinked, bresthing deeply.
"A compulsion?'
He sighed, letting go. His head sagged.

"A compulsion to ride, but an inability to think about riding, an inability to talk about riding.” Shesaid it



to hersdf, not to him, knowing it wastrue, and helooked at her out of shining eyes. Tears?

"Which," she continued, watching him closgly, "must be more intense the more frequently you ride." She
knew she wasright. ™Y ou managed to speak to us onceright after aHunt...."

"They had gone," he gargled, panting. "After along Hunt, they go away. Today they are here, dl around
Opd Hill, nearby!"

"During the winter, the compulsion dmost leaves you?* she asked. "And during the summer? But in
spring and fal, you are possessed by it? Those of you who ride?!

He only looked at her, knowing she needed no confirmation.

"What do they do when winter ends? To bring you into line? Do they gather around your estancias? In
their dozens? Their hundreds?' He did not deny it. "They gather and press upon you, inssting upon the
Hunt. There must dso be some pressure to make the children ride. Some compulsion there, aswell?
"Dimity," hesaid withasigh.

"Your litlesger.”

"My littlegger.”

"Your father ..."

"Hasridden for years, Magter of the Hunt, for years, like Gustave...."

"S0," shesad, thinking she must tdll Rigo. Must somehow make him understand.

"I'll take Mamahome," he whispered, hisface clearing.

"How have you withstood them?" her voicewas aslow as his. "Why have they not bitten off your arm or
leg? Isn't that what they do when one of you triesto stand fast?”

He did not answer. He did not need to answer. She could puzzleit out for hersalf. It was not that he
withstood them while he was riding. If he had done so, he would have vanished or been punished for it.
Oh, no, when he rode he was one of them, like all the rest. The secret was that he recovered quickly
when the ride was over. Quickly enough to say somethings, to hint somethings.

"Y ou warned usthat time," she said, reaching out to him. "1 know how hard for you it must have been.”

Hetook her hand and laid it dong his cheek. Only that. But it wasthusthat Rigo saw them.

Sylvan excused himsdlf, bowed, and went away to find Rowena. "A pleasant tete-a-tete.” Rigo smiled
fiercely. She was too preoccupied to notice the quality of that smile. "Rigo, you must not ride.”

"Oh, and why isthat?"
"Sylvan says—"

"Oh, I think it mattersvery littlewhat Sylvan says." Shelooked a him uncertainly. "It matters agreeat



ded. Rigo, the Hippae are not merely animals. They ... they do something to their riders. Something to
their brains”

"Clever Sylvan to have thought up such atde.”

"Do you think heinvented it? Don't be silly. It's obvious. It's been obvious to me since we saw the first
Hunt, Rigo."

llol.]?l

"And since last night. For the love of God, Rigo. Didn't it strike you as odd that no one blamed the
Hippae? Here's this girl who disappeared during a Hunt, and no one blames the Hippae she wasriding
on?'

"If you disappeared during a Hunt, my dear, and turned up later as a courtesan in some petty
principdity, should | blame your horse?' He gave her awintry glance, then Ieft her there, staring after him,
trying desperately to figure out what had happened.

9

Inthe Friary of the Green Brothers, nights sat gently upon the sills. The great, night-freezing cry which
haunted the southern latitudes was seldom heard here, though whole choruses of grublike pegpersfilled
the dark hourswith dul cet sound. Days were spent in labor, nightsin deep. Brothers, so it was said, had
once spent thelr timein study, but little sudy was needed here. All the questions had been reduced to
doctrine; dl the doctrine had been smplified to catechism; all the catechism had been learned long ago.
Besides, what would the penitents do with more knowledge? They had no usefor it here. The Friary sat
upon shortgrass prairie, though there were tall grasses not far away. Every year in mid to late summer the
Brothers went out to cut down quantities of strong, thick grass ssemsthat grew to the height of seven or
eight tal men. Other Brothers remained behind them at the Friary, digging deep and narrow trenches, in
pardld pairs, outlining the new halls which would be needed during the Grassian year. Though penitents
grew old and penitents died, the number of Brothers kept growing. Seemingly it was becoming amore
frequent happening for acolytes of Sanctity to fly apart, like fragile whedls, spun too fast.

When the great grasses had been sawn through and tied in bundles, they were dragged back to the
Friary and upended sde by sidein the waiting trenches. The top of each bundle was pulled over and tied
partway down the bundle in the opposite ditch until the whole double line had been bowed into avaulted
hall which would be roofed with thatch, its openings walled with panels of woven grass. Within this|ofty
gpace the Brothers would build whatever kind of rooms were needed: anew chapel or kitchen or
another set of cells.

S0 space was enclosed, said the historians of the order, long ago on another world by people who lived
among tal grasses. The historians did not say what such people did in the winter. During winterson
Grass, the Brothersretired below to a cramped underground mon-astery where they suffered through a
lengthy season of sequestered and jam-packed irascibility. Winters drove more than afew of them past
the pale of sanity. A sick wildnesslurked among the brethren —skulking, endemic, more often erupting
among the younger than among the aged. The old felt themselves past hope, but the young had hope
continudly frustrated and as continudly strained againgt their frutration in strange and dangerous ways.

In the summer Friary, there was room enough for frusiration to find an out. The narrow halls sprawled



thisway and that among the low grasses, some making vaulted cloisters around enclosed gardens, some
with doors opening upon wide vegetable plots, some giving upon farmyards where chickens scratched or
pigs grunted contentedly in their pens. If it had not been for the towers, the Friary could have been a
tumulus | eft by agreat tunneling mole, the round-topped halls dried to very much the color of the native
soil.

But there were towers—towers everywhere. Demented with bore-dom, young Brothers had been
erecting these grass-stalk steeplesfor decades. At first they were mere tapering masts, no taller than
fifteen men, or twenty, topped by plumy seed-head finids. Later more elab-orate three- and five-legged
monstrosities had climbed into a cloud-streaked sky, dmost beyond the sight or belief of those on the
ground—always more towers, and more.

Over the wide courtyards lacy needles soared, their joints securdly tied with tough ropes of wiregrass.
Rearing upward at each juncture of the reed-vaulted hals, spidery pinnacles pierced the clouds Fili-gree
masts rose above the kitchens and gardens. Outside the pre-cincts of the Friary, forests of spiculeslike
those of some lacework seaurchin thrust into the Grassian sky in myriad gothic spires. From any place
within or around the Friary, one could not look up without seeing them, fantastically high and ridiculoudy
fragile, the steeples of the climbers.

Upon these structure young Brothers, shrunk by distance into the stature and compass of spiders, had
crawled and swung among the clouds, trailing their dender ropes behind them, connecting al the towers
with bridges which seemed no wider than afinger, scarcely stronger than ahair. Up laddersthin and
wavery asweb sk they climbed to the high platformsto keep watch. At first they had watched for
hounds, or for grazers. Then they watched for golden angels like those on the towers of Sanctity, so said
some of them, disillusioned with watching when no one ever saw anything interesting. Lately they had
made a sport of seeing indescribable things, or so they said, and Elder Brother Laeroa had al he could
do to keep them out of the hands of Doctrine. Jhamlees Zoe would have relished agood disci-plinary
session or even atrid for heresy. Thosein the Office of Ac-ceptable Doctrine were, after all, as bored as
everyoneese.

Over the decades the towers had been climbed by amateurs, then by enthusiasts, and findly by experts
who had invented a cult with its own hierarchs and acolytes, its own rituas of baptism and burid, itsown
secrets shared among its own adherents. Each new acolyte was tested within days of hisarrival to know
whether he would be one of the climbers or not. When Brother Mainoafirst warned Brother Lourai that
the climberswould be after him, he spoke no more than the truth.

They did not wait long.

Brother Loural, lately Rillibee Chime, sat in the refectory as gen-erations had sat before him, the front of
his robe rubbing another layer of gloss upon the table edge, waiting for the gong which would dlow him
to risefrom the table, carry his plate to the service hatch, and then go out to the washing house for his
evening duty. The voice which whispered a him came asa surprise, for it came from behind him. Nothing
was there but a blank walled end of the hall without even ashdf oniit.

"You, Loura," it said. "Pay atention.”
He looked up and around, doing it dowly so as not to attract attention. His nearest nelghbors were some

distance away, minor functionaries recently sent to beef up the Office of Acceptable Doctrine, or sO
Mainoa had said, and the |east notice attracted from them, the better.



He saw nothing but the woven mats which made up the end wall of the hall. "Y ou," camethe voice
agan. "After duty tonight. Timefor your initistion.”

The sound that followed was suspicioudy like agiggle, anasty giggle, dmost asnigger. Rillibee closed
his eyes and prayed for help. All that came in answer was the sound of the old men shouting at one
another far away on the dais. After atime, Rillibee opened his eyes and looked around him, wondering if
he could find anything in the Great Refectory which would help him.

Therefectory had four vaulted hallsradiating like fingers from a centra dome. Under the dome wasthe
dais on which the Eldest Brothers sat: Jhamlees and Fuasoi and Laeroa, plus haf adozen others. Down
the splayed halls, inlong, single rows, stood the woven grass tables of the penitents, seated in order of
seniority. The tables themsalves were wonderful, or at least so Rillibee thought.

Strips of grass stem had been spirded and woven into shapes representing twigs and leaves and
blossoms. Tabletops curved down into serrated aprons and thence into legs bulging with rococo excess.
At home, Rillibee's mother would have cdled it wicker, pointing out the smilaritiesto the old brown
rocking chair besdethe fire. Here it was known only as grass weaving, but the grass had dozens of hues
and ahundred tints.

Lifetimes of Brothers had fondled the braided arms of these chairs, rubbed the basketry seats smooth
with their bottoms, shined the convoluted edges of these tableswith their bellies and deeves. Brother
Rillibeg/Lourai's place was at the far end of arow of tables so long that it dwindled amost to nothing as
he looked aong the tops toward the dome. It made eating alonely businessfor the newest Brothers,
however much it encouraged reflection.

And it made living alonely business, too. The chairsto either sde of him were empty. Therewasno one
he could ask for help. Probably, no one who would help him if he did ask. And no timeto ask, in any
case, for the harsh clangor of the ending bell broke through al other sounds and stopped them. Herose
to follow hundreds of other shuf-fling forms asthey set their plates within the hatch and went out into the
evening.

When he reached the open air, he turned aside from the court into an aleyway which led back beside
the refectory to the washing house. There he sationed himsdlf at one handle of the pump and waited for
his coworker to arrive. This anonymous, middle-aged Brother sat down &t his own handle and the two of
them began the monotonous thrusting which would bring water from ahot spring far below. From the
pump the water went into the hot kettles. When the kettles were full, the water went into therinsing
trough. By the time the ringing trough wasfull, the kettleswould be empty again.

"Damn fool thing," muttered Brother Loural, thinking of solar bat-teries and wind-driven pumps, both of
which werein use elsewhere at the Friary to pump bath water and fill the fish ponds and the large tank
that provided drinking water.

"Hush," said the older man with aglare. Pumping was a penitentia service. It wasn't supposed to be
easy or make sense.

Rillibee hushed. No point in wanting it over sooner. Tonight, it would be better for it to last aslong as
possible. He spent the time thinking about the interview he'd had with Elder Brother Jhamleesthe
previous day.

"It says here, boy ..." the Elder Brother had announced, "it says here you flew apart in refectory and



began making wild accusations.”

Rillibee had started to retort, started to say something daring and angry, then had remembered Mainoas
advice. "Yes, Elder Brother." he had said.

"Only had two yearsto go," the Elder Brother went on. He was a man with aface like cork, evenly
colored, evenly textured, asthough he were wearing amask. All his features were ordinary except his
nose, 0 tiny anose, like adice off the end of awine cork stuck on the middie of hisface, the nostrils
mere dits. Around that tiny nose the other features seemed disturbingly large. "Two years, and you had to
go doubting. Wdl, wewon't have any of that here, you know that."

"Y es, Elder Brother."

"Let's see what you remember of your catechism. Ah, well now, what isthe purpose of mankind?
"To populate the galaxy in God'stime."

"Ah. Well, what iswomen's duty?'

"To bear children for the population of the galaxy."

"Ah, well, how shdl this population be accomplished?'

"By the resurrection of al those who have ever lived, to thetime of our first parents.”

"And how shdl we beled?"

"By the resurrection of the Son of God and al the saintswho shall again be saints, of the latter days, to
guide usto perfect Sanctity, Unity, and Immortaity.”

"Hmm," said Elder Brother Jnamlees. ™Y ou know your doctrine well enough. What the hell happened to
you?"

Mainoa's advice forgotten, Rillibee asked, "When we dl get res-urrected, Elder Brother, will the
mechinesdo it?'

"What do you mean, boy!"

"Therewont be any peopleleft. The plague will havekilled usal. Will the machinesdo al the
resurrecting?'

"That'll beten stripesfor impertinence,” Elder Brother Jhamlees said. "And another ten for uttering
fasehood. Thereisno plague, Brother Lourai. None."

"l saw my mother dieof it," said Rillibee Chime. "And my father and my sster had it. | may haveit. They
say sometimesit doesn't come out for years..."

"Out," the Elder Brother had blustered. "Out. Out." Hisface had turned pale as he bellowed, so pale that
Brother Lourai wondered if the Elder Brother had ever met anyone who had actualy seen the plague.

Brother Loura had gone out. Ever since then, held been expecting someone to summon him to recelve



the twenty stripes Elder Brother Jhamlees had assigned him. No one had. The only summons had been
the summonsin refectory, the one he didn't want to answer. The one he was delaying now, pumping
water while the dishes got washed.

Still, inevitably, the task was finished at last. The kettles were emp-tied into aditch that led to the
cesspoal, the ringng troughs emptied into aditch leading to the gardens, the soapy steam vanished out
the open door as Brothers scattered wordlesdly. Rillibee's counterpart at the other end of the pump
handle hitched up his robes and went out. After along, silent moment, Rillibee did likewise.

He thought he might stay in the washing house and hide. He considered thisfor atime, quite serioudy,
knowing it for nonsense but unwilling to let theidea go entirdly. Where would they be waiting for him?
Outside the courtyard somewhere, perhapsin the aley which led to his dormitory?

"Comeon," said an impatient voice. "Get it over." It wastoo much trouble to answer the voice. It would
be even moretroubleto avoid it. Unwillingly, he shambled toward the summoner, through the gateway
from the yard, into the aley, where three of them grabbed him and forced him through adoor and down
ahalway into an unfamiliar room. They wore only their tights and undershirts. Their faceswerelitinthe
lantern light with shiny and unholy glee. Therewas no doubt at dl that these were the climbers Mainoa
had told him about. Not warned him. What good was it to warn someone about the inevitable? But one
could betold. One could be given timeto consider. Not that it had done Rillibee any good.

They pushed him toward a bench and he sat on it to hide the trembling of hislegs. It wasn't fear. It was
something ese, something some of those confronting him might have understood if there had been timeto
talk. Therewasnotime.

The foremost among those standing there—the group had grown to adozen or so—struck a posture
and announced, "Call me Highbones!" He was alean, long-armed man with ataut-skinned boyish face,
though the wrinkles around his eyes said he was no boy. A hank of dun hair fell over hisforehead and
was pushed back with astudied gesture. The color of the hair was ageless. His brows grew together
over hisnose. Hiseyeswere so pale a blue asto be dmost white. Everything about him was studied, his
stance, his gesture, his manner, hisvoice. Created, made up, out of what?

Rillibee saw dl this as he nodded an acknowledgment just to let them know he had heard. No point in
saying anything. Least said, the easiest denied, asthe master of acolytes at Sanctity had been fond of
tdling them.

"Asfor you, having observed you carefully for severd days, we can say without fear of contradiction
that you're aroot peeper.” That snigger again, asthough the insult meant something.

Rillibee nodded again.

"Y ou're required to acknowledge, peeper. Say you're apeeper.” The voice was like a chant, empty of
any feding. Like the mosquito voices at Sanctity.

"I'm apeeper,” sad Rillibee, without embarrassment or emotion. "The point of dl thisis," Highbones
went on, striking another pose, "that we climbers consider pegpersto be the lowest possible form of life.
Brother Shoethal, he's a peeper. Isn't that true, boys?"

There was a chorus of agreement. Y es. Grass peepers were beneath contempt.

Rillibee had seen Brother Shoethai, a misshapen creature of un-certain age, the butt of everyone's



jokes—though covertly, for Brother Shoethai worked for the Office of Acceptable Doctrine. Highbones
gaveRillibeelittletimeto reflect on this.

"Of course, we redlize that some are like old Shoethai, congtitu-tionaly incapable of climbing, and al of
those will end up as peepers anyhow. Still, well give you a chance. Everyone gets a chance. That's only
far, wouldn't you agree?’

Unwisdly, Rillibee risked acomment. "I'm willing to be a peeper.”

There were yeps and halloos from those assembled, men who could have been Highbones brothers or
cousins, dl as shiny-skinned and dender ashe, al with that long-armed look, like ancient apes.

Highbones shook his head. "Oh, no, no you're not willing, peeper. No, you speak from ignorance.
Perhaps even from congenita stupid-ity. Peepers get hung from the towers by their feet. Peepers get
knocked about by this one and that one. Their lives are sheer misery, nothing but misery, nothing anyone
would choose for himsdlf. Far better to take the test and see how it al comes out, don't you think? And if
you simply can't climb, well, then well consider mercy. But you haveto try. Those aretherules.”
Highbones amiled. It was akindly smile, apracticed smile; only the eyes betrayed the crudty of it.

Rillibee, seeing those eyes, fdt his ssomach clench. They were like Wurn's eyes, long ago, big, angry
Wurn, when he used to borrow Rillibeg's school supplies, hoping Rillibee would say no so Wurn would
have an excuse to hit. It had been only amaiter of time until Wurn would kill someone. Only amatter of
time until Highbones did, or had. Considering his age, he probably aready had. He probably would
again. He might tonight. Highbones wouldn't much care. He might not desire hisvictims dead, but he did
not care so long as the process offered some amusement. Or perhaps not amusement. Per-haps
something ese.

Even now he was saying, " Peepers have such ahorriblelife, little man. Such ahorror asyou've never
thought of. Ask old Shoethal, if you don't believe usl”

"Have you ever seen anyone dying of plague?’ Rillibee asked, the words coming out without thought. He
wished them back in the instant, but the group did not react as though they knew what he meant.

"Mague?’ Highbones laughed "No good trying to detour us, peeper. Tl your stories to somebody ese
but not to us. Timefor you to climb.”

"Climb where?' Rillibee asked. With difficulty he kept hisvoice reasonable and cam. This dozen and
whatever othersthere were waiting elsewhere were a pack. Rillibee had seen packs when hewas a child.
Packs of coyotes. Packs of wild dogs. Joshua had explained about packs Let one start baying, and dl
would follow. It had hap-pened that way in Sanctity, too. Let one start panting and screeching and others
would join in. They had done so when Rillibee sarted yelling. By the time they'd knocked him off the
table and carried him away, twenty or thirty others were shouting aswell. A pack. If one didn't want to
ded with apack, it wasimportant to keep the leader from baying.

"Areyou the only one with aname?' he asked of Highbones, attempting adiversion.

It worked, for amoment. Hardflight was introduced, and Topclinger. Mastmaster and Steeplehands.
Roperunner and Long Bridge and Lit-tle Bridge. Rillibee distracted himsalf by memorizing their names,
their faces. Lean faces, dl atop dender forms, and most with those long arms and big hands. Light weight
was obvioudy an advantage. Rillibeg's hands were insgde the deeves of hisrobe, and he put hisfingers
around hisarms, feding the ropy musclethere. All those years of exercise a Sanctity. All those years



climbing up and down the towers.

Topclinger was staring at Highbones, hisface carefully blank, his eyes unreadable. Here was one who
did not follow blindly, exclaiming and shouting. Here was one to whom gppedl s could be made,

per-haps?

But there was no time to apped to anyone.

"Timespassng,” cried Highbones. "Light'sgoing. Timeto climb!”

Rillibee was surrounded by awhispering mob of them, hustled down one corridor and into a storage
building, then up aflight of stairs and out ahatch onto the thatched roof of the hall. Beside him wasthe
leg of atower, adender ladder running beside it to the first crosshrace. Above that were other legs,
other ladders. The mists hung about the top of the towers, hiding them. Between the clouds and the earth
speared the last rays of the setting sun, beginning the long dusk of Grass,

Topclinger whispered, "Thisonell climb, thisonewill,” gripping Rillibeg's shoulder in hishard hand,
ueezing it.

"Oh, I'll wager on that, Tops, | will," snarled Highbones.

Rillibee heard them through the muttering. All those years listening to the mosquito whines at Sanctity,
picking meaningful language out of nonsense, et him understand what they said though they did not mean
him to hear.

"Bet," responded Topclinger. "Bet one whole turn on kitchen duty.”

"Done," said Highbones, giggling. “In my opinion he'sadeader.”

Rillibee fdt the chill of thet giggle run down hisbones.

"Oh, God, oh," said the parrot in hismind.

"Shut up,”" he whispered to himsdlf.

"Did you say something, peeper?'

Rillibee shook his head. Highbones was not the sort to leave the winning of his bet to chance. Highbones
would try to make sure, up there somewhere.

But then, did it matter? Why not let him have hisway?
"Let medie" begged the parrot.

The dozen surrounded Rillibee, dl of them posturing now as though they were one cresture, pointing
upward toward the heights, toward the last of the sunlight.

"Will heclimb?' they wanted to know, pressing closer to him asthey explained the rules. They would
give him three minutes start and then come after him. If he could reach another ladder and get down
without being caught, then held be aclimber. If they caught him, he'd be a peeper, but they wouldn't beat
him too badly if he gave them agood chase. If hefell off, he'd be a deader, depending on where he fell



from. He might get away with noinjury at al. But if he wouldn't climb, he would die right there on the
thatch. They would rub hisfacein shit and keep hitting him in the ssomach until hed wished held died up
there, rather than here. If he didn't climb, said Highbones, there were other pleasures some might find in
Brother Lourai's anatomy before they killed him. Others agreed to thiswith wide, toothy grinsand
feverish eyes.

"Up," they chanted. "Up, Lourai. Got to beinitiated. Got to climb!" Theword "climb" was howled from
half ahundred throats as others, drawn by theinitia ruckus, ran to join the ten or twelve who had started
the racket, clambering up the side of the hall on rope sashes dropped to them from those above,
clustering upon the thatch. " Climb, Lourai! Climb," bellowed the Brothers of Sanctity, the Green
Brothers, with Green Brother names like Nuazoi and FHlumzee and faces intent upon mayhem.

Bored, Brother Mainoa had said. Bored to insanity. And Brother Lourai would just have to learn to get
aong with them.

It wasn't their threats that moved Rillibee. He had considered desth many times during recent years. He
had seen no reason why he should go on living when Joshua and Songbird and Miriam had al died.
Dying had not seemed a bad thing, though getting dead had seemed to be more difficult than he had
liked. So now getting dead seemed the problem. If he gave himsdlf to this pack, here and now, there
would be pain first, and humiliation, neither of which he wanted. If hewasto die, hewanted it to bein
peace, and not at the hands of some long-armed barbarian like Highbones.

What really moved him to thefirst ladder, however, was the con-founded noise they made, the derisive
cacophony centered on him, the knowledge that they would give him no peace until he acted.

Theladder did not frighten him. All those years, up and down the towers of Sanctity, ten timestdler than
these. He knew enough not to look down. He knew enough to have agood hold before he shifted his
weight. He went up the ladder, dowly at firdt, then faster, his eyes up, seeing something there that those
assembled on the thatch ev-idently had not seen or had taken no notice of .

The mists were coming down. The fog wasfdling over the Friary. Even now, the tops of the towers
werelogt init, the spidersilk bridges were striped with veils. Perhaps those down on the rooftop would
not noticeit intime, if he could get far enough ahead of them.

He cameto the first crossbrace on the tower. Getting to the next ladder required that he move along a
curved rod of grassasthick as hisleg. Though this was rounded and the girders at Sanctity had been
square, thiswaswider than the girders he had crossed in the drop shafts. Without stopping to think about
it; Rillibee ran dong the crossbrace and started up the second ladder, eyes examining the route above
him. Where the ladders were. Where the bridges were. And where was the nearest cloud?

A howl from below greeted his run. Newcomers did not run across the braces! Though the dlotted time
had not elgpsed, Highbones waited no longer. He started up the ladder even as some few below had the
temerity to shout, "Time. Time. Unfair!”

Anger spurted in Rillibee Chime. Highbones had broken his own rules. What right had he to breek his
ownrules?

Highbones did not acknowledge the shouts. After amoment, hisfollowers started after him, Hardflight
and Steeplehandsin the lead with Long Bridge close behind. Topclinger did not follow. He stood aside,
shouting, "Y ou didn't give him hisfair time, Bones. You didn't give himtime." Rillibee heard it. He heard
the shout of approval that greeted it, aswell, adozen voices perhaps. Topclinger had his ad-mirers,



Rillibee dso heard Highbones below him, heard the thresats, the sniggers designed to make Rillibee
nervous, to make him tremble. Instead, the sound only fed his anger, making him move more surely and
swiftly upward. There were three more ladders between him and the cloud that was sinking toward him.
He had aready memorized the ladders and bridges above it. He had seen one thing that would be useful
if he decided to try life and severd things which would do if he decided to die. Now, spurred by his
anger, possessed by adevil of contrariness, part fear, part hate, he lunged upward, hands and feet pulling
and thrusting while the howl of the climbers rose from below asthe time was up and dl of them leapt for
the towers.

"Comin' after you, peeper,” cried Highbones exultantly from below. "Comin' after you."

Rillibee risked one quick glance. He was already agreat height above the ground. The bottom of the
ladder below him was swarming with climbers now, as were those to either sde. He lunged upward.
There were two more runs aong crossbraces which grew more dender the higher he went, and findly the
ladder which led upward into the mist.

His anger made him tense. The tension made him gasp for breath, made hisarms ache. Not so hard a
breath or so aching an arm aswould make him fall. Not yet. But he knew that could happen even-tually.
Intime. How much time? The wet of the fog lay on his cheeks, cooling them. He climbed.

Suddenly the mist wrapped him, sweeping across him like afabric so that hewas muffled init, al at once
draped in an impenetrable gauze. Those below him could no longer see him or be seen by him. Hewas
aonein the cloud with only the trembling of the tower to tell them where he was moving, to tdl him
where they came after him. He climbed more dowly, looking to his Side, peering through the growing
dusk. The thing he had been looking for gppeared at last as a shadow, an extrusion of the tower into
space, ending out there, lost in the gray mist, only afew feet away.

Rillibee untied the knot of his rope sash, unwound it from hiswal <, tugged his robe off, rolled it up, and
tiedit in theend of the sash. Clad now only in dim trousers and deevel ess shirt, he crawled out onto the
spur, the line draped around his neck, the tightly rolled robe dangling againgt his chest. The spur had
obvioudly been left over from the time the tower had been constructed, a crane from which tackle had
been suspended to raise materias from below. It was supported from below by a series of diagonal
braces. Behind him the spidery legs of the tower vanished in the damp gray of the cloud, just beyond the
last brace he sat up and waited in amisty bubble where sound was muted.

Ten or twelve feet above the spur was a bridge, three ropes strung from this tower to another not far
away, one rope to walk upon, two to hold onto, with dender lineswoven between. Rillibee could not see
it now, but he knew it was there. He had seen it from below and memorized its position. He hoped it was
no farther above him than his rope sash could reach.

Baanced upon the spur, legs anchored in the angle of the brace below it, he swung hisrolled robe,
pendulum fashion, gaining length with each swing, finaly throwing the robe up and over asit caught on the
bridge above him. He had intended to tie the two ends of the belt together to make aloop and suspend
himself under the bridge, lost in the mist where no one would think of looking for him. Now he tugged at
the end of the rope, dismayed. It had caught on the bridge. Even ashe jerked at it again and again he
realized his scheme would not have worked. The rope bridge would have sagged under the weight of his
body. Those who climbed these heights every eve-ning would know that someone was out therein
midspan. If they could not find that person on the bridge, they would ook below it. So. He took adeep
breath and stayed as he was, squatted on the spur, the end of the rope ill in his hand. Someone was
grunting and mumbling below him on the tower, within afew arm'slengths. "Up herel” shouted



Highbone'svoice, cracking in hysterical delight "He's up here. Other voices answered, not far below.

Rillibee waited. If they decided to climb out on the spur, he would jump. Getting dead from this height
would be dmost certain. He hoped he was over bare earth and not over a densaly thatched roof which
would break hisfal. He kept hismind on this, scarcely breath-ing, till asastone.

Someone climbed past him on the tower, then someone else. Sudden inspiration struck him, and he
tugged at the rope, feeling the motion transmitted to the rope bridge above him.

"He'son the bridge,” shrieked Highbones. "'l can fed him. On the bridge!™
An answering bellow came out of the fog from the far tower where the bridge ended.

Theropein Rillibeg's hands jiggled and danced, transmitting the motion of the bridge asthe climbers
moved out upon it. He left the rope hanging there, jiggling behind him, as he crawled back toward the
tower, hand by hand, harkening to the sound of climbers-by, losing himself in the fog to descend ashe
had ascended, sometimes stand-ing aside from the climbing shadows and shouting wraithsto let them go
by, sometimes dipping down wet ladders, himsdf invisble in the mist, hidden by cloud, one with the sky.
Above him was a discordancy of voices, directions and misdirections, shouts of "Here heis' mixed with
criesof "Whereishe?'

No one was guarding the bottom of the ladder he had climbed. The rooftop was empty. The fog had
sunk almogt to the level of the roof, and the door stood open with empty stairs below. From high above
il camevoices crying, "Here, here)" and the ladder till trembled with the force of the bodies rushing to
and fro. He went out silently, down the stairs and through the vacant hall, out into the alleyway and back
to hiscdl in the new dormitory, which was till only partidly finished and dmost uninhabited. Ashe
entered the dormitory, he heard adwindling cry, as of someone falling forever from ahigh place.

Onceingde hiscel he crawled under his cot and lay there, dmaost without breathing, tight against the
wall. Twicein the night his door opened and alight wasthrust ingde.

Before dawn herose and climbed back onto the tower, moving through gray dusk to the bridge where
his robe was caught, with the rope girdle still dangling below. A deeve of the robe had come loose and
wound itself around the foot rope of the bridge, only enough to prevent the bundle faling, not enough that
anyone had noticed it. Rillibee retrieved hisrobe and put it on, then sat on ahigh crossbrace for along
time, looking out over the Friary and the surrounding prairie.

In his head the parrot said, "Let medie.”
"l planned to," hereplied. "Thismorning."

He put it off alittle. He had planned to die thismorning, but it was interesting upon the heights. The grass
rippled below like an unending sea, stretching on every sideto alimitless horizon. Thingsmoved inthe
grass. Great beasts with barbed necks paraded on the ridge: Hippae. Torso-sized white crawlers
struggled among the grass roots: peepers. Far to the south aline of great grazers moved dowly toward
the east. He stared at them all, at the birds moving in clouds across the grasses, at the ripples here and
there betokening myste-rious movements by creatures he could not see. He wished there were trees. If
there had only been trees.... Still, the warm light shone on him like a benison, like a promise of something
good to come.

By the time the sun rose, he was hungry enough to climb down and go to breskfast.



Hewas interrupted twice while he ate.

Once by Highbones, who strolled down the long line of tablesto hissat him, "Nobody makes afool out
of me and gets away with it, Lourai. Watch your back, because I'm coming to get you."

Once by aman who called himself Ropeknots, accompanied by two others who seemed to be watching
Ropeknots more than they watched Rillibee. Ropeknots had an angry, frustrated look as he said,
"Topclinger got hissdf killed last night, peeper. Some of uswas hisfriends and we figure you must've
knocked him off his perch tryin' to get down."

"l went up,” Rillibee explained, not looking at Ropeknots—who was livid with resentment and obvioudy
unableto listen—but at the other two. "I hid in the fog and then when everyone went past, | came down
the same ladder again. | didn't knock anybody off anything, and by your own rules|'m not a peeper
awymore."

The camer two of the delegation exchanged glances. Ropeknots growled, "I was guarding the door.
You didn't get past me. Y ou killed Topclinger, then you got down somewhereelse.”

"I went down through the same door. There was no guard there," Rillibee said, tired of it dl. "Therewas
no onethereat dl."

"I wasthere," the other claimed with an ugly flush on hisface and asidelong glare a his companions.
"Highbones told me to stay there and guard the door and | did.”

Heturned and went away, leaving Rillibee saring after. After amoment, histwo companions followed
him. Rillibee wondered if the lie had been as patent to them asit wasto him. The man had been told to
keep watch, but he had |eft his post. Afterward, he had denied it. The denia suited Highbones purpose,
too, for it served to throw suspicion for Topclinger's death upon Rillibee. If anyone had killed Topclinger,
it had been Highbones himsdlf.

So, afaithless guard and atreacherous pack leader. Fine enemiesto have. Rillibee sghed, wishing he
had thrown himsdlf off the spur when held had the chance last night. Or jumped off at dawn, as held
planned to do.

He was considering climbing back up the tower for that purpose when he was interrupted again. This
time it was haf adozen young Brothers who rubbed his head and laughed and said he had done agood
job of losing them and named him Willy Climb on the spot because held climbed better than any other
peeper of their generation. They loved him because he had confounded Highbones, whom they didiked,
and because he had amused them. He became one of them in that instant, aleader of them, with several
promising to watch his back for him and protect him from Ropeknots because everyone knew he was a
shit and from Highbones, too, who yelled at other people for breaking the rules but aways broke them
himsdlf.

Their easy friendship was enough to make Rillibee stop thinking about dying for awhile. In the company
of these newfound compan-ions he climbed to the heights each evening in the dusk hoursto sit on a
brace and chant his own name while the others played tag across the bridges. He was aware of no
digtractions except the great night moths that blundered into him with their squishy bodies and the
peepersthat raised their hymns from the grass roots. Each sun-down he ceased being Brother Lourai and
became Rillibee Chime once again. As night came down he sat in cloudy silence, remem-bering his
people and his place, and chanted, over and over again, Rillibee Chime, Songbird Chime, Joshua Chime,



Miriam Chime. When hisfriends called him Willy Climb, he answered to that name, too. He was Willy
Climb among the pack and ruck, becoming, so he thought to himsdf, multiple. Rillibee, Loural, Willy. As
though he had been folded and trimmed, like paper dalls, achain of him ex-tending from the planet of his
birth to these cloud-wrapped steeples, where he would die, pretty soon, when he grew bored and
depressed once more.

In the offices of Jhamlees Zoe, head of the Office of Security and Acceptable Doctrine, the man
responsible for the affairs of the Friary was undoing, for the third or fourth time, a packet which had
arrived aconsderable time ago. Insdewasawad of printing beginning, asdid all communicationsfrom
the Hierarch—or even putatively from the Hierarch—"Dear Brother in Sanctity.” And so on and so on,
wah, wah, wah. Pages of it, spewed out of acleric-all, dull as porridge and meaningless as peeper song.
The redl meat wasin the middle of this manuscript, two pagesinserted there which were writtenina
familiar hend:

"My dear old friend Nods. By thetime you read this, | will be the new Hierarch of Sanctity.” Which was
interesting. Cory had dways said he would be Hierarch someday. When they had been in seminary
together as boys, Cory had said it; even then, Jhamlees Zoe nodded. It just went to prove how ruthless
Cory redly was.

Heread further:

The Hierarch past, one Carlos Yrarier, hasfor some es-oteric reason picked his nephew Roderigo to go
to Grass and find out whether thereis plague or a curefor plague on your world. Pay attention, old
friend. Though it isgtill policy to deny it,thereis plague here, asthereis everywhere ese.If Yrarier finds
no help upon Grass, we may have to depend upon the machinesto resurrect us after the danger has
passed. Some of us, at least Thee and me, old friend. Asyou know, it has never been Sanctity's intention
to resurrect many! Why bring al that fodder to life again when it did so little the first time around?

Jhamlees nodded once again. That was sound doctrine, though not doctrine ever shared with the
masses. |f the machines ever woke them into some new world, it would be avery sdective waking,
Jhamlees cdl-samplewasin machine"A," dong with afew hundred thousand others. The other billions
could be roused if needed, but such need was doubtful.

Theletter went on:

However, since there is a chance you have no plague on your world, | plan to cometo Grass with such
personnd and so equipped asto do al that must be donein the shortest possible timeto find a cure. But,
wewill doit quietly.It isnot our desire that either information about the plague or the cure, assuming we
find one, be widdy disseminated. There are those among the Elders who see in this plague the Hand of
God Almighty wiping out the heathen to leave worlds clean for Sanctity alone to populate. Hasten the
day. Whilel am lessinclined to seethe Hand of God, | am no lesswilling to take advantage of the
chance.



The information Sanctity initialy received was that a person or persons had arrived on Grass with the
disease and departed without it. In the serene hope that thisistrue, | am coming to Grass very soon. Too
precipitous amove would betray our purpose, therefore | must take moretimethan | like. Still, 1 should
arrive not long after Y rarier himsdf, having firgt taken time to make ritual stops here and there—the
putative reason for my journey. If necessary, some of these ceremonia visits may be cut short. At thefirst
inkling that Y rarier has found something, even if only ahint, you are to send word in accordance with the
itinerary enclosed.

Jhamlees unfolded theitinerary, then finished the | etter.

Needlessto say, we want no premature soundings of darums. All is poised here as on the point of a
needle, swinging wildly asacompass doeswhen it findsno pole. As| write thisthe old Hierarch isdying
of plague. Y our old friend and cousin is not touched yet, and is determined to come to Grassin order
that he may never be touched by any but the hands of friendship. Let me know what is happening!

It was signed by Cory Strange, Nods oldest friend, afriend from the time he had been Nods
Noddingale, which was many decades before he had become Jhamlees Zoe.

Wdl, Ambassador Y rarier had been on Grass only a short time. Jhamlees Zoe had heard nothing about
plague yet. He thought it unlikely that he would hear anything about plague. Still, he would mention to his
subordinate, Noazee Fuasoi, that he wanted to be informed of any unusua rumors. That should be vague

enough.

So musing, Jhamlees Zoe wrapped the packet, the |etter, and the itinerary once more and hid the
resultant bundlein hisfiles.

For atime, Rillibee spent hisdaysin required prayer, in morning song and evening song, in specia
services now and again, with routine duties taking up al the time between. Therewas gardeningtodoin
the sun-blessed springs and summers and falls, when crop succeeded crop endlessy under the
light-handed benison of rain. Though the long, dliptica orbit of the planet brought it dmost under the
sun's eyelids during midsummer, this far north the heat was lessened to an dmost tolerable level. There
were pigsto care for and daughter and chickensto feed and kill. There was food to put up for
wintertime. They would keep him busy, they told him. Soon he would be assigned to his permanent job

When that day came, Rillibeein hisguise as Brother Lourai snesked off to hide among the grasseswith
Brother Mainoa and talk about Rillibeesfuture. He had decided again, only that morning, not to die just
yet, but that decision was not sufficient for the purposes of the Friary.

"They want to know what | want to do," Rillibee said in an aggrieved voice. "l havetotdl themthis
afternoon.”

"That'sright," answered Brother Mainoa comfortably. "Now that you've settled down and it's known
that the climbing gpes aren't going to kill you—and that Brother FHlumzee that cals himsalf High-bones



has killed afew, though him and hisfriends aways claim it was accidenta—those set in authority over us
have to decide what to do with you."

"I don't know why you think the climbers have given up wanting me deed,” Rillibee objected. " Severd of
them are till set on killing me. Highbones wants me done with because he says| made afool of him. He
had some kind of bet that 1'd end up splattered. Topclinger's friends want him to pay up. He says his bet
was with Topclinger, and with him dead, there's no bet anymore, but they keep nagging at him, and that
makes him hate me more. Ropeknots wants me out of the way because I've made him out to be aliar.
Thelonger | stay clear of ‘em, the worse they want me gone."

"Well, you should give them what they want, Brother. | awaystry to do that. WWhen someone € se wants
something very badly, | dwaystry to give them what they want. They want you gone, you should go. |
think it'sbest if we can get you back to the dig with me, especialy if we can do it before Elder Brother
Jhamlees remembers those twenty stripes he promised you, which | heard about from someone | cant
remember. However, if you say youwantto come back to the dig with me, Elder Brother will send you
anywhere on Grass except there." Brother Mainoa sucked at the grass stem he was chewing and
con-sidered the matter.

"What you should do, Lourai, islook depressed and ask them what thereisfor you to do. They'll
mention half adozen things, including the dig. They'll mention the gardens and the henhouses and the pig
farm and carpentry shop and weaving shop and the dig. If they don't mention it. you do. Say, 'l saw the
dig, too, when Brother Mainoa brought mein.' Get it into the conversation. Then, when they say 'dig?
you say, 'Dig, Elder Brother?| wasthereand | don't think I'd like that much.™

"Why should | fool around with the Elder Brother? 1 thought you said Elder Laeroawas a sympathetic
person.”

"Oh, Elder Laeroas good enough. He'sinterested in things, Laeroais. Inthedig. In the gardens. Hesa
good botanist, too. But it won't be Laeroathat assigns you to your job. That'll be assistant to the office of
Sopority and Ignoble Doctrine, Elder Asshole Noazee Fuasoi. He hates people. His greatest joy comes
from telling people to do thingsthey don't like, so Asshole Fuasoi does all the assgnments. Him and his
assistant, Shoethai. Except Shoethai's so inconsequen-tid, it's easy to forget him.”

"How can you forget someone who looks like that?"
"Hisfaceisonly alittlelopsided.”

"Hisfaceisanightmare. And soistherest of him. First time | saw him, | couldn't decide whether to
throw up or kill him. Helooks like amonster that someone tried to mash.”

"| think someone did. Hisfather, if onelistensto rumor. When he saw what Shoethai looked like, he
tried to kill him but didn't quite manageit. They took the man's cells out of the files and consgned himto
absolute desth. Then they brought Shoethai into Sanctity. He was raised there. Fuasoi got used to the
way helooks, | suppose. Used to it enough to bring him here, anyhow. Asfor the other two Doctrine
assstants, Yavi and Fumo, I've always thought they |ooked alittle like pegpers. Square and floppy and
without much you could call aface." He chanted, "Jhamlees Zoe and Noazee Fuasoi, Y avi and Fumo
and Shooothal," drawing the latter's name out into a chant. " Something strange about Fuasoi and
Shoethal. Something weird!"

"And you want meto tell him ..."



Brother Mainoa hummed. "Mind what | say. Just ook depressed and tell him you don't think you'd like
thedig much.”

"Would 17"
"Would you what?'
"Would | likethe dig much?’

"You'd likeit better than staying here at the Friary for the next four or five Terran years, even though
you've become quite asky crawler in the last week or two. It may seem exciting right now, but it'll get
boring if you live long enough. Once you've seen sky, you've seen sky, now, haven't you? Fog isfog and
mist ismist and one moth isvery like another. Eventualy your bodyguardswill get forgetful about
watching out for you, and about that time Highbones or one of his cronieswill knock you off atower.
Out at the dig, however, thereé's nobody trying to kill you and we're dwaysfinding new things. It's
interesting. Hereit's prayersfivetimes aday and penitential walks between times. Hereit'smind your
Doctrine and keep your mouth shut, because if Fuasoi isn't listening, one of hislittle friendsis. Yavi or
Fumo or Shoethal, take your pick."

Brother Lourai grunted assent, got grudgingly to his feet, and went off toward the Friary. Ashewalked
away, he managed to |ook ade-quately depressed without acting. Between his nighttime exatations, he
had begun to redlize that though he might have found hisred self again, he had found it in aforeign place
that would be homefor the rest of hislife. Ever sncethey had taken him away from the canyon when he
was twelve, he had hoped someday to go back home and see the trees. Sometimes he dreamed of trees.
Now hishope of ever seeing atree again was dying.

Brother Mainoa sighed, looking after the retresting figure. "Heéshomesick,” he said to himsdlf. "Theway
| was."

From the grasses came an interrogative purr, like avery soft growl.

Accustomed to this, Brother Mainoa did not even start. He shut his eyes and concentrated. How did
one explain homesickness? Long-ing, he thought, for a place one knows very well. A place one needsto
be happy. He thought the words, then tried to come up with afew pictures. Coming homein the lamplit
evening. Opening afamiliar door. Thefed of aamsaround him....

Tearswere running down his cheeks and he pushed them away, half angrily. As often happened, the
fedings he wastrying to transmit had been picked up and amplified back a him. "Damn al you
crea-tures,” he said.

The growl became sorrowful.

"Last time | saw you, you were down near the dig. What are you doing up here, anyhow?"

Into his mind came a picture of acopse near the dig. At the center of it was a blankness. Amorphous
blobsin shades of amethyst and pink prowled around the blankness, howling.

"Y ou missad me?"

A purr.



"I'm coming back in aday or two. I'm just trying to get Brother Lourai to comewith me, if they'll let him.
A new man without all the sense knocked out of him is better for me than one of the old onesthat's all
soft and mushy like asponge. 'Y es, Brother. No, Brother.'Agreein’ with everything | say and then runnin'
off to report me to Doctrine the minute they can. And don't you let Brother Lourai see you until | say so.
Y ou'd scare him out of ayear's growth. Heisn't even grown up yet. Poor lad. He's all adrift. Hewasto
have gone home thisyear, but hefell gpart too soon.”

The picture of the opening door, the fed of arms. Brother Mainoa nodded as he tamped his pipe with a
horny finger. "That'sright." He shook the bag he kept histobacco in, dried grass he caled tobacco ill,
after dl these years. He sighed.

"I've about run out of that scarlet grass that smokes so well. There's that other one somebody mentioned
tome...."

Therewas silence, no purr, nothing except afeding of quiet bresth-ing. Sowly, carefully, animage
began to form in Brother Mainoals mind. It was of the buildings at Opa Hill. Brother Mainoa knew them
well. He had hel ped design the gardens there.

"Opd Hill," he said, showing that he understood.

The picture expanded, grew more ramified. There was awoman, aman, two younger people. Not
Grassans, from the way they were dressed. And horses! God in heaven, what were they doing with
horses?

"That'shorses," he breathed. "From Terra. Lord, | haven't seen ahorse since | wasfive or Six years
old." Hefdl dlent, aware of the pressurein hisbrain, the demand.

"Tdl me" the picturesin hisbrain were asking. "Tell me about the people at Opal Hill."
Brother Mainoa shook hishead. "I can't. | don't know anything. | haven't even heard anything.”
A picture of ahorse, strangdly dwarfed againgt its human rider, a sense of interrogation.

"Horses are Terran animas. Men ride on them. They are one of the dozen or so truly domesticated
animals, as contented in asso-ciation with man asthey would bein thewild...."

Doubt.
"No, truly." Wondering if it was, truly.

Brother Mainoareceived a strong feding of dissatisfaction. His questioner wanted more information than
this

"I'll try to find out,” said Brother Mainoa. " There must be someone | can ak...."

The presence was abruptly gone. Brother Mainoaknew that if he looked into the grasses, he would see
nothing. He had looked many times and had always seen just that, nothing. Whatever it was that spoke to
him (and Mainoahad his own suspicions about the identity of the conversationaist), it wasn't eager to be
seen.

A hall camefrom the pathway, Brother Lourai's voice. "Main—oh-ah." Brother Mainoagot up and



garted in the direction of the voice, plodding down thetrail toward the Friary with no sign of either haste
or interest. Brother Loural was hurrying toward him, panting. "Elder Brother Laeroawantsyou."”

"What have | done now?"

"Nothing. Nothing different, | mean. Elder Brother Laeroa caught mejust as| was going into Elder
Brother Fuasoi's office. It'sthe people from Opal Hill. They want an escorted tour of the Arbai ruins.
Elder Brother Laeroa says since you'll have to go back to be tour guide, you can take me with you and
just keep methere.”

Interesting. Particularly so inasmuch as Mainoa's questioner had just been asking about Opd Hill. "Hum.
Did youtdl the Elder Asshole you didn't think you'd like the dig much?”

Brother Loural nodded, half hiding agrin. "I thought I'd better sncel wasin hisoffice. He just glared at
Laeroaand told me| have to go there and be your assistant. It will teach me humility, he says.”

"Wdl," Brother Mainoa said with asigh. "It will teach you something—and me too, no doubt—but |
doubt humility will beit."

10

When Rillibee and Brother Mainoa arrived at the dig, Mainoalectured upon what was known about the
Arba while thetwo of them walked through the topless tunnels that had once been streets. To either Sde
the fronts of houses were charmingly carved with stylized vines and fruits and humorous figures of the
Arba themsdves, frolicking among the vines.

"These pictures aren't of them when they were here on Grass, then,” Rillibee remarked. Therearen't any
vineslikethat out here

Mainoashook hishead. "No vines like that out here on the prairie, no. But there are vines with leaves
and fruit like that in the swamp forest, twining around the trees, making hammocks and bridgesfor the
birds. Almost everything that's carved on these walls and doors can be found somewhere here on Grass.
There's Hippae and hounds and peepers and foxen. There'sflick birds and different kinds of trees,
carved so detailed you can tell what kind of treesthey are, too."

"Where are the trees?' Brother Loura wanted to know.

"In the swamp forest, boy. And in copses, here and there. I'll show you alittle copse not haf amile from
here"

"Trees," bresthed Brother Lourai.

"Therésthousands of pictures of the Arbal themselves on these walls, doing one thing and another,”
Brother Mainoa went on. "Happy things on the fronts of the houses, ritual things on the doors. We think.
At least, on the housefronts they seem to be smiling and on the doors they're not.”

"That'sasmile?' Brother Loural said doubtfully, staring at a rep-resentation of one toothy face.

"Well, given the kind of fangs they've got, we think so. What the researchers did was, they searched the



archivesfor pictures of dl kinds of animasin situations where one could postulate contentment or joy.
Then they compared facid expressions. The high mucky-mucks say those are amiles. But the expressions
carved on the doors aren't. Those carved on doors are serious crestures doing serious things.” Brother
Lourai examined an uninjured portion of door. The faces did seem very solemn. Even he could see that.
The carving was of a procession of Arbai, bordered as always by the stylized vines. "But there aren't any
labels. No words."

"L ots of wordsin the books, we think, but none that we've ever found connected to a carving, no."

Brother Loural sghed. It would have been pleasant to study the language of these Arbai, see what they
had to think about things, seeif it was the same as humans thought about things. Therewasanoisein the
sky, away to the southwest, and his head came up—sniffing as though to smell out the sound the way
Joshuaaways did when he heard something in the woods, like a bear, like a deer—peering into the
clouds. "l hear an aircar.”

"Them from Opa Hill, | guess" said Brother Mainoa. "'| wonder what they wanted to see this placefor.”

Marjorie, doft in the car, was wondering the same thing. It was Rigo who had wanted to meet the Green
Brothers, Rigo who had felt they might have ussful information. Now, however, Rigo had no timeto
follow up any such idea. These days Rigo had time for nothing but riding.

Marjorie had volunteered to find out if the Brothers knew anything useful, but it was the invauable
Persun Pollut who suggested that if she wanted information she should stay away from the Friary.

"They've got akind of committee there," he had said, "an office. Acceptable Doctrine, it's called.
Everyone on the committee is mostly concerned about what people believe. They're running things, too;
don' let them tell you they aren't. Truth doesn't enter in. If they've decided something is doctrine, they'll
ignore al evidenceto the con-trary and lie to your face. Y ou don't want to run afoul of those types, do
you? Not if you have questionsto ask. No. Better for you to meet some of the more sensible ones. I've
met Brother Mainoa, now, when he's come into the port for one thing and another. He'sjust as
down-to-earth as any one of us commons. If there's any hedth problems among the Brothers, hell tell
you."

"How do | meet Brother Mainoawithout involving the—the com-mittee?' Marjorie asked.

"Y ou might just ask to tour the Arbai ruin,” Persun suggested. "He's usudly there, and nine chances out
of ten they'd send Brother Mainoato guide you in any case. Mostly because the rest of them don't want
to be bothered.”

"l might ask to seetheruinsat that," she admitted, deciding after amoment's congderation that it made
good senseto do so, aswell as offering a chance at amusement. There had been little amusement for any
of them thusfar on Grass.

Hungry for some family affection and fun, she packed an enormous lunch and asked the children if they
would liketo seetheruins. Tony said yes. Stella said no, she wastired, though what she had to betired
of, Marjorie couldn't imagine. Though she believed she was aware of every emotion the girl felt, Marjorie
had no notion that Stella spent each night riding endlesdy across the smulated prairies of Grass, cregping
down the stairs to ride the Hippae machine every night while the rest of the family was adeep, retreating
to her bed-room only when dawn came. Stella had told no less than the truth when she said she was
tired. Only thereslience of youth helped her give the appearance of normalcy.



So Tony and Marjorie had determined to make aparty of it. At the last minute, however, Father
Sandova had asked if he and Father James could go along, and so there were four of them in the
over-ornamented aircar piloted by Tony with reasonabl e proficiency, con-sidering he had flown the thing
only adozen times. Asthey approached the ruin, amisty rain began to fdl, fading al the colors of the
land-scape into indistinct grays. When they landed they were met by two of the green-clad Brothers, an
old fat one with interested eyes and ayoung skinny one with atight cap of brown, curly hair, and asad,
drawn expression. When the old one saw Father Sandoval, he blinked as though he recognized--what?
A colleague? An age-mate? Some-one who might be expected to be sympathetic? Or antagonistic?

"Religious?' asked Brother Mainoa. "Areyou, Sr, ardigious?' He reached ahand toward the priest's
collar, turning it into apam-up gesture of supplication. ™Y ou and the other gentleman?’

Father bent his thin shoulders and cocked his head, nodding, as though to ask why this minion of
Sanctity should care, perhaps dightly offended.

"We are Old Catholics," Father acknowledged. "Thisis Father James. | am Father Sandoval."

"L ook at them, Brother Lourai!" demanded Brother Mainoa. "Old Catholics. Now there are ones who
chosether life. Not like us" Hewinked at the older priest, cocking hishead to asmilar angle. "Brother
Lourai and I, we were given, Father. Given to celibacy. Given to silence. Given to boredom. We had
nothing at dl to say about it. And when we couldn't tolerate what we were given to, why, then we were
sent here, for punishment.”

"I had heard something of that,” admitted Father Sandova, not unsympatheticaly. "His Excellency the
ambassador told me some-thing of the kind."

"] ask you to keep it in mind, Father. Aswe progress. With your tour..." He bobbed his head, chuckled,
then turned and led them away. The rain had stopped. All around them the velvet turf was jeweled with
droplets. Mainoa's feet made dark tracks across the gemmed surface.

Father Sandoval looked questioningly at Marjorie. She shrugged. Who knew what the old man meant?
He seemed to be amused by theidea of digging up an Arbai city as punishment, though she might have
misunderstood. Only Father Sandova had been introduced by name, but perhapsit didn't matter.
Perhaps the guides dready knew who she was, who Tony was. Asfor them, the old one was Mainoa,
no doubt, and he had called the other one Brother Lourai. Enough to begin with. She gestured the priest
forward and followed him, Tony trailing be-hind her, his head swiveling as hetried to see everything at
once.

Theruinwas set in an area of violet grass, like soft fur upon the soil. Dug into thiswere sorawling
trenches reached by aflight of stairs made out of ebon stems, the stout bundles staked into position, their
topsflat, their ssems rubbing together beneath the weight of feet to make a sound like areprimand.

"Take off your shoes," they seemed to say. "Thisis death's ground. Show respect.”

It was as though the vigitors heard the words. Almost, Tony knelt to take off his shoes, fedling hisknees
bend, coming to himsdlf with astart, shamefaced. Father Sandova crossed himself with an expres-sion of
dert surprise and anger. Father James reached out as though to catch himself from faling. Marjorie
looked bemused, wondering. She had heard voices!

Brother Mainoalooked at them and chuckled. "Y ou heard that? | hear it, too, and o does Brother
Lourai here. Elder Brother Fuasoi doesn't hear it, or says he doesn't. Y ou're angry, Father? Thinking



somebody's playing tricks? | cut those grass bundles myself, Father Sandova. Notrickery toiit. | just
walked out into the prairie until | found a stand of grassthick enough, then | cut them and bundled them
and put them down there with strips across the top to hold them flat. And | hear voices when people step
on them, and you hear things when you step on them, but others don't. Keep that in mind, Fathers,
maam, young gr."

The shalow flight of stairsled to a street paved in stone. Where had the builders found stone among
theseinterminable prairies? And yet soneit was, gligening in thefal of light rain, still polished after
buried centuries. The stone was interrupted at intervals by curbs and pediments surrounding open spaces
inthe pave.

"There were trees here." Brother Mainoa gestured upward. They looked up, feding the shadow of
moving branches, hearing the rustle of leaves. Marjorie's eyes widened. There were no trees. Only the
empty plots. And yet she had seen, heard the sounds of foliage, the movement of leaves...

"What kind?' she asked. " Of trees, what kind?' The young, skinny brother answered, eagerly telling her
what Mainoa had told him. "A tree found only in the swamp forest, malam. Some of the wood was il
here when the town was un-covered. Preserved, it was. They examined the remains, and they weren't a
kind of tree that grows out here. A fruit tree, they think it was."

Fronting on the narrow street were carved housefronts and wooden doors, the doors carved, so Brother
Mainoaingtructed them, with scenes of religiouslife among the Arbal.

"Religious?' Father Sandoval asked. He was too well schooled to sneer, but his doubt was
manifest--Brother Mainoa shrugged. They were scenes definitely mysterious, possibly mystical. What
were they doing in those carvings? How could one be sure? What meant these figures offering tiny boxes
or cubes to one another, these figuresin procession? What meant these knedling creatures, seeming to
watch agrass peeper with expressions of awe upon their faces? The unknown artist had carved the
peeper asthough it was amost spherical and bracketed it with two hounds, noses pointed upward,
surrounding the design with vines and leaves as dl the designs were surrounded with vines and leaves.
Persondly, Brother Mainoathought the carvings were religious. He amiled at Father Sandoval, daring
him to disagree.

Father Sandoval smiled in return, keeping his opinion to himsalf. Father James looked from faceto face,
fretfully.

On another door two Hippae were back to back, kicking clods of earth at one another. Or perhaps at
the strange Structure between them. Wasit a sculpture? Or a machine? Beside them the Arbal stood,
solemnly watching. What did it mean? And how could onetell what details might have been lost when the
doors were broken?

For they were broken. Splintered. Fragmented and crushed inward upon their hinges. Insde the
excavated rooms—smple rooms, floored in the same stone as the streets, walled with what Brother
Mainoasaid was polymerized earth, with wide windows which had once looked out onto the
prairies—insde those rooms were bones, hides, scales, mummified forms of people who had lived here
once. Arbai. Near enough human-shaped to evoke human responses when hu-mans saw their agony.

There were mouths open as though screaming. Empty eye sockets gazing upon horror. Here an arm and
there the body, the remaining three-fingered, double-thumbed hand reaching toward the detached limb as
though to reclaim it, possessit, at least to die whole—a denia of whatever horrible thing was happening.



Y oung ones, or at least smdl ones, torn in haf, with adults clutch-ing what remained to their breasts.
Elsewhere, time had disintegrated the bodies and there were only piles of bones and piles of the glossy
scaleswhich had covered their hides. Everywhere the same, down every strest, in every house.

Marjorie shut her eyes, hearing voicesthe next street over. A dip-pery language, full of sibilants, but
punctuated with very human-sounding laughter.

"Arethere other friarshere?' she asked. "Digging? Working?'

"Nonetoday." Brother Mainoa amiled, regarding her curioudy. "What you hear iswhat you hear? The
sounds of this city, perhaps? Or isit only the wind? How many times | have asked mysdlf that question.
'Mainoa,' | say. 'Isit only thewind? Or isit the sound of these people, Lady Westriding?' So he had
aready known her name.

Tony said, "l get thefeding that thisplaceis... well, intentionally strange. For thisworld, | mean.”

Brother Mainoa gave him an approving look. "So | havefelt, young sr. Intentionaly made, by these
poor creatures, alittle like their own home place, perhaps?’

"There are many strange things about Grass," Marjorie agreed, looking away from a screaming face.
"Dr. Bergrem, in the town, has written about some things that make the planet unique. Thereis something
our cdlsuse, somelong name | forget, which existsin aunique form here on Grass. She's been studying
it"

"On any other world, the doctor would be renowned,” Brother Mainoa said. "Her reputation is greater
than the peopl e here know."

" She could probably explain these sounds,” Marjorie remarked, fighting down an overwhelming terror
and despair, trying to convince hersdf she did not hear murmured conversation in wholly unhuman
voices, musicd voiceswith aburbling, liquid sound. "Have you asked her?!

"| have reported the effects” Brother Mainoasaid. "l think the authorities believe | imagine them. So far
no one has come to see whether | imagine them or not.”

Father Sandoval, seeing Marjorie's distress, decided to warn her off. " Such places asthis occasion
superdtitious awe in the unwary. We must be dert to protect ourselves from such, Marjorie. These were
merely creatures, now extinct. There must have been some cen-tral business or supply area. These
houses seem amodt rurd. They lack an urban feding.”

"Soitiswithal Arba citiesor towns" said Brother Mainoa. "Though we diggers know they traveled
through space—perhaps in ships as we do, though we have found none, or by some other means—we
know aso they chose not to live in great aggregations as we humans often do. We have found no town
capable of holding more than afew thousand or so of them. On most worldsthere are several towns of
that Sze, but never many.”

"And here?' Marjorie asked.
"Thisisthe only onewe have found on Grass."

Father Sandova frowned. "It isnot asubject | know much about. Isit known where their home world
was?'



Brother Mainoa shook his head. " Some think Repentance because there are severa such citieson
Repentance. | have not heard that anyone knows for sure.”

"Somewhere there could be Arbai till living, then?' Father James mused, kicking at abit of protruding
sone.

The Brother shrugged. "Some believe these dead towns were only outposts, that their citieswill yet be
found elsewhere. | don't know. Y ou asked about a business or market section in thistown. What we
assume isthe market section isdown this street to the | eft. At least, the structures there do not seem to
be dwdlings"

"Shops?' Father Sandova asked. " Storerooms?”

Mainoashrugged. "Thereis an open space, aplaza. With three-sided structures that could have been
booths for amarket. Thereisabuilding full of jars of many sizesand shapes. A building full of baskets. A
central daisin the plaza, surmounted with something that could be a machine, asculpture, aplace for
posting notices. Perhapsit was an dtar, or aplace for aherdd to stand, or aplaceto sit whilewatching
the stars. Or even astage for acrobatic display. Who knows? Who can say? One building isfull of their
books, books which look very much as our own did, acentury or so ago, before we had scanners and
decks and screens.”

"Bound volumes?' Marjorie asked.

"Yes. | have ateam of penitentstaking images of each page. | should say | have them intermittently.
When there is nothing better for them to do. Though | am here much of thetime, | have acrew at work
only now and again. Copying the booksis dull work, and londly, but necessary. Eventudly, afull set of
copieswill be available at Sanctity and at some mgjor schoals, like the University at Semling Prime.”

"But no trandation." Marjorie stared through an open door at the carnage within, willing it to be
otherwise.

"None. Line &fter line, page after page, Sgns made of curving lines, intertwined. If there were something
we could call achurch, we could look for a repeated sequence and hope it meant 'God.' If there were a
throne, we could look for theword 'King.' If there were words on the door carvings, we could feed the
context into our computers, which might make sense of them. If there were even picturesin the books...
| will show you some of the books before you leave."

"Artifacts?' asked Father James.

"Baskets. Plates. Bowls. We do not think they wore fabric, but there are belts, or more properly,
sashes. Woven strips of grass fiber about six inches wide and a couple of yardslong. Nicely colored,
beautifully patterned. The result ismuch like linen, the expertstdl me. The Arba have few artifects. Itis
asthough they chose very carefully each thing they used. Chose each onefor line or color, what we
would cal beauty, though many of them—the pots, particularly—do not seem beautiful to us. Perhaps|
should say, ‘to me." Y ou may find them lovely. Each thing is handmade, but without inscriptions, nothing
we might trans-late as 'Made by John Brown.' We will seethe artifactslater, Lady Westriding. We have
found nothing made by machines and nothing we are sureisamachine. There arethe things called the
crematoriaand the thing in the center of the town. Perhaps they are machines. Perhaps not. And yet, the
Arbal traveled. They must have had ma-chines. They must have had ships, and yet we have never found

ay."



"Arethe towns everywhere like this?' Tony ran his hands aong the carving, cupping the time-worn line
of andienface.

"Wherethereisearth, they built of earth, polymerizing the walls, making vaults or thatching the roofs.
Wherethere areforests, they built of wood. Where there is sufficient stone, they built of stone. Here on
Grass the stone comes from aquarry not far distant. The grasses have covered it, but the signs of Arbai
work arethere, nonetheless. Each city is different, depending upon the materias. On one planet they built
high among thetrees.”

"Whereisthat?"

Helooked at her as though he had forgotten who she was, trying to remember something, hisface intent
upon someinterior search. "l ... | can't remember. But | know they did...."

"How many of their cities have you seen?' Marjorie asked.

Brother Mainoa chuckled, himsdf once more. "Thisone, lady. Only thisone. But | have seen pictures of
them all. Copies of reports are shared among those of us sentenced to this duty. In case something found
in one place cagts light on something found esewhere. Vain hope. And yet we go on hoping.”

"All likethis. And dl theinhabitantsdied," Tony said.
"Perhaps. Or went elsewhere.”

They walked through what might have been a marketplace, or ameeting ground, or even aplayground.
At the center was the dais Brother Mainoa had described. Upon it an enigmétic strip of ma-teria  curled
and returned upon itsdf, meking a twisted loop through which atall man might walk. Tony struck it
with aknuckle, hearing it ring in response. Metal. And yet it didn't look like metdl. Along the edges were
scaloped and indented designs, as though the molten stuff had been imprinted by mysterious fingers. The

same designs decorated the edges of the dais. In the open space small flags marked the places bodies
had been found, daughtered in the open, bodies now moved under cover for later study. Oneflag lay
within the looped structure, severd otherslay beside the dai's, as though a gathering had been interrupted
there.

"What killed these people?’ Tony asked.
"Foxen, some say. | think not.”

"Why do you think not?" Father James was curious, brought out of his usud reticence by the strangeness
of thisplace.

Brother Mainoalooked around him, ignoring the presence of Brother Loural, but looking for anyone else
who might be within earshot. There were no diggers on duty today, but Brothersdid drop in from timeto
time on one errand or another, to make adelivery of foodstuff, to pick up the most recent copies of
Arbai books. Some of them were undoubtedly spiesfor Doctrine.

When he had satisfied himsdlf that no one waslistening, Mainoa said, "We Green Brothers have been
here for many years, young sir. Many years. Many Grass years. Wintered here, packed up in winter
quarterslike so many picklesin ajar. Weve spent every spring and summer and fall among the grasses.
Indl that time, not one of us has ever been attacked by the foxen.” Histone carried more than



conviction. It carried certainty.

"Ah," said Marjorie. "So."

The Brother nodded, looking long into her eyes. "Y es, Lady West-riding. So."
"Y ou mean the Hippae?' Tony asked, appalled. " Surdly not!"

"Tony!" Marjorie said emphaticdly. "Let him say."

"l have nothing to say." Brother Mainoa shook his head. "Nothing at dl. | would not offend unwilling
ears, young Sr.”

"Offend my willing ones” cried Marjorie.
He gave Tony alook which said volumes before turning to Marjorie. The boy flushed.

"To you, madam, then | say this. Look at these poor creatures dead al these centuries. Observe their
wounds. Then look among the aristocrats at those who no longer hunt. Look at their artificial hands and
arms and legs. And tell me, then, whether that which did the one thing has not aso done the other.”

"But the Hippae are herbivores,” Tony protested ill, thinking of hisfather. "Behemoths. Why would
they—"

"Who knows what the Hippae do, or are?' offered Brother Mainoa "They stay far from us, except to
watch us. And when they watch us—"

"We see contempt,” breathed Marjorie so quietly that Tony was not sure he had heard her correctly.
"Weseemdice"

"Madice," agreed Brother Mainoa. "Oh, at the very least, mdice."

"Oh, come, come," said Father Sandova doubtfully, amost angrily. "Mdice, Marjorie?"

"l have seenit,” she said, putting her arm around Tony's dender shoulders ™| have seen it, Father. There
was no mistake." She con-fronted his scolding look with afierce one of her own. Father Sandoval had
aways maintained the spiritud supremacy of man. Hedid not like discussion of other intelligence.

"Malice?In an anima?' asked Father James.

"Why do you say ‘animd'?" asked Brother Mainoa. "Why do you say that, Father?"

"Why ... why, because that iswhat they are.”

"How do you know?"

Father James did not reply. Instead he reached out to help Father Sandoval, who was angrily wiping his
brow and looking around him for aplace to it down.

"Over here, Fathers." Brother Lourai beckoned. "We have made our homein this house of the Arbai. |
have something here for usto drink."



They sat, grateful for the refreshment and the chairs, somewhat disconcerted at the proportions of them.
The Arba had been along-thighed race. Their chairsdid not fit man. At least not these men. They
perched, as on stools.

Father James returned to their conversation. ™Y ou asked why | thought the Hippae are animals? Well. |
have seen them. They show no signs of being more than animals, do they?

"What kind of sign would you accept?' Brother Mainoa asked. " Tool-making? Burid of the dead?
Verba communication?'

"l don't know. | haven't thought about it. Since we've been here, I've heard no one suggest that the
Hippae or the hounds or ... or any other animal on Grass was any more than just that.”

Brother Mainoa shrugged "Think about it, Father. Maam. | do. It'san interesting exercise, leading to
much fascinating conjecture.”

They shared lunch together, the Brothers rations plusthe plenty that Marjorie had packed. Then they
walked again, down other streets. into other rooms. They saw artifacts. They saw books, endless books,
pages covered with curvilinear lines. They came back past the thing on the dais that might be amachine
but was definitely represented on at least one door carving, and they went on to see other things that
might or might not be machines.

Thelight began to dant across the trenches, throwing them into shadow. Marjorie shivered as she asked,
"Brother, would you cometo Opa Hill to meet my husband? He is Roderigo Y rarier, ambassador from
Sanctity to thisplace.”

Brother Loural looked up, suddenly attentive. "But | have met him!" he exclaimed. "He cameto Sanctity.

The Hierarch was his uncle. We spoke about the plague. The Hierarch said he must go—come here, that
is—because of the horses!™

Tony turned, mouth open, not sure what he had heard.

Brother Mainoafaced Marjorie, reached out to her. "My young colleague has been indiscreet.
Acceptable Doctrine denies that plague exists.”

"Mother?'

"Wait. Tony." She brought hersalf under control. So. He had found out. Better he than Stella. She turned
to the nearest of them, Rillibee. "Brother, what do you know about the plague?’

Rillibee shivered, unableto answer. "Let medie," the parrot cried from the top of aruined wal, fluttering
itsgray wings.

"The boy saw hisfamily dieof it,” Mainoasaid hagtily. "Don't ask him. Instead, think on this. Elsewhere,
something killed the Arbai dowly. | know that here something killed them quickly. | know that men are
dying, everywhere, and that no cure exists. So much | know. That, and the fact that Sanctity deniesit dl.”

Her jaw dropped. Was he saying that the current plague had hap-pened before? "What do you know
about it here, on Grass?"



"We at the Friary seem to have escaped it, thusfar. What elseisthere to know?"'
"How many have died of it here on Grass?'

He shrugged. "Who can count deaths that may be hidden? Sanctity saysthereis no plague. Not now.
Sincethey deny plague exigts, they do not tell usif anyone dies of it. And, Since thereisnone now,

Sanctity findsit expedient to deny that there could ever have been plaguesin the past. Acceptable

Doctrineisthat the Arbal died of ennui. Or of some environmentally related cause. But not of plague.
'Not only are there no devils now, there never were,' says Doctrine. Still, those of uswho came from
outside know that plague did exist, once. And devils, too."

"Y ou think that devilsexig?" she asked with asideong look at Father Sandoval, whose mouth was
pursed in distaste at this subject. "Have existed dways, perhagps? Waiting for intelligent creatures to reach
the stars? Waiting to strike them down, for hubris, perhaps?!

"Perhgps.”

"Y ou have not answered. Will you come see my husband?'

He cocked his head again, staring over her shoulder at something only he could see. "If you send acar
for me, maam, I'll come, of course, since it would be discourteous to do otherwise Y ou might want to
consult me about the gardens at Opal Hill. | helped plant them, after dl. It would be an understandable
request. If you ask my superiorsto send me for any reason, likely they won't."

She was sllent for amoment, thinking. "Areyou very loyd to your superiors, Brother Manoa?"

Rillibeg/Loura snorted, atiny snort. Brother Mainoa gave him areproving glance.

"| was given to Sanctity, maam. | had no say in the matter. Brother Lourai, here, he was given, too. And
then, when we didn't like it, we were brought here. We had no say in that, either. | don't recollect ever
being asked if | wasloyd."

Father Sandova cleared histhroat and said firmly, "Thank you for your time, Brothers."

"And yours, Father."

"I'll send acar,” Marjorie promised. "Within the next few days. Will you be here?

"Now that we're here, well stay until someone makes us go back, Lady Westriding."

"How isit, Brother, that you knew who | was, though we had not met before?

"Ah. A friend of mine has been interested in Opa Hill. Y our name came up.” He smiled vaguely. "During
our discusson.”

The Brothers watched the aircar leave and then returned to their quarters, where Brother Mainoatook
out hisjourna from ahidey-hole and wrote his comments upon the happenings of the day.

"Do you dwaysdothat?' asked Rillibee/Loural.



"Always," the older man sighed. "If | die, Loura, look in these pagesfor anything | know or suspect.”
"If you die." The other smiled.

Mainoadid not return the smile. "If | die. Andif | die, Loural, hide thisbook. They will kill you, too, if
they find it in your possession.

Tony heard the word "plague’ as he would have heard athun-derclap. The word began to resonatein
hismind, causing other ideasto reverberate with them. Plague. One had heard of it, of course. One
whispered about it. Sanctity denied there was any. For the first time he wondered why Sanctity had to
continualy deny something that did not exist. Why had hisfather gone to Sanctity and met with the
Hierarch about plague?

Plague. He had seen no Signs of it here. No one even talked of it, here. Tony spent agood dedl of time
with Sebastian Mechanic down at the village, learning the local way of things, meeting the people, get-ting
to know them, but no one had mentioned plague. IlIness, yes. The people had illnesses. Things went
wrong with old bones and joints. Hearts wore out. There was very little lung trouble, though. The air
breathed cleanly and caused no problems here. There were few if any infectious diseases. They had been
wiped out in thissmall population, and the quarantine officers a the port kept Commons clean.

But plague?

"Mother," he asked softly, thinking of people he had |eft behind, of one person he had left behind, "is
there plague at home?"

Sheturned ahorrified look upon him, prepared to lie as she had told herslf shemust. "Yes" she
confessed to his open, waiting face, feding the wordsleave her in an involuntary exndation. "Yes, thereis
plague a home. And on every other inhabited world aswell.”

"Here?'

"Except here. Maybe. We think. We have been told.”

"You're hereto find out?'

She nodded.

"Youdidn't tel us?'

"Stella..." Marjorie murmured. "Y ou know Stela”

"But me, Mother. Me?'

"It was thought you were too young. That you might forget your-sdif.”

"A secret? Why?"

"Because .." said Father Sandoval, leaning forward to grip the young man's arm, "because of the
Moldies, the nihiligts. If they learned of it, they would try to bring the plague here. And because the



Grassiansdo not careif al the other worlds die. They do not wish to be disturbed.”
"But ... but that'sinhuman!™

"It isnot fair to say they do not care,”" Marjorie murmured again. "Let us say rather that they do not
percelve. Various efforts to make them perceive have resulted in nothing but their annoyance. Father
Sandova isright, they do not wish to be disturbed; but thereismoreto it than that. Something
psychological. | should say, pathologica. Something that preventstheir seeing or attending So we are
here under false pretenses, Tony, as ambassador and family. What we are redlly herefor isto find out
whether thereis plague here. If there is not, we must somehow get permission for people to come here
and find why not."

"What have you found?'

"Very little. There does not seem to be plague here, but we are not certain. Asmir Tanlig isfinding out
from the villagers and from servantsin the estancias whether there are any unexplained deaths or
ill-nesses. Sebagtian Mechanic knows many of the port workers, and heistrying to find out the same
information from them. The two men don't know why they are asking the questions. They've been told
that we're making a health survey for Sanctity. We need information from the bons, aswell, but we seem
unable to establish any contact with them beyond the purely forma. We have been trying to make
friends”

"That's why the reception was held."

IIYall

"Eugenie's showing up with that girl didnt hdp things, didit."

"No, Tony. It didn't."

"Eugenie hasn't the brains of aroot peeper.” He said it hopelesdy, waving his fingers, as though to wave
Eugenie away. Neither he nor Stella could understand their father's fondness for Eugenie. "No brains at
al”

"Unfortunately, that's probably closeto the truth." She caught Father James eyes upon her and flushed.
Rigo's nephew probably had family loydtiesto Rigo. She should not have criticized Rigo before him. She
should not do it before Tony, either, except that Tony aready knew ... so much.

"I wondered what could be important enough to get you to come,”

Tony said, shaking hishead. "Leaving your work at Breedertown that way. But surely they can't be
depending only on us. What is Sanctity doing?'

"According to Rigo, everything they can. They can't get any anima, including man, to creete an antibody
to thevirus. They cankill the vi-rus, but not in aliving creature. Eventudly, if wefind thereisno plague
here, we will ship some tissue samples from here back to Sanctity.”

"Tissue samples? Will the bons et you do that?"

"They have no physicians among themselves, Tony. If they arein-jured, they must call upon doctors
from Commons. | think we can buy whatever sampleswill be needed.”



"But S0 far, Sanctity hasfound nothing.”

"Nothing. No tissue they have tested makes antibodiesto the virus."

The four of them were huddled together like conspirators. "Tony, you mustnt—"

"Mustn't tel Stella. 1 know. She would blurt it out, just to prove we can't tell her what to do."

Father Sandova nodded in agreement. "I think that's probably true." He had known Stella since she was
achild. She confessed afair number of sns—usually, with maximum drama, not the ones she was most
guilty of. Anger, mostly. Anger a& Marjorie for not having pro-vided that indefinable something Stellahad
aways wanted. After long thought and meditation, Father Sandoval had decided it was perhaps the same
thing Rigo wanted—the thing called intimacy. Though neither of them would set themsealves asde long
enough to work for it. They wanted family, but they wanted it on command, like water from a spout,
ready when they turned it on, absent otherwise. "Help me now, give me now, comfort me now. Then,
when you've doneit, get out of my way!"

Father Sandoval sighed again, wishing hisyears had given him bet-ter insgght into Stella, and into her
father, Stella, of course, would eventualy marry and could then be instructed to be obedient to her
husband as she was now instructed to be obedient to her parents. But what could one do with Rigo?
Both he and Stellawere too impatient to woo. They would storm or nothing. Overwhelm, or nothing.
They would not beg. They would take by right. Even things they should not take at dl.

Unaware of Father Sandoval's concern, Stella, meantime, was upon the smulacrum in the sixth hour of
her current ride: eyes glazed, back braced, beyond hunger or thirst in atrance of her own evoking.

Her father had finished his own session on the machine hours ago. Hector Paine was gone. No one else
would come into the winter quarters. She had set the timing mechanism for seven hours, two hourslonger
than she had ever ridden before, and had vaulted aboard. There was no way to stop the machine once
she had started, no way to get off the mount save by fdling.

On the screens around her the grasses whipped past. Devices a her sde mimicked the blows of the
blades, striking her hat, her coat. The machine rocked and twisted, aways dightly off rhythm so that she
could not relax. The body stayed dert, but the brain eventualy gave up thinking and retreated into some
never-never land beyond exhaustion. Stellawas there now, dreaming of Sylvan bon Damfels. During the
reception at Opal Hill, she had watched him as he danced with Marjorie, watched, devoured, swallowed
him whole. When she had danced with him, she had absorbed him through her skin, taken hisimageinto
hersdf so that he dwelt there, a paradigm of the real and genuine man. And since that time she had
undressed him and possessed him and done with him al those things she had not yet done with others,
not through any sense of morality but because she had not yet found one she thought worthy of herself.
Now she had. Sylvan was worthy. Sylvan was noble. Sylvan was one to whom she might be mated. No!
The one to whom she would be mated. In just alittletime. In thetimeit would take for her to ride, ashe
rode, so that she might ride by hisside.

Sheignored what he had said to Marjorie about riding, ignored his adviceto the Yrariers. It did not fit
her picture of him, so she struck it from hisimage as she built him anew, according to her own
needs—the gospel of St. Sylvan, according to Stella, his creator.



The machine galloped on, its springs and levers walloping and diding, the sound of hooves thundering
softly from its speskers, the pictured sems of grassfleeing everlagtingly on ether side, the blades|ashing
at her with softly sounded strokes.

In some remote part of her mind shetold Elaine Brouer al about Sylvan, about their meeting, the way
their eyes had met. "Heloved mein that moment. In that very moment, he loved me as he had never
loved anyone before.”

Sylvan was saying much the same thing to himsdlf as he walked awinding path deep in the famed grass
gardens of Klive. "I loved her in that moment. | loved her the moment | saw her. The moment | took her
into my ams. As| have never loved before.”

He was not speaking of Stella. He was speaking of Marjorie.

11

"Blessme, Father, for | have snned." Marjorie was knedling in the confessiond at the side of the chapd,
the evening light falling upon her face The chape was dusk dim, thelight near the dtar making aweatchful
eyein the shadow. "I have resented my daughter. And my husband.

She was donein the chapel except for Father James. Rigo was closeted in the winter quarters with
Hector Paine. Stellaand Tony and Father Sandova had ridden the mares down to the village to visit
Sebastian Mechanic and hiswife, Dulia, who was, said Sebastian, the best cook on any six planets.
Since the reception, Eugenie had scarcely put her nose outside her house and was there now. As
Marjorie had come through the gardens to the chape she had heard Eugenie singing, adightly drunken
lament with no particular burden of woe. The blues, Marjorie recalled having read somewhere, needed
no proximate mativation. Any common grief would do. The ancient song, though not particularly melodic,
had entered Marjorie's ear and now turned there, playing itsalf over persstently, hating to see the evening
sun go down.

"l have logt patience with Stella," she said. Father James needed no explanation for this. He knew them
al far too well to need ex-planation. "I have had angry wordswith Rigo...." Words about the Hunt,
words about hisrisking his neck and more than his neck. "I have doubted God...."

Father James woke up at this. "How have you doubted?”

If God were good, Rigo and | would bein love, and Rigo would not treat me as he does, she thought. If
God were good, Father Sandova would not treat me as a mere adjunct to my husband, sentencing me to
obedience every time | am unhappy. | haven't done anything wrong, but I'm the onewho isbeing
punished and it isn't fair. She longed for justice. She bit her lip and said none of this, but instead dragged
fase scent acrossthetrid. "If God istruly powerful, hewould not let this plague go on."

Therewas silencein the confessiond, silence lasting long enough for Marjorie to wonder whether Father
James might not redlly have fallen adeep. Not that she blamed him. Their snswere dl boring enough,
repetitive enough. They had enough capitd sinsroiling around to condemn them all. Pride, that was
Rigo's bent. Soth, Eugeniestrademark. Envy, that wasfor Stella. And she, Marjorie, boiling with
uncharitable anger toward them dl. Herself, who had dwaystried so hard not to be guilty of anything!



"Marjorie." Father Jamesrecaled her to hersdf. "I cut my hand upon agrass blade afew daysago, a
bad cut. It hurt agrest dedl. Grass cuts do not seem to hedl easily, either.”

"That'strue," she murmured, familiar with the experience but won-dering what he was getting at.

"It came to me suddenly as | was standing there bleeding al over the ground that | could see the cut
there between my fingersbut | could not hedl it. | could observeit, but | couldn't do anything about it
even though | greatly desired to do so. | could not command the cells a the edges of the wound to close.
| was not, am not privy to their operations | am too gross to enter my own cells and observe their
function. Nor can you do so, nor any of us.

"But sSUppose, just suppose, that you could cregte ... oh, avirus that sees and reproduces and thinks!
Suppose you could send it into your body, commanding it to multiply and find whatever disease or evil
there may be and destroy it. Suppose you could send these creatures to the site of the wound with an
order to stitch it up and repair it. Y ou would not be able to see them with your naked eye. Y ou would be
unable to know how many of them there were in the fight. Y ou would not know where each one of them
was or what it was doing, what agonies of effort each was expending or whether some gave up the battle
out of fatigue or despair. All you would know isthat you had created atribe of warriors and sent it into
battle. Until you healed or died, you would not know whether that battle waswon."

"l don't understand, Father.”
"l wonder sometimesif thisiswhat God has done with us."
Marjorie groped for his meaning. "Wouldn't that limit God's om-ni potence?”

"Perhaps not. It might be an expression of that omnipotence. In the microcosm, perhaps He needs—or
chooses—to create help. Per-haps He has created help. Perhaps he createsin usthe biologica
equivaent of microscopes and antibiotics™

"Y ou are saying God cannot intervenein this plague?' Theinvigble person beyond the grating sighed. "I
am saying that perhaps God has dready done hisintervening by creating us. Perhagps He intends usto do
what we keep praying He will do. Having designed usfor aparticular task, he has sent usinto battle. We
do not partic-ularly enjoy the battle, so we keep begging him to let us off. He pays no attention because
He does not keep track of usindividualy. He does not know where in the body we are or how many of
usthere are. He does not check to see whether we despair or persevere. Only if the body of the universe
is hedled will he know whether we have done what we were sent to do!" The young priest coughed.
After amoment, Marjorie realized he was laughing. Wasit a her, or at him-salf?"Do you know of the
uncertainty principle, Marjorie?!

"l am educated,” she snorted, very much annoyed with him.

"Then you know that with very small things, we cannot both know where they are and what they are
doing. The act of observing them aways changes what they are doing. Perhaps God does not |ook at us
individualy because to do so would interrupt our work, interfere with our freewill... "

"Isthisdoctrine, Father?' she asked doubtfully, annoyed, won-dering what had come over him.

Another dgh. "No, Marjorie. It isthe maundering of ahomesick priest. Of courseit isn't doctrine You
know your way around the catechism better than that." He rubbed his head, thankful for the sedl of the



confessiona. Even though Marjorie needed to take hersdlf far less serioudy, Father Sandova would not
appreciate what he had just said...

"If the plaguekillsusdl, it will be because of our sins,”" she said stubbornly. "Not because we didn't fight
it well enough. And our soulsareimmortal.”

"So Sanctity says. Sothe Moldies say," he murmured. "They say we must al bekilled off so our souls
canlive, inthe New Crestion.”

"I don't mean were excused from fighting the plague,” she objected. "But it's our Sinsthat brought it on
lel

"Our sns?Yoursand mine, Marjorie?

"Origind Sin," she muttered. "Because of thesin of our first parents.” Firgt parents very much like Rigo
and Stella, passionately acting out whatever moved them, without thought. Even laughing, perhaps, as
they tore the world apart. Never sober and reverent as they ought to be. Never peaceful. She sighed.

"Origind sin?' the young priest asked, curious. At onetime he had bdieved it without question, but he
wasn't sure anymore. There were some other catechetical things he wasn't sure of, either. His doubt
about doctrine should sgna some crigs of faith, he thought, but hisfaith was as strong asit had ever
been, even though his acceptance of details waswavering. "So you believein origind sn?

"Father! It'sdoctrine!”

"How about collective guilt? Do you believein that?"

"What do you mean?"

"Arethe bons guilty, collectively, for what happened to Janetta bon Maukerden?’
"Isthat adoctrina question?' she asked doubtfully.

"How about the Sanctified?' he asked. "Arethey collectively guilty of condemning their boy childrento
prison? Y oung Rillibeg, for ex-ample. Was he sent into servitude because of collective guilt, or because
of origind gn?'

"I'm an Old Catholic. | don't have to decide where Sanctity went wrong, so long as| know it did!"

He kept himsdf from laughing. Oh, if only Marjorie had more humor. If Rigo had more patience. If Stella
had more perception. If Tony had more confidence--And if Eugenie had moreintelligence. Never mind
their Sns, just give them more of what they needed.

He sighed, rubbing the sides of hisforehead to make the sullen ache go away, then gave her both

absol ution and a reasonabl e pen-ance. She was to accept that Rigo would ride to hounds and she wasto
try not to judge him harshly. Father Sandoval had been sen-tencing Marjorie to affectionate support for
years. Father James thought affectionate support was probably abit much Marjorie, re-pentant but
weary, ready to grit her teeth over yet another session of affectionate support, was surprised enough by
the penance to accept it. She wouldn't judge Rigo, but she needn't support him, either. It was not until
later, as evening drew on, that she remembered what Father James had said about thinking viruses and
guilt and sin. Once she began considering the questions he had asked, she could not get them out of her



mind.

In the chapdl, meantime, Father James knelt to beg forgivenessfor himsdlf. It had been wicked of him to
chalenge Marjoriesfaith when what he was redlly wanting was to shore up hisown. Hewas not at dl
sure that being nonjudgmental about Rigo was a good thing for Marjorie to do. If what the bonswere
doing was sinful, then Rigo had no businessdoing it a al. Rigo had convinced himsdf hewasjoining the
bonsin their obsession out of a sense of duty. Father James thought ego was the more likely reason, and
Father Sandova wastoo set in hiswaysto offer anything but cliches. Father James wished for Brother
Mainoato talk with. Or the younger one, Loural. He had afeding they shared agood many things
besidestheir age.

Inthe night, arhythmic thunder.

Marjorie woke and went walking through the halls of the residence, encountering Persun Pollut, himsdlf
gaking nervoudy from place to place, pulling hislong ears, twisting hisbeard into tails.

"What isit?' she whispered. "I've heard it before, but never so close asthis.”
"The Hippae, they say," he murmured in return. "In the village, that'swhat they say. Often in the spring
they hear this sound, many times during the lapse. It woke me, so | came up here to the big house see

that dl of youweredl right."

Shelaid ahand on hisarm, feding the shivering of his skin beneeth the fabric. "We'refine. What are they
doing, the Hippae?"

He shook his head. "I don't think anyone knows. Dancing, they say. Sebastian says he knows where.
Someone told him where, but he doesn't like to talk about it."

"Ah." They stood together, looking out the tall windows across the terrace, feeling the besat of the
thunder through the soles of their feet. A mystery. Asdl of Grasswasamysery. And she, Marjorie, was
doing nothing about it.

Shewas till thinking of viruses, consdering what athinking virus might do, one whom God did not
observe or command but merely alowed to do what it was created for.

"Ask Sebastian to come see me, will you, Persun?”

"Tomorrow," he promised, "When it getslight.”

Far across the grasses, beyond the port and Commons, beyond the swamp forest, the same sound beat
upon the ears of dl those at Klive. The bon Damfdsfamily was wakeful, listening. Some were more than
merdly wakeful.

Inalong, dilgpidated hallway in the far reaches of the vast struc-ture, Stavenger bon Damfels dragged
his struggling Obermum down along, dusty halway. One of his hands was twisted into Rowenas hair,



the other held her by the collar of her gown, hdf throttling her. Blood from her forehead dripped onto the
floor.

"Stavenger.” She choked, clinging to hislegs. "Listen to me, Stav-enger.”

He seemed not to hear her, not to care whether she spoke. His eyes were red and his mouth was drawn
into aliplessline. He moved like an automaton, one leg lurched forward, then the other drawn up toit,
heaving a her with both hands as though he lifted a heavy sack.

"Stavenger! Oh, by dl that's holy, Stavenger! | did it for Dimity!"

Behind the struggling pair, hiding themselves around corners and behind half-open doors. Amethyste and
Emeraude followed and cow-ered. Since they had seen Stavenger strike Rowenadown inthe
gardens—he either not noticing his daughters behind a screening fountain of grass or not caring if they
saw—they had followed him and their mother. The corridor they had come to was ancient, littered,
untended and untenanted. The five-story wing that held it had not been used for at least ageneration.
Above them, the celling sagged in wide, shalow bubbles, stained with water which had |eaked through
the rotted thatch and permeated the three floors above. The portraits on the walls were corrupted with
mold, and the stairs they had climbed were punky with rot.

"He doesn't know what he'sdoing,” Amy whispered, tears running down her face and into the corners of
her mouth. She licked them away and said again, "He's gone crazy. He doesn't know!™

"He does,” Emmy contradicted, pointing to the light she carried. "There haven't been any lightsin thisold
place since before we were born, but there's everlights al aong the hal. He got them out of the garage,
just like | got thisone. He put them here before. He planned it.”

Amy, looking at the dim lanterns set here and there on rickety tables or hung on doorknobs, nodded
unwillingly. "Why! Why ishedoing thisto her?"

"Shhh," her sister cautioned, pulling them both back into the shadow. Stavenger had stopped at the end
of the corridor to thrust Rowena through an open door, pulling it closed behind her and locking it. The
key ground in thelock with arugty findlity. Hethrust it into his pocket and then stood there, as though
ligening. "Rowena." A voice like metd—harsh and hideous. No sound from beyond the door.

"You'll never go there again! Never to Opa Hill again! Never con-sort withfragrasagain! Never betray
meagan!" Slence.

He turned and took up the nearest lamp, then came down the corridor toward them, gathering up the
everlights as he came. Sowly he plodded, hisface expressionless, passing the door behind which his
daughters trembled, leaving the place in darkness, going away asthough forever.

They waited, listening for the sound that came at |ast, the heavy thunder of the door closing, two stories
below.

Behind the locked door at the end of the corridor rose the sound of awoman's howling, an interminable,
grief-driven wail of pain and betrayd.

With trembling fingers, Emeraude turned on the everlight she carried and the two of them ran to the
door, stumbling over warped floor-boards, kicking up smdl, choking clouds of dust.



The door was heavy and thick, made of wood from a swamp-forest tree and hung by great metal hinges
inasolid frame. Only afew doors a the estanciawere this heavy, thisimmovable. The main door of the
house. The door of Stavenger's private office. The treasury door. What had this room once been, to have
needed al thisweight of wood?

They knocked, called, knocked again. The how!l went on and on.
"Find Sylvan!" Emeraude urged her sster in afrantic whisper "He's the only onewho can help, Amy."
Amethyste turned haunted eyes on her sster, babbling, "I thought I'd ask Shevlok—"

Emmy shook her, demanding her attention. " Shevlok's usdess. He's done nothing but drink since Janetta
showed up & that party. Heisn't even conscious most of thetime.”

"If the lapse would get over—"

"If the lapse would get over, hed go hunting al day and be drunk dl night. Find Sylvan!™

"Emmy ..."

"l know! Y ou're scared to death of Papa. Well, so am |. He'slike ... he'slike one of the Hippae, al
shining eyes and sharp blades so you can't come near him. | keep thinking he will knock me down and
trample meto death if | open my mouth. But I'm not going to leave Mama bleeding in there, penned up
like that with no food and no water. | won't let her die like that, but you know Papawill if we let him."

"Why did Papa—"

"Y ou know perfectly wel why. Mamawent to Opd Hill, she talked to the people who found Janetta.
Shelsgot theideathat... that..." Emeraude struggled for words, choking on them, eyes bulging as she
tried to say what she was not permitted to say.

"Never mind," her sster said, shaking her. "1 know. I'll find Sylvan. Y ou stay here and tell him what
happened, in case | don't have a chanceto explain.”

"Takethelight. I'll wait here."

Amy sped down the gairs, shuddering away from the banister, which creaked and sagged outward
beneath her hand. This ruin was connected to the main house by the old servants quarters and the aircar
garage. The connecting door was locked, had been locked by their father when they had followed him
here, he with that wild, mad look in his eyes, dragging Rowena as though she had been asack of grain.
He had locked the door again when he went out, but there was a broken window nearby which gave
onto along drying yard and the summer kitchens. The girls had come through thet. It was dmost
midnight. The servantswould long ago have goneto bed. Even if one or two of them lingered in the
kitchens, their sympathies would be with Rowena more than with Stavenger.

A Stavenger who was a this moment in the main halway screaming unintdlligibly at Figor, ranting and
threatening so that the whole household had wakened to hear him. Figor, wisdly, was saying nothing
while alowing the storm to pass. Other family members, wakened by the uproar, stayed out of the way.
The great building hummed with murmuring voices, clattered with doors opening and closing, and was yet
quiet, slent except for the bellowing voice.



Amy ignored the noise. At this hour, Sylvan would bein hisroom, or inthelibrary, or in the gymnasium,
two floors below. The library was closest, and she found him there in a secluded corner, eyesfixed ona
book, fingersin hisears. She knelt beside him and pulled the fingers away.

"Sylvan, Papa has beaten Mamaand locked her in the old wing. Emmy'swaiting there. Mama's got no
food, no water, Sylvan. Emmy and | think he meansto leave her there...."

Shewastalking to the chair. Sylvan was up and gone.

Inthefirst light of morning Sebastian Mechanic came to the estancia, where he found Marjorie having a
very early breskfast. In answer to her request, he pointed adirection, though unwillingly, suggesting to
her that going out into the grasses aone was not agood idea. He did not like the ook of her. Her eyes
were haunted and she was too thin. Some deep tiredness seemed to oppress her. Despite her
appearance of weariness, perhaps illness, she was sen-sible enough to agree with him that it would be
foolish to go into the grasses. She told him she had smply been curious, then asked after hiswife and
family and made smdl tak with disarming patience and charm.

When he, assured that she had been merdly inquisitive, had gone back to hiswork, Marjorie went out to
the stables and saddled Don Quixote. It was not part of her intention to tell anyone where she was going,
though she did leave amessage with one of the grooms.

"If I'm not back by dark," she said, "but not before then, tell my husband or son I'd like him to come
look for meintheaircar. I'm carrying abeacon, so | should be easy to find." The personal beacon was
strapped to her leg under her trousers. Any sharp blow would set it off. If she were thrown from ahorse,
for example. Or if she struck it sharply with her fist. She was carrying atrip recorder of the type used by
cartographers, which would serve as adirection finder. She had alaser knife with her aswell, to clear her
way through tall grassif that became necessary. She showed both of these to the stableman, telling him
what they were for. She wanted everything about her journey to speak of purpose. She wanted no one
to suppose that she had planned not to come back. It was arisk, that's all. Still, if something happened to
her, it would solve Rigo's problem. And Stella's. And her own. Resolutely, she did not think of Tony.

Quixote pawed the sail, flickers of movement running up histwitch-ing hide from fetlocks to withers and
down again. Not nerves, not precisaly. Something more than that. It was akind of agitation Mar-jorie
was unfamiliar with, and she stood for along time stroking hislegs, talking to him, trying to imagine what
had brought him to this state. He leaned into her, as though for support, yet when she mounted him he
trotted out into the grasses as though for aride on any ordinary day. He meant by thisthat he trusted her.
Though he might die of it, he trusted her. He could not quite keep the nervous quiver from hisskin,
however, and the message eventually reached her after they had traversed somelittle distance. She
flushed, ashamed to be using him in thisfashion when his own nature spoke so srongly againgt it. She
stroked him. expressing her own trust. "' Father James says God has made viruses of us, Quixote, but |
suppose one virus may till love another, or have another kind of virusasafriend. | won't put you into a
trap, my friend. | won't et you get close enough for that.” And mysdlf? shethought. Shall | put mysdlf in
danger?

Suicide was forbidden, but much glory was given to martyrs. If shekilled herself, would God even
notice? According to what Father James had said, God probably did not know which of Hisviruses
were involved in doing Hiswork. To God, she had no name. No individ-udlity. If shekilled hersdlf,
would He even know? Did it matter if He knew? When He had crested her, had He also created a
mechanism for saving her soul? Did viruses even have them?



Stll, there had been all those years of being taught it was wrong to take one's own life. She would not
fed right about getting hersalf purposely killed off. She could take a calculated risk, however. If shedied,
it would be accidentaly, and Don Quixote would survive. Flegt asthe wind, Quixote. Without her on his
back he could outrun the devil himsalf. So shetold herself before she stopped thinking about it. devoting
most of her energy to not thinking of it. She could not help wondering about Rigo's reection if shedidn't
return. "That slly fool." hewould say. "That silly woman who never loved me as she ought.”

Shedid love him. Or. shewanted to love him. Wanted to love him and wanted to love Stellawith a
desirethat poured out hurtfully until she was exhausted from the flow of it. At home, she had known
about Eugenie, and the one before Eugenie, but they had not been nearby. At home, Stella had had
distractions and friends. Here, both Stellaand Eugenie best at her like huge trapped birds, pecking at
her. Their frustrations hammered at her. She had not expected to fed weak, to be deepless, to fed the
threat of death dways at her back. Each day on Grass had taken alittle more of her strength, alittle more
of her purpose. Lately she had felt no hope, she who had aways lived from disappointment to
disappointment on achildlike, hopeful optimism which she could now barely remember.

Sherode past the little arena where the horses were exercised, aplace that lay just outside the grass
gardens of Opal Hill, though it seemed remote because of the topography. Now, for thefirst time,
Marjorie was leaving the close confines of that areawhich those who defined such things considered to
be the estancia. The gardens were behind her. The prospects that the gardens overlooked were behind
her. She was entering upon the wild grasses, the surface of the planet, the part into which men and their
works and their creatures were not alowed to intrude. She rode, eyes forward, not thinking about
any-thing very much except that she was unhappy enough that if the Hippae were to be found, out herein
the grass, perhaps she would learn something useful about them or they would kill her, and she did not a
that moment much care which.

The howl, when it came, made Don Quixote tremble, ears up, stopping dead gtill. Marjorie sat, scarcely
breathing, aware that the howl had come from behind her. In that instant she remembered Janetta bon
Maukerden and realized that the Hippag, if they found her, might do less—or more—than kill her. She
had considered that they might kill her and had accepted that. She had not considered the range of
dternatives which might result from her behavior, and she was abruptly both shamed and terrified.

They had been following akind of trail, awinding path of short grasses among the taller ones. She urged
Don Quixote off thiseasy way and into the taller grass, dismounting to tug slemsinto lineto hide the way
she had come.

"They'll amell you,” shetold hersdf, trying to quell her darm by moving dowly and ddliberately. Thewind
was blowing toward her from the direction the howl had come. That one would not smell her. Some
other one might. It would be wiseto return. Overwhelmed with the stupidity of what she had been doing,
shetold hersdlf that re-turning would be the best possible thing to do.

She opened the trip recorder, watching it as she guided the stalion in ashalow turn which ended with
him headed back toward the embassy, still hidden intall grass, now traveling toward whatever it was she
had heard. He went only alittle way, then stopped. Something howled again, quite close, between them
and the embassy.

The horse turned and walked quietly on hisown trail. When Mar-jorie attempted to guide him, he
ignored her. After one brief spasm of panic, she sat quietly, letting him aone. So. So, he knew something
shedidn't. Smelled something she couldn't. Felt something she couldn't. She sat till, not bothering him,
trying to say an act of contrition, unable to remember phrases she had known since child-hood. The



words didn' fit, anyhow. How could she be heartily sorry for having offended God when, for al she
knew, she was doing exactly what God intended!

The gtalion moved up and down hills, dong the Sdes of ridges, dwayswaking, not hurrying, earsaert,
as though someone were whispering his name. When he dowed at last, it ssemed to bein responseto
other sounds, ahead of them. When he stopped, he went down on hisside al at once, without the signal.
She drew her leg from beneath his upcurved body and stood up, staring at him. He flattened himself, ears
dtill dert, watching her.

"All right," shewhispered. " So now what?"
He made no sound, but his skin quivered, flicked, as though stung by flies. Danger. All around them.

Marjoriefdt it, could see it on the horse's skin, could smell it. Thetrip recorder said that they had come
in the genera direction Se-bastian had indicated. A repetitive sound, not loud but persistent, made Don
Quixote move his head about, seeking its source. It was not the violent thunder of the previous night, but
rather an organized series of moans and cries, rhythmic both in occurrence and volume. Quixote's nogtrils
dilated, his skin jerked as though from aterribleitch. The wind had gusted toward them, bringing the
sound clearly and asmdll ... asméll of something totally strange. Not astink. Not a perfume. Neither
attractive nor repellent. Marjorie got out her laser knife and cut armfuls of grass, laying these across Don
Quixote's body, hiding him, perhaps hiding hissmell. Then sheféell to her belly and crawled through the
taller grasses toward the sounds the wind brought, down from alow ridge to the south. As she crested
theridge, she lay quiet, peering through the grass sems.

Toward the smell thewind brought. She breathed it in, lungsfull. The sky dilated and shefédll
smultaneoudy upward toward it and downward, crushing hersdlf.

Under her chin her arm flattened, becoming no thicker than a sheet of paper.
Something stepped painlessly on her head, smashing it.
Her body vanished. Shetried to move afinger and could not.

Hounds. A shdlow, grassy bowl! of hounds, seated hounds, crouched hounds, gray and agae green and
muddy violet, heads back and lips drawn to reved lengthy fangs and adouble row of teeth down each
sde of the massive jaws from which the grunting, rhythmic chorus came. Their hides danced, plunged,
werejabbed at erraticaly from within, as though they had swallowed living things which fought to gain
release. Blank, white orbs of eyes stared at the sky. The open, faling sky.

The smell. The shalow bowl of earth wasfull of the smell. Shelay at the edge of that bowl. Her tongue
lolled on her lower teeth, drip-ping.

There, across the bowl, an abrupt, vertica wall, the wall pierced with tall, evenly spaced openings
through which the morning light intruded to revea a cavern beyond. Hippae moved there, one or two, in
apattern, weaving, prancing, feet high, heads back, barbs clashing.

Among the crouching hounds, heaps of pearly spheresthe size of her head. Migerersthere, moving the
pheres, shifting them so that al lay in the sun evenly, turning them over, holding them up in horny
forepaws and listening to them. What were they then? Eggs?

There, ds0, in the bowl outside the cavern, some dozens of the duglike peepers, only therippling



movement of their hides betraying that they wereliving things.

The smell seemed to press her down. She wastwo-dimensiond, alimp cloth lying flat behind the
grasses, acloth with eyes.

The hounds were large, very large. Aslarge as draft horses, though not so long in the leg. The peepers
were huge ones, twice the usud size. Within the cavern, amyriad of tattered shapes danced on the air,
dark batlike creatures with afringe of fangs. One of them landed on the back of a hound's neck, fastening
itsdlf there. After atimeit detached and began its jerking, erratic flight once more.

One of the hounds began to pant, then to howl. The howling faded into awhining cry, then the panting
began once more. On the sunlit soil, the peepers drew themselves into spherical masses, dl wrinkles
smoothed away. So familiar. She had seen it before. Somewhere. Somewhen.

Gradudly, al sound ended. The creatures seemed frozen in their immobility. The violent motion insde
the hides of the hounds ceased. There was quiet, long quiet.

A Hippae emerged from the cavern, pacing dowly, feet raised high a every step, nogtrilsflared, lips
opening to emit breathy barks, warn-ing sounds. After atime, the other Hippae came out to confront the
firgt, neck swollen, jaw pulled back against the arching neck, eyesrailing wildly asit joined in the
brusque, hostile sounds,

They backed away from one another, turning their heads, bowing their necks, the wicked neck barbs
bristling to one side like afan of sabers as they moved back, back, the distance widening between them.
Then they charged one another, each array of barbs passing through the other, to gouge long wounds
along the other'sribs and flanks. Long streaks of blood appeared on their sides, and they pawed the
ground with razorlike hooves, hammering at it before they turned to charge again. Again theflashing
barbs and the streaks of blood. Marjorie cowered, mentally, asthey thrust a one another, rearing high,
hoovesflashing.

Until, at last, one of the Hippaeféll to his knees and was dow to riseto al four feet again.

The other animal backed away to the front of the cave and rum-maged there. It turned its back on its
enemy, kicked backward, sending black misslesflying. What wasit kicking at its defeated opponent?
Black things. Powdery black thingsthat broke when they landed. Like puffballs, bursting into clouds of
black dust when they struck. Kicking dead bats at one another. The thing Sylvan had said....

Silent. A game. Thegame. Inslence.

The victorious Hippae tossed its head, sought with its teeth for new missiles from around the entrances
to the cavern, laid them out in the open, then turned to kick back once more. One of the missiles struck
the head of the knedling beast, covering it in black dust. The defeated one bowed low, struggled to its
feet, and departed, walking up the bank of the hollow and away.

It had had the pace and finish of ritud. A ritua battle. Now over.

And then sound. The wind was blowing from behind her. One of the swollen peepers ripped open.
Protruding from the torn skin of the peeper was the triangular, fanged head of a hound. The peegper skin
ripped further. Two hound forelegs emerged, and then, very grad-ualy, the entire beast.

It looked small and ridiculoudly fragile asit staggered to its feet and stumbled through one of the vertica



openingsinto the cavern, carefully avoiding the hegped eggs. Marjorie heard the sound of lap-ping from
within. After along pause, the creature emerged once more with dripping jaws, dready more sure upon
itsfeet, dready deek, itsbody distended with moisture. The Hippae stood upon the edge of the hollow,
whistling. The young hound climbed to meet it, nibbling, asit went, a the low, blue grasseswhich grew
there. Even as Marjorie watched, the beast seemed to enlargein size, gaining both stature and bulk. After
atimeit went away, dowly though purposefully. Thewind was blowing harder.

Another ripping sound drew her eyes across the hollow. As a hound had emerged from the torn skin of
apeeper, so now a Hippae was emerging from the torn skin of ahound. Metamorphosis. Through the
sundered skin of one of the huge hounds arow of barbs protruded, tiny blades which dit the skin,
alowing the Hippae head to emerge. The process stopped when the head was out, its eyes closed and
unseeing. All wasslent.

What was she doing? The wind was strong now, blowing the smell away. What was she doing? Lying
there? Flat? Only her eyes had dimension. Only her eyes.

They hurt. She blinked, noticing that they were dry, aching. She hadn't blinked, Not for along, long time.
The skin on the back of her neck itched, as though something were watching her. She turned, trying to
see through the curtaining grasses. Something was out there. She couldn't seeit or hear it, but she knew it
was there. She wriggled back down the dope, stumbled through the grasses to find Quixote where he lay
as she had left him but with his head up, ears erect and swiveing, nogtrilstwitching. The sun wasfaling
toward the ho-rizon. Tall grasses feathered the hollows with long, ominous shadows. She urged him up
and mounted, letting him have his head, trusting in his ability to bring them both homeif they were ever to
comethere again.

The gtdlion moved by aroute more direct than the one they had taken in the morning, though still moving
as though someone called his name. He was as aware as she that darkness was not far off, more aware
than she of the threat abroad in the grasses. Quixote could smell what she could not, Hippae, many of
them, not far away but upwind from them. They had been coming closer for the past hour, moving this
way and that, as though searching. Quixote leaned into his stride, egting the prairie with hisfeet, returning
to Opa Hill inalong curve which took him asfar from the gpproaching Hippae as he could get, gradually
lengthening the distance between them. Out there, somewhere, something approved of him. Something
told him hewas agood horse.

They arrived at the stables just at dusk. The stableman she had entrusted with her message was waiting
for her, his eyes on the horizon as though to judge whether she had returned by sundown or not.
"Message, Lady," hetold her eagerly. "Y our son's been looking for you. A message came for you,
private. From bon Damfels place, hethinks.”

She stood beside the horse, trembling, unable to speak. "Lady? Areyou dl right?"

"Just... just tired," she mumbled. Shefdt dizzy, unfocused, unsure what had happened to her. It waslike
adream. Had sheredlly gone out aone? Into the grasses alone? Shelooked into the horse's eyes, finding
there an unhorsdlike awareness which for some unaccountabl e reason did not surprise her. " Good
Quixote," she said, running her hands down his neck. "Good horse."

Sheleft himwith afina pat and went up the path as quickly as she could, still sumbling. Tony was
watching for her from the terrace. "Where've you been? Y ou tell me not to go out there alone and then
you go off for awhole day. Honestly, mother! Y ou look awful!"

Carefully, she decided not to respond to this. No matter how she looked, shefelt ... better. More



purposeful. For thefirst time since her arriva in this place, purposeful. "The stableman said something
about amessage?"

"From Sylvan, | think. HE'sthe only onewho cdlsyou 'The hon-orable lady, Marjorie Westriding.' It's
keyed for you. | couldn't read the thing."

"What on earth?'
"What on Grass, more likely. Come on."
"Wherésyour father?'

"Still on that damned machine." There was a catch in hisvoice, asthough either grief or anger lurked just
below the surface.

"Tony. Therésnothing you can do about it." "I keep feding | ought to—"

"Nonsense. Heought to stop this nonsense. If you took part init, too, everything would be worse than it

dready is”
"Wadll, there's no way to interrupt him, and he's got another hour or two."

She sat down at the tdll-me, letting the identity beam flick across her eyes. The message began on the
screen: private. for the intended recipient only.

"Tony, turn your back."
"Mother!"

"Turn. If he's said something embarrassingly persond, | don't want you seeing it." she said, wondering as
shesad it why she should think Sylvan would be that persondl.

She pressed the release and saw the message in its entirety.

please HELP. NEED TRANSPORT FOR SELF, MOTHER, TWO OTHER WOMEN TO
COMMONER TOWN. CAN YOU BRING AIRCAR QUIETLY TO BON DAMFELSVILLAGE?
SIGNAL PRIVATE.

"Turn around. Tony. It'sadl right."

The boy read, stared, read once more. "What's going on?"

"Evidently Sylvan needsto get Rowenaaway from Klive but can't do it on hisown. He hasto do it
secretly. Theimplication of that isthat he hasto keep it from someone, probably Stavenger”

"Do you think Stavenger bon Damfels found out that Rowena came here to ask about Janetta?'

"Possibly. Or maybe she's had afight with Stavenger and isafraid. Or you make up some other story.
Your plotisaslikely to betrueasmineis.”

"I'm pretty good with the aircar by now."



"So's Persun Pollut. | need you to stay here and explain to your father if he askswherel am, which he
probably won't." The bitternessin her voice was clear to the boy.

He flushed, wanting to help her but not knowing how. "Why don't you let me take them. Or send Persun
done”

"I've got to talk to Sylvan. | saw something today...." She described the cavern and its occupantsin a
rapid, excited whisper while he stared, asking no questions. "Metamorphosis, Tony! Like butterfly from
caterpillar. The eggs must be Hippae eggs. They hatch into peepers. | didn't seethat, but it's the only
thing that makes sense. The peepers metamorphose into hounds, and the houndsinto Hippae. A
three-stage metamorphosis. | don't think the Grassians even know," she concluded. "No onessaid a
word about the peegpers metamorphosing into hounds and the hounds into mounts. Not even Persun.”

"How could they live here for generations and not know?'

She started to tell him the truth, started to say, "Because the Hippae kill anybody who spies on them.”
She knew it for truth, knew she had escaped only by chance. Or, remembering the way Don Qui-xote
had moved, as though guided, for some other reason. She did not want to admit her own fool hardiness.
"The taboos would prevent their finding out, Tony. They've got taboos againgt scarring the grasses by
driving vehicles. They have no friendly mounts, like horses, so if they wanted to explore, they'd be limited
to walking. There may be ataboo againgt that, as well. Something deep, psychological. Not merely
custom. They may think it isonly custom, but it's more than that. They may think they are free to do what
they like, but they aren't.”

"Y ou mean they think they decided not to scar the grasses, but redly—"

"Redlly, they had no choice. That'swhat | mean, yes. | think the Hippae have been directing them for ...
for God knows how long. | have a hunch that anyone who goes out on foot into the grassesto explore
ends up dead. | had fedlingswhen | was out there today ... Don Quixote had fedings. He was terribly
frightened, moving as though he were waking on eggshells. Besides, Asmir gave us quite alist of

disappearances.”

"And you were out there done!" He shook his head. "Mother, damn it. What were you thinking of ?*
Then, looking into her shamed face, "For the love of God, Mother!”

"Tony, | madeamistake. Y ou're not to say anything to your father that you know anything about the
plague or that | was out riding today. In his present state of mind, he might blow up and start bellowing. |
can't take much more of that. And then, too, Stellawould be sureto find out.”

"I know."

"If hewantsto know wherel am, tell him I've helped take Rowenato Commons. Don't mention Sylvan
unlessit comes up. Rigo's be-come very strange about Sylvan. | don't know why."

Tony saw that his mother did nat, in fact, know why, though Tony himself had avery good ideawhat
was disturbing Rigo Y rarier. While Marjorie had been dancing with Sylvan at the reception, Tony had
been up on the balcony near hisfather and had seen hisfather'sface.



It wasfull dark when Persun Pollut dropped the Opa Hill aircar at the edge of the bon Damfelsvillage
asdlently asafdlen lesf.

Sylvan was waiting with Rowena and two commoner women. Rowena's face was bandaged, one arm
was bound up. The two women half-carried her aboard. Marjorie wasted no time with questions or
comments but told Persun to ascend immediately and get them to town as quickly as possible. Rowena
bon Damfels obvioudy needed medica care.

"l cannot thank you enough, Lady Westriding," Sylvan said in an oddly forma tone much at variance
with hisdisheveled look. "There was no way | could get one of our aircars away from the estancia
without causing grest difficulty. | apologize for my appearance. It was necessary to bresk down afew
doorsthisevening, and | haven't had achance to change since.”

"Y our father locked her up?'

"Among other barbarities, yes. | doubt that he even remembers he did so. The Hunt is set very deep into
my father, with al itslittle ways"

"Where are you taking her, Sylvan?'

"I don't think father will suspect she'sleft the place. If he misses her and rememberswhat he did, hell
probably think she escaped and went out into the grasses. He may ook for her, but | doubt it. Meantime,
these women have relatives in Commoner Town who will keep her hidden, keep her safe.”

"Areyour sgers safe?"

"For the moment. Since both have lovers, | have urged them both to get pregnant as quickly as possible.
Pregnant women are not expected to ride." His voice wasflat, without feding. "If there were any way to
manage it, | would take them to Commoner Town aswell. They would not be content to stay in hiding,
however, and I'm afraid hiding isthe only way they could avoid being brought back.”

"They arewdcome at Opd Hill, Sylvan."

"That would mean the end of Opa Hill, Marjorie" He reached out to her, touched her arm, for the
moment moved from his own troubles by her concern. "Y ou were only dlowed there asafeint, a
digtraction, to kegp Sanctity from doing something intrusive. Our ... our masters do not want you on
Grass. They do not want any outsders on Grass."

"They dlow Commong They dlow the port!"

"They can't get & Commons or the port. That may be dl that has kept the town safe thusfar. | don't
know. | don't know what to do. All of usbonsare s0 ... S0 hypnotized. A few of the younger ones, like
me, afew who haven't hunted for afew years, we can talk about things, but even with us, when we start
to get closeto—" He choked. When he was ableto. he said, "It's better in Commoner Town.
When-ever I've been there, I've been struck with how clear everything is. | can think anything | please
and nothing binds on me. | can talk about anything there.”

"Areyou going to say in town?"

"| can't. Father might suspect about mother if | did. He might come after her. He might start something
between the estancias and the town. That could only mean ... well, loss of life. Tragedy.” Hefdll



broodingly silent, his eyes on his mother's bandaged face. "Why did you and your family redly come
here?'

"| think Sanctity told you about the ... the disease.”

"Your plague, yes," he said impatiently. "We know about that." Hisface betrayed that he did not think it
terribly important. Marjorie stared at him, wondering what he had been told, what he was being alowed
to believe.

"It isn't ‘our' plague, Sylvan, any morethanitisyour plague. It isahuman plague. If it goeson for afew
more decades, there will be no more human life."

He stared at her, unable to believe what she wastelling him. "Y ou're exaggerating.”

She shook her head. "'I'm not. Only another lifetime, Sylvan, and you here on Grass may be dl the
human lifeleft in the universe. Well belike the Arbal. Gone."

"But we here ... we haven't heard...."

"There doesn't seem to be any plague here. Or there's something that stopsit. Y ou wouldn't et us send
in any scientists or researchers, but you did say you'd dlow an embassy. Thoseidiots at Sanctity thought
you would accept us because of the horses, so we came, Rigo and |, to find out what we could and to
talk senseto you, if you'd dlow it."

"Wewouldn't allow it. | should have known. That'swhy the Hunt masters picked those who cameto
your reception so carefully. No one among them who could be swayed. All old riders. Except me. And
they don't know about me."

"Swamp forest coming up below,” called Persun. "Where do you want meto land?”

Marjorielooked at Sylvan, and he at the two women. They conferred quietly, then asked that the car set
down at the port.

Sylvan agreed. "The hospitd is at the Port Hotel. Besides, we're lesslikely to be noticed there at this
timeof night."

They dropped quietly, dlowed the women to depart, then took off again for Klive.

Asthey approached the estancia, Marjorie leaned forward to put her hand on Sylvan'sarm. " Sylvan.
Beforeyou go, | haveto tell you something. | camejust to tell you."

She poured the story of her day's discovery at him, watching him twitch with discomfort and run his
finger around his collar. She won-dered whether this was something he was allowed to believe or
whether counterbeliefs had been given him.

"Pegper to hound," he choked at last. "Hound to mount. That's interesting. It could explain why they hate
the foxen so much. Foxen eat peepers.”

"How do you know?"

"When | wasarebdlious child, | found out | could stay away from the Hippaeif | made my mind a



blank. A littletalent | have, or had then, that no one else seemsto have. | used to snesk off into the
grasses sometimes for hours at atime. Not very far, you understand, just farther than anyone el se dared
to go. If | wasnear acopse, I'd find atree and climb it, then lie there with a glass and spy on al that went
on. I've seen the foxen eat peepers. Pegpers are easy to catch. They're nothing but agut with some flesh
around it and rudimentary legs dong the sides. 1'd like to see how they change.”

"If you can get to Opal Hill before the lapseisover, | can show you where the cavernis.”

"Getting to Opal Hill," he said, choking on hiswords, "would be the least of it, Marjorie. Going out into
the grass would be worse. Much worse. I'm not a child anymore. I'm not asgood at it as| once was. If
there were any Hippae within miles of me, I'm not sure I'd be dlowed to return.”

The arcar dropped once more. Sylvan took her hand and pressed it, then thanked Persun Pollut as he
left, disgppearing into the dark. The car returned to Opal Hill and landed in the gravel court, where
Marjorie bid Persun good night and set out for the side door which was closest to her own quarters. As
she approached, she heard the thunder begin once more, off in the grasses, a sound the more om-inous
for having no cause, no reason attributable to it. It threatened without leaving any possibility of reply.

Rigo'svoice, coming demandingly from behind her, startled her into atiny scream, abruptly choked off.
"May | ask where you have been?'

"I went with Persun Pollut to take Rowena bon Damfelsto Commons, Rigo, where she could get
medical care. Her son and two serving women were with her. We dropped him back at the bon Damfds
village and came straight home."

Looking into her wide eyes, innocent of any attempt to decelve him, he tried to sneer, tried to say
something cutting, but could not quite. "Rowena?’

"Stavenger had beaten her—badly, I'm afraid.”

"For what?' he asked in astonishment. To beat awoman had dways been, in Rigo's philosophy, to
abandon honor.

"For coming here to ask about Janetta," she said. "Rowenaand Sylvan came here to ask about Janetta.
They hoped ... hope that Dimity may turn up aive. Dimity. Rowenas youngest daughter. Syl-van'ssgter.
The girl who disappeared. That'swhy they were here."

"I didn't seeRowenahere," he said, hisemphasis reminding her that he had seen Sylvan.

"When they were here, Rowena started sobbing. She left the room for afew moments, Tony took her to
my room."

"L eaving you with her son. And what did you two tak about?' He fdt his habitua anger surging just
bel ow the surface. What had they talked about, Sylvan and Marjorie? What had she shared with him that
she would not share with her husband!

She sighed, wearily rubbing at her eyes, which infuriated him fur-ther. "1 tried to tell you before, Rigo,
but you don't want to hear about the Hippae. Y ou didn't want to listen.”

He stared at her for along, cold moment, trying not to say what, eventualy, he could not keep himsdlf
from saying. "No. | do not want to hear any of Sylvan'sfairy tales about the Hippae."



She swalowed painfully, trying not to let the frustration show on her face. "Are you interested in hearing
what Brother Mainoa of the Green Brothers may have to tell you about the same subject?!

He wanted more than anything € se to hurt her enough that she would cry. He had seldom seen her cry.
"Brother Mainoa?' he sneered. "Are you having an affair with him, too?"

She dared at him in disbelief, noting his heightened color, hisfiery eyes, like Stellas eyes. Hewas saying
the kinds of things Stdllaliked to say, wanting to hurt, not minding that he knew they were not true.

Before he had spoken, she had almost cried, out of wearinessif for no other reason, but hiswords
burned dl that away. Flames came up around her, red and hot and crackling. It was an unfamiliar fegling,
an anger o intensethat therewas no guilt init at al. Thewords came out of her like projectiles, fired
without thought, without needing to think.

"Brother Mainoais about the age of my father,” she said in aclear, cold voice which she could scarcely
hear over the flame noisesin her head. "An old man, rather unsteady on hisfeet. He has been here for
many, many years. He may have some clue which would be val-uable to usin the task we were sent here
to do. But do not trouble yoursalf about Brother Mainoa...”

"Perhgps when you have ridden to the Hunt and proven your manhood as you so constantly need to
do—and if you return— perhaps then we can discuss what we are here for."

Hetried to interrupt her, but she held up her hand, forbidding him, her facelikefiery ice. "Inthe
meantime you may be assured that | have never had an 'affair with anyone. Until now, Rigo, | had |eft the
breaking of our vowsto you,"

He had never heard her speak in that way. He had never known she could. Tonight he had wanted only
to crush her sdf-control, believing it stood as a barrier between them. He had wanted their growing
coldnessto be burned away by anger so she would cometo him, as she dways did, apologizing, asking
hisforgiveness...

Instead he had provoked an anger he could neither calm nor en-compass. She turned and went away
from him and he saw her go asthough she were leaving him forever.

It was not only at Opal Hill and at Klive that matters boiled and suppurated on that night of the lapse.
Far from either place, in the kitchen court of Stane, the estancia of the bon Maukerden's, adoor opened
upon the night to spill danted light onto the court, throwing a sharp wedge of brilliance into which the
Obermum Geradria stepped to make a stump of shadow. She was astocky pillar of awoman, her hair
tumbled around her heaving shoulders as she wept hopelesdy into the towel she held to her face. After a
time she lifted reddened eyesto stland peering into the night, unable to see anything both because of the
darkness and of the tearsthat filled her eyes and dripped unregarded from her heavy jaws. At thefar end
of the kitchen court was a gate opening on the path to Maukerden village. She walked heavily to the
gate, opened it, then beckoned toward the open door.

Two figures emerged, so dowly asto seem reluctant. One was Gerddrias serving maid, Clima. The
other was the Goosegirl, Janetta bon Maukerden, swaying beneath a voluminous cloak asthough to the
sound of music she done could hear, her face utterly tranquil in the yelow light. Climawept, Gerddria



wept, but the Goosegirl showed no sign that she saw or cared that either of the women grieved.

The Obermum held the gate open as Clima approached. "Take her to the village, Clima. Assoon asyou
can, take her to Commoner Town. Seeif Doctor Bergrem ... seeif Lees Bergrem can help her. | should
have let her go before. | thought she'd learn to recognize us." Geradria pressed the sodden towel to her
face once more, muffling the sounds she could not seem to keep from making. When the spasm had
passed, shefished in apocket for the credit voucher she had put there earlier. "Thiswill get you whatever
you need. If you need more than this one, let me know. Tell Doctor Bergrem ... tell the doctor to send
her awvay from Grassif that will help.”

Clima pocketed the card. "The doctor could maybe come here, mistress. Maybe they'd come here.” She
caught at the Goosegirl's arm to keep her from dancing away, tugging her through the gate and onto the

path.

"The doctor said she heeded her machines, the things she has at the hospital. Besides, the Obermun
won't. Won't haveit. Won't have her."

"Not her fault ..." Words muffled by tears.

Gerddriacried, "Dimoth says yes. He says it was Janettas fault. He saysit wouldn't have happened
otherwise. Vince agreeswith him."

Climaspokeindignantly. "That's not true! Not my Janetta.”

"Shhh. Take her." Darknessfell onto the path as she shut the gate, peering over it a the two of them
outsde. "Take her away, Clima. | cannot bear it any longer. Not with the Obermun saying the things he
says." Shefled toward the house, shutting the door behind her.

Climatook the girl by the hand and urged her down the path, the light of the torch making a puddie
before them on aroute aswell known to Clima as the roomsin her own house. She had gone only far
enough to be hidden from the house by the grasses when someone stepped out of them behind her and
pulled a sack over her head and down her body, knocking her down in the process and leaving her to
writhe hel plesdy for the moment, her hands frantically seeking the rope her assailant had knotted at her
ankles. She had been too surprised to shout.

Shewriggled hersdlf upright and fumbled at the rope, wrenching at the knot with hasty fingers. She heard
the sound of an aircar taking off from the grasses to one sde of the path, where no aircar was supposed
to be. The knot came loose at last and she stripped the sack off, turning her torch around her in bright
searching spokes.

She called, went scrambling among the grasses, even brought back several men from the villageto help
her 1ook, but the girl was gone.

Suddenly, the lapse was over. The Hunt began again. For Rigo, riding the smulacrum took every
moment of hiswaking time. For Stella, though they did not know it, it continued to take every hour that
the rest of them dept. Superbly conditioned by their previous horsemanship, both Rigo and Stella took
less time than the bons might have expected. The day soon came that Rigo announced he would attend
the Hunt at the bon Damfels estancia, two days hence.



"l expect you dl to bethere" he said grimly to hisfamily. "Y ou, Marjorie. Tony. Stella”

Marjoriedid not reply. Tony nodded. Only Stella burbled with excitement. "Of course, Daddy. We
wouldn't missit for anything."

"I've ordered a balloon-car so that you can follow the Hunt."
"That's very thoughtful of you," said Marjorie. "I'm surewewill al enjoy that very much.”

Stellacast asideong look, disturbed by her mother's voice. The words, the phrasing—a | had been as
usual, and yet there had been something chill and uncaring in that voice. She shivered and looked away,
deciding it would not be agood time to twit her mother about the Hunt. Besides, there was too much to
do. Stellawas determined to ride when her father rode, but obtaining the proper garb had not been easy.
She had forged orders over the name of Hector Paine and sent them to Commons, intercepting the
ddiverieswhen they arrived. She now had everything she needed, the padded trousers, the specia
boots, narrowed at the toe to catch between the ribs of the mount. Her own coat and hunt tie would
serve, her own gloves and hat. All of them were ready to be hidden in the aircar and transported to the
bon Damfels estancia. Thiswould be one of the last Hunts a Klive. Within afew days, the Hunt would
move to the bon Laupmons.

Sincethelapse was over, Marjorie judged that the cavern of the Hippae would no longer be guarded-
Very early thefollowing morning, while al thefamily still dept, she took the trip recorder from the
previous journey and rode Quixote across the long loops they had made on the previous trip. She found
the ridge, the shalow declivity, and the cavern- There was no smell except the smell of the grasses-There
was no sound. Perhaps the thunder had been their mating frenzy, if Hippae had mates. Or, perhapsthe
frenzy was merdly re-productive frenzy, like the mindlessthrashing of fish. In the shadlow hollow, nothing
remained except pieces of dry and brittle shell. The eggs had hatched. The cavern was empty except for
piles of powdery clots near the entrance. She looked at these, rec-ognizing them at last as dead bats,
those same flitterers she had seen before in the cavern. These were what the conquering Hippae had
kicked at the defeated one. She stepped over the dusty bodies as she walked into the cavern, noting its
smilarity to the one at Opa Hill. Both had the same rubble pillars, the sametal openings, the same spring
at onesde.

There was one notable difference. The earthen floor of this cavern wasincised with a pattern, a pattern
cut by the hooves of the mounts, an interlaced pattern as complex as those she remembered seeing asa
child, carved on prehistoric Celtic monuments. Moved by an inexplicable impulse, Marjorie drew out the
trip recorder and walked the design from one end to the other, every curl and weave of it, seeing the
pattern emerge on thetiny screen initsentirety. It would do no good to ask Rigo what he thought it might
mean. Perhaps, however, she could ask Brother Mainoawhen she saw him again. When she had |ooked
at everything, recorded everything, she returned to Opa Hill without incident, feding, so shetold herself,
acertain vird satisfaction.

Theday of Rigo'sfirst Hunt arrived inevitably, and Marjorie steeled hersdlf to observe the Hunt. She
wore one of her Grassian ouitfits, aflowing, many-layered gown, the skirts of each loose dressdightly
shorter than the one beneath to reveal the silky layers of the gowns below, the outer coat a fiff brocade
ending at the knees and elbows so that the extravagantly ruffled hems and deeves of the undergown
could show. It was similar to the dresses she had seen on pregnant women or on matrons who no longer
rode. Shelet her hair fall into asilken bundle down her back rather than drawing it up in its customary
high, golden crown. At her dressing table, she used agood dedl of unaccustomed makeup, particularly
about the eyes. She die not try to explain to hersalf why she did this, but when she went down the hall
toward the graveled court where Rigo waited, she looked like awoman going to meet alover—or to



meet other women who might wonder if her husband loved her. Rigo saw her and quivered. She did not
look like Marjorie. She was astranger. He chewed hislips, shifting from foot to foot, caught between a
desire to reach out to her and a determination to take no notice.

Persun brought the aircar around, Tony came breathlessly from the house, adjusting his clothing, then
Stellaran out in agown similar to her mother's, though not as complexly layered. She had seen what
Marjorie planned to wear and had dressed hersdf accordingly. Theindividua layers were loose and easy
to remove. It suited her to have something that would come off quickly. Shewould not have alot of time
inwhichto change.

There was mercifully little conversation asthey went. Marjorie sat next to Persun as he drove, and the
two of them conducted a stilted practice conversation in Grassan. "Where isthe Master of the Hunt?"

"The Magter of the Hunt isriding down the path.”
"Have the hunterskilled afox?'
"Y es, the hunters have killed afox today."

"It soundsliketoads gulping,” said Stdla, with asniff. "Why would anyone invent such an ugly
language?'

Marjorie did not answer. In her mind she was so far from the present location that she did not even hear.
There was afog around her, penetrable only by an act of will. She had separated herself from them.
"What isthe Obermum serving for lunch?' she asked in aschoolgirl voice.

"The Obermum is serving roast goose," camethereply.

Someone's goose, Persun thought to himself, seeing the expres-sion on dl their faces. Oh, yes, we are
Serving SOmMeone's goose.

At Klive, Amethyste and Emeraude were playing hostess, both blank-faced and quiet, both dressed
very much as Marjorie was. " The Obermum sends her regrets that she cannot greet you. Obermum asks
to be remembered to you. Won't you join usin the hall ?*

Somehow Marjorie and Tony went in one direction while Rigo and Stellawent in another. Marjorie did
not miss Stellaimmediatdy. Shefound hersdf drinking something hot and fragrant and smiling po-litely at
one bon and another, al of them shifting to get aview of thefirst surface. There theriderswere
assembling, faces bland and blind in the expression Marjorie had grown to expect among hunters. Sylvan
cameinto the room, not dressed for the hunt.

"Not hunting today, sir?" asked Tony in hismost innocent voice, busy putting two and two together but
not sure how he felt about the resultant sum.

"A bit of indigestion,” Sylvan responded. " Shevlok and Father will have to carry the burden today.”
"Your Sgtersaren't hunting elther,” murmured Marjorie.
"They havetold father they are pregnant,” he murmured in return, amost in awhisper. "I think in

Emeraude's case it may be true. One does not expect women of their age to be able to Hunt as often as
the men. Father redizesthat.”



"Hashe—"

“No. No, he does not seem to miss ... he does not seem to miss the Obermum. He does not seem to
know sheisgone.

"Have you heard from her?"

"Sheisrecovering." Heturned and stared out the arched opening to the velvet turf, jaw dropping, eyes
widein shock--"By dl the hounds, Marjorie. Isthat Rigo?"

"Rigo. Yes. Hefedshemudt,” shesad.

"l warned you dl!" Hisvoice rasped in histhroat--"God. | warned him."

Marjorie nodded, fighting to maintain her mood of cool withdrawad. "Rigo does not listen to warnings. |
do not know what Rigo listensto." Shetook acup of seaming teafrom thetray offered by one of the

servants and attempted to change the subject. "Have you seen Stella?

Sylvan looked around the room, shaking his head. The room was crowded, and he walked away from
Marjorie, searching the corners.

"If you'relooking for the girl," muttered Emeraude, " she went back out to the car.”

Sylvan conveyed thisto Marjorie, who assumed that Stella had forgotten something and had goneto
retrieveit. The bdl rang. The servantsin their hooped skirts skimmed into the house. The gate of the
hounds opened. The hounds came through, two on two, gazing at the riders with their red eyes.

Marjorie took adeep breath. Rigo was standing at the extreme | eft of the group. When the riders turned
to follow the hounds out the Hunt Gate, he was behind them all.

Except for onefind rider, late, who came running from around the corner of the house onto the first
surface, head tilted away from the observers, following Rigo out through the Hunt Gate at the tail end of
the procession.

A girl, Marjorie thought, wondering why Stellahad not returned.

A girl.

Something in thewalk, the stance. A certain familiarity about the clothing, the cut of the codt....

Surdly, oh, surely not.

"Wasn't that your daughter?' asked Emeraude with astrange, wild look at Marjorie. "Wasn't that your
daughter?'

They heard the thunder of departing feet from outside the gate.

When Sylvan got to the gate at a dead run, there was no one left. All the riders had mounted and gone.



Stellahad assumed that Sylvan would be among the riders. Despite what she had been told of the Hunt
and had seen for hersdlf, she had also assumed that she would find away to bring her own mount near
his. All such assumptions were forgotten the moment she vaulted onto the back of the mount that came
forward for her. Before arriving at the bon Damfels, she had worried that amount might not be available,
might not, asit were, be expecting her. Everything she had been told during her observation of the Hurt,
however, indicated that there were aways exactly as many mounts as needed for the hunterswho
assembled. If someone decided at the last minute not to ride, no mount showed up outside the gate.
Sinceit was part of her plan to come into the garden late, after the hounds had gone through, there was
no opportunity for anyoneto intercept her. She came to the gate as her father was mounting, and then
felt, rather than saw, amount appear before her, extending its massive leg. She went through the
movements she had rehearsed so many times on the machine that they had become automatic.

Until that moment everything had happened too quickly to think about, to consider, to change her mind.
Then all at once the barbs were there, only inches from her breast, gleaming like razors. As she stared at
them, half hypnotized and beginning to fed fear for the first time, the mount turned its head and drew
back itslipsin akind of smile, asmilelike enough to human for her to know that it held something like
amusement, something like contempt, something, peculiarly, like encouragement. Then it lunged off after
the others and she gasped, putting al her concentration into keeping hersalf braced away from the bony
blades.

They had gone some distance before she thought to look for Sylvan. From behind, dl theriderslooked
alike. She could not tell if he wasthere or not. Therider directly ahead of her was her father. She knew
his coat, cut unlike the coats of the other hunters.

After atime she thought to look for Sylvan. All the riderslooked dike. Except for her father. His coat
was different from the others....

After atime shelooked for Sylvan. Her father wasriding ahead of her....
Her father wasriding just ahead ... ahead....

It was agood day for the Hunt. Though summer was over, the pastures were still green from recent
rains. The farmers had taken down some of the worst of the wire fences, and those that were left were
clearly visble. Ahead, crossing the silver-beige stubble of an oat field, she could see the foxhounds,
running hard, before the pack lost itsalf behind the dopeto her Ieft. The light wind brought the yelp and
clamor of the dogs and the sound of the Huntsman's horn. Dark figures fringed the top of the hill,
followers, hands shidding their eyes from the sun. One among them waved his hat and pointed the way
the fox had gone. She reined her horse to the I eft, down aong a spinney and around once more, up and
over the crest of the hill, the short way around. From the top of the hill she could seethefox fleeing
across the pasture below, nose low, bushy tail straight behind asit darted under afence, then atop along
log and into Fuller's Copse. She urged her mount over the fence toward the copse, taking the jump
cleanly, joining some hunters aready there, hearing the thud of hooves as others arrived. The Master
gestured for them to circle the copse, and she turned to one side, positioning herself near a ditch where
thefox might flee,

She could hear the houndsin the copse. The Huntsman was in there with them; hisvoicerose, caling
individua hounds by name, urging them on. "Bounder, get out of there. Dapple, up, up girl...."

Then there was a shout and they were away again, the horn, and the hounds giving voice....



Sylvan.

Someone was supposed to be riding with them today. A guest? Someone not amember of this Hunt.

Sylvan. Here he was. Beside her, turning in the saddle to look adoringly at her. Shefdt her face flame
and drew hersdlf up proudly.

Some of the riders had fallen back. They had been at it dl the morning, and it was noon now, with the
sun overhead and hot on her hat. The fox had taken refuge in Brent's Wood, and the Huntsman and
whippers-in were among the trees. The Magter, too, which was strange. Standing on his horse like some
circus acrobat, standing and throwing things.

Andthen ... asurge of fedling. A jolt of pure pleasure that streaked up from her groin. An orgasm of
sheer ddlight which seemed to go on and on and on.

Sylvanfeltit, too. They al felt it. Every face showed it. Every body lashed with it, headsjerking, jaws
lax.

Then at last the Huntsman was sounding the kill. There was the Huntsman with the fox's mask, and the
horses turning for home. Now the sun was behind her. A long ride home. Even if they went the short
way, dong Magna Spinney and onto the gravel road past the Old Farm, it was still along way home

She was desperately tired when they returned. Her father came over to her and took her arm, roughly,
too roughly, and they walked through the gate with the others.

"What in God's name were you doing here?' he demanded, his mouth amost at her ear. "Stella, you little
fool!"

She gaped a him. "Riding," she said, wondering why he asked. "Why, Daddy, | wasriding."

Shefollowed her father's gaze, up to the terrace. Mother stood there, aglassin her hand, very pae, very
beautiful. Sylvan was beside her. He had his arm around Marjorie, pointing down at them. How could he
be there, not even in Hunt dress, when he had been riding just moments ago?

Stelafdt her face growing red. Sylvan hadn't really been on the Hunt. He couldn't have been. Her father
walked away from her, up the flight of shalow stairs. Mother was clutching the balustrade with both
hands, tightly, her knuckles white. Sylvan was holding her up, snapping hisfingers at anearby servant.
Then Father was there, shoul-dering him aside.

"Marjorie"

Hiswifelooked blindly at him, asthough she did not know who hewas. "Stella," she said, pointing. "Her
face.."

Rigo turned to look back at his daughter where she stood at the foot of the dairs, turned just too late to
see what Marjorie had seen, the same chill, senseless gaze that the Goosegirl had worn when she had
gppeared amnong them at Opa Hill.

Asfor Stella, shetottered upon her feet, trembling between fury and shock with the realization that



Sylvan hadn't redlly been there to see her riding and that she could remember almost nothing about the
day at al. She remembered horses and hounds and afox, but they were real horses, rea dogs from some
other time, years ago. She remembered that jet of fedling which had filled her and the memory made her
flush, but she did not know why she had felt it. Staring up a Sylvan's concerned face, a her father's
furious one, a her mother's anxious one, she had the fleeting redlization that there were things happening
al around her, hideous, important things, and that she had not paid attention to what was going on.

12

Shoethal, assstant in the Office of Acceptable Doctrine, sat in the dining room of the port facility waiting
for aship to unload. Elder Brother Noazee Fuasoi had explained that the ship carried avery important
cargo, and he had sent Shoethai to receiveit.

Shoethai's automati c response had been unvoiced. "Why me?' Even now he studioudy avoided looking
at himsdf in the window, where his reflected image was superimposed over the ship in question likea
hovering and misshapen ghost. The face was sufficiently gro-tesque to have made severd staff people at
the port pretend they hadn't seen him, including two of the waitersin this dining room.

Shoethal was so accustomed to his appearance and to the way people reacted to it that he no longer
showed his hurt and outrage, though the emotions seethed bel ow the surface, more maevolently violent
with every passing day. Elder Fuasoi could have sent someone else. Y avi, or Fumo. Either of them. They
didn't look like much but they didn't look like monsters, either. The question was eternd. "Why me?"

Back in Sanctity, very occasiondly some wel-meaning idiot had tried to comfort Shoethal by saying
something like, "Still, you're glad to be dive, aren't you? Y ou'd rather be dive than dead, wouldn't you?”
Which just went to show how stupid and unfeding they were, mouthing cliches at him that way. No, he
would not rather be dive. Y es, he would rather be dead, except he was afraid of dying. Best yet would
beif hed never lived at dll, if they'd let hisfather kill him when hetried to. Father, at least, had cared
about him and wanted what was best for him. What was best was never to have been born or, if that
wasn't possible, never to have lived past afew weeks when hewas still too little to know anything. What
would have been ab-sol ute best was never to have looked at thisface, conscious that it was his own.

Still, the Elder Brother hadn't sent Fumo or Y avi. The Elder Brother had sent Shoethal, and that meant
something. It meant that Fumo or Y avi weren't supposed to know about this shipment. If Fumo and Y avi
weren't supposed to know, then Elder Brother Jhamlees Zoe didn't know, and Sanctity didn't know
either. And that meant it was something that only Shoethai and Fuasoi knew about, only those two.

"Do you know what Moldiesare?’ the Elder Brother had asked him one day, out of nothing, while
Shoethal was cleaning the Elder Brother's office.

"It'smartyrs of something,” Shoethal had said.

"Martyrsof the Last Days," the Elder Brother had said. A group of men who are dedicated to hastening
the end. Have you ever read theBook of Ends?’

Shoethai merely stood there, mouth open, shaking his head. Of course he hadn't read any Moldy books.
Y ou could get yoursdlf ter-minated by Sanctity for reading Moldy books.

The Elder Brother had read hismind. "I know. It's among the forbidden volumes. Still, | think you'd be



interested in reading it, Shoethai. I'll grant a dispensation for you. Take the book with you when you
leave, but don't let anyone else seeit. Particularly, don't let Jhamlees Zoe seeit.”

It wasn't even areader. It was an old-style book, with pages. Elder Fuasoi laid it out on the desk and
just Ieft it there, an old brown thing with the wordsBook of Ends in gold across the front. Shoethai had
hidden the book in the deep pocket of hisrobe, had read it only when he was aone—which was most of
thetime. By now he had it dmost memorized and frequently quoted sections of it to himself.

"Garbed in light, wewill dwdll in the house of light," he recited to himsdf now as he sucked histea
through the gapsin histeeth. After the end of mankind would come the New Crestion. In the New
Creation he would no longer wear thisface and thisbody. In the New Cresation he would no longer be
deformed. He would dart like a spear, clothed only in radiance, beautiful asan angd. Elder Fuasoi had
taken particular notice of this, reading the proper section from the book and pointing to the illustrations,
but Shoethai had bdlieved it from the moment heread it for himself. It was as though it had been written
just for him. Fair wasfair. If people didn't have afair try in thislife, they would in the next one.

"L et the changes come," he whispered, inhaling another sip of tea. "L et the New Creation manifest itsdlf.”
The manager of the dining room had brought the tea after a furious whispering match with histwo
waiters. Shoetha prayed silently that the waiters would be among the first to be cleansed away, most
painfully. Of course it would be painful. Elder Fuasoi had aready told him that. Elder Fuasoi had seen the
plague. Elder Fuasoi had actudly spent dmost ayear in aplague camp. Elder Fuasoi wasaMoldy. He
said nobody could see the plague and be anything else.

Once Elder Fuasoi confessed that he was actually aMoldy, Shoethai had become awilling and
dedicated convert even though they were the only Moldies on Grass and Jhamlees Zoe would have them
both killed if he found out. Doing what the Mol dies needed doing didn't need more than two. Two, Elder
Fuasoi had told him, would be more than enough.

"Blessme, O Cresator," Shoethal mused silently as he stared through his own image at the scurrying
figuresaround the ship, "for | will cleanse thy house of ugliness.” Uglinessitsdf wasasin againgt Crestion.
The Elder Brother had even hinted that the Creator had given Shoethai thisface in order to make explicit
to Shoethai a certain knowledge, the knowledge of the absolute depravity and unworthiness of man,
printing that message on Shoethai's flesh for everyone to see. Elder Fuasoi said that what Shoethal
appeared to be on the outside, al mankind actudly was on theinsde. What Shoethal looked like,
mankind actually was. Misshapen. Deformed. A freak of Creation. Intelligence should not exist in such
dinking, falibleflesh. Fesh wasadl right for animals, but not for intelligent beings, and mankind wasan
experiment that hadn't worked out. For the few who helped clean up the mess, there would be divine
rewards. And for the others there would be afina end which would leave the universe cleansed and
purified and ready to start over.

Beow him, he saw ground vehicles moving from the ship toward the port building. The shipment would
bein one of them. Brother Shoethai decided to stay where hewasfor atime. Let the crowd clear away
before he went down to the cargo office. There was no hurry. Once Elder Fuasoi had the shipment and
distributed it, everyone on the planet would die, but it would take sometime. The virus didn't work for a
long time, sometimes--There was no hurry. An hour more or less would make little difference. Shoethai
giggled as he spped at histea Then, seeing what the giggle did to hisreflection in the window, he
stopped and turned dightly away so that he would not be able to see himsdlf anymore.

In hisoffice a the Friary, Elder Brother Noazee Fuasoi leaned on his desk, choking down the pain from



his belly. The second ssomach and gut transplant hadn't worked any better than the first one, even though
the office had scoured the penitents for as close atissue match as possible. That was the best the doctors
could do here on Grass, and even then they'd objected that the donor hadn't made a free gift of his body
prior to getting fataly wounded in the head by (so Elder Fuasoi had informed them) an unfortunate fall
from the towers. There were no facilitiesfor cloning body systems on Grass, and while Elder Brother
Noazee Fuasoi of Sanctity had sufficient clout to go back to Sanctity and wait while they cloned a gut for
him, Jorny Shales the Moldy hadn't wanted to take thetime.

"Onewould think ..." he snarled to himsdf in alitany that was repeated every time hisgut pained him,
"one would think the Creator could grant surcease to those of us doing Hiswork."

"Pardon, Y our Emminence?’ said Y avi Foosh from his own desk by the window. "Pardon?”
"Nothing," snarled the Elder. "I've got apain, that's al Probably something | ate.”

Though it wasn't anything he had eaten. It wasflesh, that was al. Fallible flesh. Full of stinksand pains
and rot. Full of weakness and foolish, ugly appetites and dirty excretions. There would be no flesh in the
next creation, not for those who had cleaned up this one. Elder Fuasoi gripped the edge of the desk and
swested, thinking of other times and places as he waited for the cramp to pass.

He had never redlly been aware of pain until the camp. His name had been Jorny then, aboy of fifteen
dragged into the camp with his uncle Shaes. One day he had been living with Uncle Shdesin thefishing
town, going to schooal, fishing off the pier, going out in the boat when the weather wasright, writing love
notesto Gerandra Andraws, cute little Gerry with the perky little bottom, wondering if he was old enough
to redlly do something about her. The next day he had been there in the camp, crowded with fifteen other
men and boys in one room with no school, no girls, no fishing, and no Uncle Shdes.

The people in the camp either had the disease or were close family members of people with the disease.
Uncle Shaleswas dying, they told him. Jorny had to stay in the camp until they found out whether he was
goingto die, too.

He wanted to see Uncle Shales, but they wouldn't et him. He sneaked around until he found what
building Uncle wasin and where his bed was, and then he got up close to the wall, around back. Uncle
Shaleswould open the window alittle bit and they'd talk, at night. Uncle Shaestold Jorny not to be
afraid. Everything that happened, happened for the best, he said. Jorny sat crouched under the window,
tears running down hisface, trying to keep Uncle from hearing him cry. Then one night Uncle didntt
answer him and the window wasn't open, so Jorny waited until everyone was adeep and sneaked in. He
couldn't find Uncle Shaes. In the bed where Uncle had been was only thisthing, this kind of monger,
partly bandages, with one eye peering out and around, raw hole where its mouth ought to be, lesking al
over the place and stinking.

Later, when he asked, they told him Uncle had died. He thought they'd let him go then, but they didn't.
They kept looking dl over him for sores, like the sores most of the people in the camp had.

Then one day there was aMoldy preaching in the camp. Preaching how it was near the end of thetime
for man. How it was time for man to depart, for he was only rotten flesh and decaying bone. How it was
timeto leave the universe clean for the next generation. How those who died now would rise again in the
New Cregtion, clad in light, beautiful asthe dawn.

Jorny knew then what had happened to Uncle Shales. He had shed his flesh so he could come back,
dressed dl inlight, likean angd.



Jorny cried, thefirgt time hed let himsalf cry out loud, right there in the dusty street of the camp,
half-hidden behind one of the scruffy trees. He had waited until the Moldy was finished and had gone up
to him and said who he was and that his uncle had died and he wanted to get out of the camp. The man
had patted him on the shoulder and said he could get him out, that Jorny could become aMoldy right
then, without even having atoothbrush. He got in atruck with the man and they looked him dl over to
seeif he had any sores on him, and when they saw he didn't they hid him under some stuff while they
smuggled him out to a place where there were |ots of people and other kids and nobody had sores on
them anywhere. Not that they'd really had to smuggle him. The camp commander had been paid off, the
Moldy said. Paid off to let the Moldy preach and bring comfort to the dying.

That night Jorny dept. Whenever he thought about Uncle, he made himself stop thinking. At first he
thought maybe he should have gone home to say goodbye to the people hed known, but then after a
while he figured most of them were dead and it didn't matter. They were al dead and ready to be reborn.
The Moldies pointed out people who were aready transformed. Before the sun went down, sometimes
you could see them, danting down from the clouds, golden beams of fiery light. Later on, Jorny figured
out that wasjust gories, just sunlight, but it didn't matter. Later on he redlized who that monster on the
corner bed had been, too, but by that time he had it al figured out.

When he was seventeen, the Moldies had sent him to Sanctity as an acolyte with instructions to study
and work and risein the hier-archy. He had become amember of the Office of Acceptable Doctrine. It
was the Moldies, paying people off, that got Sanctity to send him to Grass. It wastimefor Grassto join
the other homes of man, the Moldies said. Time for Grassto be cleansed.

And now he was here, ready to spread the plague which had killed everything he had cared about. If
Uncle Shaes had deserved the plague, then there were none who did not deserveit. If Uncle Shales had
died, then everybody ought to die.

He opened his eyes, surprised to find them wet, feding the cramping in hisbelly waneto itsusud dull,
wallowing ache. Standing across the desk from him was his superior in Sanctity, Elder Brother Jnamlees
Zoe.

"Y ou don't look well, Fuasoi."

"No, Elder Brother. A bit of painisal.”

"Have you seen the doctorsin the town recently?"

"Not for several weeks, Elder Brother."

"What have they said iswrong?'

"The sysemstransplant isn't doing aswell asthey'd like."

"Perhapsit'stime to ship you back to Sanctity.”

"Oh, no, Elder Brother. Much too much work here."

Elder Brother Jhamleesfretted, moving his hands, scratching hisinfinitesmal nose, rising on histoes, then
down again. "Fuasoi?'



"Y es, Elder Brother?!
"Y ou haven't heard of there being any ... Sckness around, have you?'

Fuasoi stared at him in disbelief. Sickness? Was the man crazy? Of course there was sickness around.
"What doesthe Elder Brother refer to?”

"Oh, any serious sickness. Any. ah .. .well. Urn. Any, ah .. .plague?’

"Sanctity teaches usthat thereisno plague,” said Brother Fuasoi firmly. " Surely the Eider Brother is not
questioning Sanctity'steach-ing?"'

"Not at dl. | wasthinking more of... something contagious, you know, that might threaten the Friary.
Still, good to know there's noth-ing. Nothing. Take care of yourself, Fuasoi. Let me know if you'd liketo
go back...." And he was out the door, hurrying away down the corridor.

Will, well, thought Fuasoi. | wonder what occasioned that?

"Shoethai'shere" said Y avi, interrupting histhoughts. "I can hear him coming down the hal.” He got up
and went to the door, opening it dightly and turning to peer inquiringly back at his superior.

"Let him comein,” Fuasoi said, nodding. The painin hisbelly had passed. The other pain, the one that
brought him awake in the night, sweating and weeping, that one would pass when everything was all
over. He patted hisforehead with athrowaway and stared at the door. "I want to speak to him
privately."

Y avi shrugged and went out, passing Shoethai in the door.
"Y our Eminence." Shoethal fdll to hisknees.
"Get up," Fuasoi directed impatiently. "Did you get it?"

Shoethai nodded wearily, rising to put the small package on the desk. "Once | found somebody to look
for it. Mostly they try to pretend I'm not there."

The Elder gestured with hisfingersto give the package to him. When he had it, he opened it carefully,
revealing afist-gzed packet within.

"Isthat it?" Shoethal begged, wanting to be reassured once more.

"That'sit-" His superior smiled, content at last that the work could go forward and his own pain would
end. "Plague virus. Packed es-pecidly for Grass."

Brothers Mainoaand Loural arrived at Opd Hill just in timeto interrupt an dtercation. When Persun
Pollut announced the arrival of an aircar bearing the Green Brothers, Marjorie was for the moment
shocked into inaction. She had forgotten they were coming. After the momentary pause, however, she
went out to bring them in, hoping their arrival would put an end, however temporary, to the discord
between Rigo and Stdlla.



Ignoring the arrival of the two strangers, Rigo went on shouting at Stella, furious that she had not told him
sheintended to ride, furious at her for having ridden at al without his permisson. Though Tony and
Marjorie were angry too, angry with both theridersfor risking their lives, they felt the conflict had gone
on long enough. Marjorie intruded upon the sounds of battle by introducing the brothersto her husband
and daughter.

As Rigo turned and offered his hand to Brother Mainoa, his face still suffused with anger, he suddenly
remembered hiswords to Mar-jorie about this man. The Brother was shortsighted and elderly, rotund
and hdf bald. Rigo wasingtantly aware that he had made himsdlf ridiculous by his accusations then and
that he was not improving matters by his manner now. All he could bring himsdf to do wasto make
brusque apologies and go off with Stellatill frothing after him likeasmal, mad animal determined to bite,
leaving Marjorie and Tony to make amends.

Mainoawaved her gpologiesaway. "All families have their upsets, Lady Westriding. | understand your
husband and daughter rode to hounds yesterday."

"How did you know?'

"That information spread across Grass within moments of their leaving Klive" thefriar replied. "A
servant caled afriend on the tell-me. The friend called someone else, who called three others. One of the
Brothers cameto tell Brother Lourai and me, bringing the news down into the Arbai street we are
currently unearthing. Oh yes, Lady Westriding, everyone knows.”

"Thetwo of them have been fighting over it," she confessed unnecessarily. "Tony and | are afraid for
them.”

"Asyou might well be," the Brother agreed.

Since Stdllahad left them, Rillibee had stood looking after her, an expression of wonder on hisface.
Now he sat down abruptly. " She's determined to go on?" he asked.

"Rigo is determined to go on. Stellais no less determined, though not for Rigo's reasons. My husband
thinks she should not. The reasons he gives her for not riding are the same reasons | give him for not
riding. He saysin hiscaseit isdifferent.” She sghed, throwing up her hands.

"It'sal become rather nasty and boring," said Tony, trying to make light of what had been avery hogtile
encounter. "Everyonetdling each other the same things, and no onelistening.”

"I'm told that Rowena, Obermum bon Damfels, isat Commons," Brother Mainoaremarked. "'l hear that
Obermun bon Damfels does not seem to know sheisgone.”

"You hear everything," Marjorie said ruefully. "Have you heard what any of it means?’
"Asyou do, Lady Westriding. Asyou do."

"Cal me Marjorie, Brother. Please. Father James wants to see you while you are here. He particularly
asked to be included.”

Brother Mainoa nodded, smiling. He had wanted very much to talk with either of the Fathers.

When the time came, he spoke to the young priest, quiet young Father James—Rigo's nephew, Marjorie



informed them—and aso to Father Sandoval, and to Tony and Marjorie aswell. Their luncheon was
served on theterrace in the mild airs of spring. Neither Rigo nor Stellajoined them. Neither Rigo nor
Stellacould befound.

"I wanted particularly to speak with you Fathers" Brother Mainoa confided in his comfortable voice,
"because | have a philosophical matter which | am seeking advice upon.”

"Ah?" Father Sandova acknowledged in apatronizing tone. "Y ou wish an answer from areligious point
of view?'

"l do," said the Brother. "It pertains to creatures which are not human. Y ou may regard the question as
hypothetica but nonethel essimportant.”

Father Sandoval cocked hishead. "Y ou mean in adoctrina sense?"

"Precisdly. A matter of no practical relevance whatsoever, but im-portant in adoctrinal sense. To ask
my question, | must ask you first to suppose that the foxen here on Grass are sentient beings and that
they are troubled by matters of conscience.”

Tony laughed. Marjorie smiled. Father Sandova seemed only dightly amused. "I can accept that asa
ground for ethica argument.”

Brother Mainoanodded, gratified. "It isaquestion of origina sin.”

"Origind an?" Father Jameslooked as though he was genuindy amused. " Among the foxen?' He looked
a Marjorie with asmile, asthough reminded of their recent conversation on the same subject. She
looked down at her plate. She was still troubled by the things he had said, and was not sureit wasa
laughing metter.

Brother Mainoa saw thisinterchange but pretended not to notice. "Remember that you agreed to accept
that they are thinking beings, Fathers. Accept it. Regard them asfully sentient. As much as you yourself
may be. Now, having done so—do not laugh, sr," thisto Tony—"we are supposing that the idea of
origind sin oppressesthe foxen. They are carnivores. Their bodies require mesat. So, they eat mesat. They
edt the peepers, the larvae of the Hippae."

"Y ou know!" exclamed Marjorie. Y ou know what the peepersredly are.”
"l do, madam. Not many know, but | do. And let us suppose the foxen do, aswell. They eat them."”

"And the foxen congder thissinful?* Tony asked. "Well, young S, it isan interesting point. If these were
men, you yourself would congder it anful. If aman or woman kills an unborn child, your faith and
Sanctity both consider it murder, do they not? The larvae of the Hippae are not thinking beings. They are
as near mindless as makes no matter. However, when they grow great and fat and unable to move, they
make their first metamorphosis and emerge as hounds.”

"Ah." Father Sandoval had aready heard of thisfrom Marjorie and he now saw where Mainoawas
leading.

"The hounds, some say, are thinking beings. Certainly they are capable of somethought. | believe they
are sf-aware. Whether they are or not, they undergo afurther metamorphosis and become some-thing
dee.."



"Mounts." Marjorie nodded. "I have seen them."

"Of course. And as Lady Westriding knowsin her heart, aswe al know in our hearts, the Hippae are
thinking beings. Y ou and | have discussed this before, have we not? So, when foxen egt the peepers,
they arekilling the young of athinking race.”

“But if they know this, why—"

"What €l se can they eat? The mounts? The Hippae themsalves? There are afew other creatures, all of
them too fleet or too small to be of any use. The grazers are too huge. No, the foxen eat the peepers
because they are available and abundant. There are many more pegpers than the world could hold if all
of them went through metamor-phosis, and history upon Terratels uswhat horrors follow upon religious
mandates of unlimited reproduction. That is not the point, however. The point isthat foxen eat and relish
peepers, but let us suppose that in recent years, since being exposed to the thoughts of man, the foxen
have acquired pudency. They have learned to fed guilt.”

"They had no guilt until man came?'

"L et us suppose not. L et us suppose that they had reason, but no sense of shame. They have acquired it
frommen."

"They must have acquired it from the commoners, then,” said Tony. "I've seen little enough among the
bons™"

Brother Mainoalaughed. "From the commoners. Suredly. Let us say they have learned it from the
commoners.”

"Those of our fath," sad Marjorie with afrown, "seem to agree that the origind sin of humankind was ah
... ah amatory one."

"And the foxen, who have learned of this doctrine from someone, heaven knows who, wonder if it isnot
asvalid to have onethat was and is gustatory. L et us suppose they have come to me with this matter.
‘Brother Mainoa,' they have said, ‘we wish to know if we are guilty of origind an.'

"Well, | havetold them | do not understand the doctrine of origina sin, thet it is not a doctrine Sanctity

has ever concerned itself about. 'I know someone who knows, however.' | have told them. 'Father
Sandoval, being an Old Catholic, should know dl about it," and so they want to discuss the matter.”

"Discussthe matter?

"Widl, inamanner of speaking. Let us postulate that they have found some way to communicate.”

Father Sandoval's brow creased and he sat back in his chair, fin-gertips of his hands pressed together to
make acage, saring a it for atime asthough it held his thoughts captive. "1 would tell them," he said after
aconsderable pause, "that their sense of guilt does not arisefrom origina sinat dl. Itisnot their first
parents who have committed the ain, ifitisasin, but they themsdves.”

"Doesthis make adifference?'

"Oh, yes. A snthat they themsalves have committed, if it isasin, can be remedied by their own



penitence and forgiven by God. If they are penitent. If they believein God."

If God believesin them, amended Marjorie, sllently. If God did not know the names of his human
viruses, would he care about foxen?

Brother Mainoa shifted the utensils before him, frowning in con-centration. "But suppose it had been a
snof ther.. .their ancestors.”

"It isnot Ssmply amatter of who committed the sin, whether the creatures themsalves or their ancestors
or their associates with or without their connivance or acquiescence. We would have to ask how God
seesit. In order to have been the equivaent of origind sin, then it would be necessary to determine
whether the foxen had ever existed in agtate of divine grace. Was there atime when they were sinless?
Did they fdl from grace as our religion teaches usthat our first parentsfell?"

Brother Mainoa nodded. "L et us suppose they did not. Let us suppose things have aways been this
way, so far back as anyone can remember.”

"No legend of aformer time. No scripture?”’
"None."

Father Sandovd grimaced, drawing his upper lip back and ticking histhumbnail againgt histeeth. "Then it
ispossiblethat thereisnosn.”

"Not eveniif, in thislatter day, these reasoning beings are beset by conscience over something they have
adwaysdone?'

Father Sandoval shrugged and smiled, raising his hands as though to heaven. "Brother, let us suppose
that wethink they may be guilty of origind sin. First we must establish whether their salvationis
possible—that is, whether any divine mechanism exisisto remove their sense of sin by forgiving them.
They cannot be truly penitent for something they did not do, and therefore penitence is usdess to them.
They must rely upon a supernatural force to redeem them from asin committed long ago or by someone
else. Among Old Cathalics, that redemption was offered by our Savior. We are granted immor-taity
through Him. Among you Sanctified, redemption is offered by your organization. Y ou are granted
immortdlity throughit.”"

"The Sanctified believe in the same Savior," Brother Mainoare-marked. "They once caled themsalves
Hissants"

"WEell, perhaps. If S0, it isno longer any sgnificant part of Sanctity's belief, but | will not argue that point
with you. Thisisno timeto discuss the types of immortality and what our expectations may be. My
church teaches that those pious men and women who lived prior to the human life and sacrifice of the
Savior were redeemed by that sacrifice despite the fact that they lived and died long before it was made.
So, | suppose, might these foxen have been saved by that same sacrifice despite the fact that they lived
and died in another world. | would not say, here and now, that thisisimpossible. However, itisa
question for the full authority of the church to decide. No mere priest should attempt to answer such a
Quetion.”

"Ah." Brother Mainoagrinned widely, shaking his head to indicate amazed amusement. "It isan
interesting point, isit not. It iswith such conjecture | while away thetime whilel am digging and
cata-loguing.”



Seeing the dightly angry expression on Father Sandova's face, Marjorie turned to the younger Brother
in an effort to change the direction of their conversation. "And you, Brother Loural. Do you aso consider
such philosophica and ethicd points?!

Rillibee Chime looked up from his salad, peering deeply into Father Sandoval's eyes, seeming to see
more there than the old priest was comfortable with.

"No," hesaid. "My people sinned against no one, and | have never had any chance to be guilty. | think
of other things. | think of trees. | remember my parents and how they died. | think of the namethey gave
me. | wonder why | am here."

"Isthat dl?' Sheamiled.

"No," hereplied, surprising both her and himself. "I wonder what your daughter's name means, and
whether | will see her again.”

"Wdl," said Mainoa, lifting his brows and patting his younger colleague on the arm. "He'syoung yet. |
thought of such thingstoo, long ago.”

A brooding sllencefdl. Marjorie perssted in moving the conver-sation away from these troublesome
aress. "Brother Mainoa, do you know of an animal here on Grass which looks something like abat?' She
described the creature she had seen in the caverns, dwelling upon its most noteworthy feature, the
fringing tegth.

"Not only know it," the friar answered, "but been bitten by it. Most people have, at least once. It'sa
bloodsucker. It comes out of the dusk and hits you right here—" he clamped a work-roughened hand on
the back of hisneck, just at the base of his skull, "and triesto sink those teeth into you. Since our
headbones get in the way, they don't do much damage to humans. Evidently the Grassan animalshavea
notch in the skull right there. Miserable-looking things, aren't they?”

Marjorie nodded.

"Where did you see them?”

She explained, telling the story of the cavern once more. Rillibee and Father James were interested, even
though Brother Mainoa was quite unsurprised.

"Then you undoubtedly saw dead ones, also. Their bodieslie around the Hippae cavernslike leaveson a
forest floor inaTerran fal. | do know about them. I'm among the few who've sneaked up on acavern
and gotten away afterward.” He gave her alook which told her that he guessed more of her reasons for
going into the grasses than she wanted him to.

"Gotten away?' she repeated faintly.

"l would say it'sararething to get away, Lady Westriding. If you'd been smelled or spotted, they'd have
had you." He had falen into his colloquid, avuncular manner.

"l wasriding. On ahorse.”

"Still, 1 find it amazing. W, if your horse got you out of there quickly, you may have outrun 'em. Or



maybe the wind was just right and you ssimply weren't noticed. Or maybe the smdll of the horse confused
them just long enough. Y ou took your life between your teeth, Lady." He gave her a concentrated,
percipient look. "1'd suggest you not do it again. Certainly not during the lapse.”

"l ... | had dready decided that." She cast her eyes down, em-barrassed at Tony's scow! of agreement.
Could the man read her mind?

"They don't like to be spied upon?’ Tony asked.

"They won't tolerate it. That'swhy so little's known about ‘em. That's why so few people that wander of f
into the grasses ever come home. | can tell you, though. Hippae lay eggs sometime during the winter or
early spring. I've seen the eggsin the backs of cavernsin late spring and | know they weren't therein the
fdl. When the sun gets enough warmth in it, the migerers move the eggs into the sun and shift 'em around
until the heat hatches ‘em. About the same time, some of the peepers and some of the hounds, those that
are grown enough, come back to the caverns and change themselvesinto something new. The Hippae
guard 'em while they're doing it. That'swhy the lgpse.”

"The bons don't know," Marjorie said, astatement rather than a question.
"Right, they don't know. Don't know, won't be told, don't want to hear. Taboo for 'em.”

"I do have something you may not know," she said, getting up to fetch the trip recorder and punching up
the pattern she had walked over in the cavern. "I have been told that the thunderous noise we sometimes
hear is Hippae, dancing. Well, this seemsto be what the dancing produces.”

Brother Maincastared &t it, at first in confusion, then in disbelief.
Marjorie smiled. Good. For al hisknowing looks, he wasn't om-niscient, then.

It was Rillibee who said, almost casudly, "It looks like the wordsin the Arbai books, doesnt it,
Brother?'

"The spherical peeperd” Marjorie exclaimed, remembering sud-denly where she had seen the rotund
peepers and heraldric hounds, carved on the housefronts of the Arbai city. The twining design did look
like the wordsin the Arbai books—or like the vines carved on the housefronts. She mentioned this,
occasioning adeep and thoughtful sllence from everyone.

Though the conversation later turned to other things, including whether there was or was not unexplained
death upon Grass (for Marjorie and Tony remained aware of their duty) the pattern on Marjorie's
recorder wasin al their minds. Brother Mainoa, particu-larly, wanted very much to show ittoa
friend—s0 he said as he departed—and Marjorie let him borrow the recorder, believing he meant some
friend among the Green Brothers.

It was only after he was gone that she began to wonder how it was that Brother Mainoa had seen the
caverns of the Hippae and had escaped to tell them about it.

When Rigo l€ft for the Hunt on the following day, the last Hunt to be held at Klive, Stella, who had been
thinking much of Sylvan, demanded to go with him.



"Y ou said you wouldn' risk the children,” Marjorie reminded him. "Rigo, you promised.” Shewould not
cry. Shewould not shout. She would merdly remind him. Still, the tears hung unshed in her eyes.

He had forgotten he had wanted tears, and tears over the children would never have satisfied himin any
case. "'l wouldn't have," he explained in his most reasonable voice. "1 would never have ordered any of
you to ride. But she wantsto. That's a different matter.”

"She could die, Rigo."

"Any of uscould die," he said camly, gesturing to convey ahostile universe which plotted deeth against
them dl. "But Stlawont.

According to Stavenger bon Damfels, sherode brilliantly." He said the word as though it had been an
accolade. " Stavenger urged meto bring her again.”

"Stavenger," Marjorie said quietly, the name seething on her tongue. " The man who beat Rowena haf to
death and attempted to Starve her. The man who hasn't figured out yet that sheisgone. That Stavenger.
Why would you risk Stella's life on Stavenger's say-s0?"

"Oh, Mother," Stellasaid in avoice very much like her father'sin its obdurate reasonableness. "Stop it!
I'm going, and that'sthat.”

Marjorie stood on the terrace steps and watched them go, staring into the sky until the car became
merely adot and vanished. As she was about to go in, Persun Pollut came up behind her. "Lady ..."
"Yes, Persun.”

"Y ou have had amessage on the tell-me. Sylvan bon Damfds asksif you will be attending the Hunt, |
told him you would not. He says he wishesto visit you here, this afternoon.”

"He may have word of Rowena," Marjorie said sadly, still staring at the empty sky where they had gone.
"Bring himto my study when he arrives."

When he came, he did have some word of Rowena. As Marjorie commiserated and exclaimed, hetold
her that the wounds to Rowenas flesh were healing. The wounds to her mind were more trouble-some.
Finding Dimity had become an obsession with her. She could not admit that the girl was gone forever, or
if not, that finding her might be more heartbreaking than considering her dead.

None of which waswhat Sylvan had really come to say. He soon left the subject of Rowenaand Dimity,
which hefound painful, and began to talk of something ese. It had been so long since Marjorie had been
the object of anyone's overt romantic intentions that he had managed to get out most of what he had
planned to say, however dlusively and poetically, before she redized the tenor of hiswords.

"Sylvan," she begged, suddenly terrified. "Don't."

"I must," hewhispered. "1 love you. I'veloved you since the moment | saw you. The moment | first took
you into my arms on the dance floor. Y ou must have known. Y ou must have felt—"

She shook her head, forbidding him to say anything more. "If you say anything ese, Sylvan, | will haveto
forbid you thishouse. | am not freeto listen to you. | have afamily.”

"So? What difference does that make?'



"To you, none perhaps. To me, dl the difference.”
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"Isit your religion? Those priest persons you have with you? Do they guard you for Rigo?"

"Father Sandova ? Father James? Of course not, Sylvan. They help me guard mysdlf!" She turned away
from him. exasperated. "How can | explain to you? Y ou have none of the same ideas. And you are so
young. It would beagn!”

"Because | am young?'

"No. Not for that reason. But because | am married to someone ese, it would beasin.”
Helooked puzzled. "Not on Grass."

"Have you no sacrament of marriage upon Grass?"

He shrugged. "It is not marriages the bons need but children. Proper children, of course, though the
fiction will often do aswell asthefact. There's many abon with commoner blood, though the Obermuns
would deny it. Well, look &t it yoursalf! Why should Rowenahave alonely bed dl spring and dl fal while
Stavenger hunts, or recovers from hunting, or sweets thinking of hunting again? 1 have no doubt Sheviok
is Stavenger's son, but | have some doubts about myself.”

"Have you no sins upon Grass? Nothing that you fed iswrong to do?’

He stared at her, asthough trying to see past her surface to the mystery she confronted him with. "It
would be wrong to kill another bon, | suppose. Or to force awoman if sheweren't willing, or hurt a
child. Or to take something from some other estancia. But no one would see it aswrong for usto be
lovers”

She regarded him amost with fear. His eyes glowed with fervor, his hands reached out to her. Her
fleeting desire to take those hands filled her with panic. So she had once longed to take Rigo's hands.
How could she convince someone who had o little in common with her when her own self was
conspiring againg her?™Y ou say you love me, Sylvan.”

"l do."

"And by thisyou mean more, | presume, than mere lust. Y ou are not telling me only that you want my
body." Sheflushed, saying this, athing she had never said, not evento Rigo. It was only possibleto say it
if shewaked away from him, to the window where she sood |ooking out.

"Of course not,” he blurted, stung.

She spoke to the garden. "Then, if you love me, you will say nothing further about it. Y ou must accept
what | tell you. | am married to Rigo It does not matter if that marriage is happy or unhappy. It doesn't
matter that you and | might be happier together than either of us might be with others. None of that
matters, and you must not speak of it! My marriageisafact in my religion, and that fact can't be
changed. | will beyour friend. | cannot be your lover. If you want religious explanations, ask Father
Sandova to explainit If | were even to converse with you about it, it would be an occasion of sin.”



"What can | do?" he begged. "What can | do?'
"Nothing. Go home. Forget you came here. Forget you said any-thing, as | will try to do.”

Herose, unwillingly, ructantly, far more stirred to passion by her refusal than he would have been by
her consent. He could not let her go. "I will beyour friend," he cried. "And you must be mine. This
bus ness of the plague, we must not forget that. Y ou need meto help you with that!"

Sheturned back to him, her arms crossed protectively across her breasts. "Y es, we need you, Sylvan. If
youwill. But not if you talk about this other thing." Her throat was dry. She longed to comfort him, he
seemed so distraught, but she did not dare touch him or even smile at him.

"Very well, then. | will not talk about this other thing." He made awide, two-handed gesture, as though
cadting everything away, though he gave up nothing. If talking of love was not the way to Marjori€'s
affection, he would try to find some other way. He would not give up courting her. He did not understand
Marjoriesrdigion, but hewould learn about it. Obvioudly it tolerated many thingsit did not alow.
Otherwise that proud, harsh man, her husband, would not be able to keep his mistress aimost upon his
wife's doorstep!

He stayed, for atime, stting agood distance from her, discussing the things she needed to know. He
promised to do everything he could to find out whether there was any unusua disease upon Grass. Helet
nothing happen to disturb her again, controlling their con-versation with a courtly charm, seeing her
gradually relax, lower her defenses, become the woman he had danced with. When he |eft her, hefelt his
eyes grow wet, wondering what she thought of him, amazed that it mattered to him that much. Hewas no
youngster to worry what awoman thought! And yet ... and yet hedid.

She, looking after him, was more stirred than she had been in years, wishing with dl her heart that he had
never come, that he had never spoken, or that she had met him before she had met Roderigo Yrarier.

It was an evil thought. She went to the chapel and prayed. Over the years, prayer had comforted her. It
did not do so now, though she knelt for most of an hour, seeking peace. The light over the dtar glowed
red Once she had thought of it asaholy eye, seeing her, but she did not think it saw her now. She had
been God's child once. Now she was only athinking virus, athing beset by longings with no
appeasement dlowed. "How long hasit been since | laughed a something?' she asked hersdlf. "How
long since we have had any fun at al, asafamily?* She could remember both, and it had been long, too
long ago, when Stellawas till achild, before Rigo had Eugenie.

She went outside. The afternoon had grown chill. From the north-east came the muted roar of an aircar.
She hurried toward the graveled court where it would land, stood there shivering and looking up. She
needed Rigo, needed Stella, needed family, needed to belong to someone, be held by someone. She
would make them offer her some-thing, make them show some affection. She would beg it, demand it!

The car came dowly closer, from a speck to aball, from abal to an ornament, one of the ornaments her
family had used to hang upon trees at Christmastime, bulging with rococo extravagance.

It landed. The door opened and the servant who had piloted it got out and went away, without looking
at her. Rigo came out, facing the car, turning dowly until he saw her, He did not move then, just stood
there, hisface dtill and empty. There was an endless moment during which nothing moved at dl, a
moment in which afirst dreadful sus-picion hardened into certainty,



"Sdlal" shecried, her voice shrilling into thewind.

Rigo made a hopeless gesture but said nothing. He did not move toward her. She knew he wastoo
ashamed to do 0, that he knew there was nothing he could ever say which would help at all.

"Brother Mainoa," sheingsted, pounding her fist on the kitchen table where she found Father James and
her son having an evening snack together. "Brother Mainoa knows something! He's been out in the grass.
He's seen. Things. If the Hippae have taken Stella, hel's the only one who can possibly help us.™

"Whereisyour husband?' the priest asked. "Marjorie, whereis Uncle Rigo?!
"l don't know," she said, turning wild eyes upon him. "He came into the house."
"What exactly did he say?"

"That shewas gone. Vanished. She never returned. Like Janetta. Like the bon Damfesgirl. Gone." She
gulped for air, asthough she could not possibly get enough into her lungs. "Hewon't be any use. He'slike
them. Like Stavenger and like the Obermun bon Haunser. 1've been thinking who to ask. Not any of the
bons. They don't do anything about it when their own children get carried off; they wouldn't do anything
for mine. Not anyone from Commons. They don't know anything about it. Not villagers. They're
frightened to death of the grass. | wish you could have seen Sebastian Mechanic's face when he was
telling me about the thundering in the night. But someone told him! Who do you suppose? | asked. He
says Brother Mainoa. It dways comes back to Brother Mainoal™

"Do you want to go there now, Marjorie?"

"Now. Yes™"

"Have you checked to be sure he's there?"

"No." She sobbed helplesdy. "He hasto be there.”

The priest nodded at Tony, then toward the tell-melink in the corner of the kitchen, beforerising to fold
Marjoriein hisarms. He was no taller than she, and dighter, but he gave her enough support that he
could urge her into a chair and make her St there until she grew quieter. Tony muttered in the corner
once, then again before snapping off the link and turning back to them.

"He'sthere. Him and the other one, | told him what happened. He says held come to you but he doesn't
have acar. Y ou can cometo him, or I'll go get him and bring him here.”

"I'll go." Shejumped up, staring wildly around hersdlf. "I was wicked, Father James. | resented her. God
has taken her away because of—"

"Marjorie!" he shouted, shaking her. "Stop that! Is God so unjust that he would punish your daughter
because of something you did? Y ou won't help Stella by having fits of guilt. Stopit.”

She gulped again, visibly taking hold of hersdlf. "Yes. Oh, yes, of course. I'm sorry. Youreright. Tony,
grab whatever food you can put together in five minutes. Y ou and Father Jameswill be hungry. | must get



Sheran out and they heard her footsteps clattering dong the halway, sumbling at first, then dowing into
afirm, rapid walk as shetook better control of hersaf. She returned in moments and did not break down
agan during theflight.

Inthe Arbai city, Brother Lourai took them to the home he and Mainoa occupied, one of the excavated
houses made weathertight, with astove in one corner and afew pieces of furniture that fit human bodies.
Brother Lourai conducted them there through a downpour of rain, and Brother Mainoarefused to let
Marjorietalk until she had shed her wet cloak and was settled with a steaming cup before her. Then,
unable to contain hersalf amoment longer, she poured out the story of Stellas disappearance.

"Why did you cometo me?' he asked.

"Y ou know why," she answered, like achalenge. "Y ou may have fooled everyone e se with that
business about theoretical discussions and postulating what the foxen think, but | think that wasred, at
least partly. | think you know things the rest of us don't know. About the Hippae, maybe. About the
foxen. About what goes on out there in the grasses.”

"Y ou want to find your daughter.”

"Of course| want to find my daughter.”

"Evenif sheislikethe other girl. Janettabon Maukerden. Even if your daughter islike that?'
"Damnit,” Tony interjected angrily. "Did you haveto bring that up?'

Brother Mainoa gave him along, measuring look. "Of course | did, young man. | don't know where your
sigter is. | know the Hippae took her. | wasn't at your reception, but I've heard about Janetta bon
Mau-kerden showing up. I've talked with Jandra Jellico on the tell-me. I've heard what happens when
the Hippae take young women, and you've seen it for yourself. Beforewedl risk our lives on something
hideoudy dangerous, it's best to know that we realy want to, wouldn't you say?"

"Hush, Tony," said Father Jamesto the angry boy. "The manisright.”

Rillibee/Loura got up from his place by thewall and refilled their teacups. " They had Janettafor along
time. They've only had Stellasince today.” He sounded more concerned than Marjorie had ex-pected, in
the light of Brother Mainoa's comments.

Brother Mainoanodded. "My colleagueisright. Thereis hopethat if we find Stella—assuming that is
soon—she might not be ... very dif-ferent than she was when she vanished.”

"It wouldn't matter," Father James said tiredly. "Even if we knew she would be like that other girl, if we
have any chance of successwe must il try to find her. Not if it means certain destruction, however. |
will not dlow that, Marjorie, 0 set the idea aside. We must have some hope of succeeding.”

"Y ou've been out there, haven't you?' Marjorie demanded of Brother Mainoa once more. 'Y ou've seen
things and the Hippae haven't killed you."

"l had protection,” Brother Mainoa said. "Protection to go alone into the grass and look at things. | have
no idea whether we can obtain protection to go into the grasses and look for someone. It might be better
tolet metry it done”



She shook her head. No. Not done. She hersdlf had to go. "Now, at once!”

"No. Not at once," he cut her off. "Soon, but not at once. Since we returned from Opal Hill, Brother
Loura and | have been trying to make sense of that design you showed us. Many volumes of Arbai
books have dready been filed with the tell-me computers at Commons. They have alink with the
network on Semling. Brother Lourai and | have been feeding in the designs carved on the doors and the
houses. Within hours we may have some ... someindication that there are correlations.”

"Isthat more important than Stellaslife?" Marjorie wasincredulous.

"It could be the key to Stellaslife" he said patiently. "If the design in the Hippae cavern has meaning, if it

seems they comprehend that meaning, perhapsit gives usaway to reach them. Wait here. It may be only
an hour or two."

It was less than an hour before the report came, peeping out of the tell-me into a portable link-reader
that Brother Lourai had ready. When all the information had been recorded, Brother Mainoa pock-eted
the device and got hurriedly to hisfeet, summoning the otherswith agesture. "I've skimmed over it. We
won' take timeto study it now. Remember that we can see nothing helpful from the air. We must go on
foot. And we must start from where Stella started. The bon Damfels estancia™ He turned toward the
door, leaving his other papers on the table behind him.

"Not on foot," Marjorie contradicted him as she put her still-damp cloak around her. *No, Brother
Mainoa. We can do better than that. Well go on horseback.”

Rigo had gonefirgt into the house for adrink. After afew glasses of the excellent brandy Roald Few had
provided, Rigo had goneto look for hisfamily, not finding Marjorie or Tony or even Father James when
he went down to the priests house. Father Sandoval told him they had gone,

"Tothe Arbai dig, | think | heard Father James say. Marjorie thinks there may be some help there.”
"Help for what?' Rigo snarled, angered that he had not been asked to go dong.

"Tofind Stdlg," the old priest said. "'For what other reason?”

"Does shethink | have no interest in that?' Rigo demanded. "Doesn't shethink | care?"

Father Sandova struggled to find something that would calm Rigo'sanger. "'l haven't talked to Marjorie,
Rigo. | know only what Father Jamestold me."

Rigo snarled again wordlesdy and |ft the old priest while he, Rigo, wandered aimlessy in the garden,
cursing to himsdlf. When hisfeet brought him to Eugenie's house, he went in, telling himsdlf hewould stay
only for ashort time. He wanted to be in his own room when Marjorie returned. Still, Marjorie had gone
some distance, so there was no hurry. He began to unburden himsdlf to Eugenie, telling her many things
to which she murmured sympathetically without paying any attention at all.

She poured him another drink, and then several more. Rigo grew at first angrier, then sad and maudlin.

He wept, and she comforted him. They found their way into the summer bedroom. Neither of them heard
the aircar return in the middle hours of the night.



Father James, who had done some show riding in his youth, saddled Millefiori, the most spirited of the
mares, while Marjorie, who had dready saddled Don Quixote for herself and El Dia Octavo for Tony,
urged Brothers Mainoaand Lourai to help her with Her Mg esty and Blue Star. These two were graceful
and degant mares with habits of cam good sense. "Y ou'll ride these two, Brothers. All you needtodois
gt ontop and relax. The horseswill do therest.”

Brothers Mainoaand Loural looked a one another in embarrassed surmise. Rillibee had ridden
something afew timesin his childhood, ridden at adow walk, with someone leading the horse or donkey
or whatever it had been. Brother Mainoa could not remember ever hav-ing touched ariding animal of
any kind before. Marjorie had no time to reassure them. She was busy at the top of a short stepladder,
putting asaddle on the greet draft horse, Irish Lass.

"Who'sgoing to ridethat?' Rillibee/Lourai asked.

"Irish Lasswill carry most of our supplies. And Stellacan ride her, when we find Stdla™

When wefind her, Father James thought quietly to himsdlf. If. If wefind her. He had not gone back to
the house he shared with Father Sandova . He had not told the older priest he was going on thiswild

venture. It would be easier to ask forgiveness|later than to seek permission now, permission which he
would not receive,

"l haveto go out into the grass for awhile before we leave,” Brother Mainoa said. " Something | need to
doif wewant to get where we're going.”

Marjorie stared at him, eager to be off and yet aware of what dangers lay out there. "Isit necessary?'

"If were going to get to bon Damfelsin one piece, yes." She gestured, biting her lip. "Hurry. If you can.”
Then she stood looking after him into the darkness, wondering what he was up to.

Tony cameinto the stables with a pile of things which he set down on the floor, announcing, " These have
to be sorted out. There's food and some equipment. | have to make another trip/'

"Father James?' Marjorie indicated the pile. "Is there anything that we need that Tony hasn't found?' She

leaned wearily againgt the flank of the huge horse, asking Tony, "Did you tell your father where we're
going?”

"I didn't find Father," Tony reported. "I went through the house."

"L eave him amessage on thetell-me," Marjorie said, rlieved that Rigo was not shouting at them, telling
them they could not go. He was probably with Eugenie, but it wouldn't be appropriate for Tony to seek
him there. "Leave him anote, Tony. Tell him weve gone looking for Stella, that we've taken the horses.™

"| did," the boy replied. "I dready did that."

"Water bottles" said the priest. "First aid supplies.”

“I'l get them.”



The boy turned and | eft, the priest following him, caling, "Dry clothesin something waterproof.”
"Do you have everything you need?' Marjorie asked Brother Lourai.

He shrugged, daborately, as though to ask who knew what was needed. "We each brought a change of
clothes and boots. Brother Mainoaraided our dry storesto bring what food he could. We could use
something to cook in or heat water in.”

"There." She pointed at a miniature cooker in the pile. "And over there are the saddlebags. Before we
cameto Grass, Rigo and | thought we might be taking extended rides. We brought camping gear, aswe
would have done for endurance rides at home."

"Home. Where was your home?"

"Lesser Britain. And then, later, Old Spain. After Rigo and | were married.”

"Old Spain?' Rillibee asked.

"The southwestern province of Western Europe.”

"Arethere many Old Catholics there?’

"Many. Morethan anywhere else. Sanctity has not had good luck with convertsin Spain.”
"Wherel lived, only along time before, there were Old Cathaolics.”

"Wherewasthat?'

"In New Spain, the Middle American Provinces, Joshua, my father, said our province was once caled
Mexico."

"Y our father was Old Catholic? But you are one of the Sanctified.”

He shook his head no. "'l am whatever Joshuawas. But | don't know what he was. He wasn't Old
Catholic, | know that." He leaned against the horse she had told him to ride, imitating her stance, stroking
the anima as she did hers, feding the tiff, glossy hair dide benegth hisfingers. "Heloved trees. Miriam
loved trees, t00." Tears came and he blinked them away. He had seen no trees on this place, except for
the small copse near the dig. There had been no trees at Sanctity. Sometimes he thought if he could only
see trees, then hewould not fed so aone.

Tony and Father James returned with more supplies. Brother Mai-noa, looking pensive, camein to help
them sort the suppliesinto the saddlebags, including the two hamper-sized containersthat Irish Lasswas
to carry. When they were done, they stood looking at one another as though reluctant to take the next,
inevitable step. It was Brother Mainoawho broke the silence.

"Il lead if | may, Lady Wedtriding. For alittlewhile. After that, it shouldn't be necessary. If youll tell me
how to steer?’

Marjorie explained the use of reins and legs and rode out beside him to make sure he understood.
Within momentsthey had left the garden trail and were pushing through tall grass, each barely ableto see
the nearest rider. Then, dmost before they had had a chance to be annoyed by the lash of the thick



growth, they came through the tough stemsinto lower grass and turned purposefully toward the
northeast. They rode silently except for Brother Mainoas occasiond querulous, "Tell meagain what | do
to get farther right?" And then, after he had been told two or threetimes, he did not ask again. They rode
for sometimein silence except for the soft plop of hooves and the rustle of the grass.

Marjorie, riding alongside Brother Mainoa, thought she heard him spesk and leaned closer to whisper,
"What was that. Brother?' She heard the same sound again. A snore. He was riding adeep while Blue

Star went placidly along the sdes of starlit hills and down winding shadowed vaes as though she wereon
her way home, her earsforward asif hearing someone there caling her name.

Rigo woke with gritty eyes and asour taste in his mouth. For amoment he did not remember where he
was, then, seeing the flash of aflick bird acrossthe tall windows and hearing a grass peeper cal
repeatedly from the grass garden, he remembered Grass. It was the soft, rose-colored curtains blowing
in themorning wind that told him he wasin Eugenie's room rather than in his own bedroom adjoining
Marjori€'s. The bed beside him was empty.

Eugenie camein like the head of asmall tray-bearing comet, bil-lowing hair and silken draperiesina
turbulent tail behind her. "The girl doesn't get here until later, Rigo, so | made you coffee my own sglf.”
She plumped his pillow, sat beside him on the bed, and leaned prettily forward to pour. The cups were
pink, curved like the petals of aflower. The cream was steaming.

"Where did you get cream?"' he asked. "I haven't had cream since we've been here.”

"Never you mind." She pouted, flushing with pleasure a his plea-sure. 1 have my ways."

"No, redly, Eugenie. Where did you get it?"

"Sebadtian bringsit to me. Hiswife hasacow.”

"He never said aword to me about—"

"You didn't ask, that'sal." She tirred his cup and handed it to him.

"Youflirted with him."

Shedidn't deny it, merdly smiled through her lashes at him. sipping a her own cup.

He started to say something about flirting, about Stellasflirting, and the memory came back. The cup
dropped from his hand and rolled acros