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RAISING THE STONES
Sheri S. Tepper

Sinkswhoever raises the great stones,

I've raised these stones aslong as | was able
I've loved these stones aslong as | was able
these stones, my fate.

Wounded by my own soil

tortured by my own shirt

condemned by my own gods,

these stones.

—George Seferis, "Mycenag”
Collected Poems, Princeton University Press

Hobbs L and
ONE

The God's name was Bondru Dharm, which, according to the linguists who had worked with the Owlbrit
before the last of them died, meant something to do with noonday. Noonday Uncovered was the most
frequent guess, though Noonday Found and Noonday Announced were aso in the running. Only a
handful of the Owlbrit had been till dive on Hobbs Land when it was settled by Hobbs Transystem
Foods. All but one of them had died soon theresfter, so there hadn't been alot of opportunity to clarify
the meanings of the sounds they made.

The settlers on Hobbs Land, who rather enjoyed using what little had been preserved of Owlbrit
language, called the God by his name, Bondru Dharm, or sometimes, though only among the smart asses,
Old Bondy. It was housed in the temple the Owlbrit had built for the purpose, asmal round building kept
in reasonable repair by the people of Settlement One under the regulations of the Ancient Monuments
Pandl of the Native Matters Advisory of Authority.

No one remembered exactly when the settlers had begun offering sacrifices. Some people claimed the
rite had been continued from the time the last Owilbrit died, though no mention of the ritua appeared in
Settlement One logs of years one or two. Thefirst mention of it wasin thelogs of year three. What was


rev

certain was that sacrifice had been recommended by the Owlbrit themsalves.

Every word the Owlbrit had spoken from the moment the first settlers met them had been preserved in
digifax on the information stages, and among the few intdligible exchanges with the last Owlbrit wasthe
reference to sacrifice.

"Necessary?' thelinguist had asked, relying heavily upon his Alsense trand ation stage to convey the
meaning of the word. The question had been directed to the last surviving Owlbrit initstiny round house
near thetemple.

"Not necessary,” the Old One had scraped with his horn-tipped tentaclesin ahusky whisper. "What is
necessary? Islife necessary? Necessary to what? No, sacrifice is not necessary, it is only recommended.
Itisaway, aconvenience, akindness."

It took the Owlbrit about thirty seconds to scrape, in asound like wood being gently sawn, but it had
taken the lagt thirty yearsfor the xenolinguists to argue over. They were il disputing over way,
convenience, and kindness, with the reconstruction school arguing strongly that the delicate rasp of the
Old Onestentacles actualy conveyed the meanings of system, lifestyle, and solace. No matter what it
meant, sacrifice of afew mousdlike ferfs every month or so had been indtituted no later than the third year
of the settlement and had been carried on regularly since, with theritud gradualy gaining complexity as
the Ones Who added flourishes. One Who, these days, since Vonce Djbouty had died the previous yesr.
The only One Who who was | eft was Birribat Shum.

A Birribat who had lately been rather more evident and importunate than usud.

"l tell you Bondru Dharmisdying," he said to Samasnier Girat, the Topman, meantime wringing his hands
and sticking hisknees and elbows out at odd angles, making himsalf ook like some ungainly bird. "Sam,

helsdying!"

Y oung Birribat (no longer at dl young, but caled so out of habit) had been saying the God was dying for
some time, though not heretofore with such urgency.

Samasnier Girat looked up from the crop report which was dready severd dayslate, from the set of
planter-and-furrower repair-part requisitions which needed to go to Central Management on the
following morning, furrowed his handsome brow in executiveirritation, and sad, "Giveit afew ferfs.”

Birribat made a gesture. The movement had no meaning so far as Sam was concerned, being akind of
swoop with the left hand, and a grab with the right, as though Birribat caught hold of alooseline
someone had |eft flapping in the wind. The gesture obvioudy had meaning for Birribat, however, for it
ended with the hands gathered together in prayer position and with Birribat gulping uncomfortably as he
said, "Please, Sam, don't. Don't say disrespectful things like that. Please. It makesit very hard for me."

Sam gritted strong white teeth and held onto his patience. "Birribat, you go find Sdl. Tell Sd whatever itis
that's got you in an uproar. I'll talk to Sal about it tonight." Or next week, or next year. The God had
been squatting in its temple since Settlement, thirty some odd years now, without showing any evidence
of "doing anything" whatsoever. Sam Girat had the evidence of his own observation for that; he spent
timein the temple himsdf, mostly at night and for his own private reasons. However, he didn't believe the
God wastruly "dive," and the thought of itsdying did not greatly perturb him. Still, as Topman, he had to
keep in mind that anything Birribat said was likely to create unexpected reverberations among the
credulous, of whom there were more than enough in the settlement—in al eeven of the settlements.

Birribat took himsdlf off, and amoment later Sam saw hisangular form lurching aong the street toward
the recresation center. When Sam looked up from hisinformation stage again, it was to see Birribat and



Sd griding in the opposite direction, toward the temple.

Sduniel Girat, Sam's Sister, who was serving amore or less permanent term as recreation officer, was
both gentler and more patient than her brother. Besides, sherather liked Birribat. At least, she found the
bony pietist odd and interesting, and when hetold her the God was dying, she was sufficiently concerned
to go seefor hersdlf. AsBirribat did, she stopped at the temple gate to pour water over her hands,
stooped on the stone porch to take off her shoes, and knelt at the narrow grilled door in the ringwall to
take aveil from the rack and drape it over her head and body. Sal wasn't aregular temple-goer, but she
had observed the sacrifices often enough to know what was appropriate for someone entering the central
chamber. The room insde the grill waslike achimney, about twelve feet across and over thirty feet tall.
On astone plinth in the middle stood the God, aroughly man-sized and onion-shaped chunk of
something or other, vagudy bluein color, with spiders of light gradualy appearing on its surface to
glimmer amoment before flickering and vanishing.

"What doesit say?' Sal whispered.
"That it'sdying,” cried Birribat in an anguished haf whisper.

Sa sat on one of the stone seats aong the grill and peered at the God, watching the lights appear and
disappear onits surface. Thelast time she had been here, the sparkles had been rhythmic, like the beating
of aheart, flushes of light that started near the rounded bottom, gradually moved toward the top, then
went out, only to be replaced amoment later by another gaaxy lower down. Now there were only
random spiders, bright centers with filaments which seemed to reach dmost yearningly into darkness.

"Dying?' she asked, "Is there anything about that in the records?'

Birribat nodded, not taking his eyes from the God. "The Owlbrit told the linguists that Bondru Dharm was
the last of the Gods, that there had been others. | think."

SA resolved to look up the matter in the Archives. After watching for abit longer, sheleft Birribat in
attendance on the deity, went out the grilled door, hung up the veil, resumed her shoes on the porch, and
went down the empty street to her brother's office, which she found as empty asthe street. At thistime of
day—except for the kidsin school, the babiesin the créche, and afew specidigtslike Sd—thewhole
village would be out in the fields. Sam had probably gone out there as well and was busy supervising,
leaving the Supply and Admin building vacant, which wasfine. Sdunie could get more done without
interruptions.

The storage files of the Hobbs Land Archives were located deep in the well-protected bowels of Central
Management, a considerable distance from any of the settlements, but the files were completely
accessble to settlersthrough their persona information stages, including the high resolution model on
Sam'sdesk. Sdl insnuated herself between chair and desk and told the stage to search Archivesfor
anything to do with the Gods. She was promptly shown an endless cata ogue of choices, words, and
images, beginning with ancient deities named Baal and Thor and Zeus who had been worshipped on
Man-home, and continuing through al the ages of exploration in alisting of every human and non-human
deity encountered or invented since.

"Gods of the Owlbrit," she said impatiently, which made the stage splutter a her in atiny exploson of red
and purple fireworks before the new listing floated by. Most of it was devoted to boring scholarly
disputationsfiled in the Archives since settlement, and she didn't want any of that. "Origind accounts of ,"
she muttered, wondering why it dwaystook her three or four triesto get anything. " By the Owlbrit,” she
ingtructed, grunting with satisfaction at the gppearance of the origina interview with the Old One. He or
sheor it squatted in acorner in turniplike immobility, delicate legs pread like alacefrill at its rump,



confronted by one palid linguist and an Alsense machine with an irritating squed in one search drive. All
indl, theinterview wasn't notable for either clarity or dramatic impact, but when sheld viewed it through
to the end, she knew Birribat had been correct. Old One had said this God, Bondru Dharm, wasthe last.
"Only the Owlbrit last," said the Old One, giving the linguists something €lse to argue about.

From the interview adone, it wasn't clear when the former Gods had been around. However, there were
enough remnants of other templesin Settlement One—two of them squatting on high ground beyond the
north edge of the settlement and two others clustered near the temple of Bondru Dharm—to answer that
guestion. Since one of the temples north of the settlement was almost complete except for itsroof, it was
logica to infer at least one other of the Gods had lived in recent historic time.

Sd didn't need the archivesto tell her about the ruins. They had been atopic of settler discusson for
years. Should they be razed? Could they be used for something else? Except for the most recent ruin, the
rest were only tumbled circles of outer and inner walls, stubby remnants of radiating arches, afew
fragments of meta grills, and afew sguare feet of mosaic. Even the most recent one had no roof, door,
or windows, no seatsin what must have been the assembly space, though the trough-shaped area
wouldn't have been at al suitable for any human gathering. It was awonder, considering al the
disputation about them, that the ruins had never been disturbed. The two at the center of the settlement
certainly occupied sitesthat could have been put to better use. If Bondru Dharm actudly died, thewhole
question would undoubtedly come up again.

Sa looked up from the frozen imagesin the stage to find her brother standing beside her, hisface not
saying much, which was rarefor Sam. He usually either grinned or scowled a the world, furrowing his
handsome brow and making agargoyle of himself, managing to evoke some response from even the
reluctant or taciturn. Still unspeaking, he sat down next to her, looking preoccupied and rather ill. She
could hear many people moving out in the street. The shuffling of feet sounded faintly where there should
have been no people before dusk.

"Sam?' she asked. "Was there an accident or something?”

He didn't answer. She went to the window to see a silent throng gathered down the street, not precisely
infront of the temple, more or lessto one side of it: severd hundred men and women and their children
aswedl—virtualy the entire population of the settlement. As she watched, they fell to their kneesin one
uncontrolled wave of motion. A cry rosein her throat and stayed there as shefell to her own knees,
possessed by afedling of loss so great that she could not speak, could not moan, could only knedl, then
bend forward to put her head on the floor, then push out her legs until she was pressed to the floor,
utterly flat, arms and hands pressed down, legs apart and pressed down, cheek pressed down, as though
to imprint hersalf degp into the surface below her, knowing in some far-off part of hersalf that Sam was
beside her and that out in the street the whol e settlement was lying face down in the dust, possibly never
to rise again, because Bondru Dharm had just died.

A day later, when they came, more or less, to their senses, there was nothing left of the God. The dtar, if
it had been an dtar, was empty and dust-covered by the time thefirst settler was able to get up off the
ground to go look. Birribat was where Sal had |eft him, in the centra chamber, except now he was curled
on the floor, covered with fine black dust, dead.

Sam and two or three other people wrapped Birribat's body loosely in ablanket and carried it out to the
north side of town, near the ruined temples, even though the burying ground was nowhere near there. The
burying ground was on a hill east of the settlement, but it seemed morefitting to those who took Birribat's
body that a One Who should be buried near atemple, even aruined temple. They laid him in ashalow
grave, and it wasn't long before people were saying that when a God died, he took hisinterpreter with
him.



But that was after everyonein the settlement lay idly about for eight or nine days, unable to do anything.
People sarted for the fields and then found themselves back in their clanhomes, looking at the walls.
People started to cook medls and then found themsalves lying on the floor. Mothers went to look at their
kids and never got there, and the kids dumped in logy groups, not moving alot of the time. Even the
babies didn't cry, didn't seem to be hungry, scarcely wet themselves.

About the tenth day, however, whatever-it-was began to wear off, and someone had enough energy to
cal Central Management. Within hours there were med-techs and investigators svarming over the place,
hungry babies were yelling, and hungry, grumpy people were snapping at each other.

"Hasit happened anywhere else," Sam wanted to know, rubbing hisitchy beard and scraping gunk out of
the corners of hiseyes, fedling as though he'd dept quite badly for about aweek. Sam had been in the
habit of meeting with a private and persond friend every two or three evenings, rather late, and he had
just redized he hadn't seen hisfriend since this event began. This made him even more snappish and
gpprehensve. "Has anything like this happened el sewhere?' he repested, snarling.

"Thisisthe only settlement built on the site of an Owlbrit village," the harried med-tech in chargetold him
as shetook ablood sample. "All the other Owlbrit ruins are up on the escarpment. So, no, it hasn't
happened anywhere e

"Any ideas about what caused this & hellip; this depression?' He could remember feeling depressed and
inexpressibly sad, though right now hejust felt edgy and annoyed and his legs jumped as though he
wanted to run away somewhere.

"Onetheory isthat the thing had some kind of field around it that you'd al gotten used to. Chemical,
maybe. Pheromones, possibly. Electromagnetic, less likely. Whatever it was, when it was shut down, you
had to readjust.”

"That'sdl?" It hardly seemed an adequate explanation to Sam. He was of amood to be belligerent about
it, and only common sense and long experience as a Topman, who had learned more by listening than
talking, kept him quiet.

"lan't that enough? It'll keep some of us busy for somelittletime.”

Sam couldn't let it dlone. "Did theinitia Clearance Teamsfind any kind of field? 1 mean, nobody
objected to the settlement being put here in the first place, did they?' Theideathat some carelessness
might have taken place only increased his fedlings of annoyance. He took a deep breath and controlled
himsdlf.

The med-tech was getting a little annoyed herself, and her sngppish tone reflected that fact. "Topman,
nobody had any reason to. We've caled up everything available from the Archives and found nothing.
Nobody found anything strange at this Site except for the thing itsalf.”

Sam growled wordlesdly.

She went on, waving her finger at him. "Since it was sacred to the Owilbrit, the decison was made
high-up not to bother the thing except to test for radioactivity or harmful emanations, and there weren't
any. By thetimethe last of the Owlbrit died, your village seemed to have adopted the God as a mascot,
and Centra had more important thingsto ded with than investigating some animd, vegetable, or minera
which wasn't bothering anyone, which might resent being investigated, and which was, so far aswe
knew, aunique phenomenon. Until ten days ago, nobody found anything weird about anything.”

Sam shrugged, his best approach to an apology.



Thetech sighed. " Speaking of weird, | understand you buried abody el sewhere than in the approved
burying ground. That's a public health matter, and it ought to be re-interred.”

Sam vaguely remembered Birribat had been buried, but he couldn't remember who had doneit, or
exactly where, and after abrief and aimless search for the grave, the health people gave up on that.

"Y ou think werre over theworst?" Sam asked the woman in charge findly, having run out of everything
elsetoask.

"Y ou've been mourning,” the med-tech said. "The psy-techs say the whole settlement had dl the
symptoms of grief. Even though you didn't know what you were mourning about, that'swhat you were
doing. It's pretty much over, I'd say. The biologists are pissing themselves for not having investigated
earlier, but except for that everything isonitsway to normd."

The medical person could be forgiven. She spoke as medical people have often done, out of a habit of
authority and reassurance, in atone that admitted of no doubt or exceptions or awareness of human
frailty. Shewas, as many medical people have dways been, dead wrong.

Firgt time vigitorsto Hobbs Land, at least those who came on officid business, were usualy subjected to
an orientation session conducted by someone at Central Management. Production Chief Horgy Endure
often got stuck with the duty since hedid it very well, even though he cdled his presentation, with
sunning unorigindity, "All About Hobbs Land." On aparticular morning not long after the degth of
Bondru Dharm (which Horgy had had no responsbility toward and had, therefore, ignored), he had a
group of fiveto ingruct: two engineers from Phansure (Phansuri engineers being as ubiquitousin System
asfleason acat, and asitchy, though rather more benign) aswell asthe latest trio in Horgy's endless
succession of female assigtants, three loveiesfrom Ahabar, not one of whom was actudly brainless. The
engineers, speciadistsin robotic design, were going out to Settlement One to meet with Sam Girat, and
the lovelieswere staying at Central Management to learn what Horgy could teach them. Two of them had
aready had a sample and longed for more.

Horgy had gathered the five of them in the Executive Staff Room around an information stage, which he
had programmed to display eye-riveting visuas concurrent with hiswell-practiced oral presentation.
Horgy enjoyed orientations. He liked the sound of his own voice, which was rich and warm and did not
beliethe sensud curve of hislips.

When they gathered, the stage was already showing aneat model of the System, the threetiny inner
planetstwirling in their orbits, then Thyker, Ahabar, the Belt, and finaly Phansure. The truncated model
included dl of the occupied worlds and most of the occupied moons but not the outer planets, which
didnt fit the scale and weren't important for orientation anyhow. When Horgy cleared histhroat, the
model gave way to actua holography of the Bdlt as taken from a survey ship, skimming past Bounce and
Pedariaand afew of the other fifteen-thousand Belt worlds, the stage pointing out, unnecessarily, that
though some of the Belt worlds were settled, some were merely named, while others were only
numbered and not even surveyed yet. Belt worlds weretiny to smdlish, by and large, afew with native
life, some with atmosphere of their own, some with aimosphere factories, many of them with great
light-focusing sun-sails behind them, gathering warmth to make the crops grow, farm worlds for the
Sysem.

"Thisworld we now call Hobbs Land," said Horgy, watching it swim up on cue, atannish-green blob
with an angular darker green belt, blue at its poles, fishbone striped by wispy clouds danting in from the
polar oceans to the equator, "was mapped and sampled by the unmanned survey ship, Theosphes K.
Phaspe, some sixty lifeyears ago. About twenty years later, when the relative orbits of Phansure and the
newly mapped planet made the attempt economically feasible, Hobbs Land was optioned for settlement



by Hobbs Transystem Foods, under the direction of Mysore Hobbs|1."

"Mysore One died last year," said the older of the two Phansuristo one of the lovelies. "Marvelousold
man, Mysore. Mysore Twao's running things now."

Horgy smiled acknowledgement without missing a bedt. " Transystem headquarters on Phansure sent a
Settlement ship with parts for a continuous feed Door and the requisite technicians.”

The stage showed the technicians putting the Door together, leaping about like fleas. The newly
assembled Door glittered with blue fire as congtruction materids, men, and machines began coming
through on a continuous belt. Time-jump holography showed men and machines creating the Centra
Management structures—administration tower, equipment and repair, warehouses, saff and visitor
housing blocks, and recreation complex—all of them sprouting from the ground like mushrooms. At the
top of the Admin building, asign flashed red and yellow: HOBBS LAND, a Farm Settlement World of
TRANSYSTEM FOODS

Horgy went on, "Construction of the Central Management complex was dready well underway when
on-planet surveyors discovered that the world, which had been thought to be uninhabited, was actudly
the home of the Owlbrit people, apresumably ancient race, only twelve of whom were il living at the
time of first contact.”

Visudsof tiny villages, tiny round houses, fat, turnip-shaped creatures dragging laborioudy about on their
fragilelegs.

"Only twelve of them?" asked Theor Close, the older of the two Phansuri engineers, "Were there redly
only twelve?'

"Only twelve" said Horgy, firmly. "That is, only twelve anybody could find. Plusthree or four of their
Gods, and dl but one of them died immediately."

"That's sad,” said one of the female assstants, awillowy blonde with impossible eyeashes. "Even though,
they're not very pretty."

Horgy smiled at her, hismetingly adoring smile, the smile that had convinced whole legions of femae
assstants—Horgy never had anything € se—that each of them was the most wonderful woman in the
universe. "It was sad,” he admitted, his voice throbbing. “Though, you'reright, they weren't pretty.”

"S0," said the other engineer, Betrun Jun. "What happened to the twelve survivors?'

"Ah &hdlip; " Horgy reviewed what he had said and found his place again. " Through the immediate
efforts of topflight philologists and xenolinguidts, it was learned that, far from resenting the presence of
humans upon their world, the Owlbrit people welcomed settlement. Such had been foreseen, they said.
Such had been promised by their Gods, in order that the will of the Gods could be accomplished.”

"Nicefor ushumans," said Betrun Jun, with awink at his companion.

Horgy acknowledged thiswith anod and went on. "Thelast of the Owlbrit people died about five years
after settlement, though the last of their Gods remained in the condition which has been called 'dive until
just recently.”

"Why didn't | ever hear about the Owlbrits?" asked the brunette member of Horgy's trio, ayoung person
of agtonishing endowments. "I never heard aword about them."

"It ssemsthey didn't build anything," said Theor Close, thoughtfully. "No roads, no monuments, no cities.”



"They didn't create anything,” added the other Phansuri. "No art, no literature, no inventions. What did
they leave, Endure? A few ruined villages?'

Horgy, badly off histrack but grateful for their interest, regrouped with his charming smile once more.
"That's about al. From space, the clusters of little structures ook much like multiple meteor strikes, which
is probably why they were missed on first |ook-see. The on-site surveyors found ten live Owlbrit, in ones
and twos, among the ruins on the escarpment. They found one mostly ruined village down on the plain
containing two Owlbrit who said they'd been waiting for us. 'Waiting for somebody to show up,’ isthe
way thelinguiststrandated it. That's where Settlement One was put. A couple of xenologistswere
housed there until thelast Owlbrit died. | recall reading that the last Owlbrit told one of the linguists that
watching the humans had interested him so much that he stayed dive longer than hewould have
otherwise."

"So therésredly nothing left of them," Theor Close said, his voice conveying both wonder and regret.

"The ruins and afew words and phrases of their language we've adopted aslocalisms," admitted Horgy.
"Namesfor placesand things. Creely, that'sakind of locd fish. Bondru, that means noon. We can make
only an gpproximation of their sounds I'm afraid. We can't redly duplicate their language vocaly."

"That'swhy | never heard of them, then,” said the brunette with satisfaction. "They were dl gone before |
was even born." Her tone conveyed the unimportance of anything that might have happened, anywhere,
before she came upon the scene. Horgy's ass stants tended to be self-approving.

However sdlf-absorbed, she wasright. The Owlbrit, an enigmatic people, lessthan legendary, were
indeed gone, as the people of Hobbs Land knew. Xenologists in various places read books about them,
or wrote books about them, but in the last analysis there seemed very little to say about the Owilbrit
except they had lived once but were no more.

Turning to the engineers, Horgy said, "Before you get out to talk to Sam Girat at Settlement One, afew
brief words about the geography of Hobbs Land & hellip; " And he summoned up pictures of undulating
and remarkably dulls plainsto get himsdf on track once more.

When Samasnier Girat, hissister, Saunid, and their mother, Maire, had arrived on Hobbs Land, when
they had first set foot upon the glassy sand beyond the Door, with the wind of astrange world riffling
their hair, Sam's mam had knelt down to touch the soil.

"Thanks beto God!" Maire had cried. "There are no legends here."

She had uttered the words with a certain fatdistic satisfaction, in the manner of awoman who is packing
up house and has resolved to abandon some troublesome possession even though she knows she may
missit later. Her words, uttered coincident with their arrival, had carried the weight of prophecy, and the
whole event had seemed so pregnant with intent that Sam never forgot it. Even when he was grown he
could recall thefed of thewind, the smell of the air—an empty smell, he had thought then and often
since—his mother's haggard but beautiful face under the dark kerchief she wore, her heavy shoesbeside
his small ones on the soil, the very sack she had set down, the one that held their clothes and Sal's dall
and hisown carved warriors, Ire and Iron and VVoorstod, though Mam had not let him bring hiswhip.
The sack had been threadbare and stained, with aleather drawstring, and Mam had carried it al the way
from the town of Scaery, in VVoorstod upon Ahabar.

After that, during his childhood, Sam thought of legends as things Mam had |eft behind; not valueless
things, like worn out shoes, but things difficult and awkward to transport, things that were quite heavy
perhaps, with odd knobs on them, or even whedl s, difficult but fascinating things. Without ever saying so
inwordsto himsdlf, and certainly without ever asking Maire, he assumed that one of the difficult things



Mam had |eft behind had been Sam's dad, Phaed Girat. Sam was never sure from day to day whether he
could forgive Mam for that or whether maybe he had forgiven her for it dready, without knowing.

Maire had offered Sam his choice, back in VVoorstod upon Ahabar, in the kitchen at Scaery, wherethe
fire made shadows in the corners and the smell of the smoke wasin everything. Sam could not remember
that time without smelling smoke and the earthy scent of the pallid things that grew aong damp walls. "Sd
and | aregoing away,” Mam had said. "Y ou can stay with your dad or go with us. | know you're too
young to make that decision, but it'sthe only choice | can give you, Sam. Sa and | can't stay here.
Voorgtod is no place for womenfolk and children.”

He had wanted to stay with Dad. Those were the words crowding at histhroat when she gave him the
choice, but they had stuck there. Sam had been born with a quaity which some might have thought mere
shyness but wasin fact an unchildlike prudence. He often did not say what cameto mind. What he
thought at the time was that he wanted to stay with Dad but it might be difficult to surviveif he did so.
Dad was unlikdly to help him with hisreading, or cook his dinner, or wash his clothes. Dad didn't do
thingslikethat. Dad threw him high in the air and caught him, dmost dways. Dad gave him awhip and
taught him to make it crack and to knock bottles over with it. Dad called him "My strong little
Voorgtoder" and taught him to shout, "Ire, Iron, and Voorstod” when the prophets went by and dl the
women had to hide in their rooms. But there were other times Dad scarcely seemed to notice him, times
when Dad growled and snarled like one of the sniffers, chained out behind the house, timeswhen Sam
thought this big man was redly someone else, someone wearing amask of Dad's face.

Besides, with Sam's brother Maechy dead—Mam said he was dead and would never come
back—wouldn't Mam need a son to take care of her? Dad needed nobody, so he said. Men of the
Cause needed nobody but themselves and Almighty God, whether they had been men of Ire or of Iron or
of Voorstod to start with.

So Sam, prudently and dutifully, had said he would go with Mam and Sal. Even when Maire had told him
he would have to leave hiswhip behind, Sam had figured out it was his duty to go, but he wasn't sure
then or later he had made the right choice. As he got older, he ill wasn't sure. Sometimes he dreamed of
Dad. At least, when he wakened, that's who he thought held been dreaming of. He also dreamed of
hands over his eyes and avoice whispering to him, ™Y ou don't see them, Sammy. They aren't there. You
don't seethem." He woke angry from those dreams, angry that he'd been kept from seeing something
important, or that hed chosen to come to Hobbs Land, or that Dad hadn't come aong.

Remembering what he could of Dad, however, he could imagine why Maire had left him behind with the
rest of the legends. Dad had been much too heavy to move. When Sam remembered Phaed Girat, he
remembered him that way: a ponderous and brooding shape with no handles a person could catch hold
of. The thought was comforting, in away. If Dad was too unwieldy to be moved, then hewas il there,
inVVoorstod, where Sam could find him later if he needed him. V oorstod upon Ahabar would dways be
there, half-hidden in mists, smelling of smoke and of the pale fungi growing along thewalls.

On Hobbs Land—asin most places e sewhere in the System—children had uncles, not fathers, and Sam
had to grow up without an older man of his own. Though Maire had had brothersin VVoorstod, they
would not have considered betraying the Cause by leaving it. Sam pretended his carved warriors were
hisfather and his uncles. He put them on the table by his bed, where he could see them as hefell adeep.
Clean-shaven Ire, with his sandas and jerkin, his shield and sword; bearded Iron, wearing flowing robes
and headdress, carrying a curved blade; and mustached, heavy-booted V oorstod, with hiswhip a his
belt. Voorstod's name meant "Whip-death,” and he was the fiercest of the three. Sam believed he looked
like Dad, the way Dad had sometimes been.

Sam grew up to be both dutiful and willful, aboy who would say yesto avoid trouble but then do ashe



pleased.

He was biddable, but not docile, innovative in histhinking and tenaciousin his memories. He had an
occasiond and peculiarly trying expression, one which seemed to doubt the sensations going on inside
himsalf. Sugar was not sweet, nor vinegar sour, his face sometimes seemed to say, but to hide some
other flavor concealed therein. "It'sal right, but & hdllip; " hisface sometimes said, to theirritation of
those around him. Beneath each sensation, within each explanation, Sam fdt there must be others, more
sgnificant and more profound.

When Sam was about twenty, he sometimes lay on his bed looking out at unnamed congtellations,
thinking deep thoughts about who he was and what Hobbs L and was and whether he belonged there.
The settlerstalked about al kinds of worlds, real ones and ones they had only imagined. Hobbs Land
had to be real, for who would bother to dream up aworld like this? No one. Hobbs Land was dull and
bland, and not worth the effort. Except for afew blotches (scarcely more than pimples, redly), afew
thousand square miles of field and farm and vineyard and orchard where the people were, there was no
human history or adventure in this place. No human-built walls staggered across the shdlow hills; no
menhirs squatted broodingly upon the escarpment; no painted animals pranced at the edge of the
torchlight in chambered caves, full of wonder and mystery and danger, evoking visons of terrible,
primitivetimes.

Of course, men had never been primitives on Hobbs Land. They had come through the Door aready
stuffed with histories and memories and technol ogies from other places. They had come from troubled
Ahabar and sea-girt Phansure and brazen Thyker and this moon or that moon. They had arrived as
civilized peoples—though not as a civilized people, which might have given them the sense of common
identity Sam thought he wanted.

And so far as monuments were concerned, it made no difference what kind of people had comethere.
Hobbs Land had no monuments of any kind, civilized or not. No battles had been fought here, no
enemies defeated. The landscape was bland as pudding, unstained by human struggle, empty of triumph.

So hetold himsdlf, lying on hisbed, longing for something more. Something nameless.

A few yearslater, Sam kissed ChinaWilm out by the poultry-bird coops on a starlit evening and thought
he might have found what he wanted. He sought among unfamiliar emotionsto tell her how hefdt. He
couldn't find the words, and he blamed Hobbs Land for that. He told himsalf he wanted similesfor the
fed of her lips, which were silken and possessed of an unsuspected power; he wanted wonderful words
for theturmoil in hisbelly and groin and mind aswell, but nothing on Hobbs Land was & dl tumultuous
or marvelous.

"Sam, she'sachild!" Mam had exclaimed, not so much horrified as embarrassed for him. ChinaWilm
was only twelve and Sam was twenty-two.

Sam knew that! But Sam waswilling to wait for her! Sam had watched her grow from a glance-eyed
toddler; he had picked her out! He had no intention of despoiling achild, but she was his, he had
decided, no matter whether she knew it yet or not. Even at twenty-two, he was an ardent and articulate
lover who loved as much in hishead asin hisbody. So he kissed her chastely, said only enough, he
hoped, to beintriguing, and let her go—for atime—whiletelling himsdlf it must be those missing legends
that frustrated him. Among them, he was sure, he could have found dl the smilaritiesand exampleshe
needed. Surely if he'd had achanceto talk with his dad, Dad could have madeit clear how it dl fit
together.

Unthinkingly, Sam said asmuch to Maire Girat. The words | eft his mouth and he knew in that instant they



should never have been spoken. She turned away from him, and after atime he redlized she was crying.
Her tears made him uncomfortable, and he tried to remedy matters.

"But there were good things on Voorstod! Y ou were important there, weren't you, Mam. People used to
ask meif | wasn't proud of you, you were so famous.”

"To somel wasfamous," she said, wiping her eyes. "To afew.”

"Because of your Snging,” he went on, keeping the conversation going with an effort and
wondering—oddly, it wasthefirst time he had wondered that—why she no longer sang.

"Yes That," shesadin adismissvetone, her mouth knotted uncomfortably.

"Did you sing of love, Mam?'

Surprised, she laughed harshly. "L ove, Sammy? Oh, yes, | sang of love. Out of love. For love.”
"Were there legends of love then, therein Voorstod?!

Her lipstwisted at one corner. "It was said by the prophetsin Voorstod that what men call loveis merely
lust, to be controlled at al costs. We women were said to provoke this unholy lust unless we covered our
faces and bodies and stayed well hidden. Men were too vauable to be exposed to such fedlings. What
we felt was of no matter. They could walk with their faces showing, but we were instructed to hide ours.
Such teaching leaveslittle room for songs of love."

Hisexpression told her thiswasn't what he had meant.
"What isit, Sammy?" she had asked him.

"I need to know about it," he cried, though he had not planned to do any such thing. "I need to know
about & hdllip; where we came from." He had dmost said "Who | am,” and had caught himsdlf justin
time. He was twenty-two then, and aman of twenty-two should certainly know who he was. Thetruth
was, he did not. He had tried on this mask and that, but none of them had suited him, quite. Mairedid
not understand him well enough to tell him. "Where we come from," he repeated, thinking thiswas what
he hed really meant.

So, Maire had told him of her own lifein VVoorstod and of the little dark Gharmish people who were
davesin Voorstod and of her marriage to his Dad and why she had |eft. Before she was well started, that
peculiar expression had settled on his face and he had stopped listening. What she had said was not what
he had wanted to hear. Her words had dipped from his preconceptions like rain from aleaf. She had
spoken of Fess, and Bitty, the Gharm friends of her childhood, but these had not been the memories he
had wanted. He had never seen the Gharm, had he? He had shaken away the fleeting memory of hands
across hiseyes and had told himself her words did not describe the V oorstod of his heart.

Stll, at someleve, the words had stuck. Later, in afar place, he would remember Fess and Bitty ashe
might have remembered astory he had once read or adrama he had seen. At thetime Mairetold him,
however, he smply did not hear.

About four years after Sam firgt kissed ChinaWilm, she became old enough for red lovemaking. She
was Sixteen, an acceptable age for love affairs or mothering among the matrilineal Hobbs Landians. Sam
was twenty-six, by that timefairly experienced in the joys of love, which agood many settlement women
had been eager to teach him. He gave China Wilm no chance to take up with anyone else. He adored her
with every part of him, and in good time Chinabore a son. The boy was named Jeopardy Wilm. In his
heart, Sam called himsalf Jeopardy Wilm'sfather, though no one dse did. If people had mentioned the



relationship at al, they would have said that Sam was Jep's progy, short for progenitor, and even that
word wasn't bandied about in casua conversation. Unless awoman did something blatantly stupid,
geneticaly spesking, who progied a child was considered to be nobody's business but the woman's own,
and that was true on Hobbs Land as it was on Phansure and Thyker and even most of Ahabar.

Whatever Sam's role was called, he went on coveting, adoring, and desiring China Wilm—and arguing
with her and fussing a her until Mam took him aside one day and told him held inherited Old Phaed's
meanness with women that he couldn't leave the girl aone.

"l found her crying,” said Maire. "It isn't thefirst time I've seen her crying. | asked her what the matter
was, and she said you were, Sam. She said she didn't know what you wanted! | told her to join the
group, for I've had that problem with you mysdlf, but at |east you've given up badgering melong since!
Now take her assheisor let her done, laddy. Were not on Voorstod where you could hound her to
death and then beat her because she cries. Y ou're here on Hobbs Land, and you owe her some
courtesy!"

Heignored what she said about V oorstod as he had come to ignore everything she said about V oorstod.
Asto therest of it, though, he paid attention. He had not redlized he was being tiresome. It was only that
hefdt so close to China Wilm, it was as though she were part of him and could help him figure out things
he didn't understand himself. He wanted her to help him know what it was he needed to know—things
about belonging to a place, about longing for a place, about the way Hobbs Land sometimesfelt to him,
prickly and raw, like new wine, rough on the paate, or vacant and empty, like trying to swallow wind.
Hed thought if he progied a child, he might fedd more apart of Chinaand of Hobbs Land, but it hadn't
happened. What happened instead was that China Wilm's son was so completely aWilm clanmember, it
made Sam Girat fed even more a aloss, more an outsider.

All of which connected somehow to the legends Mam had | eft behind, and his father back there on
Voorgtod. Mam may have left them, he screamed to himsdlf slently in the privacy of the brotherhouse,
thundering on the wall with hisfistsin atantrum that would have satisfied any three-year-old; Maire may
have left them behind, but Sam hadn't! And even if hetried to be gentler with ChinaWilm, he wasn't
going to let Jep alone, no matter that custom demanded it. He'd find something he could do to ingretiate
himsdlf with the boy!

Sam went to the Archives, al innocence and sneaky good intentions, and asked for stories for children.
He thought he would become a storyteller, an unobjectionable hobby that would entertain the young ones
without offending anyone. The Archives, however, didn't categorize storiesfor children. What one culture
considered appropriate for children, another culture might taboo. All the Archives heard was "stories,”
and it called up everything, aflood of epics and sagas, rulers and vagabonds, monsters, wars, crusades
and quests, myths, tales, dramas, jests and frolics, which frothed upon the stage until Sam was dazzled
and dizzied by it dl. He would never have thought of coming to the Archivesfor the legends hed wanted,
but here they were. All of them. Everything.

For awhile he buried himsdlf in the Archives, living and dreaming what he saw there, soaking it in,
swimminginit like acredy. There were homeands and fathers aplenty in the Archives, gods and heroes
and kings, most of them. Which iswhat afather should be, thought Sam: agod, ahero, aking!

One particular legend legpt out of the stage at him, dmost as though he had madeit up himself. A king
had gone on ajourney, and he'd progied a child on awoman. A noblewoman, actualy, for heroes
wouldn't consort with anyone ordinary. The king had to continue hisjourney. His mission couldn't be
interrupted for her or for ababy, so he'd buried asword and apair of his own shoes under a heavy
stone, and he'd told the mother that, when the boy was strong enough to lift the stone, he could get the
sword and the shoes with which to make the journey to find him, the father. In time the son had grown



strong and found the shoes and the sword and found hisfather, too, and met his destiny.

Dedtiny! Fate! That purpose larger than mere existence that shone like a distant beacon upon a dark
height! His heartbeat said, "Scaleit." Hisvery breath urged him, "Find it." It was destiny that caled Sam
Girat. He knew it as though an oracle had whispered it in hisear. This story was about him. In astroke
of revelation, sudden and sharp as lightning, he understood that Phaed Girat had never really intended to
let him go. Somewhere there was astone with the secret thing under it, the thing that would take him
back home, where his dad was.

Never mind there were no chains on Sam and he could have gone to Voorstod any time he liked. Settlers
weren't saxfs, they were free to come and go. To Sam, "going home," meant something more than that.
To him, the meaning of the tale was clear, evident, absolutely without question. Theillogicdlity of it only
made it more sure, moreintriguing. Of courseit wasillogical. Of courseit was strange. Legends were
strange, and destiny might beillogical. Sam had never heard credo quia absurdum est, which afew
Notable Scholars still quoted on occasion, but he would have understood the phrase in aminute.

Even though that particular story was the best one, Sam soon cameto believe that dl the storieswere
realy one story. Every legend was one legend. At the root of every tale was someone with aneed or a
question, setting out to find an answer to that need, meeting danger and joy upon theway. All the heroes
were looking for the one marvelousthing: for their fathers or for immortaity or goodness or knowledge
or some combination of those things, and it wastheir destiny to find what they sought. It was dmost
aways the men who went, not the women, and that told Sam something too, confirming himin aformer
opinion about Maire and China, that it did no good to ask women some kinds of questions because they
weren't interested in the answers. Women just didn't understand these things!

Theregfter, he often took long walks north, in rocky country, shifting boulders along the way, believing
that any one of them might be the one beneath which hisfather had hidden the sword or the shoes or
some other thing, whatever it might be. He did this even after he redlized that both "stone" and "sword"
might be symbolic rather than real. He did it even knowing that Phaed Girat had never set foot upon
Hobbs Land. In amarvelous world, Phaed could have sent someone, some miraculous messenger who
flew around between worlds. And who wasto say it wasn't so. The power of the father, the hero, the
king, resided in that ability: to make theimpossbleredl.

Jeopardy Wilm had a cousin, Saturday, the daughter of his mother's sster, Africa Wilm, who had chosen
her daughter's name out of old Manhome sources from the Archives. It was alanguage no one spoke
anymore. Sometimes settlers chose old Manhome namesfor their meaning, sometimesfor their sound.
AfricaWilm had chosen Saturday for its sound, and because it was part of a series of words that could
be used for thefive or six other children sheintended to have. So far Africahad added Tuesday through
Friday, three boys plus another girl, and had decided atotal of five might be enough.

From the time she wastiny, Saturday sang. Even when she was atoddler, she twittered like abird. There
were few birdlike things on Hobbs Land, and none of them sang very well, so Saturday had no
competition in becoming the settlement songstress. She was much petted over this, and it was dueto
Africas good sense she didn't become spoiled. It was agift, Africatold her child in astern voice. A gift
which Saturday hadn't earned or even earned the use of. She must work hard at other thingsaswell and
usethe gift for the happiness of al.

Saturday worked hard at everything, and she sang, and when she was about ten, she got to know Maire
Girat, who, though she didn't sing now, had once been asinger of great reputation. At least, so said many
of the settlers, even those from Phansure or Thyker. Many of them knew of the songs of Maire Manone,
which iswhat she had been called back in Voorstod. It was Maire who taught Saturday how to breathe,
and how to bring the air up in aglowing column from her lungs, without bresk or pause, stroking the



notesinto life. It was Maire Girat who taught her to embellish her songswith trills and scales and legps,
so thevoicetrilled and purled like water running.

They became friends, the tal, haggard, broad-shouldered, often-sllent woman and the dight, talkative,
flyaway girl. They spent much time together, Saturday questioning and Maire answering in her dow,
deliberate voice with the furry roughness at its edges.

"Why do you sing no more, Maire?' Saturday asked her one day. It was a question she had wanted to
ask for avery long time, but something had kept her from it, some sensitivity or scrupulosity which told
her the answer would be painful.

"l cannot,” the woman said sadly. She did not want to talk to this happy child about Fess and Bitty, or
about the dreams she once had of great anthems sounding among the stars. Once music had dwelt in her
mind, every watch of every day. She had |eft VV oorstod when the music died, but she did not want to talk
about that.

Instead, she said, "None of thethings| sang of exist here, child. | sang of lashing seas and looming
mountains. Here, theland islike achild's sandbox, al patted smooth. What can | sing of 7'

To Saturday, there seemed agood deal to sing of. Though Hobbs Land was dull, so everyone said,
Saturday had dways found it beautiful. Very smple and plain, but beautiful for thet.

"InVoorgtod," Maire said, "the mists gather around to make alittle room wherever you stand. If agirl
had alover they could walk &l aone, closed in, asthough there were no other people in the world.
Women could teke their vells off, in the mist, and kisstheir sweethearts, daring greetly for love, for the
winds might come down off the heightsto blow dl the mists away, and suddenly everything would be
there, the monstrous stones, black and towering, with the seareflecting the sun in agreat mirror,
everything green and blue and gold, meadow and mountain and sea, and the loverswould haveto flee
lest they be discovered. That iswhat | sang of, there.”

"That'sdl you sang about? Sweetheartsin the mist?" Saturday's voice held agreat dedl of doubt.

Maire consdered this. The sweethearts were entirely afiction. Women did not dare do such things, and
men would not have risked their lives so, but it had been pleasant for amoment to pretend it wastrue.
Thelieturned to bitternessin her throat, and she spat it out astruth. "I'm lying to myself and to you, child.
| did not sing of lovers. | sang of death. When my boy Maechy died, | wrote asong. It was cdled 'The
Last Winged Thing," and it spoke of the angel of Hope coming to Scaery to ask if I'd called it thereas|'d
cdled the other angels. Hope wasthe last one, the last winged thing."

Saturday gazed into the woman's hooded eyes, wonderingly. "What happened? In the song?*

"What always happensin Voorstod. The angel died, just asdl the other angels had died. Love, Joy,
Peace, dll dead. VVoorgtod isinto the habit of death, so we women aways said. With hope dead, | could
not sng anymore, S0 | came away."

"How did it go, Maire? The song?’

"l cannot Sing it. The last wordswere, ' & hdllip; kissme my child, farewel my child, follow me, child, and
well go.'™

Saturday shook her head in puzzlement. "I don't understand.”

"Wewomen of Voorstod understand it. We've been leaving Voorstod for hundreds of years now. When
we're ready to leave, when we've told our husbands we're going, and they've laughed at us, not believing



us, when we've packed what we can carry and cried until were blind, we say kiss me to the sonsand
hushands who will not comewith us; farewell to them and to dl the friends and children who've died;
and then follow me to the little ones and the daughters who come along. When | came away, there was
no one for meto kiss goodbye. | said farewell to my son Maechy who had died at VVoorstod's hands. |
sadfollow meto Sam and Sdl. That was my last song. | will never sng again.”

Comes a certain night on Hobbs Land, which is, though no one even suspects such athing, different from
al other nights. It breathes of brooding pregnancies awaiting birth, monstrous winged truths lying coiled
and glimmering in wombs of shadow, ready to erupt a any moment. Such nights need no moon, being lit
by their own quiescence.

Sam, some twenty-eight lifeyears old now, finds himself unable to deep. Darkness gathersin palpable
shapes that are peopled with possibilities. A word may be spoken on such anight. A truth may betold.
A thing may happen. Sam is not moved to push over boulders on this night, or to peer beneath them with
the aid of atiny torch to see what myseriesliethere. Samistired of that. So, he walks east, out beyond
the settled lands and back again, searching for the unknown, striding along fieldswhere the little ditches
gleam silver in the starshine and the growing crops stretch upward, murmuring, dmost as though they
were sentient. Thisthing, that thing, everything is glossed with glamor on this night, asthough acloud of
miracles has descended. Hisfeet are guided as by invisible hands; they fal softly on paths Sam fedshe
would not even see by daylight. The stars turn above, making great wheds of light, which he can fed
turning, like an engine. So Sam Girat, moving through the night in great, ground-eating strides, returnsto
Settlement One with dawn not far off and no deep a al behind him.

Close by isthe temple of Bondru Dharm, small and dark, making a sound like bresthing, a suspiration,
gentle asthe breath of achild sweetly deeping. Air risesin the temple, bringing in the cool. The God
squatsin acolumn of rising air, flushed with light. So Sam remembers him, quite suddenly—though he has
not been in the temple for years—suddenly remembers with affectionate regard or perhaps only avagrant
curiogity which hasdidtilled itsdlf into something like fondness.

The temple door opens easily, dmost of itself. The scoopy floor presents no hazard. Sam finds the grilled
door into the enclosure and squats before it, peering into the darkness to see the lights, pale galaxies of
fire which appear low on the body of the God and ascend gradudly, disappearing into darkness once
more, over and over, rising lights, drifting as though in unlimited space, up, and out, and away.

Sam'seyesgrow heavy. Hislegsfed thelong miles of waking. Hewill rest, he saysto himsdlf, afew
minutes, he will rest before he goes home to the brotherhouse. And heisdl at once curled likeawormin
anut upon the mosaic floor, head pillowed on one muscled arm, legs drawn up, deeping like akitten, dl
limp, whilethe lights of the God pulse and dim, pulse and dim, pulse and dim.

Theair rises. The night gathersitsdlf like anet drawn in beforeit isflung, darkness folding upon darkness,
leaving light at the edges where dawn pushes againgt the horizon. When Sam wakes and rises, thetiny
tendrils between the stonestickle hisflesh and he is amazed a himsalf, amazed at the presence he senses
even before he sees or hearsit, something molten and golden warming the air in thetemple like abrazier
bright with burning cods.

"Restful here" the presence says.

Sam sees the hero then, sees him and knows him at once. The hero glows, asthough lit from within, a
bronzy fire that shines through his short tunic, flames around his sandals and sword. On thefloor beside
him, as though casudly dropped, isahigh crested golden helmet which burnslike alittle sun.

"Theseus," Sam breathes, making it aprayer. "Herel"



"Why not here?' asksthe hero with abrotherly smile, head cocked benignly, beaming, hiseyesdight. "I
cameto extend afraterna hand. Y ou wanted me, didn't you?"'

For the moment Sam cannot remember. Wanting Theseus has not occurred to him, even in the same
ingtant admitting that perhaps he has wanted & hdllip; someone. Why not Theseus?"Did 17" he murmurs,
wondering if heisdreaming. It would be churlish, he decides, to deny the hero whether it isadream or
not. "Of course, | did."

"As| said," the hero goes on, striding to and fro upon the mosaics benesth the arches, "it's restful here,
but dull. The possibilitiesfor adventure are limited. The immediate |andscape creates no fedings of ave
or mgesty. It createsno fedlings at al except gpathy. There are no canyons, no precipices, no caverns.
Y ou seem to have no bandits, no despots, no Procrustes, cutting you to fit & hellip; ™

"Wered| cut tofit,” Sam objects, coming to himsdlf, aware that heis merely listening, mouth open,
taking no part in this happening. "Oh, yes, were dl cut to fit! Therés only room for certain habitsand
attitudes here. Congtructiveness. Dependability. Honesty and reliability. Theré's no room for epics, for
sagas, for legends.” He babbles, surprised at his own lack of surprise. He seesthe hero. The hero is not
an imaginary image, not adeluson, not ahologram. When Sam puts out his hand, it meetsflesh and
leather and metad. When he sniffs, he smells swest. Of course, he could be dreaming that he touches,
feds&hdlip; "Weredl cut tofit, psychologicaly,” he cries. "All our legends have been lopped off. Like
limbs, from trees.”

"Which leaveslife boring," the hero challenges, smiling at him, mocking him only alittle. "Bored,
Samasnier Girat. Aren't you? Y ou fed the need for aquest, don't you? Y oursis probably the same as
minewas. Werefelows, aren't we? Comrades? |'ve cometo help you."

"Hep me?'
"Raise the stone. Find the sandd's, swing the sword. Find your father.”
"But | know where heis & hdlip; "

"I knew where mine was, too. That doesn't mean it was easy, getting there. There were many, many
barriersin theway. Many villainsto disgpose of. Many heroic deeds to accomplish. And then while | was
doing dl that, there were the women, following, clinging. Y ou have to be careful of them & hdlip; "

"Careful of them?'
"Women. They'retricky."
"Yes," says Sam, redizing the hero hasjust told him agrest truth, "Yes, they are.”

"They don't understand men. They pretend, sometimes, but they redlly don't understand men,” says
Theseus, hisvoice growing faint. "They don't seetheworld aswe seeit & hellip; "

Sam nods, believing the words though he is not sure what the hero means.

"Y ou need asword belt, Sam Girat," the hero whispers. "Y ou have no sword belt for your sword, when
wefindit."

"Don't go!" cries Sam, aware that the hero is becoming tenuous, misty. Sam puts out his hand and fed's
something spongy and unredl.

"I'll be back," the hero whispers. "Later. Watch for me."



And heisgone. Night isgone. Through the dit windows, the pa e tentacles of morning areingnuating
themselves, sucking their way across the temple floor. Sam goes out where dawn marks the eastern sky
with along, violet line which spreads upward in shades of purple and plum, exploding ingtantly into pink
daylight.

"l saw him," Sam eruptswith joyous laughter. "I redly did see him. Theseud | saw him!"

He caperslike agoat. He dances. Hefrolics hisway to the brotherhouse, occasioning interest, wonder,
perhapsalittle fear in those who are up very early and see him leaping along the path like ayoung
milk-vlish. At home, he crawlsinto bed and fals a once into deep deep while the day-to-day world
wakes and surges around him.

Inlater years Sam remembered wakening after the episode in the temple with the absol ute certainty the
hero wasreal. That same day, Sam had started making a sword belt from a pattern found in the
Archives. He made it of worked leather with semiprecious gemstones set into it. One could pick up the
stones dong the little streams anywhere in Hobbs Land. Sam had made a special trip to borrow a
polisher a the craftsmen's market at Centra Management. He hadn't been accustomed to doing that kind
of work, and it had taken him somelittletime, doing it right, doing it over until it wasright.

When he had finished with it, Sam kept the sword belt hanging in the back of his closet, behind his
off-time robes. Later on, again at the hero's suggestion, he had made a helmet decorated with gold
medallions, so he could be properly dressed when he found the thing under the stone. He never doubted
hewould find it or them, or something e se like them. Theseus was clear on that point. Sam would not
only find the sword, he would find adventure and challenge and heroism of hisown. Hewould find a
dedtiny fitting who he actudly was, which was not afarmer upon dull Hobbs Land, dedicated to grains
and legumes and increasing the production of hairy-legged milk-vlishes.

"Patience," said the hero, again and again.

Even though years were going by, Theseuswas surprisingly little dismayed. " Patience. The time comes”
hetold Sam. "Inevitably, it comes. When it is meant to be, it happens, that'sall.”

Sam had been patient. He had become thirty lifeyears, and thirty-one and thirty-two, and then he had
become Topman. Becoming Topman, in away, helped solve his problem with patience. Being Topman
was kingly and heroic and even godlike enough for him to go on with, for atime.

AndinVoorstod, upon Ahabar, hisfather lived till, as he had dways lived. Among the legends.

In Voorgtod, in the town of Cloudport (often caled smply, Cloud), on the cobbled street that went from
the square on up the hill to the citadel of the prophets, stood atavern sign caled the Hanged King. The
tavern sign showed the king hanged by hisfeet and pierced through with daggers, his crown till jammed
tight on hishead. It was ameasure of V oorstod's hatred for the roya family of Ahabar that the face on
the king was that of thefirst ruler, King immy. Scarcely a season went by that some drinker did not
suggest repainting the sign with the face and figure of the current monarch, Queen Wilhulmia. Since that
would mean changing the name of the tavern, however, the owner had held out against the suggestion.
"Kings and Queens come and go," he had chuckled. "The Hanged King goes on forever.”

At acorner table covered with the circled stains of tankards and charred places where men had knocked
out their pipes, Phaed Girat, with his usual bull-necked imperturability, sat talking with alittle man he had
only just met, one who had been sent down to meet Phaed, so he said, from Sarby. He had afew
amusing words to say about Sarby, up there in the far north, where the mists gathered thick aswooal.
Thingswashed in Cloud would stay wet for aweek, he commented, but things washed in Sarby never
dried. People went wet like frogsin Sarby, where they saw the sun only once every ten years or 0. So



sad thelittleman in ajokey voice belied by the pinched look of hisnostrils and the suspicion in hiseyes.

"So what are you folk doin' up there, in Sarby?' Phaed rumbled at him, stroking the whip at hissdewith
onethick thumb. ™Y ou have wise prophets, | suppose, and many of the Faithful. Awaiting apocaypse
and strong for the Cause, are you?' He pushed his big cap back on his head, letting the front of his hair
show alittle, wiping hisforehead with hisdeeve. It waswarm in the tavern, for the provisioner had built a
fireto drive off the damp.

"Strong asany, | imagine," said the other. His name was Muga Pye, and he was known as aquick man,
with aword or with aknife. He was dso known for his handiness in the assembly of various deadly
explosives and sneaky weapons. People, speaking of him, said he was clever asaPhansuri in that
particular way. "Wein Sarby do our part," he said.

"Wl that'swhat it takes. Men strong for the Cause, wise prophets, and alittle [uck."

"Almighty God directs, Almighty God assures,” said the other sententioudly. The prophets taught that the
Cause was inevitable because Almighty God ordered it so, and never mind that the Queen of Ahabar
seemed to have temporarily countermanded the order. Luck had nothing to do withiit.

"So they sent you down here to quote aphorisms at me, did they?' Phaed wanted to know.

Mugal laughed, slently, histongue showing & the corner of his mouth. He had atwisty face with
protruding cheek bones triangulating a pointed chin. From squinchy wels of wrinkled lids, hiseyes
peered like two dagger points, bright and sharp. 1t would have taken two or three of him to make one
Phaed Girat, but he did not seem dismayed by that.

"Not likely they sent me only to quote at you, Phaed Girat. Perhaps they sent meto get your opinion
about thingsin general. About drink, perhgps. Or women."

"About drink?Well | approve of it, unlessthere's a prophet nearby. Asfor women, would you be needin’
some or have some you want to dispose of ? Or perhaps you'd like ingtruction in what to do with one
who's botherin' you? Or, if it's mere fuckin' you've on your mind, | can sdll you ajuicy little Gharmlet,
only ten, and you can whip her up to suit you."

Muga laughed again, thistime biting histongue between narrow white tegth. "I'm lessinterested in Gharm
than | amin real women. VVoorstoder women."

"What trouble are they causn' now?"
"Why would you say that?"

"Why would | say trouble? What else? If there's any that get in the way of the Cause, it's the women.
They bleat and weep and carry on, cryin' woe, cryin' peace. The prophets promisejoy, indeed, Muga
Pye, when they say wélll have no need of wives after gpocaypse.” Phaed drank deeply from the tankard
and sighed in the manner of aman sorely tried. "Women! With their priests and their churchin’ and their
nonsense. Oh, they grieve so over their children that they're unbearable to live with, or they contract to
go settle on some farm world, or they spend their time frettin' over the Gharm pups. Y ou wouldn't argue
with mewould you, Muga Pye? That women are a burden to the Cause.”

The little man had been watching Phaed narrowly, and now he nodded, though not with any great show
of agreement. "l supposethey are. And seein’ how you fed about 'em, it'sa good thing then | wasn't sent
to talk to you of that.”

"I'm rdlieved to hear it."



They drank awhile, not saying much, until Phaed demanded, "Wdll, did they send you to talk of anythin'
then?'

Thelittle man made circles on the table top with histankard. "They sent meto talk of one certain thing,
the matter of acertain Gharm harp player out in Ahabar who's come to our attention.”

Phaed growled alittle between gritted teeth. "I know which one you mean! Have you in Sarby heard
what the Queen of Ahabar intends? Have you heard she's holdin' out some mysterious great honor for
this Gharm? What are they thinkin' of out there! It'sadap in the face of every man of VVoorstod.”

"Of dl of us," agreed Mugd Pye, the dagger-pointsin hiseyesglinting. "All of us, man. Too long the
Gharm's been out therein Ahabar, attractin' attention, mockin' us, while those of Ahabar make much of
her. It'stime the matter was put an end to."

"S0," growled Phaed. "What do they call her? Stenta Thilion, isit not? Two namesthey've given her, as
though she was a human. Was there spawn of hers?'

"She had amate, but he'slong dead,” said Mugal. "Asfor her spawn, they're not in the Three Counties.
They're out in Ahabar somewhere."

"And where did they sttle?’
"In the eastern provinces, so I've heard. Near Fenice."
"We've managed before, in the eastern provinces.”

"That'strue, that'strue. But we've made it look like accidents, Phaed. That's what we've always thought
best. Not to do anything openly in Ahabar."

"Itstimewedid! It'stime we started takin' out the Gharm in Ahabar, in bunches, if we can manageit.”
Mugd Pye squinted and turned his glass, musing. "There's those who say wed bring thearmy in.”

"Y ou know that'sfoolishness. Wilhulmiawon't order the army in without Authority sayin' so," Phaed
declared with afine brave thump on the table.

System government resided on Authority, one of Phansure's many moons, while the army was stored on
another, called Enforcement. On Authority and Enforcement the governance of System depended, or so
it was assumed, though some felt Authority had outlived its ability to govern anything larger than afairly
smdl committee

Phaed went on. "It'stime, | tell you, Mugd Pye. What will Ahabar do?1'll tell you what they'll do. The
Queen will weep and rage, and then shélll call for Authority to discipline us. And Authority will hem and
haw and say maybe yes and maybe no, and they'll refer the matter to the Religion Advisory to tell them
whether our ownin’ davesisreligiousor not. And the Religion Advisory will refer the matter to the
Theology Pand. And what have we paid dl that metal and gemsto this one and that one on the Theology
Pand for, except to guarantee they say maybe yes and maybe no for athousand yearsif need be. And
what will happen in theend isnothin'. The Pand will say nothin' to the Advisory. The Advisory will say
nothin' to the Authority. Authority will do nothin'. And Ahabar will do nothin'. Meantime wéell haverid
ourselves of atraitorous Gharm and put the fear of Almighty God into ten thousand more!™

"Phaed Girat, though | may liveto regret it, | tel you the truth. There are those among the prophets who
agreewith you."



"So then, let'sdo it."

"Well, we would do it, save no one knows quite where Stenta Thilion is, there in Ahabar. The Queen has
kept her and her family guarded and hid. Which iswhy I've cometo you, Phaed Girat."

"Y ou need my nosg, isit? Need my noseto sniff her out. Well, well find her!" Phaed puckered his brow
in concentration. "Any musician worth her keep hasto come out of hidin' to play abit, oncein awhile. I'll
find out, mysdf, when that isand where that is"

They drank in slence, not seeing the Gharm who swept the floor or the Gharm who polished the tables
or the Gharm who carried bottles up from the cellar. The Gharm were small and ruddy-dark and as
human inintellect as any V oorstoder, but they wereinvisiblein V oorstod except when they ran away.
Phaed did not think of them as he stroked hiswhip and frowned deeply, plotting how he would find
Stenta Thilion, the harpist, whose family had been three generationsin Ahabar and who was reknowned
throughout al its provinces; the harpist, whose great grandparents had fled from Voorstod over a
hundred years before, but who was still accounted an escaped dave by those of the northern counties.

When he had drunk dightly more than he could hold, Mugd Pye left the tavern, staggered up the hill and
around a corner to find himself at the door of adark narrow house with blind windows, where he
knocked three times, then three again, then one, holding onto the door to keep himsdf from dipping.

The door creaked open to disclose an old man with white hair to hisknees, one Preu Flandry, who
looked carefully up and down the street before standing aside to let Pye enter.

"So you've met him," Preu said, asMugal took off his cap and shook |oose his own wedlth of hair, likea
tangled dark rain falling amost to histhighs. So the men of the Faithful woretheir hair, for their power
wasintheir hair.

"I'vemet him," the other agreed, shortly, thrusting his tangled locks behind his ears and bowing with
perfunctory reverence toward the niche with its resident skull. So the Faithful, among themselves, made
ritual obeisance to death.

"And what d'you think?" his host asked, leading the way into adusty room to theright of the halway.
"About what?'
"About Phaed, man! Will he help us or won't he?"

"He'sazed ot for the Cause. Hell help find the Gharm woman." Mugd Pye hiccuped and shook his
head.

"We dready knew he'd do that! That was somethin' for you to talk of, isal. It's hiswife were wonderin'
about. He was besotted about her, that we know, too.”

"That was years ago. She was young and pretty then. Likely she's neither anymore.”
"Did you tak to him of women?"

"I did." Mugd nodded dowly, for along time, as though he had forgotten his head was moving up and
down. "He did not seem overly interested in 'em. Rather thereverse, I'd say.”

"Ah, but we've been taught that,” the older man said softly. "Oh, yes, that's what were taught. The
prophets have said, often enough. 'Let women go,' they've said. 'Our faith isafaith for men.’ Throughout
al Voorstod, that's what's been said.”



Muga kept on nodding, accepting this asthe smpletruth it was. " So Phaed had awife he was besotted
about. And s0 sheleft, aswomen do.” He sat down and collected histhoughts with difficulty. "Thething |
don't understand iswhy you lot want her back."

The older man shook his head, pursing hislips. "The prophets want her back, Pye. After tellin’ usfor
generationsto let the women go, now somethin's happened to make them think we may not have women
left enough to bear us sons." The old man said it dmost gpologetically, but not enough so to stop theflare
of anger inthe other's eyes.

"| thought eschatos was imminent, Preu FHandry!" Mugd Pye cried in agrident voice. "The end of things
was to be sudden and soon. We've been promised the apocaypse. In our lifetimes, we were told!™

"And so it may be," whispered the other.

"The eschatos, the end of things, when we will stride across worlds with the swvord in our hands." The
little man'svoice rosein impassioned complaint, like thewail of ahungry child.

"And s0 it may be," the other repeated, patting the air with his hands as though to calm the other down.

Mugd Pye thumped the table in time with hiswords, " The eschatos, when we stride among the worlds,
with the sword in one hand and the whip in the other. When we bring the worlds to their knees. When
the unbelievers cry woe and the heathen gnash their teeth, for lo, Almighty God comesasapillar of
sorm.” His eyeswere wide and staring. In the dark narrow room the light seemed to flicker and pale, as
though somefatal and hideous presence had reached into it, shadowing the light even asit stroked their
heartsinto flame. Mugal's voice became a chant, "Eschatos. when rivers run with blood, when the bodies
of gpodtates are piled into mountains, when the space between worlds stinks of death!™

"And s0it may yet be" agreed the old man, caught up in Mugd's drunken reverie. He nodded in time, as
he joined the chant, the two voicesrising in unison: "They do not know their deeth awaitsthem dl. They
do not know it comesfrom us. Yet it comes."

Handry gulpedin air, making atiny orgasmic sound, agrunt of pure pleasure, as though something had
touched him intimately. When he had been a boy, the telling of apocaypse had been accompanied by
such touching so that he might alway's associate the words with pleasure. His chin was wet, and he
dabbed at it impatiently.

Inthe halway, just outsde their vision, the Gharm dave who had been cleaning the stairs heard the
crooning and huddled againgt thewall. At timeslike these it was not wise to draw attention to onesdlf. He
put his head down and thought, silently, of asnake.

The Gharm often thought of VVoorstod so. Like the snake, Voorstod could liein full sight and look like
something else. Like the snake, it could secrete a poison for which there was no antidote. Like the snake,
it did not care what it bit, and it could kill before the victim quite redized it had been touched.

The room where the men sat throbbed like a heart clenched tight in afist. Gradudly, the chant faded. The
men's eyes lost their ecstatic opacity and saw the world once more.

"0, if apocalypse dawns tomorrow as weve been told it will, what need have we of sons?' Mugal Pye
demanded harshly.

"Theré's been adelay," gasped the older man, gulping air through his engorged throat.
"What dday?"



"Somethin' happened on Enforcement. Somethin' that wasn't planned for. Our agentsthere failed in their
duty, soit's said. The Prophet was white with fury, but when he got control of himsdf alittle, he said he
felt we must plan for another generation, just in case. If the end comes soon, ther€'s plenty of usto do the
job, but if we must go on longer than that & hdllip; " Preu Flandry's voice trailed away to angry silence.

Muga whined, "But the end was to come soon! Practically tomorrow, that's theword | had. We stood
upon the doorstep of the end! I've been savoring it, Flandry. Since | was amere boy."

"Wdll, and so have, but there's this postponement for some reason or other. What's certain is, if we
must go on longer, well need another generationto do it.”

"Well, then, what's this nonsense about Sam Girat's wife? We've Armageddon to bring upon the System,
and herewe are, talking of one silly woman!"

The old man sighed windily, wiping hischin again. "I've only told you half. Because there's so few women
left in V oorstod, the hot-bloods have been followin' their lechery out into Ahabar, out among the
Abolitionigtsin Jeramish, where they've been takin' women by force. And if that goeson, it won't belong
before Ahabar mobilizesthearmy.”

Mugd Pye shrugged and sneered. " So? That means less than nothing. Authority won't let 'em act.”

"Oh, weve paid the Theology Panel enough to assure they never give an answer on the davery question,
but rapin' and abductin' is another question entirely!"

"They won't consder that ardigious matter, eh?'

Preu scowled &t thislevity. "Not likely, no. And thearmy of Ahabar isnothin' to makelight of. Though
the Queen hasn't struck at us over the Gharm, the prophetsthink it likely she will strike at us over afew
hundred rapes in Jeramish, and the one thing the prophets do not want, not so closeto theend, isan
army of occupation!”

Mugd went to the cupboard and found himsalf abottle and brought it back to the table, together with
two glasses. He poured and drank deeply, considering this.

"Y ou'vetold me nothing yet to say why we'd want Maire Manone brought back! She's an old woman by
now! Past childbearing. And it's not likely you want her to preach abstinence to the hot-bloods."

The white-haired man snorted. "Muga Pye, | gave you credit for more imagination than that! We need
her for propagandal We must do somethin’ to keep the women here and bring others back, some voice
to raly them. And what woman was listened to in al VVoorstod more than Maire Manone?”

"Propaganda, you say? No more than that?"

"A symbol, o say the prophets. What | say ten timesistrue, aswewell know, but the thing hasto be
believable. The prophets have told us a symbol is heeded. Someone whose voice will be heard, a
woman to make the business seem real. Who better than she who was called the Voice of VVoorstod?
The Sweet Singer of Scaery?"

"Only propagandal"

"Ogengble, at least, though it'slikely therell be recruitin' done aswell. If were accused, we can say, ‘A
girl kidnapped? Nonsense. The maiden saw Maire Manone singing and she came of her own freewill." "

Muga Pye shook hishead, considering how far from gpocalypse it seemed, thisfiddling about with



abduction. How smdll athing. How insignificant and unworthy. He pursed his mouth, as though to spit,
then thought better of it. The true Faithful did unquestioningly as the prophets commanded, and if this had
been commanded & hellip;

"That's why we wanted to see how Phaed might stand on the matter,” said Preu. "He's her husband till,
aterdl.”

"But you're not telling him about this."

"Not yet. Not until we're closer.”

"And how do you intend to bring her back?'

"WEell give her good reason to come.”

"Y ou're not thinkin' Phaed will go get her, areyou?'

"Weve not quite settled on that yet, Muga Pye. She must seem to come of her own free will, and we
must fhink up away to be sure shell do that.”

"I'd be careful how you talk to Phaed about this business. Shel's hiswife, after all. He may ill have
fedingsthere”

"Well surdy,” murmured Preu Handry. "Which iswhy we had you soundin’ him out, Pye, to see where
hed sand. When it comesto sacrifices, all of us have to make them, all of us."

"Oh, yes, dl of us" agreed Mugd Pye. "For we will have our reward. For thereis nothing to stand
againg us. Nothing in al the worldsto oppose us." And he smiled again, histongue-bitten angry smile,
while the skull smiled from its niche in the wal and the Gharm dave crept away from the hdlway,
wondering if there was anyplace the Gharm might go to escape the holocaust which V oorstod would
certainly bring very soon upon al the worlds, wondering if there was anyone, anywhere, who could stop
the horror that was surely coming.

Besde the ruined temple north of Settlement One, shalow in the sail lay Birribat Shum. Shalow he lay,
with fragments of roots and crumbs of leaves on his eyes, with particles of sand between histoes, with
the small creatures of the soil at work upon his hands where skin gave up its chemistry cdll by cell. Inthe
soil lay Birribat Shum, shallow in the soil, with the sunwarm earth over him and the shaded depths below,
moisture rising beside him and in him, gasses bubbling up into the porous dirt, adaily percolation assun
rose and hung above at noon and set. In the soil lay Birribat Shum when night came and the earth cooled
and dl things sank down, as though snuggling more deeply into the bed of earth, only to riseand
percolate once more with the dawn. In the soil lay Birribat Shum, and the soil ate him.

In his clothes the small invaders made ahome, legged and legless, the onestoo small to see, the onestoo
amall to hear, theinvisible ones, the unheard ones, cregping aong the seams, settling in thewrinkle of a
rotting shirt to multiply their legions, to nibble on the soaked fiber, to carry bits and pieces out into the
surrounding earth, the troops of dissolution, the army of decay, gathering in ever greater numbers.

The soil above—unmounded over the grave, asthough no one had cared to makeit visble—sank
gradudly as Birribat Shum was disassembled, leaving abasin, ashallow declivity where water
accumulated and filtered dowly downward when the sun returned and the earth warmed, a declivity
where Samasnier Girat sometimes lay, late at night, talking to hisfriend, unaware of who or what lay
beneath him.

Onthe skin of Birribat Shum, in the tatters of his clothes, on the edges of his shoes, in the sodden fdlt of



hishair, in the cavities of his eyeslay dust from the temple of Bondru Dharm, dust which came suddenly
at the moment the God disappeared, dark and fine as pigment ground in amortar, feathery light. A breath
could have disspated it, but there was no bregth here below the soil, where Birribat lay.

The dust brooded wetly in the manifold womb of the earth, brooded and soaked and changed. Individual
particles swelled and replicated themsalves, and again, and yet again. From asingle grain, afilament
came, thinner than hair, white asthelight of stars; pady gleaming, it snouted itsway between infinitesmal
grains of sand, among microscopic remnants of flesh, stretching outward through the rags of clothing into
the earth beyond. First one, then two, then fifty, then five thousand, then an uncountable number, until the
body that was Birribat Shum was thickly furred with fragile fibers, wrapped with them, penetrated by
them, eaten and used up until nothing remained but the hard bones around which the threads gathered
morethickly dtill, weaving themselvesinto asolid, cottony mass, atough cylindrical mattress of
compacted fiber, its edges thinning and fading undetectably into the surrounding soil. Therethefibers
continued to grow outward in agauzy circle, now diving under the nearest ruined temple now encircling
it, now moving on toward the settlement, toward its houses and shops, its equipment stores, itsfilds and
meadows, where people were.

Where the felted mattress of fiber lay, something was dowly created. A cdll grew there, aseed, ascion,
anucleus, something quite tiny, something that grew alittle with each warming, day by day.

Benegth the soil lay Birribat Shum: what was|eft of him; what he had become.
TWO

After receiving their orientation from Horgy Endure, Theor Close and Betrun Jun took themselvesto the
vehicle park, checked out aflier, and—during the brief but boring flight to Settlement One—told one
another their origina impression of Hobbs Land had been wholly substantiated. The world was uniformly
dull. The two engineers came from volcano-lit Phansure, ocean-girt Phansure, cosmopolitan Phansure,
with itsten thousand cities and clustered billions of mostly very clever persons. All Phansurisknew their
world was the most beautiful and only civilized world in System, perhgpsin Galaxy, and Betrun and
Theor were unreservedly Phansuri.

They were not chauvinists, however. They told themsalves that Hobbs Land was probably quite nice, just
underendowed to start with and pitifully underdevel oped. Each assured the other they should be kind to
Sam Girat, poor fellow, having to livein such aplace.

Sam, meantime, gave himsdlf smilar assurances. Since Mysore Hobbs 1 was dways sending batches of
Phansuri engineers and designersto the Belt worldsto improve this or that, playing host was something
Sam did fairly frequently. Before welcoming such visitors, Sam dways reminded himsdlf of what his
upper-school teacher had said about Phansure, sneering just alittle. Too many people, she had said. Like
aswarm, she had said. Hardly any forests, dmost no animas, and everyone living in each others armpits.
When the various Phansuri visitorsintroduced themsdlves to Sam with their flourishes and politenesses,

as Phansuri were wont to do, Sam was always very kind.

With both sdestrying so hard, their mutua greetings were protracted and exceedingly warm, and only
when therituals were over did Theor Close and Betrun Jun refer to the problems Sam had listed in
anticipation of their vigt. After abrief discussion, the three of them went down to the heavy equipment
barn, where they looked first at a blackened launcher.

"Wedidn't design this" said Theor Close with distaste.

"I know," said Sam patiently. "If you'd designed it, we wouldn't have the problem.” Phansuriswere dl



geniuses. Everyone knew that. They didnt needtorubitin.
Theor preened. "What's the problem?"

"A sttler got burned, on the face and neck. He was too close to the thing, and the back blast off that fire
shiddgot him."

"What do you useit for?" asked Betrun Jun.

"Certain trace elementsin the soil get used up and we need to restore them. The quantitiesare so
minuscule, it's not economical to try to mix them evenly into the bulk fertilizers, so wewait for thewind to
be right, then we go way, way upwind of the settlement, and use thislauncher to kick an explosve
cannister up about two miles. The mix isvery fine, the dust gets wind-spread over hundreds of square
milesand it drifts down for days. It's primitive and untidy, but it's effective and efficient."

"The launcher needs ablast control chamber,” said Betrun Jun. "A torus-shaped ring at the base." He
sketched rapidly, holding out the result. "With baffles”

Sam snorted. "1t's funny-looking. Like adoughnut with apipethrough it.”

"Well, whatever it lookslike, the blast will buffet around in the ring shaped chamber without getting loose
to burn anybody. Thisoneis easy, and well seeto it at once. How many do you need?’

"Eleven, one for each settlement, plusafew spares.”

Jun added the eleven settlementsto hislist of Hobbs Land facilities, which aready included the mines, the
fertilizer plant, and Centra Management.

"Wha'snext."

Sam ticked off the second item. " There's something faulty in the fuel feed on that 1701 cultivator over
there. We had adriver sick from gozon fumes.”

"Anybody hurt?'
"Jugt the driver. He was kind of woozy and angry, that'sall.”

"You'relucky," said Theor Close. "We had an operator on Pedaria get agood whiff of gozon and kill
three people before they findly stopped him."

"Funny the chemists can't come up with something sefer,” said Sam.

"They have. It just isn't as efficient. With the proper safeguards, gozonisall right." Theor Closetook a
protective mask from histool kit, put it on, then opened the pod hatch on the 1701 and drew out the
pod. "Where shal | put this?'

Sam looked around and indicated a bare work bench standing to one side.

Theor laid the pod upon it, then returned to the pod hatch. "If you've got fumes, likely the problemisin
the sed-vave unit. That was the problem on Pedaria. We're redesigning the whole assembly, and you'l
have these replaced very soon."”

"And until then?'
"Until then, well fix thisone" Theor inserted himsdf into the hatch and mumbled to himsdf. Then he



came out, with an audible pop, and said to Betrun Jun, "Will you look at it? Therés got to be aflaw in
the sphincter-gasket, but | can't find it."

A settler droveinto the barn on asmall multipurpose tractor towing aspray unit behind it.

Betrun inserted himsdlf into the hatch. After atime, he said, ™Y ou can't find one because thereisn't one.”
Hisvoice reverberated in the closed space, before he popped out, like aferf out of ahole. "Are you sure
thisistheunit, Sam?"

"Thisistheone," said Sam, firmly, checking the number painted on the hatch againgt the one on hisligt.
The man at the door began to back the tractor.

Jun took another ook and popped out again. "The flaw hasto bein the fud pod itself. Where did you
put it?"

Sam turned, seeing the pod and the bench and the tractor al in oneterrible vision, the sprayer hitting the
table, thetablefdling, the faulty pod going over with it, and the cloud of violet mist that erupted fromiit,
catching thetractor driver initsmids.

"God," whispered Theor Close, jerking open histool kit and finding another mask. He shoved it at Sam,
who took it amaost without thinking. Sam's eyes were fixed on the driver, who had gone completely
blank-faced, like amanikin. Then, dowly, the blankness was replaced, first with craftiness, then with
rage. The driver looked around and saw the three of them. He began, dowly, to get down from the
tractor.

"Hell kill usif hegetsachance,” said Betrun Jun, dmost calmly. "Usor anything else he can find."

The man picked up asted brace bar from the floor and came toward them. He was avery large man,
Theor thought. A very large man, moving with the inexorability of arobot.

"Hever," said Sam. "Give methe bar."
"Hewon't hear you," whispered Close. "He can't. HE'sdl shut in on himsdf."

"Hever," said Sam again. "Give methe bar. Giveit to me." He moved away from the others, drawing the
driver's eyes after him, hisfeet dancing dowly to one side, so the driver would not lose sight of him.

"Isthere an antidote," asked Sam, dmost conversationdly.
"No," said Close. "Not here."

"Do you have something that will put him out?' asked Sam.
"No," said Close. "Not with me."

"What the hell good are you?" asked Sam, gtill dancing. "There's an emergency medicd kit onthewall
over there. That red thing. You'l find afull kit of painkillers, in dgp ampules. Y ou think you could get
your hands on those?"

"Y ou have awegpon on your belt," Jun pointed out. "Y ou've got a plate cutter.”

"Y ou have some particular reason for wanting Hever dead?' Sam asked, hisvoice conveying dight
astonishment. "Or maimed? He will come out of this, won't he?'



"Eventudly," said Close, from adry throat as he watched Jun backing toward the medicd kit. "I'm just
not sure painkillerswill put him out. Those fumes he breathed make the victimsthree or four times as
strong and quick asusud."

"We cantry, can't we?' Sam asked, still dancing. He had led the ominous, silent driver most to the door
and was now turning to bring him back again. "Can't risk leading him outside. He might see somebody
dsemoving.”

"I've got the ampules,” whispered Jun.

"Y ou think you could & hellip; ah, put them down somewherein the direction I'm movingin. Like on the
breaker guard of that small harvester?'

Jun moved quietly toward the harvester and sneaked the kit onto the guard.
"Open!" pleaded Sam. "For God's sake, man, I'm not going to have time to open it."

Jun took the kit down again and opened it, shaking half a dozen of the ampulesinto hishand and laying
themin apileontheflat guard.

"Now," said Sam, 4till conversationaly, sill dancing, till keeping the man moving, the bar moving, the
expressionless, slent man moving. "Now, there's an emergency med dert over by thekit. Would you
please go press that button and say, very clearly, that we need restraints and immobilizers.”

"Sam, you could at least take that cutter into your hand,” pleaded Close.

"I need my hands,” said Sam. "Why don't you get over behind that harvester, Theor. So Hever won't see
you when we come around.”

Theor went.

The sllent man attacked, rushing Sam, swinging the bar in alethal arc. Sam moved to one side, put out a
foot, tripped his attacker and danced away, toward the harvester. The ampules were within reach and he
grabbed them, dropping all but two into his pocket. He stripped off the needle guards and pamed the
two ampules. AsHever came up off the floor, Sam sped by, dapping him on the back with both hands.

He dropped the empty ampules and palmed two more.
"Come on, Hever," hewhispered. "Give old Sam the bar, like anice guy, will you.”

Hever did not hear, did not care, did not change expression. The two ampules might as well have been
water. If anything, he moved dightly faster. The bar sivung again, missing Sam's head by inches. Sam
ducked under the swing and dapped Hever on the chest with both hands. Hever clutched at him. Sam
dropped and rolled, coming to hisfeet with his hands already at his pocket reaching for thelast two
ampules.

"Restraints and immohilizers," Jun was saying, over and over again. "Therésbeen afud pod legk. We
need regtraints and immobilizers. Hurry, please.”

"Sam, for God's sake," pleaded Theor Close. "Y ou could at |east take off one of hislegs. He can be sent
to Phansure and grow anew one!"

"Not soon he can't,” panted Sam. "He'd be out of commission for along time, and | need him.
Production's aready down." He darted forward, then back, then forward. "Besides, it's painful losing a



limb. It's painful growing new oned”

The bar swvung again. Thistimeit caught Sam aglancing blow, amere brush down one arm, and thearm
fel at hissde, the hand clenching, the ampule dropping.

"Damn," said Sam. "Oh, damn." He dropped to one knee and picked the ampule up again, trying to bend
the arm. It moved reluctantly.

Hever moved in, the bar swinging & hdlip;

And then hefél. All a once. Forward, almost where

Sam was kneding. He fell, and squirmed briefly, and was lill.

Three settlers appeared at the barn door with restraints and immobilizer guns.
"Ishe dead?' asked one.

"He's got four ampules of painkiller inhim," said Sam. "And he could still come out of that raging. Don't
take any chanceswith him."

"What about you, Sam?"
Sam shrugged with adecidedly pained expression. "I think my arm is broken."

Theor and Betrun went with Sam to the infirmary, and stayed with him while his arm was examined and
put into an immobilizer, while he was given ashot of quick-hed, while he was given apainkiller of his
own and told to go home and rest for the remainder of the day.

"Sorry," said Sam to the Phansuris. "It's not broken, but | don't fee much like going back to work."
"That'sdl right," murmured Theor Close. "Redly, Sam, that'sdl right.”

"Y ou can go back and finish what we'd started,” Sam suggested. He stumbled alittle, and they both
caught him, one at either side and turned him in the direction of his brotherhouse.

"We could do that," said Betrun Jun. "Tell me, Sam, was that man—Hever, was he afriend of yours?'
Sam looked at him blankly. "Not particularly. No."

"Ah," said Jun. "Wdll. | guesswe could go do alittle work. Then maybe we could & hellip; oh, go
sgghtseeing until you'refeding better.”

"l don't know what you'd sightsee. It'sal pretty much likethis" Sam gestured at the fields around them
with hisgood arm. "North of usisthe escarpment,” he pointed again, toward the single upland that
twisted like an angular snake around the girdle of the world, edged on both sides by precipitous and
columned dliffs. "That'swhere al the ruins of the Owlbrit villages are, if youreinterested in ruins. There
are some lakes up there, some wildlife, athing called the upland omnivore. It eats most everything,
including rocksfor itsgizzard. Y ou might see one of those."

"The escarpment doesn't sound very interesting,” said Jun, gloomily. He was annoyed with himsalf. With
Theor. With everything. In future, every Phansuri engineer should have an immobilizer gunin histool kit.
The need for it was self-evident, but he had never thought of it until now. "This planet isredly pretty dull,

geographically spesking.”



Theor Close kicked him, without effect.

Jun switched to his pedantic tone. "That has an advantage, of course. It makesthings easier from adesign
point of view, removes the extremes, so to speak.”

"Dull, maybe, but good for agriculture,” Sam ingsted, wondering why hefdt persondly offended.

"| think we'd better get back to that cultivator,” said Theor Close with aglare at Jun's suddenly
embarrassed face. "That faulty fud pod istill lying there after dl." He patted Sam on the shoulder and
tugged Jun away with him, leaving Sam to go into his brotherhouse alone.

"What in hell did you get off on that subject for?' snarled Close. "It isn't hisfault the place isdull.”
Betrun Jun thought about it, as Phansuris thought about most things, carefully and andlytically.

"What | think itis" hesaid a last. "Usudly, anywherewe go, | sort of fed & hellip; superior. It doesn't
matter where. On Thyker. On Ahabar. Anywhere we go. We're the smartest. The best. Y ou know.”

"I know," said Theor, flushing.

"But. But he made mefed &hdlip; | don't know."

"Because hewouldn't hurt hisman.”

"Yes. Yes, because of that."

"I know," said Theor. "'l found it rather & hdllip; unsettling, aswell.”

"l mean, hedidn't even congder it!"

"I know."

"We could dl have been killed! He could have &t least consdered it!"

Theor Close nodded, then said, "Of course, he wasfairly busy at thetime. And if you were the man
involved, you'd probably rather Sam didn't cut your leg off."

Betrun Jun scowled. "'l suppose.”

"If there were ever anything going on & hdllip; anything dangerous, | mean, I'd rather like someonelike
that to bein charge."

"I'd elready decided that."

Theor patted his colleague on the shoulder. "Let's go get that fuel pod put away before someone else gets
hurt.”

Sam went into his brotherhouse in no very pleasant mood. He was hurting, and now that the whole
incident was over, hefdt alittle foolish getting injured that way. It wasn't & hdllip; wdl, it wasn't heroic.
He should have moved fagter. Old Hever waan't that quick, not usualy. The painkiller was making him
fed drugged and remote, and on top of al that he was annoyed at the two Phansuris. He knew Hobbs
Land wasn't much, from the point of view of adventure—Theseus himsdlf said that—but it wasn't up to
two damned smart-ass Phansuristo tell him so.

Sam dug abottle of wine from the place he had hidden it and sat down in his own room to drink it and



play with hisbooks until he got deepy or felt better, one. Playing with his books generdly improved his
mood.

He had taken up the craft of bookbinding afew years before he became Topman, and he kept it up,
despite the many claims on his attention and the assumptions of othersthat he would not be ableto
continue with the hobby.

"Y ou won't have time for your books anymore," his mother had sympathized after he had been sdlected
Topman. "What apity. Oh, I do like them, Sammy. They smell so good." Which, indeed, they did, being
rare leathers and woods, whatever he could lay hands on at the artisans market at CM. The pages were
generated by Archives, of course, though Sam had taken some painsin determining the size of them, and
the type style and the spacing and arrangement of paragraphs. He had selected the pictures also, deciding
for each book whether it wasto beillustrated in the style of woodcuts or of engravings or of paintings, or
even with something that |ooked like photographic images, any of which Archives could produce as
eadly asit could spew plain print. Each book had one or more of the stories he had found in the
Archives—he had done Theseus's gory firs—each one modified and augmented by Sam, written and
rewritten until it suited him, until it was properly heroic. When they were printed, he enclosed themin
hard, well-made covers with fancy endpapers handmade by awoman in one of the other settlements, and
with titles embossed in gold. When Sam finished avolume, it looked very much like the onesthe
Archives showed him, the ones the museums kept in vacuum containers, their millenia-old names going
back even to Manhome.

"They smell so good," Maire had said, never thinking of reading what wasinsde. She had never read an
old-style book. Outside the universities or the grest libraries, few people had. If you wanted to know
what wasin some old volume, it was so much easier to ask the stage to summarize for you, or do a
commentary, or even dramatizeit, if you werein the mood for that.

"Why do you take dl thistime?' Sdl had asked, holding the children back from the shelves, lest they pull
one of thethings out onto the floor and ruin it. Sam, however, had reached for hisfavorite volume and
had sat down with one child in the lap and one over each shoulder as he showed them the pictures,
fascinated them with the story of the hero of ancient Manhome time whose father had left him asword
and apair of shoes buried under a heavy stone. And then, when he found hisfather at last, he was sent
away to fight the wicked Minotaur.

"Why would the King do that?" bresthed Sam's oldest nephew. "The boy just got there.”
"What's afather?' asked the next oldest.

"Likeaprogy," Sam had replied, dightly annoyed. "And the King knew his son wanted to be ahero, so
he sent him to do something heroic." The Archives hadn't really said that, but Sam thought that's the way
it should have been, and Theseus had not contradicted him.

"| could have been safein Athens,” Theseus had told him. "But mere safety wouldn't have been worthy of
me. So | volunteered to go to Minos. | went to face the Minotaur with asong in my heart. At least, so my
face said." Heturned up hislips and became amask, beaming with confidence and courage.

"I know," Sam had breathed. "Y ou had to face danger and death without flinching to be worthy of the
King."

Sd's comment was, "The hero and his father did get together at the end of the story, | suppose?’ She
sad it with acertain wry emphass, which Sam ignored. " That's the point of the story, in't it?"

"I suppose,” said Sam, remembering that the story hadn't ended dl that happily. The hero'sfather had



died, at the end, because of something the hero did, or didn't do. But then, that was destiny, working
itself out. He had been destined to die al dong.

Sam dso read the children the story of Heopthy Jorn, who promised hisfather he would carefor the
kingdom, whose older brother imprisoned him as a sacrifice for the horrible Chagrun, which was egting
the people, and how he escaped and came back to win the kingdom as his own and father many sons.

"Theresalot of fathering in those legends," Sal commented, disapprovingly. "A lot of fathering, alot of
kinging, alot of death and violence, and very little uncleing and ordinary kindly living. We are amatrilined
society, Sam, and there's good reason for that." Sal wholly approved of the society the way it was, but
then sheld been too young to remember anything else.

"Some of the legends do say uncles," Sam had admitted, alittle wearily, wondering momentarily why he
bothered to show Sd anything at dl. She was so unrdentingly & hdllip; female! Tricky, as Theseus said.
Not a al undergtanding.

"The children could punch up Archives and get the samething,” Sd had perssted, till curious asto why
Sam did these things. She had always wondered why Sam did the things he did.

Sam had not bothered to set her straight. They couldn't punch up Archives and get any such thing. They
could get an account of the hero, sure enough, comparing him with ahundred other smilar talesand
telling what he symbolized, and what the monsters meant, and what the psychologica significance was of
the tensions between the hero and the King, but one couldn't get the tdeitself. It was Sam who had
restored thetdeto itsdf, by pulling it out of the commentary which was strangling it and giving it back its
power and blood. If anyone wanted to know the true stories, they would have to take one of Sam's
books and read.

Now, sipping hiswine and stroking the soft bindings, Sam reflected that he had never answered Sal's
"why." Why was ssmply that he needed to hold the past in thisway, to preserve the tales, to make sure he
didn't lose them as he would if they were left in the Archives, lose them as he had lost hisdad, lost his
whip when he came to Hobbs Land. People vanished, and their stories died with them or were | eft
behind to be buried under athousand other things. It wasn't enough that they werein the Archives.
Things could stay buried in the Archives forever, like geologica drata, layer on layer, never to beraised
up again. Here on his shelves, the ancient stories were like bones dug up and made live again, fleshed

out, peopled, creatured, whole. He couldn't make them for his own son (which rankled), but he could for
Sd's sons. When they were old enough to come live with him here in the brotherhouse, then they would
read the books together. He had never mentioned that to Sal.

He had mentioned it to Theseus, when he met with him out at the old temple during the night watches.
After Bondru Dharm had died, Sam hadn't seen the hero for quite along time, but then he showed up
again, out north of the settlement, even stronger and more sure than he had been before. Theseus had
understood about the books, about tales, about epics and how important they were. He had told Sam to
look in his booksfor tales of monsters, for undoubtedly there were some Sam could fight here on Hobbs
Land, to get in shape for his eventua quest.

Sam doubted there were monsters, but he could not doubt the large number of very heavy boulders
Theseus found for him to turn over. Sometimes Sam woke at dawn, far from the town, sore and
exhausted from the night's effort.

"Pdience" Theseusadwaystold him, laughing. "Thetimewill come.”

Sam, drinking hiswine and stroking the covers of hisbookswith his uninjured hand, leafing through them
in search of pictures of monsters and heroes, forgot the minor annoyance of the Phansuri engineers and



hoped the time of his own destiny would come while he still had the strength to mest it.

In Settlement One, the favorite game of the children of the middle schoal (lifeyears ten through fourteen)
had for some time been "Exploring Ninfadd." Ninfadd wasthe larger of the Ahabarian moons, home of
the Porsa, one of System'sthree indigenous intelligent races. What the Porsawere, and how they were,
was sufficient explanation for the fact that, except for aguard post, Ninfadel was|eft srictly done. It was
aso sufficient reason for al adultsto consider playing a Porsa utterly disgusting, which was probably the
reason the children enjoyed it so.

Recently, however, there had been anew game. The children didn't call it anything except "Going out to
Pay," which children had been using for milleniaas an excuse for being e sawhere. This particular play
was the discovery of the cousins, Saturday and Jeopardy Wilm, who were friends, possible sweethearts
(though at around fourteen lifeyears they weren't ready to admit that to themselves), but constant
companionsin any case. After afternoon classes, when Saturday wasn't scheduled for avoice lesson and
Jeopardy wasn't a sports practice, they often went exploring beyond the northern edge of the settlement.
In every other direction, cultivated fields stretched for mile after endless mile, but north was the creek
with its groves of ribbon willows, north were the ruined temples on their gentle prominence, north wasa
wide stretch of rising, rocky, undisturbed semi-wilderness reaching al the way to the escarpment.

Though Saturday was dim and dark and Jeopardy was light and sturdy, there was a certain likenessin
the expression of the eyes and the curve of the mouths and the tenderness with which their hands found
one another's sometimes, quite by accident. They had discovered the new amusement on acertain
afternoon shortly before Saturday's lifeyear celebration.

"I want to find some glaffis," Saturday had announced. "1 want it to flavor my birthday cakes." She had
tossed her head back, making her dark hair ripple.

"Y ouwant glaffis-flavored birthday cakes" Jep had exclamed. "Y ech.”
"It'samogt like new-cinnamon,” she had argued. "And we're out of new-cinnamon.”
"It's nothing like new-cinnamon. Itsmorelike & hdlip; like famug.”

"Honestly, Jep, your taste buds are al on your ears. When did you ever taste famug? Huh? Y our mom
and my mom talk about famug, but CM hasn't brought in any famug since our momswerelittlegirls
because the blight on Thyker wiped out dl the famug plantations, and they ran out of what wasleft in
storage, so when did you ever taste it, huh?'

"Mom told mewhat it tasteslike," he said, trying to remember if she had.

"That'swhat | meant. Y our taste buds arein your ears.”

"Well, | know what glaffistasteslike, and | ill say, yech. Don't expect meto eat any."
"Wait until youreinvited."

"Il beglad to."

They had |€eft the edge of the settlement behind them and were crossing a brookside line of
ribbon-willows, beyond which the ruins of two old temples sorawled in the amber sun of afternoon.

"If you redly want the stuff, | saw some growing inside one of these temples,”" Jeopardy offered.

Saturday made aface. She'd been into the old temples now and then, aong with others, when they were



exploring or playing last man, but she didn't redly like being there. Something about the arches or the
way the floors scooped made her dightly uncomfortable, like certain styles of music, kind of creepy.
However, she didn't didike them enough to complain about going there. Provided they didn't stay too

long.

They splashed through the narrow stream, circled two squeatty ribbon-willow trunks, parted the straplike
leathery foliage, which hung in curtains around the tree, and walked dowly up the dope toward the
temples. From this angle the templeslooked like building blocks, each around fat lower layer with a
narrower chunk on top.

"They'refunny looking," opined Saturday. "Like amuffin with acandle stuck inthe middle.

"Inthe middleiswhere the God lived," Jeopardy instructed her. "Like Bondru Dharm. And they wouldn't
look so funny if they had roofs on them." They clambered over fallen stonesand piles of trash to reach
the opening and went through it onto the narrow flat place inside. Before them the floor swooped down
inagentle arc, then up at the far Sde to the base of the stone ringwall perforated by grilled arches. Over
this declivity stretched aradiating series of arches, each outer leg buried in the outer wall, each inner leg
resting on the ringwall. Saturday decided that, from the indgde, the thing was shaped like the doughnuts
Africamade sometimes, when shefdt likeit.

"Let'sgo in wherethe God lived," Jeopardy suggested, diding on his bottom down the doping floor and
then scrambling up the other sde on dl fours. Tiny stones rattled behind him as fragments of the origina
mosaic floor gave way. At the ringwall, he peered through one of the grills, waiting for Seturday to join
him, before they both walked clockwise around the wall to the single door. Insde the central space, they
found drifted soil and dried leaves around the wai st-high stone pedestal at the center. The tops of the
walls ended againgt the sky. Nothing was I eft of the roof.

The perfume reached them before they saw the glaffis bush against the stones, waving its sprays of bright
oily leavesintherisang ar.

"Seethere" Jep crowed. "l told you. Mom saysit growsin naturd stone chimneys aong the escarpment,
too. It likesto grow wherethe air goes up, to spread the smell, so the pollinators can find it."

Saturday took afilmbag from her pocket, nipped off afew leafletswith strong fingernails, and stowed
them away in apocket. "Okay, now what do you want to do?' she asked, sniffing at her fingers. Glaffis
was aromatic, not swest, but very pleasant. Saturday's mother, AfricaWilm, sometimes hung twigs of
glaffisleaves over the heatsource, letting the warm air spread the smell throughout the sisterhouse. Now
that Saturday had smelled the herb, the ruined temple seemed suddenly familiar, and shefelt dmost
reluctant to leave. It was cool and shady under the arches, and it smelled nice; why should she want to

go?

They went out of the central space to dideinto the trough again. Thistime, however, they sayed there,
making the circuit of the temple, kicking at the smal stones which had made up the mosaic floors. When
they cameto a patch of intact mosaic, Saturday knelt and Stared at it.

"Thisispretty,” shesaid. "Seg, it'saleaf pattern. Leaves and vines and fruits. Seethis, thisisawillow,
and thisoneiswolf-cedar."

"Where'sfruits?' hekndt beside her. "Oh, | see. Y ou mean nuts.”

"And you abotanist's son. Nuts are fruits." She began extending the intact pattern into the surrounding
area, laying out the smdll, flat stones that were scattered around her. " Jep, can you get any stickum.”



"What kind of stickum? Congtruction? Machinery parts?’

"To stick these down." She had completed aleaf and the long section of stem which bordered it. "I'd
redly liketofix this. It would befun."

Jep, who was working on a section of hisown, merdly grunted. They stayed in the temple for an hour or
more, leaving behind them several completed leaves and along stretch of twining vine. The next
afternoon, when they returned, Jep brought with him severa varieties of stickum, one of which proved to
be suitable for gluing the scattered tesserae to the larger paving stones beneeth. By the following week,
they had acquired a dozen helpers from among the settlement kids around their age.

The ten-year-old twin Miffle girls who were not and would never be interested in crawling about on their
hands and knees, joined the eleven- and twelve-year-old Tillan brothers, whom they admired greetly, in
cleaning out dl the mess: the stubby rooted sulladaisies and the pinch-bush coming up through the
stones; the dust that had settled in knee-high mounds aong the walls; the bits of scattered human trash,
containers and paper and plastic bits and pieces. When that was done, the girls decided to continue their
help by sorting stonesinto small boxes, so that the workers did not have to search for the correct size or
color. The smoothly washed stones, though al shaped very much dike, came in awide assortment of
colors and shades: grays ranging from very light to very dark; severd distinct greens, cream and white;
various shades and tints of rose. Sorting them could be done anywhere, which meant the Miffle girls
could work near the Tillan boys, wherever they happened to be.

By the end of the third week, the reconstruction wasin full swing, with the entire floor being worked on
asthough it were agiant jigsaw puzzle. Boxes of accurately sorted stones stood ready. Tubes of stolen
stickum were ranked at the bottoms of the arches. Crews ranging in size from three to adozen
youngsters showed up at odd times and, without direction, continued to rebuild a pattern which none of
them had ever seen.

When the floors were four-fifths done, Saturday began to complain about the dugt. "I wish we had some
big beams," she said, wielding a makeshift broom made from bundled stipweed. "Thewind keeps
blowing dirt al over the pattern, and we have to keep sweeping it off to see what were doing. If we had
some big beams, we could put aroof on."

"It doesn't take big beams,” Jep commented. "Haven't you ever been in the Bondru Dharm templ €?
Didnt you ever notice the celling?’

Saturday had been there and had not noticed the ceiling. With an extended finger, Jeopardy drew in the
dust two concentric circles, one about afourth the diameter of the other. He pointed at the center circle
and invited consderation.

"That'sthe middle, where the grills are, where the God goes, right?'
The other children, who gathered at any excuse for abreak, agreed that the God went in the middle.

Jeopardy drew a series of radiating linesfrom the smdl circle to the larger one encompassing it. "Those
arethe one arches" he said. "There's twenty-seven of them in thistemple. So, dl we need is stuff long
enough to go crosswise from one arch to the next. That's about six feet at the outside, and it's hardly
anything in the middle where they get skinny. In the Bondru Dharm temple, the roof's made of wolf-cedar
trunkslad up tight to each other.”

"How come you noticed that?" Saturday was moved to ask.

Jeopardy started to answer, then stopped, aware of some vacancy inside himsdlf where the answer



should have been. He should have had areason, more than mere curiosity, for what he had actually done
severd days before, which had included climbing a set of footholes dong an arch at the Bondru temple
and cutting a sample of the calling, which he had then taken to hismother for identification. Heredlly
couldn't say why he had donethat. "I just did,” hereplied lamely. "I just did.”

"I guesswe could cut wolf-cedar with alase-knife," one of the Tillansremarked in hisusua
imperturbable manner. All the Tillanslooked and sounded dike. "I've got one."

Severd others of the children also had access to tools suitable for the cutting of wolf-cedar, including the
other Tillan boy and the two Quillow boys, Ded and Willum R., aswell astheir girl cousins, Sabby and
Gotoit. While the main body of their colleagues continued repairing the mosaics, these larger and stronger
young people began exploring the wolf-cedar forest and marking dender treesfrom which to build a
roof. They returned from the forest at dusk, singing, Saturday's voice darting and hovering above the
youthful choruslike aprophet bird.

Maire Girat was drawn to the porch of her sisterhouse by the sound of Saturday's snging. The child's
voice was unmistakable, unsefconscious asrain. Maire's earliest memories were of Smilar music. Not
hersdlf snging, but voices snging, marvelous voicesin her head, solo and chorus, making wondrous
melodiesingde hersdf.

Saturday's voice was like one of those she had heard within her when she had been achild.

When Mairewas only four or five, she had wakened early one morning, before the rest of the family
were up, and had seen the curtain moving in alight breeze with a sunbeam shining through it, had fet a
song welling up in her throat, and had let it spin out, into the room, into the moving light.

Mam had come running, and Dad, and the four older brothers and sigters, al to stand with puzzled faces
around the cot where sheld lain, ill alittle drowsy, letting her mouth make music. After that, there had
been songsfor everything. Gradudly, the inner music had moved into the background, returning initsfull
glory only at that borderland between degp and wakening or when she dreamed at night of great
choruses crying ecdtaticaly in the spaces between worlds.

They had lived just outsde Scaery in the county of Bight, where the eastern shore and the northern shore
of the peninsulaof VVoorstod came together to make aknobby hed thrust against the gray seas of
Ahabar. Here the fields were pillowy and green, and the fogs gathered thick, like the wings of angels, soft
and protective. Her brothers and sisters were all much older, so her playmates were the Gharm children.
They were smaler than she, and darker, and they had quick, clever hands. They had a private language
from some former time, too, which they spoke among themsalves, but only when they forgot, for they
were forbidden to speak that language. When they were caught speaking that language, the VVoorstod
pastors came with their whips and punished them, so Mairewastold.

Morning times, Maire went out into the mists, around the corner of the house to the quarters out back
where the Gharm lived. Fess and Bdl were there, the daughters of the Manone house-Gharm, and also
Bitty, ason of aManonefidd-Gharm.

"Whet'll we play?' asked Maire.
"Adventures," suggested Bitty. "Well adventureto afar place and day amonger.”

"I get to bethe mongter," said Fess. Fess was the biggest of the Gharm children, dmost asbig asMaire.
Fessliked to be the mongter, or the greet adly-gaggle in the siwamp, or the giant who had caught them all
in her tegpot.



So Fesswas the mongter, and the monster caught Maire and held her fast until Bitty came, just intime,
and rescued her.

Fesssmam, Lilla, had been Maire's nurse-Gharm. When Maire was a baby, in nappies, Fesss mam had
taken care of her. Sometimes when Maire was unhappy, she ill went to Lillato hold on to her until
thingswereright again.

Sometimes the children went out in the fields to play hide-and-seek. The Gharm were very clever at
hiding, because they were so smdl. It was hard to find them, and when they were found, they collapsed
ingiggles, scarcely abletowalk.

"l loveyou, Fess" said Maire Manone. "'l loveyou, Bd."

Fess hugged her, and then Bd, but neither of them said anything.
"l love Fessand Bdl," Maire told her mam.

Mam became suddenly very quiet.

"What'stheir last names, Mam?' Maire asked, only to be dapped quickly across the mouth with Mam's
two fingers, not to hurt, only to say shush, we don't say that.

"Gharm have no family names,” said Mam, whispering. "Cal names only, Maire. No family names. If you
want aGharm, you use the call name. That'sdl you need.”

So Fesswas only Fessand Bel was only Bel, but Maire was Maire Manone with afamily name.
"l have two names, and you don't," she crowed at them. "I have two names.”

Fessturned to Bdl, eyeswide. Bdl frowned. Both of them looked shocked and puzzled and then, dl at
once, coal, asthough somelittle fire inside them went out. Lillawas standing by the back door of the
house, listening to what was said. She dways listened to them, very carefully. "Fess, Bel," she said,
"Comein now. Theréswork to do."

They turned away, without aword, and went to Lillabefore vanishing in the mists.
"They won't play with mel" Maire said to Mam.

"They havework to do," said Mam in aquiet voice. "L et them done, child."

"But, | want them to play with me," Maire cried.

Dad heard her, and Dad said, "Y ou call those whelps by their call name, Maire Manone, and you tell
them what you want them to do, and they'll do it.”

So shecaled "Fess," and Fess came. "Play with me," she said, and Fess stayed and did everything Maire
told her to do. Everything. Sit here. Say this. Say that. Get up and go there. Fetch. Only Fessdidn't do
anything hersdlf, not anything. Everything Maire said, she did, but nothing of her own.

"You're not playing!" Maire cried.
"I'm doing everything you tell me," said Fessin her quiet voice without any gigglesinit. "As| must.”
"But you used to play with me!™



"That was before you told us you had two names. When you say that, then you're master and we're
daves, and that'sthat."

Maire went in the house to cry. Dad came in. He wastired and mad from something that had happened.
He asked her what the trouble was, and she told him Fesswouldn't play with her. So Dad took hiswhip
and went out, and Maire heard Fess scream.

Mam was looking at her, tears running down her face. "I thought you loved Fess."

"l do," Maire said, frightened at the screaming, which went on and on, the anima sounds, as though the
throat uttering those sounds had forgotten whose it was and went on uttering without amind behind it.

"Shéll play with you now,” said Dad, coming back into the room, coiling the whip up. It waswet, and it
dripped on the floor, little spots of darkness that nobody saw but Maire.

Maire saw Fesssback, next day, when Mam went to the Gharm quarters with medicine and food.
"Look at it," Mam hissed at her. "Remember it. That'swhat you did when you let Dad hear you complain
of the Gharm, Maire. There's some might send for the pastorsto do their whipping, but not your dad.
Remember that!"

Fess's back was bloody, striped, raw, like mest in the kitchen, the startling white of bones showing
through. Fesslay with her face to thewall and didn't speak. Her breeth cameinto her throat like alittle
scratching thing, trying to get out. Fess died, lying that way, with her face buried in the corner between
the bed and the wall. She burned with fever and she died, and after that none of the Gharm ever played
with Maire again, and she never asked them to.

That's when the music inside herself began to fade. There had been adream in which white curtains blew
softly from tall, arched windows, while voices sang upon agreen hill. Sometimes she dreamed of it till
and wakened, weeping at what had been logt.

"Why areyou crying, child?' Mam would demand, impatient of her tears.

"I missthe voicesin my head," shed wept. "All the voicesin my head." It was Fess she missed, and Bdl,
and Bitty. It wasinnocence she missed. Thelittle dark spotswere still there on the floor. No one washed
them away. The broom in Lilla's hands did over them, leaving them there. How could she say she missed
Fess? Shetaked of themusicin her head, instead.

Mam shushed her and told her not to talk foolish or somebody might tell the prophets, and they'd come

take her away. "Bad enough that you sing out loud, where people can see you, where men can seeyou,”
shesaid. "If you weren't so young, it wouldn't be tolerated. If you Start talking crazy, they won't tolerate

it, no matter how littleyou are.”

So she learned not to complain of the Gharm. Unless one wanted them killed, or crippled, or maimed,
onedid not complain of them. If one complained, aman took up hiswhip—even some women did
that—or they sent for the pastors, and the Gharm ceased. It was easier not to see them. The mists made
that possible. If one didn't go out back, one never saw the Gharm houses. If one didn't pay attention, one
never saw the house-Gharm or the field-Gharm. One learned to look by them, over their shoulders, as
though they were invisible. One learned not to spesk of them, for someone might act on that speech.

Maire went to the girls Ire-school, to be taught by the celibate teachers there, and in school she sang.
She went to County concerts, and once to an al-Voorstod one, held in Cloud, on a platform built over
the whipping postsin the public square. She wastwelve lifeyears old, and it was the last time she went
anywhere without a vell. She became awoman then, and could not sing to anyone except women, or her



family, or on sound recordings, which did not show her image. She put on the robes the prophets
commanded al women weear in public until they were old women, past sirring lust in anyone, for men
were too important and precious to be exposed to the evil temptations women exuded like sap. Why
should men risk paradise over some woman's face or the line of awoman's breast? Only when Maire
was old would she be alowed to take off the robes once more and be hersdlf, her face exposed to the
sun and wind asit would not have been since childhood.

Before she was veiled, she began writing songs of V oorstod, songs of meadows and copses and stony
shores, songs of love for uncomplicated things, songs of eagles over the crags and crows among the
corn. Theflying thingsin Voorstod were not precisely eagles or precisaly crows, the crop was not
precisely corn, but the ancient names did well enough, and the prophets commanded that no new words
be coined if old ones could be found to fit.

She was fourteen when she first sang for money, amusica background for an information stage
diversion, with other female musicians. It was Maire's voice in such diversions which gave her the name
the Voice of Voorstod. The recording was arranged for, and the money was given to her father, not to
Maire hersdf, though he passed on ahbit of it to her, "to encourage her," he said. He liked the money and
wanted more. It camein handy for treating his cronies at the tavern or buying more Gharm or having new
jeweled coup markers made for hishair. The best coup markers were very expensive, made by
craftsmen on Phansure,

It wasthe first money Maire had ever held in her own hands. She remembered looking at it on her palm,
stting therelooking at it asthough it might hatch into something ese. So peculiar athing, money. A few
coins, three strips. And yet it would buy adress or apair of shoes or aticket to the crowded women's
bal cony of the concert hall.

Maire didn't buy anything, however. Instead, she took the money to Lilla, an older Lillanow, but with her
face il unlined and fur still dark on her head and neck.

Maire whispered, "I want to pay for your escape. Y ours, and Bdl's, and Bitty's."
Lillagtared a her from unfathomable eyes. "Escape?’

"Into Ahabar. Don't look at melikethat, Lilla. | know that Gharm escape into Ahabar. Women go away
into Ahabar, too. | hear them talk of it when they don't know I'm listening.”

"We could bekilled trying thet."

Mairewept. "Y ou could be killed staying here. Fesswas."

"My daughter," said Lillawith grest dignity. "My daughter, Fess Sdlion, of the Green-snake Tchenka."
Maire didn't understand the word Tchenka, but she gathered what it Sgnified. "Y ou do have names.”
"Of course we have names. Did you think we had no history, VVoorstoder.”

"Themen say &hdlip; "

"Themen say lies," Lillahissed, going back to her sweeping. "They suck liesinto their lungs and bregthe
them out like smoke!"

They did not spesk of it again, but Maire went on saving al the money her father let her have. When she
had what she thought was enough and more than enough, she put it into a crock and set the crock on the
front stoop of the Gharm quarters. Lillasaid nothing, but the crock was gone in the morning. That year, in



the spring, dl the Gharm at the Manone place vanished.

Dad raged. Mam wept. Maire kept silent, shaking her head asthough in dismay.

"Didoyd scum,” Dad screamed. " Traitorous animals.”

"Wise," whispered Maire to hersdlf, needing desperately to reassure hersdlf. "' Courageous.”

Later that summer, her father bought other Gharm, two men and awoman with children. Maire never
spoke to one of them, or uttered asingle order or instruction. The Gharm could not fail or disobey orders
they never got. It wasthe only way Maire had of rebelling.

Theredfter, she spoke to other women, carefully, taking her time about it. There were those who used the
whip, those one didn't dare speak to. There were those who sympathized and helped. There were

Gharm, arriving in the middle of the night, tapping with ghost fingers on the windows. There were Gharm,
hidden in cdllars and under haystacks, sent on their way again, fed and clothed and provided with money.

"Have you any ideahow all these Gharm are getting away?' Dad demanded of her.
" try not to think of such things," shetold him. "My music takesdl my time."

"They're our servants, you know," held instructed her. "We have a contract, signed by them, agreeing to
serve us for athousand years, and there's five hundred yet to go.”

"I've heard of it," she said, for she had heard of it until she wasweary of hearing.

"They're bound to us," held gone on, trying to get something out of her, meeting only alevel unseeing gaze
and no emotion whatsoever. He wondered aloud to Mam when the |ast time was she had kissed him and
caled him Dad, and was reminded of the whip and the little Gharm child, Fess. Well, he said to Mam,
she couldn't till be grudging him that. That had been years ago.

"l don't know," Maires mother said. "I don't know anything about it. Her songstake al her time, and she
doesn't talk to me."

Even with Lillaand her family gone, memorieswere bitter in Scaery. When Phaed Girat came courting,
al theway from Cloud, she thought things might be better in Cloud, or at least different. She was not the
first, even among women much older and wiser than she, to marry for such areason. Seventeen lifeyears
old was not too young to marry, and Phaed was a handsome man with glittering eyes and amanner to
him like acock strutting. He loved to hear her singing, so he said, praising her to the skies. She sat inthe
parlor while he said pretty thingsto her, she veiled to the eyes and with Mam just outside the door, he on
the chair across from her. Sometimes he told her instructive stories.

"Long ago, Almighty God took usto anew land where we found the Gharm," Phaed said. "Our God was
stronger than the little gods of the Gharmish people, for they had Gods as small as themsalves. We took
the land and renamed it VV oorstod, for this was the name of our prophet. We drove the Gharm into the
deserts and into the frozen wastes, and we used the world according to God's word. Almighty God had
told usto befruitful, to fill up the worlds, to multiply, and so we did until that world was used up, aswe
had used up other worlds, before.”

When Maire spoke with the Gharm who were escaping, softly, secretly, they told the tale differently.
They told of land misused and overpopulated until it was adag hegp where the rain burned when it fell
and nothing would grow but thorn. The Gharm starved in the wilderness, and the V oorstoders had short
rationsin the towns, and the land lay dead benesath their feet, for the VVoorstod God was arapacious
destroyer who created nothing and ate everything, planets aswell as people, and who cared only about



beingsin the shape of men.

"In time we had taken what the place had to offer,” said Phaed, in the manner of oneinstructing achild,
"But Almighty God had prepared for that by providing uswith a Door which would take us to another
place. And when we got ready to go, who should come crawling after us but the Gharm, begging to go

dong.”

The Gharm knew about that Door. The Door had been bought with lives, a hundred thousand Gharm
lives given to davers. One learned of roundups, of forced marches, of cages, like those used for
livestock, full of the Gharm.

"Wewould rather have died there," said the Gharm, whispering to Mairein the night. "But they captured
us, and sold us, and those they did not sdll, they brought with them to this place.”

That wasn't the way Phaed told the story. He could tell it over and over, or, if he'd had several glasses of
spirits, he could sing it. No matter how hetold it, or sang it, or rhymed it, it waslies, so said the Gharm.
The Gharm would rather have died on their ruined planet, but they had not been given the choice. Asfor
the contract, it was the greatest lie of al. No Gharm had ever agreed to such athing.

All of thiswaswhat Maire had tried to tell Sam, that time he had asked about her songs. "There were all
the things of theland in my songs," Maire had said to her son when she had told him the story of Fess
and Bitty and Bdl. "There were forests and seas and the sun on the water. But there were no Gharm,

Sam didn't know Gharm. When he'd been tiny, Maire had held her hands before his eyes and told him he
didn't see the Gharm. What he didn't see, he couldn't hurt. He didn't know Gharm.

Hedidn't know Gharm, and he hadn't understood. She had told him things she had never told anyone,
and he hadn't understood. Not about Fess, not about Lilla, not about the day she'd gone away from
Scaery to marry Phaed Girat and had seen the hem of her robe moving acrossthe little dark spatter on
the floor. Not how those small dark spots had become the symbol of their marriage, of everything
between the two of them.

"No Gharmin my songs," she said to herself now on the porch of her ssterhouse in Settlement One,
where she stood listening to Saturday Wilm's voice floating on the evening air. No Gharm, no voices
crying between the gtars, no magic, no more music. Her throat wastoo full of baby Maechy, lying il in
the street. Her heart wastoo full of the spatter of Fess's blood that no one had ever washed away.

China Wilm heard Jeopardy comein and clatter off to hisroom. Shefiled the last of acorrected pile of
hybrid-yield reports and turned off the information stage after sneaking aquick look at itstime pulse.
Daywatch seventeen point two. Workdays, which began at thistime of the year around daywatch five or
SX, were consdered to end at daywatch sixteen or seventeen. Daywatch seventeen was time to knock
off, pushing dusk, but till early enough to walk down through the settlement and take alook at the old
temple.

She hadn't been particularly interested in the temple until Jep brought her the wood sample and asked
what it was. His question made her remember something she'd read about dendrochronology, an ancient
system for determining the age of buildings by dating the wood in them by seasond growth rings. Why
not, just for fun, find out when the temple had been built? Nobody knew, which madeit arather exciting
idea. She could build up atree ring sequence from local samples. It would make an interesting activity to
fill in her sparetime for awhile, maybe sheéld get an item for the Archives out of it, get her name recorded

for posterity.



Besides, it would help her not think about Samasnier Girat. Some days it took agood deal of energy not
to think about Sam, but she was determined to keep him out of her head, and out of her bed. Asit was,
without him, things were peaceful. With him, things were impossible. She had been through it before,
more than once, and was determined not to go through it again, even though she was eaten up with
curiogty over thisnew game Sam had, if it wasagame. Waking around haf the night, shouting at nothing
out on the hills. Challenging dragons, Africasaid. One of the herdsmen had encountered him early one
morning on the western ridge and reported that Sam hadn't known him, hadn't even seemed to see him,
but had gone by him with aheavy club, abroken-off branch raised to strike, veering away only at the last
minute as though deflected by something, or someone. The herdsman had come back to the settlement at
top speed, not bothering to inquire after reasons. He'd told Africa, of course—Africawas his Team
Leader—and Africahad told China, wondering what it meant. Not that she expected Chinato know
what it meant. China had never known what Sam meant.

Chinagave hersdlf aquick looking-over before sheleft her ssterhouse. Her hair lay properly, in afluffy
black cap over her unlined brow. Her face was clean, and her clothing was negt if not stylish. Not that
anyone in the settlement was stylish. Stylish was aword grandmothers used about clothing in some other
place, some Phanauri city, in some former life. Even at Centrd Management they weren't stylish, though
Chinahad heard they were sometimes sexy. Which meant naked, Chinaassumed. Skin showing. Maybe
tits, or upper legs. China sometimestried that in front of the big mirror, agauzy scarf here, another there,
lots of self showing. Sam would go crazy. Do it in public, though, and earn the disapprova of the entire
settlement council! Timefor baby making, yes. Time for sexiness, no. Though some people were. Sam,

for ingance. Very, very sexy.

Samasnier, Samasnier Vorcd Girat, she chanted to hersdf. Samasnier was hyper, that was histrouble.
Over the top. Maybe Topmen needed to be hyper, but Sam overdid it. China could have been lastingly
inlovewith Sam if he just hadn't been so picky and strange. What did he want! He wanted to know what
life was about? He wanted to know why? Why everything? He didn't know the answers, he wanted her
to know the answers, but she didn't. Now he was going out in the night, dressed up in afunny hat and a
belt hed made for himsdlf, being weird. He thought nobody knew, but everyone in the settlement knew.
Strange, wild Sam. And if the herdsman had been right, perhaps it was more than merely strange. Maybe
it was crazy.

The trouble was, nobody wanted Sam to be crazy. He was too good at hisjob. That business with
Hever, for example. Anybody e se would have had Hever'slegs off in aminute, but not Sam! If anyone
from Settlement One told anyone from Centra Management that Sam was crazy, they'd take Sam away,
and nobody wanted that to happen. Even if they fixed him and sent him back, nobody wanted that,
because fixing him might change him somehow. Fixing people did change them. Sometimesthey werejust
dull, after. Easier to stay out of hisway, when he was out there on the hills, ydlling at nothing.

She put thoughts of Sam aside and stalked down the pathway toward the temple, pausing to wave at the
Theckles, sitting on the porch of their singlehouse. Mard Theckles had been the oldet of the origind
etlers, fifty at least when Settlement One started, including among the younger people for hisyears of
experience on another Hobbs farm project. His brother, Emun, had joined Mard here on Hobbs Land
when Emun had retired from Enforcement afew years ago. Emun had worked on Enforcement for fifty
years, maintaining the pseudoflesh soldiersthere. The thought of that buried army, like something ready to
hatch enormoudy from its moon-egg, was enough to give Chinathe cold grozzles. So now she waved at
the sibs (who were North Province Phansuri, bigger and dower than most Phansuri), and tried not to
think about where Emun had spent most of hislife.

Past the Theckles's place were only two more clanhomes, Tillans and Quillows, then the small equipment
yard, one dab-waled mushroom house and two fragile-vegetable houses, their trangparent sides



reflecting the sunlight into her eyes, before she came to the temple. She was surprised to see that the
building had dready cometo look dilapidated. Ancient Monuments Panel had had other thingson its

mind, perhaps.

She went through the narrow door to stand on thelip of the inner declivity, adipping arc with the arches
rising above to make up the other three quarters of the circle. Above her, straight trunks of wolf-cedar
stretched sde by side from arch to arch to make up the corrugated ceiling. How Jep had managed to get
his roof sample, and how she was going to get one, was ariddle, however. All thelogs were well out of
reech.

She strolled down into the mosaic-lined trough, bending over to get acloser look at the designs. She had
never before noticed the fibers protruding through the clay into which the ssoneswere s, like afine
fabric nap around every tessera. She put her hand upon the nap and drew it away covered with dry
segments. The samefine dry fur protruded from the rocky wals. Whatever thisfine fur had been, it was
now dead.

Back on the circular walkway, she examined both sides of each arch for possible footholds. It was only
when she came to the easternmost pair that she found the way up, a set of foot-holes running up one sde
of the arch, asthough certain stones had fallen from the arch leaving treads no wider than asingle human
foot, the climb made possible only by the pierced decorative border carved into the stone of the arch.
One could hold on to that.

Dust filtered onto her face. A flash of light caught her eyes. Shelooked up to see daylight where no
daylight should have been. One hand wiped her face and came away red with dust, wood dugt, sifting
down from the wooden celling. The paralel beams were crumbling at the edges. More dust fdll, whitethis
time, telling her that the clay above the wood was breaking up aswell. If she climbed the narrow stairsto
take acore from one of the beams, she could bring the whole thing down on hersdf! It was ridiculous!
The Monuments Pand wouldn't |et the building fal to pieced!

More dust fell, accompanied by a subtle shifting in the mass above. Prudently, she moved under the arch,
only tofed it shivering behind her. It might hold fast under the shifting weight of the roof, and then again,
it might not. The door she had entered by, the only door, was across the full width of the building.

China had never been accused of indecision. She ran. Behind her, logs creaked, dust spilled. Therewas
atortured rending of beams when shewas sill six archesfrom the door, and she did not pause to ook
back. The door had swung shut behind her when she camein, and it took amoment for her to force it
open, but theingtant it came free, she threw hersdlf out and away from the building, pausing only &t the
road to turn back and see what was happening.

What was happening wastheroof falingin, al a once, very ddiberatdy, with no very loud noisesin the
process. Theroof of the central space was at |east ten feet higher than the lower roof and was not
connected to it. Nonetheless, it fell when the lower roof fdll, smultaneoudy, dmost soundlesdy.

The stone arches stood bare, like the ribs of a stripped carcass, looming over the clutter of dust and
thatch. The temple of Bondru Dharm now resembled the other temples, the ruined ones, those nearby
and those beyond the north edge of the settlement.

"Lookslikeit was hit by ade-bonder," remarked a quavery voice at Chinas side.

Chinaturned to find a considerable crowd gathered. The Theckles stood close behind her—Mard
looking dismayed, but Emun displaying aproprietary interest.

"Some of the soldiers packed away on Enforcement do stuff like that,” Emun announced. "They havethis



kind of gun, call it ade-bonder. Stuff just fals apart into dust.”
"People, too?" Chinacould not keep hersdlf from asking.

"Oh, people, animals, houses, everything. Of course, if ade-bonder had hit this, the stone arches would
be gone aswdll."

The two old men stayed beside her for atime, shaking their heads and mumbling to one another. The
other bystanders, who had been on their way home from the fields, muttered, pointed, and departed,
nodding or waving to China as they went.

When the dust had settled, Chinawent back to the doorway and searched inside for awolf-cedar trunk
she could take a core from. There were none. Therewas only dust and afew punky chunksthat fell to
powder as she handled them. No one was going to learn from these remains when the temple of Bondru
Dharm had been built. "De-bonded,”" she said to herself with ashiver. It had an unpleasant sound.

The courtyard of the citaddl of the prophetsin Cloud had various uses. Raliestook place there, when the
prophet felt inclined to address the Faithful. Apostates and reca citrants were skewered, live, upon its
wallsto serve as arebuke to backdiders. Sometimes fliers came in from other parts of Ahabar, dipping
acrossthe high walsto bring officid visitors of one sort or another.

The two cloaked, masked figures who were landed in the courtyard one late evening and escorted inside
the ramified bulk of the great sone pile had to be officid vigtors. They would have gotten no farther than
the main gate, otherwise.

The men went silently through the corridors of the public part of the citaddl, those partsthe Faithful of the
Cause were alowed to frequent. When they came to the iron door marking the private quarters of the
prophet, the door was unlocked with much ceremony, and the two were escorted into warmth, light, the
sméll of roasting meat, and the piled softness of carpets and cushions. It was one of the younger prophets
who had let them in and who nodded to them both.

"Altabon Faros," he murmured. "Halibar Ornil. Faithful Ornil, if you will wait in the chamber & hellip; "

Halibar Ornil smiled and bowed and went into the chamber to wait while Altabon Faros was escorted
past the chamber and into the quarters of the prophet Awateh himsdlf. In the foyer, he removed his heavy
cloak and was disclosed as atall, aristocratic-looking person in nondescript clothing, distinguishable from
other men in the citadd by the short, military cut of hishair.

The prophet sat in the next room on acomfortable divan, Spping fruit juice and reading a commentary
upon the Scriptures. Faros kndlt before him, placing hisforehead on the floor.

"Altabon Faros," breathed the prophet, briefly looking up from the page.

"Holy One," said the other, adding nothing, merdly waiting. He and Ornil had been summoned, and they
had come. Perhaps, later, he would have the opportunity to ask & hellip; beg & hellip; Not now. It was
not agood ideato ask for anything during an audience, certainly not early in an audience.

"How fare you upon the moon Enforcement?' asked the Awateh.

How fare 17 wondered Altabon Faros. | fare done and lonely, except for that fanatic Ornil. | fare
frightened most of thetime. | farein desperation when | think of Silene and of my children.

"We move toward our goa, Awateh.”



"| was distressed to hear thereisadeay,” the voice was kindly. Only long experience with that voice
would have led the hearer to shiver a the tone. Such kindliness. Suchiron. "I have been put to some
trouble over thisdelay.”

"Thereisadday, Awateh."
"There were to be no more delays.”

Faros swallowed desperately, trying to wet adry throat. "Alas, Holy One. We do not control everything
the men of Authority do or say."

"Explain,” the prophet demanded. Faros looked up, wondering if the aged man would be able to
understand. Evidently so. His eyes were as sharp and perspicacious as Faros had ever seen them.
Perhaps the vagueness came and went. Last time Altabon Faros had seen the Awateh, he had seemed
bardly ableto hold up his head. "Explain from the beginning,” demanded the prophet. "Asthough | knew
nothing.”

Thiswas afavorite device of the prophets. Make aman tell the whole story, checking the details each
timeto seeif heleft anything out or told it differently or remembered things he shouldntt.

Faros gathered his thoughts. The true beginning had been two generations before, when a dozen zealous
members of the Faithful had cut off their hair and gone secretly out into Ahabar where they had
established themselves as well-to-do planters. Planters were anonymous and, for the most part, socialy
acceptable, whether they had gone to the proper schools or not. Wedlthy planters were particularly
well-accepted.

The false-planters had raised children who learned to speak and behave as Ahabarians, though when
they reached the age of reason they had been sent "away to school.” The school wasin Voorstod, in the
citadd of the prophets, from which the satisfactory sons returned to raise families of their own and the
unsatifactory sons and the daughters did not return at al. Women fully trained in the total self-effacement
required among the Faithful could not be expected to show themsalvesin the outside world. Second
generation wives and mothers were recruited from among Ahabarians.

As Silene Faros had been.

Faros and Ornil were the end result of dl this endeavor, two apparent Ahabarians who had obtained
positions on Enforcement. Faros and Ornil, both with impeccabl e records and a generation's worth of
references,

The prophet didn't want to hear all that, no matter what he said, so Faros began with hisown history.

"Ten years ago, | obtained a post on Enforcement after serving in the Ahabarian army for five years
following my graduation from the Academy at Fenice." He kept his voice expressionless. One never
knew what might set the Awateh off into one of hisrages. "The Faithful of the Cause had dready
smoothed my way by bribing certain officidsin the personnel office of Enforcement, thusassuring |
would be accepted and given a suitable command. At first | wastoo low in rank to have accessto the
information needed by the Cause. | was promoted asrapidly asit is possible to be promoted, each step
upward aided and assured by my brethren. Two years ago, | reached the rank of Overmgor, whichis
the minimum rank necessary to be admitted to the secret levels of Enforcement.” He ran histongue over
hislips, longing for water. He dared not ask for it.

"It was then your family were brought here, for safekeeping,” purred the prophet.



"Indeed, Holy One." They hadn't told him they intended to pick up hiswife and his children. Sllene and
the children had aways lived in Ahabar. He had gone there for his holidays. He had never told Silene
anything about Voorstod. He wouldn't have told her anything. She had been safe and happy in Ahabar,
on the plantation. She and the children could have been | eft there, perfectly safely. And instead this

old & hdlip; the Holy One had had them kidnapped and brought here!

"To assure there would be no unnecessary delays," said the prophet in the same kindly tone, Sipping at
the goblet in hishand.

Faros, who knew that tone, held his breath. When he could go on, he said, "Assoon as | could, | learned
the procedure by which the army of Enforcement is mobilized."

It had taken the better part of ayear to learn the exact sequence of events necessary to get the soldiers
moving.

"Firdt, at least fourteen of the twenty-one Actual Members of the Advisory create an ineradicable record
of their intention to mobilize thearmy. A copy of that record isthen carried by the Commander-in-Chief,
in hisown hands, to Enforcement, whereit is verified by the two Subcommanders. The
Commander-in-Chief then useshiskey & hdlip; ™

"Key?' asked the prophet, as though he didn't know what Faros meant. He knew exactly. He had been
told.

"A device keyed to hisliving person. The Commander usesthis key to open acertain panel on the moon
Enforcement. Behind that panel isacontrol to which the Commander and the two Subcommanders
smultaneoudy speak acommand. This command releases the locks upon the army and adlowsthem to
be programmed as desired.

"It was clear, Holy One, that many of the detailswere mereritud, that if we had the key and the living
body of the Commander-in-Chief—regardless of its condition—and arecord of the three voices uttering
the proper command, nothing more was actualy necessary. The command was'Open Sesame.’ It had
some connotation | do not understand. It was not a phrase any of the three highest ranking officers would
useinther daly lives

"Still, the words were not difficult. The word open was easy to collect from the three officers. | recorded
two men and Ornil recorded one. The other word, we had to build up from phonemes, which took
longer, but soon we were ready to make the recording.” Faroslicked hislips. They had been so close, so
very close,

"We had understood your success was imminent.”
"It was, Holy One."
"But then you sent word of delay. Delay necessitates explanation.” The wordswereicy, like cold iron.

"The message was ready, telling you of our success, when Subcommander Thees suddenly was removed
from hiscommand.”

"Could you not have used the key before he was actualy sent away?'

"He was not 'sent away,' Holy One. He was at a banquet on Authority when it happened, and he never
returned. The Commander was at the same banquet, and so we had no access to him. The password
had aready been changed from Authority by the time the Commander returned, which wasthe first we
learned of theincident.”



"Incident?'

"It had nothing to do with Theesswork a Enforcement. He went to a banquet on Authority and said
something improper to ayoung woman. The young woman was the daughter of a Baidee family of some
exated position, and, as even an officer recruited from Ahabar should have known, Baidee do not mix.
The young woman's family demanded hisremovd.."

"Y ou should have foreseen this difficulty.”

"| abase mysdf, Holy One." How in al Satan's redlm was he supposed to have foreseen that adamned
Ahabarian would drink too much and make a pass at a Baidee woman!

The prophet snarled. "How long, then?"

"We have dready learned the new password. We have dready put together those words in the voices of
the two men available to us. Mobilization requires three voices, however, and Subcommander Theess
replacement has not yet been selected. Nothing moves very fast on Authority, and Enforcement is
dependent upon Authority for this particular decision.”

As soon asit had happened, Faros had sent word to VVoorstod, to this old man, giving every detall.
Petience, he had said. A smal delay. Patience. This old man aready knew what had happened. He had
been told!

But Voorstod had long ago learned what passed for patience among the prophets. arage they barely
bothered to suppress. According to the prophets, if aman failed in hismission, hefailed because
Almighty God was unhappy with him and willed it so. If God were happy with him, he could not fall. If he
failed, God was unhappy with him, and so were the prophets. It wasdl very logical.

"I understand,” said the prophet in alofty and unforgiving tone. A pity | did not understand earlier that
the delay may not have been entirely due to your own dalliance and negligence. | am afraid your family
may have suffered somewhat because of your lack of foresight.”

Faros held his breath again.

"No doubt Almighty God hasforgiven you," said the prophet. "No doubt His victory over the fse Gods
of the unbdieversisimminent. No doubt your destiny isin Hishands.”

Faros abased himsdlf. Vagrantly, for no reason, he had avision of some other man, somewhere, kneeling
before some other prophet or some other God, hearing these same words. Somewhere, was there
another poor vassal being assured of his destiny? Some servitor of afalse God, perhaps? Faros caught
his breath and fought down an dmost uncontrollable urge to laugh hystericaly. Perhapsit was not
Almighty God who had alowed himto fail. Perhaps Almighty God had an unknown enemy. Perhaps,
somewhere, some other God was unwilling to lie down and die before the feet of the Faithful.

Altabon Faros choked and said nothing. His thoughts were enough to condemn him. "I would like to visit
my family," he murmured at last, when it was clear the prophet had nothing moreto say.

The prophet smiled peculiarly and signaled his permission. As Farostook up hisrobein the foyer,
Halibar Ornil entered. There wasto be another inquisition, just checking, to be sure they both told the
same tory.

"Holy One," he heard Halibar Ornil say in the adjacent chamber.

The prophet's voice came fatefully, as Faros went through the door. "Explain thisdelay. Explain from the



beginning, asthough | knew nothing & hdllip; "

The women's quarters were at the back of the citadel, whereit touched the forests of the mountains
above Cloud. There were anumber of houses set in forest glades, surrounded by high walls and guarded
by the Faithful. Faros was taken to one of these, and thetall, solid gate was unlocked for him.

The Gharm woman he had seen last time he had been here was inside, sweeping the walks of the garden.
Shelooked up a him from under her eydids, pityingly.

"My wife?' he asked.

She pointed down a path toward the pool. When he had gone alittle way, he saw Silene and the
children,

beside the pool where flowers bloomed, very ancient flowers, brought from the gardens of Ireand Iron
on Manhome, thousands of years ago. The boy was seven now. He had grown. Thelittle girl was ill a
baby. Only three. Faros went swiftly toward them. The children saw him and ran away from him,
scattering like birds. Hiswife turned a startled face on him and did not move.

"Silene!" he cried, reaching out his hands.
Shelooked down, her own handswrithing in her lap.

"Silene!" he cried again, gathering her into hisarms. She was iff, like acarving, dl bones, no softness,
nothing yielding. Her black hair cascaded hafway down her back, untidily, asthough she had not
combed it recently. The skin of her face looked rough, untended. The nails of her hands weretorn.

"What?' hesad. "Why?' He shook her, making her look at him.
She opened her mouth and showed him that she had no tongue.

"The prophet had it cut out,” said the Gharm voice from behind him. "He came here, raging at her, telling
her you were not doing your duty. She should have knelt down and kept quiet, but she wasn't wise
enough to do that. She defended you. She told him he should not be angry at you, you were doing your
best. At first he threatened to kill the children because she spoke so, but in the end he only had the
guards cut out her tongue.”

Silene made agargling sound, as though she were trying to spesk. Tears ran down her facein runnels.

"Next time, if thereismore delay, it will beworsefor her," said the Gharm. "Next timeit will be her
hands, her breasts, her eyes. Or maybeit will be the children's hands and eyes. The prophet told her
that.”

Silene looked a him with terrified eyes and he pulled her close to him. Shewas not VVoorstod. She was
Ahabar. The children were not Voorstod, they were Ahabar. In his heart, was he VVoorstod? Or
Ahabar? Or something ese, which had no name?

The Gharm servant gazed into his face and said wonderingly, "They do it to us Gharm dl thetime. | was
surprised when | saw them doing it to you, too."

THREE

Queen Wilhulmiaof Ahabar was no longer young. Her hair was an aged silver and her eyesamature
gold. Therobes of state and the heavy Collar of Ahabar did not dwarf her formidable figure. With her



great prow-like jaw under afirm mouth, her sizeable nose, and awide low brow that doped back to a
wedlth of flowing hair, she was, so her people said, every inch a Queen—though it was true she was no

longer young.

Wilhulmia said sometimesin fits of depression that her youth and beauty had been spent upon the
Voorstod Question. "Wasted," she said, for there had been no profit or return from al her years of effort,
and everyone knew it. Shewas only the latest in along line of rulers of Ahabar who had spent moretime
on the Voorstod problem than on al other issues of government combined. Five hundred years before,
when the conflicts and confusions of the colonia period had ended and the people had sat down to
create alasting government under which they could livein peace, dl had consented to and welcomed
King Jmmy and his parliaments-several—except V oorstod. That people had never changed since they
had come plunging through their illicit Door into the wastes of the peninsula, dragging the Gharm behind
and claiming the land for the prophet. "Ire, Iron, and Voorstod. Degth to Ahabar,” had been the cry then
and ever since.

Luckily for the VVoorstoders, they had arrived on Ahabar during atime when that world had been
disunited and unprepared for hodtilities. Later, after many Gharm had escaped from the peninsulainto
Jeramish and points south, spreading their stories of what V oorstod redlly was, Ahabar had wanted to
act but was prevented from doing so by Authority. Ahabar would have solved the problem by invasion
and war, but Authority forbade it. Authority regarded the conflict between VVoorstod and Ahabar asa
"possibly religious matter” and referred the matter to the Religion Advisory, who referred the matter to
the Theology Pand, who said, well, maybe davery and cruelty weren't religious, but possibly they were.

Let uscongder, said Theology Pandl: "IsVoorstod adave sate, or isit merely pious?' Everyone knew
someone(s) on the Pand had been bribed, though thusfar it had been impossible to prove.

Each time Ahabar brought itsdlf to the brink of intervention, Authority indsted upon considering the
matter afresh. Voorstod demanded the return of its escaped daves. Ahabar said no, and threatened to
invade. Authority forbade invasion while it considered the matter. Should the escaped Gharm be returned
as breakers of contract and apostates, as V oorstod demanded? Or should the Gharm be given sanctuary
as common sense and good nature dictated? Where did humanity stop and interference with religion

begin? Authority couldn't decide. From time to time, Authority suggested negotiation.

Elsawhere negotiation might have worked. With other religions, it could have worked. V oorstod's God,
however, was ajed ous and vindictive deity who ruled by murder, terrorism, and malediction. How did
one negotiate with that? Where other Gods might have alowed representativesto talk to the
parliaments-severa of Ahabar, the God of V oorstod demanded that past insults be revenged by blowing
up the parliaments. Where other Gods might have advocated making life a garden, the VVoorstod God
promised the garden only after degth, preferably violent desth. Then might the Faithful lie about on the
greensward sucking grapes and fucking virgins, so the prophets promised.

Aswith other peoples who had focused their lives upon wrongs in the past and heaven in the future,
Voorstod made an everlasting hdll of the present.

All of which led Queen Wilhulmiato cry from timeto time, as she did when told by her counsdor that
V oorstod had some new demand, "What do they want now?"

Old Lord Multron cleared his throat and prepared to say, for the thousandth time, what VVoorstod
wanted from Ahabar.

"Independence, Y our Pecific Sublimity." Heticked this off on hisfirgt finger, holding it up for her to see.

"Forget the Sublimity, Ornice. If we speak of Voorstod, we can forget the Pacific, aswel. | am Uriul,



whom you have known since childhood. Spesk to me.”
"Uri, they want independence.” He waved the admonitory finger, ready for the second point.

"They have independence. We've told them ten thousand times well make no effort to rulein V oorstod.
Wetold them that when they squirmed through that damned Door of theirs onto land they had no right to,
and welve told them ten thousand times since.”

"They want their Gharm returned, aswel, Uri. Asyou well know." The middle finger marked this
demand.

"There, Ornice. Y ou see, you're doing it, too. Their Gharm, you say, asthough you accept ownership.”
He flushed. "One getsin the habit, Sublimity.”

"l don't. | won't. | will not say, their Gharm. Is Vlishil Teermot, he who won the Sabarty Prize for
poetry, ishe one of their Gharm?Isthe harpist Stenta Thilion one of their Gharm? Arethose
horticulturists who have made the valey of the VVhone bloom for the past three generations their Gharm?
Shall we round them up and return them to Voorstod to be tortured and executed when their parents and
grandparents have been free in Ahabar for five generations or more?"

Ornice merdly shook hishead a her, asthough he were her grandfather. She sighed and fiddled with the
Collar of State, thinking it heavier than sheliked. "Has your daughter learned anything of interest?'

Ornice looked hadtily around himsdlf, laying hisfinger across hislips. "Her relationship to meisnot
known, Uri. Lurililefeds| would lose dignity if it were known my daughter isaspy.”

The Queen nodded. The things one had to do as a spy were often undignified. So she had been told.
Ornice had not liked theidea of his daughter becoming a spy, but Lurilile had been determined on the
métter.

"But you're awoman!" Ornice had cried, unforgivably.

"So isthe Queen!" his daughter had replied, with more relevance. Not only that, L urilile had cometo the
Queen, begging her intercession in the matter. Lurilile was strong-willed. Her family, an ancient one, was
known for its strength of character. " Someone must do something about this V oorstod mess," she had
sad. "Why should | hang back, feding forgiven any effort because | an awoman?”

"It may be unpleasant,” the Queen had told her. " Spies have to do unpleasant and undignified things.”

"| am surethey are no more unpleasant or undignified than dying with one's guts blown out by some
terrorist bomb in Green Hurrah,” Lurilile had answered, and the Queen had had to agree.

Sweet, strong L urilile. The Queen thought of her often, wishing her well.
""Has she found out anything about the bribes."

" She has attached hersdlf to one of the Thykerite members of Authority, and through his contacts has
found everything but evidence we can submit to Authority."

The Queen snorted. "However those bastards are being paid, someoneis being exceedingly clever about
it." Shesighed. "What eseisn't new about Voorstod.”

"Uri, why ask if you aready know?"



She nodded, curtly. "Sometimes | have to hear you say it, Ornice. Sometimes | have to hear myself say
it, just toredizeit is not a pervasive nightmare | have cometo believein.”

"It isnot dream,” he bowed. "Further, as| mentioned to you, thismorning | have been advised of
Voorgtod's newest demand.” Heticked off first and middle fingers once more, holding the remaining ones
inreserve.

"What more?' she asked. "What more could there be?'

"The three southern counties, those in which people of Voorstod have intermarried with people of
Ahabar, those in which the people have watered down or changed their religion, and become, so say the
northerners, a bastard race—those counties, says Voorstod, are to be ravaged and sewn with salt.”
Third finger. " After every man, woman, and child within them has been daughtered.” Little finger. "They
give notice that Ahabar isto withdraw the army and is not to interfere while Voorstod takes care of this
internal matter for itsdf." Thumb, and dl five points were made. The hand could rest.

The Queen paled. "Y ou can't have understood them. The differencein didects & hdlip; "

He bowed, one nostril distended to tell her he had understood them all too well. "They speak System as
well aswe do. They may be intransigent, but they are not stupid. Either they see athresat in the southern
counties and want it stopped or thisisafeint, to draw our attention while they do something wicked
somewhere else. The Gharm escape through the southern counties, Uri. The people of Wander and
Skelp and Green Hurrah have become reasonable and peaceful. They have lost the fanaticism of their
forefathers. They are, therefore, apostates and heretics, anathemarto the prophets of Voorstod. Killing a
man of the southern countiesis now counted ameritorious act in VVoorstod. Killing achild ismore
meritorious yet, for it chops that many more years of heresy away. Killing achild in thewomb, or a
womean of childbearing age, or avirgin girl &helip; "

"Don't say any more," she cried. "Oh, who would be Queenin aworld like thig"
"They don't get away withit," he soothed. "Commander Karth keeps the peace.”

"Y ou believe the peace iswhat he keeps!” she cried. "My harried soldiery have prevented the daughter
of someinnocentsin Green Hurrah. That istrue. | went there and presented the medals mysdlf. Karth's
battalions lately stopped a murderous battle in Skelp. Our intelligence network intervened in the planned
nation of the Squire of Wander. All true, and yet we are powerlessto prevent the killing which
goes on, hour by hour, day by day. Y ou know it. | know it. Commander Karth knows it and says so.
Why do welieto oursdves”

Sheturned away from him to look out the window into her gardens, tearsthreatening to fal. "Thekilling
goeson, old friend. The Voorstod Question is the curse of Ahabar and the woe of her Queen. VVoorstod
has crawled into atomb of darkness and pulled the heavy stones down upon it. Oh, yes, Voorstod isfar
into the habit of death!"

Since Emun Theckles had seen the temple of Bondru Dharm fdling apart, the old man had become
distracted and depressed, uncommunicative, and obsessed by old times. He stared at walls and did not
answer hisbrother Mard's attempts at conversation. After afew days of putting up with grunts and
slences, Mard decided Emun needed to be jostled. Mard did the jostling by inviting Sam Girat to
breakfast, ameal which the aged brothers often took on their porch so they could watch what went onin
Settlement One. As an dder settler, Mard could get away with inssting Sam wander by at an
appropriate time and sort of drop in. Sam was also ingtructed to ask Emun about hisformer life.

"Maybe he'd rather not talk about it," Sam had suggested to Mard.



"Taking about it's the only way he's going to get himself back on track,” said Mard. "Y ou bethere,

So Sam dropped in for breakfast, and after afew genera words about the weather asked, "What was it
like, up there?"

Mard set asharp ebow into Emun's ribs to wake him up.
"Up where?' asked Emun, coming to himsdf with an effort.

Mard jabbed him again. ™Y ou know what he's asking about, Emun. Up there." Mard pointed generdly
upward, though Phansure was in quite another direction, with dl itsmoons. "Answer the Topman.”

"On Enforcement?'
"Of course on Enforcement, where el se have you been!”
"It was & hdllip; it was gloomy.”

Mard shook his head in exasperation. "How d'ya mean, gloomy? Sam wantsto know!" Heraised his
eyebrows at Sam, who said, yes, indeed, he did want to know.

Emun, who was accustomed to obeying those in authority, turned hisfull attention to the question and
thought about it. When he had thought for atime about what he had meant, in fact, when he said it was
gloomy, hetold them.

The maintenance quarters were above ground, he said, liberally fenestrated so the workers could seethe
gtars and the wheseling, clouded orb of Phansure above them. The gravity was light. The quarters were
luxurious. "Red nice," said Emun. Thefood was ddlicious, just asit was on Authority. The chefswere
trained on Authority, after dl; none of them had to stay very long; and they received hardship pay plus
bonusesif they kept the staff happy. Emun could recall nothing redlly unsatisfactory on Enforcement.
There had even been a properly maintained brothel, for both sexes.

Sam nodded. "But you said 'gloomy,’ Emun.”

Emun alowed it was more a matter of perception than redity. Onerosein that place to the quiet whisper
of air, the stroking of band music—"Without any umph toit,” Emun said—theflurry of water asone
cleaned onesdlf of one's own dirt. There was no other dirt, no extraneous filth, no foreign organic or
inorganic impurity from which the morning body needed deliverance. It was only deep dirt, deep Swest,
the flake of no-longer-living skin, thefdl of no-longer-living hair, to be cleansed awvay before submitting
onesdf to the dustless rooms, the sterile walls, the endless, empty ducts down which men moved in ther
white garb like ghosts on felt-padded feet. Ghost-servitors. Ghost-prowlers, along the edges and down
the aides of static madness. Perhaps that was what had been gloomy.

Or maybe it had been the cars, like coffins, with their padded, amost reclining seats, their airtight lids,
their number pads greenly glowing in the shadows of the tube. One found the proper tube, one got in,
one shut thelid, one entered the destination number. BB5601. An dmost silent whoosh and afedling of
heaviness. A screaming above the level a which one could hear and the heaviness again. Thenthelid
opened of its own accord to let one out in green-lit Vestibule BB5601 with the closed door and the
green light washing dl thewalls. Green meant as usud. Green meant no worse than yesterday. Green
meant boring, uninteresting, but vastly preferable to yellow, or red. Certainly it was preferable to purple
which meant it was aready too late.

"Ah," murmured Sam, sensing interesting danger.



But Emun didn't talk about that. He went on to something el se that had aways disturbed him: the sound
the doors made. The doors clanged. No matter what one did to them, or how carefully they were shut,
they clanged—adeep, clamorous sound like anill-tuned bell, atocsin pedling danger. Clang, and then the
whisper of feet as one went through. Clang, again. Inside, the cobweb aid es stretched ahead and back to
infinity, vanishing in gloom, in distance. Gray light, therein the ades. Coming from nowhere. Throwing no
shadows. A long walk down the main aide from Vestibule BB5601 before one saw Aide BB5617 to
theleft. Past it would be Aide BB5618 and Aide BB5619 to the left again. " Those three were mine," he
sad, dmogt with pride. "Those three were dl mine" Emun's province, hiskingdom, wherethe unlit eyes
looked only to him, where the unspeaking throats quivered, almost ready to utter, only to him. Between
him and V estibule BB5601 were five other men, each with three aides. Beyond him were five more,
each with three aides, and then Vegtibule BB5635.

Samimagined it and shivered.

Onthefirgt day of shift, one got the cart out of its garage, stocked it, led it down the main aide, then
turned left into BB5617 and began the dow trip down the Side aide, looking at telltales, tapping at dids,
peering a Sgnd lights, reading tapes, refilling tape registers, replacing telltale lights, running test patterns,
the soft-tired little cart buzzing aong behind like an obedient pet. Therewas atoilet on the cart, and a
little kitchen, which would open at quarter-shift to give him drinks and snacks. By mid-shift onewould
have got atenth of the way down the first aide, and the cart would offer acomfortable seat and abuilt-in
little table, where it would serve him ahot med.

"That sounds well-managed,” Sam said, gpproving.

Oh, yes, that was well-managed enough. Onewould et while listening to music or watching arecreation
on thelittle information stage on the cart, and then the afternoon would go by, doing the same things.
Replace. Repair. Check. Monitor. Sometimes something would actualy be wrong! Then one could teke
out thetools, do adismantle and repair, something different, something unusua. At quitting time onerode
the cart back to its garage on the main aide to be there, waiting, when the services scooter came
ding-ding-dinging down behind him, with five other men aready aboard, being taken back to Vedtibule
BB5601. They knew you weretired by then. They didn't make you walk.

Every fifteen or twenty days, the route would be completed. Then there wastime off to do what one
pleased: to drink or dance or play games of chance, or smply to deep or read or go to the brothel or to
religious services. And then Aide BB5617 once more, Aide BB5618, Aide BB5619.

"A little boring, perhaps,” suggested Sam, fegling goosebumps.

Ohwaell, yes, but not dways. Oncein agreat while, atrue mafunction. The monitors quivered in
excitement, something wrong. Pseudoflesh isrotting, pseudobrain is not functioning, something awry,
dangerous.

"And then dl of a sudden you knew how dangerousit was," said Emun. "Then you didn't need no telltale
to tell you anything. Y ou didn't need no monitors. You'd fed it, dl theway down theaideyou'd fed it,
like something reaching at you, like some great animal cresture, evil and hating you every minute and not
wanting you to get away."

A brute malevolence, he went on saying, though not in those words. Sam supplied the words. A killing
horror, barely withheld.

"Y ou pick up that communicator so scared you can't hardly breathe,” said Emun. "And at the sametime
your old heart's poundin’ away like you was runnin' arace from the excitement. And you say, Technician
Theckles, reporting possible malfunction.’



"And he says, 'What isit Technician Theckles? "
"Who was he?' asked Sam.

"Oh, that there was Faros, we caled him Chilly Faros. Never no more emotion to him than to acircuit
scanner. Except when he talked of hiswife, then he got al soft. Old Chilly Faros, he was only asubaltern
then."

"So what did you say?" asked Sam.
"Oh, I'd say, '‘Brain mafunction, Subaltern Faros. | recommend power shutdown at once." "
"And held say, 'Do so, Technician.'

"An'you'd go to pull the plug. Disconnect the power source for the whole section. An' you'd pray the
wholetimethethingswould let you doiit."

There had been cases of soldiersthat didn't want to be unplugged, he said. Cases where men had been
found, what was |ft of them, like asplash of mush on thefloor, red jdly.

Then young Lieutenant Halibar Ornil would come zipping up on ascooter, full of rumbling amusement.
"Got arogue, havewe?' he would ask, asthough it didn't matter. "Got arogue?!

A rogue, said Emun. A devil. A killer designed to be unstoppable, unappeaseable. A thing the height of
threetall men, on clawed treads that could climb afifty-percent grade, with disruptor circuits and
de-bonder gunsand no fedlings. A thing that would blow up aschoolyard full of children without blinking.
A thing, so thought Emun occasiondly, like aV oorstoder, only bigger.

Sam blinked, setting that aside.

And the eyes, staring over his head blindly, but picking up reflections of the red tdlltaes, as though the
eyesthemsdveswere glittering.

"Gloomy," repeated old retired Emun Thecklesto Sam Girat &t the end of histae, wishing he could
forget it entirely since he had cometo this better place. "Oh, Topman, it was gloomy there."

That flight, in Settlement One, Topman Samasnier Girat tapped his gavel impatiently and, when thishad
not the desired effect, bellowed at the small clot of people arguing in the doorway of the settlement hall.
"Can we get this mesting tarted, people!”

Quiet came reluctantly. Outside in the dusk, children shouted at one another. On one window sill an
orange cat groomed hersdlf in the pink light of sunset, while her gray colleague sniffed aong the base of
the walsfollowed by astaggering line of half-weaned kittens. All three hundred seats werefilled, with
room at the back for any young person who decided to take an interest in community government.

"All right,” Sam said. " Short meeting tonight. We all know of the recent crop shortfdls. I'vemade a
complete report to Central Management, and they've asked me to comein for ameeting in afew days.
They're dso sending some people to run tests, so they say, though what tests they can run we haven't
aready run| don't know. You al know that even after the shortfdls our production isstill within the
parameters set by the project, so the settlement isin no danger. Our production balance is going to suffer
quite abit, but that'sall." Production over and above ninety percent of the reasonable quotas set by CM
was converted into land credits for the settlers. Settlement One had long had an enviable production
balance.



"Now, the reason for this meeting tonight is to discuss the conflicts weve been having among the
production teams & hdlip; "

There were groans of resentment and voices raised at once, each blaming some other team or individua
for whatever had happened. Sam demanded order, and got it, only to have the discussion degenerate
again. It waslike agrassfire, he thought. Y ou stamped it out in one place, and then the wind took it
running off somewhere else. The arguments generated heet but not light; the meeting threatened to
degenerate into abrawl; findly Sam shut them up, talked them into relative peace, and adjourned the
meeting before they got sarted again.

AfricaWilm, who had been standing by the door, keeping hersalf quiet with some difficulty, dipped out
into the night. Chinawent after her. Quick as shewas, Sam managed to intercept her at the door.

"G'night, Sam," she said hurriedly, increasing her pace, even as he reached out ahand to detain her.

By the time Sam got outside, the children seemed to have gone e sewhere. There were no shoutsin the
dusk, no squedls or cries of outrage. Sam stood in the quiet, snarling to himsdf. Everyone was
behaving & hdllip; behaving like something or other. Not like themsalves. Now China. Well. Always
China

Rebuffed, Sam stalked north of the settlement, toward the temples, sopping only briefly at his
brotherhouse to pick up his sword belt and helmet. Theseus didn't like it when he showed up without
them.

"It meansyou're not serious,” Theseus had explained. ™Y ou haven't the proper attitude.”

"I do have the proper atitude," Sam had growled. "I'm tired of waiting, that'sall.” He said the same thing
again tonight as he settled on the hillsde near the old temple.

"You're agitated," accused Theseus.

"We'redl agitated. Ther€'slots of anger floating around. We're not used to that.”

"What are you angry about?'

"Me?" Sam thought about it. What was he angry about? "'l don't know. Nothing specific.”
"Something in your past, maybe?"

"I guess I've dways been angry that my father let me leave that way. He didn't try to stop Mam from
taking me. Hejust let me go."

"That'savery old anger.”

"Old ones are the worst. New ones you can yell about and get over. When you grow up, you learn that.
Y el about it, then forget it. But when you're akid, you're afraid to yel. Somebody might punish you for
it, for theway you fedl, so you put the anger away, deep, Soreit, and it festers. | imagine old angers are
like abcesses, deep ones, full of nasty pus and sickness. Y ou can fedl them boiling insgde you."

"So you hate him because he didn't keep you?"
"I hate him because he didn't evenrtry.”

"I hated mine, too. He could have sent someone to Troezan to learn how | was, whether | was growing
up strong and hedlthy. He never did. He didn't even know he'd had a son until | showed up in Athens.”



"Soif you hated him, why did you go?'

"Why will you?"

"I'mnot, yet."

"But you will. Just theway | did."

Sam thought about this. "I guessI'm curious. | want to ask him why. | want to ask him lots of things.”

"Let metdl you, fathers don't dways give you good answers. In my experience, they sometimestell you
things, but it doesn't satisfy. They tell you why, but it isn't awhy that matters, you know what | mean?”

"I'm not sure | do."

"Well, say you ask your father why he wasn't there when you were born. And he says, he was off fighting
awar with the Atticans or something. That's the reason, but you still feel he should have been there.”

"Y ou're saying there aren't any reasons good enough for some things.”
"lan't thet the way you fed?"

Sam gtared at the sky, wondering if it wastheway hefelt. He thought it was. There were no reasons
good enough for some things. Certain things smply had to be. Fathers had to put their sonsfirst. No war
or cause was that important. Sons camefirgt. If fathers didn't do that, they failed, no matter what the
reasons. He turned to explain thisto the hero and found him gone.

It wasdl right. HEd explain it next time. He curled into the dight declivity he had been Sitting in. The night
waswarm and windless; it was very quiet there; gradually he drowsed into deep.

Two persons had followed Sam from the settlement, had hidden among the ribbon-willows, had listened
to his conversation with whomever he had been talking to. They had seen him put on hisbelt and his
helmet. They had seen him st on ahillside. They had heard him taking to someone, maybe to himsdif.
There had been nothing wild or crazy or violent going on. Just aman dressed up and talking to himsdif.

"How often does he do this?" asked Dern Blass, who had come to Settlement One that afternoon,
disguised as a peddler, in response to certain rumors he had heard. "How often does he sit out here
taking to himsdf?'

"Herambles every other night or s0," said Africa. " Sometimes hewaks along way. Sometimes he Sts
and talkslikethis."

"But hesdl right in the daytime?"

"Sofar," shesaid. So far he had been. "So far hesdone hisjob aswell as anyone could doit." Africa
thought thiswas true. She could not think of any improvements she hersalf could make over Sam's
performance.

"Any ideawhat he meant by ' & hdllip; there aren't any reasons good enough for some things & hellip; *?"

Africashook her head. She didn't know what Sam had meant. She knew what she would have meant.
The words were true. There weren't any reasons good enough for some things.

Jeopardy Wilm saw himself asafuture Team Leader, like Saturday's mom. Jep felt his Aunt Africawas
the best, better than any of the uncles, though they were al right. Africas Team Five was recognized,



even among the children, asbeing extremely well led.

Thus, when it came timeto cut the wolf-cedar for the roof of the temple the children were restoring,
Jeopardy went to the ssterhouse next door to Chinasto consult his aunt about the proper system for

doing things.

"Let'ssay," hetold her over her work table, while Saturday and her sibs did homework at the other end
of it, "let's say I've got fifteen men." Actualy he had eight, but fifteen sounded better. Friday Wilm, who
was eleven and knew very well how many workers Saturday had, looked up and winked at him, but Jep

pretended not to notice. "I've got fifteen men, and the job | have to get done isto cut wolf-cedar logs and
trangport them and lift them up about twelve feet.”

Hisaunt sared a him, trying to show interest without curiosity, ashamed of hersdf for feding impatient.
She had been up haf the night, watching Sam with Dern Blass, and she wastired and unusualy fractious.
If she could have, she would have postponed thislittle conference. What the hell were these kids up to
now?

"What's the totd weight of the logs and what's the distance you need to move them?' she asked, keeping
her voice cam with an effort.

Jep had been prepared for these questions and came up with reasonabl e estimates as to total weight and
distance. After acomputation session, in which Saturday joined, Africasuggested the use of adilapidated
utility vehiclewhich, whileit was no longer sufficiently reliable to be used regularly in thefields, could
certainly carry larger loads than twelve- to fourteen-year-olds would find possible without mechanical
help.

When Jep had gone, Saturday said into her book, "Mom, do you fed al right?' The other children
looked up expectantly, wanting to hear the answer to this question.

"Not redly," Africaremarked with an gpologetic look at dl of them. "1 think | must be coming down with
something.”

"| thought maybe you didn't fed good,” Saturday said, giving her mother atroubled look. "Y ou dmost
sounded as though you didn't like Jep, and | know you do."

Africagtarted to say she didn't like anybody much right now, but decided that would be misinterpreted.
Instead she merely smiled apologetically and hoped whatever was wrong with her and everyone else
would soon go away.

Jep got his eight-man crew into the wolf-cedar forest the following day. For several daysthey cut,
trimmed, and stacked the dender trunks, trying to pick onesthat were straight and uniformin size, being
careful not to clear-cut any area of the forest, adeed which Jep's mom would have regarded as only
dightly less dishonorable than genocide. When enough wood had been assembled in widely dispersed
pilesto do the entire job, Jep borrowed the utility vehicle Africa had offered, drove it dowly and
solemnly to the forest, and then made a dozen trips back and forth to the temple. When he returned the
vehicleto the equipment sheds, he was dirty, weary, and unmistakably triumphant.

The children started the roof the following afternoon. Jeopardy had promised everyone a potluck picnic
when they got to the center. Someone—jprobably Gotoit Quillow, it was her kind of thing—swiped de
from the settlement brewery for the occasion, enough for the children to enjoy becoming alittle high and
happy. Though, when Jep cameto think of it, it seemed they had felt that way most of the time since they
had started work on the temple, which iswhy they kept coming back.



"Jep," Gotoit asked from her sprawled position in the bottom of the completed trough, "what are we
going to do with this place when wefinish it?' Over their headsthe neatly laid logs glimmered with the
light that sparkled between them. "And how are we going to finish theroof? Thisll rain right through.”

Ignoring Gotoit's first question, Saturday said, "First, we put alayer of straw over the cedar to keep the
clay from coming through. I've aready begged the straw from the meat foreman. He saysit'slast year's
and he doesn't need it for the anima pens. Then over that we put alayer of wet clay and straw, mixed.
And when that dries, we thatch it with ribbon-willow."

Willum R. Quillow, who, between sports practice sessions, spent as much time recumbent as possible,
adjusted the pad of grasses he had accumulated for a cushion and asked, "What about the middle part.
Over where the God goes. We haven't done anything about aroof for that yet. It's going to take bigger
wood. The cedar sagsif you cut piecesthat long.”

"Trusses," said Saturday and Jep at the same moment.

The picture had gppeared in their minds at once—triangular structures made of smal logs, not too heavy
to move, which could be assembled into amultisided peak. The settlement was built entirely of sponge
panels. Neither Saturday nor Jeopardy could remember seeing atruss, but the pattern was there in their
heads.

No one noticed that Gotoit's origina question had gone unanswered.

Over the next severd days, the children cut, hauled, trimmed, and joined with stickum and lashings of
rope the wolf-cedar logs that made up a conical roof for the center of the temple. Over the next severd
months they worked at thatching the roof. When they needed some extramuscle to haul their carefully
constructed roof-cone over the central well, several adults stopped by to see what was happening. The
grownups seemed unsurprised to find themselves hel ping and were sufficiently unimpressed by that fact
not to make anything much of it. Africamentioned to China something about the children's project, but
China, dong with everyone ese, paid very little atention.

When the roof was complete, the children finished up the last few bits of mosaic, washed the sonewalls
insde and out with borrowed brushes and buckets, and then went back to the settlement to resume their
more usua recreetions. The rebuilt temple stood asthey had left it, sound and tight, thatch and walls
gleaming, needing only a coat of mud plaster and a door to look amost exactly asthe temple of Bondru
Dharm had done, before the death of the God.

Specidigts arrived from Centra Management to duplicate, first, the tests China Wilm had aready done,
and then the results of those tests. No one could find any reason whatsoever for production to have
dropped, and no one could think of any possible way to get it up again. Settlement One, despite
thirty-odd years of above norma crop production and below average interna conflict, seemed destined
to be one with Settlements Two through Eleven: smply average.

Once each ten days or so Dern Blass held agtaff meeting in his office, complete with lunch laid on and
assorted interesting drinkables. In Dern Blass's opinion, food and drink went some way to amdiorate the
boredom he amost away's experienced during meetings. He knew that no matter what the purpose of the
gathering, Jamice Bend would take offense at Horgy Endure's handling of some Situation with personnel
implications, Horgy would suggest yet again that he should have the last word on any personne decisons
involving production; Spiggy Fettle would point out—in either hiswho-cares or his
God-this-is-portentous voice, depending upon where hewasin his joy-pain cycle—that the
organizational structure of CM was mandated by Hobbs Transystem, and there wasn't much they could
do about it; and Zilia Makepeace would raise some angry though specious concern about incursions



againg the natives, al of whom were dead, Departed, and thus beyond incursion.

Today Sam Girat had been summoned to Central Management to take part in the meeting, so maybe the
otherswould behave themsealves, though Dern didn't count on it. Dern was trying to think of someway in
which their behavior might be permanently atered when his ruminations were interrupted by the arrival of
Tandle Wobster who gave him aknowing look, to which he returned one of bashful innocence. Thiswas
their usud relationship. The perfect secretary, Tandle. Sdlf-effacing. Modest. Mean assin.

"Wheat's on the agenda this week," he asked.

" Spiggy's dramatizing about the shortfall at Settlement One," she said, as she stacked papers a each
place around the conference table. Dern was a primitive. He liked paper. He liked something he could
fiddle with, doodle on, write scurrilous commentsin the margins of.

"What about Zilia? What's she up to?" Dern asked.
" She has convinced hersdlf yet again that the earliest settlers committed genocide againgt the Departed.”

"The shortfal is something well have to ded with,” growled Dern. "Since I've asked Sam to comein, put
that item first and Zilia dead last. We can hope Sam will have left before she starts accusing him of

anything."

Tandle had time to enter the revised agenda before the first of the staff members arrived: Horgy Endure,
trailing histrio of girlies. If Dern had no objection, he murmured to Tandle, they could st dong the wall
and observe. Dern had, as usual, no objection, said Tandle.

"Another of your usua beauty pageants?' commented a chill voice as Jamice Bend stalked from the door
to thetable, flicking adismissve finger a the pile of papers before her chair. She moved like some
creature from ajungle, adl snew and grace and predatory intention. Her red hair was wound tight on top
of her head, the knot pierced by two Phansuri spirit rods, which gleamed green with cabochon gems.
Whenever Tandle saw them, she gritted her teeth at the arrogance which could stick millennia-old
atifactsin its hair. Nonethel ess, the effect was striking—as emera d-eyed, ochre-skinned Jamice well
knew.

"Morning," tolled the third member of the meeting, douching acrossthe room and into his chair, not
looking at anyone, hisugly face made plainer yet by its pained expression, lank beige hair dangling across
his rippled forehead, hislithe, long-muscled form twisted into a tortured skein. Spiggy's eyebrows, which
could be clownish, were this morning raised at the center like amask of tragedy. "Morning,” Spiggy
tolled again, hisvoice adolorous bell rung across watery meadows.

Tandle sighed. When Spiggy was up, he was ddightful, though wearing. When Spiggy was down, he
drained energy from aroom as though someone had pulled the plug. Abruptly, the day seemed dim.
Tandle sghed again and turned up the light and heet. By the time this meeting was over, Dern would be
fit for nothing but escape. He said having Spiggy around during adepressive cyclewaslikegiving a
continuous blood transfusion.

Of course, Spiggy could have been treated. Any of them in the room, Tandle often thought, should have
been treated, including Dern himsdf. The technician in charge of the CM medica center wastotally
competent to straighten Spiggy out, but Spiggy's parents had been Thyker Baidees, High Baidees, a sect
which rgected al psychotropic intervention because (supposedly, though Tandle had her doubts) the
prophetess had commanded so0. Spiggy wasn't a Baidee observant. He held to no other tenets of the
faith—mogt certainly not the elaborate dress or the complex and difficult food taboos—but this one
canon he was adamant about.



"Am| late?' ZiliaMakepeace asked from just insde the door. "l was afraid | waslate." She knew she
wasn't. Dern wasn't present yet, so she couldn't be late. It was her way to start each conversation with an
apology, so she could be offended when the apology was accepted. The response she expected now
was, "Yes, yourelate, Zilia Only alittle." At which she would be annoyed, pointing out that Dern was
not yet present.

"No, not intheleast,” said Tandle offhandedly. "In fact, you're alittle early, but then, soiseveryone dse.”

"Comeonin, Zilia. Don't hover," sneered Jamice, totaly wiping out any good Tandl€'s Stratagem might
have accomplished.

"l wasn't aware,” Ziliaresponded in adefensve voice verging upon anger, "that | was hovering.”
So much for peace and tranquility.

Sam had been waiting outside until the staff assembled. Now he strode to the table, histdl, vitd presence
making the rest of them seem juiceless and pae, even Jamice, even Horgy—poor Horgy, who surprised
acouple of calculating glances thrown Sam'sway by Horgy's very own new brunette.

Tandle subvocdized into her com-link that everyone was present, and Dern came through the door
smiling, nodding to each of them, asking about this and that, giving Sam afirm hand on the shoul der,
skipping over Spiggy the moment helooked at hisface, kissing Zilias hand, admiring Jamices hair,
dapping Horgy on the shoulder, smiling at the wide-eyed row of trainees dong the wall, being the good
felow dl round, finaly seating himsdlf at the head of the table to reach for the piled papers topped by the
revised agenda.

"Spiggy," he said in an interested tone, after they had al settled down, "we've asked Sam to comein
today to talk to us about the shortfall at Settlement One. What's your final count?'

Spiggy pulled himsalf together, bardly, took asmall, battered memorizer from one pocket, leaned across
the table until he was half-lying on it, and said in ahaf-moan, " Settlement One had athirty percent
shortfdl on projections.”

Sam fdt blood rising in his neck.
Dernsad, "That much?'

Spiggy sSghed. "Oh, dl indl, it doesn't makethat big adifference.” He tapped the memorizer, frowning a
the figureswhich floated to its surface. "It only makes atwo or three percent difference overdl,
somewherein there. Two point four, | think &hellip; " Hisvoicetrailed off, then began again, as he began
arecital of production statistics and what it meant to the transport crews on the recipient planets.

Dern fought down ayawn. Sam looked at his hands, annoyed, wondering why he'd been asked to come
here when Spiggy was doing dl thetalking.

"Quit going on about the transport crews,” demanded Jamice in anasty voice. "They're not the problem.
The problem isthe actua shortfdl. That and abreskdown in morae.”

"What do you mean, breakdown in morae?' Horgy had been leaning back, dternately smiling with
enormous forbearance at his colleagues and throwing knowing little glances toward the girlsaong the
wall, but now he came suddenly dert, glaring at Jamice. "What breakdown in morae?’

"Personnel matters,” Jamice said crisply. "I've had reports of interteam hodtilities at Settlement One.”



Sam fdt hisneck get even hotter. He did not like meetings. He particularly didn't like meetings where his
settlement was being discussed in thisway.

Horgy leaned back, relaxed, smiling, the brows raised once again asthough to say, well, isthat al.
"Jamice, sweetheart, for aminute there, | thought there was a problem. Now, don't tell me there's aweek
goes by you don't have reports of interteam hogtilities, or rivaries, or whatever. Of course you do, dear.
Rivary isoneway to keep production up." He shrugged at his sycophants dong the wall, as though to
say, "Y ou see what foolishness | haveto put up with."

"That isn't how you've kept it up in Settlement One," she snapped. " There were no such reports from
Settlement One until recently. Settlement One has virtually no deeths, and those they do have result from
unmanagesbleillnesses. Asamatter of fact, when | took thisjob, | noted the variation from norm and
made atrip out to Settlement Oneto seeif perhaps the Topman or the Team Leaders weren't fudging
their reports. They were not. The mortdity and morbidity rates have dways been vanishing low at
Settlement One. People smply didn't get belligerent out there.”

Dern looked at Sam, raising his eyebrows.

"She'sright,” said Sam, trying not to give further evidence of Settlement One hodtilities. "We never used
to have people getting angry with one another.”

Dern cleared histhroat. Three heads swiveled in hisdirection. "I don't recall your ever mentioning thét,
Jamice, or you, Sam," said Dern. There wasiron under the velvet of hisvoice.

Sam frowned and snapped, "What was there to mention? We don't report negatives.”

Jamice legpt in. "There was nothing to report, Dern. It was smply an anomaly. I've aways assumed the
higher production was due to the lower conflict rate. Which seemsto bethe case. At least, the two seem
to fluctuate together.”

"Areyou attributing a causal factor to one or the other?' he asked gently, looking first a Jamice, then a
Sam, then back to Jamice.

Horgy didn't give Jamice time to answer. "The production levels were high because they have the best
leadership of any of the settlements, that'sdl. All five of the leaders out there are absolute gems. Africa
Wilm should be used as aparadigm.”

"Sheisthat," said Sam with relief, glad to be off the hodtility topic but wondering why he was attending
thismeeting. They al seemed to be getting dong finewithout him. They dl knew everything he knew.

Dern gave Horgy a polite you're-out-of-order ook and returned to Jamice. "A causdl factor?' he
demanded.

Jamice flushed once more. "I can't go that far. It's a bird-and-egg question, Dern. When you only have
oneincident, you'd be afool to predict on the basis of it. Thefact isthey fluctuated together. Production
down, hodtilities up. Or in reverse order. But it's only happened once."

""Has anything € se happened? Anything noteworthy?*

"For heaven's sake," cried Ziliaangrily, going off dl a oncein aclatter of wings, like aground bird
gartled from its nest. "Of course something happened. Their God died.” She glared at Sam asthough
he'd personadly committed deicide and then stared, red-faced, into her lap once more.

"Bondru Dharm," murmured Tandle, fishing the proper references up on the stages. "' Perhaps we should



not go so far asto cdl it 'their God." "

"The Departed God that was there when you people settled,” amended Horgy with anod to Sam. "Y ou
settlers probably have your own religion or religions, don't you? Most of the Settlement One people are
from Phansure, aren't they, Sam? Phansure haslots of rdigions.”

"They probably do," Spiggy interjected in agloomy voice. "Last thing they'd want would be a God who
was actually present. Last thing anybody'd want would be a God who actualy worked."

"Worked?' asked Jamice, sneering. "A God who worked? What do you mean, Spig?”

Sam, seeing Spiggy drifting away again, said hadtily, " Our people come from anumber of backgrounds,
but al of us had thisthing, this so-caled grief reaction, which lasted about ten days. Wejust blanked out.
| hadn't serioudy considered it asthe main factor in the production drop, but | supposeit could bethe

"If production dropped, and if your people out there had always taken pride in being number one,” Dern
sad, "could their chagrin and disgppointment lead to annoyance? To hodtility?"

Sam shrugged, not pleased with the thrust of the conversation, but not able to refuteit.

Spiggy murmured, "Y ou know it could.”

"So?" Dern asked. "It could be causative?"

"l suppose,” Sam admitted. "'l supposeit could.”

"It wasn't,” Ziliamurmured. "l know it wasn't. It's because they killed their God. Guiilt, that'swhat it was."

Silence. Againg thewall, the blonde whispered to the brunette, and the two of them covered their
mouths, either in laughter or in shock. Thethird girl stared at Zilia, as though she could not believe what
she had heard.

Dern said, "Zilia, that would be upsetting, if indeed, any such thing occurred. What makes you think it
did?

"Because of theway they acted afterward. | don't believe they grieved over the God. I've been out there.
Nine-tenths of the people didn't pay any attentiontoit a al. No, it's something else. | think they killed it."

"How did we do that?' Sam asked in adangerous voice.
"Starved it, poisoned it, | don't know."

"And who do you think did it? My sister? Maybe my mother?' Sam fdlt fury flooding upward from some
centrd resarvair, fdt himsdf becoming flushed, every muscletightening. "Me?’

"l don't know who. Y ou dl had reasons.”

"What reasons," Sam thundered, infuriated by the holier-than-thou expression on Zilias face.

"The God got in the way, it took up personnel, it &hellip; "

"Shit," said Jamice. "Do we have to put up with this utter, damnable nonsense from this silly woman!”

Damn dl paranoids, Tandle thought. Oh, somebody treet this damned Native Matters person or get her



off our necks.

Thelightsin the room seemed to pulse. Dern took adeep breath, rather more interested than otherwise.
At least the current discussion was something new. "Weve had no evidence of any such hodtility, Zilia
Indeed, from everything we've ever heard, Settlement One took good care of its God. Right, Sam? |
scarcdly think that after thirty, dmost thirty-five, yearsthey would do any such thing.”

He shook hishead at Sam, apologeticaly, sighed in fatherly fashion, and went on, " Suppose you and
Horgy and Jamice put your heads together, my boy, and see whether we need to take any action at
Settlement One. Horgy and Jamice can fly out there and take alook." Which would get them out of his
hair for afew days, at any rate. Horgy had a good head and was reliably discreet. Dern could ask him to
check around, see what people were saying about Sam. Though he had to admit, Sam looked fine.
That'sreally why Dern had had him comein, to look him over, see how he behaved around people.
Nothing abnormd, so far as Dern could see. A little hostility, but then Zilia could do that to anyone.

"I'l gowith them,” said Zilia "I mug.”
"If youwish," said Dern, annoyed. "All of you go, if you like. Makeit aholiday.”
"If that'sal you wanted mefor &hdlip; " murmured Sam, rising to hisfeet, longing for escape.

Dern nodded, irritated at them all, without exception. "Sorry to have interrupted your work schedule,
Sam. Give my best to your family," and then when Sam had gone, "Zilia, that was redlly quite outrageous,
even for you. Horgy, tell your girliesto go study the previousten years production schedules. | don't
want them at another staff meeting until they know what's going on. Jamice, stop fiddling with those things
inyour hair. It'sannoying. Now, Spiggy, if weve aggravated ourselves sufficiently over the crop shortfall,
may we get on to the budget reports? What isthis ridiculous set of figureslisted under ‘Miscellaneous?!

At lunch, Tandle sat next to Spiggy and tried to keep him from vanishing under his own weight of woe.
"What did you mean when you said the last thing anyone would want was a God who worked?' she
asked, just to get him talking.

Hefocused on her with difficulty. "Well, it is" he said. "Early on, of course, it was assumed there were
lots of gods who caused various things, and one needed access to them to propitiate them or ask them to
undo what some other god had done or, in rarer cases, to say thank you. Since there were lots of them,
one aways had agod to go to if some other one was acting up. Not a bad state of affairs, redly, very
much the system Phansure hastoday. Of course, it carried the seeds of its own destruction, because
some of the priests that rose up around the man-gods got carried away with their own greed or need for

power.

"So, some of them became prophets, each of them claiming his particular god—or some new one held
thought up—was the biggest or the best or the only. Sometimesthey said God was al-good or
al-powerful or dl-something-or-other or even, God knows, al-every-thing, which inevitably created
dudism, becauseif God was dl-everything, why did these contrary things keep happening? This required
that man postulate some other force responsible for contrariness, either a sub-god or abad angdl or man
himsdlf, just being sinful, and that placed man squardly in the middle of this cosmic bettlefield, ways
being told it was hisfault when things went wrong.

"And aslong as man wasin the middle, nothing could happen but akind of tug-of-war. Man constantly
prayed to God for peace, but peace never happened, so he decided his god must really want war
because the other sde was sinful. Man invented and extolled virtues which could only be exemplified
under conditions of war, like heroism and gdlantry and honor, and he gave himsalf laurel wregths or
booty or meddsfor such things, thus rewarding himself for behaving well while snning. He did it when he



was aprimitive, and he went on with it after he thought he was civilized, and later on just before the
Disperson hewas till doing it, making war like crazy, while praying for peace the wholetime, of course.

"Most of the monotheismsweretriba, pastord, retributive rdigions that committed holocausts and built
pyramids of skulls and conducted organized murder for afew thousand years, so there werelots of
opportunities for one guy's god to fight some other guy's god. Each triba religion claimed that its god was
the One True God. Every prophet had his own idea about what that meant, of course, and as aresult
man was aways being jerked around between different peopl€e'sideas of god, depending on who'd won
the most recent war, or palace coup, or political battle.

"This meant mankind was always being asked to accept detiesforeign to his own nature. | mean, if your
prophet was sexudly insecure, or if hislater interpreterswere, that religion demanded cdlibacy or
repression or even hatred of women; if the prophet was a homophobe, he preached persecution of
homosexuds, and if he was both lecherous and greedy, he preached polygyny. If he was|uxurious, he
preached give-me-money-and-God-will-make-you-rich; if he felt put upon he preached
God-of-Vengeance, let'skill the other guy; and no matter how much well-meaning ecumenicists
pretended al the gods were one god under different aspects, they weren't any such thing, because every
prophet created God in his own image, to confront his own nightmares.”

Tandle was degply regretting she had ever asked the question, but by thistime Spiggy wasin full spate
and couldn't be stopped.

"For example, during the middle years of the Dispersion, the three largest of the surviving
tribal-retribution religions left Manhome, to unite and eventualy become Voorstod. Nobody ever
accused them of having agod that worked. And so far as| know, nobody has accused any human
society of having agod that works!™ Spiggy took amouthful of stewed poultry-bird and dumplingsand
chewed, sadly, grieving over the tate of mankind. "The ones on Phansure are among the best. They
don't do anything, but there's dways one of them around to blame.”

Tandle, who had until now always believed herself to be quite respectful of religion in genera, could think
of no response to this and moved quickly to another topic of conversation.

While Preu Flandry and his fellow conspirators had agreed to fulfill the desire of the prophets by luring
Maire Manone back to Voorstod and possibly back to her hushand and house, they had not yet agreed
on the best way to accomplish thisend. They believed it best not to mention the matter to Phaed Girat,
not yet. Phaed might be dedicated to the Cause, but he had a streak of contrarinessin him likewise.
Better wait until Maire was back before telling old Phaed.

Openly forcing the woman to return would be counterproductive. A forced return would be worse than
no return at al. She must seem to return of her own free will, without any V oorstoders along, coming out
of longing for her homeland and its people. "Have you heard?' they would ask in the taverns. "Maire
Manone has returned to Scaery. She sang there just the other night.”

To guarantee her cooperation, they could come up with no better plan than the abduction of one of
Maire's children or grandchildren as a hostage against her return and good behavior. They had not,
however, decided yet which hostage would work best.

"By now her son Sam'sagrown man,” said Mugal Pyein ajudicioustone. "Hed beforty lifeyearsif he's
aday. If hetakes after Phaed, he could be hard to handle." He sipped his ae and waited for comment.
"Also, maybe he and hismam don't get on al that well.”

"Maire's daughter Sa's younger by some," said Epheron FHloom. "She'swhat? Five years younger?'
Epheron had lately become active in the Cause after some years spent out in the fatlands among the



Ahabarians as areporter for the Voorstod news, which was to say, asa spy for the prophets. He was
youngish yet, smooth-faced, plump, and quiet looking, with dead-cam eyes and anaturaly crud nature.

"Maire'skept in touch with her mother'ssster here,” said Mugd Pye. " She's sent messages from timeto
time. She'smentioned that Sal has young kiddies. Two or three.”

"Y oung ones and their mams are aproblem,” Epheron opined. " Separate them, and you have trouble
with them. Babies need awoman to keep them in good condition. That meanswe'd need to bring Sd as
well, or come up with some woman here to keep the kids, and every extramouth isamouth that might
talk. Besides, if anything happened to one of ‘em, the word might get around. Dead babies aren't what'll
bring the women back."

"We know Sam hasason,” said Preu Flandry. Preu was the oldest of them, hiswhite hair and dightly
lame right leg spesking of long yearsat risk. "A boy caled Jep. Maire mentioned him thirteen or fourteen
years ago, in messages to her aunt. There's been no mention since, but likely she would have said
something if hed died. Likely if you brought him, Maire would behave hersdf.”

"The boy'd be old enough to get dong without his mam, but still young enough to be manageable,” agreed
Mugd Pye.

They went on arguing, with this one opting for Sam, and that onefor Sal, and then changing their minds
and settling on one or more of the children.

"Whoever we take, we can keep them at Elsperh'sfarm above Sarby," said Mugd. "It'swell hiddenin
the hills, even if Ahabar sent troopersin from the sea, they wouldn't look for ahostage there. And Maire
never knew Elsperh, so shell have no thought where her offspring might be.”

They thought about thisfor atime, exchanging specifics. How old was each of the children? Their plan
might involve some mutilations before they were done, were the children strong enough to survive such
treatment for however long it took?

"Whoever we take, he or she or they'll haveto be carried or forced off Hobbs Land, either by subterfuge
or by threat of harm,” said Muga Pye. "Which meanswell need aparty of at least three or four to handle
the matter. Why don't we wait until we get there to decide who we take? There's nothing like seeing the
ground before we decide on tactics.”

"Who will it be going from here, then? Who goes?'

"Theresyou two, and me," said Epheron, "and | think some relative of Maire's, just to make our inquiries
seem naturd.”

"Well find someone, no fear," said Preu. "Someone Maire knew, or at least knew of."
"Not Phaed?'
"No, | think not."

They drank to the project, and laughed about it, and so set in motion the chain of events that would end
with the taking, and possible killing, of someone's child far from love and home and hope.

Or perhaps they started the sequence that would only begin there.

Shdlow under the soil, near the temple at Settlement One, straight fibers ramified into feathers and the
feathersinto lace, which reached benegath the houses and the storage yards, benesth the settlement



buildings, beneath the old temples, out toward open country in atenuous, cottony web which enclosed in
itsfibrousreticulation dl the land from the temples north of the community to thefiedsin the south.
Under roads and paths, where people walked and machinesrolled, the web grew thick, dmost feltlike,
able to absorb the repeated pressure of men and their tools. Under thefields, it spread itself in random
polygons, leaving and finding itself, again and again.

Asit spread, it encountered the gullies and channdls of former, smilar networks. Tiny canasled through
clayey soil. Grooves had been cut aong subterranean strata. The rock-hard roots of stone-oaks had
been bored through long ago by amillion thread-thin fingers. The evidence was everywhere that other
webs had gone thisway before, but the new net did not care. It took the easy way, the path of least
resistance, the way of former times. The net that had run in these channel s before had been old and
weak, barely ableto hold itsdf and its environment together. Findly, it had died. The smell of that death
gtill clung, the fragments of that dissolution were till present. Some places, recent placeswherethe
ancient and moribund net of Bondru Dharm had run, stank of it. The Birribat net was new and strong and
full of questing. It did not pause to consider the past.

Upon the hill, where the burying ground had been established by the earliest settlers, the web sent out
curious wormlike extrusions to snout aong old bones, to twist through dried skulls, to find afew ragsand
tatters, afew shreds of organic material. Nothing recent. Nothing of interest. Nothing usable.

Under the temple where the children had |abored, beneath the flat-topped pillar where a God had sat one
time long past, the net sent fibers upward through hair-thin channelsin the sone. Near the top they
stopped, the end of each fiber sedling itsdlf off into an ova button, hard astooth and tiny as agrass seed.

And inthethick, mattressy felt where Birribat had once lain, the hard, strange nucleus continued to grow,
laid down molecule by molecule, aggregated as stal actites are aggregated, patient astimeitsalf. At the
center of the mass something was taking shape, growing faster the larger it got.

Maire Girat and Saturday Wilm went out into the countryside so that Saturday could practice vocdizing.
Usudly Saturday sang in the recreation hal, but Maire had told her that nothing contributed more to
humility in avocalist than to sng in the empty out-of-doors, where one's voice went away into nothing at
al, likealittlewind blowing a elsawhere.

When they had spent their usua time at it, she and Maire sat on the bank of the namelesslittle stream that
flowed across the high ground west of Settlement One.

"Y ou'relooking happy,” said Saturday. Maire Girat usualy had an air of grief about her, not an
ogtentatious thing, just an aura, like that of awoman who had suffered aloss she could not forget. Lately,
though, she had seemed more content.

"Do | now?" she asked. "Wdll, | guess s0, Saturday. Recently the days have seemed more comfortable,
as though something had changed, though there's nothing changed | can see.”

"I think it'severybody," said Saturday. "I heard my own mam singing this morning, and she hasn't done
that inawhile”

"l believe you'reright. Sam was chipper as asparrow when | saw him earlier today. And three people
said good morning who haven't done anything but growl recently. Even the babiesin the créche have
been better tempered. Asfor me, yesterday | made asmall song about aferf. | didn't Sngit, mind you,
but | thought it up.”

"Teach it me" demanded Saturday.



Maire taught it to her, al three verses, croaking out the melody, and they two laughed over the troubles
the ferf had getting his grain hometo his children.

"It must be her children,” ingtructed Saturday. "A mother ferf. Either that or an uncleferf.”

Maire nodded, shamefaced. "I forget, sometimes, that we are not in VVoorstod where it is fathers, not
uncles, who are expected to bring bread. Not that they often do. Anyhow, | madeit up for the childrenin
the creche. Sam's assigned me to work there. He says I'm too old for field-work."

"Perhaps he just knew you'd be good for the babies," said Saturday, thinking, meantime, that it wasthe
babies who were good for Maire. "To give them some of the love you could not give your own little one
who died.”

"That'strue," said Maire, looking at Saturday with clear eyes.
"How did hedie, Maire?'

The older woman knotted her hands and twisted them together, a gesture she often made when she was
thinking or remembering. " There was arepresentative of the Queen cometo talk to the Phyd, whichisa
kind of parliament we havein VVoorstod. And he was given safe conduct by the Phydl, but not by the
Faithful of the Cause, which | found out later was an agreement between the two, so the Phyel could lay
the blame on the Cause later and the Cause could take credit for the kill. So, the men of the Causelaid
an ambush. They didn't tell me, nor any of the women, and our children were playing in the street, where
it wasdry, for we didn't know anything specia wasto happen. But when the attack started, the vehicle
the man was in came our way, down our little street, and Maechy wasthere in the street with Sd,
playing, and then there was noise and flame and my baby lying quiet, bloody, with tiny red holesin the
sdeof hishead, only the dear child lying there and me weeping.”

She took a deep breath and stared at the sky where one small linear cloud chased another toward the
escarpment away in the north. " And when Phaed camein, full of sour words—for the Queen's man had
got away—I showed him his son lying on the bed, white and till, and he said it was bad aim had done it,
for if the man had shot straight it wouldn't have happened. But thet it was redly the man from Ahabar's
fault, for beinginVoorstod at dl."

"Wheat did you do?'

"l wrote my last song that night, the onel told you of. And | sang it, here and there. And | talked to
Phaed and asked him to leave V oorstod with me. I'd sworn an oath, and that was the least | could do.
Helaughed a me and told me I'd never leave him. He pinched me on my bottom and told me to behave,
to go sing my songs and get paid in good coin, for he needed everything | could earn. | tried to Sing, but a
day came my throat closed up. | could hardly breathe. | had to go then, or die from lack of air. | packed
up our things, Sam's and Sal's and mine, and we started walking down the back roads from Scaery,
where we'd moved to from Cloud, since my Dad had died and |eft the house to Phaed. We walked
nights and hid days, going south through the rocky fields of Wander and Skelp into Green Hurrah, where
the gentle forests are, and then across the border into Jeramish, with al the little farms spread like toys on
the meadows. And then, after that, we came to the city of Fenice and the Door and here, girl."

Saturday, looking into Maire's eyes, felt Mairés grief asthough it had happened to Saturday herself. She
thought of Jep, and how she would fed if Jep werekilled. Or Friday, her own brother. Or any of the
people of Settlement One. Shelaid her hands upon Maire's callused ones where they were knotted
together in Maire'slap, wet with the tears that dripped from her eyes unheeded.

"No more, Maire," shesaid. "It will not happen anymore.” It was only acomforting phrase, not a



promise. She had no way of making it apromise, and yet it was as a promise that Maire heard it, or
perhaps fdt it, not for thisland aone but for al those she had left behind in V oorstod aswell.

FOUR

In Settlement Three, hostilities between production teams had kept Topman Harribon Kruss occupied
for agood part of the afternoon. Someone on Team Two had said something derogatory to someone on
Team Four. No, not someone. Jamel Soames had said it. Jamel Soames, backed up by the five other
Soames brothers. Then Team Four had retaliated with fists and afew hand tools. Team Two had been
working with anirrigation pump, so they had escaated the battle with aquickly devised water cannon.
One field had been completely soaked and trampled and would have to be dried out and replanted.
Another one had been dmost ready for aleaf-crop harvest which was now futile. One settler had a
broken jaw; there were other broken bones, as well as assorted abrasions, strains, and cuts.

Topman Harribon Kruss heard carping (which the carpers called testimony), assigned fault, and assessed
fines. Jamd's dlegation that had started the ruckus had concerned Team Four's aleged snobbishnessin
"thinking it was Settlement One, better than anybody ese" or wordsto that effect. Settlement One had
definitely been mentioned, and it wasn't the first time this week that Harribon had heard those words
under gtressful circumstances. " Settlement One and its crazy Topman." Jamed Soameswas fond of that
phrase.

By the time Harribon was finished with the last of the combatants, Jame himsdlf, with whom he had hed
some angry words—fina onesasit turned out—he waslate for hisvigt with his mother at the skilled care
center. When he entered her room, ElitiaKruss turned worried eyes from her bed.

"You'relate, Hard." In her wasted face her eyes were huge but completely dert. She was having one of
her increasingly rare good days. "What kept you?'

"Big fight, Momma. People throwing punches, throwing rocks, firing high-pressure water a one another.
Lucky nobody got killed." He sat down beside her and fanned himself with one napping hand, indicating
how hot things had been. "1 findly told Jamel Soamesto get out, leave. Leave the settlement, go
somewhere else. Hell probably take dl five of the brothers with him, and maybe Dracun, too, but good
riddance.”" He shook his head, thinking of the relative inconvenience of keeping the Soameses versus
recruiting replacements. Recruiting was no fun ether.

"Dracun Soameswill befurious,”" she said, referring to Harribon's assstant, sister to the belligerent
brothers.

"Shélll have to be furious. It'sin my authority, Momma, and I've had enough.”

She shook her head sadly. " Such children,” she said. " Grown-up people acting like such children. And
now you're S0 late. Y ou'll missyour dinner a the brotherhouse. Slagney said he was cooking this week.
Y ou should run onwhileit's till hot."

"Nonsensel" he growled. "I'm going to have my visit with you. | can dways heat my dinner upif it'scold
when | get there, but Slagney will probably keep it warm for me."

He sat down comfortably, making himself obvioudy ready for aprotracted stay. Elitia Krusswas dying.
Sheknew it and the family knew it. If her condition had been curable, the techswould have kept her in
the medica facility at CM. She wasn't curable, so they'd sent her hometo diein the skilled care center of
her own settlement, a center staffed only as needed by people who worked in the fields when there were
no sick or dying to care for, but who had been trained to provide expert supportive care. Harribon
reflected that no matter how much humankind learned about disease and hurt bodies, there was dways



something new coming along they didn't know how to cure. They could grow hands and feet and even
wholearms or legs. They could take out organs and put in new, cloned ones. They could inject rectified
DNA into aperson and change dl hiscells. But thisthing, astrange, rare kind of haf-cancer haf-fungus,
nothing worked on at al. Lessthan ahundred cases, Systemwide, and one of them had to be Momma.
They didn't even know how it was transmitted, or if it was transmitted, or whether it might be some
genetic thing they hadn't figured out yet. They caled it the ghost disease, because they couldn't find it.
The gene manipulations that had cured a thousand other diseases did no good in this case. Fifty
generations of science, and people il died before their dlotted five score lifeyears.

They talked for quite awhile, she continuing aert, and he being unwilling to waste amoment of it. When
shefdl adeep suddenly, in the middle of asentence, he left her and went home to the brotherhouse,
where hisyounger brother Slagney hadn't waited the med for him, though he had |eft a plate of food to
stay warm in the cooker. Harribon sat late over this no longer very succulent supper and, in order not to
think about Momma, considered the problem of envy.

Settlement One, long athorn in the side of dl other settlements on Hobb's Land, had begun to fester.
Now even the children were talking. The defeated teams returning from the last game with Settlement
One had been rife with rivary, rumor, and rebellion. Settlement One didn't play fair, soran thetde.
Settlement One ought to be excluded from the games. Dracun Soames had brought this version straight
from the lips of her son, Vernor. Moreworryingly, it had been accompanied by thrests from Jamel and
Vernor's other uncles. They would, by damn, seefair play, they said, seeing noirony in this claim despite
the fact that they themsalves were well-known to strike the unwary and the unprepared without warning
and from behind when they thought they could get away with it. Fair play was not what they had in mind.
Settlement Three had had two homicides since the Soameses had been settlers, people bashed from
behind, people Jamel had had words with. Harribon had aways been sure it was Jamel, though he had
been unableto proveit.

Early in the day, before the fight had started, Harribon had directed his home stage to print compilations
of inter-settlement sports standings from the Archives, though he hadn't had achance to look at them until
now. He ran ahorny thumb down the standings, adding mentally. Settlement One had won about half
their games. Seldom by much. They had lost about half. Seldom by much. They had stayed consstently
in the middlie most years. Twicein thirty-two years they had won the series. Threetimesin thirty-two
yearsthey had comein second. Asthey might have done by chance, dl esebeing equal. Of course, all
elsewas never equd, so the one-in-deven win was, in itsdlf, interesting.

More interesting was the fact they had never been at the bottom of the list. Never. Neither had Four. Not
in the thirty-two years the games had been played. So, to that extent, people were right. Though
Settlement One didn't win top place any oftener than they should, they did not lose as often as some.

Harribon stared at the wall, wondering what that meant. If it meant anything. Someone settling onto a
chair across from him broke his concentration.

"Dracun,” he murmured to the woman who was perched there like some greet flying lizard, ready to dart
off a any moment. She had come in without knocking. Her narrow face was drawn into harsh lines.

"What's this about Jamd 7"
"| told himto leave, Dracun.”
"Il gowith him. Well al go." It was athrest.

Hesighed. "I knew you might when | told him to go, Dracun. | guessthat should tell you something.”



Sheflushed. "He's that bad, huh?!

"He'sthat bad. It's gone past what we can tolerate. Now you and your other brothers are welcome to
day, if you like. Without Jame stirring things up, the other Soameses are only alittle more belligerent than
ordinary people." Hewastrying to make ajoke of it.

She chose to change the subject. ™Y ou said you were going to check about what Vernor said today.
About Settlement One cheating. | suppose you're going to tell methe fight put it out of your mind.”

"I did check," he snapped, annoyed by her tone. "I had the listings printed here, so I'd have timeto look
at them. And if anything could have put it out of my mind, Dracun, it wasthe fact my mommaisdying,
which is happening only once. Thanksto your brothers, fightswe have every day. Almog.”

She had the grace to look ashamed, but it didn't prevent her asking, "Well?"

He tossed the compilation to her, pointed out the figures that were pertinent, waited while she read them
for hersdf.

Her glare turned into afrown. "Are these accurate?’

He furrowed hislow brow into three distinct horizontal convexities, pulled his stocky form out of the
chair, and stalked to the window to stand staring out at his settlement. "That'sthe way Archives gaveit to
me"

"What about the production figures.

"WEell, yes. They've been consistently on top in production and at the bottom in disruptions. Considering
how much time you and | spent today, sorting out who said what and who did what and who broke
who'sarm, | think the two are intimately related.”

"That's possble,” she admitted.

"Dracun, your son waswrong, but that doesn't mean thereisn't something to & hellip; well, to the
impression he had. Why would Settlement One have no conflict?' He rubbed hisface, feding the scratch
of hisbeard on hisfingertips. "It isn't naturd, isit? 1 don't know quite how to put that question to the
Archives"

She thought, rising to stalk about the room, settling again to say, "Religion, maybe? | mean, it can't be
genetics, can it? There's been movement of population. Kids have grown up and moved from one
settlement to another. People have moved up to management. People have given up their land credits and
moved away. Other people have applied for vacant places, some Beltworlders, some System people.
Haven't they?"

Harribon paused for some time before he answered. "That's dl true, here, in Settlement Three."
"And there? In Settlement One? Have they had people coming and going, too?"

"l don't know. | didn't think to ask."

"Will you find out soon”?"

"Yes. I'll find out soon. And, Dracun? Let me know if the whole Soames family isgoing to go with

She shook her head. "No. Wewon't. Y ou're right. HE's too much, even for us. Better he go somewhere



else. Celphius, maybe. Become a prospector.”

He smiled, relieved. So. He offered her asop. "Maybe | should plan to take atrip over to Settlement
One sometime soon, just to find out what's redlly going on. I'll message the Topman and tell him I'm
coming."

"They're coming here," said Sam, annoyancein hisvoice and his stance. "Here. To question me."
"Why?" asked Theseus. "What have you done?"

"Nothing!" Sam cried. "Everything! Production is down. Not much, not overdl, but it'sdown. Or, werea
curiosity. Sothey're coining herel”

"Who? Can we fight them? Challenge them? Set an ambush?”’

Sam shook his head, half-laughing. "No, no. It's not an invasion. They're harmless. Just people. Likethe
courtiersin your father's court.”

"Who plotted,” said Theseusloftily. "Alwayd"
"Wadll, these plot too, but they don't go about killing people.” Sam shook his head, amused once more.
"Who arethey?'

"Horgy, Jamice, Spiggy. A crazy woman named ZiliaMakepeace. Harribon Kruss, the Topman from
Settlement Three, but he's coming later on. It's no problem, redly, just an annoyance. Well show them
around, they'll ask afew questions, they'll go back home."

"They don't need to come," said Theseus. "Whatever happened was only temporary. Everything will be
asit was. Better than it was."

" Settlement One will befirst again?' asked Sam, doubtfully.
"How can you doubt it? With you in command?*

Comforting words, which Sam wasn't sure he understood. How would Theseus know about farm
quotas? Hardly hiskind of thing.

Asthough aware of this skepticism, the hero whispered, "Have | told you about the monster? Of course |
havent. I've been saving it!"

"What monster, where?'

"Just alittlewest of here. In acave. It hasn't been therelong. | found it. Y ou don't have your sword yet,
so you'll haveto kill it with your bare hands, but you can, Sam. | know you can." The hero moved
toward the west, beckoning.

"Tomorrow," Sam suggested, feding abit weary.
"Now," whispered the hero. "Tonight!"

At thewestern edge of the fields, Theseus|eft him, just beyond the dorge crop, tall rustling stalks bearing
globular clusters of dmost ripe grain heads, the rows alive with hunting cats. Sam carried a glow-bug
lantern, and everywhere he turned he saw twin disks of cold fire, cat eyes, reflecting his own light back at
him.



"Out there,” Theseus said, pointing westward. "There." Then heturned on his hed and vanished among
the dorge, glowing through the leaves, though none of the cats turned their headsto follow him with their

eyes.

Sam looked westward, in the direction Theseus had pointed. Nothing was out there except undulating
plains covered with sparse growth, dotted with short curlicue trees, runneled with streams so inggnificant
they did not even gurgle asthey ran. Here and there water sneaked along the ground, over clean pebbles,
dlent asasnake. Nothing was out there but dullness and more dullness. Sam thought of refusing to go,
then reconsidered. Thewak wouldn't hurt him.

Hisfeet found water, first, and then aflattened trail beside the water, one easy for the feet to keep to.
Something walked here, something cropped the scanty grasses, keeping thetrail low and flat. Pocket
squirrels, maybe, coming to drink. Legions of ferfs, marching by companies and battalions. Maybe an
upland omnivore or two, falen off the heights to be bored to death by the plains. There wasn't anything
larger nativeto the place.

The sound stopped him, one foot just lifting, so that he stood heronlike, poised, unableto move. A howl.
A strangled paean of fury or hunger or &hdlip; A guttural sound, acoughing roar. What?

Westward, whatever it was. Where silence was now, not even echoesto tell him he had redlly heard it.

Sam ran his hands over himsdlf, taking inventory. Sword belt, helmet, work clothes, lantern. Toolson his
belt: spy-light, knife, memorizer, trouble-link. His hands lingered on thelink. If hetriggered it, Africaand
Jebedo Quillow would be derted to hislocation. Both of them would arrive within minutes.

Not yet. He took off the sword belt and helmet, placing them carefully beside the trail. The memorizer
went in the helmet, aong with the spy-light. It wasn't good for anything except disclosing the innards of
machinery. Knife he would keep. Trouble-link he would keep. Lantern he would keep, though, just now,
hewould turn it off.

When his eyes had adjusted to the starlit surfaces around him, the faint glimmer of water, the barely
discernabletrail, he went westward once more. Up atiny dope and down atiny sope, the streaml et
cutting through, between dwarf banks, edged with white flowers. The scent rose from them, dizzying. He
had never seen them before.

At the foot of the dope, the stream dropped, suddenly and shockingly, over abank. The sound of falling
water derted him before he stepped off into air, and he it the lantern to find the source of the sound. It
lay beneath him, the height of two tall men, apool at the head of a& hellip; acanyon?

Hobbs Land had no canyons, Sam told himsdlf, quite serioudy. Therefore, he was dreaming, deep
walking, or in some other place.

The sound came again, closer. A coughing roar. A growl of fury. Heturned off the light and scrambled
over the edge of the bank, dropping onto a soggy patch beside the pool. More of the white flowers
bloomed beside the pooal, filling the canyon with their sweet smell, spicy, faintly resnous. A trail led dong
the stream, alarger stream than the one above, augmented from some source, some spring or
underground brook which had joined it at the pool. The canyon grew deeper and wider as he walked.
Thelittle stream became asmall river. Therewere holes, large and small, in the canyon walls, the smdler
onesfull of theflutter of wings. Trees rustled aong the banks. Large stones stood blackly in the water,
making it purl and chuckle asit roiled around them, starshine gleaming on the curved ripples.

The thing attacked him from behind. Sam fdll forward, dropping the lantern, fedling teeth at the back of
his neck, rolling frantically to get out from under it. It stank. It held on with clawed feet, clawed hands.



Sam rolled into the water, and the thing broke from him, choking, then roaring, ready to attack again.

Sam had the knifein hishand. He didn't remember getting it there, but it was there, open, sharp,
something better than teeth, though not much. It was only atool, something to cut vegetables with, in the
fields, something to cut fruit from atree or bush. Not awegpon, not intended as aweapon.

Hefdt clawsrake hisarms, smelled the breath of the thing, hot and stinking. He struck out with the knife
and was rewarded with ahowl, not so much of pain as of surprise. He leapt forward, knife out, dashing
it, trying to wound. The knife encountered something hard, bone perhaps, and the howlsincreased in

fury.

Thething came a him again, brushing hisknife hand aside. Sam ducked, getting under the clutching arms,
feeling the heavy body go by him. He whirled, grabbed, touched the head, lunged forward to get hisarm
around the creature's thick, muscle wrapped neck.

He was whipped from side to side, knocked against the stones. Hisknife flew away, somewhere; he
thought he heard a splash. He had his hands locked, arm around the throat of the thing, pressed tight as
he hung on. Warm, metal-smelling blood ran over his chest. His own? The thing's? He couldn't tell.

Time crawled. He was dizzy and weak. He held on as long as he could and then |et go. The thing went
away from him, or fell, perhaps. He couldn't tell. After atime, he struggled to hisfeet and staggered back
the way he had come. When he came to the poal, the high bank defeated him. He couldn't climbiit. A
gar shining through a notch showed him the way to get out, arocky defile, like aflight of monster Sairs.
Hewas bardly ableto climb them.

SA just happened to be up around dawn—little Sahke had had a ssomach ache, which had kept her
restless through the night—when Sam came home. She saw him in the Street, covered with blood, as
though he had been run through a harvester. She screamed and ran to him.

"All right, dl right," he said, pushing her hands away.

"But Sam, you're cut, you're bleeding, you're & hdllip; comeinsde, let mewash & hdllip; cal the medica
techs & hdllip; " And al the time he was pushing her hands away.

She got him into the kitchen of the brotherhouse and went at him with awet towd, finding to her
astonishment that it wasn't al his blood he was covered in. Oh, there were one or two cuts and tears,
nothing too serious, as though something had diced at him with aknife, or fangs. Onetear on hisarm
might need closing up, but most of the thick, horrid blood wasn't Sam's. It didn't even smell like human
blood.

She took his helmet and sword belt and put them away. No need for the med-tech to see those.
"What & hdllip; how?" she cried into his peaceful face. "What did you & hellip; "

"Something out therein the dark,” he said & last. "'l waswalking, and it attacked me.”

"But what wasit, Sam?"

He sighed, blinking at her deepily. "It had teeth and claws and bad-smelling breeth. It came a mefrom
behind. It was dark. I'm pretty surel killed it. At least | hurt it, | know that."

"Why didn't you usethelink, Sam?" She dgpped it with her hand, angry a him. "Why didn't you usethe
link?'



Heonly blinked at her, not answering as she used it, summoning Africaand Jebedo Quillow, who went
to get the Tharby men up. The settlement had no sniffers or dogs or anything like them, but Jebedo
Quillow was agood tracker. Meantime the med-tech had arrived and was busy sedling up the long tears
on Sam'sarm with coag and body glue.

Jebedo and his group returned midmorning, saying they'd found where the attack took placeright
enough, blood dl over everything and the bones of something biggish, the sze of abig man. But the birds
and ferfs and pocket squirrels had been at it, and nothing was left but the bones, and they didn't look
mannish, somehow. Not quite.

"Where?' she asked.
"Out in that strange canyon with thelittle river and the caves," they told her.

"What littleriver? What strange canyon with the caves?' she demanded, never having heard of any such
thing.

"That one," said Jebedo Quillow, "that funny little old one that's out there.”

Sam dept peacefully, adight, wondering smile on hislips.

Saturday Wilm wanted her cousin Jep to go fishing with her. Jep was as determined to spend the offday
playing scissor hockey with thefirst level team as a possible subgtitute player.

"They won't take you until you're fifteen, Jep," shetold him. "No matter how good you are.”

"They haven't seen how good | am, yet," her cousin announced. "I'm really very good. I'm better than
WillumR"

"Y ou could be the best they've ever seen, but they <till won't let you on the team until you're fifteen.”
"Who told you that?"
"Mam. It'sa Settlement Rule."

"A bigrule, or alittle one?" Big rules had to be changed by CM; little rules could be changed by the
Topman or by settlement vote.

"It'sabigrule. It's part of the child lIabor prohibitions."
"Playing scissor hockey isn't [abor!™ he objected hotly, his voice squeaking in disbdlief.

"Itisif you play alot of games against bigger people and your bones aren't grown yet. That'swhat Mam
sid."

"Crap," said Jep. "Why didn't they tell methat when they said | could come around and play?!

"Because you've been pestering them for ages, and they figureif they let you play with them once and get
knocked around alittle, maybe you'll get some sense and quit bothering them.”

"Why didn't they just tell me about the rule, for shish sake. I'm not about to waste time with them if
therésno chancethey'll let me play.”

"Well, there's no chance until you're fifteen, I'm telling you. And if you don't believe me, you can go ask
Africa"



"l believeyou," he mumbled furioudy, angry mosily at himself for not checking. His own mam would have
told him if hed asked. And he wouldn't soon forgive the coach who hadn't told him, either. Just wait until
next year when they asked him to be on the team and he told them no. He'd switch to Settlement Four,
that'swhat he'd do. "What do you want to fish for.”

"Credies. Mam said she's been hungry for credly legsfor ages.”
"That means climbing al theway up to the Gobbles."

"Doean't take any more energy to climb the Gobbles than it doesto play scissor hockey al afternoon,”
shetold him sarcadtically.

"Maybe that mongter that got Sam is up there. Have you thought about that?"

"Sam killed it, Jep. And everybody's looked everywhere for more of them, and there aren't any. If
anybody thought there were more of them, we'd be confined to settlement, and nobody's said one word
about that."

Jep scowled at her, conceding the point. "Have you got bait?!
"I've got haf apoultry-bird, cut up in pieces, then eft out for acouple of days.”

Jep made another face and went to get his jacket, thinking about credlies. In the Archives, credieswere
listed somewhere between octopudike and lobsterlike animals, in that they had both tentaclesand a
jointed exo-skel eton—which they sometimes left to wander around in the nude—but they werefishlike,
too, for they had fins and scales and dmost an endoskeleton as well. The finned, scaled, tentacled critter
moved around under the banks of mountain streams, sometimesin its hinged, legged shdll, and
sometimes, sansshell and sanslegs, it just swam off naked while the legs and shell stayed under the bank.
A neuropad at the top of each leg matched up to a neuropad on the body, and when the anima entered
its exoskeleton, it smply reestablished neural contact. The legs had a separate heart-lung system aswell,
to protect them during long separations. There was some controversy among the biologists asto whether
the credie was actudly one animd or two, acting in symbiosis.

Whether one or two, the object in creely fishing was to attract the creature, naked or housed, to ablob
of half rotted meat. If the credy wasinits shell, one pulled it out of the shell and dropped the tentacled
creature back into the stream while retaining the shell and legs. If one caught it nude, onetied athread to
itand let it flee back to itslegs, then pulled it out and stole thelegs. A nude creely wasinedible, but the
detached legs were ddlicious. Those arguing that there were two animasinvolved used thisfact to telling
effect. Those arguing for one anima pointed out that the nude credly soon grew new legs and anew shdll.
Thaose not bothering to argue ate the steamed legs with butter and atouch of sour juice from the thick
leaves of the cit tree, amid much gourmandish ddlight.

Bringing the spice of danger to the sport of credly fishing was the possibility of fishing up acredylike
cregture that, when separated from itslegs, sprayed an unpleasant and foul-smdling irritant in all
directions. Thiscreeture, differing from the cregly only in inggnificant details of tentacle arrangement, was
called abomber. Both Jep and Saturday had been sprayed, more than once, but not for severd years.

"What you'll do today is catch abomber,” Jep announced as they went toward the mushroom house to
fetch the haf-rotted poultry-bird. "Only, youwont get it all over you. You'l get it al over me."

"I haven't done that since we wereten,” Saturday protested. "And | didn't do it purposely.” She opened
the door to the mushroom house and took alantern from the rack by the door.



"Yougot it dl over WillumR., too."

"He forgot about it. He doesn't keep reminding me dl the time the way you do. WillumR. isatrue
friend," shesad loftily.

"l only remind you to focus your mind, Saturday Wilm. That'swhat you need, focus." He followed her
down the aide, stepping in the puddle of light she alowed him from her lantern.

"I don't need any more focus than you do," she said, throwing afresh-picked mushroom at him, which
bounced harmlesdy off his head and rolled away down the stone-floored aide between the beds. ™Y our
mom tellsmy mom al the time that you're a scatterheed.”

"Who's ascatterhead?' He legpt at her in alow tackle, knocking her down and sitting on her. "Now,
who?'

"You."

"Not me."

"L et me up, you loader-bottom. Y ou weigh aton.”
"Onekiss, that'sthe price.”

"Oh shit, Jep."

"I'm not old enough for kissng."

"That depends who wants one.”

"Jugt one.”

Hetook histoll chagtely, not trying for any ardent effects. He liked kissing Saturday and didn't want her
offended at him. He liked hugging her even better, because she was soft and sort of supplein ways he
wasn't. He tried a hug when held finished with the kiss, then let her up.

"If my mom knew you were dl thetime kissing me, Jep Wilm, sheéld baby-proof me so fast & hellip; "
"Kissing!" hecried, red-faced. "That'sdl."
"Well, just don't get any idess.”

Heglared at her. " Saturday Wilm, I've had that idea about you ever since | was about nine, but I'm not
going to do anything about it yet." He helped her up. "And when | do, well both know about it in
advance, believe me.”

Sheflushed, not willing to tell him she'd had the sameidea. She had gone so far asto consult the
Archivesfrom the information stage at the schoal, to determine whether there was any genetic problem
with the Wilm family, and to consult her own birth records to determine whether, by any chance, sheand
Jep had the same progenitor. They didn't. Jep was Sam Girat's get, which everyone more or lessknew,
but she was the get of the man from CM named Spiggy Fettle.

Spiggy was very, very smart, Africahad said, despite being arather ugly man. "Whichisno handicap as|
have enough beauty for both of us," she had announced, wrinkling her nose a her daughter. "1 know that



for afact because you turned out fine." Spiggy was also a manic-depressive, but Africa had checked to
be sure Saturday was okay before she continued the pregnancy. Fixing MD was no harder than fixing
other developmentd errors. The doctor just fiddled with the DNA and injected it into the growing fetus.
What Saturday couldn't understand iswhy Spiggy got born without that being done, though Africasaid it
was something religious.

Sheturned left at the next corner, tripping over something and almost sending herself sprawling, catching
hersdf on the sde of aplanting bed. In the lantern light she could see one of the heavy floor dabs heaved
up ahand's breadth.

"What in hdl did that?" murmured Jep.

They peered beneath the stone, seeing apallid fungus piled beneath the sone, shoving up. "I didn't know
they could do that! A littlething like that!" Saturday exclaimed. "When it dies, will the stonefdl back
down?'

"Maybeit'll just keep growing," suggested Jep. "Maybeit'll push the stone through the roof." He stepped
over the raised stone and asked, "Why'd you leave the credly bait in here?’

"Because nobody would smell it in here," she replied. "The whole house smells sort of decayed.” She
found the sack, picked it up, and led the way back to the door.

Both of them sighed with rdlief when they reached the open air. The mushroom house was entirely too
wet and cavelike. They galloped out of the settlement, keeping up the pace until they werewell on the
trail to the Gobbles.

Saturday had returned to her thoughts about Spiggy Fettle. She didn't mind being smart as he was, but
shedidn't want to look like him.

"Do you think I'm pretty?' she asked Jep.

Jep turned to examine her brown face, the curly black hair that surrounded it, her dark glowing eyes, the
imperious beek of her straight, delicate nose, her olive-rose mouth, which was usudly open, usudly full of
words. "Sats, | think you're beautiful. How about me? Am | pretty?* He grinned at her.

Jep dwaysreminded her of one of thelittle settlement tractors, square and tough and unstoppable. His

eyes were pebble-colored, like rocks seen in shallow water, but his eyelashes were long and thick and

brown, and there was nothing stony about the nest, full curve of hislower lip. He looked quite alot like
Sam, and Sam was avery handsome man.

Satisfied both with his response and with the way he looked, she gave him akiss. Jep was surprised, but
not displeased, and he returned the kiss. The result astonished them both. They drew apart, unableto
catch their breaths, and took up their climb again.

The way to the Gobbles was not interesting. It was a steady ascent among uniformly blobby bushes,
which had neither aparticular scent nor any discernable blossom or fruit. The path was littered with
round, ankle-breaker rocks, too, and the smart climber kept his eyes on hisfeet. It was the dullness of
the trip which made the climb laborious, rather than the physical effort required. Therefore, when Jep
looked up from the path to find himself confronted with an enormoustree in a place where no such tree
had ever been, he was startled into absolute immobility.

Saturday ran into his back with awhoof.

"Clummox," she growled, before looking up, and then, "Ohowee, oh my. Where did that come from?”



"Them," said Jep. "There's about a hundred of them, pluslittle ones.”

She looked beyond thefirst huge trunk to see others standing at either side of the path and down the
dopes, with smdler feathery growths beneath them, unmistakably young ones of the same type.

"They've never been here before," she said unnecessarily. "Unlesswerelogt."

He nodded. There hadn't been trees before. And they weren't lost. Thetrail led to the foot of the tree
and resumed at the other side of the trunk.

"Do you supposeit'slike the mushroom house, where everything sort of grows overnight?* she asked.
"Likethat thing that was pushing up the floor stone?"

Jep had his head back and was trying to estimate the height of the tree he had almost run into. He thought
it looked about the same as the width of ascissor hockey court, which would make it about a hundred
feet. It wasamost aswide asit wastal, great branches spreading to every side, each one supported
from below with stout growths which curved down and back into the main trunk. Some of the larger
branches had severa supports, some only partway grown, half-curved down toward the trunk.

"Overnight?' he asked, increduloudy. "It had to take longer than that. When was the last time we came
up here?'

Saturday thought about that. "1t's been along time, but Willum R. went credly fishing about ten days ago,
and thisisthe only way to come. If he'd seen these trees, hed have said something. We can tell your
mom. Shelll comelook at them, and she can tdl uswhat they are.”

Jep, swallowing deeply, went around the tree and proceeded on hisway. If Willum R. hadn't seen these
when he came up ten days ago & hellip; Well then, it was very strange, that's al.

Asthe day went on, they came back to the subject of trees, more disturbed than either of them let on,
but worrying away at it asthey tried to reach a solution. Though they picked at the subject of the trees,
they avoided the matter of the kiss and were careful not to get too close to one another, not knowing
what would happen. Anything that happened might be more than they could handle. The world they
knew was tenuoudy baanced on nothing much, teetering upon oddities. Until they returned a evening,
tiptoeing through the new forest, which loomed even more strangely in the shadowy light, they kept

everything very ordinary.

Then, a Saturday's door, Jep tried the kiss again, just to see if whatever had happened would happen
again. Whatever it had been was till there and kept being there, each time they did it, and they did it
quite alot, hugging one another in pleased wonder and undisguised anticipation.

When Saturday cameinto the ssterhouse, Africasaw the dightly swollen lips and glowing eyes and
turned away to hide amixture of peevishness and chagrin, sdf-awareness and parentd anxiety. She
hersalf had been kissed—redly kissed—first when she was what? Thirteen? About Saturday's age. It
had happened in one corner of the equipment yard, behind abig loader. Africacould still remember the
sméll of the lubricating grease, the hard bite of the stedl edge as she had been pressed againgt it. Who
had it been? Not anyone currently in the settlement. His name trembled in her mind, ready to announce
itself. Someone who had gone away.

"How'd the credly fishing go?" she demanded. "L et's see what you've got.”

Saturday dumped the sack on the kitchen table, laughing at the pile of wriggling legs, joyous abouit lifein
generd.



Africawatched her daughter as she might watch asprouting field, haf gpprehensive, hdf gloating. Things
lay inwait for the ripening grain, danger wasin store, but there was aso the hope of harvest. A name
swam into memory. Osmer. Gard Osmer. He had tasted of salt and apple-eating boy and smelled like
the grass. He had kissed her and said sweet, fumbling things, his eyes adight. They had gone for walks
together, holding hands. Hisfamily hadn't redly been happy on Hobbs Land. No, she dug into memory.
It had been Gard's father that hadn't been happy. He had insisted upon their giving up their accumulated
land credits and moving to Pedaria. Africahad been fourteen. She had cried on and off for months. It
was Spiggy who had rousted her out of her pain, Spiggy who was at the holiday camp the sametime
Africawas. Hetold her to have ababy and study leadership. He started her on her career. Hewas only
afew yearsolder than she, but he knew things she didn't. "Apple-sweet,” Spiggy had caled her
childhood romance. "Apple days," he had said. Apple days with Gard. And apple days with Spiggy, too.
Five children since, three boys, two girls, but this, her €l dest, summoned up so many memories.

"Y ou had agood day," she said gently to her own child, in memory of Gard, in memory of Spiggy, in
memory of apple days.

"Oh, yes," Saturday cried. "Oh, yes, it was agood, weird, wonderful day, and listen to my surprise! |
haveto tell you what we found!”

Chinawas amazed when Jep told her about the grove of giant trees. A complete catalog of native flora
had been made during the decade after Settlement. She requested a copy, and the inventory swam upon
the stage, from mold to tree, with nothing iniit at al resembling giant trees with upcurving support
branches. She would go up there the next day, she resolved.

When Jep asked her later that evening—apropos of nothing much so far as China could tell—how old
she had been when she had had her first love affair, one part of her mind was grateful that he had waited
until hislittle Sster wasin bed and had couched his question in terms of love rather than sex, but another
part wished fervently he had been satisfied with what they learned at school—which was quite complete
enough—and hadn't asked her a personal question. She did not speak of Sam, of what had happened
between them when she was twelve. That had been only confusing and wild, like being at the center of a
storm. She had never thought of herself asaparticipant in that, or asavictim, but rather asakind of
observer.

Instead, she said, "1 had what I'd cal my first love affair when | wasfourteen,” she said. "I wasterribly
fond of thiswonderful boy. It went on dmost two years, and then his mother was offered aposition at
CM, and they moved. We never became sexud lovers, though I think we would havein time, but being
together was very swest, nonetheess.”

Chinawas pleased with her reasonable tone, until she saw the pallor on her son's face, the darkness of
the skin around his eyes, like amember of the chorusin an ancient tragedy, ready to cry woe. " Jep,
what'swrong?"

"Y ou never saw him again? He just went away, and you never saw him again?' he cried dolefully.

"Of course | saw him again,” she said, wondering what was going on. "Of coursel did. | rodeinto CM
on off-days, and he came here. And we sent one another messages. But, after awhile he found someone
else and sort of & hellip; stopped keeping in touch.”

"That'srotten!" he proclaimed. ™Y ou must have just hated that.”

It would have been easiest to agree with him. "No," she said honestly. "By that time, | had found
someone ese, t00." She had found Samasnier, or found him again, or he had found her. Samasnier,
through whose enjoyments Jep had been conceived. Sam, who at that time hadn't yet achieved Topman



dtatus, but who was on hisway. Sam, whom she loved then, and probably now, still, despite everything.

"Thisian't likethat," he cried in protest, as he carried the bowl of credy shellsinto the kitchen. "Thisisn't
likethet a dl."

China, wondering what this was, decided not to badger him. Since Jep had spent the day with Saturday,
she could extrapol ate the probable cause of hisanxiety. It would probably be agood ideato talk with
Africaearly tomorrow. With their children growing up so quickly, perhapsit wastime the two ssters got
together with their brothers, Asia, Austrdia, and Madagascar Wilm, and discussed clan strategy. Africa
said she had enough children, but Chinahad thought of having another. If she was going to do thet, better
do it before Saturday made her agrandaunt.

Having another child wasrather an attractive idea. The problem was, of course, that there hadn't been
anyone she had felt particularly drawn to. Not except Sam. No other than Sam. Asthough she had
chosen Sam once and for dl, asin some marriage culture. There were others who would become her
lover inamoment, of course. Jebedo Quillow had been hinting around for &t least two years, priming his
sster Fearsome with salf-touting little messages designed to be dropped into China's ears. Jebedo did
not move her. Nor did any other person in Settlement One, or in CM, or any of the other settlements.
She didn't want just anyone. Shereally didn't. Sam was the only one she wanted. Even crazy the way he
was getting to be. Even if hewas out of hismind, wild, theway people said.

Evenif that thing he had killed out there in the strange canyon was the missing person from Settlement
Three everyone had been told to watch for. Jamel something. Who had run off rather than emigrate as
he'd been ordered to do, and everybody thought he'd attacked Sam, because he was known to do things
like that. Even though the skull and bones hadn't looked human at al. The teeth weretoo long. It had
claws. It was more like some mongter.

Jep, who was observing her troubled expresson from his hideaway in the kitchen, wondered at her
concentration and thought she might be worrying about him and Saturday. Smugly, he thought she didn't
need to worry. Saturday had avery good head on her, and so did he.

There was adways routine business to take care of at CM, and—since the Stuation at Settlement One
was not an emergency—it was over thirty days before the department heads and Zilia Makepeace made
the trip Dern Blass had requested. None of the four had been content to leave mattersin the hands, or to
the interpretation, of the others, and scheduling adate when al four were free of conflicting appointments
or respongbilities took time. During the journey, they went over the reports of hogtilitiesin the settlement
and agreed that was the priority item to be examined, immediately upon arrival.

When they reminded Samasnier they wanted to discuss the recent outbreak of incivility, however, Sam
stared at them blankly and responded, "But that was al over long ago! Right after | got back from CM.."

They wereinitialy doubtful, and Ziliawas sneeringly incredulous. Sal made her logs available. Sam pulled
out stacks of filed reports. The five Team Leaders, interviewed individually, said they'd had no trouble for
twenty or thirty days now. Since there was no evidence of current difficulty, the visitors could only agree
that whatever-it-had-been seemed to be over.

Horgy wide-beamed agratified smile, even as he admitted to himsdlf that hed been morethan alittle
worried. Though he dedlt with hodtilitiesin the settlements on adaily basis, dedling with hodtility herein
Settlement One was not something he had done before. He wasn't sure which emationsto push, whose
egosto stroke. He didn't like situations that lay outside his experience, because then he had to rely upon
improvisation. While heimprovised quite well, supremdy well when hewasin apanic, origindity was
strenuous and anxious and never as comfortable as the experience-tested solutionsto familiar problems.



Familiar problemswere like old friends. They werelike agirl you'd made love to enough that she knew
what you liked. They made one fed adept and serene and avuncular. Women liked men who were
experienced and serene and & hdllip; well, perhaps not avuncular.

"Do you have any ideawhat caused the hostility before?' Horgy asked Sdl, turning up hisradiance
dightly. He had dwaysfancied Sa, though until now there had been no opportunity to do anything about
it. Besides, if anyone knew about Sam and his strange new hobby—if that's what it was, and Dern was
skeptica about that—wouldn't it be Sal?"Even though the whole businessis over, there were some
problems, weren't there?' Horgy liked gossiping about problems that either he or someone else had
aready solved: showing an interest, smiling sympathetically, nodding to show he understood. WWomen
liked that, too.

Sa meted, as women almost dways melted for Horgy, and described the trouble, which came out
sounding like nothing much, redlly. "My persona opinion isthat we were Smply very upset because of
that thing that happened when the God died.”

Ziliapressed her lipstogether, and there was an uncomfortable silence.

"Of course, now there'sthisnew thing," said Sal, wanting to break the silence. "There's the beast that
attacked Sam!"

Thisnot only broke the silence but a so the complacence of everyone present who had been assured
repeatedly there were no dangerous beasts on Hobbs Land. Sam's story was solicited, and he gaveit,
briefly. Seeing the doubt in their faces, he asserted that Jebedo Quillow had found its bones.

The Centra Management people looked at one another in wonder. Sam had said held had his knife out
of hisbdlt.

"Knife out of your belt?" asked Spiggy, who had heard about the sword belt.

"I dways carry one," said Sam, pointing to his replacement knife. He had gone back to the canyon to see
if he could find his own knife—and because he wanted to see the bones—but without success. The
replacement was an ordinary tool in avlish-lesther sheath.

"Jebedo did find thebones,” said S, firmly. "The skull and everything. Rather primatelike, we dll
thought, though it had monstrous teeth, and claws. And Sam had to have the bite in hisarm sedled shut.
Thething bit him."

Incredulity changed to apprehension. "We certainly want to see where that happened,” Horgy said.
"Meantime, you don't mind if we wander around and talk to people? Just to seeif anyone's seen any
srange & hdllip; beagts. Later, well want to go see that canyon you mentioned.”

"Just don't bother any of thework crews until quitting time," said Samin afirm but friendly voice. "After
that, do asyou like. Be our guests.”" He had previoudy assigned a settler as escort to each of the four
vigtors so the people from CM wouldn't wander off alone and kill themsalves by sumbling in front of a
harvester.

Zilia, accompanied by ChinaWilm, made straight for the temple of Bondru Dharm. When she got there,
sheturned, glared, and asked, as Chinahad amost known she would, " Someone destroyed it, didn't
they? Who wasit, redly?'

China shook her head. "I'm sure you've seen the report | sent to CM, Zilia. Sam assigned me as your
escort just so | could tell you about it personaly. | wasright here when it happened, and nobody did it.



Thething just fell in. The Theckles were here, too. Y ou can ask them.”

"| find that very hard to believe," Ziliasniffed, watching Chinafrom the corner of her eye, "congdering the
way you dl fet about the God."

"I think most of usrather liked Bondru Dharm," Chinacommented, not a al put off by Zilials manner,
which everyone in Hobbs Land had encountered at onetime or another. "Actudly, Zilia, | don't think you
have any idea how we felt about Bondru Dharm. He was ours. He was Settlement One's own thing. It
waskind of prestigious to have something none of the other settlements had. Werather liked it."

"You didn't pay any attentionto it!" Zilia charged, as though this neglect had been Chinas personal faullt,
and ignoring the fact that in the two years Zilia had been on Hobbs she hersdf had visited Bondru Dharm
only once. "None of you paid attention to the God."

"Most of usdidn't,” Chinaadmitted, "but your inference from that fact isal wrong. Most of uswent to a
sacrifice maybe once ayear, out of curiosity more than anything. But we al put in our share to support
Vonce and Birribat, and they spent dl their time maintaining the temple and serving the God, which
means they spent no time hel ping with production. Settlements aren't required to support nonproductive
personnel, except for children and the disabled and their own retirees. In this case, we al voted to do it,
and, as| recdl, it was aunanimous vote."

Ziliashook her head in her customary expression of skeptical disbelief and turned back along the road
toward the recresation building where Sa wasflirting with Horgy. Ziliaignored them, taking plenty of time
to peer into each of the other ruined temples as they went by. When she and Chinacame up to Sd and
Horgy, Ziliainterrupted their fun to say she was going on out the north road to inspect the other ruins.
Horgy let go of Sd's hand, which he had been stroking in asuggestive way, and said hed go along.

Chinagave Sal an exasperated glance, which Sal ignored, and they walked on toward the northern edge
of the settlement. On the way they picked up the other two visitors with their escorts—Jebedo and
Fearsome Quillow, uncle and mother, respectively, of Gotoit and Sabby Quillow—outside the Supply
and Adminigration building. All eight of them continued northward along the dusty road, dl the settlement
people except SA, who had enjoyed flirting with Horgy, feding that this visitation was atota waste of
vauabletime.

Asthey crossed the stream north of the settlement, they were joined by children: the two Tillan boysand
al four of the Quillow kids, aswell as Jeopardy and Saturday Wilm—the entire wolf-cedar logging crew.
Horgy and Zilialed the group, closdly followed by Spiggy and Jamice, asthey strode up the dopeto the
temple.

Though the CM people had noticed the restored roof while they were still agood distance away, no one
said anything until they were close enough to be sureit was no illusion. It was Ziliawho put what they
were al wondering into the most accusatory words possible.

"On whose authority was thistemple rebuilt?"

Jebedo and Fearsome stared at the roof with their mouths open and shook their heads to say they didn't
know what it was or who had done it. Sal was equally ignorant. China had akind of idea, based on
something Africa had told her. "The children did it as arecreationd learning experience,” she said mildly.

"Onwhose authority,” Ziliaquivered. "Who gave them permisson?”

"l don't think they needed authorization or asked for permission,” Chinafound hersdlf sayingina
dead-calm voice, without emotion or apprehension. "Y ou didn't ask anyone, did you, Jep?'



"No, Maam. We didn't think anyone would care," said Jep in an equally casua tone. "It's outside the
settlement proper but within the utilization zone, so we didn't need to ask CM. Wedid it outside
schooling time, awhole bunch of us, so we didn't need our teachers permission. Since we were
rebuilding, not tearing down, we didn't need Ancient Monuments approva. The AM Pand directives say
reconstruction doesn't need approval. | did ask Aunt Africaabout proper crew management when we
put the roof on, and some of the grown-ups hel ped with that."

"I don't think anyone knew they were doing it until the job was nine-tenths completed,” remarked Sdl in
the same disinterested voice Chinahad just used.

Ziliagtarted acomplaint with, Y ou can't just et your children &hdlip; " and Spiggy laid his hands on her
shoulders, caming her down.

"Come on, Zil. No damage done. For heaven's sake, girl! Make up your mind. Thekid isright! Thisis
exactly what the Native Matters Advisory would like to see done, isn't it? Exactly what you'd liketo
have had the Ancient Monuments Pandl doing. Quit screaming about it and take alook."

"Come see the beautiful job they've made of it," called Jamice from the temple doorway. "L ook at these
mosaics, Zilia If you'd had artists sent in from Phansure, they couldn't have done better. And see how
negtly the children have laid the roof logs™" Shewent in, dtill talking, leaving the othersto follow.

The children sat down where they were, watchful but quiet. After atime the visitors came out of the
temple, trailed by their settlement escorts, the latter looking dightly puzzled though not at al concerned.

The children rose politely, asthey had been taught to do in the presence of elders.

"Are you going to reconstruct another of the temples?' Jamice asked them, using her sweetest tone of
voice. She was moved to make much of the children, partly by her scorn for Zilia Makepeace, and partly
by her well-devel oped esthetic sense. The graceful complexity of the designsin the newly laid floors had
impressed her gredtly.

"No, Maam," said Saturday in her most courteous voice. "We don't plan to. It was very hard work, and
we learned just about everything there wasto learn about it."

One of the men was watching her very closdly, arather ugly man. He smiled at her, and she blushed,
suddenly realizing who hewas. He wasn't nearly as ugly as Africahad said.

"What are you going to do with it, now that it's done?" the ugly man wanted to know. It wasthe same
question Gotoit Quillow had asked, months before. Now, as then, no one answered it. Saturday looked
at the questioner from beneath her lashes, shrugging. Jeopardy glanced at Willum R.

"Would you like to cometo our Settlement Seriestonight?' Willum R. asked Spiggy, with an ingenuous
gmileand agestureindicating thet al the vistorswereincluded in theinvitation. "We're playing Settlement
Three, and winner getsto play Settlement Four in the semifinds.”

Guest quartersin Settlement One, asin al the settlements, were on the upper floor of the Supply and
Adminigration building: half adozen bedroomswith bath and sanitary facilities, akitchen, and a
comfortable room furnished with information stages, which could be used for relaxation or meetings or
work. Aswas customary during visitations by CM staffers, akitchen crew had been detailed to cook for
thevigtors.

The people from CM were served a plentiful and well-prepared supper, after which they separated:
Horgy and Jamice going off to attend the game they'd been invited to by Willum R; Spiggy and Zilia



announcing their intention of taking awalk out to see the place Sam had been attacked. Once Horgy and
Jamice had |eft, however, the other two found reasonsto put off their exercise, lingering over the cheese,
sweet filled cakes, and dried fruits which had been served as "finishers.”

"What are these?' wondered Spiggy.
"Plumwillow," shesaid. "They grow here and over around Settlement Five."

"Amazing," Spiggy murmured. "I've been herefor over fifteen lifeyears, the last Sx in management, and
I'm till learning things every day. Y ou know aremarkable amount to have been here such abrief time."

"My father dwayssaid | wasafast learner. And it's been dmost two years, now."
"Y ou came from Ahabar, didn't you?'

"How did you know that?"

"Y ou used the word father. Hardly anyone does, unlessthey're from Ahabar.”

"I was born on Ahabar, in the southern counties of VVoorstod. A county called Green Hurrah. | grew up
modtly in the Cdphian Rings™"

"I've never been to the Rings."
"Nobody with any sensewould ever go there"
"Y ou must have had some reason for being there.”

"My father was sure he could find moon-gems where other people had failed. Father dways had this
conviction that he was destined to succeed where others couldn't. He took other peopl€esfailuresas
favorable omens. If they couldn't doit, hed try it. If other people were successful at a given endeavor,
father wasn't interested. He needed to succeed at something other people had failed at. It made hislife,
and ours, asuccession of disasters and disgppointments. In the Rings, we lived in aenvironment
container unit with afaulty recycler. Father was out prospecting for fire opals most of the time, and he got
food a the outpost, but Mother findly died, mostly from manutrition. | was very sick, too.”

"Y our family had amarriage tradition?"
"All the Voorstoders do, yes. Mother was from there.”
"How do you fed about that tradition?' he asked curioudy.

"After watching Mother wither away among the Rings?| fed the sameway | fed about davery and
genocide,” she snarled a him. "Which are dso VVoorstod traditions. Why do you ask? Were you going to
propose a contract.”

He laughed shakily, set back by her sudden ferocity. "No, | wasjust curious. Cultureswith marriage
traditions are so much in the minority, | find them exatic, that'sal. I'm from Thyker, and Thykerites
regard marriage as akind of davery. | know Voorstod has one of the old triba religionsthat allows

davery."

"That ingsts upon davery,” she spat. "They have an interesting doctrine. According to the prophets, the

only men who are free are those who do only what they want to. Doing what someone else wants you to
isthesgn of adave. However, since there are dways things that must be done, but that no one wantsto
do, afree man must have davesto do those things. According to the Voorstoders, davery is God's Signs



of gpproval to hispeople. Itisn't allowed, it's required.” She made an angry sound and rubbed her
forehead, "L uckily, my father'sfamily wasn't pure V oorstoder. In Green Hurrah there's been
intermarriage for generations.”

"So, how did you get away from the Rings?"

"After Mother died, Authority wouldn't et my father leave mein the Environmenta Containment Unit
aone. Child endangerment, it'scalled. At thetime| thought that was pretty funny. Wife endangerment
isn't acrime under the Authority—or among the V oorstoders. Perhaps they see women as
consumables—and if the child iswith the wife, you can endanger them both and nobody cares. Oncethe
mamadiesleaving minor girl children, though, then the Authority gets very exercised. Some kind of incest
taboo, probably, for the Authority certainly has no religion to moveit in that direction. My father sent me
back to Grandmother Makepeace, and | |eft as soon as | could. Fifteen years ago now."

"Thetlong."

Shefished in the neck of her blouse for the life-timer which hung between her breasts, flicked open the
cover and read the numbers glowing at her. "Thisread amost sixteen when | got off the moons. It reads
thirty now. Almost fifteen lifeyears.” She subsided, Smmering.

He said nothing more but merely stood at the window, watching the darkness come down. Gradually she
calmed as the quiet remained unbroken. In the kitchen, the settler crew finished cleaning up and |ft, one
man poking his head through the door to ask what time they wanted bregkfast.

"We said we were going walking," Spiggy suggested, when the kitchener had gone.

She shook her head. "It occurs to methat going out in the dark to a place a settler was attacked by a
large unknown predator may not be very intelligent.”

He nodded. "Y ou have apoint. Would you like a game of some kind? Chess, maybe. Or four-way?"

She shook her head, rose, and went to the window where she stood, looking out at the settlement.
"What did you think of that temple. The one the kids rebuilt. Or say they rebuilt.”

"Doyou redly doubt they did it?"

She thought about it, trying to set her usud skepticism aside. "Not redlly, | guess. But | don't believe they
thought it up dl by themsdves"

"Why isthat?"

"Because of the amount of work involved. | looked at the ruined templesin the settlement. | estimate
there's somewhere between two thousand and twenty-five hundred square feet of mosaic in thefloors
with four or five hundred stones to the square foot. There's over two thousand square feet of roof, with
clay laid severd inchesthick over dl of it. Thelabor involved & hdlip; "

Spiggy shook his head & her, grinning.
"Why areyou grinning at me?"

"When | was about eleven, back in Serenaon Thyker, where | grew up, six of my friendsand | built a
clubhouse. We dug atunnel over twenty feet long, shored it up and cased it with sponge panelswe stole
from a congtruction site. Then we dug a twenty-by-twenty cave, eight feet high. It took us one whole
year, every spare minute we had. Nobody urged usto do it. Nobody even knew we were doing it.



When we werefinished with it, we used it half adozen times, then we had some heavy rains and the thing
collapsed, luckily not when wewereinit. Kidsdo things like that. Of course, they'd think it was davery if
their parents wanted them to do it. Part of the attraction is that nobody knows, that it's a secret.”

She shook her head at him. "'l supposethat'strue, Spiggy, but the difference isthat thistempleisn't going
to collgpse. Children can exert enormous amounts of energy, but when they build things, they usudly do it
asyou and your friends did, not quite competently. They haven't gained the experience and knowledge
they would need to build competently. The temple we saw today couldn't have been done better if the
settlers had doneit themsel ves under expert direction. | believeit's exactly asit was origindly. Where did
the kidslearn how?'

"Archives?' he suggested.

"Archivest When | knew we were coming to Settlement One, | looked up everything thereisin the
Archives about the God and the Departed and the ruins. There was never an architectural study done of
the Bondru Dharm temple. It was occupied when the first settlers arrived, so Native Matters instructed
that it not be disturbed. All Archives had were afew pictures of the outside, a sketchy floor plan and the
verba description given by the xenologists. Nothing e se. Either there's an unsung genius among the
children, or &hdlip; "

"Or the settlersarelying,” he suggested.
"Or the settlersare lying," she agreed. " Someone helped the kids. Someone used the kids."
"Areyou sharpening your claws?' he asked gently. "Who are you out to get, Zilia?'

She turned to him, hands out and open, mouth making alopsided grin. "I know what you dl think of me,
Spiggy. Everyone at CM thinks I'm crazy. Hell, everyone back at Native Mattersthinks I'm crazy. Well,
everybody thinksyou're crazy, too, with your ups and downs. And most people think Jamice hasthe
termind nasties. About the only sane one among usis Horgy, and he hasthislittle satyriass problem he
keeps asking hisfriends and acquaintances to help him with."

"And Dern," grinned Spiggy. "Don't forget Dern.”

"And Dern. Who isusudly out in the settlements, running around in disguise, thinking no one knowswho
heis. Tandle actualy runs CM, and anybody who doesn't know that is blind, deaf, and has no sensation
left in hisextremities. So, were dl mad in one way or another.”

"My question was, who are you out to get?"

"I learned growing up that people aways exploit othersif they can get away withit! My father exploited
my mother and me. My grandmother exploited her sons and daughters and grandchildren; the
Voorstoders exploit the Gharm. | was born achild and agirl and thereforeavictim, and | didn't likeit. |
want to stop there being other victims. So | go around accusing people of genocide and corporate torture
and child-eating, watching to seeif anybody turns pae. And no, | don't believe what people tell me!
Grandma aways had aready answer. My father aways had aready answer. In Voorstod, they've got a
whole catechism of answers. I'm not ready to accept what people say. Almost ways there could be
some other answer, you know."

"No, | don't know. What other answer?'

"Maybe not dl the Departed died. Hobbs Land has been surveyed, but nobody claimsit's been
thoroughly explored. Maybe some of them have shown up here at Settlement One, and the first thing they



did was restore atemplefor one of their Gods."
"Farfetched, but possible.”

"Maybe the Departed didn't show up here. Maybe they're back in the hills, and some of the settlers have
restored the templeto bait themin."

"Batthemin?'
"To useasforced labor.”
"Equally farfetched. Have you seen the Owlbrit? Y ou might aswell try to get labor out of a cabbage.”

"That may betrue. But it seemsto methat restoring a Departed temple for no specia reasonisaso
farfetched, especidly when I'm told children did it! Theré's something €se going on here, Spiggy. Count
onit!"

"So what are you going to do about it." She shrugged again, widedly, both arms out as wide as she could
reach, as though some solution lay just beyond her fingertips. "What can | do? Make recordings. Ask the
Native Matters Advisory for an engineer to do astructura study, or maybe even ask for an Ancient
Monuments survey. There's never been asurvey done here.” She became thoughtful. "Actudly, that'sa
pretty good idea. It would at least tell uswhat we're dedling with. They can't survey the monuments
without getting around most of the planet. There are ruins of villages scattered al over the escarpment.”

He sighed, shaking his head. She was being fairly reasonable, for Zilia. "So, do it then, and consider
you've done your duty! Comeon, Zilia. Let's not waste a pleasant evening. If you're afraid to go out
among the beadts, let's take awalk around the settlement.”

The game was a doubleheader, the Settlement Onefirst- and second-level teams againgt the first- and
second-level teams of Settlement Three. Settlement One, with severa very young players—including
Willum R., who had just turned fifteen—on itsfirs-level team, did not expect to do very well and was
pleasantly surprised at ending with atie score.

"Y ou wouldn't have if you hadn't cheated,” sneered afrustrated Settlement Three player to Willum R. in
the changing room. Settlements didn't lean toward frills, and there was only one changing room for each
sex, share and share dike, visitors and the home team.

"Wedidn't cheat!" cried Willum R., stung by the accusation. "That's arotten thing to say."

"Vernor Soames," snapped the Settlement Three coach, "that's not sportsmanlike. Y ou owe the player an

"Wdl they do something,”" whined Vernor. " Settlement One dways wins more than they ought to.
They've dways had that God-thing around, kind of agood luck charm. Therest of usdon't have one.”
So hisUncle Jamel had always said, though nobody had seen Uncle Jamel for agood while now.

"The God died!" retorted Willum R. "It died along time ago.”
"So you say," sneered Vernor, dmost slently.
"Vernor," growled his coach.

"| gpologize," said Vernor, covertly displaying abent index finger to turn around what he said, showing he
didn't mean the gpology.



From the nearby toilets, Horgy heard the conversation and made menta note of it. So the other
settlements thought Settlement One had an unfair advantage. Interesting. Perhaps Sam knew that.
Undoubtedly, he knew that. Perhaps the pressure of being on top, and staying there, had cracked him.
Thusfar during the trip, Horgy had heard nothing but praise for Sam, but that could be loyaty talking.
Now that Settlement One was doing no better than some of the other settlements, that loyaty might
change.

And then, too, there was this odd business about thisthing that had attacked Sam? Had anything redlly
attacked him? Had he killed something, or serioudy wounded something. Or someone. Horgy sat,
ruminating. There was that man who had disappeared from Settlement Three. What had his name been?

Wdll, tomorrow they'd go look at the place the attack had taken place. They'd collect the bones. Then
they'd go back to CM. Dern would be most interested. He'd keep it quiet, of course. Dem wouldn't want
biologists and zool ogists from System flocking onto Hobbs Land to investigate this possible new
life-form. It would upset production. No, Dern would keep it quiet. But Horgy himsdlf intended to find
out as much as he could.

Technicaly speaking, Authority conssted of twenty-one members, appointed for life, who had find and
irrevocable power over dl the worlds and moonsin System. Unofficialy, however, the word Authority
was used to mean the moon upon which these members were housed, aswell asdl therest of its
inhabitants, whether or not they were members of any officia committee or Pandl or Advisory. The
officid bodiesincluded the Advisories of Defense, Intelligence, Science, Religion, and so forth, aswell as
the Native Matters Advisory with its four subordinate panels. Ancient Monuments, Linguigtics,
Interspecies Rl ations, and Advanced Studies. The latter was acatchall pand to which al matters were
referred which pertained to indigenes and seemed to fit nowhere else.

The g&ff of the Native Matters Advisory was relaively small, inbred, maost incestuous.
Gresat-greatgrandchildren of early members now occupied officestheir forebears had built and sat at
deskstheir greatgrandparents had ordered made by Phansuri craftsmen. Inbred though they were, Native
Matters persons were sincere. When Phansure, Thyker, and Ahabar, worlds without native peoples, had
filled up and spilled colonistsinto the Belt, where there were native peoples, the citizens of the Sster
worlds had reviewed their history, ancient and recent, and determined with rare unanimity that genocide
and davery, which had stained the skirts of humanity for millennia, would not take placein System. They
had resolved that the prior inhabitants of the system were to be compensated for, or protected againgt, all
human damages or harms which might dready have taken place, which might be anticipated, or which
might eventually and inadvertently occur.

The purity of mankind's vision could be determined by the fact that included in the protectorate with the
gentle Osmers and placid Glothees were the Ninfadelian Porsa, arace of raucous mucusoids so foul and
unloveable that even graduate sudentsin xenology, hardened by years of study among primitive and even
disgusting societies, could seldom be found to live near the Porsaand study their ways.

Because Native Matters Advisory had real creaturesto concern itself with, it met regularly, unlike certain
other advisories, to discuss red issues and problems. Often these included personnel problems, a
nuisance that knowledgabl e persons accepted as inseparable from any human ingtitution.

"We have received anew complaint about ZiliaMakepeace," the current Chair of the Advisory told his
members. The Chair was Rasid Plum, astout and elderly Phansuri gentleman of generdly unruffled
disposition, who happened, dso, to be one of the twenty-one official Members of Authority.

"ZiliaMakepeace?' murmured anew Advisory member to his neighbor.



"On Hobbs Land," came the response.
"She's il accusing the Hobbs Land people of killing off the Departed,” said Rasie Plum.

"Who'sthe complaint from, Rasid?' asked one of the younger members, a Thykerite. " Someone
reliable?’

"The CEO. Dern Blass. He says she makes accusations at most Central Management mestings, but he's
recently picked up on the fact that she makes accusations out in the settlements, aswell.

ll&?l

"So hewasin a settlement, in disguise, pretending to be adrifter while selling spice graters or System
world cheeses or something, and someone told him ZiliaMakepeaceis till accusing the settlers of killing
off the Departed.”

"What has the M akepeace woman said recently?"

Rasid fumbled with the keys of the information stage, refreshing hismemory. " She says the children of
Settlement One have reconstructed aruined temple, and shefindsthat highly suspicious.”

Generd sghsand one, quickly stifled, giggle. At the far end of the table, someone began to whistle
recogni zably though almost tundesdy, abawdy song, “The Beheading of Sarafin Crowr." Sarafin had
been anotable witch on Phansure, disposed of in remote though historic times by her fellow villagers, and
the tune was often used, particularly at porting events, to suggest imminent eradication of the opposing
sde

"Back on Ahabar, my kids and some othersin the neighborhood built a first-century fortification out of
insublocks once," said amember who had not, like many others, spent hiswholelife at Authority. "It cost
me half ayear's pay to get the thing disassembled and the blocks taken back to the site they'd swiped
them from. Kids do thingslike that."

"We could send the M akepeace woman to Ninfadd. The Porsadon't build anything.” A Moon and Belt
representative made this tentative suggestion, which was greeted with ribald cheers.

"We could smply fire her," said someone elsein agrumpy tone. High Baidee, probably.
"Retrain her," suggested athird, more mildly.
"Knock her off," growled afourth, thewhistler.

"We could ded with the problem by recommending to Ancient Monuments Pandl that they send a
monuments survey team to Hobb's Land," Rasid Plum replied, "which iswhat the M akepeace woman
asksfor. The easy way out isto recommend just that. We haven't sent a survey team to Hobb's Land
in&helip; " He punched up Advisory involvement and Hobb's Land on the desktop stage, asking for
coincident files and referring to the sequence number attached to the account of the most recent team.
Another quick punch gave him the dapsed timein lifeyears. "Not in thirty-three lifeyears, and even then it
was only an aeria mapping of Stes,”" he concluded.

"Weve dways kept a staff member there," complained an elderly Ahabarian woman. " Since Settlement.
Since the last Departed died. Even though there was nothing to ook after. None of the staff has ever
done anything at al on Hobbs Land. Why doesthis one have to do anything?'

"Maybe that's Zilias problem,” Rasid Plum smiled. "That she has nothing to do or look after. But before



we remove her, reprove her, or replace her, shouldn't we be absolutely sure she's wrong?”

The memberslooked around for guidance, for expression, for some indication by smile or frown or nod
that their colleaguesfelt one way or another about the question. No one seemed to fed strongly; no one
seemed to be even dightly doubtful that there was nothing-at-all on Hobb's Land to be concerned abott.

"Since shel's asked for asurvey of the villages and temples” Rasid added, helpfully, "referring the matter
to Ancient Monuments Pand with our recommendation will be responsive.”

The members shifted and muttered. Being responsive was a Good Thing. Sending ateam was not that
Big aDedl. If asurvey of the monuments hadn't been done yet, now was as good atime asany. The AM
Panel's budget for the year was not yet spent. By al means, they muttered. Recommend a survey team.

"May | haveaforma utteranceto that effect?’ Rasiel Plum suggested, promptly receiving severd.

The Ancient Monuments Panel received the recommendation with generd disinterest. After arguing about
it in desultory fashion, the Pandl decided to implement the recommendation with athree-man Baidee
team from Thyker, mostly because there was a three-man team on Thyker which wasimmediately
available. They aso decided not to tell Zilia M akepeace the team was coming until it was on the way.

"Thelast thing we need,” the Pandl |eader agreed, "is manufactured evidence.”

When blight had struck Thyker alifetime ago, there had been enormousloss of both human and animal
life, aswell astheloss of many native species. Even after the disease had been controlled, no one had
been sure the Blight would not strike again, and there had been wave after wave of emigration to the
other habitable words. In the Belt, Bounce and Pedaria particularly had received numerous non-Baidee
immigrants from Thyker, and there had been considerabl e thought given by some groupsto looking far
out, outsde the orbit of Phansure, for homes, though there wasn't much out there of interest.

Next beyond Phansure was Celphius, afrozen planet whose gem-rich rings were inhabited mostly by
prospectors. Beyond Celphius was giant Tandorees, with more rings and dozens of possibly habitable
moons of its own: gassy Tandorees, hot with its own belly rumblings. And after Tandorees came blue
Siphir and far, cold Omnibus, and that was al, save the comets and the trash and the occasional strange
vigtor that came plunging in from outer darknessto fling itself into a sun or around them and out into
forever-black once more.

Nothing ever came of the far-out colonization schemes. When al was said and done and the Blight was
truly gone, it turned out that the habitable planets and moons had been hospitable enough to make room
for the frightened and the desperate. Once they had departed, Thyker had found itself greetly depleted
but much more homogenous. By coincidence (though there were those who aleged otherwise), the
largest number of surviving and remaining inhabitants on Thyker had been High Baidee, devotees of the
Overmind, followers of the prophetess, Morgori Oestrydingh, who had appeared on Thyker a thousand
years before through a Door which no one had known was there.

The Door had been and till was—if anyone wanted to go look at it—near an oasis park alittle beyond
the western suburbs of Serena. It most resembled atwisted loop of timeworn metal set on a spacious
dais of native stone, which, because of its undoubted antiquity and its convenient location, had acquired a
certain mythic reputation and had come to be used as a site for al kinds of concerts and cel ebrations.

Onthat dais, during the solemn celebration of the bicentennid of the colonization of Thyker, whilethe
patriarch of alocal sect was ddivering hisannua blessing of the herds (drought-tolerant vorgashirs
resulting from a cross between the ancient Manhome camel and ahorny lizardlike creature found
originaly in the Vlees System), the twisted monument suddenly lit up with acurtain of fireand adragon



camethrough. The patriarch's blessing was being recorded for posterity, and thus, perforce, the arrival of
the dragon was recorded aso: agreat horned and callused beast with fangs and afiery mane. Said some.
Actudly, the dragon did not show up terribly well on playback. Everyone saw something, but few people
could describe or agree upon what they saw. Archiveswas no help. It could not recall what it had never
actualy seen, and there was not enough there to extrapol ate from.

Everyone agreed, however, that the prophetesswasriding upon apartidly visble and quite formidable
cresture, that she dismounted and came forward to take the patriarch by the hand and pat him familiarly
upon his shoulder. The patriarch, whose back had been turned to the monument, had not seen her arrive
and believed for amoment she was part of the celebration, anotion of which he was disabused when he
turned and caught a glimpse of the dragon before fainting dead away. A brave subdeacon had carried
him to safety, and after amoment's hesitation the prophetess had turned to address the crowd in archaic
and imperfectly understandable language, which was later transcribed and annotated by the Circle of
Scrutators and thereby made perfectly clear.

"My nameis Morgori Oestrydingh,” she had said. "My companion has no name."

A student of ancient languages in the crowd appointed himself trandator and asked her why she had
come. Shetold them the dragon had come to explore, and she herself had come to preach the opening of
themind. It was dl there, on the recordings, the old woman with her feathery white hair floating like mist
around her head, her intensaly bright eyes seeming to Stare into the hearts of those she spoke to, and,
hanging like mist upon the air behind her, confused eements of tooth and claw and scale, which added up
to an impression of dragonhood without ever condescending to be representationd.

Prophetess Morgori Oestrydingh stayed on Thyker long enough to teach them that the twisted Structure
was an ancient Door to non-human worlds, that it had been built by—and those worlds had once been
occupied by—the Arbal people, and that the Arbai people had been of surpassing abilitiesand
goodness. She stayed long enough to preach at them for the better part of a season, naming them the
Baidee, or "New Ba" people. They must become anew Bai people she had said. Thefirst Bai people
had been the Arbai, inventors of the Doors, and there were other Bai people on worlds Morgori had
vigted since. The prophetessslife had been spent in asearch for the Arbai, throughout a thousand
worlds and over some thousands of years, so she said, and she told stories of those worlds and times
that astonished the people.

She dso sad other things:

"God does not know our names any more than we know the individua cellsin our brains™” she had said.
"God isthe Overmind of which dl mindsare part.”

And, "It isour minds and not any other attribute which gives us personhood and value. We share
intelligence with other living things, and they are no lessimportant than we. Even creatures without
detectable intelligence have adapted themsalves to play necessary roles. To make God in our image or
wein God'sis blagphemy.”

And, "When our minds are gone, our purpose is gone, and we are only meat, whether living or dead.
Personhood resides only in the mind, not in the body, though once the mind has gone, there are aways
those who will try to maintain the body, because the body and what the body did are al they knew or
cared about.”

And, "Freedom comes only with uncertainty. Because man does not like to fed impotent, he would
rather believe himsdf guilty of causing evil than to know heis helpless before uncertainty. If thereis
uncertainty, there must be evil, just asthere must be good. Y ou must accept that evil and pain may be



among the inevitable consegquences of every action, just as goodness and joy may be. Do not attempt to
find explanation either in good intentions or in guilt. Man neither meritsjoy nor earns pain, nor will he
learn from either done, though, if hisrace lives|ong enough, he may be informed by both concerning the
nature of what is"

And, "Thereisno sninherent in any mind savethe sin of pridein believing one has seen or been taught
the absolute truth. The second greatest sinisrefusing to search for the truth one must acknowledge one
will never absolutdly find."

Her last and greatest commandment was said to be the words she had whispered to her favorite disciple
just before sheleft. " Even when people are well-meaning, do not let them fool with your heads.”

So shetaught, this old, old woman, before she got onto her dragon and went away through the Door
once more. Thefirst Baidee, the Low Baidee, were those who followed her teachings. That ishow the
Baidee began, and that is how they thought they had continued, century after century, cleaving adwaysto
the teaching of the prophetess. They till began their services with the first words the prophetess had
spoken to them asateaching. "This| say unto you, be not sexist pigs.”

The Primitive, or "Low," Baidee gill clung to the naive prophesy, claiming that Morgori had never meant
to prohibit brain surgery and the techniques to cure menta illness, but only psychological manipulation,
particularly religious cultism. The High Baidee, however, had carried the word forward, through
generations of theologica disputation and political manipulation. Over the centuries they had defined
meaning and diminated heresies and had set up a canon againgt which future innovations might be judged.
Where the Low Baidee found a prohibition against sexud discrimination in the words of the prophetess
("be not saxigt™), the mae Scrutators of the High Baidee found awarning against bestial behavior (e not
pigs’). It was not long until bestial behavior was defined as consorting with the other kind, that is, the
Low Baidee. Though the Low Baidee were at first the only people shunned, as a practical matter, the
prohibition was soon extended to everyone else aswell.

In order to make recognition of theredl, or High, Baidee immediate and unfailing, certain distinctive dress
and food habits were ordained by the Scrutators assembled, who claimed to find justification for these
sngularitiesin thewords of the prophetess hersdf. "Benot pigs' obvioudy meant "take not into yoursdlf
the substance of pigs,” and that obvioudy meant "eat nothing resembling pigs,” such asanything having
four legs or hairy skin or asnout and so on. Since on Bounce there were creatures which resembled pigs
but laid eggs, eggs were likewise prohibited. Other such interpretations were used to order the dress of
the High Baidee, which included such items asthe zettle, asmal scarf of precious materid hung from the
belt, on one side of which were embroidered the words " Stuff happens,” and on the other "Not guilty.”

The Low Baidee had mostly died out or emigrated, though there were sizegble colonies of them left near
Chadnarath and Bgjasthan, where they maintained Temples of the Origind Reveation and held
ceremonies notable for the cheerful frenzy of their dancing. Asfor the High Baidee, they revered the
prophetess (who would have been astonished at ther interpretation of her teachings), clung to her last
and greatest commandment, and considered their own beginning to have been alarge and fortunate one.
It was from among these folk that the Native Matters Advisory chose the team to do the Ancient
Monuments survey.

The three were residents of the capitd city, Chowdari, and members of one family, the Damzels. They
were two brothers, and asigter: Shanrandinore (Shan) and Bombindinore (Bombi) Damzd, fraterna
twins sharing the same progenitor; and Volsadobinag (Vols) Damzd, their younger Sster whose
progenitor had been, their mother said, the randomizer on the Baidee sperm bank at the Temple of the
Overmind. All three Damzel children had spent the requisite three years of late adolescence in religious
and military service. All had attended a prestigious university on Phansure; all had specidized in xenology;



all were committed conservationists. Shan's commitment (or arrogance) was So greet that he had goneto
Ninfade to do postgraduate study of the Porsa, and though he spoke of that time frequently and fedingly,
he actualy remembered the redlities aslittle as possble. He had undergone aten-day cleansing at the
Temple of High Baidee when he returned, and he had learned self-hypnosisto alow him to forget, but he
dill woke up ydling in the middle of the night.

All three, when advised of the gppointment, went immediately to the Temple of the Overmind, to give
thanks that they were considered capable of service. In the Sanctuary of the Scrutators they were
admitted to a solemn reading of the sayings of the prophetess (two chanters and a dozen intoners), given
ingruction for those faithful to the Overmind, and supplied with the names of co-rdigionists on Hobb's
Land. A notable thing about High Baidee was the way it kept young people of breeding age in touch with
one another. First among the namesthey were given was that of Spiggy Fettle.

In Settlement One, Jeopardy awoke one off-day morning with afedling of intense anticipation. That
fedling had recently had only one cause: his cousin Saturday. Therefore, when he had dressed himsalf and
eaten and found asmall spade in the tool room, he wandered over to the next-door sisterhouse, his aunt's
place, knowing he would find Saturday waiting for him. Shewas, in fact, leaning on the front stoop with
her own spade lying beside her.

"Did you bring film bags?' she asked him.

He shook his head, redlizing for the first time that they would need film bags. Of course they would. He
just hadn't thought of it.

"It'sokay," shesad. "I've got fifteen. That's enough.”
"WEIl need the Quillow kids," he said. " Suppose they'll meet usthere?’

She shrugged. They would need the Quillow kids. Maybe Willum R. and Deal and Sabby and Gotoit
would meet them there, and maybe they wouldn't. Maybe Thash and Thurby Tillan would be there, too.
No tdling until they got there. No metter, either way.

They went north out of the settlement, down the dope to the creek, through the curtain of ribbon-willow
and up the opposite dope toward the rebuilt temple. Near the temple they found adight declivity inthe
s0il, and they sat down near it to share adrink from Saturday's canteen before beginning to dig. The
digging was a gentle process during which they dowly laid small neat spadefuls of earth in a sculptured
pile a each sde of the armgpan-wide trench they were making.

Saturday sang as she dug. "Owee, owee, owee, janga, janga." The words made no sense, but her voice
was tuneful and happy sounding. Jeopardy contented himsalf with grunting occasiondly. When Willum
R., Dedl, and Gotoit came up the dope to join them, each with spade, Deal and Gotoit joined Saturday's
psamody, and Willum R. grunted aong with Jeopardy. Neither of them had enough sense of music to
notice that the grunts were rhythmic, that they punctuated the song the others sang, that the whole was
greater than its parts.

Six cats gppeared out of the surrounding grasses and sat in acircle beyond the piled earth, waiting
curioudy. Thetrench dowly deepened. The degper it became, the dower the children dug, until they
were moving in agesture balet full of long pauses. First Willum R., then Dedl, then Gotoit got out of the
trench and watched while Jep and Saturday went on uncovering, quarter inch by quarter inch.

"Here," said Gotoit, bending forward to offer Saturday apaint brush. "Y ou'll need this."
Saturday did need it. Of course, Gotoit had brought it, because Gotoit's mother was a hobby artist and



the brush was right there where Gotoit could lay hands on it. Saturday |eaned down and began to brush
the soil away. She had cometo athick, felty mass, like amattress. "Knife," she said.

Willum R. handed Jep hisknife, avery sharp one. Willum R. had spent most of the previous evening
sharpening it. Jep dipped the knife into the felty mass and began to cut it, along cut, from the head of the
trench to the bottom. Then he made cross cuts, from side to side, adozen of them. Finaly, he cut fifteen
pam-szed pieces of the mat loose and handed them one-by-one to Saturday, who put each into afilm
bag, sealed the bag, and put it into her knapsack.

"Now," said Gotoit.

Saturday and Jeopardy laid the fibrous mat back at either sde. Beneath it was & hellip; something. Dark.
Hard. Faintly sparkling. Asbig asagrown man, or bigger.

"Wecan't raseit," said Gotoit.
"Wait," said Jep. "It'sdl right."
"Anybody got anything to eat?" asked Saturday.

"Wedo," someone hollered. The diggers hadn't noticed Sabby Quillow and the Tillan kids coming
through the trees. Thash and Thurby had brought fried poultry-bird, salad, and fresh bread, and Sabby
hed brought fruit.

"What are we waiting for?* asked Thurby from his seat on thedirt pile, hismouth full of crisp bird.
"Wecan't raiseit,” said Saturday. "We got it uncovered dl right, but we can't raiseit.”

"How much do you think it weighs?"

"A lot," said Jep. "Asmuch as four men, maybe more."

They had dmost finished eating when the men came through the willows: Sam Girat and Jebedo Quillow
and the two other Quillow uncles, Quashel and Quambone, aswell as Thash and Thurby'suncle, Tharsh
Tillan. A littlelater, the three Wilm uncles showed up: Asia, Austraia, and Madagascar. Eight of the
strongest men in Settlement One, all nodding to the kids and looking into the hole to see what waslying
there.

"Where doesit go?' asked Sam, totaly unsurprised. Last night Theseus had told him about this. He
couldn't quite remember the conversation, but he recalled Theseus had mentioned he'd be needed to
help.

Saturday pointed. To the rebuilt temple, of course.

The men had brought ropes and long bars. They levered the mass up, got ropes beneeth it, then hauled it
out. No one suggested using ameachine. Instead, the men made |oops of the rope and put the loops over
their shoulders, then carried the heavy thing the short distance to the temple door, through that door,
making arhythmic grunt with each step asthey went around the temple and through the door into the
central room, where they stood their burden erect upon anetwork of crossed ropes before heaving it in
one muscle-graining effort onto the plinth at the center of the room.

"Raised,” they said, asthey lifted, dl at once, eight voices speaking together in the same pitch, likea
growl, like distant thunder, deep. Then again, "Raised.”



They tilted the mass to one side, then the other, as they removed the ropes, then rolled up the ropes and
|eft, chatting to one another of inconsequentidities, Sam aready offering suggestionsto Team Leader
Jebedo Quillow about one of the delicate vegetable houses. Outside, al the children except for Saturday
and Jeopardy werefilling in the hole, bringing spadefuls of soil from other areasto makeit level and
invisble. In the centra room, the cousins were cleaning off the thing with the paintbrush Gotoit had
brought, brushing away the remaining webs, which had clung to the mass but which were now shriveling
into ash. When they had finished, they stood back and looked at it. It stood the height of atall man upon
the plinth: dark, rugged, and angular, like asurredistic sculpture of an dmost human form. It had nothing
that could beidentified asahead or limbs, and yet it gave theimpression of personhood. A sound came
from the pedestal, the dightest whisper, as though something were moving dowly insde the one. After a
time, dim lights gathered at the foot of the new thing, ascended very gradudly to the top and

disappeared.

A black-and-white tabby cat came into the room with alive ferf in her jaws. She jJumped onto the plinth
and laid the animal againgt the base of the mass, then jumped down and | ft the room, purring loudly.
Two other cats camein with Smilar burdens.

"That was Gotoit's cat,” Jep remarked after atime. "That stripey one. She cdlsit Lucky.”

Saturday nodded and brushed the surface of the plinth with her bare pam, cleaning away the few scraps
of scruffy ferf hair that remained on the stone. The bodies of the ferfs had disappeared silently into the
meass before them.

"The God was hungry," said Jep. "We're the Ones Who have to take care of that."
"| think the catswill take care of that," returned Saturday.
"How come the cats didn't take care of it before? With Bondru Dharm?”

"Bondru Dharm didn't know about cats," Saturday answered. " There weren't any cats here when Bondru
Dharm was raised. But we know about cats, and Birribat was one of us, so the cats will take care of
that. We're the Ones Who have to take care of al the rest of it."

FIVE

Scattered among the relentlessy cheerful and dedicated hosts of the High Baidee, who were so
conscientious and hard-working they had little time to be introspective about their religion, therewere a
few whose natures demanded that they do more for the faith than merely dress and eat correctly, keep
the four hundred positive ordinances, and engage in the conventional daily recitations of the words of the
prophetess. They were the enthusiasts, the sectarian devotees, zed ots of the Overmind, whose heads,
unfooled-with by any outsdeforce, urged them to stricter vigilance and more extreme effort.

One such fanatic, though hisfamily and friends did not know it, was Shan Damzdl. Another such washis
friend and mentor, Howdabeen Churry. Though there was dmost no differencein their ages, Shan
consdered himsdlf Churry'sdisciple. Hewent so far asto cal Churry teacher, though only when they
were done. He did it to be daring, to share a secret between them, like asmall boy sharing anewly
learned dirty word. Theword teacher was, like the words evangelist, missionary, apologist, or
advocate, aword to which implications of head-fooling stuck like glue. High Baidee preferred words
like lecturer, expositor, or commentator, wordswithout any imputation of coercion. When one said
teacher, the hearer might infer that someone was being taught, athing no right-minded Baidee would
consent to. Explaining something was dl right. Teaching it was not. With the exception of religious
matters, of course. Or military ones.



Howdabeen aways demurred when Shan said teacher. "Perhagps| may clarify your own thoughts™ he
was gpt to say. "Perhaps my ideation throws your own conceptionsinto brighter light, but | make no
effort to convince you of the correctness of my own mental processes or the position | take because of
them." Indeed, he had no reason to do so. Though Howdabeen was very young, only in hisearly
twenties, he had enormous charisma. This attribute alone made him believable in the way that actors and
demagogues are beievable: he was so overwhemingly convincing he was never required to demondirate
relevance. Though he was not particularly handsome, Howdabeen Churry was unsullied. He had that
clarity of eye and clean sweetness of skin which spoke of acam conscience housed in an uncorrupted
body. Others might chant, " Stuff happens, not guilty,” responsively in the temple. Howdabeen intoned it,
believing it utterly. He could not be guilty because his heart was pure. He was as assured of his purity as
he was of his correctness, and he maintained his correctness by constant attention to himself and what he
was doing and what he thought about things.

He carried thistendency toward sdlf-autopsy into his professona life. When young Baidee joined
Churry's brigade, even those with appropriate backgrounds and acceptabl e habits were examined
microscopicaly, as Churry, so he said, would have wished to be examined himsalf. Churry wanted no
mere time-servers. He believed that danger had come and would come, that the Overmind intended
recurrent tests of the readiness and dedication of its parts. Churry was convinced of it. His own senses,
of which the Overmind obvioudy approved, confirmed it. Danger lurked. It was out there, somewhere,

getting ready.

Thus, when Shan Damzd showed up in some excitement, announcing that he had been picked as part of
afamily team to go to Hobbs Land, ostensibly to do asurvey, but redlly because of some unspecified
danger that a probably paranoid woman had dmost certainly invented, Churry eiminated adl the quaifiers
as he heard them and rubbed his mental hands together over the opportunity that remained. Of all the
words Shan Damzel uttered, Howdabeen Churry heard fully only Hobbs Land and danger asthe
operdtive syllables.

Churry had apersond interest in possible dangers. Over the past two years he had been organizing a
secret strike force, an association of several hundred like-minded Baidee brigadeers too young for the
regular army and too zealousto sit on their hands. Older, perhaps wiser Baideg, if they had known of this
covert corps, might have called it abunch of foolhardy young hotheads. Churry called it The Arm of the
Prophetess. The Arm had been formed to protect everything the Baidee stood for. It was designed to
move S0 swiftly that it would have struck and withdrawn before anyone knew it was there.

"Becareful,” said Churry to Shan in the voice of one devoted, though superior, friend to another. "When
you get there, be exceptiondly careful. Don't take anything on faith. Don't accept anyone'sword for

anything."

"Actudly, we're only supposed to keep our eyes open while were doing an Ancient Monuments
Survey," Shan demurred, abit taken aback at Churry's unquaified enthusiasm. "Therewon't even be
people where well spend most of our time.”

"When there are peopl e, note exactly what they say and what they do, Shan. Look for signs of mental
control. Oh, well, you know. We've discussed it at brigade conference time and again. Thelast time,
when theinvaders came, the threat was overt and easy to see. Next time, | fedl it will be more subtle.
The Overmind istesting us, Shan."

"Y es, teacher," said Shan, greetly daring.

Churry smiled and preened inwardly. He relished this and other attentions from the handsome Damzel
scion, though in hismost private heart Churry thought Shan abit of afool. All that quivering frailty about



his sudies on Ninfadd!

"How have the dreams been?' he asked, rather daring in histurn. One did not lightly mention dreamsto
Shan Damzdl.

"Controllable," said Shan, offhandedly. "The doctors are redly very good. They've taught me some
excdlent techniques.” Heignored the drops of cold swegt which had sorung from his hairlineimmediately
on hearing theword dreams.

"I've never asked you," said the other, curioudy. "While you were on Ninfadel, did you ever have any
feding at dl that the Porsamight be athrest to us?'

Words stuck in Shan'sthroat. His eyes bulged dightly. He shut them and nodded, as though reciting
something to himsdf, some kind of rhythmic chant. At length he opened his eyes again and managed to
say, "No. Not in the way you mean. No."

The barely controlled terror in Shan's eyes shamed Churry. He hadn't meant to set the boy off that way.
Heturned away, pretending he had not seen Shan'sreaction. "Wdll, be careful,” he said lamely. "Come
see me the moment you get back."

By thetime aday or two had passed, he forgot Shan's discomfiture while keeping clearly in mind that
there might be something dangerous on Hobbs Land. The Arm of the Prophetess had been doing
push-upsfor avery long time. Now he dared hope, more than alittle, that on Hobbs Land there might be
something dangerous for that well-muscled Arm to strike &t.

On Hobbs Land, unconcerned with possible dangers, Sam Girat dept and dreamed. He was deep in the
canyon of caves, exploring each cave as he cameto it, finding strange and remarkable creaturesliving
there.

ChinaWilm dreamed of a sapphire lake where bubbles rose from ventsin the depthsto float like
balloons above the gentle water, where beaches of diamond sand gleamed in every direction, coruscant
and marvelous. She had seen that lake, or invented it, in afantasy when she was a child. She came back
to it now and then, for comfort and peace.

Maire Girat dreamed of the VVoorstod of her childhood, of precipices from which bridges of stone
reached into low hanging clouds, of small creatures snging among the leaves, of fruit-laden vines,
dangling over sunwarmed walls. It was an idedlized V oorstod, without shadows. The land she had
thought was there, when she was young.

Others dreamed: children, old people, men and women. Even the cats dreamed, curled in their dens, and
the kittens, warm at their mothers teats. Saturday dreamed. And Jep. And, shalow benesth the soil,
Birribat Shum dreamed with them.

Topman Harribon Krusstook two days leave from Settlement Threein order to make hisvisit to
Settlement One. Topmen were encouraged to share experiences:. he could have made the trip on Hobbs
time, but he wanted no picky-picking at his schedule or second-guessing asto his motives by Spiggy's
minionsin the finance department. Before he left, he sat by his mother's bed for an hour or two, but she
woke only briefly to smile her haggard smile and murmur something indistinguishable. He made the trip
aone, leaving Dracun in Settlement Threeto bite her fingernailsin frustration. Though she had been
content to have Jamel gone, ever since he had disappeared, Dracun had acted like a smudged copy of
ZiliaMakepesce, dl too ready to make incoherent accusations. Harribon didn't want to get off on the
wrong foot with the Settlement One Topman, about whom he had heard interesting, or perhaps
disurbing, things.



Topman Samasnier, however, was dl charm and pleasantries as he welcomed Harribon, gave him the
pick of the guest rooms, bought him adrink at the canteen, and invited him to dine with him and Sdunidl
thet evening.

Harribon demurred appropriately. "Ah, Sam, that's too much work for Sa. She's got, what? Two little
ones?'

"Three. Sandemon, Sahkehla, and Sahdereh.” He laughed. "Nine, seven, and five. They're ahandful all
right, but it's no problem. Some of the older folks are fixing dinner at the brotherhouse for us. We've got
ahandful of retireds now, Harri. Doesn't seem it could be that long, doesit? | remember first day we
stepped through the Door. | was Six, and the oldest settler here at the settlement was what? Fifty
lifeyears? And we've got great-grest-grandmas now! Of course, they were grandmas or mommas when
they came, but it won't be long before people have enough land creditsto get their land rights.”

Harribon, who was somewhat younger, merely nodded and smiled, wondering alittle at how relaxed
Sam seemed, Samasnier Girat who was known for being tight asaguy wire. Sam Girat who was
supposed to be so hyper he wandered around haf the night, fighting mongters. It couldn't be the drink;
they'd only had this one. Unless Sam was on something, which was possible. Maybe the med-techs had
come out and settled him down.

"What bringsyou over, Harri?'

The question took Harribon almost by surprise; he choked on his drink. Hed thought Sam knew why
he/d come. "I came over, Sam, to find out how in hell Settlement One manages to keep its people so

pesceable.”
"Ahwel," Sam made a deprecatory gesture, as though it was nothing much.

"Don't ah well me, Sam. I've heard dl the rumors; I've scotched afew of them. | don't think you've
hexed the rest of us, which some few of the younger workers seem to believe. | don't think you're getting
favored treatment from CM. But get rid of al that nonsense and the fact remains, Sam, Settlement One
doesit somehow. It was true even before your time as Topman, according to the Archives, so I'm not
blaming you persondly." Helaughed, cocking his head to show hed intended no offense.

Sam gared a him, amost incomprehendingly. "I've dways thought that was & hellip; just sories” he said
at last. "We had awhile during peak season, you know, when everything went to hell. It was after our
God died, old Bondru Dharm.” He laughed, shrugging. "We had ahdl of aten daysthere. | figured al the
meanness that happened afterward was because of that. That'swhat | told them at CM. But once we
quit fretting over it, we got back to norma pretty soon."

"Normd for you," said Harribon, squeezing the words out between histeeth. " Sam, what's normal for
you isn't normal for therest of us, that'swhat I'm trying to tell you. By my grandmas left tit, you know
what I'm saying. We need to know why. Thirty-some odd years, that's long enough to say it isn't chance!
Not an accident! Something's at work here, Sam, for shish sake."

Sam shrugged again, still uncomprehending or giving every gppearance of it. "Well, if you think so, maybe
0. | don't know what it is, Harri. Maybeit'sjust because the way we areisthe way we are. I've lived
heredl my life, amogt. | don't know how were different from anyone el se. People come from CM now
and then, look us over, sort of stamp around, make afuss, and then go away again. Y ou'd think if there
were anything, they'd seeit, wouldn't you? They've been looking at usfor al that time. Wouldn't they
have seen it?'

"Will you let melook?' Harribon asked, holding his breath and histemper.



"Sure! Look! Anywhere. Ask questions. Get aflier from the garage. Go on out to Bubble Lake, if you
want to see something pretty. Or Cloudbridge.”

"Bubble Lake? Cloudbridge?'

"Sure. They're close by. Anyone down at maintenance can tell you how to get there. Supper's at
nightwatch two. That'll give you timeto clean up after you go digging around.” He bowed and swept one
arminalong arc toward the door, giving his guest the freedom of the settlement.

Harribon had never heard of Bubble Lake or Cloudbridge. Besides, he hadn't come to look at scenery.
So far as he knew, no one ever went anywhere on Hobbs Land to look at scenery. What he wanted to
know would be in the settlement, anyhow, so he went firgt to the barns and equipment yards, looking for
nothing in particular. He found nothing in particular. People seemed to be fully occupied, not hurrying, but
not wasting time ether. They greeted him, introduced themselves, seemed pleased to see him, but didn't
stand around looking for an excuse not to work. He stood for awhile in the door of the main tractor
shed, watching aman and woman working on afertilizer pump. She was doing the repair. He was
fetching and carrying. Harribon saw her put out her hand for atool and the tool being dapped into it, then
the hand again and another tool. He watched for somelittle time, then left, redizing only after held left that
the two hadn't exchanged aword. That's the kind of teamwork he envied. He saw it sometimes at Three,
but it was arare and wonderful commodity.

In the fields the weeders and fertilizer spreaders moved dowly down rows of rootcrops, across the tops
of grain fieds. Water ran in glittering rivulets here and there. Harribon stood on abridge over amain
ditch, watching the threads of silver sparkle away into the distance. Beneath him, the bank of aditchlet
had recently given way, letting the water spill onto the surrounding soil to make atiny sivamp. Harribon
looked up to seeif anyone was near enough to call. No need. From across afield, a quarter of amile
away, aman was moving toward him with ashove, grinning as he came. Three strokes of the shovel
fixed the ditch wall.

"Niceday," sad theworker, looking out over thefidd. "Y ou vigting?'
"From Settlement Three," Harribon told him. "How'd you know this ditch was broken?”
"Thought it waslikdly," the man grinned, giving him aknowing look.

The place must have broken before, Harribon told himself. The settler evidently knew it waslikely to
break again.

A power truck moved out from the centrd garage, stopping at field side at the same moment that the
robot weeder drew up to the road. The operators exchanged chitchat while the weeder was fueled, then
they went their separate ways.

"How'd you know he was out?' Harribon asked the truck operator.
"Usudly runs out about now," wasthe casud answer.

He walked back through the settlement, stopping to peer into the ruined temples, to walk around on the
shattered mosaic floors and stare at the grillwork and the centra stone. Hed made atrip here, years ago,
to seethe God. He didn't remember it as having been anything very impressive. A chunk of sone with
sparklesinit. Now it was gone. He went out to the north, stopping briefly at the creche and again at the
schooal, to find they appeared to be much like the Settlement Three créche and school. Here, however,
the children weren't yelling at each other. Y dlling, yes, but not at each other. The sonic effect wasthe
same, but the psychic effect was quite different, noisy but purposeful. Like an orchestratuning up.



North of the town the path dropped into a streambed, up the other side, and out onto fairly level ground
where the other ruined temples stood, just as held seen them the last time held been here.

Except that one of them had been rebuilt. Where had he heard that? Someone from CM had told him.
Jamice. Last time held consulted her about anew chief mechanic, sheld told him how surprised they'd
been at the reconstruction. So thiswasit?

He circled the Structure, sartling severd cats and surprising four children who were busy plastering the
exterior wallswith what appeared to be amixture of clay and straw.

"Hi," hesaid. "Sorry to have gartled you."
"That'sdl right, Sr," thelargest of the boys said. "Y ou must be the visitor from Settlement Three"
"Harribon Kruss," he said, holding out a hand.

Each took it in turn, announcing his or her own name. Saturday Wilm. Jep Wilm. Gotoit Quillow. Willum
R. Quillow.

"That'squite abig job," Harribon commented. "Y ou going to do the whole outside?"
"It'straditiond,” remarked Gotoit. "To do it every year."

"After it's smooth and dry, we can paint it,” said Saturday. "We're thinking up the designs now."
"What do you plan to put on it?’

"Thisyear we think somekind of aquatic motif,” said Gotoit. "Credlies and water weed and dl kind of
little creepers. Like out a Bubble Lake & hdllip; "

"ThisBubble Lake," interrupted Harribon. "I don't think I've heard of that before.”

"Well we only found it recently,” said Jep. "It lies out west of the settlement, in alittle fold, sort of, where
you wouldn't happen on it ordinarily.”

"Anywhere near Cloudbridge?"
"No, Cloudbridge is more up toward the Gobbles. Past the New Forest."

Harribon nodded. He hadn't heard of aNew Forest, either, trees being in short supply anywhere except
up on the escarpment.

"Okay if | goingde?' he asked.
There was amoment's hesitation, only amoment, as though they were thinking this over.

Then, "Sure," said Saturday. "No reason why not. Don't scuff up the floors, though. They were alot of
work."

Hetook off his boots when he went inside, dipping along the curved floorsin his socks, floors curved to
fit the rumps of the Departed, so held been told. The place had a strange beauty. He didn't remember the
temple heldd vigted before as being beautiful, but thisonewas. Very dim, of course, with only the light
reflected through the grills from the centra space and the tiny amount that came in through the ventilation
ditsand open door. Would the Departed have used the temples at night? How would they have lighted
them? There were no candle sticks, no lanterns. He roamed around the scooped floor, stopping at the



grilled door to peer into the central space.

It stood there, regarding him. He remained poised, amost off-balance for along, frozen moment as he
dared at it, then he stumbled back the way he had come. The children were outside the door, mixing
more mud plagter.

"Y ou have & helip; you have another God," he said, wondering if they knew.

"Oh, yes," said Jep offhandedly. "Did it Sartleyou, Sr? I'm sorry."

"It'snameisBirribat Shum," said Saturday. "Jep and | are the Ones Who take care of it."
"Wehelp," protested Gotoit and Willum R. smultaneoudy.

"Oh, yes," Saturday agreed. "L ots of people help. And cats.”

"How long have you had it?" Harribon asked, pulling on hisboots, hisblood pressure dowly returning to
normal, now feding dightly ashamed of hisfirg reaction.

"He was raised fifteen days ago,” said Saturday. "Between the tenth and the e eventh hour of the
daywatch. Like his predecessor, he was Noon Discovered.” She laughed, the others laughing with her.
"It'sapun,” shetold Harribon. "Or maybe ariddle. Bondru Dharm means 'Noon Discovered,’ so Birribat
isaso Bondru Dharm.”

The children went back to their plastering. Harribon sat where he was, just outside the door of the
temple, listening to them bickering back there. They sounded like any children anywhere. Willum R. was
teasing Jep about being Saturday's sweetheart, threatening to paint abig heart with an arrow through it on
the temple when they got it plastered. Gotoit wastelling him to quit teesing and get more straw. After a
time other children came through the willows, greeted him, and went to help the plastering crew.

Harribon sat and listened. There was amud fight. There was much squedling and laughter, but no one
was hurt, though Gotoit spoke vehemently to Willum R. about his getting mud in her ear. Severa faces
were washed down at the stream. Still Harribon sat. When it began to grow dark, Saturday and Jep
Wilm came from behind the temple and offered to walk with him back to the settlement. They stopped at
the stream to wash.

"The only problem with thisjobisit'sredly filthy," Saturday complained. "It's like monstirous mud pies.”
"Should you say that?' Harribon asked in dight wonderment. "Sinceit'sfor the God?"
"Why shouldn't you?" she asked him. "The God doesn't care about stuff like that.”

"| thought Gods were very drict about stuff likethat," he perssted. " Strict about, ah & hdllip; blasphemy.
Joking about & hdllip; sacred things."

"Ther€'s nothing sacred about plastering the temple, isthere, Jep?”
Jep was drying hisface on his shirttail and only grunted in reply.

"lsn't the God sacred?' Harribon went on, wondering why he was asking these children questionslike
these. "1 mean, you do call it God."

"Oh, we could cdl him anything," Saturday announced. "We could cal him Bafflebreeze. Or Chinless. Or
Audrdia. It doesn't matter what you call him, for shish sake. He's Birribat Shum, just like I'm Saturday,
and Jep's Jep. Just like you're Harribon Kruss, Topman of Settlement Three. It'sjust aname, that'sall.



Kind of alabel, you know."

"It'sjust away," said Jep. "A convenience. A kindness." He stopped abruptly. "Here'swhere we have to
cut off for our clanhome, sir. A pleasant nightwatch.”

Harribon stood and watched them darting away through the dusk, down a sdeway toward a cluster of
houses, which were no doubt fully occupied by the Wilm clan. They were no different from the
clanhousesfound in Settlement Three, and yet he found himsalf examining them, trying to find something
Strange or exotic about them. Everything was built of foam panels. There wasn't much a builder could do
to make a gponge-pand sructurelook digtinctively different from any other sponge-pand structure. The
brotherhouse had awide porch and welcoming door. The severd ssterhouses spread from it, each with
its private entrance leading to private spaces insde, space for women to entertain their lovers and friends,
private space for older women, too, grandmas and such, ong with plenty of room for growing children.
Jep would probably be moving out of his mother's place and into the brotherhouse within the next year or
0. Willum R. probably aready had. Most boys moved when they started having love affairs—or
thinking about having love affairs. Just thinking could go on for a considerable time without anything redlly
happening, not like those marriage cultures, where al the women were trying to cling to their virginity and
al themalesweretrying to take it away from them, everybody panting and rushing, trying to grab off
acceptable partners under acceptable conditions before they got too old.

Thinking of getting old: if there were retiredsin Settlement One, people who were no longer contractualy
obliged to work in production, it wouldn't be long before brotherhouses would hire them as
housekeepers and cooks for the clans. And then it wouldn't be long before some of the settlerswould
have land rights of their own. And after that Hobbs Transystem Foods would turn Settlement One over
to the people in accordance with the contract and begin recruiting for a Settlement Twelve, off inthe
nowheres. Harribon had once asked Spiggy how many settlements there would be, altogether, when
Hobbs Foods was finished planting and harvesting. Hundreds, Spiggy had said. Hundreds, spread across
the arable plains of Hobbs Land, with wide stretches of the original Hobbs Land |eft untouched between.

"Land left between, so therewill be no extinctions" Spiggy had said. "Not of plants. Not of animals.”
Authority frowned on extinctions. At least, the Science Advisory did, which was pretty much the same
thing.

It wasdl sofamiliar, and yet it felt foreign, exotic. It was too peaceful. Perhapsthat wasit. At home, in
Settlement Three, there were dways problems. Always the subliminal whine of discord, somewhere, like

the snarling of atrapped cat. Here, Harribon was aware of no problems. If there were problems, Sam
would handle them.

Or, hetold himsdlf, perhaps Birribat Shum would handle them. Before they ever happened.

"Youlook tired,"” Sdl told Harribon over the liqueurs asthey sat by awindow of the Girat brotherhouse,
looking out over the fields. Behind them in the kitchen they could hear the bustle and clatter of two of the
retireds who were cleaning up after dinner, mixed with the treble chatter of Sdl's young ones.

Harribon smiled, shaking hishead. "Not redlly. Just thoughtful. Y our brotherhouseis very quiet, Sam.
Y ou were an only son?"'

"l had one brother, Maechy. He died as a child, before we came to Hobbs Land. In fact, it was his death
that prompted my mother to become a settler. My parents were married, in Voorstod upon Ahabar, but
mother was the only one who came to Hobbs Land.”

"Sam's brotherhouse will fill up when Sande and Sake get to be big men,” Sdl laughed. "Then Sam can
play uncle, right enough.” About fourteen, that's when boys needed to live with men, so said the



conventiona wisdom. Up until then, mothersdid well enough.

"What about your mother?' Harribon asked them, trying to remember what it was he had heard about
Sam's mother.

"Maire? She hasasmall ssterhouse to hersdlf," Sam said. " She works at the creche, which she enjoys.
Weinvited her to join ustonight, but she said she wastoo tired of people to eat with people. Some of the
older sttlers are talking about building aretireds home when we get land rights, maybe up north of the
Seitlement, whereit'squiet.”

"Up by the temples" Harribon offered.

"West of there. But fairly close.”

"l was up theretoday."

"Wereyou?" asked Sdl. "How were the kids coming with the plastering job?"

Somehow, Harribon had not expected her to know about the plastering job. "They seemed to be
enjoyingit."

"Y eah, they get akick out of doing stuff for the God," said Sam. "The way Birribat Shum and Vonce
Djbouty used to. Did they tell you they were the Ones Who?"

Harribon nodded. "They said everyone helped.”

"Oh, well, yes. If something needs doing. But mostly the kids. It's good for them. Teachesthem alot
about planning ajob and sticking with it until it's done. And with the child [abor provisonsin the
settlement contract, they can't be involved in production, so it gives them something they can fed good
about having accomplished.”

A peaceful slence. Harribon swallowed again, amost painfully. "1 didn't know you had another God,

Sam furrowed his brow, scowled into hisdrink. "I guess we haven't made any announcement about it."

"Stirsthings up too much," agreed Sd, making aface. "Can you imagine ZiliaMakepeace if wetdl her
we have anew God. 'Who authorized you to have anew God.' 'Why wasn't Native Matters consulted
about thisnew God? " She laughed. "Or what about Jamice Bend? 'What are the personnel implications
of your having another God.' We just didn't want to bother. We figure eventudly they'll find out, and then
we can say, Zilia, Jamice, it's been here for years. Why make afuss now? "

"Where & hellip; where did you get it?'

"The children found it,” said Sam. "And since they'd already prepared the temple, of courseweraised it.”
"Found it? Raised it?"

"It was buried. In the soil." Sam regarded him thoughtfully. "Does that bother you, Harri?'

"Dont let it bother you, Harri," said S, regarding him with lovely, luminous eyes.

"Itignt fair," hesad, hisvoicerising uncontrollably, angrily. "Itisnt far!"

Therewas adight noise at the door, and they turned to see Saturday and Jeopardy Wilm standing there.



"Excuse me," said Saturday. "'I'm terribly sorry to interrupt, but we had to bring something for Topman
Harribon."

"For me?' The anger which had flooded him flowed away in an ingant, leaving him feding empty and
ashamed. He looked at the package the child was offering him without understanding anything. He didn't
understand why hefélt as he did. He didn't understand who he was mad at. He didn't understand why he
was sanding here holding afilm bag with something whiteinsdeit. It meant nothing to him.

"lsn't there someone at Settlement Three who's dying?' Saturday wanted to know.
The words caught in Harribon'sthroat. "My & hdllip; my mother,” he said at last. "How did you know?"

Saturday drew him away and talked to himin alow voice, giving him the package, touching hisface with
her hands. Jep was taking too, patting him, stroking him.

"It'l bedl right," the children said. "All right. We're the Ones Who know about these things. Y ou'll see”
Then they were gone.

"What did she give you?' Sal asked curioudly, taking the packet from Harribon's hand and peering &t it.

Harribon stared through them, not seeing them, not sure what he saw. "A God for Settlement Three," he
sad a last. "They knew | thought it wasn't fair. So they gave me a God for Settlement Three.”

ElitiaKrussdied at the sixteenth hour of the nightwatch three days after Harribon returned from
Settlement One. Her passing was peaceful. She went from alive to not alive on apassing breath.
Harribon, who had spent the past two nightwatches on a couch in her room, did not even realize she had
gone until the bresthless slence woke him from adrowse.

Harribon had one brother, Slagney, and two sisters, Paragon (Parry) and Perfection (Perfy). The four of
them wrapped their mother's body loosdly in ablanket and carried it at the first daywatch hour to aplace
just west of the settlement where there was a considerable tract of high, wooded ground and ashallow
gravethey had al helped dig the day before. They laid her in the grave. Parry recited a poem her mother
had been fond of . Harribon knelt above the body for amoment, tucking something inside the blanket,
then they picked up the shovelsthey had |eft the day before, covered their mother's body, and went back
to the brotherhouse, where they prepared breakfast for the children.

"I don't understand why she didn't tell me she wanted to be buried out there," wept Parry, who was the
eldest daughter. "Momma awaystold me everything.”

"l think it just cameto her within the last few days," Harribon said in the camest voice he could achieve,
one somewhat liquefied by swallowed tears. " She told me during the night. | wasthe only onethere. |
should have mentioned it to you before she died, but | just didn't think of it until yesterday.” He
remembered the conversation, almost. Perhaps he had mentioned how |lovely the view was from out
there. Something.

"What wasit you put in the grave with her?' Slagney wanted to know. Slagney was the youngest, the
baby, and he had a habit of petulance.

"Her locket," said Harribon honestly. There had been alocket in the packet, dong with the thing
Saturday Wilm had given him. "The one you gave her when you moved into the brotherhouse. She
treasured it. She asked for it when she told me where to bury her.”

"Oh," said Sagney, his petulance detoured for the moment by sentiment. The locket had been his"leaving
home" gift to his mother. Sons often gave their mothers gifts when they moved into the brotherhouse, gifts



to say I'm still with you, | till love you, I'm no farther away than next door. "Isn't CM going to be upset
at us, burying her outside the authorized cemetery?'

"If anyonetdlsthem, probably so," said Perfy, the second daughter. " Since she wanted to be buried out
there and not in the buria ground, I'm not going to tell CM. Areyou, Slagney?”'

"Don't beafool,” he sngpped. "Of course not. But people here will know there was no grave dug in the
burid ground."

"I had one dug there," said Harribon. Y esterday. WEIl gofill it in after breskfast." He chewed his bread
and nodded and made quiet conversation and wiped the faces of young children in between repestedly
wiping the pam of hishand againg histrouser legs. He could till fed the warm gtickiness of the white
stuff when he had taken it from the filmbag and pressed it against his mother's body. She had been cold
and dead, but the fiber had been warm and dive. When she had died, he couldn't remember what it was
the Wilm children had told him that made him so sure, o very sure. He il couldn't remember, not
exactly. Something. Something very important. And even if he couldn't remember what they'd said, he
had remembered what to do.

And now, now, now what was going to happen?

Shan, Bombi, and VolsaDamzd arrived on Hobbs Land middaywatch, immediately following the arriva
of four men from Ahabar, and since both contingents were gathered smultaneoudy in the smal reception
area, the welcoming committee consisting of ZiliaMakepeace, Dern Blass, and Tandle Wobster
encountered them dl. Dern, without displaying any of the interest and suspicion hefdt at the advent of
men who were unmistakably V oorstoders, asked for their names—Muga Pye, Epheron Floom, Preu
Fandry, and ayoung man cdled llion Girat—without giving hisin return. The name Girat rang abell, of
course, and Dern had to remind himself to show no sign of recognition.

"And what brings you to Hobbs Land?" he asked.

Preu FHandry claimed they would be doing a comprehensive survey of Hobbs Land for the Archives, and
certainly they were laden with enough recording equipment to make this explanation seem reasonable.
Even in Ahabar there were few barriers against travel by Voorstoders. Dern had no reason to act upon
what hetold himsdf was merdly prejudicia didike.

Since Dern was being hisusud casud self and Tandd was being her usud efficient one, the Voorstoders
were speedily sent off to travelers housing without having any ideawho it was they had met—or who
had met them. Then the three Thykerites were escorted to VIP quarters, where they were introduced to
their assigned servants (cook/chauffeur/va et/guidefinterpreter/factotum) and generally welcomed with
remarkably little fuss. Dern and Tandle soon bowed themselves away, leaving the three vistorswith Zilia,
as she had been mentdly urging them to do for somelittletime.

Ziliahad been keeping herself very much under control. She hadn't known the Thykerites were coming
until thismorning. She certainly didn't want them reporting back to the Native Matters Advisory that
sheld gone off her head or was being willfully capricious. She might be capricious while no one was
watching, but not when Rasiel Plum and the whole Native Matters Advisory membership could pinit on
her. Ziliahad met Rasd Plum and had the highest regard for his perspicacity and his determingation.

"Well," she said in ashaky voice when they were |eft done. The three of them were looking at her as
though she were something doubtful and possibly dangerous. She looked back, thinking they werethe
dangerous ones, the whole ensemble of them: three stocky white-tuniced figures, each tunic diagondly
dashed by awide purple belt with azettle tucked into it; three dark, round faces turned toward her under
three immaculate and identically folded white turbans; three triangles of ochre hair showing over three



unwrinkled brows, three pairs of paeydlow, very glittery eyes, which seemed to be examining her soul.
Under those turbans, the hair would be long enough to sit on, but done up in tight braids. In obedienceto
the prophetesss command, High Baidee did not cut their hair. The prophetess had said, "Do not et
people fool with your heads," and headsincluded hair. The Scrutators had ruled, however, that faces
were distinct from heads, and the male Baidee were not bearded.

"Well," assented Shan, curving hisstraight lipsinto anarrow arc, likeadice of melon. "That wasdl very
nice. | feel properly welcomed. Now, what can we offer you, Lady Makepeace.”

"Zilig" shesad, ill inthe shaky voice. "Zilia, please. Nothing, nothing at al. | had luncheon shortly
before you arrived. If you and your clanmembers are hungry, pleasefed free & hdlip; " Shan was, she
decided, the denderest one of the three. And the handsomest. Not that she, Zilia, should care about that.
Baidee did not mix.

"| think something light," declared Volsain asurprising hungry-beast voice. " Something green or orange,
with leavesin it. What's good on Hobbs Land.”

"If you'll permit me?" Ziliawent to the door and spoke softly to the CM steward waiting there. A salad
dressed with cit juice and grain ail. Fruit. A bottle of the mild, sparkling wine made at Settlement Eight.
Cheesefrom Six. A few small cregly leg sandwiches. The High Baidee ate no mammalian mest, no eggs,
and nothing contaminated by either, but they did eat fowl and fish. Ziliahoped credies would count as
fish.

Evidently they were close enough to fish, though Bombi did ask if the creature had fins and scales. Bombi
was the plumpest one, the one with the dightly exaggerated manner.

"Both,” Ziliaassured him. "Both finsand scales, yes™
"And what'sit caled?'

"Credy," she said, leaving off the legs. Mogt thingswith finsdid not have legs. So far as Ziliaknew, the
High Baidee had never ruled on the acceptability of credies, which meant that eating them was, at leadt,
not forbidden. "A creature unique to Hobbs Land. So far aswe know."

"Now," said Shan, chewing away at apiece of fruit, "What'sdl this we hear about the Departed.”

"What we have hereis not about the Departed, at least not on the surface,” Ziliamurmured. "What's on
the surface is human children rebuilding atemple of the God. The Departed God, one presumes.”

When she had finished telling her tae, clarifying whenever they liked, she waited for judgement. Inasmuch
as shewas dleging—or at least suggesting—some form of coercion, anathemato any Baidee, the
Stuation demanded a pronouncement of some kind.

"Do you have any reason to believe, any real reason,” Volsaasked at last, "that the children were
coerced into rebuilding that temple?’

Ziliashook her head miserably. Shedidn't. Not really.
"Do you have any reason to believe anything got them to rebuild that temple againgt their will ?*

She shook her head again. "l just havethisfeding,” she admitted. "A feding that something
isnt &hdlip; isn't theway it's being represented.”

"Hmph," said Bombi. "Well, I, for one, am going to get proper chartsfrom the Centrd Management



office and lay out a schedule for an Ancient Monuments survey. That's what we're hereto do, after dl.
Well do alittle back-country, then alittle civilization. Therés only the one village withtemplesinit, right?
Settlement One? When we get to that point, well see what we can find out, right? Seeif we find anything
to confirm your ‘fedings.'"

"Do you want meto come dong?" Zilia asked, not sure whether she wanted them to say yesor no.

"Perhaps. Let usdo ahit of surveying, first," Shan asserted. "We may not ask you to join us when we get
to Settlement One either. Just to avoid any appearance of undue influence, you understand.”

She smiled, indicating she did understand. Then she left them to go back to her apartment at CM taff
housing, where she spent the night chewing her nails to the quick and wondering if she wereredly going
mad. What did she think was happening here? She honestly didn't know.

Meantime, the Damzel team got hold of Spiggy Fettle and invited him to dinner. They caught himwith a
companion, and he spoke to them with the screen blanked out, which his companion much preferred.

"I'm not observant," he told on-the-screen Shan. "'l don't own akamrac or a zettle. | wouldn't know how
towind aturban if my life depended onit, and | eat eggs.”

"Not at our table, you don't,”" laughed Shan. "Asfor the rest, wear aloin cloth if you like, but we need to
talk."

Spiggy, who was having one of hisal-time top highs, thought having dinner with atroupe of Thykerites
would be great fun or ridiculous, one or the other, but in any case good for alaugh. Besides, his
companion had to be el sewhere that evening.

Asit turned out, the Damzels were nobody's fools and gave him agood deadl to think about. No, hetold
them serioudy over thefinishers of dried fruit and confections, he didn't redly think Ziliawas mad.

"| rather like her, you know," he admitted. "Despite her paranoia She told me about her traumeatic
upbringing, and I've decided it'sreally some kind of supersengtivity she has. She scemsvery dert to
nuance. | don't think she honestly believes anyone on Hobbs Land ever did anything naughty to a
Departed, but she feels something covert is happening, and her quivering nervestrandate that into
something persond. By that, | mean something that affects Ziliaor Zilids purposein life. Thereare no
remote and irrdlevant snswith our Zilia. If there's anything going on, she'ssureit pertainsto her. She's
the only person | know who could overhear some harmless sexua hanky-panky between two settlers
and trandate it into athreat against the Departed.”

"So you think something could be going on?' Volsa asked.

"I know something is going on. Have you read Chaniger'swork on settlement gpplications of the classc
Gaean hypothesis?!

Bombi shrugged at Shan who shrugged at Volsa, who said, "He was one of our ingtructors on Phansure.”

"Heclams," said Spiggy, ignoring the skeptica tone Volsahad used, "that the introduction of any strange
speciesor, indeed, the loss of species causes great changes in the planetary psyche. Man has been on
Hobbs Land some thirty-odd lifeyears, so, if Chaniger isright—and I've dwaysfelt thereisagreat ded
to be said for his theories—we may expect the persona of Hobbs Land to be changing. It won't be
anything too obvious, | shouldn't think. We occupy only atiny land areaand have been careful not to
threaten local speciesin any way. Nonethel ess, some changeis probably occurring, and | think Zilia
sensesthat change. It may be the most minor of adjustments. Some bardly discernible shifting, but | think



shefedsit, asanimals are said to fed the precursorid tension of climatic or tectonic events.”
"Aninteresting theory," said Bombi, without expression.

"Of course, during this recent period, the Departed did die out,” murmured Volsa. "Assuming they werea
predominate species, their demise might create considerable change in the planetary ecology. However, |
think it only fair to tell you that the High Baidee do not accept the ideathat planets or planetoids have
psyches. To do so would imply that worlds have minds, and the proscriptions of the Baidee & hdllip; "

"Oh, I'mwell aware of dl that,” Spiggy laughed. "I was born and bred on Thyker, after dl. | lived there
long enough to learn al about the Overmind and the Baidee prophetess. My stance upon such
matters—which | will not alow you to cdl backdiding—is not due to ignorance of the words of Morgori
Oestrydingh. No, my beliefsare, | liketo think, my own device, not merely areaction against reveaed
truth. However, you asked me a question, and | gave you an answer. Y ou are free to reject the idea, or
put it in termsyou can accept if you like. Isn't that what Baideeis dl about, after dl? Not allowing our
minds to be controlled by others, so that we can be responsive to various ideas?’

Hewas laughing at them, and al three of them knew it. The prophetess had declared it asinto believein
absolute truths, but the Scrutators claimed that didn't gpply to religioustruths, of which they had
manufactured agood supply over the centuries.

"If you can't accept aplanetary persona,” Spiggy went on, "then think in terms of shifting ecologies. No
doubt they would also cause abit of a premonitory tension. My real point is, | don't want you to discard
Zilids concerns as mere paranoia. She's paranoid, yes, as many of those who share Voorstod heritage
seem to be, but that doesn't mean there isn't something going on."”

"Would you beinterested in joining our survey? If we could get you time off?" Bombi put the question as
ahypothetica one, but Spiggy took it serioudly.

"No," he said, after some thought. "If | went with you, it would be for pure curiosity's sake; | might do
some damage, and | can't imagine being of any help at al. My refusd isn't dueto lack of interest,
however. | fed bound to suggest that, if you could record your travels, there'd be aready market among
the settlements for your records. Settlers are intensely curious about the unsettled parts of Hobbs Land.”

He accepted their lifted brows as sufficient consideration of hisidea, and then fell back on hospitdity. He
invited them to walk about CM, to visit the Admin club as his guest, to use the sports complex, to take
advantage of the Archives. He made appropriate small tak, then left them to settle into familiar patterns
of haf tak, haf musing, which wastheir family trait.

"Personas & hdllip; "

" &hdlip; not likdy, but &hdlip; "

"Something they haven't even thought of & hdllip; "

" & hdllip; seemsto be dert and responsive & hdlip; ™

A very long slence.

Then, "Tomorrow," said Shan.

And with that and their evening obel sance to the Overmind, they ended their day.

In the upper-leve personnd office of CM, Mugal Pye was attempting to impress Jamice Bend rather



more than he had impressed anumber of lesser functionaries on the floors bel ow.

"You see, Maam," hewas saying in hisinsinuating voice, "thisboy here, Ilion Girat, isanephew of Maire
Girat, who came here to Hobbs Land snorbel's years ago. All the boy wantsisto convey the greetings of
members of the family and get to meet his aunty, and we've had dl these persons below and outside
teling usit wasimpossble.

"Mr. Pye" said Jamice. "Y ou would be amazed to learn how many uncles and nephews and ssters and
sons come to Hobbs Land in order to escape from their kin and their families and al entanglements of the
past. Even when so muchis clear, we have dl manner of relatives coming here saying they only want to
talk to dear old aunty or advise dear Sster that mother has died or that they only want to say hello and
carry greetings back to thefamily. It may well be that thisyoung man's aunt will be glad to see her
nephew, but it isequaly likely such ameeting isthe last thing she desires. We've learned thisto our
sadness. It'swhy thereisno roster of personnel availableto vigtors. You won't evenfind it in the
Archives. Casud vistors are not told where our people are.”

"But what if shewanted to see him," pressed Mugal. "Would you forbid her doing so?"

"Of course we wouldn't. | have aform here which you, or in this case, the young man should fill out. He
should give usthe name of hisaunt, or the name she was known by before she came here, for she may
have changed it Since. He can tell uswhat the relationship is, and what the purpose of hisvistis. Then
well transmit the message to the person involved, and if he or she wantsto meet you, he or she will take
time off from the work of the settlement and come hereto CM to do so."

"We can't go there?'

"No, you can't go therefor that purpose unless you have awritten invitation to be aguest in her
clanhome. The settlements are not set up to receive casud visitors."

Mugd, since hewas aready committed, had Ilion Girat fill out the form and then watched while Jamice
hersdf fed the information into her desktop stage. He had little hope Maire Girat would want to see her
nephew, but anything was worth atry.

They left the office to join the others outside, and Ilion asked, for the dozenth time, "How long am | going
to haveto stay here? Thisplaceis so empty.”

It was true that Hobbs Land had no miststo creste walls and cellings among which men could move,
half-hidden from others of their kind. Here the horizon was far and clear, and vision disclosed more than
Voorstoders were accustomed to see.

"Youll stay until they send you home," said Mugal. "And they'll ask you how come you got |eft, and you'l
say you don't know. Y ou don't know, do you?"

Ilion shook his head. He didn't redlly. He only knew that someone else would go homein hisplace,
someone who had some connection to awoman named Maire. The whole thing, so far asllion was
concerned, was pointless.

In Settlement Three, Vemor Soames was learning how to lay stone. He and six or seven of hisfriends
had falen prey to an urgeto build something. Vernor wasn't surewhat. A clubhouse, maybe, he thought.

"| told them it would be dl right with you," Dracun had told Harribon. "I told them you wouldn't mind
their being fully occupied doing something sensble”

"Where do they want to build it?" Harribon had asked, in aflat and unsurprised voice which seemed



natura to the occasion.

"Out west of the settlement. There's some open ground out there and alot of broken stone at the bottom
of aledge

Harribon not only agreed to the project, he also used some personal creditsto hire an ancient-arts
hobbyit, two-jobbing from CM, to come give the boys lessonsin stonemasonry. At least, it had Started
with boys, but there were as many girlsinvolved by the time the lessons had progressed through
foundation digging and stonecuitting and mortar-mixing to actua stone-laying. So far as anyone could tell,
the young people had no plan, but asthe centra ringwall and radiating arches took shape, Harribon
relaxed into amood of fatalistic acceptance. He seemed to be the only one who noticed the resemblance
of the stonework to an architectural form already found upon Hobbs Land. But then, he was probably
the only one who had traveled to any part of Settlement One except the sports complex. The ruined
Owlbrit villages up on the escarpment were out of bounds for settlers.

Whilethe older children cut and laid stone, whole teams of younger ones combed the stream beds for flat
colored stones, which they sorted into boxes by color and size. Many such boxes sat near the
congruction Ste, waiting. Sometimes adults wandered out to the site and helped with the digging. The
areainsde the arches had to be scooped, just so, and then lined with large, flat stones, with the
intersticesfilled in with clay, to make a surface on which mosaics could be pieced together with
congtruction stickum.

"What would you do if you didn't have stickum?' Harribon asked VVernor one day as the boy took a brief
respite from lifting sone.

Vernor thought about it. The whininess which had aways distinguished his manner was amogt totaly
absent, Harribon had noted. "Clay," he said finally. "We'd set the stonesin abed of clay. But stickum's
better.”

Harribon agreed that stickum was probably better. So long as Centra Supply didn't cavil a supplying
such large quantities of it.

After the arches had been completed and the centra ringwall had risen to the height of three tall men,
Vernor came into Harribon's office and announced, "We need some grills. Each three of theradiating
arches comes down over one arch in the ringwall. There's twenty-four radiating arches, so that means
theréseight archesin theringwall. Each of those needs a grill, and one of them has to open, like adoor.
There's nothing in the settlement that will do. None of the machine grillswill fit. They need to be metdl,
and we can't make them here." Vernor was not in the least gpologetic as he explained his needs.

Harribon told the boy he would take care of it. He made another trip to Settlement One, thistime with an
engineering recorder cgpable of sampling materids. He made arecord of the grillsin al six temples, the
rebuilt one, the recently ruined one, and the four others, where only fragmentary bits could be found. The
grillsdiffered mostly in details. Some were wrought with leaves, others with blades of grass. Some had
curlicues, otherswere plain. Harribon's mother had been fond of certain aromatic native plants, which she
had grown in pots. Harribon made pictures of the plants and took the recorder notes and the picturesto
an artist hobbyist at Settlement Nine who sent the resultant plans on to the artisans shop a CM for bid
by any metal-working hobbyist. When the grills were delivered, subtly decorated with entwined metal
leaves and stems, the children working on the structure did not seem at al surprised.

Harribon hel ped with the central roof truss, as did seven other men of the Settlement, including acouple
of the Soames brothers. By that time, the thatching on the lower roof was complete and the mosaics
were nine-tenth'slaid on the scooped out floors. This building had adightly shallower scoop to the floor



than in the Settlement One temple, Harribon noted. Asthough something had realized humans werent
built at dl like the turnip shaped Departed.

When the building was complete, except for plastering, everyone went back to doing what they had done
before. Except, of course, that they got more done these days because people had almost totally stopped
getting angry with one another. At the end of the quarter, Harribon looked at the stats on production and
permitted himsalf awry and dightly fearful smile. If thiskept up, Settlement Three would be
neck-and-neck with Settlement One.

"Mom, " asked Jep one evening when Jep'slittle sister was soundly adeep and the two of them were
adone, atimethat wasincreasingly rare. "Do you know anything about mycdium?

"A little)" Chinareplied. "Fungusisn't my specidty, but I know what any competent botanist knows."
"Whét doesit do?'

"Well, | suppose modtly it'slikeroots. It isn't structured like roots, but it acts mostly like them. Mycdlium
isthe mass made up of the interwoven, often underground threads that make up the body of afungus.”

"| thought the thing on top was the fungus. The mushroom part." He was thinking of the thingsthat grew
in the mushroom house,

"No, the thing on top is only what we cal the fruiting body. Fruiting bodies don't even need to be on top,
sometimes they're buried. Let's see, there was a classic delicacy, way back, what was it? One gill sees
referencesto it. Thetruffle! That was an underground one. The actua fungusistherest of it, the
filaments, the interwoven threads, the part you don't see.”

"What doesit grow on?'

"Different thingsfor different kinds. Tree roots. Straw. Manure. Rotted leaves. Often on something that's
decaying, like adead tree or dead animal. What are you doing, homework?'

Jep nodded. Y es. He was doing homework.

"Whered you find the word mycdium?' his mother asked.

"l was asking the Archives. About things that grow underground.”

"Areyou worried about the children?" Africainquired of her Sster. "I get alittle worried sometimes.”

"About their getting involved with one another? No. The geneticslook al right, and they make each other

"It isn't that sO much. More this business of their identifying themsalves asthe Ones Who. | keep
remembering poor little Birribat Shum. And V once Djbouty. Now, there was amigfit.”

"Y ou think theré's some smilarity? Between Jep and Birribat Shum?' Chinawas properly horrified.
"They're nothing dike. Nothing at al. Poor little Birribat took care of the old temple very nicely, but
honestly, Africa, it'sall hewas good for. Once the eder Shumsdied, | was dways grateful he'd found
something to do."

"Did he, do you think?"
"Did hewhat?'



"Did hefind something to do? Or did something find him?"

"Y ou think the God came looking for Jep and Saturday?' Chinalaughed, not a al bothered. "Well, what
if it did? They aren't cregping around like little Birribat, dusting and siweeping and catching ferfsin little
traps. For heaven's sake, Africal Saturday and Jep are completely norma kids with a particular hobby,
thet'sdl.”

Africashook her head ruefully, agreeing. Certainly Saturday was acompletely normal kid.

"People have to be dying somewhere," Saturday murmured to Jep and the others. | just don't know how
wefind out where."

"We could gtart akind of club,” offered Gotoit. "To visit people who were sick. To take them flowers
and fruit. Thingslike that. Then when they died, wed know."

"An intersettlement club? Who would we ask?"
"Horgy Endure," suggested Jep. "If we could convince him it has something to do with production.”

"Well, it would have," said Gotoit. "If peopl€e's sick relatives were made happier, then people wouldn't
worry about them so much, and production would be up.”

"We could make the same argument to personnd,” said Willum R. "'If Horgy doesn't biteoniit.”
"Hell biteonit," said Saturday, asthough she had been assured of it. "Hell bite.”

Tripsto CM, particularly to the surplus and speciaty food exchange or to the hobby and artisan center,
were not infrequent. Each settlement sent avehicle at least once every ten days or so. Saturday Wilm
caled ahead for an appointment with Horgy and arrived at his office just before noon. She had come
aone. Horgy's reputation was such that she felt she would get a better hearing if she went by hersdlf, and
Horgy was probably, so she and Gotoit had agreed, not at al dangerous to someone her age. In
furtherance of the mission, however, she had paid particular attention to her dress and appearance.

Horgy invited her to lunch in the officer's dining room, telling himsalf he would be offering this child atreet
shewould talk of for weeks. Saturday, who thought dressing up and being served was abore, smiled
and dimpled in gratitude. During the medl shetold him about the idea of a visitation committee, being
carefully inarticulate at times to show him how overcome she was a the honor of dining with him.
Saturday could sound like Africawhen she chose to, but she and Jep had agreed it wouldn't be agood
ideatoday.

"Y ou know, finding things for kidsto do is one of the problemswe've got in settlements,” she said
confidentialy, when she figured she had been with him long enough to have regained some degree of
poise. "Everybody knows that. Mothers and uncles are dwaystelling usto go out and play, but you can
only play so long. We're not alowed to be involved in the work; we can only spend so many hourson
dudiesor athletics. That's why we did the temple rebuilding, really, just for something to do. Now we
think this committee to visit Sick people might be very interesting.”

Horgy was impressed, though he thought it best not to show it. "There aren't many people who are very
ill," hesaid. "Werre ahedthy lot, and mostly young enough that the diseases of aging haven't caught up
withus"

"I know," she admitted. "Even if there are only afew, it would be kind of fun to meet the kidsfrom the
other settlements, get to know them better. Redlly, the only timeswe see other kids are at the games, and
theré'snot alot of time during agame to get to know anybody."



"I don't see why your committee wouldn't be useful,” he said. "Y ou'll need avehicle, | suppose.”

"We figure wed need to use a settlement vehicle oncein awhile," she said, smiling encouragingly at him.
"The older ones of uswill operate the vehicles."

"Onatrid basisthen,” he agreed, giving her his charming look. "And you'l report to me at intervas. I'll
asoinform the Topmen. If they have aproblem with it, well discussit later.”

None of the Topmen had a problem with it. The vigtation committee was well-accepted, not only by the
few sick and injured, but aso by the people of the settlements. Many of them were particularly touched
by thelittleritua the children worked up of keeping al-night vigil at the gravesides of those who died.
Though there were only afew who were sick, there were dways accidents, waysfataities. Astime
went on, the committee conducted vigilsin every one of the settlements except One and Three.

Horgy was so moved when he heard of thisthat he wrote the whole thing up as one of the "innovations'
reports Dern Blass demanded from dl of them. Sometimes Horgy thought the damned innovations
reports were the only ones Dern read.

The four men from Voorstod had spent sometime at CM, recording everything, bothering everyone. The
policy of Hobbs Foods was to have everything open and aboveboard and available to anyone who
wanted to look, but by the time the VVoorstoders left CM, there were those who felt the policy went too
far. The Voorstoders had burrowed, and they had snooped, to no purpose. None of the people who
worked in the personndl officewere at al susceptible to Mugd's dy charms, and what Jamice Bend had
told them had proved perfectly true. There was no available roster of settlement personnel.

If they wereto find Maire Girat (dways assuming she did not meet with them voluntarily), then they could
look forward to recording al €even settlementsin addition to the fertilizer plant, the vacation camps, and
even, 0 said llion in a depressed voice, the mines.

"It'sdl for the Archives" Mugd told thefertilizer plant supervisor, with awave of one hand that seemed
al indusve. "The settlements, the mines, everything.”

"Make pretty dull viewing," said the supervisor. "One settlement is pretty much like another. And Hobbs
Land isno great shakes for scenery.”

"Ah, well, it'sfor sudents," said Pye. "The duller, the better for them, eh? Make them dig. No point
making it easy, no point letting the inadequate rise in the world. Patience, fortitude, that'swhat doesit
every time, Lord knows. Dogged determination.”

"Still dull," repeated the supervisor. "It'sal dull, when you comeright down toit. Planting. Growing.
Harvesting. Shipping out. Planting again. Everything flat, so the ditcheswill work right. Everything flat.”

"Y ou sound bored, friend."

"I'm not your friend, and I'm not bored," the supervisor said, offended. "I chose aquiet life. 'm not a
dave. But then, you V oorstoders would know more about that than 1." He said it with a certain cocky
arrogance, atouch of hogtility, his eyeswatching Mugal's hands, as though getting ready to counter a
blow.

Muga was quiet for the moment, his eyes drifting away from the man beside him to histhree colleagues
who were plying the tools of their supposed trade with the same dogged determination Mugal had just
advocated for students. "How did you know we were Voorstoders?' he asked in asilken voice.

"You said 'Lord knows," " the man replied. "V oorstoders say that. | do abit of reading in the Archives,



bit of ahobby with me. Liketo read about those old religions. That Lord-this, Lord-that kind of talk
belongsto the old tribal religions, doesn't it?* Old and outworn, said hisvoice. Old and outworn and

Suspect.

Mugd smiled, said something inconsequentia, and then went away from the man. He hadn't hidden the
fact they were V oorstoders as they moved about on Hobbs Land, but he hadn't advertised it either. It
came as ashock to learn that he had given them away with two casua words.

"I heard him," whispered Epheron, when Muga regjoined the others.
"Sodid I,"” whined llion. "I thought we didn't want people to know we were from Voorstod.”

"We'renot hiding it," snarled Mugal. "For, if we hid it, and somebody learned we'd hid it, they'd wonder
at us. Weve just made nothing of it, that'sall.”

"Thisisdl too difficult,” sad llion. "ThisMaire Girat is making things too difficult. Maybe some other
woman would have been easier.”

Mugd glared a him, annoyance mixed with amazement. " Some other woman? Have you been to
schoal 7!

"I've been," the youth snorted. "And what isthat to you?"
"Wereyou told in school of Maire Manone."
"l was. Some singer or other. She was before my time. | never heard her. Except from the Archives.”

"Some singer or other! The Voice of Voorstod? Who wrote Voorstod Ballads? And The Songs of the
North?"

"She dso wrote The Last Winged Thing'," said llion in asnippy voice. "Which made women and children
leak away from VVoorstod like water from acracked jar. Are you saying she's some connection to Aunty
Maire?'

"Sheisyour Aunty Maire, lad. And, difficult or not, well keep looking until we find her."
SIX

Atop the escarpment, the surface of Hobbs Land was as softly undulating as the plains below, though
wooded rather than bare. It had been a considerable time since the last great cataclysm, and that had
comein response to the impact of an enormous rocky mass—perhaps belt flotsam? perhaps a comet lost
in cold space for millions of years? perhaps even astranger, plunging out of nowhere?—suddenly
snowing up and throwing itsef down in agravitic tantrum of saf-destruction. Then had been much tumult
and wreckage. Then were lakes overthrown and alarge sea drained away into the southern ocean and
the warm light of the sun hidden for severa revolutions behind a cloud of ash. When the skies had
cleared a last, however, there had been a new inhabitant upon the coalesced world: athreadlike growth
that spread from the point of impact outward until it lay everywhere within the soil and over the stones
and among the plants and among the clumsy, prototypica animals. It had come with the outsider. Where
the outsider came from, or how it came to be carrying its strange burden, there had been no onethen to
wonder, and there was no one now who knew enough to ask.

After the great catastrophe, the clumsy animals had evolved with astonishing rapidity. They had acquired
tool-manipul ating tentacles, and then speech, and then a sense of identity and purpose. After many
generations, they called themsdves the Owilbrit people, Owlbri being what they caled their world. They



walked on detachable legs. They spoke by rubbing two or more serrated tentacl es together. They never
got very far, if travel or expanson wasthe measure of getting, for their world was the only one they
knew. They never did very much, if cregtivity isthe measure of doing. Their racia characterisicwasa
dight bewilderment which increased with the centuries. They had no imagination and no ambition. If the
threadlike growth was frustrated by this quality among the Owlbrit people, there was no indication of it.
From time to time the net would create spores and then die, recongtituting itself asthough to go &t the
task in adightly different way. It made no difference. The Owilbrit built dowly and painstakingly and
uniformly, pockmarking the world with their temples and their villages, the last of them not very different
from thefirgt, and at last they died too, still dightly bewildered, though pleased that some other creature
had come to take up the burden of & hellip; of whatever the burden had been.

Some essentid quality of renewable force or desire had been missing in the Owlbrit people. They had
used up what they had, and then there was no more. Strangely enough, they had perceived this deficiency
themsdlves, naming the missing quality "rhsthy.” An Alsense machine would have trandated thisas
"poetry." The Owlbrit had lacked poetry.

None of the researchers quite realized this, though some academics had made afootnote or two
concerning the possibility of racid ennui. The lethargy of the Owlbrit was one of those mysterieswhich
remain forever unanswered becalise no one quite formulates the proper question.

No one had wondered very much about the Departed ruins, ether, though many of them survived.
Entirely too many, Shan and Bombi had decided, though Volsa till exhibited interest in what each day
might disclose.

"Tomorrow will disclose another village or Sx," Bombi told her in abored voice, as he wiped dust from
his eyes. The Baidee turbans had given way to caps; their white tunics had been replaced by rough
coverals of dark and heavy fabric. The High Baidee Damzels could have been anyone, anywhere, so
long as the where was dusty and ancient and smelled of earth.

Bombi went on, "I cannot understand your enthusiasm, Volsa. We have seen amost four hundred
villages by now, usualy at the rate of two or three aday. Each hasthe ruins of little scoopy houses. Each
hastheruinsof several scoopy temples. The templeswere built in series, weve established that. An old
onefél to pieces before they built anew one, or concurrent with their building anew one. Thevillagesdl
seem to have the same number of temples, asthough every village decided to build at the sameintervals.
Six templesin every village. We don't know why, of course, though the Archives suggest many historic
paralelswhich would lend credence to avariety of contradictory hypotheses."

He wiped hisforehead and sighed dramaticaly, waiting for comment, which was not forthcoming. He
sghed again, and went on. "All the house are alike. All thetemplesare more or less dike, except for the
grillwork, which varies over time sufficiently that we might work up adating scheme based on paitern, if
there were any conceivable reason to do so. The very plain ones were first. Followed by leaves,
followed by variousingegant conceits and usdess frills." He sghed once more, saying, "By the
prophetess, but I'm thirsty.” The robot handiserve beside him gurgled and offered asip tube.

When he had drunk, he went on with his diatribe. "We have, however, made a noteworthy discovery.
We know why the Old Ones died—of boredom. They had no taent for innovation. One might dmost
think they had pushed themsdlvestoo far in achieving thislittle and died of exhaustion.”

He intended to be brittle and sophisticated and amusing, and thereby succeeded in speaking the absolute
truth, though neither he nor hisindifferent listeners recognized that fact.

"How many villages do we have left to do?' asked Shan in aweary tone.



"If we do them persondly, entirely too many. However, if we don't find something a wee bit different
soon, |'d suggest we have the rest of the survey done by machine. We could turn the whole job over to
something along the lines of a Selter Mode 153 environment sampler. We can feed in aplanetary survey,
and it will do very nice diagrams, and becauseit won't get impatient, as| most certainly am becoming,
it will maintain better sampling techniquethan | do!" Bombi laughed shortly and accepted alengthy drink
from the robot.

"We could dways programit to cdl usif it found anything different from what we've aready surveyed,”
Volsasad doubtfully.

Bombi agreed. "Which would give ustimeto get down to the settlements, which we haven't even seen
yet. | must say that my whole being longs for enormous quantities of hot water!" Theflier they wereusing
had a sonic cleanser, but the quality of the experience wasin no sense comparable to the tumbling torrent
Bombi envisoned.

Shan exploded, "Hot water! Bombi, this has been avery easy trip. Y ou don't know what ahard tripis.
You&hdlip; "

"Do not want to hear about the Porsa," Bombi told his brother sternly. "Volsaand | have heard about
the Porsa, and do not want to hear about them ever agan.”

"I wasjust going to make the point that & hellip; "

"Don't," said Bombi. "What do you think, Volsa? Shan? | don't want to shirk thejob, but so far thishas
been awaste of man-days. We've done nothing a robot couldn't have done aswell. Our contract with
Native Matters Advisory sayswe can use whatever method seems advisable."”

"Two days," said Volsaat last, looking dreamily at the verdure around her. Green wasn't the usud thing
on Thyker. Or on Phansure. Shefound green rather intriguing. "Giveit two more days. Then, if there's
nothing digtinctive, giveit to the robots."

Gotoit's mama cat, Lucky, had five haf-grown kittens hunting in the tall grass at the side of the
easternmogt grainfidd. It wasthejob of dl the settlement catsto minimize the ferf population along the
edge of the fidlds. From the various anima's man had used as workmatesin pre-Dispersion times and
taken with him from planet to planet in the long reach outward, cats had been chosen to accompany
these settlers because they did not form destructive packs, did not require constant attention, and could
be depended upon to keep the vermin population in check. Lucky and her kitswere ademondration in
point. There were several dozen dead ferfslaid out in arow aong the footpath, and the nightwatch was
only haf over.

None of the settlement cats ate ferfs. Something about them disagreed with cat ssomachs, but thisin no
way lessened cat fondness for the chase. Only at dawn, when the count had been increased to over
seventy, did the cat and kittens pause in their [aborsto engage in the lengthy face- and leg-washing al of
them felt necessary. They had finished faces and front legs and were starting on the hind legswhen
Saturday and Gotoit arrived with asack.

Gotoit admired the line of bodies, conveyed her admiration with strokes and chirrupsto Lucky and the
kittens, and only then hel ped Saturday bag the night's catch and walk with it around the eastern edge of
the settlement to the temple.

"What does Birribat Shum need al thesefor,” Gotoit wanted to know. "Usualy he only wants one or two
aatime"



"Birribat Shum is pushing the mycdlium al theway to Settlement Three" said Saturday with adight air of
sdlf-importance. "Y ou know, to join the one that's growing there. He says it works better when all the
partsare linked up. Ferfs have something in them that he needs. Something different from human waste.
We could probably find out what it isand supply it directly if we had to. On the other hand, humans have
something in them that was missing before. Once the Gods used up dl they brought with them, they
couldn't go on any longer. That'swhy the Departed died.”

"The God didn't die for along time after humans got here, not the last one.”
"It took awhile. It had to get to know us before it could make the right kinds of sporesfor the next one.”
Gotoit shook her head and jiggled the sack. "How do you know al that stuff?

Saturday looked uncertain. How did she know?"l just do," she said at last. "I'm the One Who, so |
guessthat'swhy."

"Wedl, it's<till alot of farfs"
"A lot of work for the cats."

"It doesn't matter. Lucky doesn't mind so long as she doesn't have to carry each one over here
individualy."

"Shetold you that, did she," Saturday laughed.

Gotoit was not annoyed at the question, but neither did she disregard it. " Of course shetold me I'd have
to carry them over. Didn't Birribat tell you he needed them? Didn't | tell Lucky? Of course Lucky told
r.rell

By noon of the last day they had determined to spend upon their survey, Shan and Bombi and Volsa had
reconciled themselvesto turning the whole matter over to the machines. By dusk of that same day, they
had changed their minds.

Theland at the top of the escarpment was relatively flat, though it had been cut by river valeysover the
millenia, and the resultant cuts had been worn into gentle dopes by wind and rain and the burrowing of
creatures smal and large. Thisterrain was forested with the distinctive escarpment trees, dender trunks
which rose twenty feet or so into the air and then exploded into aspherica puff of foliage, from the top of
which another trunk emerged, and another puff, and another trunk yet, and so on, to aheight of eight or
nine puffs a about two hundred feet. From a distance the trees resembled fuzzy green beads strung on
thick vertical needles. Because of their resemblance to the ancient art of topiary, the treeswere caled
Topes, asacdlass, though there were at least twenty different species easily distinguishable by the layman.

The villages of the Departed had been set in clearings, which, remarkably, remained mostly clear of trees
even after all thetime that had passed since they were built. The temples of the Departed, however, were
set among the trees. The new thing, which the Damzels found quite by accident, wasin what they
assumed to be a meteor crater, araised lip of stone which made aragged circle around the enclosed
flattened space.

Volsa, bored with villages and temples, had walked into the woods to admire the undulant surface above,
where the foliage spheresinterlocked to create a solid celling of feathery puffs. Theland rose before her,
culminating in alow rocky wall, which she climbed, bemused, thinking how different air smelled when
there were many things growing init. Beyond the wall, the areawas only lightly wooded, the trunks so
sparsely scattered that from where she was standing atop the stones she could see the entire circle which



enclosed the radiating mounds &t the center of the space.

Shewalked their length, their circumference. Theindividua mounds were perhaps ahundred feet long,
radiating from acommon center. There were eleven. Her recording instrument, which had a detachable
probe point, told her the mounds were not covering anything on the preset list of recognizable
substances—though this bit of information seemed doubtful, with digita figures quivering and needles
darting restlesdy acrossthe faces of dias.

"Bombi," she said urgently into her communicator. " Shan. Come here. I've found something.”

When they came over the wall afew moment'slater, she was standing in the fifty-foot circle at the center
of the radiating mounds, trying to make sense of the readings she was getting.

Bombi stared. "Artifact?' he asked at last.

"] don't think s0," she said. "Artifact would be stone, or meta, wouldn't it? The same kinds of materials
they built their houses and temples out of ? We've set these machines to recognize al those substances, in
dl their modest variations.”

"Maybe your probe smply isn't deep enough. Theresalonger oneintheflier.”
"Well, get it. Well try."

Asthey did, without success. Whatever the things were, buried there under the soil, they were not what
the Damzels had expected to find. Nor did they have any ideawhether these starburst mounds had
anything a al to do with Ancient Monuments.

Samasnier Girat left anote on China's door saying he was thinking of her. Chinaknew what he meant.
He wanted to try again.

Chinasurprised hersdlf by considering it. Certainly she had sworn never to be with Sam in anything but
an officid capacity again. They got dong dl right asworkmeates. Certainly she had meant it, at thetime.
After dl, he had made her miserable with his picky-picking at her dl thetime. Asking her strange
guestions. Demanding answers, when she didn't even know what he was talking about. Saying thingslike
"Well, think about it," when she had no ideawhat "it" was.

On the other hand, Sam had seemed more relaxed lately. Things had been going extraordinarily well.
Even those small annoyances that used to plague him, aswell as everyone e sein the settlement—yparts
lost, equipment broken, necessary supplies not arriving on time—even those annoyances seemed to have
taken temporary leave. Therefore, it was possible that Sam wouldn't be so picky, possible they might just
enjoy being together. Besides, she was curious. She wanted to know what this thing was he was playing
a, and maybe & hdlip; just maybe he would tell her.

"Comefor dinner," she said, next time she saw him, not staying to watch hisface light up.

Red meat wasraised over in Settlement Nine, amost entirely for export. The settlers allotment of it was
miniscule. All the settlements had plentiful supplies of poultry-birds, however, for both meat and eggs, so
China planned her dinner around fowl. Each settlement had plentiful grain supplies and vegetables,
including the so-called fragile vegetables, grown in greenhouses. Fruits tended to be seasondl, but were
dried and preserved for settler use. The people in the settlements where wine and cheese were made
hadn't seen fit to share their expertise yet, so their products stayed in short supply, but China had credits
squirreled away for agpecia occasion.

She asked Africaif Jeopardy and Peace could come to Africas sisterhouse for supper.



"Y ou and Sam playing winkies again?' asked Africawith aleer. "Or isit someone e s?'
Chinashrugged. "No onedse.” Shedidn't know. Not redlly.

"| thought it wouldn't belong," Africamurmured. "A changed man, our Sam. All full of human kindness."
"Africa&hdlip; " Chinamurmured. "Don't tease."

"Wadl, why not? The two of you are a scandd and an amusement to the rest of us. Be niceif you could
get dong ingtead of you walking on eggs here in settlement, trying to avoid him, and Sam out there
fighting mongterson the hillsfor hisfar lady & hdlip; *

"That's not what he's doing!"
"Wdl, what ishe doing?'

"l don't know, Africa. Except it doesn't have anything to do with me. It's something ingde Sam. He wants
to be somebody ese. Somewhere dse.”

"Topman isn't enough, huh?

"It doesn't have anything to do with enough. It's & hdllip; there's something ingde him, likeahole. A
vacancy. A question. He keepstrying to fill it up. All that playacting, that's just part of it." She had
surprised hersalf considerably by saying this. She considered it to be true, but if anyone had smply asked
her to explain Sam, she would have said she couldn't explain him at al. Maybe as she got older, her
understanding was increasing.

"Fighting ghost-beasts with his bare hands? That's part of it?"

China shook her head. No one had ever learned exactly what it was that Sam had fought, but ghosts
didn't have bones. Even though the bonestold no tales. For awhile China had worried about that,
worried quite alot, afraid some visitor or intelligent being would come up missing, but except for that
Soames man from Settlement Three, no one had, and the bones weren't human. Quite. Chinathought
CM should have done aquick survey, looking for an Out-System ship maybe, but she hadn't suggested
it. The skull was at CM, and everybody had looked at it. It had long teeth and big bony ridges over the
eyes, and no one knew what it was. If they hadn't thought it might be something from Outside, why
should she?

Africashook her head and laughed. " Send Peace and Jeopardy over. They can spend the night with their
cousns”

China seasoned her bird with Hobbs Land spicesand fried it in grain oil. She made avegetable-noodle
dish that had been invented locally and was called a hobbspudding. There was fresh bread and fruit, plus
the wine and cheese, They ate at the small table near the window which looked west, away from the
fields, toward the wooded land.

Sam ate and smiled and smiled and ate, without picking at her and, when he had finished everything but
the bones, suggested they take the last of their wine into the bedroom.

She dtarted to say no, but then said yesinstead, without really meaning to.
They lay on the wide bed, her head on his shoulder.
"We need legends here," he said.



Oh, hang him by his hedls, she thought, her entire body stiffening. Here he goes again.

"Legends of lovers," he said. "Who arethe great lovers, ChinaWilm?' He sounded merely interested, not
picky.
Thiswas anew question. "Gresgt lovers?' she asked, rdaxing alittle.

"| asked that question of the Archives, and they gave me names. Names as empty and dry asdust. They
meant nothing to me. Who was Abdard? Who was Romeo? Who was Gercord Thrust or Standfast
Murgus and the Lady Vees?| did not know."

"Nor I," she murmured into his neck, feding his arm tighten around her, his hand dide downward on her
in.

"Samasnier Girat and ChinaWilm," he whispered to her. "Why shouldn't they be legendary?'
"A legend in our time?' shegiggled.
"For dl time," he whispered, kissng her before going on to other things. "For al time."

For dl time, she thought, wondering why the words echoed so fatefully. For dl time. "Do that again,” she
commanded. "Oh, do that again.”

Hedid it again, and then something el se, and then time went away entirely. There was thunder, which
they did not hear, and then adownpour of rain, lashing against the window with whispering whips.

A long time later they heard therain and wondered at it.

"Early," said Samin apuzzled voice. "Ealy thisyear."

Thusfar he had not picky-picked at her once.

She was not content to leave it done. She had to test it.

"What did you mean about legendary lovers?' she asked.

"I have decided legends are like spiders,” he said, unaccountably.
"Yes," sheurged, doubtful of the direction he was taking.

"Though the closest thing we have to spiders here upon Hobbs Land has ten detachable legs, we dll
know about spiders.” He thought for atime. "Actually, legends are more like spider webs. Y ou see, the
spider attaches a bit of web and then swings out into space and attaches the other end somewhere else.
And then doesit again, and again. And finally, when dl the spokes are fastened, it goes around and
around, knitting them dl together, until the pattern ismade. Y ou understand.”

Shedid, of course, though she had no ideawhat he meant. Spiders were part of the human heritage.
Even though there were none here, children learned of them in school asthey learned of tigers and
elephants and bears, dmost mythica creatures of Manhome.

Sam went on. "The pattern links all the pointsit's connected to. So we men go back in history and come
up with agreat hero, and we attach our memory there. Or maybe we just go back in time and come up
with afa&hdlip; an uncle, and we attach our memory there. Then we swing forward and attach the other
end of that idea to someone or something else. That's what legends are for, to give us anchoring placesin
time. Elsewelive such littlelives, ChinaWilm, like abit of fluff adrift upon agreat wind. We need



anchors. If we have them, here and there we go in our minds, knowing this story and that, putting our
web to thisand that, spinning and spinning. Until, when we are done, we are al bound together in the
same pattern. Without them, we are strangers to one another. With them, we know one another. We are
piders of the sameilk.” Helaughed. "Silk. Spiders of the same silk.”

"But you said we had no legends on Hobbs Land.”

"We don't. We have no common ground to tie us together. So, when | want to say to you, ChinaWilm,
that | love you asthe greatest lovers ever loved, | have no namesto put to them. What are Heloise and
Hero to us?| read their gories, and it means nothing to me. Who are Gercord Thrust and hisfair
Madain? Do the words make any picture in your mind?'

She shook her head, beginning to comprehend what he was saying. "' So when my son Jeopardy seeksto
tell Saturday Wilm how hefeds, kissng her, he has no words"

"Ah," he said, something wicked and sharp-toothed rearing insde him at hearing her say, "my son.”
Abruptly, dl hiseasy way with her was aground upon that particular stconein his craw. "Perhaps he will
say, 'Saturday, | love you as my mother loves my father." "

Sheflushed, not spesking, balking at the word heinsisted upon using, findly agreeing, "Perhaps he will."
"And do you?'

She became very quiet. Now hisvoice was asit used to be, harshly demanding. Now it was like those
other times, when he had wanted something from her and she hadn't known what. "Would you be here,
Sam, if | didn't loveyou?'

"How would I know? | don't know who's been here since | was here last.” He gestured at the room, her
room, into which she could invite anyone she chose.

She could have told him, no one. Perhaps she should have told him, no one, letting him lapse again into
that peacefulness he had shown earlier, but it wasn't something he should have asked. It wasn't the way
things were done among the Wilms. If she said, no one, then he would say no one until now, how about
tomorrow? And if she said, no one tomorrow, he would say, what about next year? And before she
knew it, she would be eaten up for dl time, pledging herself where no one should have to pledge herself.
"Time spins, people change,” so ran one saying in an old language. "Vota errod, Erot vode." Or that
Gharm poet Maire was dways quoting. "A vow of forever stands like grass/againgt the scythes of
change." People did change. Even she might.

"Y ou are here now, Sam," she said, knowing it would not satisfy him. Knowing nothing would satisfy him.

"You will not say," he muttered, getting out of the bed and standing at the window to seetherain. "Wdll, |
have no better Hobbs Land words to use than these: | love you, ChinaWilm, asacredly lovesitslegs.”
And he burgt into harsh laughter. " The words do not satisfy me, ChinaWilm. | need others. Perhaps,
someday, | will find them.”

She did not laugh with him. He was, perhaps, not the same man she had known before, but he was not a
new man either. Something dwelt in Samasnier Girat that dwelt in no one else left on Hobbs Land.
Wandering around at night was not enough. Fighting monsters was not enough. Exploring the miraculous
new lakes and forests—even the brand new ones over near Settlement Three that no one had ever seen
before—was not enough. He wanted something she could not give him, something no one could give him,
and for amoment she wondered why he was still here, why he had not gone away with the other

mal contents, wishing hewould go.



So, for atime, she had loved him as shelonged to do, but now the gentle time was spoiled, leaving her
hurting and close to tears. She resolved once again to stay away from Sam Girat.

Shan, Bombi, and Volsaarrived in their flier at Settlement One and were met at theflier park by Samina
surface vehicle.

"You didn't need to do this" said VVolsa, admiring Sam from benegth her lashes and thinking that, had she
not been High Baidee, she would have set hersdf at this man. "We could have walked over to the guest
quarters.”

"Topman, | could not have waked," said Bombi dramatically, falling about in not entirely pretended
exhaugtion. "I could have walked no farther than the nearest bathhouse. | am filthy. | want nothing but
water, hot water and peace.”

"What'sthis| hear about your discovery?' asked Sam, with genuine curiosity. "Some kind of strange
monument?* Monuments, any monuments, interested Sam greetly.

"Some kind of strange something,” admitted Bombi, "which we have no ideawhat is, except that,
probably, it has been there for a very long time. Animd, vegetable, minerd, red or mythica, we cannot
say. Something which occurs naturaly or something which was built. By the Departed or by some former
race. Or, by visitors, there's always that posshility.”

"Remarkable" said Sam, his mind spinning with athousand questions. "Remarkable that it was never
Seen on survey maps.”

Volsashook her head at him. "The areais wooded. The mounds might have shown up if there had been
no trees. They would have shown up on ingrumentsif they were of very dense materid, but they don't
seem to be any more dense than the surrounding soil and rock. Wejust don't know. We didn't bring the
proper equipment to do excavation. Asamatter of fact, were not trained xeno-archaeol ogists, and well
undoubtedly be criticized for even putting a probe into the soil. Of course, when the Ancient Monuments
Pand learns of the discovery, who isto say what may take place? Well probably be innundated by

exparts.

"Interesting,” Sam murmured, thinking that the things they had found might have appeared recently, as
certain other geographical features had, but not wanting to say so. Evidently these visitors had not noticed
the new features, and Sam was no more eager than anyone to have teams from Thyker or Phansure or
Ahabar investigating. He brought the vehicle to a hdt beside the Supply and Admin building. "Guest
quarters upgtairs.”

"Hot water," moaned Bombi.

"Hot water," Sam agreed. "By the way, |'ve had some of our better cooks select and prepare food for
you, in accordance with the information received by CM from your Religious Center. If anything seems
improper or even doubtful, please let me know. | think we depended pretty heavily on poultry, fruits,
grains, and vegetables.”

They |eft him to go to the upper floor and make themselves a home. Shan fell onto abed and was adeep
within moments. Bombi got himsalf under the water shower and began singing Thykerian mind-clearing
mantras, loudly and tunefully. Bombi had an excellent voice and had sung during the recurrent opera
revivasin Serena. Shan, who had an even better voice, had never evinced any interest in music.

Volsa used the sonic cleanser which she preferred to getting wet, and then sat by the window, nibbling at
the nicely prepared oddments she had found waiting on atray in the kitchen and thinking of Sam Girat. It



wasall very well to be redtrictive in one's sexua pleasures, but on extended tripsinto places where there
were no Baidee, one might desire to have other companions than one's own brothers. It didn't seemto
bother Bombi much. Bombi had atendency to takeit or leaveit, in dmaost any environment, and Shan
had a strong touch of the ascetic in his makeup. For hersdlf, however, Volsa preferred reasonably
frequent access to acceptable companions. She decided to call Spiggy Fettle and ask him if he would
join them for afew dayswhen they returned to the escarpment. No point in making talk herein the
Settlement.

Herein the settlement. She watched it from the window, in al its dusty frontier guise: low, flat-roofed,
sponge-pand buildings with wide porches, mostly unsurfaced roads; greenhouses stretching their
glittering length toward the west; fields, which could be seen over the rooftops, green and orange and
yelow and purple and dun, in wide rows and narrow, and no rows & al, reaching away on dl sdes,
amost to the western horizon, where the sunsflattened.

There werelong, evening shadows across the streets. People went by purposefully, without hurrying.
Children raced down the street and into anarrow alleyway and out again, shrieking, as children have
always done. There were many cats. Volsa had expected that. Most farm settlements used cats,
sometimes thousands of them, to keep the vermin in check. Theloca breed was Sizeable, with large
round heads, big eyes set well apart, and short hair. Some were plain-colored and some striped, and al
had long, sinuoustails. Every now and then one of them looked up &t her, standing quite till, tail carried
low, one foot raised, eyes bright with a perspicacious, interested stare, as though to say, "Aha. Someone

Bombi came out of the shower much refreshed and very wet, hislong hair hanging in dark strings amost
to hisknees. "No fas-dry in there," he complained. "Only towels."

"Sit hereinthe sun,” she suggested. "It will dry quicker." She stood behind him and plied the towels,
severd of them, until the long strands were only moist. Then she combed and braided his hair for him, as
he often braided hers, thelong, complicated braids that would end up wound tight under his turban.
Volsa had often wished the prophetess had said minds instead of heads. How wonderful if she had said,
"Don't et anyone fool with your minds." Thisbusiness of never cutting one's hair was abore.

Music cameto them, at first faintly and then moreloudly.
"Areyou dry enough to get dressed?" she asked.
He nodded, sighing as he heaved himsdlf out of the chair. ™Y ou want to go see who's Singing?'

"It soundsinteresting.” She leaned out of the window, trying to ascertain where the sounds were coming
from. "Besides, we want to look at the temple, don't we?"

"l have seen enough ruined templesto last meforever,” Bombi said.
"Shouldn't we wake Shan?'

"Leave him." Ever sncethey had found the mounds, Shan had become apain, twitchy and jumping at
shadows. Bombi frowned. "He needs hisdeep.”

They went out into the air, found the ruined temples, and gave them a cursory once over, enough to
know they were exactly like every other ruined temple upon the heights.

"What'sthe music?' Volsaasked a passerby, a stout woman in a bright coveral.

"The choir?' she asked, surprised. "Oh, I've gotten so used to it, | don't even hear it anymore. The



children started a choir, many grown folk have joined, and Maire Girat isitsleader. They practice out
near the temple. Just follow the road across the stream, that way." She pointed and smiled, then scurried
away asthey went in the direction she had indicated.

"Happy place," commented Bombi, two lines gppearing briefly between hisbrows. "Remarkably.”

"Everyone seemswell-occupied,” agreed Volsa. "Busy.” Thetwo of them walked in the direction
indicated, toward the sound of the voices. "We should have brought Shan with us," she fretted. "Except
he's been so strange lately. Have you any ideawhat's wrong with him?"

"Only the Overmind knows," Bombi replied shortly.
"Do you think it has something to do with that time, you know, the Porsa?"

Bombi frowned again. He had resolutely not been thinking about that. He had been very self-conscioudy
not-remembering. Now he did remember, and it made him cross. When Shan had first returned from
Ninfadel, he had driven them crazy. He had spent most of every day bathing, over and over, claming the
smell of the Porsa had permeated hisflesh. Night after night he had scrambled from his bed, screaming,
bringing his sblings running to shake, wake him, talk him into redlity again. After ten times, adozen, it had
been too much for Volsaand Bombi. The doctors had been summoned, to give Shan things he could
take to make him deep, to teach him techniques for ridding himsdf of memory. The doctors couldn't do it
for him, since that would be fooling with his head. He had to learn to do it himself.

As he had done, Bombi reminded himself. As Shan had done. Shan had concentrated, had studied, had
learned to contral it. Give him full credit for that. He had been very strong. Now Bombi gave homageto
that strength by saying, "V olsa, he was over that years ago. He'sdl right. He'sjust tired." And he
repested the words slently to himsdlf, reassuring himsdlf. Shan wasjust tired.

"Sowelet him deep,” said Volsa, willing to be convinced. It was what she wanted to believe. He was
just tired.

They crossed the stream and noticed the ribbon-willows, which were quite different from the Topes of
the heights. They saw the rebuilt temple without, at first, redlizing what they were seeing. The thaiched
roof completely changed the shape of the thing. The brightly painted walls made it seem amogt spritely,
amogt joyous. They both redlized at the same moment.

"By the Overmind,” whispered Bombi. "A new one."

"It startled me for amoment, too, though | don't know why," Volsacommented. "We knew the children
of the settlement had rebuilt atemple. That'swhat Zilia Makepeace told the Native Matters Advisory,
after dl. It'swhat set her off in thefirst place.”

They thought for amoment of going in, but the choir drew their attention away from the structure, and
they moved toward the singing. Childish trebles were soaring a ong with the women's higher voices, deep
bass notes anchoring their flight, the lighter baritones and tenors and contraltos filling the pattern with
harmony. Highest and brightest of the voices wasthat of a child of about thirteen or fourteen lifeyears,
gtanding at the front of the group, her voice tumbling through the harmony like that of an ecdtetic bird.

"Let'sdt hereonthegrassand listen,” suggested Volsa. "They'reredly quite good.”

"Not what I'd call up to professona standards, but yes, quite good,” agreed Bombi. They sat down on
the grass, anong a dozen settlers smilarly engaged, faling under the spell of the music, letting thetime

pass gently.



Back in the settlement, in hisroom in the guest quarters, Shan Damzel dreamed he was once again on
Ninfadd.

The dream started as his dreams had dways started, with him just emerging from the Door to seethe
ingde of the high-walled compound where severd small buildings squatted on bare gravel amid stacks of
supplies. Theoretically, the wall wasn't necessary, not here on the highlands of Ninfadel. Nonetheless, a
wall had seemed prudent to the bureau in Ahabar responsible for such things. In the dream, Shan dready
knew this.

A pile of food crates lay on the sand beside him. All food came from Ahabar. Food could have been
grown on the highlands of Ninfadd, but the soil required much labor to produce anything worth eating,
and no one stayed long enough on Ninfadd to make the effort worthwhile. Shan knew this, too.

In the dream auniformed officer came across the sand toward him, holding out his hand, smiling an
officid smile. The handful of Ahabarian guardswere changed every forty days. While on Ninfadd, they
seldom went outside the walls. The small Native Matters contingent stayed longer, but even they went
outsde only rarely. Sometimesthey told Shan this, sometimes he remembered it.

In the dream, it was the Native Matters people who explained various thingsto him, putting their faces
closeto his, so that he saw their gums, their teeth, their vibrating tongues, repesting things he aready
knew, alitany he knew by heart.

"Well tell you how to survive,” the Native Matters person said. "Do you understand? If you want to
aurvive, youll ligten.

"Hirgt, you never step off the highlands without your faceplate down. Not one step. Y ou don't lift your
faceplate anywhere below the dtitude line. We had one guy, went down below the line and built himself
an observation post up in atree, dept up there without his faceplate. One of the Porsadimed up
somehow, got himin the night. So you never, we repeat never, go below theline without your faceplate
down.

"Second, never go benegth the line without one full day'sair in your emergency tank. Anytime you have
lessthan that, you get here asfast asyou can and get it refilled. One of ‘em grabs you and you use up dl
but haf aday'sair, don't think you can get by. Next one might swallow you for awhole day. It'sbeen
known to happen. Some of them lay in wait a theline, so don't tell yoursdlf you're stepping over just for
aminute.

"Third, try not to go more than a quarter-tank’s distance away from theline, or you can't be sure you'l
get back to refill your tank. There's a counter on the tank, push it when you step over theline.

"Fourth, if any mucous gets on your skin, wash it off whileit'still gooey. If it drieson you, it makes sores
that don't heal. Don't take off your faceplate while you're washing, either, if you do it down there. They
like to grab you down at theriver. The best thing to do iswash in the troughs we've piped water to, on
the highlands. There are tal beacons by every trough. They're easy to find.

"Fifth, don't try to talk to them. | don't care what kind of Alsense machine you've got, keep it on trandate
and record, not on speak. They go crazy if you try to talk to them. They just loveit. Weve had some of
them swarm over theline just because some student was trying to communicate with them. It killsthem,
but they don't die right away. They livelong enough to do alot of damage.

"Sixth, you'll actualy see more and hear more if you stay away from them than if you go close. If you go
close, you'll spend most of your time swallowed, and from inside you can't see or hear anything much.
The way to stay away from them isto stay abovetheline. That way nobody gets hurt. | know you won't



pay any atention, but it'strue. You'll seejust as much from up here asyou will if you get closer. Use
gy-eyes, if you like. They'll get dimed fairly fast, but you can bring them back and clean them off.

"Seventh, use the nose filters whenever you see or hear them. | know you don't think astink can kill you,
but damn, it can come close & hdlip; "

What they had said. What they said to every student who cameto Ninfadd. Shan had heard it; now he
dreamed it, every word. Perhaps he only remembered it, but in the dream it seemed that he heard it for
thefirst time, felt, for thefirst time, his own skepticism. Shan was High Baidee. He believed what he
himsalf knew to be true. He did not necessarily believe these Native Matters people from effete
Phansure, these Ahabarian guards.

They gave him the breathing hood, atight, flexible garment with ahard visor-hinged faceplate. The plate
was linked to aheavy tank containing two day's worth of ultrapack-air. A tube insde the faceplate could
give him water. Another could feed him nutri-paste. The whole assemblage was heavy to carry,
uncomfortable to wear.

"How long can | wear thisthing?" heldd asked.

"Some people wear it dl their lives," the officer had said, making ajoke. It wasn't ajoke, of course. Shan
had seen the recordings of the assemblages lying in the sun among scattered human bones: required
viewing for any graduate student who had the arrogance to plan research among the Porsa

Or the courage, hetold himself in the dream, as he had told himself in redlity. Dedication, determination,
courage. That'sal one needed. He went out of the outpost, into the security lock. Theinner door closed
and locked. The outer door opened. He walked aong the high, rocky ground, keeping himsdlf just insde
the clearly marked glowing line, above which the Porsa died, looking down into sparse growth on the
lower dopes of the hillsand dong theriver. The smdlswere of spice and resin. Below him, by the
stream, he saw agroup of Porsaand heard them shouting at one another. Unthinkingly, he stepped over
the line and went down onto the moist, sucking soil of the hill, turning on his Alsense machine so he could
hear what they were saying.

"Riss, shit, snot, pus,” said one to ancther.
"Shit, dime, rot, you," replied the second.
"Fartedy-fart-fart," screamed athird. "Filth. Y ou. Filth. Y ou. Bury in feces

They fell on one another, melting together, sseming to coal esce, then separating once more. Asthey did
30, they caught sight of him and began diming up the hill toward him, shouting greetings, great gray blobs
of mucous covered with running sores. The stink that preceded them came in a pal pable wave. Gagging,
Shan thrust in the nosefilters he had been holding and then remembered, at the last possible minute, to
pull down the faceplate. Shrieking happily, they increased their speed.

"Coming to you, filth. Coming to you."
"Wait, filth. Wait!"

Shan dreamed that he ran, but they caught him. He dreamed that they swallowed him, one after the other,
meaking gulping, liquid sounds.

Shan began to scream and went on screaming.

"Damzd!" someone shouted.



"Let meout!" he screamed.

"Youreout,” Samydled at him, shaking him. "Damzel, wake up. | heard you from my office downdairs.
Youreon HobbsLand. Youredl right!"

Groggily, Shan thrust himsalf toward the top of hisbed, sat up, tried not to breathe.
"Breathe," Sam commanded, as the man before him turned blue. "Theré's nothing here to hurt you.”

Shan tried atentative sniff. Nothing. Only air. "Sorry," he said. "'l thought I'd learned not to do that
awymore.

"Y ou're probably overtired,” said Sam, carefully not asking the questions he wanted to, such as, "What
were you dreaming about." Instead he asked, "Areyou al right now?"

"Fine" said Shan. "Where are Bombi and Volsa?'
" Saw them walking down the sireet awhile ago. Youre sureyou'redl right.”
"Fine," said Shan again, caling out as Sam went out the door, "and thank you."

Insde he wastrembling, kegping himself from total panic only with an effort. Thiswouldn't have
happened, he told himsdlf, on Thyker. It wouldn't have happened. It had to be something here, something
on Hobbs Land. Something & hdllip; maybe those growths. Maybe & hellip; maybe something el se, but
definitely something. He lunged from the bed and started to pull his clothes on. It wasthis place. This
place was causngit!

Hewent out into the street, hearing the music in akind of panic, walking swiftly toward it, trying not to
run, keeping himsalf from running only with greet difficulty. As he gpproached the sound, he began to
make out the words they were singing.

"Rise up, oh ye stones," cried the tenors. "Rise up, ye great stones. Stand, oh, stand into the light.”
"Rise up,” boomed the basses. "Stand, oh, stand into the light.”
"Riseup,” trilled the girl'svoice. "Stand into the light.”

And there were Bombi and Volsa, Sitting on the grass, listening, nodding in time to the music. "Not nice
of you," Shan snarled from just behind them. "Not nice of ether of you."

Bombi looked up to see him standing there, grinning a death's-head grin.

"What were you two doing, snesking off without me?" Shan asked. His voice wastight, near to
screaming.

Bombi stared at him, not replying.
"| thought you were adeep,” said Volsa. "Were just sightseeing.”

"Let'sget out of here," said Shan, seizing their arms and haf-dragging them back the way they had come.
"Out, quickly."

"Shan, what's the matter with you?' cried Volsa, tugging hersdf away from him.

"Thenoisg" hesad. "Thenois2"



"It'sonly music, and lovely music,” shecried.
"Inmy head," he muttered. " Something trying to get into my head. Swalow me.”

"Beauty," she snapped. "Beauty trying to get into your head. It'sdl right. Were allowed to appreciate

He shook hishead at her, wildly. "More than that," he hissed at her. "More than that. Get out of here."

Bewildered, they followed him back to the guest quarters, where he shut the window against the sound of
the distant choir.

"Don't you heer it?" he cried a them. "The thing trying to get in?"

"Shan, go liedown," hisbrother instructed. "Y ou're overtired. | hear nothing but music, lovely music,
very nice voices, untrained but, in the mass, having a nice effect. | do not detect any threat against my
religious senghbilities”

"I'm not overtired," Shan shouted. "Not!" Volsamerely looked at him, thinking he had not acted like this
sncejust after he had returned from Ninfaddl. He met her eyes, flushed, and went into his own room,
shutting the door behind him. He was quite sure he wasn't mad. Though, a one time, among the Porsa

and when hefirgt got home, then he had thought he might be mad. Thistime he was quite sure he wasnt.
Quite, quite sure.

He sat down at his portable stage and began, very carefully, to compose a message to the Circle of
Scrutators of the High Baidee. When he had done, he composed a quick, superficialy innocent reminder
to Howdabeen Churry. In essence, both of them said that Shan Damzel felt Zilia M akepeace had
probably been right. Something dreadful was going on.

Maire Girat received word that her nephew, one Ilion Girat, son of Phaed's youngest brother, was on
Hobbs Land and desired to see her. The last thing Maire wanted to do was see anyone from Voorstod,
but on the other hand the boy could have something to say—about Phaed, perhaps. That he was sick,
which she fdt unlikely, or dead, which was dways possible, given Phaed'sinclinations. If hewere sick, or
dead, she wanted to know. Silly, perhaps. Unreasonable, yes. But she wanted to know. However, there
wasthis other possibility & hdlip;

Maire went over to the brotherhouse and found Sam doing nothing much, which was awonder in itsdlf.
"I've amessage your dad's nephew is here on Hobbs Land," she said.

"My dad's nephew? My father &hdlip; "

"Phaed Girat's younger brother's son.”

Sam went giddy. Thiswould beit, asgnd, an invitation. Thiswould be the thing he had been waiting for.
"S0? Does he ask to meet us?'

"Me, hedoes. And | don't want to."

She looked so pitiful, he forgot to be angry with her, though he usuadly was when she got into all that
nonsense about Voorgtod. "Tell me" he said.

"I'm afraid he's here to bring me back to Phaed.”

Sam could not keep from saying in an exasperated voice, "Mam, that's silly. He couldn't bring you back



to Phaed if hetried. And to think Phaed would send anyone, after al these years, it'sridiculous. He might
send for me, maybe, not for you."

Sheignored what he said, her fear overcoming her perception, not really hearing the words. "For me,
maybe &hdlip; "

"I know it soundsridiculous,” she said, wiping her eyes, "but I'm still married to him.”

Sam did not want to spesk of marriage. Theidea of it shonein hismind. Lifeong commitment. He didn't
carewhat Chinacdled it, that's what he wanted, and he dared not talk of it for fear those who scorned
theideawould sully it for him.

"You didn't get unmarried when you left VVoorstod?' he asked.

"There's no getting unmarried in Voorstod, Sammy. I'd made my vowsto Phaed. I'd made them before a
priest, asthey do in'VVoorstod, and there's no undoing of it. The men can undo it, but the women never.
For women, vows made before the priest are sacred.”

"Not so sacred you didn't just walk off and leave him, though,” said Sam, ahint of his buried anger
coming through.

Maire gave him ashocked look. "Well of course, | didn't just walk off and |eave him. After Maechy
died, | went to your dad and | told him | could not go on living therein VVoorstod, and | begged him to
come with me hereto Hobbs Land. "Y ou'veriled your belly over the Gharm long enough,’ | told him.
'Forget them and come with me. There's no Aboalitionists on Hobbs Land for you to pain your guts over,
and there's no davesto get in apassion about, and no marriage there either, so you would berid of that
burden aswell.' He didiked marriage, Sammy. That's nothing rare among the men of VVoorstod. They do
it, because it's the only way they can get virgin brides and sure sons, but it's only what they call a
temporary device. They don't believein it for men. In their Paradise, there will be no wives."

Sam ignored mogt of this. "So, what are you afraid of ? That some priest will be with your nephew, to
drag you back to Ahabar?'

She shook her head. "It's so strange, hisbeing here. It smells of conspiracy.”

"Conspiracy!" helaughed. "Mam, you're being as paranoid as ZiliaMakepeace! The boy ishere, he
wants to see you because you were famous. Conspiracy!”

She stood up straight, glaring at him, "Sam, | say to you what my grandma once said to my mother in my
hearing when | was yet a child. I've remembered her words all my life. She said, '‘Conspiracy isdark and
dirty, and vengeance is heavy asrock, and being adaver presses aman down until he can see nothing
but black dirt around him, like the walls of agrave. Men become accustomed to that darkness when they
arein the habit of death. It pains such men to come into the light.' Now, Sammy, this nephew of your
dad'sisone of them, and it would pain him to come into the light, asit would pain Phaed himself. Dream
your dreams of akingly father dl you like, Sam—oh, don't think | can't tell what you're thinking, you, my
own flesh—but believe me, these men st in the dark till, conspiring with their fellows, deep in that black
pit with the stones of hate above them, and there is something dreadful portending. | know it as| know
my own name." She broke off, haf-choking, leaving Sam amazed and hurt.

He recovered himsalf and made excusesfor her. So she was getting old. She was remembering troubled
times, and it hit her hard. He should make allowances, but he didn't need to believe everything she said.
"Wadll, if youre afraid, or for whatever reason, I'll go with you to keep you safe." Her fear made no sense
to Sam at dl. Still, thismight well be the happening he had waited for, the stone under which heldd find his



way back to Voorstod, and if she wasinvolved, he would accept that she was afraid and get onwith it.

Maire and Sam went up to CM for the meeting, and both of them were surprised to find two persons
awaiting them when they arrived.

"Mugd Pye, a your service, Madam," the older one said, eyes crinkled in his best attempt at a pleasant
smile. "Young Ilion hereis part of our Archives party, and he did want to say hello to hisfamous aunt.”

"You're Domd's son,” Maire said to the younger man, ignoring the fatuous comments of the older one.
She knew men like Muga Pye dl too well. Phaed was one of the kind, and he too had smiled and smiled
and said soft words.

"Yes, I'm Domd's son,” the youngster said, staring at her curioudy. "Are you redly Maire Manone?'
"They cdled methat, yes."

"The Sweet Singer of Scaery?'

"They called methat too, long ago.”

"Mugd Pye," the older man said again, holding out his hand to Sam. "Y ou'd be Sam Girat."

"That'sright,” said Sam, wondering why he felt squeamish touching this man's hand. Squeamish hefdlt,
and he could not say why.

"Do you sing here, inthis place?’ 1lion asked Maire, looking around himsdlf, as though wondering if
anyone could sing inthis place. "It ssemsvery bare and open.”

She laughed without humor. "Compared to Scaery? Where the mists make walls and aroof for any
homeless man? Where aman may have adry bed only if he puts his blankets beside the fire?"

"It isdamp in the north counties,” he agreed.
"Did you have some specia reason for wanting to see me, boy?"

He shook his head. "I just wanted to hear about your life here, Maire Manone. People ask about you,
you know. | thought | might carry word of you back."

"Tdl them Mary Manone is no more, that Mary Girat caresfor the babies of Settlement One on Hobbs
Land, and that sheissatisfied. Tell them that, boy." 1t seemed innocent enough, and she could not explain
why shefelt so cold.

Maire and Sam stayed only alittle while longer, exchanging compliments and sending messages. Sam
took Mugd Pye aside, despite the revulsion he felt for the man, and asked him to convey his best wishes
to hisdad. "Ask him to writeto me," hesaid. "l think of him often.”

Mugd Pye only smiled, without promising, for he had no intention that Phaed Girat betold about this, as
yet. He asked Sam and Maire only afew more meaningless questions, to cover up the fact Maire had
aready told him everything he needed to know.

The message written by Shan Damzel upon Hobbs Land was received on Thyker by Holorabdabag
Reticingh, Chief of the Circle of Scrutators of the Divine Overmind, who judged it went overfar into the
subject of inscrutable "fedings.”

Shan said in his message he felt something was wrong. Shan felt something was happening. Shan didn't



know what. Shan couldn't prove anything, but Shan was decidedly nervous. He thought whatever-it-was
ZiliaMakepeace had felt, hetoo felt. It wasinimical. It was threatening. It should be stopped.

Reticingh was at first concerned about Shan Damzd's hedth and welfare. "He may beill," he confided to
his plump and sad-eyed assistant, one known as Merthal. "I thought he looked fine-drawn before they
left. Sometimes | wonder if he ever recovered from his stint among the Porsa, may they rot.”

"Rotting would probably delight them,” suggested Mertha, who was not above an occasiond jibe.
"When Shan came back, he looked half-rotted himseif."

The two of them stood upon asmdl ba cony which jutted from the living room of the Chief's apartment,
high above atraining ground where some of the young Baidee doing their three-years obligatory service
were being drilled and redrilled in the close order march and countermarch so useful in parades and
processions of al kinds. If anyone ever tried to fool with the heads of the Baidee, the Baidee were ready
to defend themselves. Between the brigades and the army, every ablebodied Baidee between the age of
puberty and senility wastrained for service, and that service was extremely up-to-date, relying heavily
upon biologica weagpons of varying, constantly updated kinds. A well-equipped and trained research
branch kept everything on the edge of knowledge, insofar as both offensive and defensve materia and
tactics were concerned.

It was amost apity that such an effective machine had so little work to do. The Baidee army had been
fully committed only once in the years since the prophetess. The beings who had come from Outside and
who had attempted to enforce their own opinions upon the Baidee had been fairly well thrashed before
they had dl "caught cold and died." At onetime, the Scrutators had smiled when they recalled the story
of theinvasion, though after the Blight came and went, they stopped enjoying the Sory.

Reticingh regarded the whedling ranks upon the drill ground with approvd ashe said, "I've known the
Damzd clan sncewel| before Shan and Bombi and Volsawere born," he mused. "The family isrocklike
intheir objectivity. Though heis very young, | wouldn't have said Shan was capable of menta
disturbance. Unlesshewasill, of course” He meant physicaly ill. There was no mental illness recognized
by the High Baidee.

"He saysin the message that heéswdll,” offered Merthal.

"Hemight only think heswell. | mean, one of the symptoms of being not well isto think oneiswell when
oneisnot." Bodily ills could be trested. Sometimes menta "troubles’ disappeared when bodily illswere
cured.

"Short of bringing him back to Thyker and having him gone over by the temple physicians, what would
you suggest?'

Reticingh sighed. Madmen were a congtant challenge to the Baidee. Nothing could be done for them
unlessthey had treatable bodily illnesses. There were many homes for the "uncontrolled” scattered
around Thyker. Some of the inmates had to be tied up. Some of them had to be restrained to keep them
from harming others, though they were adlowed to harm themsalvesif they wished. Some of them
expressed themselves, sometimes, much as Shan Damzel was doing.

Reticingh thought it over, dowly, asthe High Baidee were taught to do, considering the consequences of
each action, the probable outcome of every case. At last, with some satisfaction, he said, "1 would
suggest, Merthal, that we send one of our temple physicians to Hobbs Land to make quite sure our
beloved sonistruly well. Y oung Dr. Feriganeh, | think. Hewould enjoy it. And you, of course.”

"Ma"



"So that | may have your much vaued opinion when you return. Besides, Shan's mother would eat me
divedad only inmy zettleif anything happened to him."

Horgy Endure kept the peace among hiswomenfolk by |etting each of them know precisdy what she
could expect in theway of histime and undivided attentions. Thefifth, seventh, and ninth nights of each
ten-day work schedule were spent with histrainees, one at atime. Ruellin, the blonde, was scheduled for
the fifth night, and she arrived at Horgy's apartments at the gppointed time, shortly before the usua
supper period. It was Horgy's custom to drink alittle wine, eat alittle food, and then engage in sexual
sports for severa periods of the nightwatch. Horgy was very good a sexua sports, and Rudlin
consdered hersdf fortunate to have obtained the trainee position, particularly inasmuch as she was
learning something about agricultural production management aswell.

On this particular fifth night, Horgy refused a second glass of wine, which was unusud. He aso seemed
lethargic with respect to hisfood.

"Not hungry, | guess" he said apologeticaly.
"l could go on home," she whispered, hoping he would not agree. "If you're not feding well.”

"No, no," he smiled at her, the white-toothed smile which warmed her dl the way through. "Let'sjust St a
while on theterrace. | Smply need to relax a bit."

Horgy's gpartments were on an upper floor of the administrative resdence. Only Dern Blass had quarters
that were higher up. From the small terrace they could look over the ramified roadways and parklands of
CM, out through the surrounding woodlands and plains to the place where the escarpment made a
winding line upon the northern horizon.

"l understand they're finding interesting things up there," said Ruellin, making conversation as she gestured
at the distant escarpment. " The people from Thyker."

"Interesting things happening everywhere," he murmured.
"Redly?' Shelifted aflirtatious eyebrow. "Are there interesting things happening here?"

"In the settlements," he said, not noticing her expression. "Lakes. Canyons. Water falsthat didn't used to
be there. Did you know six of the settlements have Gods now?"

He put ahand to hisarm, asthough it ached. "L ook it up in the Archives. There was one God when the
stlersarrived. Where Settlement Oneisnow. It died. Y ou were there when we discussed it at
management meeting." He sounded dightly pained or impatient, and she was quick to reassess hismood.

"Of course, | remember. And six of the settlements have Gods now? Where did they get them?”

"Found them. Funny thing. Firgt the children get into this mood to build atemple. | wouldn't have believed
it. Ziliadidn't believeit. She asked meto go out to Settlement Five with her when she heard about it.
Therethey were, gangs of kids, laying stone, snging. Funny kind of Snging, zum zum zum, bittle bittle, as
though they'd rehearsed it. So, they get atemplefinished, and pretty soon, they find aGod to put init."

"Very &hdlip; neat," she offered, not knowing what elseto say.

"They've dl got temples, now. All deven settlements. I'm surethey'll dl have Gods beforelong. Strange.”



"Strange," she agreed, wishing he would quit talking about the Gods.

"They cdl each God by the name of some settler that's died recently. Kind of amemorid, | guess.” He
grunted and put hisright hand under hisarm. "1 shouldn't have eaten anything. Now I've got apain.”

"Sndl | cdl atech?'

"No, no," hewaved impatiently. "I've just been tired these last few days. I'm supposed to have a
med-check, but | keep putting it off."

"Perhaps I'd better run dong.”

Heturned the full splendor of his smile on her. " Sweetheart, no. If there's any remedy for tiredness on this
wholeworld, it'sright here next to me." He reached out for her, and shelost hersdlf in their usua and
deightful prdiminaries.

Later he went into his bedroom while she visited the bathroom. When she came to him, he was sprawled
out on the coverlet, face up, the lights dimmed. She was on the bed with him, snuggled against him,
before she realized he was no longer bresthing.

If Horgy had thought the rapid proliferation of Gods upon Hobbs Land strange, ZiliaMakepeace
conddered it ominous. She wanted very much to talk to the survey team from Thyker, but they were dl
up on the escarpment, looking at odd formations no one had noticed until recently. From what Ziliawas
told, once Shan and Bombi and V olsa had started looking for them on the aerid surveys, they found
others, asmilar formation here, adightly different one there, some protruding high out of the soil, others
barely rounding the surface. Though it was not part of their project, the Damzels had decided to uncover
at least one of them, just to see what they were, and the three-man team had been augmented by
machine operators, techs, adoctor from Thyker, and even afunny fat Baidee named Merthal who was
scrupuloudy palite but stubbornly ingstent upon being supplied immediately with whatever-it-wasthe
Damzels thought they needed. Since the project was being conducted under the aegis of the Native
Matters Advisory, as Native Matters person upon the planet, Ziliahad to seeto all of it without being
part of any of it, and her parancia had given way to sheer annoyance and frustrated curiosity.

She had even sought Spiggy's company, only to find that he, of al people, had been invited by Volsa
Damzd to spend some time up on the escarpment. According to Tandle Wobster, who knew everything,
Spiggy was enough of a Baidee to be acceptable as a sex partner even if he did eat eggs and didn't own
akamrac. Since she had little enough €l se to speculate about, Zilia speculated asto how Tandle had
learned thisinteresting fact and ended with the suspicion that Tandle had probably illicitly tapped dl their
private stages.

Ruminations and suspicions were disrupted by the unexpected death of Horgy Endure, who, as anyone
might have predicted, died in bed with one of histrainees. Zilia could not remember which one she had
been until she saw the blonde girl a the memoria service, supported by female associates and obvioudy
ill in shock. Horgy had had alarge circle of acquaintances, afew of them men, many of whom cameto
CM for the service. Ziliadressed hersalf soberly and sat toward the back of the hall, hoping the eulogies
would not take long. A young person took the seat beside her, and other young personsfilled the
surrounding area.

"I'm Saturday Wilm," said Zilia's neighbor, offering her hand. "Thisis my cousin, Jeopardy. We met out at
Settlement One when you came there for the vigit. All these others are members of the visitation
committee that Horgy Endure sponsored.” Saturday sighed, and atear did gently down her faceto drip,
unnoticed, from her jaw. "Hewas very niceto us."



"Hewas very niceto many people” said Zilia, drily. She hersalf was dmost the only woman in Central
Management Horgy had not been intimately niceto. Hersdlf and, possibly, Tandle, though Ziliawould not
have bet her life even on that. What had Horgy been up to with this child? " So you've come for the
svice”

"For thevigil, actualy," said Jep. "Our group doesthat, you know. We keep vigil the night someoneis
buried. It'sasort of symbol of thoughtful remembrance. A kindness."

It wasthefirgt Ziliahad heard of it. She had not looked at Horgy's report on innovations, and though
Dern Blass had been interested in the proliferation of Hobbs Land Gods, no one had mentioned vigils at
recent meetings. "At the grave?' she asked, amazed. Graves de services were unknown. Only the family
or those appointed for the duty took bodiesto agrave or to whatever other form of disposal was used.
This, a Baidee custom which had become accepted Systemwide, was amost never contravened. The
Baidee consdered the body smply as something to be disposed of, aleftover, not something to focus
community attention upcn. It was customary for familiesto dispose of bodies, quickly though respectfully,
even before memorias were conducted.

"At the grave, yes. So far, the weather's been very good, so we just bring blankets and sort of sing until
the suns come up.” Saturday's eyes were aslimpid and clear asthe mountain streamswhich fell from the
escarpment. " Just aremembrance.”

Ziliawas not to be taken in by childlike eyes. Thiswas another behavior she did not understand. "1'd like
tojoinyou," shesad. "Would you mind an observer?'

There was ahesitation so brief that it went unnoticed. "Why, of course,” said Jep. "Wed be glad to have
you. Well be getting together a the burying ground around nightwatch two or three."

Ziliawaked out to the burying ground at nightwatch two and ahaf, splitting the difference. The placelay
in an eevated basin, separated from the CM complex by araised ridge of stone and shrubs and curly
native trees. As she gpproached the ridge, Ziliaheard singing, and once she had climbed it, she saw the
lights of severd lanterns and the shifting shadows thrown by asmdll fire.

The children were gathered around an area of disturbed soil which Zilia assumed wasthe grave. Saturday
welcomed her and offered a blanket, since Zilia had not brought one of her own. The singing resumed, a
multiversed chant called "Singing up the Gods," which told the story of a scene-by-scene, virtudly
rock-by-rock, ascent to the escarpment. Thiswas followed by storytelling in which Horgy Endure was
given the leading, though fictiona, part as he explored strange and wonderful places such asthe Ides of
Howers. Then there was aquiet perambulation around the grave and then arepetition of the same
sequence, with minor variations. The children seemed to know agrest many songs which had no redl
words but very complicated rhythms, songs which had no end but merely went on until everyone was
tired. Sometimes they wore masks while singing or perambulating, blank masks with round holesfor eyes
and mouths, so they al looked dike.

"Why?" Ziliaasked, troubled by thisfacelessness.

"Because we are not here asindividuas,” said Saturday. "Who we are isn't important. It's the intent that
matters”

"Why do you say who you areisn't important?"

Saturday frowned, tried to spesk, frowned again. "Because & hdllip; because therésno & hdlip; no
reward,” shesaid at last. "We don't get agold star or anything."



"Our name doesn't get put on aplague,” said Jep. "Who did it isn't important. Only the fact it was done.”

Ziliadid not understand this. Nothing was being done, that she could see. Whether something was done
or not seemed utterly irrelevant, and she could not believe it was important. "What do you think you are
doing?' she asked.

"A kindness" said Saturday. "A kindness of eight.”

It wastrue there were only eight of them. Jep, and Saturday, and six from other settlements, not as many
as Ziliahad assumed there would be.

"Wherésyour friend Willum R.?" Ziliaasked Jep.
"Hewasn't feding well," he responded. " Gotoit and some of the others stayed with him.

Nightwatch ten passed, and eleven. Somewhere in the night was the sound of someone or something
digging. "Pocket squirrels,” said Jep camly, in responseto Zilias questioning glance. "The big kind. | saw
one before dark that was aslong as my forearm.”

"| didn't know they got thet large," said Zilia, wonderingly. "Redlly? Or are you exaggerating?'
"l have seen some very large pocket squirrels,” Jep said stoutly. "And at night they ook even bigger.”
The others agreed with him, telling stories of pocket-squirrel oddities from the settlements.

Along about nightwatch thirteen, Ziliafell adeep. When shewoke, it was dmaost dawn, and the children
were yawning asthey put out the fire and extinguished their lanterns. One more parade around the Site,
and then they straggled back toward the management complex, Ziliaas weary as any, though she had
dept four or five periods. She waved them goodbye at the door of her apartment building, washed off the
dust of the night, and fell into bed.

Meantime, the weary children trudged back the way they had come, into asmall gully, which ran behind
the burying ground, where Willum R., Gotoit, and adozen other shivering children waited for them
around a blanket wrapped form.

"Y ou werefar enough from thered grave that we could get him up,” sadd Willum R. tiredly, "but we
couldn't carry him over where we picked for the temple without that woman maybe seeing us."

"It's short nights now," murmured Saturday. "Nobody'll be avake at Central for awhile yet. The grave's
al dug, sowevegot timeif we go quickly.”

The body of Horgy Endure, carried on ablanket folded around two poles, was hustled over a stretch of
rolling ground to asmall eminence overlooking the management complex and was there shalowly interred
together with ascrap of the sticky, whitish God-stuff, which Saturday Wilm had brought in afilmbagin
her knapsack.

"It'sabout time," moaned Gotoait, rubbing her aching arms.
"Il say," agreed Jep. "I'mtired. Thisisthelast one.”
"Nomorevigils," said Saturday. "I'll sort of missthesinging.”
"No reason for vigils," Jep shook his head. "Not anymore.”

"I've got four left," said Saturday, peering into her knapsack. "I cut fifteen when we raised Birribat. We



used ten in the settlements and one here, so I've got four left. Why did | do that?

"Don't throw them away," said Jep. "'If you've got them, you've probably got them for areason. Keep
them sfe”

"l wonder how long they're good for?"
Jep only shrugged. He hadn't any idea.
"Whol'l build thetemple at CM?" he wanted to know. "They hardly have any kidshere at al.”

They had no answer to the question, and even the most impudent among them could not have foreseen
the day when Dern Blass and ZiliaMakepeace and Spiggy and Jamice and the rest of the adminigtrative
gaff would scribe the inner and outer circles of atemple and begin laying stones near the grave which had
just been filled. Nor did they foresee the day when those same folk would see to the raising of the God,
Horgy Endure.

They went back to their temporary quartersat CM in astraggling procession, yawning and dragging their
feet. Jep and Saturday lingered behind the others, hand-in-hand.

"Now we can just live," said Jep, rather wearily. "Now we can just live, Sats." He put hisarms around
her, and they leaned together, two tired children, Ones Who had done everything the God required and
were now entitled to rest.

"Now we can just live," she agreed, kissing him on the cheek, asmall kiss, just to say everything was ill
there, intact, between them.

"Comeon," cried Gotoit, beckoning. "We need to get home."
Jep stopped abruptly, shivering.

"Wheat's the matter?" Saturday asked.

"When she said that, | got al cold,” he complained.

"When shesaid what?'

"About going home. Like maybe something'swrong there.”

"Nothing'swrong there, Jep. You'retired, that'sdl. Soam . You'retired, and when we get home we
have to go to school, and there's sports practice, and your body isn't interested in doing anything but
deeping. Nether ismine. Theideaof music practice makes my throat hurt like crazy.”

"l guessthat'sit,” he said, returning her kiss and smoothing her wild hair away from her face. They smiled
comfortingly at one another and set out after Gotoit and Willum R.

Voor stod
ONE

Jeopardy Wilm woke into astrange world and a strange time, with a headache that roared and howled
between hisears. His body was on abed, aams and legsflung out in dl directions. His mind was
somewhere ese, looking for him. The air smelled wet and moldy. Therewerevoicesin hishead that he
did not know, voices and a horrid wrenching he thought he might have felt once before, long ago, and



hated then and now. Both the voices and the wrenching had happened e sewhere, in the darkness before
he woke, and he remembered them as he sometimes remembered parts of an unpleasant dream from
which he had wakened too quickly.

A moan came from histhroat of itsalf, unintended, making the pain in his head thunder and throb. Nearby
achair scrgped on awooden floor, the noise sending jagged lightning through his skull. It was not ausua
sound, not the sound a chair would make in the settlement. Sponge pand's made a soft, cushiony sound.
This sound shrieked, but he knew what it meant. Someone, someone getting up to seeto him.

The face that came to hang over him was not aface he knew. It had an aura of red light around it, a
disturbing tendency to swim toward him and then away.

"Wakin' up, areyou?' the mouth above him asked, agaping maw of teeth, ogrelike, with agreet oar of a
tongue waggling in it. Jep squeezed his eyes shut, then opened them again, and again. The aurafaded;
mouth and face dwindled to a proper size; and he was able to understand the voice. It wasn't aHobbs
Land voice. He knew the words—System language—but the pronunciation was odd, full of diding tones
which had nothing to do with the sense of the words.

The face turned away, the mouth gtill uttering. "He's comin' back, Preu. | guessyou didn't kill him with the
Suff after al.”

"I'll seefor mysdlf, Epheron.” Another face ballooned over him, one with white hair fringing the edges of a
dark cap, aface that wavered in his sight, back and forth, back and forth. Jep shut hiseyes again, sure he
waslogt in nightmare.

"Boy," said aharsher voice. "Listento me. You'll get your sense back quicker if you know whereyou are
and who you're among. I'm Preu Flandry, and thisis Voorstod.”

Nothing. It meant nothing. "Who's Voorgtod,” the boy mumbled through dry lips. "V oorstod? Whois
thet?"

"You'rein Voorstod on the planet Ahabar,” FHandry said angrily.

"Ahabar," mumbled the boy. He knew the meaning of the word. Ahabar was a planet. One of the
inner-System planets. Large. Ruled by a monarchy. Queen somebody. "I'm on Ahabar. Queen

somebody."

The man struck him, not hard. "We don't talk of Queens here. Though we may share the planet, thisisn't
Ahabar, thisis Voorstod."

Which left him where he had been before: nowhere. If Voorstod was not a person, what wasit?
"He's never heard of Voorstod?' someone said increduloudy. "Maire Girat's grandson?”

"Not anybody's grandson,” mumbled Jep, coming to himsdlf alittle. "Chinas mom died. | don't have a
grandma.”

Therewas angry murmuring punctuated by snarls, like dogs fighting over anot-very-interesting bone,
more out of habit than appetite.

Another man came to the bed, a squinty-eyed man. "Whao's Sam Girat?' the man asked.
"Sam Girat?" asked Jep, trying to pull himself up alittle. "He's Topman of Settlement One.”



"He'syour father," snarled a voice from somewhere €lse, not one of the voices he had heard before.

"You don't need to talk like that," said Jep. "He's nothing to do with me. That'simproper, saying my
mother's friends have anything to do with me." He succeeded in getting more or less upright and stared
around the room. Againgt the far wal was a stone hollow with afirein it and asmall door next toit. The
floor was wood, not polished, as Jep was accustomed to seeing wood, but dry and splintery. The ceiling
was crossed with round wood beams, then crossed the other way with flat boardslaid side by side. The
walls were splotchy and stained, dun and rust colored, as though water had |eaked through everywhere,
in some places more copioudy than others, making idands and peninsulas of stain upon the dank
surfaces. A curtained window occupied the center of thewall opposite the fire; plank doors, bound
heavily with metal straps and hinges, opened at the middle of the other walls. From where helay, Jep
could seethat the door to hisright was spiked shut with huge nails, driven deep.

Two of the three chairs by the fire were occupied. The man beside the bed went back to the third chair,
dumping into it gracelesdy. "Kid doesn't have agrandmal Hah."

"Quedtion is, Pye, does the grandmahave akid?'

The white-fringed man leaned forward to warm his hands at the fire. For the first time, Jep realized how
cold and damp the room was, how hitterly cold he himself was. He shivered. The blanket acrosshis
body was sodden with moisture, like afungus after rain. He shivered again and tried to distract himsdlf by
identifying the men. The white-haired one was Preu. The younger one with the huge mouth who had
spoken first was Epheron. The squinty-eyed man who had just left him was Pye, and Jep had seen him
before.

"What's your whole name?" asked Jep, pointing.
"My nameisMugd Pye" the man said, turning his daggerlike eyes upon the boy. "Weve met before.”

All three of them wore large caps, which had the effect of making their heads ook larger and their faces
gmaller. Jep remembered noticing that before. He had been walking out to the temple dlone, very early.
There was something he had to do for Birribat Shum. And there had been a stranger on the road, aman
wearing acap, aman who had said his name was & hdllip; was Mugd Pye.

"What did you do to me?" Jep asked. He could remember nothing after the man told him his name. "Why
am| here?'

The man named Preu told him. "Y ou're here for our purposes. If you behave yoursdlf, when our
purposes are accomplished, well send you home to Hobbs Land.”

"What purposes?’

"We're holding you hostage, boy. To bring your grandmahometo her people. If shewon't come, you'l
be some damaged, but that's up to her."

"| told you, | didn't have agrandmother. China's mother is dead.”
"I'm talking about Sam Girat's mother, boy."

"But she's not my grandmother! Why would she do anything for me?* Jep thought with sudden panic that
if hiswelfare depended upon Maire Girat, he was doomed. He scarcely knew the woman, only as one
doesin settlement, by name and face. Saturday knew her because she taught Saturday music, but Jep
knew amost nothing about her!



"Brat," sneered Epheron. "Ungrateful whelp.”

"Nah, nah," breathed Muga Pye. "Hesright, Floom. When we werethere, | heard it for mysdlf. It'sonly
the mother's line they think of. They don't say 'Dad’ and they don't say 'Granddad.' They do say 'Uncle;’
though. The boy there has three uncles, and no father. And it may be Maire Girat thinks the same way.
She'sbeen therealong time. If o, we've gone awry, someway. It was her daughter's children we should
have brought. Sal's children. We thought to save oursalves some trouble and may not have done that at
al”

"Phaed told me she dwaysfet so soft about the Gharm,” sneered Preu Flandry. "Maybe shelll fed soft
for thisone, too. Whether she counts him family or not."

Jep shivered again, and gagged. Sour bile moved at the back of histhroat.
"Better feed him something,” said Mugal Pye, with a sneer. "Before he fades away on us.”

"Better give me something dry to wear," said Jep, shivering. "Before| catch something and die. I'll be no
good to you dead.”

"Ah, wdl," said Preu. "Thisis boring to be sure. He knows nothing of interest to us, so let the boy have
the good of thefire. Send the Gharm to feed him. I'll be getting back to Cloud. We don't want anyone
thinkin' I've been away too long. Besides, it'stime someone talked to Phaed Girat. Which I'll do soon.
Tomorrow. Or next week. Or after that, sometime.”

He went out, and the others followed. When it was apparent they were not coming back, Jep got up and
approached the chairs. One of them was atdl stuffed thing, much torn and stained upon the seat and
back, but warm from the firdlight. He curled up in it, trying to soak up al the heat there was. When the
fire had somewhat restored him, he fetched the blankets from the bed and hung them across the other
chair backsto let the hot light dance upon them. By the time anoise derted him that someone was
coming in, acloud of steam wasrising around the hearth.

Those who came were little people. Though Jep had much of his growing il to do, the tiny man came
only to Jep's shoulder, and the little woman only to his chest. The man carried ametal pot with a
long-handled spoon protruding from it; the woman carried abowl, a cup, and a bottle, which glugged
solemnly as she st it down. Despite their diminutive Size, Jep did not for amoment think of them as
children. Something in their faces said they were grown, adult, mature, even dignified. They were very
dark and ruddy in color, darker than even the darkest skinned persons of Jep's acquaintance, the color
of stained wood, very deep brown, with red lightsin their skin and fur. Their heads were covered with fur
the same color astheir skin, fur that ran down the backs of their necks onto their shoulders. Their eyes
were the same ruddy color astheir skin, but their teeth were very white. They wore wrinkled trousers
and loose shirts of acoarse, colorlessfabric. Ther feet were furry and bare.

"Something to eat," said the woman, placing the bowl upon the table. She removed the cup, poured into
it from the bottle, and held out the drink. "Good. Warm."

"I was about frozen," admitted Jep. "Who are you people?’
Thetwo exchanged glances, almost of surprise. "We are Gharm," the man said.

Jep thought abouit it. "'l think I've heard about you. There's some big controversy about you, isn't there?
Maire Girat told Saturday Wilm about you. Saturday said you were endaved by the people of Voorstod.
Isthat right?’



They exchanged glances again and moved away from him, amost asthough afraid.
"I won't hurt you," Jep cried. "I wouldn't do that. Stay alittlewhile. Tell mewherel am & hellip; ™
They wouldn't stay. The food and drink was set upon the hearth and they fled.

Jep looked after them, tears gathering. He shook his head impatiently and laid his hand upon the kettle,
finding it warm. He lifted the kettle to the table, filled the bowl and began to eat. The taste was not
unfamiliar. Meaty. Grainy. What Chinawould have called an eterna stew.

"Our remote ancestors ate such things when they first discovered fire," she had said to Jep more than
once as she threw things together to make their supper. "And first discovered pots, of course. Then they
put tough meat and hard grain and harsh herbs together and let them cook until they could chew them
and until the whole tasted better than the parts. If they were lucky, their cooks added bulbs and sdtsto
makeit tastier yet." Chinaaways added good things. Almost dways. Sometimes she said, "If they were
not so fortunate, they ate it anyhow.”

He ate it anyhow, not alowing himsdlf to be fussy, knowing he would have to keep strength and warmth
and wits about him. When he had finished, he stayed beside the fire, soaking in the warmth.

Heavy footsteps approached, too heavy for the Gharm. It was Muga Pye, returned. " Can you write?' he
asked from the door.

"Of course | canwrite," Jep said. "I'm not an infant.”
"On paper, with abrush, aswell as on a stage?
"l can," Jep said.

"Then write." The man put down sheets of paper, soft-edged, handmade. There wasawoman in
Settlement Two who made paper like that. She sold it to people who wished to make fancy,

hand-l ettered documents and memorids. "Writeto Maire Girat. Tell her you are here, in Voorstod. Tell
her no harm will cometo you if she comes back to her home."

"Her homeisin Hobbs Land," said Jep. "In Settlement One.”

"Write" said the man, hislips quirking angrily a one sde. "Shewill know what homeis meant. Tell her
aso that she must not inform the Queen or the Authority, or you will surely die" He set apot of ink upon
the table and held out a brush.

Jep took the brush he was offered and dipped it into the inkpot. Writing, as distinguished from entering
information in words and symbols, was one of the decorative skills. Everyone was taught the decorative
skills, though Jep was not very good at any of them. Saturday was far better at them than Jep was. The
thought of her caught him unaware, benesth theribs like aknife, and he gasped.

"What'swrong?' demanded the gimlet-eyed man.
"I'mal done” Jep whispered. "My people aredl far away."

"Oh now, that'strue," mocked Mugad Pye. "Tell that to Maire Girat. Tell her you're londly, and cold. Tell
her you're hungry. Tell her you will never be returned to Hobbs Land unless she comesto V oorstod once
more. Comes, and Sings.”

"Shedoesnot sing,” said Jep. "I know dl the singers, and sheis not one of them.”



"Doesnot sng?' said Pye, increduloudly.

"She'san old woman," said Jep, laborioudy writing the name of Maire Girat at the top of the page. "She's
an old woman, and she does not sing.”

He wrote as he had been directed. It was adifficult exercise, not something he did every day. The words
were not smple onesto do with crops or animals, and the sense of the demands being made evaded him.
Why Maire Girat should do something because he, Jep Wilm, was captive, he could not say. He could
have used smplex form to make it eassy—samplex was a phonic system with noroominit for
interpretation, like taking dictation. He chose, instead, to use Phansure High Text, to show it wasa
serious matter. Between the lines, as he lettered the words of the message Muga Pye intended, he added
asuperscription for Saturday, which told her, by alusion, that he loved her and needed her help. He
could have directed his persona wordsto Chinaor to Aunt Africa, but Saturday was a One Who, as he
himsdf was.

"What'sthis?' demanded Mugd Pye angrily, who understood enough High Text to read the message. "'l
didn't tell you to write to your sweetheart."

"I must,” Jep said. "Sheld worry otherwise.™
"Damned brat," said Mugd. "Y ou've put it between thelines. | can't even cut it off."
"Leaveit," cried Jep desperady. "It won't interfere with what you want!™

Muga fumed for amoment, but decided after atime that the boy wasright. Actudly, the second message
made the first one more poignant. While the first one had been dictated, the second one had come from
the heart. They'd know the boy had written it himsdlf, just from the pain in the words.

When theink had been dried before the fire, Mugal Pye set bottle and brush upon the mantle and went
away. Jep put his head down on his arms and wept. Gharm dipped through the door next to the fireplace
like shadows, he and she again. He felt a soft hand on his arm, looked down into a pitying face.

"What are your names?" whispered Jep.
"Nils," said the man.
"Firva" said thewoman, holding out her hands. "Have you finished?!

He nodded, lifting the still-warm kettle into her arms. "Please don't be afraid of me," he begged. "I need
someoneto &hdlip; "

"Weknow," shesaid. "Wewereligening."
"Areyou daves?' he asked.

The woman nodded, reaching up to pull her shirt away from her neck to show Jep the numbers branded
there, dong the top of her shoulder, the bare scars of the brand showing againgt the soft fur of her
shoulder. Below the shoulder, the fur stopped, and Jep could see the skin of her chest. She had no
breaststhere, at least none that showed. Instead, her skin folded down her body, along, vertical line.
The Gharm were made differently from men. They were different about the ears, too, which were furry
and flat. He flushed and looked away, noticing as he did so that she dso wore ametal collar, with aring
init, much like the ones used to tether livestock.

"Slaves." He could scarcely believeit. He had no clear ideawhat it meant, except that they were not free,



as hewas, had been & hdllip; might never be again. If dave meant captive, he, too, wasadave. "Why?'
Again that quick exchange of looks. "We're not supposed to talk of it."
"l won't tell," he promised. "I won't tell you told me.”

"Because the men captured us and put usin cages and brought us with them when they came here,” said
Nils. "They were bigger and stronger than we. We could not prevent it."

"| thought there was a contract,” said Jep. He had heard some such.

"Later, they said we had signed a contract to serve them athousand years. We signed nothing. We
would rather have died there, in our own land.” Shelooked into thefire, seeing things there Jep could not
see.

"Why do they want Maire Girat to come back?' he asked. "Why do they care?’
They shook their heads at him and were gone. He heard the locks chunking as they fastened himin.

At the window he pulled the curtain aside to see only darkness and the gleam of the fire on the bars that
were st to keep him confined. He let the curtain fal and went back to the fire, so weary he could hardly
move. There were chunks of fuel piled beside the chimney. He placed some of the fibrous stuff atop the
embers, then spread the blankets before the fire and curled into their dry warmth. Light flickered on his
face. The smdll of smoke was comforting, like an ancient blessing. He shut hiseyesin order to smell it
better and thought of Saturday. The last time he had seen her, he had told her they could smply live from
then on. It seemed he had been wrong. He had known something was wrong at home. Something had
told him that. But nothing had told him not to go there.

He opened his eyes and stared at the rough wood above him. The God knew. The God knew all about
it. But it hadn't told him not to go home. After atime his eyes closed and hefdl into deep.

The following day he was given boots and a coat and told he would be working for the farmer who had
the place and who could not feed him unless he worked. They locked a collar upon him, not arough
metal one like the Gharm collar, but adeek, complicated piece of machinery with faceted diads and lights
init, likeapiece of jewdry. They told him if he wandered more than haf amilefrom the farm house, the
thing would blow his head off. They set him to digging ditches, and it was harder work than he had ever
done.

All the day the migts enclosed him, making awall & either Sde, aceiling above. Soundsthet filtered
through the mists were dimmed and spread, like water coming through aweir. Each night he scratched a
mark on the wall beside the fireplace before he lay down. He had no trouble deeping. He told himsdlf in
time help would come. It was only by keeping thisidea before himsdlf, looking at it every moment, telling
it over like aholy name, that he kept himsalf calm. Saturday, he said to himsalf, will come, will send
someone. She could find him if he were a the bottom of asea.

"We are the Ones Who, after dl," he muttered to himsalf. "The God Birribat Shum knew what wasto
happen and did not prevent it. The God Birribat Shum will not let either of usdie until itistime.”

On the occasion of the quincentennia of the monarchy of Ahabar, the Gharm harpist, Stenta Thilion, was
to be featured with the Orchestra of Ahabar at the Royal OperaHouse in Fenice, the planetary capitd.
Thiswas an event long-awaited. Traditiondly, the music of Ahabar had made little use of the harp, or
indeed, of any stringed instruments, being rather given over to brasses and percussion instruments of a
hundred tinkling or booming kinds. Ahabar loved agood march. Hiking groups were traditionally led by



drum and bugle corps. Machinery was the more valued if it made agood rhythmic whumpety-whump the
workmen could tap-feet in time with. At least o much was true in the outlands, though the citieswere
becoming more sophisticated. String quintets from effete Phansure had been dl theragein socid circles
for somelittle time, and it was through one such prestigious group that a Phansure composer had been
obtained and commissioned by Queen Wilhulmia hersdlf to compose awork for Gharm-harp and
orchestrathat would encourage the patriotism of Ahabar while displaying the virtuosity of Stenta Thilion.

"Display, but not overtry,” the Queen had murmured in the ear of the compaoser, who had been invited to
dinner. "She's not ayoung person any longer. Perhaps you'd better get to know her work."

"Mdam," said the composer, who felt himself greatly honored by the commission, "even on Phansure we
know Stenta Thilion. I've known her work al my life."

And s0 he had. Stenta Thilion was arare genius, one of those who were recognized early and who
throughout their lives receive adulation with modesty and good humor. The First Symphony for
Gharm-harp and Orchestra, when finished, met with both the conductor's gpprova and that of Stenta
Thilion hersdlf. Rehearsastook place in an atmosphere of welling enthusiasm, and everyone who heard
the work used words like enchanting and marvelous and a new age in Ahabarian music. It ssaid much
for the politica savvy of the composer that he had used severd familiar patriotic themesin the
work—including afew motifs associated with the roya family—and much for the skill and good nature of
the harpist that she played them with appropriate verve and ferocity.

Now there were only afew days |eft before the concert, which the Queen would attend with her sons,
Crown Prince Ismer and Prince Rals, Duke Levenar. Asfor Stenta, the harpist rested at home with her
two daughters, dl of them quite excited about the impending event.

"Coribee, Gem, St," said Sarlig, the eldest daughter, a grandmother in her own right, to her mother. "' Sit,
Mama-gem. Taketea."

"Dont fussa me" murmured Stenta, smiling. "Don't fuss.”

"Who fusses? Do | fuss? DoesLivafuss? We arefusdess, no, Liva?'

"Fusdess" agreed her sigter. "Totaly, Sarlia”

Stenta subsided onto the couch beside them, giggling. "Y ou, fusdess? Aha. Then would anew sunrise.”

"In afew daysdoesanew sunrise," said her daughter, bowing. "At the concert doesthe sun shineon
Stenta Thilion, great artig.”

"Coribeg," blushed her mother, turning adark, brick color. "Oh, coribee." So she disclaimed her own
talent and laid it upon the Gods of the Gharm, saying, "asthe Tchenkawill it."

"No coribee about it. The Tchenkahad, perhaps, apart init. Mostly you did it yourself. Sadly, the
Tchenkaare mostly likely far away, on the old land. The Old Ones do not say they have followed to this
one." Sarliashook her head in sorrow.

"Perhaps by now," Stenta breathed through the steam of her teacup. "Perhaps by now." There was great
longing in her voice, alonging she did not need to explain to her daughters. The Tchenkawere the spirits
of the ancestors of Gharm, the spirits of the creatures of the planet Gharm, the kindly ones, the guardians.
Since the planet Gharm had been first killed and then abandoned long ago, the Gharm did not know what
had happened to the Tchenka. Since coming here, the Gharm had had no spiritua protection, and little
kindness.



"l rgoicein my deliverance," whispered Stenta. It was ungrateful to think of little kindnesswhen dl in
Ahabar had been so kind.

"We pray solace for our kindred in bondage," whispered her daughtersin response. " Coribee."

Though it was hard to enjoy one's own ddliverance when so many remained behind. It was Stentals
grandmother and grandfather who had made the escape from V oorstod. Stenta herself was the second
generation of Thilions born in freedom. Her great-grandchildren, Sarlia's and Livas grandchildren, were
thefifth. Even after dl these generations, the plight of the Gharm remaining in V oorstod was a constant
pain, not only in an emotiond sense, but aso in aphysical one. What one Gharm fdlt, al Gharm
somewhat perceived, asensation atenuated by distance but till identifiable. If a Gharm died painfully in
Voorgod, dl free-Gharm knew of it in their bellies, and wept for it, not only for the pain but for the loss.
Since many Gharm died in Voorstod, their desths weighed upon the free-Gharm in an endless
melancholy. The Gharm a homein Ahabar were in many respects no freer than their kindred in
Voorstod, though here in Fenice there were thousands of miles and many years separating the Gharm
population from the deadly peninsula.

Stenta sat upon a cushioned chair and held out her cup to berefilled by her eldest child. A disinterested
observer would have seen no apparent difference in their ages. The dight, lithe formswere of akind. The
tight caps of dark fur wereidentical. The eyes and button noses and unlined skins appeared no different
in the daughters than in the mother. Even the Sinuous movements of arms, the mannered extensions of the
four-fingered, two-thumbed hands, theritua courtesies of full and half-obei sance, were the same in both
generations, save that Stenta did not bow quite so deeply nor kned so swiftly. Asthe eldest, the Gem
(for the Gharm saw their old people asjewel s to be treasured), she was entitled to deference, no matter
that the outsider would scarcely notice how much was given her. Among themselves, they were aware,
and what others thought or perceived about so private a matter was of no concern.

Now Liva, seeing the strain settle upon her mother'sface at the mention of kindred in bondage, cast a
quick glance at Sarliaand begged, "Tell us of the Tchenka, Mama-gem.”

"Y ou have heard,” the older woman breathed into the steam of her teacup. "Ten thousand times.”

"Wereit ten thousand times ten thousand, it were not enough,” said Liva, ritualy. "No retelling istoo

"So muchistrue," Stenta agreed. The stories of the Tchenka were the heritage of the Gharm, to be
passed on intact and unchanged to dl future generations. Even though the Tchenkathemsel ves might have
been | eft behind—and no one was sure whether they had stayed or died or followed—still their history
should betold. They were the spirits of the Gharm, no matter how long ago or faraway. It behooved
every Gharm to hear; and hearing, tell; and telling, teach.

Stenta began, singing in the breathy chant that was the best she could manage these days, "Long ago was
Billa-needful &hdlip; "

Long ago was Billa-needful , waking out of darkness and emptiness, aware only of a something-hunger.
What am |? Billaasked itsdf. Why do | wake thus? Wheredo | find mysdf? When isthistime,
beforeness or afterness? Who isin this place with me?

Long did Billameditate upon these questions, until at last Billadecided to test first whether any other
being was present. So Billasang one note, sending it into the darkness and emptiness until al thevoid
wasfilled with the note. And the note went away into silence, leaving no echo and no answer.

Thereisno answer, s0 then, | am alone, said Billa-needful. And since there comesno echo, | amin



empty; and since there comes no echo, | am before anything has occurred; and since | am before, | wake
to create; and since | am in empty, | am All-There-Is-Now.

And long Billameditated upon these answers, until at last Billa decided to create others which would
echo.

| shal make others, said Billa | shal make someto sing with me. So, Billa-needful sang into the nothing
one song, and it was named He-1s-Accomplished. And Billa-needful sang another song, and it was
named She-Goes-On-Creating. And He-1s-Accomplished was a male and She-Goes-Creating was a
female, and the two of them went out into the nothing where they sang with Billa-needful until al of
nothingnesswasfull of song.

And He-Is-Accomplished heard the song and was content, but She-Goes-On-Creating took the song
and rounded it and made many worlds of it, large and smal, and set the smooth songs spinning around
the fiery songs and the cold songs spinning around the smooth songs, and al music gathered up to leave
no sound between so that the songs spun in silence. And when Billa-needful saw what she had done,
Billa-needful was pleased, saying, "Now may happenings occur and one thing cause another and time
comeinto creation and the reason for my being be fulfilled.”

But He-1s-Accomplished was uncomfortable, for there was much doing and confusion among the circling
worlds, so that He-1s-Accomplished suffered greetly from itchiness.

"Thereis peace in slence between theworlds,” he said, moving away from the worlds, "and that iswhere
| will dwell."

So Billa-needful encircled all, watching what occurred, while He-Is-Accomplished dwelt in sllence and
She-Goes-On-Creating dwelt in song, and so al wasinhabited. So say al Gharm, so beit, coribee.

The annunciator a the door brought al three of them to their feet. " Someone comes!” cried the
mechanica voice, like metd fail, blowing inthewind.

Livamotioned the other two to Sit. "'l will seetoit,”" shesad.

"Careful," her mother said, out of habit. "Do not open unlessyou're sure.” There was no such thing as
safety, not even herein Fenice. Not when the men of VVoorstod were determined upon killing every
Gharm they could. How many of the innocent had died for no reason at dl save the vicious pride of the
Voorstoders? So now, Stenta repeated, "Careful.”

"So, Mama-gem,” Livaagreed. She peered at the door screen, noting the royd livery on the man
carrying the package, the labd and shape of the box he bore. "Y our gown for the concert, Mama-gem!
From the Queen's own dressmaker."”

Livaopened the door, presented afinger for the messenger's snipper to painlesdy drag away acdll or
two, and accepted the box. Theroya page stepped inside and opened it for her, thus showing there was
no danger init. In these days of the Voorstod terror, so much was courtesy on Queen Wilhulmias
indructions.

Livacarried the box in one hand, the frock over both arms as she returned to the inner room like a
moving sheaf of diamonds, glitteringly resplendent, a preserved rainbow of light.

"Oooh," breathed Stenta, who had been fitted only into the basic garment, before the Phansurian
bead-artists had been &t it. "Oooh."

Upon the high-necked breast of the dress was worked the heads and bodies of two saber birds, facing



one another. Their head and wing plumes arched away onto the shoulders and down onto the drooping,
bannerlike deeves of the dress. Tail plumesfilled dl the space to the hem, every plume with agemmed
eye. On the back of the dress, butterflies flew from the hem toward the neck, around a space of Phansuri
slk at the hip and thigh, where Stentawould sit, filling al the rest with glittering beauty. The saber bird
was the clan Tchenka of Stenta's mother. The butterfly was the clan Tchenka of Stentasfather. Stenta
had been born out of the Butterfly peopleinto the Saber-bird people, though there were neither
butterflies nor saber birds where any of them had lived for generations. On the neckband of the gown
was atiny frog, worked in emerald beads. The frog was Stenta's persona Tchenka The dress was of
scarlet and yellow and every shade between these two: wine and gold, pink and melon, orange and
ochre.

The style was an adaptation of that traditiona to the Gharm for festive occasions, though there had not
been within living memory such agorgeous or extravagant application of tradition. Sarlia stroked the
beads, marveling a their chilly, heavy surface, like flowing metd.

"Mama-gem," said Sarliag, "the deeves are so heavy. Surely you will not be ableto play, wearing this."

Stenta came forward to peer closely at the garment. In amoment she found the seams she sought,
opened them, and removed the deeves. Benesath were other deeves, close, light ones of Phansuri silk,
red as new blood.

"I come on the stage dl glorious," announced Stentawith a straight face, walking with decorous steps
around theroom. "I glitter and shine and bow to the conductor, and heto me. | bow to the audience,
holding out my arms s0 the deeves hang down like flags. | wave my hands, so, showing yet once more
how graceful we Gharm are. | go to the harp. | seet myself, being careful that under meisthisplace on
the dress where there are no butterflies to make uncomfortable places on my bottom. | hold out my arms,
draight, letting the deeves glitter. A woman comes from the wings and leans above me, unfastens my
deeves, and takesthem away. The underdeeves arered, very highly visble, so everyone will see how my
armsmove. So, now | may play. So we have rehearsed it, to make a show. The conductor says| am so
gmdl, | must shinelikefirefor themal to seeme.”

"Beautiful,” said Liva "I'll hang it up, Mama-gem.”

"No," her mother instructed. "The beads are too heavy. Y ou must lay it flat, in the spare bedroom. The
Queen's dressmaker told me. Even so, it will stretch alittle during the concert. 1t was made to wear only
thisonetime"

"And the bracd ets?'
"What bracd e(s?"

"The onesin the box with the dress," said Sarlia, drawing them out. They glittered with the same colorsas
the gown, though their faceted surfaces were set with gems rather than beaded.

"Ah, ah, how kind of the Queen," said Stenta. " She does too much.”
"I'll put them with the dress" said Liva. "Then Mama can tell more of the Tchenka."

She went off to the guest room, returning afew moments later to refill their teacups and demand that the
story of He-Is-Accomplished and She-Goes-On-Cregting be continued.

She-Goes-On-Creating wandered a time upon the worlds and among the stars, singing as they sang, but
the surfaces of the worlds were dull and uninteresting, like beads, while the surfaces of the sarswere



furious and uncomfortable. "l will sing life," said She-Goes-On-Cregting, as she stood upon aworld, "1
will sing life to make things more comfortable.” And she put out her hand and sang weter into being, and
then grassinto being, and when they were created, she put them on many of the worlds while she sang
forest into being.

After that she sang Water-Dragon into being, and after Water-Dragon, she sang Desert-Dragon, and
after Desert-Dragon, Forest-Dragon, and then all other dragons of every kind, and sent them to the
variousworldswherethey wereto live & hdlip;

Y ou don't want meto say the entire catalog, surely,” said Stenta. Y ou have known the list of the
Tchenkasnce you were eight!”

"Sowehave" Livaagreed. "Dragonsfirgt, then fish that eatsgrassin dl itskinds, fish that eats on the
bottom in al itskinds, fish that eats other fish the same; then bird that eats grass, bird that eatsin the field,
bird that eats other birds; so on and s0 on, creatures of every kind. All the Tchenka, lost forever.”

"Widll, it may bethey are not log, though such isthe story," sighed Stenta. "And findly,
She-Goes-On-Cresating meets together with al the Tchenka at the foot of the eternal mountain to decide
what should be done to keep everything in balance. But the Tchenka of humans would not agree to keep
humansin baance, so the other Tchenkakilled them, and man has had no Tchenkasince.”

"Which iswhy hekillseverything," said Liva, "for heisnot cousin to the crestures of the worlds asthe
Gharm are”

"Itiswhy those of Voorstod are so evil," said Sarlia, "for they have no indwelling spirit whatsoever."

"Tss," whispered her mother. "Do not offend the Tchenka by mentioning V oorstoders. | will play you
quiet, as She-Goes-On-Cresting sang the quiet into which He-1s-Accomplished went.”

She went to the harp, which stood beside the window, a grest concert harp, the largest any Gharm could
play, very narrow, to hold al the strings, with the strings set very close, asthey could be for the dender
Gharm fingers. "1 will play the song She-Goes-On-Cregting sang to create the saber bird," said Stenta,
laying her hands upon the sirings.

She played and the-women-her-daughters were silent. Outside in the street, people stopped what they
were doing and smply stood, heads turned toward the sound. Wherever the music was, the birds came
into being, head and wing and leg, brilliant body and brilliant tail. They moved. One could seethem
moving in the music. One could tell what they looked like. They danced with their beaks pointing
upward. They danced on their toes. They legpt and turned, wings spread wide. It didn't matter, not too
much, that they were not on Ahabar, or in VVoorstod, that they had died on Gharm with al the trees and
forests and swamps and streams which had been Gharm, for they survived gill inthe music. When the
music was over, for along time, it was as though the birds were in the room, as though their soulswere
there, listening, brought back from whatever place they had been.

"Go home now," said Stentato her daughters, her face calm and radiant as dawn, as though she had
been spesking to angels. "Go help your daughters feed the children. | will rest, for soon | will play for the
Queen.”

On the escarpment of Hobbs Land, Shan Damzedl dreamed of Ninfaddl.

"Don't forget to wear your faceplate,” said the officer at the outpost. "Don't forget to wash off the mucous
beforeit dries”



Shan went away from the outpost. It receded behind him as things in dreams recede, becoming
unreachable, unattainable. He was remote now, al aone, standing on the hill overlooking theriver.
Raucous sounds came to him, and he looked down to see Porsa by theriver, and then they were coming
at him faster than he could have imagined possible.

Hetried to run, but his feet wouldn't move & helip;
He only had timeto get hisfaceplate down before & hdlip;
Something inexorable swalowed him up.

Jep learned to dig ditches, at firgt painfully, and then much less so. At first digging by hand seemed a daft,
slly thing to do, when there were machines that could do it easier and better, but herein Voorstod there
were many daft, slly things going on. So he worked hard, hoping to finish the task, only to find there
were more ditchesto be dug, and still more. After thethird or fourth agonizing day of it, heredized the
labor was set specificaly to tire him out, possibly so he would deep, certainly so he would not have the
energy to be rebellious, so he would have no time or strength to think about escape. The farmer didn't
need these ditches, or, if hedid, he didn't need them done quickly or finished soon. With thisredlization
came sense and akind of fatalistic serenity. From that moment on he worked easily, gently, asthough, he
told himsdlf, he were uncovering a God, neetly setting theturvesasidein pardld linesand piling the dark
soil insde them, making of the task awork of art.

Work was not easy, asit would have been at home. He could not see into calming distance. The whole
world was confined by migt, into the compass of hisown emotions. There werefedingsdl around him,
anger and hatred and menace. Each time one of the men came near him, he could fed roiling
dissatisfaction, barely withheld belligerence. The animosty was not toward him, especidly. It was not
even toward the Gharm, especidly. It amply was, acondition of their being, borninthem asgillsona
fish, suiting them to breathe only angry and hodtile air.

The bellicose atmosphere frightened Jep. He could fed areflection of it in himsdlf, aswell, risng up from
ahot wdl in hisbelly, something respongvely molten there, something heretofor unsuspected. He kept it
carefully controlled, remembering the time after Bondru Dharm had died. Then, too, there had been
anger, though the children had fdlt it less than the adults. Of course, the children had been working on the
temple. There were no temples here.

Though & hdlip; why shouldn't there be?

That night, when the Gharm, Nils, brought hisfood, he begged the little man to St with him awhile before
thefire

"I'm londly," he said, sounding as pathetic as possible. It wasnt difficult. He was londly, with a deep,
aching sense of lossfor dl familiar and comforting things.

"If the men come & hdllip; " the little man temporized.
"They don't come. Not anymore. Sometimesin the day, but not at night.”

"It'strue,” Nilsagreed. "They areliving in ahouse down in Sarby, not far from here. It'swarmer there, in
thevdley."

"All of them?'

"Mugd Pye and Epheron Floom, thosetwo."



"Not Preu Handry?'
"No. He's gone back, so they say, to Cloud.”

"What do those others do there in Sarby? They're not keeping watch on me. This," and heindicated the
collar he wore, with its faceted, gemlike inserts, "this keeps me close. So, why do they stay?

"Making things" the Gharm said. "The Gharm there often see them making things, and they tell us.
Jewdry, like. And little boxes. Things."

"Devil things, no doubt," brooded Jep. He had no illusions about the V oorstoders. He had not yet
detected any goodness or kindnessin any of them. It was amost as though they were a separate race,
and Jep spent much time during the lonely days thinking how this might be. Speciation through isolation,
possibly. He had learned about that in school. Men had developed afew species since the Dispersion.
How long had the VVoorstoders dwelt gpart from other men, on that planet with the Gharm? How long to
turn into devilish crestures, who made devilish things.

"Devil things, no doubt," assented Nils.

The door opened a crack and Pirvadid through, eyeswide. "Y ou didn't come back," shetold her mate.
"I know." He soothed her, inviting her to join him a the firesde. "The boy islonesome.”

"Poor boy," she said softly. "Taken from his mama-gem.”

"Itisnot my mother | miss so much," hetold her. "I was old enough to leave my mother's house and go
into the brotherhouse. It isthat | am a One Who."

"One Who what?' she wanted to know.

"One Who sarves the God," was his answer. "One Who serves the God Birribat Shum. And thereis
another One Who, closer to methan asister. Soitisthe God | miss, and Saturday Wilm."

"Isthat aname?" they asked. " Saturday Wilm."

He nodded, choking down a hot, bitter hard-edged chunk that had come into histhroat. "That isher
name," hetold them. "And shewill come for me, somehow. We need each other."

"But that is not the person they expect,” Nilssaid in apuzzled voice. "It is Mare Manone they expect to
come, not Saturday Wilm."

"I do not know what Maire Manonewill do," he said. "But Saturday Wilm will come. And she will
bring & hellip; " Hisvoicetrailed away, for he had just thought of it. She would bring. Of course she
would bring. "Shewill bring with her what we dl need.”

Thelittlewoman laughed, ashort chortling sound, without amusement in it. She drew down her collar and
ran her fingers over the numbers burned into her shoulder. "What we al need? What other thing than
freedom?’

She gave her mate or lover or husband or whatever he was asignificant look. Nilsrose. The two of them
took up the dishes and cup and kettle, ready to leave and go back wherever they went at night.

"Perhaps she brings freedom," Jep whispered. "If that was so, would your people help to put an end to
al this? All thisdavery?'



Both the Gharm stopped where they were, like statues.

"We cannot,” Nilssaid. "It has been decided. If all of ustry to go, if werebd, if werise up, then the
Voorgoderswill daughter usdl.”

"Tdl me" begged Jep. "Tell meabout it."

Half-unwillingly, they sat down by the fire once more, not rdinquishing their hold upon the kettle and the
dirty dishes, ready to rise and flee at the first hint of sound.

"Tel me" begged Jep again. "Make me understand!”

Nils reluctantly put down the kettle, took up a stick from beside the fire and scratched some ashes onto
the hearth, spreading them into athin film with the sde of the stick. In the ashes he drew a shape, afat
vertical with an even fatter leftward turn at its upper end, the whole like aleg with aswollen foot at the
top, aleg very thin at the knee whereit joined something long and flat.

"Voorstod," whispered Nils, indicating the whole outline. He ran afinger from the toes to the knee,
dividing the fatness into two, awide caf-of-the-leg and bottom-of-the-foot, a narrow top-of-the-foot

and shin. "Theline of the mountains," he explained, "running al down Voorgtod, like abackbone." He
indicated the wider part. "The Sea Counties." The narrower part. "The Highland Counties.” He poked a
finger onto the foot, just above where the toes might have been. " Sarby County, wherewe are.” Other
finger marks went toward the hed. ""Panchy County, Odil County.” He cameto the hedl. "Bight County,
with the town of Scaery, where Maire Manone once lived." He proceeded down the leg. "Cloud County,
Leward County, and the town of Selmouth. Then the three apostate counties, so the evil men call them,
Wander, Skel p—Skelp, thin as achild's neck—then Green Hurrah spreading out, right and |eft, long the
shore. Below that is broad Jeramish, a province of Ahabar, with the army al along the border.”

Jep stared at the picture, memorizing whet the little man had said. "What are the Highland Counties?!

Nils stabbed afinger a the lower edge of the foot. "County Kateisjust south of where we are. East of
that is County Furbish. Then, running toward the south is North Highlands County and South Highlands
County, long, narrow counties squeezed between the seaand the peaks. No big towns, only villages up
there. No ports. On the west, the mountains come up from the sealike awall, with no big rivers, only
greams plunging down in white torrents.”

Pirvaleaned forward to point to the thin neck of the peninsula, whereit joined the mainland. " County
Skelp," she said, tapping it meaningfully. "Narrow Skelp. If we escape by land, it must be through
County Skelp. We can doit, hiding like beastsin the grass, crawling among the stones, one or two a a
time. Not more.”

"The people in Skelp are sympathetic?' Jep asked.

"Oh, some of them are, yes. They try. But the davers are everywhere, sneaking and skulking. And if they
know one of the people of Skelp has helped us, then that person loses his eyes, or his hands, or his
manhood, or her breasts, or their children arekilled, or perhapsdl of these”

Jep peered at the map. "How about getting out by sea?’

"There are only the few ports. Old Port in Odil. Scaery. Cloud. Smouth. Watched, dl of them, likea
mouseholein ahousefull of cats.”

"And in between?'



"In between, rocks and bad tides and places atiny boat may come in to pick up one or two, but no more
than that.”

Jep sighed. "' So you go by ones and twos."

"We do. We choose by lottery. Some of the people of each Tchenka, each clan, must go out, some of
each people must escape, so the race may live. Children. Men and women of reproductive age. No old
ones. Only afew at atime. We say 'One child for life, one child for death. Two for the future, two for the
sacrifice. When our babies are born, we weep, for perhaps the child isto be a sacrifice, asop to the
beasts, to be whipped to death to calm the evil men. Not enough of us go to set the Voorstodersinto a
frenzy, but enough that our peoplewill live, that dl the Tchenkawill live

"What are Tchenka?' Jep asked.

They told him as though they were teaching one of their own children, and by the time they were finished
with the long catalog of Tchenka, which included every naturd and supernatural beast and being upon
Gharm, the fire had burned to ashes and Jep was yawning uncontrollably.

"Wewill tak again," he said. He needed time to understand al they had told him.

Meantime he went on digging ditches. Since there was no purpose to it save the purpose of kegping him
busy, he decided to ask Mugd Pyeif he could do something abit more interesting. Muga came by every
now and then to check on the status of the prisoner, to jibe a him as though Jep had offended the
Voorgtodersin someway. It took sometime, but Jep finaly figured out that he had offended the

V oorstoders by being innocently involved. Their world view did not alow for innocence. Those who
were not for Voorstod were against VVoorstod by definition, and that included Jep asit would include a
baby till in the womb. Muga kept him abreast of devel opments and seemed to take an amost sexua
pleasure in threatening the boy with mutilation.

[lion Girat, it seemed, had stayed behind upon Hobbs Land of necessity, since Jep had come out
disguised as Ilion. Now Ilion was under house arrest on Hobbs Land, but he could observe what was
happening there. He sent word that he knew Maire had received the initid message since llion had
arranged its ddlivery himsalf. He had received no response as yet. Mugal was quick to advise Jep of this,
asthough Jep'sterror here on Ahabar might somehow stimulate action on Hobbs Land. Mairewasto
givellion an answer in alittletime, Mugd said. Jep choked down hisfear and waited for thelittletimeto

pass.

Meantime, however, he sought to do something sensible. "I told the Gharm I'd teach them how to build a
house that will stay drier,” Jep said to Mugd Pye. "It'sakind we build sometimes on Hobbs Land. It
would be more useful than these ditches you've got me digging.”

"I don't care what you do, laddy,” sneered Mugal Pye. "So long as you keep busy. That collar you've got
around your neck guarantees you won't run off. But the Gharm have work to do, and | don't know how
the farmer will taketo your digtractin' them.”

"l won't take them from their work," said Jep. "I'll do alot of it mysdlf.”
That night, he spoke again with Nilsand Pirva

"I will build ahomefor the God," he said. "For my Tchenka, and for yours. When Saturday Wilm comes
for me, the house must be built, for shewill bring magic with her."

"Magic?' questioned Nils, doubtfully. It was not aconcept the Gharm found familiar.



"Holiness?" suggested Jep. "The stuff of She-Goes-On-Cregting.”
Thiswastotaly acceptable.

"I need your help," hetold them. "We will pretend it isahouse for the Gharm. It must be as close to
Sarby aswe can go."

They conferred, went away to talk to others, came back again. If one went only afew hundred yards
north of the farmhouse, one cameto aplace that would, if dl the land between were not so thickly
forested, overlook the town of Sarby.

"The treeswill not matter,” Jep told them. " So long as the soil runs down to the town. So long asthereis
not rock between." He was not sure even rock would matter in the long run, but it seemed likely rock
would delay things. Jep did not want anything that would add time. Time seemed to him to be avery
important factor in whatever would happen to him.

There was no rock between the site and Sarby. The soil ran from the prominence down to Sarby and
thence along the steeply curling river al the way to the sea.

Nilsand Pirvawere with him, aswere haf adozen other Gharm, early the following morning when he
stuck a staff into the most level patch they could find, tied aropeto it, and scribed the two circles upon
which the temple would be built. He made them small. There would not be enough help, he felt, to build it
large, but that didn't matter. Small was more gppropriate for the Gharm.

He dug the foundations himsdlf. He had watched severd other temples being built besides the one he had
worked on in his own settlement, so he knew how to set about it. The stones of Voorstod were a
different color from the stones of Hobbs Land, but since they were ledge stones which broke into flat
dabs and cracked acrossinto straight pieces, they were easy to lay. Jep saw no reason to scoop out the
floor. A flat floor would be more suitable for the Gharm, asit was for humankind. He merdly flattened the
soil and rammed it hard before putting down asingle layer of large, flat ones as abase for mosaics. He
had seen no small, smooth, colored stonesin the streams of the kind ubiquitousin Hobbs Land. He did
not know what could be found for the mosaics, but that matter would wait until later.

The Gharm cameto help, sometimes one or two, sometimes a dozen from the town, often a night, after
their work was done and the V oorstoders down in Sarby had drunk themselves into sodden sumber.
Actudly, they came to hear what Jep had to say, which wasthat he, Jep, was the One Who had cometo
tell them that the Gods—that is, the Tchenka—would soon come here to Voorstod, and that thiswasto
betheir first house.

"You areto lay their pictures on the floor,” he said. "In my home, we laid our own Tchenka, in rock and
clay. | do not know your Tchenka, so you must doiit.”

This amazed the Gharm. However, amember of the Grass-serpent clan found some green stone on the
hill, bashed it into small pieces and laid afringed green snake with ared eye, thewhole set in abed of
clay which dried hard only after they built afire on top of it and then polished the hardened result with
fine sand. Grass snake was followed by abirdlike creature with great round eyes, laid in pebbles of
brown and tan and white, and then by adozen kinds of air, water, and land dwellers, some recognizable
to Jep's eyes and more not. Some of the mosaic was laid in broken tile and somewas laid in broken
glass and some was put together out of odds and ends of equipment, whole or in pieces. Still, each
morning when helooked at the floor, something new had been laid into the clay during the night, burned
hard, and polished. Each night when hefell into bed, something new had been doneto thetemple. The
work moved with astonishing rapidity. Thewalls and arches seemed to legp into being, smaler and more
delicate ones than those he had known in the settlements. In forty or fifty days, designs covered the entire



floor, swirling and knotting, giving adifferent feding than those in the temples on Hobbs Land. Less
peaceful, they were. More pleading. The roof was different, aswell. The Gharm had made the roof as
they made their huts, out of reed bundles hung upon stringers, rejecting aclay layer for, asthey told Jep,
it would never dry.

Therewere no grillsfor the ringwall. Jep explained how grillswere used in hisown land, and the Gharm
responded with panels of marveloudy woven and ornamented cane.

"When will the Tchenkacome,” they asked him when al had been done that they could do.
"When the other One Who comesfor me," he said. "It is she who brings the substance of creation.”

"Jep isHe-lssAccomplished,” they nodded to one another when he said this. " She who comesis
She-Goes-On-Creating. Perhaps he tells us the truth.”

They consdered this solemnly, without rgjoicing. There was no great joy among the Gharm. When Jep
urged them, they sang their whispery songs very quietly, so the Voorstoders would not hear: the endless
catalog of their Tchenka, songs which had been taught to every Gharm child—though softly, softly, lest
the VVoorstoders grow angry and defile the songs with blood. In addition to the catal og, there were
individual songs, which told of the lives of the Tchenka after they had been created. Outside these
theological matters, the Gharm spoke little and complained not at dl. When they did speak, most of their
talk was of the lottery, which chose those to escape next, those to go out into the world through Skelp
and Wander and Green Hurrah into Ahabar, where their kinsmen waited with clothing and food and
friends and schooling for some of every clan, some of every blood line, so the people might not die.

When the temple wasfinished, it turned out to be suitable for living, dso, aplace in which anumber of
Gharm might dwell, better ventilated and drier than their huts.

"Will it be sacrilege?" they asked Jep. "Isit evil to dwell in the God's house."

"It'sagood thing," Jep advised them. "To keep the God's house warm and dry until the God itsdlf arrives.
Then you should build houses of your own. Theresfter he watched, bemused, while they built little houses
for themselves which were surprisingly similar to those built upon Hobbs Land by the Departed.

When the temple wasfinished, he lay upon his bed wondering what he would do with himsdf now. There
were over ahundred scratches on the plaster beside the fireplace. If something didn't happen soon, so he
had been told, they would start sending pieces of him to Ilion Girat for delivery to Maire Manone.

When, not many days later, the door burst open in the night, he thought the time had come. He had tried
to summon bravery againg this hour, with little success. He could face death, he thought, more easly than
being cut up in pieceswhile helived. Still hetook adeep breath, pulled himself up and confronted Muga
Pye over thelantern with aleved gaze.

"Good newsfor you, boy," the man said, with a bubbly laugh which said he had been drinking deeply,
perhapsin celebration. "Maire Manone has sent word. After dillyddlyin' for half a season, to save your
worthless skin she's given us atime not long hence. The Sweet Singer's coming home.”

The departure of Maire Girat for VVoorstod was only the last in what had been perceived asthat long
chain of apprehensions, terrors, and decisions that had begun with the disappearance of Jep Wilm.

No one even redlized the boy was gone until aday had gone by. The boy wasn't around on one off-day,
but no oneworried about that. Y oung people often went missing for whole days, occasionally whole
days and nights. Aside from the thing that had attacked Sam, there were no predators on Hobbs Land,



and that thing seemed to have been one of akind. Sometimes Sam himself wondered why he was not
more concerned with the danger implied by the existence of such acreature, but he wasn't. Theseustold
him there weren't any others, and he more or less et his people know that.

If settlers stayed in the utilization zones, there were few dangers. If people obeyed the rules on leaving the
utilization zones—that is, if they told their families where they were going—danger was minimized. Y oung

peoplefell off rocks, sometimes, or out of trees. An occasiona broken bone was about the worst of it. It

had been most of a generation since a child had died from accident.

So no one worried when, on the particular off-day, Jeopardy Wilm was not to be found. When he did
not show up by night, Saturday Wilm and ChinaWilm went to Sam and told him the boy was missing.
Then the settlement began looking for him, asking questions, finding who had seen him when.

"Going down the road to the temple,” said the people in the clanhome north of the Wilm clanhome. "Very
early yesterday morning. First or second daywatch.”

So the road was searched, and the templeitsalf, and the land around. When the sun came up, search
parties moved out into the surrounding lands and up toward the New Forest and Cloudbridge, afavorite
place for young people to wander.

Meantime, Saturday sat for hours cross-legged in the centra enclosure of the temple. Birribat Shum did
not say Jep was dead. If Jep had been alive or dead anywhere near, anywherein the area of any of the
settlements or CM or even the surrounding countryside, Birribat Shum would have known and Saturday
Wilm would have known. Therefore, Jep was not in any of the settlements or in CM or in the surrounding
aress all theway to the foot of the escarpment.

She explained this, as best she could, to a somewhat skeptica Samasnier Girat.
"The God told you this?'

"Not exactly," she confessed.

"Whét, then?'

"He sort of let me know," she said, trying for accuracy. "It'skind of like asking aquestion in your head,
and then seeing how you fed about the answer. Some answersfed better than others, that'sall. Some
answersfed right.”

This closaly resembled the way Sam's mind worked on many occasions. He would have called it
intuition, but he accepted that the God might amplify the effect, and he sat down with amap, wondering
where ese he could look. It seemed ridiculousto look on the escarpment itself, but that was about the
only place left within reasonable distance.

On thethird day they learned they need search no farther. Maire came to Sam, pae and distraught,
bearing awritten message which had been ddlivered to her, so she said, from the young man they had
both met, llion Girat.

"Jeopardy Wilmwroteit," she said to her son. ™Y our boy." She held out the paper.

Sam, taken aback by this breech of convention, said, "I've never heard you say that, Mam. Y ou've told
me often enough we don't think about fathers on Hobbs Land!”

"Widl, | know we don't, Sammy. But someone thinks that, or he'd not have taken the lad. And someone
has taken the lad, and holds him hostage against my return to Voorstod." She waved the paper in hisface



until hetook it. "I told you, Sammy. Y ou thought | wasaslly old woman. Y ou were angry with me, |
could seeit. And dl thetime | wasright."

Sam felt strangely wrenched and tugged about. He had been so sure she was being stupid and paranoid,
and now here wasthis|etter, thisindisputable thing in his hands. He had been so sure she

was & hdlip; well, mistaken about Phaed. On the other hand, the message from Jep said nothing about
Phaed. The oneswho had taken him had been the ones here on Hobbs Land, Muga Pye and this youth,
Ilion. There may have been othersinvolved, but not Phaed. Phaed might not even know about it. Phaed
would not have threatened to kill the boy! His own grandson!

"ThisMugd Pye, isheredly capable of killing anyone, Mam? Do you know for sure?'

She screamed a him, anger at hiswillful obstinacy overwhel ming the gentleness shed awaystried to use
toward him. "Y ou're trying to make excuses for them, Sammy. Well, don't do like| did and lieto
yourself! Arethey capable of killing anyone, you ask? Wasn't your little brother anyone then? Arentt

they anyone who die among the Abalitionists? When the bombs go off, aren't they men and women and
children bleeding on the ground with their arms and legs blown off? Aren't the Gharm anyone?! Whipped
to death and starved to death and hounded to death, aren't they anyone! "

Sam shook hishead at her, wishing he had not asked her, for she could not berationa about it. Still,
even accepting that agood part of what she said might betrue, it fill didn't mean Phaed wasinvolved.

She murmured, "Not that | could prove which onesthey killed with their own hands. | could only say for
sure they planned killing, hour on hour, night on night & hellip; "

She could not proveit. Sam heard that, forgetting what else he had heard. His own dad was probably
not part of any of this. Bad things happened in VVoorstod, he no longer doubted, but his own dad was not
part of it. Perhaps he was even being used by these conspirators.

Maire went done to the Wilm clanhome, refusing Sam's company but taking the letter with her.
"So what do we do now?' cried China. "What will you do, Maire? Dare you return?”

"Darel?No. | don't dare. I'm terrified. But of course I'll return,” Maire's eyes were sunk deep, and her
face was drawn. "To save the boy, of course. And not because he's Sam's & hellip; you know. Simply
because heis. Thething is, my going back may not save him. I know those men. We can't trust their
word. I'll haveto think of aschemeto get him out safdly.”

"What will they do to you, when they get you back?" Africawanted to know.

"Only their vengeful prophet knowsfor sure. Awateh, they cal him, the prophet of the Almighty, head of
the whole butcher shop. Hell have the last word on what happensto me. Still, | don't think they'd kill me
right away. They must have some reason for wanting me back besides merely killing me. They could have
donethat here

She went back to Sam, trembling from fear, and Sam comforted her, telling her he wouldn't et her go
aone. He would have gone with her even had she gone blithely, with asong on her lips. Thiswas what
Theseus had promised him. He knew it. "I'm going with you, Mam. | will not let you go there done.

Depend uponit.”

She wept on his shoulder, while he looked over her head a thewall. It wastimefor him to meet his
father. The man hisfather. Phaed Girat. He told himsdlf he wanted to know the truth, even while he
assumed he already knew the truth. Dad was much maligned, not that Maire hadn't had some right on her



Sde, but sheldd no causeto think al the evil of Voorstod dwelt in Dad's skin and hung on his bones. No
doubt Muga Pyewasavillain, but no doubt Sam and Phaed, once they were together, could put it right.
Theregfter, Maire said things to him, and he to her, neither of them understanding the other, her thinking
he was going along to protect her, and him thinking there was nothing, redlly, to protect her from.

Maire wanted delay. The longer she could delay, the better, so shetold herself. She had no intention of
going directly to Voorstod. Her only reason for going at al wasto guarantee the boy's safety, so shewas
determined not to put hersalf at risk until Jep Wilm wasfree. Though Muga Pye had promised no harm
would come to the boy, Maire trusted him no more than she trusted the wind not to blow on any given

day.

Between hersdf and Sam, they kept Ilion hanging and hanging for days at atime, while messages went
back and forth between Ilion and Muga Pye and, secretly, between CM and Ahabar. Even though
Maire agreed to go dmost a once, shetold Ilion she would not go done, and Sam needed sometimeto
take care of matters at Settlement One before he could depart. To Ilion, the whole matter seemed
pointless, so he didn't question this excuse. Luckily for Jep, the conspirators had allowed for a
consderable period of timefor the old woman to make up her mind. They had thought they might haveto
send afew dices of the boy, quite frankly, before sheld be jostled into action, and her early acquiescence
had startled them agreeably. They didn't see that having Sam with her made any difference. He would
make another hostage, if they needed one. Within limits, they were willing to be patient.

It was only days before they were to leave when Saturday Wilm came to Maire with a pronouncement.
"l haveto gowith you," said Saturday.
"Never, child. I'll not endanger another of you."

"It has nothing to do with danger, Maire Girat. It has nothing to do with what | want, or Jep wants, even.
It hasto do with the God. It isthe God tells me to go, where Jep is. There's something there | haveto
do. Wherever Jep is, | haveto go there. Y ou must stay outside of VVoorstod until we return, both of us,
but before Jep leavesthere, | must go to him."

Maire shook her head. She would not consider it.

Saturday gritted her teeth. "Maire, everything you told me about Voorstod, dl the killings, dl the
maimings and the davery, do you want it to go on? Do you want the Gharm to go free? Maire, do you
want the killing to stop? Maire, are wee babies to be safe in Voorstod? Maire, are the bombsto stop
going off in Green Hurrah and killing the children?’

The older woman looked at the girl, shaken.
"How do you know these things?"

"Some of them you told me! | guess the God told me some things. What any person in Hobbs Land
knows, the God knows. What you know, the God knows, Maire. Everything we know becomes al one
thing, the thing the God knows, and what the God knows, so do the Ones Who, or maybe even just
anybody if it is needful. If you want the killing to stop, Maire, then you have to take me with you."

Surprisingly, when Maire asked AfricaWilm if shewould adlow Saturday to go, Africahad aready
decided it was the only proper thing to do.

Bleakly, she said, "Saturday and Jep are lovers, or soon to be. They are the OnesWho." Tearsran
down her cheeks. "I wonder if either can live without the other. Let my daughter go with you." Shewas



not willing to say this, but she said it, and the tears ran until she thought she had no more.

Later that night she went to China's house and cried over hot teain the kitchen. "I don't know why I'm
sayingit,” shesaid. "l say it, and | know it'sright, but still | cry.”

"Perhaps because you know, somehow, it will be best for them both," whispered China, wiping her own
face. "But a the sametime, it isterribly dangerousfor them.”

"Terribly dangerous. And Sam, going with them, makesit no less so. He's crazy, Chinal™
"No," said Chinasoberly. "Hes not."
"Heactscrazy!"

"Africa, if Sam were crazy, he wouldn't be here anymore. All theredly crazy people have gone, or killed
themsalves. But Samisdill here”

Africathought about this, shaking the tearsfrom her eyes. It wastrue. Sam seemed solidly setin
Settlement One. However. "Y ou're right about al the other crazy ones having left,” she whispered. "But
maybethisis Sam'sway of leaving."

Chinafelt something lurch within her. She couldn't live with him, but, oh, the thought of his going away.
And yet, hisgoing might bring Jep back. Could she trade one for the other? She gulped, swallowed the
pain, tried to get it to go down from the place it was|odged, just behind her breastbone. "Trugt," she
whispered. "It comes down to that. Do we trust it?"

"
"Y ou know what | mean."

"Say it, Chinal Say it. Do | trust the God?"
"Wel, do you?'

"Trust & hdlip; what? What isit? It grew under the ground. We dl know that. We don't talk about it. We
pretend not to notice it. Half the time we act asthough it weren't there at al. Sometimeswell go to the
temple, to help clean it or something. Most times, we don't. It doesn't ask for worship, you know. It
doesn't need worship. It doesn't ask for hymns or praise or sacrifice, except for afew ferfs, and that's
morein the nature of food. When we sing, we're singing about something else. We're singing about
ourselves, not the God. Most of the time & hdllip; we just take it for granted. It'sthere.”

"Y ou want it there, don't you?"

"Of coursel &hdlip; Yes. Yes, | want it there. But it should have come out of afiery cloud. It should
have descended from heaven. It should have & hdllip; It should have come through afiery gate, like that
prophetess of the Baidee! But it just grew in the dirt like aturnip, China. How can we fed thisway about
something so common. Something that just grew in the dirt?'

"Becauseit works. It doesn't threaten us. It doesn't damn usto hdll asthe Voorstoders do. It doesn't
require rituals as the Phansuri say their godsdo. It just works."

"Yes" Africawhispered, eyes shut, squeezing tears. "Yes, | know. It works. And that's why Saturday
hasto go. Even though she may never come back.”

At CM, ZiliaMakepeace and Dern Blass had become the Ones Who attended to the temple of Horgy



Endure. Tandle Wobster helped out on occasion, as did Jamice, but Spiggy Fettle was till up on the
escarpment, with the team from Thyker, unaware of the eevation of the God given the name of his
former associate. Though information was consistently transmitted from escarpment to CM and back
again, the new temple and the new God were smply taken for granted, and no one saw fit to mention
them in the transmissions. Of course, no one on the escarpment had asked either.

Meantime the God Horgy sat upon its pedestdl in the temple, aman-sized chunk of something or other
which broadcast an amost pa pable charm. Y oung women, particularly, enjoyed visting the temple of
Horgy Endure. Many men, on the other hand, found the temple a Settlement Two very much to their
liking, while older women enjoyed the temple at Settlement Three where the God Elitsiawas enthroned,
or perhaps, said some, enplinthed would be a better word. Not that there was any evidence of religious
frenzy or even of extreme devotion. If one happened to be in the vicinity of afavorite temple, one
dropped in sometimes, becauseit felt good to do so. There was considerably more intersettlement travel
than there used to be, as people became aware that answers to certain problems might exist here, or
there, at some distance. Otherwise, the usua work went on, productively and without interruption.
People enjoyed life. There was an upsurge in arts and crafts and inventions, aswell aswhat amounted to
arenaissancein voca and insrumenta music.

On the escarpment, the Thykerites, augmented by the additional personnel, finished their persona survey
of each and every ruin, took samples of severd of the buried things, al of which turned out to be more or
less of the same material, and decided to return home. Dr. Feriganeh had decided that Shan was
physicaly healthy, though considerably fatigued. Shan was having bad dreams again, though he had been
without them for severa years. Neither the doctor nor Mertha had been able to find anything threatening
on Hobbs Land. Shan was encouraged to take it easy.

"Y our fedings and ideas are your own," the doctor reminded him. "So say the High Baidee. | may not
interfere. | may not explain that you are wrong or attempt to convince you of error. | may not fool with
your head. | may, however, recommend more degp, more regular meals, and an easier schedule. The
mind cannot exist without the body. The body must be hedlthy to carry the mind."

So much was doctrine, and to so much Shan acquiesced. He had not for amoment lost the notion that
something on Hobbs Land was badly awry, but by following the physician's orders he was able to get
himsdlf into astate where he stopped having nightmares and didn't feel persondly threatened. Hetold
himsdlf only the snging had made him fed threatened, and there was no Singing upon the escarpment.
When Shan mentioned this, Mertha went down to Settlement One to hear the choir for himself and
enjoyed it thoroughly. He, like Bombi and Volsa, found it esthetically pleasing and not at dl intrusive. He
told Shan this, received ashrug in reply, and let it rest there. Once they were back on Thyker, hetold
himsdlf, his young associate would recover a proper baance. He had smply been overstressed.
Meantime Mertha went about humming to himself, "Rise up, rise up oh ye stones.”

The buried things had turned out to be akind of hard, woody fungus, something similar to a polypore.
Whiletheir Sze was extreme, it was not unheard of. The Archives said there were smilar things of even
larger size on other worlds. Something similar had been found on severa of the Belt worlds, and
considering the constant bombardment from comets and other trash, a common source was probable.
Perhaps there had been aworld where these things grew, and it had been broken up, somewhere out
there, and the pieces had been drawn into the System, severd of them dropping on Belt worlds. This
would explain their presence. The group was satisfied with thistheory. With asingular lack of
imagination, they did not look for other things that might have come from the same source. They took
samplesfor the botanists on Thyker, finished up their documents, and returned to CM, where Spiggy, no
lessthan Bombi, decided that hot water wasthe first priority.



Spiggy hadn't actively didiked hisliaison with Volsa, though it had lacked certain aspects of mutudlity,
which would have alowed it to be enjoyable. He had felt summoned. He had felt patronized. His reward
for service had had the same emotional weight as a pat on the head. "Here, little boy, take this coin and
buy candy, the lady isbusy now.” Well, he had no one to blame but himself. There was no requirement in
his contract that he provide sexua servicesfor vigiting VIPs. To do so had been his own decision, based
at least partly on what Spiggy himsdlf identified as prurience of thefirst degree.

When Spiggy returned to CM, and after alengthy bath, he tried to tell astrangely relaxed and
comfortable Jamice how hefdlt.

"I've dways wondered about the High Baidee," he said. "'l rgjected the teachings as a child, but the
curiogity remained. Kind of anasty voyeurism, | suppose. | wanted to know what they wereredly like,
up close”

"Well," Jamice asked, who was being unaccountably accommodating, "what arethey redly like, up
clos"

"Intensg," he said. " Sdf-involved. Not Bombi, who has some sense of fun, even alittle self-ridicule. But
the other two & hdllip; Well. They burn with ahat, clear flame, put it that way. Especidly Shan. He has
these nightmares and wakes up screaming, and then he goes around at white heat dl day, making up for
it. He'safearful and yet daring youngster, possessed by something very strange indeed. Capable of
destruction, of sdf or others, | have no doubt."

"Best they go home soon, then," said Jamice. "When do they?"
"Immediately,” Spiggy sad. "Tomorrow, | think. As soon asthey can clean up and have alittlerest.”

"Good," said Jamice, who had said nothing at al to Spiggy about the CM temple or the God Horgy
Endure. Thusfar, Spiggy had not asked about Horgy Endure. Perhaps he would not. The two had never
been close friends. Better, perhaps, he did not ask, not until the Baidee had | eft. Perhaps the Baidee
would al go to bed early, and no one would say anything, and then they would go. Best that they smply
go. Shedid not question why she thought so. It was smply afedling, but then, recently she had grown to
trust her fedings. All of them at CM had learned to trust their fedings.

Spiggy, however, found himself restless and unable to deep. Perhaps he was too keyed up. Certainly he
was on ahigh, jittery, strung-up, unable to relax. Perhaps he needed awalk. Though it was dark and late
and quite cooal, he put on warm clothing and went out into the night, finding just enough light to walk by
without tripping over things. He went southeast, onto therolling, low hillswhich surrounded CM on dl
sdes except where the river valleys camein from the west and departed to the south.

He came upon the temple without seeing it, dmost bumping into it before the mass of it obtruded on his
senses. Then it was as though someone spoke to him, and he found the door without trying, found the
grill to theinner chamber without trying, found the centra areawhere the God stood upon its plinth, and
wasfound by the God in turn.

When he cameto himsdlf at firgt light, he was dumped on the mosaic floor just outside the inner chamber.
When herosg, it was with the sensation of something tearing, as though he had been connected to the
floor by apelt of hair-fine filaments. The ripping sensation was not painful. He was not even certain it had
been physical. It might well have been totally subjective, a symbolic expression of hisbeing connected to
thisworld. What was remarkable was how well hefelt, not at al stiff after what should have been an
uncomfortable night.

Hewent out, into the air. From the height, to the south, he could see astring of 1akes dotted with tiny



idands where he did not remember any lakes being before. That the idands were real wasimpressed
upon him by the scent which came from them on the wind, sweetness and spice, and he could seethe
colors of the enormous flowers from where he stood. On severa of theidands stood the pillared shapes
of smal circular buildings with sweetly rounded domes, like women's breests.

A nice place, he thought, to take ashallow boat and skim aong, smelling the flowers, seeing the no doubt
charming small birds and animalsthat lived among them, perhaps anice place to sop and picnic, anice
place to make lovein one of those little buildings.

Hewondered if Dern knew about the lake, and then redized that of course Dern did. Everyone did. But
they weren't telling. No news of this lake had been sent out into System, anymore than there had been
news of the canyon west of Settlement One, or the New Forest, or any of the other recent wonders.
These were Hobbs Land things. No one wanted curious outlanders flooding in, asking questions,
threatening the & hellip; the what? The whatever it was.

So, before he went on with hiswork, worthwhile work, which he was anticipating with plessure, before
he saw hisfriendsat CM again, it would be appropriate to see the Thykerites off Hobbs Land, to get
them on their way, before they had a chance to do any further explorations.

Spiggy felt the High Baidee should go as soon as possible, for they would not understand the way, the
convenience, the kindness which was manifesting itself on Hobbs Land.

TWO

"Were going tomorrow, " said Sam to Theseusin the night hours, asthey stood in the Temple of
Poseidon, upon ashining hill, watching phantom horses grazing in the meadows. "Thething is, | want to
talk to him. To Phaed. To my father.”

"What do you want to say?' asked the hero.
"l don't know. | mean, | figureit out, but then it doesn't seem to be the right thing."

Theseustossed hissword in the air, pinning, and caught it by the hilt. "I'll pretend to be him, and you can
practice. How would that be?

Sam was doubitful. Y ou don't look likehim at dl."

"Oh, | canbehim," said Theseus, Stting down on the hillside and compressing himsdf, becoming
squattier and bulkier. A moment later he looked up at Sam, dantwise, with Phaed's remembered face,
exactly, even to the big cap hiding most of his hair. "Wéll, hdllo, boy! And wheréd you drop in from?"

Sam was silent, shocked. It was the voice he remembered, too, and the very words.

"Hello, Dad,” said Sam after amoment. "'l've come al the way from Hobbs Land to see you."
"That'salong way to come. | dways hoped you would, though, no matter how far itis."
"Widll, if you missed me, you could have cometo me, Dad.”

"Not redlly, boy. | mean, when your mam went away, it was because she wanted to berid of me, wasn't
it? So what kind of man would | have been to go invading her privacy, showing up in her town?"

"Y ou werethinking of her?'



"WEell, of course, boy. She'smy wife. Mother of my children. | dwaysthink of her."
"So you love her ill, do you?"

"We're man and wife, Sammy. We made vows & hellip; " The man looked off into the distance, sadness
inhiseyes.

"Dad.”

"Yes, Sammy."

"l need you to explain something. About when Maechy died.”

"Oh, sad, sad, that was."

"Mam said you didn't grieve. She said you just cursed the man for not shooting straight.”

The huddled figure shook with sobs. "Oh, | grieved, Sammy. By the Almighty, | grieved. | cursed at the
fool who killed him, and | grieved. He was my son, too. Not my eldest, not you, Sam, only atiny boy,
but he was my son, too. The pain was so deep | couldn't weep, boy. | thought 1'd die with the sorrow of
it. All I could do was curseor I'd have died &hdlip; "

"Then they weren't your men who killed him?*

"My men? What men isthat, Sammy? | have no men who would do such athing. Y our poor mam aways
thought | wasinvolved in thingslikethat, but | was only afarmer, only aman seeing to flocks and fields,
asyou do, lad. We farmer kings are the true heroes, don't you think? It makes me proud to see you,
following in my footsteps so to spesk.”

Sam turned away, tearsin hiseyes. It would be something like that. When heredly cameto it, it would
belikethat.

"Did you say what you wanted to say?" asked Theseus, back in his own form, tossing up his sword
again, spinning, up and up until it amost touched the heavy beams above,

Sam nodded. Y es. Something like that.

Later that night, Sam walked back to the village, hisface reflecting only calm, hisbelt and helmet no
longer causing the apprehension they once had. Lots of people wandered about at night, now, going out
to Bubble Lake for aswim or into the newly discovered marsh digtrict to hunt phoenix feathers, or down
to the Grove of Fabulous Beasts with the children. Night-wandering was no longer odd.

Hefound Maire waiting for him at the brotherhouse, wanting to go over her plan once more, to seeif she
hed forgotten anything.

"Tomorrow we go to Ahabar," she said. "The Door takes usto Fenice, the capitd city. Wewill go from
there to Jeramish, the area bordering Green Hurrah, where Commander Karth has offered us hospitality
and protection. He will keep us safe from being seized up and made off with. At least, S0 he saysinthe
messages he has sent me."

Sam had heard this a dozen times, but he had never wondered until now how it was she knew this
commander. He asked her now. "How did you come to know acommander in Ahabar?'

"I met him once, long ago & hellip; " Her voicetrailed away in memory. She had known him only briefly,
she ayoung mother with two dirty children clinging to her skirts, aroad-wearied trio who had walked out



of Green Hurrah straight into the hands of an Ahabarian patrol. Karth had been the officer in charge. She
remembered him as generous and attractive. In theintervening years she had often thought of him,
regretting the vows that had prevented her responding to his unspoken invitation. She had not hesitated to
send him areminder of their former meeting, begging his help. He remembered her, so he said, and,
usefully, he wasin command of the garrison now.

She went on, explaining her plan to Sam. "My plan wasto wait there, well-guarded in Jeramish, until Jep
was brought out safe. But when Saturday involved hersdf, it meant we would haveto do it differently.
She claims she must go into VVoorstod, to whatever place Jep's being held, then they will come out
together."

"Which is no doubt the best reason of al for my going along,” said Sam, redlizing he had found a suitable
rolefor himsdlf. "A girl that age obvioudy should not haveto travel done.” Not among men like Muga
Pye—whom he had liked no more than Maire had. "Now, suppose we get Jep out safely. What happens
then? Do they want you to return to VVoorstod and sing? Do you think they want you for some symbolic
purpose? The old Maire Manone, Sweet Singer, al that." He smiled at her, trying to cheer her.

"Certainly they want me for some purpose of their own," she agreed. "They sought me, particularly. They
took Jep because heis my grandson, to their way of reckoning, so it is clear they want me." Sheturned
away, hot wanting her son to see thefear in her face. In acountry in which children were taught to inflict
pain for fun, it would be foolish for any woman to consider herself immune from receiving smilar
attentions. She didn't know what they wanted with her, but she was sure there was pain in it somewhere.
Stll, she could not live with hersdf if Jep cameto harm through her. "I'm frightened,” she said, wanting
him to hold her. If no man had ever held her gently, surely her son could do that, now that she was old.

But Sam had never held her. He did not even think of holding her now. "But you have no ideawhat they
want, Mam," he said, trying to get her to look at it in aless dangerous light. "1t could be something fairly
innocent.”

"Oh, I'vetried to convince mysdlf of that," she said. "I've had plenty of practice.” She wasthinking how
much practice she had had. Wedo it al the time, we women, she said to hersdf. We marry, and it turns
out to be hell. So we hope they will stop drinking, but they don't. We hope they will stop beating us and
the children, but they don't. We hope they will stop killing, but they see no reason to stop. Why should
they, when they can sit in the tavern and tell one another how fine they are, how powerful and clever they
are, how they'll take nothing from nobody. No man's amatch for them. No woman's enough. And
nothing matters so long asthey're faithful to the Cause. Still, we women keep hoping, we keep telling
oursalves maybe things are fairly innocent.

Sam'svoice interrupted her thoughts. "' Perhaps they want you there because too many women have lft.”
It was an insight, which had just cometo him. "That's possible. They want you there to tell them to come
home."

"Oh, perhaps." She nodded, thinking about this. It made as much sense as anything else. " Perhaps so,
Sammy. Perhaps there are not enough women left to breed men for the Cause's purposes. | suppose
Mugd Pye and his cronies might believe | could undo what once | did when | sang them away. Well,

they can only have of mewhat | haveto give, Sammy. Asfor what good you'll do, being there, | can't

sy.
Sam couldn't say either, but he burned to go, nonetheless.
At first day watch of thefollowing morning, Saturday met Gotoit and Willum R. Quillow & the tern-pie.

"Y ou know what'sto do," shetold them. "The front of the temple's ill to be painted.”



"I know," said Gotoit. "Don't worry, Sats. Willum and me will take care of it."

"Bedert if it needsferfs" Saturday said, wracking her brain for any other instructions she might
remember when it wastoo late. "Lucky'll know."

"They've begun talking, you know," said Willum R. "The cats.
"Tdking!"

"Well, akind of taking. Not human talk. They haven't the right physical structure for that. But they've
been talking akind of cat talk. If you listen and watch, you can understand alot of it."

Saturday thought Willum R. might have gone alittle odd, but when she encountered L ucky and two of
her kittens outside the temple, Lucky addressed Saturday in along, complicated yowl, which Saturday
found she understood perfectly well as an ingtruction to walk softly and smell very carefully before getting
hersdlf into anything. Saturday replied in human talk that she would do so, and L ucky nodded as though
shefully comprehended what Saturday had said. She sat down and licked afront paw with every
evidence of satisfaction.

"Have you got the you-know?" asked Gotoit in a half whisper.

Saturday nodded. She had the packets sewn into her chemise where they would lie next to her skin.
"That'sgood then," said Gotoit, hugging her. "Itl bedl right."

Saturday, who was not at al sureit would be dl right, returned the hug and tried very hard not to cry.

At thethird day watch, AfricaWilm, with Saturday beside her, picked up Sam and Maire at the Girat
clanhome and st off for CM in one of the settlement fliers. It was avirtudly silent trip. Africahad tried
talking to Saturday, without success. It wasn't that Saturday wouldn't talk, it wasthat she, Africa,
couldnt.

"It will bedl right," said Saturday, reaching to stroke her mother's face. Thiswas merely reassurance,
with only hopeful supposition behind it, and they both knew it.

Therewas atime, Africatold hersalf, when she would have resented what was happening now, resented
being informed that something needed doing. Now, however, she examined hersdlf for any fedlings of
coercion and found none. No demand. Simply information. The thing was necessary. The difference now
was that she was unable to regject the information or rationalize it away. If onewas informed, oneknew it
was true, and there was no point playing with theideaor talking about it. It smply was, that's al.

"Take care of China," Sam begged her, when they arrived at the departure area. "Please, Africa.”

Africamerely nodded, saying yes, shewould look out for China. Undoubtedly Sam, too, was being
informed that something needed to be done, as Saturday herself had no doubt been informed. Africa
hugged her daughter, muttering words of warning and caution which, in the sense of them, were
remarkably smilar to those the cat Lucky had uttered. Walk softly. Be careful.

Africadidn't stay to watch them go through the Door. Shelet them out and drove away, tears flowing
down her face. Shewas not being silly, shetold herself. Shewasjust & hdllip; just missng her daughter,
that was dl. Insde her, cam and peace were urged upon her, but she fought againgt being consoled. It
was proper to fed thisway. Proper to belonely. Proper and human to grieve.

The consolation withdrew as though considering the matter. Perhaps, it agreed, it was more proper to



grieve. Consolation was proper, but grieving, too, had itstime and place.

Inside the reception area, Sam, Maire, and Saturday encountered the team of Baidee who had been up
upon the escarpment doing the ancient monuments survey, ten of them, counting the techs. Sam greeted
Volsa, Shan, and Bombi by name and was introduced to some of the other personsin the party—Dr.
Feriganeh and a busy little man named Merthal. The severa technicians were busy with their boxes and
bundles of esoteric equipment, muttering among themselves.

"Did you find anything exciting?' Sam asked VVolsa, relying upon ther brief acquaintance in the settlement
to excuse his obvious curiosity.

"A rarefungus of somekind," said VVolsa, warming to Sam as she had in the settlement. Sheturned to
gamile a Saturday. She had seen the girl before, Snging with the choir. "A fungusthat growsinto long,
radialy arranged bodies benesth the soil. So far as our botanists can tell, the growths may have been
therefor centuries. They're dormant. There have been many meteor strikes on the escarpment. We
believe it probable the growths are not native to thisworld, and the planet lacks something they need for
development.”

"Almogt auniquefind,” said the doctor with enthusasm. " There are Smilar growths on two other Belt
worlds, smilarly dormant. My colleagues will be enviousthat | have had this opportunity.”

"That'smarvelous,” said Saturday. "All the time we settlers have been here, and you come aong and find
something completely new!"

Her remark drew Shan's attention. He turned cal culating eyes upon her, recognized that he had seen her
before, and said, "'l went out for awalk early this morning and saw that while we have been working on
the escarpment, the people of CM have built atemple like the one rebuilt in Settlement One. At least, |
supposeitissimilar. | did not look at it closely. Why was that done, do you suppose?’

Sam responded before Saturday could. "I think it's because we're alittle starved for history upon Hobbs
Land. We have no monuments, no memorias. We've adopted this indigenous architectura form asakind
of symbol. Not unlike, perhaps, theritua dresswhich your group wears. Y ou bond yourselves together
by smilar dress. So we bond our various communities together by building in thisancient form. Itis
Hobbs Landian, likeus."

"You think it will be apergstent symbol then?' Shan asked. "Or amerefashion?' It was his youth more
than histone that made the question seem arrogant.

"Only timewill tell." Sam shrugged. "When we build afuture of our own, perhgpsweéll abandon thisrelic
of the Owlbrit people. Persondly, | hope well keep the little temples. We can begin our history with a
continuation of the former one."

"I would have liked something prettier,” said Maire, moved by someimpulse she could not identify to
argue with Sam. "'l wish they had built towersinstead of these flattish things.”

"Y ou disagree with your & hellip; isit your son?" asked Shan.
"Oh, fairly regularly,” shelaughed. "We are not in agreement about anumber of things.”

"Tel me," Shan asked Sam, dmost as though he had not been listening. "Do you have achoir at Centra
Management?"

Sam was caught by surprise. "Not that | know of," he answered.



Saturday and Maire, who had both hel ped organize the choir at CM, kept their mouths shut. Shan had
no chanceto ask other questions, for Spiggy and Dern Blass came bustling in, bonhomous and full of
farewdls

"Cameto thank you," Dern said to the Damzdls with anod to the others of their party, shaking Bombi's
hands between his own, 0ozing convividity. "Weve wanted the survey done for a decade or so now.
Good to haveit. Will you be making any recommendations?' He looked hard at dl three of them. "Any
recommendationsfor preservation or reconstruction?’

Bombi shook his head, responding to the warmth expressed. "Wethink not at thispoint,” he said. "There
are thousands of village houses, over athousand temple clusters. Any scholarly work that is done will
probably be done from the survey itsdf.”

"Y ou will recall that there had been some accusations concerning the Departed,” Dern ingsted. "Did you
find any evidence of mafeasance, misfeasance, naughty doings?'

"Asto the matter you raised origindly with the Advisory?' asked Volsa. "We found no evidence that
there has been anything done which would be of concern to the Advisory. | believe Zilia M akepeace was
mided &hdlip; "

"Though perhaps not totaly in error,” interrupted Shan, who was standing close beside hissigter.

Dern Blasss eyebrows went up into his hair and stayed there while he regarded the two young Baidee
with astonishment. ™Y ou disagree? Perhaps and perhaps not?"

Shan said, "Thereis no evidence that any settler has ever committed an untoward act toward any of the
Departed. There isno evidence that any remnant of the Departed il exist, and we have covered the
escarpment thoroughly. However, | agree with the Makepeace woman that some influence of the
Departed remains upon Hobbs Land. | can identify it no more clearly than she did.
Nonethdess & hellip; " Hiswordstrailed away as he gave Spiggy along, weighing look.

Spiggy, correctly interpreting Shan's stare, returned it with calm indifference. Shan had never gpproved of
Volsasliaison with Spiggy. He had obvioudy considered Spiggy to be asdf-indulgent backdider who
was, when dl was said and done, little better than a Low Baidee. Relationships between them, up on the
escarpment, had been strained at best, which did not matter now. Spiggy had come to the departure area
thismorning for only one reason, to be sure that dl of the Baidee went away.

A soft horn sounded, signifying that a scheduled departure was imminent. The board above the gate
flashed: Chowdari upon Thyker. No one moved. Anticipation of that wrenching, turned-insde-out
fedling made it usud for passengersto linger at the gate, shifting from foot to foot, dalying.

Chowdari upon Thyker, flashed the sign above the gate repeatedly, then Final call.

Dern bowed, spreading hisarmswide, smiling, as though to say, "Well, we can not postpone this
occasion further, or you will missyour destination. Farewell."

The Damzels bowed in return. Bombi pushed the gate open, and the group straggled acrossthe gravel
toward the curtain of fire at the center of thewalled circle. Once they had gone through, there would be a
brief wait while the next desired destination was programmed, checked, and confirmed.

"So Shan thinks theré's an influence of the Departed,” mused Dern. "Who would have thought it?'

No onein the areamade any comment at all. No comment was necessary. All of them were from Hobbs
Land. All of them knew, just as Dern did, that despite all the casud indirection the settlers had managed,



Shan Damzd had till come up with afairly accurate assessment of the Stuation. There was, indeed, an
influence of the Departed upon Hobbs Land. Or an influence of the influence which had been upon the
Departed. So to speak.

"And now, you people,” said Spiggy, suddenly very interested in what was going on. "What isthis
business, Maire Girat? I've looked you up in the Archives, you know. Y ou were akind of talisman for
Voorgtod a onetime." Hetook her by the armsand smiled at her, urging her to tell him everything.

"Atonetimel was" she admitted, responding to hiswarmth. "At onetime | let mysdlf not think about
what Voorstod redlly was. | saw the loveiness of the mists and the aching beauty of the seaand the
highlands, and ignored other things & hdllip; "

Sam moved away to speak to Dern, and Maire followed him with her ey