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"When did you change your mind?' she asked.

| thought back. "At first | thought it was while you were caring for me when | was so helpless. Now | can
recall when it was. It was shortly after | walked out of the tent for that last night on the ground.”

She couldn't find anything to say about that. She just beamed at me. | began to wonder what sort of
papers I'd be signing when we got to Venusburg: adoption, or marriage contract.

| didn't worry about it. It's uncertainties like that that make life interesting. We got up together, leaving the
pile of jewels on the floor. Walking softly, we hurried out to catch the blimp.

Golto /ing. Gotta Dance

Saling in toward arendezvous with Janus, Barnum and Bailey encountered agiant, pulsing quarter note.
The stem was agood five kilometerstall. The noteitself was a kilometer in diameter, and glowed afaint
turquoise. It turned ponderoudly on its axis as they approached it.

"Thismugt betheplace," Barnum said to Balley.

"Janus approach control to Barnum and Bailey," came avoice from the void, "Y ou will encounter the
dragline on the next revolution. Y ou should be seeing the visud indicator in afew minutes.”

Barnum looked down at the dowly turning irregular bl of rock and ice that was Janus, innermost
satdlite of Saturn. Something was coming up behind the curve of the horizon. It didn't take long for
enough of it to become visible so they could see what it was. Barnum had agood laugh.

"Isthat yours, or theirs?' he asked Bailey.
Balley sniffed. "Thers. Just how sily do you think | am?’

The object risng behind the curve of the satellite was a butterfly net, ten kilometerstall. It had along,
fluttering net trailing from a gigantic hoop. Bailey sniffed again, but applied the necessary vectorsto
position them for being swooped up in the preposterous thing.

"Comeon, Bailey," Barnum chided. "Y ou're just jedl ous because you didn't think of it first.”
"Maybe s0," the symb conceded. "Anyway, hold onto your hat, thisislikely to be quiteajerk.”
Theilluson was carried asfar aswas practicd, but
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Barnum noticed that the first tug of deceleration started sooner than one would expect if the transparent
net was more than an illusion. The force built up gradudly as the éectromagnetic field clutched at the
metal belt he had strapped around hiswaigt. It lasted for about aminute. When it had trailed off, Janus no
longer appeared to rotate beneath them. It was coming closer.

"Ligentothis" Baley said. Barnum's head wasfilled with music. It was bouncy, featuring the reedy,
flatulent, yet engaging tones of a bass saxophone in a honky-tonk tune that neither of them could identify.
They shifted pogition and could just make out the location of Pearly Gates, the only human settlement on
Janus. It was easy to find because of the weaving, floating musical saffsthat extruded themsdvesfrom



the spot like parallel strands of spider web.

The people who ran Pearly Gateswere abarrd of laughs. All the actua structuresthat made up the
above-ground parts of the settlement were disguised behind whimsica holographic projections. The
whole place looked like a cross between a child's candy-land nightmare and an early Walt Disney
cartoon.

Dominating the town was agiant caliope with pipes athousand meterstdl. There werefifteen of them,
and they were dl bouncing and swaying in time to the saxophone music. They would squat down asif
taking adeep breath, then stand up again, emitting a colored smoke ring. The buildings, which Barnum
knew were actually functiond, uninteresting hemispheres, gppeared to be square houses with flower
boxesin the windows and cartoon eyes peering out the doors. They trembled and jigged asif they were
made of jelo.

"Dont you think it'satrifle overdone?"' Bailey asked.
"Depends on what you like. It'skind of cute, in its own gaudy way."

They drifted in through the spaghetti maze of lines, bars, sixteenth notes, rests, smokerings, and blaring
music. They plowed through an insubstantia eighth-note run, and Bailey killed their remaining velocity
with the jets. They lighted softly in the bardly perceptible gravity and made their way to one of the
grinning buildings
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Coming up to the entrance of the building had been quite an experience. Barnum had reached for a
button marked LOCK CY CLE and it had dodged out of hisway, then turned into atiny face, leering at
him. Practical joke. The lock had opened anyway, actuated by his presence. Inside, Pearly Gateswas
not so flamboyant. The corridors looked decently like corridors, and the floors were solid and gray.

"I'd watch out, al the same," Bailey advised, darkly. "These people are red sdlf-panickers. Their idea of
agood laugh might be to dig aholein the floor and cover it with aholo. Watch your step.”

"Aw, don't be such asore loser. Y ou could spot something like that, couldn't you?”

Bailey didn't answer, and Barnum didn't pursue it. He knew the source of the symb's uneasiness and
didike of the station on Janus. Bailey wanted to get their business over as soon as possible and get back
to the Ring, where he felt needed. Here, in acorridor filled with oxygen, Bailey was physcaly usdess.

Bailey'sfunction in the symbiotic team of Barnum and Bailey wasto provide an environment of food,
oxygen, and water for the human, Barnum. Conversaly, Barnum provided food, carbon dioxide, and
water for Bailey. Barnum was ahuman, physicaly unremarkable except for asurgicd dteration of his
knees that made them bend outward rather than forward, and the oversized hands, called peds, that grew
out of hisankleswhere hisfeet used to be. Bailey, on the other hand, was nothing like a human.

Strictly spesking, Bailey was not even ahe. Bailey was aplant, and Barnum thought of him asamae
only because the voice in Barnum's heed—Bailey's only means of communication—sounded masculine.
Bailey had no shape of his own. He existed by containing Barnum and taking on part of his shape. He
extended into Barnum's dimentary cand, in the mouth and all the way through to emerge at the anus,
threading him like aneedle. Together, the team looked like a human in a featurel ess spacesuit, with a
bulbous head, atight waist, and swollen hips. A ridiculoudy exaggerated femde, if you wish.
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"Y oumight aswell sart breathing again,” Bailey said.

"What for? 1 will when | need to talk to someone who's not paired with a symb. In the meantime, why
bother?'

"I just thought you'd liketo get used to it.”
"Oh, very wdll. If you think it's necessary."

So Bailey gradudly withdrew the parts of him that filled Barnum's lungs and throat, freeing his speech
apparatus to do what it hadn't done for over ten years. Barnum coughed as the air flowed into his throat.
It was cold! Well, it fet likeit, though it was actualy at the standard seventy-two degrees. Hewas
unused to it. His digphragm gave one shudder then took over the chore of bresthing asif his medullahad
never been disconnected.

"There," he said aloud, surprised a how hisvoice sounded. " Satisfied?”
"It never hurtsto do alittletesting.”

"Let's get thisout in the open, shall we? | didn't want to come here any more than you did, but you know
we had to. Are you going to give me trouble about it until we leave? We're supposed to be ateam,
remember?’

Therewasasigh from his partner.

"I'm sorry, but that's just it. We are supposed to be ateam, and out in the Ring we are. Neither of usis
anything without the other. Here I'm just something you haveto carry around. | cant walk, | can't talk;
I'm reveded asthe vegetable that | am.”

Barnum was accustomed to the symb's periodic attacks of insecurity. In the Ring they never amounted to
much. But when they entered agravitationa field Bailey was reminded of how ineffectua abeing hewas.

"Here you can breathe on your own," Bailey went on. ™Y ou could see on your own if | uncovered your
eyes. By theway, do you—"

"Don't beslly. Why should | use my own eyes when you can give me a better picturethan | could on my
own?'

"Inthe Ring, that's true. But here al my extra senses are just excess mass. What good is an adjusted
velocity digplay to you here, where the farthest thing | can senseistwenty meters off, and Stationary?*
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"Listen, you. Do you want to turn around and march back out that lock? We can. I'll doit if thisisgoing
to be such atraumafor you."

Therewas along silence, and Barnum was flooded with awarm, gpol ogetic sensation that left him weak
at his splayed-out knees.

"There's no need to gpologize," he went on in amore sympathetic tone. "'l understand you. Thisisjust
something we have to do together, like everything e se, the good a ong with the bad.”

"l loveyou, Barnum.”

"Andyou, Slly."



The sign on the door read:

TYMPANI & RAGTIME TINPANALLEYCATS

Barnum and Bailey hesitated outside the door.

"What are you supposed to do, knock?' Barnum asked out loud. "It's been so long I've forgotten how."
"Judt fold your fingersinto afist and—"

"Not that." He laughed, dispdlling his momentary nervousness. "1've forgotten the politenesses of human
society. Well, they do it in al thetapes| ever saw.” He knocked on the door and it opened by itself on
the second rap.

There was aman stting behind a desk with his bare feet propped up on it. Barnum had been prepared
for the shock of seeing another human, one who was not enclosed in asymb, for he had encountered
severd of them on theway to the offices of Tympani and Ragtime. But hewas ill reding from the
unfamiliarity of it. The man seemed to redizeit and slently gestured him to achair. He sat downinit,
thinking that in the low gravity it redly wasn't necessary. But somehow he was grateful. The man didn't
say anything for along while, giving Barnum time to settle down and arrange his thoughts. Barnum spent
the time looking the man over carefully.

Severd things were gpparent about him; most blatantly, he was not a fashionable man. Shoes had been
virtudly
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extinct for over acentury for the smple reason that there was nothing to walk on but padded floors.
However, current fashion decreed that Shoes Are Worn.

The man was young-looking, having halted his growth at around twenty years. He was dressed in aholo
suit, agenerated illusion of flowing color that refused to Stay in one spot or take on adefinite form. Under
the suit he might well have been nude, but Barnum couldn't tell.

"Y ou're Barnum and Bailey, right?" the man said.
"Yes And you're Tympani?'

"Ragtime. Tympani will be herelater. I'm pleased to meet you. Have any trouble on the way down? This
isyour firg vigt, | think you said.”

"Yes, itis. Notrouble. And thank you, incidentdly, for the ferry fee"

Hewaved it avay. "Don't concern yoursdlf. It'sal in the overhead. We're taking a chance that you'll be
good enough to repay that many times over. We're right enough times that we don't lose money oniit.
Most of your people out there can't afford being landed on Janus, and then where would we be? Wed
have to go out to you. Cheaper thisway."

"l supposeitis” Hewas slent again. He noticed that histhroat was beginning to get sore with the
unaccustomed effort of talking. No sooner had the thought been formed than he felt Bailey go into action.
Theinternal tendril that had been withdrawn flicked up out of his ssomach and lubricated hislarynx. The
pain died away as the nerve endings were suppressed. It'sal in your head, anyway, he told himsdlf.

"Who recommended usto you?' Ragtime said.



"Who...oh,itwas...whowasit, Baley?' Heredlized too |late that he had spoken it aloud. He hadn't
wanted to, he had avague feding that it might be impolite to spesak to his symb that way. Ragtime
wouldn't hear the answer, of course.

"It was Antigone," Bailey supplied.

"Thanks" Barnum said, slently thistime. "A man named Antigone," hetold Ragtime.
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The man made anote of that, and looked up again, smiling.

"Wel now. What isit you wanted to show us?"

Barnum was about to describe their work to Ragtime when the door burst open and awoman sailed in.
Shesaled intheliterd sense, banking off the door jamb, grabbing at the door with her left ped and
damming it shut in one smooth motion, then spinning in the air to kissthe floor with thetips of her fingers,
using them to dow her speed until she was stopped in front of the desk, leaning over it and talking
excitedly to Ragtime. Barnum was surprised that-she had pedsinstead of feet; he had thought that no one
used them in Pearly Gates. They made walking awkward. But she didn't seem interested in walking.

"Wait till you hear what Myers has done now!" she said, dmost levitating in her enthusasm. Her
ped-fingers worked in the carpet as she talked. "He realigned the sensorsin theright anterior ganglia, and
you won't believe what it doesto the—"

"Wehaveaclient, Tympani."

She turned and saw the symb-human pair sitting behind her. She put her hand to her mouth asif to hush
hersdlf, but she was smiling behind it. She moved over to them (it couldn't be called waking in the low
gravity; she seemed to accomplish it by perching on two fingers of each of her peds and walking on them,
which made it ook like she was floating). She reached them and extended her hand.

She was wearing a holo suit like Ragtime's but instead of wearing the projector around her waist, as he
did, she had it mounted on aring. When she extended her hand, the holo generator had to compensate
by weaving larger and thinner webs of light around her body. It looked like an explosion of pastels, and
left her body barely covered. What Barnum saw could have been agirl of sixteen: lanky, thin hipsand
breasts, and two blonde braids that reached to her waist. But her movements belied that. Therewas no
adolescent awkwardness there.

"I'm Tympani," shesaid, taking hishand. Bailey was
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taken by surprise and didn't know whether to bare his hand or not. So what she grasped was Barnum's
hand covered by the three-centimeter padding of Bailey. She didn't seem to mind.

"Y ou must be Barnum and Bailey. Do you know who the origind Barnum and Bailey were?'
"Y es, they're the people who built your big calliope outsde.”

Shelaughed. "The place isa kind of acircus, until you get used to it. Rag tells me you have something to
sl us”

"l hope so."



"Y ou've cometo theright place. Rag's the business side of the company; I'm the talent. So I'm the one
you'll be sdlling to. | don't suppose you have anything written down?"

He made awry face, then remembered she couldn't see anything but ablank stretch of green with ahole
for hismouth. It took sometime to get used to dedling with people again.

"] don't even know how to read music.”

She sighed, but didn't seem unhappy. "I figured as much. So few of you Ringers do. Honestly, if 1 could
ever figure out what it isthat turnsyou peopleinto artists | could get rich.”

"The only way to do that isto go out in the Ring and seefor yoursdf."

"Right," she said, alittle embarrassed. She looked away from the misshapen thing Stting in the chair. The
only way to discover the magic of alife in the Ring wasto go out there, and the only way to do that was
to adopt asymb. Forever give up your individudity and become a part of ateam. Not many people
could do that.

"We might 'aswell get Sarted,” she said, stlanding and patting her thighsto cover her nervousness. "The
practice room isthrough that door."

Hefollowed her into adimly lit room that seemed to be haf-buried in paper. He hadn't redlized that any
business could require so much paper. Their policy seemed to be to stack it up and when the stack got
too high and tumbled into alanddide, to kick it back into a corner. Sheets of
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music crunched under his peds as he followed her to the corner of the room where the synthesizer
keyboard stood benesth alamp. Therest of the room was in shadows, but the keys gleamed brightly in
their ancient array of black and white.

Tympani took off her ring and sat at the keyboard. "The damn holo getsin my way," she explained. "l
can't seethe keys." Barnum noticed for the first time that there was another keyboard on the floor, down
in the shadows, and her peds were poised over it. He wondered if that was the only reason she wore
them. Having seen her walk, he doubted it.

She sat till for amoment, then looked over to him expectantly.
"Tdl meabout it," shesadinawhisper.

Hedidn't know what to say.

"Tdl you about it? Just tell you?"

She laughed and relaxed again, handsin her lap.

"I was kidding. But we have to get the music out of your head and onto that tape some way. How would
you prefer?| heard that a Beethoven symphony was once written out in English, each chord and run
described in detail. | can't imagine why anyone would want to, but someone did. It made quite athick
book. We can do it that way. Or surely you can think of another.” He was silent. Until she sat at the
keyboard, he hadn't redlly thought about that part of it. He knew his music, knew it to the last
hemi-semi-demi-quaver. How to get it out?

"What'sthefirst note?' she prompted.



Hewas ashamed again. "1 don't even know the names of the notes," he confessed.

Shewas not surprised. "Sing it."

"l ...I'venever triedtosingit."

"Try now." Shesat up sraight, looking a him with afriendly smile, not coaxing, but encouraging.
"I can hear it," he said, desperately. "Every note, every dissonance—isthat the right word?”

Shegrinned. "It's a right word, but | don't know if you know what it means. It'sthe quality of sound
produced when the vibrations don't mesh harmonioudy: rf/\V-chord, it
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doesn't produce a sonically pleasing chord. Likethis," and she pressed two keys close together, tried
severd others, then played with the knobs mounted over the keyboard until the two noteswere only a
few vibrations apart and wavered snuoudly. "They don't automatically please the ear, but in theright
context they can make you sit up and take notice. |syour music discordant?"

"Some places. Isthat bad?'

"Not at al. Usad right, it's. . . well, not pleasing exactly . . ." She spread her aams helplessly. "Taking
about musicisapretty frustrating business, at best. Singing's much friendlier. Are you going to sing for
me, love, or must | try to wade through your descriptions?’

Hegtantly, he sang the first three notes of his piece, knowing that they sounded nothing like the orchestra
that crashed through his head, but desperate to try something. Shetook it up, playing the three
unmodulated tones on the synthesizer: three pure sounds that were pretty, but lifdess and light-years
away from what he wanted.

"No, no, it hasto bericher."

"All right, I'll play what | think of asricher, and welll seeif we spesk the samelanguage.” Sheturned
some knobs and played the three notes again, thistime giving them the modulations of a string bass.

"That'scloser. But it's ill not there"

"Don't despair,” she said, waving her hand at the bank of diads before her. "Each of these will produce a
different effect, sngly or in combination. I'm reliably informed that the permutations areinfinite. So
somewherein therewell find your tune. Now. Which way should we go; thisway, or this?"

Twisting the knob she touched in one direction made the sound become tinnier; the other, brassier, with a
hint of trumpets.

He sat up. That was getting closer still, but it lacked the richness of the soundsin his brain. He had her
turn the knob back and forth, finally settled on the place that most nearly approached his phantom tune.
Shetried another knob, and the result was an even closer approach. But it lacked something.
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Getting more and more involved, Barnum found himself standing over her shoulder as she tried another
knob. That was closer ill, but.. .

Feverishly, he sat beside her on the bench and reached out for the knob. He tuned it carefully, then



redlized what he had done.
"Do you mind?" he asked. "It's so much eadier Sitting here and turning them mysdf.”

She dapped him on the shoulder. "Y ou dope," shelaughed, "1've been trying to get you over herefor the
last fifteen minutes. Do you think | could redly do this by mysdf? That Beethoven story wasalie”

"What will we do, then?"

"What you'll do isfiddlewith this machine, with me here to help you and tell you how to get what you
want. Whenyou get it right, I'll play it for you. Believe me, I've done thistoo many timesto think you
could St over there and describe it to me. Now singl”

He sang. Eight hours|later Ragtime came quietly into the room and put a plate of sandwiches and a pot of
coffee on the table beside them. Barnum was dtill Snging, and the synthesizer was singing dong with him.

Barnum came swimming out of his creetive fog, aware that something was hovering in hisfield of vison,
interfering with hisview of the keyboard. Something white and steaming, at theend of along . . .

It was a coffee cup, held in Tympani's hand. Helooked at her face and she tactfully said nothing.

Whileworking at the synthesizer, Barnum and Bailey had virtudly fused into asingle being. That was
appropriate, since the music Barnum was trying to sl was the product of their joint mind. It belonged to
both of them. Now he wrenched himself away from his partner, far enough away that talking to him
became allittle more than talking to himsaif.

"How about it, Bailey? Should we have some?”

"I don't see why not. I've had to expend quite abit of water vapor to keep you coal in this place. It could
gand replenishing.”
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"Ligten, why don't you roll back from my hands? It would make it easier to handle those contrals; give
me finer manipulation, see? Besides, I'm not sureif it's polite to shake hands with her without actually
touching flesh."

Bailey said nothing, but hisfluid body drew back quickly from Barnum's hands. Barnum reached out and
took the offered cup, sarting at the unfamiliar sensation of heat in his own nerve endings. Tympani was
unaware of the discussion; it had taken only a second.

The sensation was explosive when it went down histhroat. He gasped, and Tympani |ooked worried.

"Takeit easy there, friend. Y ou've got to get your nerves back in shape for something as hot asthat.” She
took a careful sip and turned back to the keyboard. Barnum set his cup down and joined her. But it
seemed like time for arecess and he couldn't get back into the music. She recognized this and relaxed,
taking asandwich and edting it asif she were sarving.

"Sheis garving, you dope,” Bailey said. "Or at least very hungry. She hasn't had anything to est for eight
hours, and she doesn't have a symb recycling her wastes into food and dripping it into her veins. So she
gets hungry. Remember?'

"l remember. 1'd forgotten.” Helooked at the pile of sandwiches. "1 wonder what it would fed liketo est
one of those?*



"Likethis" Barnum's mouth was flooded with the taste of atuna saad sandwich on whole whegt. Baley
produced thistrick, like dl hisothers, by direct stimulation of the sensorium. With no trouble at al he
could produce completely new sensations Smply by shorting one sector of Barnum's brain into another. If
Barnum wanted to know what the taste of atuna sandwich sounded like, Bailey could et him hear.

"All right. And | won't protest that | didn't fed the bite of it against my teeth, because | know you can
produce that, too. And al the sensations of chewing and swalowing it, and much more besides. Still,"
and histhoughts took on atonethat Bailey wasn't sure heliked, "I wonder if it would be the polite thing
to eat one of them?"
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"What'sdl thispolitenessdl of asudden?’ Bailey exploded. "Eat it if you like, but I'll never know why.
Beacarnivorous animal and seeif | care

"Temper, temper,” Barnum chided, with tendernessin hisvoice. " Settle down, chum. I'm not going
anywhere without you. But we have to get dong with these people. I'm just trying to be diplomatic.”

"Eat it, then,” Bailey sghed. "Y oull ruin my ecology schedules for months—what'll | do with dl that extra
protein?—but why should you care about that?"

Barnum laughed silently. He knew that Bailey could do anything he liked withiit: ingest it, refineit, burniit,
or amply contain it and expd it at the first opportunity. He reached for a sandwich and fdlt the thick
substance of Bailey's skin draw back from hisface asheraised it to his mouth.

He had expected a brighter light, but he shouldn't have. He was using his own retinas to see with for the
firgt timein years, but it was no different from the cortex-induced pictures Bailey had shown him all that
time

"You haveaniceface" Tympani said, around amouthful of sandwich. "I thought you would have. You
painted avery nice picture of yoursef.”

"l did?' Barnum asked, intrigued. "What do you mean?"

"Your music. It reflectsyou. Oh, | don't see everything in your eyesthat | saw inthe music, but | never
do. Therest of itisBailey, your friend. And | can't read his expression.”

"No, | guessyou couldn't. But can you tell anything about him?"

She thought about it, then turned to the keyboard. She picked out atheme they had worried out afew
hours before, played it alittle faster and with subtle dterationsin the tondity. It was a happy fragment,
with ahint of something just out of reach.

"That's Bailey. HE'sworried about something. If experienceisany guide, it's being here at Pearly Gates.
Symbs don't like to come here, or anywhere there's gravity. It makes them fed not needed.”

"Hear that?' he asked hisslent partner.
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"Umm."

"And that's so silly," shewent on. "I don't know about it firsthand, obvioudly, but I've met and talked to a
lot of pairs. Asfar as| can see, the bond between ahuman and asymbis... well, it makes amother cat



dying to defend her kittens seem like a case of casud affection. | guessyou know that better than | could
ever say, though.”

"You sated it wal," hesad.

Baley made agrudging sSgn of gpprova, amental sheepish grin. " She's outpointed me, mest-eater. I'll
shut up and let you two talk without me intruding my baselessinsecurities.”

"You rdaxed him," Barnum told her, happily. "Y ou've even got him making jokes about himself. That'sno
smd| accomplishment, because he takes himsdlf pretty serioudy.”

"That'snot fair, | can't defend mysdf.”
"| thought you were going to be quiet?'

Thework proceeded smoothly, though it was running longer than Bailey would have liked. After three
days of transcribing, the music was beginning to take shape. A time came when Tympani could pressa
button and have the machine play it back: it was much more than the skeletd outline they had evolved on
thefirst day but till needed finishing touches.

"How about 'Contrapunctual Cantata?' Tympani asked.
"What?'

"For atitle. It hasto have atitle. I've been thinking about it, and coined that word. It fits, because the
pieceisvery metrica in congruction: tight, on time, on the best. Y et it has a strong counterpoint in the
woodwinds."

"That's the reedy sections, right?"
"Y es. What do you think?"
"Bailey wantsto know what acantatais.”

Tympani shrugged her shoulders, but looked guilty. "Totel you thetruth, | stuck that in for dliteration.
Maybe asasdling point. Actudly, acantatais sung, and you don't have anything like voicesin this. You
sure you couldn't work somein?

Barnum consdered it. "No."
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"It'syour decision, of course.” She seemed about to say something else but decided againgt it.
"Look, | don't caretoo much about thetitle,” Barnum said. "Will it help you to sdll it, naming it that?"
"Might."

"Then do asyou please.”

"Thanks. I've got Rag working on some preliminary publicity. We both think this has possibilities. He
liked thetitle, and he's pretty good at knowing what will sll. He likes the piece, too."

"How much longer beforewell have it ready?"

"Not too long. Two more days. Areyou getting tired of it?"



"A little. I'd like to get back to the Ring. So would Bailey."

She frowned a him, pouting her lower lip. "That means| won't be seeing you for ten years. This sure can
be adow business. It takesforever to develop new talent.”

"Why areyouinit?'

She thought about it. "'l guess because musiciswhat | like, and Janusiswhere the most innovative music
in the system is born and bred. No one else can compete with you Ringers.”

He was about to ask her why she didn't pair up and seewhat it was like, firsthand. But something held
him back, some unspoken taboo she had set up; or perhapsit was him. Truthfully, he could no longer
understand why everyone didn't pair with asymb. It seemed the only sane way to live. But he knew that
many found the idea unattractive, even repugnant.

After the fourth recording sesson Tympani reaxed by playing the synthesizer for the pair. They had
known she was good, and their opinion was confirmed by the artistry she displayed at the keyboard.

Tympani had made a study of musical history. She could play Bach or Beethoven as easily astheworks
of the modern composers like Barnum. She performed Beethoven's Eighth Symphony, first movement.
With her two hands and two peds she had no trouble at al in making an
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exact reproduction of afull symphony orchestra. But she didn't limit hersdlf to that. The music would
segue imperceptibly from the traditiond stringsinto the concrete sounds that only an eectronic instrument
could produce. Shefollowed it with something by Ravel that Barnum had never heard, then an early
composition by Riker. After that, she amused him with some Joplin rags and amarch by John Philip
Sousa. She dlowed hersdlf no license on these, playing them with the exact instrumentation indicated by
the composer.

Then she moved into another march. Thisonewasincredibly lively, full of chrometic runsthat soared and
swooped. She played it with a precision in the bass parts that the old musicians could never have
achieved. Barnum was reminded of old films seen asachild, filmsfull of snarling lionsin cagesand

€l ephants bedecked with feathers.

"What wasthat?' he asked when she was through.

"Funny you should ask, Mr. Barnum. That was an old circus march called Thunder and Blazes.' Or some
cal it 'Entry of the Gladiators." There's some confusion among the scholars. Some say it had athird title,
‘Barnum and Bailey's Favorite,' but the mgority think that was another one. If it was, it'slost, and too
bad. But everyoneis sure that Barnum and Baliley liked this one, too. What do you think of it?"

"l likeit. Would you play it again?'

Shedid, and later athird time, because Bailey wanted to be sure it was safe in Barnum's memory where
they could replay it later.

Tympani turned the machine off and rested her elbows on the keyboard.

"When you go back out,” she said, "why don't you give some thought to working in a synapticon part for
your next work?"

"What's a synapticon?"'



She gtared at him, not believing what she had heard. Then her expression changed to one of ddlight.

"Y ou redly don't know? Then you have something to learn.” And she bounced over to her desk, grabbed
some-
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thing with her peds, and hopped back to the synthesizer. It wasasmall black box with astrap and awire
with an input jack at one end. She turned her back to him and parted her hair at the base of her skull.

"Will you plug mein?' she asked.

Barnum saw thetiny gold socket buried in her hair, the kind that enabled one to interface directly with a
computer. He inserted the plug into it and she strapped the box around her neck. It was severely
functiona, and had an improvised, bread-boarded ook about it, scarred with tool marks and chipped
paint. It gave theimpresson of having been tinkered with amost dally.

"It's4till in the development process,” she said. "Myers— he'sthe guy who invented it—has been playing
with it, adding things. When we get it right welll market it as anecklace. The circuitry can be compacted
quite abit. Thefirst one had awire that connected it to the speaker, which hampered my style
consderably. But this one has atransmitter. Y ou'll see what | mean. Come on, thereisn't roomin here.”

She led the way back to the outer office and turned on abig speaker against the wall.

"What it does," she said, standing in the middle of the room with her hands at her sides, "istrandate body
motion into music. It measures the tensionsin the body nerve network, amplifiesthem, and ... well, I'll
show you what | mean. This positionis null; no sound is produced.” She was standing straight, but
relaxed, peds together, hands at her sides, head dightly lowered.

She brought her arm up in front of her, reaching with her hand, and the speaker behind her made a
swooping sound up the scale, breaking into achord as her fingers closed on theinvisbletoneinthe air.
She bent her knee forward and a soft bass note crept in, strengthening as she tensed the musclesin her
thighs. She added more harmonics with her other hand, then abruptly cocked her body to one side,
exploding the sound into a cascade of chords. Barnum sat up straight, the hairs on hisarms and spine
gtting up with him.

Tympani couldn't see him. Shewaslogt in aworld that
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existed dightly out of phase with the real one, aworld where dance was music and her body wasthe
instrument. Her eyeblinks became staccato punctuating phrases and her bresthing provided asolid
rhythmic base for the nets of sound her arms and legs and fingers were weaving.

To Barnum and Bailey the beautty of it lay in the perfect fitting together of movement and sound. The pair
had thought it would be just a novelty, that she would be swesting to twist her body into shapesthat were
awkward and unnatura to reach the notes she was after. But it wasn't like that. Each e ement shaped the
other. Both the music and the dance were improvised as she went aong and were subordinate to no rules
but her own internal ones.

When shefinaly cameto rest, balancing on thetips of her peds and letting the sound die away to
nothingness, Barnum was amost numb. And he was surprised to hear the sound of hands clapping. He
redized it was his own hands, but he wasn't clgpping them. It was Bailey. Bailey had never taken over
motor control.



They had to have dl the details. Bailey was overwhelmed by the new art form and grew so impatient with
relaying questions through Barnum that he almost asked to take over Barnum'svocal cordsfor awhile.

Tympani was surprised at the degree of enthusiasm. She was a strong proponent of the synapticon but
had not met much successin her effortsto popularizeit. It had itslimitations, and was viewed as an
interesting but passing fad.

"What limitations?' Bailey asked, and Barnum vocaized.

"Bascdly, it needs free-fal performanceto be fully effective. There areresdud tonesthat can't be
eliminated when you're standing up in gravity, even on Janus. And | can't Say in the air long enough here.
Y ou evidently didn't noticeit, but | was unable to introduce many variations under these conditions.”

Barnum saw something at once. "Then | should have oneingaled. That way | can play it as| move
through the Ring."

Tympani brushed astrand of hair out of her eyes. She was covered in sweat from her fifteen-minute
performance, and her face was flushed. Barnum amost didn't hear her
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reply, he was so intent on the harmony of motion in that Smple movement. And the synagpticon was
turned off.

"Maybe you should. But I'd wait if | were you." Barnum was about to ask why but she went on quickly.
"Itisn't an exact instrument yet, but we're working onit, refining it every day. Part of the problem, you
See, isthat it takes pecid training to operate it so it produces more than white noise. | wasn't strictly
truthful with you when | told you how it works.”

"How 07"
"Wedll, | said it measurestensonsin nerves and trandatesit. Where are most of the nervesin the body?"
Barnum saw it then. "Inthe brain.”

"Right. So mood is even more important in thisthan in most music. Have you ever worked with an
apha-wave device? By listening to atone you can control certain functions of your brain. It takes
practice. The brain providesthe reservoir of tone for the synapticon, modul ates the whole composition. If
you aren't in control of it, it comes out as noise."

"How long have you been working with it?'
"About three years."

While Barnum and Bailey were working with her, Tympani had to adjust her day and night cyclesto fit
with hisbiologica processes. The pair spent the periods of sunlight stretched out in Januss municipa
kitchen.

The kitchen was afree service provided by the community, one that was well worth the cost, since
without it paired humanswould find it impossible to remain on Janus for more than afew days. It wasa
bulldozed plain, three kilometers square, marked off in agrid with sections one hundred meters on an
edge. Barnum and Bailey didn't care for it—none of the pairsliked it much—but it was the best they
could doinagravity fidd.



No closed ecology istruly closed. The same heat cannot be reused endlesdy, asraw materials can. Heet
must be added, energy must be pumped in somewhere aong the line to enable the plant component of
the pair to synthesize the carbohydrates needed by the anima component. Bailey
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could use some of the low-level heat generated when Bar-num'’s body broke down these molecules, but
that process would soon lead to ecological bankruptcy.

The symb's solution was photosynthess, like any other plant's, though the chemicads Bailey employed for
it bore only avague resemblance to chlorophyll. Photosynthesis requires large amounts of plant surface,
much more than is available on an areathe size of ahuman. And the intendity of sunlight at Saturn's orbit
was only one hundredth what it was at Earth's.

Barnum walked carefully ong one of the white lines of the grid. To hisleft and right, humanswere
reclining in the centers of the large squares. They were enclosed in only the thinnest coating of symb; the
rest of the symb's mass was spread in asheet of living film, dmost invisible except asasheen on theflat
ground. In space, this sunflower was formed by spinning dowly and letting centrifugdl forceformthelarge
parabolic organ. Hereit lay inert on the ground, pulled out by mechanical devices at the corners of the
square. Symbs did not have the musculature to do it themsalves.

No part of their stay on Janus made them yearn for the Rings as much asthe kitchen. Barnum reclined in
the middle of an empty square and let the mechanica clawsfit themselvesto Bailey's outer tegument.
They began to pull, dowly, and Bailey was Stretched.

In the Ring they were never more than ten kilometers from the Upper Half. They could drift up there and
deploy the sunflower, dream away afew hours, then use the light pressure to push them back into the
shaded parts of the Ring. It was nice; it was not exactly deep, not exactly anything in human experience.
It was plant consciousness, adreamless, smple awareness of the universe, unencumbered with thought
processes.

Barnum grumbled now as the sunflower was soread on the ground around them. Though the
energy-intake phase of their existence was not deep, severd days of trying to accomplishit in gravity left
Barnum with symptoms very like lack of deep. They were both getting irritable. They were eager to
return to weightlessness.
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Hefdt the pleasant lethargy creep over him. Beneath him, Bailey was extending powerful rootletsinto the
naked rock, using acid compounds to et into it and obtain the small amounts of replacement massthe
pair needed.

"So when arewe going?' Bailey asked, quietly.

"Any day, now. Any day." Barnum was drowsy. He could fedl the sun tarting to heet thefluid in Bailey's
sunflower. He waslike adaisy nodding lazily in agreen pasture.

"l guess| don't need to point it out, but the transcription is complete. There's no need for usto stay.”
"l know."

That night Tympani danced again. She madeit dow, with none of the flying legps and swelling
crescendos of thefirst time. And dowly, aimost imperceptibly, atheme crept in. It was changed,
rearranged; it was arun here and a phrase there. It never quite became melodic, asit was on the tape,



but that was only right. It had been scored for strings, brass, and many other instruments but they hadn't
written in atympani part. She had to trangpose for her instrument. It was still contrapunctual.

When she was done she told them of her most successful concert, the one that had almost captured the
public fancy. It had been aduet, she and her partner playing the same synapticon while they made love.

The firgt and second movements had been well received.

"Then we reached thefinde," she remembered, wryly, "and we suddenly lost sight of the harmoniesand it
sounded like, well, one reviewer mentioned 'the death agonies of ahyena' I'm afraid we didn't hear it."

"Who wasit? Ragtime?'

She laughed. "Him? No, he doesn't know anything about music. He makeslove dl right, but he couldn't
do it in three-quarter time. It was Myers, the guy who invented the synapticon. But he's more of an
engineer than amusdician. | haven't redly found agood partner for that, and anyway, | wouldn't doitin
public again. Thosereviews hurt.”

"But | get theideayou fed theided conditionsfor mak-
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ing music with it would be adugt, in freefdl, while making love."
She snorted. "Did | say that?' Shewas quiet for along time.

"Maybeitis" shefinaly conceded. She Sghed. "The nature of the instrument is such that the most
powerful music is made when the body ismost in tunewith its surroundings, and | can't think of a better
time than when I'm gpproaching an orgasm.”

"Why didn't it work, then?"

"Maybe | shouldn't say this, but Myersblew it. He got excited, which isthe whole point, of course, but
he couldn't control it. There| was, tuned like a Stradivarius, feding heavenly harps playing inside me, and
he starts blagting out ajungle rhythm on akazoo. I'm not going through that again. I'll stick to the
traditiona ballet like| did tonight."

"Tympani," Barnum blurted, "I could make lovein three-quarter time."

She got up and paced around the room, looking at him from time to time. He couldn't see through her
eyes, but felt uncomfortably aware that she saw a grotesque green blob with ahuman face set high upin
ameass of putty. Hefelt atwinge of resentment for Bailey's exterior. Why couldn't she see him'? He was
inthere, buried dive. For thefirgt time hefdt dmaost imprisoned. Bailey cringed away from the feding.

"Isthat an invitation?' she asked.
IIY$II
"But you don't have a synapticon."

"Meand Bailey taked it over. He thinks he can function as one. After dl, he does much the same thing
every second of our lives. HE'S very adept at rearranging nerve impulses, both in my brain and my body.
Hemore or lesslivesin my nervous system.”



Shewas momentarily speechless.

"Y ou say you can makemusic .. . . and heer it, without an instrument at al? Bailey doesthisfor you?"
"Sure. We just hadn't thought of routing body move-

ments through the auditory part of the brain. That'swhat you're doing.”

She opened her mouth to say something, then closed it again. She seemed undecided about what to do.

"Tympani, why don't you pair up and go out into the Ring? Wait aminute; hear usout. Y ou told me that
my music was great and you think it might even sell. How did | do that? Do you ever think about it?"

"| think about it alot,” she muttered, looking away from him.

"When | came here | didn't even know the names of the notesthat werein my head. | wasignorant. | ill
don't know much. But | write music. And you, you know more about music than anyone I've ever met;
you loveit, you play it with beauty and skill. But what do you create?"

"I'vewritten things," she said, defensively. "Oh, dl right. They weren't any good. | don't seem to havethe
talent in that direction.”

"But I'm proof that you don't need it. | didn't write that music; neither did Bailey. We watched it and
listened to it happening dl around us. Y ou can't imaginewhat it'slike out there. It'sdl the music you ever
heard."

At first congderation it seemed logica to many that the best art in the system should issue from the Rings
of Saturn. Not until humanity reaches Beta Lyrae or farther will amore beautiful placeto live be found.
Surely an artist could draw endless inspiration from the Sightsto be seen in the Ring. But artistisarerare.
How could the Ring produce art in every human who lived there?

The artigtic life of the solar system had been dominated by Ringersfor over acentury. If it wasthe heroic
scale of the Rings and their superb beauty that had caused this, one might expect the art produced to be
mainly heroic in nature and beautiful in tone and execution. Such had never been the case. The paintings,
poetry, writing, and music of the Ringers covered the entire range of human experience and then went a

step beyond.

A man or awoman would arrive at Janus for any of a
L
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variety of reasons, determined to abandon hisor her former life and pair with asymb. About a dozen
people departed like that each day, not to be heard of for up to a decade. They were areasonable cross
section of the race, ranging from the capable to the helpless, some of them kind and others cruedl. There
were geniuses among them, and idiots. They were precisely as young, old, sympathetic, callous, talented,
usdless, vulnerable, and fdlible as any random sample of humanity must be. Few of them had any training
or inclination in thefields of painting or music or writing.

Some of them died. The Rings, after adl, were hazardous. These people had no way of learning how to
survive out there except by trying and succeeding. But most came back. And they came back with
pictures and songs and stories.



Agentry was the only industry on Janus. It took a specid kind of agent, because few Ringers could walk
into an office and present afinished work of any kind. A literary agent had the easiest job. But a
tinpanalleycat had to be ready to teach some rudiments of music to the composer who knew nothing
about notation.

The rewards were high. Ringer art was Satistically about ten times morelikely to sdll than art from
anywhere dsein the system. Better yet, the agent took nearly al the profitsinstead of acommission, and
the artists were never pressuring for more. Ringers had little use for money. Often, an agent could retire
on the proceeds of one successful sale.

But the fundamenta question of why Ringers produced art was unanswered.

Barnum didn't know. He had someidess, partially confirmed by Bailey. It wastied up in the blending of
the human and symb mind. A Ringer was more than ahuman, and yet sill human. When combined with a
symb, something else was created. It was not under their control. The best way Barnum had been ableto
expressit to himsalf was by saying that this meeting of two different kinds of mind set up atension at the
junction. It was like the addition of amplitudes when two waves meet head on.
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That tendon was mental, and fleshed itsdf with the symbols that werelying around for thetaking in the
mind of the human. It had to use human symbols because the intellectud life of asymb starts at the
moment it comesin contact with a human brain. The symb has no brain of its own and hasto make do
with using the human brain on atimesharing basis.

Barnum and Bailey did not worry about the source of their ingpiration. Tympani worried about it alot.
She resented the fact that the muse which had dways euded her paid such indiscriminate visitsto
human-symb pairs. She admitted to them that she thought it unfair, but refused to give them an answer
when asked why she would not take the step pairing hersdlf.

But Barnum and Bailey were offering her an dternative, away to sample what it was like to be paired
without actudly taking that final step.

Inthe end, her curiosity defeated her caution. She agreed to make love with them, with Bailey functioning
asaliving synapticon.

Barnum and Bailey reached Tympani's gpartment and she held the door for them. Inside, shedided al
the furniture into the floor, leaving alarge, bare room with whitewalls.

"What do | do?' she asked in asmall voice. Barnum reached out and took her hand, which melted into
the substance of Balley.

"Give meyour other hand." She did so, and watched stoicaly as the green stuff crept up her hands and
arms. "Don't look at it," Barnum advised, and she obeyed.

Hefdt ar next to his skin as Bailey began manufacturing an amosphere insde himself and inflating like a
balloon. The green sphere got larger, hiding Barnum completely and gradudly absorbing Tympani. Infive
minutes the featureess green ball filled the room.

"I'd never seen that,” she said, asthey stood holding hands.
"Usudly wedoit only in space.”

"What comes next?"
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"Just hold till." She saw him glance over her shoulder, and started to turn. She thought better of it and
tensed, knowing what was coming.

A dim tendril had grown out of the inner surface of the symb and groped its way toward the computer
termind at the back of her head. She cringed asit touched her, then relaxed asit wormed itsway in.

"How'sthe contact?' Barnum asked Bailey.

"Just aminute. I'm il fedling it out.” The symb had oozed through the microscopic entry points at the
rear of the termina and was following the network of filaments that extended through her cerebrum.
Reaching the end of one, Bailey would probe further, searching for theloci he knew so well in Barnum.

"They'redightly different,” hetold Barnum. "I'll haveto do alittle testing to be sure I'm at theright spots.”
Tympani jumped, then looked down in horror as her arms and legs did a dance without her valition.

"Tel himto stop that!" she shrieked, then gasped as Bailey ran through arapid series of memory-sensory
loci; in dmost instantaneous success on she experienced the smell of an orange blossom, the void of the
womb, an embarrassing incident asachild, her first freefall. She tasted amed eaten fifteen years ago. It
was like spinning aradio did through the frequencies, getting fragments of athousand unrelated songs,
and yet being able to hear each of them initsentirety. It lasted less than a second and left her weak. But
the weakness wasiillusory, too, and she recovered and found hersdf in Barnum'sarms.

"Makehimgtopit," she demanded, struggling away from him.
"Itsover,” hesad.

"Wadl, dmog," Bailey said. Therest of the process was conducted beneath her consciousleve. "I'min,”
hetold Barnum. "I can't guarantee how well thiswill work. | wasn't built for this sort of thing, you know. |
need alarger entry point than that terminal, more like the one | sank into the top of-your head."

"Isthere any danger to her?'
"Nope, but there'sa chance I'll get overloaded and have
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to hat the whole thing. Therés going to be alot of traffic over that little tendril and | can't be sureitlll
handletheload."

"Well just haveto do our best.”
They faced each other. Tympani was tense and stony-eyed.
"What's next?' she asked again, planting her feet on the thin but springy and warm surface of Bailey.

"l was hoping you'd do the opening bars. Give me alead to follow. Y ou've donethisonce, even if it
didn't work."

"All right. Take my hands. .."

Barnum had no idea how the composition would start. She chose a very subdued tempo. It was not a
dirge; infact, in the beginning it had no tempo &t dl. It was afree-form tone poem. She moved with a



glacia downessthat had none of the loose sexudity he had expected. Barnum watched, and heard a
deep undertone develop and knew it as the awakening awarenessin hisown mind. It was hisfirst

response.

Gradually, as she began to movein hisdirection, he essayed some movement. His music added itself to
hers but it remained separate and did not harmonize. They were sitting in different rooms, hearing each
other through thewalls.

She reached down and touched hisleg with her fingertips. She drew her hand dowly dong him and the
sound was like fingernails rasping on a blackboard. It clashed, it grated, it tore at hisnerves. It left him
shaken, but he continued with the dance.

Again she touched him, and the theme repested itself. A third time, with the same results. He rdlaxed into
it, understood it as apart of their music, harsh asit was. It was her tension.

Hekndt infront of her and put hishandsto her waist. She turned, dowly, making asound like arusty
metd plate rolling aong a concrete floor. She kept spinning and the tone began to modulate and acquire
arhythm. It throbbed, syncopated, as afunction of their heartbests.
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Gradually the tones began to soften and blend. Tympani's skin was glistening with swest as she turned
fagter. Then, a asgna he never conscioudy recelved, Barnum lifted her in the air and the sounds
cascaded around them as they embraced. She kicked her legs joyoudy and it combined with the
thunderous bass protest of his straining leg musclesto produce an airborne series of chromatics. It
reached a crescendo that was impossible to sustain, then tapered off as her feet touched the floor and
they collapsed into each other. The sounds muttered to themsalves, unresolved, asthey cradled each
other and caught their breath.

"Now werein tune, at least," Tympani whispered, and the symb-synapticon picked up the nerve
impulsesin her mouth and ears and tongue as she said it and heard it, and mixed it with the impulsesfrom
Barnum's ears. The result was a vanishing series of arpeggios congtructed around each word that echoed
around them for minutes. She laughed to hear it, and that was music even without the dressings.

The music had never stopped. It till inhabited the space around them, gathering itself into dark pools
around their feet and pulsing in adiminishing dlegretto with their hissing breeth.

"It'sgotten dark,” she whispered, afraid to brave the intengity of sound if she were to spesk adoud. Her
words wove around Barnum's head as he lifted his eyesto look around them. "There are things moving
around out there," she said. The tempo increased dightly as her heart caught on the dark-on-dark
outlines she sensed.

"The sounds are taking shape," Barnum said. "Don't be afraid of them. It'sin your mind."
"I'm not sure | want to seethat deeply into my mind."

Asthe second movement started, stars began to appear over their heads. Tympani lay supineon a
surface that was beginning to yield beneath her, like sand or somethick liquid. She accepted it. Shelet it
conform to her shoulder blades as Barnum coaxed music from her body with his
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hands. He found handfuls of pure, bell-like tones, unencumbered with timbre or resonance, existing by
themsalves. Putting hislipsto her, he sucked out amouthful of chordswhich he blew out one by one,



where they clustered like bees around his nonsense words, ringing change after change on the harmonies
inhisvoice.

She dtretched her arms over her head and bared her teeth, grabbing at the sand that was now asredl to
her touch as her own body was. Here was the sexua ity Barnum had sought. Brash and libidinous asa
goddessin the Hindu pantheon, her body shouted like a Dixieland clarinet and the sounds caught on the
waving tree limbs overhead and thrashed about like tattered sheets. Laughing, she held her hands before
her face and watched as sparks of blue and white fire arced across her fingertips. The sparks legped out
to Barnum and he glowed where they touched him.

The universe they were vidting was an extraordinarily cooperative one. When the sparks jumped from
Tympani's hand into the dark, cloud-streaked sky, bolts of lightning came skittering back at her. They
were awesome, but not fearsome. Tympani knew them to be productions of Bailey's mind. But she liked
them. When the tornadoes formed above her and writhed in a dance around her head, she liked that, too.

The gathering storm incressed as the tempo of their music increased, in perfect step. Gradualy, Tympani
lost track of what was happening. Thefirein her body was transformed into madness: apiano rolling
down ahillsde or aharp being used as atrampoline. There was the drunken looseness of adide
trombone played at the bottom of awell. She ran her tongue over his cheek and it was the sound of
beads of ail faling on asnare drum. Barnum sought entrance to the concert hal, sounding like ahead-on
collison of harpschords.

Then someone pulled the plug on the turntable motor and the tape was left to thread its way through the
heads at adowly diminishing speed asthey rested. The music gabbled insstently at them, reminding them
that this could only be abrief intermission, that they were in the com-
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mand of forces beyond themsalves. They accepted it, Tympani Stting lightly in Barnum'slap, facing him,
and alowing hersef to be cradled in hisarms.

"Why the pause?’ Tympani asked, and was ddlighted to see her words escape her mouth not in sound,
but in print. She touched the small |etters as they fluttered to the ground.

"Bailey requested it,” Barnum said, also in print. "Hiscircuits are overloading." Hiswords orbited twice
around his heed, then vanished.

"And why the skywriting?'
"So as not to foul the music with more words."
She nodded, and rested her head on his shoulder again.

Barnum was happy. He gently stroked her back, producing awarm, fuzzy rumble. He shaped the
contours of the sound with hisfingertips. Living in the Ring, he was used to the fedling of triumphing over
something infinitely vast. With the aid of Bailey he could scale down the mighty Ring until it waswithin the
scope of ahuman mind. But nothing he had ever experienced rivaed the sense of power hefeltin
touching Tympani and getting music.

A breeze was gtarting to eddy around them. It rippled the leaves of the tree that arched over them. The
lovers had stayed planted on the ground during the height of the storm; now the breeze lifted them into
the air and wafted them into the gray clouds.



Tympani had not noticed it. When she opened her eyes, dl she knew wasthat they were back in limbo
again, donewith the music. And the music was beginning to build.

The last movement was both more harmonious and less varied. They werefindly in tune, acknowledging
the baton of the same conductor. The piece they were extemporizing was jubilant. It was noisy and
broad, and gave signs of becoming Wagnerian. But somewhere the gods were laughing.

Tympani flowed withit, letting it become her. Barnum was sketching out the melody line while she was
content to supply the occasiond gppogiatura, the haunting nuance that prevented it from becoming
ponderous.
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The clouds began to withdraw, dowly reveding the new illusion that Bailey had moved themto. It was
hazy. But it was vast. Tympani opened her eyes and saw

—the view from the Upper Half, only afew kilometers above the plane of the Rings. Below her was an
infinite golden surface and above her were stars. Her eyes were drawn to the plane, down there. ... It
was thin. Insubgtantial. One could seeright through it. Shielding her eyes from the glare of the sun (and
introducing aforlorn minor theme into the music) she peered into the whirling marvel they had taken her
out hereto see, and her ears were filled with the shrieks of her unspoken fear as Bailey picked it up.
There were stars down there, dll around her and moving toward her, and she was moving through them,
and they were beginning to revolve, and

—theinner surface of Bailey. Above her unseeing eyes, adim green tendril, severed, was writhing back
into thewall. It disappeared.

"Burnt out."
"Areyou dl right?' Barnum asked him.
"I'mdl right. Burnt out. Y ou fet it. | warned you the connection might not handle the traffic.”

Barnum consoled him. "We never expected that intensity.” He shook his heed, trying to clear the memory
of that awful moment. He had hisfears, but evidently no phobias. Nothing had ever gripped him the way

the Rings had gripped Tympani. He gratefully felt Bailey dip in and ease the pain back into acorner of his
mind where he needn't look at it. Plenty of timefor that later, on the long, silent orbits they would soon be
following. . ..

Tympani was Sitting up, puzzled, but beginning to smile. Barnum wished Bailey could give him areport on
her mental condition, but the connection was broken. Shock? He'd forgotten the symptoms.

"I'll haveto find out for myself,” hetold Balley.

"Shelooksdl right to me," Bailey said. "1 was caming her as the contact was breaking. She might not
remember much.”

Shedidn't. Mercifully, she remembered the happiness
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but had only avague impression of the fear at the end. She didn't want to look at it, which wasjust as
wdll. Therewas no need for her to be tantaized or taunted by something she could never have.



They made lovethereinsde Bailey. It was quiet and deep, and lasted along time. What lingering hurts
there were found hedling in that gentle silence, punctuated only by the music of their breathing.

Then Bailey dowly retracted around Barnum, contracting their universe down to man-Sze and forever
excuding Tympani.

It was an awkward time for them. Barnum and Bailey were due at the catapult in an hour. All three knew
that Tympani could never follow them, but they didn't spesk of it. They promised to remain friends, and
knew it was empty.

Tympani had afinancia stiatement which she handed to Barnum.

"Two thousand, minus nineteen ninety-fivefor the pills." She dropped the dozen small pdletsinto his
other hand. They contained the trace el ements the pair could not obtain in the Rings, and congtituted the
only reason they ever needed to visit Janus.

"|sthat enough?" Tympani asked, anxioudy.

Barnum looked at the sheet of paper. He had to think hard to recal how important money wasto single
humans. He had little usefor it. His bank balance would keep him in supplement pills for thousands of
yearsif he could live that long, even if he never came back to sdll another song. And he understood now
why therewas 0 little repeat business on Janus. Pairs and humans could not mix. The only common
ground was art, and even there the single humans were driven by monetary pressures dien to pairs.

"Sure, that'sfine," he said, and tossed the paper aside. "It'smore than | need.”
Tympani wasredlieved.

"l know that of course," she said, fedling guilty. "But | dwaysfed like an exploiter. It's not very much.
Rag says
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this one could redly take off and we could get rich. And that'sdl you'll ever get out of it."

Barnum knew that, and didn't care. "It'sredly al we need,” he repeated. "I've dready been paid in the
only coin | value, whichisthe privilege of knowing you."

They left it a the.

The countdown wasn't along one. The operators of the cannon tended to herd the pairs through the
machine like cattle through agate. But it was plenty of time for Barnum and Bailey, on stretched-time, to
embed Tympani in amber.

"Why?' Barnum asked at one point. "Why her? Where does the fear come from?”

"l saw somethings," Bailey said, thoughtfully. "1 was going to probe, but then | hated mysdif for it. |
decided to leave her private traumas done."

The count wasticking dowly down to thefiring Sgnd, and a bass, mushy music beganto play in
Barnum'sears.

"Do you dill love her?' Barnum asked.

"Morethan ever."



"Sodol. It feesgood, and it hurts. | suppose well get over it. But from now on, we'd better keep our
world down to asize we can handle. What isthat music, anyway?'

"A send-off," Bailey said. He accelerated them until they could heer it. "It's coming over theradio. A
circusmarch.”

Barnum had no sooner recognized it than he felt the gentle but increasing push of the cannon accelerating
him up the tube. He laughed, and the two of them shot out of the bulging brass pipe of the Pearly Gates

cdliope. They made abull's-eye through a giant orange smoke ring, accompanied by the strains of
"Thunder and Blazes"



